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Sontinued.
The square of St. Michael was full of

a fine trade. But the centre of interest
was on the north wall and the adja-
cent quays, under the shadow of Sulei-
man’s Tower. Within those walls were
the two protagonists. Thence the
Prince issued his orders; thither Mis-
titch had been secretly eonveyed the
night before by a party of the Prince’s
own guard, trustworthy Volsenians.
A crowd of citizens and soldiers was
chattering and staring at the Tower
when Sophy's carriage dre,w up at the

entrance of the bridge, which, crossing l

the North River, gave access to the
fort. The mouih of the bridge was
guarded by fifty of those same Vol-
senians. They had but to retreat and
raise the bridge behind them, and
Mistitch was safe in the trap. Only—
and the crowd was quick enough to un-
derstand the situation—the prisoner’s
trap could be made a snare for his
jailer, too. Unless provisions could be
obtained from the country round it
it would be impossible to hold the
Tower for long against an enemy
controlling the butchers’ and bakers’
shops of Slavna. Yet it could be held
long enough to settle the business of
Captain Hercules.

The shadow of the weeping women
had passed from Sophy’s bodyP,apbTt
had passed: from Sophy's spirit; the
sad impression was never the lasting
one with her. An hour of crisis al-
ways found her gay. She entered the
time-worn walls of Suleiman’s Tower
with a thrill of pleasure, and followed
Peter Vassip up the narrow stair with
a delighted curiosity. The Prince re-
ctived her in that large round room
which constituted the first floor of-the
central tower. Its furniture was sim-
ple, almost rude, fits massive walls
quite bare save. for some pieces of an-
cient armor. Narrow 'slits, deep-set
in the masonry, served for windows
and gave a view of the city and of the
country round on every side; they
gshowed the seething throng on the
north wharf and on the quays; the
distant sound of a thousand voices

Zerkovitch and his wife were with
the Prince, seated aver.a. simple meal,
at which Sophy-joined them. Marie
had watched Sophy's entrance and the
Prince’s greeting closely; she marked
Sophy’s excitement betrayed in the
familiar signal on her cheel. But the:
journalist was too excited on his own
account to notice other people. He
was talking feverishly, throwing his
jean body about, and dasghing his
hands up and dewn; he hardly paused
to welcome the neéwcomer. He Fad a
thousand plans by which the Prince
~vas to overcome and hold down Slavs
pa. One and all, they had the same
defect; they suppesed the absence aof |
the danger which.they were contrived
to meet. They assumed that the apld-
jers would. obey! ] the Commandant,
even with the sound ofthe rifiee svhich
had shot Mistiteh fresh in their ears.

The Prince listened. good-humoredly
to his enthusiastic but highly unprac-
tical adherent; but his mind did not
follow the talk. Sophy hearkened with
the eagerness of a novice—and he
watched her face. Marle watching
his, remembered how she had prayed
Sophy not to come to Slavna. Sophy
was here—and Fate had thrown her
across the Prince's path. With a wo-
man’s preference for the personal,
Marie was more occupied with the sit-
upation than with the temper of the
capital or the measures of the Prince.

At last their host roused himself,
and patted Zerkovitch’s shoulder in-
dulgently.

«gell, it’s good not to fear,” he said.
«We didn’t fear the other night, Made-
moiselle de Gruche and L And all end-
ed well!”

“Ended?” Marie murmured half un-
der her breath.

The Prince laughed. “You sha'n’t
make me affraid,” he told her, “any
more than' Zerkovitch shall make me
trust Colonel Stafnitz. T can't say any
more than that.” He turned to Sophy.
«] think you'd better stay here till we i
gee what's going to happen tonight-—
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drawing up andther plan; both he and
Marie now watched the Prince. Mom-
ents went by in silence. -

At last the Prince spoke—in a low
voice, almost dreamy. “My guns for
Mistitch! Mititch against my guns!
That would be a price—a fair price!”

The three $at silent. The Zerkovit-

ches too, had heard him talk of the
guns: how on them hung the tranquil-
lity of the city, and how on them might
hang the country’s honor and exist-
ence. Stenovics could give them, if he
weuld, in réturn for Mistitch. But to
give up Mistitch was a great surren-
der. Sophy’s whisper, almost involun-
tary, the voicing of a regret, hardly
even of a distant aspiration, had rais-
ed a problem of conguct, a question of
high policy. The Prince’'s brain was
busy with it, and his mind perplexed.
Sophy sat watching him, not thinking
now, but waiting, conscious only that
by what seemed almost a chance, a
new face had, through her, been put
on the situation.
- Suddenly Zerkovitch hrought his
clenched first down on the table. “No!”
he almost shouted. “They'll’ think
you're afraid!”

“Yes, they'll think that—but not all
of them. Stenovies will know better—
and Stafnitz, too. They’'ll know.I do it,
not because I'm afraid, but in order
that I ncver need be.”

“Then Stenovics won’t give them!”
cried Mare.

“I think he must give anything or
everything for Mistitch.” He rose and
paced restlessly about the room. Sophy
still followed him with her eyes, but
she alone of the thrze offered no argu-
ment and made no  suggestion. The
Prince stood still for a monent in deep
thought. Then his face cleared. He
came quickly up to Sophy, - took her
hand, 2nd kissed it.

“Thank you,” he said. “I don’t know
how it will turn out for me; the case
is too difficult for me to be able to
foresee that. For me-it may be mas-
tery—I -always thought it would mean
that. Or perhaps, somehow, it may turn
to ruin ' He pressed Sophy’s hand now
and smiled at her. She understood and
returned his smile. “But the question
isn't one of my interest. My duty is
plain.” i

He walked quickly to his writing-
tble and unlocked a drawer. He re-

in his hand, and' sat down between
Marie and Zerkoviteh.™

The orderly entered again, announc-

ing Stenovics. “Let him come in here,”
said the Prince. His manner grew
lighter, and the smile which;lrad com-
forted Sophy remained on his face.
! Stenovics came in; his air was ner-
vous, and he looked at the Prince’s
three companions with a visible access
of embarrassment. At a nod from the
Prir.ce, the orderly placed a chair for
the General, and withdrew.

“The same matter we discussed last
night, General?”

“There can be but one matter in the
thoughts of all of us now, sir. Pardon
me—I understood your Royal High-
ness would receive me alone.”

The Prince gave a low laugh. “When
one bhargains, should one have wit-
nessges?"”

In an instant Stenovics laid hold ol
the significant word; it made him for-
get his request for privacy. An eager
light came into his eyes.

“Barzains? You're ready now to—

»I,a nuit porte conseil.” He drew a
paper from the envelope, unfolded it,
and handed it across the table. fyou
remember that—a memorandum I sent
to you three months ago—in my capac-
ity as Commandant?”’

Stenovics looked at the paper. “I re-
member, sir.”

«It’s indorsed in your hand?”

“Yes.”

“The indorsement runs: ‘Impossible.’

o

and our friends here will do the same.
If all’'s quiet you can go home to
sleep. If not, we can give you quarters i
—rough ones, I'm afraid.” He rose from '
the table and went {p 2 window. “The
crowd’s thinner; they're gone off to eat
and drink. We shall have one quietI
hour, at all events.”

An orderly entered and gave him a
letter.

He read it, and sald: “Tell General
#Stenovics I will receive him here at
{ two o'clock.” When the messenger had
gone,he turned round towards the table
“A last appeal, 1 suppose! With all the
old arguments! But the general has
nothing to give in exchange t‘n.r Mis-
{itch. My price would be very high.”

“No price! no price!” cried the fiery
Zerkovitch. «ge raised his sword
against vou! He must die!”

«“yes, he must die.”” He turned to the
window 2again. Sophy rose from the ta-
ble and joined him there, looking ov-
er the city. Directly beneath was the
great gate, flanked on either side by
broad, magsive walls, which seeme.d to
grow out of the waters of the river.
He was aware of her movement, though
he did not look round at her. “I've
brought ' you, too, into this trouble—
you, a stranger,” he said.

“You don't t#ink I'm sorTy for that?”

“No. But it makes my impotence
worse.”” He waved his arm towards the
city. “There it is—here am I! And yet
—I'm powerless!"

Sophy followed his gesture, and un-
derstood what was passing in his mind
the pang of & soldier without his arma-
ment, the workman without his tools.
Their midnight talk flashed back into
recollection. She remembered his bit-
ter complaint. Under her breath, and
with a sigh, she whispered: “If you
had the big guns now!”

Low as the whisper was, he heard
{t—and it seemed to shoot through his
brain. He turned sharply round on her
and gazed full into her eyes. So he
stood a moment and quickly turned to

the table and sat down. Sophy follow-
ed, her gaze fixed on his face. Zerk-
ovitch ceased writing. He had been

. Rather curt, General !”

“The note was for my private use,
but your Royal Highness particularly
pressed for the return of the docu-
ment.”

“I did. And, after all, why use more

! words than necessary? One will still

bé enough—but not that one.”

“I'm not following you, sir,”
Stenovics.

The Prince leaned across the table to
him. “In our conversation, last night,
you asked me to do a very remarkable
thing. and to get thig lady here” (he
indicated Sophy) “to’do it, too. You
remember? We were to think that,

said

| at night, in the Street of the Fountain,

light of the. illuminations,
Stefanovitch and Niko-
las Stafnitz looked—and sound-
ed—just the same. I didn’t see my way
to that, and I didn’t think this lady
would see hers. It seemed so diffi-
cult.”

Stenovies was in a strain of close at-
tention. The paper from the envelope
crackled under the trembling of his
hand.

“Now, if we had such a memory as
Lieutenant Rastatz is happy eunough to
possess!” the Prince pursued. “‘Or if
Colonel Stafnitz had taken us into his
confidence about his quarrei with Cap-
tain Mistitch! All that was not so last
night. -Consequently, Captain Mistitch
must be tried and shot, instead of suf-
fering some not very sever disciplinary
punishment, for brawling in the street
and having a quarrel with his superlor
officer.”

Stenovics marked every word, and
understood the implied offer. The of-
fer was good enough; Stanfnitz him-
self would not and could not ask that
no notice whatever should be taken.
The trifiing nature of the punishment
would in itself Be a great victory. But
the price? He was to hear that in a
moment,

“Sergius Stefanovitch—Nikolas Staf-
nitz! Which was it, General? It’s only
c¢kznging two words, yet what a differ-
ence it makes!”

“The differences of peace to night or

in ‘the
Sergius

turned. to the table with an en\'elope'

' unpopular
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—» Stenovics waved his hand towards
the city. But the Prince interrupted
kim, ;

“Never mind that,”” he said, rather
gharply. “That's not first in my mind,
or-I should have lett the matter where
it rested last night. I was thinking of

the difference to Captain Mistitch—and

perhaps to you, Géneral.”

He looked full at Stenovics, and the
Goeneral’s éyes fell. The Prince point-
ed his finger -across the table at the
paper under Stenevics's hand.

“I'm a liberal bargainer,” he said,
“and T offer you a good margin of pro-
fit. I'll change two words if you'll
change one—two for you against one for
me! ‘Sergius Stefanovitch’ becomes
‘Nikolas Stafnitz' if ‘Impeossible’ be-
comes ‘Immediate.’ "’

Stenovics gave one slight start, then
leaned back in his chair and looked
past the Prince cut of the window
orposite to him.

“Afake that change, and we'll settle
details afterwards. I must have full
guarantees. I must see the order sent,
and the money deposited in my name
and at my disposal.”

*“This afternoon, siz?"’’

“IWouldn't it be well to release Cap-
tain Mistitch from Suleiman’s Tower
before tonight?”’

“The money is difficult today.”

“The releas¢ will be impossible to-
morrow.”

Again Stenovic's eyes wandered to
the window, and a silence followed.
Perhaps he saw the big guns already
in position, dominating the city; -per-
haps he listened to the hum of voices
which again began to swell the volume
from the wall and from the quays.
There are times when a man must buy
the present with a mortgage on the
future, however onerous the terms may
be. It was danger against destruction.
He put out his hand and took from
Zerkovitech a quill which the journalist
was twiddling in his fingers. He made
a scratch and a scribble on the paper
which the Prince had taken from the
envelope. i

« ‘Imipossible’ has become ‘Immediate,’
sir.” N

“And ‘Sergius Stefanovitch’
Stafnitz.’ *" said the Frince.
at Sophy for confirmation,
softly clapped her hands.

‘Nikolas
He look=d
and she

VII.
THE BARONESS GOES TO COURT.

The troops of the garrison and their
allies, the scum of the streets, thiought
that they had scored a great victory
and infilcted deep humiliation on the
martinet who ruled and
harried them. They celebrzted the
event with noisy but harmless revels,
and when Captain Hercules was seen
about again (he submitted to a fort-
night’'s confinement to barracks with
feelings in which thankfulness, though
not gratitude, predominated) he found
his popularity with them greater than
ever. But in the higher circles — the
{nner ring — of the party he eerved,
his reception was not soO cordial.
Stenovics would not see him; Stafnitz
saw him only to express a most un-
compromising judgment on his con-
duct.

Yielding in appearance, in point of
substance the Prince of Slavna had
scored heavily. The big guns were
ordered from Germany. The . Prince
had the money to pay for them, and

they were to Dbe consigned to him;
these were the guarantees which hej
had asked for Stenovies. When the |
guns came and he had agreed to make |
an extra payment for early delivery—
his situation would be very different.
With trusty men behind them it would
go hard with him if he were not mas-
ter of Slavna, and he had already
obtained the King's sanction to raise
and train a force of artillery from
among his own men in Volseni and
its neighborhood. The men of Volseni
were proof against Mistitch’s bragging
and the subtle indulgence py which
Stafnitz held his power over the rank
and file of the army. They were true
to the Prince.

The idle King’s family pride was
touched; it was the one thing which
could arouse him. At his son’s express
request—and at that only—he acquies-
ced in the release of Mistiteh and his
satellite Sterkoff; but he was deter-
mined to make his own attitude clear
and to do what he could to restore the
prestige of his family. The Prince said
dryly that the prestige would profit
best of all by the big guns; the King
was minded to supplement their effect
by something more ornate. He created

“a new order and made his son Grand

Master of it. There was no harm in
that, and Stenovics readily consented.
He declared that something more
must be done for the lady to whom
his son owed his life; to be made
Keeper of the Tapestries might be 2
convenient recompense, but was not
honor enough. Stenovics declared that
any mark of favor which His Majesty
designed for Mademoiselle de Gruche
might most properly be hers. Finally
the King instructed Stenovies to con-
centrate all his energies on the mat-
rimonial negotiations. A splendid mar-
riage would enhance and strengthen
the prestige more than anything else.
Stenovics premised zealous obedience,
and withdrew full of thought. The
Order was an easy matter, and hon-
ors for Sophy did no harm. The mar-
riage was ground much more delicate.
It touched the “big stake” which Col-
onel Stafnitz had so emphatically
warned the General not to play on the
bad hand dealt to him by Mistitch's
blundering. But with the big guns in
position, and the sturdy men of Vol-
seni behind him—would a good hand
ever come?

There wére but three in the inner
secret of the scheme, but they were

three of the longest heads in Kravonia.

Countess Tllenburg was a pious woman
and of exemplary demeanor; but (;xs?
Markart told Sophy) women arc ambit-
ious and she had borne the King a son.
Stenovies saw himself cast aside like
an old glove if Prince Sergius came to
the throne. Stafnitz was a born fisher
in troubled waters, and threw a skilful
nect. Twice before in the country’s his-
sory iatrigue had made revolution, and
changed the order of succession in the
House of Stefanovitch. The three wait-
ed on chance, but the chance was not
vet. If the King was at enmity with
his son, or if there was a demise of
the Crown while the Prince was not on
the spot to look after his interests,
there might lie the opoprtunity. But
now the King was all cordiality for his
Heir Apparent, the Prince was on the
spot; the guns and their :Volsenian
gunners threatened to be on the spot,
too, ere long, It was not now the
moment for the big stake.

King Alexis was delighted with his
new Order and the Grand Master in-
signia were very handsome. In the
centre of a five-pointed star St. Mich-
ael slew the Dragon—a symbol perhaps
of Captain Mistitch. The broad robbon
was of virgin white; it would show
up.well against cither the black sheep-
skin  of the Volsenian tunic or the
bright blue of the Prince's hussar uni-
form. There were, some day, to be
five other Knights; with the Grand
Master and the Sovereign himself the
mystic number Seven would be reach-
od-+but it would never be exceeded; the
Order would be most select. All this the
King. explained in a florid speech,
gleeful with his new toy, while the
serious folks listened with a respecttul
deference and a secret smile. “If he
would make order, instead of Orders!”
thought the Pnince; and probably Col-
onel Stafnitz, in .attendance as his
Majesty’s aide-de-camp,;’ had ‘thoughts
not much different. Yet even toys take
on a‘slgnlﬁcance’ when grown-up peo-
ple play with them, Countess Ellenburg
was not pleased that only one appoint-
ment should be made to the Order of
St. Michael, Was it not time that the
pretty boy Alexis wore a Star?

The King had not'done  yet; there
wasd honor for the,Prihce's friends too;
men should know that service to the
Royal House was mieritorious in pro-
portion to the illu§trious position of
that House. Zerkovitch stood forward
and was made Chevalier of the Cross
of Kravonia. The occasion cost Zerko-
vitch the price of a Court suit, but for
Marie's sake he bore ‘the outlay pat-
jéntly. Then the King having refresh-
ed himself with a draught which bis
valet Lepage brought‘-‘t_\im, turned to
his most pleasing task. The Keeper of
the Tapestries was called from her
place in the circle beside Marie Zerko-
vitch. Colonel Stafnitz had not noticed
her standing there, but now he gave a
little start; the figure seemed familiar.
He turned his head round to Markart,
who was just behind him. “Yes, that's
her,” Markart whispered in answer to
the question in the Golonel's eyes, The
eyes flew back to' Sophy instantly.
There too, was set. thé gaze of Countess
Ellenburg.For Sophy ‘was in full beauty
that day. She, too loved toys; and her
ancient hatred to the name to which
she had been born must be remembered.
Her eyes glowed, and the Red Star
glowed on her cheek. All her air was
triumphant as she courtesied to the
King, and then stood, erect and proud,
to hear his gracious words.

Gracious words were for her deed,
and gracious his-smile for her comely !
beauty. He could at least louk’
a king—no man denied him that—and
speak in kingly pheases. A service un-i
matched in courage, and immeasutr-
able in importance to us and our Roy-
al House, the preservation of our dear-
1y loved son and only Heir.” (Countess
Ellenburg looked .down her nose at
that!) For such an act did he confer
a patent of nohility on Sophy, and for
greater- honor gave her, as title the
name of one of his own -estates, to-
gether with a charge on its revenues
equal to her new dignity.

He ended and sank back in his chair.
Her Prince came forward and kissed
her hand before them all. Countess
Ellenburg howed condescendingly. A
decorous murmur of applause filled the|
hall as, with shining eyes, Sophia,
Baroness Dobrava, courtesied again|
very low.

So, as Sophy Grouch had gone, went
Sophie de Gruche!

“She’s delighted—poor child!” whis-
pered Marie Zerkovitch; but only Julia
Robins, in England far away, heard
the full torrent of Sophy's simple,
child-like exultation. Such a letter
went-to her that night!—but there was,
stuff in it Dbesides the Baroness's|
paean.

Suddenly a childish voice rang out
clear through the hall—a fearless, eag-
er littte voice.

“What's that you've got on your
cheek ?” asked young Alexis, with en-
gaging candor; his finger pointed at|
Sophy's face.

So quaint an interruption to the
stately formality, of the scene struck
people’s sense of humor. Everybody
laughed—even Countess IEllenbursg.
Sophy’s own laugh rose rich and mer-
ry. Her ignorance or carelessness of
etiquette betrayed itself; she darted
at the pretty boy, caught him in her
arms, and kissed him, answering:
“That’'s my luck—my Red Star.”

|

" offered the Baroness

| ments
| patient’s rank.

The boy touched the mark with his
finger; a look of childish awe came in-
to his blue eyes.

“Your luck!” he said,
continued to look at the
sign after Sophy had set
again. The little scene was
over Slavna before night—and men
and women talked, according to their
temper, of the nature and the meaning
of the Ited Star. 1f only the foolish

softly,
mysterious

and |

him down|
told all|

think about such things, even the wise/|

talk.

The King left his chair and mingled
with his guests. His movement was the
signal for a general relaxation of cer-
emony. The Prince.,came across the
room and joined Sophy, who had re-
turned to Marie Zerkovitch's side. He
his congratula-
tions, but in somewhat constrained
tones. His mind seemed to be on some-
thing else; once or twice he looked in-
quiringly at Marie, who in her turn
showed signs of restlessness or dis-
tress. A silence followed on Sophy’s
expression of her acknowledgements.
The Prince glanced again at Marie
and made up his mind to speak.

“You've done me the kindness I ask-
ed?’ he inquired of Marie.

Marie picked at the feathers of her
fan in unhappy embarrassment. ‘“No,
sir, I haven’t. I—I couldn’t.”

“But why. not?” he
prise.

“I—I couldn’t,” repeated Marie, flush-
ing. ‘

He looked at her gravely for a mo-
ment, then smiled. “Then I must plead
my own cause,” he said, and turned to
Sophy. “Next week I'm leaving Slavna
and going to my Castle of Praslok. It's
near Volseni, you know, and I want
to raise and train my gunners at Vol-
seni. We must be ready for our guns
when they come; mustn’'t we?”’

His eyes met hers—eager glance ex-
changed for glance as eager. “Our
guns !” whispered Sophy under her
breath.

“Marie here and Zerkovitch have
promised to come with me. He'll write
what ought to be writen, and she'll
cook the dinners.” He laughed. “Oh’
well, we do live very simply at Praslok.
We shall be there three months at
least. I asked Marie to persuade you
to come with her and to stay as long
as you could. But she's disappointed
me. - I must plead for myself.”

The changing expressions of Sophy’s
eyes had marked every sentence of his
speech, and Marie marked every ex-
pression of the eyes. They had grown
forlorn and apprehensive when he
spoke of leaving Slavna; a sudden joy
leaped into them at his invitation to
Praslok.

“You'll .come for a little ? The
scenery is very fine, and the people in-
teresting.”

Sophy gave a low laugh. “Since the
scenery is fine and the people interest-
ing—yes, Monsiegneur.”

Their eyes met aAgain, and he echoed
back her laugh. Marie Zerkovitch drew
in her breath sharply. With swift in-
sight she saw—and foresaw. She re-
membered the presentiment, under
whose influence she had begged Sophy

asked In sur-

;not to come to Kravonia. But fate had

weighed the scdles heavily against her.
The Baroness Dobrava was here.

The Prince turned to Marie with a
puzzled look. Sophy was lost.in glad
anticipations. Marie met the Prince’s
look with a deprecating imploring
glance. He frowned a little—not in
anger, but in puzzle; what she foresaw
he himself had not yet divined; he was
feeling of joy without understanding
it.

“At any rate you're not responsible
now if we do freeze her to death with
our mountain snows,” he said in a jest
which veiled friendly reproach.

“No, at least I'm not responsible,”
Marie answered.

There was a note in her volce now
which commanded even Sophy’s pre-
engaged attention. She looked sharply

| at her friend—and perhaps she uunder-

stood. But she did not yield to the sug-
gestion. She drew herself up proudly.
“I'm not afraid of what may happen to

| me at Praslok, Monseigneur,” she said.

A simultaneous exclamation of many
voices broke across their talk, At the
other end of the room, men and women
pressed into a ciicle round some point
of interest which could not be seen by
Sophy and her companions. A loud
voice rang out in authoritative tones:
“Stand back ! Stand back—and open
ail the windows !”

“That’s Natcheff's voice,” said the
Prince. Natcheft was the leading phy-
sician of Slavna. “Somebody’s fainted,
I suppose. Well, the place is stuffy
encugh !”

Markart emexged from the circle,
which had widened out in obedience to
the physician's orders. As he hurried
past the Prince, he said: “The King
has fasted, sir. I'm going. to fetch
Lepage.” Two or three other men ran
and opened the windows.

“The King fainted ! I never knew
him do that before.”

He hastened to where his father lay,
the subject of Natcheff’'s ministrations.
Sophy and Marie followed in his wake
through the opening which the onlook-
ers made for him. The King showed
signs of recovering, but Natcheff’'s face
was grave beyond ever the require-
of his profession or of his
The next moment Le-
page came up. This man, the King's
body-servant, was a small, plump per-
son, who had generally a weary, im-
pressive, uninterested manner. He look-
ed rather uniterested even now, but
his wall. was very quick, and he was
<oon aiding Natcheff with deft
nimble fingers.

“This is strange, Lepage,”’ said Nat-
cheff.

Lepage did not look up from his task.

“Has it ever happened before?”’

Then ILepage did look sup. He
peared Lo consider and to hesitate.
glanced once at the King
swered.

“It’s the third attack in
he said, at last.

“You never told me!” The
shot sharp from Natcheff's lips.

ap-
ITe

two months,”

words

“That was by His Majesty's peremp- |
He'll be angry that I've |

tory orders.
tcld you now.”

“Clear the room!” ordered Natcheft,
shortly.

and |

before he an- |

PHY OF KRAVONIA~

Slavna had plenty to talk about that
night. Besides the Baroness Dobrava’s
Red Star, there was the fainting fit of
King Alexis! The evening bulletin
was entirely favorable; the King had
quite recovered. - But many had heard
Lepage's confession and seen the look
that it brought to Natcheff's face.

Stenovies and Stafnitz rode. back
from the Palace to the city side by
side. The General was silent, immersed
in deep thought. Stafnitz smoked his
cigarette with a light, rather mocking
smile. At last, when they were almost
opposite the terrace of the Hotel de
Paris, Stenovies spoke.

‘It looks like the handwriting on the
wall,” he said.

“Quite so, General,” Stafnitz agreed,
cheerfully. .“But at present there’s no
evidence to show to whom besides the
King himself, the message is address-
ed.”

“Or what it says?”

“I think that’s plain enough, General.
I think it says that the time is short.”

He watched his companion's face
closely now. But Stenovics's mask
stolid and unmoved; he said nothing;
he contented himself with a sullen
grunt.

“Short for the King!” pursued Staf-
nitz, with a shake of his head. ‘“‘Short
for the Prince, perhaps! And certainly,
General, uncomfortably short for us!™
. Stenovics grunted again, and then
rode on some while in silence. At last,
just as he was about to part from his
companicn, he made one. observation:

‘Fortunately Natcheff is a friend of
mine; ie shall get the best rpossible
infermation.”

“That’ might become of importance,
no doubt, General” said Stanfnitz,
smiling still.

VITL

MONSEIGNEUR'S UNIFORM.

Dr. Natcheff amply reassured public
opinion. What information he gave to
General Stenovics, his friend, is another
matter, and remained locked in that
stateman’s heart. Publicly and to
everybody else, from the Prince of
Slavna downward, he declared that there
was no ground for apprehensicn, and
that the King merely needed rest and
ckange; after a few days of the former
it was proposed to seek the latter by
moving the Court to His Majesty’'s
country-seat at Dobrava—that estate
from which Sophy had been graciously
bidden to choose her title. Meanwhile,
there was no reason why the Prince
should not carry out his intention, and
proceed to the Castle of Praslok.

Below Slavna, the main post-road—
as has already been stated, there was
no railway at this time—follows the
ccurse of the River Krath for about
five miles in a southeasterly direction.
It is then carried .across the stream
(which continues to trend to the south)
by an ancient wooden bridge, and runs
northeast for another fifteen milesy
through flat country, and past prosper-
ous agricultural and pastoral villages,
till it reaches the marshy land border-
irg Lake Talti. The lake, extending
from this point to the spurs of the
m ountain-range swhich forms the fron-
tier, bars its farther direct progress,
and it divides into two branches. The
right promg of the fork continues on
the level till it reaches Dobrava, eight
miles from the point of bisection; here
it inclines to the northeast again, and,
after some ten miles of steady ascent,
crosses the mountains by St. Peter's
Pass, the one carriage-road over the
range and over the frontier. The left
prong becomes a steep ascent directly
the Dbisection has occurred, rising
sharply for five miles to the hill on
which the Castle of Praslok stands.
Then it. runs for another five miles on
a high platcau till it ends at the hill
city of Volseni, which stands on the
edge of the plateau, looking down on
Lake Talti and across to Dobrava in
the plain opposite.

Beyond Volseni there s no road in
the proper sense, but only cart or
bridle-tracks: Of these the principal
and most frequented runs diagonally
across the valley in which Lake Talti
lies, is interripted by the lake (at that
point about a mile and a half wide),
and then meets the road from Dobrava
halfway up St. Peter’'s Pass, and
about twenty miles across-country
from Volseni. It thus forms the base
of a rough and irregular triangle of
country, with the point where the
Slavna road bisects, the Pass and Vol-
seni marking its three angles. Lake
faltl is set in the middle, backed by a
chain of hills continuous everywhere
except at the indentation of the Pass.

Though so near to Slavna in actual
| distance, the ccuntry is very different
| from the fertile river-valley which sur-
‘1‘mmds the capital; it fis bleak and
ix'nug‘h, a land of hill pastures: and
| mountain woods. Its natural fesatures
}\m‘o reflected in the character of the in-
| habitants. The men who count Vol-
Is‘-ni o local capital are hardier than
| {he men of Slavna, less given to luxuvy,
]}vs:: adicted to quarrels and riots, but
considerably more formidable oppon-
ents if once they take up arms. For
this reason, no less than on account of
their devotion to him, the Prince did
well to choose this country as the re-
cruiting-ground for his new force of
gunners. -

The Prince had been at Praslok for
a week when Sophy set out to join him
there. At the last moment Zerkovitch
| decided to remain in Slavna, at least
until the court made its promised move
to Dobrava; reassuring as Dr. Natcheff

was, it would do no harth to have a

friendly pair of eyes and ears in the

capital, as long as the King remain-
| ad in residence. Thus the two ladies
| were accompanied by Peter Vassip,
whom the Prince had. sent to escort
them. They set out in a heavy travel-
ling-carriage at ten in the morning,
reckoning to reach the Castle before

the evening fell; their progress would
nc'\'el‘ be rapid and for the last five
xmls_:s exceedingly slow. They left the
capital in complete tranquillity, and
when Sophy settled her bill at the sign
of the Silver Cock, and bade fasewell
to old Meyerstein, her landlord, he ex-
pressed the hope that she would soon
be back, though indeed, his poor House
was, he feared, no fit quarters for the
Baroness Dobrava.

“I don’t know whether 1 shall come
back here, but I shall never forget
your house. I shall always love it in
my memory,” said Sophy.

Max von Hollbrandt had obtained
leave of absence from his- Iegation,
and had accompanied the Prince to
Praslok. The two were friends, hav-
ing many tastes in common and not
least the taste for soldiering. Besides
having the pleasure of his company,
the Prince looked to obtain vuluab.le
aid from Max in the task on which he
was engaged. The young German was
amused and delighted with his expedi-
tion. Praslok is a primitive old plzce.
It stands on an abzrupt mound or knob
of ground by the roadside.So steep and
sudden is the ascent that it was neces-
sary to build a massive causeway of
wood—an inclined plane, to lead up
from the road to the gate of the
square tower which forms the front of
the building; the causeway had cross-
bars at short intervals, to give foot-
hold to the horses, which in old days,
were stabled within the walls. Recently
however, modern stables had been built
on ‘the other side of the road, and it
had become the custom to mount the
causeway and enter the castle on foot.

Within, the arrangements were
quaint and very simple. Besides the
tower already mentioned, which con-
tained the dining room and two bed-
rooms above it, the whole building
strictly conditioned by the shape of the
hill on which it stood consisted of three
rows of small rooms on the ground-
floor. In one row lived the Prince and
his male guests, in the second the
servants, in the third the guard. The
ladies were to be accommodated in the
tower above the dining-room. The rows
of rooms opened on a covered walk or
cloister which ran round the inner
court of the Castle. The whole was
solidly built ‘of gray stone—a business-
like old hill fortress, strong by reason
of its massive masonry and of the
position in which it stood. Considered
as 'a modern residence—it had to be
treated humorously—so Max declared,
and found much pleasure in it from
that point of view. The Prince, always
indifferent to physical comfort, and
ever averse to luxury, probably did
not realize how much his ancestral
stronghold demanded of his guests’
indulgence. Old Vassip, ‘Peter’s father,
was major-domo—always in his sheep-
skin coat and high ~boots. His wife
was cook.- Half a dozen servants com-
pleted the establishment and of these
three were grooms. The horses, in fact
seemed. to Max the only creatures
whose comforts were at all on a mod-
ern footing. But the Prince was en-
tirely satisfied, and never so happy
anywhere as at Praslok. He loved the
simple hardy life; he loved even more
though perhaps less consciously, the
sense of being among friends. He would
not yield an inch to court popularity
in Slavna; but his heart went out to
meet the unsought devotion of Vol-
seni, the mountain town, and its sur-
rounding villages. Distant and self-re-
strained in Slavna, here he was open,
gay and full of an almost boyish ar-
dor.

“IJt's worth coming here, just to see
its effect on you,” Max told him, as
the two rode back together from Vol-
seni on the day of Sophy’'s arrival
They had been at work, and the re-
cruiting promised well.

The Prince laughed gaily. “Coming
here from Slavna is like fresh air af-
ter an oven,” he said. “No need to
watch your tongue,—or other peoples!
You can laugh when vyou like, and °
frown when you like, without a dozen
people asking you what’s your motive
for doing it.”

“But, really, you shouldn’'t have
chosen a diplomatist for your compan-
jon sir, if you feel like that.”

“I haven't,” he smiled. “I’ve left the
diplomatist down there and brought the
soldier up. And now that the ladies
are coming—"’

“Ah, now we must watch our tongues
a little bit! Madame Zerkovithe is
very pretty—and the Baroness might
make me absolutely poetical!”

Least prying of men, yet Max von
Hcellbrandt could not resist sending
with this speech a glance at his com-
panion—the visit of the Baroness com-
pelled this much tribute to curiosity.
But the Prince’s face was a picture of
unembarrassed pleasure.

“Then be poetical! We'll all be poet-
ical!” he cried, merrily. “In the inter-
vals of drilling, be it understood!” he
added with a laugh.

Into this atmosphere, physical and
moral—the exhilaration of keen moun-
tain breezes, the brightness of a win-
ter sun, the play of high hopes and
of high spirit—came Sophy, with all
her power of enjoying and her ardor
in imagining. Her mind leaped from
the sad embraces of the past to the
future. No more than this had yet
emerged into consciousness; she was
not yet asking how, for good or evil,
she stood or was to stand, towards
the Prince. Fortune had done wonder-
ful things for her, and was doing more
vet. That was enough, and beyond that
for the moment she was not driven.

The mixture of poetry and drilling
suited her to perfection. She got both
when she rode over to Volseni with
the Prince. Crisp snow covered the
ground, and covered too, the roofs of
the old, gray hill-side city—long, slop-
ing roofs, with here and there a round-
tower with a snow-clad extinguisher
atop. The town was no more than
one long street which bayed out at the
farther end into a market-place. It
stood with its back againsta mountain
side, defended on the other three sides
by a sturdy wall, which only now, af-
ter five centuries, began to crumble
away at the top.

(To be continued.)




