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, it will be impossible to detect the impos- |
ture. You will stay here and play mYl
You dre a lady, you are | part, and I shall slip away disgutsed in|
Lord Merehaven ‘ my clothes. ls that ten o'clock strking? |
you will probably not see all the evening, ! I must fly. Ihave one or two little things |
Lady Merehaven' is quite short-sighted. | to get from my bedroom. Meanwhile, you |
And she never expects me to help to.en- | can study those few points for instruction |
tertain her guests. There will be a mob | that I have written on this eheet of paper. |
of people here presently, and there is| Study them carefully, because one or two |
safety in numbers. A little tact, a little | of them really are of importance.” i
watchful discretion,. and the thing is| Vera was back again in & moment, and |
I done.” ready to depart. The drama was about to

Vera Galloway spoke begin in earnest now, and Jessie felt her|

A

CHAPTER 1I.—(Continued.)

“Why not?
accustomed to society.

rapidly and with |
a passionate entreaty in her voice. Her | heart beating a little faster. As the two |
beautiful face was very earnest. Jessie { passed down the stairs together, they
felt that she was giving way already. could eee that the handsome suite of rooms
“1 might manage it,” she admitted du- | on the first floor were rapidly filling. One

biously. “But how did you come to hear | or two guests ‘nodded to Jessie, and she
of me?”’ forced a emile in reply. It was confueing |
“My cousin, Ronald Hope, told me. | to be recognized like this without know-|

ing who the other people were. Jessie
began to realize the full magnitude of the
task before her.

“I am not in the least satisfied .with |
your explanation,” she said, in a very fair |
imitation ¢f Vera Galloway’s voice, After |
all there is a great sameness In the €0- |
ciety tones of a woman. “I am very sorry |
to trouble you as the hour is late, but 1)
must have it back tonight. Bannister, |
whatever time this young person comes |
back, see that she is not sent away, and |
ask her in to the little morning room.
And send for me.”

The big footman bowed, and Vera Gall-
oway - slipped into the street. Not
only had she got away safely, but she!
had -also achieved a way for a eafe re-
turn. Jessie wondered what <was the
meaning of all this secresy and. clever by-
play. Surely there must be more than
one keen eye watching the movements of
Vera Galloway. The knowledge. thrilled
Jessie, for if those keen eyes were about
they would be turned just as intently
upon her. A strange man came up to her
and held out his hand. He wanted to
know if Miss Galloway enjoyed the
Sheringham’s dance  last night. Jessie
shdugged her shoulders, and replied that
the dance was about as enjoyable as most
of that class of thing. She was on her
| guard now, and resolved to be careful.
One etep might spoil everything and lead
to an exposure, the consequences of which
were altogether too terrible to contem-
plate.

The strange man was followed by others;
then a pretty fair girl fluttered up to
Jessie and kissed her, with the whispered
question as to whether there was going
to be any biidge or not. Would Vera
go and find Amy Macklin and Connie, and |
bring them over to the other side of the |
room? "With a nod and a smile Jessie
slipped  away, resolving that she would |
give the fair gir]l a wide berth for the|
remainder of the evening. In an amused
kind of way she wondered what Amy and |
Connie were like. It:looked as if the|
evening were going to be a long series ofi
evasions. There was a flutter in the great
saloon presently as the hostess came into
the room, presently followed by the state-!
ly lady with the diamond tiara in her hair. |

The guests were bowing rgnt and left. |
Presently the Queen of Asturia was es-|

Ronald knew all your people in the old
iduys. Do you recollect him?”

Jessie blushed slightly. She recollected
{Captain Hope perfectly well. And deep
down in her heart she had &' feeling that,
“if things had turned out differently, she
and Ronald Hope had been a little more
than mere acquaintances by this time.
| But when the crash came, Jessie had put
‘the Captain resolutely aside with her
other friends.

“Well, Ronald told me,” Vera Ga_,llo-
way went on. “I fancy Ronald admired
vou. He often mentioned your name to

{tween us. He would have found you if
‘he could. Then out of curiosity I asked
a man called Beryll, who is a noted gos-
sip, what had become of Colonel Hacker

Harcourt’s daughters, and he said one of
them was in_a milliner’s shop in Bond
‘street, he belleved Madame Malmaison’s.
Mind you, I was only mildly curious to
see you. But today the brobding trouble
came, and I was at my wits ends for a
way out. Then the scheme suddenly
came to me, and I called at Malmaison’s
. this morning with a message for a friend.
. You did not see me, but I saw you.
My mind was made up at once, hence my
‘note to you. . . And now I am sure
}that you are going to help me.”

“I am going to help you to do anything
you require,” Jessie said, ‘‘because 1 feel
‘eure that I am on the side of a good
cauee.”

“I gwear it,” Vera said with a passion-
‘ate emphasis. “For the honor of a noble
house, for the reputation of the man 3
Nove. And you shall never regret it,
never. You shall leave that hateful busi-
ness for ever. . .. But come this way
—there are many things that 1 have to
show you.”

Jegsie followed obediently- into the icor-
ridor a little behind Vera, and in the at-
titude of ome who feels and admits her
great social inferiority. They came at
length to a large double window opening
on to some leads, and then descending by
a flight of steps to the garden. The thing
was safer than at first appeared, for there
were roll shutters to the windows.

1t was very quiet and still in the gar-
den. with its close-shaven lawns and the
clinging scent of the roses. The silent
parterre would be gay with a giddy, chat-
tering mob of Society people before long, | oxcitement passed off. Jessie hoped to|
Yera }mmer.ﬂy explained. Iﬂd"f )Ie}'e- find that it would be all right, but a new |
haven was giving a great Teception, fol-| terror was added to the situation. She,.
Jowing a diplomatic dinner to the foreign | tho ghop-girl, was actually in the presence |
Legation by Lord Merehaven. Jessie- had | of 4 real queen, perhaps the most roman-|
forgotten for the moment that Tord| 4. figure in KEurope at the present mo-|
Merehaven was Secretary for Foreign Af-| ment. Jessie recalled all ' the strange
fairs. ; - - stories she had heard of the ruling houh'e}

The big windows at the back of the I of Asturia, of its intrigues and fiery con-
dining room were open to the garden; the | ginicias, She was thinking of it still,

Toom Wwas one.bhze of light, that flick- | jespite the fact that a gleat diva 2 |
ered over old silver and 'prfcelesg glass on | singing, and accompanied on the piano by |
banks of flowers and red wines in Bohem- | | pianist whose Teputation was as greatl
ian decanters.A score or more men WeI€ |, .. 5wn A glim-waisted attache cross- “
there, all of them distinguishgd with stars | .o 4y mom‘ ail booid eiore | Jesse,
and ribbons and collare. Very rapidly | bringing his heels together with a click |
Vera picked them out one‘by one. Jessie| .. " "t approved court military |
felt just a little bewildered as great, fam-| ¢ oo 4
iliar names tripped off the tongue of her “Pardon me the rudeness, Mademoiselle |
companion. A strange position for one|y.. " pup her Highness would speak to
y you. When you meet the princess, the|
lady on the left of the queen will vacate
her chair. It is to look as natural -as |
possible.” \ |

Jessie expressed her delight at the hon- |
or. But her heart was beating more|
painfully just now than it had done any
time during the evening.The thing was €0
staggering and unexpected. Was it poss-
ible that the queen knew of the deception,
and was party to the plot? But that
theory was impossible. A .royal guest
ocould not be privy to euch a trick upen
her hostess. :

With her head in a whirl but her senses
quite alert, Jemsie crossed the room. As
she came close to the queen, a lady-in-
waiting rose up gquite casually and moved
away, and Jessie slipped into the vacant
seat. She could see now how lined and
wearisome behind the emile was the face
of the Queen of Asturia. And yet it wes
one of the most boautiful faces in the
world.

“You are not sunprised that I have sent
for you, cherie?”’ the queen asked.

“No, Madame,” Jessie vreplied. She
hoped that the epithet was correct. “If
there is anything that I can do—"

“Dear child, there is something you can
do presently,” the queen went on. “We
have managed to eave him tonight. Yon
know who I mean. But the danger is
just as terribly imminent as it was last
night. Of course, you know that General
Maxgregor is coming here presently?’ |

“I suppowe ®0,”’ Jessie murmured. “At |

|

a shop-girl.

“We ~will walk back through the house,”
Vera Galloway said. “I must ehow you
‘my aunt. Some of the guests are begin-
ning to arrive, I see. Come this way.”

Already a knot of well-dressed women
filled the hall. Coming down the stairs
nvas the magnificent woman with the dia-
mond tiare, the woman who had helped
along the corridor the man with the lhelp-
Jess limbs. Jessie elevated her eyebrows
as the great lady passed.

“The Queen of Asturia,” Vera whisper-
ed. “You have forgotten to lower your
veil. Yes, the Queen of Asturia. She

in- her private room. You have eeen her
before?”

“Yes” Jessie replied. “It was just
now.Somehody whispered to me to put
out the lights. As I sat in the dark I
saw-—but I don’t want to appear inquifi-
1ive. i

“Oh, T know. It was I who called to
you from my bedroom to put the lights
out. I had no wish for that strange scene
on the etairs to be. . . you understand ”

“And the sick man? He ig one whose
mame I ought to know, perhaps.”

“Well yes. Whisper—come close, so that
nobody can hear. That was the King of
Asturia, You think he was ill. Nothing
of the kind. Mark you, the Queen of
Asturia is the best of women, She is good
and kind—she is a patriot to her finger
tips. And he—the king—is one of the

reatest scoundrels in Murope, In a way A / ( !
igt is besause of him that ;gue are here to- I;ﬁ:;;" it would not surprise me. You scc, |
night. The whole dreadful complication is “Ol;me-—- - : :
rooted in a throne, And that scoundrel coume it wduld not surprise you.|
has brought it all about. Don’t ask me How strangely you speak tonight. Those
more, for the eecret is mot wholly mine.” who are watching us cannol posibly de-

All this Vera Galloway vouchsafed in a
thrilling whisper, Jessie was feeling more
and more bewildered. But whe was not
going back on ‘her promise now. The
strange scenc she had witnes.ed in the |
corridor came again to her with fresh
force, The ruler of Asturia might be a
scoundrel, but he certainly was a scoun-
drel who was sick unto death,

“We will go back to my room now,”
Vera said, “Fiiet Jet me dwmigs my
maid, saying that 1 have decided not 10
change my dress, Go up the slaits as if
I had sent you for something, You will
see how necessary it is to get my maid out
of the way.”

The bedroom door was locked again,
and Vera proceeded to strip off her dvew,
asking Jessie to do the sams, In o little
time the girls were transformed, T'he
matter of the hair was a difficulty, but
it was accomplished presently, A little
while Jater and Jessie stood before the

duet anything from the presence of Gen- |
eral Maxgregor at you aunt’s rceception,
When he comew you are to attach your-
self to him, Take him inlo the garden.
Then go up those steps leading to the
corridor and &hut the General in tho wit-|
{ing-room next to your dressingroom -|
the next room to where he is, in fact,|
And when that is dono come to me, and
in a-loud voice ask me to come and ses|
the pletures phat you wpoke of, Then I
shall bs able to s the General in pri-|
vate, Then you can wail in the ganden
by the fountain till ons or both of ns|
come down again, 1 want you to under |
wtand this quite clearly, for heaven only !
knoww how earefully I am watened, |

Jossie murmured tespeetiurly that ahe |
knew eyerything, All the same, she wns|
quite at # leas to kuow how she was to |

|
|

identify the General Maxgregor when ha|
did eome, The mystery of the whole |
thing was becoming more and more be- |
elass wondering if sonie other soul had | wildering, Clearly Vera Galloway wus
taken possession of her body, On the! deep in the mu!idemu of the queen, nnd;l
other hand, Vera Galloway was trans-|yelL &t the eams time she had carefully |
formed into a demurelooking shop assist- coneealed from her majesty the fact Lhut}
ant waiting a customers’ ordems. she had substituted a perfect wtranger for |

« T declare that nobody will know | hemelf. It wes a daring trick to play |
the difference,” she said, “Unless|upon po exhalted a personage, but \eral
you are iq a very strong lhght, had 1 t hesitated to do it. And Jessie

| she said.
{ —I had better go nowt”’

| way.
{ smoothly.
reaching the hall to see Prince Boris!
Mazaroff bending over a very pretty girl |
who was dalntily eatin

| for a moment It nomucg
| must be discovered
that in her party dress nnd with her hair
8o elaborately arranged, ahe would pre-

more than a strange lkeness to the Bond
| street shopgirl, At any rate, it would be
| nocessary to take the risk.

| delay.

corted to a seat, and the little thril of

lin the presence of the Russian here, see-

| . !
felt that Vera Galloway was all for the

cause of the queen,
“I will lie in wait for the General,” |
“There is no time to he lost

Jessie rose and howed and went her |
So far everything had gone quitei
But it was a painful shock on |

an ice there, Just |
to Jeswale that she
Then she reflected

sent to the eyes of the Ruesian nothing

The prince
was too deep in hla flirtation to see any-
body at present.

Once tore Jessie breathed freely. She
would linger here in the hall until General

Maxgregor  came. He would be
announced on his entrance, so that
Jeasie would have to ask no questions.

Some little time elapsed before a big man
1\\”I’]t.h a fine, resolute face came into the
hall,

Somebody whispered the name of Max-
gregor, and Jessie looked up eagerly. The
man’s name had a foreign flavor—his uni-
form undoubtedly was; and yet Jessie felt
quite sure that she was looking at the
face of an Englishman. She had almost
forgotten her part for the moment, when
the General turned eagerly to her.

“T’ll go upstairs presently,” he murmur-
ed. “You understand how imperative it
is that I should see the queen without
It is all arranged, of course. Does
the queen know” i

“The queen knows everything, Gen-

eral,” Jessie said. She felt on quite firm
ground now. “Let us stroll into the gar-
den as if we were looking for somebody.
Then I will admit you to the room where
the queen will meet you presently. Yes,
that is a very fine specimen of o Rom-
ney.” )
The last words were uttered aloud. Once
in the garden the two hurried on up the
steps of the corridor. From a distance
came the divine notes of the diva uplift-
ed in some passionate love song. At an-
other time Jessie would have found the
music enchanting. As it was, she hurried
back to the salon and made her way to
the queen’s side. One glance and a word
were sufficient.

The song died away in a hurricane of
applause. The queen rose and laid her
hand on Jessie’s arm. She was going to
have a look at the pictures, she said. In
a languid way, and as if life was alto-
gether too fatiguing, she walked down the
stairs. But once in the garden her man-
ner altogether changed.

“You managed it?” she demanded. “¥ou
succeeded? Is the General in the room
next to your sitting-room? How wonder-
fully quick and clever you are! Would
that I had a few more like you near me!
Throw that black cloak on the deck chair
yonder over my head and shoulders. Now
show me the way yourself. And when
you have done, go and stand by the foun-
tain yonder, so as to keep the coast clear.
When you see two quick flashes of light
in the window you will know that I am
coming down again.” : i

Very quietly the flight of steps was
mounted ‘and the corridor entered. With
a sign Jessie indicated the room where
General Maxgregor was waiting for the
queen; the door opened, there was a stifl-
ed, strangled cry, and the door was closed
as softly as it had opened. With a heart
beating unspeakably fast, Jessie made her
way into the garden again and stood by
the side of an ornamental fountain as
if she were enjoying the cooling breezes
of the night.

On the whole, she was enjoying the ad-
venture. But she, wanted to think.
Everybody was still in the house Jisten-
ing to the divine notes of the great singer,
so that it was possible to snatch a half
breathing space. And Jessie felt that she
wanted it. She tried to see her way |
through; she was thinking it out when |
the sound of a footstep behind caused her
to look round. She gave a sudden gasp,
and then she appeared to be deeply in-
terested in the gold fish in the fountain.

“l hope he won't address me. I hope |
he will pass without recognition,” was |
Jessie's prayer.

TFor the man strolling directly fowardsi
the fountain was Prince Boris Mazaroﬁ'!l

CHAPTER III
On Guard.

Here was the danger that Jessie had
not expected. She was not surprised to
gee  Prince Boris Mazaroff there; indeed,
she would not have been surprised at
anything after the events of the last few
hours. There was no startling coincidence

ing that he knew everybody worth know-
ing in London, and all society would be
here presently. -

Would he come forward and speak?
Jessie wondered. She would have avoided
the man, but then ./t seemed to be quite
understood that she must stay by the
fountain till the signal was given. All
this had been evidently carefully thought
out before Vera Galloway found it an
imperative necessity to be elsewhere on
this fateful night.

Would Mazaroff penetrate her disguise? |
was the most fateful question that Jessie
asked herself. Of course he would see
the strong likeness between the sham
Vera and the milliner in the Bond street[
shop; but as he appeared to be au fait |
of Lord Merehaven’s house, and presum- |
edly knew Vera, he had doubtless notic- (
ad the likeness before. Jessie recollected |
the girls who had greeted her so smiling- |
ly in the hall, aad reflected that they |
must have known Vera far better than |
this rascally Russian could have done, and |
they had been utterly deceived. “

Mazarofl lounged up
; p |
fountain  and murmured  something |
polite. His manner was €asy |

and polished and courteous now, but that|
it could be very different Jessie knew to|
her cost. She raised her eyes and looked |
the man coldly in the face. She deter-
mined to know once for all whether he

guessed anything or not. But the expres-|

| sion of his face exprossed nothing but a,

sence of disappointment,

“Why do you frown at me like thaf,!
Miss Ve a?' he asled. '“What have T
dona?” [

Jeasio forcod a smile to her lips, Nhe!
could not quite forget her own ego, and
she knew this man to be a scoundrel and
a coward, Through his fault she had come
very elose to starvation, But, she reflected,
cartainly Vera could know nothing of thia,
and ehe must acl exactly as Vera would|
bave done, Jesio wanted all her wits for/
the coming ebrugzgie, i

“Did 1 frown?” she laughed, "If 1 did,
it was certainly not at you, My (houghu}

)

“Leg me guess yeur thoughts,” Mazaroff|
said In a low tone of voica, e reclined his'
elbows on the lip of the fountain so thau!
his face was close to Jeusle's, "I am rath.|
ey good at that kind of thing, You are|
thinking that the queen did not care much
for the piotures,” }

Jossie yepressed a start, There was a|
distinot menace in the speaker’s words, 1f!
they meant anything they meant danger,
and that to the people whose interests it|
was Jessie’s Lo guard, And ehe knew one
thing that Vera Galloway could not POS- |
sibly know—this man was a sooundrel,

| the signal

“You are too subtle for me,” she said.
“What queen do you allude to?”

“There was only one queen in this cdn-
versation, 1 mean the Queen of Asturia.
She left the salon with you to look at cer-
tain pictures, and she was disappointed.
Where is ehe?”

“HBack again in the salon by this time,
doubtless,” Jessie laughed, “I am mnot
quite at home in the presence of royalty.”

The brows of Mazaroff knitted Into a
frown, Hvidently Jessle had accidentally
said some.hing that checkmated him for
the moment.

“And the king?’ he asked. “Do you
know anything about him? Where ls he,
tor example?”’

Jessie shook her head. She was tread-
ing on dangerous ground now, and it be-
hoved her to be careful. The smallest pce-
sible word might lead to misdhief.

“The queen in a great friends of mine,”
Mazaroff went on, and Jcesie knew instant-
ly that he was lying. “She is in damger,
as you may possibly know. You shake
your head, but you could tell a great deal
if you choose. Buf then the niece of a
diplomatist knows the value of silence.”

“’I'he niece of a diplomatist 1°arns a great
deal,” Jemsie eaid coldly.

“Exactly. I hope that I have not offend-
ed you. But certain things are public
property. It is impossible for a crowned
head to disguise his vices. That the King
of Austuria is a hopeless drunkard and a
gambler is known to everyone. He has ex-
hausted his private credit, and his sullen
subjects will not help him any more from
the public funds. It is four years since
the man came to the throne and he has
not been crowned yet. His weakness and
rascalities are Russia’s opportunity.”

“As a good and patriotic Ruseian you
dhould be glad of that,” Jessie saic.

“You are a very clever young lady,”
Mazaroff emiled. ‘““As a Russian, my
country naturally comes first. But then I
2m excezdingly liberal in my political views
and that is why the Czar prefers that I
should more or less live in. Western
Europe. In regard to the Asturian policy
1 do not hold with the views of my im-
perial master at all. At the risk of being
called a traitor I am going to help the
queen. She is a great friend of ‘yours
also?”

“I would do anything in my-power to
help her,” Jessie said guardedly.

The Russian’s eyes gleamed. In a mo-
ment of excitement he laid his hand on
Jessie's arm. The touch filled her with
disgust but ehe endured it.

“Then you never had a better cpportun-
ity than you have at the present moment,”’
Mazaroff whispered. “I have private in-
formation which the queen must kmow at
once. Believe me, I am actuated only by
the purest of motives. - The fact that I
am practically an. exile from my native land
shows where my sympathies lie. I am sick
to death of this Russian earth hunger. 1
know that in the end it will epell ruin
and fevolution and the breaking up of the
State. I can eive Asturia, too.”

“Do I understand that you wamt to see
the queen?”’ Jessie asked.

“That is it,” was the eager response.
“The queen and the king. I expected to
find him elsewhere. I have been looking
for him in one of the'haunts he frequents.
I know that Charles Maxwell was with
him this morning. Did he give you any
hint as to the true state of affairs?”

“I don’t know who you mean?” Jessie
said unguardedly. ‘“The name ig not famil-
iar to me.” .

“QOh, this is absurd!” Mazaroff said with
some show of anger in his voice. “Caution
is one thing, but to deny knowledge of
Lord Me:ehaven’s private and confidential
gecrotary is another matter. Come, this is
pique—a mere lovers’ quarrel, or something
of that kind.”

Jessie recovered hetezlf at once. If Maz-
aroff had not been so angry he eould not
have possibly overlosked so serious a slip
on the part-of his companion. :

“It is very good of you to couple our
names together like this,” Jessie said cold-
ly.

“But my dear young lady, it is‘mot I who? haven would like to say a a few words to | help me,
“Everybody ! you. I am very sorry to detain you, but | relesse.

do it,” Mazaroff protested.
cays €0. You said nothing when Miss
Maitland taxed you with it at the duke’s

on Friday night. Lady Merehaven shrugs| was not a grin of pleasure. He had no, does mot Paul come!”

her shoulders, and says that worse things
might happen. 1f Maxwell were to come
up at this moment—"

Jessie waived the suggestion .aside
~haughtily. This information was exceed-
ingly valuable, but at the same time it in-
volved a possible new danger. If this
Charles Maxwell did come up—but Jessie
did not care to think of that.
turned so that Mazaroff could not see the
expression of her face; she wanted time to
regain comtrol over her features. As she
looked towards the house she saw twice
the quick flash of light in one of the bed-
room windows.

It was the sighal that the queen was|

ready to return to the salon again. Jessie's
duty was plain. It was to hurry back to
the bedroom and attend to the good pleas-
ure of theiqueen. And yet she could not
do it with the man by her side; she could
think of no pretext to get rid of him.
Ii was not as if he had Leen a friend. Maz-
aroff was an enemy of the heads of As-
turia. Poesibly he knew a great deal
more than he cared to say. There had
been a distinct menace in his tone when
he asked how the queen had enjoyed the
pictures. As Jessie’s brain flashed rapid-
ly over the events of the evening, she re-
called to mind the spectacle of the queen-
and the strange lady who dragged the
body of the helpless man between them.
What if that man were the King of As-
turia! Why, Vera Galloway had eaid so!

Jessie felt certain of it—certain ‘that for
some reasons certain people were mot to
know that the King of Asturia was under
Lord Merehaven’s roof, and this fellow
was trying to extract valuable information
from her. As she glanced round once
more the signal flashed out again. For all
Jessie knew to the contrary, time might
be as valuable as a crown of diamends.

to the! But it was quite impossible to move so i speak like that. Great friends as we used |

long as Mazaroff was there.

She looked round for some avenue of
escape. The garden was deserted stil],
for the concert in the ealon was not yet
quite over. Even here the glorious voice
of the prima dona floated clear as a silver

bell, The singer was flinging aloft the |
stirring refrain of some patriotic melody. |
“The ' Aslurian national anthem,” Ma- |

zaroff said softly. ‘“Inspiring, isn't it?”

CHATER 1V.
The Warning Light,
Jaisie could feel rather than s2¢c that
was flaghing out again. She
looked about her for some assistance, Iun
the distance a man camo from the direc-

tion of the house, In the semi-darknoss |

he pamwsed to light a cignrette, and the
refloction of the match whone on hig face,
Jessie started, and hoer face flushed, It

seemed as if the stars were fighting for hepr !

tonight, £he resoguized the aark, lrregu-
Jar features beaind vhe glow of the match,

she had made up her mind what to do. |

surely the queen would understand that

there was eawse for delay, thdt some un-

forseen danger threatened, §
The man with the cigarette atrolled close
by the fountain, He had hls hands be-

hind him, and appeared to be %dunge.l in|
the foun- |

thoughf, e would have pasiec
tain altogether without secing the two

stading there, only Jessie called to him to |

stop in a clear gay voice.
“Have vyou lost anything

She half|

Hope?” ehe asked. “Won'y you eome and
tell us what it is

Jessie's voice was perfectly steady, but
her heart was beating to suffocation now.
For Vera’s cousin, Captain Ronald Hope,
was perfectly well known to her in her|
own private capacity as Jessie Hareourt. |
Hope had been a frequent visitor at her
father's house in the old daye, and Jessie
had had her dreams.

Had he not inspired Vera's daring schemel |
Hope had not forgotten her, thuugh she
had elected to dlsappear and leave no slgn,
the girl knew full well; for had not Hope
told Vera Galloway of the marvelipus like-
nees botween hervelf and Jeselo Hurcourt?

It was a critical moment. That Hope
bad cared for her Jessie wall knew, though
she sternly told her heart that it wae not
| to be. Would he recognize her and pene-
trate her disguise? If the eyes of love are
blind in some ways they make up for it in
others. Jeneie's heart seemed to etand wtill
an E:YU raieed his crushed hat and came
lelsurely up the steps of the fountain. |

“I was looking for my lost and wasted
youth, Miss Galloway,” he said. “How
are you, Prince? What a night!”

“A qight for lovers,” Mazaroff said,
though Jemsie could see that he was ter-
ribly annoyed at the interruption of their
conversation. ‘‘Reminds one of birds and
nightingales end rose bowers. Positively,
I think of the days when I used to eend
| valentines and love tokens to my many
| sweethearts.”

“And what does it remind you of, Cap-
tain Hope?”’ Jessie asked.

“You always remind me of my friend
Jessie Harcourt,” Hope said. ‘“The more
I see of you, the more I see the likeness.”

“The little shopgirl in Bond Street,”
Mazaroff burst out. “I have met her. Ah,
yes.” /
“We are waiting for Captain Hope to
tell us what the evening reminds him of,”"
Jessie said hurriedly.

“Certainly,” Captain Hope said. “Af-
terwards I may want to ask Prince Maz-
aroff a question. This reminds me of a
night three yeams ago—a night in a lovely
lane, with the moon 1ising at the end of
it. Of course, there was a man and a
woman in the lane, and they talked of the
future. They picked some flowers, so as
to be in tune with the picture. They
picked dog roses—"’ ;

‘“Your heart and mine,” played out with

the petals,” “Jessie laughed. “Do you;
know the other form of blowing the seed
from a dandelion, only you use rose petals
instead ?” ’
. There was a swift change on the face of
Captain Hope. His face paled under the
healthy tan as he looked quickly at Jessie.
‘Lheir eyes met just for a moment—there
was a flash of understanding between
them. Mazaroff saw nothing, for he was
lighting a cigar by the lip of the fountain.
Jessie broke into some nonsense, only it
was quite uncertain if she knew what she
was saying. She appealed to Mazaroff, and
as she did so she knocked the cigar that
he had laid on the edge of the fountain so
that it rolled~ down the steps on to the
grass.

“How excessively clumsy of me!” Jessie
cried. “Let me get it back for you, Prince
Boris.”

With a smile Prince Mazaroff proceeded
to regain his cigar. Quick as a flash Ronald
Hope turned to Jessie. :

“What is it you want?” he asked. “What
am I to do to help you? Only say the
word.” :

“Get rid of that man,” Jessie panted.
“I can’t explain now. Only get rid of that
man and see that he is kept out of the
! way for at least ten minutes. Then you!
| can return to me if you like.” !
| Hope nodded. He appeared to have |
| grasped the situation. With some common-

place on his lips he passed leisurely to-
wards the house. Before Mazaroff could
take up the broken threads of the

subject a young man, who might have!
been in the diplomatic eervice, came hur- |
rying to the spot. !

“I have been looking evervwhere for |
| you, Prince Boris” he said. “Lord Mere- |

{ this is a matter of importance.” i
i Mazaroff’s teeth flashed in a grin \vhich"
‘-,gluapioion that this had been all arranged !
in the brief moment that he was looking |
| for his cigar, the thing seemed genuine |
i and spontaneous, With one word to the |
i effect that he would be back agiin in a
| moment, he followed the secretary.

| Jessie had a little time to breathe at
last. She Jooked round her eagerly, but
the signal was not given again. Qught she
,Lnot to fly up the steps of the corridor?
! the girl asked herself. -As she looked up
again at the now darkened window the
light came up for a moment, and the
'ltigxlre of a man, recognizable as that of
General Maxgregor, stood out in high re- |
lief. The head of _the figure was shaken |
i twice, and the light vanished again. J essie |
could make nothing of it except that she |
was was not to hurry. Whilst she was,

! gtill waiting and wonderiag what to do,1

{

:Captajn Ronald Hope returned. His face |
| was stern, but at the same time there was |
ja tender light in his eyes that told Jessie |
| not to fear. ‘
| “What is the meaning of it all?* he ask- |
"ed “TI never had such a surpsise in my
‘ life. When you spoke about our old sweet- "
;heart pastime of your heart and mme
| played with the petals of the wild rose. 1|
| recognized you for Jessie Harcourt at once
because we invented that game, and theI
| understanding was that we were never|
to tell anybody else. Oh, yes, I see that
you are my dear little Jestie now.”

The tender words thrilled: Jessie, She
spoke with an unsteady emile on her
lips. .

“But you did not recognize me till I
gave you a clue” she said. “Are you very
angry with me, Ronald?”

“I meant to be if ever I found you,”
Hope said. “I am going to be stern. 1
was going to ask you why you had—"

“Dear Ronald, you had no right to|

| to be———-”
| “Oh, yes, I know what you are goingi
to eay. Great friends as we were, 1 had
never told you that I Joved you. But you
knew it perfectly well, without any mere
words of mine; your heart told you so.,
Though I have never kissed you—never €0 |
much as had my arm sbout your waist— |
we knew all the time. And I meant to|
wait till after my long stay in Ireland.|
Then your father died, and you were pen-!
niless, and you disarpeared. My dearest |
| girl, why did you not tell me?” t
“Because you were poor, Ronald. Be-|
cause 1 did not want to stand between!
you and your career, Ada and myself |
| were as proud as we were penniless, And
I thought that you would soon forget.” 1
“Iorget! Impossible to foiget you,
Jessie, 1 am not that kind of man, I
camo here frequently because 1 was try-|
ing to get a diplomatic appointment, |
through my friend (ieneral Maxgregor, 1n |
the Asturian service,
trouble and danger and the ehance of n[
future, And every time that I saw Vera|
Galloway my heart seemed to ache for

the wmight of you, 1 told her
| about you ~often, Now tell me,;
wiy &'d your pride break down,

so suddenly tonight? You might have|
pased for Vera had you not spoken about |
the rcses,”

“I had the most pressing need of your|
assistance,” Jessie maid hoarsely, “I did}
not want to disclose myself, but consci-
ence callel me imperatively, I.dare say |
{ you are wondering why [ am masquerad- |

Captain | ing here as Miss Galloway. and whera «he ' nao more than the

* «And to think that I am passing my

| on the sleeper’s

 of Maxgregor.

wliere there is both [ down from your

is going, T cannot tell you, She only found
me out today, and implored me to come
to her and take her place. My decision
to do #o was not fres frem sordid con-
elderation, 1 have played my part with
success till that ecoudral Mazaroff came
along., At present I am in attendance on
the Queen of Asturia, who is in one of
the roome overhead with General Max-
gregor and o helpless paralylic creature
who 18 1o lems than the King of Asturin,
1 you ask mo about this myetery [ can-
not tell you, The wholo thing was fixed
up in @ desporate hurry, and here I am.
1, was necessary to get Prince Mazaroff
out of the way €0 that the queen could
return without being seen, I ehould not
be purprised to find that Mazarofl was no
more than a vulger Russlan spy efter all.”’

“1 feel pretty well convinced of it,”
Hope said, *'But how long is this to go on,
Jenmie?”’

“Till Miss Galloway comes back dress-
ed in the fashion of the Bond street shop
girl, Then we mhall change dresees, and I
ehall be free to depart.”

Hope whispered something ewcet, and
the oolor.came to Jeesie’s cheeks. She
was feeling resolute and brave enough
now. As ehe turned and glanced at the
upstairs window she saw the light epring
up and the blnd pulled aside. Then a
man, etripped to his ehirt and trousers,
threw up the window and etood upon the
parapet waving his arme wildly and ges-
ticulating the while. A stifled cry came
frém Jessie’s lips. If the man fell to the
ground he would fall on the stone terrace
and be killed on the spot.

But he did not fall; somebody gripped
him from behind, the window was efut}
and the blind fell. There was darkness
for a few seconds, and then the two flash-
es of the signal came once more, sharp
and imperative. : -

CHAPTER V.
Deeper Still.

Puzzled, vaguely alammed, and nervous
as she was, Jessie had been still more deep-
ly thrilled could she have seen into the
room from whence the signal came. She
had escorted the Queen of Asturia there,
and subsequently the man known as Gen-
eral Maxgregor, but why they came and
vhy that secret mesting Jessie did not

now. !

In some vague way Jessie connected the
mystery with the hapless creature whom
she knew now to be the King of Asturia.
Nor was she far wrong. In the dressing-
room beyond the larger room where that
strange interview was to take place, the
hapless man lay on a bed. He might have
been dead, so silent was he and eo still his
breathihg. He lay there in his evening
dress, but there .was nothing about him
to speak of his exalted rank. He wore no
collar or star or any decoration; he might
have been mo more than a drunken waiter
tossed contemptuously out of the way to
lie in a sodden sleep till the effects of his
pptations passed.

The sleeper was small of size and mean
of face, the weak lips hidden with a rag-
ged red moustache; a thin crop of the
same flame-colored hair was on his head.
In fine contrast stood the Queen of As-
turia, regally beautiful, perfectly dressed
and flashing with diamonds. There was
every inch of a queen. But her face was
bitter and -hard, her dark eyes flashed.

life in peril, ruining my health and shat-
tering my nerves for a creature like that!”
she whispered vehemently. “A coward.ly,
dishonest, drunken hog—a man who is
prepared to eacrifice his crown for money
to spend on wine and . cards. Nay, the
crown may be sold by this time for all 1

know.” : ‘
The figure on the bed stirred just a
little. With a look of intense loathing

the queen bent down and laid her head
breast. It seemed to her
that the heart was not moving.
“He must mot die,” she said passionate-
ly. - “He must not die—yet. And yet, Go-_d
I ehould be the happier for his
The weary struggle would be over,
and T could eleep without the fear of his
being murdered before my eyes. Oh, why
The words came as if in protest aga.mst
the speaker’s helplessness. Almost imme-
diately there came a gentle tap at the door,
and General Maxgregor entered. A low,|
fierce cry of delight came from the queen;
che held out a pair of hands that trembled
to the newcomer. There was a flush on
herbeautiful face.now, a look of pleasure
in the splendid eyes. She was more like a |
girl “welcoming her lover than a queen |
awaiting the arrival of a servant.
“1 began to be afraid, Paul,”
«You are go very late, that I—
Paul Maxgregor held the trembling hagds
in a strong grasp. There was something
in his glance that caused the queen to,
lower her eves and her face to flush hotly. |

It was not the first time that a soldier has |

she said.

i

aspired to share a throne. The_re |
was more than one lradlt@nn in|
| the berserker Scotch family to|

bear out the truth of it. The Maxgrcgonss
of Glen had helped to make history before ‘
now, and Paul Maxgregor was not the;

| sofest of his race. |

Generally he passed for an Asturian, for
he spoke the language perfectly, having
been in the service of that turbulant|
State for the last twenty odd years. 'Dhere‘
was always fighting in the Balkans, and |
the pay had attracted Paul Maxgregor in
his earliest days. But though his loyalty |
had never been called in question, he was,
still a Briton to the backbone. {

“I-could not come before, Margaret,” |
he said. “There were other matters. But
why did you bring him here? Surely Lord |
Mereaaven does not know that our be-|
lover ruler—-" ; ‘

“He doesn’t, Paul. But I had to be |
here and play my part. And there came
nows that the king was in some gamblmgi
heuse with a troupe of that arc.fiznd’s !
spies. The police helped me, and I dragged |
him out and I brought him here by way |
of the garden. Vera Galloway did the |
rest. I dared not leave that man behind‘
me, I dared not trust-a single servant Ii
potsess. So I emuggled the king here and 1
sent for you. He is very near to death t0-|
night.” |
“Let him die!” Paul Maxgregor cried. |
Let the carrion perish! Then you cany
séat yourself on the ‘throne of Asturia, |
and T will see that you don’t want for a
following.”

The queen looked up with a mournful
smile on her face. There was one griend
here whom ehe could trust, and she knew |
it well. Hér hands were still held by those!

“«

“You -are too dmpetuous, Paul,’ she
said softly. “I know that you are devot-
ed to me, that yo—you love me—-"

“I Jove you with my whole heart and
soul, sweetheart,” Maxgregor whispered. |
“I have loved you since the day you came |
father’ castle in the
hills to wed the drunken rascal who lies
there heedless of his peril. The Maxgregors
have ever been rash where their affections
were concerned. And even before you be-
came Erno's bride, 1 warned you what to
expeot, I would have taken you off then
and there and married you, even though
I had lest my career and all Burope awould
have talked of the scandal, But your
mind was fixed wpon saving Asturia trom
Ruesia, and you refused. Not beeause you
did not love me—"

only a friendless, desperate woman after
all,

“J must go on, Paul,” she eaid. “My
duty Hes plainly before me. Suppese Erno
....0les He may dic tonight, And if hed
does, what will happen? As rure as you
and I etand at this moment here, Ruesia
will produce some document purporting to
be signed by the king. The forgery will
he a clever one, but it will be a forgery
all the same, It will be proved that ¥rno
has s0ld his country, the money will be
traced to Tim, and Russia will take pos-
scesion of those Southern passes. This in-
formation comes from a sure hand. And
if Russia. can make out a case like this,
Europe will not interfere. Sples every-
where will make out that I had a hand in
the business, and all my work will be in

vain, Think of it, Paul—put your own -

feelings aside for a moment, Erno must
not die.” ~

Maxgregor paced up and down
the room  with long, impatient
strides, The pleading voice of the queen
had touched him. When he spoke again
his tone was calmer.

“You are right,” he eaid. ‘“Your senee
of duty and honor make me ashamed,
Mind you, were the king to die I should
he glad. I would take you out of the:
turmoil of all "this, and you would be
happy for the first time in your life, We
are wasting valuable time. See here.”

As Maxgregor spoke he took a #hite
package from his pocket and tore off the
paper. Two small bottles were disclosed.
The general drew the cork from one of
them. ¢

“I got this from Dr. Salerno—I could
not find Dr. Varney,” he explained—“and
is for our distinguished drunkard—he
takes one. The other is to be adminis-
t‘ered drop by drop every ten minutes.
.Sa]emn told me that the next orgie like,
this was pretty sure to be fatal. He said’
he had made the remedy strong.”

The smaller bottle was opened, and
Maxgregox_‘ proceeded to raise the head of
the sleeping figure: He tilted up the
phial and poured the contents down the
sleeper’s throat. He coughed and gurgled,
but managed to swallow it down. Then
t.here was a faint_pulsation of the rigid
limbs, the white, mean face took on a
tinge as if the blood were flowing again.
Presently a pair of bloodshot eyes were
opened and looked dully round the room.
The king sat up and shuddered.

“What have you given me?” he asked
fretfully. “My mouth is on fire. Fetch
me champagne, brandy, anything that
tastes pf drink. What are you staring at,
foo!? Don’t you see him over there?
He's got a knife in his hand—he’s all
dressed in red. He's after me!” |

With a yell the unhappy man spranzy
from the bed and flew to the window.
The spring blind shot up and the casey
ment was forced back before Mlaxgregor
could interfere. Another moment and'
the madman would have been smashed on
the flagstones - below. With something
that sounded like an oath Maxgregor dash~
ed forward only just in time. His stror.,
hands reached the drink-sodden maniao
pack, the casement was shut down, But
in the heat and excitement of the mo-|
ment the blind: remained up, so that it
was just possible from the terrace at the
end of the garden to see into the room.

But this Maxgregor ‘had not time  to
notice. He had the ruler of Asturia back
on the bed now, weak and helpless, and!
almost collapsed after his outburst of vio-
lence. The delusion of the red figure with
the knife had passed for a moment, and
the king’s eyes were closed. Yet his
heart was beating now, and he bore some-
thing like the semblance of a man.

“And to think that on a wretch like
that the fate of a kingdom hangs,” Max-
gregor said sadly. “You can leave him to.
me, Margaret, for the time being. Your
absence will be noticed by Mazaroff and
the rest. Give the signal. . . Why
doesn’t that girl come?”

But the signal was repeated twice with-
no sign of the sham Miss Galloway.

e e
CHAPTER VI,
The Peril Speaks.

The two conspirators exchanged uneasy
glances. The king seemed to have dropped
off again into a heavy sleep, for his chest

was rising steadily. Evidently the power- ;

ful drug had done its work. Maxgregor
had opened the second phial, and had al-
ready begun to drop the spots at intervals
on the sleeping man’s lips.

“There must be something wrong,” the
queen said anxiously. ‘I am seure Misa
Galloway is quite to be reli=d upon. She
knew that she had to wait. Then—why
does she not come?”’

“Watched, probably,” Miscregor &0id
between his teeth. ‘“There are many epied
about. This delay may cause serioud
trouble, but you must mot return back by
yourself. . . Try again.”

Once more the eignal was tried, and
after the lapse of an anxious moment a
knock came at the door.
ed rapidly and opened dit. Jessie stood
there a little flushed and out of breath.

“I could not come before,” she ‘explain«
ed. “A man found me by the fountain,
I can hardly tell you why, but I am quite
sure that he is your enemy. If you knew
Prince Boris Mazaroff—-"

“You did wieely,” the queen said. “T
know Mazarcff quite well, and certainly he
is mo friend of mine or of-my adopted coun-
try. You did not let him see you come?”’

“No; I had to wait till there was a
chance to get rid of him, madame. A
friend came to my assistance, and Lord
Merehaven was impressed into the ser-
vice. Mazaroff will mot trouble us for
some little time; he will not be free pe-
fore you regain the salon. And this gent;
man—-"

“Will have to stay here. He has to look
after the king. Lock the door, Paul.”

Maxgregor locked the door behind ¢h:
queen and Jessie. They made their wa
quickly into the garden again without being
seen. It was well that no time was lost,
for the concert in the salon was just over,
and the guests were beginning to tro6p out
into the open air. The night was so calm
and warm that it was possible to sit out-
side. Already a small army of footmen
were coming with refreshments. The queen
slipped away and joined a small party of
the diplomatic circle, but the warm pres-
sure of her hand and the radiancy of her
smile testified to her appreciation of Jes-
sie's services.

The girl was feeling uneasy and nervous
now. She was wondering what was going
to happen next. She slipped away from
the rest and sauntered down a side path
that led to a gaiden grove. Her head was
in a maze of confusion. She had practically
eaten nothing ull day; she was feeling the
want of food now. She sat down on a
rustic seat and laid her aching head back.

Pracently two men paesed her. one old
and grey and distinguished looking, whom
«he had mo ditlicul*y in recognizing a8
Lond Merehaven. Nor was Jessie in the
least surprised to eee that his companion
was Prince Mazaroff, The two men were
talking earnestly together.

“[ assure you, my lord, T am speak-
ing no more than the truth,” Mazaroff
said eagerly. “L'he secret treaty between
Russia and Asturia over those passes is
veady for signature. It was handed to
King krno only today, and he promiss
to read it and return it signed in t%
morning.” :

“Provided that he is in a position to

The queen smiled faintly. This hand | = “ L : i
some, impetuous, headstrong soldier spoke } %181 Lord ‘“‘“eh_“"“f said drily.
truth, Aud ehe was (To be Continued.)
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The queen cross-
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