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DIGEST.

. Weidenbruck is the capital city of Grim-
land and the residence of Karl XXII., who is
ill unto death. Fritz, Baron of Friedrich-
sheim, the finest monarchist in the realm, is
wasting his time with “women and wine.”
When the young king comes to the throne,
Fritz joins with Max Stein, General Meyer,
and Herr Saunders to maintain the succes-
sion. About this time Mrs. Perowne and her
daughter, Phoebe, arrive in Weidenbruck and
meet Fritz, who describes himself as Herr
Lugner. Saunders intercepts a letter to the
Ex-Queen of Grimland which reveals a plot.

The plot is the conception of Cyril of Wolfs-
naden, who aspires to the Regency, and by
probably violent methods. Stein, Meyer and
Saunders plan to circumvent this by working
to have Fritz, Baron of Friedrichsheim, pro-
moted to the Regency. Fritz consents to the
plot. Under the leadership of the Freiherr
of Kragg, the “blue blood” declare in fayour
of Cyril as Regent, despite deputations from
the people urging them to proclaim Fritz.
Saunders buys the support of the mayor.
Fritz secretes himself in a barrel in the Coun-
cil Chamber and hears the choice of the
Council fall on the Regent. He also was
secreted in another barrel.

CHAPTER X.—(Continued.)

GAIN the tingling flame of heat
flickered through Fritz’s limbs,
only this time its passing left

him icy cold.

“I have given you my answer,” he
replied. “It is an answer which con-
veys little information, but explains
much. I said I was a gentleman.”

A look of absolute amazement crept
into the Arch-duke’s eyes. He was
face to face with a man of honour—
an almost unique experience.

“A thousand devils!” he growled.
“] can see that. You have the brow
of an aristocrat, and the obstinacy also,
it appears. That, I 'suppose, is why
I have spared you so long. But you
are playing with fire, my handsome
fellow, and my patience is not notori-
ously great. Who are you, and who
sent you here?” ;

Fritz was conscious of fighting a
hopeless battle. He had no objection
to flight as an alternative to surrend-
ering his principles, but flight was
clearly impossible. To duck his head
beneath the rim of the tub was to take
shelter behind a penetrable shell of
wood, and to offer a certain induce-
ment to the Arch-duke to riddle him
with bullets. He debated the policy
of giving the required information,
nearly acquiesced in it, and then a
sudden storm of disgust and rage at
his ineipient disloyalty mastered him.

“T will not tell you who I am, or
who sent me,” he said between his
teeth.

The Arch-duke’s jaw fell in a gasp
of absolute bewilderment. Here was
a man, handsome, wellborn, in the
springtime of life, ready to die for a
principle! The thing was absurd, pre-
posterous, unbelievable. He was 'S0
amazed that he forgot to be angry.
He felt that he ought to slay, but with
all his truculence he was something
of a sportsman, and a man who has
something of a sportsman in him has
one corner of his heart that is not al-
together vile.

Then he spoke, suavely, and in mea-
sured tones.

“You are the most extraordinary
man I have ever met,” he said. “I
would rather not kill you, not because
I have any admiration for folly, but
because you are a freak, and it is a
pity to destroy rarities. But you must
play the game. I have a trump card
in my right hand, and you must lose
the trick. No one will blame you for
yielding to the inevitable.”

But the white fire was dancing in
Fritz’s brain, the singing flame that
burns up all sense of fear, and makes
a man a madman or a hero.

“You have had my answer,” he said.
“] definitely refuse you your informa-
tion, and you will get no more illum-
inating response from my dead body.”

The Arch-duke called anger to his
aid to help him dstroy this comely
fanatic, but amazement possessed him
altogether, leaving no room for wrath.
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Then a fresh suspicion crossed his
mind.

“You must be armed,” he said, voic-
ing the only explanation of what was
well-nigh inexplicable.

“] am unarmed,” was the cold re-
tort.

“Then put your hands above your
head.”

Mechanically Fritz obeyed, and as
he raised his arnms his right hand came
into contact with the electric switch
that controlled the central candela-
brum. The impact sent a wave of
hope and excitement singing through
his being. He had a fighting chance!
The horror of utter helplessness was
dispersed; the nightmare of impotence
was lifted from him like an evil bur-
den; and his brain cleared as the
moral problem became merged in the
possibility of physical action. And
because his nerves were drawn and
tightened, because his young vigorous
life had been brought very near the
terror of great darkness, his action
was extraordinarily rapid. A mere
turn of the wrist, a flick of the fingers,
and the room was in total darkness.

How he leaped from the confinement
of his barrel he knew not, nor did he
ever remember crossing the narrow
space that divided him from his grim
foe. He knew only that the strength
of a giant was in his arms, that he
seized the Arch-duke’s barrel with its
human burden as though it were an
empty shell of lightest pith; that he
rolled it over on its side, panged It
against the yielding door of the hatch-
way, and sent the hereditary Prince
of Wolfsnaden-Oberstein hurtling down
the inclined plane to the snow-carpet-
ed desolation of Herr Neumann’s bot-
tling-yard.

CHAPTER XI.
Appearances.
WONDERING vaguely what would

be the result of his rotary
journey on the unfortunate Arch-
duke, Fritz dashed from the
Council Chamber by the same
door through which the Rathsherren
had taken their departure. Now that
the tension was removed a great re-
action took possession of him. He
was light-headed, intoxicated almost,
with the joy and relief and the sing-
ing gladness of life preserved. In-
deed, for all intents and purposes he
was a man partially drunk. There
was a crowded exaltation of the brain,
leaving the body and limbs drained of
vitality; the nerves, which had stood
by him so bravely in the face of
deathly peril, were limp and unresi-
lient like bands of perished rubber.
He blundered hurriedly down an ill-
lit corridor, joying in his escape, but
also, it must be confessed, with a pal-
pable sense of dread that the Arch-
duke might recover himself and pur-
sue him. Fritz was no coward, and
he had done many brave things; but
nothing he had ever done had quite
tested him like that nightmare epi-
sode in the Council Chamber. A brave
man does not mind risks; to certain
types of bravery the risks scarcely ap-
pear, but no man to whom life means
anything enjoys facing the absolute
certainty of destruction. And Fritz,
that evening had faced what he be-
lieved certain death, had made the de-
liberate choice between life and hon-
our, and he had chosen well. Some
fate had rescued him when all seemed
over, and it is no slur on his physical
bravery to admit that with the trans-
port and rapture of relief was mingled
an inrational and hysterical dread of
pursuit. And if the possibility of such
pursuit was too unreal to conquer his
exaltation, he yet quickened his foot-
steps at the mere thought of the in-
furiated Cyril searching for him with
a loaded revolver through the misty
gorridors of the labyrinthian Strafe-
urg, ;
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And so, light of head and heavy f
limb, childish joy mingling with child-
ish dread, he sped breathlessly and
blunderingly on, upstairs and down-
stairs, along passages that led to other
passages, and along passages that led
to nowhere; in and out of ghostly, dis-
mantled rooms, trying locked doors,
opening musty cupboards, utterly lost,
perspiring freely yet still mainta_in-
ing his delirious joy in his spared life
and his laughable terror of an unseen
pursuer. Finally he came to a dark,
steep stairway, and descending its
gloomy depths he found himself in a
stone-flagged passage which was en-
tirely «devoid of light. Stumbling
helplessly in the dark, his extended
fingers touched a door-handle. He
turned it, the door yielded to his pres-
sure, and he found himself in a bril-
liantly illuminated gallery. The sud-
den transmission from utter darkness
to intense light bewildered his senses,
and he stood blinking in the beams of
the arc lamps like an owl in strong
sunshine. When objects began to
present themselves normally to his
sight he perceived that he was in a
gallery of a public museum which con-
tained innumerable pictures, some fine
suits of armour, and what was more
important, a number of presumably
law-abiding citizens.

Standing thus, taking his bearings,
a voice came to his ears, a vaguely
familiar voice, though one which for
the moment escaped identification.

“It is so kind of you, Mrs. Saunders,”
the voice said, “to tell us all the inner
history of the political situation. It
makes our visit to Grimland so much
more interesting when one is permit-
ted to see beneath the surface of
things.”

Fritz saw what he wondered he had
not seen before—three ladies seated

‘on a bench close to him, with their

backs towards him. One was Mrs.
Perowne, who had just spoken, and
the other two were Mrs. Saunders and
Miss Perowne. His entrance had been
unnoticed, and some influence chain-
ed him, listening, to the spot.

“Grimland’s politics are painfully
interesting to me,” Mrs. Saunders re-
plied, “because my husband takes an
active part in them. He was devoted
to the late King, and it is dangerous
work being unselfishly attached to
anyone in this country.”

“And to think that even at this mo-
ment, and somewhere in this build-
ing,” Mrs. Perowne went on, “the
Council of the Rathsherren may be
making their momentous choice of a

Regent.”
Mrs. Saunders consulted a tiny
watch. “They will have made their

choice by now,” she returned. L
expect my husband will shortly be in
possession of their decision.”

“But I thought the decision was not
to be announced for a week,” object-
ed Mrs. Perowne, “and that the Raths-
herren were the most secretive of
people.”

M RS. SAUNDERS laughed softly.
“Someone’ is spying on this
Council,” she said.

Miss Perowne showed a sudden in-
terest at these words. She had been
terribly bored with the pictures and
the armour, and hitherto not particu-
larly enlivened by Mrs. Saunders’ po-
litical disquisition. The human touch
however, roused her.

“Spying,” she ejaculated.
is a dangerous game, isn’t it?”

“Very,” affirmed Mrs. Saunders.
“But our spy is the bravest’ man in
Grimland.”

“Who is he?” asked Mrs. Perowne.

“Needless to say,” said Mrs. Saund-
ers, “all I am saying and have said is
an absolute secret.”

She got a hurried reassurance from
both her companions and lowering her
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Fresh and Pure
HERE you have a

real cream cheese
—rich and wholesome
—delicious 1n flavor.

INGERSOLL
Cream Cheese

contains nothing but the finest in-

gredients and its high quality never

varies.
Clean, bright aluminum uten-
sils are used in its manufac-
ture and all machinery is
sterilized every evening. You
will never tire of the delicate,
distinctive flavor of g

INGERSOLL

Cream Cheese

Sold by Grocers Everywhere—
15¢ & 25c¢ per package.

The lngersoLll P:cking Co.,
imite
Ingersoll - Ont.

Makes Things Hum
on Washdayls/~ -

Thisis the 1900 Motor Washer
that isrevolutionizing washday
It runs by motor power at a cost
2cents a week. oes the washin,
and wringing so swiftly and we|
that housewives can scarcely be-
lieve their eyes when they see the
cleanclothes out on the line gess===
hours ahead of the old way! i
It washes a_tubful of dirt-
{est clothes in Six Minutes
=oreven less! Wringsthe
clothes with equal rapidit
and better than by hand!

It’s more like play than
work to use this wonderful w

1900 Motor
WASHER &£

Sent on Free Trial!

No trouble to keep servants when you have this Motor
Washer. They delight to use it. It is the finest wash-
ing machine in the world. The trial will prove its
supremacy. We gladly send the complete outfit, in-
cluding Wringer—at our expense—to any responsible
rart,y ‘or four weeks® severest test in the laundry. Try

t on heavy blankets, rugs, dainty laces—everything!
Study its designand construction; unlike any other wash.
er. We take it back at our expense if you decide you can
do without it. Terms, cash orsmall monthly payments.

Electric or Water Power—Take Your Choice

If your house is wired for electricity, you can use the
Electric Motor Washer, which attaches instantly to an
ordinary electric light fixture. If you have running
ater, of sufficient power, you can use the Water Motor
asher. Each style does perfect work.

Write for Fn.cinntinMREE Books

Read the amazingstory of the 1900 Motor Washer, Then
send for one on and see the wonders it performs,

Address me

ally, M. B. Morris, M
1900 Washer T35 \yo i Can,

.» 357 Yonge St., Toronto, Can.

PIANO SOLOS ”

N
Mme. Chaminade,
Cﬁril Scott,
Christian Schaefer,
Anton Strelezki,
Stepan Essipoff,
Henry E. Geehl,
Ralph H. Bellairs,
and other modern writers.
Send for complete lists.

Dance of the Shadows

By E. L. NEWMAN, a charming
little morceau for piano. To any
Courier reader, 25c.

ANGLO-CANADIAN MUSIC Co.
(Ashdown’s Music Store)
114 Victoria St., Toronto
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