DIGEST.

Weidenbruck is the capital city of Grim-
land and the residence of Karl XXII., who is
ill unto death. Fritz, Baron of Friedrich-
sheim, the finest monarchist in the realm, is
wasting his time with “women and wine.”
When the young king comes to the throne,
Fritz joins with Max Stein, General Meyer,
and Herr Saunders to maintain the succes-
sion. About this time Mrs. Perowne and her
daughter, Phoebe, arrive in Weidenbruck and
meet Fritz, who describes himself as Herr
Lugner. Saunders intercepts a letter to the
Ex-Queen of Grimland which reveals a plot.

The plot is the concoction of Cyril of Wolfs-
naden who aspires to the Regency, and by
probably violent methods. Stein, Meyer and
Saunders plan to circumvent this by working
to have Fritz, Baron of Friedrichsheimj pro-
n;otetd to the Regency. Fritz consents to the
plot.

CHAPTER VIIL—(Continued.)

66 UMMAT?” repeated Fritz, in
2 some mystification.

“Zummat’ is West Coun-
try dialect for ‘something.””
“Ah! I see; excellent!”

“I hail from the West of England,”
Phoebe pursued. “If you have studied
English history you will remember
that it was from the West Country
that the old sea-dogs sailed forth in
Elizabeth’s time to singe the King of
Spain’s beard.”

“A country of brave men!
well believe it.”

“Why?” asked Poebe.

“Because a country that produces
brave men invariably produces beau-
tiful women.”

Miss Perowne’s eyes glowed a sol-
emn rebuke. “You persist in gal-
lantry despite my objection,” she said.

“Your reasons for objecting seem-
ed so thin,” he protested. “A motto
which says ‘Do zummat” i ;

“Don’t you see? Do something!
Be something! Don’t be a mere doll,
an empty-headed piece of china with
a draping of artistic chiffon and a
host of sawdust-stuffed admirers. Tt
is easy for men to work, to vote, to
oil the machinery that makes the
world go round. It is very difficult for
women, and I want to help to make it
easier.”

“That is a fine ambition!”

“You say so, but I cannot believe
that you think so.”

Fritz was silenced for a moment.
Then he said quite simply:

“You are right. I am insincere. I
have really no views on the subject.
In Grimland they would be out of
place.”

“Surely a truth is a truth the world
over.”

“I think not. What is a truism in
London is "a lie in Weidenbruck.
Have you brought your motto with
you to Grimland? Does it hang over
your bed at the Concordia?”

“No, I left it in England.”

“You were wise. While you are in
Grimland give up the idea of doing
‘zummat.” Confine your activities to
ice-skating and ski-ing parties. They
are more healthful. Adopt as your
motto—‘Dolce far niente.””

“That is the one you have adopted
for yourself?”

“I?” he cried lightly. “Yes, I do
nothing, I am nobody, and I exist. If
I were a somebody, an ambitious, ac-
tive-minded man I should probably
cease to exist. That would be deplor-
able. But I see Mrs. Perowne ap-
proaching us, and that reminds me
that I have a luncheon-party at half-
past twelve, for which I must on no
account be late. A thousand thanks,
Miss Perowne, for partnering me in
that delightful waltz. Good-bye.”

“Does Herr Lugner skate better
than he fights?” asked Mrs. Perowne
with a shrewd side-glance at her
daughter, as they skated back to the
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pavilion.
“He skates quite perfectly,” was
the reply. “I should say he was an

adept at most utterly useless accom-
plishments.”

There was more than one luncheon-
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party at Weidenbruck that day, but the
most important was taking place in
the aristocratic thoroughfare known
as the Roderich-strasse.

In the dining-room of an old stone
house quite a number of gentleman
were eating and drinking heartily,
and incidentally doing a fair amount
of talking.

At the head of the table sat an el-
derly personage, very thin and up-
right, with close-cropped white hair,
a short, pointed beard, and one of
those high-bridged noses that so often
accompany a domineering tempera-
ment. The rest of the company was
composed of men of varying ages, and
though they differed widely in phy-
sique and complexion, some vague
suggestion of a type pervaded the
gathering. They gave as a whole no
great indication of intellectuality, no
tinge of the artistic temperament, no
suggestion of business capacity. And
yet, if what they lacked was obvious,
it was equally plain that they were
not common men. Perhaps the room
itself gave, as well as anything could,
the keynote to their pervading type.
It was a lofty, well-proportioned
chamber, panelled in richly carved
walnut from frieze to skirting. The
leaded lights of the heavily transom-
ed windows were colored and diversi-
fied with the quarterings of innumer-
able coats of arms. The great stone
mantelpiece was an affair of pompous
and flamboyant masonry, expressing
with heraldic redundency the dignity
of the house it adorned. Round the
sombre walls was ranged a number
of portraits of men and women ar-
rayed in the costumes of different
periods, but breathing one and all the
same atmosphere of cold pride and
self-sufficiency that animated the
white-haired old gentleman who pre-
sided over the banquet.

The house was the house of the
Freiherr of Kraag, and the gentle-
men who graced his board were the
inner circle of the Rathsherren.

The Freiherr himself was an indi-
vidual whose remote ancestor had
won his patent of nobility for the
fearless defence of the city of Kraag
against a vast host of invading Turks.
Since that extremely early date the
family had existed calmly and decor-
ously in a massive castle on the out-
skirts of Kraag, adding the present
mansion in the Roderich-strasse to
their feudal dignity towards the lat-
ter end of the sixteenth century. The
history of the other herren was equ-
ally picturesque. They represented
the blue blood of Grimland. Their
pedigrees were long, and their quar-
ter;ngs innumerable. They were the
Rajpoots of the State. They conde-
scended to live in the world, but not
!:o do the work of the world. Nobil-
ity forbade, and circumstances did
not compel. They had their vineyards
and their tilth, their pine-forests and
their prerogatives, and they clung to
thgm with the same praiseworthy ten-
acity that the Freiherr’s ancestor had
clung to the battle-swept ramparts of
Kraag. ’
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“T O use one’s privileges,” the Frei-
R herr said, “is often to arouse
indignation. To forego one’s privi-
leges is inevitably to excite contempt.

A young man with broad shoulders
and a big frame—the Count of Tor-
tenform—answered his host’s dictum.

“As we desire neither to invite in-
dignation nor contempt,” he said, “it
Would be wisest to exercise our legal
rights in the best interests of the
country.”

“We are here not to consider the
interests of the country, but the in-
terests of the Rathsherren,” was the
President’s cynical retort.

“The two should be identical, my
lord,” responded the young man.

“They probably are, my dear Tor
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tenform,” said the Lord of Kraag
amiably, “but it is our immediate in
terests which are under discussion.
We have been much threatened of
late, and it behooves us in electing a
Regent to choose someone who will
give us the full support of his auth-
ority.”

“In other words, Cyril of Wolfs-
naden,” said Count Ernest von Torten-
form.

The Freiherr smiled tolerantly.
“His name certainly occurs in con-
nection with this important post,” he

said. “He is, I have reason to sup-
pose, well disposed towards our
order.”

“He is distrusted and feared by the
people,” maintained the other. “If we
elect him to the Regency we excite
the hostility of the Town Council, the
House of Representatives, and every
popularly elected body in Grimland.”

“Undoubtedly,” admitted the elder
man, “but to shrink from consequences
is no part of our nobility.”

A ROUND of genteel applause greet-
ed this statement. A deal of wine
was being absorbed, white wine from
the valley of the Niederkessel, rough
red wine from the hillsides of the
Wodenthal, maraschino from Sebenico
in Dalmatia. Whatever else they
lacked the Rathsherren were not de-
ficient in stubbornness, and their
native tenacity was not modified by
the generous fare of their lordly host.
“My lords,” said Tortenform as the
murmurs died down, “we are all will-
ing to do right irrespective of conse-
quences; but I submit that the elee-
tion of Cyril of Wolfsnaden would notl
be the right action, and that if it is
dictated solely by a conscious need
of protection for our order it is not a
very brave action.”

“Whom then do you suggest as Re-
gent?” asked the Freiherr quickly, for
Tortenform’s thrust had gone home.

“I suggest Fritz of Friedrichsheim.”

“A youth!”

“A young man of great promise, and
one devoted to the dynasty.”

“A popular hero, my dear Torten-
form,” sneered the Freiherr. “I dis-
trust popular heroes. They are too
like popular medicines—they promise
much and perform little. It is true
he is a noble, the equal of the proud-
est of us in lineage; but he ig too con-
taminated with socialistic and fantas-
tic theories. Had he been sounder in
his views he might have become one
of us, when death made the last gap
in our ranks.”

“We should have been richer for
his inclusion,” said Tortenform be-
neath his breath.

Then a flat-featured man with a yei-
low beard spoke.

“I think our good Count of Torten-
form has learned too much from his
English friend Herr Saunders,” he said.
“What might be wise in a highly de-
veloped and democratic state like
England would be very foolish in a
less advanced nationality. We shall
shortly have our formal meeting in
the Strafeburg, when all members will
be present, and I have an idea we
shall elect a man of maturer years and
gsounder ideals than the beardless
Baron of Friedrichsheim.”

The enthusiasm and applause which
greeted this declaration was prolonged
and rather noisy. The Rathsherren
were mellowing.

As the buzz of applause died down
the clang of the front-door bell was
distinctly audible, and a moment later
the Freiherr’s butler stood in the:din-
ing-room doorway.

“Herr Drechsler desires to see your
lordship,” announced the menial.

‘“Herr Drechsler! The Prime Min-
ister!” said the Freiherr, frowning.
“Show him in.”

“Herr Drechsler came- into the
smoky, fume-laden atmosphere of the
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Butter”’

—has “the taste,” a cer-
tain zest and piquancy
of flavor you can’t find
in am; other cheese.

Besides it being so dain-
ty a delicacy in itself, it
can be served in dozens
of tasty ways.

At all Grocers—15¢. &
25¢. pht.

Manufactured by—
The Ingersoll Packing Co.,
Ltd.

Ingersoll - Ont

Here's a chance
for you to buy
your range from
the factory and
save 307,—to
buy it on easy
terms and to get
the very range
you would choose, even if you
had to pay the retail price.
Our free book shows you
exactly what the range is like. It de-
scribes each point clearly, and we

guarantee our range to be just
as represented.

You might as well save the retail
profit. Mail the coupon to-day.

Dominion Pride
Range

Polished
steel body—
unbreakable
doors and
castings—
beautifully
nickelled

Canada ~
N,

Buy

from the
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Malleable &

Steel Range Mfg. ~ Cash or Credit
Co., Limited, Oshawa. ~ We Pay
Please send Book, Freight
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LUXFER PRISMS

Catch the daylight and deflect it at any
required angle into dark rooms, thus mak-
ing gloomy interiors both light and dry,
and saving the cost of gas and electricity,
For store-fronts, sidewalk-natches, roof
skyllghts, window canopies in narrow
streets—in fact, for any place where the
hfht has to be turned inwards and multi-
plied. Ask us about your problems.

The Luxfer Prism Company, Limited

100 King St. W., Toronto, Ont.
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