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uneducated. Fascination, obsession,
maddening desire, were all he felt, or
all he believed he felt, and he knew
that he could resist these things just
as long as the object of them remain-
ed neutral, or at least passive, in his
fight for an untrammelled spirit.
Therefore it was imperative that she
should not admire him, know his
birth, fortune, or exploits; it was de-
sirable that she should look on him as
an idler, a rake, a debauchee. And
so with the fierce self-torture of an
eremite, he danced before the great
solemn eyes with reckless vigour and
abandonment, he smiled fatuous
adulation on the painted Kathie,
and bathed his aching wounds in the
bitter scorn that he felt certain he
excited.

As a matter of fact Phoebe -was
watching him with mingled senti-
ments wherein scorn was present only
in the smallest quantities. She ad-
mired the rich brown-red that dyed
his warm cheek, the animation of his
eye, the ease, grace, and vigour which
he contributed to the “wolf-dance.”
She marvelled how anybody who had
been so apparently intoxicated at five
o’clock in the evening could be so
master of himself at midnight. Tuae
spirit of the youth might not be ad-
mirable, but the flesh and blood which
clothed it were by no means things to
be despised. She had wept for the
potential drunkard, but hope was alive
again in her bosom. All was not yet
lost when a man could dance tireless-
ly and with unerring feet. His eye
was clear, his skin clean, his attire
faultless. The enemy that battled at
the fair castle had as yet made no
visible disfigurement of the outer bul-
warks. She followed his progress
closely, till feeling. suddenly that per-
haps her persistent gaze was notice-
able to her companions, she stole a
glance at them. Her eyes lighted on
Saunders, who was standing at her
right. To her astonishment she saw
a blanched cheek and grinding jaws.
In a trice she knew that the “redoubt-
able” Saunders was afraid, and in-
stinctively she knew that if he was
afraid there was indeed cause for
fear. Also something told her that
his fear was not for himself. Saunders
might not be a man to court danger
for its own sake, but she was certain
no personal peril would have driven
the colour from his <cheeks. She
whispered to him:

“What is the matter?”

E answered in even tones and
without shifting his glance.
“Lacherberg is nere. He has
brought a number of anarchists from
the ‘Three Cats.’ They are going to
attack Fr—I mean Herr Lugner. I
must warn him and get him away.
Attack Herr Lugner! Why in the
world should they do that? wonder-
ed Phoebe. Perhaps they wished to
rob him; perhaps, in dancing with
that handsome girl, he had excited a
hurricane of jealous passions. She
watched Fritz as he came down the
room towards them, smiling, uncon-
scious of peril, dancing vigorously.
Then following Saunders’ ice-grey eyes
she noted a tall, stiff figure of a man
with a blunt nose, grisly moustache,
and ruthless chin—the man who had
insulted Herr Lugner in the Con-
cordia. He, too, was watching the
dancing couple, and his look was not
good. With him were a number of
desperate-looking men, black-browed,
menacing, stealthy, just such as she
had seen earlier in the evening at the
tavern of the “Three Cats.”
“Lacherberg has not seen me,” said
Saunders, and as he spoke his hand
went into the inner pocket of his coat.
The action brought a sense of re-
lief to Phoebe. She had instinctive
trust in Saunders. If anyone could
protect the threatened man, it was he.
Nearer danced Fritz and his part-
ner, nearer to Saunders, nearer to
Lacherberg and his sinister com-
panions. Phoebe held her breath.
Something dreadful was going to hap-
pen. For a second she closed her
eyes, and then opened them again.
Fritz and his partner were still near-
er. Fritz was laughing, and Kathie
laughed back at him—mockingly, she
could swear. Then tae creature
flashed a backward glance of her bold
eyes to where Lacherberg and his
men were standing, she disengaged
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one hand from her partner as if to ar-
range her dress, and_ with an in-
credibly swift movement
knife from her bosom and struck
Fritz on the cheek. He reeled, and
the red blood gushed from a wound
that he was destined to vear till the
last day of his life. Again the knife
was raised to strike. Fritz staggered
back and managed to draw a re-
volver. Not twice that day had he
entered on an adventure unarmed.

“Put down that knife or I fire,” he
said in an unsteady voice. The sum-
mons was not obeyed. Kathie was
crouched like a wolf ready to spring.
Her body was instinet with the fierce
animal life of a wild creature facing
peril, longing to strike, afraid to flee.

There was a movement in the
crowd. Someone raised a cry of
“Death to the aristrocrat.” Then
Saunders’ revolver spoke, and a man
in a green and yellow jersey, with a
black peaked cap, was lying prone cn
the floor, a twitching hand trying to
regain a long-bladed knife that lay
beside him. Mrs. Perowne fainted,
and Mrs. Saunders half raised her
from the ground.

THE band ceased playing, the danc-

ers stopped. A train thundered
overhead—the midnight express to
Vienna. Phoebe was frozen into
immobility. Her eyes were fixed to
where Fritz and Kathie stood facing
each other, the stricken noble and the
lusting she-wolf of the Morast.

“Put down that knife or I fire,” said
Fritz again, and this time the words
were more feebly spoken.

“Wing the drab,” came Saunders’
cool tones. Now that the trouble had
arrived, the colour had returned to his
cheeks.

Fritz never heeded the sensible in-
struction. Kathie reading either a
foolish reluctance or failing strength
hurled herself upon him. He parried
the blow with an arm which was cut
to the bone in consequence. Again the
knife was raised, and then Phoebe did
something which would have been in-
credible had it not actually happened,
impossible had not her feelings been
wrought to an intolerable pitch. She
flung herself on the murderous she-
wolf. Her hand clasped the wrist of
the hand that held the knife. There
was a fierce struggle, and the hard,
slum-bred woman and the delicately
nurtured English girl fought for a
man’s life on the slippery floor of
the low dancing-saloon. Kathie’s
strength was the strength of an in-
credibly hardy girl maddened with
blood-lust. Phoebe’s strength was
the supreme effort of a woman who
gives the uttermost of her being to
the fray. Such a power is almost in-
calculable, because it is drawn from
depths which men know little of.
Kathie’s wrist was wrenched and
paralyzed. She swung round with a
cry of pain and rage. Her face was
no longer the face of a woman, it was
the face of a fiend. Phoebe had no
weapon but the gold purse from which
she had given alms in the “Three
Cats.” Such as it was it served.
Holding it by the chain-handle she
bashed it violently in Kathie’s face.
By a miracle the sharp metal edge
caught the woman’s temple, and
Kathie collapsed into a limp and
senseless thing, face downward on
the floor. Phoebe had a vague con-
sciousness that someone pulled her
firmly by the arm. Lights reeled and
flared before her eyes. The cry of
many voices was in her ears. Some-
how she found herself behind a low
counter whereon were divers bottles
and delicacies beloved by the patrons
of the “Persian Vaults.”

She saw her mother in a recumbent
posture with Mrs. Saunders beside
her, the latter administering stimulant
from one of the bottles off the
counter. Beside her was the stricken
Fritz, making ineffectual efforts to
bgndage his lacerated arm. ‘The
sight of him evoked in her a medley
of feelings, wherein a violent hatred
of the treacherous woman who had
wounded him mingled absurdly with
a strange, motherly pity such as she
had never previously experienced.

“Why, oh why, did you not shoot
her?” she cried hysterically.

“I don’t shoot women,” was the dull
answer. He had no desire to appear
chivalrous or noble; so far as he had
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