
ф
!

POOR DOCUMENT
І

** \WÇ, : ~isbr : '' ■■fese'S'-';'-' *'

>r

s; ■e1THE STAR, ST. JOHN. N. B., SATURDAY AUGUST 3 1007
■=?!>

^SOPHY OF KRAVONLW
A Novel, by Anthony Hope.

VWWVVWWWiVWHWWWVWWWWWWWWWWIiW

matter what Its or- 
was theThe Intrusions A fete is a fete, no 

igin; secondly, King Alexis 
most popular man in his dominions, 
though he never did a decent day's 
work for them; lastly, there is often no 
better way to show how much you

than by making a disnropor- 
un-

(Continued.) “Prisoner of Zenda” 
of Pegg'y,” Etc.

itAuthor ofThe two spent a quiet day together. 
Sophy helping Merle in her homely 
tasks. Zerkovitch’s campaigning kit 
was overhauled—none knew how 
oiders for an advance might come—his 
buttons put on, his thick 
darned.
work and talk.

hate- Isoon
one man
tionate fuss about another. It was 
derstood that by thus 'honoring Alexis, 
its Monarch, by thus vociferously and 

wishing him the longest of 
stinging

stockings
The hours slipped away in 

At six o’clock they 
went out and dined at a small restaur
ant hard by.
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date, and for a considerable number of Sophy's own chocolate had been merely it; it's quite unconscious on my part. I 
years afterwards, the only railway line a (excuse to sit down. Yet presently seem to say just what I like!”

uniform

sweet to have something left to do. Ah, 
but you’re hard, aren’t you? Shall I 
ever be sure of you? Even though I 
march into Berlin at the head of a regi
ment.

"I can say little more, the orderly 
waits for my letter. Yet I have so 
much, much more to say. All comes 
back to me in vivid snatches. I am 
with you in the old house—or by the 
Calvaire (you remember?); or again by 
the window ; or while we walked back 
that Sunday nitfit. I hear your voice 
—the low, full-charged voice. I see 
your eyes; the star glows anew for 
me. Adieu! I live for you always so 
long as live. If I die, it will be in the 
thought of you, and they will kill no 
prouder man than Sophy's lover. To 
have won your love (ah, by tomorrow 
night, yes!) and to die for France — 
would it be ill done for a short life? 
By my faith, no! I’ll make my bow to 
my ancestors without shame. ‘I, too, 
have done my part, messieurs!’ say I, 
as I sit down with my forefathers. 
Sophie, adieu! You won’t forget ? I 
don’t think you can’ quite forget. Your

save that he presumed he would re
turn to sleep.

"I must wait—I must see him," she 
said; and, as the man left her, she 
went to the window, flung it open 
wide, and stood there, looking down 
into the great street.

The lights blazed now. Every seat 
at evry cafe was full. The newspapers 
did a great trade; a wave of infinite 
talk, infinite chaff, infinite laughter 
rose to her ears. A loud-voiced fellow 
was spying pictures of the King of 
Prussia—as he looks now, and as he 
will look! The second sheet never fail
ed of a great success. Bands of lads 
came by with flags and warlike shouts. 
Some cheered them, more laughed and 
chaffed. One broad-faced old man she

untiringly
reigns, Slavna was giving a 
back-hander 
titular Prince and Commander.

the difference

Things seemed very 
quiet there. The fat waiter told them 
with a shrug: "We sha'n't have much 
noise here tonight!" He pointed across 
the river. "They’ll be over there most 
of the night—on the grands boulevards. 
Because it's war, 
it’s war!” The two young women slip
ped their coffee in silence. “As a lad 
I saw 1880. I was out in the streets in 
1861. What shall I see next?" he ask
ed them as he swept his napkin over 
the marble tabhe-top, If he stayed at 
his post, he saw many strange things; 
unnatural fifes lit his skies, and be
fore his doors brother shed brother's 
blood.

They laughed together over this pus-in Kravonia did not follow the course a young officer in a hussar 
■ of the Krath (which itself afforded stopped his horse opposite the door, and 
facilities for traffic and intercourse), I giving over the reins to

to Prince Sergius, its 
You 

when
day came around!

xle. ,
“You mean General Stenovics?" asked 
Sophy,

‘‘Yes, General Stenovics. Ah, here he the 
is!" He sprang up again and made a 
low bow to Sophy. “Au revoir, made
moiselle. A thousand thanks!"

He saluted her and hurried to the 
side of the pavement'. General Stenovics 
rode up, with two orderlies behind him. 
Saluting again, Markart mounted his 
horse. The General brought him to a 
stand and waited the necessary mo
ment or two with a good-humored 
smile. His eye wandered from the 
young officer to the presumable cause 
of his lack of vigilance. Sophy felt 
the glance rest on her face. In her 
turn she saw a stout, stumpy figure, 
clad in a rather ugly dark-green uni
form, and a heavy, olive-tinted face 
adorned with a black mustache and a

an orderly
but ran down from the north, having who attended him, nimbly dismounted, 
its terminus on the left bank of the Tall and fair,’ with a pleasant open 
North River, whence a carriage-bridge face, he wore his finery with a dashing 
gave access to the city.

To vote money is one thing, to raise it 
. another, and to spend it on the desig
nated objects. a third. Not a stone nor 

b a sod of the new forts was yet in place, 
and Slavna's solitary defence was the 
ancient castle which stood on the left 
bank of the river just at the point of 
bisection facing the casino and botani
cal gardens on the opposite bank. Sulei
man’s Tower, relic of Turkish rule, is 
built on a simple plan—a square cur
tain, with a bastion at each corner, en
closes a massive circular tower. The 
gate faces the North River, and a 
bridge, wh^ch admits of being raised 
and lowered, connects this outwork with 
the preservation. The fort is roomy ; 
two or three hundred men could find

would see 
Prince’s

"When General Stenovics pointed to tho 
lights gleaming across the Krath from 
the Palace windows and congratulated 
his Royal Hiihress on the splendid 
popularity of the reigning House, the 
Prince's smile may well have been iron
ical. -

“I shall go and see all this merriment 
for myself at close quarters present
ly, General,” said he. "I think the 
Commandant had best return to the 
city tonight as early as the King will 
allow."

madame. Oh, yes air, and caressed a delicate, unturned 
mustache as he glanced round, 
choosing his seat. The next moment he 
adwnced towards Sophy ; giving her a 
polite salute, he indicated the little 
table next to hers.

“Mademoiselle permits?” he asked. 
"She has, I fear, forgotten, but I have 
the honor to be an acquaintance of 
hers.” 1“I remember,” smiled Sophy."Captain 

We met at Madame ZerkoThe friends parted at half-past seven. 
Marie hoped her husband would be re
turning home soon, and with news; 
Sophy felt herself due in the Rue de 
Grenelle. She reached the house there 
a little before eight. The concierge was 
not in his room;

m“An admirable devotion to duty, 
sir," answered tho General gravely, 
and without any effort to dissuadé the 
zealous Prince.

But even in this gay city there wae 
one spot of gloom, one place where 
sullen rancor had not been ousted by 
malicious merriment. The first com-

distinguished In the cafe opposite; he 
looked glum and sulky and kept argu
ing to his neighbor, wagging a fat 
forefinger at him repeatedly; 
neighbor shrugged bored shoulders; 
after all, he had not made the war— 
it was the Emperor and those gentle
men at St. Cloud! As he watched, the 
stir grew greater, the bands of march- 
ing Students more frequent afid noisy, | I’icture ndc3 wlth me- >'our star shines 
"A Berlin!” they cried now, amid the ahead.
same mixture of applause and tolerant | ш wag nQt wr They lought next
amusement. A party of girls paraded , (Iay The i3 endorsed “18th
down the middle of the Street, singing August „ pre3umabIy the date of |t„
J aime les militaires! The applause reccfpt. That day came also the news 

grew to thunder as they went by, and of ,hp dl8a„ter, Dn the llth the ca8. 
the laughter broke into one great ualty ,,8t revealed cislmlr de Savreg.„ 
crackle when the heroines had passed. name A few llnes from a brother Qf-

' ?he tu„med away YKV Start’ T' fleer a day later gave scanty details, 
seious of a presence in the room Cas- In the great charg0 ot French cavalry 
imir came quickly across to her throw- wbleh markcd the e!osing stages of the 
ing his helmet cn the table as he pass- battle he had been the flrst man hlt of 
ed. He took her hands. “I know. Lady hls reglment - shot through the, 
Mqg wrote to me," he said. "And you heart _ and through th4 picture of 
are here! ’ Sophy which lay over his heart.

“I have no other hame now.’ she No word comes frQm Sophyr herself. 
sal<^1 , ' And Madame Zerkovitch is brief: "She

With a light of Joy in his eyes he showed me the picture,
kissed her lips. passed ■ exactly through where that

“I come to you only when I m in mark on her cheek is. It wasi fearful;
'I shuddered ; I hoped she didn't

“It is well," he answered, and drew gb(J 8eemed quite stunned. But she in-
! sisted bn coming with me to Kravonia, 

Together they stood looking down. I where I had now determined to go at
“It is war, then?” she asked. " once. I thought no good would come
“Without doubt it's war—without of it. But what could I do? She would 

doubt," he answered, gravely. "And not return to England ; 'she could not 
beyond that no man knows anything.” stay alone In Paris. I ,was the only 

“And you?” she asked. friend s)ie had і 1» the world. She
He took her hands again, both of asked no more than to travel with me, 

hers in his. "My lady of the Red Star!” | ‘When once I am there, I can look after 
he murmured, softly. , myself,’ she said."

“And you?” Tho pair—a little fragment-of a great
“You wouldn’t have it otherwise?” I throng, escaping or thrust forth—left 
"Heaven forbid ! God go with you as Paris together on the loth Or 14th of

August, en route fçr Kravonia. With 
"I take the road in an hour for Sophy went the bullet-pierced picture

She

Markart? 
vitch’s.”

“Oh, that's pleasant of you!” he cried 
"I hate being clean forgotten. But I 
fear you remember me only because I 
sang so badly!”

“I remember you best that you said 
I you wanted to go and help France, but 

your General wouldn’t let you.”
"Ah, I know you would 

that—you especially! Forgive me—our 
friend Marie Zerkivitch told me." He 
turned away for a moment to give an 
order to the waiter.

nthe
\ m

she went up-stairs 
unseen, and passed into the drawing 
room. The inner door leading to the 
room Lady Meg occupied stood open. 
Sophy called softly, but there was no 
answer. She walked towards the door, 
and was about to look into the room, 
thinking that perhaps Lady Meg was 
asleep, when she heard herself ad
dresser. The Frenchwoman who acted 
as their cook had come in and stood 
now on the threshold with a puzzled, 
distreseed look on her face.

"I’m sorry, Mademoiselle Sophie, to 
tell you, but my lady has gone.”

“Gone! Where to?”
“To England, I believe. This morn

ing, after you had gone out, she order
ed everything to be packed. It was 
done. She paid us here off, bidding це 
alone stay tUl orders reached me from 
Monsieur le Marqpis. Then she went; 
only the coachman accompanied her. I 
think she started for Calais. At least

stubbly gray beard. General Stenovics,
President of the Council ef Ministers, 
was not an imposing personage to the 
outward view. But Sophy returned 
the regard of his prominent pale-blue j
eyes (which sorted oddly with the com- j st. Michael by order of high military 
plexion of his face) with' vivid atten- J misdemeanors — slackness when on 
tion. The General rode on, Markart duty, rioting and drunkenness when 
following, but turning in his saddle to on leaVe; nor were the officers any 
salute once more and to wave his

quartqfs there ; and although it is, un
der modern conditions, of little use ag
ainst an enemy from without, it occu
pies a position of considerable strength 
with regard to the city itself. It formed 
at this time the headquarters and resi
dence of the Commandant of the garri
son, a post held by the heir to the 
throne, the Prince of Slavna.

In spite of the flatness of the sur
rounding country, the appearance of 
Slavna is not unpicturesque. Time and 
the hand of man( the people are a color- 
loying race) have given many tints, soft 
and bright, to the roofs, gables, and 
walls of the old quarter in the north 
town, over which Suleiman’s Tower 
broods with an antique impressiveness. 
Behind the pleasant residences which 
border on the southern boulevard lie 
handsome streets of commercial build
ings and shops, these last again glowing 
with diversified and gaudy colors. In 
the centre of the city, where, but for its 
bisection, we may imagine the Krath 
would have run, a pretty little canal 
has been tniide ';by abstracting water 
from the rivet* .and ; conducting it 
through the streets. On either side of

I pany of his Majesty’s Guards was con
fined to its barracks in the Square of

remember
CASIMIR.” 1

“What’s going on today?”
Sophy. "Where’s everybody going?" 
rua ( r Rgfoell

“Why, you are a stranger, mademoi
selle!” he laughed. “It’s tho king’s 
name-day and we are all going to con
gratulate him.”

“Is that it? Are you going?” 
“Certainly; in attendance on my Gen

eral-General Stenovics. My lodgings 
are near here, his house at the other 
end of the boulevard, so Ihe gave me 
leave to meet him hero. I thought I 
would come early and fortify myself a 
little for the ordeal. To mademoiselle’s 
good health." He looked at her with 
openly admiring eyes, to which tribute 
Sophy accorded a lazy, unembarrassed 
smile

She leaned her chin on her hand,turn
ing her right cheek towards him. 
Sophy was never disdainful, never ne- 

thls stream a bro#d road runs. Almost gijcttul; her pose now was good, 
exactly midwàÿ 'through the city the “What sort of a man is the King ?” 
roads broaden andbpen into the spacious sbe asked.
Square of St. Michael, containing the “The King is most emphatically a 
cathedral, the fine old city hall, several very good sort of fellow—a very good 
good town-houses dating two or three 0[d fellow, I only wish his son was 
hundreds years back, barracks, and the b|m ; The prince is a Tartar,
modern but not unsightly Government jjas be gone by yet ?"
offices. Through this square and the ..j don-t think so. I suppose he’d
streets leading to it from west and east bave an escort, wouldn’t he ? 
there now runs Sit excellent service of know him by eight yet. Does every- 
electric cars; but at the date with body call the King a good fellow ?” 
which we are concerned a crazy fiacre “gome people are so extremely right- 
or a crazier omnibus was the only pub- CCTUSi- pleaded Markart, ruefully, 
lie means of conveyance. Not a few ..And> anyhow, he has reformed now.” 
good private equipages were, however, “Because he’s old ?”
to be seen, for the Kravonians have “Fifty-nine ! Is that so very old ?
been from of old lovers of horses. The No. j ra:ber attribute it-you’re dis

creet, I hope
tunes in your, hands — to Madame la

asked better thin the men. "You are men
Ihand in friendly farewell.

For the flrst time since her arrival
of war in the streets, men of peace in 
the ranks,” said the Commandant to 

in Slavna, Sophy was conscious of a them that morning in issuing his de
stir of excitement. Life had been dull free. “You shall have a quiet even- 
and heavy ; the mind had enjoyed little jng t0 think Over your shortcomings.” 
food save the diet of sad memories.To- , The commandant looked stem, and his 
day she seemed to be brought into 
sight of living interests again. They 
wepe far off, but they were there ;
Markart's talk had meant a link be-

he sighed, smiled, shook his head, said 
that, after all, discipline must be vin
dicated, and looked at his son with 
mingled admiration and pity, 
a faculty for making himself, other 
people, and things in general uncom
fortable !
The Comandant looked stern, and hie 
father ventured on no opposition or 
appeal.
remonst ranсe either, although he had 
good friends in the offending company. 
“He must, do as he likes—so long as 
he’s Commandant," he said to Mark- 
art,

Such
tween them and her. She sat on for a 
long while, watching the junction of 
the streams and the broad current 
which flowed onward past the Palace, 
on its long Journey to the sea. Then 
she rose with a sigh; the time drew 
near .for a French lesson. Marie Zer
kovitch had already got her two pu- j 
pits.

When General Stenovics had ridden 
three or four hundred yards, he beck
oned his aide-de-camp and secretary— 
for Markart’s functions were both 
military and civil—to his side.

"We're last of all, I suppose?" he 
asked.

The bullet But, of course, discipline !
she is gone.”

"She said—said nothing about me?” 
"You'll see there’s a letter for you 

on the small, table in the window 
there.”

"Oh yes! Thank you."
"Your room Is ’ ready for you to

night.”
“I’ve dined. I shall want nothing. 

Good-night” '• ’
Sophy walked over to the little table 

In the window, and for a few moments 
stood looking at ,the envelope which 
lay there, addressed to her in Lady 
Mag’s sprawling hand. The stately 
room in the Rue de Grenelle seemed 
filled with a picture which its walls 
had never seen; old words re-echoed in 
Sophy’s ears: “If I want you to go 
I’ll put a hundred-pound note in an en
velope and send it to you; upon which 
you'll go, and no reasons given ! Is it 
agreed?” As if from a long way off, 
she heard a servant-girl answer: "It 
sounds all right." She saw the old elm- 
trees at Morpingham, and heard the 
wind murmur in their boughs; Pindar 
chuckled, and Julia Robins’s eyes were 
wet with tears.

“And no reasons given!" 
sounded all right—before five years of 
intimacy and a life transformed. It 

Bounded different now. Yet the agree
ment had been made between the 
strange lady and the eager girl. Nor 
were reasons hard to find. They stood 
out brutally plain. Having sent her 
prophet to the right about, Lady Meg 
wanted no more of her medium — her 
most disappointing medium. "They" 
would not speak through Sophy; per
haps Lady Meg did not want them to 
epeak at all.

Sophy tore the envelops right across 
Its breadth and shook out the flimsy 
paper within. It was folded in four. 
She did not trouble to open It. Lady 
Meg was a woman of her word, and 
here was the hundred-pound note of the 
Bank of England—"upon whilch you’ll 
go, and no reasons given!" With a bit
ter smile she noticed that the note 

soiled, the foldings (fid, the edges

trouble!" she said, softly. see. General Stenovics offered no
her with him back to the w indow.

“May I go and see them and cheer 
them up a bit, sir, instead of coming 
with you to the Palace?” asked that

I
I
I good-natured young man.

•ThattymuTtr be Ms Royal Highness | № ceçtainl^ agreed the General

-“Yes—and tell them what fools theyjust crossing the bridge?”
“Yes, sir, that’s his escort.”
“Ah, well, we shall Just do it! And 

who, pray”—the General turned round 
to his companion—“is that remarkable- 
looking woman you’ve managed to pick 
up?”

are,” he said, with a smile.
Markart found the imprisoned offi

cers at wine after their dinner; the 
men had resigned themselves to fate 
and gone to bed.

Markart told what he knew of Made- his message with 
moiselle de Gruche; it was not much. simplicity.

“A friend of the Zqrkovltches? That’s Sled uneasily-he had a high falsetto 
A nice fellow, Zerkovitch—and laugh. Lieutenant Sterkoff frowned 

And your peevishly.
| out a vicious oath and brought hls 

“I can hardly call her that, General.” great fist down on the table.
"Tut tut! You’re irresistible, I know. | evening isn’t finished yet,"

Your friend—what did you tell her?” I “But for this cursed fellow I should 
“Nothing, on my Tionor.” The young have been dining with Vera at the

’ Hotel de Paris tonight !”

my heart goes! When do you go?” I don’t

Strasburg. We are to be of MacMa- and the little bundle of letters, 
hon’s corps.”

“in an hour?”
did npt forget. With a sore wound hi 

| her heart she turned to face a future 
’ dark, uncertain, empty of all she had 

thev loved. And had she seen Marie Zerko-
l Markart delivered

his usual urbane 
Lieutenant Rastatz gig-“Yes."

"Your 
made ?”

"Yes.”
“And you are freer

preparations — are
vitch’s shudder. Did she remember 
again, as she had remembered by the 
Calvaire at Fontainebleau, how Pharos 
had said that what she loved died? She

good.
his wife’s quite charming. Captain Mistitch rappedcity has a population bordering on a 

hundred thousand, and, besides being a 
respectable export and centre of dis
tribution for a rich pastoral and agri- 
cultual county, it transacts a respect
able export trade in hides and timber. 
It was possible for a careful man to 
grow rich in Slavna, even though he 
were not a politician nor a Government 
official.

I’m putting my for-
friend----- ?”“Yes.”J “The"Then you’ve an hour to make me had bidden Cislmlr not fight thinking 

sure I love you!”
He answered as to a woman of his and died.

Comtesse.”
"The Countess Eillenburg? Marie has 

told me something about her.”
“Ah !

friend of hers ?"
"Not intimate, I think.

Countess

he said.of her. Thinking of her, he had fought 
All she ever wrote aboutIt had

her departure is one sentence—“I wentown stock.
“I have an hour now—and all the to Kravonia In sheer despair of the old

life; I had to have something new."
Stricken she event forth from the 

stricken city, where hundreds of men 
were cutting down the trees beneath 
whose shade she had oftep walked and 
ridden with her lover.

Madame Zerkovitch is a colored and looked a trifle alarm- 
But Stenovics’s manner was one 

•of friendly amusement.
“For an example of your ’nothing,’ ” 

he went on, “you told her that the 
King was an amiable man?”

"Oh, possibly, General.”
"That the Countess was a little—just 

a little—too scruplous?”
“It was nothing, surely, to say that?”
“That we all want the Prince to

man
Whereupon proper condolences were 

offered to their Captain by his subal
terns, who, in fact, held him in no 
small degree of fear. He was a huge 
fellow, six feet three and broad as a 
door; a great bruiser and a duellist of 
fame; hls nickname was Hercules. 
His florid face was flushed now with 
hot anger, and he drank his wine in 
big gulps.

"How long are we to stand it ?” he 
growled. “Are we school-girls ?”

"Come, come, it’s only for one even
ing,” pleaded Markart. "One quiet 
evening won’t hurt even Captain Her
cules !"

ed.campaign,” said he. And is the 
oppressively respectable,

IV. Captain Markart ?"
“Women in her position always are,” 

said the Captain, with an affected 
sigh: his round, chubby face was 
wrinkled with merriment. “You see, 

Jrganatic marriage isn’t such a

Two or three years earlier, an enter
prising Frenchmen of the name of 
Rousseau had .determined to provide 
Slavna with a first-rate modern hotel 
and cafe. Nothing could have consort
ed better with the views of King Alexis

THE PICTURE AND THE STAR.

The letter which gives Julia Robins 
the history of that Sunday—so event
ful alike for France and for Sophy— 
is the last word of hers from Paris.
Julia attached importance to it, per
haps for its romantic flavor, perhaps
because she fancied that danger thousand years or
threatened her friend. At any rate, she many dynasties the capitol of Kravonia, 
bestowed it with the care she gave to ls an isjand aet in a plain. It lies in 
the later latters, and did not expose it 1 the broad valley of the Krath, which at

this point flows due cast. Immediately 
above the city the river divides into two 
branches, known as the North and | 
South livers; Slavna is clasped in the 

happens—unless Casimir embrace of these channels. Conditioned 
tells me to meet him in Berlin!” " by their course, its form Is not circular. 

The rash comprehensiveness of j but pear-shaped, for they oend out in 
"whatever happens” was not for times gradual broad curves to their greatest 
like those, when neither man nor na- distance from one another, reapproaeh- 
tlon knew what fate an hour held; but ing quickly after that point is passed 
for three weeks more she abode with till they meet again at the end—or, 
Marie Zerkovitch. Marie was much [ rather, what was originally the end—of 
disturbed in her mind. Zerkovitch had | the city to the east; the single reunited 
begun to send her ominous letters , river may stand for the stalk of the 
from the front—or as near thereto as 
he could get; the burden of them was 
that things looked bad for the French, 
and that her hold on Paris should be 
a loose one. He urged her to go home, 
where he would join her—for a visit 
at all events, very likely to stay.
Marie began to talk of going home in 
a week or so; but she lingered on 
for the sake of being nearer the 

of the war. So, amid 
rumors of unreal victories

L
a m
well-established institution here as in 
some other countries. Oh, it’s legal 
enough, no doubt, if it’s agreed to on 
that basis. But the Stcfanovitches 
have in the past often made non-royal 
marriages—with their own subjects 

Well, there was nobody 
Alexis got

THE NAME-DAY OF THE KING. Stefanovitch, and Monsieur Rousseau 
obtained, on very favorable terms, a 
large site at the southeast end of the 
city, Just where the North and South 
rivers reunite. Here he built his hostelry, 
and named it pietatis causa, the Hotel 
de Paris. A fine terrace ran along the 
front of the house, abutting on the 
boulevard and affording a pleasant 
view of the royal pank and the Palace 
in the distance on the opposite bank.

On this terrace, it being a fine October 
morning, sat Sophy, drinking a cup of 
chocolate.

The scene before her, if not quite liv
ing up to the name of the hotel, was 
yet animated enough. A score of hand
some carriages drove by, some con
taining gayly dressed ladles, some 
officers in smart uniforms. Other 
officers 
civil 
and
onlookers swelled
set towards the Palace. Awaking from 
a reverie to mark the unwonted stir 
Sophy saw the leaders of the informal 
procession crossing the ornamental iron 
bridge which spanned the Krath, a 
quarter of a mile from where she sat, 
and gave access to the King’s demesne 
on the left bank.

“Right bank—left bank! It sounds 
like home!” she thought to herself, 
smiling perhaps rather bitterly.
“Home!” Her home was now a single 
room over a goldsmith’s shop, where 
she had removed to relieve Marie.
Zerkivitch from a hospitality too 
burdensome, as Sophy, feared, for her 
existing resources to sustain.

The reverie bore breaking; 
been none too pleasant; 
memories disputed place with present 
difficulties. One third or so remained 
of Lady Meg’s one hundred pound 
note. ' Necessity had forced a use of 
money at any cost to pride. When all 
was gone, Sophy would have to depend j |ng hls

what is so often a last and so often s|za of it, I expect, though naturally 
a vain refuge—the teaching of French ; the General doesn’t show me hls hand, 
it was the only subject which she could i only tell you common gossip.” 
claim to teach. Verily it was a poor “I think you hardly do yourself jus- 
prospect ; it was better to look at the tire. You’ve been very Interesting, 
officers and the ladies than to think of 
it—ay, better than to think of Casimir
and what lay in the past. With her engaging candor, "I 
strong will she strove to steel herself somehow the General 

recollection and against me chatter just to the
wants me to, and

I don’t know how he docs

marry?”
-I made only the most general refer

ence to that, sir.”
“That—” he looked harder 

young friend—"the Prince is not popul
ar with the army?”

"On my honor, no!”
“Think, think, Markart.”
Markart searched hls memory; under 

interrogation it accused him; his faoq ^ of it. 
grew rueful.

"I did wish he was more like his 
Majesty. 1-І did say ihe was a Tar-

The ancient city of Slavna, for a 
more and under

at hls

generally.
else for them to marry ! 
promotion in hls first marriage — an 
Italian Bourbon, which is always re
spectable, if not very brilliant, 
gave us a position, and it couldn't be 
thrown away. So the second marriage 

Only —well,

to the hazards which destroyed most of 
its predecessors. It la dated from Marie 
Zerkovitch’s apartment in the Rue du 
рас, and it ends: "I shall stay here, 
whatever

The subaltern backed him with aj
laugh, but Mistitch would have none 

He sat glowering and 
drinking still, not to be soothed and 
decidedly dangerous, 
the square came

That
was
black wjiere they were exposed. She 
had no doubt that all these years Lady 
Meg had carried it about, so as to oe 
ready for the literal fulfillment of her 
sond.

"Upon which," said Sophy, “I go.’”
The bitter smile lasted perhaps a 

minute more; then the girl flung her
self into a chair in a fit of tears as blt- 

She had
Lady Meg's mad purpose, and 

She was flung aside. Very likely she 
had grown hateful—she, the wiitness of 
Insane whims now past and out of 

The dismissal might not be un-

From across 
the sound of 

music and singing from the Golden 
Lion. Again Mistitch banged the table.

had to be morganatic, 
women are ambitious, and she has a 
young son who bears the King’s name 
—a boy twelve years eld."

He looked reflectively at his pollsh- 
Sophy sat in thoughtful 

silence. A Ji' gle of swords and the markably
clatter of hoofs roused them. A troop knows something about us 
of soldiers rode by. Their uniform You're an admirable 
was the same smart tunic of light stranger, Markart.” 
blue, with black facirgs, as adorned "I hope you're not annoyed, sir. 1 
Captain Markart’s shapely person. —I didn’t tell any secrets?

"All, here’s the Prince !” said Mark- “Certainly not, Markart. Three bits 
art, rising briskly to his feet. Sophy of gossip and one lie don’t make up a 
fallowed hls example, though more in secret between them. Come we must

tar."
Stenovics chuckled in apparent satis

faction at his own perspicacity. But 
his only comment was: “Then your re

young friend 
already, 

cicerone to a

I "Listen there!” he said. "That’s pleas
ant hearing while we’re shut up like 
rats in a trap—and all Slavna laughing 
at us!”

Markart shrugged his shoulders and 
smoked in silence; to argue with the 
man was to court a quarrel; he began 
to repent of hls well-meaet visit. Mis
titch drained his glass.

“But some of us have a bit of spirit 
left, and so Master Sergius shall see,” 
he went on. He put out a great hand 
on either side and caught Sterkoff and 
Rastatz by their wrists. “We’re the 
fellows to show him!” he cried.

Sterkoff seemed no bad choice for such 
an enterprise—a wiry, active fellow, 
with a determined, if disagreeable, face, 
and a nasty squint in hls right eye. But 
Rastatz, with his slim figure weak 
mouth, and high laugh, promised no 
great help; yet in him fear of Mistitch 
might overcome all other fear.

“Yes, we three ’ll show him! And 
now”—he rose to his feet, dragging the 
pair up with ihm—"for a song and a 
bottle at the Golden Lion!"

Rastatz gasped, even Sterkoff started. 
Markart laughed: it could be nothing 
more than a mad joke. Cashiering was 
the least punishment which would 
await the act.

“Yes, we three together!" He releas
ed them for a moment and caught up 
his sword and cap. Then he seized 
Rastatz’s wrist again and squeezed it 
savagely. “Come out of your trap w 1th 
me, you rat!” he growled, i:i savage 
amusement at the young man’s fright
ened face.

ed boots. handsome

walked by; 
journalists, 

line of 
the stream which

rode or 
functionaries, 

straggling

served—or failed to pear.
In the old days the position was a 

strong one; nowadays it is obviously 
much less defensible; and those in 
power had recognized this fact in two 
ways—first by allocating money for a 
new and scientific system of fortifica
tions; secondly by destroyirfg almost en
tirely the ancient and out-of-date walls 
which had once been the protection of 
the city. Part of the wall on the north 
side, Indeed, still stood, but where ' it 
had escaped ruin it was encumbered 
and built over with warehouses and 
wharves; for the North River is the 

Casimir had found time and oppor- channel of commerce and the medluniof 
tunlty to send Sophy some half-dozen trade with the country round about. . o 
notes (assuming she preserved all she the south the wall has been entirely de- 
received. On the fifth of August, the ' mollshed, its site being occupied by a 
eve of Worth, he wrote at somewhat boulevard, onto which faces a 11 - of
greater length: ‘It is night. I am off handsome modern residences—for as t e 
duty for an hour. I have been in the J North River is for trade, so the Soqt i 
saddle full twelve hours, and I believe 1 is for pleasure—and this boulevard has 
that, except the sentries and the out- j been carried across the stream and bo- 
posts, I am the only man awake. We , yond the old limits of the city, and 
need to sleep. The Red Star, which for a mile or farther on the right bank 
shines everywhere for me, shines for all of the reunited Krath, forming a de- 
of us over our bivouac tonight. It must і li.ghtful and well-shaded promenade 
be that we fight tomorrow. Fritz is irt ' where the citizens are accustomed o 
front of us. and tomorrow he will come take their various forms of exerc ise. 
on. The Marshal must stop him and ! Opposite to it, on the left bank, lies

the park attached to the palace. That 
building Itself, dating from 1820 and re
grettably typical of the style of Its 
period, faces the river on the left bank 
just where the stream takes a broad 

to the south, giving a rounded 
margin to the King's pleasure grounds.
Belo.v the Palace there soon comes open 
country On both banks. The boulevard 
merges in the main post-rpad to Volseni 
and to the mountains which form the
eastern frontier o£ *.he kingdom. At this hour was too early for the citizens, and k it's quite uncnscius n my part. I seem

ter.
8CTV a

favor.
raturai; but, tor all their bargain, the 
manner was Inhuman. They had lived 
and eaten and drunk together tor so 
long. Had there been no touch of at- 

softening of the heart ? It

get along.”
Markart's face cleared; 

served that the general did not tell him 
which was the lie.

This day Sophy began a diary; the 
first entry is dated that afternoon. Her 
prescience—or presentiment—was not 
at fault. From today events moved 
fast, and she was strangely caught up 
in the revolutions of the wheel.

curiosity than respect.
The young man at the head of the 

troops returned Markart's salute, but 
was apparently unconscious of the in
dividual from whom it proceeded. He 
rodo by without turning his head or 
giving a glance in the direction of 
the cafe terrace, 
profile, with a straight nose, rather 
short, and a pale cheek: there vvas 
little, trace of the Bourbon side of the

but he ob-

ltewe 
the
and the tidings of reverses only too 
real, If not yet great, the two women 
waited.

fection, no 
eeemed not—It seemed not. Sophy wept 
and wondered. "Oh, that I had 
never left you, Julia!" she cries J" 
her letter, and no doubt cried now; for 
Julia had given her a friend's love. If 
Lady Meg had given her only what 
one spares for a dog — a kind 
word before he ls banished, a friendly

Sophy saw a refined

II.pedigree.
"He’s on hii promotion, too,” con

tinued the loquacious and irreverent 
Captain, as he resumed his seat. "They 
want a fish for him—something Ger-

Poor

lament at parting!
Suddenly through the window came 

shrill voice: “Vive la guerre!”
to her feet, caught up

AT THE GOLDEN LION.
it had 

in it sad
Ж boy’s

Sophy sprang 
the dirty note, and thrust it inside her 
■„love. Without delay, seemingly with- 

I out 'hesitation, she left the house, 
I passed swiftly along the street, and 
lytnade for the Pont Royal. She was 

bound for the other bank and for the 
Boulevard des Italiens, where Casimir 

had his lodging. The stream 
of traffic set with her. She heeded it 

full of excited

of the King’sIt was the evening 
name-day. There was a banquet at the 
Palace, and the lights In its windows 
twinkled in sympathetic response to 
the illuminations which blazed on the 

and principal resi-

man, with a resounding name, 
fellow !”

“Well. It's hls duty," said Sophy. 
"Somebody who’ll keep the Countess 

in order, eh ?” smiled Markart, twirl- 
“That’s about the

runs
:

public buildings 
dences of Slavna. 
ings and revelry filled the night. The 
restaurant of the Hotel de Paris was 
crowded, every seat on its terrace oc
cupied; the old Inn of the Golden Lion, 
opposite the barracks in the Square of 
st. Michael, a favorite resort of the 
officers of the garrison, did a trade no 
less good; humbler hostelrtes were full 

soldiers and the

Everywhere feast-
mustache.

on
de Sevres

spoil his game; if we don't go forward 
row, we must go back. It will be the 
first big clash—and a big one, I think. 
It will be. Our fellows are In fine heart 
(I wish their “boots were as good), but 
those devils over there—well, they can 
fight, too, and Fritz can get every 
ounce out of them. I am thinking of 
glory and of you. Is it not one and 
the same thing? For, In that hour, I 
didn’t make you sure! I know it. Sophy 
I'm hardly sorry for it.

not. The Streets were 
groups, but there was 
mult yet. Men were 
the latest editions of the papers, 
phy pushed on till she reached Casl- 
mir's house. She was known there. Her 
coming caused surprise to the con
verge—it was not the proper thing: 
but he made no difficulty. He showed 
her to Caslmir’s sitting-room, but of 
Casimir he could give no information,

no great tu- 
eagerly reading Captain Markart.”

“I tell you what," he said, with an 
believe that

So-
P\\ eep

streets 
and fe- 

honest and

of private 
themselves of revelers male

makes
extent

then
against 
apprehension.

The cafe was nearly deserted;
male, military and civil, 
dishonest, drunk.and sober. Slavna had 
given itself up to a frolic; for, flrst, ж

Г he 
the stops me. (To be continued.)

It seems
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