
 

The Diplomat's Daughter 
Chapter 1 

Lady Eleanor Hastings had always been told that her greatest asset was her ability to 
keep secrets. Tonight, she wondered if that virtue might become her undoing. 
 
The Viennese ballroom sparkled with the light of a thousand candles, their glow 
reflected in gilded mirrors that lined the walls of the imperial palace. Beneath crystal 
chandeliers that hung like frozen waterfalls, Europe's nobility danced and plotted in 
equal measure. This was the Congress of Vienna—ostensibly a celebration of 
Napoleon's defeat, but in reality, a chessboard where the continent's future was being 
decided one champagne toast at a time. 
 
Eleanor stood at her father's side, the British ambassador's daughter playing her role to 
perfection. At twenty-two, she had mastered the art of being both visible and 
invisible—ornamental enough to grace her father's arm at diplomatic functions, yet 
unremarkable enough that men spoke freely in her presence, forgetting she understood 
six languages and possessed a memory that missed nothing. 
 
"Remember, Eleanor," her father murmured, his diplomatic smile never wavering as he 
nodded to a passing Russian prince, "every conversation is a negotiation. Every dance, 
an alliance." 
 
"Yes, Father," she replied automatically, though her thoughts drifted to the letter hidden 
in her chamber, the one her father must never discover. The one that had arrived that 
morning with no signature, only a request for information that no loyal English daughter 
should consider providing. 
 
Ambassador Lord William Hastings squeezed her arm gently. "The Austrian foreign 
minister approaches. Metternich has been difficult regarding the Polish territories. Smile, 
my dear." 
 
Eleanor arranged her features into a portrait of pleasant interest as Prince Metternich 
approached, a tall figure following in his wake. Her practiced smile faltered. 
 
The man behind Metternich moved with the fluid grace of a fencer. Dark hair swept back 
from a face that seemed carved from marble—high cheekbones, a straight nose, and 
eyes the color of a winter sea. He wore the formal attire of Austrian nobility, yet 
something in his bearing suggested he belonged to no nation. A dangerous quality in 
Vienna, where belonging was everything. 
 
"Ambassador Hastings," Metternich said in French, the lingua franca of diplomacy. "May 
I present Count Aleksander Novak? He has recently returned from... travels abroad." 
 



 

The slight pause spoke volumes. Eleanor's diplomatic instincts tingled. The Congress 
had drawn all manner of men to Vienna—heroes and opportunists, patriots and spies. 
 
The count bowed, first to her father, then to her. When he straightened, his eyes met 
hers with an intensity that made her throat tighten. 
 
"Lady Eleanor," he said, his English perfect but touched with an accent she couldn't 
quite place. "Your reputation precedes you." 
 
She raised an eyebrow. "I wasn't aware I had a reputation, Count Novak." 
 
"The ambassador's daughter who speaks more languages than most diplomats and 
observes more than she reveals." His lips curved into something not quite a smile. "In 
my experience, those who watch from the periphery often see what others miss." 
 
Her father cleared his throat. "My daughter assists with translations occasionally. 
Nothing more." 
 
The count's gaze remained on Eleanor. "Then Europe's secrets are in capable hands 
indeed." 
 
Before she could respond, the orchestra began a new waltz—the scandalous dance 
that had become the sensation of Vienna. Count Novak extended his hand. 
 
"Would you honor me, Lady Eleanor?" 
 
Her father stiffened beside her. The waltz required a closeness between partners that 
many still considered improper, particularly with a stranger whose allegiances were 
unclear. 
 
Yet something in the count's gaze challenged her, as if he knew exactly what position he 
was placing her in and was curious to see how she would navigate it. 
 
Eleanor placed her gloved hand in his. "I believe I will, Count Novak." 
 
As he led her to the dance floor, she felt the weight of a hundred calculating gazes. The 
daughters of diplomats did not dance with unknown counts unless there was strategic 
value. Her father would assume this was her attempt to gather information. Let him 
believe that. It was safer than the truth—that for the first time in Vienna's endless 
parade of calculated interactions, she was acting on impulse. 
 



 

The count's hand settled at her waist, keeping a marginally proper distance that 
nonetheless felt intimate. "You've surprised them," he murmured as they began to move 
with the music. 
 
"I've surprised myself," she admitted, then immediately regretted the candor. 
 
He guided her through a turn, his steps precise. "Tell me, Lady Eleanor, does your 
father know about the letter you received this morning?" 
 
Her heart stuttered, but years of diplomatic training kept her expression neutral. "I 
receive many letters, Count. You'll need to be more specific." 
 
His hand pressed slightly firmer against her back as he guided her through another turn. 
"The one requesting information about Britain's position on the Saxon territories. The 
one delivered by a boy with a scar above his left eye, sealed with plain wax bearing no 
crest." 
 
Eleanor missed a step, recovered quickly. "You're remarkably well-informed about my 
correspondence." 
 
"I make it my business to be well-informed about matters that concern me." His voice 
lowered. "Did you burn it, as instructed?" 
 
"Who are you?" she whispered. 
 
The music swelled around them. For a moment, his mask slipped, revealing something 
raw and urgent beneath. "Someone who needs to know if you intend to answer that 
letter." 
 
"And if I do?" 
 
"Then we will find ourselves on opposite sides of a very dangerous game." His eyes 
held hers. "And that would be... unfortunate." 
 
The waltz ended. Count Novak stepped back, bowing formally, but his eyes never left 
hers. "Consider carefully, Lady Eleanor. Vienna wears many masks, and not all friends 
are friendly, nor all enemies what they seem." 
 
As he walked away, Eleanor felt as though the floor had shifted beneath her feet. In a 
city of diplomatic intrigue, she had just been issued both a warning and an invitation. 
 
The game, it seemed, had already begun. 
 



 

Chapter 2 
Dawn broke over Vienna, painting the imperial city in hues of gold and rose. Eleanor 
stood at her window, watching as the early light caught the spire of St. Stephen's 
Cathedral in the distance. She had slept poorly, her dreams haunted by winter-gray 
eyes and cryptic warnings. 
 
"Another letter arrived for you, my lady," her maid Sophie said, entering with a silver 
tray. "With the morning post." 
 
Eleanor's heart quickened. She took the envelope, noting its quality and the formal seal 
of the Austrian court. Not from her mysterious correspondent, then. Still, she broke the 
seal with care, unfolding the heavy paper. 
 
An invitation to a private musicale at the Liechtenstein Palace that evening. The 
handwriting at the bottom, adding a personal note, belonged to Princess Marie Thurn 
und Taxis—one of Vienna's most influential hostesses and a woman whose social circle 
included everyone of consequence at the Congress. 
 
"It seems we have an engagement tonight, Sophie," Eleanor said, setting the invitation 
aside. "Have my blue silk gown pressed." 
 
"The one with the silver embroidery, my lady? It's very fine." 
 
"Yes, that one." Eleanor moved to her writing desk, mind racing. A musicale at the 
Liechtenstein Palace meant an intimate gathering—perhaps fifty guests instead of the 
hundreds that crowded the grand balls. It would provide opportunities for conversation... 
and perhaps answers. 
 
She had not forgotten the mysterious letter that had arrived yesterday morning—the one 
Count Novak had somehow known about. It remained hidden beneath a false bottom in 
her jewelry box, unburned despite the instructions it contained. The request had been 
simple yet shocking: details of Britain's private position on the fate of Saxony, 
information she was privy to only because her father often dictated diplomatic 
correspondence in her presence. 
 
To share such information would be treason. To ignore the letter might mean losing a 
chance to discover who was testing her loyalty—and why. 
 
A knock at the door interrupted her thoughts. Sophie answered it, then turned with a 
curtsy. "Your father wishes to see you in his study, my lady." 
 
Eleanor found her father at his desk, a stack of diplomatic dispatches before him, his 
spectacles perched on his nose. At fifty-three, Lord William Hastings remained an 



 

imposing figure—tall and straight-backed, with the keen eyes of a man who had spent 
decades observing the subtle shifts of power in Europe's courts. 
 
"Ah, Eleanor," he said, removing his spectacles. "I've had word from Lord Castlereagh. 
He'll be joining us for dinner before tonight's festivities." 
 
Lord Castlereagh—Britain's Foreign Secretary and the Crown's chief representative at 
the Congress. A dinner with him meant an evening of careful conversation and political 
maneuvering. 
 
"I'll inform the kitchen," she replied. "Will he bring Lady Castlereagh?" 
 
"No, this is a matter of business." He studied her face. "You danced with Count Novak 
last night." 
 
It wasn't a question, but Eleanor answered anyway. "Yes. He was introduced by Prince 
Metternich himself." 
 
"Metternich introduces many people. It doesn't mean he trusts them." Her father tapped 
his fingers on the desk. "What did the count say to you?" 
 
Eleanor hesitated, weighing how much to reveal. "He asked about my language 
abilities. Commented on the Congress. Nothing of substance." 
 
Her father's eyes narrowed slightly. "The man is a cipher, Eleanor. Polish ancestry, 
Austrian title, educated in Paris, and rumored to have spent the war years in various 
capitals—sometimes on Napoleon's side, sometimes against him. No one seems 
certain where his true loyalties lie." 
 
"Perhaps they lie with himself," Eleanor suggested. 
 
A smile ghosted across her father's face. "Quite likely. But that makes him 
unpredictable, and unpredictable men are dangerous during delicate negotiations." He 
pushed a document toward her. "I need this translated into French before Lord 
Castlereagh arrives. It concerns our position on the Polish-Saxon question." 
 
Eleanor took the document, recognizing it as a diplomatic brief outlining Britain's 
strategy—the very information requested in the mysterious letter. Was this a test? Did 
her father somehow suspect? 
 
"Of course, Father." 
 



 

As she turned to leave, he added, "And Eleanor? Should Count Novak seek your 
company again, I expect you to be cordial but cautious. Observe, listen, but reveal 
nothing." 
 
"As always," she promised, the weight of divided loyalties settling on her shoulders like 
a heavy cloak. 
 
Her father's study overlooked the embassy's courtyard, and as Eleanor crossed to the 
door, movement below caught her eye. A man in the plain dark coat of a courier was 
speaking with one of the embassy guards, handing over what appeared to be a letter. 
 
She froze when the man glanced up, meeting her gaze through the window. Though 
dressed differently, she recognized the sharp profile and intent expression of Count 
Novak. He offered the slightest nod before turning away, vanishing through the embassy 
gates. 
 
"Is something amiss?" her father asked. 
 
Eleanor composed her features, turning back. "No, Father. Just a courier in the 
courtyard." 
 
"Ah. We receive dozens each day." He returned to his papers. "The translation, Eleanor. 
By noon, if you please." 
 
"Yes, Father." 
 
She left the study, the document clutched in her hands, her mind racing with questions. 
Count Novak, delivering correspondence to the British Embassy while dressed as a 
common courier? What game was he playing? And more importantly—was he friend or 
foe? 
 
The Liechtenstein Palace glowed like a jewel against the night sky, its windows spilling 
warm light onto the snow-dusted gardens. Eleanor descended from her father's 
carriage, accepting the footman's hand with practiced grace. Inside, the palace's 
famous Hall of Hercules had been arranged for the musicale, gilt chairs positioned 
before a small stage where a quartet warmed their instruments. 
 
"Lady Eleanor," Princess Marie greeted her warmly, taking both her hands. In her fifties, 
the princess remained a formidable beauty with shrewd eyes that missed nothing. "How 
delightful. I've seated you near Countess Zichy—she's been most eager to improve her 
English, and I thought you might oblige." 
 



 

A diplomatic arrangement, then. The Countess Zichy was married to one of Emperor 
Francis's closest advisors. Eleanor smiled. "I'd be happy to assist the countess." 
 
"Excellent. And your father will be with the gentlemen, of course. Lord Castlereagh 
arrived just moments ago." 
 
Eleanor scanned the room, noting the careful arrangement of guests—French diplomats 
separated from the Prussians, Russians placed where they could observe but not 
overhear the Austrians. The seating chart was its own form of political strategy. 
 
Her gaze halted on a familiar figure standing near one of the marble columns. Count 
Novak, elegantly attired in evening wear, was engaged in conversation with a Russian 
official. As if sensing her observation, he looked up, his eyes finding hers across the 
room. 
 
Princess Marie followed her gaze. "Ah, I see you've noticed our mysterious count. 
Fascinating man. Polish mother, Austrian father, educated everywhere, at home 
nowhere." She lowered her voice. "They say he worked for the Austrian intelligence 
service during the war, but others claim he served Bonaparte. Perhaps both, eh? Such 
is diplomacy." 
 
"Indeed," Eleanor murmured. "One hardly knows who to trust." 
 
"Trust no one, my dear," the princess said with a tinkling laugh. "It's the only way to 
survive in Vienna. Now, come, the music is about to begin." 
 
As they moved toward the seating area, Eleanor found herself diverted by a light touch 
on her arm. Count Novak stood before her, bowing with perfect form. 
 
"Lady Eleanor. A pleasant surprise." 
 
"Is it?" She raised an eyebrow. "I suspect very little surprises you, Count." 
 
A smile played at the corners of his mouth. "You might be surprised by how often I am... 
surprised." His voice lowered. "Particularly by courageous women who receive 
dangerous letters and neither burn them nor alert their fathers." 
 
Eleanor's pulse quickened. "Perhaps such women are gathering information before 
deciding how to respond." 
 
"A prudent approach." He offered his arm. "May I escort you to your seat? I believe 
we're in the same row." 
 



 

She hesitated, then placed her hand on his sleeve. "How convenient." 
 
"Isn't it?" His voice held a note of dry amusement. "Almost as convenient as my being 
assigned quarters in a house that shares a garden wall with the British Embassy." 
 
Eleanor nearly missed a step. "You're watching me." 
 
"I'm watching everyone, Lady Eleanor. It's what keeps me alive." They had reached her 
assigned seat. He bowed again. "Enjoy the music. Mozart, I believe. Very appropriate 
for Vienna—beautiful on the surface, complex beneath." 
 
Before she could respond, he moved to his own seat several chairs away, leaving 
Eleanor to ponder his words as the first notes of the quartet filled the air. 
 
The music was exquisite, but Eleanor heard little of it. Her mind was occupied with 
diplomatic puzzles and the unsettling presence of the man watching her from across the 
row. Halfway through the performance, a movement caught her eye—a small folded 
paper being passed along the row, hand to hand, until the Countess Zichy discreetly 
placed it in Eleanor's lap. 
 
She waited until the music swelled before carefully unfolding it. 
 
Meet me in the east garden in twenty minutes. Come alone. I can explain about the 
letter. 
 
The note was unsigned, but she had no doubt of its author. She glanced toward Count 
Novak, but his attention appeared fixed on the musicians, his profile revealing nothing. 
 
Twenty minutes later, as the guests moved to the adjoining salon for refreshments, 
Eleanor slipped away, finding a side door that led to the gardens. The night air was crisp 
with winter's bite, her breath forming clouds in the darkness. Lanterns illuminated the 
main paths, but the eastern section lay in shadow, private and secluded. 
 
"You came." Count Novak's voice emerged from the darkness before he did, stepping 
out from behind a hedge of dormant roses. "I wasn't certain you would." 
 
"Curiosity can be a powerful motivator." Eleanor pulled her shawl tighter against the 
cold. "You said you could explain about the letter." 
 
"I can." He moved closer, his face half-illuminated by distant lantern light. "It was a test, 
Lady Eleanor. One you passed by neither complying nor reporting it." 
 
"A test?" Indignation flared within her. "By whom?" 



 

 
"By those who need to know who can be trusted." He glanced over his shoulder, 
checking they were alone. "Vienna is a city of whispers, Lady Eleanor. Some wish to 
rebuild Europe as it was before Napoleon. Others seek something new. The decisions 
made here will shape the continent for generations." 
 
"And which side are you on, Count Novak?" 
 
A shadow crossed his face. "I serve interests that transcend national borders." 
 
"A convenient answer that reveals nothing." Eleanor studied him. "Why am I being 
tested? I'm merely an ambassador's daughter." 
 
"An ambassador's daughter who speaks six languages, who attends private meetings, 
who translates sensitive documents." His voice hardened. "Who knows more about 
Britain's diplomatic strategy than most of the delegates here in Vienna." 
 
Eleanor felt a chill that had nothing to do with the winter air. "What do you want from 
me?" 
 
"For now? Nothing." He reached into his coat and withdrew a small leather case. "But 
there may come a time when we need your help. When that day arrives, send this card 
to the address written inside. It will reach me." 
 
She didn't take it. "You're asking me to spy against my country." 
 
"I'm asking you to consider that countries are lines on maps, Eleanor. People—their 
lives, their freedoms—are what matter." For the first time, passion broke through his 
controlled exterior. "The great powers here are carving Europe like a Christmas goose, 
with no thought for the peoples who must live with their decisions." 
 
"And you care about these peoples?" she challenged. 
 
"I was born in Poland," he said quietly. "A nation that no longer exists because greater 
powers decided it should not. So yes, I care." 
 
A noise from the palace made them both turn. Voices approached—guests venturing 
into the garden despite the cold. 
 
"Take it," he urged, pressing the case into her hand. "You needn't decide now. But keep 
it safe." 
 



 

Eleanor hesitated, then slipped the case into her dress pocket. "This doesn't mean I 
agree to anything." 
 
"Of course not." His expression softened. "You should return before you're missed. Take 
the path to the left—it leads to the western terrace." 
 
She turned to go, then paused. "The courier this morning—that was you." 
 
"Yes." 
 
"Delivering what?" 
 
A ghost of a smile touched his lips. "Information about Russian troop movements along 
the Polish border. Your father's analysts will find it most illuminating." 
 
"You're helping the British?" 
 
"I'm helping those who might help Poland. Tonight, that includes the British." He stepped 
back into the shadows. "Goodnight, Lady Eleanor. We'll speak again soon." 
 
She made her way back to the palace, mind whirling with implications. The leather case 
seemed to burn in her pocket—a tangible symbol of the choice before her. Loyalty to 
her father and country, or loyalty to principles that transcended borders? 
 
As she reentered the warm light of the salon, she saw her father deep in conversation 
with Lord Castlereagh, their expressions grave. The fate of nations being decided over 
champagne and Mozart. 
 
Count Novak was nowhere to be seen. 
 

Chapter 3 
Snow fell over Vienna, transforming the imperial city into a wonderland of white. From 
her carriage window, Eleanor watched as flakes drifted past, settling on the shoulders of 
diplomats and street vendors alike. For a moment, the snow made everyone equal—a 
temporary illusion in a city defined by hierarchy and power. 
 
"You're unusually quiet this morning," her father observed, looking up from his 
diplomatic pouch. 
 
Eleanor turned from the window. "Just admiring the snow, Father." 
 



 

"Hmm." He studied her face. "I heard you disappeared for a time during the musicale 
last night. Princess Marie mentioned it." 
 
Of course she had. Nothing escaped notice in Vienna, especially not at the Congress. 
Eleanor had prepared for this. 
 
"I stepped out for fresh air. The hall was warm, and the music had given me a slight 
headache." She smiled apologetically. "I should have mentioned my absence to the 
princess." 
 
Her father's gaze remained searching. "Was Count Novak similarly afflicted? He also 
vanished for a period." 
 
Eleanor kept her expression neutral, though her heart quickened. "I couldn't say. I didn't 
see the count in the gardens." 
 
Not technically a lie—she hadn't seen him until he stepped out from the shadows. 
 
The carriage slowed as they approached the Hofburg Palace, where today's session of 
the Congress would take place. A footman opened the door, admitting a swirl of 
snowflakes along with the sounds of the busy street. 
 
"Eleanor," her father said as he gathered his papers, "I've arranged for you to join 
Countess Lieven's literary circle this afternoon. The Tsar's sister will be present. It would 
be valuable to cultivate that connection." 
 
"Of course, Father." 
 
Another strategic placement, another opportunity to gather information while appearing 
to merely engage in feminine pursuits. Eleanor had long ago accepted her role as her 
father's unofficial intelligence gatherer. Women were often overlooked in diplomatic 
circles, making them ideal observers. 
 
Yet as she followed her father into the palace, the leather case hidden in her chamber 
seemed to weigh on her conscience. She had examined it the night before—a simple 
card inside, blank except for an address in Vienna's old Jewish quarter, written in a 
precise hand. A door to another world, should she choose to open it. 
 
The Hofburg's marble halls echoed with the footsteps of Europe's power brokers. 
Eleanor nodded to familiar faces as she made her way to the antechamber where 
diplomatic daughters and wives gathered, a separate universe parallel to the negotiating 
tables where men decided the fate of nations. 
 



 

"Lady Eleanor!" The bright voice of Lady Caroline Russell, daughter of Britain's military 
attaché, cut through the murmur of conversation. "Come sit with us. We're discussing 
the masked ball the Emperor is hosting next week." 
 
Eleanor joined the group of young women, noting that they represented a diplomatic 
microcosm—English, Russian, Austrian, and Prussian daughters all conversing with 
superficial amiability while no doubt gathering impressions to report to their fathers. 
 
"Will you attend the ball, Lady Eleanor?" asked Countess Sophia Razumovsky, her 
Russian accent lending a musical quality to her English. 
 
"I expect so," Eleanor replied. "Though I confess I find masked affairs rather confusing. 
One never knows with whom one is speaking." 
 
"That's precisely the appeal," said Anna von Humboldt, the Prussian minister's niece. 
"For one night, we might speak freely, without the weight of our names and positions." 
 
"Freely, perhaps, but not unwatched," Countess Sophia said with a knowing smile. "My 
father says even behind masks, the great powers continue their game of chess." 
 
The conversation drifted to discussions of costumes and dance cards, but Eleanor's 
mind lingered on the countess's words. Chess. That was indeed what Vienna had 
become—a grand match with kingdoms as pieces and people as pawns. 
 
A movement at the periphery of her vision caught her attention. Count Novak stood in 
the doorway, engaged in conversation with a Spanish diplomat. He wore dark blue 
today, the color setting off his pale complexion and dark hair. As if sensing her gaze, he 
glanced in her direction, offering an almost imperceptible nod before returning to his 
conversation. 
 
"He's quite handsome, isn't he?" Lady Caroline murmured beside her, following 
Eleanor's gaze. "Though Father says he's not to be trusted. A man of divided loyalties, 
apparently." 
 
"Aren't we all divided in some way?" Eleanor mused. "Between duty and desire, 
between what we're told and what we discover for ourselves?" 
 
Lady Caroline looked startled. "Why, Eleanor, that sounds almost philosophical. I didn't 
know you harbored such thoughts." 
 
Eleanor smiled faintly. "There's a great deal we don't know about each other, Caroline." 
 



 

The morning passed in a blur of social niceties and veiled observations. When it came 
time to depart for Countess Lieven's literary gathering, Eleanor found herself oddly 
reluctant to leave the Hofburg. She had seen Count Novak several times, always at a 
distance, always engaged with different delegates. A man moving between worlds, just 
as she did. 
 
As her father's secretary escorted her to the carriage, a palace servant approached with 
a small package. 
 
"For Lady Hastings," the man said, bowing. "From the Imperial Library, as requested." 
 
Eleanor hadn't requested anything from the library, but she took the package with a 
polite thanks. Only when she was settled in the carriage did she examine it—a book, 
wrapped in brown paper and tied with string. She carefully undid the wrapping. 
 
It was a volume of Polish poetry, beautifully bound in leather. A slip of paper marked a 
page. Eleanor opened to it, finding a poem titled "To Freedom." The margins contained 
handwritten notes in a now-familiar script: 
 
The Empress's secretary leaves for St. Petersburg tonight with sealed orders regarding 
Poland. The Russian position hardens. If Britain still seeks to counter this, time grows 
short. 
 
The masked ball provides opportunity. Come as Diana the Huntress. I will find you. 
 
Trust no one else with this. 
 
Eleanor closed the book, heart pounding. This was no longer a theoretical choice. 
Count Novak had just shared actual intelligence, expecting her to pass it to her father. 
To do so would be to take a side in a game far more complex than she had imagined. 
 
And the invitation to the masked ball—that suggested he wanted more than to pass 
information. He wanted a private conversation, away from watching eyes. 
 
She slipped the note into her sleeve and tucked the book into her muff. The carriage 
was approaching Countess Lieven's residence, a palatial townhouse near the 
Stadtpark. Eleanor composed her features, preparing to enter another arena of smiles 
and secrets. 
 
Countess Dorothea Lieven was a formidable woman—wife of the Russian ambassador 
to London, confidante of Metternich, and correspondent of the powerful in every 
European capital. Her literary salon was ostensibly devoted to poetry and philosophy, 



 

but in reality served as a clearing house for gossip and intelligence that official channels 
couldn't accommodate. 
 
"Lady Eleanor," the countess greeted her warmly, though her sharp eyes missed 
nothing. "How delightful. We were just discussing Goethe's concept of world literature. 
Do join us." 
 
The salon was arranged in the French style, with elegant chairs grouped for 
conversation. Eleanor recognized several diplomatic wives, a few artists and writers, 
and, most notably, the Grand Duchess Catherine, sister to Tsar Alexander I of Russia. 
 
As the discussion flowed around her, Eleanor contributed enough to appear engaged 
while her mind worked on the problem of Count Novak's message. The information 
about Russian orders was exactly the kind of intelligence her father valued—concrete 
details that could affect Britain's negotiating position. But to share it would be to 
acknowledge her connection to the mysterious count. 
 
"You seem preoccupied, Lady Hastings," said a soft voice beside her. The Grand 
Duchess Catherine had moved to the adjacent chair, her intelligent eyes studying 
Eleanor with interest. "Does Goethe not engage you?" 
 
"Forgive me, Your Imperial Highness," Eleanor replied, shifting into formal Russian out 
of respect. "I find his ideas fascinating, particularly his notion that literature transcends 
national boundaries." 
 
The Grand Duchess's eyebrows rose slightly at Eleanor's fluent Russian. "How 
refreshing to meet an Englishwoman who speaks my language so well." She continued 
in Russian, effectively creating a private conversation in the crowded room. "Your father 
is the British ambassador, yes? A man of principle, I'm told." 
 
"He serves his country with honor," Eleanor replied carefully. 
 
"As we all must serve our countries." The Grand Duchess sighed. "Though sometimes I 
wonder if countries serve their peoples as faithfully as their peoples serve them." She 
glanced toward her attendants, then back to Eleanor. "My brother believes he fights for 
Russian greatness at this Congress. But what is greatness without justice?" 
 
The question hung in the air between them—philosophical on the surface, but Eleanor 
sensed deeper currents. Was the Tsar's own sister expressing doubts about Russian 
policy? 
 
"Justice can be interpreted differently depending on where one stands," Eleanor offered. 
 



 

"Indeed." The Grand Duchess smiled faintly. "And where do you stand, Lady Hastings? 
With your father's diplomatic position, or perhaps..." She left the question unfinished. 
 
Eleanor felt as though she were walking on ice, uncertain of its thickness. "I stand with 
those who seek a lasting peace, Your Imperial Highness." 
 
"A diplomatic answer." The Grand Duchess nodded approvingly. "You are your father's 
daughter." She leaned slightly closer. "I hear you will attend the Emperor's masked ball. 
As will I. Perhaps we might continue our discussion there, away from so many attentive 
ears." 
 
Before Eleanor could respond, Countess Lieven approached, effectively ending their 
private conversation. The Grand Duchess rejoined her attendants, but not before giving 
Eleanor a meaningful look that suggested their exchange had been more significant 
than it appeared. 
 
By the time Eleanor returned to the British Embassy that evening, her mind was whirling 
with the day's encounters. Her father was still at the Congress, which gave her time to 
decide what to do about Count Novak's message. 
 
In her chamber, she dismissed Sophie and sat at her writing desk, removing the slip of 
paper from her sleeve. The information was valuable—her father had mentioned 
concerns about Russia's Polish strategy just that morning. But sharing it would raise 
questions about its source. 
 
After a moment's hesitation, she took a fresh sheet of paper and began to write, 
disguising her handwriting: 
 
Reliable intelligence suggests the Russian Empress's secretary departs for St. 
Petersburg tonight with sealed orders regarding Poland. The Russian position is 
hardening. 
 
She sealed it with plain wax, addressing it to her father. Then she rang for a footman, 
instructing him to deliver it to the ambassador's study immediately. No source, no 
mention of Count Novak, no indication of her involvement—yet the intelligence would 
reach its intended recipient. 
 
It was a compromise, but compromises were the currency of diplomacy. 
 
Later, as she prepared for dinner, Sophie helped her sort through her wardrobe. 
 
"Will you be needing a costume for the Emperor's masked ball, my lady?" the maid 
asked. "I hear it's to be quite spectacular." 



 

 
Eleanor thought of Count Novak's instruction: Come as Diana the Huntress. 
 
"Yes, Sophie. I believe I'll go as Diana." She fingered a bolt of silver silk that had been 
intended for a court gown. "The goddess of the hunt, the moon, and secrets." 
 
"How fitting," Sophie said innocently. "They say Diana protected women and was known 
for her independence." 
 
Independence. The word resonated. In Vienna's elaborate dance of power, had Eleanor 
ever truly been independent? Or had she simply moved from one form of duty to 
another? 
 
As the snow continued to fall outside her window, Eleanor contemplated the costume 
she would wear, the role she would play, and the man who would find her beneath her 
mask. For the first time in her life, she was making choices not dictated by her father or 
her position—choices that carried both promise and peril. 
 
Diana it would be. The huntress who answered to no one but herself. 
 

Chapter 4 
"There are reports from our sources that the Russians have changed their position on 
Poland," Lord Castlereagh said, spreading a map across the embassy's conference 
table. "Apparently, orders went out two nights ago. Most fortuitous that we received 
word so quickly." 
 
Eleanor kept her expression neutral as she poured tea for her father and the British 
Foreign Secretary. Three days had passed since she'd anonymously delivered Count 
Novak's intelligence. It had proven accurate, allowing the British delegation to adjust 
their strategy accordingly. 
 
"Most fortuitous indeed," her father agreed, shooting Eleanor a speculative glance. "The 
timing couldn't have been better." 
 
She busied herself with the tea service, avoiding his gaze. Her father wasn't a fool—he 
must suspect the anonymous note had come from within his own household, and 
Eleanor was the most likely candidate. Yet he had said nothing, perhaps recognizing the 
value of plausible deniability. 
 
"Lady Eleanor," Lord Castlereagh said, "I understand you've been invited to join the 
Grand Duchess Catherine's private circle while she remains in Vienna." 
 



 

Eleanor set down the teapot, surprised. "I had a brief conversation with Her Imperial 
Highness at Countess Lieven's salon, but I received no formal invitation." 
 
"It arrived this morning," her father said, withdrawing an envelope from his coat. "The 
Grand Duchess requests your company for a private viewing of art treasures recovered 
from Napoleon's looting. A select group, apparently." 
 
Eleanor accepted the envelope, breaking the imperial seal. The invitation was penned in 
the Grand Duchess's own hand, in Russian—a significant honor. 
 
"This is... unexpected," she murmured. 
 
"But extremely valuable," Lord Castlereagh noted. "The Grand Duchess has her 
brother's ear. Any insights you might gain into Russian thinking would be most helpful to 
our cause." 
 
Of course. Another diplomatic assignment disguised as a social invitation. Still, Eleanor 
couldn't help but wonder at the timing. First Count Novak drawing her into his web of 
secrets, now the Tsar's sister seeking her company. 
 
"I would be honored to attend," she said, refolding the invitation. 
 
Her father nodded approvingly. "Excellent. And with the masked ball tomorrow night, 
you'll have ample opportunity to cultivate useful connections." He turned back to 
Castlereagh. "Now, about the Saxon question..." 
 
As the men returned to their diplomatic discussions, Eleanor was dismissed with a nod. 
In the corridor outside, she paused, unfolding the Grand Duchess's invitation once 
more. Below the formal request, a postscript had been added in smaller script: 
 
Some treasures, once stolen, reveal unexpected truths about their possessors. I look 
forward to our continued conversation, little huntress. 
 
Little huntress. Diana. But Eleanor had mentioned her planned costume to no one 
except Sophie. 
 
The implications sent a chill down her spine. Either the Grand Duchess had spies within 
the British Embassy, or she was connected to Count Novak. Perhaps both. 
 
Vienna's web of intrigue grew more tangled by the day. 
 

 
 



 

The Emperor's masked ball transformed the Hofburg Palace into a realm of fantasy. 
Thousands of candles illuminated halls draped in silk and velvet, while costumed nobles 
and diplomats moved through the chambers like characters from mythology and legend. 
Music drifted from multiple orchestras placed throughout the palace, allowing guests to 
dance, converse, or simply observe the spectacular pageant. 
 
Eleanor entered on her father's arm, though he would soon join the other senior 
diplomats in a private chamber where masks were removed and real negotiations 
continued. Her costume had turned out exactly as she'd envisioned—a silver silk gown 
with a draped chiton effect, a crescent moon tiara nestled in her upswept hair, and a 
small decorative bow and quiver slung across her back. Her half-mask, silver with 
moonstone accents, concealed the upper portion of her face. 
 
"You look magnificent," her father said as they passed beneath a marble archway. 
"Though I'm surprised by your choice of costume. Diana seems rather... independent for 
a diplomat's daughter." 
 
There was a question in his voice, one Eleanor chose not to answer directly. "The 
goddess of the moon seemed appropriate for a winter's night," she said lightly. 
"Besides, every other lady will come as Venus or a shepherdess." 
 
"Hmm." Her father surveyed the glittering crowd. "I'll be with Castlereagh and Metternich 
if you need me. Remember—" 
 
"Observe everything, reveal nothing," she finished for him. "Yes, Father." 
 
As he disappeared into the crowd, Eleanor took a glass of champagne from a passing 
footman and began to circulate. Despite the masks, many guests were easily 
identifiable by their bearing, voice, or companions. The Prussian delegation had come 
as ancient Germanic warriors, the French as characters from Racine's tragedies. The 
Russians favored imperial Roman costumes, while the Austrians predominantly chose 
figures from Habsburg history. 
 
She moved through the grand ballroom, exchanging pleasantries with those she 
recognized, listening for useful bits of conversation. The champagne was flowing freely, 
loosening diplomatic tongues behind the security of masks. 
 
"The Tsar is furious about the Polish compromise," she overheard from a group of 
Roman senators who could only be Russian delegates. "Says he was promised 
Warsaw..." 
 
"Talleyrand has outmaneuvered us all," complained a Prussian "warrior" to his 
companion. "France defeated, yet still dictating terms..." 



 

 
Eleanor filed away these fragments, continuing her circuit of the room. She had been at 
the ball for nearly an hour with no sign of Count Novak. Perhaps his message had been 
intercepted, or perhaps he had changed his mind. 
 
As she considered whether to join a group of English ladies gathered near the 
orchestra, a hand touched her elbow lightly. Eleanor turned to find herself facing a tall 
figure dressed as the Greek god Apollo—golden tunic, laurel crown, and a 
sun-emblazoned mask that concealed most of his features. Yet she would have 
recognized those winter-gray eyes anywhere. 
 
"Diana," Count Novak said softly, bowing over her hand. "Goddess of the moon and the 
hunt." 
 
"Apollo," she responded, noting the mythological pairing. Sun and moon, brother and 
sister in ancient legend. "God of truth and prophecy. Rather presumptuous, wouldn't you 
say?" 
 
His eyes crinkled with amusement behind his mask. "Perhaps. But appropriate for our 
conversation." He glanced around at the crowded ballroom. "Which requires more 
privacy than we'll find here. Will you walk with me?" 
 
Eleanor hesitated. To leave the ballroom with him would be noticed, masked or not. 
 
"I assure you," he added, "we'll remain in public areas. Just away from so many ears." 
 
She nodded once, allowing him to guide her toward one of the adjoining galleries. This 
room had been transformed into a winter garden, with potted evergreens and white 
flowers creating secluded conversation areas. Enough people moved through the space 
to maintain propriety, but the arrangement of plants provided the illusion of privacy. 
 
"Your information proved accurate," Eleanor said when they reached a relatively 
secluded alcove. "About the Russian orders." 
 
"I'm aware." Count Novak's voice held no triumph, only a certain weariness. "Your 
father's delegation moved quickly to counter it. Well played." 
 
"You knew I would pass the intelligence to him." 
 
"I counted on it." He studied her face beneath the mask. "Just as I count on your 
discretion now. We have little time." 
 



 

Eleanor straightened. "Before we continue, I need something from you, Count. The truth 
about who you are and whom you serve." 
 
For a long moment, he was silent, those gray eyes assessing her with an intensity that 
made her pulse quicken. Then he sighed. 
 
"Fair enough. I was born Aleksander Nowak in Kraków, when it was still part of Poland. 
My father was a minor Austrian diplomat, my mother from Polish nobility. I was educated 
in Vienna, Paris, and Oxford." His voice grew tighter. "When Napoleon created the 
Duchy of Warsaw, I served in its diplomatic corps. When it fell, I found other 
employment." 
 
"With whom?" Eleanor pressed. 
 
"With those who believe Europe deserves better than to be carved up by self-serving 
empires." He moved closer, lowering his voice. "There is a network, Lady Eleanor, of 
those who work across borders. Some in governments, some outside them. We share 
information, influence decisions where we can, and try to ensure that smaller nations 
aren't simply sacrificed on the altar of great power politics." 
 
"A conspiracy," she murmured. 
 
"An alliance," he corrected. "And one that includes some you might not expect. 
Including the Grand Duchess Catherine." 
 
Eleanor drew in a sharp breath. "The Tsar's sister? That's impossible." 
 
"Is it? Did she not seek you out at Countess Lieven's? Did she not refer to you as 'little 
huntress' in her invitation?" He smiled faintly at Eleanor's surprise. "Yes, I know about 
that. The Grand Duchess believes her brother's policies toward Poland are misguided. 
She has helped us before." 
 
"And what do you want from me?" Eleanor asked, though she already suspected the 
answer. 
 
"Information, primarily. Access to British diplomatic thinking. Occasionally, delivery of 
messages that can't go through official channels." He held up a hand as she began to 
protest. "Nothing that would harm Britain's interests. In fact, often the opposite. Your 
father's position aligns with ours more frequently than you might think." 
 
Eleanor's mind raced. Count Novak was offering her a role beyond that of a diplomatic 
ornament—a chance to influence events directly. Yet the risks were enormous. 
 



 

"And if I refuse?" she asked. 
 
"Then we part ways, and this conversation never happened." His expression softened 
behind the golden mask. "I would not force this choice upon you, Eleanor. But I believe 
you've already begun to make it, by passing my warning about the Russian orders to 
your father." 
 
He was right, and they both knew it. That first step—delivering intelligence without 
revealing its source—had been a choice to operate in the shadows between official 
diplomacy and personal conscience. 
 
"There's more at stake tonight," he continued when she remained silent. "The French 
and Austrian delegates are meeting secretly after the ball to discuss a potential alliance 
against Prussia and Russia. If they succeed, any hope for a balanced peace settlement 
will be lost." 
 
"How do you know this?" 
 
"The same way I knew about the Russian orders. I have sources throughout Vienna." 
He withdrew a small folded paper from inside his tunic. "All the details are here—time, 
location, participants. If your father and Lord Castlereagh are informed, they can 
intervene diplomatically." 
 
Eleanor stared at the paper but didn't take it. "Why not deliver this directly to the British 
delegation, as you did with the Russian intelligence?" 
 
"Because that channel has been compromised. There's a leak within the British 
Embassy—someone reporting to Talleyrand." His eyes held hers. "It can't be trusted for 
something this sensitive." 
 
A traitor among her father's staff? The accusation was shocking, yet not entirely 
surprising. Vienna was a city where loyalties were bought and sold daily. 
 
"Who?" she demanded. 
 
"We don't know yet. But it's someone with access to diplomatic communications." He 
extended the paper again. "This needs to reach your father directly, from someone he 
trusts implicitly. You." 
 
Eleanor finally took the folded message, tucking it into the hidden pocket of her gown. "If 
what you say is true, this could shift the entire balance of the Congress." 
 



 

"Precisely why it matters." Count Novak glanced over her shoulder, his posture 
suddenly tensing. "We've been observed. Don't turn around." 
 
Eleanor felt a flicker of alarm. "By whom?" 
 
"Baron von Hatzfeld, Prussian delegation. He's been watching us too intently." He 
offered his arm formally. "Smile as though we've been discussing nothing more 
significant than the orchestra's selection. We should return to the ballroom." 
 
As they walked, Eleanor maintained a pleasant expression, though her heart hammered 
against her ribs. The paper in her pocket seemed to burn against her skin. 
 
"Will I see you again?" she asked as they approached the ballroom's entrance. 
 
"Soon," he promised. "The Grand Duchess's art viewing. I'll be there as part of the 
Austrian cultural delegation." His hand briefly covered hers where it rested on his arm. 
"Be careful, Eleanor. Trust no one with that information except your father." 
 
Before she could respond, he bowed formally and disappeared into the swirling crowd 
of masked revelers. Eleanor stood for a moment, collecting herself, before moving in the 
opposite direction. She needed to find her father immediately. 
 
She located him in a side chamber where senior diplomats had gathered, masks 
removed for frank discussion. Lord Castlereagh was speaking intently to a group that 
included the Prussian chancellor and one of the Tsar's advisors. 
 
"Lady Eleanor," her father said, surprised, when she approached. "Is something amiss?" 
 
"I need to speak with you privately, Father." She kept her voice even. "It's rather urgent." 
 
Concern crossed his features, but he excused himself smoothly from his colleagues. 
They found a quiet corner away from the others. 
 
"What is it?" he asked. "Has someone been inappropriate?" 
 
"No, nothing like that." Eleanor glanced around to ensure they weren't overheard, then 
withdrew the folded paper. "This was given to me by a trusted source. It concerns a 
secret meeting planned between the French and Austrian delegates tonight." 
 
Her father's expression sharpened as he took the paper, unfolding it carefully. His eyes 
widened as he read. 
 



 

"This is... extraordinarily specific intelligence." He looked up at her, his diplomatic mask 
momentarily dropped to reveal genuine shock. "Eleanor, who gave you this?" 
 
She had prepared for this question. "I cannot say, Father. I gave my word. But I believe 
the information to be accurate and credible." 
 
"This same source—did they provide the intelligence about the Russian orders to St. 
Petersburg?" 
 
So he had made the connection. Eleanor hesitated, then nodded once. 
 
Her father studied her face for a long moment. "You're playing a dangerous game, 
daughter." 
 
"I learned from the best, Father." She met his gaze steadily. "There's something else. 
The source believes there is a leak within our embassy—someone reporting to 
Talleyrand." 
 
His expression hardened. "That would explain several recent... complications." He 
carefully refolded the paper. "I need to speak with Castlereagh immediately. This 
changes our entire approach." 
 
As he turned to go, he paused. "Eleanor, I won't ask you to break your confidence. But 
be exceedingly careful. Vienna's intrigues have ruined greater powers than ours." 
 
"I understand the risks," she said quietly. 
 
"I'm not certain you do." His voice softened with rare paternal concern. "But I trust your 
judgment. You've proven yourself more valuable to the Crown than half my diplomatic 
corps." 
 
With that unexpected compliment, he returned to Lord Castlereagh, drawing him aside 
for urgent consultation. Eleanor watched them for a moment, noting the Foreign 
Secretary's expression change from skepticism to alarm as he read the intelligence. 
 
She had made her choice. There would be no turning back now. 
 
As she moved to rejoin the ball, she caught sight of a golden mask across the room. 
Count Novak stood conversing with a lady dressed as Artemis—the Greek name for 
Diana. As the woman turned, Eleanor recognized the imperial profile of the Grand 
Duchess Catherine. 
 



 

Sun, moon, and stars—the celestial powers that governed the heavens, now aligned in 
Vienna's constellation of intrigue. And Eleanor had taken her place among them, no 
longer merely reflecting their light, but shining with her own. 
 

Chapter 5 
Dawn was breaking over Vienna when Eleanor finally returned to the British Embassy, 
exhausted but alert. The masked ball had continued until the small hours, though the 
real action had moved from the dance floor to private chambers where diplomats 
negotiated in urgent whispers, their plans disrupted by the intelligence Eleanor had 
delivered. 
 
Her father had remained with Lord Castlereagh, sending her home with an embassy 
secretary. Now, as her carriage passed through the embassy gates, Eleanor noticed 
unusual activity for such an early hour—lights blazing in windows, messengers hurrying 
across the courtyard. 
 
"What's happening?" she asked the secretary. 
 
"Urgent dispatches to London, my lady," he replied. "Based on new intelligence. That's 
all I know." 
 
So her father and Castlereagh had acted on Count Novak's information immediately. 
The knowledge should have brought satisfaction, yet Eleanor felt only a growing 
apprehension. She had crossed a line, becoming an active participant in Vienna's 
shadow diplomacy. 
 
In her chamber, she dismissed her maid and carefully removed her Diana costume, 
hiding the mask in the false bottom of her jewelry box alongside Count Novak's leather 
case. As she changed into a nightgown, she caught sight of herself in the mirror—pale 
with fatigue, eyes bright with tension. Was this the face of a traitor or a patriot? Perhaps 
the line between them was thinner than she had been taught. 
 
Sleep eluded her despite her exhaustion. She sat by the window, watching as the city 
awakened, the snow from previous days now turned to slush in the streets. Vienna 
continued its routines while the fate of nations was decided behind closed doors. 
 
A knock at her door startled her from her reverie. Her father entered without waiting for 
response, still in his formal attire from the ball, though his cravat was loosened and his 
eyes shadowed with fatigue. 
 
"You haven't slept," he observed. 
 
"Neither have you," she countered. 



 

 
He moved to stand beside her at the window. "The intelligence you provided proved 
accurate. The French and Austrians were indeed planning a secret alliance. 
Castlereagh and I were able to intervene." 
 
"That's... good news," she said carefully. 
 
"It is. For Britain." He turned to face her directly. "Eleanor, I won't ask you again about 
your source. But I need you to understand the position in which you've placed yourself." 
 
She met his gaze steadily. "I believe I do." 
 
"No." His voice grew uncharacteristically gentle. "You've been raised in the diplomatic 
world, but always protected from its harshest realities. When diplomats play these 
games, they do so with the full protection of their governments. You have no such 
protection." 
 
A chill settled in Eleanor's stomach. "What do you mean?" 
 
"I mean that if your activities were discovered by certain parties, you could be accused 
of espionage. Britain would, of course, deny any knowledge of your actions." He placed 
a hand on her shoulder. "You would be disavowed, Eleanor. Even by me, officially." 
 
The blunt assessment shocked her. Not because she hadn't considered the risks, but 
because her father had never before acknowledged the ruthlessness of the system they 
served. 
 
"Then why allow me to continue?" she asked. 
 
"Because the information you've provided may be crucial to achieving a balanced 
settlement at this Congress." He sighed heavily. "And because I suspect you would 
continue regardless of my prohibition." 
 
Eleanor couldn't suppress a small smile. "You know me well." 
 
"Too well, perhaps." He moved away from the window, his diplomatic mask settling back 
into place. "The Grand Duchess's art viewing is this afternoon. I assume you still intend 
to attend?" 
 
"Yes." 
 
"Good. Lord Liverpool has specifically requested more insight into Russian thinking 
regarding the Polish question." He paused at the door. "Be observant, but take no 



 

unnecessary risks. And Eleanor—if your mysterious source provides more intelligence, 
bring it directly to me. No intermediaries." 
 
After he departed, Eleanor remained by the window, watching as the embassy's 
couriers departed with dispatches for London. Her father's warning echoed in her mind. 
You would be disavowed, Eleanor. Even by me, officially. 
 
He had confirmed what she already suspected—that in the world of international 
diplomacy, individuals were expendable when national interests demanded it. Even a 
diplomat's daughter. 
 
Especially a diplomat's daughter who had chosen to walk the knife's edge between 
loyalty and betrayal. 
 

 
 
The Imperial Kunstkammer occupied a wing of the Hofburg Palace, its galleries filled 
with treasures acquired over centuries of Habsburg rule. Today, however, the public 
rooms were closed, the collection reserved for the Grand Duchess Catherine's private 
viewing. 
 
Eleanor arrived precisely at the appointed time, dressed in a gown of deep blue velvet 
that complemented her fair coloring while maintaining appropriate modesty for a 
diplomatic function. A footman in imperial livery escorted her through the grand 
entrance hall to a gallery where perhaps twenty guests had already gathered. 
 
The Grand Duchess stood at the center of the room, resplendent in a gown of Russian 
green silk, her imperial bearing unmistakable despite her relatively small stature. She 
was speaking with an elderly curator who gestured enthusiastically toward a display of 
Renaissance medallions. 
 
"Lady Eleanor Hastings," the footman announced. 
 
The Grand Duchess turned, her face brightening. "Ah, Lady Eleanor. How delightful that 
you could join us." She extended her hand. "Come, you must see these extraordinary 
pieces recovered from Napoleon's looting. The history they contain is fascinating." 
 
Eleanor curtseyed deeply before taking the offered hand. "Your Imperial Highness is 
most gracious to include me." 
 
"Nonsense. I specifically requested your company." The Grand Duchess drew her 
toward the display, continuing in Russian. "I find most diplomatic daughters terribly 
dull—all accomplishments and no opinions. You, I think, are different." 



 

 
Eleanor responded in the same language, conscious of the honor being shown. "You 
are too kind, Your Imperial Highness. I merely observe what others might overlook." 
 
"Precisely why you're here." The Grand Duchess's voice lowered. "Though not the only 
one who observes keenly." 
 
She glanced meaningfully across the gallery, where Count Novak stood examining a 
medieval manuscript. He wore the formal attire of the Austrian cultural ministry, his 
manner deferential as he conversed with a white-haired archivist. If he noticed Eleanor's 
arrival, he gave no sign. 
 
"Count Novak is quite knowledgeable about cultural artifacts," the Grand Duchess 
continued. "Particularly those from Eastern Europe. His insights on Polish national 
treasures have been most... illuminating." 
 
The emphasis on the word left no doubt in Eleanor's mind. The Grand Duchess was 
confirming what Count Novak had claimed—that she was part of his network. 
 
"I find Eastern European history fascinating," Eleanor replied carefully. "Though sadly 
neglected in English education." 
 
"A pity. One cannot understand Europe's present without comprehending its past." The 
Grand Duchess guided her toward a different display—a collection of maps showing 
Europe's changing borders through the centuries. "Look how fluid these boundaries are. 
Nations expand, contract, disappear entirely. Yet the peoples remain, regardless of 
which empire claims them on parchment." 
 
"A perspective the Congress might benefit from considering," Eleanor observed. 
 
"Indeed." The Grand Duchess smiled approvingly. "My brother believes he fights for 
Russian glory, but he fails to see that lasting security comes not from dominating 
neighbors, but from ensuring their prosperity." She sighed. "Unfortunately, he listens to 
his military advisors more than his sister." 
 
The candid criticism of the Tsar was startling. Eleanor chose her response with care. 
"Perhaps Your Imperial Highness might find allies in unexpected quarters. I understand 
Lord Castlereagh shares your concern for establishing a stable European order." 
 
"Lord Castlereagh is a pragmatist. A quality I admire." The Grand Duchess's gaze 
sharpened. "The British position on Poland has been... evolving. Perhaps you might 
illuminate the current thinking?" 
 



 

Here it was—the purpose behind the invitation. The Grand Duchess sought information 
that she could use to influence her brother. But was she acting in Russia's interests, or 
those of Count Novak's mysterious network? 
 
"I believe Britain seeks a balanced settlement," Eleanor offered. "One that respects 
legitimate security concerns while preventing any single power from dominating central 
Europe." 
 
"Diplomatic words, Lady Eleanor." The Grand Duchess smiled. "But I think we 
understand each other. Now, let me show you something truly extraordinary." 
 
She led Eleanor to a smaller side gallery where fewer guests had ventured. Here, 
displayed under glass, lay an ancient manuscript with Cyrillic text and elaborate 
illustrations. 
 
"The Chronicle of Nestor," the Grand Duchess explained. "The oldest East Slavic 
manuscript, telling the story of how Kyivan Rus'—the predecessor to Russia, Ukraine, 
and Belarus—was formed from diverse peoples united by trade and culture, not 
conquest." 
 
Eleanor studied the delicate pages. "It's beautiful." 
 
"And instructive." The Grand Duchess lowered her voice. "History teaches us that 
empires built solely on military might inevitably collapse. Those that flourish allow their 
constituent peoples some measure of dignity and self-governance." 
 
A lesson intended for her brother, clearly—and perhaps a message for Eleanor to 
convey to the British delegation. 
 
"Your historical perspective is fascinating, Your Imperial Highness," Eleanor said. "I'm 
certain my father would be most interested in discussing it further." 
 
"Perhaps that might be arranged." The Grand Duchess nodded to an attendant. "I must 
greet my other guests now, but please, explore the collection at your leisure. Count 
Novak is particularly knowledgeable about the Eastern European exhibits in the next 
gallery." 
 
With that transparent direction, the Grand Duchess moved away, leaving Eleanor to 
make her way to the indicated room. She paused before several displays, maintaining 
the appearance of artistic interest while gathering her thoughts. 
 
The Grand Duchess's position seemed clear—she favored a more moderate Russian 
approach to Poland and the other territories under discussion at the Congress. Her 



 

alliance with Count Novak's network made sense in that context. But what was the 
Grand Duchess's ultimate goal? And how far would she go to achieve it? 
 
Eleanor entered the Eastern European gallery, finding it nearly empty except for Count 
Novak, who stood before a display of Polish royal regalia. He glanced up as she 
approached, his formal demeanor giving way to a slight smile. 
 
"Lady Hastings," he greeted her in German. "I see you're admiring our cultural heritage." 
 
"Indeed, Count Novak," she replied in the same language. "Though I find myself 
wondering which pieces rightfully belong where. So many treasures have changed 
hands over the centuries." 
 
"A apt metaphor for the Congress itself." He gestured toward a magnificent crown. "This 
was worn by Polish kings for centuries, then taken to Vienna when Poland was 
partitioned. Now it's displayed as an Austrian possession. Yet its essence remains 
Polish, regardless of who claims ownership." 
 
Eleanor studied the crown. "Your information about the French-Austrian alliance proved 
accurate. My father and Lord Castlereagh were able to intervene." 
 
"I know." His voice lowered. "The Congress stands at a crossroads, Lady Eleanor. The 
next few days will determine whether we achieve a lasting peace or merely a temporary 
cessation of hostilities." 
 
"And your network hopes to influence that outcome." 
 
"We hope to ensure that the voices of smaller nations aren't entirely silenced." He 
moved to another display, maintaining the appearance of a cultural discussion. "The 
Grand Duchess shares that hope." 
 
"So I gathered." Eleanor glanced around, ensuring they weren't overheard. "She seems 
to advocate for a more moderate Russian approach to Poland." 
 
"She understands that crushing Polish national aspirations entirely will only lead to 
future rebellions." Count Novak's expression grew distant. "The Tsar originally promised 
a constitutional kingdom with significant autonomy. Now his generals push for direct 
rule." 
 
"And Britain's position matters because we could support either approach," Eleanor 
concluded. 
 



 

"Precisely." He turned to face her directly. "There's to be a crucial meeting tomorrow 
night. Russian and Prussian delegates will present their final position on Poland. If 
Britain supports their approach, Poland effectively ceases to exist as anything but a 
Russian province." 
 
Eleanor considered this. "My father believes some form of Polish autonomy is essential 
for a stable settlement." 
 
"Then he must make that position clear tomorrow." Count Novak moved closer, his 
voice urgent. "There's more at stake than most realize. If Poland falls completely under 
Russian control, the balance of power in Europe shifts dramatically. War will become 
inevitable within a generation." 
 
The conviction in his voice was compelling. Eleanor found herself believing his 
assessment, even as diplomatic caution warned against trust. 
 
"What would you have me do?" she asked. 
 
"Share what the Grand Duchess told you about her views. Encourage your father to 
stand firm on Polish autonomy." His eyes held hers. "And if possible, discover what 
instructions Lord Castlereagh has received from London regarding the final settlement." 
 
This last request crossed a line. Passing observations about the Grand Duchess's 
historical interests was one thing; revealing official British instructions was another 
entirely. 
 
"That I cannot do," she said firmly. "Diplomatic correspondence is sacred." 
 
Rather than appearing disappointed, Count Novak smiled. "Good. I would have 
distrusted you had you agreed too readily." 
 
"You were testing me?" 
 
"I was confirming what I already believed—that you serve principles, not individuals." He 
glanced toward the gallery entrance where other guests were beginning to appear. "We 
should not be seen in prolonged conversation. But there is something else you should 
know." 
 
Eleanor waited expectantly. 
 
"The leak in your embassy—we've narrowed it down to someone in the communication 
office. Someone who handles dispatches between Vienna and London." 
 



 

This was valuable intelligence indeed. Her father had been concerned about the leak 
but had been unable to identify its source. 
 
"Do you have a name?" she asked. 
 
"Not yet. But soon." He stepped back as voices approached. "The Grand Duchess will 
invite your father to a private dinner tomorrow. Encourage him to accept." 
 
With that, he bowed formally and moved away, seamlessly rejoining a group of Austrian 
cultural officials. Eleanor remained by the display, contemplating their exchange. Count 
Novak walked a fine line between sharing enough to maintain her trust while protecting 
his network's broader operations. It was a delicate balance—one she recognized 
because she was attempting the same feat from the opposite direction. 
 
The remainder of the afternoon passed in a blur of artistic appreciation and careful 
conversation. Eleanor spoke briefly with several Russian ladies-in-waiting, a Prussian 
cultural attaché, and even the famous Baroness von Krüdener, the Tsar's mystical 
advisor. Throughout, she maintained her role as the observant diplomat's daughter, 
gathering impressions while revealing little. 
 
As the viewing concluded, the Grand Duchess approached her once more. 
 
"Lady Eleanor, it has been a pleasure. I hope we might continue our historical 
discussions soon. Perhaps you might join me for tea tomorrow? Say, four o'clock?" 
 
"I would be honored, Your Imperial Highness," Eleanor replied, curtseying. 
 
"Excellent. And do mention to your father that I would be delighted if he could join my 
small dinner party tomorrow evening. Very informal—just a few diplomats and cultural 
figures. No politics." The Grand Duchess smiled. "At least, none discussed openly." 
 
"I will certainly convey your invitation." 
 
As Eleanor departed the Kunstkammer, her mind was already formulating how best to 
present the afternoon's intelligence to her father. The Grand Duchess's historical 
analogies, her views on Polish autonomy, her desire for a balanced settlement—all 
would be valuable to the British delegation's strategy. 
 
Yet as her carriage rolled through Vienna's streets, Eleanor found herself dwelling not 
on diplomatic calculations, but on Count Novak's warning. War will become inevitable 
within a generation. Was he genuinely concerned about Europe's future stability, or 
simply advancing Polish interests through any means available? 
 



 

And more troublingly—was Eleanor becoming a true believer in his cause, or merely a 
pawn in a game whose rules she only partially understood? 
 
By the time she reached the British Embassy, she had composed her thoughts. She 
would report the Grand Duchess's historical opinions and her dinner invitation. She 
would suggest that Britain might find a useful ally in the Tsar's sister regarding Polish 
autonomy. And she would mention the narrowing search for the embassy leak, without 
revealing her source. 
 
What she would not share was her growing sense that Vienna's elaborate diplomatic 
dance was obscuring a simpler truth: that the Congress was redrawing maps with little 
regard for the people who would live within the new borders. On that point, she found 
herself in uncomfortable agreement with both Count Novak and the Grand Duchess. 
 
Some loyalties, it seemed, transcended nations. The question was whether Eleanor 
could serve both her country and her conscience—or if, eventually, she would be forced 
to choose between them. 
 

Chapter 6 
"The Grand Duchess was most explicit in her historical analogies," Eleanor explained, 
seated across from her father in his study. The afternoon light cast long shadows across 
the room as she recounted her visit to the Kunstkammer. "Her reference to the 
Chronicle of Nestor seemed particularly pointed—diverse peoples united by trade and 
culture rather than conquest." 
 
Her father made notes as she spoke, his diplomatic mind sifting through the layers of 
meaning. "Interesting. And this was said in Russian, with no other delegates nearby?" 
 
"Correct. She was quite deliberate in creating a private conversation." 
 
"The Tsar's sister." He tapped his pen thoughtfully against the desk. "A valuable 
connection, though one that must be handled with extreme discretion. Alexander is 
notoriously protective of his family." 
 
"She extended a dinner invitation for tomorrow evening. 'Very informal,' she said." 
 
"With the Polish question coming to a head? Hardly informal." He set down his pen. "I'll 
attend, of course. This could be the opening we need to moderate the Russian position 
without appearing to directly challenge the Tsar." 
 
Eleanor hesitated, then added, "There's something else, Father. I have reason to 
believe the embassy leak has been narrowed to someone in the communications office. 
Someone who handles dispatches between Vienna and London." 



 

 
Her father's expression sharpened. "From the same source who provided the 
intelligence about the Franco-Austrian alliance?" 
 
"Yes." 
 
He was silent for a moment, clearly weighing the implications. "That's consistent with 
my own suspicions. I've noticed that information contained only in our London 
correspondence has appeared in French diplomatic approaches." He sighed heavily. "I 
had hoped it was coming from the London end. A traitor within our Vienna embassy is 
far more dangerous." 
 
"What will you do?" Eleanor asked. 
 
"Set a trap. Include specific but false information in our next dispatch, something 
different for each copy. Then wait to see which version reaches Talleyrand." He studied 
her face. "Your source seems remarkably well-informed about both international 
diplomatic maneuvers and internal British embassy affairs." 
 
It was as close as he would come to directly questioning her about Count Novak. 
Eleanor maintained a neutral expression. 
 
"I believe they have connections throughout Vienna. In many delegations." 
 
"I see." Her father rose, moving to the window that overlooked the embassy gardens. 
"Eleanor, I've indulged your... independent information gathering because it has proven 
valuable. But I must caution you against becoming too deeply involved with sources 
whose ultimate loyalties may be complex." 
 
"I understand, Father. I'm careful." 
 
"See that you remain so." He turned back to face her. "Now, about the Grand Duchess's 
tea invitation tomorrow—" 
 
"I intend to accept," Eleanor said firmly. 
 
"Good. Lord Liverpool's latest dispatch emphasizes the importance of finding moderate 
voices within the Russian delegation. The Grand Duchess may be our best hope." He 
returned to his desk. "Now, if you'll excuse me, I need to prepare for this evening's 
session." 
 
As Eleanor left her father's study, she felt the curious sense of having passed some 
unspoken test. He had accepted her intelligence about the embassy leak without 



 

demanding its source, had endorsed her continuing contact with the Grand Duchess, 
and had even obliquely acknowledged her "independent information gathering." It was 
as close to approval as she could expect for activities that officially should not exist. 
 
In her chambers, she found Sophie laying out gowns for the evening's diplomatic 
reception—a routine affair at the Spanish ambassador's residence that Eleanor was 
expected to attend with her father. 
 
"The blue silk, I think," Eleanor decided, moving to her writing desk. "And Sophie, I'll 
need my correspondence case." 
 
As her maid retrieved the inlaid wooden box containing stationery and seals, Eleanor 
considered what to write. The Grand Duchess's tea invitation required a formal 
response, but there was another matter demanding attention. 
 
Count Novak had confirmed that the Grand Duchess would invite her father to dinner, 
exactly as she had done. This suggested their network's plans were proceeding as 
intended. But what those plans ultimately sought remained unclear. Eleanor needed 
more information before she committed herself further. 
 
She penned a polite acceptance to the Grand Duchess, sealing it with diplomatic 
precision. Then, on a smaller sheet, she wrote a more personal note: 
 
The moon continues its orbit, observing all but committing to nothing until the full pattern 
of celestial bodies becomes clear. Illumination is sought regarding final trajectories. 
 
No signature, no address—just a cryptic message that would mean nothing to anyone 
except Count Novak. The Diana and Apollo metaphor continued, with Eleanor 
requesting clearer information about his network's ultimate goals before she deepened 
her involvement. 
 
"Sophie," she said as the maid arranged her hair for the evening, "when you take my 
response to the Grand Duchess's residence, please also deliver this note to the cultural 
affairs office at the Hofburg. It concerns the art viewing today." 
 
"Of course, my lady." Sophie tucked both letters into her pocket. "Shall I mention who 
it's from?" 
 
"No need. They'll understand." Eleanor met her maid's eyes in the mirror. "And Sophie, 
not a word to anyone about the second letter. It's a delicate cultural matter." 
 



 

"Yes, my lady." Sophie's expression revealed nothing, though she must have wondered 
at the unusual request. She had been with Eleanor for five years and had proven herself 
discreet with the various diplomatic errands her mistress occasionally required. 
 
As Sophie finished with her hair, Eleanor found herself contemplating how many others 
in Vienna were engaged in similar shadow communications—servants carrying 
unmarked messages, diplomats speaking in historical analogies, masked figures 
exchanging intelligence at imperial balls. The Congress's public face of waltzes and 
banquets concealed a complex web of secrets that extended from royal chambers to 
servant quarters. 
 
And she, the dutiful diplomat's daughter, had entered that web willingly. The question 
now was whether she could navigate it without becoming entangled beyond escape. 
 

 
 
The Spanish ambassador's reception proved tedious but useful. Eleanor circulated 
among the diplomatic wives and daughters, gathering gossip that occasionally 
contained valuable insights. The Russian ladies were unusually reserved this evening, 
suggesting tension within their delegation. The Prussians, conversely, appeared 
triumphant, hinting that negotiations over Saxony might be tipping in their favor. 
 
"Lady Hastings," a melodious voice interrupted her conversation with an Austrian 
countess. "What a pleasure to see you again." 
 
Eleanor turned to find Countess Sophia Razumovsky, the Russian noblewoman she 
had met previously. The countess was striking in crimson silk, her dark hair elaborately 
arranged with ruby ornaments that emphasized her imperial connections. 
 
"Countess Razumovsky," Eleanor curtseyed slightly. "I hope you're enjoying Vienna's 
endless social calendar." 
 
"One ball blends into another after a while," the countess replied with affected boredom. 
"Though I hear you found the Emperor's masked affair quite engaging. Apollo makes a 
fascinating conversational partner, does he not?" 
 
Eleanor's diplomatic training prevented any visible reaction, though her pulse 
quickened. The countess had recognized Count Novak at the ball—and had noted 
Eleanor's extended conversation with him. 
 
"Many interesting people attended," Eleanor replied neutrally. "Though masks make it 
difficult to be certain with whom one speaks." 
 



 

"Indeed." The countess smiled, the expression not reaching her eyes. "Masks are 
convenient that way. But some of us observe more carefully than others." She sipped 
her champagne. "My cousin serves in the Tsar's personal guard. He mentioned that the 
Grand Duchess has taken a particular interest in you." 
 
The connection was clear—Countess Razumovsky had imperial ties and was probing 
Eleanor's relationship with both Count Novak and the Grand Duchess. But for what 
purpose? 
 
"Her Imperial Highness was kind enough to include me in her art viewing today," 
Eleanor acknowledged. "She has a remarkable knowledge of history." 
 
"Catherine has always fancied herself a historian and philosopher." The countess's tone 
suggested she found this pretentious. "She believes she knows better than her brother 
how Russia should be governed. Most tiresome for the Tsar." 
 
This was valuable intelligence—confirmation that the Grand Duchess's moderate views 
were not universally appreciated within the Russian court. 
 
"Historical perspective can be illuminating when considering current affairs," Eleanor 
offered carefully. 
 
"Perhaps." The countess's gaze sharpened. "But loyalty to one's sovereign must 
ultimately outweigh academic philosophizing, wouldn't you agree? Particularly when one 
bears an imperial title." 
 
The warning was thinly veiled. Countess Razumovsky was suggesting that the Grand 
Duchess's activities were being monitored, possibly with disapproval from the Tsar 
himself. By extension, those who associated closely with her might also fall under 
scrutiny. 
 
"Loyalty takes many forms," Eleanor replied. "As does service to one's nation." 
 
"How diplomatic of you." The countess smiled coldly. "I would expect nothing less from 
Ambassador Hastings's daughter." She glanced across the room. "Ah, I see Prince 
Volkonsky has arrived. You must excuse me, Lady Hastings. I'm sure we'll speak again 
soon." 
 
As the countess glided away, Eleanor maintained her composed expression while 
inwardly reassessing the situation. If the Grand Duchess's activities were being 
monitored by those loyal to the Tsar's more hardline advisors, then tomorrow's tea and 
dinner carried additional risks. Eleanor might be walking into a complex internal Russian 
power struggle. 



 

 
She needed to warn her father—and possibly Count Novak as well. But how to do so 
without revealing the extent of her involvement? 
 
As she contemplated this, a footman approached with a silver tray. "A message for Lady 
Hastings." 
 
Eleanor accepted the folded note, recognizing neither the handwriting nor the seal. 
Finding a quiet alcove, she broke the plain wax and unfolded the paper. 
 
The celestial pattern grows clearer by the hour. Jupiter and Mars align against Mercury, 
while Saturn observes from a distance. The sun sets on old empires; what rises with the 
dawn remains undetermined. Caution advised with the red star—it burns those who 
approach too closely. 
 
Count Novak had responded to her message with astonishing speed. The astronomical 
metaphor continued—Jupiter and Mars representing Russia and Prussia aligned 
against Mercury (France), while Saturn (Britain) remained uncommitted. The warning 
about the "red star" must refer to Countess Razumovsky, whose crimson dress made 
the metaphor particularly apt. 
 
But how had Count Novak known about her interaction with the countess? Had he been 
observing the reception himself? Or did he have informants among the Spanish 
ambassador's staff? 
 
Eleanor slipped the note into her sleeve, more certain than ever that Vienna's web of 
intelligence was far more extensive than even her father realized. She would need to 
speak with him tonight about Countess Razumovsky's implied warning, while carefully 
omitting her communication with Count Novak. 
 
The diplomatic dance grew more complex with each passing hour. Eleanor only hoped 
she could maintain her balance until the music stopped. 
 

 
 
"Countess Razumovsky comes from one of Russia's most powerful families," her father 
confirmed when Eleanor reported the conversation later that evening. They sat in his 
private study, the embassy quiet around them as midnight approached. "Her cousin is 
indeed in the Tsar's personal guard, and her uncle serves on the imperial council. If 
she's monitoring the Grand Duchess's activities, it's likely at the behest of conservative 
elements in the Russian delegation." 
 



 

"She seemed particularly interested in my attendance at the art viewing," Eleanor said. 
"And implied that the Grand Duchess's views diverge from the Tsar's." 
 
"That's consistent with what we've observed." Her father tapped his fingers thoughtfully 
on his desk. "The Tsar began the Congress with relatively moderate positions, 
especially regarding Poland. But his military advisors have gradually pulled him toward 
a more expansionist approach." 
 
"And the Grand Duchess opposes this shift?" 
 
"So it would seem. Which makes her a potential ally, but also a dangerous one." He 
fixed Eleanor with a serious gaze. "Tomorrow's tea invitation may be more significant 
than we initially thought. The Grand Duchess may be seeking to build her own 
diplomatic coalition to influence her brother." 
 
"Should I decline?" Eleanor asked, though she had no intention of doing so. 
 
"No. Attend, but be exceedingly careful what you say. Express sympathy for historical 
perspectives without making specific commitments." He sighed heavily. "The Russian 
court is a snake pit of factions and intrigues. We must avoid being perceived as 
interfering in their internal politics while still encouraging moderate voices." 
 
"I understand." Eleanor rose, preparing to retire for the night. "And your dinner with the 
Grand Duchess?" 
 
"I'll attend, with the same caution." He smiled slightly. "We diplomats are accustomed to 
dancing on the edge of precipices, Eleanor. It's what makes Vienna both exhausting and 
exhilarating." 
 
As she bid her father goodnight, Eleanor reflected on his words. Dancing on the edge of 
precipices indeed—though her father didn't realize just how close to the edge his 
daughter had ventured. 
 
In her chamber, she found Sophie waiting to help her undress. The maid worked in 
silence for a moment before speaking in a low voice. 
 
"I delivered both letters as instructed, my lady. The second one was received personally 
by Count Novak in the cultural affairs office." 
 
Eleanor paused in the act of removing her earrings. "You know the count?" 
 



 

"By sight only, my lady." Sophie carefully hung Eleanor's gown. "He asked me to inform 
you that he would be attending the Spanish ambassador's reception this evening, 
though not in an official capacity." 
 
So that explained how he had known about her conversation with Countess 
Razumovsky. He had been present, observing from some vantage point where Eleanor 
hadn't noticed him. 
 
"Thank you, Sophie." Eleanor studied her maid's face. "Has anyone questioned you 
about my activities or correspondence?" 
 
"The ambassador's secretary asked if you had received any unusual communications 
recently." Sophie's expression remained impassive. "I told him that all your 
correspondence comes through proper diplomatic channels, as would be expected for 
the ambassador's daughter." 
 
Another careful non-lie. Eleanor felt a rush of gratitude for her maid's discretion. 
 
"You've served me well, Sophie. I won't forget it." 
 
"Thank you, my lady." The maid hesitated. "If I may speak freely?" 
 
"Of course." 
 
"There's talk below stairs—among the embassy staff. Some say there's a traitor passing 
information to the French." Sophie lowered her voice further. "And there are those 
watching everyone's movements, including yours." 
 
This was valuable intelligence indeed. "Who is watching?" 
 
"Mr. Thornton, the communications clerk, has been asking questions about your daily 
routines. And one of the footmen reported seeing him searching your correspondence 
case when you were at the Kunstkammer today." 
 
Eleanor's blood ran cold. Thornton—the very department where Count Novak had 
suggested the leak originated. But was he searching her belongings because he was 
the traitor concerned about exposure, or because he suspected her activities? 
 
"You've done right to tell me this, Sophie. Please continue to keep your eyes and ears 
open, but do nothing to draw attention to yourself." 
 
After Sophie departed, Eleanor sat at her dressing table, mind racing. If Thornton was 
indeed the leak, and if he suspected her involvement with Count Novak's network, she 



 

might be in more immediate danger than she had realized. The embassy itself, which 
should have been her sanctuary, could now harbor threats. 
 
She reached for her jewelry box, opening the false bottom where she kept Count 
Novak's leather case. She would need to move it to a more secure location—perhaps 
sewn into the lining of a gown, or hidden within a book. 
 
As she lifted the case, she noticed something amiss. The position was slightly different 
than how she had left it. Someone had discovered her hiding place. 
 
Heart pounding, she examined the case. It appeared undisturbed, but she couldn't be 
certain. Had Thornton found it during his search? If so, her connection to Count Novak 
might already be exposed. 
 
Eleanor carefully replaced the case and closed the jewelry box. She would need to act 
as though nothing were amiss while taking immediate precautions. Tomorrow, before 
attending the Grand Duchess's tea, she would need to find a way to warn Count Novak 
that their communication might be compromised. 
 
The precipice her father had spoken of suddenly seemed much closer, the fall much 
steeper. Eleanor had entered Vienna's game of shadows willingly, but she was now 
beginning to understand its true dangers. 
 
Sleep, when it finally came, brought dreams of masked figures and shifting alliances, of 
moons and suns in celestial patterns beyond her comprehension. And through it all, 
winter-gray eyes watched from the shadows, offering both warning and invitation. 
 

Chapter 7 
Morning brought fresh snow to Vienna, a pristine blanket that concealed the city's mud 
and grime beneath deceptive beauty. Eleanor stood at her window, watching as 
embassy staff cleared paths in the courtyard below. An apt metaphor for her own 
situation—attempting to forge a clear path through increasingly treacherous terrain. 
 
She had risen early, her mind occupied with the problem of Thornton and the disturbed 
hiding place. If the communications clerk was indeed the French leak, and if he had 
discovered her connection to Count Novak, she faced dangers from multiple directions. 
Her father might interpret her actions as treason, while Talleyrand's agents might see 
her as a threat to be eliminated. 
 
A knock at her door interrupted her thoughts. Sophie entered, carrying a small package. 
 
"This arrived for you, my lady. By private courier." 
 



 

Eleanor accepted the package—a book wrapped in plain brown paper with no markings. 
"Did you see who delivered it?" 
 
"No, my lady. It was left with the porter at the gate." 
 
Curious, Eleanor unwrapped the package once Sophie had departed. Inside was a 
volume of Goethe's poetry—an innocuous gift that would raise no suspicions if 
discovered. But as she leafed through the pages, she found a note pressed between 
them, written in Count Novak's now-familiar hand: 
 
Your hiding place is compromised. Thornton reports to French intelligence through an 
intermediary at Café Frauenhuber. He searched your chambers yesterday at the 
direction of his handler. Trust no one at the embassy except your father. The Grand 
Duchess has been warned about Russian surveillance. Bring this book to her tea 
today—it contains information she expects. Burn this note. 
 
Eleanor's hands trembled slightly as she held the message. Count Novak's network had 
confirmed her suspicions about Thornton and had somehow learned of his search of her 
chambers. More alarming still was the implication that French intelligence now took an 
active interest in her activities. 
 
She moved to her fireplace, using a candle to ignite the note, watching as it curled and 
blackened before crumbling to ash. Then she examined the book more carefully, looking 
for the information mentioned. Nothing obvious appeared—no marked passages, no 
additional notes. 
 
Whatever message the book contained must be concealed in a way only the Grand 
Duchess would recognize. A code, perhaps, or a method of reading certain pages in 
sequence. Eleanor would deliver it as instructed, though the prospect of serving as an 
unwitting courier made her uneasy. 
 
Her father had already departed for early negotiations, leaving her free to prepare for 
the day without his scrutiny. She selected a walking dress of deep green wool, practical 
yet elegant enough for an informal tea with royalty. The book she tucked into a small 
leather satchel, along with her own volume of poetry—a natural accompaniment for a 
literary discussion with the Grand Duchess. 
 
"Sophie," she called as her maid finished arranging her hair, "I'll need to send a 
message to my father regarding today's schedule. Would you ask Mr. Harrington to 
come to my sitting room?" 
 
Harrington was her father's personal secretary—not part of the communications office 
and therefore less likely to be compromised. When he arrived, Eleanor handed him a 



 

sealed note for her father, explaining that she wished to confirm arrangements for the 
evening's diplomatic dinner. 
 
"Of course, Lady Hastings." Harrington bowed slightly. "Is there anything else you 
require?" 
 
Eleanor hesitated, then decided to test Count Novak's warning. "Actually, yes. Could 
you ask Mr. Thornton if the diplomatic pouch for London has been prepared? Father 
mentioned some correspondence he wished to include." 
 
Harrington's expression flickered momentarily. "Mr. Thornton is not in the embassy this 
morning, my lady. He departed quite early for a meeting at..." He paused. "At Café 
Frauenhuber, I believe." 
 
Exactly as Count Novak had indicated. Eleanor maintained a neutral expression. "I see. 
No matter, then. Father can address it when he returns." 
 
After Harrington departed, Eleanor sat at her writing desk, contemplating her next move. 
Count Novak's warning had been accurate, which suggested his network had reliable 
intelligence sources within both the British Embassy and French operations in Vienna. 
But it also meant that her position was more precarious than she had initially realized. 
 
She would attend the Grand Duchess's tea as planned, deliver the book, and gather 
whatever intelligence she could. But she would need to be exceedingly 
careful—observed potentially by Russian conservatives, French agents, and possibly 
even British embassy staff loyal to Thornton. 
 
Vienna's game of shadows had just become significantly more dangerous. 
 

 
 
The Grand Duchess Catherine maintained a private residence adjacent to the Hofburg 
Palace—a magnificent townhouse staffed with her own Russian household rather than 
Austrian imperial servants. As Eleanor's carriage approached, she noted the imperial 
guards flanking the entrance, their expressions impassive beneath fur hats. She also 
observed, with diplomatic instinct, the unmarked carriage parked discreetly across the 
street—likely containing observers reporting on the Grand Duchess's visitors. 
 
She was announced with formal protocol, then escorted through a series of elegantly 
appointed chambers to a small salon decorated in the French style. Here, the Grand 
Duchess awaited, seated beside a crackling fire. She wore a simple afternoon dress of 
blue silk, though her imperial bearing remained unmistakable. 
 



 

"Lady Eleanor," she rose, extending her hand. "How delightful that you could join me. 
Please, sit here by the fire. Vienna's winters are so dreary compared to Russian 
cold—at least at home, the snow sparkles properly." 
 
Eleanor curtseyed deeply before taking the offered seat. "Your Imperial Highness is 
most gracious to include me in your afternoon." 
 
The Grand Duchess gestured to a servant, who poured tea from a silver samovar. "I've 
sent away my ladies-in-waiting. I find conversation flows more naturally without an 
audience, don't you?" 
 
"Indeed, Your Imperial Highness." Eleanor accepted the tea—served in the Russian 
style, in glasses rather than cups. 
 
Once the servant had withdrawn, closing the doors behind him, the Grand Duchess's 
manner shifted subtly. The imperial formality remained, but her expression grew more 
direct. 
 
"I understand you bring me reading material," she said, switching to Russian. 
 
Eleanor withdrew Goethe's poetry from her satchel. "I thought Your Imperial Highness 
might enjoy this volume. The German romantics have such a unique perspective on 
national identity." 
 
The Grand Duchess accepted the book with a knowing smile. "How thoughtful. I've 
always found Goethe particularly illuminating." She set it aside without opening it. "Now, 
tell me, have you given further consideration to our discussion of historical patterns? I 
find myself increasingly concerned that my brother's advisors lack proper historical 
context for their recommendations." 
 
The conversation had shifted to diplomatic matters with remarkable speed. Eleanor 
followed the Grand Duchess's lead. 
 
"Historical context is indeed essential," she agreed. "Particularly regarding the Polish 
question. My father has studied the region extensively and believes that stability 
requires respecting national sentiments rather than imposing external control." 
 
"Your father is wise." The Grand Duchess sipped her tea. "Unfortunately, military 
advisors see maps as strategic assets rather than homes for living people. They 
counsel my brother that Poland must be secured under direct Russian administration to 
prevent future threats." 
 
"And Your Imperial Highness takes a different view?" 



 

 
"I believe that a Poland with some meaningful autonomy—a constitution, its own 
administration, cultural rights—would be a more reliable buffer than a suppressed 
province seething with resentment." She set down her glass. "But I am merely a woman 
with historical interests. My brother listens to generals." 
 
The statement was delivered with a hint of bitterness that seemed genuine. Eleanor 
sensed an opening for a more direct exchange. 
 
"If I may speak frankly, Your Imperial Highness—" 
 
"Please do. That's why I sent away my ladies." 
 
"Britain supports Polish autonomy not merely from abstract principle, but from strategic 
calculation. A balance of power in Central Europe prevents any single nation from 
dominating the continent." Eleanor chose her words carefully. "Lord Castlereagh 
believes this balance is in Russia's long-term interest as well." 
 
"Lord Castlereagh is correct." The Grand Duchess leaned forward slightly. "But my 
brother fears appearing weak before the other powers. He entered Paris as a 
conqueror; he cannot return to St. Petersburg having surrendered what Russia's armies 
won at such cost." 
 
"Perhaps there is a formulation that satisfies both security concerns and national 
aspirations," Eleanor suggested. "A constitutional kingdom under Russian protection 
rather than direct rule." 
 
"Precisely what I have advocated." The Grand Duchess studied Eleanor's face. "Your 
father attends my dinner tonight. Will he support such a position if I raise it with the 
Tsar's representatives?" 
 
This ventured into territory Eleanor couldn't navigate without her father's explicit 
direction. "I believe he would consider any reasonable proposal that promotes European 
stability," she offered diplomatically. 
 
"A proper ambassador's daughter answer." The Grand Duchess smiled. "But we deal in 
realities, not diplomatic niceties. Tonight's dinner may be the last opportunity to 
influence my brother's position before the final protocol is drafted. I need allies, Lady 
Eleanor, not polite expressions of general principle." 
 
The directness of the appeal was startling. The Grand Duchess was essentially asking 
Eleanor to commit her father to a specific diplomatic position—something well beyond 
her authority. 



 

 
"I cannot speak for Britain's delegation, Your Imperial Highness," Eleanor said carefully. 
"But I can assure you that my father values your historical perspective and will listen 
with great interest to your proposals." 
 
The Grand Duchess nodded, seemingly satisfied with this limited commitment. "Fair 
enough. Now, I understand there have been some... complications regarding your 
activities." 
 
Eleanor tensed. "Complications, Your Imperial Highness?" 
 
"Let us speak plainly, since we are alone." The Grand Duchess lowered her voice 
despite the closed doors. "Count Novak's network has been compromised in certain 
quarters. French intelligence has taken an interest in those with whom he 
communicates, including yourself." 
 
So the Grand Duchess was indeed fully aware of Count Novak's operations—and of 
Eleanor's involvement. 
 
"I've received similar warnings," Eleanor acknowledged carefully. 
 
"Good. Then you understand the danger." The Grand Duchess reached for the Goethe 
volume, opening it to a seemingly random page. "This contains information about 
French surveillance operations in Vienna, including their interest in you. The count 
believed you should be fully informed of the risks." 
 
"How is the information concealed?" Eleanor asked, curiosity overcoming caution. 
 
"Every third word on marked pages, read in sequence." The Grand Duchess smiled at 
Eleanor's surprise. "An old Russian method. We used it during the Napoleonic 
occupation of Moscow." 
 
She handed the book back to Eleanor. "Keep this with you. Study it when you're alone 
and certain of privacy. Then destroy the relevant pages." Her expression grew serious. 
"Lady Eleanor, you've entered a dangerous game, but one with vital stakes. The future 
of Europe may well depend on whether moderate voices prevail in these final days of 
the Congress." 
 
"I understand the stakes, Your Imperial Highness." Eleanor carefully returned the book 
to her satchel. "May I ask—why have you included me in these matters? Surely there 
are more influential channels." 
 



 

"Because you observe more than you reveal, you speak multiple languages, and you 
have access to British diplomatic thinking through your father." The Grand Duchess's 
gaze was penetrating. "And because Count Novak trusts you, which is no small matter. 
He trusts very few." 
 
The personal reference to Count Novak sent an unexpected warmth through Eleanor's 
chest. She pushed the feeling aside, focusing on the diplomatic implications. 
 
"The count's network—how extensive is it?" 
 
"More extensive than even your father would believe." The Grand Duchess rose, 
moving to a small writing desk. "We have allies in every major delegation, individuals 
who believe that the old system of dynastic politics must give way to a more stable 
order based on national interests and rights." 
 
She withdrew a small key from her bodice, unlocking a drawer and removing a folded 
document. "This is a draft proposal for Polish settlement that balances Russian security 
interests with Polish national aspirations. I intend to present it tonight, with your father 
present. If Britain supports it, other moderate voices may join." 
 
She handed the document to Eleanor. "Read it now, then return it to me. I want you to 
understand exactly what we propose, so you may accurately represent it to your father 
before this evening." 
 
Eleanor accepted the document with due solemnity, unfolding it carefully. Written in 
French—the diplomatic language—it outlined a framework for a "Kingdom of Poland" 
with its own constitution, parliament, and administration, while acknowledging the 
Russian Tsar as its king and granting specific security arrangements for Russian forces. 
 
It was, Eleanor realized, a genuine compromise—one that might satisfy both Polish 
national sentiment and Russian security concerns. And crucially, it aligned with Britain's 
interest in preventing any power from dominating Central Europe entirely. 
 
"This is... quite remarkable," she said after reading it through. "A genuine attempt at 
balance." 
 
"Balance is the only path to lasting peace." The Grand Duchess reclaimed the 
document, returning it to her locked drawer. "The question is whether the great powers 
genuinely desire peace or merely advantage." 
 
Their conversation continued for another half hour, touching on historical parallels, 
cultural matters, and carefully veiled assessments of the various delegations. 
Throughout, Eleanor was struck by the Grand Duchess's intelligence and political 



 

acumen—qualities often overlooked in royal women, who were expected to concern 
themselves with court etiquette rather than statecraft. 
 
As their meeting concluded, the Grand Duchess walked Eleanor to the salon door. "I 
look forward to seeing your father this evening. Perhaps by tomorrow, we will know 
whether moderation can prevail in Vienna." She lowered her voice. "Be cautious, Lady 
Eleanor. Café Frauenhuber is being watched by multiple interests. The book will 
explain." 
 
With that cryptic warning, she summoned a footman to escort Eleanor out. As she 
departed the Grand Duchess's residence, Eleanor noted that the unmarked carriage 
across the street had been joined by a second, equally nondescript vehicle. More 
observers—but serving which master? 
 
In her own carriage, she resisted the temptation to examine the Goethe volume 
immediately. If the Grand Duchess's warning about surveillance was accurate, even her 
father's carriage might not be secure. She would wait until she could ensure privacy. 
 
The afternoon was advancing, the short winter day already fading toward dusk. Eleanor 
directed her driver to return to the embassy by a circuitous route, allowing her time to 
organize her thoughts before meeting with her father. The Grand Duchess's draft 
proposal represented a significant diplomatic opportunity—one that aligned with British 
interests while potentially breaking the deadlock on the Polish question. 
 
But as her carriage rolled through Vienna's snow-dusted streets, Eleanor found her 
thoughts drifting not to diplomatic calculations, but to the Grand Duchess's casual 
mention of Count Novak's trust. He trusts very few. The statement shouldn't have 
affected her so personally, yet it had. 
 
Somewhere amid Vienna's swirling intrigue, Eleanor's diplomatic objectivity had become 
entangled with something more complicated—a connection to the mysterious count that 
transcended political alliances. Whether that connection represented an asset or a 
liability remained to be seen. 
 
As the British Embassy came into view, Eleanor composed herself for the diplomatic 
task ahead. She would report to her father about the Grand Duchess's proposal, 
present it as an opportunity aligned with British interests, and allow the professional 
diplomats to determine their response. 
 
What she would not share was the Goethe volume and its encoded warnings, nor the 
Grand Duchess's explicit acknowledgment of Count Novak's network. Those secrets 
belonged to the shadow world Eleanor now inhabited—a world parallel to, yet separate 
from, the official diplomacy conducted by her father. 
 



 

The carriage passed through the embassy gates, and Eleanor noted with diplomatic 
instinct that Mr. Thornton had returned from his meeting at Café Frauenhuber. He stood 
in the courtyard, engaged in conversation with Harrington, her father's secretary. 
 
Their eyes followed her carriage with an intensity that sent a chill down her spine. 
Vienna's web of surveillance had extended into the very heart of the British mission. 
 
No place, it seemed, was truly secure anymore. 
 

Chapter 8 
"A constitutional kingdom under Russian sovereignty," her father repeated, studying the 
notes Eleanor had made after her tea with the Grand Duchess. They sat in his private 
study, the embassy bustle muted behind closed doors. "With guarantees of Polish 
administration, language rights, and economic autonomy." 
 
"Yes," Eleanor confirmed. "The Grand Duchess believes this would satisfy both Polish 
national aspirations and Russian security concerns. She intends to present the proposal 
formally at tonight's dinner." 
 
Her father tapped his fingers thoughtfully on his desk. "It's remarkably similar to what 
Castlereagh proposed three weeks ago—the proposal the Tsar's military advisors 
rejected outright." 
 
"The Grand Duchess suggested that moderate voices in the Russian delegation have 
gained influence recently. Something about concerning reports from the Russian 
borderlands." 
 
"Interesting." Her father rose, moving to the window that overlooked the embassy 
garden, now shadowed in winter twilight. "There have been rumors of unrest in several 
Russian provinces. Perhaps Alexander fears fighting on multiple fronts if Polish 
resentment boils over." 
 
"The Grand Duchess emphasized that her brother wishes to be seen as a liberal 
reformer, not merely a conqueror," Eleanor added. "This proposal would allow him to 
claim both security and magnanimity." 
 
Her father turned back to face her, his diplomatic mask momentarily lowered to reveal 
genuine curiosity. "You've developed remarkable insight into Russian court politics, 
Eleanor. The Grand Duchess seems to have taken you into her confidence to an 
unusual degree." 
 
It was a probing observation, inviting explanation. Eleanor had prepared for this. 
 



 

"She values historical perspective, Father. Our discussions began with cultural and 
historical topics, which led naturally to current affairs." She smiled slightly. "And perhaps 
she finds it refreshing to speak with someone who isn't directly involved in the 
negotiations—someone who listens without immediately calculating advantage." 
 
"Hmm." Her father didn't appear entirely convinced, but he didn't press further. "Well, 
her confidence is fortunate for our purposes. This proposal could break the deadlock on 
the Polish question, allowing the Congress to conclude with a genuine balanced 
settlement rather than an imposed diktat." 
 
"Will you support it tonight?" Eleanor asked, careful to keep her tone merely curious 
rather than urging. 
 
"I'll need to consult with Castlereagh, but my inclination is yes." He checked his pocket 
watch. "Speaking of which, I should prepare for the dinner. The Grand Duchess's 
residence at seven, correct?" 
 
"Yes, Father." 
 
As he gathered his papers, he paused, fixing Eleanor with a penetrating gaze. "You've 
become quite the diplomat yourself these past weeks, Eleanor. I confess I've 
underestimated your capabilities." 
 
The unexpected praise warmed her. "I've had an excellent teacher." 
 
"Indeed." He smiled briefly. "When we return to London, we must discuss your future 
more seriously. Perhaps a suitable marriage alliance with diplomatic advantages..." 
 
Eleanor's warmth faded. Of course—her father saw her diplomatic acumen as an asset 
to be leveraged through an advantageous match, not as a talent to be developed for its 
own sake. 
 
"As you wish, Father," she replied, keeping her disappointment from her voice. 
 
After he departed to meet with Castlereagh, Eleanor remained in the study, 
contemplating her position. Her father valued her intelligence gathering but still viewed 
her ultimate role as traditional—marriage to advance British interests, perhaps to a 
foreign diplomat or nobleman with useful connections. 
 
Never mind that she had proven herself capable of navigating Vienna's most 
treacherous waters, of gathering intelligence that experienced diplomats had missed, of 
serving as a vital link between official negotiations and shadow networks. 
 



 

The thought stirred an unfamiliar resentment. In London, she would be expected to set 
aside these newly discovered abilities and become simply a diplomatic wife, hosting 
dinners and maintaining connections while men conducted the real business of 
international relations. 
 
Unless... 
 
The half-formed thought was interrupted by a knock at the study door. Harrington 
entered, his normally composed features tight with concern. 
 
"Lady Hastings, forgive the interruption. There's been an incident involving Mr. 
Thornton." 
 
Eleanor tensed. "What sort of incident?" 
 
"He's been found unconscious in his office. It appears he may have been... attacked." 
Harrington lowered his voice. "His desk was disturbed, papers scattered. Your father's 
diplomatic codes are missing." 
 
The codes—the cipher keys that allowed secure communication between Vienna and 
London. In the wrong hands, they would compromise all British diplomatic 
correspondence. 
 
"Has my father been informed?" Eleanor asked, rising quickly. 
 
"Lord Castlereagh has been told. They're returning to the embassy immediately." 
Harrington hesitated. "Lady Hastings, Mr. Thornton was found with a note in his hand. It 
contained your name." 
 
Eleanor's blood ran cold. "What did it say?" 
 
"Simply 'Ask Lady Hastings.'" Harrington's expression betrayed nothing, but his tone 
had cooled perceptibly. "I thought you should be prepared before your father returns." 
 
"Thank you, Harrington." Eleanor maintained her composure through sheer diplomatic 
training. "Please inform me when my father arrives." 
 
After Harrington departed, Eleanor moved swiftly to her chambers. Her mind raced 
through possibilities, none of them good. If Thornton was indeed the French leak, as 
Count Novak had claimed, then his "attack" and the missing codes might be an 
elaborate cover—a way to pass the ciphers to French intelligence while casting 
suspicion elsewhere. 
 



 

And the note with her name? That suggested Thornton was attempting to implicate her, 
perhaps as revenge for her role in exposing him. 
 
Or—a more chilling thought—what if Count Novak's network had taken action against 
Thornton? The timing was suspicious, coming just after she had been warned about the 
clerk's activities. 
 
In her chamber, Eleanor found Sophie waiting with uncharacteristic tension. "My lady, 
there have been men searching the embassy. They came to your rooms, but I insisted 
they wait for proper authorization." 
 
"Did they say what they were looking for?" 
 
"No, my lady. But they seemed particularly interested in your correspondence." 
 
Eleanor moved quickly to her writing desk, checking the hidden compartment where she 
kept her personal letters. Everything appeared undisturbed. The Goethe volume from 
the Grand Duchess lay on her bedside table, innocuous among other books. 
 
"Sophie, I need you to listen carefully." Eleanor lowered her voice. "There's been an 
incident involving Mr. Thornton. He may have attempted to implicate me in something 
improper. I need you to take the Goethe volume and hide it somewhere secure, away 
from the embassy." 
 
Sophie's eyes widened slightly, but she nodded without question. "I understand, my 
lady. My sister works at the Imperial Library. I could leave it with her for safekeeping." 
 
"Perfect." Eleanor handed her the book. "Go now, before my father returns. If anyone 
questions you, say you're returning overdue library volumes for me." 
 
As Sophie slipped out with the concealed book, Eleanor quickly changed into a more 
formal gown. She would need to present a perfectly composed appearance when 
confronting whatever accusations awaited her. 
 
She had just finished when Harrington knocked again. "Your father has returned, Lady 
Hastings. He requests your presence in his study immediately." 
 
Eleanor followed him through the embassy corridors, noting the unusual activity—staff 
hurrying with documents, security guards at attention, a general atmosphere of crisis. In 
her father's study, she found him with Lord Castlereagh and two embassy security 
officers. Their expressions ranged from concern to suspicion. 
 



 

"Eleanor," her father said, his voice carefully neutral. "We have a serious situation. The 
embassy's diplomatic codes have been stolen, and Mr. Thornton lies unconscious in the 
infirmary." 
 
"So I've been informed," she replied steadily. "Harrington mentioned that my name was 
found on a note in Thornton's possession." 
 
"Indeed." Lord Castlereagh stepped forward. "Lady Hastings, I must ask directly—have 
you had any unusual interactions with Mr. Thornton recently?" 
 
Eleanor met his gaze without flinching. "Define unusual, my lord." 
 
"Any private meetings, exchanges of information, requests for access to diplomatic 
communications." 
 
"None whatsoever." Eleanor maintained perfect composure. "In fact, I've spoken with 
Mr. Thornton only in passing, regarding routine embassy correspondence." 
 
Her father watched her carefully. "Eleanor, if there's anything you know about this 
situation—anything at all—now is the time to share it. The security of British diplomatic 
communications has been compromised. The consequences could be severe." 
 
Eleanor hesitated. This was the moment to reveal her suspicions about Thornton's 
French connections, but doing so would require explaining how she came by that 
intelligence—which would lead inevitably to Count Novak and his network. 
 
She chose her words with diplomatic precision. "I have observed that Mr. Thornton has 
been unusually interested in my movements recently. Sophie mentioned that he had 
been asking questions about my daily routine and correspondence. I attributed it to 
general embassy security concerns." 
 
"When did you become aware of this interest?" Castlereagh pressed. 
 
"Within the past few days." Eleanor turned to her father. "I intended to mention it to you, 
Father, but with the Grand Duchess's invitation and the ongoing negotiations, the 
opportunity hadn't presented itself." 
 
Her father's expression revealed nothing, but she knew him well enough to recognize 
the calculation behind his eyes. He was weighing her statement against other 
information—trying to determine if she was withholding anything significant. 
 
"There's something else you should know," Eleanor continued, deciding that partial 
disclosure served her better than complete silence. "Sophie reported that Mr. Thornton 



 

was seen searching my correspondence case yesterday, while I was at the 
Kunstkammer." 
 
This revelation caused visible surprise. Castlereagh exchanged glances with her father. 
 
"Why would Thornton be interested in your personal correspondence?" Castlereagh 
asked. 
 
"I couldn't say, my lord." Eleanor spread her hands slightly. "Perhaps he suspected I 
was receiving communications outside official channels. Or perhaps he sought to plant 
something incriminating among my belongings." 
 
"That's a serious allegation," her father noted. 
 
"These are serious circumstances," Eleanor countered. "A diplomatic clerk lies 
unconscious, embassy codes are missing, and a note with my name has been 
discovered. It seems evident that someone is attempting to create a particular 
narrative." 
 
Her response was bold—shifting from defensive to analytical, positioning herself as a 
fellow investigator rather than a suspect. She saw approval flicker in her father's eyes, 
even as Castlereagh remained skeptical. 
 
"Lady Hastings," Castlereagh said after a moment, "were you aware that Mr. Thornton 
frequented Café Frauenhuber, a known gathering place for French sympathizers?" 
 
The direct question caught her off guard. Had they already uncovered Thornton's 
French connections independently? 
 
"I was not aware of his personal habits," she replied carefully. "Though I believe 
Harrington mentioned this morning that Thornton was meeting someone there." 
 
"Indeed." Castlereagh nodded. "Our security service has been monitoring Thornton for 
several days, based on suspicious patterns in his movements. We believe he may have 
been passing information to French agents." 
 
So they had already suspected Thornton. Eleanor felt a surge of relief, quickly tempered 
by caution. If British intelligence had been watching Thornton, they might have observed 
her own unusual activities as well. 
 
"That would explain his interest in my movements," she suggested. "If he was 
compromised, he might have been searching for additional information to trade—or for 
ways to deflect suspicion from himself." 



 

 
"A plausible theory," her father acknowledged. "Though it doesn't explain the note with 
your name." 
 
"Unless he sought to implicate me if he were discovered," Eleanor said. "A final act of 
misdirection." 
 
The security officers had remained silent throughout this exchange, but now one of 
them stepped forward. "Ambassador, Lord Castlereagh—Mr. Thornton has regained 
consciousness. He's asking to speak with you urgently." 
 
Castlereagh nodded. "We'll continue this discussion later, Lady Hastings. For now, I 
must ask you to remain within the embassy. Your scheduled attendance at the Grand 
Duchess's dinner will need to be postponed." 
 
"But Father's diplomatic engagement—" Eleanor began. 
 
"Will proceed as planned," her father interrupted. "The Grand Duchess's proposal 
regarding Poland is too important to delay. I'll make your excuses, citing a mild 
indisposition." 
 
The dismissal was clear. Eleanor was confined to the embassy while the investigation 
continued. As the men departed for the infirmary, she returned to her chambers, mind 
racing with implications. 
 
If Thornton regained full consciousness, what would he say? Would he directly accuse 
her of improper activities? And without the Goethe volume's encoded information about 
French surveillance, she had no way to counter his claims with specific intelligence. 
 
More pressingly, her father would miss the opportunity to receive her insights about the 
Grand Duchess's dinner before attending. The Polish compromise hung in the balance, 
with moderate voices in the Russian delegation needing British support to prevail 
against hardliners. 
 
And somewhere in Vienna, Count Novak would be expecting her to report on the Grand 
Duchess's tea—information that might be crucial to his network's operations. 
 
Eleanor paced her chamber, considering options. She was effectively under house 
arrest, her movements restricted by Castlereagh's direct order. Yet the diplomatic crisis 
developing around Thornton made the Polish question even more critical. If Britain 
failed to support the Grand Duchess's compromise, the Congress might conclude with a 
settlement that sowed the seeds of future conflict. 
 



 

A knock at her door interrupted her thoughts. Sophie entered, her expression tense but 
controlled. 
 
"The book is safe with my sister, my lady." She glanced over her shoulder, then lowered 
her voice. "There's a gentleman asking for you at the servants' entrance. He says it's 
urgent." 
 
Eleanor's pulse quickened. "Did he give a name?" 
 
"No, my lady. But he mentioned something about the moon being hidden tonight, yet still 
influencing the tides." 
 
The astronomical metaphor was unmistakable. Count Novak had come to the 
embassy—an extraordinarily dangerous move given the current security situation. 
 
"Tell him I cannot leave my chambers by order of Lord Castlereagh," Eleanor said 
carefully. "But if he can safely reach the garden beneath my window in fifteen minutes, I 
may be able to speak briefly from there." 
 
Sophie nodded, understanding the delicate situation without requiring explanation. "Yes, 
my lady. I'll convey your message discreetly." 
 
After Sophie departed, Eleanor moved quickly to her writing desk, penning a note 
summarizing her tea with the Grand Duchess and the proposed Polish compromise. If 
she couldn't speak freely with Count Novak, at least she could provide this essential 
intelligence. 
 
She sealed the note without signature or address, then prepared for the clandestine 
meeting. Her window overlooked a secluded section of the embassy garden, partially 
concealed by dormant rose bushes. In the winter darkness, with most staff occupied by 
the Thornton crisis, a careful visitor might approach unseen. 
 
Fifteen minutes later, wrapped in a warm shawl against the night chill, Eleanor carefully 
opened her window. The garden below lay in shadow, snow glittering faintly in the 
distant light from embassy windows. 
 
"Diana watches from her height, while Apollo risks the hunter's sight," came a soft voice 
from the darkness—Count Novak's literary code phrase. 
 
"The huntress sees clearer by night than others do in full daylight," Eleanor responded, 
completing the exchange. 
 



 

A figure stepped partially from the shadows—Count Novak, dressed in the plain dark 
clothing of a courier rather than his usual elegant attire. His face, tilted up toward her 
window, appeared tense in the faint moonlight. 
 
"You're in danger," he said without preamble, his voice barely carrying to her window. 
"Thornton was working for French intelligence, but he was attacked by Russian agents, 
not ours. They're creating confusion to disrupt the Polish compromise." 
 
Eleanor absorbed this with diplomatic calm. "The Grand Duchess's proposal—" 
 
"Is known to the hardliners in the Russian delegation. They seek to prevent its 
presentation by creating a diplomatic crisis that will keep key supporters away." He 
moved slightly closer to the embassy wall. "Your father must attend that dinner, 
regardless of the situation here." 
 
"He intends to," Eleanor confirmed. "But I've been confined to the embassy. I can't brief 
him properly before he departs." 
 
"Then use this." Count Novak withdrew something from his coat—a small folded paper. 
"It contains everything he needs to know about who supports the proposal within the 
Russian delegation and what arguments will be most effective." 
 
He looked around cautiously, then approached directly beneath her window. "Can you 
lower something to retrieve this?" 
 
Eleanor quickly tied her shawl to the sash of her dressing gown, creating a makeshift 
rope. She lowered it from the window, feeling Count Novak tug gently as he attached 
the paper. 
 
As she pulled it back up, she asked urgently, "The Goethe volume—what does it 
contain?" 
 
"Details of French surveillance operations, including their interest in you." His 
expression grew grim in the dim light. "They believe you're working with Polish 
nationalists. Talleyrand sees an opportunity to disrupt British-Russian cooperation by 
exposing a scandal involving the British ambassador's daughter." 
 
Eleanor's blood ran cold. "And am I? Working with Polish nationalists?" 
 
Even in the shadows, she could see his smile. "You're working for European stability 
and balance—which happens to benefit Poland along with many others. Nationalist is 
too narrow a term for what we seek." 
 



 

A sound from inside the embassy made Eleanor glance back anxiously. "I must go. 
They'll be checking on me soon." 
 
"One more thing." Count Novak's voice took on new urgency. "Trust nothing Thornton 
says when he regains consciousness. He'll attempt to implicate you directly to save 
himself." 
 
"How can you be certain?" 
 
"Because that was always his contingency plan if discovered. We intercepted 
communications between his French handler and Talleyrand's office." He stepped back 
into deeper shadow. "Be careful, Eleanor. If your father fails to support the Grand 
Duchess tonight, more than Poland's fate will be compromised." 
 
With that cryptic warning, he vanished into the darkness. Eleanor quickly closed her 
window and untied her improvised rope. She had just settled herself in a chair with a 
book when a knock came at her door. 
 
One of the embassy security officers entered, his manner formal. "Lady Hastings, Lord 
Castlereagh requests your presence in the ambassador's study immediately." 
 
"Has something happened?" she asked, rising with deliberate calm. 
 
"Mr. Thornton has made a statement," the officer replied, his expression revealing 
nothing. "That's all I'm authorized to say." 
 
Eleanor followed him through the embassy corridors, the folded paper from Count 
Novak concealed in her sleeve. Whatever accusations Thornton had made, she would 
need all her diplomatic skill to navigate the coming confrontation. 
 
In her father's study, she found Lord Castlereagh, her father, and a third man she 
recognized as Colonel Mansfield, head of British intelligence operations in Vienna. Their 
expressions ranged from grave to openly suspicious. 
 
"Eleanor," her father began, his voice carefully controlled, "Mr. Thornton has regained 
consciousness. He claims that you have been passing information to agents working for 
Polish interests—specifically, to a Count Aleksander Novak." 
 
The direct accusation hung in the air between them. Eleanor maintained perfect 
composure, years of diplomatic training coming to her aid. 
 



 

"Mr. Thornton is attempting to deflect attention from his own treachery," she replied 
evenly. "As I understand it, he has been under suspicion for passing information to 
French agents. This accusation against me is a desperate measure." 
 
"Yet he provides specific details," Castlereagh pressed. "He claims to have observed 
you receiving communications from Count Novak at the Emperor's masked ball, and 
again at the Spanish ambassador's reception." 
 
Eleanor had prepared for this possibility. "I did speak with Count Novak at the masked 
ball, as did dozens of other guests. He was introduced by Prince Metternich himself. As 
for the Spanish reception, I spoke with many diplomats and cultural attachés. If Count 
Novak was present, he was one of many in my circle of conversation." 
 
"Thornton claims to have found a leather case in your chambers containing a card with 
a clandestine address," Colonel Mansfield interjected. "A drop point for communications 
with Novak's network." 
 
So Thornton had indeed discovered Count Novak's case. Eleanor allowed a flash of 
genuine indignation to show. 
 
"If Mr. Thornton claims to have found anything in my chambers, he admits to searching 
them without authorization—a serious breach of diplomatic protocol." She turned to her 
father. "I reported to you that Sophie had observed Thornton examining my 
correspondence. This confirms her account." 
 
Her father's expression revealed nothing, but she sensed his uncertainty. He knew his 
daughter's capabilities—and perhaps suspected she might indeed have been drawn into 
Vienna's shadow diplomacy. 
 
"The case Thornton describes has not been found in your chambers," Castlereagh 
acknowledged reluctantly. "Nor any other incriminating materials." 
 
Thanks to Sophie's quick action with the Goethe volume. Eleanor allowed herself a 
small internal sigh of relief. 
 
"Because there are none to find," she stated firmly. "Mr. Thornton is a proven traitor 
attempting to create confusion and division within the British delegation at a crucial 
moment in the Congress negotiations." 
 
She turned to her father. "Father, you're scheduled to attend the Grand Duchess's 
dinner within the hour. This Polish compromise proposal represents our best opportunity 
for a balanced settlement. Don't allow Thornton's desperate accusations to disrupt that 
diplomatic priority." 



 

 
It was a bold move—redirecting the conversation from accusations against her to the 
larger diplomatic stakes. She saw Colonel Mansfield's eyebrows rise slightly in grudging 
admiration. 
 
Her father studied her face for a long moment. "The timing of Thornton's 'attack' and 
these accusations is indeed suspicious, occurring just before a critical diplomatic 
engagement." 
 
"Precisely my thought," Eleanor agreed. "The Grand Duchess warned me today that 
hardline elements in the Russian delegation oppose her compromise. Creating a British 
diplomatic crisis would serve their interests by preventing our support for her proposal." 
 
This was a calculated risk—revealing that the Grand Duchess had shared political 
insights with her. But it positioned Eleanor's activities as aligned with British interests 
rather than opposed to them. 
 
Castlereagh and Colonel Mansfield exchanged glances. "The girl may have a point," 
Mansfield said gruffly. "Thornton's story has inconsistencies, and the timing is certainly 
convenient for those opposing the Polish compromise." 
 
"I should still attend the dinner," her father concluded. "Whatever the truth of Thornton's 
accusations, the diplomatic stakes are too high to withdraw." 
 
"Agreed," Castlereagh said after a moment's consideration. "But Lady Hastings will 
remain under embassy supervision until this matter is fully investigated." 
 
Eleanor accepted this with a diplomatic nod, then turned to her father. "Before you 
depart, Father, might I have a private word? There are certain nuances about the Grand 
Duchess's position that might be helpful in your discussions." 
 
Castlereagh frowned, but her father nodded. "A moment only. Gentlemen, if you would 
excuse us." 
 
When they were alone, Eleanor moved swiftly. "Father, whatever you may believe about 
Thornton's accusations, please consider this." She withdrew Count Novak's folded 
paper from her sleeve. "It contains information about who supports the Polish 
compromise within the Russian delegation and what arguments will be most effective." 
 
Her father took the paper, surprise evident in his expression. "Eleanor—" 
 



 

"There's no time to explain fully," she interrupted urgently. "But I assure you, my actions 
have been guided by what I believe serves Britain's true interests—a stable European 
settlement that prevents future conflict." 
 
He unfolded the paper, scanning its contents with a diplomat's swift assessment. "This 
is... remarkably detailed intelligence." 
 
"Use it, Father. Support the Grand Duchess's proposal. It aligns with our strategic 
objectives even if the methods by which I obtained this information are... unorthodox." 
 
He refolded the paper, tucking it into his coat. His expression had shifted from suspicion 
to something more complex—perhaps recognition that his daughter had entered the 
world of shadow diplomacy he had long inhabited. 
 
"We will discuss your 'unorthodox methods' when I return," he said, his voice stern but 
not unkind. "For now, I will use this intelligence as circumstances warrant." 
 
"That's all I ask." Eleanor stepped back, resuming her formal demeanor as Castlereagh 
and Mansfield reentered the study. 
 
Her father departed shortly after, leaving Eleanor effectively under house arrest while 
the investigation into Thornton's accusations continued. She was escorted back to her 
chambers by a security officer who took up position outside her door. 
 
As night settled fully over Vienna, Eleanor sat by her window, watching the distant lights 
of carriages moving through the snow-covered streets. Somewhere in that glittering city, 
her father would be arriving at the Grand Duchess's dinner, armed with intelligence that 
might shape Europe's future. 
 
And Count Novak would be waiting for word of the outcome, his network poised to 
influence the Congress's final deliberations. 
 
Eleanor had cast her lot with those who moved between worlds—not quite traitors, not 
quite heroes, but something more complex: pragmatists who saw beyond borders and 
dynasties to the possibility of a more balanced order. 
 
Whether history would judge her harshly or vindicate her choices remained to be seen. 
For tonight, confined to her chambers while diplomats decided the fate of nations, she 
could only wait—and hope that the delicate web she had helped to weave would hold 
against the forces seeking to tear it apart. 
 



 

Chapter 9 
Eleanor woke to the sound of carriage wheels in the embassy courtyard. Dawn had 
barely broken, the winter sky still dark beyond her window. She rose quickly, wrapping a 
dressing gown around herself as she moved to peer outside. 
 
Her father's diplomatic carriage had returned—far later than expected. The Grand 
Duchess's dinner should have concluded hours ago, yet he was only now arriving back 
at the embassy. Something significant must have transpired. 
 
A soft knock at her door preceded Sophie's entrance. The maid's expression was grave. 
 
"My lady, your father has returned. He requests your presence in his study immediately." 
 
"Is Lord Castlereagh with him?" Eleanor asked, already moving to dress. 
 
"No, my lady. The ambassador is alone, but..." Sophie hesitated. "There's a great deal 
of activity in the embassy. Dispatches being prepared, couriers waiting." 
 
Diplomatic crisis, then. Eleanor dressed swiftly in a simple morning gown, not bothering 
with elaborate hair arrangements. Whatever had occurred at the Grand Duchess's 
dinner, formality would be secondary to urgency. 
 
The security officer remained at her door, escorting her to her father's study without 
comment. Inside, she found her father seated at his desk, still in his formal attire from 
the dinner, though his cravat was loosened and his expression haggard. Papers were 
spread before him, and a half-empty glass of brandy stood at his elbow—unusual for a 
man known for his moderation. 
 
"Father?" Eleanor approached cautiously. "What's happened?" 
 
He looked up, his eyes shadowed with fatigue and what appeared to be genuine 
concern. "The Grand Duchess Catherine has been recalled to St. Petersburg. 
Immediately. Under imperial guard." 
 
Eleanor gasped. "On what grounds?" 
 
"Officially, family matters requiring her attention." He gestured for her to sit. "Unofficially, 
the Tsar has learned of her efforts to influence the Polish settlement against the advice 
of his military counselors." 
 
"Was she arrested at the dinner?" Eleanor asked, her mind racing with implications. 
 



 

"No. The dinner proceeded normally, though with notable tension. The Grand Duchess 
presented her compromise proposal as planned." He took a sip of brandy. "I offered 
Britain's support, using the intelligence you provided to address specific concerns from 
moderate Russian delegates." 
 
"And then?" 
 
"And then Count Lieven—the Russian ambassador—was called away to receive an 
imperial dispatch. When he returned, his manner toward the Grand Duchess had 
changed completely. The dinner concluded awkwardly, and as guests departed, I 
observed imperial guards taking up positions around her residence." 
 
Eleanor absorbed this with growing alarm. "The hardliners in the Russian delegation 
must have moved against her. They couldn't stop the dinner, so they went directly to the 
Tsar with accusations." 
 
"So it would appear." Her father studied her face. "The timing aligns remarkably with 
Thornton's accusations against you. Almost as if coordinated." 
 
Eleanor met his gaze steadily. "Because they were coordinated, Father. Thornton was 
working for French intelligence, but his 'attack' was orchestrated by Russian hardliners 
to create confusion within the British delegation at a critical moment." 
 
"That's a very specific assessment." Her father's voice was carefully neutral. "One might 
wonder how you came by such information." 
 
The moment of truth had arrived. Eleanor took a deep breath. "From the same source 
who provided the intelligence about the Franco-Austrian alliance and the details about 
the Russian delegation's internal divisions. A source whose information has proven 
consistently accurate." 
 
"Count Novak." Her father didn't phrase it as a question. 
 
"Yes." There was no point in denial now. "He leads a network of moderates within 
various delegations—individuals who believe the Congress should establish a balanced 
European order rather than simply rewarding the victorious powers." 
 
Her father was silent for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Then he sighed 
heavily. "I suspected as much when you began providing intelligence too specific to 
have been gathered through ordinary diplomatic observation." 
 
"Are you going to report me to Lord Castlereagh?" Eleanor asked quietly. 
 



 

"That depends on what you tell me now." He leaned forward, his diplomatic mask 
dropping to reveal genuine paternal concern. "Eleanor, I need to understand exactly 
what you've done and why. No diplomatic evasions between us. The full truth." 
 
The request—so direct, so unlike their usual carefully calibrated exchanges—caught her 
off guard. For the first time since arriving in Vienna, Eleanor felt tears threatening. She 
blinked them back, composing herself. 
 
"It began at the Emperor's masked ball," she started, her voice steady despite her inner 
turmoil. "Count Novak approached me, knowing I had received a mysterious letter 
requesting information about Britain's position on the Saxon territories." 
 
"You received such a letter?" Her father's eyebrows rose. "And didn't report it?" 
 
"I didn't respond to it either," Eleanor clarified. "I was... curious about who had sent it 
and why they believed I might betray diplomatic confidences." 
 
"A test," her father murmured. "To see if you were corruptible." 
 
"Exactly. Count Novak later explained it was indeed a test—one I passed by neither 
complying nor reporting it." She continued her account, describing how Novak had 
gradually drawn her into his network's operations, providing intelligence that served 
British interests while advancing the cause of a balanced settlement. 
 
Her father listened without interruption, his diplomatic training allowing him to absorb 
her confession without revealing his judgment. When she mentioned the Goethe volume 
with its encoded information about French surveillance, he nodded slowly. 
 
"That explains why nothing incriminating was found in your chambers. You had the 
foresight to remove it before the search." 
 
"Sophie took it to her sister at the Imperial Library," Eleanor confirmed. "I believed 
Thornton might have planted evidence against me." 
 
"Prudent," her father acknowledged, surprising her. "Continue." 
 
She described her tea with the Grand Duchess, the Polish compromise proposal, and 
finally, Count Novak's clandestine visit to the embassy garden. As she concluded her 
account, her father rose from his desk, moving to the window where the first true light of 
dawn was beginning to break over Vienna. 
 
"So," he said after a long silence, "my daughter has been conducting shadow diplomacy 
while simultaneously fulfilling her official duties. Operating in a realm where a misstep 



 

could be interpreted as treason, yet providing intelligence that has repeatedly served 
British interests." 
 
Eleanor waited, unable to read his tone. 
 
He turned back to face her. "I should be furious. I should report this to Castlereagh 
immediately and send you back to London under guard." 
 
"But?" she ventured, sensing the unspoken qualification. 
 
"But I find myself instead wondering if perhaps you understand the true nature of 
diplomacy better than many who have served for decades." A hint of pride crept into his 
voice. "The essential balance between official positions and unofficial realities. The 
necessity of working through shadows when daylight negotiations fail." 
 
Relief flooded through Eleanor. "Then you don't condemn my actions?" 
 
"I cannot officially condone them," he replied carefully. "But neither can I honestly 
condemn them, given that the intelligence you provided has consistently aligned with 
Britain's strategic interests." He returned to his desk. "However, we now face a crisis 
that extends beyond Thornton's accusations." 
 
"The Grand Duchess's recall to St. Petersburg," Eleanor nodded. "Without her influence, 
the hardliners in the Russian delegation will push for direct rule over Poland." 
 
"Precisely. And Count Novak's network has lost a crucial ally within the Russian court." 
Her father tapped the papers spread before him. "The question now is whether the 
momentum behind the compromise can be maintained without her." 
 
Eleanor considered this. "The Grand Duchess mentioned other moderate voices within 
the Russian delegation—Count Capo d'Istria, Prince Czartoryski. They might continue 
advocating for the compromise." 
 
"They lack her imperial connection," her father pointed out. "The Tsar's sister could 
speak to him directly, in personal terms beyond formal diplomatic channels." 
 
A thought struck Eleanor. "What about the Tsar's mystical advisor—Baroness von 
Krüdener? She has significant influence over his religious thinking. If she could be 
persuaded that a moderate settlement represents Christian magnanimity..." 
 
Her father looked up sharply. "That's... an intriguing approach. Alexander has 
increasingly framed his policies in terms of Christian principles." He studied her with 
new appreciation. "Does Novak's network have connections to the Baroness?" 



 

 
"I don't know," Eleanor admitted. "But it's worth exploring." 
 
"Indeed." He began gathering the papers on his desk. "Which brings us to your current 
situation. Thornton is being transferred to London for further questioning, but his 
accusations against you remain on record. Castlereagh is inclined to dismiss them as 
the desperate deflections of a proven traitor, but Colonel Mansfield is more suspicious." 
 
"What will happen to me?" Eleanor asked directly. 
 
"That depends partly on how we proceed from here." Her father's expression grew 
serious. "I can protect you to some extent, Eleanor, but only if your actions remain 
defensible as serving British interests. Any communication with Count Novak now 
carries significant risk." 
 
"Yet his network may be crucial to salvaging the Polish compromise," Eleanor pointed 
out. 
 
"Precisely the dilemma." He sighed. "For now, you will remain under nominal embassy 
supervision—not formally detained, but your movements restricted. I'll inform 
Castlereagh that I've questioned you thoroughly and believe Thornton's accusations to 
be fabrications, but that precautions are warranted until the matter is fully resolved." 
 
Eleanor nodded her understanding. "And Count Novak?" 
 
"If—and I emphasize if—you can establish contact through absolutely secure means, 
we need to know whether his network can influence the Baroness von Krüdener." Her 
father's voice took on a new edge of authority. "But Eleanor, understand this clearly: 
from this moment forward, any such communication must be with my explicit knowledge 
and approval. No more independent operations." 
 
"I understand, Father." 
 
"Good." He checked his pocket watch. "Castlereagh has called an emergency meeting 
of the British delegation in one hour. I need to prepare. Return to your chambers for 
now, and we'll speak again afterward." 
 
As Eleanor rose to leave, her father added, "And Eleanor? Whatever happens with the 
Congress or with Thornton's accusations, know that I am... proud of your capabilities. 
Few diplomats with decades of experience could have navigated these waters as 
skillfully as you have." 
 
The unexpected praise brought a flush to her cheeks. "Thank you, Father." 



 

 
"Don't thank me yet," he cautioned. "We still face a diplomatic crisis that could unravel 
everything we've worked for. And your involvement with Novak's network remains a 
potential scandal that could damage both our reputations irreparably." 
 
"I'm well aware of the risks," Eleanor assured him. 
 
"I believe you are." He nodded dismissal. "Go now. We'll continue this discussion after 
my meeting with Castlereagh." 
 
As Eleanor returned to her chambers, escorted by the ever-present security officer, her 
mind raced with implications and possibilities. The Grand Duchess's recall represented 
a severe blow to the prospects for a moderate Polish settlement. Without her influence, 
the hardliners in the Russian delegation would likely prevail, pushing for direct rule 
rather than meaningful autonomy. 
 
Yet her father hadn't rejected the intelligence Eleanor had gathered through Count 
Novak's network. Instead, he had tacitly acknowledged its value while establishing 
boundaries for future operations. It was more than she had dared hope for when 
confronting him with the truth. 
 
In her chamber, she found Sophie waiting anxiously. "My lady, is everything alright? The 
embassy is buzzing with rumors about the Grand Duchess and Mr. Thornton." 
 
"The situation is complicated, Sophie." Eleanor moved to her writing desk, considering 
options for secure communication. "I need your help once more, but it carries significant 
risk." 
 
"I'm at your service, my lady." Sophie's loyalty was unwavering. 
 
"The Grand Duchess has been recalled to St. Petersburg—effectively removed from 
influence at the Congress." Eleanor lowered her voice. "I need to get a message to 
Count Novak about this development, but I'm under embassy supervision. Direct 
communication would be extremely dangerous." 
 
Sophie thought for a moment. "My sister at the Imperial Library—the one holding your 
book—sees many cultural officials in her work. Perhaps a message could be passed 
through her?" 
 
"That might work." Eleanor quickly penned a note in the now-familiar astronomical code: 
 
The red star has pulled Diana from our sky. Apollo must seek influence with the mystic 
who guides the imperial conscience. The huntress remains watched but her father now 



 

knows of celestial observations and does not forbid them if conducted with his 
knowledge. 
 
She sealed it without address or signature, then handed it to Sophie. "Have your sister 
deliver this to Count Novak at the cultural affairs office. Tell her it concerns the Goethe 
volume I left in her care. If questioned, she should say it's a routine inquiry about 
borrowed materials." 
 
"I understand, my lady." Sophie tucked the note into her apron pocket. "Shall I bring the 
Goethe volume back as well? Now that Mr. Thornton has been removed?" 
 
Eleanor considered this. "No, leave it with your sister for now. It may contain information 
we'll need, but it's safer outside the embassy until the current crisis passes." 
 
As Sophie departed on her delicate mission, Eleanor moved to her window, gazing out 
at Vienna. The city continued its winter routines—carriages moving through 
snow-dusted streets, diplomats hurrying to meetings, merchants opening shops. Yet 
beneath this ordinary surface, momentous decisions were being made that would shape 
Europe's future for generations. 
 
And she, Eleanor Hastings, had become an active participant in that process—no 
longer merely the ambassador's observant daughter, but a diplomatic actor in her own 
right. The realization brought both pride and trepidation. 
 
Whatever came next, there would be no returning to her former role. She had crossed a 
threshold into a world of greater consequence—and greater danger. 
 

 
 
The day passed in tense waiting. Eleanor remained in her chambers, receiving 
occasional updates from embassy staff about the diplomatic flurry following the Grand 
Duchess's recall. Lord Castlereagh had apparently dispatched urgent messages to 
London, while the Russian delegation had split into visible factions—those supporting 
the hardline position and those still advocating for the compromise. 
 
By late afternoon, Sophie returned from her errand, slipping into Eleanor's chamber with 
practiced discretion. 
 
"My sister delivered your message, my lady," she reported quietly. "Count Novak 
received it personally. He asked her to tell you that 'Apollo understands and has already 
approached the mystic's attendants. A new constellation forms by necessity.'" 
 



 

Eleanor nodded, interpreting the response. Novak's network had already identified the 
Baroness von Krüdener as a potential ally and had begun efforts to influence her. The 
"new constellation" suggested they were forming alternative diplomatic channels to 
replace the Grand Duchess's influence. 
 
"Was there anything else?" she asked. 
 
"Yes, my lady." Sophie glanced toward the door, ensuring they weren't overheard. "He 
said that 'Mercury moves to isolate Saturn through scandal. The huntress should 
prepare for unwelcome attention beyond embassy walls.'" 
 
A warning that French diplomats (Mercury) were planning to use Thornton's accusations 
against Eleanor to embarrass the British delegation (Saturn). The "unwelcome attention 
beyond embassy walls" suggested the scandal might soon reach Vienna's broader 
diplomatic community. 
 
"Thank you, Sophie." Eleanor considered this new information. "Did anyone question 
you or your sister about these communications?" 
 
"No, my lady. But..." Sophie hesitated. "My sister mentioned that a Russian official was 
visiting the cultural affairs office when she delivered your message. He seemed very 
interested in Count Novak's activities." 
 
So the Russians were watching Novak as well. The web of surveillance grew ever more 
complex. 
 
A knock at the door interrupted their conversation. Harrington entered, his manner 
formal. 
 
"Lady Hastings, your father requests your presence for dinner in his private dining room. 
Seven o'clock." 
 
"Thank you, Harrington. Please inform him I'll be there." 
 
After the secretary departed, Eleanor turned back to Sophie. "Help me prepare for 
dinner. Something formal but subdued." 
 
"Yes, my lady." Sophie moved to the wardrobe. "Will this be a private family dinner or a 
diplomatic function?" 
 
"I'm not certain," Eleanor admitted. "But given recent events, I should be prepared for 
either." 
 



 

An hour later, dressed in a gown of deep blue silk with minimal ornamentation, Eleanor 
was escorted to her father's private dining room. To her surprise, she found not only her 
father waiting, but also Lord Castlereagh and—most unexpectedly—Baron Humboldt, 
the Prussian cultural minister and a senior member of their delegation. 
 
"Ah, Eleanor," her father greeted her with careful formality. "Thank you for joining us. 
Baron Humboldt has some questions regarding cultural exchanges that I thought you 
might help address." 
 
The diplomatic subtext was clear. This was no social dinner but a carefully arranged 
meeting. Baron Humboldt, known for his moderate views and scholarly approach to 
diplomacy, represented a potential ally in salvaging the Polish compromise. 
 
"Baron Humboldt," Eleanor curtseyed. "It's an honor. I've admired your brother's 
scientific expeditions and your own cultural initiatives." 
 
"Lady Hastings." The baron bowed slightly. In his sixties, with intelligent eyes and a 
scholarly demeanor, he represented Prussia's intellectual rather than military tradition. 
"Your father speaks highly of your cultural insights." 
 
The dinner proceeded with diplomatic caution, conversation initially focused on art, 
literature, and the cultural exchanges that had flourished in Vienna during the Congress. 
Eleanor participated actively but carefully, aware that this seemingly innocuous 
discussion served as prelude to more significant matters. 
 
Only after the main course had been served and the servants dismissed did Lord 
Castlereagh steer the conversation toward current affairs. 
 
"Baron, I understand you've expressed some concern about the direction of the Polish 
settlement following the Grand Duchess's... departure." 
 
The baron nodded gravely. "Indeed. Catherine's recall represents a victory for those 
who view the Congress merely as dividing spoils rather than establishing a stable 
order." He glanced at Eleanor. "Forgive my directness, Lady Hastings, but diplomatic 
niceties serve little purpose when fundamental principles are at stake." 
 
"I appreciate candor, Baron," Eleanor replied. "Especially when the future of nations 
hangs in the balance." 
 
Her father shot her a warning glance—a reminder to moderate her expression of 
personal views. But the baron seemed to appreciate her forthright response. 
 



 

"Precisely so." He set down his wine glass. "The compromise Catherine proposed—a 
constitutional kingdom with meaningful Polish autonomy under Russian 
sovereignty—represents the best hope for stability in Central Europe. Without it, we 
merely plant seeds for future rebellion and conflict." 
 
"Prussia supports this view?" Castlereagh asked directly. 
 
"A significant faction within our delegation does," the baron confirmed. "Including 
Chancellor Hardenberg, though he faces opposition from military advisors who prefer 
Russian hardliners for their own reasons." 
 
"Similar to the division within the Russian delegation," Eleanor observed. 
 
The baron turned to her with increased interest. "You're well-informed about internal 
Russian politics, Lady Hastings." 
 
"My daughter has a talent for observation," her father interjected smoothly. "The Grand 
Duchess included her in several cultural functions where such matters were 
occasionally discussed." 
 
"Indeed?" The baron studied Eleanor with new appreciation. "Then perhaps she might 
have insights into whether Baroness von Krüdener could be persuaded to support the 
compromise." 
 
The direct question confirmed Eleanor's suspicion that this dinner had been arranged 
specifically to explore the possibility her father had raised earlier—using the Tsar's 
mystical advisor as an alternative channel of influence. 
 
"The Baroness frames political questions in spiritual terms," Eleanor replied carefully. 
"She views the Tsar as divinely appointed to lead a Christian revival in Europe. If the 
Polish compromise could be presented as an act of Christian magnanimity rather than 
political weakness..." 
 
"Precisely my thinking," the baron nodded approvingly. "But the Baroness admits few to 
her inner circle. Those who might influence her are..." He hesitated. 
 
"Are associated with Count Novak's network," Eleanor finished quietly. 
 
A moment of tense silence followed her direct reference to the network that officially did 
not exist. Her father's expression remained diplomatically neutral, but she sensed his 
concern at her boldness. 
 



 

Baron Humboldt, however, merely nodded. "You are remarkably well-informed indeed, 
Lady Hastings. Yes, Count Novak has cultivated connections to the Baroness's spiritual 
circle. Which brings us to a delicate matter." He glanced at her father. "Ambassador, I 
understand there have been certain... accusations regarding your daughter's 
communications with the Count." 
 
Castlereagh shifted uncomfortably, but her father maintained perfect composure. 
"Accusations made by a clerk proven to be working for French intelligence, Baron. We 
place no credence in them." 
 
"Nor should you," the baron agreed readily. "Thornton was clearly attempting to disrupt 
British-Prussian cooperation at a critical moment. But the fact remains that French 
diplomats are now quietly circulating these allegations throughout Vienna's diplomatic 
community." 
 
So Count Novak's warning had been accurate. The French were indeed using 
Thornton's accusations to create a scandal that would isolate the British delegation. 
 
"Baseless gossip," Castlereagh declared firmly. "Lady Hastings has explained her 
limited interactions with Count Novak to our complete satisfaction." 
 
The baron smiled slightly. "Of course. Just as my own occasional communications with 
the Count are purely cultural in nature." The irony in his tone made it clear he 
understood the diplomatic fiction being maintained. "However, these rumors create both 
challenge and opportunity." 
 
"How so?" her father asked. 
 
"Challenge, in that they may temporarily complicate British-Russian relations at a critical 
juncture. Opportunity, in that they provide cover for establishing alternative channels to 
influence the Polish settlement." The baron turned to Eleanor. "Particularly if Lady 
Hastings were willing to play a somewhat... unorthodox role." 
 
Eleanor felt all eyes turn to her. "What kind of role, Baron?" 
 
"One that acknowledges the rumors rather than denying them." He leaned forward 
slightly. "If you were to appear at tomorrow's opera gala—the last major social event 
before the Congress concludes—and be seen conversing openly with Count Novak 
about cultural matters, it would transform suspicious whispers into mundane reality." 
 
"You're suggesting my daughter deliberately place herself at the center of diplomatic 
gossip?" her father asked, his tone sharpening. 
 



 

"I'm suggesting she help transform a potential scandal into a visible, innocuous cultural 
connection." The baron spread his hands. "The mysterious is always more intriguing 
than the commonplace. Once Lady Hastings and Count Novak are observed in ordinary 
cultural discussion, the rumors lose their power." 
 
"And behind this 'ordinary cultural discussion' would be an exchange of information 
regarding the Baroness von Krüdener," Castlereagh surmised. 
 
"Precisely." The baron nodded approvingly. "Information that might help salvage the 
Polish compromise despite the Grand Duchess's absence." 
 
Eleanor considered the proposal. It was clever—using the very rumors Thornton had 
sparked to create a legitimate channel for the diplomatic communication they needed. 
But it also placed her prominently in Vienna's public eye at a moment when scrutiny was 
intense. 
 
"The risk to my daughter's reputation—" her father began. 
 
"Is already present," Eleanor interrupted gently. "The rumors exist whether I appear at 
the opera or not. The baron's approach at least gives us the opportunity to control the 
narrative while advancing our diplomatic objectives." 
 
Her father studied her face, recognizing the determination behind her diplomatic 
phrasing. "You would be willing to undertake this role?" 
 
"If it serves Britain's interests in achieving a balanced settlement, yes." She met his 
gaze steadily. "And if you approve, Father." 
 
A moment of silent communication passed between them—an acknowledgment that 
their relationship had fundamentally changed. No longer merely father and daughter, 
ambassador and aide, but diplomatic collaborators navigating treacherous waters 
together. 
 
"The final decision must be Lord Castlereagh's," her father said finally. "As head of our 
delegation, he must determine whether the potential diplomatic advantage outweighs 
the risks." 
 
Castlereagh drummed his fingers thoughtfully on the table. "The Polish question is 
central to achieving the balanced settlement we've sought throughout the Congress. If 
this... unorthodox approach offers a path to influencing the Tsar through Baroness von 
Krüdener..." He sighed. "I cannot officially sanction communications with Count Novak's 
network. But neither will I prohibit Lady Hastings from attending a public cultural event 
where such an individual might also be present." 



 

 
The diplomatic fiction was established. Eleanor would attend the opera gala with implicit 
permission to contact Count Novak, while official British policy could maintain proper 
distance from such shadow diplomacy. 
 
"Then it's settled," Baron Humboldt said with satisfaction. "I'll ensure Count Novak is 
informed of this... cultural opportunity." He raised his glass. "To artistic appreciation 
across national boundaries." 
 
As they drank to this innocuous toast, Eleanor caught her father's eye. His expression 
conveyed both concern and a newfound respect. She had entered the inner circle of 
diplomatic action, no longer merely an observer but a recognized player in Vienna's 
great game. 
 
The implications both thrilled and terrified her. Tomorrow's opera gala would place her 
center stage in a diplomatic drama with far-reaching consequences. Her performance 
would need to be flawless—balancing public appearances with private communications, 
cultural pleasantries with crucial intelligence. 
 
But for tonight, she had been acknowledged as a diplomatic actor in her own right, 
worthy of inclusion in high-level strategic discussions. Whatever risks tomorrow might 
bring, that recognition represented a victory Eleanor had scarcely dared to imagine 
when she first arrived in Vienna. 
 
As the dinner concluded with diplomatic pleasantries, she prepared herself mentally for 
what lay ahead. The final act of Vienna's grand performance was about to begin, with 
Eleanor Hastings cast in a role far more significant than anyone might have predicted 
for a diplomat's observant daughter. 
 

Chapter 10 
The Vienna State Opera House blazed with light, its neoclassical façade illuminated 
against the winter night. Carriages lined the approaches, depositing Europe's nobility 
and diplomatic corps for what many considered the social culmination of the 
Congress—a gala performance of Mozart's "La Clemenza di Tito," followed by a grand 
reception in the opera house's magnificent foyer. 
 
Eleanor sat beside her father in the British delegation's carriage, her hands clasped 
tightly in her lap despite her outward composure. She wore a gown of silver-blue silk 
that complemented her fair coloring, with sapphires at her throat and wrists—formal 
enough for the occasion while avoiding ostentation that might draw unwanted attention. 
 
"Remember," her father said quietly as their carriage joined the line approaching the 
opera house, "your primary objective is to establish open contact with Count Novak that 



 

appears purely cultural in nature. Any exchange of actual intelligence must be extremely 
brief and absolutely discreet." 
 
"I understand, Father." Eleanor adjusted her gloves, a gesture that helped conceal her 
nervousness. "Has there been any word from the Russian delegation since our dinner 
with Baron Humboldt?" 
 
"Their position remains divided. The hardliners have gained influence with the Grand 
Duchess's departure, but moderates like Count Capo d'Istria continue advocating for the 
compromise." He checked his pocket watch. "Castlereagh is meeting with Metternich 
before joining us at the opera. If Austria can be persuaded to support the compromise 
more actively, it might counterbalance the hardliners' influence." 
 
Their carriage reached the opera house entrance. Footmen in imperial livery opened the 
door, helping Eleanor descend into the swirl of arriving dignitaries. The night air was 
crisp with winter cold, but she barely noticed, her diplomatic senses fully engaged in 
observing the gathering power brokers of Europe. 
 
The Prussian delegation arrived simultaneously, Chancellor Hardenberg nodding 
respectfully to her father. Baron Humboldt, accompanying the Chancellor, caught 
Eleanor's eye briefly, offering an almost imperceptible nod of confirmation. Count Novak 
had been informed of their plan. 
 
Inside the opulent lobby, Eleanor and her father were announced with formal protocol, 
then moved smoothly into the pre-performance reception. Crystal chandeliers cast 
brilliant light over the assembled diplomats and nobility, their jewels and medals creating 
a dazzling display of wealth and power. 
 
"The Russian delegation has arrived," her father murmured, gesturing subtly toward the 
main entrance where Count Nesselrode, the Russian Foreign Minister, led a group of 
elegantly attired diplomats. "Note who accompanies him." 
 
Eleanor observed with practiced discretion. Count Capo d'Istria, known for his moderate 
views, stood at Nesselrode's right hand—a positive sign. But behind them came several 
military officers whose rigid posture and cold expressions marked them as hardliners. 
 
"A balanced showing," she commented. "Neither faction clearly dominant." 
 
"Precisely. The Tsar is maintaining equilibrium while he decides which approach to 
favor." Her father accepted champagne from a passing footman, offering a glass to 
Eleanor. "Ah, Lord Castlereagh has arrived with Metternich. I should join them. Will you 
be alright on your own for a few moments?" 
 



 

"Of course, Father." Eleanor took the champagne, her diplomatic smile firmly in place. "I 
believe I see Lady Jersey near the south gallery. I'll pay my respects." 
 
As her father moved to join the senior diplomats, Eleanor circulated with practiced ease, 
exchanging pleasantries with various diplomatic wives and daughters. Her gaze swept 
the room periodically, searching for Count Novak while maintaining the appearance of 
casual social interaction. 
 
She spotted him finally, standing with a group of Austrian cultural officials near a display 
of opera costumes from previous productions. He wore formal evening attire, his dark 
hair contrasting with his white cravat, his bearing distinguished without drawing undue 
attention. As if sensing her observation, he glanced in her direction, their eyes meeting 
briefly across the crowded lobby. 
 
The connection lasted only a moment before Eleanor turned back to her conversation 
with Lady Jersey, but it confirmed their mutual awareness. Now she needed only to 
create a natural opportunity for approach that would appear coincidental to observers. 
 
The opportunity came as attendants began encouraging guests to take their seats for 
the performance. Eleanor found herself near the costume display as the crowd moved 
toward the auditorium. Count Novak stood examining a magnificent Roman toga used in 
an earlier production of the same opera. 
 
"The craftsmanship is remarkable," she commented, moving naturally to stand beside 
him as if merely interested in the exhibition. "The gold embroidery must have taken 
months to complete." 
 
"Indeed, Lady Hastings." He turned slightly, acknowledging her with perfect formal 
courtesy. "The Vienna Opera's artisans are unmatched in Europe. I'm particularly 
impressed by their attention to historical accuracy in the draping." 
 
Their conversation appeared entirely ordinary to anyone observing—a cultural 
exchange between a diplomat's daughter and an Austrian cultural official. Yet beneath 
this mundane surface, both recognized the significance of having established open 
contact that transformed clandestine whispers into visible, unremarkable reality. 
 
"Will you be attending the reception after the performance, Count Novak?" Eleanor 
asked as they began moving with the crowd toward the auditorium. 
 
"Indeed. I'm particularly looking forward to discussing the opera's themes of clemency 
and justice with other cultural enthusiasts." His eyes conveyed deeper meaning beneath 
the casual words. "Perhaps we might continue our conversation about Roman artistic 
influences then?" 



 

 
"I would enjoy that," Eleanor replied with diplomatic precision. "My father has often 
remarked on how artistic themes reflect broader cultural values across nations." 
 
"Your father is most insightful." Count Novak bowed slightly as they reached the point 
where they would separate to their respective boxes. "Until after the performance, Lady 
Hastings." 
 
As Eleanor joined her father in the British delegation's box, she noted with diplomatic 
awareness that their brief exchange had been observed by several key 
figures—Metternich himself, the Prussian Chancellor Hardenberg, and at least two 
members of the Russian delegation. The public contact had been established exactly as 
Baron Humboldt had suggested, transforming suspicious whispers into visible, 
unremarkable reality. 
 
"Successful?" her father murmured as she took her seat. 
 
"Yes. We'll continue our 'cultural discussion' at the reception." 
 
"Good." He nodded slightly toward the imperial box where the Austrian Emperor had 
just entered with his entourage. "Note who accompanies the Emperor tonight." 
 
Eleanor followed his gaze, surprised to see Baroness von Krüdener seated in a position 
of honor near the imperial family. The Tsar's mystical advisor rarely appeared at such 
public events, preferring private spiritual gatherings. 
 
"The Baroness attends the opera?" she whispered. 
 
"Apparently Mozart's themes of mercy and forgiveness in this particular work appeal to 
her religious sensibilities," her father replied dryly. "Or so Baron Humboldt suggested 
might be the case when he arranged tonight's program." 
 
Eleanor reassessed the situation with new appreciation. Baron Humboldt had 
orchestrated not merely the opportunity for her to contact Count Novak, but also the 
presence of the very person whose influence they sought to cultivate. The Prussian 
cultural minister was proving a masterful diplomatic choreographer. 
 
As the opera began, Eleanor divided her attention between the magnificent 
performance and the diplomatic drama unfolding in the boxes surrounding the 
auditorium. Through her opera glasses, she observed the Baroness von Krüdener 
watching the performance with apparent emotional engagement, particularly during 
scenes emphasizing the emperor Titus's struggle between justice and mercy—a theme 
with obvious parallels to the Tsar's decision regarding Poland. 



 

 
During the intermission, Eleanor remained in the British box while her father conferred 
briefly with Castlereagh in the corridor outside. She used the opportunity to observe the 
movements of key diplomats throughout the theater. Count Novak, she noted, had 
managed to position himself near the refreshment area adjacent to the imperial box, 
where he appeared engaged in casual conversation with one of the Baroness's 
attendants. 
 
When her father returned, he brought news that shifted the evening's diplomatic 
calculations. 
 
"Castlereagh has received word from our intelligence sources," he murmured, leaning 
close as the orchestra began tuning for the second act. "The Tsar has requested a 
private audience with Baroness von Krüdener tomorrow morning before the final 
protocol negotiations. Whatever influence we hope to exert through her must happen 
tonight." 
 
Eleanor absorbed this with outward calm, though her pulse quickened. "Then my 
conversation with Count Novak becomes even more critical." 
 
"Indeed." Her father's expression revealed his concern. "Be careful, Eleanor. The stakes 
have risen considerably." 
 
The opera's second act unfolded with magnificent music and dramatic reconciliations, 
but Eleanor barely registered the performance. Her mind was occupied with diplomatic 
calculations and the approaching conversation with Count Novak. By the time the final 
aria concluded and the audience rose in appreciative applause, she had formulated her 
approach. 
 
The reception following the performance transformed the opera house's grand foyer into 
a glittering diplomatic salon. Orchestra members provided background music as 
servants circulated with champagne and delicacies. The crowd arranged itself according 
to the Congress's unwritten hierarchies—great powers near the center, smaller nations 
along the periphery, cultural figures and lesser nobility filling the spaces between. 
 
Eleanor moved with practiced social grace, allowing her father to present her to various 
dignitaries while watching for an appropriate moment to approach Count Novak. She 
noted that he had positioned himself near a display of musical manuscripts, creating a 
natural cultural topic for their planned conversation. 
 
Her opportunity came when Metternich engaged her father in discussion about the 
opera's political themes. With a polite excuse, Eleanor detached herself and moved 
toward the manuscript display, pausing to examine Mozart's handwritten score with 
apparent interest. 



 

 
"Beautiful, isn't it?" Count Novak commented, approaching as if merely continuing their 
earlier cultural discussion. "Mozart's original notations reveal how he adjusted the score 
to emphasize themes of forgiveness." 
 
"Indeed." Eleanor maintained her diplomatic smile while lowering her voice. "We've 
received intelligence that the Tsar will meet privately with Baroness von Krüdener 
tomorrow morning before the final protocol negotiations. Whatever influence she might 
exert must happen tonight." 
 
Count Novak's expression remained pleasantly engaged in cultural discussion, though 
his eyes sharpened with interest. "The Baroness has been deeply moved by tonight's 
performance. She mentioned to her attendant that the emperor Titus's clemency 
reminded her of the Tsar's spiritual duty to show Christian magnanimity to conquered 
peoples." 
 
"A promising sentiment," Eleanor observed, turning a page of the displayed manuscript 
as if continuing their examination. "Has your network established direct contact?" 
 
"One of her spiritual advisors is sympathetic to our cause. He will join her for evening 
prayers in the imperial chapel at eleven o'clock." Count Novak gestured toward another 
manuscript, maintaining their cultural pretense. "The challenge is presenting the Polish 
compromise as a spiritual rather than political choice." 
 
"The opera provides the perfect metaphor," Eleanor suggested. "Titus's decision to 
show mercy rather than enforce harsh justice strengthens rather than weakens his 
empire. Similarly, the Tsar would demonstrate true Christian leadership by granting 
Poland constitutional autonomy rather than imposing direct rule." 
 
"Precisely the approach our contact intends to take." Count Novak nodded approvingly. 
"But we need specific details about British support for the compromise to make the 
argument compelling. What guarantees can Britain offer if the Tsar accepts the 
constitutional kingdom proposal?" 
 
This ventured into territory beyond Eleanor's authority. She chose her words with 
diplomatic care. "My father has been authorized to support formal international 
recognition of the settlement, economic cooperation, and diplomatic backing for 
Russia's position on other contested territories." 
 
"Specific enough to be meaningful, vague enough to maintain flexibility," Count Novak 
observed with a hint of irony. "True diplomatic craftsmanship." 
 



 

"I can only convey what I've been authorized to share," Eleanor replied, maintaining her 
composure. "Is there anything else your network needs to approach the Baroness 
effectively?" 
 
"Yes." His voice lowered further. "Confirmation that Prussia stands with Britain on this 
matter. Chancellor Hardenberg has expressed support privately, but the Baroness will 
want assurance that a united front exists among the major powers." 
 
Eleanor glanced discreetly toward her father, who remained engaged with Metternich 
but was clearly aware of her conversation. "I believe that confirmation can be arranged. 
Baron Humboldt seems to have orchestrated much of tonight's opportunity." 
 
"Indeed he has." Count Novak's tone held genuine admiration. "The Baron understands 
that cultural diplomacy often succeeds where formal negotiations fail." 
 
Their conversation had lasted long enough to establish the appearance of shared 
cultural interest without extending to a duration that might raise suspicions. Eleanor 
prepared to conclude their exchange. 
 
"One final matter," Count Novak said, his voice taking on new urgency beneath its 
cultured surface. "French intelligence continues circulating rumors about your 
involvement with Polish interests. Your public conversation with me tonight helps 
neutralize those rumors, but be prepared for more direct accusations in coming days." 
 
"I understand." Eleanor maintained her diplomatic smile. "Deflection rather than denial 
seems the most effective response." 
 
"Precisely." He glanced past her shoulder. "Your father appears to be concluding his 
conversation with Metternich. We should end our cultural discussion naturally." 
 
"Thank you for your insights on Mozart's composition methods, Count Novak," Eleanor 
said, her voice returning to normal volume. "I find the evolution of his political themes 
particularly fascinating." 
 
"As do I, Lady Hastings." He bowed formally. "Perhaps we might continue our 
discussion at the final Congress reception tomorrow evening." 
 
"I would enjoy that," she replied with perfect social grace. 
 
As she turned to rejoin her father, Eleanor noticed Baroness von Krüdener watching 
their exchange from across the foyer, her mystical gaze surprisingly sharp for a woman 
known for her spiritual otherworldliness. The Baroness inclined her head slightly in 
Eleanor's direction—an acknowledgment that sent a chill of uncertainty down her spine. 



 

 
Did the Tsar's spiritual advisor somehow sense the diplomatic undercurrents beneath 
their cultural conversation? Or was she merely being polite to a diplomat's daughter? 
 
Eleanor returned to her father's side, accepting a glass of champagne from a passing 
servant to steady her nerves. 
 
"Productive?" he murmured as Metternich moved away to greet the Spanish 
ambassador. 
 
"Yes," she replied quietly. "Count Novak's network will approach the Baroness through 
one of her spiritual advisors during evening prayers at eleven. They need confirmation 
that Prussia stands with Britain in supporting the compromise." 
 
Her father nodded slightly. "I'll speak with Baron Humboldt before we depart. Anything 
else?" 
 
"The approach will frame the Polish compromise as an act of Christian magnanimity 
rather than political concession—using tonight's opera as a metaphor for strength 
through mercy." 
 
"Clever," her father acknowledged. "And perfectly calibrated for the Baroness's influence 
on the Tsar. Alexander increasingly sees himself as a divinely appointed Christian 
leader rather than merely a secular monarch." 
 
As they continued circulating through the reception, Eleanor maintained her diplomatic 
poise while her mind processed the implications of the evening's developments. The 
final protocol negotiations would begin tomorrow morning, immediately following the 
Tsar's meeting with Baroness von Krüdener. By this time tomorrow, the fate of 
Poland—and perhaps the future stability of Europe—would be largely determined. 
 
And her own modest role in these momentous events would conclude, one way or 
another. Whether in triumph or disgrace remained to be seen. 
 
As the reception began winding down, her father guided her toward the exit, pausing 
briefly to exchange final pleasantries with Baron Humboldt. The Prussian cultural 
minister bowed over Eleanor's hand with courtly grace. 
 
"Lady Hastings, your appreciation for Mozart's political themes is most impressive," he 
said, his eyes conveying deeper meaning. "I believe tonight's performance has touched 
many hearts, perhaps even those with the power to shape nations." 
 



 

"Music often speaks more eloquently than words, Baron," Eleanor replied, 
understanding his reference to their diplomatic orchestration. "Particularly when its 
themes of mercy and justice resonate with spiritual values." 
 
"Indeed." He straightened, addressing her father. "Ambassador Hastings, I believe 
Chancellor Hardenberg wishes to coordinate our delegations' positions before 
tomorrow's final session. Perhaps a brief meeting in the morning?" 
 
"Seven o'clock at the British Embassy would be convenient," her father suggested. 
"Before the Tsar's... spiritual consultations." 
 
"Perfect." The baron bowed again. "Until tomorrow, then." 
 
As they departed the opera house, Eleanor noticed Baroness von Krüdener's carriage 
preparing to leave as well, its distinctive imperial escort making it easily identifiable. The 
Baroness herself stood at the top of the steps, her otherworldly gaze sweeping over the 
departing diplomats. 
 
For a moment, her eyes met Eleanor's across the distance. The Baroness raised her 
hand in what might have been a blessing or merely a farewell gesture, then descended 
to her waiting carriage. 
 
"An unusual woman," her father commented, noting the exchange. "Former novelist and 
socialite turned mystic, now whispering spiritual guidance into the ear of Europe's most 
powerful monarch." 
 
"Do you believe she'll influence him regarding Poland?" Eleanor asked as they reached 
their own carriage. 
 
"If the approach is right." Her father helped her into the carriage, then settled beside her. 
"Alexander's curious blend of autocratic power and spiritual searching makes him 
uniquely susceptible to appeals framed in religious terms. The Baroness understands 
this better than anyone." 
 
As their carriage joined the procession leaving the opera house, Eleanor reflected on 
the evening's diplomatic choreography. A cultural event had been transformed into a 
critical channel for influence, with artistic themes providing metaphors for political 
decisions. It was diplomacy at its most subtle and sophisticated—layers of meaning 
beneath seemingly innocuous social interaction. 
 
"You performed admirably tonight," her father said unexpectedly, breaking into her 
thoughts. "Your conversation with Count Novak appeared entirely natural while 
conveying essential intelligence." 



 

 
"Thank you, Father." The rare praise warmed her. 
 
"I find myself wondering," he continued, his tone thoughtful, "whether your diplomatic 
talents might be utilized more formally when we return to London." 
 
Eleanor turned to him in surprise. "In what capacity? Women aren't appointed to 
diplomatic positions." 
 
"Not officially, no." He smiled slightly. "But there are roles adjacent to formal diplomacy 
where your languages, observational skills, and social access might prove invaluable." 
 
"As something more than a diplomatic hostess?" she asked, unable to keep a note of 
hope from her voice. 
 
"Potentially." He gazed out at Vienna's snow-dusted streets. "This Congress has 
demonstrated that effective diplomacy occurs in many venues beyond formal 
negotiating tables. Cultural gatherings, social functions, private correspondence—all 
shape international relations as surely as official treaties." 
 
Eleanor considered this. "You're suggesting I might serve as a... cultural liaison of sorts? 
Gathering intelligence and facilitating unofficial connections while maintaining the 
appearance of mere social activity?" 
 
"Something along those lines." Her father's expression grew serious. "Though much 
depends on how the current situation resolves. If the Polish compromise succeeds and 
Thornton's accusations fade into irrelevance, such a role might be possible. If not..." 
 
He didn't need to complete the thought. If the hardliners prevailed and the French 
succeeded in creating a scandal around Eleanor's activities, her diplomatic 
future—official or unofficial—would be severely compromised. 
 
"We'll know tomorrow," she said quietly. 
 
"Indeed." Her father checked his pocket watch. "It's nearly eleven. Baron Humboldt's 
spiritual advisor will be joining the Baroness for prayers now. By morning, we'll know 
whether our approach has influenced the Tsar's thinking." 
 
As their carriage approached the British Embassy, Eleanor found herself studying 
Vienna's imperial architecture with new appreciation. The city had been her diplomatic 
education—transforming her from a ambassador's observant daughter into an active 
participant in international affairs. Whatever tomorrow brought, she had discovered 



 

capabilities within herself that transcended traditional expectations for women of her 
position. 
 
The knowledge brought both satisfaction and uncertainty. Having tasted real diplomatic 
engagement, could she ever be content with the limited role society prescribed for her? 
Yet the risks of continuing on this path were equally clear—scandal, disgrace, even 
charges of treason if her activities were framed in the worst possible light. 
 
"What are you thinking?" her father asked, noting her preoccupation. 
 
"That Vienna has changed me," she replied honestly. "And that I'm not entirely certain 
who I'll be when we return to London." 
 
Her father nodded slowly. "Few who engage deeply with diplomacy emerge unchanged, 
Eleanor. The privilege of shaping world events carries a cost—often to one's simpler 
certainties and comfortable assumptions." 
 
It was perhaps the most personal conversation they had ever shared. For a moment, 
Eleanor glimpsed the man beneath the ambassador's polished exterior—someone who 
had made his own compromises and sacrifices in service to diplomacy. 
 
"Whatever happens tomorrow," she said as their carriage passed through the embassy 
gates, "I'm grateful for the opportunity to have participated, even in a small way, in 
matters of consequence." 
 
"Your participation has been far from small," her father replied as they descended from 
the carriage. "And regardless of tomorrow's outcome, I hope you know that I am... proud 
of the diplomat you've become." 
 
The unexpected acknowledgment—not of her as a daughter, but as a diplomatic 
equal—left Eleanor momentarily speechless. By the time she gathered herself to 
respond, they had entered the embassy, where Harrington awaited with urgent 
dispatches requiring her father's immediate attention. 
 
The personal moment passed, replaced once more by diplomatic duty. But as Eleanor 
retired to her chambers, she carried with her both her father's unprecedented 
recognition and the knowledge that by this time tomorrow, the diplomatic drama in which 
she had played a modest role would reach its conclusion. 
 
For better or worse, the final act of Vienna's grand performance was about to begin. 
 



 

Chapter 11 
Dawn broke cold and clear over Vienna, the winter sun illuminating the city's imperial 
splendor with crystalline light. Eleanor had slept poorly, her mind occupied with 
diplomatic calculations and personal uncertainties. By six o'clock, she was already 
dressed and prepared for whatever the momentous day might bring. 
 
Sophie arrived with breakfast and news gleaned from the embassy staff. "Chancellor 
Hardenberg and Baron Humboldt have already arrived, my lady. They're meeting with 
your father and Lord Castlereagh in the ambassador's study." 
 
"So early?" Eleanor checked the small clock on her mantel. It was not yet seven—the 
time her father had arranged to meet the Prussian delegates. 
 
"They arrived almost at daybreak," Sophie confirmed. "There's talk below stairs that 
something significant has happened overnight." 
 
Eleanor's diplomatic instincts sharpened. "What kind of talk?" 
 
"The night porter mentioned that a Russian courier delivered a sealed message for your 
father around four this morning. Very unusual timing." 
 
A message from the Russian delegation before the Tsar's scheduled meeting with 
Baroness von Krüdener could indicate a significant development—perhaps even a shift 
in the Russian position on Poland. Alternatively, it might be a formal complaint about 
British interference in internal Russian matters. 
 
"Has there been any word about the Grand Duchess Catherine?" Eleanor asked, 
remembering the woman whose recall to St. Petersburg had precipitated the current 
diplomatic maneuvering. 
 
"Only that her imperial escort departed yesterday," Sophie replied. "The embassy's 
Russian translator mentioned she left a sealed letter for you, but it was intercepted by 
Lord Castlereagh's secretary for security review." 
 
Another piece of the diplomatic puzzle—and further evidence that Eleanor remained 
under scrutiny despite her father's protection. Castlereagh clearly hadn't dismissed 
Thornton's accusations entirely, even if he had allowed her to participate in last night's 
opera diplomacy. 
 
"Thank you, Sophie." Eleanor moved to her writing desk, considering her options. 
Protocol dictated that she wait to be summoned rather than inserting herself into her 
father's high-level meeting. Yet diplomatic instinct suggested that the early arrival of the 



 

Prussian delegates and the mysterious Russian message overnight might relate directly 
to her activities with Count Novak and the Baroness von Krüdener. 
 
She was still deliberating when a knock came at her door. Harrington entered, his 
manner formal but noticeably less reserved than in recent days. 
 
"Lady Hastings, your father requests your presence in his study immediately. Chancellor 
Hardenberg and Baron Humboldt are with him." 
 
"Thank you, Harrington." Eleanor rose, smoothing her morning dress—a simple but 
elegant blue wool that would be appropriate for a diplomatic meeting without appearing 
too formally prepared. "Has Lord Castlereagh requested my presence as well?" 
 
"His Lordship has been called to an urgent meeting with Prince Metternich," Harrington 
replied. "He asked that your father brief you on developments and determine your... 
availability for a potential cultural function this afternoon." 
 
The careful phrasing suggested diplomatic code—Castlereagh was authorizing her 
continued involvement while maintaining official distance from any irregular activities. 
Eleanor followed Harrington through the embassy corridors, her mind racing with 
possibilities. 
 
In her father's study, she found him seated behind his desk with Chancellor Hardenberg 
and Baron Humboldt in facing chairs. The atmosphere was one of controlled urgency 
rather than crisis—the mood of diplomats who had identified a promising opportunity 
rather than confronted a disaster. 
 
"Ah, Eleanor," her father greeted her with formal courtesy. "Thank you for joining us. 
Chancellor Hardenberg and Baron Humboldt bring interesting news regarding our 
cultural initiatives." 
 
The diplomatic fiction continued—"cultural initiatives" serving as the agreed-upon cover 
for their shadow diplomacy regarding Poland. Eleanor curtseyed to the Prussian 
delegates, noting that both men regarded her with what appeared to be genuine respect 
rather than mere diplomatic courtesy. 
 
"Lady Hastings," Chancellor Hardenberg acknowledged her with a slight bow. In his 
sixties, with the shrewd eyes of a career diplomat, he projected authority tempered with 
intellectual refinement. "Your father speaks highly of your cultural insights." 
 
"You honor me, Chancellor," Eleanor replied, taking the seat her father indicated. "I 
hope our artistic exchanges have proven productive." 
 



 

"Most productive indeed." Baron Humboldt's expression conveyed deeper meaning 
beneath the cultural euphemisms. "In fact, we've received word that the spiritual advisor 
who attended the Baroness von Krüdener's evening prayers found her most receptive to 
themes of mercy and Christian magnanimity as demonstrated in last night's opera." 
 
So their approach had reached the Baroness successfully. Eleanor glanced at her 
father, who nodded slightly in confirmation. 
 
"The Baroness apparently spent several hours in prayer and reflection afterward," her 
father added. "And at approximately four this morning, she requested an earlier 
audience with the Tsar—seven-thirty rather than nine o'clock as originally scheduled." 
 
"This acceleration suggests she feels some urgency in conveying her spiritual insights," 
Baron Humboldt observed. "Our cultural associates believe she has embraced the 
operatic metaphor completely and intends to present the Polish compromise as an act 
of Christian leadership rather than political concession." 
 
Chancellor Hardenberg leaned forward slightly. "More concretely, we received 
confirmation an hour ago that Count Capo d'Istria has been instructed to prepare 
alternative language for the Polish protocol—language that would establish a 
constitutional kingdom rather than a direct province." 
 
The diplomatic implications were clear. The approach through Baroness von Krüdener 
appeared to be succeeding—the Tsar was at least considering the compromise that the 
Grand Duchess had originally proposed. 
 
"This is... most encouraging," Eleanor said carefully. "Has there been any reaction from 
the hardline faction in the Russian delegation?" 
 
"That's where matters become more complicated," her father replied, his expression 
growing more serious. "The Russian courier who arrived this morning delivered a formal 
diplomatic note expressing concern about 'British interference in internal Russian affairs 
through unofficial channels.'" 
 
Eleanor tensed. "They're referring to my conversation with Count Novak." 
 
"Among other activities," Chancellor Hardenberg confirmed. "The note specifically 
mentions 'the British ambassador's daughter engaging with known Polish sympathizers' 
and suggests this represents an attempt to undermine Russian security interests." 
 
"How do you intend to respond?" Eleanor asked her father directly. 
 



 

"With diplomatic precision." A hint of a smile touched his lips. "I've drafted a note 
explaining that my daughter's cultural interests naturally include Eastern European 
artistic traditions, and that any conversations with cultural officials occurred with full 
diplomatic transparency." 
 
Baron Humboldt nodded approvingly. "Perfect. Neither confirming nor denying specific 
activities while recasting them in the most innocuous light possible." 
 
"But this diplomatic exchange suggests the hardliners haven't given up," Eleanor 
observed. "They're attempting to create friction between the British and Russian 
delegations precisely when unity is most needed to support the compromise." 
 
"Indeed." Chancellor Hardenberg's expression grew more serious. "Which brings us to 
the purpose of this morning's meeting. The Tsar's final decision regarding Poland will 
likely be influenced by whatever transpires between now and the formal protocol 
session at two o'clock this afternoon. If the hardliners can create sufficient diplomatic 
tension, they may yet convince him to reject the compromise." 
 
"We need a counter-move," Baron Humboldt said directly. "Something that 
demonstrates British-Prussian unity in supporting the constitutional kingdom approach 
while neutralizing accusations of improper interference." 
 
Eleanor understood immediately where this was leading. "And you believe I might play a 
role in this counter-move?" 
 
"Potentially." Her father's tone was measured. "Baron Humboldt has suggested a 
cultural initiative that would serve our diplomatic objectives while maintaining proper 
protocol." 
 
The baron turned to Eleanor. "The Hofburg Palace is hosting a small exhibition of Polish 
national treasures at noon today—artwork and historical artifacts recovered from 
Napoleonic looting. The exhibition was originally scheduled for next week but was 
accelerated at the request of Count Capo d'Istria, presumably to influence today's 
negotiations." 
 
"The Tsar is expected to attend briefly before the protocol session," Chancellor 
Hardenberg added. "As are representatives from all major delegations." 
 
"A cultural event with profound diplomatic symbolism," Eleanor surmised. "The artifacts 
represent Polish national heritage, their proper restoration a metaphor for Polish 
autonomy under Russian protection rather than absorption." 
 



 

"Precisely." Baron Humboldt nodded approvingly. "Your understanding of symbolic 
diplomacy is impressive, Lady Hastings." 
 
"And you wish me to attend this exhibition," Eleanor concluded. "To demonstrate British 
support for cultural recognition of Polish identity." 
 
"Not merely attend," her father clarified. "Baron Humboldt suggests you might offer brief 
remarks on behalf of the British cultural community, expressing appreciation for the 
preservation of national artistic heritage across Europe." 
 
The proposal was bold—placing Eleanor in a visible public role at a cultural event laden 
with diplomatic significance, just hours before the crucial protocol negotiations. It would 
position her as a legitimate cultural voice while transforming potentially scandalous 
accusations into an officially sanctioned diplomatic appearance. 
 
"Lord Castlereagh has approved this?" she asked, surprised that the cautious Foreign 
Secretary would endorse such a prominent role given Thornton's recent accusations. 
 
"Conditionally," her father acknowledged. "He believes the diplomatic advantages 
outweigh the risks, particularly if your remarks remain strictly cultural rather than 
political." 
 
Chancellor Hardenberg leaned forward slightly. "Lady Hastings, the hardliners in the 
Russian delegation have attempted to use your activities to create diplomatic friction. 
This gives us an opportunity to turn their strategy against them—by transforming what 
they present as clandestine interference into open cultural diplomacy." 
 
"Essentially," Baron Humboldt added, "we're moving our operations from shadow to 
light, where they become much harder to mischaracterize." 
 
Eleanor considered the proposal carefully. It was clever diplomatic judo—using the 
hardliners' own momentum against them. But it also placed her prominently in the public 
eye at a moment of intense diplomatic sensitivity. 
 
"What about Count Novak?" she asked directly. "Will he be present at this exhibition?" 
 
"As an official of the Austrian cultural ministry, yes," Baron Humboldt confirmed. 
"Though you would have no formal interaction with him beyond the general diplomatic 
courtesies extended to all attendees." 
 
"The key," her father emphasized, "is absolute propriety and focus on cultural rather 
than political themes. Your remarks should celebrate artistic heritage broadly, with 
Polish examples as just one element among many European traditions." 



 

 
Eleanor nodded her understanding. "And if I'm directly questioned about my previous 
interactions with Count Novak or other Polish cultural figures?" 
 
"You respond with diplomatic precision," her father advised. "Acknowledge cultural 
discussions while expressing surprise that artistic appreciation could be misconstrued 
as political interference." 
 
The strategy was sound, though not without risk. Eleanor would be placing herself 
directly in the crosshairs of Russian hardliners who had already attempted to create a 
diplomatic scandal around her activities. Yet the potential to influence the Tsar's thinking 
on Poland just before the crucial protocol negotiations made the risk worthwhile. 
 
"I would be honored to represent British cultural interests at the exhibition," she said 
finally. "Though I'll need time to prepare appropriate remarks." 
 
"Baron Humboldt has drafted some suggested themes," her father said, sliding a folded 
paper across his desk. "Feel free to adapt them to your own voice, but maintain the 
delicate balance between cultural appreciation and political implication." 
 
Eleanor accepted the paper, recognizing the diplomatic choreography at work. By 
providing draft remarks, the Prussian cultural minister was ensuring her comments 
would align perfectly with their broader strategy while giving her enough flexibility to 
make them authentic. 
 
"The exhibition begins at noon," Baron Humboldt said, rising. "Chancellor Hardenberg 
and I must coordinate with our delegation before then, but we look forward to your 
cultural insights at the Hofburg." 
 
As the Prussian delegates departed with diplomatic courtesies, Eleanor remained with 
her father, unfolding Baron Humboldt's suggested themes. The notes were masterfully 
crafted—emphasizing how national artistic traditions enriched European civilization as a 
whole, how cultural heritage transcended political boundaries while still reflecting 
distinct national characteristics, how preservation of diverse traditions strengthened 
rather than weakened the continent's shared future. 
 
"These are quite good," she acknowledged. "Though I'll adapt them to sound more 
natural in my voice." 
 
"Of course." Her father moved to the window, gazing out at Vienna's winter landscape. 
"Eleanor, you understand the stakes of this afternoon's appearance?" 
 



 

"I believe so." She met his gaze directly. "The hardliners have attempted to use my 
activities to create friction between Britain and Russia. By appearing publicly in an 
officially sanctioned cultural role, I transform their accusations from scandal to 
absurdity." 
 
"While simultaneously reinforcing the symbolic importance of Polish national identity just 
before the protocol negotiations," he added. "It's an elegant diplomatic 
solution—provided you maintain perfect balance between cultural appreciation and 
political implication." 
 
"I understand the nuance required," she assured him. 
 
"I know you do." His expression softened slightly. "Which is why I supported Baron 
Humboldt's proposal despite Castlereagh's initial reservations. You've earned the right 
to play this role, Eleanor." 
 
The acknowledgment—that she had earned a place in Vienna's diplomatic drama 
through demonstrated capability rather than merely inherited position—meant more 
than Eleanor could express. She simply nodded, returning her attention to the draft 
remarks to conceal the emotion his words had stirred. 
 
"There's one more matter," her father said after a moment. "The letter from Grand 
Duchess Catherine that was intercepted for security review. Castlereagh has cleared it 
for delivery to you." 
 
He withdrew an envelope from his desk drawer, sealed with the Grand Duchess's 
personal crest rather than the imperial Russian seal. "I don't know its contents, but 
given today's developments, it may contain information relevant to your appearance at 
the exhibition." 
 
Eleanor accepted the letter with mixed emotions. The Grand Duchess had been her 
entry point into Vienna's shadow diplomacy, a woman who had recognized capabilities 
in Eleanor that others had overlooked. Her abrupt recall to St. Petersburg had felt like 
both a diplomatic setback and a personal loss. 
 
"Thank you, Father." She rose, tucking both the letter and Baron Humboldt's notes into 
her pocket. "I should prepare for the exhibition. What time will we depart?" 
 
"Eleven-thirty." He returned to his desk. "And Eleanor? Whatever happens this 
afternoon, know that you've conducted yourself with diplomatic skill that would credit a 
career ambassador. I couldn't be prouder." 
 



 

The unexpected praise brought a flush to her cheeks. "Thank you, Father. I'll do my best 
to justify your confidence." 
 
In her chambers, Eleanor carefully opened the Grand Duchess's letter, half-expecting to 
find a formal farewell note composed under the watchful eyes of imperial guards. 
Instead, she discovered several pages of elegant Russian script that appeared to have 
been written in haste but with great determination. 
 
My dear Lady Eleanor, 
 
By the time you read this, I will be well on my way to St. Petersburg, recalled by my 
brother for what he terms "family matters requiring my immediate attention." We both 
know the true reason—my advocacy for Polish autonomy has finally exhausted my 
imperial brother's patience. 
 
I write not to lament my situation, which I accepted as a possibility when I chose to 
challenge the hardliners, but to ensure our work continues in my absence. The Polish 
compromise remains vital for Europe's future stability, and I believe it can still prevail if 
moderate voices maintain their unity in these final critical hours. 
 
You have proven yourself a most capable diplomat, Lady Eleanor—far more than 
merely an ambassador's observant daughter. Your understanding of the delicate 
balance between national interests and broader principles marks you as a true 
practitioner of the diplomatic art. 
 
Count Novak will remain your primary point of contact with our network. Trust him as I 
do—completely. Despite accusations you may have heard, his loyalty is not narrowly to 
Poland but to the vision of a Europe where smaller nations and great powers alike find 
security through mutual respect rather than domination. 
 
The Baroness von Krüdener represents our best remaining channel to influence my 
brother. She speaks to the spiritual idealist in him—the part that genuinely wishes to be 
remembered as a Christian leader rather than merely a conqueror. Appeal to this aspect 
of his nature through cultural and historical symbols that resonate with his sense of 
divine purpose. 
 
Should our efforts succeed and a constitutional Kingdom of Poland emerge from the 
Congress, remember that this represents merely the beginning of a longer struggle. The 
principles we have fought for in Vienna—balance, mutual respect, national dignity—will 
require constant defense against those who see international relations merely as an 
extension of power politics. 
 



 

Whatever your future path, Lady Eleanor, I hope you will continue the work we began 
here. Europe needs diplomats who understand that lasting peace comes not from 
imposing settlement but from crafting balance. 
 
With sincere admiration and friendship, Catherine 
 
P.S. My brother is not insensible to cultural symbolism. The exhibition of Polish 
treasures offers an opportunity to remind him that great rulers preserve national 
heritage rather than suppress it. Use this moment wisely. 
 
Eleanor folded the letter carefully, moved by both its contents and the Grand Duchess's 
confidence in her diplomatic capabilities. The postscript confirmed that the hastily 
arranged exhibition aligned perfectly with their strategy—creating a cultural moment that 
might influence the Tsar's thinking just before the crucial protocol negotiations. 
 
With renewed determination, she turned to preparing her remarks for the exhibition. 
Using Baron Humboldt's themes as foundation, she crafted a brief address that 
emphasized cultural heritage as a unifying rather than dividing force in European 
civilization. She took particular care with her phrasing around Polish artistic 
traditions—acknowledging their distinctive character while emphasizing how they 
enriched the broader European cultural tapestry. 
 
By eleven o'clock, she had finalized her remarks and changed into a formal day dress of 
deep green silk with modest gold embroidery—dignified enough for a diplomatic 
appearance without appearing ostentatious. As she made final adjustments to her 
appearance, Sophie entered with unexpected news. 
 
"My lady, there's a visitor asking for you at the servants' entrance. A woman who says 
she's the Baroness von Krüdener's personal attendant." 
 
Eleanor turned in surprise. "Did she give a name or reason for her visit?" 
 
"She calls herself Madame Stourdza and says she brings a message from the Baroness 
that cannot be delivered through official channels." Sophie lowered her voice. "She 
seems quite anxious, my lady, and insisted on speaking only with you." 
 
The timing was extraordinary—just before Eleanor's appearance at the Polish treasures 
exhibition, and presumably after the Baroness's rescheduled meeting with the Tsar. This 
could be vital intelligence regarding Alexander's current thinking on the Polish question. 
 
"Bring her to my sitting room through the service corridor," Eleanor decided quickly. 
"Make sure no one sees her enter. And inform my father that I have an unexpected 
visitor who may have information relevant to this afternoon's cultural event." 



 

 
Sophie departed swiftly, returning minutes later with a middle-aged woman dressed in 
the severe black garments favored by the Baroness's spiritual circle. Madame Stourdza 
had the intense gaze of a religious devotee, though her manner suggested practical 
intelligence rather than mere mysticism. 
 
"Lady Hastings," she began without preamble once Sophie had withdrawn, "the 
Baroness sends her spiritual greetings and wishes me to convey that her morning 
audience with His Imperial Majesty was most providential." 
 
"I'm honored by the Baroness's attention," Eleanor replied carefully. "May I ask the 
nature of this providence?" 
 
"The Baroness spent the night in prayer after attending the opera," Madame Stourdza 
explained, her French accented but precise. "She was visited by a divine insight 
regarding the Tsar's role as a Christian monarch—specifically that true Christian 
leadership manifests through merciful governance rather than mere exercise of power." 
 
This aligned perfectly with their strategy of using the opera's themes to influence the 
Baroness's spiritual counsel to the Tsar. Eleanor maintained a respectful expression, 
allowing Madame Stourdza to continue. 
 
"This morning, she shared her spiritual insights with His Imperial Majesty, drawing 
parallels between the emperor Titus's clemency and Christ's teaching that the greatest 
must be servants of all." The attendant's voice lowered. "The Tsar was deeply moved, 
particularly when the Baroness suggested that a constitutional kingdom for Poland 
would demonstrate Christian magnanimity that would elevate Russia's spiritual standing 
among nations." 
 
"The Baroness's spiritual wisdom is profound," Eleanor commented, careful to maintain 
the religious framing that gave this diplomatic intervention its unique power. "Did His 
Imperial Majesty indicate how these insights might influence his approach to today's 
negotiations?" 
 
"He did not speak directly of politics—the Baroness's influence operates in spiritual 
rather than temporal realms." Madame Stourdza's expression turned grave. "However, 
there is a complication. After leaving the Baroness, the Tsar met with Count Nesselrode 
and several military advisors. The Baroness fears they may have presented arguments 
against the constitutional approach, framing it as weakness rather than magnanimity." 
 
This explained the urgency of Madame Stourdza's visit. The Baroness had successfully 
influenced the Tsar's thinking, but hardliners were making a final effort to reverse that 
influence before the protocol negotiations. 



 

 
"The Baroness believes," Madame Stourdza continued, "that His Imperial Majesty's 
attendance at the Polish treasures exhibition represents a critical moment. If he sees 
Poland's cultural heritage celebrated by representatives of all major powers, it may 
reinforce his spiritual inclination toward preservation rather than subjugation." 
 
"Please convey my deepest appreciation to the Baroness for sharing these spiritual 
insights," Eleanor replied. "They will certainly inform my cultural remarks at today's 
exhibition." 
 
"There is one more thing." Madame Stourdza withdrew a small silk-wrapped package 
from her sleeve. "The Baroness asks that you wear this when you speak. It is a 
medallion depicting St. Catherine of Alexandria—patron saint of philosophers, scholars, 
and those who seek wisdom. The Tsar holds this saint in particular reverence." 
 
Eleanor unwrapped the package to find an exquisite antique medallion on a slender 
gold chain. The symbolism was multiply layered—St. Catherine shared a name with the 
Grand Duchess, represented wisdom and learning rather than military might, and held 
personal significance for the Tsar. 
 
"This is most kind," Eleanor said, genuinely moved by the gesture. "Please assure the 
Baroness that I will wear it with appropriate reverence." 
 
"The Baroness will attend the exhibition briefly," Madame Stourdza added as she 
prepared to depart. "Though she will not speak with you directly, she will observe and 
pray for divine guidance to illuminate His Imperial Majesty's path." 
 
After the attendant had been escorted out through the service corridor, Eleanor's father 
arrived, his expression curious. "Sophie mentioned an unexpected visitor with 
information relevant to the exhibition. I assume from the timing it relates to the 
Baroness's meeting with the Tsar?" 
 
Eleanor explained Madame Stourdza's visit and the Baroness's spiritual counsel to 
Alexander, concluding with the gift of the St. Catherine medallion. Her father listened 
with the careful attention of a seasoned diplomat, recognizing the significance of each 
detail. 
 
"The religious framing is perfect for Alexander's current mindset," he observed when 
she finished. "And the medallion creates a subtle connection to the Grand Duchess 
without explicitly invoking her name. The Baroness understands symbolic diplomacy 
remarkably well for a supposed mystic." 
 



 

"I believe her spiritual convictions are genuine," Eleanor noted. "But they're paired with 
sophisticated understanding of the Tsar's psychology. An effective combination for 
influence." 
 
"Indeed." Her father checked his pocket watch. "It's nearly time to depart. Are your 
remarks prepared?" 
 
"Yes, with Baron Humboldt's themes adapted appropriately." She touched the St. 
Catherine medallion now hanging around her neck. "And with additional emphasis on 
preservation of cultural heritage as an act of enlightened leadership." 
 
"Good." He studied her with newfound respect. "You understand the delicate balance 
required—cultural appreciation with political resonance, yet nothing that could be 
construed as direct interference in Russian affairs." 
 
"I've had an excellent teacher in diplomatic nuance," Eleanor replied with a small smile. 
 
As they departed for the Hofburg Palace, Eleanor felt the weight of the moment—not 
merely the diplomatic stakes regarding Poland, but her own evolution from observer to 
participant in international affairs. Whatever happened at the exhibition and subsequent 
protocol negotiations, she had crossed a threshold in her understanding of both 
diplomacy and her own capabilities. 
 
Vienna had transformed her, just as the Congress itself was transforming Europe. The 
question now was whether either transformation would prove lasting. 
 

Chapter 12 
The Hofburg Palace's Imperial Hall had been transformed for the Polish treasures 
exhibition. Display cases arranged throughout the magnificent space showcased 
artifacts dating from medieval times through the eighteenth century—illuminated 
manuscripts, royal regalia, religious icons, and artistic masterpieces that collectively 
represented the cultural heritage of a nation that currently existed only in memory and 
aspiration. 
 
Eleanor entered with her father, immediately sensing the exhibition's diplomatic 
significance beyond its cultural content. The timing, the selection of artifacts, even the 
arrangement of display cases had been carefully orchestrated to emphasize Polish 
national identity while acknowledging Russian imperial patronage. Placards noted both 
the items' Polish origins and their "preservation through imperial protection"—language 
that subtly reinforced the compromise vision of Polish autonomy under Russian 
sovereignty. 
 



 

"Quite the diplomatic production," her father murmured as they moved through the 
entrance. "Baron Humboldt and Count Capo d'Istria have outdone themselves." 
 
Indeed, the guest list reflected the exhibition's importance. Representatives from every 
major delegation were already present, examining the displays with varying degrees of 
genuine interest and diplomatic calculation. Austrian officials circulated as hosts, while 
cultural ministers from various nations formed discussion groups throughout the hall. 
 
Eleanor noted Count Novak among a group of Austrian cultural officials, his manner 
professional and reserved. If he noticed her arrival, he gave no obvious sign, 
maintaining perfect diplomatic discretion. The shadow communication of previous days 
had been replaced by proper diplomatic protocol—at least on the surface. 
 
"Lord Castlereagh has arrived with Metternich," her father observed, nodding toward the 
entrance where the British Foreign Secretary and Austrian Foreign Minister entered in 
conversation. "And Chancellor Hardenberg with Baron Humboldt just behind them." 
 
The senior diplomats moved through the exhibition with practiced social grace, 
exchanging pleasantries while positioning themselves strategically throughout the 
space. Eleanor recognized the careful choreography—everyone establishing their 
presence before the Tsar's anticipated arrival. 
 
"Lady Hastings." Baron Humboldt approached with a formal bow. "I trust you've had 
time to prepare your cultural observations?" 
 
"Indeed, Baron. Your suggested themes provided excellent foundation." Eleanor 
maintained the diplomatic fiction of mere cultural exchange. "I've incorporated some 
additional reflections on how preservation of artistic heritage reflects enlightened 
governance across Europe's history." 
 
"Most appropriate." The baron nodded approvingly. "You'll speak just after the Austrian 
cultural minister's introduction, before His Imperial Majesty's scheduled arrival. 
Approximately twenty minutes from now." 
 
As Baron Humboldt moved away to greet other diplomats, Eleanor's father guided her 
toward a display of medieval Polish manuscripts. "The timing is deliberate," he 
explained quietly. "Your remarks will help frame the Tsar's experience of the 
exhibition—reinforcing the Baroness's spiritual counsel before he views the actual 
artifacts." 
 
"And before he proceeds to the protocol negotiations," Eleanor added, understanding 
the strategic sequencing. "Where is the Baroness now?" 
 



 

"Not yet arrived." Her father glanced toward the entrance. "Though I expect she'll make 
a carefully timed appearance just before or with the Tsar." 
 
They continued circulating through the exhibition, Eleanor noting the quality and 
significance of the displayed treasures. Many were religious in nature—illuminated 
Bibles, church vestments, icons depicting Polish saints—while others represented royal 
and civic traditions unique to Polish culture. 
 
"Ambassador Hastings, Lady Eleanor." Lord Castlereagh approached, his manner 
cordial but guarded. "A most impressive cultural display." 
 
"Indeed, my lord." Eleanor curtseyed appropriately. "The preservation of these treasures 
through Europe's turbulent recent history is quite remarkable." 
 
"Quite." Castlereagh's gaze lingered on the St. Catherine medallion at her throat. "An 
interesting piece you're wearing, Lady Hastings. Not familiar to me from your usual 
collection." 
 
"A recent acquisition," she replied smoothly. "St. Catherine of Alexandria—patron saint 
of scholars and those who seek wisdom. I thought it appropriate for a cultural 
exhibition." 
 
"Most appropriate indeed." His tone suggested he understood the medallion's diplomatic 
significance without requiring explanation. "I understand you'll be offering remarks on 
behalf of British cultural appreciation. A suitable role for an ambassador's daughter with 
your linguistic and artistic education." 
 
The careful phrasing confirmed that Castlereagh had accepted her father's diplomatic 
fiction—acknowledging her public role while maintaining official distance from any 
shadow diplomacy it might conceal. 
 
"I'm honored to contribute in even a small way to cultural understanding among 
nations," Eleanor replied with perfect diplomatic modesty. 
 
Their conversation was interrupted by a stir near the entrance. The Austrian cultural 
minister approached the small podium that had been positioned at one end of the hall, 
signaling the beginning of the formal program. As diplomats and cultural officials 
gathered, Eleanor noted a subtle shift in the atmosphere—anticipation tinged with 
tension as the exhibition's diplomatic significance moved from implicit to explicit. 
 
"Your Imperial Majesty, Excellencies, distinguished guests," the Austrian minister began, 
acknowledging the Tsar's expected arrival though Alexander had not yet appeared. "We 
welcome you to this special exhibition of Polish cultural treasures, preserved through 



 

the cooperative efforts of Europe's great nations and restored to public appreciation 
through the Congress of Vienna's commitment to cultural heritage." 
 
As the minister continued his introduction, Eleanor observed Baroness von Krüdener 
entering quietly through a side door, accompanied by Madame Stourdza and another 
attendant. The Baroness wore simple black attire with a white lace collar, her only 
ornament a cross similar to the one worn by the Tsar himself. She took a position near 
the wall, appearing to observe the proceedings with spiritual rather than political 
interest. 
 
"And now," the Austrian minister concluded, "we are honored to hear reflections on 
cultural preservation from Lady Eleanor Hastings, representing British appreciation for 
Europe's diverse artistic traditions." 
 
The moment had arrived. With a reassuring nod from her father, Eleanor moved to the 
podium, conscious of the diplomatic significance beneath the cultural veneer. She took 
a moment to survey the assembled diplomats, noting that Count Capo d'Istria had 
positioned himself near the entrance where the Tsar would soon appear. 
 
"Distinguished representatives of Europe's cultural heritage," she began in clear, 
confident French—the diplomatic language of the Congress. "This remarkable exhibition 
reminds us that true civilization is measured not merely by military conquest or territorial 
expansion, but by the preservation and celebration of human creativity across 
generations." 
 
She continued with observations about specific treasures in the exhibition, emphasizing 
how they reflected Poland's unique contributions to European civilization while 
connecting to broader cultural traditions. Throughout, she maintained the delicate 
balance Baron Humboldt had suggested—acknowledging national distinctiveness while 
emphasizing shared European heritage. 
 
"These treasures before us today," she continued, approaching her key theme, "have 
survived wars, partitions, and displacement—preserved not through accident but 
through the conscious choice of enlightened leadership that recognized their value 
transcended political boundaries." 
 
As she spoke, a subtle movement at the entrance caught her attention. The Tsar had 
arrived with his entourage, pausing at the threshold rather than interrupting her remarks. 
Eleanor maintained her composure, though her pulse quickened at the sight of Europe's 
most powerful monarch listening to her address. 
 
"History teaches us," she continued, touching the St. Catherine medallion at her throat, 
"that truly great rulers are remembered not merely for territories conquered but for 
cultures preserved. Like the Emperor Titus, whose clemency Mozart celebrated in the 



 

opera we enjoyed last evening, enlightened sovereigns understand that magnanimity 
toward distinct national traditions strengthens rather than weakens their legacy." 
 
The reference to the opera—and its theme of mercy as strength rather than 
weakness—was perfectly calibrated to reinforce the Baroness's spiritual counsel to the 
Tsar. Eleanor noted Alexander's thoughtful expression as he listened, his gaze moving 
between her and the displayed Polish treasures visible beyond the gathered diplomats. 
 
"As we admire these magnificent artifacts," she concluded, "let us appreciate not only 
their artistic merit but the wisdom of those who ensured their preservation—recognizing 
that Europe's true strength lies in the harmonious balance between our shared 
civilization and our distinct national contributions to it." 
 
The applause that followed was appropriate for a cultural address, though Eleanor 
noted the varying intensity among different delegations. The Prussians, led by Baron 
Humboldt, showed particular appreciation, while the Russian military officials in the 
Tsar's entourage remained noticeably reserved. 
 
As she stepped away from the podium, the Austrian minister resumed his position to 
formally welcome the Tsar and invite all guests to continue viewing the exhibition. 
Eleanor rejoined her father, who nodded subtle approval of her remarks. 
 
"Perfectly calibrated," he murmured. "Cultural appreciation with diplomatic resonance, 
yet nothing that could be construed as direct political advice." 
 
"His Imperial Majesty was listening from the beginning," Eleanor observed quietly. "Did 
you notice his reaction?" 
 
"Thoughtful rather than dismissive." Her father guided her toward a display case, 
creating the appearance of cultural discussion while observing the Tsar's movements. 
"And he noticed your medallion—his gaze lingered on it during your reference to 
enlightened sovereignty." 
 
The exhibition resumed its seemingly casual circulation, though Eleanor recognized the 
diplomatic positioning beneath the cultural veneer. The Tsar moved through the displays 
with his entourage, pausing longest before religious artifacts where the Baroness von 
Krüdener occasionally offered quiet observations that none but Alexander could hear. 
 
Count Capo d'Istria remained close to the Tsar, while Count Nesselrode—representing 
the hardline faction—engaged various diplomats in what appeared to be intense 
discussions disguised as cultural appreciation. The final hours before the protocol 
negotiations had become a subtle battlefield of influence, with Polish treasures as both 
literal and figurative prizes. 



 

 
"Lady Hastings." Baron Humboldt approached once more, this time accompanied by 
Chancellor Hardenberg. "Your cultural reflections were most illuminating. The 
Chancellor particularly appreciated your observations on how preservation of national 
traditions strengthens rather than diminishes imperial legacy." 
 
"Most kind, Chancellor." Eleanor curtseyed appropriately. "These treasures speak 
eloquently of Poland's unique contributions to our shared European heritage." 
 
"Indeed they do." Chancellor Hardenberg's diplomatic experience showed in his perfect 
balance between courtesy and significance. "One hopes they will soon be displayed in 
Warsaw as well as Vienna—a symbol of cultural continuity under enlightened 
protection." 
 
The political implication was clear—support for the constitutional kingdom compromise 
that would allow Polish cultural expression while maintaining Russian sovereignty. 
Eleanor noted that Count Nesselrode had positioned himself within earshot, presumably 
monitoring such diplomatic signals. 
 
"Cultural appreciation transcends political boundaries," she replied carefully. "Just as 
artistic traditions often flourish most vibrantly when they reflect authentic national 
character within broader European fellowship." 
 
The diplomatic dance continued as Eleanor and her father circulated through the 
exhibition, exchanging carefully calibrated observations with representatives of various 
delegations. Throughout, she maintained awareness of the Tsar's movements and the 
competing influences surrounding him—Baroness von Krüdener's spiritual counsel on 
one side, his military advisors' strategic arguments on the other. 
 
As the exhibition neared its conclusion, Eleanor found herself momentarily separated 
from her father near a display of Polish royal regalia. Count Novak approached with 
perfect diplomatic propriety, bowing slightly as cultural protocol required. 
 
"Lady Hastings, your observations on cultural preservation were most eloquent," he said 
in normal conversational tone. "Particularly your reference to enlightened sovereignty 
strengthening its legacy through magnanimity rather than suppression." 
 
"You're most kind, Count Novak." Eleanor maintained appropriate diplomatic distance 
while responding to the underlying message. "These treasures remind us that national 
identity endures even when political boundaries change." 
 
"Indeed." He gestured toward a magnificent crown in the central display case. "This 
royal crown symbolizes Polish sovereignty dating back centuries. Yet notice how it 



 

incorporates artistic elements from across Europe—Byzantine enamel work, German 
goldsmithing, Italian gem cutting. A perfect metaphor for national distinctiveness within 
European community." 
 
His observation carried diplomatic weight beyond its cultural content—reinforcing the 
vision of Poland maintaining its national identity while acknowledging broader European 
connections. Eleanor noted that the Tsar had moved within hearing distance, apparently 
examining a nearby display while listening to their exchange. 
 
"A thoughtful observation, Count," she replied. "The finest cultural traditions often reflect 
both distinctive national character and the cross-pollination of ideas across borders." 
 
"Precisely." Count Novak bowed slightly as one of the Tsar's aides approached, 
signaling that Alexander was preparing to depart. "Perhaps we might continue this 
cultural discussion at the Congress's final reception tomorrow evening." 
 
"I would welcome that," Eleanor responded with appropriate diplomatic courtesy. 
 
As Count Novak moved away, Eleanor rejoined her father, who had been observing the 
exchange from a discreet distance. "Appropriate cultural discussion with subtle 
diplomatic undertones," he commented quietly. "Well handled." 
 
"The Tsar was listening," she informed him. "He positioned himself to overhear our 
exchange about the Polish crown representing national identity within European 
community." 
 
"Excellent." Her father glanced toward the entrance, where the Tsar was now preparing 
to depart for the protocol negotiations. "His Imperial Majesty has spent nearly twice the 
scheduled time at this exhibition—a positive sign for the Polish compromise." 
 
"The Baroness remained with him throughout," Eleanor noted. "Offering what appeared 
to be spiritual rather than political observations before specific artifacts." 
 
"The perfect approach for Alexander's current mindset." Her father checked his pocket 
watch. "The protocol negotiations begin in thirty minutes. Castlereagh and I must join 
them immediately." 
 
"Will I receive word of the outcome?" Eleanor asked, unable to mask her investment in 
the result. 
 
"As soon as appropriate," he promised. "Return to the embassy with Harrington. I'll send 
a message when the Polish protocol is decided." 
 



 

As the exhibition concluded, Eleanor observed the diplomatic machinery shifting from 
cultural pretense to political reality. Senior diplomats departed for the Hofburg's state 
rooms where the final protocols would be negotiated, while cultural officials remained to 
supervise the exhibition's closure. 
 
Eleanor found herself standing near Baroness von Krüdener as the crowd thinned. The 
Baroness approached with serene dignity, her mystical demeanor concealing the 
diplomatic significance of her role. 
 
"Lady Hastings," she said softly in French, "your cultural reflections resonated with 
spiritual truth. The medallion of St. Catherine suits you well—a symbol of wisdom 
guiding power toward merciful governance." 
 
"You honor me, Baroness," Eleanor replied with genuine respect. "Your spiritual insights 
have illuminated many paths during this Congress." 
 
"The Lord works through unexpected instruments," the Baroness observed with a 
knowing smile. "A diplomat's observant daughter. A mystic's whispered counsel. Even 
an opera about a Roman emperor's clemency. Divine wisdom flows through many 
channels to guide rulers toward justice tempered with mercy." 
 
With that cryptic assessment, the Baroness touched Eleanor's hand briefly before 
departing with her attendants, leaving Eleanor to contemplate the extraordinary 
confluence of diplomatic, cultural, and spiritual forces that had shaped the Congress's 
approach to Poland. 
 
As Harrington escorted her back to the British Embassy, Eleanor found herself in a 
curious state of suspended animation—her part in the diplomatic drama now complete, 
yet the outcome still undetermined. After weeks of shadow diplomacy, coded messages, 
and carefully orchestrated cultural engagements, the Polish question would be decided 
in a closed negotiation from which she was necessarily excluded. 
 
In her chambers, she removed the St. Catherine medallion, placing it carefully in her 
jewelry box alongside Count Novak's leather case—physical reminders of her 
unexpected journey through Vienna's diplomatic labyrinth. Whatever the protocol 
negotiations decided, she had played her role with skill and conviction, earning respect 
from diplomats who had initially seen her as merely decorative. 
 
The waiting proved more difficult than the action had been. Hours passed with no word 
from her father. Eleanor attempted to read, to write in her journal, to organize her 
belongings for the eventual return to London, but her thoughts remained fixed on the 
negotiations taking place in the Hofburg's state rooms. 
 



 

Finally, as evening shadows lengthened across Vienna, a knock came at her door. 
Sophie entered with an envelope bearing her father's diplomatic seal. 
 
"From the ambassador, my lady. Just delivered by special courier." 
 
Eleanor broke the seal with careful hands, unfolding the single page within. 
 
Protocol signed. Constitutional Kingdom of Poland established under Russian 
sovereignty. Polish autonomy guaranteed through separate administration, parliament, 
and cultural rights. Compromise prevails. 
 
Your contribution recognized privately by those who matter most. Public 
acknowledgment impossible but appreciation profound. 
 
Return to London scheduled within fortnight. Much to discuss regarding your future role. 
 
With pride and gratitude, Father 
 
Eleanor read the message twice, absorbing its full significance. The Polish compromise 
had succeeded—the Grand Duchess's vision, continued through Count Novak's 
network and the Baroness's spiritual influence, had prevailed over the hardliners' push 
for direct rule. A constitutional kingdom would preserve Polish national identity while 
acknowledging Russian sovereignty—exactly the balanced solution they had sought. 
 
And her own modest role in this diplomatic achievement had been "recognized privately 
by those who matter most." Not public acknowledgment—impossible given the shadow 
nature of her activities—but private appreciation from senior diplomats who understood 
the delicate dance she had performed. 
 
Most intriguing was her father's reference to "your future role" upon their return to 
London. The Congress of Vienna had transformed Eleanor from observer to participant 
in international affairs. It seemed that transformation might continue beyond Austria's 
imperial capital. 
 
As she carefully burned the note in her fireplace—diplomatic habit now 
ingrained—Eleanor found herself reflecting on the extraordinary journey of recent 
weeks. She had entered a world few women were permitted to access, navigating its 
complexities with growing confidence and skill. Whether that world would remain open 
to her in London remained to be seen, but Vienna had revealed capabilities within 
herself that could never be unknown again. 
 
A second knock at her door interrupted these reflections. Sophie entered once more, 
her expression suggesting another unexpected development. 



 

 
"My lady, Count Novak has sent a message through my sister at the Imperial Library. He 
requests a brief meeting in the embassy garden at nine o'clock this evening—with your 
father's knowledge and approval." 
 
So Count Novak sought a final conversation following the protocol's signing. Eleanor 
glanced at the clock—nearly eight. Time enough to inform her father and prepare for 
this last clandestine meeting. 
 
"Please tell my father that Count Novak has requested this meeting," she instructed 
Sophie. "I'll await his response before agreeing." 
 
Her father's reply came swiftly—a simple note reading: 
 
Meeting approved. Garden bench beside the oak tree. Brief exchange only. Will ensure 
security provides appropriate privacy while maintaining protocol. 
 
The diplomatic formulation confirmed that her father was authorizing a final contact with 
Count Novak while establishing sufficient official distance to maintain deniability if 
questioned. The shadow diplomacy continued, but now with explicit rather than implicit 
approval. 
 
At precisely nine o'clock, Eleanor made her way to the embassy garden, wrapped in a 
warm cloak against the winter chill. The designated bench stood in a secluded corner 
partially concealed by dormant shrubbery, yet visible enough from certain windows to 
ensure propriety. 
 
Count Novak arrived with characteristic punctuality, approaching from the garden's 
service entrance with quiet confidence. In the dim lamplight, his features appeared both 
familiar and somehow changed—the diplomatic mask softened by the success of their 
shared endeavor. 
 
"Lady Hastings," he greeted her with a formal bow. "Thank you for agreeing to this final 
meeting." 
 
"Count Novak." Eleanor gestured to the bench. "I understand congratulations are in 
order for the Polish protocol." 
 
"Congratulations we must share," he replied, sitting beside her with appropriate 
distance. "The constitutional kingdom represents precisely the compromise the Grand 
Duchess envisioned—Polish national identity preserved while acknowledging Russian 
sovereignty." 
 



 

"Your network must be pleased with this outcome." 
 
"Cautiously optimistic," he corrected gently. "The protocol establishes the framework, 
but implementation will determine whether Polish autonomy becomes genuine reality or 
merely diplomatic fiction." 
 
Eleanor nodded her understanding. "True of most diplomatic agreements, I imagine. 
The words on paper matter less than the will to honor their spirit." 
 
"Precisely." He studied her face in the dim garden light. "You've developed remarkably 
acute diplomatic instincts in our brief acquaintance, Lady Hastings." 
 
"I had excellent teachers," she replied with a small smile. "My father. The Grand 
Duchess. And a certain mysterious count with divided loyalties." 
 
"Ah, my supposedly divided loyalties." A hint of humor touched his voice. "Perhaps less 
divided than complex. Like yours." 
 
"Mine?" Eleanor raised an eyebrow. 
 
"Loyalty to your father and country. Loyalty to diplomatic principle and balanced 
settlement. Loyalty to your own emerging understanding of international affairs." He 
gestured elegantly. "Complex rather than divided—and all the more effective for that 
complexity." 
 
The assessment was surprisingly perceptive, acknowledging the multiple dimensions of 
Eleanor's diplomatic evolution without simplistic categorization. She found herself 
appreciating his understanding of her position. 
 
"I received a letter from the Grand Duchess before the exhibition," she said, changing 
the subject slightly. "She expressed confidence that our work would continue beyond 
the Congress." 
 
"Indeed." Count Novak's expression grew more serious. "The network that supported 
the Polish compromise extends beyond Vienna, Lady Hastings. Individuals throughout 
European capitals who believe in balanced settlement rather than mere power politics. 
The Grand Duchess will continue her influence in St. Petersburg, Baron Humboldt in 
Berlin, others in Paris and smaller courts." 
 
"And in London?" Eleanor asked directly. 
 
"That," he said with a slight smile, "depends partly on you." 
 



 

The implication hung in the cool night air between them. Count Novak was suggesting 
that Eleanor might continue her involvement with their diplomatic network after returning 
to England—maintaining the shadow connections she had established in Vienna. 
 
"My father mentioned discussing my 'future role' upon our return to London," she 
acknowledged carefully. "Though I doubt he envisions quite what you're suggesting." 
 
"Perhaps not initially," Count Novak agreed. "But Ambassador Hastings has proven 
himself adaptable to changing diplomatic realities. He recognized your capabilities here 
in Vienna, even when they extended beyond traditional boundaries." 
 
Eleanor considered this assessment. Her father had indeed demonstrated unexpected 
flexibility—moving from initial concern about her shadow activities to tacit approval and 
finally explicit authorization. His diplomatic pragmatism had ultimately outweighed 
conventional restrictions. 
 
"The Congress has changed many things," she observed. "Borders. Alliances. Perhaps 
even certain understanding about who may participate in diplomatic affairs." 
 
"Precisely why this moment matters beyond the specific protocols signed." Count Novak 
leaned slightly closer, his voice earnest beneath its diplomatic control. "The settlement 
we've helped create—imperfect though it may be—represents an opportunity for a more 
balanced European order. But that balance will require constant tending by those who 
understand its value." 
 
"Through official channels where possible, unofficial where necessary," Eleanor 
surmised. 
 
"Just so." He reached into his coat, withdrawing a small sealed package. "The Grand 
Duchess asked me to give you this before your departure from Vienna. A token of 
appreciation and connection for future correspondence." 
 
Eleanor accepted the package, recognizing the Grand Duchess's personal seal. "You 
remain in contact with her despite her recall to St. Petersburg?" 
 
"Certain diplomatic channels transcend official restrictions," he replied with a slight 
smile. "As you've discovered yourself these past weeks." 
 
The observation reminded Eleanor how thoroughly she had been transformed by her 
Viennese experience—from dutiful diplomat's daughter to active participant in shadow 
diplomacy that shaped international affairs. Whatever her future held in London, she 
could never return to being merely decorative at diplomatic functions. 
 



 

"And you, Count Novak?" she asked. "Where will your complex loyalties take you after 
the Congress concludes?" 
 
"Initially to Warsaw, to assist with implementing the constitutional framework." His 
expression grew more personal than diplomatic for the first time in their acquaintance. 
"Then perhaps to other European capitals where balanced settlement requires 
advocacy." 
 
"Including London?" The question emerged more directly than Eleanor had intended. 
 
"Perhaps." His eyes held hers with unusual intensity. "Diplomatic necessity may require 
establishing cultural connections in Britain's capital." 
 
The moment between them shifted subtly—diplomatic calculation giving way to 
something more personal. Throughout their strange partnership, Eleanor had 
maintained professional distance, focusing on the political stakes rather than the 
undeniable connection that had developed alongside their diplomatic collaboration. 
 
"Vienna has changed us both, I think," she said finally. "Revealed capabilities and... 
connections we might not have discovered elsewhere." 
 
"Indeed." He rose from the bench, diplomatic propriety reasserting itself. "The Congress 
created a unique environment—a moment when traditional boundaries became 
temporarily permeable. The question now is how much of that change persists beyond 
Vienna." 
 
Eleanor stood as well, recognizing that their final meeting was concluding. "I suppose 
we'll discover that answer in the months ahead." 
 
"Indeed we will." He bowed formally over her hand. "Until our diplomatic paths cross 
again, Lady Hastings. Perhaps in London, perhaps elsewhere." 
 
"Until then, Count Novak." She offered a diplomatic curtsy that acknowledged both their 
formal roles and the more complex relationship beneath them. "I trust Poland's 
constitutional kingdom will flourish under your attention." 
 
"And I trust London's diplomatic circles will benefit from your unique perspective." He 
stepped back, preparing to depart. "The Grand Duchess was right about you, Eleanor. 
You see beyond national interests to the principles that might create a more balanced 
order. Europe needs such vision in the years ahead." 
 
With that assessment—using her given name for the first and perhaps only time—Count 
Novak bowed once more and departed through the garden's service entrance, 



 

disappearing into Vienna's winter night as mysteriously as he had first appeared in her 
diplomatic life. 
 
Eleanor remained on the garden bench for a moment, the Grand Duchess's package in 
her hands, contemplating the extraordinary journey that had brought her to this point. 
When she had arrived in Vienna, she had been merely an ambassador's observant 
daughter, expected to grace diplomatic functions without meaningful participation. 
 
Now she departed with private commendation from Europe's senior diplomats, a role in 
shaping the Polish settlement, and an invitation to continue her involvement in a 
network that transcended national boundaries. Most significantly, she left with a new 
understanding of her own capabilities—diplomatic skills that had earned respect from 
those who initially saw her as merely decorative. 
 
As she returned to the embassy, Eleanor reflected that the true legacy of Vienna might 
not be merely the territorial settlements and diplomatic protocols signed by great 
powers. For her personally, the Congress had revealed possibilities beyond 
conventional expectations—a glimpse of a diplomatic role that transcended traditional 
limitations. 
 
Whether that vision would survive beyond Vienna's rarefied diplomatic atmosphere 
remained to be seen. But Eleanor Hastings had discovered capabilities within herself 
that could never be unknown again—a diplomatic voice that, once found, would not 
easily be silenced. 
 
The Congress of Vienna had redrawn Europe's map. It had also, in its way, redrawn 
Eleanor's understanding of her own potential. That personal transformation might prove 
as significant as any protocol signed by princes and ministers in the Hofburg's grand 
state rooms. 
 

Chapter 13 
London, three months later 
 
Rain fell steadily over Belgrave Square, shrouding the elegant townhouses in a gray 
mist that seemed to Eleanor quintessentially English after Vienna's crisp continental 
winter. From the window of her father's London residence, she watched as carriages 
navigated the wet cobblestones, depositing diplomats and politicians for what was 
officially described as "an intimate dinner celebrating Anglo-Austrian cultural relations." 
 
In reality, the evening represented something far more significant—the first gathering of 
what her father now called his "unofficial diplomatic circle," a carefully selected group of 
moderate voices from various embassies and the Foreign Office. The dinner's cultural 



 

pretense provided cover for substantive discussions about implementing the Congress 
of Vienna's settlements, particularly regarding Central Europe. 
 
"The Austrian ambassador has arrived," Sophie reported, entering Eleanor's chamber 
with the evening's formal gown—a creation of midnight blue silk with silver embroidery 
that echoed Viennese fashion while remaining appropriate for London society. "And 
Lord Aberdeen with several Foreign Office officials." 
 
"Thank you, Sophie." Eleanor turned from the window, allowing her maid to assist with 
final preparations. "Has Baron Humboldt's cultural attaché arrived yet?" 
 
"Just now, my lady. Your father is greeting him in the library before dinner." 
 
The Prussian cultural attaché—officially visiting London to arrange an exhibition of 
Germanic artifacts at the British Museum—carried diplomatic correspondence too 
sensitive for official channels, including updates from the network Eleanor had joined in 
Vienna. Baron Humboldt remained a key connection, coordinating moderate voices 
across European capitals who sought to maintain the balanced settlement they had 
helped create. 
 
As Sophie arranged her hair, Eleanor touched the medallion at her throat—the St. 
Catherine pendant given to her by Baroness von Krüdener, now a personal talisman 
that connected her to the extraordinary diplomatic experience in Vienna. She wore it for 
significant gatherings like tonight's dinner, a private reminder of her evolution from 
observer to participant in international affairs. 
 
"Will Count Novak be attending tonight's dinner, my lady?" Sophie asked with carefully 
casual interest. The maid had become a discreet ally in Eleanor's diplomatic activities, 
maintaining appropriate discretion while providing invaluable assistance. 
 
"The count remains in Warsaw, overseeing cultural aspects of the constitutional 
kingdom's implementation," Eleanor replied, keeping her tone neutral despite the small 
flutter that accompanied thoughts of the enigmatic diplomat. "Though Baron Humboldt's 
attaché brings correspondence from him regarding the Polish settlement's progress." 
 
Their paths had not crossed since that final meeting in the embassy garden, though 
diplomatic letters had occasionally reached Eleanor through the network's 
channels—ostensibly cultural correspondence that contained carefully coded updates 
on Polish developments. Each such communication reminded her of the unique 
connection forged in Vienna, a relationship that had transcended conventional 
diplomatic boundaries. 
 
"There," Sophie said, placing a final pin in Eleanor's upswept hair. "You look every inch 
the diplomat's daughter." 



 

 
"And perhaps something more," Eleanor murmured, studying her reflection. The woman 
who gazed back from the mirror bore little resemblance to the dutiful daughter who had 
departed for Vienna months earlier. Her eyes held new confidence, her posture the 
subtle authority of someone who had negotiated in the shadows of Europe's most 
powerful congress. 
 
The transformation had not gone unnoticed in London society. Upon their return, 
Eleanor had expected to resume her former decorative role at diplomatic functions. 
Instead, her father had gradually introduced her to a more substantive position—initially 
as his "cultural secretary," but increasingly as a genuine diplomatic partner. 
 
Tonight's dinner represented the culmination of that evolution. For the first time, Eleanor 
would not merely attend a diplomatic gathering but help guide its substantive 
discussions, identifying potential connections between the various moderate voices her 
father had assembled. 
 
"Lady Hastings," Harrington announced from the doorway, "the ambassador requests 
your presence in the library before dinner is announced." 
 
"Thank you, Harrington." Eleanor made a final adjustment to her appearance, then 
followed the secretary through the townhouse's elegant corridors. 
 
In the library, she found her father engaged in quiet conversation with a slender man 
whose formal attire and precise bearing marked him as a continental diplomat despite 
his efforts to blend with English style. Baron Humboldt's cultural attaché—Herr Schmidt 
according to his official credentials—bowed formally as Eleanor entered. 
 
"Ah, Eleanor," her father greeted her with the blend of paternal and professional regard 
that had characterized their relationship since Vienna. "Herr Schmidt brings interesting 
cultural news from Berlin and Warsaw. I thought you might wish to hear it before our 
other guests join us for dinner." 
 
"Most kind, Father." Eleanor curtseyed appropriately to their visitor. "Herr Schmidt, 
welcome to London. I trust your journey was comfortable despite the Channel's 
notorious temperament." 
 
"Quite tolerable, Lady Hastings." The attaché's English carried a slight Germanic 
accent. "Though I confess to preferring continental travel. Baron Humboldt sends his 
warmest regards and this token of cultural appreciation." 
 



 

He presented a small package wrapped in plain brown paper—the same diplomatic 
camouflage used for sensitive communications in Vienna. Eleanor accepted it with 
appropriate expressions of gratitude, recognizing the weight and shape of a book. 
 
"Baron Humboldt remembers my interest in Goethe," she observed, maintaining the 
cultural pretense. "Most thoughtful." 
 
"The Baron believes this particular edition will prove most illuminating," Herr Schmidt 
replied meaningfully. "Especially the annotations regarding Polish literary influences on 
Germanic romantic traditions." 
 
The diplomatic subtext was clear—the volume contained updates on the Polish 
constitutional kingdom's implementation, likely including information from Count Novak 
himself. 
 
"I shall study it with great interest," Eleanor assured him. "Please convey my 
appreciation to Baron Humboldt when you return to Berlin." 
 
Her father cleared his throat slightly. "Herr Schmidt was just sharing observations about 
cultural developments in Warsaw under the new constitutional framework. Most 
encouraging progress, it seems." 
 
"Indeed." The attaché nodded. "Though not without certain... tensions in 
implementation. The military governor occasionally interprets cultural autonomy more 
narrowly than the constitutional framework suggests." 
 
This was valuable intelligence—confirmation that the Russian military establishment 
continued resisting aspects of Polish autonomy despite the Congress protocols. Eleanor 
filed this information away, recognizing its relevance to discussions her father had 
scheduled with the Russian ambassador later in the week. 
 
"One hopes these interpretive differences will resolve as the constitutional system 
matures," she observed diplomatically. "Cultural expression often flourishes best when 
administrative frameworks provide appropriate flexibility." 
 
"Precisely Baron Humboldt's assessment," Herr Schmidt agreed, clearly appreciating 
her diplomatic phrasing. "And that of his cultural associates in Warsaw, particularly 
Count Novak, whose efforts to establish the new National Cultural Institute have proven 
most effective in navigating these... interpretive differences." 
 
The mention of Count Novak sent a small thrill of recognition through Eleanor, though 
she maintained perfect diplomatic composure. "The count's understanding of both 



 

cultural significance and administrative realities must prove invaluable in such delicate 
implementations." 
 
"Indeed." Herr Schmidt's expression suggested additional meaning beneath the cultural 
discussion. "The count mentioned your insightful observations regarding the balance 
between national expression and imperial frameworks during the Polish treasures 
exhibition. He believes that perspective continues to influence implementation 
positively." 
 
So Count Novak had specifically referenced her contribution—and apparently continued 
applying the diplomatic approach they had developed together in Vienna. The 
knowledge brought unexpected satisfaction. 
 
Before the conversation could continue, Harrington appeared at the library door. 
"Ambassador, the Foreign Secretary has arrived. Dinner will be announced in fifteen 
minutes." 
 
"Thank you, Harrington." Her father turned to Eleanor. "Perhaps you might show Herr 
Schmidt the cultural artifacts we acquired in Vienna while I greet Lord Aberdeen? I 
believe the Polish pottery in the drawing room would particularly interest our guest." 
 
The diplomatic instruction was clear—take advantage of these final minutes before 
dinner to extract any additional intelligence the Prussian attaché might carry. Eleanor 
nodded her understanding. 
 
"Of course, Father. Herr Schmidt, this way if you please." 
 
In the drawing room, safely distant from the arriving diplomats, Eleanor continued their 
conversation with greater directness. "The package contains updates on the Polish 
situation beyond what you've shared?" 
 
"Yes, Lady Hastings." Herr Schmidt glanced toward the door, ensuring their privacy. 
"Count Novak's detailed assessment of implementation challenges, along with Baron 
Humboldt's analysis of how Britain might assist in maintaining the constitutional 
framework against military pressure." 
 
"And the Grand Duchess Catherine? Has she regained influence in St. Petersburg?" 
 
"Partially." The attaché lowered his voice further. "She remains under court supervision 
but has established contact with moderate factions in the imperial government. The Tsar 
occasionally consults her on cultural matters—a small opening she uses to advocate for 
honoring the constitutional commitment to Poland." 
 



 

"And Baroness von Krüdener?" 
 
"Her influence wanes as the Tsar's foreign policy becomes more conservative." Herr 
Schmidt's expression grew more serious. "Which makes the network of moderate 
voices in other capitals increasingly important. Baron Humboldt believes London may 
become the crucial center for maintaining the balanced settlement as Russian policy 
hardens." 
 
This assessment aligned with what Eleanor had observed in diplomatic dispatches 
crossing her father's desk. The Tsar's initial commitment to liberal 
principles—strengthened by the Baroness's spiritual counsel and the Grand Duchess's 
influence—had begun eroding under pressure from military advisors who viewed the 
Polish compromise as dangerous weakness. 
 
"My father shares that concern," Eleanor acknowledged. "Hence tonight's 
dinner—establishing informal connections between moderate voices across embassies 
and ministries." 
 
"A most valuable initiative." Herr Schmidt glanced toward the drawing room door as 
voices approached. "One final matter before we rejoin the other guests. Count Novak 
asked me to inform you that he expects to visit London within the month—officially to 
establish cultural exchanges between Warsaw's new institute and British museums." 
 
Eleanor's pulse quickened, though she maintained diplomatic composure. "Cultural 
exchanges between nations strengthen mutual understanding. I'm certain the British 
Museum will welcome such initiatives." 
 
"Indeed." The attaché's knowing expression suggested he understood the personal 
dimension beneath the diplomatic phrasing. "The count mentioned particular interest in 
continuing your discussions of how artistic heritage reinforces national identity within 
broader European frameworks." 
 
Before Eleanor could respond, the drawing room door opened to admit several 
diplomats being shown the house before dinner. The moment for private communication 
had passed. With perfect social grace, Eleanor transitioned to her role as hostess, 
introducing Herr Schmidt to the new arrivals while maintaining the cultural pretense that 
disguised their substantive exchange. 
 
Dinner proceeded with diplomatic precision—elegant cuisine accompanied by carefully 
calibrated conversation that moved between cultural pleasantries and more substantive 
matters. Eleanor had been seated strategically between the Austrian commercial 
attaché and a senior Foreign Office official, positioning her to facilitate connections 
between continental and British perspectives on trade regulations affecting Central 
Europe. 



 

 
Throughout the evening, she observed her father with newfound appreciation. He had 
orchestrated this gathering with diplomatic mastery—using cultural pretense to create 
space for substantive discussion while maintaining official deniability regarding sensitive 
topics. More significantly, he had positioned Eleanor as an integral part of this 
diplomatic choreography, acknowledging her capabilities before influential colleagues. 
 
As the gentlemen rejoined the ladies after their port, Eleanor found herself approached 
by Lord Aberdeen, the Foreign Secretary who had replaced Lord Castlereagh following 
the latter's recent retirement. 
 
"Lady Hastings," he greeted her with formal courtesy. "Your father speaks most highly of 
your cultural insights regarding our Austrian friends. I understand you made quite an 
impression in Vienna." 
 
"You're most kind, Lord Aberdeen." Eleanor curtseyed appropriately. "Vienna provided 
extraordinary opportunities to appreciate Europe's cultural diversity." 
 
"Indeed." The Foreign Secretary's shrewd eyes suggested he understood the diplomatic 
activities beneath her cultural observations. "Ambassador Hastings has suggested you 
might assist with certain cultural initiatives at the Foreign Office—particularly regarding 
Central European affairs where feminine perspectives are often overlooked." 
 
The offer—however obliquely expressed—represented precisely the kind of role 
Eleanor had hoped might emerge from her Viennese experience. Not an official 
diplomatic position, which remained impossible for women, but a recognized function 
adjacent to formal channels where her capabilities could contribute meaningfully. 
 
"I would be honored to contribute in any way that serves British interests and European 
cultural understanding," she replied with diplomatic precision. 
 
"Excellent." Lord Aberdeen nodded approvingly. "We'll speak further on specific 
arrangements. For now, I'll simply observe that tonight's gathering demonstrates the 
value of complementary approaches to diplomatic engagement—formal and informal, 
official and cultural." 
 
As the evening progressed toward its conclusion, Eleanor found a moment to approach 
Herr Schmidt once more, this time with her father's subtle encouragement. 
 
"I hope you'll convey my appreciation to Baron Humboldt for his thoughtful literary gift," 
she said, referring to the package containing Count Novak's intelligence. "I look forward 
to studying it thoroughly in the coming days." 
 



 

"The Baron will be pleased," the attaché replied. "He values your perspective on cultural 
matters and hopes regular correspondence might continue between London and Berlin 
on such topics." 
 
"Most certainly." Eleanor maintained the cultural fiction while acknowledging the 
diplomatic reality beneath it. "And please extend my regards to Count Novak when next 
you communicate with Warsaw. His cultural initiatives deserve support from all who 
value the preservation of national artistic heritage within our shared European 
civilization." 
 
"I shall convey your message precisely, Lady Hastings." Herr Schmidt bowed formally. 
"The count will, I believe, have opportunity to discuss these matters with you personally 
during his forthcoming visit to London." 
 
After the final guests had departed and the household settled into nighttime quiet, 
Eleanor retired to her chamber with Baron Humboldt's package. Carefully unwrapping 
the plain brown paper, she found a handsome edition of Goethe's poetry with a sealed 
letter pressed between its pages. 
 
The letter bore no signature, but she recognized Count Novak's elegant handwriting 
immediately. Breaking the seal, she unfolded several pages of what appeared to be 
literary commentary—a cultural disguise for diplomatic intelligence regarding Poland's 
constitutional implementation. 
 
My dear Lady Hastings, 
 
Cultural developments in Warsaw proceed with both promise and challenge. The 
constitutional framework established at Vienna provides theoretical protection for Polish 
national expression, yet practical implementation reveals the gap between diplomatic 
protocol and administrative reality. 
 
The Russian military governor interprets cultural autonomy narrowly, restricting 
publications and academic appointments while technically observing the constitutional 
provisions. The National Cultural Institute we have established provides some 
institutional protection, though its authority remains contested by imperial officials who 
view Polish identity as inherently threatening to Russian security. 
 
Despite these challenges, moderate voices within both Polish and Russian 
administrations continue advocating for the balanced approach you so eloquently 
defended at the Polish treasures exhibition. Your metaphor of the crown—distinctive 
national identity within European community—resonates particularly with those seeking 
practical compromises between autonomy and sovereignty. 
 



 

The Grand Duchess Catherine maintains contact through carefully established 
channels, her influence gradually recovering though still constrained by court politics. 
Her consistent advocacy for honoring the constitutional commitment represents a 
crucial moderating voice within St. Petersburg's increasingly conservative climate. 
 
Baron Humboldt believes London may become the essential center for maintaining the 
balanced settlement as Russian policy hardens under military influence. Your father's 
initiative in establishing informal diplomatic connections across embassies and 
ministries represents precisely the approach needed to sustain the Vienna framework 
against revisionist pressures. 
 
On a more personal note, I expect to visit London within the month to establish cultural 
exchanges between Warsaw's institute and British museums. This official purpose will 
provide opportunity to continue our conversations regarding the delicate balance 
between national expression and international stability—conversations that proved so 
valuable during Vienna's diplomatic constellation. 
 
Vienna revealed diplomatic possibilities beyond conventional boundaries—not merely 
territorial settlements but new modes of international engagement. The network of 
moderate voices we established there continues across European capitals, working 
through cultural, social, and unofficial channels to maintain the balanced order against 
those who would return to mere power politics. 
 
You demonstrated remarkable diplomatic capabilities in Vienna, capabilities that 
transcended traditional limitations. I look forward to observing how London's different 
diplomatic environment has shaped your continuing evolution from observer to 
participant in international affairs. 
 
Until our paths cross again, I remain committed to the principles we defended together 
at the Congress—national dignity within European community, balanced settlement 
rather than imposed diktat, cultural recognition alongside political reality. 
 
With sincere appreciation for our shared diplomatic journey, A.N. 
 
P.S. The Grand Duchess sends her warmest regards. She believes your diplomatic star, 
once risen in Vienna, will continue ascending in London's different but equally complex 
firmament. 
 
Eleanor read the letter twice, absorbing both its diplomatic intelligence and its more 
personal dimensions. Count Novak's assessment of Poland's implementation 
challenges aligned with diplomatic reports her father had received through official 
channels, yet provided nuance and context those formal dispatches often lacked. 
 



 

More significantly, his forthcoming visit to London represented an opportunity to 
continue the unique diplomatic partnership they had established in Vienna—a 
relationship that had transcended conventional boundaries to influence international 
affairs through shadow channels. 
 
As she carefully refolded the letter, concealing it once more within Goethe's poetry, 
Eleanor reflected on how thoroughly Vienna had transformed her understanding of both 
international relations and her own capabilities. She had arrived at the Congress as 
merely an ambassador's observant daughter, expected to grace diplomatic functions 
without meaningful participation. 
 
She had departed with hard-earned recognition from Europe's senior diplomats, a role 
in shaping the Polish settlement, and an invitation to continue her involvement in a 
network that transcended national boundaries. Most significantly, she had discovered 
diplomatic skills that had earned respect from those who initially saw her as merely 
decorative. 
 
London had initially seemed a return to more restricted expectations. Yet her father had 
surprised her by gradually introducing her to substantive diplomatic functions, 
positioning her as his partner rather than merely his daughter. Tonight's dinner—and 
Lord Aberdeen's oblique offer of a role at the Foreign Office—suggested that her 
Viennese transformation might find continuation in London's different diplomatic 
environment. 
 
And now Count Novak's impending visit promised reconnection with the network they 
had joined in Vienna—the unofficial channels through which moderate voices continued 
influencing international affairs despite formal limitations. 
 
As rain continued falling outside her window, shrouding London in its characteristic mist, 
Eleanor felt unexpected optimism about the diplomatic path opening before her. Vienna 
had been extraordinary—a moment when traditional boundaries became temporarily 
permeable, allowing her glimpse of possibilities beyond conventional expectations. 
 
London might offer different but equally significant opportunities to continue that 
evolution from observer to participant in international affairs. Not through formal 
diplomatic appointment, which remained impossible for women, but through the shadow 
channels and cultural frameworks that often shaped international relations as surely as 
official protocols. 
 
The Congress of Vienna had redrawn Europe's map. It had also, in its way, redrawn 
Eleanor's understanding of her own potential. That personal transformation had 
survived the journey from Vienna to London—a diplomatic awakening that continued 
shaping her path in ways neither she nor her father could have anticipated when they 
first departed for the Congress. 



 

 
As she prepared for bed, Eleanor placed Count Novak's letter in her writing desk 
alongside correspondence from the Grand Duchess Catherine and Baron 
Humboldt—tangible connections to the diplomatic network she had joined in Vienna. 
Whatever challenges the implementation of the Congress settlements might face in 
coming months, she would participate in addressing them not merely as an 
ambassador's daughter but as a diplomatic actor in her own right. 
 
Vienna had given her that gift—recognition of capabilities that transcended conventional 
limitations. London would provide the stage for their continuing development. And Count 
Novak's forthcoming visit promised reconnection with the diplomatic partnership that 
had first revealed those possibilities amid the shadow diplomacy of Europe's grandest 
congress. 
 

Chapter 14 
The British Museum's Egyptian Hall had been transformed for the evening's cultural 
reception. Towering columns inscribed with hieroglyphics loomed over elegant displays 
of artifacts from across Europe—a carefully curated exhibition celebrating "Artistic 
Heritage and European Civilization" that provided perfect cover for the diplomatic 
connections being established beneath its cultural veneer. 
 
Eleanor moved through the crowded gallery with practiced social grace, exchanging 
pleasantries with museum trustees and foreign cultural officials while maintaining 
awareness of the more significant diplomatic positioning occurring behind this cultural 
façade. Her gown of deep emerald silk complemented the evening's formal atmosphere 
while allowing freedom of movement through the crowded exhibition—a practical 
consideration for what promised to be an evening of constant circulation. 
 
"Lady Hastings," Lord Aberdeen approached, accompanied by an elderly gentleman 
whose formal attire and diplomatic bearing marked him as a foreign dignitary despite his 
efforts to adopt English style. "May I present Count Bernstorff, Prussian ambassador to 
the Court of St. James? The Count has expressed particular interest in your 
observations regarding cultural preservation following the Congress." 
 
"Ambassador Bernstorff," Eleanor curtseyed appropriately. "You honor me with your 
interest. My observations were merely those of an enthusiastic amateur fortunate 
enough to witness Europe's cultural rebirth after years of conflict." 
 
"Your modesty does you credit, Lady Hastings," the Prussian ambassador replied, "but 
Baron Humboldt speaks most highly of your cultural insights—particularly regarding the 
balance between national artistic traditions and shared European heritage." 
 



 

The diplomatic subtext was clear. Count Bernstorff represented the moderate faction in 
Prussian politics, aligned with Chancellor Hardenberg and Baron Humboldt rather than 
the military conservatives who, like their Russian counterparts, had begun challenging 
aspects of the Vienna settlement. 
 
"Baron Humboldt's own contributions to cultural understanding far exceed my modest 
observations," Eleanor responded with diplomatic precision. "His vision of national 
artistic expression enriching rather than dividing European civilization continues guiding 
cultural initiatives across capitals." 
 
"Indeed." The ambassador nodded approvingly. "The Baron believes such cultural 
frameworks may prove essential to maintaining the balanced settlement established at 
Vienna—particularly as certain powers reinterpret diplomatic protocols through 
increasingly narrow lenses." 
 
This oblique reference to Russian and Prussian hardliners' efforts to undermine the 
constitutional compromises achieved at the Congress confirmed Count Bernstorff's 
alignment with moderate voices seeking to preserve the balanced settlement. Eleanor 
recognized the diplomatic opening. 
 
"Cultural connections often endure when political frameworks face pressure," she 
observed. "Perhaps because artistic appreciation transcends immediate strategic 
calculations to recognize shared civilizational values." 
 
"Precisely so." The ambassador's expression indicated appreciation of her diplomatic 
acumen. "Which makes tonight's exhibition particularly valuable—establishing cultural 
connections that may support diplomatic equilibrium during this delicate implementation 
period." 
 
Lord Aberdeen, who had observed this exchange with evident approval, interjected 
smoothly: "Lady Hastings has agreed to assist the Foreign Office with certain cultural 
initiatives regarding Central Europe—an area where her languages and artistic 
background provide unique perspective." 
 
This public acknowledgment of Eleanor's unofficial diplomatic role—however carefully 
framed in cultural terms—represented significant evolution in her position since 
returning from Vienna. Lord Aberdeen was effectively signaling to the Prussian 
ambassador that Eleanor served as more than merely a diplomat's daughter—that her 
cultural observations carried Foreign Office sanction. 
 
"A most valuable contribution," Count Bernstorff responded with diplomatic 
understanding. "Particularly as we welcome Warsaw's new Cultural Institute to tonight's 
exhibition. I believe its director has just arrived." 
 



 

Eleanor followed his gaze toward the gallery entrance, where new guests were being 
announced. Her diplomatic composure momentarily faltered as she heard the master of 
ceremonies declare: 
 
"Count Aleksander Novak, Director of the Warsaw National Cultural Institute, and Lady 
Zofia Czartoryska, representing the Polish National Museum." 
 
Count Novak entered the gallery with the same elegant self-possession Eleanor 
remembered from Vienna, though his formal attire now featured subtle Polish rather 
than Austrian styling. Beside him walked a striking woman in her thirties, her regal 
bearing and intelligent expression marking her as Polish nobility despite the political 
extinction of her nation's independence. 
 
"Ah, our Polish cultural delegation," Lord Aberdeen observed. "Ambassador Hastings 
mentioned you became acquainted with Count Novak during the Congress, Lady 
Eleanor. Perhaps you might welcome him to London on behalf of our cultural 
community?" 
 
The diplomatic instruction was clear—establish public connection with Count Novak that 
transformed their Vienna relationship from potential scandal to officially sanctioned 
cultural association. Eleanor composed herself quickly, diplomatic training overcoming 
personal reaction to his unexpected appearance. 
 
"Of course, Lord Aberdeen. Count Bernstorff, if you'll excuse me?" 
 
"Certainly, Lady Hastings." The Prussian ambassador bowed slightly. "I look forward to 
continuing our cultural discussion later this evening." 
 
Eleanor moved through the crowded gallery toward the new arrivals, maintaining perfect 
social grace despite the sudden acceleration of her pulse. Count Novak spotted her 
approach, his winter-gray eyes warming with recognition though his diplomatic mask 
remained firmly in place. 
 
"Count Novak, Lady Czartoryska," she greeted them with appropriate formality. 
"Welcome to the British Museum. I'm Lady Eleanor Hastings—my father, Ambassador 
Hastings, asked me to extend his welcome on behalf of Britain's cultural community." 
 
"Lady Hastings." Count Novak bowed over her hand with perfect diplomatic courtesy. 
"How kind of Ambassador Hastings to send such a gracious representative. I believe we 
had the pleasure of discussing cultural preservation at several Vienna exhibitions." 
 
"Indeed, Count Novak." Eleanor maintained the careful fiction they had 
established—acknowledging previous acquaintance while recasting it in purely cultural 



 

terms. "Your observations on Polish artistic traditions within European context were 
most illuminating." 
 
"You're too kind." He turned slightly to his companion. "May I present Lady Zofia 
Czartoryska? Her family has preserved Polish cultural treasures through generations of 
political turbulence—a testament to artistic heritage transcending diplomatic 
vicissitudes." 
 
Lady Czartoryska curtseyed with aristocratic elegance. "Lady Hastings, Count Novak 
speaks most highly of your cultural insights. I understand you made quite an impression 
at the Polish treasures exhibition in Vienna." 
 
"The treasures spoke for themselves," Eleanor replied diplomatically. "I merely observed 
how their preservation represented enlightened governance recognizing that cultural 
heritage enriches rather than threatens political stability." 
 
"A perspective we continue advocating in Warsaw," Lady Czartoryska noted with 
meaningful emphasis. "Though not all imperial administrators share this enlightened 
view." 
 
The political implication was clear—Russia's military government in Poland was 
restricting cultural expression despite the constitutional guarantees established at 
Vienna. Eleanor recognized both the intelligence being shared and the diplomatic 
opportunity it presented. 
 
"Perhaps you might share your experiences with Lord Aberdeen," she suggested. "The 
Foreign Secretary has expressed particular interest in how cultural autonomy functions 
within the new constitutional framework. Count Novak, would you assist me in making 
these introductions?" 
 
"With pleasure, Lady Hastings." He offered his arm with perfect propriety. "Lady 
Czartoryska, shall we join the Foreign Secretary?" 
 
As they guided Lady Czartoryska through the crowded gallery toward Lord Aberdeen, 
Count Novak spoke quietly for Eleanor's ears alone: "You've established quite the 
diplomatic position in London. Cultural secretary to the Foreign Office—most impressive 
evolution from the ambassador's observant daughter I first encountered in Vienna." 
 
"London offers different diplomatic opportunities than Vienna," Eleanor replied, 
maintaining social pleasantries while engaging in more substantive exchange. "Though 
perhaps less dramatic than negotiating Europe's future at the Congress." 
 



 

"Yet potentially more enduring," he observed. "Vienna established frameworks on paper. 
Implementation requires precisely the kind of persistent diplomatic influence you're 
cultivating here—cultural initiatives with political resonance, social connections with 
strategic purpose." 
 
His assessment—recognizing and appreciating her diplomatic evolution rather than 
viewing her cultural role as merely decorative—sent unexpected warmth through 
Eleanor's chest. Before she could respond, they reached Lord Aberdeen, necessitating 
formal introductions and transition to proper diplomatic exchange. 
 
"Lady Czartoryska brings fascinating perspective on cultural preservation under the new 
constitutional framework," Eleanor explained to the Foreign Secretary. "Her family's 
collection forms the foundation of Poland's National Museum—an institution balancing 
cultural autonomy with political realities." 
 
"Most interesting," Lord Aberdeen replied with diplomatic appreciation. "Lady 
Czartoryska, I'd be most interested in your observations regarding practical 
implementation of cultural provisions in the Vienna protocols." 
 
As Lady Czartoryska engaged the Foreign Secretary in carefully framed discussion of 
Russian restrictions on Polish cultural expression, Eleanor found herself momentarily 
alone with Count Novak—precisely the diplomatic choreography she had anticipated 
when orchestrating these introductions. 
 
"Baron Humboldt's letter mentioned implementation challenges," she said quietly, 
referring to the intelligence he had sent through the Prussian cultural attaché. "Are 
conditions deteriorating?" 
 
"Systematically," he confirmed, maintaining the appearance of casual cultural 
conversation while conveying substantive intelligence. "The military governor interprets 
constitutional guarantees narrowly, restricting publications, academic appointments, 
even museum exhibitions that emphasize Polish national identity too prominently." 
 
"Yet your Cultural Institute continues operating?" 
 
"Precariously. We maintain official compliance with imperial regulations while creating 
space for authentic expression through careful diplomatic navigation." His expression 
reflected both determination and concern. "The constitutional kingdom exists on paper, 
but practical autonomy erodes weekly under administrative pressure." 
 
Eleanor absorbed this assessment, recognizing its diplomatic significance beyond 
Poland's specific situation. Russia's failure to honor the spirit of the Vienna protocols 
regarding Polish autonomy suggested similar revisionist approaches might emerge 
regarding other settled questions. 



 

 
"Has the Grand Duchess managed to moderate these restrictions through her influence 
in St. Petersburg?" she asked. 
 
"Partially. Her position remains constrained, but she maintains communication with 
moderate factions in the imperial government." Count Novak glanced toward Lady 
Czartoryska, ensuring she remained engaged with Lord Aberdeen. "More significantly, 
she has established correspondence with the Duke of Wellington, whose military 
prestige gives him unique credibility with the Tsar." 
 
This was valuable intelligence indeed. The Duke of Wellington—Britain's military hero 
now entering politics—represented a potential channel of influence with Tsar Alexander 
that bypassed conventional diplomatic structures. 
 
"My father mentioned the Duke's interest in continental affairs," Eleanor noted. "Perhaps 
a cultural introduction might facilitate more substantive connection." 
 
"Precisely my thought in accepting tonight's invitation." Count Novak maintained perfect 
diplomatic discretion while conveying strategic purpose. "Lady Czartoryska's aristocratic 
heritage and cultural mission provide ideal cover for establishing such connections 
without triggering diplomatic suspicion." 
 
Their conversation demonstrated how thoroughly Vienna had transformed their 
relationship—from cautious initial contact to seamless diplomatic partnership. They 
communicated now with the practiced efficiency of colleagues who understood each 
other's methods and objectives without requiring explicit explanation. 
 
"The Duke generally arrives fashionably late to cultural functions," Eleanor observed. 
"When he appears, I'll ensure appropriate introductions through cultural pretexts that 
allow more substantive exchange." 
 
"Perfect." Count Novak's approval was evident beneath his diplomatic restraint. "While 
we await his arrival, perhaps you might show me the exhibition's Eastern European 
collection? I understand it includes several Polish artifacts with interesting provenance." 
 
The suggestion provided perfect cover for continued private conversation while 
maintaining appropriate public appearance. Eleanor nodded her agreement, making 
polite excuses to Lord Aberdeen before guiding Count Novak toward a less crowded 
section of the gallery. 
 
As they examined displays of Eastern European artifacts, maintaining the appearance 
of cultural discussion, Count Novak provided more detailed assessment of conditions in 
Warsaw and the broader diplomatic environment since Vienna. 



 

 
"The hardliners gain influence weekly," he explained, gesturing toward a display of 
Polish royal insignia as if commenting on its artistic merit. "Not just in Russia but Prussia 
as well—military factions arguing that the Vienna settlement conceded too much to 
defeated powers and subject nationalities." 
 
"We've observed similar revisionist sentiments in diplomatic communications," Eleanor 
acknowledged. "Though Chancellor Hardenberg and Baron Humboldt continue 
advocating for maintaining the balanced approach." 
 
"For now." Count Novak's expression grew more serious beneath its diplomatic mask. 
"But Hardenberg's health declines, and Humboldt's influence depends on cultural rather 
than political authority. If military conservatives gain ascendancy in Berlin as they have 
in St. Petersburg..." 
 
He left the implication unspoken—that the balanced settlement achieved at Vienna 
might unravel if revisionist voices prevailed in multiple capitals simultaneously. Eleanor 
understood the diplomatic stakes extending far beyond Poland's specific circumstances. 
 
"Then networks of moderate voices become even more essential," she concluded. 
"Informal connections across capitals that maintain balanced perspective when official 
positions harden." 
 
"Precisely." He studied her face with newfound appreciation. "You've developed 
remarkably sophisticated diplomatic understanding since our first encounter in Vienna. 
Your father and the Foreign Office are fortunate to have such capability in their cultural 
initiatives." 
 
The professional assessment—recognizing her diplomatic acumen rather than merely 
her social grace—meant more than Eleanor could express in their public setting. She 
acknowledged it with a slight nod, maintaining appropriate composure while allowing 
her eyes to convey deeper appreciation. 
 
"Vienna provided extraordinary education," she replied simply. "As does London's 
different but equally complex diplomatic environment." 
 
Their conversation continued as they circulated through the exhibition, maintaining 
perfect propriety while exchanging substantive intelligence regarding developments 
across European capitals. Count Novak described the Grand Duchess Catherine's 
constrained but persistent influence in St. Petersburg, Baron Humboldt's efforts to 
moderate Prussian military ambitions, and the network's assessment of French 
diplomatic positioning as the restored Bourbon monarchy navigated between 
revolutionary legacy and reactionary pressure. 



 

 
Throughout, Eleanor was struck by how naturally they had resumed their diplomatic 
partnership despite months of separation and the different context of London society. 
The connection forged in Vienna's extraordinary diplomatic crucible had matured rather 
than diminished with distance and time. 
 
Their circuit of the exhibition eventually brought them near the gallery entrance just as 
the master of ceremonies announced: "His Grace, the Duke of Wellington." 
 
The Duke entered with characteristic military bearing, his austere features and direct 
manner contrasting with the more ornate diplomatic styles surrounding him. Despite his 
formal evening attire, Wellington carried himself with the unmistakable authority of a 
commander rather than a courtier. 
 
"Perfect timing," Eleanor murmured to Count Novak. "Let me facilitate the introduction 
through cultural pretext. Lady Czartoryska's aristocratic background will interest him 
more than official diplomatic credentials." 
 
Count Novak nodded his understanding, following Eleanor's lead as she navigated 
through the crowded gallery toward the Duke, who had been immediately surrounded 
by admiring guests. Her father intercepted them en route, having evidently observed 
their circulation through the exhibition. 
 
"Eleanor," Ambassador Hastings greeted her with the blend of paternal and professional 
regard that had characterized their relationship since Vienna. "I see you've been 
showing Count Novak our Eastern European collection. The Duke of Wellington has just 
arrived—perhaps you might introduce our Polish cultural guests? The Duke expressed 
interest in Warsaw's new institute." 
 
The diplomatic choreography was seamless—her father providing official sanction for 
precisely the introduction Eleanor had already intended to arrange. She recognized his 
subtle support for her diplomatic initiative with quiet appreciation. 
 
"Of course, Father. Count Novak, shall we join the Duke? I believe he would find Lady 
Czartoryska's cultural preservation efforts particularly interesting given his own interest 
in European stability." 
 
With her father's assistance, they navigated the crowd surrounding Wellington, reaching 
the Duke as the initial surge of admirers began dissipating. Ambassador Hastings made 
formal introductions, emphasizing the cultural purpose of the Polish delegation while 
establishing context for more substantive conversation. 
 



 

"Lady Czartoryska's family has preserved Polish cultural heritage through extraordinary 
political upheavals," Eleanor added, identifying the aspect most likely to engage 
Wellington's interest in European stability. "Their experience offers valuable perspective 
on how cultural continuity supports political equilibrium during periods of transition." 
 
The Duke's sharp military assessment took in Lady Czartoryska's aristocratic bearing 
and intelligent expression. "Cultural continuity, you say? I've always maintained that 
stable governance requires respecting established traditions rather than imposing 
abstract systems. Too many revolutionary theorists ignore the practical wisdom 
embedded in cultural institutions." 
 
This conservative framing—perfectly calibrated to Wellington's political 
philosophy—opened the diplomatic channel they sought. Lady Czartoryska responded 
with equally adept positioning, describing her family's efforts to preserve Polish cultural 
institutions against both Napoleonic disruption and subsequent Russian administrative 
restrictions. 
 
"The constitutional framework established at Vienna provided theoretical protection for 
such cultural continuity," Count Novak added, carefully introducing the diplomatic 
substance beneath the cultural discussion. "Though practical implementation reveals 
the challenge of balancing imperial security concerns with national cultural expression." 
 
Wellington's expression sharpened with strategic interest. "Implementation always 
proves the true test of diplomatic agreements. Paper protocols mean little without 
practical commitment to their principles." 
 
The conversation had successfully transitioned from cultural pleasantries to substantive 
diplomatic assessment—precisely the progression Eleanor and Count Novak had 
orchestrated through their careful introductions. Ambassador Hastings provided 
additional diplomatic context, describing British interest in seeing Vienna's balanced 
settlement maintained through faithful implementation of its constitutional provisions. 
 
"The Tsar initially supported this balanced approach," the Duke observed with military 
directness. "Has his position changed, or merely his administrators' interpretation of it?" 
 
"A perceptive question, Your Grace," Count Novak replied. "The Tsar's spiritual advisor, 
Baroness von Krüdener, originally framed Polish autonomy as an act of Christian 
magnanimity rather than political concession. But as her influence wanes, military 
counselors increasingly characterize constitutional guarantees as dangerous 
weakness." 
 
"Interesting." Wellington's strategic mind was clearly engaged now. "Alexander respects 
military assessment, but he also values his reputation as Europe's Christian monarch. 
Perhaps this religious framing requires reinforcement from voices he respects." 



 

 
The diplomatic opening had been created—Wellington himself suggesting the approach 
they had hoped to cultivate. Eleanor exchanged a brief glance with Count Novak, 
acknowledging their successful diplomatic choreography without requiring words. 
 
"The Grand Duchess Catherine employed similar framing when advocating for the 
constitutional approach," Lady Czartoryska noted carefully. "Her spiritual perspective 
resonated with the Tsar's religious sensibilities, though her recall to St. Petersburg 
limited her direct influence." 
 
"The Grand Duchess," Wellington mused. "Yes, I corresponded with her briefly during 
the Congress. Intelligent woman with unusual political acumen for a royal lady. Shame 
about her current constraints." 
 
This confirmation of previous connection with the Grand Duchess represented the final 
piece of the diplomatic puzzle they had been assembling. Count Novak seized the 
opportunity with subtle diplomatic skill. 
 
"The Grand Duchess maintains correspondence with select individuals whose judgment 
the Tsar respects," he observed. "Despite court restrictions, her letters addressing 
spiritual and cultural matters occasionally reach her brother through trusted channels." 
 
Wellington's shrewd military assessment recognized the diplomatic invitation beneath 
this cultural information. "Cultural and spiritual perspectives often transcend political 
boundaries," he noted. "Perhaps I should renew my correspondence with the Grand 
Duchess regarding artistic preservation. Alexander and I may have opposed each other 
on battlefields, but we share appreciation for civilizational continuity against 
revolutionary disruption." 
 
The diplomatic channel had been established—Wellington proposing exactly the 
connection Count Novak and Eleanor had orchestrated their entire evening to create. 
Ambassador Hastings provided immediate diplomatic reinforcement. 
 
"The Foreign Office would certainly value your unique perspective on cultural 
preservation in Eastern Europe, Your Grace. Perhaps Count Novak might facilitate 
appropriate introductions to Warsaw's cultural leadership during your correspondence 
with St. Petersburg?" 
 
The diplomatic architecture was complete—Wellington would communicate with the 
Grand Duchess, providing external reinforcement for her advocacy of maintaining the 
constitutional guarantees while establishing indirect connection with Count Novak's 
network in Warsaw. All through cultural and spiritual frameworks that bypassed official 
diplomatic channels where Russian hardliners might intercept or block such influence. 



 

 
"Capital suggestion, Ambassador." Wellington nodded decisively. "Lady Czartoryska, 
Count Novak—I would welcome further discussion of these cultural preservation efforts. 
Perhaps you might join me for dinner at Apsley House tomorrow evening? Informal 
gathering—just a few guests interested in European cultural stability." 
 
"We would be honored, Your Grace," Count Novak replied with appropriate diplomatic 
appreciation. "Cultural preservation benefits greatly from such distinguished interest." 
 
As the conversation concluded with social pleasantries, Eleanor caught her father's 
approving glance—acknowledgment of the diplomatic channel she had helped establish 
through seemingly innocuous cultural introductions. The evening's choreography had 
succeeded perfectly, creating connection between Wellington and the Grand Duchess 
that might influence the Tsar's approach to Polish constitutional implementation. 
 
The remainder of the reception passed in diplomatic circulation—Eleanor and Count 
Novak moving separately through the crowded gallery, maintaining appropriate distance 
while occasionally exchanging meaningful glances that acknowledged their successful 
collaboration. Only as the evening approached its conclusion did circumstance allow 
them another private moment, this time near a display of astronomical instruments that 
provided perfect cover for their Vienna-established celestial code. 
 
"The stars align more favorably than we might have expected," Count Novak observed 
quietly, ostensibly commenting on an eighteenth-century orrery showing planetary 
movements. "Wellington provides ideal connection—military prestige the Tsar respects, 
conservative philosophy that frames constitutional guarantees as stabilizing rather than 
revolutionary." 
 
"And direct connection to the Grand Duchess that bypasses official diplomatic channels 
where hardliners might intercept such influence," Eleanor added, maintaining the 
appearance of casual cultural conversation. "The dinner at Apsley House should allow 
more substantive exchange than tonight's public reception permitted." 
 
"Indeed." He studied her face with unusual directness given their public setting. "Your 
diplomatic orchestration tonight has been remarkable, Eleanor. Few professional 
diplomats could have arranged such perfect introductions while maintaining cultural 
pretense throughout." 
 
The use of her given name—rare even in their Vienna interactions—combined with his 
professional assessment sent unexpected warmth through Eleanor's chest. She 
maintained diplomatic composure, though her eyes conveyed appreciation for his 
recognition. 
 



 

"We make an effective diplomatic partnership," she acknowledged quietly. "Vienna 
revealed that capability, but London confirms its continuing value in different diplomatic 
context." 
 
"Indeed we do." His expression softened briefly beneath its diplomatic mask. "Which 
makes me regret that my official duties require returning to Warsaw within the week. 
The Cultural Institute faces increasing restrictions that demand personal attention." 
 
Eleanor absorbed this news with diplomatic equanimity despite the unexpected 
disappointment it provoked. "Of course. Implementation challenges must take priority 
over cultural exchanges, however valuable the connections established here." 
 
"Yet those connections represent essential diplomatic architecture for preserving the 
constitutional framework," he noted. "Which is why I've recommended that Lady 
Czartoryska remain in London as the Institute's permanent cultural representative, 
maintaining the channels we've established while I address immediate challenges in 
Warsaw." 
 
The diplomatic logic was impeccable, yet Eleanor couldn't entirely suppress a flicker of 
personal disappointment that their briefly renewed partnership would end so soon. 
Count Novak seemed to read this reaction despite her diplomatic composure. 
 
"I expect regular correspondence will be necessary regarding cultural initiatives," he 
added with subtle emphasis. "And periodic visits to maintain effective coordination 
between Warsaw and London's cultural communities." 
 
"Of course," Eleanor replied, diplomatic training masking deeper response. "Cultural 
preservation benefits from consistent communication across capitals." 
 
A slight smile touched his expression—acknowledgment of the personal dimension 
beneath their diplomatic phrasing. "Vienna created extraordinary diplomatic possibilities, 
Eleanor. Different contexts needn't diminish connections established there—merely 
adapt them to new realities." 
 
Before she could respond, Lady Czartoryska approached, signaling the end of their 
private exchange. "Count Novak, Lady Hastings—the Foreign Secretary has requested 
we join him before the reception concludes. Something regarding potential exhibition of 
Polish national treasures at British cultural institutions." 
 
"Of course, Lady Czartoryska." Eleanor transitioned smoothly to her public diplomatic 
role. "Lord Aberdeen mentioned interest in such cultural exchanges earlier this 
evening." 
 



 

As they rejoined the diplomatic circulation, Eleanor reflected on how thoroughly Vienna 
had transformed her understanding of international affairs—and her own capabilities 
within them. She had entered that Congress as merely an ambassador's observant 
daughter, expected to grace diplomatic functions without meaningful participation. 
 
She now operated as a recognized, if unofficial, diplomatic actor—establishing 
connections between Wellington and the Grand Duchess, facilitating Polish-British 
cultural relations with clear political significance, maintaining communication with the 
network of moderate voices she had joined in Vienna. 
 
London offered different diplomatic context than Vienna's extraordinary Congress, yet 
the capabilities she had discovered there continued finding expression through cultural 
frameworks and social connections that shaped international relations as surely as 
formal protocols. Her father and Lord Aberdeen now acknowledged her diplomatic 
acumen rather than merely her social grace, positioning her within the shadow channels 
where women could influence affairs of state despite formal exclusion from official 
positions. 
 
And Count Novak—the mysterious diplomat who had first drawn her into Vienna's 
shadow diplomacy—clearly viewed her as a full partner in their shared mission of 
maintaining the balanced settlement against revisionist pressure. Their brief 
reconnection in London had demonstrated how naturally they resumed diplomatic 
collaboration despite months of separation and different national contexts. 
 
His imminent return to Warsaw brought unexpected personal disappointment alongside 
diplomatic understanding. Yet his reference to regular correspondence and periodic 
visits suggested their partnership would continue across distance—adapted to new 
realities rather than diminished by them. 
 
As the reception concluded and guests began departing, Eleanor found herself standing 
with her father near the gallery entrance, observing Count Novak and Lady Czartoryska 
engaged in conversation with Lord Aberdeen and several museum trustees. 
 
"Successful evening," Ambassador Hastings commented quietly. "Wellington's 
connection to the Grand Duchess provides valuable channel for influencing the Tsar 
regarding Polish constitutional implementation." 
 
"And bypasses diplomatic structures where Russian hardliners might block such 
communication," Eleanor added. 
 
"Precisely." Her father studied her with newfound professional respect. "Your handling of 
the introductions was diplomatically impeccable—cultural pretext with political 
substance, perfectly calibrated to Wellington's conservative philosophy." 
 



 

"Thank you, Father." The professional acknowledgment meant more than Eleanor could 
express in their public setting. 
 
"Count Novak returns to Warsaw soon?" he inquired with diplomatic neutrality that didn't 
entirely conceal paternal interest. 
 
"Within the week. Implementation challenges require his direct attention, though Lady 
Czartoryska remains as cultural representative to maintain the connections we've 
established." 
 
"Sensible diplomatic arrangement," her father observed. "Though perhaps disappointing 
on personal level." 
 
The unexpected acknowledgment of potential personal dimension caught Eleanor off 
guard. Her father had always maintained strict separation between diplomatic function 
and personal sentiment, viewing emotional attachment as potential compromise to 
objective judgment. 
 
"Diplomatic necessity often requires personal accommodation," she replied with careful 
neutrality. 
 
"Indeed." Her father's expression softened slightly. "Though diplomatic partnership 
occasionally transcends professional function, particularly when founded on shared 
principles rather than merely aligned interests." 
 
This philosophical observation—as close as Ambassador Hastings would come to 
acknowledging potential personal connection—suggested her father had recognized 
dimensions to her relationship with Count Novak beyond strictly diplomatic 
collaboration. 
 
"Vienna created extraordinary diplomatic constellations," Eleanor noted, echoing Count 
Novak's earlier astronomical metaphor. "Some perhaps continuing their orbit despite 
geographic distance." 
 
"Indeed." Her father nodded slightly, then changed subject with diplomatic precision. 
"Lord Aberdeen mentioned expanding your cultural secretary role to include regular 
correspondence with Warsaw's institute. Appropriate diplomatic architecture for 
maintaining our connection to developments in Poland's constitutional implementation." 
 
The official sanction for continued communication with Count Novak represented both 
diplomatic opportunity and personal acknowledgment. Eleanor accepted it with 
appropriate professional appreciation. 
 



 

"Cultural frameworks often support diplomatic objectives beyond their ostensible artistic 
purpose," she observed. 
 
"As Vienna demonstrated repeatedly." Her father glanced toward Count Novak, who 
was now making farewell gestures to Lord Aberdeen. "The Congress may have 
concluded, Eleanor, but its diplomatic patterns continue influencing international 
relations—both through official protocols and unofficial connections established there." 
 
As Count Novak approached to make his formal farewells, Eleanor composed herself 
for this public conclusion to their brief London reconnection. Whatever personal 
dimensions might exist beneath their diplomatic partnership would remain 
unacknowledged in this setting, constrained by both propriety and professional 
responsibility. 
 
"Ambassador Hastings, Lady Eleanor," Count Novak bowed with perfect diplomatic 
courtesy. "This evening has proven most productive for cultural understanding between 
our nations. The connections established here should facilitate meaningful artistic 
exchange despite geographic distance." 
 
"Indeed, Count Novak." Ambassador Hastings responded with equal diplomatic 
precision. "The Foreign Office values such cultural bridges, particularly when they 
support broader international stability. We look forward to continuing correspondence 
regarding your institute's initiatives." 
 
"As do I." Count Novak turned slightly toward Eleanor. "Lady Hastings, your cultural 
insights have proven invaluable throughout this evening. I trust our artistic discussions 
may continue through appropriate correspondence despite my return to Warsaw." 
 
"Cultural appreciation transcends geographic boundaries, Count Novak," Eleanor 
replied with diplomatic poise that masked deeper sentiment. "London's artistic 
community will certainly welcome ongoing exchange with Warsaw's new institute." 
 
Their farewell maintained perfect diplomatic propriety, concluding with formal bows and 
appropriate expressions of appreciation for cultural connection. Yet beneath this proper 
exterior, Eleanor recognized the continuation of the partnership they had established in 
Vienna—adapted to new circumstances but undiminished in its diplomatic significance 
or personal resonance. 
 
As Count Novak departed with Lady Czartoryska, Eleanor stood beside her father, 
watching the Polish cultural delegation disappear into London's rainy evening. The 
diplomatic architecture they had constructed throughout the night would continue 
functioning despite Count Novak's physical absence—Wellington connected to the 
Grand Duchess, Lady Czartoryska established in London cultural circles, 
correspondence channels created between Warsaw and Britain's Foreign Office. 



 

 
"Well orchestrated," her father observed quietly. "From initial cultural introductions to 
substantive diplomatic connection, maintaining perfect propriety throughout while 
achieving strategic objectives." 
 
"Vienna provided excellent diplomatic education," Eleanor replied, accepting his 
professional assessment with appropriate modesty. 
 
"Indeed it did." Ambassador Hastings offered his arm as they prepared to depart. 
"Though perhaps London offers different but equally valuable diplomatic 
lessons—patience, persistence, and the art of maintaining connection across distance." 
 
As they left the British Museum, entering their waiting carriage for the journey home 
through London's rain-slicked streets, Eleanor reflected on her father's observation. 
Vienna had represented extraordinary diplomatic crucible—compressed time, 
concentrated power, momentous decisions shaped through both formal negotiations 
and shadow diplomacy. 
 
London offered more measured diplomatic environment—regular patterns of 
communication, established channels of influence, relationships maintained over time 
rather than forged in crisis. Her father suggested this context provided different but 
equally important diplomatic education—the patience of sustained engagement rather 
than the intensity of concentrated negotiation. 
 
Count Novak's imminent return to Warsaw would test this evolving diplomatic capability. 
Their partnership, established in Vienna's extraordinary circumstances, would now 
adapt to geographic separation, communicating through cultural correspondence that 
maintained connection despite physical distance. 
 
As their carriage moved through London's nighttime streets, Eleanor touched the St. 
Catherine medallion at her throat—the Baroness's gift that connected her to Vienna's 
transformative diplomatic experience. The Congress had changed her understanding of 
both international relations and her own capabilities, revealing diplomatic potential 
beyond conventional expectations for women of her position. 
 
London had proven that transformation sustainable rather than merely temporary. Her 
father and Lord Aberdeen now acknowledged her diplomatic acumen, positioning her 
within shadow channels where she could influence international affairs despite formal 
limitations. Count Novak clearly viewed her as full partner in their shared mission of 
maintaining the balanced settlement against revisionist pressure. 
 
His departure would bring personal disappointment alongside diplomatic understanding. 
Yet their brief reconnection had demonstrated how naturally they resumed collaboration 



 

despite separation—suggesting partnership that might continue across distance, 
adapted to new circumstances rather than diminished by them. 
 
Vienna had redrawn Europe's map. It had also, in its way, redrawn Eleanor's 
understanding of her own potential. London had confirmed that redrawing as permanent 
rather than temporary—a diplomatic awakening that would continue shaping her path 
regardless of geographic distance from the partnerships formed during Europe's 
grandest congress. 
 

Chapter 15 
Warsaw, six months later 
 
Snow fell over the Royal Castle, transforming Warsaw's ancient seat of Polish 
governance into a winter palace of crystalline beauty. From her carriage window, 
Eleanor observed the building's magnificent façade with both aesthetic appreciation and 
diplomatic assessment—noting how the imperial Russian flag now flew alongside Polish 
national colors, symbolic representation of the constitutional kingdom's complex status. 
 
"The Castle houses both the Polish administrative offices and the Russian governor's 
headquarters," her father explained, following her gaze. "Architectural manifestation of 
the constitutional compromise—national institutions beneath imperial sovereignty." 
 
"Separate but unequal," Eleanor observed quietly. "The imperial flag flies higher than 
the Polish colors." 
 
"Indeed." Ambassador Hastings nodded approval of her diplomatic observation. 
"Physical expression of the political reality—constitutional autonomy exists at imperial 
pleasure rather than by intrinsic right." 
 
Their carriage approached the Castle's ceremonial entrance, where officials in both 
Russian imperial uniforms and Polish national dress awaited the British diplomatic 
delegation. Eleanor composed herself for this formal arrival, adjusting her fur-lined cloak 
against Warsaw's bitter December cold while mentally reviewing the complex diplomatic 
choreography ahead. 
 
Their journey from London had been officially described as "cultural 
diplomacy"—Ambassador Hastings leading a British delegation to Warsaw's winter 
cultural festival celebrating Polish artistic heritage under the constitutional kingdom's 
new framework. In reality, the visit served more significant diplomatic 
purpose—assessing Russian implementation of Vienna's constitutional provisions and 
reinforcing international commitment to Polish autonomy through visible British 
engagement. 
 



 

Eleanor's inclusion in the delegation represented further evolution of her diplomatic role 
since the Congress. Officially designated as "Cultural Secretary to the British Embassy," 
she now enjoyed formal position adjacent to traditional diplomacy—still excluded from 
direct negotiation, yet acknowledged as substantial contributor to Britain's international 
engagement. 
 
"Remember," her father said quietly as their carriage halted before the Castle entrance, 
"our official purpose remains cultural appreciation. Any assessment of constitutional 
implementation must occur through artistic rather than explicitly political frameworks." 
 
"Of course, Father." Eleanor's diplomatic training needed no such reminder, though she 
appreciated his treating her as professional colleague rather than merely daughter. 
"Cultural expression often reveals political realities more accurately than official 
statements." 
 
He nodded approval as footmen opened their carriage door. "Indeed. Observe which 
Polish cultural traditions receive imperial patronage versus merely grudging tolerance. 
The distinction illuminates Russian strategy regarding national identity within imperial 
framework." 
 
They descended into the ceremonial welcome—formal introductions to Warsaw's 
complex administrative hierarchy where Polish officials operated under Russian 
supervision, maintaining national institutions within carefully circumscribed boundaries. 
Eleanor noted the subtle power dynamics as Russian military officers maintained 
positioning slightly superior to Polish civilian administrators despite the latter's 
theoretical authority within the constitutional structure. 
 
"Ambassador Hastings, Lady Eleanor," Count Capo d'Istria stepped forward from the 
receiving line. As Russian Imperial Commissioner for Polish Affairs, he represented the 
moderate faction within the Tsar's administration—the diplomat who had helped craft the 
constitutional compromise at Vienna. "Welcome to Warsaw. His Imperial Majesty is 
pleased by Britain's interest in Polish cultural development under the new constitutional 
framework." 
 
"Count Capo d'Istria." Ambassador Hastings bowed appropriately. "Her Britannic 
Majesty's government values cultural exchange that strengthens international 
understanding and appreciation of national artistic traditions." 
 
The diplomatic formulations maintained perfect balance—acknowledging Russian 
sovereignty without diminishing Polish national identity, emphasizing cultural 
appreciation while implicitly reinforcing constitutional guarantees of cultural autonomy. 
Eleanor observed this verbal choreography with professional appreciation, noting how 
her father established diplomatic positioning through seemingly innocuous cultural 
pleasantries. 



 

 
"Lady Eleanor," Count Capo d'Istria turned to her with diplomatic courtesy. "Your 
reputation for cultural insight precedes you. I understand your observations during 
Vienna's Polish treasures exhibition proved most illuminating regarding the relationship 
between national artistic heritage and broader European civilization." 
 
"You're most kind, Count," Eleanor replied with appropriate modesty. "The treasures 
spoke eloquently for themselves—I merely observed how their preservation represented 
enlightened governance recognizing cultural continuity as strength rather than threat." 
 
Her response maintained the same delicate balance—cultural appreciation with 
diplomatic resonance, reinforcing the constitutional framework without explicitly 
criticizing its implementation. Count Capo d'Istria's appreciative nod suggested 
understanding of both her diplomatic skill and the message beneath her cultural 
observation. 
 
"The Warsaw Cultural Institute has arranged an extensive program for your delegation," 
he continued. "Beginning with tonight's concert of traditional Polish music at the newly 
restored National Theater. Director Novak sends his apologies for not greeting you 
personally—urgent administrative matters required his attention at the Institute this 
morning." 
 
The casual reference to Count Novak sent an unexpected flutter through Eleanor's 
chest despite her diplomatic composure. Their correspondence had continued regularly 
since his London visit six months earlier—ostensibly regarding cultural exchanges 
between Warsaw and British institutions, yet conveying more substantive diplomatic 
assessment beneath artistic discussions. 
 
These letters, carefully phrased to survive potential interception by Russian authorities, 
had maintained their partnership across distance while gradually revealing personal 
dimensions beneath professional collaboration. Eleanor had found herself anticipating 
each communication with both diplomatic interest and more private sentiment, 
responding with increasing openness while maintaining necessary discretion. 
 
Now, arriving in Warsaw for the first time, she would encounter Count Novak in his 
native environment rather than the international settings of Vienna and London. The 
prospect brought both diplomatic anticipation and personal uncertainty that she carefully 
concealed beneath her professional demeanor. 
 
"We look forward to Director Novak's cultural insights," Ambassador Hastings replied 
smoothly. "His efforts establishing Warsaw's Institute have garnered considerable 
attention in London's artistic circles." 
 



 

Their formal welcome concluded with appropriate diplomatic courtesies, after which the 
British delegation was escorted to their accommodations at the former Sapieha 
Palace—now designated as Warsaw's official diplomatic residence for visiting foreign 
representatives. The palace's elegant but somewhat faded grandeur reflected Poland's 
complex status—maintaining aristocratic traditions within reduced circumstances, 
national dignity preserved despite diminished sovereignty. 
 
In her assigned chamber, Eleanor found a formal note awaiting her arrival: 
 
The Warsaw Cultural Institute welcomes Lady Eleanor Hastings and requests the honor 
of her presence at a private viewing of newly restored Polish manuscripts prior to this 
evening's concert. A carriage will arrive at four o'clock if this arrangement proves 
convenient. 
 
With appreciation for your cultural interest, Count A. Novak, Director 
 
The invitation's formal language concealed its diplomatic significance—offering private 
meeting before the evening's public functions, opportunity for candid assessment 
impossible in more official settings. Eleanor showed the note to her father, who had 
joined her to discuss the delegation's schedule. 
 
"Accept, of course," he advised without hesitation. "Novak's private assessment of 
implementation challenges will prove more valuable than any official briefing. The 
Cultural Institute operates with slightly greater freedom than formal Polish 
administration—maintaining international connections that provide limited protection 
against imperial restriction." 
 
"Lady Czartoryska mentioned similar dynamics during her London residence," Eleanor 
noted, referring to the Polish aristocrat who had remained in Britain as the Institute's 
cultural representative. "Cultural frameworks allowing diplomatic communication that 
would face censorship through official channels." 
 
"Precisely." Her father checked his pocket watch. "I have scheduled meetings with 
Polish administrative officials this afternoon—heavily supervised by Russian 
representatives, of course. We'll compare observations at dinner before the concert." 
 
After he departed, Eleanor prepared for her appointment at the Cultural Institute, 
selecting a walking dress of deep green wool that balanced formal propriety with 
practical comfort for Warsaw's winter climate. As she arranged her hair with Sophie's 
assistance, she found herself experiencing unusual uncertainty regarding this reunion 
with Count Novak. 
 
Their correspondence over six months had evolved from purely diplomatic exchange to 
communication that, while maintaining necessary discretion, increasingly acknowledged 



 

personal connection beneath professional collaboration. Yet letters permitted careful 
composition, words selected with diplomatic precision and personal sentiment carefully 
calibrated. 
 
Face-to-face encounter would allow no such editorial control, requiring immediate 
response without protective distance of written communication. Eleanor found herself 
both anticipating and apprehensive about this direct reunion after months of 
correspondence that had deepened their connection while maintaining geographic 
separation. 
 
"You seem thoughtful, my lady," Sophie observed as she arranged Eleanor's fur-lined 
cloak. "Is the Polish winter too severe after London's milder climate?" 
 
"Just diplomatic considerations," Eleanor replied with practiced deflection. "Cultural 
appreciation carries different significance in Warsaw than London, given the 
constitutional kingdom's complex status." 
 
"Of course, my lady." Sophie's expression suggested she recognized the partial truth in 
this explanation but respected her mistress's privacy. "The carriage has arrived from the 
Cultural Institute. Shall I accompany you?" 
 
"No need, Sophie. The Institute lies within the protected diplomatic quarter." Eleanor 
checked her appearance once more, ensuring it projected appropriate professional 
dignity. "I'll return before dinner to prepare for this evening's concert." 
 
The Institute's carriage proved elegant but understated—displaying Polish cultural 
symbols without ostentatious nationalism that might provoke imperial censure. As it 
carried her through Warsaw's snow-covered streets, Eleanor observed the city with 
diplomatic assessment—noting contrasts between renovated government buildings 
displaying imperial insignia and more neglected structures housing Polish national 
institutions. 
 
The Warsaw Cultural Institute occupied a restored baroque palace whose architectural 
dignity had survived political upheaval with stubborn elegance. Its façade displayed no 
flags or political symbols, identifying itself through cultural rather than national 
representation—a strategic positioning that allowed greater freedom within the 
constitutional kingdom's constrained autonomy. 
 
A secretary greeted Eleanorat the entrance, escorting her through marble halls adorned 
with carefully selected Polish artistic works—impressive enough to celebrate national 
heritage yet avoiding overtly political symbolism that might attract imperial restriction. 
 



 

"Director Novak awaits you in the manuscript archive, Lady Hastings," the secretary 
informed her. "He believed you would appreciate seeing our latest restoration efforts 
before they become part of public exhibition." 
 
Eleanor followed her guide through corridors that balanced artistic celebration with 
diplomatic caution—a physical manifestation of Poland's delicate position within the 
imperial system. National identity maintained through cultural representation rather than 
explicit political assertion, yet preserving essential elements of sovereignty through 
artistic continuity. 
 
The manuscript archive occupied a secure wing of the Institute, its environmentally 
controlled chambers protecting fragile documents from both physical deterioration and 
political interference. As the secretary opened the final door, Eleanor found herself 
momentarily breathless at the sight of Count Novak standing beside an illuminated 
examination table, his attention focused on an ancient manuscript whose gold leaf 
caught the afternoon light. 
 
He looked up immediately, his expression transforming from scholarly concentration to 
unmistakable pleasure. For a moment, neither spoke—the months of correspondence 
creating a curious intimacy that made formal greeting seem simultaneously necessary 
and insufficient. 
 
"Lady Eleanor." He recovered first, stepping forward with a bow that balanced 
diplomatic protocol with personal warmth. "Welcome to Warsaw. Your presence honors 
our Institute and our nation." 
 
"Count Novak." She offered her hand with practiced composure that belied her racing 
pulse. "Your invitation is most appreciated. I've looked forward to seeing the cultural 
treasures you've described so eloquently in your correspondence." 
 
As he took her hand, their eyes met with recognition that transcended their careful 
words—acknowledgment of connection developed through months of letters that had 
gradually revealed more personal dimensions beneath diplomatic collaboration. For a 
brief moment, his fingers tightened almost imperceptibly around hers before releasing 
with appropriate decorum. 
 
"Please." He gestured toward the illuminated manuscript. "This fifteenth-century 
chronicle represents our most recent restoration achievement—a national treasure that 
documents Polish constitutional development from medieval parliamentary traditions." 
 
Eleanor moved to examine the document, grateful for the scholarly focus that allowed 
her to regain diplomatic composure. The manuscript's illuminated pages depicted early 
Polish parliamentary assemblies—visual evidence of constitutional tradition predating 
current arrangements. 



 

 
"Remarkable preservation," she observed, genuinely impressed by the document's 
condition and significance. "The artistic detail alone would make this historically 
valuable, but its constitutional documentation provides essential context for Poland's 
current governance structure." 
 
"Precisely." Novak's scholarly enthusiasm showed through his diplomatic reserve. 
"These manuscripts establish historical continuity that contemporary arrangements must 
acknowledge—evidence that Polish constitutional governance represents continuation 
rather than imperial concession." 
 
The political implications beneath this scholarly observation were unmistakable—subtle 
assertion that Polish constitutional rights derived from historical tradition rather than 
Tsar Alexander's generosity. Eleanor recognized both the argument's validity and its 
diplomatic sensitivity. 
 
"Historical continuity provides essential context for contemporary governance," she 
agreed carefully. "Particularly when constitutional frameworks balance traditional rights 
with current administrative requirements." 
 
This formulation acknowledged his point while maintaining diplomatic neutrality—neither 
criticizing Russian oversight nor endorsing potential Polish resistance. Their eyes met 
with mutual recognition of the conversation's dual levels—scholarly appreciation 
masking political assessment. 
 
"How do you find the implementation of our constitutional framework proceeding?" 
Novak asked, moving to close the archive door, ensuring their conversation remained 
private. "From your diplomatic perspective as cultural observer?" 
 
The direct question, impossible in official settings or even written correspondence, 
revealed the meeting's true purpose—candid assessment beyond public diplomatic 
positions. Eleanor appreciated his directness even as she considered her response with 
appropriate caution. 
 
"Implementation reveals both encouraging developments and concerning 
contradictions," she replied carefully. "Cultural institutions like yours maintain 
substantive autonomy, yet administrative functions face increasing imperial supervision 
beyond constitutional provisions." 
 
"Your assessment matches our experience," he confirmed, his voice lowering despite 
the closed door. "The constitutional text remains intact, but practical application 
increasingly favors imperial authority over Polish autonomy—particularly in military and 
financial matters." 



 

 
"Similar patterns emerged during post-Napoleonic settlements elsewhere," Eleanor 
noted. "Initial constitutional guarantees gradually undermined through administrative 
implementation rather than formal revision." 
 
They moved toward a side table where maps and documents lay carefully 
arranged—visual evidence supporting their diplomatic analysis. Novak indicated 
territorial markings that showed military dispositions exceeding constitutional provisions. 
 
"Russian garrison deployments now extend beyond security requirements into 
administrative centers," he explained. "Military presence increasingly shadows civilian 
governance, creating practical supervision that contradicts constitutional separation." 
 
Eleanor studied the documentation with diplomatic assessment, recognizing patterns 
familiar from other contested settlements. "Has Capo d'Istria's moderate faction 
maintained influence with the Tsar regarding Polish administration?" 
 
"Diminishing," Novak admitted with visible concern. "The hardline faction increasingly 
convinces Alexander that Polish autonomy threatens imperial security—reframing 
constitutional guarantees as potential revolutionary vulnerability." 
 
The political reality beneath their scholarly discussion carried grave 
implications—gradual erosion of the Vienna settlement through implementation rather 
than formal revision. Eleanor recognized both the diplomatic significance and the 
personal stake for Novak, whose position within the Cultural Institute depended on 
maintaining at least nominal autonomy. 
 
"The British position continues supporting constitutional implementation according to 
original provisions," she assured him. "Lord Castlereagh has instructed our delegation 
to emphasize cultural autonomy as essential component of the Vienna settlement." 
 
"Your presence here reinforces that position more effectively than formal diplomatic 
protests," Novak noted, moving slightly closer as they examined the documents. 
"Cultural engagement demonstrates British commitment to Polish national identity within 
the constitutional framework." 
 
Their proximity as they leaned over the documents created momentary intimacy beyond 
diplomatic collaboration—his shoulder nearly touching hers, the scent of his cologne 
mingling with the archive's scholarly atmosphere. Eleanor found herself acutely aware 
of his physical presence after months of connection maintained solely through 
correspondence. 
 



 

"Your letters provided essential context for understanding implementation challenges," 
she acknowledged, meeting his gaze directly. "The personal observations beneath 
formal diplomatic assessment proved particularly valuable." 
 
"As did yours." His voice softened slightly, acknowledging the dual nature of their 
correspondence. "Your perspective offered clarity beyond official positions—insights 
reflecting both diplomatic acumen and personal understanding." 
 
This acknowledgment of their communication's personal dimension created momentary 
silence—recognition of connection that had developed alongside professional 
collaboration, neither fully separate nor entirely integrated. Eleanor felt tension between 
diplomatic protocol and growing personal attachment that neither could openly address 
within their official roles. 
 
"I've brought something you might find interesting," she said finally, reaching into her 
document case. "A scholarly analysis from Oxford regarding constitutional precedents 
relevant to Poland's current governance structure." 
 
She extracted a bound manuscript whose academic appearance concealed its 
diplomatic significance—analysis of implementation patterns from previous 
constitutional settlements that might provide historical context for current challenges. 
The document represented both genuine scholarly contribution and pretext for 
continued communication beyond their current meeting. 
 
"Most appreciated." Novak received the document with understanding of its dual 
purpose. "Our Institute's historical department will find this valuable for contextualizing 
current administrative developments." 
 
Their hands briefly touched during the exchange, lingering momentarily in contact that 
communicated more than diplomatic collaboration. Eleanor felt unexpected warmth rise 
in her cheeks despite years of diplomatic training in emotional control. 
 
"We should proceed to the main gallery," Novak suggested, recognizing the need to 
maintain professional boundaries. "The exhibition planned for tonight's reception 
includes several pieces with particular relevance to Anglo-Polish cultural connections." 
 
As they moved through the Institute's corridors, their conversation returned to 
appropriate cultural topics—artistic exchanges and historical connections between 
Britain and Poland that provided legitimate framework for diplomatic engagement. Yet 
beneath this professional discussion, Eleanor remained acutely aware of personal 
connection that had developed through months of correspondence and now took 
physical form in his presence beside her. 
 



 

The main gallery had been arranged for the evening's diplomatic reception—Polish 
artistic treasures displayed alongside historical documents demonstrating cultural 
connections with other European nations. Eleanor recognized the careful curation that 
balanced national pride with international engagement, celebrating Polish identity while 
emphasizing European integration. 
 
"The centerpiece represents fifteenth-century diplomatic correspondence between 
Polish and English royal courts," Novak explained, indicating an illuminated manuscript 
displayed in the gallery's central case. "Evidence of historical recognition that predates 
current political arrangements." 
 
Eleanor recognized the diplomatic significance beneath historical 
presentation—establishing precedent for direct Polish-British relations independent of 
Russian mediation. The exhibition itself constituted sophisticated diplomatic statement 
masked as cultural appreciation. 
 
"Most impressive," she acknowledged, understanding both the historical value and 
contemporary implication. "These cultural connections provide essential context for 
current diplomatic engagement." 
 
They continued through the exhibition, discussing artistic and historical significance of 
various pieces while maintaining awareness of diplomatic subtext beneath scholarly 
appreciation. Eleanor noted how each selection reinforced Polish cultural continuity 
while emphasizing international recognition—subtle assertion of national identity within 
constrained political circumstances. 
 
As they completed their circuit of the gallery, a secretary approached with apologetic 
expression. "Excuse me, Director Novak. The Russian Cultural Commissioner has 
arrived for his inspection of tonight's exhibition. He awaits you in the entrance hall." 
 
Novak's expression revealed momentary frustration beneath diplomatic 
composure—imperial supervision intruding upon cultural autonomy supposedly 
guaranteed by constitutional provisions. Eleanor recognized the pattern they had 
discussed earlier—administrative implementation undermining formal guarantees 
through practical oversight. 
 
"Please inform Commissioner Dashkov I will join him momentarily," Novak replied with 
practiced patience. Turning to Eleanor once the secretary departed, he lowered his 
voice. "You see our practical reality—cultural autonomy theoretically guaranteed, yet 
subject to imperial 'inspection' before public presentation." 
 
"Administrative implementation often reveals more than constitutional text," Eleanor 
observed sympathetically. "Perhaps I might accompany you? My presence as British 
cultural representative might influence the commissioner's approach." 



 

 
"An excellent suggestion." Novak's expression showed appreciation for both diplomatic 
assistance and continued company. "British observation often moderates imperial 
supervision—international witnesses complicating excessive restriction." 
 
They proceeded together to the entrance hall, where Commissioner Dashkov awaited 
with military posture despite civilian appointment. His uniform, though technically 
cultural ministry designation, maintained unmistakable military styling that emphasized 
imperial authority rather than cultural expertise. 
 
"Director Novak." Dashkov's greeting held perfunctory courtesy beneath obvious 
authority. "I trust tonight's exhibition has been properly reviewed for appropriate content 
according to administrative guidelines." 
 
"Commissioner Dashkov." Novak maintained professional composure despite the 
implicit challenge to his Institute's autonomy. "May I present Lady Eleanor Hastings, 
cultural secretary to the British Embassy and daughter of Ambassador Lord Hastings. 
Lady Eleanor has graciously accepted our invitation to preview the exhibition focusing 
on Anglo-Polish cultural connections." 
 
Eleanor stepped forward with diplomatic smile, her presence immediately complicating 
Dashkov's approach. Imperial supervision operated most effectively without 
international observation; British diplomatic witness created constraints that even 
Russian authority must acknowledge. 
 
"Commissioner Dashkov." She offered appropriate greeting with perfect diplomatic 
courtesy. "How fortunate to encounter you during my cultural visit. The Institute's 
exhibition demonstrates fascinating historical connections between our nations that 
provide valuable context for current diplomatic relations." 
 
Her formulation strategically emphasized international dimensions that would 
complicate any attempt at restriction—transforming potential censorship from internal 
Russian-Polish matter into international diplomatic consideration involving British 
interests. Dashkov recognized the diplomatic maneuvering with visible frustration 
beneath official courtesy. 
 
"Lady Hastings." His bow maintained minimal protocol. "The Imperial Cultural Ministry 
naturally supports appropriate international appreciation of Polish artistic traditions 
within proper administrative frameworks." 
 
"The exhibition appears most appropriately arranged," Eleanor observed with deliberate 
enthusiasm. "Director Novak has created scholarly presentation that honors both Polish 
cultural heritage and international artistic connections. I shall certainly report favorably 



 

to my father regarding the constitutional provision for cultural autonomy being so 
effectively implemented." 
 
This praise, delivered with diplomatic skill that made contradiction difficult, effectively 
boxed Dashkov into position where criticism would appear as undermining the 
constitutional arrangements he officially represented. Eleanor observed his momentary 
internal calculation—weighing desire for restriction against diplomatic complications her 
presence created. 
 
"I shall review the exhibition briefly before tonight's reception," he stated finally, 
compromise between authority and diplomatic constraint. "Though I'm certain Director 
Novak has maintained appropriate standards in his selections." 
 
"We welcome your review," Novak replied with professional courtesy that masked the 
diplomatic victory. "Lady Hastings has kindly shared scholarly materials from Oxford 
regarding historical precedents for cultural autonomy within constitutional frameworks. 
Perhaps you would find these academic perspectives interesting from administrative 
standpoint?" 
 
This seemingly innocent scholarly reference served as subtle reminder that British 
academic institutions were documenting and analyzing the constitutional 
implementation—international observation that complicated any deviation from formal 
provisions. Dashkov's tightened expression suggested he recognized the implicit 
warning beneath academic reference. 
 
"I shall examine the exhibition now," he stated, declining engagement with the scholarly 
suggestion. "Lady Hastings, I trust you will enjoy tonight's concert at the National 
Theater. The Imperial Ministry has ensured appropriate cultural programming 
representing Polish traditions within the unified imperial framework." 
 
After Dashkov proceeded into the gallery with a secretary, Novak turned to Eleanor with 
expression of genuine appreciation beneath professional composure. "Your diplomatic 
intervention proved most effective. The commissioner clearly recognized that restricting 
the exhibition with British observation would create greater diplomatic complications 
than allowing its presentation." 
 
"International witnesses often provide practical reinforcement for constitutional 
provisions," Eleanor noted. "Particularly when implementation might otherwise diverge 
from formal guarantees." 
 
Their shared understanding of diplomatic strategy created moment of connection 
beyond professional collaboration—partnership that balanced official roles with personal 
trust developed through months of correspondence. Standing in the Institute's entrance 
hall, surrounded by architectural elegance that had witnessed centuries of political 



 

transformation, Eleanor felt unexpected clarity regarding both diplomatic purpose and 
personal sentiment. 
 
"I should return to prepare for tonight's concert," she said finally, diplomatic 
responsibility reasserting itself. "My father will expect report regarding our cultural 
observations before the official reception." 
 
"Of course." Novak maintained professional demeanor despite evident reluctance at 
their parting. "The carriage awaits to return you to the diplomatic residence. I look 
forward to continuing our cultural discussions at tonight's concert and reception." 
 
As they exchanged formal farewells appropriate to their official positions, Eleanor 
recognized the growing complexity of their connection—diplomatic partnership evolving 
beyond professional collaboration into personal attachment that neither could openly 
acknowledge within their respective roles. This recognition accompanied her throughout 
the carriage journey back to the diplomatic residence, complicating her preparation for 
the evening's official functions. 
 
CHAPTER 16 
 
The National Theater glowed with candlelight against Warsaw's winter darkness, its 
neoclassical façade representing Polish cultural continuity despite political 
transformation. Arriving with the British delegation, Eleanor observed the careful 
balance of national and imperial symbolism—Polish eagles alongside Russian 
double-headed eagles, constitutional kingdom within imperial framework represented 
through visual negotiation of competing authorities. 
 
Inside, the theater's arrangement revealed similar political choreography—Polish 
aristocracy occupying prominent boxes while Russian military officers and imperial 
administrators held central positions signifying ultimate authority. The British delegation 
was escorted to diplomatic seating that balanced between these competing 
hierarchies—international observers acknowledged by both Polish national 
representatives and Russian imperial authorities. 
 
"Note the segregated seating," Ambassador Hastings murmured as they took their 
places. "Polish aristocracy maintains social prominence while Russian military 
establishes practical authority through positioning. The physical arrangement mirrors 
constitutional implementation—formal Polish autonomy beneath effective imperial 
control." 
 
Eleanor nodded understanding, observing how the audience arrangement visualized 
political reality more accurately than official diplomatic statements. Her diplomatic 
training had emphasized such unofficial indicators that often revealed truth beneath 
formal declarations. 



 

 
"The concert program demonstrates similar balancing," she noted, examining the 
printed materials. "Traditional Polish compositions presented alongside Russian 
selections—cultural autonomy acknowledged while imperial integration emphasized 
through musical juxtaposition." 
 
Her father nodded approval of her observation. "Cultural programming often reveals 
political intention more clearly than administrative declarations. Tonight's selections will 
indicate imperial perspective regarding Polish national expression—which traditions 
receive patronage versus merely toleration." 
 
Before further discussion, a sudden stir near the imperial box announced significant 
arrival. The audience rose as protocol required when Tsar Alexander himself entered 
the theater's royal box, accompanied by military advisors and Polish administrative 
officials. His presence in Warsaw—unannounced in diplomatic 
communications—transformed routine cultural event into significant political statement. 
 
"Unexpected development," Ambassador Hastings murmured, professional composure 
masking surprise. "The Tsar's presence elevates tonight's function from cultural 
appreciation to political demonstration. His attendance signals imperial attention to 
Polish constitutional implementation—whether supportive or restrictive remains to be 
determined." 
 
Eleanor observed the imperial party with diplomatic assessment—noting which Polish 
officials received imperial acknowledgment versus those pointedly overlooked, 
identifying military advisors whose presence suggested security concerns rather than 
cultural appreciation. The Tsar's expression revealed little beyond practiced imperial 
dignity, yet his unexpected attendance transformed the evening's diplomatic 
significance. 
 
From her position, Eleanor could observe Count Novak entering with the Cultural 
Institute's delegation, his professional demeanor masking any reaction to the Tsar's 
surprise appearance. Their eyes met briefly across the theater—silent communication 
acknowledging the evening's elevated stakes before diplomatic protocol required 
attention elsewhere. 
 
The concert began with traditional Polish composition—haunting mazurka whose 
melancholy beauty carried historical resonance beyond mere entertainment. Eleanor 
recognized the selection's political significance—cultural expression of national identity 
presented for imperial approval, artistic heritage seeking acknowledgment within new 
political framework. 
 
As the music continued through carefully balanced program of Polish and Russian 
compositions, Eleanor observed the Tsar's reactions—which selections earned imperial 



 

approval versus mere tolerance, moments where Polish musical traditions elicited 
genuine appreciation versus diplomatic courtesy. These subtle indicators revealed 
political perspective more accurately than official pronouncements regarding 
constitutional implementation. 
 
During intermission, the diplomatic cohort gathered in designated reception area where 
conversation balanced cultural appreciation with political assessment. Eleanor 
maintained appropriate position within the British delegation while observing interactions 
between Polish officials and Russian administrators—noting which relationships showed 
genuine collaboration versus mere formal cooperation. 
 
"Lady Hastings." Count Capo d'Istria approached with diplomatic courtesy. "I trust you 
find our cultural presentation enlightening regarding Poland's artistic traditions within the 
imperial framework?" 
 
"Most illuminating, Count," she replied with equal diplomatic skill. "The musical 
selections beautifully demonstrate cultural continuity while acknowledging current 
governance arrangements—artistic expression of the constitutional balance established 
at Vienna." 
 
Her formulation maintained diplomatic neutrality while emphasizing the settlement's 
original intentions—cultural autonomy within political framework. Capo d'Istria, 
representing the moderate faction within Russian administration, acknowledged this 
subtle reminder with slight nod. 
 
"His Imperial Majesty takes personal interest in proper implementation of constitutional 
provisions," he noted, glancing toward the Tsar's reception circle. "His presence tonight 
demonstrates commitment to cultural autonomy within appropriate administrative 
structures." 
 
The diplomatic phrasing revealed ongoing tension between constitutional guarantees 
and practical implementation—"appropriate administrative structures" suggesting 
limitations beyond original provisions. Eleanor recognized the negotiation occurring 
beneath cultural appreciation. 
 
"Cultural autonomy represented essential component of the Vienna settlement," she 
observed with practiced diplomatic balance. "Its effective implementation demonstrates 
enlightened governance recognizing that national artistic expression strengthens rather 
than threatens imperial stability." 
 
This formulation offered both affirmation and implicit warning—acknowledging Russian 
authority while emphasizing international expectation regarding constitutional 
commitments. Capo d'Istria's thoughtful expression suggested recognition of both 
dimensions. 



 

 
"Perhaps you would share your cultural insights with His Imperial Majesty," he 
suggested unexpectedly. "The Tsar values international perspective regarding Poland's 
artistic traditions. Your observations from both Vienna and London would prove most 
interesting." 
 
The invitation represented significant diplomatic opportunity—direct imperial 
engagement beyond formal channels, potential influence regarding constitutional 
implementation through cultural framework. Eleanor maintained composed expression 
despite recognition of the opportunity's importance. 
 
"I would be honored," she replied with appropriate modesty. "Though my observations 
remain those of cultural appreciation rather than political assessment." 
 
"Of course." Capo d'Istria's slight smile acknowledged the diplomatic fiction—cultural 
discussion masking political engagement. "Allow me to arrange the introduction 
following the performance." 
 
As he departed to rejoin the imperial circle, Ambassador Hastings approached his 
daughter with questioning expression. "Significant development. What opportunity has 
presented itself?" 
 
"Imperial introduction following the performance," Eleanor explained quietly. "Capo 
d'Istria suggests the Tsar wishes foreign cultural perspective regarding Polish artistic 
traditions." 
 
"Excellent opportunity," her father confirmed with professional approval. "Cultural 
framework allows diplomatic messaging without political confrontation—observations 
regarding artistic autonomy implying expectations for constitutional implementation." 
 
"My thoughts precisely," Eleanor agreed. "Cultural appreciation provides diplomatic 
vehicle for reinforcing Vienna settlement without direct political challenge." 
 
Their conversation paused as Count Novak approached with professional courtesy that 
masked their earlier private meeting. "Ambassador Hastings, Lady Eleanor. I trust you 
find our National Theater's presentation meets British expectations for cultural 
programming?" 
 
"Most impressive, Director Novak," Ambassador Hastings replied with diplomatic 
warmth. "The musical selections demonstrate sophisticated balance between traditional 
Polish compositions and broader European influences." 
 



 

"Lady Eleanor's cultural expertise would be particularly valuable regarding tonight's 
programming," Novak continued, professional formality maintaining appropriate distance 
despite their earlier connection. "Her observations during the Vienna Congress proved 
most insightful regarding relationship between artistic expression and national identity." 
 
"You're most kind, Director," Eleanor replied with equal professional courtesy. "Tonight's 
selections beautifully demonstrate cultural continuity through political 
transformation—artistic tradition maintaining essential character while engaging 
contemporary circumstances." 
 
Their conversation maintained perfect diplomatic propriety while conveying deeper 
understanding beneath formal exchange—shared assessment of cultural expression as 
vehicle for preserving national identity within constrained political circumstances. 
Ambassador Hastings observed their interaction with diplomatic perception, noting the 
professional rapport without commenting on personal dimensions invisible to casual 
observation. 
 
"Count Capo d'Istria indicates His Imperial Majesty may wish cultural observations 
following the performance," Eleanor mentioned with appropriate diplomatic modesty. 
"Perhaps the Director might contribute scholarly context regarding tonight's musical 
selections?" 
 
"An excellent suggestion," Ambassador Hastings endorsed, recognizing the diplomatic 
strategy. "Director Novak's expertise regarding Polish cultural traditions would provide 
valuable framework for imperial consideration." 
 
The suggestion represented sophisticated diplomatic maneuvering—creating 
opportunity for Novak's cultural perspective to reach imperial attention through British 
diplomatic facilitation. This triangulation would position Polish cultural autonomy as 
international concern rather than merely internal imperial matter. 
 
"I would be honored to provide historical context should His Imperial Majesty express 
interest," Novak replied with perfect diplomatic balance—neither presuming imperial 
attention nor declining potential opportunity. 
 
Their strategic conversation concluded as bells signaled the intermission's end, 
audience returning to assigned seating for the performance's second half. As Eleanor 
resumed her place within the British delegation, she observed Count Novak rejoining 
the Cultural Institute's representatives—their official positions maintaining appropriate 
separation despite growing personal connection. 
 
The concert's second half featured more explicitly Polish compositions—musical 
expressions of national identity presented with artistic confidence that balanced cultural 
pride with political caution. Eleanor observed the Tsar's reactions with diplomatic 



 

assessment—noting which selections earned imperial approval versus mere tolerance, 
moments where Polish musical traditions elicited genuine appreciation versus 
diplomatic courtesy. 
 
Following the performance's conclusion and appropriate imperial acknowledgment, the 
audience proceeded to formal reception where diplomatic engagement would continue 
beneath social formalities. Eleanor maintained position within the British delegation as 
Ambassador Hastings navigated preliminary interactions—establishing diplomatic 
presence before specific engagements occurred. 
 
"Lady Hastings." Count Capo d'Istria appeared with formal courtesy. "His Imperial 
Majesty would be pleased to receive your cultural observations regarding tonight's 
performance. If convenient, I shall present you now." 
 
Eleanor acknowledged with appropriate diplomatic composure, following Capo d'Istria 
toward the imperial reception circle where Tsar Alexander engaged selected guests with 
practiced imperial charm. As they approached, she observed his interaction with Polish 
aristocrats—formal courtesy masking unresolved tension between constitutional 
promises and practical implementation. 
 
"Your Imperial Majesty." Capo d'Istria executed perfect court bow. "May I present Lady 
Eleanor Hastings, cultural secretary to the British Embassy and daughter of 
Ambassador Lord Hastings. Her observations during the Vienna Congress proved most 
insightful regarding cultural dimensions of diplomatic arrangements." 
 
Eleanor performed appropriate curtsey with diplomatic precision—depth acknowledging 
imperial status while maintaining British dignity. "Your Imperial Majesty honors me with 
this audience. Tonight's performance beautifully demonstrated Polish artistic traditions 
within the framework Your Majesty has graciously established." 
 
Tsar Alexander responded with imperial courtesy that balanced autocratic authority with 
European diplomatic engagement—Russian autocrat performing Western constitutional 
monarch with practiced skill that never fully disguised fundamental contradiction. 
 
"Lady Hastings." His formal acknowledgment carried implicit recognition of both her 
diplomatic position and family connection. "We understand your cultural observations 
during Vienna proved most perceptive regarding relationship between artistic heritage 
and national character. What impressions does Warsaw's musical tradition convey 
regarding Polish cultural development within our imperial framework?" 
 
The question represented perfect diplomatic opening—invitation to cultural assessment 
that could carry political implications without explicit challenge to imperial authority. 
Eleanor recognized both opportunity and constraint within this carefully structured 
exchange. 



 

 
"Tonight's performance demonstrated remarkable artistic continuity, Your Imperial 
Majesty," she replied with diplomatic skill that balanced appreciation with implicit 
message. "Polish musical traditions maintaining essential character while evolving 
through historical circumstances—cultural resilience that enriches broader European 
artistic heritage through distinctive national voice." 
 
This formulation celebrated Polish national identity while framing it within European 
context—acknowledging imperial framework while emphasizing cultural continuity that 
transcended political arrangements. The Tsar's thoughtful expression suggested 
recognition of both cultural observation and diplomatic subtext. 
 
"Cultural continuity indeed represents valuable dimension of our constitutional 
provisions," he responded with imperial authority softened by philosophical 
consideration. "National artistic traditions flourishing within stable governance that 
provides necessary security against revolutionary disruption." 
 
The response revealed fundamental tension within imperial approach—cultural 
autonomy permitted within strict political limitations, artistic expression allowed provided 
it reinforced rather than challenged authority. Eleanor recognized opportunity to 
reinforce original constitutional intentions through cultural framework. 
 
"The Vienna settlement indeed recognized cultural autonomy as essential component of 
stable governance," she agreed with diplomatic skill that emphasized international 
consensus. "Your Imperial Majesty's constitutional provisions allowing artistic 
expression demonstrate enlightened approach recognizing that national cultural identity 
strengthens rather than threatens broader imperial stability." 
 
Her formulation strategically emphasized international expectations regarding 
constitutional implementation—reminding that cultural autonomy represented settlement 
commitment rather than imperial concession. The Tsar's slight nod acknowledged this 
diplomatic maneuvering with imperial composure that revealed neither agreement nor 
rejection. 
 
"We believe Director Novak of the Cultural Institute might provide interesting historical 
context regarding tonight's musical selections," Capo d'Istria suggested, implementing 
the strategy Eleanor had earlier proposed. "His scholarly expertise regarding Polish 
artistic traditions offers valuable perspective on cultural continuity through historical 
transformation." 
 
This intervention represented sophisticated diplomatic coordination—Russian moderate 
faction facilitating Polish cultural representation through British diplomatic framework, 
triangulation that protected all participants while advancing shared interest in 
constitutional implementation according to original provisions. 



 

 
"We would welcome the Director's cultural insights," the Tsar agreed with imperial 
magnanimity that maintained authority while demonstrating openness to Polish 
perspective. 
 
As Capo d'Istria departed to locate Novak, the Tsar continued engaging Eleanor with 
seemingly casual cultural inquiries that masked political assessment. "We understand 
British appreciation for Polish artistic traditions has historical precedent beyond current 
diplomatic arrangements?" 
 
"Indeed, Your Imperial Majesty," Eleanor confirmed, recognizing opportunity to 
emphasize international dimension. "British cultural institutions have long recognized 
distinctive Polish contributions to European artistic development—musical traditions, 
literary achievements, and architectural innovations that demonstrate national creativity 
within broader European heritage." 
 
This emphasis on international recognition reinforced Polish cultural legitimacy beyond 
current political circumstances—establishing continuity that transcended imperial 
arrangements. The Tsar's thoughtful expression suggested recognition of this diplomatic 
positioning. 
 
"Your Imperial Majesty." Capo d'Istria returned with Count Novak, who executed 
appropriate court bow with perfect diplomatic form that acknowledged imperial authority 
while maintaining Polish dignity. "May I present Director Aleksander Novak of the 
Warsaw Cultural Institute, whose scholarly expertise regarding Polish artistic traditions 
has earned international recognition." 
 
"Director Novak." The Tsar's acknowledgment carried imperial assessment beneath 
formal courtesy. "We understand your Institute preserves significant cultural heritage 
representing Poland's historical development?" 
 
"Your Imperial Majesty honors our humble scholarly efforts," Novak replied with 
diplomatic skill that balanced deference with dignity. "The Cultural Institute endeavors to 
preserve artistic traditions that demonstrate Poland's contributions to European 
civilization throughout historical transformations." 
 
This formulation acknowledged imperial authority while emphasizing cultural continuity 
that transcended current political arrangements—subtle assertion that Polish national 
identity preceded and would survive present circumstances. The Tsar's expression 
revealed recognition of this sophisticated positioning. 
 
"Lady Hastings suggested your scholarly perspective might illuminate historical context 
for tonight's musical selections," the Tsar noted, glancing toward Eleanor with imperial 
acknowledgment of her diplomatic role in this triangulation. 



 

 
"If Your Imperial Majesty would find such context of interest," Novak responded with 
perfect diplomatic balance—neither presuming imperial attention nor declining 
opportunity to present Polish perspective. 
 
"We would indeed welcome scholarly illumination regarding cultural traditions within our 
constitutional kingdom," the Tsar confirmed with imperial authority softened by 
philosophical interest. 
 
Novak proceeded with scholarly explanation that balanced cultural pride with political 
caution—presenting Polish musical traditions through historical framework that 
emphasized artistic continuity while acknowledging current governance. His 
presentation maintained perfect diplomatic propriety while subtly asserting cultural 
identity independent of political circumstances. 
 
"The mazurka performed tonight originated during sixteenth-century Polish 
constitutional monarchy," he explained with scholarly precision that carried political 
resonance. "Its evolution through subsequent centuries demonstrates cultural resilience 
through historical transformation—artistic expression maintaining essential character 
while adapting to changing circumstances." 
 
This historical framing emphasized constitutional tradition predating current 
arrangements—subtle reminder that Polish governance structures represented 
continuation rather than creation. The Tsar's thoughtful expression suggested 
recognition of both scholarly presentation and political implication. 
 
"Fascinating historical perspective," he acknowledged with imperial courtesy. "Cultural 
continuity indeed provides valuable stability through political evolution—traditions that 
connect contemporary governance with historical precedent." 
 
This response revealed sophisticated engagement with Novak's 
presentation—acknowledging cultural continuity while reframing it within imperial 
perspective that emphasized stability rather than autonomy. Eleanor observed this 
diplomatic exchange with professional appreciation for the negotiation occurring 
beneath scholarly discussion. 
 
"The Cultural Institute's preservation efforts ensure these traditions remain accessible 
for future generations," Novak continued, maintaining scholarly framework while 
emphasizing institutional importance. "Our upcoming exhibition of historical manuscripts 
documents constitutional development that provides context for current governance 
arrangements." 
 
This reference to the Institute's activities constituted both cultural information and subtle 
advocacy for continued institutional autonomy—presenting preservation work as 



 

valuable contribution to broader understanding rather than political assertion. The Tsar's 
measured nod suggested calculation regarding institutional positioning within 
constitutional implementation. 
 
"We look forward to reviewing these historical materials during our Warsaw residence," 
he stated with imperial authority that balanced cultural interest with political assessment. 
"Cultural context indeed provides valuable perspective regarding governance 
traditions." 
 
This response maintained ambiguity regarding imperial intentions—cultural appreciation 
that neither confirmed nor rejected constitutional commitments. Eleanor recognized the 
unresolved tension between moderate and hardline factions within the imperial 
administration regarding Polish autonomy. 
 
"Perhaps Lady Hastings might contribute British historical perspective regarding cultural 
preservation during governance transitions?" the Tsar suggested unexpectedly, turning 
toward Eleanor with imperial attention that created diplomatic opportunity. 
 
"British experience indeed suggests cultural continuity provides essential stability during 
political transformation," she responded, recognizing opportunity to reinforce 
constitutional principles through historical framework. "Institutional arrangements 
respecting artistic traditions typically demonstrate greater longevity than those 
attempting cultural restriction—national expression finding constructive channel rather 
than revolutionary outlet." 
 
This formulation balanced diplomatic propriety with pointed message—historical 
observation carrying contemporary implication regarding constitutional implementation. 
The Tsar's thoughtful expression suggested recognition of both historical reference and 
current application. 
 
"Historical perspective indeed provides valuable guidance for contemporary 
governance," he acknowledged with philosophical tone that maintained imperial 
authority while engaging European diplomatic discourse. "Our constitutional provisions 
seek balance between necessary stability and appropriate cultural expression." 
 
The exchange concluded with appropriate diplomatic courtesies—imperial audience 
ending with formal acknowledgments that maintained protocol while establishing 
framework for continued engagement. As Eleanor and Novak withdrew from the 
imperial circle with perfect diplomatic form, their momentary glance communicated 
shared understanding of the exchange's significance beyond official interaction. 
 
"Most effective presentation," Ambassador Hastings commented when Eleanor rejoined 
the British delegation. "Cultural framework allowing substantive reinforcement of 
constitutional expectations without political confrontation. Well managed, indeed." 



 

 
"Director Novak's scholarly contribution proved particularly valuable," Eleanor noted with 
diplomatic discretion that masked personal appreciation. "Historical context establishing 
cultural continuity beyond current political arrangements." 
 
"Effective triangulation," her father agreed, demonstrating diplomatic recognition without 
commenting on personal dimensions. "British facilitation allowing Polish perspective 
imperial access through cultural rather than political framework." 
 
Their diplomatic assessment concluded as official reception continued—social 
formalities masking political negotiations, cultural appreciation providing framework for 
constitutional discussion. Eleanor maintained appropriate engagement with various 
diplomatic representatives while observing broader patterns of interaction between 
Polish officials and Russian administrators. 
 
Later, as formal reception transitioned toward conclusion, she found momentary 
opportunity for less structured conversation with Count Novak in relatively private corner 
of the reception hall. Their official positions provided legitimate reason for cultural 
discussion while physical positioning allowed greater candor than more public 
interaction. 
 
"Your scholarly presentation impressed His Imperial Majesty," she observed with 
genuine appreciation beneath diplomatic formulation. "Historical context establishing 
cultural continuity proved particularly effective." 
 
"Your diplomatic facilitation created essential opportunity," he responded with equal 
appreciation. "British interest transforming cultural preservation from internal matter to 
international concern—framework that complicates potential restriction." 
 
Their professional acknowledgment carried personal dimension beneath diplomatic 
exchange—partnership that balanced official roles with growing connection developed 
through months of correspondence and now strengthened through direct collaboration. 
Standing amid Warsaw's complex political landscape, surrounded by competing 
authorities and conflicting interests, they shared momentary understanding that 
transcended official positions. 
 
"Tomorrow's exhibition at your Institute provides opportunity to reinforce tonight's 
themes," Eleanor noted, maintaining appropriate topic while conveying strategic 
continuation. "Cultural documentation establishing historical continuity within 
contemporary framework." 
 
"The manuscript collection should prove particularly relevant," Novak agreed, scholarly 
reference masking diplomatic strategy. "Historical evidence regarding constitutional 
tradition providing context for current governance arrangements." 



 

 
This exchange balanced professional propriety with shared understanding—diplomatic 
strategy concealed within cultural discussion, personal connection maintained beneath 
official interaction. Their conversation continued briefly with similar balance before 
social obligations required attention elsewhere—diplomatic responsibility tempering 
personal inclination. 
 
As the British delegation departed the National Theater, Ambassador Hastings offered 
professional assessment that focused exclusively on diplomatic dimensions. "Tonight's 
interactions suggest moderate faction maintains influence despite hardline 
pressure—Capo d'Istria facilitating Polish cultural representation through imperial 
audience indicates continued commitment to constitutional framework, though 
implementation challenges clearly remain." 
 
"The Tsar's personal engagement demonstrated philosophical approach rather than 
merely administrative perspective," Eleanor observed, maintaining diplomatic analysis 
despite more complex personal considerations. "His interest in historical context 
suggests recognition of constitutional governance as evolution rather than concession." 
 
"Tomorrow's exhibition at the Cultural Institute provides opportunity to reinforce these 
themes through historical documentation," her father noted, echoing her earlier strategic 
discussion with Novak. "Manuscript evidence establishing constitutional tradition prior to 
current arrangements—historical continuity rather than imperial creation." 
 
Their diplomatic conversation continued during carriage journey to diplomatic residence, 
professional assessment maintaining focus on constitutional implementation rather than 
personal dimensions. Eleanor participated with appropriate engagement while privately 
contemplating more complex considerations beyond official analysis. 
 
In her chamber that evening, preparing for diplomatic engagements the following day, 
Eleanor found herself reflecting on evolving relationship with Count Novak—partnership 
that balanced professional collaboration with growing personal connection neither could 
openly acknowledge within their respective positions. Their correspondence over 
months had established intellectual and emotional connection that direct interaction now 
transformed into more complex attachment. 
 
This personal dimension complicated her diplomatic role without diminishing its 
importance—her commitment to constitutional principles and national autonomy 
strengthened rather than compromised by connection with individual whose cultural 
preservation efforts embodied those very principles. The challenge lay in balancing 
diplomatic responsibility with personal sentiment, official position with private 
attachment. 
 



 

As she reviewed notes for tomorrow's exhibition at the Cultural Institute, Eleanor 
recognized both professional opportunity and personal significance in continuing 
engagement with Novak and his preservation efforts. The manuscripts documenting 
Polish constitutional tradition provided legitimate diplomatic framework while 
representing values she personally supported—cultural autonomy and national identity 
maintained through historical continuity. 
 
This alignment of diplomatic purpose and personal conviction would guide her 
continued engagement in Warsaw—official position as cultural secretary allowing 
substantive contribution to constitutional implementation while maintaining appropriate 
propriety regarding personal connection that had developed alongside professional 
collaboration. 
 
Tomorrow's exhibition would provide opportunity to advance both dimensions 
simultaneously—diplomatic reinforcement of constitutional principles through cultural 
framework that had established personal connection transcending official positions. 
With this understanding, Eleanor completed her preparations with renewed clarity 
regarding both professional responsibility and personal significance in the diplomatic 
engagement awaiting her in Warsaw. 
 
CHAPTER 17 
 
The Warsaw Cultural Institute stood transformed for its exhibition—historical 
manuscripts and cultural artifacts arranged to demonstrate Polish constitutional tradition 
through centuries of political evolution. Eleanor arrived with the British delegation to find 
the Institute's main gallery crowded with diplomatic representatives, Polish aristocracy, 
and Russian administrators—international audience gathered to witness cultural 
presentation with significant political implications. 
 
Ambassador Hastings surveyed the gathering with diplomatic assessment. "Note the 
attendance—full diplomatic corps alongside Polish administration and Russian 
oversight. The exhibition has become focal point for constitutional discussion through 
cultural framework—historical documentation providing context for current 
implementation challenges." 
 
Eleanor nodded understanding, observing the complex interactions between various 
factions—Polish officials maintaining dignified engagement with international 
representatives while Russian administrators observed with varying degrees of 
suspicion or support depending on factional alignment. The Tsar himself had not yet 
arrived, though imperial representatives indicated his expected attendance later in the 
proceedings. 
 
"Director Novak has arranged remarkably comprehensive presentation," she noted, 
examining the exhibition's organization. "Historical progression from medieval 



 

parliamentary traditions through constitutional evolution—documentation establishing 
continuity rather than innovation in governance structures." 
 
"Precisely the diplomatic messaging required," her father confirmed with professional 
approval. "Historical evidence contradicting hardline perspective that constitutional 
provisions represent imperial concession rather than recognition of established 
tradition." 
 
Their assessment paused as Count Novak approached with formal diplomatic greeting 
that maintained professional propriety despite their prior connection. "Ambassador 
Hastings, Lady Eleanor. The Cultural Institute welcomes British participation in our 
historical exhibition. Your diplomatic perspective provides valuable international context 
for our preservation efforts." 
 
"Director Novak." Ambassador Hastings returned the greeting with equal diplomatic 
courtesy. "The Institute's scholarly presentation demonstrates impressive historical 
documentation regarding Poland's constitutional traditions. Her Britannic Majesty's 
government values cultural preservation that establishes governance continuity through 
political transformation." 
 
This diplomatic exchange balanced cultural appreciation with political 
significance—scholarly recognition carrying implications regarding constitutional 
implementation. Eleanor maintained appropriate position within this official interaction 
while observing Novak's accomplished navigation of competing pressures—cultural 
preservation within political constraints, national identity within imperial framework. 
 
"Perhaps Lady Hastings might appreciate our manuscript collection documenting early 
parliamentary procedures?" Novak suggested with professional courtesy that provided 
legitimate framework for continued engagement. "Her scholarly interest in constitutional 
development might find historical perspective valuable regarding governance traditions." 
 
"Indeed," Ambassador Hastings agreed, diplomatic understanding recognizing both 
scholarly legitimacy and strategic opportunity. "Lady Eleanor's observations regarding 
historical continuity have proved valuable in diplomatic contexts. I shall engage with our 
Russian colleagues while she reviews your historical documentation." 
 
This arrangement maintained perfect diplomatic propriety while facilitating continued 
collaboration between Eleanor and Novak—official positions providing framework for 
engagement that balanced professional responsibility with growing personal connection. 
As her father departed to fulfill his diplomatic obligations, Eleanor accompanied Novak 
toward the manuscript exhibition with appropriate professional demeanor. 
 
"The collection presents remarkable historical continuity," Novak explained as they 
approached display cases containing ancient documents. "Parliamentary procedures 



 

documented from fourteenth century forward—constitutional tradition establishing 
governance patterns that preceded current arrangements by centuries." 
 
"Fascinating historical documentation," Eleanor responded with genuine scholarly 
interest that provided legitimate framework for diplomatic engagement. "Constitutional 
continuity through political transformation demonstrates governance traditions that 
transcend specific arrangements." 
 
Their conversation maintained scholarly focus that masked diplomatic 
significance—historical documentation establishing constitutional precedent beyond 
current imperial framework. As they examined manuscript evidence together, their 
physical proximity and shared intellectual engagement created connection beneath 
professional collaboration. 
 
"This fifteenth-century document records parliamentary limitations on monarchical 
authority," Novak indicated, scholarly explanation carrying contemporary relevance. 
"Constitutional tradition establishing balanced governance rather than absolute 
rule—historical precedent for current arrangements regarding administrative authority." 
 
Eleanor studied the manuscript with appreciation for both historical significance and 
contemporary application—documentation that contradicted hardline Russian 
perspective regarding constitutional provisions as imperial concession rather than 
recognition of established tradition. 
 
"Similar constitutional evolution occurred in British governance," she noted, comparative 
analysis providing international context. "Parliamentary tradition establishing balanced 
authority through historical development rather than revolutionary transformation." 
 
This observation reinforced the exhibition's implicit message—constitutional governance 
representing continuation rather than creation, historical tradition rather than imperial 
concession. Their scholarly discussion provided legitimate framework for diplomatic 
positioning regarding constitutional implementation. 
 
"The Institute's preservation efforts ensure these historical traditions remain accessible 
despite political transformation," Novak continued, scholarly explanation carrying 
institutional significance. "Cultural continuity providing essential context for 
contemporary governance structures." 
 
"Cultural preservation indeed provides foundation for stable governance," Eleanor 
agreed, diplomatic formulation supporting institutional autonomy through scholarly 
framework. "Historical understanding allowing evolutionary rather than revolutionary 
approach to constitutional development." 
 



 

Their conversation continued through various exhibition elements—scholarly 
engagement providing legitimate reason for extended interaction while diplomatic 
implications remained implicit beneath historical discussion. Eleanor maintained 
professional composure despite growing awareness of personal connection beneath 
official collaboration—intellectual partnership evolving beyond merely diplomatic 
alignment. 
 
As they completed circuit of manuscript displays, Count Capo d'Istria approached with 
diplomatic courtesy that acknowledged their scholarly engagement while signaling 
official interruption. "Director Novak, Lady Hastings. His Imperial Majesty has arrived 
and expresses interest in viewing the constitutional manuscripts. Perhaps you might 
provide scholarly context for the historical documentation?" 
 
This request represented significant opportunity—imperial attention directed toward 
historical evidence establishing constitutional tradition beyond current arrangements, 
scholarly presentation potentially influencing implementation approach. Novak 
acknowledged with appropriate diplomatic balance—neither presuming imperial interest 
nor declining opportunity to present institutional perspective. 
 
"The Institute would be honored to provide historical context should His Imperial Majesty 
find scholarly background valuable," he responded with perfect diplomatic formulation. 
 
"Lady Hastings's comparative perspective regarding British constitutional development 
might provide valuable international context," Capo d'Istria suggested, diplomatic 
triangulation continuing from previous evening. "Her scholarly observations regarding 
governance evolution through historical continuity rather than revolutionary 
transformation." 
 
This invitation extended Eleanor's diplomatic engagement—British perspective 
reinforcing Polish constitutional tradition through international framework, historical 
comparison supporting moderate faction's implementation approach against hardline 
resistance. She acknowledged with appropriate diplomatic modesty while recognizing 
strategic opportunity. 
 
"I would be honored to offer comparative observations should His Imperial Majesty find 
such perspective of interest," she replied with formal courtesy that masked diplomatic 
significance. 
 
They proceeded toward imperial reception area where Tsar Alexander engaged with 
selected exhibition elements—his attention demonstrating both philosophical interest 
and political assessment regarding constitutional documentation. Eleanor observed his 
interaction with Polish officials and Russian advisors—noting which factions received 
imperial acknowledgment versus those maintaining distance from constitutional 
emphasis. 



 

 
"Your Imperial Majesty." Capo d'Istria performed appropriate court protocol. "Director 
Novak might provide scholarly context regarding constitutional manuscripts if such 
historical perspective would interest Your Majesty. Lady Hastings offers comparative 
observations regarding British governance evolution through similar historical 
development." 
 
The Tsar acknowledged this suggestion with imperial authority balanced by 
philosophical engagement—Russian autocrat performing European constitutional 
monarch with practiced skill that never fully resolved fundamental contradiction. "We 
would welcome scholarly illumination regarding historical traditions that inform our 
constitutional provisions." 
 
This imperial invitation created significant opportunity—scholarly framework allowing 
substantive discussion of constitutional principles through historical rather than political 
perspective. Novak proceeded with presentation that balanced academic expertise with 
diplomatic awareness—historical explanation carrying contemporary significance 
without explicit political challenge. 
 
"These manuscripts document parliamentary procedures established during fourteenth 
and fifteenth centuries," he explained, scholarly precision providing factual foundation 
for constitutional discussion. "Representative assemblies establishing balanced 
governance through historical development rather than revolutionary 
transformation—traditional structures that modern constitutional provisions recognize 
rather than create." 
 
This formulation presented constitutional kingdom as continuation rather than 
innovation—historical recognition rather than imperial concession. The Tsar's thoughtful 
expression suggested engagement with both scholarly presentation and diplomatic 
implication. 
 
"Historical continuity indeed provides valuable stability through political transformation," 
he acknowledged with philosophical tone that maintained imperial authority while 
demonstrating European engagement. "Traditional structures offering governance 
patterns tested through historical experience rather than theoretical innovation." 
 
This response revealed sophisticated interaction with constitutional 
principles—acknowledging historical tradition while reframing it within imperial 
perspective emphasizing stability rather than autonomy. Eleanor observed this 
exchange with diplomatic assessment—recognizing both opportunity and limitation 
within imperial philosophical framework. 
 
"Lady Hastings might offer comparative perspective regarding British constitutional 
development?" Capo d'Istria suggested, continuing diplomatic triangulation that 



 

protected all participants while advancing shared interest in constitutional 
implementation according to original provisions. 
 
"British governance indeed evolved through similar historical continuity," Eleanor 
confirmed when imperial attention shifted toward her. "Parliamentary tradition 
developing through centuries of political evolution rather than revolutionary 
transformation—constitutional structures emerging from historical experience rather 
than theoretical imposition." 
 
This comparative analysis reinforced Polish constitutional legitimacy through 
international parallel—governance structures representing historical development rather 
than political concession. The Tsar's measured nod suggested recognition of both 
scholarly comparison and diplomatic implication. 
 
"Fascinating historical parallel," he acknowledged with imperial authority balanced by 
philosophical consideration. "Constitutional traditions emerging through historical 
experience rather than abstract theory—governance structures reflecting national 
character through evolutionary development." 
 
This response demonstrated sophisticated engagement with constitutional 
principles—acknowledging historical legitimacy while maintaining imperial authority 
through philosophical rather than administrative framing. Eleanor recognized 
opportunity to reinforce constitutional expectations through historical rather than political 
framework. 
 
"Historical documentation indeed suggests most stable governance arrangements 
recognize rather than restrict national character," she observed with scholarly 
formulation that carried diplomatic significance. "Constitutional structures 
acknowledging cultural continuity typically demonstrate greater longevity than those 
attempting historical disruption." 
 
This observation balanced academic perspective with pointed implication—historical 
analysis supporting constitutional implementation according to original provisions rather 
than restrictive interpretation. The Tsar's thoughtful expression suggested recognition of 
both scholarly presentation and diplomatic subtext. 
 
"Historical perspective provides valuable guidance for contemporary governance," he 
acknowledged with imperial authority softened by philosophical engagement. "Our 
constitutional provisions seek balance between necessary stability and appropriate 
national development—governance structures acknowledging historical tradition while 
ensuring imperial security." 
 
This response maintained fundamental tension within imperial approach—constitutional 
recognition balanced against security concerns, national autonomy limited by imperial 



 

authority. Eleanor recognized both opportunity and constraint within this philosophical 
framework—potential influence regarding implementation while acknowledging ultimate 
imperial authority. 
 
Their scholarly discussion continued through various constitutional 
manuscripts—historical documentation providing legitimate framework for diplomatic 
engagement regarding governance principles. Eleanor maintained appropriate 
academic focus while observing imperial reactions to specific constitutional 
elements—noting which historical traditions elicited interest versus concern, governance 
patterns receiving approval versus caution. 
 
As imperial attention shifted toward other exhibition elements, Ambassador Hastings 
rejoined his daughter with diplomatic assessment masked by casual demeanor. "Most 
effective presentation. Historical framework allowing substantive constitutional 
discussion without political confrontation—scholarly engagement permitting diplomatic 
messaging through academic rather than political channel." 
 
"Director Novak's historical documentation provides compelling evidence regarding 
constitutional tradition," Eleanor noted with professional appreciation that masked more 
personal assessment. "Manuscript collection establishing governance continuity beyond 
current arrangements." 
 
"The moderate faction clearly supports constitutional implementation according to 
original provisions," her father observed, diplomatic analysis focusing on factional 
alignment. "Capo d'Istria facilitating scholarly presentation that contradicts hardline 
perspective regarding imperial concession rather than historical recognition." 
 
Their diplomatic assessment continued briefly before official responsibilities required 
attention elsewhere—Ambassador Hastings engaging Russian diplomats while Eleanor 
maintained British presence among Polish cultural representatives. Throughout these 
official interactions, she observed continued tension between competing interpretations 
of constitutional provisions—moderate faction emphasizing historical continuity while 
hardliners insisted on security considerations. 
 
Later, as the exhibition progressed toward formal presentations, Eleanor found 
opportunity for more direct engagement with Count Novak regarding both scholarly 
documentation and diplomatic implications. Their official positions provided legitimate 
framework for continued interaction while shared understanding allowed greater candor 
than public settings permitted. 
 
"The imperial response suggests philosophical rather than merely administrative 
engagement," she observed when momentary privacy permitted diplomatic assessment. 
"Historical framework creating opportunity for constitutional reinforcement through 
scholarly rather than political challenge." 



 

 
"Your comparative analysis provided essential international context," Novak 
acknowledged with genuine appreciation beneath professional courtesy. "British parallel 
establishing constitutional tradition beyond specifically Polish circumstances—historical 
legitimacy reinforced through broader European development." 
 
This professional acknowledgment carried personal dimension beneath diplomatic 
exchange—partnership balancing official roles with growing connection developed 
through months of correspondence and strengthened through direct collaboration. Their 
conversation maintained appropriate focus on exhibition and constitutional principles 
while communication extended beyond merely professional interaction. 
 
"The manuscript collection presents compelling evidence against hardline perspective," 
Eleanor noted, scholarly observation carrying diplomatic significance. "Historical 
documentation contradicting assertion that constitutional provisions represent imperial 
concession rather than recognition of established tradition." 
 
"Documentation that becomes increasingly important as implementation challenges 
intensify," Novak agreed, academic discussion masking political assessment. 
"Administrative practices increasingly diverging from constitutional text despite historical 
foundation." 
 
This exchange balanced scholarly propriety with candid evaluation—historical 
framework allowing diplomatic assessment without explicit political confrontation. Their 
conversation continued briefly before official responsibilities required attention 
elsewhere—diplomatic obligations tempering personal inclination despite growing 
connection. 
 
The exhibition proceeded toward formal presentation where Novak would address 
assembled diplomatic representatives regarding historical documentation and cultural 
preservation. Eleanor rejoined the British delegation as Ambassador Hastings prepared 
diplomatic assessment of the event's significance. 
 
"Note the audience composition," he observed quietly. "Full diplomatic corps alongside 
competing Russian factions—moderate representatives maintaining proximity to Polish 
officials while hardliners demonstrate skepticism through physical positioning. The 
presentation's reception will indicate relative strength within imperial administration 
regarding constitutional implementation." 
 
Eleanor nodded understanding, observing these diplomatic indicators with professional 
assessment. The physical arrangement revealed political reality more accurately than 
official statements—factional alignment visible through proximity and positioning despite 
formal unity. 
 



 

The formal presentation began with Novak addressing assembled representatives from 
elevated platform—his scholarly demeanor masking diplomatic significance beneath 
academic framework. Eleanor observed his composed delivery with both professional 
appreciation and personal admiration—diplomatic skill navigating complex political 
landscape through cultural rather than explicitly political engagement. 
 
"The manuscript collection documents constitutional tradition extending from medieval 
parliamentary assemblies through modern governance structures," he explained with 
scholarly precision that established factual foundation before diplomatic implication. 
"Historical evidence demonstrating governance continuity through political 
transformation—constitutional principles emerging from national experience rather than 
external imposition." 
 
This formulation presented constitutional kingdom as continuation rather than 
creation—historical recognition rather than political concession. Eleanor observed 
various reactions among assembled representatives—moderate Russian faction 
showing thoughtful engagement while hardliners maintained skeptical distance, 
international diplomats demonstrating interest in constitutional precedent beyond 
current arrangements. 
 
"These historical traditions provide essential context for contemporary governance," 
Novak continued, scholarly explanation carrying diplomatic significance without explicit 
political challenge. "Constitutional structures reflecting national character through 
evolutionary development rather than revolutionary transformation—governance 
patterns tested through historical experience rather than theoretical innovation." 
 
This presentation reinforced moderate faction's implementation approach against 
hardline resistance—historical documentation supporting constitutional autonomy 
through scholarly rather than political framework. Eleanor noted Capo d'Istria's 
approving expression contrasted with hardline representatives' evident 
skepticism—factional division visible despite unified imperial presence. 
 
Following Novak's presentation, diplomatic representatives engaged with exhibition 
elements according to political alignment—moderate faction examining constitutional 
documentation with apparent interest while hardliners focused on military and security 
displays representing imperial authority. This physical division revealed competing 
interpretations more clearly than official statements or diplomatic formulations. 
 
"The exhibition has effectively established historical foundation for constitutional 
implementation," Ambassador Hastings assessed as formal proceedings concluded. 
"Scholarly documentation contradicting hardline perspective regarding imperial 
concession rather than historical recognition—academic framework allowing diplomatic 
messaging without political confrontation." 
 



 

"Director Novak's presentation demonstrated remarkable balance between historical 
accuracy and diplomatic awareness," Eleanor noted with professional appreciation that 
masked more personal assessment. "Constitutional tradition established through 
scholarly evidence rather than political assertion." 
 
Their diplomatic evaluation continued as the British delegation prepared to 
depart—official assessment focusing exclusively on political implications while Eleanor 
maintained appropriate professional demeanor despite more complex personal 
considerations regarding her evolving relationship with Novak and his preservation 
efforts. 
 
As diplomatic representatives began dispersing, Eleanor received formal note delivered 
by Institute secretary: 
 
The Cultural Institute requests Lady Hastings's scholarly perspective regarding newly 
discovered correspondence between Polish and British representatives during 
eighteenth-century governance reforms. If convenient, Director Novak would welcome 
academic consultation in the manuscript archive following this afternoon's exhibition. 
 
With appreciation for your historical expertise, Warsaw Cultural Institute 
 
The invitation maintained perfect scholarly propriety while providing framework for 
continued engagement beyond public exhibition—academic consultation offering 
legitimate reason for extended interaction while diplomatic implications remained implicit 
beneath historical discussion. Eleanor showed the note to her father with appropriate 
professional inquiry. 
 
"Accept, certainly," he advised without hesitation. "Scholarly engagement providing 
valuable opportunity for continued assessment regarding constitutional 
implementation—academic framework allowing diplomatic communication beyond 
official channels." 
 
"The correspondence might provide additional historical context regarding constitutional 
precedent," Eleanor agreed, maintaining professional focus that masked more personal 
interest in continued engagement with Novak beyond official functions. 
 
With diplomatic arrangements confirmed, Eleanor proceeded through remainder of 
exhibition with appropriate attention to official responsibilities—engaging various 
representatives while maintaining British diplomatic presence until formal conclusion. As 
international delegations departed and Institute staff began exhibition maintenance, she 
made her way toward manuscript archive with scholarly purpose that provided 
legitimate framework for less structured interaction. 
 



 

The archive's relative seclusion from public exhibition areas created environment where 
diplomatic conversation might proceed with greater candor than formal settings 
permitted—scholarly framework allowing substantive discussion beyond official 
positions. Eleanor found Novak awaiting her arrival with professional composure that 
barely concealed evident pleasure at continued engagement beyond public functions. 
 
"Lady Hastings." His greeting maintained appropriate formality despite the privacy. 
"Thank you for sharing your historical expertise regarding this newly discovered 
correspondence. The academic connection between Polish and British governance 
traditions provides valuable context for our preservation efforts." 
 
"I'm pleased to offer whatever scholarly perspective might prove useful," she replied 
with equal professional courtesy that masked more personal appreciation for continued 
interaction. "Comparative constitutional development offers fascinating historical 
parallels beyond specific national circumstances." 
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