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CHAPTER XIX—(Continued.)

«T know—and I shall tell her—that if
ghe makes it known to the Servian Gov-
ernment that she has been forced into
this thing and  renounces everything
the moment the true position is made
clear to her, neither she nor those she
loves will be in danger. She and they are
only in danger so long as she persists in
her present apparent rebellion against the
government.”

“How do you pretend to know this?”

“I don’t pretend—I know. I have it
from one of the really powerful ministers
in Servia.”

“What you mean is,” he cried, with an
angry laugh, “that we are to abandon
everything at your orders!” e

“f give no orders, prince. But I do
mean that the princess must be told the
truth and left to judge for herself.”

“And your personal motive?” he rapped

out.,

“Yes, T think Tl tell you even that,”
1 said, after a pause. “Before her mar-
{riage with you was suggested I had the
{honor to:- ask her to marry me. She
declined, it is true. But at that time I
\believed she  care for me, and that the
|answer she gave would have been dif-
fergnt_had. she not been under the thumb
'of the Baroness Dolgoroff. Together you
{have terrorized the princess, but I need
Inot call her that, because I know, as all
|the world knows, that she has no claim
'iﬁo such a title. That claim hgs been made
Eimply by you and merely for the pur-
}po!es of your conspiracy. But the fact
K ine that together you have terrorized
ble"i.nto consenting to all this—the mar-
wiage included—and the time has come
swhem she must be freed from it.”

He sat thinking closely for some time,
|his head leaning on his" hand. He appre-
\ciated the seriousness of the position, and
was alive to all it meant to him and his

es. Presently he fixed his black,
{piencing eyes on me intently.
| “There is, of course, something further
to be explained. Who are you, mon-
‘ Py !

T paused.
. “Do you not know?” I asked tensely,
| “Who are you, monsieur?” he repeated.

I met his look and answered slowly, let-

fall each’ syllable deliberately:—

“] am the man who was dead—Guy
[Pershore, the isecreta.ry of his: excellency
the minister, to whom, I referred just
now.”

! “And now his.spy,” he returned vicious-
Iy.

“No, I am no epy. Like Normia her-
self, I have been forced into this position
by circumstances into which I need not
go. . Further than- that, you may rest
completely assured that what I have learn-
Fd in the last few days will not pass my

ips, unless I am forced to Sffm.k in the
interests of Normia or in self-defense. I
lanust, of course, clear i
. Again he sat plunged in earnest
Whought. i
!" ““There are, of course, many things I
«do’ not at present understand, and many
'questions I must ask, not only of you,
ibut of Baroness Dolgoroff and others. Will
you come with me to her?” v

“No, thank youw. I am safer where I
am, prince.” :

“Mr. Pershore, if that is really your
name and what you have told me is true,
I pledge you my sacred word of honor
that 1 will answer for your absolute safe-
iy
_“And about the princess?”

E He shook his head.

No. About that I eay nothing. I must
have time to think.”

“] will take your:word, prince, and
'wyill come,” I answered. I had put the
|question gbout Normia as a sort of test,
erd:if he had &t once agréed to do anr
aa;;mred < I’ should = not have trusted

&

hall we go now?” he asked, rising.

| ®No—this afternoon, preferably. For

songsthing, I have not yet breakfasted, and

for another, this is the first duel I have

fought, and I am not ashamed to say

ghat I feel a good deal shaken up.”

{ ‘“This afternoon, then. I offer you my
d, monsieur, because I respect you as

lone whom I believe to be absolutely sin-

Jat, of .course, presen:

As we shook hands I asked him: “Are
still :confident of success, prince?”’
“Why do you ask that? I am getting
40 feel thatiyou generally have strong rea-
- \@oms ‘behind’ your words, monsieur. Have
ou now?”’

I think you have been misled as to the
chances of success.” i
“By whom?”’ came the question, with a

of the black eyes. :
“] pame,no names, but I have grounds
or believing that the whole movement is
the verge. of a collapse.”
“Do you get that from Belgrade?”
“I “have held no communication with
e since—since I have been embroil-
ed in this:”

He frowned and pursed his lips. The
frown changed to a very sad smile, as he
sighed and answered: “It may be so.
But you have a tradition in your country,
\M:. Pershore, that if a ship sinks the cap-

tain should remain at his post and sink
with it.”

He went away then, and I sat down to

/b :
f It is often the commopplace act that
|em izes a great crisis in ‘a man’s life,
and the hearty appetite with which I ate
,my breakfast that morning—the first ;meal
ifor which I had had a really healthy zest
‘—may be said to have signalized my re-
covery of ‘a vigorous appreciation of
life. . v

1 had brought much . of my trouble on
myself by grievous blundering, and I had
been horribly punished. I had not real-
jzed until that morning how acute the
torture had been. I had been saved more
by good luck than by my own efforts,
end I had got out of as hopeless a mess
as ever threatened a man with ruin and
death.

1 flattered myself that I had learned
my lesson, however, and I would act much
more warily for the future. Fortune had
relented, and had put far better cards in-
to my hands than I had deserved, and I
could scarcely lose now, however badly 1
might play them.

A very confident smile was on my face
as I looked at myself in the glass when
dressing to go out. I could afford to
smile, indeed, for' I was looking, not at
Gerard Provost, the despicable spy, but
once more at Guy Pershore, the’young
idiplomat with a career, a good name, a
reputation, and an opinion of himself
which was certainly as high as that which
gny one else could entertain.

My course was quite clear. I would first
gee my father’s old friend, and then Cat-

'arina, to show her how Alexandrov had]

} fooled her, and secure his arrest.
It would be difficult for any man to

(==

EI walked into his room, and, without

much preambie, toid him so much of my
story as was necessary to secure his help.
As a first step, T asked that all those who
had been concerned in the bogus operation
— Arnheim, Hammerstein, Yuldoff, the

—should be arrested at once. I wanted to
get them safely under lock and key before
any suspicion of my movements was
aroused.

Alexandrov’s naui» I did not give him.
I felt- that my pledge to Catarina bound
me not to mention him until I had seen
her. The pledge had not been intended

murderer, of course, and I had no doubt
that the moment she knew the facts she
would be as anxious for higipunishment as
I was, and would help me to find him.
But it was fairer to wait.

1 went straight from the minister’s
office to her- How I enjoyed that walk!
My step was firm, and my heart light. I
could look my fellows in the face without
shrinking. I was full of the vigor of life.
I was a ‘free man once again—iree alike
from the haunging consciousness of dis-
grace ‘and the grim shadow of impending
death. j

In other words, I was just in the mood
when bad news was calculated to strike
the hardest blow. And bad news there
was for me at Catarina’s.

The instant we met she made it appar-
ent that her attitude toward me had en-
tirely changed. Her manner was as chill
as an iceberg. |

“I am surprised you come to me, mon-
sieur,” was her greeting.

"Why?"

“You have broken faith with me. I
accepted your pledge that no harm should
come to Alexandrov. You have not kept
it. . He was to have brought me news this
morning, and set me face to face with the
man I seek. But, instead of -that, you
have driven him away. His life has been
threatened, and he has fled, Heaven knows
where. I am balked of my vengeance,
and it is your doing.”

“Fled, from the city!”’
hast at the news.

I realized my blunder, with a shiver of
dismay. I had had him in my hands, and
had let him slip through them, and in a
moment all the fine castles'I had built
upon my discovery were in ruins. ;

The news could not have been more
disastrous.

I repeated, ag-

CHAPTER XX.
Detective Work.

Catarina in a bad temper was a very

‘cult person to deal with, and she was
now in a furious passion. Worse even
than that, she had convinced herself that
I had broken faith with her; and it was
clear that I must try to shake this con-
viction before I told her what had passed
on the previous night at the Black
House.

“I have not broken my pledge, Catarina.
Alexandrov’s name has not passed” my lips
to any one,” I assured her, epeaking very
calmly.

“Why has he fled, then? He was to take
me to face Dromach. He has not come,
and no one but you had the- knowledge
which would place him in danger.”

“Let us find him, and get the reason
from him.”

“The only reasan why he should be
threatened would be on account of the
princess: You alone knew of that. What
else can I think except that you have be-
trayed him?”

“The attempt did fail last night, it is
true.. Let me tell you what ‘occurred,
and you will see—" :

“I do not want to hear,” she burst in
fiercely. “The attempt having failed, he
has been threatened by those who were
in it. What right had you to cheat me
of my vengeance? What is the princess
to me compared with that? Leave me,
monsieur. I do not believe your word.
You are hiding things from me. It is
easy to see that. Do not come to me
again. I trust you no longer. I was a
foal to trust you at all.” And, having
worked herself up into a fine frenzy, she
flung the door open. ‘“Go, monsieur,” she
cried, her great eyes blazing with pas-
sion.

She looked magnificent in her wrath,
and I could quite understand that Vos-
bach had spoken no more than the truth
when had said that Provost had been
desperately afraid of her. :

1t is difficult to know just what line to
take with an angry woman of any nation-
ality; but an angry Greek is, perhaps, the
most difficult of all. I tried calmness first.
I met her fiery gaze for a second or so,
and then, with great deliberation, sat
down.

But it was clearly not a case for mas-
terly inadtivity. My coolness aggravated
her. She stamped her foot and clenched
her hands in passion, and literally hissed
out a command to me to leave the house.

I changed my tactics, therefore.
Springing to my feet, T let out-an oath,
slammed the door viciously, set my back
against it, and, meeting her look with
one quite as fierce, I thundered out:—

“Who are you that you dare to make
this vile charge against me? It is false—
as false as hell itself, and neither you nor
I leave this room until you have unsaid
it. I am no Greek to pass my word
and then break it; and no child or fool to
be hectored by an angry woman.”

This answered much better than my
coolpess. In surprise at my sudden out-
break, she fell back a step or two, as if
in fear that some violent act would fol-
low the angry words—Greeks do strike
their women at times. But she rallied
her courage, and a very fierce quarrel rag-
ed, until I saw that her fury was begin-
ning to work itself out.

Then 1 threw myself into my chair
again, and allowed her to indulge in a
monologue, during which the flame of her
wrath flickered up and down, and finally
went out. A silence followed lasting quite
two or three minutes.

“Now let us talk eensibly,”
“We have both been raging quite long
enough, but with the difference that you
meant what you eaid, and I didn’t. We'll
see now if we can’t climb a few more feet
of that pass of which you spoke the
other day.”

But this admission that I had not real-
ly lost my temper was another mistake.
It added to her distrust, and she turned
sullen and suspicious.

“You act well, monsieur. You have
had much practice in misleading people,”
she answered.

“T have never deceived you. The first
Phands.
iy,

“l had to come to you.
come to me, monsieur.”

“] did not go to any one if I could
help it. But the thing is this—I told
you the plain truth, and you believed me.
Now 1 am going to tell you exactly what

I told you my secret unreserved-

You did not

oceurred last night, and leave you to draw

{ be more surprised than the minister when l your own conclusions.” And I went on
i

nurses, and others; I gave him -a full list |

to cover immunity for him as Provost’s |’

1ed his own danger.

I said. |

time I saw you I put my life in your

to describe in detail the scene with Alex-
androv. : :

But she shook:her head. She was too
full of her distrust to believe me.

I “You do not know Alexandrov, or you
‘ would not think as you do. He is not a
child to be scared as you think. I know
!he was near the scene of the murder—
i how else could he have seen Dromach? It
{it not for that he has fled. You have not
i told me- all.”
! I tried to shake this conviction, but I
| might as well have tried to bring down
| the cross of St. Paul’s Cathedral by shak-
| ing one of the buttresses. And I had to
| give it up.
“Come with me to Dromach’s lodgings,
{and see if he has returned, and whether
| Alexandrov has told us the truth about
i him.”

She shook her head again.

“I will do my “work alone, monsieur,”
was her answer.

“Ag you wil,” I said, rising. “But
you must not tell Alexandrov what I have
told you; and, ae this deed was not in
our thoughts when I pledged myself not to
harm him, I shall, of course, bring it home
to him if I can.”

“You are wrong, monsieur. The man we
seek is Dromach,” she said, in a tone of
unalterable conviction; “and, by driving
Alexandrov from the country, you have
destroyed the only means of bringing the
charge home to him.” ek

Greatly disheartened by the result of
this interview, I resolved to ferret out the
old Jew shoemaker, Steinburg, with whom
Dromach was eaid to lodge, and make
some inquiries on my own account. If
these proved useless, I should have to give
Alexandrov’s name to the police, and let
them track him.

1 sucoeeded, after some difficulty, in
findin~ the old shoemaker; and a very
singular character he proved to be. He
lived in a low Jewish quarter of the city;
his shop was dirty and ill-emelling, and
he himself was grimly in keeping with
the surroundings. -

He was at first surly, suspicious, and
uncommunicative. A visit from any one
respectably dressed was enough to start
distrust and put him on the defensive;
and he was intensely curious to learn® who
I was, and how I had heard of him.

Matters improved somewhat when he
found I had money and was willing to
let him cheat me. I bought a couple of
pairs of boots; and paid his price without
question. Then I let him measure me
for.a third pair, which he was to make;
and T gave him a cigar, and sent him out
for some wine, preparatory to telling him
the little fairy-tale I had prepared,

«T did not come mepely about boots,” I
said, after he had had a couple of glasses
of the wine.

“] guessed that much, excellency,” he
said, with a knowing wink—the wine hav-
ing had a little effect on him. “Gentle-
folks don’t come to' old BSteinburg for
nothing.” )

“The fact is, that I think you can be of

| some service to me—service to be paid

for, of course—under the following ciroum-
stances.” And I went on with a tale to
the effect that a servant of mine—an Eng-
lishman—~had left me a little time since
somewhat. mysteriously, and was supposed
to ge‘in the Jewish quarter of the city.
Could he help me to find him?

“He stole something, I suppose?”’ he
leered.

“QOh, no, nothing that I ehoyld wish to
punish him for,” I replied quickly. ‘“But
after he had gone I missed something of
no great value in itself, but very valuable
to me for private reasons, and I think
he could help me to recover ‘it. It was
a dagger.” And I manufactured a yarn
about how it had come into my possession,
and gave a detailed 'description of the
knife with which Alexandrov had killed
Provost.

That his interest wae droused was shown
by the avaricious gleam of - his beady,
shaggy-browed little eyes. “T believe I
have seen such a knife, excellency. How
much would it be worth to recover it?”

I named a sum large enough to appeal
to his cupidity.

“Your servant was English, you say, not
Greek?”

“English. But why do you ask?”’

“Tf he had been Greek, I have a lodger
who would find him. He knows all the
Greeks in Vienna, excellency.”

“That won’t help us much, I'm afraid,”
1 said casually. “It’s a Greek knife, as
I told you, but—what’s your lodger’s
name, by the way? Could I have a wond
with him?” i

“He is away from the city, but returns
tonight. His name is Dromach. He has
just such a knife as you describe; but he
is an ‘honest fellow, and would have come
by it onestly. I think he sold it, too.
If together we get it back for you, you
will give me my share“of the money, ex-
cellency?”’

“Oh, yes. Here’s an earnest of it
And T laid down a couple of gold coins.
“Comes back tonight, eh? How long has
he been away? Since my servant left
me?”’ !

“About three weeks—no, four
cellency.”

“Well, T’ll cali and have a word with
him tomorrow. Don’t say anything to
anyone else until T have seen him,” T said,
as I rose. “I suppose you are quite sure
that he has been away all the time you
i

“My daughter will know.” And he
shuffled away into the house. “It is five
weeks, excellency,” he announced on his
return. ‘“He has been in Athens all the
time. My daughter knows. She keeps
house, and he sends his rent to her.”

I had the news I needed. Dromach had

left Vienna long before the day of the
crime, and Alexandrov’s story to. Ca-
trina, implicating him, was a fabrication
to turn her suspicion . from -himself. I
could see his plan: clearly. The instant she
{ had shown him the dagger he had realiz-
Remembering that he
i had got it from Dromach, who had him-
! self threatened Provost, through jealously,
| Alexandrov had taken advantage of Dro-
' mach’s absence from the city to put the
| crime on him.
{ The prospect of the money to be paid
i for the abduction of Normia had kept him
‘iin the city for the time, but he had ob-
! viously planned to leave the instant that
! was carried out, and had intended to in-
i duce Catrina to go with him, on the pre-
| tense of finding Dromach. The failure of
| the abduction had ‘then checkmated him,
i and hence his last message to her that
| he was in danger of his life.

On the following day I would get Dro-
mach’s identification of the dagger, and
! then put him and the police to find Alex-
androv,

{ The news obtained from the old shoe-
| maker counterbalanced, in some measure
the check I had received from Catarina.
1 could probably do without her help
now, and I was in better spirits as I re-
turned to my rooms.

To my surprise
there.

“Why are you here?” T asked curtly.

“] wish to speak to you, monsieur.”

“T have neither time nor inclination to
listen to you.

“It is_about last nights affair. Your
! part in preventing the success of our
scheme in regard to the princess.’

“And what was my part, pray*’

It was, perhaps best to listen to him,
1 thought.

“It was you who surprised Alexandrov
and drove him away.”

“Did he tell you I had done that?”

“No. But I knew it was you. No one
else was there.”

weeks, ex-

I found Grundelhof

‘Confront Alexandrov with” me, and 1
will show you that he has lied.”
“He has fled from the city. When I
ascertained it-was your work, I went to
find him. He has vanished.” 5

“The best thing you can do is to go
after him. Is that all?”

“No. I mean to-know the reason for
your conduct.”

A hot answer rose to my lips, but I
checked it, seeing a possible advantage. I
laughed. e

“You thought you could do better with
the baroness’ aid than with mine? Now,
]’);l;ha.ps, you see that you could not,
eh?”

“Alexandrov betrayed us to you, then?”
he exclaimed warmly.

“Did he? Find him, and you’ll soon
know the truth. But one minute you ac-
cuse me of having frightened him away,
and the next that we were acting in col-
lusion. You forget yourself. One of the
two must be false.”

“There is a good deal about you that is
false,” he retorted. .

‘“And yourself? When do you return
to your regiment, Captain Nescher?”

“You hinted at this the other night.
How do you know me?”

“Have I not been to Belgrade?”’

He looked at me keenly, and then ans-
wered in a slow, significant tonme: “Yes.
You went as one of us, and returned
against us. You are not the coward I
once thrashed. You do not know things
he knew, and you do know much that he
did not. You are not Gerard Provost.
That’s why I have come to you.”

“You are a very entertaining pereon,
captain,” I laughed.

“I can be other than
the blunt reply.

; “T have no time at present for another
uel.”

“If you are not Gerard Provost, there
is only one other man you.can be—Mr.
Guy . Pershore, the Englishman, in the
service of a minister of the Servian Gov-
ernment. There are curious rumors about
what happened at the time of his supposed
death.” ;

“If T were to give your real name to
Prince Lepova, captain, there would be
something more substantial than rumors
about you.” j

“And that is just what you would have |
done had you been the real Gerard Pro-
vost,” he retorted very shrewedly. “It
confirms’ my opinion.”

“Your opinion is nothing to me.”

“On ‘the contrary, sir, it must be, for it
will be reported to Belgrade. If you are
the minister’s secretary, how came you to
thwart a coup which you know would
have destroyed this conspiracy instantly—
you who were sent here for the very pur-
pose of destroying?” . ;

“T find no ke in following out your in-
genious spectilations,” I answered lightly, |
to hide my genuine embarrassment at his |
questions, .

“Tt was an act of treachery for which’
you will have to answer, sir. I shall go at
once to Belgrade to report this.”

“I shonld think it is alike your duty!
and the best thing you can do. Don’t let
me detain you.”

“You will find your treachery too se-
rious a matter to be disposed of with a
sneer,” he eaid angrily. -

“Indeed!” : :

“Unless you are prepared to change |
your attitude and give us the assistance
we have a right to demand.”

“Are we coming at last to the real pur-|
pose of this visit?” I asked, with a sharp |
glance. “Having first tried to kill me, |
and then having bungled your own plan |
you come to me to concoct amother to !
cover your failure! Go to Belgrade—re- |
port your failure—put, the blame where |
jou will, and air any theories you please.
But don’t think to frighten me.”

“I have the baromess’ word that you
were present last night,” he said
doggedly. e

1 laughed contemptuously.’

“You have been fooled by this Greek,
t Captain Nescher. I repeat: find ‘that
scoundrel and confront him with me, and
1 pledge you my word you shall know
at once all that paseed.”

“What did occur?”

“Do your own work, sir, and repair
your own bungling,” I cried sternly.

“Are you Mr. Guy Pershore?” )

“To you I am Gerard Provost, the man
you tried to kill. And now go, please.”

“I shall go to Belgrade,” he exclaimed
furiously. . 4

“You can go to the devil for aught I]
care, and choose your own route.” And
with a last laugh, I slammed the door
after him. |

But it was both an unexpected and un-
welcome complication. It was true enough
that Belgrade would take it badly that I
had thwarted the captain’s scheme, and
I should have an ugly corner to turn un-
less I won my way that afternoon at the
Black House.

My old chief knew all about my feelings
for Normia. He would see my motives at
a glance, and I must bé able to show gim
that I had smashed up the comspiracy at
least as effectively as by the other way, or
1 should have to face a charge of betray-
ing the interests confided to me.

1t began to look as if the troubles which
awaited me in my own name were going
to be almost as serious as those which had
beset me as Gerard Provost.

Certainly the interview had added greatly
to the importance of the proceedings that
afternoon with the prince. I started for
the meeting with a very full appreciation
of the difficulties in front of me, and my
reception at the Black House was any-
thing but reassuring.

The moment I was inside the doors they
were closed behind me. I had never
known such a thing occur before.

“Why is that?”’ I asked the man in
charge.

“The prince has ordered me to report all
arrivals to him at once, monsieur, and to
allow no one to leave until that has been
done.”

Had I been fool enough to walk into a |
trap? It looked like it, despite the |
prince’s pledge. But if that were the case, |
the way out of it was clearly not by that
door, for two or three men immediately |
placed themselves between it and me.

So T turned away with a shrug of in-
difference, and told them to announce me
to the prince at once.

But I did not like the look of matters
at all. And.the more so as, like a block-
cad, I had come unarmed.

entertaining,” was

CHAPTER XXIL

“I can Die Happy Now.”

I resolved to put a bold front on matters
and, without waiting for the servant to
bring any message from Lepova, I went
up to Stephanie’s rooms. The man there
appeared to have had no instructions con-
cerning-me, and let me pass as usual.

This might mean that, if the prince in-
tended mischief, he considered it enough |
for the present to make sure that I did
not leave the house. On the other hand,
the orders below-stairs might be no more
than a general measure of precaution,

Stephanie’s reception showed that, so
far, nothing had been said to her. She
was greatly excited, but her excitement |
was due to the fact that I had prevented |
the scheme . against Normia overnight, ]
and had not killed Von Epstein in the
duvel. She broke out -into vehement re-
proaches. that I had not done no more
than wound him. .

“Why are you &o bitter against him?”
1 asked, when I could get in a word.

“He will ruin. us, ~ He Lknows every-j
thing. ‘His death was necessary. He will

| speak to the princess.

betray us all te the Austrian Govern-
ment. Oh, you were mad to let him es-
cape!”

“What you really mean is.that for some
personal reason you hated the man, and

forced me into ihe quarrel, that I ‘might

shoot him,” I "retorted; "and added:
“Well, the scheme' miscarried.”

“You took his insults tamely enonugh,”
she countered quickly.

I laughed. ‘“Because he did not under-
stand the position, and I did. Anyway,
1 don’t hold myself ready to .kill every
man who offends you. As for the cause,
yvou had already arranged for its failure
and secured your way out, &0 that part
of the matter cannot be vour reason.”

She eprang up as if overcome with in-
dignation, but her eyes signaled alarm.

“Guy! How dare you?’ she cried.

“Drop theatricals! 1 know things,” I
replied very curtly.

“What do you mean?”’

“That T had it from your friends. Cap-
tain Nescher told me of your hand in
last night's affair against Normia, and
the other I gathered from--Count Von
Kassler.”

“My friends? Why, I have never even
heard of such men,” she protested.

“You may as well sit down again and
teke it quietly, Stephanie. The man who
calls himself Grundelhof has guessed my
secret and came to charge me with
treachery for having checkmated his -at-
tempt. Taking me for a Servian spy, like
himself, he gave away the whole thing.
As for the man who comes here as Lieu-
tenant Unterling,” 1 added, with a sig-
nificant smile, “well, he thought, of
course, that, as the friend of the big man
of. the government here, I knew every-
thing. There was thus no reason why he
should not speak frankly, too.”

This beat her. Chiefly, T think, the
suggestion that Count Xassler had told
me of hér double betrayal, and she was
too agitated to attempt a denial, or to re-
ply at all, indeed. She sat fingering some
papers, and trembling violently; and the
color gradually ebbed from her face, leav-
ing it dead white.

“After the duel this morning I had a
frank talk’ with Prince Lepova—"

“Mon Dieu! What did you tell him?”
she broke in excitedly.

“l didn’t give you. away,” 1 assured
her. “Gut I made it plain that this mar-
riage with Normia will not take place,
and that she must be told the facts, and
allowed to decide for herself whether she
will go any further with you two. I am
here to see her this afternoon and have
a chance to speak frankly what I know.”

“You won’t betray me to him, Guy?”

“No, but as he pledged his word for
my" safety here, and I am not at all sure
that he means to keep it, things may take
an ugly turn.” .

“If you tell him he will kill me,” she
cried desperately. “Does he know who
you are?”’ |
_There was no time for me to reply, as
Ncermia and the prince entered. She was
vcr:r pale and agitated as he led her to a
seat.

_“You see I have kept my word, mon-
sieur,” he said to me. Then to Steph-
anie: “This gentleman made some very
vital communications to me this morning,
and we agreed the matters should be dis-
cussed in your presence. He wishes, to
Now, monsieur.”

Stephanie had made a great effort to
regain her self-possession.

“You did not tell me of this, prince.”

“I have told you now,” was the reply,
in a tone of unmistakable hostility.

“You also pledged your honor for my
personal safety, Prince Lepova.”

“I’'m not accustomed to break my
word, monsieur,” he answered coldly.
I turned to Normia.
“The case is this: I am not Gerard
AR

Jn Belgrade.
this morning. Baroness
known it all through.”

Stephanie interrupted with a gesture of

repudiation.

“T told the prince that I had once ven-
tured to ask you to honor me with your
kand, but that you had what you believ-
ed conclusive reasons why we should not
I now know those reasons,

meet, again.
and know they have no foundation.”

Normia shot a swift glance at me, but
lowered her eyes again without replying.

“When I found you here I concluded
that you had been forced into this thing
by the same constraint, and I told Prince
Lepova that I must have an opportunity
the truth, so that you
could decide, in the light of it, whether
to persist in this present course or to

of telling you

withdraw from it at once.”

She looked first at Stephanie, whose
face wore a somewhat scornful smile, and
from her to lepova. :
“Monsieur, I—"
She stopped abruptly ae Lepova fixed

his keen eyes on her.

“] am in a position to assure you—I
my
chief in Belgrade knows that your moth-
er and sister are alive, where they are,
and under what name they are living.
And, further, that -the government will
teke no steps whatever against them, pro-

had this from his own lips—that

vided that they—and you—taken *o gide
in any troubles against the government.

By this present action of yours you are

doing the very thing you believed you

were avoiding—you are exposing them to ! _

danger. What, then, will you decide to
do?” :

“I ‘do not hesitate a moment,” cried
Normia instantly.
this—oh, it was cruel! it was infamous!
How could 'you deceive me, baroness? I
only consented that I might save them. I

» And then she broke down and

burst into tears.
(To be continued.)

LIGHTNING  BROUGHT
DEATH D DISASTER
I MONTREAL DISTRIT

Farm Hand and Horse Killed —
Steamer and Barges Sunk and
Eleven Men Had Close Call. -

Montreal, July 8.—Yesterday’s thunder-
storm caused at least one fatality in this
district. The victim was a farm hand
named Lemieux. When the storm was at
its height Lemieux was driving a load of
farm supplies down .a lane, and had
alighted to open a wire gate leading
across the New York Central tracks. Just
as he laid hands on the gate a bolt of
lightning struck in the immediate vi-
cinity and the current jumped to the wire
in the gate, instantly killing Lemieux and
one of his horses. The top of Lemieux's
hat was sheared off as though by a razor,
but there were no other marks on ‘his
body.

On the Chateauguay River a few miles
from here, the owner of a steamer with
several barges and a crew of ten men
were suddenly pitched into the water.
The storm came up suddenly and capsized
the whole outfit, sinking steamer and
barges. The eleven men, however, manag-
ed to hang on to the wreckage until help
arrived and no lives were lost. The crew
lost everything they had, and had to
walk several miles to Chateaugay Basin
to get money with which to return to
Montreal.

Provost, ‘an never have been. I am Guy
Pershore--the man you knew and trusted
I told Prince ILepova s0
Dolgoroff has

“If I had only known

Nothing Did Good
Until She Tried *Fruit-a-Tives.”

Madame Rioux is the wife of M. Jos
Riouxy a wealthy manufacturer of lumbes
in St. Moise. Madame Rioux is 'gre{lf
esteemed in her home town and her testi--
monial in favor of “Fruit-a-tives” carriea

conviction with it, as it is entirely un-
solicited.

St. Moise, Quebee.
estifying to

treated by several doctors but
did me any good, bloating conti
soon as I began to take “Fruj
pvegan to feel better, the dr
the right side and back

tically well. i
(Sgd.) MADAME JOSEPH RIQUX.
“Fruit-a-tives”—or “Fruit Liver, Tablets’®

are sold by dealers at 50c. a box-—6 for:

$2.5(_)—-or will be sent on réceipt of price.-

Fruit-a-tives, Limited, Ottawa. :

CHARLOTTE COONTY
WEINEN'S MEETING

St. George, July 7.—The executive coms.
mittee of the Charlotte county Weir-
Owners and Weir Fishermen’s Union,-
met here today with all the members
present. George J. Clark, M.PP, a
member from district No. 1, tendered his
resignation which was accepted. The
greatest confidence was expressed in the
ultimate success of the union. ;

It was decided that unless the packers
egree to take fish from the union weirs
at union prices, on. or before July 13,
steps will be taken by the union to pro-
tect themselves. The ~members® left for-
their homes confident of immediate suc-
cess. iy .

There ‘is ‘no change in the position in
the stone cutters’ strike. L

The thermometer registered. 92 degrees
here today. T '

A man,

his wife Jfssassin an 'efiémy
a corn—gvhat h ded was
Corn tractor, "1t’s safe,

sure. “Putnam’s”’—No

TWO MONTHS PACKED FULL OF
DOLLAR SAVING CHANCES. |}

AUGUST FURNITURE AND MIDSUMMER SALES COMBINED IN
ONE MIDSUMMER SALE CATALOGUE : .

AUGUST FURNITURE SALE
CATALOGUE WILL NOT BE ISSUED

can. We do!

AND REMEMBER, everything we s
GUARANTEE : If goods are nof§ entire

exchange or refund your money and fay al

Thousands of héme owners Canada over look forward from year to year to our
August Furnjture Sales as great money-savers in supplying their evegly Hoftng
these two value-giving events are combined in one, and ourpxp
have specially collected and manufactured everything thaf j#
‘n novelty and staple lines, and we have markggr t
prices for which trustworthy

GIGANTIC PREPARATIONS HA
PAST TO MAKE THIS THE

1If we couldn’t show you price reason|distin
need now and here. the object of fhis Mi

alitieggFan

is backed up by
satisfactory in eithg#fquality or price, we will

Midsummer and-
need. This year
mmense factories
most desirable

FOR MONTHS
OUR HISTORY.

every sfummer
But we

oth ways.

and so forth,

Have You Received
New Midsummer

Send us your name and address on a postal an
trated, will be sent you FREE.
wearing apparel for men and women, but on house decorations,
The prices have built up this business and still sustain it.

Do Not Fail to Write for this Free Catalogue To-day.

This Catalog

Copy of Our
e Catalogue ?

is 24-page Money-saver, beautifully illus- $
tells of worth-while reductions, not only on ‘
home furnishings, fancy work,
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