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THE UNAFRAID

CHAPTER I
Tae City or ENCOUNTERS

Ox the old bridge across the sleepy river that
threaded the sleepy French town, the two Ameri-
cans paused to look at each other.

“How do you do?” the girl opened, with a
graceful self-possession gay as her laughing eyes.
“You do not remember me, Mr. Jack Rupert, but
we met at Mrs. Gerard’s house, last year. You
had just won an altogether astonishing motor-race
against an aeroplane, and a great many of us in-
sisted on shaking hands in our enthusiasm. And
you looked quite as annoyed as the heroes in
novels!”

Her small, wiry compatriot shrugged, with a
grimace crossing a face dark as an Italian’s, and
accepted the offered hand.

“I ain’t supposing I’m specially vain,” he re-
turned, with a drawl as definitely of New York as
every line of his crisp attire. “ But I was nearer
ready to be run into a garage and hosed off, than
to meet a flock of ladies. That was a cross-country
9



10 THE UNAFRAID

race, and the aeroplane took a course over the
fields just after ploughing-time and the spring
rains. Well, I followed. I won’t deny I think the
country is a mistake and a waste of room. But
I don’t remember forgetting you, Miss Warren.”

Delight Warren smiled at him, opening her
parasol. She was of that type which seems so
fragile to the more heavily built Europeans; tall,
slender, with the transparent complexion that ac-
companies such copper-bronze hair as that massed
under her small hat.

“T am astonished to find you so far from Broad-
way,” she declared.

“I ain’t calm about it, myself,” was the dis-
contented admission. “But I had a smash, and
Mr. Gerard figured out that I was due to rest for a
few laps before going back to the track. So I’m
going to a name on the map written Montenegro,
to get the contract for building some automobile
stages for the government. Not that our com-
pany wants to build the stages, but we want the
advertisement.”

“ Montenegro!” the girl exclaimed; bright
color tinted her face. “ Why—I am to be married
to a gentleman from there! That is why I am in
Tours, with my uncle and aunt.”

They regarded each other with the new sym-
pathy of an interest in common.

“Well, I came across on the boat with two men
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THE CITY OF ENCOUNTERS 11

who registered from that district,” mused the rac-
ing-driver. “In fact, I guess no bulletins were
issued in America about busses being needed there,
but Mr. Gerard heard of it through these two
friends of his. They belonged to what he called the
diplomatic set. I liked them.”

“Who were they?” she asked, a little oddly.
“It—it was at Mrs. Gerard’s I met Lieutenant
Balsic.”

“This one was called Balsic, only he used a
title instead of Lieutenant,” was the reply. “ He
wasn’t entered in my class, but he had a cousin
with him; we got fairly acquainted. I taught the
cousin to drive an aeroplane. He was an army
officer ; I guess he wasn’t planning to fly on cross-
country races for amusement. He had three les-
sons; he only needs about six months more
practice.”

Delight Warren’s flush had gone as swiftly as
it had come.

“ Lieutenant Balsic has been in Europe for
the last three months,” she said hurriedly. * Count
Stefan Balsic, I-—do not know. But I am keeping
you, and you seemed in haste. Perhaps, if you are
not leaving Tours at once, we shall see each other
again.”

If he felt surprise at the abruptness, he made
no sign, turning indifferent black eyes upon a
fisherman who leaned on the bridge’s rail.
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“Thanks; from what I see of this town, any-
one would get arrested for disturbing the peace who
tried to do two things in one day, and I just got
here this morning. I’ll drive on in forty-eight
hours, if I live. I ain’t supposing I need to say
it would be a pleasure to meet you first, Miss
Warren.”

“Drive on? You have brought your ecar,
then? ”

He brought the black eyes back to her face in
sincere curiosity.

“Were you guessing I looked forward to walk-
ing to Montenegro? ”

“Oh! But, there are trains.”

“There are,” be agreed briefly. “ Sometimes
I have to use boats, but so far I’ve been able to
sit up and drive a car any place a train can go.”

“It is poor driving, they say, where you are
going,” she told him, giving him her hand in fare-
well. “T am only on my way to the little convent
across the bridge,” she added, divining his intended
speech. “ So I shall do very well alone, that far.
Good-by.”

He replied a trifle absently, and did not at once
continue his walk. Until she had left the bridge,
he remained unobtrusively watching the young
girl.

Delight was sufficiently American to feel quite
at ease alone, even in a foreign city. She walked
on, quietly dreaming of the two years she had
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passed in the gray convent beyond, and of the
new years that were to come. To the gladness
of the betrothed about to become the wife, she ad-
ded an element of happiness possible only to one
who is generous. The parents she had lost in
childhood had left her rich, and her fiancé was
poor. With a protectiveness almost maternal, she
delighted in the thought of giving Michael all he
had been obliged to forego; all the agreeable super-
fluities of life. And she meant to give with both
hands, not meanly, gift by gift—to place all she
possessed in her husband’s control, and ask no ac-
count.

It had meant practical defiance of her guard-
ians, this marriage. And because she loved her
uncle and aunt, Delight had waited the three
months they exacted as a test of affection. Hers
had been a whirlwind courtship, all glamour and
young passion and romance. She had accepted
Michael Balsic ten days after their first meeting.
Two weeks later, military duty had sent him back
to his own country. He had little more income than
his officer’s pay; he could not afford disobedience.

Delight would have gone with him, then, but
for her family. They had begged for enough delay
to prove both lovers’ sincerity. Now, the period
ended, they had reluctantly brought Delight to
France, where Michael Balsic was to join them and
the marriage to take place.

They had written to each other, the betrothed.
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and it was of those letters Delight was musing as
she walked. They were wonderful letters, written
by a man born of two fire-veined nations, for
Michael Balsic’s mother had been a Russian. Like
a shield, they had warded off all that Mr. Warren
had been able to bring against his niece’s resolu-
tion.

The tug at Delight’s gown was very gentle, yet
somehow urgent. Startled, she stopped and looked
down. A little dog was gazing up at her, with the
wrinkled anxiety peculiar to certain of his tribe,
eyes fixed and imploring. He was not a beautiful
dog, nor of any recognized variety, and as Delight
mechanically bent to stroke his head he pressed
close against her, shivering in the warm sunshine.

“ Pauv’ petit! ” she commiserated, slipping
naturally into the language of the convent years.
“ What is it, then? ”

The puppy licked her gloved fingers and whined.
She saw, then, that he was pitifully thin and
hollow-eyed, and guessed the truth.

It was not in Delight Warren to pass by any
hungry creature. She looked about for means of
relief, and spied a butcher’s shop a few doors away.

The dog followed, indeed he clung to her.

“ Please give me all the meat you think a dog
could eat,” Delight requested of the shop’s pro-
prietor. “ And it will have to be cut small, if you
will be so good, because he is a very little dog.”
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The butcher, who wore an imperial, complied
after a survey of the animal; cutting up a paper-
ful of raw beef.

“ If he eats that, he will suffer ills of stomach,”
he observed impersonally. “ But, what will you?
It is gayer to die of a surfeit than to starve.”

The girl paused, paper in hand, dismayed.

“TIt will make him ill? »

“Of a certainty, mademoiselle.”

The puppy whimpered, and pulled at her dress,
trembling with eagerness. Doubtfully his bene-
factress led him outside and put down the food.

Apparently the dog had never heard of indi-
gestion. Delight waited a few moments, watching
him gulp down the meat, then turned away. But
hungry though he was, the little animal left his
food and ran after her, whining protest. Patiently
indulgent, the girl turned back and waited until
his attention was again centred on the beef.

Her second attempt at escape was as distinct
a failure as the first. At her initial movement, the
little dog was beside her, fixing on her face a gaze
of devoted and boundless faith. What was to be
done? Neither the convent nor Mr. and Mrs.
Warren would tolerate such a guest. Moreover, an
interested group was forming.

“Oh, doggy, doggy!” she remonstrated,
touched and distressed.

“He has already had enough, mademoiselle,”
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said a smooth, strong voice behind her, in English
perfectly accented as her own and as alien to the
simple, bourgeois neighborhood.

The girl turned with a start, and encountered
the steady, steel-gray eyes of the man who had
spoken. She had not noticed the motor-car halted
on the opposite side of the narrow street, but she
saw it now, and that by his dress the gentleman
had descended from it.

“Thank you,” she answered. “ But he insists
on following me, and he must not.”

He did not offer the cheap and obvious com-
pliment possible. Delight made no mistake of
under-estimating his motive in speaking, or his
class. He towered over her, superb in height and
physique; a grave, stately man of perhaps thirty-
five with the bearing of accustomed authority.

“You have fed him. Pass on and leave him,
mademoiselle.”

The advice did not deceive her. She smiled in
spite of her perplexed responsibility.

“Would you do that, monsieur?” she chal-
lenged.

He said nothing, but she was answered.

“Yet I cannot keep him,” she added, as much
to herself as to the man. “ And he is such a tiny
dog—he will be hungry again, and frightened.”

Still the stranger said nothing. And suddenly

Delight did an outrageous thing, a thing she could
never afterward explain.
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“ Monsieur, I give him to you. Will you take
him? ” she exclaimed impulsively.

The gray eyes met hers, not with surprise or
anger or pleasure, but with a glance that cleaved
deep as a clean blade. The girl’s breath caught,
for a moment street and witnesses drifted away
from her and she stood alone with this man. Quite
helplessly she held her eyes open to him like an
open book for his reading.

“Thank you,” he said, without irony. “1I ac-
cept, mademoiselle.”

The chauffeur of the car came running at a
signal. His master spoke to him, in a language
strange to the American, a few concise words of
direction. The chauffeur saluted without reply,
picked up the dog and carried it back to the
limousine.

Sanity had come back to Delight, and with it
overwhelming embarrassment. But her companion
kept his hand on the reins of the situation.

“ Let me accompany you out of the district
we have disturbed,” he suggested. “ The .good
citizens are interested.”

“Thank you,” she murmured. “I was on my
way to the convent.”

The good-natured spectators drew back, and
the two walked side by side up the old street.

Step by step Delight’s embarrassment fell from
her, without reason, without speech from her com-

panion. Somehow she knew that he had under-
2
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stood the incomprehensible—that she had gained,
not lost in his opinion.

“You have lived happily, mademoiselle? *

Amazed, she looked up, the question was so
irrelevant and so gentle.

“ Why, yes,” she wondered.

“ And you expect to be happy in the future? *

“1 am sure of it,” she returned with confidence,
her face lighting radiantly.

He regarded her strangely, with a sombre in-
tensity.

“You are strong, mademoiselle, and have yet to
meet that which is stronger. But it will be well
to remember that it exists.”

They were at the convent gate. Before Delight
found a reply, her companion had raised his hat
and left her.

As the gate opened, she looked back. The
stranger was already crossing to his car.



CHAPTER 11
Tar CoNvENT oF DELIGHT

Deruicur Warrex stopped in the pleasant
French sunshine, laughing eyes remonstrant. It
was in the convent garden, and the nun opposite
clasped the pair of shears with which she had been
cutting roses before the American’s arrival ; clasped
them with a firmness indicative of her resolution.

“But, ma soeur, I visit!” protested the girl.
“I do not come as a pupil, now, but to visit those
of my friends who are still here. Why should I
change my frock? ”

“My child, you would demoralize my flock.
What, at the end of Lent, when they are removed
from vanities of all kind, you would throw them
into a fever with that gown!”

“1t is the best mode, ma soeur!”

‘ As they would be well aware,” severely. “ No;
your simple frock of two years ago is still here. In
my room you may change before joining my
pupils.”

“Oh, very well,” the girl yielded. * But for
a bride—that is not gay! I am to be married this
week.”

The color that flushed her delicate face was
19




20 THE UNAFRAID

lovely as the glance of blended pride and ardor
that half-challenged, half-deprecated comment.
But the older lady’s brow grew troubled beneath
the smooth band of white linen crossing it.

“I know. I have heard of this marriage, which
is opposed by your uncle and aunt; who surely are
wiser than you. You have been wilful from child-
hood, Délice. With a French girl, such a scandal
could not arrive—her guardians would choose for
her.”

“I will marry where I love. Is that wrong,
Sister Genevieve? ”

“You marry Monsieur Michael Balsic, of
Montenegro? ”

“You know him, ma soeur? *’

“I have heard of him. The gossip of Paris
reaches even here. I believe he is considered hand-
some? *

“ Oh, certainly! But—,” on guard, it is not
for that! He is so gay, so good!”

The nun smiled, a little sadly.

“You are a child, Délice Warren, for all your
two years in Paris and New York since you left
us.”

The girl understood, raising her head with a
quick, decided movement; her large, clear brown
eyes fired and became all womanly.

“No, ma soeur. I know what you would say.
No doubt Monsieur Balsic has lived as men live,
not in a convent. Oh, I have heard enough warn-
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ings! And I know their cause—Michael is poor.
Well, I am rich enough for both. May I go in,
Sister Genevieve? ”

“ Will you change your dress, Délice? ”

Delight’s smile flashed back.

¢ Oh, if I must—!”

Sister Genevieve stepped aside from the gray,
arched doorway.

But the signs of the world are not so easily re-
moved. When Delight slipped into the demure group
of promenading girls, there remained quite enough
to excite those older pupils, who, as juniors, had
known her two years before. The very fragrance
about her, the dainty frivolity of the shoes and silk
hosiery visible beneath the plain, convent frock, the
artful arrangement of her shining auburn braids
massed over each small ear were distracting. And
the news of her marriage had crept in to add a
glamour.

“All of the girls of your age have gone, ex-
cept me,” said a plain, sallow girl.  I—perhaps
I will always stay. I am neither rich nor beautiful
like you, Délice.”

“But you may be happiest, Julie,” spoke a
young Russian girl who was to leave “finished ”
in a few months. “I have heard many tales of the
Count Balsic. He is half Russian, you know, and
a diplomat. So my father hears of him. He is a
great noble—but—"

“But it is not Count Balsic I am to marry,”
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Delight interrupted, her expression darkening with
an anxiety she herself scarcely understood. “I
am engaged to his brother, Monsieur Michael
Balsic. He has explained many things to me about
Count Balsic. They are enemies.”

She broke off. It was impossible to repeat to
these children the bitter story of family feud
Michael had told her; told with his handsome blond
face made almost ugly by its dangerous passion.

“Then I will tell you a story I heard,” volun-
teered the Russian. “ No one thought I listened,
but I did. In Paris, last winter, there was a gentle-
man who stole a purse from Count Balsic’s room.
A young army officer, he was, and visiting there
when he saw the purse on a table. He must have
needed money to the point of desperation; he took
it. But he was seen, and seized by the servants
and an aide of the Count. The poor young man
begged Count Balsic not to have him arrested and
disgraced ; he said that he had a wife who would
be left even without money to return to her own
people. Your fiancé’s brother wrote a check for a
thousand francs.

“¢If you are asking charity, take this,’ said he,
cold as a stone. ¢Justice is another matter. I
have sent for the police.” The officer bowed, took
the check, sent it to his wife—and shot himself be-
fore the police arrived.”

There was a general exclamation of delicious
horror. Delight was regarded with mingled ad-
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miration and pity for her close connection with a
tale so romantic.

But the American herself had other emotions.
She was in reality much older than her companions,
and capable of analysis. Why should anyone be
at once so lavish and so cruel? And how could the
young officer accept a charity so given?

“Are you frightened, Délice?” questioned
Julie softly.

“ Why should I be?” she lightly shook off ab-
straction. * The story is dreadful, but it does not
concern me more than any of you. Let us talk of
something else. Will you be my bridesmaid,
Julie? ”

But the story had marred her visit, neverthe-
less. It clung to her mind with unreasonable per-
sistence, and added to the dread and repulsion with
which Michael had taught her to regard his
brother ; the brother who possessed all he lacked of
wealth and influence. For Michael hated Stefan
Balsic with a primitive completeness and vigor, nor
dreamed of concealing the sentiment.

Delight returned early to the hotel where her
people were staying. In deference to the nuns’
prejudices, she had a carriage called and drove
home. Moreover, she was in no mood for further
adventure. The singular half-prediction, half-
warning of the stranger to whom she had confided
the little dog was another factor in dimming her
gayety. There had been something akin to com-
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passion in the gray eyes, as she summoned them
before her memory. Why? What, in this triumph-
ant hour of love and youth, was there to inspire
pity for Delight Warren? Was she too sure of
happiness?

In the hall of the hotel an attendant approached
her.
“ Mademoiselle, just now I conveyed to the

apartment a petit blew. Mademoiselle being out,
madame received it.”

“A telegram for me?”

“ Yes, mademoiselle.”

Delight hurried upstairs, nervously impatient.

Mrs. Warren met her niece, blue envelope in
hand. She was a large, amiable woman, with the
pink hues born of much massage and Turkish-
bathing used to keep her weight within the limits
demanded by Fashion; the occidental prototype of
that oriental official, the Holder of the Girdle of
Beautiful Forms.

“My dear, I thought best to open it for you,”
she explained. “ It is better, much better to be
prepared for—for any disappointment. And, my
dear child, always bear in mind that everything
is probably for the best.”

Delight stood quite still, the chiffon muff slip-
ping from her arm.

 Michael—? * she articulated.

“Yes, from Lieutenant Balsic. He has had the
misfortune to break his ankle. His horse fell with
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him, it seems. You see, it is nothing serious. But
of course it postpones the marriage.”

“ He says so?”

“ Certainly. He cannot travel for some weeks,
and you know your uncle must be back in New
York by the fifteenth.”

There was a furtive relief mingled with her
agitation, which the girl was too acute not to
translate. Mrs. Warren hailed any circumstance
that deferred her niece’s wedding with the dis-
trusted foreigner.

Delight automatically picked up the fallen heap
of rose-colored chiffon, not looking at her aunt.
It seemed to her that all day she had been traveling
toward this moment. She saw quite clearly the
consequences. She would be taken home to
America, since her uncle’s presence was required
there and a young girl could not remain in France
alone. Once in New York, there would be the old
battle to recommence, the tricks of chance to reckon
with and the difficulty to Michael of coming so far.

“May I have the message?” she requested
quietly, her red mouth curving into firmness.

“1T thought I had handed it to you. My dear,
I am so glad you take matters so sensibly! Would
you not like—had you not better lie down? I was
so upset for you, my own head aches.”

“Thank you,” said Delight. “ Yes, I will go to
my room.”

But she did not lie down. Instead, she read
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Michael’s telegram. Necessarily condensed, the
brief sentences yet conveyed a desperate disap-
pointment and anxiety. Michael Balsic knew quite
as thoroughly as his fiancée the forces they had
arrayed against them. Also, he knew some facts
that she did not.

“Wait,” he wrote. “I will come in three
weeks. Wait, I beseech.”

She would not be allowed to wait. In three
weeks there would be half a world between them.
Unless—

The recollection of Jack Rupert slowly took
form within her mind ; Jack Rupert, who was going
to Montenegro. Her cheeks began to burn before
a daring thought. Her maid would be faithful,
because Delight Warren could pay for faith.
Michael there was no question of trusting. Rupert
himself, Rupert of lower New York and the auto-
mobile race-track, Rupert renowned for caustic
tongue and uncertain temper, was fastidiously
nice in honor to the point of being unmodern.
Since Michael could not come to her, suppose she
went to Michael?

Once entertained, the idea took on reality and
life. After all, since she meant to give all her
life to Michael Balsic, why should she not go to
him bravely and frankly? Why should she risk
losing so much to preserve a conventionality?

There was a telephone in the room. Delight
went to the instrument.
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Minor French towns are not crowded with
hotels that catch the American eye. At the first
hazard she found the house where Rupert was stay-
ing. Or rather, had been staying.

“I am desolated to inform madame that he left
an hour ago,” the girl was told.

“Left? But he expected to remain much
longer!” she exclaimed.

“Madame, he awaited the regulating of his
automobile, which was expected to require until
to-morrow. But it was brought to him this after-
noon, by a miracle of achievement, whereupon he
left at once.”

“ Can you tell me where? ”

“ Madame, he spoke of the direct route to
Italy, I believe, to Bari.”

Reluctantly she hung up the receiver and
turned away. But her determination was fixed,
aroused by the contradiction. She would try the
other means, first. She would engage her aunt
and uncle to remain on the Continent until Michael
was able to join them. If they refused, she would
overtake Rupert by train and claim his protec-
tion to Montenegro. Once there, Michael would
send his people to meet her and take her to his
house. She would telegraph her coming to him.




CHAPTER III

Cryxacora’s GATE

In the narrow street of gayly painted houses,
overarched by cobalt-blue sky, the two automobiles
faced each other. The chauffeur of the car de-
scending called out volubly, signifying by gestures
his demand that the other withdraw—backward—
from the blockade. There seemed no immediate
likelihood of the demand being met, and a group
of grave, stately Montenegrins formed to watch the
novel dispute. Automobiles are rare near Antivari,
except for those of the royal household; to which
neither of these two belonged.

The girl on the wharf looked on with no less
amusement than the natives, in spite of her own
doubtful situation. The driver of the second car
was a Servian, as unintelligible to her as to the
American driver, and the outcome promised in-
terest. But Rupert cut short the argument, lean-
ing back in his seat.

“I ain’t able to hope you’ll understand what
we call language in New York,” he observed com-

posedly. “But I get you, all right! Go around,
yourself.”

28
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The blockade promised to endure, but at this
juncture a woman leaned from the door of the
limousine; a handsome woman, not fine of feature,
but highly colored and artificial as a milliner’s
figurine—and clothed like one.

“ Monsieur is American,” she said, in difficult
English. “ He who belongs to a nation so gallant,
will not make a lady to lose her boat. I have haste,
monsieur—”’ with a parting of too-red lips over
white teeth.

Rupert’s black eyes appraised her with an
understanding tinged by cynicism; a judgment
swift and accurate as those tiny photographs
flashed upon a post-card while the subject waits.
But he lifted his motor-cap.

“ Pleased to oblige,” he returned.

Under his hand, his car darted back with a
disconcerting ease and speed that scattered the
crowd. Opposite the platform he halted; the
limousine following, to stop also. The woman
descended, graciously nodding to the American.

“I am infinitely grateful, monsieur,” she ac-
knowledged. She turned a gold purse in her fingers.
“Should I dare—?"”

“I wouldn’t,” drily advised Rupert.

They exchanged a direct glance of equal
sophistication, then the woman laughed a little
hardly and turned away. The movement brought
her face to face with Delight Warren.
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The young girl was not a child; she dropped
her eyes and would have passed quietly. They
were so close that the Frenchwoman’s silks and
feathers brushed Delight’s white-linen suit. But

the woman did not pass, instead leaning forward
with an intake of breath.

“ La mariée! > she exclaimed.

Startled, Delight lifted her eyes and en-
countered the intent, weary eyes of the other. For
in the strong sunlight the woman did look weary,
even haggard, and there was a heavy purple bruise
on one cheek that neither rouge nor powder could
conceal.

“ Madame? ” the girl murmured, with repug-
nance and offended surprise.

The woman laughed and shrugged.

“Oh, you will learn, where I have! At the
Chéiteau Balsic—one learns.”

She said no more. An officer had dashed up
the wharf, flung himself from his horse and came
toward the two women. He made no pretence of
concealing his haste or his purpose; if he had
placed himself between them, his attitude would
have been no more plain.

“ Madame, you will miss your boat,” he sig-
nified, with a tone and glance of so much harsh
contempt that Delight winced and sbrank for the
other.

“ Oh, I am going,” said the Frenchwoman care-
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lessly. She looked again at the girl. “ Petite
sotte! ” she breathed, passing her.

There was a pause, in which the two left
behind surveyed each other, frankly curious.

“ Mademoiselle, I have been sent to meet you,”
the officer said, when Delight, recovering memory,
would have passed him, in her turn.

It was difficult to believe this was the same
voice that had spoken to the Frenchwoman. De-
light had already noted the brilliant and graceful
dress of the people, but she had seen nothing com-
parable to the rich, half-barbaric uniform worn by
this young soldier. For he was very young, with
a fair, gay face that seemed oddly familiar and all
friendly.

“I am Miss Warren,” she corroborated, sud-
denly conscious in every fibre of her strange posi-
tion. What did he think of her, unchaperoned,
breaking every rule of European convention? Why
had not Michael come himself, somehow? ¢ I—
my maid would come no farther than Italy.”

She stopped, furious with herself for the weak-
ness of attempting excuse that seemed to acknowl-
edge her in the wrong. But the officer only bowed.

“The automobile is waiting. May I have the
honor of taking you to it.”

The automobile! From it the Frenchwoman
had come. Delight’s heart checked and she felt a
sense of vertigo. What was she facing? Did the
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beautiful car belong to Michael, then; Michael,
whom she had believed so poor? Yet now it was
too late for retreat or question. She made a
hesitating step forward ; vainly searching her recol-
lections for a clue to this new companion’s identity.
She could not remember that
spoken of such a friend.

Jack Rupert had slipped from his seat behind
the wheel of his machine and now came up to them.
His small dark face was eloquent of relief. The
American had had many complicated hours since
his countrywoman came to him in the breakfast-

room of an Italian inn, both little gloved hands
held out.

Michael had ever

“I have just missed you all across France,”
she had told him, laughing eyes wet with sheer
content. “ Oh, I thought that I was brave, but I
would have gone back a score of times if I had
not known you were on ahead! And now you will
take care of me, will you not?”

He had assumed the charge, grimly capable.
He was not more than ten years older than the
girl, but he possessed all the world-knowledge she
lacked. A few questions assured him that Delight
had committed herself; that wild as her flight
might be, it was now better to go on than to return
and attempt explanations. Indeed, the young girl
would not consider a return.

The journey had been undisturbed. All the
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way down to Bari, Rupert had deliberately regis-
teved Miss Warren, maid and chauffeur; sinking
his own identity to shelter her with all possible
conventionality. And then the maid had taken
fright at the prospect of entering a little-known
land, and refused to continue with her mistress.
She had deserted at the last moment, when the
steamer was about to sail and there was no time to
procure a substitute.

“T can cross the Adriatic without a maid,”
Delight had met the crisis. “ You will be with me,
Rupert.”” He had taught her to use his unpreceded
name to support the fiction of his being her
chauffeur.

He accepted the inevitable without enthusiasm,
merely growing a trifle more grim. He was eye-
ing Fate with sardonic expectancy, awaiting her
next antic.

But now his expression was more cheerful than
it had been for some days, as he offered his hand
to Delight’s companion.

“If Miss Warren is going to be connected with
you, I guess I ain’t likely to get old as fast as I
expecved,” he announced, with his slight drawl.
“I ain’t denying I’m glad you are one of this party
of reception.”

“You know this gentleman?” the girl ex-

claimed, looking from one to the other as they
shook hands.

3
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“I almost didn’t,” returned Rupert, his specu-
lative glance on the officer’s costume. “ He has
changed some since I last saw him. But I taught
Captain Lesendra one or two details about hand-
ling an aeroplane, on Long Island.”

“Danilo Lesendra, our cousin whom Stefan
owns without knowing it—"’ Michael’s mocking, bit-
ter voice rang in the girl’s memory; the garden
at home rose before her, and her fiancé’s handsome
face, never less handsome than when he spoke of
his brother. She faced toward the Montenegrin,
her large eyes like burnished copper in her excite-
ment.

“You are Count Balsic’s cousin and aide? ” she
demanded.

There was a curious expression in his eyes;
like all of his half-Russian house, he was fairer
than was usual in Montenegro, his eyes were blue-
black and very clear. But he answered at once and
frankly.

“1 am, mademoiselle.”

She held herself more erect in her triumph and
passionate relief.

“ There has been a mistake,” she said cuttingly.
“T am here to marry Lieutenant Michael Balsic.
No doubt Captain Lesendra expected a successor
to the lady who has left. Mr. Rupert, I think that
I see my carriage; will you take me there.”

The speech was outrageous, and she knew it.



CRNAGORA’S GATE 35

But she herself felt outraged, and visited all the
mistake and her momentary doubt of Michael upon
the officer who served Stefan Balsic.

She had met a capable antagonist. Captain
Lesendra bowed in a silence that was more effec-
tive than any retort, although the heavy crimson
ran under his skin. The New Yorker gave him a
glance of ironic sympathy, complying with the
girl’s request.

Her color very bright, Delight hurried on. The
open carriage she had seen waiting at the other
side of the platform accorded better with her con-
ception of her fiancé’s circumstances than did the
costly automobilee. Why had she not seen it at
first, and saved all this? That woman—

The brightly-dressed old man beside the car-
riage advanced to meet her. Like every man she
had seen in this country, he was of fine height and
bearing, and wore a long pistol thrust through his
scarlet-silk girdle.

“ Gospodin Michael Balsic? ” she asked, stam-
mering over almost the only Servian word known
to her.

He smiled and nodded, producing a letter. She
tore it open eagerly.

There were only a few lines, in Michael’s florid
and caressing style. He thanked her from his
heart for her angelic confidence in him; he would
pass his life repaying it. Never would he have
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dared ask what she had so generously accorded;
never would he forget her coming. He was waiting
for her, on fire until she was altogether his own.
He urged her to start immediately; the drive was
long.

Delight raised a glowing face from the reading,
and gave her hand to Rupert.

“It is all right,” she said happily. * There
is no more trouble. This letter is from Lieutenant
Balsic. I do thank you more than I can say, Mr.
Rupert. Perhaps, later, you will come to see us.
I want to thank you better.”

“1I can’t see any special reason why I shouldn’t
drive you to the place you’re going,” he retorted,
his dark face determined and once more grim. “I
guess I’ve got nothing in the oven that will burn
while I’'m out. I’ve brought vou so far I'd like
to finish the run with you.”

“That is good of you,” she said gratefully.
“ But—please do not. You see, it would look a
little bit as if we distrusted Lieutenant Balsic. I
am perfectly safe, now. Come later, please; and
goodby.”

With a very dissatisfied expression, Rupert re-
luctantly yielded, and watched the young girl
enter the carriage. The old man mounted beside
the driver, and the vehicle clattered away.

When Rupert turned back, Danilo Lesendra
had just finished speaking to the Servian chauffeur
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of the limousine and was on the point of mounting
his own black riding-horse. His foot in the stir-
rup, the officer lingered to exchange a hand-clasp
with the American.

“If you stay in Crnagora, I will see you again,”
he promised hurriedly. “ Now, I must go.”

“So I noticed,” said Rupert drily. “ Have
you got time to issue any extra opinions as to
whether I’d better follow Miss Warren on this
trip? ”

“Can you bring her back and prevent her
marrying Michael Balsic?”

“Did you guess I'd been pressing her to go
ahead, all the way here? » he countered.

“ Then,” said Danilo Lesendra, * what use
would it be? ”

He swung himself into the saddle and wheeled
his horse up the street, the vari-colored crowd
parting to let him pass and closing in behind him.
Rupert walked slowly back toward his car, dis-
content in every line of his small, muscular figure.
He had been taken by surprise; never had he con-
templated this separation from his charge.




CHAPTER 1V
TaHE MAN oF THE KARST

Gray, bleak mountains; incredibly bare, in-
credibly vast, stretching desolate peaks into the
sky itself. Narrow roads clinging to the rocks;
often a mere ledge between the precipice below and
the towering height above. Through the 'wild
country Delight had traveled hour after hour,
until now afternoon took on the shades forerunning
sunset. The occasional villages had ceased to in-
terest her. The passersby, mounted on horses or
driving laden mules often led by a woman, seemed
to her to grow sterner and less ready of smiles as
they journeyed nearer and nearer the Albanian
frontier.

The happy courage with which she parted from
Rupert had left her, long since; not ebbed away,
but dropped from her grasp, a lost possession. She
had expected no such journey as this; she had
fancied Montenegro, so tiny on the maps, a place
of short distances and romantic scenes. This iron
landscape appalled and terrified her with its
savagery, its locked silence.

She was walled round with silence, since no one

could understand her speech. Once only she re-
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ceived a comprehensible answer to a question put
to her escort.

“What is it?” she asked, in an exasperation
of nerves, sweeping her hand toward the naked
rock-stretches. “Is it like this everywhere? What
is this? Is all Montenegro like this place? ”

The old man looked back at her, translating
gesture and expression rather than words. There
was curiosity in his glance at this vivid young alien
beauty, and the girl flushed before it.

“XKarst,” was the emphasized word she dis-
tinguished in the answer.

So she learned the name of that strange moun-
tain-desert into which she had followed Michael
Balsic and where she was to find, not what she
sought, but what she had provoked.

After a time she leaned back and closed her
eyes, wearied beyond interest in her surroundings.
Revulsion gripped her; suddenly she feared what
lay before, what lay behind, and most of all
Michael himself, who would be no longer wooer,
but husband.

The carriage halted with an abruptness that
flung the girl forward in her seat. A sharp com-
mand was still ringing in the air, as her eyes
flashed open upon a changed scene.

The road was wider, here, and on it were halted
a dozen riders, closing the way with wall-like
finality, The last sunrays glittered upon their
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unfamiliar, bright-hued costume, the gold lettering
on their round caps, and the glinting metal of the
pistols thrust through their crimson sashes. Su-
perb men, akin to their own mountains, their great
height dwarfed that of the leader they watched for
commands.

Yet he had seemed tall, in Tours. Indeed, he
was six feet in height, but they were inches more.
Gazing at him, the girl rose in her place, passing
her hand across her eyes with a gesture of help-
less bewilderment. She noted vaguely that her
two men had thrown their pistols to the road and
sat with drooping heads, arms folded. The fact
meant little to her. Even when she recognized
Danilo Lesendra, his horse drawn to one side of the
group, she failed to comprehend what occurred.

“You remember me, mademoiselle? > asked the
leader’s smooth, strong voice.

Delight drew a swift breath, recollection made
certain.

“ It was to you I gave the little dog, monsieur,”
she identified him wonderingly.

He bent his head, less in assent than in study
of her, compelling his restless horse to stand. He
too wore the rich and unusual uniform, but on him
it gave the effect of being worn as a caprice, to
the girl who had known him in France. Moreover,
his brown hair and gray eyes appeared alienly fair
among his dark men of the Black Mountain.
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“I failed to present myself, then, made-
moiselle,” he said. “1I am Stefan Balsic. Does the
name mean anything to you? ”

The girl shrank, paling; her topaz-brown eyes
darkened with incredulity and rising fear. This
was the man around whom centred so many sinister
tales, the brother who denied Michael ever so
small a share of his wealth, who even interposed his
influence to prevent the younger man’s advance-
ment in army or state? Never was one more un-
like his portrait. But she controlled herself to a
calmness matching his.

“Since I have traveled from America to be-
come the wife of Lieutenant Michael Balsic, natur-
ally I have heard of his brother,” she answered.
“The afternoon is almost ended; please let us
pass. This would be a fearful place at night.”
Involuntarily she glanced at the hills closing her
in, hills where one lost might die of hunger and
thirst, a tremor shaking her.

“ More fearful than you can guess,” he re-
turned. “ And more lawless. Yet you would come
here, against all warning and all restraint. Miss
Warren, Michael will not have left you ignorant
that he and I are cnemies at every point, in every
aim, and have been so for years. Now, when the
struggle verges toward its finish, I cannot let you
pass to him.”
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The American uttered an indignant cry, the
blood pouring into her face.

“You will not let me pass! How can you con-
trol me? You have no right, no right!”

“I have the power,” said Stefan Balsic.

“ The—power? ”

He smiled for the first time in her knowledge of
him.

“You are so civilized, mademoiselle, that you
cannot conceive power without right. What are
you doing in the land of the vendetta and blood-
feud, of force and death? You have not come
to Cetinje, but to the Albanian frontier. If spilt
blood stained, this edge of Crnagora would be a
scarlet band with no inch left uncolored. Are you
fit for this? ”

“But I am a woman,” she protested hotly.

“This is not a woman’s country, Miss
Warren.”

She thought of the women she had seen on the
roads, even in the cities; their toil-marred bodies,
their patient, submissive faces, the contrast be-
tween them and the splendid physique and bearing
of the men. What did he mean her to under-
stand?

“You are not a peasant,” she challenged, angry
eyes braving his. “ You are of my world. You
can do me no harm. Why do you try to frighten
me, Count Balsic?”’




“YOU WILL NOT LET ME PASS! HOW CAN YOU CONTROL ME?"
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“I am world-trained, English-taught, and my
mother was a Russian princess,” he said slowly.
“But I am a Montenegrin of the old blood. Do
you know that if one of these men with me leaves
Montenegro, on his return he stoops down and
kisses the soil that is his? It is bad, Miss Warren,
for the one who steps between Montenegro and a
Montenegrin.”

“ What has that to do with me?”

“ Are you telling me that you do not know to
what use Michael will put your fortune? ”

“ Certainly not!” flared the girl, flinging back
her head. “ Nor will I ask him, ever. What is
mine shall be his, to use as he chooses. He shall
be free of poverty, at last. Will you bid your men
draw aside, sir, and let me go on? Captain
Lesendra, I was told by Mr. Rupert that you were
an honorable officer, his friend—will you see a
woman detained by force from her people? Bid
these soldiers let me pass.”

Both men looked at her, a straight, slim figure
standing upright in the carriage; a very frail
figure, for all its gallantry, against the fire-red
sunset and savage cliffs. Danilo Lesendra lifted
his cap, but essayed no reply. Count Balsic an-
swered for him.

“ Captain Lesendra is in the presence of his
superior officer, and helpless as yourself, made-
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moiselle. Nor do I strike you, in this, but Michael.
You may not go to him.”

“You strike me also,”
your brother, sir.”

“I am sorry for that,” he said very gravely.

Delight steadied her lips. She felt pitifully
confused, even a giddy sense of unreality. If the
two men had been less well-bred, had spoken
roughly or less in the speech of her own world,
this thing might have seemed less grotesquely im-
possible. Yet it was true, and not to be put aside
by her.

“You force me to turn back, then? ” she com-
pelled herself to speak. * Very well; I cannot re-
sist. I speak no Servian; give my driver that
order and I will go.”

The humiliation of the surrender choked her.
She sank down on the carriage seat, turning her
hot face away from the watchers. Oh, if she had
only brought Rupert, as he wished! Now she must
drive back to the next village and there spend the
night in the hut of some peasant to whom she
could not even speak. The next day promised only
new embarrassment and perplexities. Could she
make a second attempt to reach Michael, or must

ie return to some city ; now alone indeed, without
either Rupert or Marthe?

“You have not understood me,” said Stefan
Balsic.

she combatted. 1 love
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“No. I take you with me. And because there
is no other way you can come with honor, I take
you as my wife.”

Delight gave a low cry, rather of stupefaction
than of terror. The proposition was too mon-
strous, too incredible. This was not the tenth
century, but the twentieth.

“That is impossible. You are not in earnest,”
she retorted, with all the dignity she could com-
mand. “ We are not savages. In my country
we do not play with such subjects, monsieur. I
have said that I will go back—tell my men so and
end this.”

Instead of complying, he brought his horse
beside the carriage, so that he and the girl faced
each other as they had in the little street in Tours.
As then, his eyes were quiet as quiet water.

“Put the idea of play from your mind, Miss
Warren,” he counselled. ‘ What my forebears
would have done without a second thought, is hard
to me as few duties I have confronted. Yet have
no unnecessary fear; you will be a prisoner of war
in my house, no more.”

“ In—your—house?

“In my house, because you must not carry the
weapon of your wealth to Michael’s.”

“Why?” she cried. “Why?”

He hesitated.
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“I cannot tell you here. Mademoiselle, this
scene before my men can do no good. You have
met that stronger force than your own will of which
I warned you in France. You must come with
me.”

She no longer doubted his seriousness ; instead,
desperate panic gripped her.

“T will cry out to your men,” she defied, catch-
ing the hint conveyed in his last speech. “I am
an American, a woman—I cannot be treated so.
They must help me!”

“1 spoke for you, not myself,” he corrected.
“For me, there is nothing these men would not
do.”

“ And you? Will you wage your feuds against
a girl who knows nothing of them? What wrong
have I done you in loving your brother? Count
Balsic—” abruptly she stretched out both hands
to him in appeal, utterly frank. “I have run
away from my own people and journeyed alone to
find Michael, who is wounded and ill. You see,
I cannot go back except as his wife. You know—
what would be said of me—of any girl. Let me go
on. We will leave this country; I dare promise
so much in Michael’s name. He will never trouble
you again, or be in your way. Oh!” in sharp re-
proach, “have you not yet made him suffer
enough? ”

It seemed to her that he went paler, with a

PRI
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gray pallor of steel that only hardened the resolu-
tion of his face.

“ For the last, let him look on his hearth for
his wife, as I once looked for a woman; and find
the place empty. For you, I will say that if you
could be happy with Michael Balsic, I would send
you to him and endure the consequences. As it is,
I will not do you so poor a service as to send you
to a man who has all the faults of Montenegro and
all the vices of Paris. You know nothing of the
wretchedness you would marry.”

“ He loves me!” she flamed.

“ He has loved many, mademoiselle.”

She faltered, then as his meaning reached her,
wrath and contempt blazed up in her eyes.

“You can say that? You? Count Balsic, I
saw the Frenchwoman leave your car at Antivari!”

His gray glance pierced her, before his lip bent
in a singular smile. As if decided, he reined back
his horse and spoke to his own men, then to hers.

There was a movement of the group. Danilo
Lesendra rode forward. Delight saw her driver
and his companion dismount sullenly from the box
of the carriage, returning dangerous glances to the
silent menace of the other men, who held ready
hands on the pistols at their belts. Here, as in
Western America, life not seldom depended on
whose gun was first drawn. Two of Stefan Balsic’s
followers swung into the vacated seats.
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The last action struck Delight with full realiza-
tion of her captivity, Twisting the handle with
fingers become clumsy, she dragged the door open
with the frantic thought of making her escape
among the rocks where the horses could not follow.
Before she could spring to the ground, Lesendra
checked her, with all respect.

“ Believe me, mademoiselle, that would be worst
of all,” he said soberly.

Panting, she studied his fair, inflexible face,
where now she saw his kinship to Michael.

“Let me go,” she begged, clasping his arm.
“ Captain Lesendra, help me go. I will go away
from Montenegro—I will never come back.”

He shook his head, with the regretful patience
of one denying a child. And like a child, the girl
flung herself away from him, calling out in utter
unreason.

“Rupert!” she called. “ Rupert! Rupert!”

The clear, frail voice was shattered along the
desolate Karst as a brook dashes itself among
rocks and is lost. Rupert was many miles away,
lingering in Antivari. Disheartened, Delight fell
upon the seat and dropped her head in her hands.

She felt the carriage start, but she did not
look up. She recognized herself helpless ; confronted
by one thing the American girl cannot comprehend
because the American man does not use it against
her: forcee With each mile her rage and in-
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credulity grew, blotting out fear, hate, even the
desire for Michael.

When she looked up, black night had struck
light from sky and earth as absolutely as though
day were unknown. Delight could not see the
driver of the carriage, or those riders whom she
heard all about her. They seemed to have no
need of vision, though on a road where a misstep
meant death. Occasionally a spark would leap
beneath an iron-shod hoof, or a yellow ray would
shine dimly from some peasant’s window, leaving
the darkness darker with its passing. Even such
gleams were rare.

They traveled at a moderate rate. But the
speed was too great for Delight to carry out her
vague project of slipping from the carriage and
hiding among the rocks until dawn. Surely next
morning she could bribe some of the mountaineers
to take her to Michael Balsic. They would recog-
nize his name; at least carry a message to him.
She settled herself to watch, in ambush for an
opportunity.

There are few things more trying to nerves un-
accustomed than continued darkness. Hour after
hour it taught Delight Warren suspense, exaspera=
tion, finally dread. In all her life she had never
experienced an hour’s loneliness until she started
*on this journey; now she was alone as few women

have ever been. Her healthy young imagination
4
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began to play tricks, as fatigue and strain told.
All the stories she had been told of Stefan Balsic
came back and painted their scenes upon the black
walls about her.

They were all stories of his dealing with men;
she could recall nothing to point out what a girl
in his hands might expect.

There was one of the yellow rays ahead. De-
light fixed her eyes, aching with blankness, upon
its welcome relief. It grew nearer, took the shape
of a pointed window—with a shock that brought
her upright, she realized the cavalcade was stop-
ping.

The party stopped entirely. Presently a door,
pointed at the top like the window, swung open,
and she saw Count Balsic ride forward into the
light. The carriage was still in obscurity. Driven
by sudden, wild conviction that this was the house
of Stefan Balsic, Delight noiselessly turned the
door-handle and slipped down to the road.

The sweet breath of a horse was on her cheek,
she felt its soft nose brush her shoulder and guessed
by instinct that she stood beside Danilo Lesendra.
She gave the horse a bare caressing touch, and
stole past it. The next instant her hand touched
rock and she knew that she was at the side of the
road. The bank ascended, not too sharply. Up
she fled, touched an angle and rounded it. In-
stantly she was wrapped in darkness.
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Jagged edges caught and tugged at her light
dress, releasing her at the cost of tearing fabric.
Round stones rolled under her tread, crevices
snatched and detained her small, flying feet. She
threw away her wide hat as an encumbrance, and
heard it glide down a slope, starting a miniature
avalanche of loose stone that finally ended in a
splashing sound far below.

The evidence of how near some brink she stood
sobered and steadied her. She stopped involun-
tarily. Obviously it was not safe to go on until
dawn, yet some distance she must put between her-
self and her late captors. Listening, she could hear
no sounds of a pursuit. The stillness and black
desolation were like tangible walls pressing in on
her. Perhaps the party would ride on without dis-
covering the carriage was empty.

She stood still for many moments, leaning
against a great boulder. The eagerness of escape
was gone; she was trembling with weariness and
sick discouragement. It loomed impossible to find
her way, still more impossible to find Michael among
these huge deserts. The night chill struck to her
heart. Then, while she leaned there, the girl heard
something move.

It moved stealthily, and then was still. Was
it lurking for her? Was it wild animal, or wild
man? She knew nothing of the people of this
country, but she remembered Danilo Lesendra’s
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grave warning when she essayed flight. That
would be worst of all, he had said. Michael once
had spoken of bears and wolves. She forced her-
self closer to-the rock, as if seeking protection from
its granite surface.

The waiting grew worse and worse; unbear-
able. When suspense ceased to be a respite, De-
light turned her back to the direction from which
she had heard the fall and splash, and sprang for-
ward in blind flight.

Not far. She was caught in the arms of some-
one who rose out of the darkness, caught, and held.
Frantic, the girl struggled, striving to wrench her-
self free.

“ Help!” she cried, fear of Count Balsic’s men
lost in this new terror. “ Help! Let me go! Do
not touch me.”

“ Hush,” bade a strong, quiet voice. * You
are in no danger, mademoiselle.”

Delight was still at once. Utterly spent, she
lay in the arms of Stefan Balsic, nervous tremors
shaking her in wavelike succession. Presently he
spoke again, without anger or passion:

“You have no cause for this fear. Michael
lies under an accusation that makes it impossible
for him to possess you and your gifts until he is
either cleared or convicted. Until then, I shall
keep you in my house; and because only so can
you stay there with honor, I make you my wife,
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The marriage can be annulled in your America, on
your return. You have my word to set you free
at the first moment safe.”

“Why are you holding me,” she gasped.
“ Why do you touch me?”

In reply he struck a wax match and held it out,
still keeping one arm about her. Delight looked,
and shrank, awed and ashamed of her own sus-
picion. They were standing on a narrow promon-
tory, a neck of rock projecting over an abyss.
The sheer verge was on three sides of them. She
had been running toward death when he stopped
her. The match burned out.

“ Remember that you gave me the little dog,
mademoiselle,” said Stefan Balsic, through the
dark.

She did remember it; and the face she had just
seen in the match-light was the one that had moved
her to that absurd, impulsive confidence.

“ Let me go back,” she whispered. “I will not
marry him until you say I may. I will wait.”

“Would you keep that promise,” he asked,
“ when Michael joined you in New York and told
you I had lied?”

Delight Warren was honest. She found no
answer. After a moment he turned and led her
bacl. The girl went without resistance; she had
had enough of the Karst, alone.

When the yellow door and window were again
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bright against the gloom, her companion paused.

“We are near the Orient,” he said. “ No
women are more chaste than ours, but no con-
ventions more strict. I would not do you so much
wrong as to take you to my house except as my
wife; do not compel me to it. Lay aside all
thoughts of escape or rescue. I know where we
stand, and I tell you there is no such chance. This
building is a church; a priest is waiting.”

“ Where? ” she panted, aroused to hope.
“ Take me to him!”

He looked at her with an understanding com-
passionate rather than hard, and brought her
across the threshold of the poor little edifice, clos-
ing the door behind them. A white-haired, white-
bearded man moved forward in the light that, dim
as it was, dazzled the girl who had been so long in
the dark. With an eager cry, Delight sprang past
the man with her and ran to the other, grasping
his robe with small, tenacious fingers. Not of his
church, all her convent education nevertheless
showed him to her as a refuge.

“ My father, you will help me? You will not
permit this thing—this crime? Oh, if you cannot
understand my language, you can see I ask your
protection! Let me stay with you—anywhere, any-
how. I will make your church rich; only keep me
here.”

Her wide eyes besought him; she broke off, ex-
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pectant. The old man met her gaze with a smile
of embarrassment, moving uneasily. To Count
Balsic he looked with habitual dependence on the
master’s guidance.

“ Will you not help me? ” she reproached. “ Oh
God—will you let this be done—you, a priest?

The appeal brought only a puzzled shake of the
head. The old man murmured a soothing phrase,
running his fingers through his flowing beard.

“ What have you told him? » the girl demanded
fiercely, facing her captor.

Stefan Balsic met her look.

“ Are you convinced, mademoiselle? You are
no more in these men’s eyes than a disobedient child,
dangerous in your ignorance. You must come; by
the sheltered way I offer, or—"’

“Like the woman in the car!” she finished
hysterically, and broke into passionate sobbing.
“ Like the woman in the car!”

He caught her as she swayed, her hands over
her face. He said nothing, waiting.

“ Will you let me go, as you said? ” she asked
faintly, after a time. “Will you let me go to
Michael, by and by?”

“I have given you my word. Even Michael
will admit that has never been broken.”

“The Frenchwoman—had marks—on her
face.”
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The curious smile again bent his lip, not to
mirth.

“My wife will have nothing to fear, from me
or any other man.”

She was silent. Presently he drew her forward.

It was a strange, unreal marriage. The girl
rested against the arm whose touch she hated, only
semi-conscious, passive from exhaustion. Stefan
Balsic made the necessary responses in the language
of the Greek Church, and guided his companion
through the ceremony meaningless to her. The
placing of the ring upon her finger was the one form
she understood. Danilo Lesendra had entered, at
the beginning; at the end he came forward, bowed
profoundly over Delight’s hand, then held the door
open. The three went out.

When the girl was seated in the carriage, Count
Balsic did not turn to his horse, held for him by
one of his statuesque men.

“ Until you learn to view us more justly, I dare
not leave you alone in this darkness,” he said. “I
must ride with you, madame, for the journey that
is left.”

She had surrendered too utterly to dispute now.
Yet, to feel him beside her—

“Not you,” she partly rebelled. “ Send Cap-
tain Lesendra. Not you!”

He drew back at once, with a word of command
to his kinsman. That young officer threw the
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bridle of his horse to one of the men, saluted the
girl, and took the place opposite her. A moment
later, they were again traveling along the unseen
road.

The precaution of guarding Delight from her-
self was not necessary. Numbness had overtaken
her; resistance was worn out. It might not have
been so if her husband had insisted on riding with
her, but there was nothing to arouse her fear or
antagonism in the presence of Danilo Lesendra.
She lay still, with closed eyes. But once her escort
leaned forward and dropped the fleecy warmth of
some wrap about her shoulders.

“ Permit me, madame,” he apologized. * The
night is cold, and your dress thin.”

Instead of resenting the service, she caught the
hand that had touched her.

“ What will happen to me? » she questioned, her
voice breaking. “ You know him—what will hap-
pen to me? ”

“ Nothing,” he answered gently. “ Nothing
but good. This violence to-night was forced on us
by your coming here. We thought all safe while
Michael was unable to go to you. We had not
counted on your coming to him, unafraid.”

“You were watching for me, this morning.”

“I beg your pardon. I was there on another
errand, and guessed all when I saw you.”

“You knew me—how? ”
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“I had seen you in Tours. And this morning
I acted on my own responsibility.”

“ What would you have done with me, if I had
entered your limousine? ”

“T would have driven aboard the boat that was
leaving, and taken you back to Italy, madame.
When you refused, I rode back to Count Balsic.”

“But why? Why? How can you be so cruel
to a girl because you hate Michael? ”

“1It is no cruelty that keeps you from Michael
Balsic,” corrected Lesendra very curtly, and said
no more.

She mused dully on this hatred of Michael, until
lights again shone out of the obscurity. The
Jjourney was ended.

Montenegro is a country of simplicity. A
country neither to be bought nor conquered, its
luxury has been its freedom, its treasury an
armory. Wealth is not generally known or coveted.
In all the land there was no such house as that of
Stefan Balsic, with the possible exception of some
Russian State Buildings designed to impress the
smaller nation. It was one of those Turkish castles
snatched from the Moslem in the youth of Prince
Nicholas ; rebuilt and preserved by Count Balsic’s
mother with the sovereign’s special permission.

But Delight was not of this country. When
Danilo Lesendra assisted her to leave the carriage,
the girl looked around the courtyard filled with
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gigantic horsemen, up at the gray castle that
loomed rather fortress than home, twin rock with
the mountain to which it clung, and saw only a
prison. She did not know she had staggered, until
she found herself again leaning on Stefan Balsic
and across the threshold of his house.

Her dazzled eyes received a kaleidoscopic im-
pression of color and light, of rooms successively
passed; then they entered a low, horseshoe-arched
door.

“ These were my mother’s chosen rooms,” said
Count Balsic. “1I give them to you.”

She steadied herself, catching the back of a
curious chair inlaid with dull mosaic. The taste
of the luxury-loving Russian was evident in all
about her, and a still richer fancy had been learned
from the nearby East. Blue was the predominant
color, running through all tints of pale and dark
in hangings, rugs and cushions ; touched with silver
and gold, with bronze and copper. The room was
octagonal, lighted with tall, standing lamps. But
what the girl saw most clearly by their glow was
the massive door that had closed behind her.

“Please go away,” she articulated. * Please

»

He looked at her with the penetrating compre-
hension that left her no secrets.

“You are in a tower with but one door of com-
munication with my house, madame.” He held
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out his hand. “ Here is the key to the door. My
servants will bring what you desire. To-morrow
we will arrange better for your comfort. To-night,
if you have confidence in no one else and wish any-
thing the castle can give, send for Danilo.”

He had reached the door when her voice halted
him.

“Is there no woman in this place? None? Not
even a peasant? ”

He hesitated.

“Yes,” he slowly replied. * There is one.”

“You will let her come to me? You will?
Oh—" suddenly stricken, she paused, red flushing
through the pallor of exhaustion.

“You are wrong,” he answered her thought.
“I will have her awakened. Wait.”

There was a divan that circled all the room.
On it Delight threw herself and hid her face among
the pillows. For the moment, it was enough to be
alone and no longer in the black night. She
thought of Michael, of Jack Rupert and her uncle
and aunt, but dully, as of people long since passed
out of her life. Life? Was she herself alive?
Would there be no awakening from this wild fan-
tasy in which she seemed to move?

Long afterward, she heard the tinkling of the
silver-tasselled curtains, and started up from a
state between stupor and sleep. Something hard
was pressed in her shut hand; it was the key, and

:
g
¢
H




THE MAN OF THE KARST 61

she had forgotten to lock the door. Dazed, she
turned that way.

A girl-child was standing in the room, a girl of
perhaps sixteen years; dressed with the extrava-
gant brilliancy of the country in a scarlet petticoat,
bodice of fine white linen, and graceful sleeveless
coat of pale-blue cloth embroidered lavishly with
silver. But in all she had seen of Montenegro the
American had met no type like this. Unmarred by
labor, she stood with the magnificent poise of the
men; her round young breast swelled against the
sheer linen, her skin had the color and smoothness
of cream. Enchantingly irregular, the face she
lifted was broad of brow and exceedingly delicate
of chin; taken with her long, slightly Oriental eyes
of dark-blue, the effect was daintily kitten-like.
Over each shoulder a broad braid of wheat-yellow
hair fell to her knees.

The two girls regarded each other with equal
wonder and curiosity.

“Who are you?” Delight demanded, almost
brusquely ; essaying French on the faint chance of
being understood. The undercurrent of thought
in her mind set toward the Frenchwoman who had
left Stefan Balsic’s car at Antivari’s port.

The answer came in English, quaint, but pure:

“ Madame, I am Irenya Lesendra.”

“ Captain Lesendra’s sister? ” The exclamation
was a cry of relief.
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“ His second cousin, madame. Some day we are
to be married.”

“To be married? You love him? ” the Ameri-
can crossed the room, catching the other’s hands,
her brown eyes searching the blue ones. “ Oh then,
help me a little! I am married to a man I hate, a
man I have seen but once before to-night. Think
of it, and help me; think if it happened to your-
self!”

The girl drew back, her glance bewildered and
grave.

“I am here to help madame. But many of our
women marry husbands they have never seen. She
whom Lord Stefan takes for his wife is honored.
And she who is his enemy will find no friends in his
house.”

“But I love another man!” Delight gave chal-
lenge and defense. “I was on my way to marry
Lieutenant Michael Balsic.”

Silence followed. The girl studied the stranger
as if uncertain of having heard aright.

“ Michael Balsic? You would marry Michael
Balsic? You wish to marry him? ”

Checked and angry, Delight stared in her turn.

“Why not? What do you mean? ”

Irenya shrugged, and smiled with a demure wis-
dom that made the kitten-look still more pro-
nounced.

)
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“ Let me bring supper. You are tired, Countess
—1I do not know ma“dame’s name.”

The strange title brought back the American’s
fear and rebellion.

“I will not eat or sleep in this place,” she
stormed with abrupt passion. * Tell him so—tell
him I will not stay here; I will not!”

“ Tell—who, madame? *

“ Count Balsic.”

The girl regarded her with something near
consternation.

“One does not send such messages to Lord
Stefan,” she rebuked. ‘“But he is not in the
castle; he has ridden out.”

(13 Out? ”»

“ Until dawn, or longer, Countess.”

That information stilled Stefan Balsic’s pris-
oner. She sank passively into the chair Irenya
advanced. The girl left the room, and returned
with a tray.

There was a shy, half-proud offer of friendship
in the care with which Irenya set forth the supper
and invited her guest to eat. Delight responded
with the gratitude of loneliness; the girl’s soft
courtesy and youth making her ashamed of her
own churlishness. There was a security, too, in the
companionship of Danilo Lesendra’s betrothed and
Stefan Balsic’s kinswoman, that soothed and
quieted her to reasonableness.
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When the meal was ended, Irenya diffidently
suggested the toilette.

“ Madame will wish to bathe and sleep; her
pretty dress is spoiled.”

With the speech, she drew aside a curtain from
the door of an adjoining room. Following her, De-
light found herself in a bedchamber, and con-
fronted by a full-length mirror into which stepped
her own reflection. She stopped short, gazing. Was
that Delight Warren, that white girl whose wide
eyes were dark-circled by fatigue, whose hair
tumbled wind-tossed about her face and shoulders?
Her linen frock was torn and stained by her flight
among the rocks, her hands bruised and scratched.

“That is the Russian mirror of the Princess,”
Irenya’s voice was in her ears. * Old—it is very
old. All the way from Moscow it was brought, be-
cause it is the luck-bringer of her race. It is called
the silver mirror; all of silver is the frame, see!
And, and they say strange things have been seen
in it.”

Stranger than her own image in this place, De-
light wondered bitterly? But she could not con-
tinue in this condition, nor plan escape while thus
exhausted. She turned away, sullenly yielding to
Irenya’s ministrations. After all, to-morrow would

do.




CHAPTER V
Tuae House or Steran Bawsic

DAy stole sun-sandalled into the strange room
where the American lay asleep. For Delight had
slept, almost from the moment Irenya had be-
stowed her in the canopied bed. Healthy, weary
youth does not easily keep vigil; and there was no
spur to wakefulness. Irenya had locked the door
of the tower and readily consented to remain all
night.

But with the brightening morning Delight
awoke. Starting to her elbow, she looked about her,
at first anxiously, then reassured by the placid re-
pose of the place. On the broad couch opposite
Irenya was sleeping with the relaxed abandon and
rose-flushed prettiness of childhood, one of the
yellow braids lying about her throat in a gold col-
lar reminiscent of Porphyria’s fate. A warm
breeze was coquetting with all things that could be
made to dance and stir under its soft pressure, so
that the air was fresh and very pure, as mountain
air is apt to be.

After a while, Delight rose quietly, wrapped
herself in a negligée Irenya had unpacked the night
before, and crossed to a window. She wanted to
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see this country into which she had been brought;
see it alone and herself unwatched.

But she nearly frustrated her purpose by the
exclamation forced from her, as she looked. Was
this the nightmare desert of rock and blackness,
this?

The house of Stefan Balsic was set high, yet the
mountains rose far above. On every side the huge
hills towered and billowed away, so that the castle
was like a tiny boat set among the waves of a sea
immeasurably vast. The resemblance was en-
hanced by the barren, corrugated surface of the
land, from which the sunlight glanced back as
from gray glass. But below on one side lay the
plain, at this distance bright-hued and dainty as a
garden, where miniature white houses clustered
amid vivid green. Beyond still farther, the lofty
Albanian mountain-range ran like a forbidding wall
dark in the blue clearness of the morning. And
between the two lands of hereditary enmity, the
American glimpsed Lake Scutari shining like one
of those coveted jewels for whose possession men
plot and die; as they have for this water-jewel, and
do still.

Winding across the Karst ran a road; the road
Delight had traveled the last night. She studied
it, now, wondering in which direction lay Michael’s
home. She was certain that she had been carried
much deeper into Montenegro than her journey to
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him would have taken her. Oh, why had she not
waited, as her guardians had wished? How trivial
now seemed the separation of an ocean voyage!
Had she been mad, the night before, that she had
consented to a marriage which left her helpless in
the hands of Michael’s enemy and her own? She
felt anger with herself run over her body like actual
heat.

The courtyard of the once-Turkish castle lay
below and to the right of the tower. As Delight
leaned at the window, her attention was brought to
the enclosure by a movement and stir. A man ran
across to the gate; Danilo Lesendra emerged from
a doorway. A moment later, Count Balsic and four
of his men rode into the court.

The girl drew back into the shelter of the cur-
tains, watching the man she had married. Was
this indeed the supposed Parisian she had met in
France, this strange noble surrounded by his
gigantic followers?

While she looked, one of the mountaineers in
the courtyard leaned his rifle against the wall, ap-
proached the master with a few words apparently
of explanation, and kissed Count Balsic’s hand with
natural simplicity. The action was not servile,
but of a quaint dignity that honored both. It
struck the American with a sudden coldness of
realization of the new forces among which she had
stepped, and what it meant to challenge Stefan
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Balsic on his own soil. How had she challenged
him? Amazement swept back across her mind,
levelling all other emotions. Why had he risked so
much to keep her from Michael; why?

Irenya had awakened and was smoothing her-
self, once more kittenlike. Her blue-black eyes
smiled greeting at the girl who impulsively turned
from the window.

“Irenya, I will dress,” Delight announced, im-
periously abrupt. “ And have word sent to Count
Balsic that I will see him.”

Scandalized at the outrage against every rule
of etiquette and custom taught her, Irenya faltered.
Quite ignorant of the effect of her message, Delight
was already before the silver mirror of the Rus-
sian, shaking her auburn hair over her shoulders in
preparation for its arrangement.

“ You—will see him, madame? *

“Yes. But I must make ready, first. Will
you take out my things? ”

Irenya shrugged with a resignation caught from
the East, and complied. For the rest, she delighted
in handling the American’s possessions.

Stefan Balsic answered the summons with that
promptness which is a courtesy in itself. While
Delight was awaiting Irenya’s return with a reply
to her message, the Montenegrin girl opened the
door, silently ushered in the visitor, and retired.

It had suited Delight to remove all possible signs
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of the terrified, vanquished captive this man had
brought home the night before. She could not
recognize herself in that girl; she did not mean that
he should. But when he was before her, she lost
assurance, and to regain it spoke first.

“You were right: I have not been able to es-
cape,” she conceded bitterly. * Now, I should like
to know what you propose to do with me? ”

“1 believed we had arranged that, last night,”
he returned. “ But you were disturbed; perhaps
it is not surprising you have forgotten.”

“T have not forgotten! But I—” she arrested
the retort.

“I would not say it,” he approved. “ It is best
that we retain friendship.”

Meeting the quiet eyes of Stefan Balsic, Delight
had no inclination to tell him she doubted his word.
But the last phrase startled her. Retain friend-
ship? Had it ever existed between them?

“The word alarms you? ” he added, with his
brief smile. “I am older than you, madame; the
word was right. Whether it continues so is a secret
of the future.”

“ After—everything? ”

“ After anything. We scant neither love nor
hate in the mountains.”

“No; you took me from hate,” she made swift
reproach.

“You are mistaken.”
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“ Not from .

“ Certainly not from love. Not being a roman-
ticist, I should not find love an excuse for wrong,
but an aggravation of it.”

She fancied there was a tinge of irony in his
accent, and scarlet flared into her face.

“You admit it a wrong,” she flashed back.
“ Why then did you do this? Why? You accused
your brother of some crime. What is it to you if
I am willing to be his wife and chance good or evil
with him? Why have I not the right to trust
him, if I choose? ”

They had been standing on either side of the
long center-table; now he moved aside and placed
a chair for the girl.

“Will you be seated, madame? I have ridden
for twenty hours with slight intermission. You
are, as I once told you, strong of will; I will try to
make you understand.”

“I was a coward last night! A coward to
marry under force!”

“You were very wise.”

She paused, her hand on the back of the chair
she was about to take.

“What would you have done?” she asked
curiously. “If I had refused, what would you have
done? ”

He made a gesture that put the question aside.
Before his attitude of waiting, Delight took the
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seat he had indicated. She saw, as he seated
himself opposite her, that his white-leather riding-
boots were discolored by dust, and that the same
gray dust lay thickly in the gold embroidery of his
uniform. Where had he been, she wondered, after
he brought her home? There was a weariness not
physical in his clear-cut face; a face too powerful
for beauty in the eyes of the girl who loved the
debonair Michael.

“ Madame, you are an American,” he began,
indirectly and with a reluctance almost brusque.
“Suppose you had been a kinswoman of that
Benedict Arnold who betrayed your hero Wash-
ington: would you have suffered his treason to go
on?”

‘“ NO.”

“ Montenegro’s liberty has been more hardly
kept than your country’s. Not for one war or
one generation, but for five centuries. Year after
year Europe has dashed its waves against the foot
of the Black Mountain, falling back from each as-
sault. Turkey, Albania, France, Austria—our
people have fought against each; against enormous
odds, against famine, craft and temptation; but
never yet against treachery from each other. That
first and last disgrace has been reserved for my
house.”

The girl uttered a faint cry.

“Yours? ”
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“It is so. While Montenegro is drawing her
first quiet breath in the first peace she has known,
Michael Balsic is planning to sell her to Austria.”

Delight sprang to her feet, storm sweeping her
face. Even his warning of the previous night had
not prepared her for this.

“ I do not believe you,” she flung her challenge.
“1It is not true. You always hated him, always!”

“Do you suppose I would foul my own name
with that shame for any object? ”” he retorted, cold
as she was hot. “ Do you suppose it is pleasant
or easy for me even to voice it to you, a stranger
from an honorable nation? *

b But_”

“It b "

There was no questioning that finality. If she
did not believe the fact, Delight was compelled to
believe Stefan Balsic’s sincerity. Nor could she
meet that stern frankness with insult. After a
moment, she sat down; her brown eyes still afire
behind their heavy lashes, her small head proudly
poised.

“ Even though you think this of your brother,
I fail to understand my part in it,” she said.
“Once more, why am I here? ”

He answered her bluntly.

‘“ Because Michael shall not have your money
to corrupt men to his purposes. In you is em-
bodied menace.”
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“If he were what you say, Austria would
give him money.”

“Austria has. But Michael has a burning
thirst for those pleasures which have brought him
notice even in unnoticing Paris and Vienna; he has
spent money without result, and the Austrians will
stake little more on a game so uncertain. But
Michael is ambitious; he will gamble with your
money for high place under a foreign king.”

“ How, with my money? Please remember, I
do not believe him guilty.”

“You are a good friend,” he commended, gray
eyes resting on her with a grave compassion more
trying to her faith than any argument he could
advance. “ How? Montenegro, in danger and at
war, could not be corrupted. At peace, her men
are soldiers in idleness who have not yet found oc-
cupation; and the trickling poison of socialism is
being poured among them. Oh, they are loyal
to the king, yet! They would shoot down the man
who proposed treason. But they listen to socialism
—-over glasses of brandy—and it gnaws and
wenkens the fabric like acid. King Nikolas can-
not live forever. Austria covets what she cannot
conquer.”

“ Michael—? *

“Desires power and place. Our people are
poor; your wealth would be an assassin’s dagger
in his hand. That weapon he shall not have.”
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“So you take it? *

She repented the taunt before it was finished.
But the barb fell short.

“If I were at starvation, your money could buy
me nothing,” he answered, never more calmly. It
is to me only a danger guarded against. Nor are
you to me a beautiful woman, but a hostage for
my country’s peace.”

Deeply stung, yet checked by the stately bear-
ing and glance of the man who wrested respect
from her against her will, Delight rose and crossed
to the window. She felt as if her heart rushed out
across the wide, strange landscape, secking Michael
with pity and defiant protection. Samson-like,
Stefan Balsic had stepped into the temple she had
reared, and was shaking its columns. But a
woman’s faith is a stronger pillar than those of
Gaza; she dreaded no downfall, proudly unafraid.

“You said last night that you were not sure
of what you accuse,” she recalled, presently. “ You
said that I would be free, after he was either
cleared or—"

“1I beg your pardon; I did not say that I was
not sure,” he corrected. “1I would be more happy
than you if I could say it. But I did give you my
promise that you should be free when I held proof
of his guilt—or innocence, if that were possible.”

“ Why did you not warn me, if you believed this,
in Tours? ”
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She still kept her back to him, yet felt that he
emiled with the compassion that so chafed her in
his glance.

“Would you have listened to a stranger met
on the street, madame, when you would not heed
your uncle and aunt, your guardians? And if I
had told you my name, would you have believed
Stefan Balsic’s evidence against Michael? It was
my intention that your fiancé should never leave
this country to join you until this matter was set-
tled.”

It was true, and Delight knew it. But the
fact did not lessen her anger, nor her growing
fear for Michael. What justice would he meet, if
brought to trial? What if he were entangled in
some net of circumstance’s weaving, perhaps chance,
aided by his own gay imprudence, and could lay
hands on no proof that would satisfy these stern
men who held life at so low a value?

“You have accused him to the King?” she
asked, holding her voice to steadiness.

“Hardly! Do you imagine I desire disgrace,
or choose to be my brother’s executioner? Yes,”
as she shrank. “If the King had my knowledge,
Michael Balsic would not live twenty-four hours.”

“You hate him!”

“ What do you think me? ” he asked curiously.
And when she made no answer: “There is no
one who knows of this except Danilo Lesendra and
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myself; and now, you. Remember that if you re-
peat what you have heard, you will hurt me, but
you will kill Michael.”

“ What—if you should hold the proof, what
would you do?” With the question, she turned to
face him.

“ When I hold in my hands tangible evidence
that will make it death for Michael to enter the
country he has wronged, I will send him out; safe
and free to live as he will, so that he never again
crosses Montenegrin borders. Then you may
marry him if you choose, madame. In America
your divorce from me will be easily obtained.”

The girl flushed deeply; fancying she divined
contempt beneath the calm level of his speech.

“ If he were what you say, I should never marry
Lim, Count Balsic. But he is not. I do not wish
to stay in your house; let me go to my own country
until you have finished your investigation of your
unfortunate brother’s morals. I will wait.”

“T am sorry to refuse,” he slowly regretted.
“ You would be like no woman I have known if you
kept the promise to wait, after your lover told
you I had lied. You would believe him.”

“No!” Delight contradicted, through shut
teeth.

c“ No? ”
“No. You are not a liar—you are a fanatic.”
To her dismay, she felt actual tears of passion
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heavy on her lashes, and turned quickly away with
the last word.

“ Granted,” conceded Stefan Balsic. * Thank
you, madame.”

The silence that followed was long. Resistance
had gone out of the girl, and with it the hope,
almost the desire of escape. After all, since she
could not go to Michael, did it matter where she
stayed?

Count Balsic ended the interview, crossing to
her side.

“ Before I leave you, madame,” he said, “ will
you live as my prisoner or my guest?”

Astonished, she looked up at him.

“T do not understand.”

“It is simple. Must I have you watched, or
will you give me your parole? ”

“You would trust me?”

(13 \'CS.”

Moved more than she herself could comprehend,
oddly comforted by the knowledge this man rated
her so high, Delight lifted her head with impulsive
decision.

“I give it. I will not run away, Count Balsic.
And—jyou are wrong, wrong, but I do trust your
promise to me.”

His gray eyes and her brown met in a long re-
gard ; and each one knew there were certain things
never to be feared from the other.




CHAPTER VI
Mz. Rurerr or New York

Arrer the first day, Delight Balsic’s life fell
into order, even into that routine without which
civilized man or woman feels vaguely at loss and
disreputable. Irenya was her constant and adoring
companion ; bringing her morning coffee, playing
maid to her toilet, amusing her with tales and songs.
There were other women in the castle, wives of the
soldiers and patiently serving as menials, the
American girl soon discovered. They seemed
happy, if dull.

“They are not to be near you, Countess Dé-
lice,” Irenya loftily informed her charge; the two
girls had compromised on that title as least trying
to both. “ They are peasants. You are like the
Princess ; fine and delicate. I will attend you.”

Delight smiled her thanks. Already she had
heard much of this Russian lady who was the
mother of Stefan and Michael Balsic. The prin-
cess, it seemed, had left an impression even on the
Montenegrin indifference to women, by her flaxen-
haired, fair-skinned beauty, the great dowry she
brought, and above all by her nationality. For
Russia has been kind to the Land of the Black
78
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Mountain, and the people return a gratitude hot
as their hate. Some of Stefan Balsic’s influence,
the American discovered, was due to his Russian
blood and power at the Russian court.

“ The Princess loved Count Balsic,” the Ameri-
can slowly observed, groping for a solution of the
problem of Stefan Balsic’s wealth and Michael’s
poverty.

“ Certainly ; but she died while he was very
young. Everyone honors Lord Stefan. He—”
Irenya leaned nearer, dropping the embroidery
she held and lowering her voice confidentially, * he
works with the King. When King Nikolas would
have guns, or those automobile stages which carry
passengers from town to town, or anything which
demands money, much money, he sends for Lord
Stefan. He loves my lord, as my lord loves him.
Once—I will tell you that story, Countess Délice!
Once an Albanian went mad, in the market at
Podgoritza, and would have stabbed the King
from behind. Lord Stefan saw just in time to fling
himself between and catch the blow. The knife
went deep, deep, before those near could shoot the
man ; deep across Lord Stefan’s arm and into his
breast, so that they said he would surely die. Long
he lay ill of that wound, from a spring to an
autumn. When Lord Stefan bares his breast, you
will see that scar.”

“Irenya!” Delight rebuked, scarlet, and
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sprang up to lean on the stone railing of the bal-
cony upon which they were established.

But she was beginning to understand the man
she had married. Small wonder he had not been
turned aside from his stern guard of honor by her
tears and protests! What place had the pretty
fancies of chivalry, the service of ladies and
troubadour romance of the South, in this land of
naked cliffs and naked war? She had called him a
fanatic. Well, only a patriotism that was a faith
could have maintained Crnagora’s defense against
five hundred years of attack. Not although she
summoned Michael’s fair, handsome image to re-
mind her of lost happiness could she compel actual
hate of Stefan Balsic.

She had been four days in the castle, now. For
the last three, the castle’s master had been away.
Danilo Lesendra was in command, but Delight had
not seen him except at a distance. Recollections
of that night drive when she had clung to him, the
morning at Antivari when she had insulted him
before Jack Rupert, were reared barrierlike be-
tween her and the young officer; at least, in her
fancy. Less and less could she account for the
Frenchwoman, as she learned more of this austere
life; the memory of the woman’s bruised cheek lay
in her mind as a boding warning of how little she
knew what was beneath the smooth surface of the
castle’s household.
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“Irenya, who are you?” she abruptly de-
manded, breaking the long pause.

Irenya again laid down the embroidery upon
which she had been placidly engaged during the
interval.

“I am Irenya Ivanovna Lesendra,” she ex-
plained simply, lifting her pointed chin and half
closing her drowsy blue eyes to assist concentration.
“ When the Princess came from Russia she brought
with her two young, dowerless kinswomen; orphan
sisters who waited upon her as I do upon you,
Countess Délice. When the Princess died ten years
later, these two married two cousins of old Count
Balsic, named Lesendra. From one marriage came
Danilo; from the other, much later, 1.”

“ And have you no one of your family left, my
poor Irenya?”

“Oh yes! There is Lord Stefan.”

“ But your parents?”

“Oh! My father and Danilo’s fell the same
day, against a band of raiders from the Prokletze.
I was born afterward, when my mother died.”

Delight gazed in silence at the child of tragedy;
who pursed her dimpled mouth over a knotted
thread, and resumed her sewing. If Irenya was
an illustration of Stefan Balsic’s guardianship, his
new ward had no cause for unease. Yet—

“Irenya,” she spoke carefully, choosing her

words in view of sixteen years and innocence, “ did
6
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there live—I mean, was there here a Frenchwoman,
before I came? *

“ Certainly. She had wonderful clothes like
your own, Countess Délice, only,” Irenya con-
sidered, *“ only more gay. But I do not know her
name. My lord forbade me to speak to her or ap-
proach her. Why, I did not know.”

But Deligh. knew ; and remembered how Danilo
Lesendra had contemptuously dismissed the woman
from her own presence. Yet Stefan Balsic dared
criticize Michael’s “ dissipations ! She did not
believe in them; she did not believe any evil of the
man she loved. Indignant, with an unanalyzed
sense of soreness and disappointment, she looked
out across the blue, sun-gilt spaces between her
and the distant plain of Zeta.

A wide-winged golden eagle drifted down past
the gray mountains. Following its flight, Delight’s
gaze fell on a moving speck upon the road that
twisted painfully up the sullen Karst. The speck
moved fast, very fast; almost as swiftly as the
circling bird. While she looked, the hot sunlight
struck it and flashed back as from a heliograph.

“ Irenya, do the King’s motor-buses run here? ”

“ No, Countess Délice. Some day, perhaps ; not
yet.”

Delight lapsed into silence; her eyes, topaz-
fired by excitement, fixed on the two flying things
that seemed akin, the gleaming-plumaged eagle and
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the flashing car. When hope became certainty,
she spoke:

“ There is an automobile coming up the moun-
tains, Irenya.”

“The King!” the Montenegrin girl drew in-
stant deduction, and ran to Delight’s side scatter-
ing skeins of silk and gold thread in her haste.

e W}]y? ”

“ There are no automobiles except those of the
King and Lord Stefan, Countess Délice. And my
lord rode out where no automobile goes or could

climb. Ah, how it flies! What pleasure to travel
so!”

“ Have you never motored? ”

“J? But such things are for men! Or
for great ladies, as those of the royal houschold
and the King’s daughter who is Queen of Italy,
and you, Countess Délice.”

Out of strong irritation Delight retorted.

“In my country, in all civilized countries, every
good thing is for women. What men fight for,
what they invent, what they gain, are all brought
to their women. In any country but this,” she
ground her little heel savagely against the stone
pavement, “ your Count Stefan would not dare so
much as to take my hand without permission, far
less—"’

She broke off, recalling dignity, and turned
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her flushed face to the mountains. Irenya stared
in pleased incredulity.

“In your land, women take all?”

“ Yes,”—recklessly.

“They are stronger than the men? ”

“No. But the men love them more than them-
selves, and give all to them.”

“ What land is that, Countess Délice? »’
> with a cry of triumphant
gladness, “ here is an American!”

The motor-car had swept around an angle into
plain view ; brave in silver-gray enamel, in glitter of
metal and glint of glass. At its steering-wheel was
a small figure; a man who guided the machine with
one hand and with the other shaded his eyes, look-
ing up at the castle that was so rare a sight in this
land of simplicity. Delight dragged free the white
scarf about her shoulders and flung it out like a
banner, leaning dangerously far across the rail.

The scarf streamed on the light wind, con-
spicuous against the dull stone walls. Almost at
once the signal brought the motorist’s glance to
where the girl leaned, the sun shining on her cop-
per-bronze little head as it had on the golden bird.
He raised his cap, then waved it in answer to the
waving scarf. Exultant, Delight drew in her flag
and turned.

Irenya was looking at her, red mouth com-

“ America, and—’

ST it
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pressed, fair brows knit with an expression of
severity strange enough on her girl’s face.

“Why did you do that, Countess Délice? ” she
demanded, her voice low.

“Why do you question me?” countered the
other, surprised and resentful.

“ Because we of Lord Stefan’s house are loyal
to him. Are you?”

The challenge was unexpected. Delight stood
quite still, the scarf slipping from her fingers to
the pavement at her feet. Now that Jack Rupert
was here, what did she mean to do? Go with him?
She had given her word to stay. Standing there
in the hot Montenegrin sunlight, she remembered
the story of her own grandfather; how during the
Civil War he had been taken prisoner by a gentle-
man of South Carolina, and had given his parole
to his captor. How that night a Northern
cavalry regiment had passed by the thicket where
the two men camped, while the Carolinian lay sleep-
ing and John Warren looked on, honorably dumb
when a shout would have brought him liberty and
life. He had died in his Southern prison, that
chivalrous officer, at the age of twenty-three. De-
light Warren was the latest of his descendants.

The automobile was at the castle, now, but she
did not go to meet it. Irenya retreated toward
the door, troubled gaze upon the rebel. She did not
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speak again, nor did Delight, until Irenya stepped
between the curtains and was gone.

The automobile rolled into the courtyard, re-
ceived with smiles and salutes, if with astonish-
ment, by the men there. Already accustomed to
the ready Montenegrin hospitality, Jack Rupert
swung out of his seat, nodding to the half-dozen
tall soldiers who clustered about with the pleased
curiosity of children.

“Judging from who flagged me, I guess I'm
calling on Mrs. Balsic,” the American signified,
leisurely drawing off his gauntlets as he passed a
glance over the building. “ Will you pass me into
the fort on that name, or don’t I flavor it right?
Mrs. Balsic? ”

The emphasized name evoked nods and smiles
of recognition and reassurance, together with a
phrase several times repeated in which the name
was uttered. One of the men rested his rifle against
a wall and brought a cup of coffee from a little
table around which they had been seated, offering
it to the guest. Rupert eyed the beverage without
favor, but accepted.

“Thanks,” he acknowledged discontentedly.
“ I’ve only drunk four like this since breakfast and
refused five glasses of alcohol I wouldn’t put in a
cheap motor that belonged to my hated enemy. I
ain’t disparaging politeness, but it’s overdone when
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way.”

His hosts beamed and received the speech with
cordial approbation. The seven-foot officer in
charge returned an answer in which Rupert caught
a familiar name, in his turn.

“Lesendra!” he echoed. * Captain Lesendra
here? What? ” meeting unmistakable signs that he
had heard correctly. * Here? Well, lead me to
him.”

Naturally, he was not understood except as
knowing Danilo Lesendra. But comprehending his
gesture toward the castle, his host led him within;
having just explained that Captain Lesendra was
temporarily absent, the man inferred the foreigner
wished to await that young officer.

The interior was refreshingly cool. Its Eastern
richness and shaded light came as a relief to eyes
weary of the strange, violent landscape. At the
threshold the soldier halted, saluted Rupert with
an evident placing before him of the entire castle,
and withdrew. It was at the moment Rupert ad-
vanced into the hall that Irenya came through the
arched door opposite.

Mutually fascinated, the two regarded each
other. A bird of paradise alighting in his garage
could have astounded the practical racing-driver
no more than this girl, exotic as an almond-blos-
som and colored like one, with hair yellow as the
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flower’s pollen and falling in the braids of a Meli-
sande. She was the final unreality of this unreal land.

Irenya’s impressions were less bewildered and
more definite. After the magnificent proportions
of the men she knew, the New Yorker appeared
almost effeminately small. He was so exactly her
own height that their eyes met on a level, as they
stood. No flatterer could have acclaimed as beau-
tiful his intelligent, cynical, dark face; nor should
the severe correctness of his motor-costume have
appealed to one reared among the brilliant uniforms
and colors of Montenegro. But of the man and
girl, it was the girl who came close to what is called
love at first sight. Irenya gave her verdict in the
slow, characteristic lift of her head that tilted her
little chin and displayed its dimple, the kitten-look
of coquetry and allure in her drowsy, half-open
blue eyes.

That movement ended a pause which had seemed
likely to endure. Being masculine, Rupert had
promptly answered the glance; although without
any hope of being understood.

“If I ought to apologize for being here, I’m
busy at it now,” he spoke, with his slight drawl.
But I was marched in by the army. I came to see
Miss Warren, who I guess is Mrs. Lieutenant
Balsic by this time.”

“The Lady Countess Balsic awaits your ex-
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cellency,” came the demure reply. “ Your excel-
lency is welcome here.”

It was as if the bird of paradise had uttered
articulate speech. His black eyes lit with a gratifi-
cation there was no mistaking; he took a step for-
ward.

“ You’ve dropped the checked flag in front of
me,” said Rupert with cordiality. “ My race ends
right here where English is spoken. My name is
registered Jack Rupert, of New York, U. S. A.;
and I’m glad to meet you.”

“New York? Your city of gold, in America?”

“Well, New York’s gold has rather settled in
spots,” he drily qualified. “ But it’s all right if
you’re one of the spots. And it’s in America; the
rest of America is just fringe around it.”

“It is so large?”

“It’s large, but ain’t the biggest part of it. I
didn’t get your name when you mentioned it—"

“Your excellency is mistaken,” with pleased
seriousness. “I have not yet given that trifling
information. I am Irenya Lesendra, a kinswoman
of this house.”

The puzzled expression with which he had heard
Danilo Lesendra’s name again crossed Rupert’s
face, but he asked no questions.

“Thank you, Miss Lesendra,” he acknowl-
edged, and stopped, considering her.

e T o e
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Irenya hesitated, then with sudden resolution
drew aside a curtain and invited him to follow.

Delight was still on the balcony, upright beside
the stone balustrade. But at sight of the visitor
she sprang forward, holding out both hands to him.

“I knew you would come—I knew you would
find me!” she welcomed fervently, her voice shak-
ing. “Oh, I am so glad, so glad!”

“1I didn’t have any schedule, and I guess I was
afraid of running into your camp too soon,” he ex-
plained. “ But I saw your signal, so came in with
congratulations.”

Delight gazed at him, dumb before the realiza-
tion that he knew nothing of the event which had
blotted out all other happenings for her. She had
yet to tell him all that scorched her with humilia-
tion and impotent wrath. In growing surprise
at her attitude, and the undefined change in her
vivid face for which young wifehood would not seem
to account, Rupert mechanically filled the blank
left by her silence.

“ This place wasn’t located exactly where I ex-
pected from what I heard in Cetinje. But down
in the valley I met the Sultan of Turkey, over from
the next county in a pair of dress pajamas and a
green sash, and he pointed up to this armory and
said ¢ Balsic.” At least, that was the interesting

part of his remarks. I guess he gave the right
address.”
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“ But not the one you believe!” burst from the
girl.  “Rupert, Rupert, this is Stefan Balsic’s
house and I am Stefan Balsic’s wife!”

It was not easy to stagger Jack Rupert’s self-
possession. But he stared at his late traveling-
companion in the most absolute amazement of his
life.

“ You married the other one? ”

“He forced me. Oh, the shame of it!” she
sank upon the stone bench among Irenya’s scattered
silks, covering her face. “ What must you think
me? How can I make you see? He stole me from
the road like one of their own women, a creature
to be governed like a child. T remembered the
Frenchwoman—1I was afraid, and married him.”

“He kidnapped you? ”

€ YCS.”

After a moment, Rupert spoke in his usual mat-
ter-of-fact tones, but with metallic incisiveness.

“ We’re starting now. I ain’t supposing there’s
anything here you’ll wait to take.”

Delight let fall her hands.

“ Go—with you? ”

“I don’t see anyone else. And since we’re
going to set some new speed records over these
roads where no one’s likely to make more than one
mistake, we’ll need all our time.”

His assumption that there was but one possible
course to be followed, brought the girl to recog-
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nition of how unfair a charge she had brought
against Stefan Balsic. Unfair, because it stated
only the worst, and implied still more.

“Wait! I gave my word to stay here,” she
temporized.

He looked at her, with a sardonic twist of lip
and brow.

“I ain’t specially untruthful, but a promise
frightened out of a girl by a kidnapper don’t strike
me as one I’d sooner perish than break. I’'m going
ahead to start the motor; when the car’s pointed
for the gate and ready, come straight out of the
house to me and we’ll be off. We’ll leave before
the army has got it fixed in their minds I’m here.
What are we waiting for? ”

The plan was certain of success, unless they
encountered Danilo Lesendra. Delight knew from
many little signs given during the last four days
that she was unguarded and free of observation;
she doubted if even Lesendra would venture to de-
tain her by force, should she insist upon entering
Rupert’s automobile. Count Balsic had kept his
word in letter and spirit ; she was his guest, not his
prisoner. That trust was like an iron chain about
her limbs, binding, however it chafed.

“No,” she refused, clenching her fingers on the
thin fabric of her dress until the lace at her breast
tore. “No.”

“ Meaning you ain’t coming? ”
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The girl shook her head. It was not Rupert’s
way to protest. He slipped his hands into the
pockets of his long dust-coat and stood grimly
waiting. But his acute black eyes scrutinized his
companion, noting differences. The gay, wilful
Delight Warren who met him in Tours had altered,
yet not as her story would have led him to expect.
He was not looking at a heart-broken woman, but
at an angry girl. Rupert began to summon his
own recollections of Stefan Balsic, and to recall
that Danilo Lesendra was concerned in this. When
Delight finally raised her eyes to him, he was half-
prepared for her speech.

“It is not as you think,” she essayed explana-
tion. “ Count Balsic has only taken me for what
he believes is a good purpose. He has done me no
harm, except to bring me here. It is not that—
that he wants me, but to protect this country from
danger.”

“ Indicating you look to him like an anarchist,
home address Paterson, N. J.? ”

“Not I, but—" she looked earnestly at the
racing-driver, her eyes begging his credence.
“You will believe me, not him? For he is wrong,
horribly wrong! He—does not trust Lieutenant
Balsic, his brother Michael. He thinks Michael
would use my money to work evil here; yes, an-
archy. He thinks Michael so wicked that it was
no cruelty to me to prevent our marriage. It is
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not true, it is some mistake. You do believe me—
that I am right? ”

“1I ain’t doing such snappy work in convicting
since once I convicted the wrong man and helped
pull on the rope,” said Rupert briefly. “ I’m here
on your side.”

“Then go without me; go to Michael.” She
leaned toward him, fired by her own idea, that had
leaped into existence almost as she spoke. “1I am
safe here. Everyone is even kind to me. Count
Balsic has promised to set me free, later. He will
keep his word. It is Michael who is in danger,
danger he may not suspect; of which I cannot
even talk without putting him in greater peril.
You must see him alone; tell him where no one can
overhear.”

“ What am I going to tell him? ”

Delight rose, laying both hands on his arm and
glancing about the balcony for chance listeners.
The sunny arcade was empty ; even Irenya had sub-
stituted delicacy for etiquette and remained in the
castle.

“Tell him that he is suspected of treason and
betraying the uniform he wears;” the daughter of
soldiers felt the hot blood rise in her cheeks merely
at voicing the accusation. “ He is believed by
Count Balsic and Captain Lesendra to have sold
himself to Austria, and to be promoting anarch-
istic socialism in Montenegro. Tell him I am not
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breaking a confidence in repeating this, because
Count Balsic would be most glad of all men to see
his brother, even if his enemy, cleared of such dis-
grace. You will remember?”

“T1l remember. What more? ”

She looked fearlessly into the eyes so near her
own.

“Tell him to forget me and work for his honor.
I am safe and loyal to him, but a prisoner until he
proves himself not guilty. Tell him that Count
Balsic has promised to free me absolutely, in every
way, the day Michael Balsic clears himself of the
charge. And—and go quickly, dear Rupert!”

He nodded slowly, unsmiling.

“I’'m going, since that’s the order. And if
you’ve changed your ideas about staying here,
when I get back, I’ll take you away with me if I
have to borrow a monoplane across in Italy.”

“You are coming back? ”

“ When I leave here for Broadway, I ain’t deny-
ing it will be because you don’t see any more use
for me.”

Delight gave him her hands with impulsive
gratitude and relief.

“T could not ask it,” she exclaimed. * But I
did hope you would! Thank you—thank you. Oh,
if you knew what it means to me to feel that
Michael is warned, and you near! Only go; go
before you are stopped.”
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Rupert was stopped, in the hall. As he would
have passed out, Irenya came across his path.
Hurrying along with lowered head, she did not per-
ceive the stranger’s presence until Rupert stepped
aside and held open the door toward which she
manifestly aimed. Then she did halt, blue-black
eyes flashing into recognition and some other
thought more difficult to read.

‘“ Excellency—” she faltered, poising on one
white-shod foot with the supple sway of a dancer.
The gold and silver bracelets tinkled as she let her
arms fall by her sides with a gesture of helpless-
ness.

Rupert waited, imperturbable, if a trifle sur-
prised by her obvious embarrassment. That it
was occasioned by his own action did not occur to
him.

‘“ Excellency, you are pleased to mock at me,”
reproached Irenya.

He looked at her, with the level glance that
seemed to mark the equality on which they met.

“Tell me when I did it, and I’ll pay my fine,
Miss Lesendra.”

“ You—open the door.”

“It being the wrong one? I'm ready to open
all the rest.”

Her full bosom rose with a swift breath; she
put back her head, uncertainty misting eyes half
awakening to laughter.
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“For me?”

“] guess it wouldn’t be for anyone else. And
if there’s any other thing I can do, why, I’'m
driving this way again in a couple of days.”

“You are generously kind.”

“I don’t recognize the description,” said
Rupert drily. “But I'd like to practise at it
when I come again. Saying Good-by—"" he held
out his hand.

The result was horrifying, to him. Irenya
hesitated, then bent her fair head, touched the of-
fered hand with her lips, and retired with a fine
effect of regal humility.

Unaccustomed red scorching through his dark
cheek, Rupert was before her, blocking her retreat.
He was not so new to this country that he had
escaped witnessing the humble salute of woman to
man; he did not misunderstand. But never had
he connected local customs with this accomplished
young beauty, who spoke to him in his own tongue
and called herself Lesendra.

“ Are you supposing I knew you were going to
do that?” he snapped, the drawl gone. “If you
are, I've had hard luck with my looks and T’ll go
disqualify myself from decent society. What?”

Puzzled by the language, yet comprehending
his meaning well enough and secretly exultant at

his passing her impromptu test of an American,
7
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Irenya gave him a glance as old as womanhood and
of all races.

“ Not so bad, Excellency’s luck,” consoled the
hypocrite, and slipped past like the bird she re-
sembled.

Almost past.

“It ain’t my way, but I’ve got to reverse,”
countered Rupert, his eye still grim.

Delight had no thoughts to spare Irenya when
Danilo Lesendra’s fiancée emerged on the balcony.
She was watching Jack Rupert in the court below
and quivering with anxiety lest his departure
should be prevented at the last moment. How the
soldiers pressed about him, she fretted! Suppose
Count Balsic should ride in—what would the
American do? She hardly knew when Irenya came
to her side.

Rupert was declining his sixth cup of coffee,
his thoughts neither anxious nor sentimental. He
indeed paused in entering his car, but his gaze
was not upon the balcony where Delight watched
and Irenya pensively considered her own dimpled
fingers.

“ A thousand miles from a bootblack!” he
muttered with discontent, surveying the dimmed
luster of the high-heeled tan shoe he had set on
the running board; and swung himself into his
seat.
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CHAPTER VII
Couxntess DiiLice

RurerT was on his way to Michael. The knowl-
edge nestled in the heart of Delight. Michael
would be warned, would defend himself and win her
freedom. She even cherished a secret fancy that
the blond, dashing soldier-lover she had known,
would return with Rupert; would challenge Stefan
Balsic to lay bare the charges, and would clear
himself in one magnificent effort of indignant in-
nocence. Yes, she had done well, a thousand times
better than if she had meanly fled with Jack
Rupert! After all, she was as sheltered here as
she could be in any place until this marriage was
annulled and she made Michael’s wife.

It was an hour since the automobile had gone
beyond her vision ; the last glint of it vanished into
a deep gorge whose black mouth the girl could just
discern. Irenya had disappeared with the last
glimpse of the car. XKeenly alive and restless,
buoyant with a sense of heavy anxiety removed and
expectant of the future, Delight started up and
walked along the balcony.

At the extreme end of the balcony a flight of
stone steps twisted down and curved into an em-
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brasure below. Where the stair ended Delight did
not know, but now she began the descent. Since
she had kept her word to Stefan Balsic, staying
when she might have fled, she felt a new confidence
and ease; a reviving of self-respect and a fearless-
ness almost gay in contrast to her late dejection.

The stair took a final capricious bend and then
stopped short, still outdoors. Delight stopped also,
opening her brown eyes with a surprised sense of
prediction verified. She had anticipated adven-
ture, and here was Danilo Lesendra,

The officer in question was alone, seated in the
checkered sunshine and shadow of a second and
smaller balcony. He smoked a heavily-perfumed
Russian cigarette; the girl averted her head with
distaste from the cloying, narcotic smoke drifted
toward her by a current of air. But the cigarette
was merely incidental; his actual occupation in-
terested her more. Captain Lesendra was clean-
ing his pistol; a resplendent pistol, masking dead-
liness with inlay of gold and pearl, and shining
comeliness of blue steel.

“ Good-morning,” said Delight, when she had
sufficiently studied the situation.

Lesendra lifted his head quickly, then threw
away the cigarette and rose. The hush of noon
lay on the place, but he had not heard her light
footstep.
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“ Good-morning, madame,” he returned punc-
tiliously. * May I offer a chair?”

“T think you may,” she descended the last step.
“That is, if I do not interrupt? ”

“ Certainly not, madame.”

Did he know of Rupert’s visit? She wondered,
yet would not ask. Instead, she looked at the
pistol.

“You clean your own revolver, Captain
Lesendra? ”

“ Always, madame.”

“Pray take your seat, and continue. I am a
little weary of so much solitude, but I must go
back to my tower if you treat me so formally.”

He smiled, the bright charm of his expression
bringing to his face that faint resemblance to
Michael which had once before struck the girl to
whom Michael was dear.

“Thank you,” she approved, as he obeyed her.
“ Now, will you explain that ¢ always * please? Is it
an amusement, or a tradition? And I thought such
things only needed cleaning after they were used.”

It was delightful to play at light-heartedness
again, even for a passing moment. Lesendra met
her well; evincing no surprise at this change in
the captive’s mood.

“ Madame, when King Nikolas walks out, it is
his custom to halt men at random and inspect the
pistol they carry.”

s
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“Well? »

“Each day we are ready to meet the King.”

She laughed.

“Is the royal tongue so sharp? What is the
penalty for an uncleaned weapon? ”

“A term in prison,” drily.

Delight stopped laughing.

“Really, Captain Lesendra?”

“ Certainly, madame.”

“For an unready gun!”

“For an unready soldier,” he corrected.

“Oh! It is only discipline for soldiers, then? ”

“ Madame, every Montenegrin is a soldier be-
tween the ages of sixteen and sixty. And when
the King once refused a veteran of eighty permis-
sion to enlist, in time of war, the old man shot
himself.”

Must she be met at each turn with some new
evidence of how these tough-fibred men valued life
less than many things? Could she not forget fear
for Michael during one hour? She sat without re-
plying to the last speech, while Lesendra deftly
manipulated the glittering pistol.

The music of Irenya’s sweet singing-voice,
floating from the tower above, suggested a topic
that might safely break a silence already too long.

“T think Irenya told me that she is betrothed
to you, Captain Lesendra,” said Delight.

“Tt is so, madame.”
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“J congratulate you. Is the wedding to be
soon—while,” she hesitated, * while I am here?

“Not very soon, madame. I am not ready.”

“ Indeed? ” with sarcasm. ‘You are an ar-
dent lover, sir.”

Danilo Lesendra glanced at the storm rising
across the fair field of his companion’s face, and
smiled.

“Did I say I was a lover, madame? This mar-
riage is of arrangement; Count Balsic’s final act
of care for his ward. She is half-Russian, indulged
beyond the custom and judgment of this country;
few Montenegrin gentlemen would understand or
humor her. I can do both.”

“ That beautiful, affectionate child is to be
married as a duty—accepted as a charge! That
is your conception of kindness to her? ”

“Is it so different from a French or Italian
marriage?” he countered, with perfect good
temper. “ Believe me, Irenya will be very happy,
madame. Our girls are not reared to the same view
of life as yours. In fact, she met the plan with
grateful pleasure. But she is young, and I am
busy ; that can wait.”

Delight rose, exasperated beyond self-control.
At the moment she cordially detested Danilo
Lesendra and every other man in Crnagora.

“T hope Irenya refuses you!” she stated vin-
dictively. “ T hope you will love some woman, lose
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her and ache for her; and that she laughs at you
and your amazing vanity as all civilized women
would—as I do, Captain Lesendra!”

She swept toward the little staircase, head
lifted. Lesendra rose with her.

“ Will madame take this? ”

She glanced across her shoulder. He was offer-
ing her the heavy pistol her small fingers could
scarcely have cocked, lazy mischief in his eyes.

“ Why should I take that thing, sir?”

“You are more warlike than I, madame.”

Ordinarily no one would have melted sooner
than Delight, before the playful surrender. But
now she saw only its rebuke and felt a fresh spur
of aggravation.

“You are rude, Captain Lesendra!” she
flared. “1I shall complain to Count Balsic of what
I meet in his house.”

Hardly spoken, the words recoiled their full
significance upon the girl’s mind. She had taken
shelter with her husband, had tacitly accepted
their relationship. But she could not retract, and
almost with realization came curiosity to know
what position Stefan Balsic had given her in his
household; whether the officer would laugh or
apologize.

He did neither. Abruptly grave, he slipped the
pistol into his belt and bowed.

;
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“ As you will, madame,” he said, and stood with
stiff formality until she had gone.

Before she had reached her own balcony, De-
light’s temper had given place to vexation with her-
self. She paused, half-minded to go back and
make peace with one she felt to be a friend, then
Irenya’s voice decided her and she entered the
tower.

“What were you singing, Irenya? ” she ques-
tioned, surveying the girl who was busied at one
of the quaint, massive wardrobes which had once
contained the fine raiment of the Russian. Those
wardrobes still kept the fragrance of roses, and
scented the Americen’s garments with that attar
her predecessor had loved.

“That is a song from the Gorski Viyenac,
Countess Délice, which you would call the Mountain
Wreath, and which was composed by a prince. It
is a great writing, very great! It has a heart
which beats.”

“ Have you, Irenya?”

“ Naturally yes, Countess Délice, or how could
I live and walk about?”

Delight laughed, sentiment routed by practi-
cality. All her restless desire for action stirred
anew.

“ Since you are so wise, Irenya Ivanovna, tell
me what to do? I want to be amused—or busy.

Shall T help you hang up my frocks, there? ”

G50 sy
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The younger girl clasped her hands, eyes light-
ing with anticipation.

“Not hang them up! Let me dress you in
one of these, Countess Délice—one of these you
have not worn. Always you choose one so plain;
Just white. Even I am more gay! This one of
blue, let us say, with fur which is like silk.”

Delight contemplated the trousseau which had
come to so unforeseen a destination. She remem-
bered choosing each piece, her care in taking the
colors Michael had preferred, her thoughts of
wearing them for him.

“Very well,” she slowly yielded. “ We will
dress for dinner, just you and I.”

Irenya’s enchantment made the prosaic ceres
mony a frolic, to which Delight’s mood lent itself.
Sunset tinted the rooms when the two girls fin-
ished ; a sunset wild and strange as those of legends
from dim lands, blood-red sky burning behind
naked, huge, black peaks. Delight dropped a
caressing arm about her companion’s shoulders
and drew her to the window. She felt herself
positively elderly beside the Montenegrin. She
meant to propose taking Irenya with her, when
she was free to return to America. Danilo
Lesendra should be relieved of his charge, and some
American find it a privilege.

But as her lips parted on the first word, she
was checked by the sound of riders in the court-

.
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yard below; a door crashed, a stir of life and
movement ran through the whole castle.

“My lord comes home,” interpreted Irenya,
placidly content. She was drenched with the con-
tents of an overturned bottle of the American’s eau
de lis; a spot of rice-powder on her small nose
betrayed experiments with a vanity-box, and she
wore two new bracelets.

Delight had not required the information. She,
too, knew the castle awoke at the step of its master.
Would they tell him of Rupert’s visit? Would he
recognize the identity of the motorist and guess
where she had sent her messenger? Well, Rupert
had gone beyond capture. She continued to look
at the sunset, but she no longer saw its flaming
color.

She was hardly surprised when Irenya was
summoned to the door, a few moments later, and
returned to announce Count Balsic. But it was
with a defiant sense of victory already secured that
she went to the outer room.

Stefan Balsic was awaiting her there. As be-
fore, he had come to her immediately upon his ar-
rival, but this time there was less weariness in his
faces At sight of the girl looking as she might
have looked had she been his wife by choice instead
of force, a change all pleasant swept the grave
endurance from his expression.

“Madame'!” he greeted her.

A |«
TRy o



108 THE UNAFRAID

Involuntarily Delight drew back before his ad-
vance, flushing and suddenly conscious of the
change Irenya had wrought. He stopped at once.

“You are not afraid of me, madame?

The challenge stung her out of embarrassment
into reprisal.

“Oh no!” she denied coldly. “T imagine there
is nothing more you can do to me.”

“¢Would’ might be better than ‘can’ I
understand you wished to see me.”

“I—7?” astonished.

“Danilo told me so.”

“He told you that, himself? ”

[ S.YCS.,’

“ And—why? ”

119 ‘YCS.”

She hesitated, troubled and wholly ashamed.
The episode had been absurdly childish; nothing
was farther from her mind, even at the time, than
actually bringing any complaint against Lesendra.

“If he has told you, what have I to say?” she
evaded. “ You know it was nothing.”

“I beg your pardon. It is much that my wife
should be offended in my house. If you have found
Danilo at fault, he must account for it, or go.”

“And you a Montenegrin!” the girl re-
torted.

“Do you not know,” he asked quietly, “that
caste is stronger than nationality? Or will not

)
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your republicanism admit it? The gentlemen of
all races have kinship and certain standards in
common. Moreover, in what is a Montenegrin dif-
ferent from a German or an American? We are
not black, or Mongolian, or Semitic. If our
country is wild and unmodern, it is because cen-
turies ago we chose isolation instead of slavery.
Our peasants are far above the Russian, clean of
life and mind. And they are learning the new
art of peace.”

Delight was silent, with a sense of rebuked
pettiness. Why did she show her worst to these
men, she wondered, angry with herself? Was it
wise; was it worthy of her, even?

“Pray say no more to Captain Lesendra,” she
requested, after a moment during which she partly
turned away. “I provoked him to a jesting reply,
then was unreasonable enough to resent it. I had
not supposed you would hear of the matter. Cap-
tain Lesendra lacks a sense of humor as badly
as 1.”

“ Where I am concerned, perhaps he does.”

This time she fairly faced him.

“Why? Are you so dangerous? ”

“ What do you think? ” he questioned, meeting
her glance with a touch of amusement.

She accepted the offer, deliberately studying
his face with her large, bright eyes as she might
have studied a page turned for her reading. Here-
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tofore, Michael’s face had come between her and
this man’s on each of their three meetings. She
had seen him through mists. But now she looked
with breathless attention.

What did she see? Power; the strength against
which she had so vainly combated. Habit of
thought and habit of command had been molding
with subtle touches here; the gray eyes had seen
so much that they were surface-calm as deep-
running water. It was the diplomat’s face, baffling
inspection; overlaid with quietness, yet ready as
a drawn sword. Dangerous? Yes, and no. She
did not find—

“Why did you force the arrest of the poor
young man who stole your purse? ” she demanded,
with the impulsive directness he attracted from her.
“ He shot himself. You refused him mercy—was
that worth while? ”

She had surprised him with that question, so
different from the comment he expected. But he
answered at once and without evasion.

“ The Austrian officer? He was not a thief,
but a spy. The pocket-book he stole contained
papers entrusted to me by the King. If he had
been here or in Russia, I would have managed the
matter in my own way. We were in Paris, so I let
the French police arrest him for the theft. That
he shot himself rather than suffer trial and
punishment as a common criminal—since his
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government could not acknowledge his agency—
was natural, and no affair of mine.”

He did not tell her of the thousand-franc gift
to the enemy’s wife and child. Knowing of it, as
she looked at him the girl divined that he had pitied
the Austrian, as he had pitied Delight Warren.
But not for that had he spared either. She began
to understand the noble in whom were fused the
fierce, unparalleled patriotism bequeathed by un-
tamed Montenegro, and the Russian inheritance of
ability and relentlessness.

“I heard it—differently,” she yielded excuse.

“From Michael? I am not astonished.”

“No; at the convent,” Delight amended
naively.

It was impossible not to smile. Catching his
glance, the girl’s lips curved into irrepressible
sympathy of humor.

“ There are unexpected founts of gossip in the
dry monotony of truth,” said Stefan Balsic. * Let
us lay aside tragedy for a while, madame. Will
you honor my table by dining with me to-night? ”

Distinctly startled, she sobered, groping for
inoffensive terms of refusal. He forestalled her.

“Is the prospect so appalling? Believe me,
madame, in your own New York you may have sat
at the board with men whose consciences carried
heavier memories than the death of a spy.”

“It is not that,” she stammered, then proudly
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recovered herself. “ I wronged you there; I was mis-
informed. But you may not wish me for your
guest. I have broken my promise to you, while
you were away.”

He waited, but she saw a ripple cross the gray
eyes. The impulse that compelled her to honesty
carried her to still further candor.

“I saw a visitor to-day. He was my friend, a
man I can trust. I sent him with messages you
would not have allowed me to send if you had been
here. Oh, I thought, then, I had the right, but
now I know I had not! I am not sorry—I would
do the same again; but I have not been true
prisoner to you.”

“You gave your promise to stay in my house.
You are here.”

“If you had locked me in a prison, I could not
have spoken to him. I have used my liberty
against you. You shall not say I deceive you!”
Excitement broke her voice. * Count Balsic, I
sent word to Michael of your accusations against
him; all you told me, all! I told him to defend
himself, and of what he is suspected. All—"

She could find no more words. Panting, fear-
less yet trembling with nervous expectation, she
regarded the man.

“Child, do you suppose he did not know? ”
asked Stefan Balsic, very compassionately.

It was as if she had been running, pressing
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desperately toward a goal, heart pounding, muscles
strained, and suddenly found herself plunged
into blank, black stillness. She made no protest;
her wide eyes had recognized knowledge in his.
After an instant she turned to a chair and sat
down, a little dizzied and uncertain of herself.
Michael knew himself facing such charges, and
had not told the girl who was to take his name?
He had planned to marry her in France, to spend
a long honeymoon in travel, and all the while leave
his honor uncleared, undefended?

“Will you dine with me, madame? ” came the
smooth, strong voice.

[13 Yes.9’

“Thank you. In an hour, since you are so
good-,’

The blood-red glow died out of the room. By
and by one of the patient women came in and
lighted the tall lamps, lingering over the task to
steal furtive glances of admiration at the slim,
straight lady in strange attire who sat so still.
Irenya looked in, and tactfully withdrew. Delight
saw both attendants come and go, without heeding
their movements. She was not grieving; she was
busy. Resiliently her faith had sprung up from
the blow and she was at woman’s age-old work,
mending the torn robe of honor in which she clothed
her lover.

There were so many excuses for Michael. Per-

8
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haps he had meant to tell her when they met at
Tours. He might have shrunk from writing of
the charge of which the mere suspicion seemed to
soil. Or—and to this her mind leaped and clung—
or perhaps he knew himself innocent and able to
prove innocence, so cast the whole ugly thing aside
as of no consequence. Yes, that was it! She
sprang up, almost happy in the revulsion from a
doubt that threw down all her world.

Irenya was drawing aside a curtain, demure
eyes lowered, yellow head bent. The hour was
ended and her host was at the door.

Not altogether the host Delight anticipated.
For the first time she saw Stefan Balsic in evening-
dress instead of in the rich and characteristic
uniform of the country. Meeting him so, for the
first time also she recognized in him the man beside
whom her own social experience was that of a pro-
vincial débutante. She laid her fingers on his
arm with a shyness she had not even known in her
sophisticated childhood. She had been the Mon-
tenegrin noble’s prisoner; with helpless dismay she
remembered she was this man’s wife.

The table was laid in a room Delight had not
yet seen. Two swarthy, lithe youths, clad in
white linen, served.

“ Albanians,” Count Balsic answered her
glance at them. “ Their father had a blood-feud
in his own country, so they fled over the border and
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became naturalized here. I have cared little for
delicate food, but now I will send for a French or
Italian chef. Let me hope you will not suffer too
much in the meantime.”

“ Thank you; I do very well,” she replied, forc-
ing herself to answer on his own tone. “It has
rather a charm to commence dinner with cheese.
And to be attended by ¢ Albania’s savage men’
is an event.”

“There is a less usual native in the castle, to-
night, who might repay inspection: a Bosnian.”

“ A Bosnian?”

“Yes; a man from Sardjevo. Danilo tells me
he arrived soon after Mr. Jack Rupert left you.”

Delight looked up quickly.

“ You—know—"

“Your visitor? Why not? He is rather a
conspicuous person in this country. Danilo was
much disappointed at missing him, T believe. Per-
haps he will accept our hospitality a little longer,
if he comes again.”

She was learning; she did not even doubt a
double meaning lay in the speech.

“Thank you,” she acknowledged the courtesy
to her friend. Remembering how she had hurried
Rupert away in dread of his meeting Stefan
Balsic, the color rose in her smooth cheek. ¢ He
will come, again.”

The confidence was understood. Presently the
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host took up his duty of conversation, speaking
lightly and easily of topics pleasant to both: of a
new opera by one of the greatest young Italian
composers, whom he knew; of certain Russian
dancers he had seen in St. Petersburg and Delight
in New York; of books read by both. The girl
met him, piqued by his charm and practised tact
into showing herself not dull. After four days
alone with Irenya, this hour sparkled.

When the dinner ended, Delight rose with a
sense of confused time and values. How did she
come to be lightly playing the social game with the
man from whom every outraged feeling should have
forced her apart? How was it possible to like and
respect her abductor and Michael’s enemy? She
did not know, but she laid her fingers on the arm
offered and walked beside Stefan Balsic to the door
of the princess’s tower. There he bowed formal
leave, and she went in, alone.

Irenya started awake, drowsy-eyed, from a nest
of silken cushions. It was ten o’clock.

A melancholy quiver of pulled strings was in
the air, proceeding from the darkness beyond the
windows ; a sound wavering and untraceable as the
night-wind that brought it. It affected the Ameri-
can oddly, somehow troubling the mood left by the
bright hours just passed.

“ What is that music, Irenya? * she questioned,
when she was ready for the night.
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“That is the gusla of a Bosnian who arrived
this afternoon, Countess Délice. When he heard
there was a great lady in the castle, he asked per-
mission to serenade her dreams. At the foot of the
tower he sits.”

The gusla! Recollections of Lalla Rookh and
Don Juan, of bulbuls and oriental gardens brought
whimsical laughter to Delight’s expression.

“Throw him a French gold-piece from my
purse,” she resigned herself to the experience. “I
fancy gold is gold everywhere.”

“Of a surety it could not well be anything
else,” observed Irenya the practical. “ Also money
cannot be thrown in the dark with any good re-
sult, Countess Délice ; for which I will send the gold
by messenger.”

The music of the gusla persisted, long after
Delight was ensconced in her medieval canopied
bed. The sound oppressed her with an unaccount-
able discomfort, continuing even into her sleep.
It dripped, she fancied as she drifted toward un-
consciousness, dripped note by note like some trick-
ling, heavily-sweet liquid.




CHAPTER VIII
Tare Oraer House

IT was a wild trail that led to the house of
Michael Balsic; such a trail as Jack Rupert had
never yet encountered in Europe or America. The
laconic racing-driver was wont to grow more grimly
dumb as chance struck each successive blow at any
enterprise in his charge, but when he brought his
machine around a turn and just stopped with two
wheels hovering over a sheer fall of a thousand
feet of lava-gray cliff, he unconsciously and fer-
vently committed lése-majesté by laying the road’s
designer under every malediction evolved by time,
hate, and Broadway.

Loose stones cut the tires from the rims, de-
laying progress for repairs. It was necessary to
stop absolutely to permit the passing of each troup
of terrified mules and amazed mountaineers. The
blood-red sunset Delight watched from her balcony
was flaming along the west before her envoy sighted
his journey’s end.

It was a bare, bleak group of houses fixed on
a broad ledge against the mountainside; an oasis
amidst the naked Karst, made possible by a little
watercourse. The largest house in the village was
that of Michael Balsic, yet it compared poorly
with the castle overlooking ancient Zeta. But
Montenegro is poor, with the honorable poverty of
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a warrior whose life has had no leisure for gain.
That was no discredit to Michael.

It was not the humbleness of the place that
brought frowning discontent to Rupert’s expres-
sion as he approached, but its air of slack dis-
order. Even fatigue could not reconcile his
fastidious taste to this resting place. However, he
brought his car to a halt before the principal
dwelling, where it was promptly surrounded by the
entire population. A strange population, even to
the American’s untrained judgment of national
characteristics. It was the country’s policy to
welcome alien citizens who were willing to take the
oath of allegiance to Crnagora; but it was not
common to see a village where Albanians, cold-eyed
Turks and men from Austrian Novi-Pazar out-
numbered the native Montenegrins.

“1 ain’t pre-supposing you’ll get me any better
than they did where I last called,” Rupert ad-
dressed the crowd generally, waving them back with
strong disfavor. “ Nor this ain’t a subway train for
Brooklyn at six o’clock; it’s a private car. Come
farther off! I want Mr. Michael Balsic. Balsic!”

To his second astonishment on that day, a
short, square-shouldered man in European dress
pushed forward and replied in the stiffly exact
English taught in Teutonic universities.

“ Sir, you are before the house you seek. I will
give myself the distinguished honor of introducing
you into the interior.”
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“Do,” urged Rupert, after an appraising sur-
vey. “And you might tell your friends here this ma-
chine is the make that explodes when you touch it.”

" Sir? ”»

“You heard me, I guess.”

The man looked at the car, and at its owner,
then spoke a few rapid sentences at which the
crowd recoiled from the gray automobile with a
unanimity flattering to the translation. Bringing
his heels together, he made a military bow to the
American and opened the house-door.

“Made in Germany,” Rupert commented, fol-
lowing.

The remark had been a casual one, made with-
out special intent. But the man wheeled quickly;
his eyebrows, naturally slanted, drew down at the
inner corners with an effect of animal-like snarl-
ing, although his heavy lips smiled artificially.

“Sir, I have the honor to be an Italian—of
Ragusa,” he corrected. “I am a seller of fine
cloth, a merchant.”

“You should worry nights about how you’ll
fill all the orders you must get up here,” com-
miserated Rupert, with his drawling coolness.

The retort was a trifle involved for the Con-
tinental. He hesitated an instant, still smiling,
then led the way in nonplussed silence.

The house was no better ordered within than
without, yet showed an unexpected lavishness of
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furnishing that could have been regulated into
comfort. Money had been spent here, and recently,
but without discrimination. A girl in dingy finery
met them in the capacity of servant. To her the
Ragusan with the Teutonic accent spoke in ap-
parent introduction of the visitor, and bowing still
more elaborately, retired. The girl led Rupert
to an inner room, indicating by a gesture that
he was to enter alone.

The bedchamber was handsome enough in an
uncared-for fashion, and somewhat the same might
have been said of the young man upon the couch.
He was wrapped in a dressing-gown of brocaded
silk crumpled and frayed as if by much feverish
tossing, unfastened at the throat and leaving bare
his strong, white neck in which two pulses could be
seen beating like visible timepieces of that fever, He
had risen on his elbow as the door opened, shaking
back his tumbled blond hair and fixing on the guest
eyes beneath whose light-blue surfaces sullen fire
seemed to roll and waver, rise and fall, even cloud as
if drifts of dark thought passed across like smoke.

“Who are you?” he said imperiously. “ An
American, here—can you come from Miss Warren?
Are you the man she wrote of, with whom she trav-
eled? You have come for some purpose, sir!”

Rupert’s dark face locked with a finality like
the snap of a turned key. He had formed one of

his instantaneous, immovable dislikes; even deeper
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than his profound amazement at this first sight of
Delight Warren’s lover.

“ Lieutenant Michael Balsic, I guess?” he
identified unhurriedly. “ My name is J. Rupert, of
New York. And I didn’t run up this jellied vol-
cano for the drive, as you say.”

“You have a message, from her?”

“I’m supposed to tell you what happened to
Miss Warren on her way here. I guess you ain’t
in special need of the information. I left my
crystal at the fortuneteller’s on my last regular
visit, but somehow I seem to see that you know all
about that, already, and probably can bear not
hearing it again.”

“Know?” said Michael Balsic through shut
teeth. “I knew all from the two cowards who
drove her carriage, before I had them shot.”

The American gave him a long look—then
tipped a pile of vari-colored novels off the least-
encumbered chair, sat down and crossed his legs.

“I saw some gunmen in New York, once, on
their way to Sing-Sing prison for electrocution,” he
observed.

The innuendo did not pass. It was not an-
swered, but Michael fell back on his pillows, fight-
ing down his own passion. When he spoke again,
the difference in manner and voice startled, so great
was the change.
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“ Make allowance for much, Mr. Rupert. 1
have been close to insanity from grief and help-
lessness. My promised wife—all I had hoped from
life, all I planned—gone! The woman I love is the
heartbroken victim of the man who has hunted me
down for years. Did you expect to find me calm
and reasonable? Have you no more to tell me? ”

“ Considerable. But it ain’t soothing. And
I’ve been warned to report the outlook only when
there are no dictagraphs, living or factory-made,
near about.”

The avid glance fastened on the American.

“It is safe here. Go on. She has a plan for
escape? ”

‘“ She’s worried more about something else,”
said Rupert. “1'm to tell you that Count Balsic
and my friend Lesendra think they’ve got you
caught in a graft deal with Austria. They think
you’ve been selling out your friends and throwing
the game by crooked work in your own party. And
when they’re sure of it, the machine will shut down
on you—hard.”

Michael threw back his head, gazing steadily at
the other man. There was neither fear nor indigna-
tion in his face, but a contempt that was almost
mocking and a defiance verging on strange mirth.

“No news in that,” he pronounced. * Let
Cousin Danilo look to himself! What else? ”

A e s
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“That Count Balsic married Miss Warren be-
cause he wouldn’t trust you with her money. And
he’ll send her free to America to get a divorce, the
day your case is decided either way. She sent me to
tell you not to try getting her away, but to clear up
your own record and she could come to you.”

He had stirred the Montenegrin, at last.
Michael started half-erect, clenching his hands
upon the drapery of the couch.

“ A divorce!” he cried. “I have been a fool,
blind. An American—of course! Because our law
allows no such thing, I could see nc breaker of
marriage but—"

The stop was full.

“ Say it,” drily advised Rupert. “I guess there
is only one finish to cap that jet of language.”

Michael Balsic relaxed, veiling his eyes like a
woman, like a woman taking refuge in weakness.

“ Death,” he sighed, “is apt to come to any
man, so is a chance to be considered. Will you not
reach the cognac beside you, Mr. Rupert? I have
been ill.”

“Sure to come to every man,” improved the
New Yorker. He rose and took the desired article
from the top of a rosewood cellarette gray with
dust and marred by spilled alcohol. “1I ain’t de-
nying I’ve thought several times to-day this is a
country likely to hasten keeping that date.”

“This country? What do the men of your
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America do, Mr. Rupert, to an enemy who injures
a woman? Nothing? ”

“You’ve guessed wrong.”

“They have him killed? ”

“No; they kill him,” snapped Rupert curtly,
and re-took his chair.

Michael picked up the cognac and delicately
filled two glasses. But he looked as if he had
already swallowed the stimulant ; his color was high
and his regard animated. He showed no offense
when his guest refused the brandy offered; indeed,
his thoughts were afar from the subject.

“ There is law in Montenegro, even for Stefan
Balsic,” he declared, when his own glass was empty.
“You have reminded me of many things. There
are the forces of your United States to appeal for
aid. There is even Miss Warren’s family. I never
dreamed,” with a slight laugh, “that I should
come to seek those enemies of mine for aid against
one more dange ous! A divorce—it only needs to
get her out of his hands and on a steamship. Mr.
Rupert, a broken ankle will not yet permit me to
ride ; will you drive me to Cetinje? ”

“ Meaning that you don’t intend to take things
up from the end Miss Warren asked?”

“No. Why should I leave her a prisoner for
one unnecessary hour? And, do you believe Stefan
would keep his promise to set her free? ”

[ YCS-”
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“ Do you know the Greek church would hold her
divorce no release for him? He would be bound to
celibacy while she lived. He will never release her
unless we compel it.”

The American had not known that. He re-
called Delight as he had seen her on the balcony
of Count Balsic’s house, her copper-bronze little
head uplifted like a flower in the strong sunlight
that could show no flaw in her fresh youth. Would
Stefan Balsic continue unmoved by the presence of
such a captive? Would he watch his wife depart,
knowing he could bring no successor to his hearth?
Jack Rupert was no convent girl ; he was a man and
he knew men.

Michael waited on the silence whose significance
he comprehended. When he judged the moment
right, he made his closing argument.

“With all modesty I say it; Miss Warren’s
love is set on me, Mr. Rupert. Her coming on this
wild journey to me proves it. She has the right
to decide with whom she will pass her life. Her
choice may not be yours—well, are not many
women happy with men you and I would dislike? ”

“T’ll drive you to Cetinje,” briefly conceded
Rupert.

“ And testify against Stefan before the Eng-
lish consul? Give the story to your American news-
papers? With you as witness, even the King must
act.”
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Rupert brought his black eyes from abstracted
scrutiny of the cellarette and turned them upon
the other’s face. And he did not find there the
debonair beauty that had won Delight Warren.

‘“ Attending to my own schedule is one of my
special habits,” he signified. “I’ll leave deciding
all that until I feel stronger.”

“You remind me it is time for dinner. Let me
place you in Josef’s care, while I make ready. I
believe you saw him? A faithful fellow; the only
one here who speaks your language. He is a
Servian by birth, now a citizen of Crnagora. Do
we start to-night? ”

“ He told me something like that, outside,” said
Rupert, with composed irony. “ No, we ain’t likely
to start until morning; I’ve set my heart on being
killed somewhere else.” He rose, as Josef opened
the door. “ But this Cetinje business needs telling
to Miss Warren. She expects some word from
you.”

Before replying, Michael Balsic poured and
drank another glass of the brandy. When he
looked at the New Yorker again, the smoke-dark-
ness clouded his light-blue eyes to impenetrability.

‘“ She has it,” he explained. “ This morning I
sent a letter to her with assurance of all I hoped
to do for her release. She knows I am informed
of all and devoted to her. I found a safe mes-
senger—a Bosnian from Sardjevo,”




CHAPTER IX

Tuae Max rroMm SArRAJEvVO

IT was neither Stefan nor Michael Balsic who
came first to Delight’s awakening thoughts, the
morning that her lover and Jack Rupert com-
menced the drive to Montenegro’s capital. She
was one of those who are sensitive to the reproach
of an ungenerous action as to that of a crime. And
she felt that she had been neither generous nor
just to Danilo Lesendra, absurd as the affair was.

The castle drowsed in the noon heat, when she
went down the twisted flight of stone steps to the
lower arcade. She went lightly, with the buoyancy
of physical health that rejects depression. In
spite of the gusla, she had slept long and well ; the
air she breathed was pure and fine, the sparkling
essence of earth’s high places. Moreover, she was
going to free herself of a weight.

The young officer was not in the arcade. Un-
reasonably disappointed, Delight walked on a few
steps, then paused with a sudden doubt of the
propriety of her invasion. Where did this balcony-
promenade lead? Perhaps to Count Balsic’s own
retreats, since she had found his kinsman there.
She was about to retire for Irenya’s counsel, when

Lesendra came between the columns opposite her.
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The girl gave him no time for astonishment,
holding out her hand in frank pleasure.

“ Captain Lesendra! I am glad. I was so sure
you would be here that I felt aggrieved at not
finding you. I want to make peace, please.”

His eyes met hers without a reservation in their
gay friendliness, as he bowed over her hand.

“That is readily done, madame, by the one
who was pleased to break it,” he answered, laughter
in his voice.

“ But you should not be so literal! It was your
fault for taking a woman at her word. How could
you suppose I would wish to make you trouble, even
if I were really angry? ”

“ Countess, I have known two kinds of women;
the simple, who mean what they say, and the com-
plex, who punish when they can.”

“Oh! Then learn a third, who can say what
she does not mean, and be just enough to retract
it. But I think you have been unfortunate in your
experience, Captain Lesendra.”

“ You convince me of it, madame.”

“ Except—with Irenya. To which class does
she belong? The simple? ”

He laughed, refusing the trap. But his eyes
grew serious.

“Trust me, Irenya shall be happy, Countess.
She is a little white kitten who shall drowse away

life in the sun. She will live softly, know no care
9
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until God sends her children for playthings. I am
a little better than you think me, perhaps.”

“ Do you not believe in love, sir? ”

¢“ As I know it, it is not for women.”

“ Not—"" bewildered.

“You have your parasol, madame, and per-
haps desired to walk. There is a waterfall you
might care to see, beyond the wall.”

“Thank you.” Delight turned with him, and
they strolled together down the arcade.

“Will you tell me what you meant, Captain
Lesendra.”

“That I have loved a man.”

She understood, remembering many things seen
and heard since the day at Antivari’s seaport. Yes,
and Michael’s long-ago sneer at the kinsman
“ whom Stefan owned without knowing it.” Only,
Stefan Balsic did assuredly know. Or—did he?
He spoke of Danilo intimately, as of one constantly
associated with him, but she could not recall that
the speech was tinged by affection.

“Is that better?” she questioned slowly.
“ Women are less cold; they give more in return.”

“ Some women, madame.”

The musical fall and rush of hurrying water
was in their ears, interrupting with the abruptness
of a third voice. They had turned a corner of the
building and stood directly over a gorge through
which poured the stream, boiling and frothing in its
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haste to reach the brink. Straight down the green
flood fell nearly three hundred feet—and van-
ished. A swirling pool heaved below, without over-
flow or outlet, receiving the steady torrent.

It needed no explanation to tell Delight this was
one of the subterranean rivers common in that
strange corner of Europe. Perhaps it reappeared
miles away ; perhaps never, flowing into some dark
lake not for the eyes of men. There was something
secret and furtive about the stream, something
sinister in its fury of impatience to find its hidden
goal.

“I do not like it,” the girl confessed, through
the water’s tumult. She shivered, drawing back
from the edge. “It—looks wicked.”

Lesendra broke a twig from a grapevine grow-
ing in the fostering spray, and tossed it into the
rapids. The vivid green leaves flashed over the
cataract, were visible as a streak of emerald in the
basin far below, then seemed plucked from sight,
so suddenly were they drawn beneath. As she
leaned to watch, Delight glimpsed a man squatting
near the edge of the pool, peering up. Even at
that distance, his eyes glittered like the enamelled
eyes of an image, furtive and secret as if he owned
some kinship to the river and had been cast up by
it as more gracious currents were said to part for
undine or naiad. But by the stringed instrument
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hung across the figure’s shoulder, she identified the
Bosnian of the gusla.

“It is wicked,” Lesendra’s voice struck oddly
in accord with her own half-defined thoughts.
“ Countess, it is like an intriguing mind. Tell me,
who of all women should a boy respect most, if the
man is to trust them?”

“ His mother.”

“ Sixteen years ago, when I was a boy of nine,
my father was killed by the outlaws of the
Prokletze—the ¢ Mountains of the Damned.” My
mother was a Russian. She returned to her own
country and married again, an officer of the secret
police. Understand me, madame; she was not
wicked, but weak and easily led. I adored her as
a boy will. We lived without an hour’s breach be-
tween us until I was nineteen. She was gay and
fond of pleasure. So was I

“One day I came home to find a guest in the
house, whom my mother presented as a cousin
from Montenegro. He was not much older than I,
exceedingly handsome and winning in manner. My
stepfather and he appeared to know each other
intimately, and to have known each other long.”

He paused, looking down at the falls. The
girl caught a branch of the glistening vine; she
divined the name he would not speak; there was
something like defiance in the gaze she fixed upon
him.
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“It was my mother who reminded me that I
was a Montenegrin, not a Russian, and it was but
honorable that I give my native land its due alle-
giance and military service. She suggested I write
to my kinsman, the head of my house, Stefan Bal-
sic, telling him my wish and asking to be placed
with him. I did so, with an enthusiasm fanned by
our Montenegrin guest.

“ Count Balsic answered my letter kindly and
with approval. He bade me come to him at once.
Of course, I obeyed. My mother exacted two
promises from me, in the pain of our first parting.
I was not to mention our guest, who belonged to a
branch of the family Count Balsic unreasonably
disliked ; and I was to write frequently to her, write
in detail of my daily life, our in-comings and out-
goings. It would be the next thing to living to-
gether, she said.

“So I came here. And with the first breath
of this air I dropped the ten Russian years from
my life and was again the ardent, war-dreaming
boy who had seen his father die for Crnagora and
planned the same death for himself. I looked at
Stefan Balsic, and saw in him a second to that
prince whom men once called the Sword of Monte-

negro.

“T think now that Count Balsic knew from the
first of his enemy’s presence in my home, and did
not wholly trust me. He brought me to the King
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at Cetinje and, native as I was, I took the oath of
allegiance. I was more than willing; happier than
I had ever been in my life. Out of that happiness
I wrote to my mother. Indeed, at her suggestion
I kept a journal of all the novel life and service;
of where I accompanied my chief, our visitors—all
the trifles youth finds absorbing. This I sent to
her every week. She wrote that I made her prize
my love more than when I was beside her; that she
existed for my letters.

“ At the end of three months came the ruin.
Count Balsic sent for me, one morning, and laid
before me the pile of journals. His enemy and my
mother had made me their spy. Every bit of in-
formation had been sifted and resifted by the Secret
Police, tirelessly at work to compass his destruc-
tion, to detect him in some misstep. The trap had
failed because Stefan Balsic had no double dealings
with men or nations, and because the Chief of
Police was his friend. I had been doing that; I,
living in his house, eating his bread—and had no
proof under heaven of my incredible, stupid ignor-
ance. The very form of the thing convicted me;
my role of catspaw might have come to the sur-
face of casual letters, but the journals!

“¢Why should I have done this?’ I cried.

“T got my answer.

¢ Because you are my heir by the will made
when, not knowing you since childhood, I hoped
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one of my house might be honest,” said Count
Balsic, and at night there are times when I see yet
the searing contempt of his eyes. ¢ Will you still
lie to me, Danilo Lesendra?’”

Delight uttered a faint sound; she was pale as
the telling had made Lesendra himself.

“You—what could you do? How did you
prove—?

“1I did not,” answered Lesendra simply.  But
I knew I would shoot myself after I left him, and
that steadied me to tell him the truth before I
went. He knew, too, what I would do; if he had
not, I should have been under arrest then. I did
not expect him to listen to me, but he did.”

“ Then—?”

“ He took my naked word. I have lived beside
him ever since.”

The hiss and rushing of the water filled a long
pause. A changing breeze finally puffed the spray
like light rain across the girl; mechanically mov-
ing to avoid it, Delight saw that the Bosnian had
moved also, creeping nearer the castle and still
peering up.

“ Surely the other two, your mother and—the
man, exonerated you, Captain Lesendra? ”

“ Never, madame. And I have fought my way
to prove by my life that I deserved Stefan Balsic’s
pardon. I have served him with blood and spirit,
toil of body and toil of mind. I have earned his
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trust, and he gives me trust. But I think if I had
come to him with clean hands he might have loved
me.”

“ How do you know he does not?” In an out-
rush of pity and desire to comfort she laid both
hands on his arm, lifting her earnest face to him.
“ How can you tell? He is so grave—he is a man
and would not speak of emotion. He must; I am
quite sure he does!”

He bent his head and kissed the small fingers.

“Thank you, madame. If he does not—"
gaiety flashed into his face once more—* why, I
shall earn that, yet. Oh, I am a dreamer! Some
day I shall do that which will make him think
kindly of poor Danilo Lesendra! ‘God will send
the beggar a jewel to give,” my father used to say,
when he owed a gratitude too great for payment.
But noon is gone, madame, and I must go or break
discipline. I only meant to show how good a gift
you made me last night when you told Count Balsic
I had not offended you. May I have the honor to
take you back to the arcade?”

“No, thank you. I will stay here alone, for a
while.”

He was at the columned balcony when she called
him back.

“ Captain Lesendra!”

“ Madame? ”

Delight faced him, the wind fluttering her thin
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white dress around her, her hair bright about the
pallor of her face.

“ Do I—know that man? ” she asked unsteadily.

Danilo Lesendra looked at the gallant figure, so
fragile against the sweep of mountain and sky, and
made his gift to her.

“I think you never knew him, madame,” he
said, and bowed.

Delight sank down on a rock placed like a seat
beside the waterfall. Since she was alone, she
pressed her hands across her eyes.

“ He told the truth,” she insisted to herself.
“ He told the truth. Michael could not do that—
not Michael!”

Who, then? Perhaps some Russian cousin.
Yes, that was it; Lesendra’s mother was a Rus-
sian. The two * intriguing minds ” had devised
the plan for Stefan Balsic’s ruin, secure that the
generous Danilo’s inheritance would be shared by
them. Probably the weak, ease-loving mother had
considered it an actual service she was doing her
son in making him rich. She did not realize that
in the boy-soldier’s veins ran Montenegro’s steel
and fire; that to dishonor him was to kill him.

Something was twitching the hem of her dress.
Startled, Delight let fall her hands and looked
down. Narrow, enamel-hard eyes peered up at her
from an alien face; the Bosnian with the gusla
was at her feet, standing on the rough steps that
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led down the gorge to the pool where she had seen
him.

“ What do you want? ” she cried, with a shock of
repulsion and surprise. “ Why are you here? ”

The man made a gesture of deprecation ; he did
not understand. He touched her dress again, as
if to urge her to resume her seat, then put his hand
into the folds of his shawl and drew out an envelope.
With a leap of the pulses Delight comprehended.
Who was there but Michael who would write to her
with this caution? She held out eager hands.

The Bosnian was not ready for such haste. He
stared at the girl, looking afterward past her with
anxious care, and up at the castle-wall. Satisfied
at last that they were not observed, he passed the
letter into her grasp by a movement quick and
dextrous enough to escape the eye of anyone not
close. Before she could tear the envelope he had
settled down on the steps in an attitude of som-
nolent patience and meditation, fingering his gusla
as if waiting the lady’s command to play.

The frank American thought of no concealment.
Upright in the sunshine, she opened her letter; as
she would have done had Lesendra still been present,

Count Balsic himself.

“I know. I have been mad,” she read the curt
sentences, so different from Michael’s graceful
speech and writings as to seem not his. “If I try
to tell you what I suffer, I shall lose such calmness
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as enables me to write at all. There is but one an-
swer to this outrage—I am bringing it. You shall
be free and my wife; trust me and wait. Keep the
bearer of this in Stefan’s house. Keep him, if you
have any influence, if you can gain the favor by
tears or smiles—if you have to conceal him! Keep
him in the castle, my love, my wife. I dare neither
address this, nor sign.”

She did not know what she had expected, but it
was not this. She was trembling, but neither with
happy love nor hope of the rescue promised. She
looked down at the Bosnian.

Lost honeymoon, broken dreams, the memory of
Michael’s last kiss in far-away New York-—one by
one Delight called the ghosts before her; one by
one they passed between her and the crouched,
passive man from Sardjevo. But the noonday sun
is not kind to ghosts; these were too thin and
faint to hide the Bosnian.

“ What is it you are to do in the castle? ” she
asked, her clear voice hoarsened by the sudden
parching of her throat.

The man spread wide his hands in the gesture
of excuse, reminding her that her language was un-
known to him. Delight essayed the question in
French, German, and her stiff, Ollendorf Italian,
but without result. There was something singu-
larly repellent in the stranger she was bidden to
retain in the house of Stefan Balsic; all the Oc-




140 THE UNAFRAID

cidental in her rose up in arms against this
Oriental. Yet, he was Michael’s emissary and she
trusted Michael.

“There is but one answer to this outrage.”

What answer? The reply leaped out at the
girl: death. She knew it as certainly as if it had
been written by her lover. Death to Stefan Balsic
—by some means, in some warfare beyond her ken.
By an instinct surer than logic she turned on the
waiting man in swift decision.

“No,” she pronounced distinctly. “ No!” and
tore the letter across.

He looked at her attentively, his eyes unwinking.
Delight shook her head in the Esperanto of signs,
and on a second impulse moved to the water’s edge
and dropped the fragments of the note into the
torrent. As the green leaves thrown by Lesendra
had flashed down and vanished, so the white paper
glanced among the glancing waters, was drawn
down and swallowed forever.

Her succeeding thought was of retreat to the
shelter of her tower and Irenya. She was stayed
by the question of how her action would appear to
Michael when reported by the Bosnian. How
would he interpret her tearing of his letter and
refusal to aid him? Indeed, she was insulting him!
What right had she to suppose he introduced this
man for any darker purpose than to effect her own
escape? She would write to him, explaining Count

-




THE MAN FROM SARAJEVO 141

Balsic’s motives and gentle use of her, and why
she could not do this thing which seemed like
treachery. Resolved, she signed to the man to fol-
low her, and turned to the castle. Yes, she would
write, and the Bosnian should carry her letter.

When she reached the arcade, Delight glanced
back. The man was too crafty to follow openly.
But after she had reached the steps leading to the
tower, he rose and began to wander idly up and
down, gradually drawing near to the building with
apparent aimlessness. The girl could guess his
destination; he would place himself beneath her
windows, where he had played his serenade the
night before. She shivered in keen disgust for his
methods ; the methods she must adopt if she were
to obey Michael.

But Michael did not know. He himself had
said it: he was mad with grief. Perhaps he fancied
her cruelly treated. Delight understood now that
he was as unjust to his brother as Count Balsic
was in estimating him.

The Bosnian’s spirit was infectious. Delight
was angry with herself for the feeling of guilt and
furtive secrecy with which she hurried away from
the spot where she had twice met Danilo Lesendra.

Irenya was on the tower’s balcony, asleep in
the sun like the white kitten to which her betrothed
likened her. Past her Delight sped cautiously, into
the blue room of blended tints and shaded coolness.
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Writing-materials were arranged on an inlaid,
gilded desk whose gorgeousness time had mellowed
to beauty. But the silver stand was innocent of
ink, the silver holder contained no pen. Delight
ran to the room beyond, flung open her own trunk
and searched recklessly for the portfolio she knew
it contained.

When she was seated before the desk of the
Princess, the pen ready in her fingers, came her
first calm thought of what she should write. It
was borne in upon her for the first time how slightly
she actually knew Michael. Their time together had
been so brief ; a whirlwind three weeks’ wooing and
winning, a romance spun of good-looks, youth, pas-
sion. Since then, they had only each other’s letters.

Different letters from this she had to write!
How should she best set forth her situation’s deli-
cacy and make him understand in a few words that
might go astray and be read by anyone? She was
no longer his fiancée ; she was Stefan Balsic’s wife.

The last three words startled her with their
new force. Yes, to the world she was that. The
Bosnian’s narrow, opaque eyes rose before her with
a new meaning in their bold familiarity. What
must he think of her, with his Moslem ideas of a
woman’s close reserve? What would any of the
stern and chaste mountaineers think of the wife
who wrote tenderly to her husband’s enemy? The
American dropped the pen and put her hands over




ﬁr

4
v.
i3

THE MAN FROM SARAJEVO 143

her burning cheeks. Until now, she had never con-
sidered herself as being a wife in any sense except
that of a prisoner. Count Balsic had so deliber-
ately placed their marriage as no more than a
shield for her, that she had forgotten to what she
pledged herself. Now she remembered the road-
side chapel; poor, bare, of another sect, yet a
Christian church where she had been bound.

Presently she sprang up and began to hurry
back into the trunk the articles scattered in her
search of a few moments past. She did not want
Irenya to find the disorder and innocently ques-
tion her concerning it. Last of all, she laid in the
portfolio and closed the lid. No, she had sent her
best answer by Jack Rupert. Let Michael free
her by proving his own honor.

There remained the Bosnian, waiting at the
foot of the tower. Delight reluctantly went out,
to the edge of the balcony.

He was watching for her. The girl leaned
across the rail and went through a little pantomime
of refusal and dismissal, ending with sweeping ges-
ture toward the mountains, where she supposed
Michael’s house to be. The man did not move.

“You will then fall if you lean so, Countess
Délice,” observed a mildly reproving voice behind
her.

Delight turned eagerly, actual tears of vexation
in her eyes.
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“Irenya, how does one say no? Say it to this
man—tell him to go away. I do not want him.”

Irenya came to the rail and looked down.

“You do not desire music, Countess Délice? ”

“ No, no!”

As Irenya translated the command, to ac-
complish which task with decorum she went half-
way down the twisting stair, Delight chanced to
look beyond. Danilo Lesendra was crossing the
arcade and had stopped, gazing fixedly toward the
two girls and the man from Sardjevo.

“ Countess Délice, I had forgotten,” apologized
Irenya, returning. “ Lord Stefan sent a message
while you were absent. He desires that you will
dine with him, to-night.”

The invitatior had not been sent in that form,
Delight was very well aware. And the prospect
allured both her loneliness and the curiosity re-
garding Stefan Balsic which each new tale heard
of him increased. Why should she punish herself
like & sulky child by refusing the only interest the
long day offered?

“Yes,” she decided. “1T will go.”

“ And I shall dress you, Countess Délice? ”

“Yes,” Delight yielded, laughing at the rap-
ture. “ Oh, yes!”

As they went in, she glanced back. The Bosnian
had gone, but Lesendra still stood beside the
column, his fair head slightly bent.




CHAPTER X
Tar MESSAGE

Jack Ruperr did not return to the castle,
nor did the Bosnian leave it. The days slipped
into a week, a fortnight, yet still the welcome guest
did not come or the unwelcome go. It secemed to
Delight that the man from Sardjevo was in her
path whenever she left the tower, while the melan-
choly gusla crooned beneath her windows every
night.

“ You like music, however alien, I learn,” Count
Balsic observed, one night at dinner. Dining to-
gether had become an accepted custom, during
those days. * Reshid has obtained leave to con-
tinue here, because, he says, you find pleasure in
his gusla and reward him with American extra-
vagance.”

Delight’s fork tinkled against her plate; angry
and indignant at the bold insolence which com-
pelled her into the réle of the Bosnian’s conspira-
tor, she looked up.

“I did not tell him so!” she exclaimed. * He
is not here by my wish. He had no right to say
that.”

She broke off, warned by a change in her com-
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panion’s expression. Very slight, the least chilling
of the gray eyes and hardening of the firm lips, but
enough to remind her that she accused the man
before a judge.

“ Ah? Then the Moslem deceived me,” said
Count Balsic, with perfect composure. “ Will you
try this rose-comfit? It was made in Stamboul.”

But Delight had seen, and knew she could not ‘
deliver even the insolent Bosnian to justice when
the man had entered the trap to serve her.

“I am afraid I mislead you,” she corrected,
controlling her voice with an effort that left it
cold. “I only meant that I do not care enough
for the instrument to have the matter brought to 4
your notice. Please do not keep the man in the
castle on my account.”

Stefan Balsic was skilled in reading men, not
women.

‘“ Are you so unwilling to accept a pleasure
from my hand? ” he asked bitingly, moved out of
i his calm for the first time in her knowledge of him.
L “Be at ease, madame; there was no price at-
i tached.”
| Scarlet and humiliated, unable to defend her-
self against the charge of a mean suspicion, De-
v, light lowered her eyes and sat silent. Yet some-
thing in her attitude had a language, for after an
instant he spoke more gently.

“It was not that?”
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“ What, then??”

“ I—do not know,” she stammered. “1I think
—] like Irenya’s music better than the Bosnian’s.”

There was a pause.

“Will you try the rose-comfit, madame?

Delight laughed a little uncertainly.

“ Please,” she accepted the pink sweetmeat.
“ Do you ever relinquish a point, I wonder? ”

“I have relinquished much in my time,” Stefan
Balsic answered, his strange glance on the girl at
his table. “ And doubtless will more.”

Without knowing why, Delight found no re-
sponse.

When they separated, an event that always
took place immediately after the close of the din-
ner, she asked reluctantly if the Bosnian would
remain. She could not speak of the man to Count
Balsic without a sense of falseness intolerable to
her native honesty.

“He must, for another week, if he chooses,”
was the answer. “1I have given him permission to
stay.”

This inability to conceive altering a prouiise
given stirred the girl to mingled security and ex-
asperation. Her distaste for the man from
Sardjevo had no weight with the castle’s master?
Very well, then, let him take the result of what-
ever Michael’s agent planned for her rescue. But,

’
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how safely confidence was placed with Stefan
Balsic!

That first shock of dread in reading Michael’s
letter, the linking of his menace to Count Balsic
with his sending the Bosnian here, Delight had long
since dismissed. Her heart had apologized to
Michael for the suspicion that would embrace
murder. Had he not written that he was himself
bringing “the one answer ” which she guessed to
be death? That meant warfare, a duel even, here
where the old codes still prevailed, but not assassi-
nation. No, the Bosnian was here to effect her
escape.

She did not intend to go with him. She would
not give Stefan Balsic the right to bend upon her
his blighting contempt. But she waited eagerly
for Rupert.

Someone else also waited. The day after the
Bosnian’s stay was decided, Irenya startled her
companion.

“The noble American does not come, Countess
Délice,” she sighed.

Delight contemplated, amazed, the demure young
person who sat with her yellow-satin head bent over
the inevitable embroidery, a yellow-satin braid
crossing each shoulder and brushing the floor on
either side.

“ How did you know that he was to return,
Irenya? ”
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“ Certainly because he told me, Countess Dé-
lice.”

“Told you?”

“But yes.”

“Why? How did he come to meet you? ”

“He came to meet you, Countess Délice,” cor-
rected Irenya naively. “ But he met me, too. He
said, this was Jack Rupert of New York where
gold was in spots; I said, this was Irenya Ivanovna
Lesendra. We had met.”

“Would Captain Lesendra like that? »

“ Why should he not, Countess Délice? »

Delight paused for consideration. She felt ma-
ternal; by contrast with this ingénue she was ex-
perienced and wordly-wise. And she thought she
knew Jack Rupert. For the present, she decided
to ignore Danilo Lesendra.

“Mr. Rupert is a peculiar man,” she began
cautiously. “T mean, he is in a peculiar position. I
doubt if he will ever marry, certainly not for years.
I have heard him say that no man who leads his
life has the right to marry; he has watched the
wives of some of his companions, I think.”

“ What is then the life of Mr. Rupert? ”

“He was for years mechanician for three
famous automobile racers in succession. When
young Corrie Rose gave up racing to please his
father, the company put Mr. Rupert in his place.
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And recently he has gone in for aviation, also.
You have seen aeroplanes? ”

“In pictures, Countess Délice.”

“Well, he flies those machines. And because
he lives all his life on the edge of death, and will
not live otherwise, I think he will never marry.”

“All men live close to death,” replied the
Montenegrin placidly. “ If our men had not mar-
ried because of that, Countess Délice, there would
be no people in Crnagora. But I am glad Mr.
Rupert will not take a wife.”

“ Why, Irenya? ”

“ Because Lord Stefan has arranged that I
am to marry Danilo Lesendra.”

The American gasped.

“Irenya, you do not love Captain Lesendra? ”

“1 love no man, Countess Délice. I shall marry
him.”

“Then, why do you watch for Mr. Rupert’s
return? ”

The girl smiled, glancing sideways with her
long, blue eyes narrowed in mirth and the kitten-
look touching all her expression.

“He is so small!” she declared irrelevantly;
and would not continue the discussion.

Had she brought new trouble to Danilo
Lesendra, Delight wondered uneasily? He did not
love Irenya, but he expected household peace with
her. Suppose the girl’s fancy went questing after
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the indifferent American, while she married her
cousin? Before, Delight had pitied only Irenya
in this marriage of convenience; now she thought
of Lesendra. He was so young, even younger than
Michael ; was it fair to bind him? Was it so sure
that he would never know love except for Stefan
Balsic? “ God will send the beggar a jewel to
give ”—would Lesendra spend all the years to come
in searching for that supreme gift of gratitude?
How many men paid such debts at all, or at
best but perfunctorily? Delight fell to musing of
her own account with a prick of shame and futile
regret. To how many she owed, not gratitude for
mere justice, but gratitude for love, for guardian-
ship, for tenderness of thought and pleasures given!
She remembered how she had left her uncle and
aunt at Tours, deserted them secretly, leaving a
bare statement that she was going to marry the
man she loved. Did they not love her; deserve
better of her than that? No wonder they opposed
her marriage to Michael, if they had heard the
false reports of him which reached her here. Not
loving him, they believed, as did Count Balsic and
Danilo Lesendra—the girl shivered with a chill
doubt. Did no one except herself believe Michael
worthy of trust? Back across her heart flowed
the sickness of dread with which she had listened to
Lesendra’s own story as it seemed to draw one
man’s figure against the sordid background of
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treachery and avarice. The portrait had failed,
according to Lesendra’s word. What if he had
not told her the truth? While she struggled
against the thought as if it were a physical op-
pression, there came to Delight’s hearing a faint
dragging sound, the swish of soft material brush-
ing stone. She recognized the shuffle of the
Bosnian’s slippered feet past her door; as if there
were no wall between she saw the man glide through
the castle, his half-lowered eyes like darkened glass
behind which crept unseen things, his step whis-
pering under cover of the Montenegrins’ frank,
martial tread as he stole about his secret errands.
Gasping for breath, Delight stood up.
“Irenya,” she urged feverishly, “ Irenya, sing
to me—tell me a story. I do not want to think!”
Irenya smiled with her unsurprised amiability.
“ Certainly, Countess Délice. I will sing the
ballad of the great Prince Ivan, who gathered the
men of Crnagora in the valley and swore them to
guard the Black Mountain’s freedom themselves,
with their children and children’s children, forever.
And the oath has been kept. I know the songs of
Mirko Petrovitch, and the legend of Iskanderbeg.
But he was an Albanian, although a Christian as
we.”

The American sat down again, but not near the
outer door. She did not want to hear the foot-
fall of the man from Sardjevo. She chose one of
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the divans on the opposite side of the room, and
rested her aching head on the cushions.

Irenya’s voice was a deep contralto; not the
amber-clear voice of opera, but that other con-
tralto which is roughened too musically for hoarse-
ness, yet suggests the thickened tones of passion or
grief. To hear her sing was like discovering a
second personality, so little did her music accord
with the visible Irenya. The melodies were wild,
yet simple and touching as all folk-songs that lie
at the heart of a people. To Delight the heart was
audible in them, beating like a pulse. But to-day
the music did not quiet her; instead, it was like
a cry in her ears.

The song ended abruptly with a sudden clat-
ter and excitement in the courtyard below. A
messenger had ridden in; Delight heard voices re-
peating the phrase she had learned to recognize as
Stefan Balsic’s title, and the stamp of a horse’s
hoofs upon the stone pavement. Irenya ran to
the balcony, and the American slowly followed in
time to glimpse a swarthy giant whose face was
gray with dust and wet with heat and haste, as
he slipped from his horse and entered the castle.

“I will sing again, Countess Délice.”

“Not now, thank you, dear. We will rest a
while. And another time I will tell you stories, in
return.”
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Irenya put the other girl’s hand to her lips
and heart with a pretty grace.

“T shall listen with my heart. But not stories,
please; rather would I hear of automobiles which
race together, and those machines which fly like
birds in the air.”

Delight said nothing; in fact, she found noth-
ing worth replying. The situation seemed to have
slipped from her hands. Presently she turned and
went back to her divan. Count Balsic had sent to
her all the French and English novels the castle
afforded ; selecting one at random, she engaged her-
self in reading.

The book was not a novel. It was old, very old;
an eighteenth-century edition of Théroulde’s Chan-
son de Roland. The romance of hero and paladin,
Saracen conquest and legendary queens, with its
recurring “ Diew nous garde” devoutly closing
each verse, snared the girl’s interest. It was an
hour later that she awoke to the unprecedented
sound of a man’s step and voice on her balcony,
and Irenya’s answering tones. As she rose, drop-
ping the forgotten book, Danilo Lesendra entered
her sitting-room.

Not the Danilo Lesendra who had talked to her
beside the cataract. With her first glance at the
officer, Delight saw the change that had swept
friendliness from his eyes and straightened his
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unsmiling lips. It was an enemy who looked at
her, a judge hard as youth.

“ Captain Lesendra?” she uttered, stupefied.

He saluted her with his unvarying formality.

“Madame! I offer the apology of necessity
for this intrusion. Believe me, only bitter need
could bring me here.”

“ What has happened? ”

“Only what you wish and have arranged,
madame. The King’s men will be here within an
hour.”

“I arranged? How could I—a prisoner? ”

“ And the Bosnian, Countess?

He had touched her. Delight paled and
flushed.

“I did not bring him here,” she retorted, but
there was no spirit in it.

“No; he was sent to you. And by him and
your fellow-countryman Rupert you have supplied
Michael Balsic with that which his greed covets:
the ruin of Count Stefan.”

“I? No!”

“You have brought charge against him of
abducting you for his own purposes. He cannot
defend himself or state the motives which justified
him, without publishing Michael’s dishonor. That
he will not do. He chooses himself to bear the
charge of lawlessness, rather than have the stain
of treason black on the old name for all time. He
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will not have that shame fixed to his house before
never-forgetting Crnagora.”

“ After all, he did take me by force,” she
flashed out of her bewilderment and dismay. * That
charge is true, whoever brings it.”

He met her angry, frightened eyes, his own
eyes dark with immeasurable scorn and weariness.

“ Madame, if you had brought only the charge
that was true, it would have been warfare, so
honest. But you have charged falsely also.”

“I have not charged at all,” she protested,
stung to defense. * Captain Lesendra, if Lieuten-
ant Balsic has appealed to the law of this country
for my rescue, am I to blame? I never asked him to
do so. It was not with that message I sent Mr.
Rupert to him.”

“You sent the Bosnian.”

“ No ! ”

He looked at her. His glance said what his
lips would not; that she lied. Now she remembered
how he had seen her communicating by signs with
the man from Sardjevo, and had seen her send
Irenya down with her message; remembered also
that never since had Lesendra met her except for-
mally and when they were not alone. He had sus-
pected Michael’s emissary, then, and her. He
classed her with the woman who had intrigued to
his own boyhood’s ruin.

“You will not believe me? ” she answered his
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silence. Tears of anger and mortification gathered
to her eyes, pride forcing them back before they
fell. “ You will not? Then let my friends set me
free! I can do nothing. When I am gone to
America, your Montenegro will forget me in a
month. Your King loves Count Balsic; he will pass
by this.”

“ He would, if Count Balsic obeyed him,” said
Lesendra.

His accent struck her. Delight caught the
edge of the table beside her, bruising her soft
fingers with the unconscious force of her grip.

“ What—do you mean? ”

“That the Balsics are ill to drive. Count
Stefan declares no woman he has called his shall
be taken from his tame hands. Pride has gone
mad in him. He will set you free in his own time,
but he will defy Nikolas and carry you into Russia
before he bends his head to Michael and suffers
you to be taken.”

Her head fell back; dumb, she gazed at him.
All her knowledge of Stefan Balsic failed and be-
came ignorance before this new side of the noble
she had fancied steel-cold and passionless except
in love of country. Now, rather than stoop pride
to submission he would defy his king, throw down
the fragments of his career, and go out an exile.
The thing was impossible, grotesque in its folly.

Lesendra had not finished. When her confusion
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cleared, the girl read purpose in the strong young
face.

“ What will you do? * she asked faintly. * You
mean to do something—what? *

“T mean to do what he should do, and has for-
bidden,” said Lesendra. “I mean to take you by
force, madame, to where the King’s envoy will not
find you. Without your witness, there is no proof.
And while I have the time thus gained, I will so
close the net around Michael Balsic that he shall
never again venture in Montenegro’s court.”

“Take me—"

“I have said it. You must come with me,
Countess. I shall place you with some decent
peasants.”

“Do you think Count Balsic will deceive the
King’s envoy? Because I am not here, will he deny
that he took me? ”

“He will not see the King’s envoy. Since you
are gone, he must do as I wish and ride into the
hills on some pretended errand. He will not meet
those men with the admission that you are his
wife, and are not in his house. I know him. He will
ride after you, and the visitors will come and go
in his absence.”

“He will never forgive you!” she cried.

“ He never will,” Lesendra answered. “ But he
will be saved.”

The girl looked at the man whose age was so
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close to her own, and saw a boy, the boy who
dreamed dreams. Abruptly, thought of self, anger
and angry pride were swallowed by a great com-
passion that carried her to his side, most womanly
tender in her pity.

“You would do that? You would make that
your gift—to give him up forever! Oh, do you
love him so well and know him so little? He would
not shrink away and hide from the King’s men;
he would face them alone, without me, without you.
He would meet the same ruin, but without you be-
side him; never to share it with him. And—it is
not needed, Danilo. I am not what you think; I
will bring no ruin, only I will go away.”

She had clasped both hands upon his arm in
her eagerness. Neither then noticed that she had
called him by the name Stefan Balsic used, as if
adopting their kinship by the strange marriage.
Checked, Lesendra gazed down into the lovely,
sensitive face and candid eyes.

“ Madame, if you were honest, God would have
made an angel,” he said, his voice hoarsened, and
turned away his head.

Her hands slipped from his arm.

“You do not trust me?”

“1 trusted one woman, madame.”

“ Captain Lesendra, I sent no message by the
Bosnian. The only message I sent by Rupert is
one Count Balsic knows. I have brought no false
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charges against anyone. Will you not believe
me? ”

He did not answer. And finding that he would
not, Delight flung down her final defiance.

“Very well. I can say no more. But I will
not go with you to cause your destruction.”

“I shall take you, madame.”

There were two doors from the tower into the
main castle, fitted into the one doorway. One,
opening inward, was a massive affair designed for
the old days of defense. The other swung out, and
was lightly built of panelled wood and gilt, in-
stalled by the Russian princess as a less ponderous
barrier for daily use. Through this frailer door
Delight had distinguished the Bosnian’s trailing
step. Now, as she drew back before the entire
certainty that Danilo Lesendra meant what he
said and had arranged to carry out his plan, the
girl caught the echo of another passer-by’s voice,
through the same thin panels.

There was but one in the castle who spoke like
that. Before her companion understood her in-
tent, Delight was at the door and held the knob in
her grasp.

“ Count Balsic is out there,” she announced,
triumph painting her cheeks and lips. “1I shall
call out to him.”

He had not counted on the master’s presence
there. She read so much in the white change of his
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expression. And because he was not thinking of
himself at all, she thought for him.

“Why will you not see that you are wrong? ”
she reproached exasperatedly. * You never ran
away from a danger, I am sure—I know. Why
should you force that on him? Captain Lesendra,
it would be the end—”

The sentence broke; someone had knocked on
the door.

As if magically evoked from air by the sum-
mons, Irenya was at once in the room, proceed-
ing demurely toward the door. But Delight ran
to Lesendra.

“Say good-by to me,” she urged, her eyes on
the stormy darkness of his. “ Go out as he comes
in, as if you had visited me. I will say I called you
from the balcony.”

13 W}]y? ”

“Will you quarrel with him when he needs
you? ”

She had found the only argument to move him
to the pretence. He bowed to her, while Irenya
opened the door, then saluted Count Balsic and
passed out after the other man entered.

If Stefan Balsic was surprised to find Lesendra
there, he made no sign.

“1 fancied I heard you call my name,” he said,
in explanation of his own presence. “If so, I am
at your service.”
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“ Thank you,” Delight murmured, and then
strengthened her voice with an effort at ease.
“You are very good. But I only spoke of you to
Captain Lesendra. I had called him from the
balcony—to ask him about a book.”

There was a silence. Delight had not looked at
her visitor, keeping her gaze resolutely upon the
hands folded in her lap. She understood nothing.
Lesendra’s statements and accusation had pre-
sented a confused picture in which she could recog-
nize neither herself nor the others. But she knew
she had lost Lesendra’s friendship; and knew, with
wonder at herself, that not even freedom with
Michael could content her if she must meet in
Stefan Balsic’s expression what she had met in his
officer’s. These two men who should have been
her enemies, how had they wrought upon her so
that she desired their respect above all things?
She had deserved it, yet lost it.

“ What did Danilo say to you, madame?

“ I—about the book? ”

At last she lifted her gaze to the man opposite.
Stefan Balsic was watching her, but in his quiet
face was no trace of the look she dreaded. As she
met his regard, quite helplessly unable to screen
her own, his gray eyes cleared to a smile.

“You are very inexpert at deception,” he told
her. “ What did Danilo come here to say to you?
No, not about the book.”
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There are grades in deception. Delight reached
one, and stood before Danilo Lesendra with that
protective art in which a woman is most artful.

“ He did not have time to tell me,” she evaded.
“ At least, not so that I could understand. We
are friends; I was sorry he was deeply troubled.”

“ He told you that we are to have guests, per-
haps. Play hostess at my table to-night, madame.
Believe me, you will not find it dull. Your own
friends will be there as well as mine.”

A wild fancy seized her, sending her flush high.

“ Not—?” she uttered.

“ Michael? No. When he sits at my table, in
my house, it will be because I am dead, and also
Danilo who is my heir. And even then the estate
goes to the Crown, unless Nikolas refuses it.”

“ How you hate him!” her indignation flared.
“ Can you not say, unless he is proved honorable? ”

“ Why, yes,” returned Count Balsic, with in-
finite irony. “I can safely say that.”

‘“ Are you generous to speak that way to me? ”

“I accept the reproach,” he said, after an
instant. “No. You perhaps saw a messenger
arrive, an hour past? ”

3 Yes.”

“ He brought a letter. It is in French, be-
cause written by a Russian; perhaps a part of it
may have interest for you.”

He separated the first and last page from the




164 THE UNAFRAID

letter with the care of one safeguarding another’s
confidence, and handed the girl only the middle
sheet. Wondering, Delight took the paper.

The writing was very foreign; fine and fasti-
dious in its perfection, yet not always easy to de-
cipher, as if written in haste or agitation. It began
abruptly, in the middle of a sentence:

—* for we have been friends long, Stefan,
nor have I ever lacked your good word. So
I warn you, now. Your brother demands
justice before king and court, declaring that
you took the lady by violence for no better
reason than the well-known enmity between
you and your desire to deprive him of his
promised wife. He demands your punishment
for unlawfully carrying on a feud, and that
the lady be sent back to her family. She has
appealed to him, it seems, for relief from cruel
imprisonment and harsh usage, begging him
to take her out of your hands at any cost.
She has written to him that she is ill and suf-
fering from your treatment.”

The letter fluttered from Delight’s hands.

“I never did!” she cried, fire-hot with shame
and outraged pride. * Count Balsic, you must be-
lieve me—you must. I never wrote or said those
things. I never asked your brother to take me from
here, except by proving his own honor so that I
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might be free. Oh, I did not tell those falsehoods! ”

“I know you did not.”

The tranquil answer stilled her excitement al-
most with a shock, so unexpected was it.

“You know? How can you know? ”

He smiled.

“How? As I know moonlight will not blacken
what it falls upon. And, Michael and I are old in
warfare; I feel his touch in the sword-play.”

She sank back into her chair, covering her
face. 'This time she had no defense for her lover.
After a pause, Count Balsic lifted the letter from
where it had fallen.

“Will you continue your reading, madame?

Delight let fall her hands; there was a strange-
ness deeper than distress in the large, clear eyes
she fixed on him. She understood Lesendra, now,
and she searched Stefan Balsic’s face for evideace
of that madness of defiance the officer declared to
be his intention.

The face baffled her; she felt more than she
saw. She took the letter.

“So at last he beat down laughter—for
at first his tale won no belief—and the Prince,
wearied and overborne, promised to send a
messenger to your castle that it might be seen
if there was such a lady, and the story heard
from her. Nor would he have gained so much
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if he had not as companion an American, who
confirms him so far as to say a Mademoiselle
Warren is your wife against her will. Michael
swears he will bring the United States govern-
ment about our ears if you are not brought to
account and the Countess returned to her
country and friends.

“It is a hard glove to draw on, I know,
Stefan. Yet if there is truth in the matter,
take warning and learn a new virtue: submit.
Even Count Balsic cannot fight the Powers,
and though the king loves you he will not pro-
voke the Americans and English, to shelter
you in a wrong. We have both the Russian
blood that recognizes no law higher—”

The sentence ran off the page. Delight let
fall the letter to her lap, again fixing her gaze
on the man opposite.

“You have come to tell me what I shall do?”
she asked, quietly as he had spoken.

(1Y NO.”

“You have the right to defend yourself against
what is not true.”

“T ask no woman’s aid in my course.” A glint
like an unsheathed blade flashed in the gray eyes,
and was gone. ‘ Whether Stefan Balsic stands or
fal