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Electrie-
rnfort, convenience, economny, andi saicty.

Sthat is completely equipped with electri-
S is a happy one.

rudgery of housekeeping is eliminated by

"lTîat was what I said. But they
persisted in their obduracy."

"lThey are gentiemen-not turn-
coats. I commend their fortitude."

l'Then your lodrship wil have Vie
opportunity of offering your commén-
dations ln person."

"What do yen mean, sir ?"
"Slmply that we shall conduct yon

te the airy apartments In the Strate-
,burg reserved for political prisoners
of the flrst class."

The Freiherr rose slo.wly to bis feet.
l'Yeu will take me to the Strafe-

burg?" lie demanded.
Meyer shrugged bis sboulders.
l'Yeu know tbe alternative-en tire

concurrence witb the new regine. I
fancy I know your lordsbip's disposi-
tion too well to suppose tbat you will
change your Intentions."

The Freilierr bowed stiffly. "Un-
derstand," lie said, "I do net recog-
nize your authorlty."

Meyer tapped bis sword. "My argu-
ment Is an old one," lie sald, "~but It
Is universally unanswerable."

"A Jew's sword!" sneered tbe lor'd
of Kraag.
1"My sword was made at tbe Gov-

ernment factory at Gleiss," was Vie
calm retort. "lIt Is of similar pattern
and fibre to that worn by your lord-
slip wben you commanded the thIrd
regiment of Guards."

"lIt is the man wbo bonours the
sword, .not tbe sword the man."

,Meyer winced. He admltted tie
stubborn old aristocrat, envied uIm
bis Indomitable pride, bis stiff-necked
courage, and bis racial arrogane.

"At least," lie said, "I have ne-er
disbonoured mine."

l'Then do so now," cried the Frel-
berr Yindictively; l'paso It tbýrough
the body of an old, unarmed man. It
would remove an Irreconcîlable op-
ponent-and you could always sayI
resisted."

"Freiherr," said 'Meyer, «we waste
time wben time Is valuable. WiII vou
kindly follow me?"

"No, sir, I will not."
"You compel us to use force?"'
"Wliether you use force or not Is

your affair. -I amn the President of
tbe Ratbsherren, as mucb your su-
perlor in the eye of tbe law as I am
In every other respect. If you choose,ý
to play the bully, tbat Is your bu<3i-
ness. I wilI not meet you half-way
by acqulescing ln your vilence."

'Treiherr, may I remlnd you tbat
we bave an overwbelming dlsplay of
force, and tbat resÏstance can merp y
compromise your dignlty without
effecting its Ôbject?"

The Frelherr of Kraag stepped to
the mantelpiece and Dressed the bed,.
Meyer glanced apprelienslvely at bis
satellites. H1e was partlally reassured
wben the summons was answered by
a very old butler followed by a very
old dog.

<sAPPUS>" said the Frelierr to&K iis servant, "tbese soldiers

prison me ýin the 'Strafeburg."
The butler's pale blue eyes lit Up

with watery gleam.
"Shahl I turn them ouit, my lord?"

le asked, and Apollo growled sym-
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his subordinates were laughing at him.
His mmnd worked rapidiy, as It ai-
ways dýid when he was really afraid.
Hle remembered that the Preiberr was
an old man, and that lie bimself bad
been an expert fencer ln bis younger
days when the practIce of dueliing
made It a matter of prudence to be
skilled wlth the epee.

"I honoured you too mucli with iny
proposai," the Freiherr went (,n
scornfully. "You are not worthy to
cross swords wItb the Lord of Kraag."

Meyer hesltated no0 longer. Plr-
haps the thin streâm of bonour that
mingled dubiously in bis cold blood
helped blmn to his decIsion. Aîter ail
It was an honour to cross swords with
this proud old aristocrat. He feit
tbat prIde begets pride, and be feared
more to appear a coward I n bis an-
tagonIst's eyes than he feared 'he
point of an old man's sword.

"You misunderstood me," lie said
hoarsely. "I -was tblnklng of thie
exIgencies of the situation. 1 will
figlit, 'but on one condition: If you kIli
or disable me, you surrender to the
officer next In senlority to myself."

"Agreed," sald the Freiherr. "Kap-
pus, fetch my infantry sword. It Is in
an iron box under my dressîng-room
table."

T EFeiberr took off bs evenng
cotand rolled up bis sbirt-

sleeves. Meyer dlvested hlmself
of bis overcoat, and displayed the
green and black tunie of the Grena-
diers. The dinlng-table was pushcd
back by the otbers, glvlng ample
space lu the great stately room fo#r
the comIng encounter. Kappus re-
turned shortly witb the required wea-
pon, Apollo, wbo had accompanIed
him on bIs quest, following closely at
bis heels.

Thle proceedIngs were initiated with
ail formality and circumspection. The
blades were dislnfected by belng
passed through the fiame of a spirit-
lamp. Swords were measured, and
the two antagonIsts stood on guard
awaiting tbe word to begin. The
officer next in rank te 'Meyer gave
the word, and the blades crossed with
a faint clash.

The Freiherr attached at once. His
passes were neat and bis style ele-
gance itself. The one thlng lacking
was power. The old brain bad not for-
gotteni its coming, but the wrlst that
obeyed the brain had lost its flexi-
bility and the forearmn its suppleness.
Meyer's defence was scarcely taxed.

iel relief as lie realized that bis tife
was not in serious danger was im-
mense. The acbing vold in the pit
o! bis stomacli no longer rebuked the
unlform that covered it. His heart
beat normally, and the physical exor-
cise began to warm bis extremities,
which had been cold and bloodless a
moment before. He parried a slow
"ýcoupe"~ and a forceless "beat re-
verse" with sucli ease that lie began
pos'itlvely to eujoy hlmself. Then cc-
curred something which rudely shat-
tered his waxlng confidence. Apollo,
who had been watchlng the contest
unnoticed, but with bristling pelt and
slavering jaws, suddenly hurled hlm-
self ia a savage leap at Meyer's
tbroat. Hîs forefeet struck the Gen-
eral on the chest. and his teeth met in
the black frogglng that adorned b s
breast. Meyer staggered back,
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