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ceptecl his offer without a moment's hesitation, and
he went off to telegraph to his sister, while I packed

up and prepared to take the next train. But I still

hankered after the forest and the shooting lodge,

and when my little maid told me that 1 could, by

walking ten miles or so through the forest, hit the

railway at a roadside station, I decided to send my
luggage direct to the address which Johann had

given, take my walk, and follow to Strelsau myself.

Johann had gone off and was not aware of the

change in my plans; but as its only effect was to de-

lay my arrival at his sister's for a few hours, there

was no reason for troubling to inform hirn of it.

Doubtless the good lady would waste no anxiety

on my account.

I took an early luncheon, and having bidden my
kind entertainers farewell, promising to return to

them on my way home, I set out to climb the hill

that led to the castle, and thence to the forest of

Zenda. Half an hour's leisurely walking brought

me to the castle. It had been a fortress in old days,

and the ancient keep w'as still in good preservation

and very imposing. Behind it stood another por-


