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The Secret Name
" Continued from page 4
: CHAPTER II
That shiver came again, when

_in the evening, they set forth

to drive the eighteen kilo-

meters to the palace. It came
: ﬁ. and yet again—a shiver of
: % ! The

vague, insistent.
gloria of the night were as won-
erful as had been those of the
day: more wonderful; for now, in

_the stead of the sun’s solitary

_magnificence, the infinite splendor
‘of the stars wrote the miracle of
their orbics in letters of fire. But,
to the Princess their lovéliness
was chill—or pitying. The air,
too, was no longer the marvelous
elixir of the day ; only deadly cold,
thrusting its rapier blade through
“the armor of furs, touching its

the clash of ivory

\ hungeﬂust
y. In it shrilled

y. The ru
fangs, the last

gaymored‘hid'eo
shriek of the victim. A

Second by $econd the howling
grew in volume. Soon—horribly
soonl—a slim shape of dusky
silver showed flittingly afar on the
plain against the blue-white of the
snow ; and with it another, a third,
a fourth, a horde.. The Prince
cursed again, and sent.the lash
hissing. He had thought for an
instant of Jan’s cottage, hardly
two kilometers back; but the cry
of the pack came from behind; in
front, four kilometers away, the .
refuge of the town waited. The
Princess swayed a little, and
clutched the child to her heart
convulsively. But she uttered no
word. Of what avail?

“The scent ‘of the beasts stung
the nostrils of the horses. Thereat

S ice to het & the three raced frenziedly, so that,

' The Princess strove to cast off A >
o S 3 St 5 held th %
. ‘the dismial mood from her ‘spirit, .fi?;: 1’,'2?;? s;l‘::? h: gho:t“ lead.
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ase service of Coca-Cola—two
bottles—extends its joys to
millions.
genuineness and gives wider
of usefulness—fields, homes

ial occas ~At's-difficult

. is beyond the range of
- Coca-Cola. - Remember

to order a case nexttime
you go to town.

Demand the genuine by
full name —nicknames
encourage substitution.
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" as before, resonant through

but the tﬁffort was ‘in Zlajn.' Tll:e
imp: e misery would not be
degiz::lcll).a It de?::ended like a
weighted pall, ienvitable, crush-
ing. Beneath it, she féll to tremb-
ling. Her soul sickened against
an -unknown terror.. The subtle
instinct of woman cried aloud, a
wordless Cassandra, prophesying
evil. The Prince offered no diyer-
sion from the mysterious melan-
choly. As before, his whole at-
tention went to the mastering of
the three thoroughbreds, racing
so madly over the frozen road.
Vera bent her head, and whisp-
ered the secret name to the child’s
ear, beseechingly, as it were, a
prayer. But there came no com-
fort;. . ..

Of a sudden, a soft sound leaped
from the night’s stillness. The
note held for a moment—died. In
that instant the Princess’s nebu-
lous terror swirled into a word of
definite, anguished fear. The
Prince, too, heard the sound. The
wife felt that his form stiffened,
and that he waited rigid, listening.
The horses heard the sound. They
plunged riotously forward, as if
a madness grew. Vera, like her
lord, rested rigid, listening.

Again the sound thrilled on the
air, which seemed poised as if in
fearful waiting for this coming. It
was a gentle note, as it darted
from afar, musical, unutterably
sad. The Prince muffled it with
a discord of a curse.

“They- are out, after all!” he
stormed. “Bozhe moy! Mikhail
said » His voice trailed off
into profane maledictions against
the steward. With a movement
of amazing quickness for one of
such bulk, he sent the whip writh-
ing cruelly over the withers of
the leading stallion. The furious
beast screamed, and flung itself
forward in more frantic flight. The
Princess still sat motionless and
tense ; but her crooked arms held
the child closer.

The sound rang out again. It
was louder now; louder and
harsher. The sadness was there
1t the
long-driven note; but w i
throbbed undertones of n
And, as this sound died, a su
chorus of its fellows beat upo
silence—the wolf-pack’s huntin

ultantly. Surely, the stars in their
course must war for their salva-

‘tion! Vera'felt a surge of hope

gound in her breast. . . . Alas,
ere was only the mirage of
escape. - The stress of the pace
soon weighted the thudding hoofs.
The starved wolves; now that they
drew nigh the feast, touched
belly to snow in’ Gargantuan .
leaps. Swiftly, and ever more
swiftly, the distance lessened.
Though the troika skimmed on-
ward marvelously fleet, the space
between it and the pack grew
narrower with pitiless haste. Vera
turned, in anguished - fascination, .
to stare oyer her shoulder. She
beheld slavering red ' mouths,
wherein the teeth grinned in ob-
scenie mirth ; she met the glare of
eyes aflame with bestial desire to
rend, to devour. The lithe undu-
lation of the brute’s movement
rhythmed a threat of death. The
Princess, straining the baby to her
breast, waited in an ecstasy of
despair.
CHAPTER III

The Princess was aroused from
a stupor of fright by the voice of
her husband, shouting blas-
phemies. He was risen to his feet
now, the better to scourge the
straining horses, of which already
the flanks ran red with blood. The
scent of that stream reached to
the wolves, brought them to fam- °
ished rage in the pursuit. It was
now that the crazed man turned
on his wife, and screamed at her.
His face was furrowed, livid; his
voice raucous:

“The boy !” he shrieked. “Throw
out the boy!” |

Vera tore her gaze from the
snarling pack, to stare uncompre-
hendingly at the mouthing man.
Again the Prince screamed at her,
his voice piercing shrill in the rage
of terror:

“Throw him out!
to the wolves!”

The mother’s face grew even
whiter than before, as, slowly, the
significance of the command pene-
trated her numbed consciousness.
Then, when at last she understood
fully the vile purpose of the man,
a holy rage flamed in her. She
forgot the church’s ban: let the
tide of hate against him sweep

Throw Ivan




