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x6 , THE PRISONER OF ZENDA.

half brother to the new king. He had been his

father's favorite, and it had occasioned some un-

favorable comment when he had been created a

duke, with a title derived from no less a city than

the capital itself. His mother had been of good,

but not exalted, birth.

" He's not in Paris now, is he? " I asked.

" Oh, no! He's gone back to be present at the

king's coronation ; a ceremony which, I should say,

he'll not enjoy much. But, Bert, old man, don't

despair! He won't marry the fair Antoinette—at

least, not unless another plan comes to nothing.

Still, perhaps, she " He paused and added with

a laugh: '* Royal attentions are hard to resist—you

know that, don't you, Rudolf?
"

" Confound you! " said I; and, rising, I left the

hapless Bertram in George's hands and went home

to bed'.

The next day George Featherly went with me to

the station, where I took a ticket for Dresden.

" Going to see the pictures?" asked George, with

a grin.

George is an inveterate gossip, and had I tQld


