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“We must keep this story a secret,
or we shall be laughed at by all Slav-
na, Monsieur Zerkovitch.”

Zerkovitch gave him a sharp glance.
“I should think you would report your
discreet conduct to your superiors, Cap-
tain. Orders are orders, secrecy is
secrecy, even though it turns out that
there was no need for it.” .

Markart was about to reply with a
joke when the Prince entered. He
greeted both cordially, showing, of
course, in Markart's presence, no sur-
prise at Zerkovitch's arrival.

“There will be rooms and food and
wine ready for you, gentlemen, in a
few minutes. Captain Markart, you
must rest here for tonight, for your
horse's sake as well as your own. 1
suppose your business will wait till the
morning?”’

“My orders were to lose not a mo-
ment in communicating it to you, e

“Very well. Youre from his
Majesty ?”

“Yes, sir.”

‘The King comes first—and I dare say
your affair will await, Zerkovitch?”

Zerkovitch protested with an eager-
ness by no means discreet in the pre-
sence of a third party—an aide-de-
camp to Stenovics!—"No, sir, no—it
can't wait an—"

The Prince interrupted. ‘Nonsense,
man, nonsense! Now go to your
room. I'll come in and bid you ‘Good-
night.’” He pushed his over-zealous
friend from the room, calling to Peter
Vassip to guide him to the apartment
he was to occupy. Then he came back
to Markart. “Now, Captain!”

Markart took out his letter and pre-
sented it with a salute. “Sit down
while I read it,” said the Prince, seat-
ing himself at the table.

The Prince read his letter, and sat
playing with it in his fingers for half
a minute or 80. Then a
thought seemed to strike him.
“Heavens, I never told Peter
to light fires! I hope he has. You're
wet—and Zerkovitch is terribly liable
to catch cold.” He jumped up. “Ex-
cuse me; we have no bells in this old
place, you know.” He ran out of the
room, closing the door behind him.

Markhart sprang to the door. He aid
not dare to open it, but he listened to
the Prince's footsteps. They sounded
to the left—one, two, three, four, five,
six paces. They stopped—a door open-
ed and shut. Markhart made a mental
note and went back to the fire, smiling.
he thought that idea of his really
would please General Stenovics.

In three minutes the Prince return-
ed. “I did Peter lnjustice—Zerkovltch's
fire is all right,” he gaid. “And there's
a good one in your room, too, he tells
me. And now, Captain Markart, to
our business. You know the contents
of the letter you carried?”

“Yes, sir. They were communitated
to me. in view of their urgency, and
in case of accident to the letter.”

“As a matter of form, Tépeat the gist
to me.”

~General Stenovics has to inform
Your Royal Highness on the King's
behalf that his Majestay sees no need
of a personal interview, as his miral 18
irrevocably fixed, and he orders yd>”©
Royal Highness 1o set out for Germany
within thrze days from the receipt of
this letter. No prelext is 1o delay your
Royal Highness's departure.

«perfectly correct, Captain, Tomor-
row I shall give you an answer ad-
dressed directly to the King. But I
wish now to give you a message to
General Stenovics, 1 shall ask the King
for an audience. Unless he appoints t
time within two days, 1 shall conclude
that he has not had the letter, or—pray
mark this—heas not enjoyed an oppor-
tunity of considering it independently.
General Stenovics must consider what
a responsibility he undertakes if he ad-
vises the King to refuse to see his son.
1 shall await his Majesty's answer
here. That is the message. You un-
derstand?”

«perfectly, sir.”

«Just repeat it.

portant.”
 Markart obeyed. The Prince nodded

his head. “You shall have the letter
for the King early in the morning.
Now for bed! Tl show you to your
room.” 5

They went out and turned to the
left. Markart coun;ed their paces. At
six paces they camle to a door — and
Four further on, the Prince
im into the room where he
It was evident that the
Prince had made personal inspection of
the state of Aonsieur Zerkovitch’s fire!

“@Good-night, Captain. By-the-way,
the King continues well?”

«pr. Natcheff says, sir, that
doesn’t think his Majesty was
petter in his life.”

The Prince looked at him for just a
moment with a reflective smile. “Ah,
and a trustworthy ~man, Natcheff!
Good-night!”

Markhart did not see much reason to
think that the question, the look, the
smile, and the comment had any sig-
nificance. But there would be no harm
in submitting the point to General
Stenovics. Pondering over this, he for-
got to count the Prince’'s paces this
time. If he had counted, the sum
would have been just four. Monsieur
Zerkovitch’s fire needed another roval
{nspection—it needed it almost till the
break of day. %

“The King's
and your crown by a th
was the warning which
given and Zerkovitch
through the night.

XI1I.
JOYFUL OF HEART.

The storm had passed; day broke
calm and radiant over the Castle of
Praslok; sunshine played caressingly
cn the lake and on the hills.

Markart had breakfasted and paid a
visit to his horse; he wanted to be off
by nine o’clock, and waited only for
the Prince's letter. He was retiring
from the stables, sniffing the morning
air with a vivid enjoyment of the
change of weather, when he saw Sophy
coming along the road. She had been
for a walk. Her eyes and cheeks
glowed with exhilaration. She wore
her sheepskin tunic, her sheepskin cap
with its red cockade, and her short,
tlue skirt over high boots. She walk-
ed as though on the clouds or heaven,
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a wonderful lightness in her tread; the
Red Star signalled the exaltation of
her spirit; the glad sound of the
trumpet rang in her heart.

Her cordial greeting to Markart was
spiced with raillery, to which he re-
sponded as well as his ignorance al-
lowed; he was uncertain how much she
knew of the real situation. But if his
tongue was embarrassed, his eyes
spoke freely. He could not keep them
from her face; to him she seemed a
queen of life and joy that glorious
morning. .

“You've recovered from your fright?”
she asked. “Poor Monsieur Zerkovitch
is still sleeping his off, I suppose ! Oh, '
the story’s all over the Castle !”

“It'1l be all over the country soon,”
said Markart with a rueful smile.

“Well, after all, Monsieur Zerkoviteh
is a journalist, and journalists don't
spare even themselves, you know. And
you're not a reticent person, are you 2
Don’t you remember all the information
you gave me once ?”

“Ah, on the terrace of the Hotel de
Paris! Much has happened since then,
Baroness.”

“Much always happens, if you keep
your eyes open,” said Sophy.

“If you Kkeep yours open, nothing
happens for me but looking at them.”

She laughed merrily; a compliment
never displeased Sophy, and she could
bear it very downright.

«“But if I were to shut my eyes, what
would you do then ?

He looked doubtfully at her mocking
face: she meant a little more than the
idle words naturally carried.

“I don’t think you'll give me the
chance of considering, Baroness.” He
indicated her costume with a gesture of
his hand. “You've entered the service,
I see 7’

“Yes, Captain Markart, the King's
service. We are brethren—you serve
him, too ?”

«I have the honcr.” Markart flushed
under her laughing scrutiny.

“We fight shoulder to shoulder then.
Well, #of quite. -I'm a gunner, you
see.”

“Minus your guns, at present !”

«Not for long!” She turned round
and swept her arms out towards the
lake and the hills. “It's a day to think
of nothing—just to go riding, riding,
riding !” Her laugh rang out . in
merry longing.

“What prevents you?”’ |

“My military duties, perhaps, Cap-

' Markart

tain,” she answered. ‘You're lucky—
you have a long ride; don’t spoil it
by thinking!"”

“1 think? Oh no, Baroness! I only
ohey my orders.

“And they never make you think?"”
Her glance was quick at him for an
instant.

. “There's danger in thinking too much, \
even for ladies,” he told her. i

She looked at him more gravely, for‘
his eyes were on her now with a kind-
ly, perhaps a remorseful, look.

“You mean that for me?” she asked.
«But if I, too, only obey my orders?”’
«wWith all my heart I hope they may
lead you into no danger,” he said. i
«“There's only one danger in all the
world—losing what you love.’
“Not, sometimes, gaining it?”

ed, quickly.

»#still, the only danger would be of
losing it again.”

«There's life, too,” he remarked with
a shrug.

“sSir, we're soldiers!”
merry reproof.

“That doesn’t prevent me from priz-
ing you life, Baouness, in the interests
of a world not too rich in what you
contribute to it.” i

Sophy looked at him, a subtle merri-
ment in her eyes. “1 think, Captain
Markart, that, if you were my doctor
youw'd advise me to try—a change of{
air! Praslok is too exciting, is that 2
But I found Slavna—well, far from re-
laxing, you know!”

«The Kravonian climate as a whole,
Baroness—"’

“Oh no, no, that’'s too much!” she
interrupted. Then she said: “It's very
kind of you—yes, I mean that — and
it’s probably—I don’t know—but pro-
bably against your orders. So I thank
you. But I can face even the rigors
of Kravonia.”

She held out her hand;
kigsed it. “In fact, 1 hadn't the least
right to say it he confessed. ‘‘Not
the least from any point of view. It's
your fault, though, Baroness.”

“Since I'm party to the crime, Tl
keep the secret,” she promised with a
decidedly kindly glance. To Sophy,
admiration of herself always argued
something good in aman; she had none
of that ungracious scorn which often
disfigures the smile - of beauty. She
gave a little sigh, followed quickly by
a smile.

“Wwe've sald all we possibly can to
cne another, you and I; more than we
could, perhaps! And now—to duty!”
She pointed to the door of the Castle.

The Prince was coming down the
wooden causeway. He, too, wore thei
Volseni sheepskins. 1In his hand he:
carried a sealed letter. Almost at the‘l
same moment a groom led Markart's|
Lorse from the stables. The Prince
joined them and, after a bow to Sophyj
handed the letter to Markart. !

“For his Majesty. And you remem- |
ber my message to General Stenovies?”

«“Accurately, sir.”

“Good!” He gave Markart his hand.‘
“Good-bye—a pleasant ride to Yyouy
Captain—pleasanter than last night's.”
His grave face broke into a smile.

“I'm not to have Monsieur Zerko-
vitch’'s company this time, sir?”

“Why, no, Captain. Zerkovitch left
the Castle soon after six o'clock. |
Rather a short night, yes, but he was
in a hurry.” [

Sophy burst
dismay on Markart's face.
er of us knew that, Captain
Markart, did we?” she cried. sve
thought he was sleeping off the fright!
you'd given him!" |

he ask-

she gﬂed in
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“Your Royal Highness me
leave—?” stammered Markart, his eye
on his horse.

“Certainly, Captain. But don’t be
vexed, there will be no invidious com-
parisons. Zerkovitch doesn't propose
to report himself to General Stenovics
immediately on his arrival.”

“Good-natured Markart joined in the
laugh at his own expense. “I'm hard-
ly awake yet; he must be made of
iron, that Zerkovitch!”

“Quicksilver!” smiled the Prince. As
mounted, he added: *“Au

gives

revoir!”
Markart left the two standing side
by side—the Prince’s serious face lit

' 2 p
up with a rare smile, Sophy’'s bheauty

radiant in merriment. His own face
fell as he rode away. *I half wish i &
was in the other camp,” he grumbled.
But Stenovics's power held him—and
ihe fear of Stafnitz. He went back to
a work 'in which his heart no longer

spell.

“You have had next to no sleep all
night, Monseigneur,” said Sophy
reproach mingled with commiseration.

“1 don't need it; the sight of your
face refreshes me. We must talk. Zer-
kovitch brought news.”

In low, grave tones he told her the
tidings, and the steps whieh he and
Zerkovitch had taken.

“I understand my father's reasons
for keeping me in the dark: he meant
it well, but he was blinded by the idea
about my marriage. But I see, too,
how it fitted in with Stenovics's ideas.
I think it's war between us now—and
I'm ready.”

Sophy was almost dazed. The King's
life was not to be relied on for a week
—for a day—no, not for an hour! But
gshe listened attentively. Zerkovitch
had gone back to Slavna on a fresh
horse and at top speed; he would have
more than two hours’lead of Markart.
His first duty was to open communi-
cations with Lepage and arrange that
the valet should send to him all the
jnformation which came to hig' ears,
and any impressions which he was
able to gather in the Palace. Zerko-
vitech would forward the reports to
Praslok immediately, so long as the
Prince remained at the Castle. But the
Prince was persuaded that his father
would not refuse to see him, now that
he knew the true state of the case.
“My father is really attached to me,”
he said, “and if I see him I'm confi-
dent that I can persuade him of the
inexpediency of
dom just now. A hint of my suspic-
jons with regard to the Countess and
Stenovics would do it; but I'm reluctant
to risk giving him such a shock. I

| think I can persuade him without.”

“But is it safe for you to trust your-
self at Slavna—in the Palace? And
alone?”

“1 must risk the Palace alone — and
T'm not much afraid. Stenovics might
go to war with ne, but I don't think
he’'d favor assassination. And to
Slavna I sha'n’'t go alone. Our gun-
ners will go with us, Sophy. We have
news of the guns being on the way;
there will be nothing strange in my
marching the gunners down to meet

! them. They're only half-trained, even

lin drill, but they're brave fellows.
We'll take up our quarters with them
in Suleiman’s Tower. I don’t fear all

| Slavna if I hold Suleiman’s Tower with

three hundred Volsenians. Stafnitz

may do his worst!”

“Yes, I see’  she answered
thoughtfully. «]  can't come - with
you to Suleiman’s Tower, though.”

“Only if there are signs of danger.
Then you and Marie must come; if
all is quiet you can stay in her house,
We can meet often—as often as pos-
sible. For the rest we must wait.”

She saw that they must wait. It was
impossible to approach the King on

| the matter of Sophy. 1t cut dead at the

heart of - his ambition; it would be

i a shock as great as the discovery of

Countess Ellenburg's ambitions. It
could not be risked.

“But if, under Stenovics's influence,
the King does refuse to see you?” she
asked——“Refuses to see you and re-
peats his orders?”

The Prince's face grew very grave,
but his voice was firm.

“Not aven the King—-not even. my
father—can bid me. throw away the
inhevitance which is mine. The hand
would he the King's, but the voice
the voice of Stenovies. 1 shouldn't obey
they’d have Volseni and
take me.”

Sophy's eyes kindled. “Yes, that's
right!”” she eaid. “And for today?

“Nothing will happen today—unless,
know smay happen any day; and of
the thing which we now
that we shouldn't hear till evening.And
there's no drill even. I sent the men to
their homes on forty-eight hours’ fur-
lough vesterday morning.” His face re-
laxed in a smile. “T think today we can
have a holiday, Sophy”

She clapped her hands in glee.
Monrseigneur, a holiday!”

to come to

“Oh,

|

|

my leaving. the king-,

[}

“It may be the last for a jong time” .

he said; “so we must enjoy it.”

This day—this holiday which might
be the last—passed in a fine careless-
ness and a rich joy in living. The-cloud-
less sky and the glittering waters of
Take Talti were parties in their pleas-
ure, whether as they rode far along the
shore, or sat and ate 2 simple meal on
the rock-sirewn margin, Hopes and
fearss dangers and stern resolves, were
forgotten; even of .the happier issues
which the future promised or dangled
before their cyes, there was little
thought or speech. The blood of youth
flowed briskly, the heart of youth rose

i high. The grave Prince joked, jested,

and paid his court: Sophy's eyes gleam-
ed with fun as not even the most ex-
alted and perilous adventure could
“make them sparkle.

“Oh, it's good,” she cried—"“good to

live and see the sun! Monseigneur, I

|
‘ the prospect;

believe I'm a pagan—a sun-worshipp.r!
When he's good enough to warm me
through and to make the water glit-
ter for me, and shadows dance in suci
a cunning pattertn on the hills, then
I think I've done something that he
likes, and that he's pleased with me:"
She sprang to her feet and stretched
out her hands towards the sun. +in
the grave, 1 believe, 1 shall remember
the gloricus light; my memory of that
could ‘surely never die!”

His wuas the holiday mood, too. He
fell’ in with her extravagance, meet-
ing it with banter.

*»It's only a'lamp,” he said. “just a
lamp; and it’s hung there for the sole
purpose of showing Sophy’s eyes.
Wlien she’s not there, they put it out
for whaf's the use of it?”

“They put it out wheaI'm not there

“I've noticed it happen a dozen times
of late.”

“#It lights up again

91

when I come,

| was; for his heart had felt Sophy's Monselgneur?’”

*Ah, then I forget to look!”

“You get very little sun anyhow,

in ' then!” -

“I've something so much better.”

It is pathetic to read—pathetic that
she should have set it down as min-
utely as she chronicled the details of
the critical hours to which fate was
soon to call her.

Yet, was she wronz?  Days of idle-
ness are not always the emptiest; life
may justify its halts; our spirts may
mount to their sublimest pitch in hours
of play. At least, the temper of that
holiday, and her eager prizing and re-
cording of it, show well the manner of
woman that she was—her passionate
love of beauty, her eager stretching out
to all that makes life beautiful, her
spirit, sensitive to all around, taking
color from this and that, reflecting

back every ray which the bounty of |

nature or of man poured upon it, her
great faculty of living. She wasted
no days or hours. Ever receiving, ever
giving, she spent her sojourn in &

world that for her did miuch, yet never

could do enough, to which she gave &
great love, yet never semed to her-
self to be able to give enough. Per-
haps she was not wrong when she call-
ed herself a pagan. She was of the
religion of joy; her kindest thought of

the grave was that haply through some

¢hink in its dark wals' there might
creep one tiny sunbeam of memory.

. They rode home togther as the sun
was setting—a sun of ruddy gold, be-
hind it one bright,Durple cloud, the
sky Beyond Dblue, deepening _almost,
into black. \\‘hei"g,Pfaslok came in
sight, she laid her"ﬁzmd on Ais with a
long-drasn sighs 5

«wWe ‘hive ben together today,” she
said. ‘“That will be there always. Yes,
the sui and the:world were made for
us this day—and Wwe hzve been
worhty.”

He pressed her hand. “You were sent
to teach me what joy js—the worth of
the world to me who live in it. You're
the angel of joy, Sophy. Before you
came, I had missed that lesson.”

“I'm very glad’—thus she ends her
own record of this day of glory—*‘that
TI've brought joy to Monseigheur. He
faces his fight joyful of heart’’ And
then, with ome of her absurd, deplor-
able, irresistible lapses into the merest
ordinary feminine, she adds: “That
red badge is just the touch my sheep-
skin eap wanted!” 1

Oh, Sophy; Sophy, what of that for
a final reflection on the eve of Mop-
seigneur’s fight?

XHIL

A DELICATE DUTY.

There was a stir in Slavna; excite-
ment was gradually growing, not un-
mixed with uneasiaess; gossip was busy
at the Hotel deParis and at the Gold-
en Lion. Mcen clustered in groups and
talked while their wives said that they
would be-better at home minding their
business and letting politics alone.
Knowledge was far to seek;’ 1rumors
were pleantiful. Dr. Natcheff might be
as reassurin‘g as he pleased—but he had
spent the night at the Patace. All was
quiet in the city, but news came of
the force that was being raised in Vol-
seni, and the seize of the force lost
nothing as the report passed from
mouth. Litte as Slavna loved the
Prince, it was not eager to fight him.
A certain reaction in his favor had
set ih. If they did not love him, they
held him in sincere respect; if he
meant to fight, then they were not
sure that they did!

Baroness Dobrava's
was much on men’s lips; stories about
Sophy were bandied to and {ro; peo-
ple began to remember that from the
peginning they had thought ney e
markable—a foree to be reckoned with.
The superstitious ideas about her made
their first definite appearance now. She
they said,
the whole

name, too

had bewitched the Prince,
and the men of the hills, too;
mountain country would rise at her
bidding and would sweep down on
Slavna in rude warfare and mad brav-
ery. The Sheepskins would come, fol-
lowing the Red Stay!

The citizens of Slavna did not relish
at the best it would be

very bad for trade; at the worst it

" would mean blood and death let loose

in the streets. A stern ruler was bet-
terd than civil war. The troops of the
garrison were no longer such favorites
as they had been; even Captain Her-
cules subdued his demeanor (which had
never quite recovered from the chas-
jeement of the Prince's sword) to a
self-effacing discretion He, too, in his
heart and in his heavy primitive bhrain
had an uneasy feeling about the witeh
with the Red Star; had she not been

the beginning of the trouble? But for

her, Sterkoff's long xnife would have
<ot an end to the whole chapter long
ago:

The time was short and thc omens

doubtful. It was the moment for a bold
stroke, for a forcing gane. The waver-
ers must be shown where power lay,
whose was the winning side.

Captain Markart arvived at Siavna
i at onc o'clock. Zerkovitch had used his
start well and reached the city nearly
three hours earlier. ‘When Markart
told Stenovies (he reported himself at

once to the General) he he had been '

outwitted, Stenovics smiled, saying: “I
know, and I know what he has done
since they got herk. They stole a march
on you, but not on me, Captain. And
now—your story!”IHe listencd- to Mark-
art’s tale with a frowning brow and
hig servicse. Markart was there, first
then dismissed him, saying: “You will
meet me at the PPalace. We meet the
King in coaference at four o’clock.”
But the General himself went to the
Palacs long before four, and he and
Stafnitz were closeted with Countess
Ellenburg. Lepage returning from a
walk to the city at two o'clock, sew
the General arrive on horseback. Lieu-
and seen him set out, and marked all
tenant Rastatz sew Lepage arrive—ay,
his goings; but of this Lepage was un-
conscious. The little lientenant was
not much of a soldier, but he made an
excellent spy. Lepage had been with
Zerkovitch.

The King was confined to his apart-
ments, a suite of six rooms on the
£rst floor facing the river. Here he
had his own sitting room, dressing and
bedrooms. Besides these there were the
little cupboarl Lepage slept in, and
a spare room which at present occom-
modated Dr. Natcheff. The sixth room
was occupied by odds and ends, includ-
ing the tackle, rods, and other imple-
! ments of his Majesty’'s favorite pas-
| time. The council was held in the sit-
| ting room. Natcheff and Lepage were
not present, but each was in his own
voom, ready for any possible call on
his services. Markart was there, first
to teil his story and to deliver his let-
i ter, secondly in his capacity as sec-

! retary to General Stenovics.The Count-
! ess and Stafnitz completed the party.

The King was anxious, worried, ob-
viously unwell, his voice trembled as
he read aloud his son’s letter. 1t was
dutiful and even affectionate. After a
slight ceproach that he should have
kept in ignorance of the apprebensions
entertained about the Kink's health,
the Prince requested an audience with-
in the next two days; he had consider-
ations which it was his duty to lay
.before his -Majesty, -and firmly but re-
spectfully vlaimed the right of con-
fidential communication with his fath-
er; that was essential to his Majesty's
obtaining a true appreciation of his
views. The hit at Stenovies was plain
enough, and the Prince did not labor
it. The letter ended there with an ex-
pression of earnest concern for the
King's health. There was no word in
it about starting on his journey.

Then Markart told  his story—not
that he had much to tell. In essence
he added only that the Prince propos-
ed to wait the King's answer at Pras-
luk. Neither to him had the Prince said
a word about starting on his journey.

On this peint Stenovics seized, pur-
suant no doubt, to the plan devised in

«Jt is remarkable, sir—even more
ness makes no reference at all to the
direct command that your Majesty was
pleased to issue to him,” he observed.

The King listened, puzzled and rather
distressed. '‘Yes, it isn’t proper, it isn’'t
respectful. But now that my son knows

must sece him. It seems unnatural to
refuse.After all it may be the last time
—sinec he's going on this journey.”

“But is the Prince going on his
journey, sir?” asked Stenovics. “Does
the studied silence of his letter argur
seek an interview in order to versuade
your Mujesty against your better judg-
ment? I must be pardoned freedom of
speech.
The last words were true
though not in the sense in which the
King was meant to understand them.

“My son Knows how near
ter is to my heart. I shall be able to
persuade him to do his duty,”said the
King.

The st round of the fight was
going against the coterie. They did
not want the King to sce his son. Dan-
| ger lay ther2. The Prince’s was the
Ichuracter; it might well prevail; and
| they were {po longer certain that the
: Prince knew or guesed nothing of their
{ hopes and intentions, how much- news
: had Zerkovitch carried to Praslok ‘the

night before? Stenovics addressed the
‘ King again.

“(Captain Markart
Prince was reluctant to
miltary training on which he
gaged at Volseni, sir.”

“A very excellent thing, that; but
the other matter is more urgent. I
shouldn’t change my mind on account
of that.”

©+A personal interview
ing to your Majesty.”

The King looked annoyed, possibly a
little suspicious. “You've no other ob-
jection than that urge, General
Stenovices?”

Stenovies had none other which
could produce. *'No, gir,” he said.

“While I'm here 1 must do my duty
—and I shall induce my son to do his.
T'll receive the Prince of Slavna in pri-
vate audience to morrow or mext dav.
I'll fix the precise time later, and I'll
write the letter myself.”

The decision was final—and
defeat so far. There was a moment’s
silence. AMarkart saw Colonel Staf-
niiz ‘nod his head, almost impercep-
tibly, towards Countess Ellenburs.
The need and the moment for rein-
forcements had come; the Colonel was
calling them up. The order of battle

enough.

the
the
en-
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interrupt
is

might be try-

to

he

it was

thot prelitninary discussion with the!
two other members of the little coterie. |

than remarkable—that his Royal High-

of the state of my health, I think I
' would be a fatal bar to our German

Great interests are at stake.”

, then,” said he.
this mat- |

| him!” the Countess persisted.

|

had been well considered in Countess
Ellenberg’s apartments! The second
line came into action. The Countess
began with a question, put with a
sneer:

“Did o other reason for the Prince’s !
unwillingness to set out on his journey
suggest itself to Captain Markart from
what he saw at Praslok?”

The King turned sharply round to
her, then to Markart. “Well?” he
asked the latter.

Markart was sadly embarrassed. -

“Who was at Praslok?” asked the
Countess.

«“Madame Zerkovitch, and her hus-
band for one night, and Baroness Do-
brava.”

“Yes, Baroness Dobrava!”

“gShe's still there?”’ asked the King.
He looked perplexed, even vexed, but
again he smiled. He looked at Steno-
ives gnd Stafnitz, but this time he
found no responsive smiles. Their
faces were deadly serious. “Oh, come,
well—well, that’s not serious. Natural,
perhaps, but—the Prince has a sense
of duty. He'll see that that won't do.
And we’ll send the Baroness a hmt—
we'll tell her how much we miss her at
Slavna.” He tried to make them an-
swer his smile and accept his smooth-
ing away of the difficulty. It was all
a failure.

«I'm bound to say, sir, that I con-
sider Baroness Dobrava a serious ob-
stacle to his Royal Highness’s obeying
your wishes—a serious obstacle,” said
Stefnovics.

“Then we must get her away, Gen-
eral.”

“will he let her go?” snapped the |
Countess. 4

«I must order it, if it comes to that,” |
said the King. “These little—er—af-i
cnirs fhese—what? — holiday - filvta-
tions—"' l

The Countess lost—or appeared to!
lose—control of herself suddenly.
«Little  affairs!  Holiday flirta- '
tions! If it were only that, it would
be beneath your notice, sir, and be-
neath mine. It’s more than that!”

The King started and leaned for-
ward, lokoing at her. She rose to her
feet, crying; ‘“More than that! While
we sit talking here,.he may be marry-
ing the woman!” .

“Marrying her?” cried the King; his
face turned red, and then, as the blood
ebbed again, became very pale.

“That's what she means—Vyes,
what he means, too!”

The King was aghast. The second
assault struck home—struck at his
dearest hopes and wounded his most
jntimate ambitions. But he was still
ineredulous. He spread out trembling
hands, turning from the vehement wo-
men to his two counsellors.

“Gentlemen!” he said, imploringly,
with outstretched hands.

They were silgnt—grave and silent.

Captain Markart, you—you saw any-
thing to suggest this—this terrible
idea?”’

The fire was hot on poor Markart
again. He stammered and stuttered.

«The—the Baroness seemed to have
much influence, sir; to—to be in his
confidence—""

“yes!” struck fn the Countess. “‘She
wears the uniform of his artillery!
Isn’t that a compliment usually re-
served for ladies of royal rank? I ap-
peal to you, Colonel Stafnitz!”

“In most services it is so, I believe,
Countess,” the Colonel answered
gravely.

«But I should never allow it—and
without my consent—""

“1t might be invalid, sir, though
there's some doubt about that. But it

and

project. Even an influence short of

actual marriage—"

“She means marriage, I say, marri-
age!” The Countess was quite rudely
impatient of her ally—whi(-h was very
artistic. “An ambitious and danger-
ous womam! She has taken advant-
agze of the favor the King showed her.”

«And if I diea?’ asked the King.

Stenovies shrugged his shoulders.
“Of course, there would be no control

The King looked round. *“We must
get her away from Praslok.”

«will she come?”’ jeered the Coun-
tess. “Not she! WIill he let her go?
Not he!”’

The King passed his hand weakly
across his brow.Them he rang a bell
on the table. Lepage entered, and the
King bade him bring him the draught
which Natcheff had prescribed for his
nerves. Well might the unfortunate
man: feel the need of it, between the
Coutess’s open eruption and the mnot
less formidable calm of Stenovies and
Stafnitz! And all his favorite dreams
in danger!

“ghe won’t leave him-—or he'll fol-
low her. The woman has infatuated

“pray; madame, let me think,” said
the harassed apd sick King. “We
must open communication with Baro-
ness Dobrava.”

“\May I suggest that
might prove urgent, sir?"”
vies. e

“fvery hour is full of danger,” de-
clared the Countess.

The King held up his hand for sil-
rht-(\ Then he took paper and pen,
and wrote with is own hand some lines.
He signed the document and folded it.
Iris face was now firm anl calmer. |
The peril to his greatest hopes—per-
haps a sense of the precarious tepmure |
of his 1’-mvm’-seemod to import to him|
a new promptness, a decision alien m!
his normal character. “Colonel Staf-|
nitz!" he said in a tone of command. |

The colonel rose to his feet n'ndl
saluted. From an adviser in council
he Decame in a moment a solider on
duty.

“T am ahout to entrust to you a duty
delicacy.: T choose you he-

the matter|
said Steno-

of great

i the

cause, short of General Stenovics himm
self, there is no man in whom 1 have
such confidence. Tomorrow morning
you will go to Praslok and inform hig
uoya'l Highness that you have a coms
munication from me for Baroness Do-
brava. If the Prince is absent, you wil}
see the Baroness herself. If she is abs
sent, you will follow her and find her,
The matter is urgent. You will tell hez
that it is my request thdt she at once
accompany you back here to the Pal-
ace, where I shall receive her and ac=
quaint her with my furture wishes, 1%
she asks of these, say that you are not
empowered to tell her anything; sha
must learn them from myselt. 1f she

i
makes any demur about accompanying

you immediately, or if demur is made
or delay suggested from any quartei,
you will say that my request is a com=
mand. If that is not sutficient, you will
produce this paper. It is an order
under my hand, addressed to you and
directing you to arrest Baroness Do-
brava and escort her here to my pres-
ence, _nothwithstanding any objection
or resistance, which any person what-
ever will offer at his peril. You will be
back here by tomorrow evening, with
the Baroness in your charge. Do it
}\'ithout employing the order for arrest
if possible, but do it anyhow and at all
costs. Do you understand?”

“Perfectly, sir. Am 1 to
escort?’

The answer to that question wad
anxiously considered and awaited anXe
iously.

“Yes,” said the King, “you will. The
precise force. I leave to your discretions
It should be large enough to make you
secure from hindrance by any act short
of open and armed resistance to my,
commands.”

Stafnitiz saluted again, and at a sign
from the King resumed his seat. The
King's manner relaxed as he turned ta
Stenovies. “When we’'ve got her herey
we'll reason with her—she’ll hear rea-
son—and -persuade her that her health
will benefit by a foreign trip. If neces=
sary, I shall causc her to be deported.
She must be out of Kravonia in three
days unless she can clear herself from
all suspicion. I'll arrange that the
Prince sha'n’t come for his audience
until she is well out of Slavna. It is,
of coursé, absolutely essential that no
word of this should pass the walls of
this room. If once a hint of it reached
Praslok, the task of laying our hands
on the Baroness might become infinite=
ly more difficult.”

The three were well pleased. They
had¥c¢ome to fear Sophy, and on that
score alone would be right glad to see
the last of her. And when she had
gone, there was a fairer chance that
the Prince, too, would go on his travels;
whether he went after her cr not they
cared little, so that he went, and the
recruiting and training at Volseni were
interrupted.

Again, she was to go before the audi-
ence. That was another point. The
peril of the audience remained, but they )
had improved their chances. Perhaps
Stafnitz’s brain was already busy with
the possibilities of his mission and his
escort. The latter was to be large
enough to make him secure from hind-
erance by any act short of open and
armed resistance to the King’s com-
mands. If it were impossible (as his
Majesty obviously considered) to con=-
template such resistance, it was evid-
ently no less impossible to reckon what
might happen as a consequence of it.

The King rang his bell impatiently.
“I want my draught again. I'm very
tired. Is there anything else which
need detain us today?”

As he spoke, before Stenovics could
answer, J.epage came in with the
draught. The valet wore an even un=-
usually demure and uninterested ex=
pression.

«There is one other matter,
Stenovies.

The King paused in the act of drink-
ing and listened with his glass in his
hand, Lepage standing beside him.

“your Majesty just now impressed on
us the need of secrecy as to what
passes between these walls. I think,
sir, you would insist on the same thing
with all who serve you confidentially.
You haven't asked, sir, how the Prince
became aware of the state of your Ma-
jesty’s health.” g

The King started a little. “No, I for« |
got that. It was against my direct or«
ders. How was it?”

Stenovics kept his eye on the King;
Markart and Stafnitz allowed thems=
selves to study Lepage’s features; he
stood the scrutiny well.

“'he news, sir, was betrayed by &
man within these walls—an man in
close touch with your Majesty.”

«Natcheff!” exclaimed the King.

“Certainly not, sir. Another. This
man, of whom I had suspicions, and
whom I caused to be watched, went by
night to the house of Monsieur Zerko-
viteh, who is, as you are aware, a close
friend and (if I may use the word) an
adherent of the Prince of Slavna. Their
interview took place between nine and
ten o'clock last night. At eleven Zerko-
vitch, having borrowed a horse from
the Prince’s stables, set out for Pras-
lok. He rode hard through the night
and reached the Castle, as Captain
Markart had told us, in the small hours
of the morning. There he had an in-
terview with the Prince. He left Pras-
lok between six and seven in the morn=-
ing and arrived at the house on the
south boulevard by eleven. At half-
past eleven. he walked up the street of
Tountain, crossed St. Michael's
Square, and entered a small inn in a
little alley behind the Cathedral. Here
{he man I speak of was waiting for
him. They were together half an hour.
Zerkoviteh then left. The man remain=
ed till one, then came out, and return=
ed to the Palace by @ circuitous route,
arriving here about two o’clock. I ven-
ture to say that the meaning of all this
is This man is in come

take an

sir,” said

quite clear.

| munication with Praslok, using Zerko-

vitch os his intermediary. It's for your
Majesty to: say how far his disobedi-
ence in regard acquainting the
Frince with your condition is a serious
offense. As to that I say nothing. But
it will be obvious {hat this man should
nothing of any private measures

to

know
undertaken or-conte mplated.”

e

To be Continued.




