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A Son of the ImmortaU
" Was there a tragedj? » she whispered.
" Something of the sort. The details are hardly

known yet, and the telegrams published in our Den-
ver newspapers are not quite explicit. There is an
aUusion to a disturbance in a local theater, during
which the heir apparent, Count Julius Marulitch,
was fatally stabbed."

"Oh! "gasped Joan.
" It would seem that this incident took place sev-

eral days ago, but escaped notice in the American
press at the time. Attention is drawn to it now by
the fact that King Michael was found dead in his
apartments at an early hour yesterday morning, and
it is rumored that he was poisoned."

"How dreadful!" she gasped. *«It will shock
your mother terribl, when she hears of it"

" It is an odd feature of the aflFair," went on Alec,
" that the telegram describes the King as residing in
the New Konak. I suppose he passed the summer
months there, and had not yet returned to Delgratz.
Delightful as the place was, I am glad now we never
lived there, Joan."

She rose and caught him by the arm. « Alec," she
murmured, « Heaven was very good to us in sending
us away from that Inferno ! You never regret those
days, do you? You never think, deep down in your
heart, that if it had not been for me you would still

be a King?"

He laughed so cheerfully that the sound of his
mirth woke both his mother and the baby.
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