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The Broken Treaty

rHE departure of such a large
party probably created some
speculation among the palace

servants; but Nesimirdid not put in
an appearance, and no one dared
to question the King's movements.
Alec had purposely allowed the barest time for the
(1

-
:ve to the station. The midnight train, not being

an important express, carried few passengers mostly
traders returning to neighboring towns in Austria
after conducting the day's business in Delgratz.
The King and his companions, of course, were recog-
nize 1, but again it was not to be expected that any
official would trouble them with inquiries.

Having secured compartments for his mother
and Beaumanoir, Alec made for the station master's
office, meaning to obtain a messenger who might be
trusted to deliver Stampoff letter, and he happened
to notice a policeman standing near a carriage door.

A white face peered out through the window. It
was So'neski. The King and the waiter were quit-
ting Delgratz by the same train!

Alec laughed, and the policeman saluted.
"

When
the train has gone," said Alec,

"
I want you to

deliver this letter to Genera] Stampofi
"

"Yes, your Majesty," replied the man.
"Itis important, remember. Here are ten rubles,

and ask General Stampoff, with my compliments, for
the like amount. Take no denial from his servants.
Ifhe is in bed. he must be waked. Say that I sent
you. and there should be no difficulty."

Precisely at midnight the train started. Quickly
gathering speed, it ran through the tumbled
suburbs of the city and rumbled across the iron
bri Ige that spans the Tave River. In twenty
minutes it was at Semlin, and Austrian officials
we..- examining passports. It was almost ludicrous
to find that they gave Alec and his mother a per-
functory glance; but Lord Adalbert Beaumanoir
excited their lively suspicion. One man, in par-ticular, mounted guard outside the carriage and
did not budge till the train moved on again.

"That chap remembers me," said Beaumanoir."
Did you notice how he glared? lie was the Johnny
Islung through the window."

AT an early hour in the morning Joan was peering*\u25a0 disconsolately through the window of a railway
carriage at the life and bustle of Budapest station.
Felix had gone to purchase some newspapers and
the girl was absorbed in gray thought, when anofficial thrust head and shoulders into the com-
partment and asked ifthe Fraulein Vernon, passengerfrom Delgratz to Paris, was within.

"Yes," gasped Joan, all the slightest color flying
from her cheeks and leaving her wan indeed."

Here is a telegram for you. fraulein," said the man
politely, and his civil tone, at least, assured her thatSh; was not to be dragged from the train and sub-
jected to some mysterious inquisition by Austrian
police. "Sent care of the station master," he ex-plained '•and we were urgently requested to find
you. Kin lly sign this receipt."

She scribbled her name on a form, and the man
carefully compared it with the superscription on thetelegram."Yes, that is right." he said, and at last the agitated

fir. '.vis free to open this message from the skies
It was written in German; probably to insure
accurate transmission, and it read:

My mother and I,together with Beaumanoir. left Del-gratz seven hours later than you. Pauline accompaniesus. We an- returning t., Paris after having settled affairssatisfactorily in Kosnovia. Please await our arrival inBudapest, and accept the statement without any qualifica-tion that there is a,, reason whatever why you should nottm-
\u25a0 •

'
Alec.

The amazing words were still dancing before hereyes when Felix came running along the platform.lie too had been identified by an official and in hishand was another telegraphic slip., "We need have no secrets between us now mv
happened" 01

"
1"11 excitedly. "You guess what has

Oh"'|!7- hSr!eft 1!;'11 !;'1
-
r:it/ !u" and his mother-Oh, I'ehx! Ifhe really sent this telegram, why didhe not explain things?"

-
"The explanation would be rather ticklish whenyou come to think of it," said Felix dryly "TheAustrian Government might take too 'keen aninterest in it. Don't you understand irfrl? Hewrung the truth from someone. He is no longer aKing, but a very devoted lover. Come, we canpass the ,lay pleasantly in Budapest. There is-• nmg else to be done. No sense in running a waymerely for the tun of the thing. If Alec is not IKing, there is no immediate probability of yourbecommg a Queen. You willbe plain Mrs. Son •body or Other. Now 1 wonder what in the world
IT. na'mm7s

'
The son "'

an American fatherwould hardly be called Alexis. Horrible thoughtYou may have to learn to love himall over again asChauncey, or Hiram, or Phineas. Tellme. mifnonnecould you take him back to your heart as Phineas-"'"'"
rose and stepped out on the platform. Polus

Cw>yri<i«.;*».»>, '\u25a0\u25a0"•-< lu«i, \u0084„,. i Stillli,lirrV \u0084.,„

ki's chaffing outburst failed in its intent, though,
to his great relief, she did not break down, as he
feared. "Perhaps he will not want me now,
Felix." she said, and her eyes were shining.

"Oh, fiddlesticks!" cried the hunchback. "Why
did he telegraph from the first wayside station after
leaving Semlin? Alee not want you! At this
moment he is more proud that he is a free born
American than if a miracle almost beyond the powers
of Heaven had made him a Delgrado."

Felix,cynic that he was. v. as secretly delighted when
Joan discovered after breakfast that a blouse which
caught her eye in one of the Budapest shops was
much more suitable for traveling than that which
she happened to be wearing. It was also significant
that tlie dust which had gathered in her hair during
the long journey from Delgratz required a visit to a
coiffure. These straws showed how the wind blew,
he fancied.

/i XI)it was good to see the way Joan's face kindled
\u25a0**• when Alec clasped her in his arms. They said
little then. The why and the wherefore of events
they left to another hour: but when Joan extricated
herself from her lover's embrace she turned to
Princess Pelgrado. The two women exchanged an
affectionate kiss; each looked at the other through a
mist of tears. Words were not needed. They
understood, and that sufficed.

In a calmer moment Alec told Joan what had
happened. He laid special stress on the fact thai
his mother was quite determined to renounce her
title and revert to the name she bore during her
marriage.

"1 never realized the tenth part of her suffering
in Paris," he said, "though Iknew far more about
Prince Michael's conduct than he guessed. We
must make it our business. Joan, to bring some
brightness into her declining years. I haw- been
planning our future all day' in the train. Shall !
become the fortune teller this time'"

"Yes," she murmured, "and perhaps I may
forget that Ihave tost you a Kingdom."

Re laughed gaily, fust as he used to laugli on
those bright May mornings when he waited on the
Poni Xetrf in the hope that he might be permitted
t<» escort her to the Louvre.

"Never dream that Ishall bring that up against
you, .ear heart." he said. "Delgratz ought to
a Ivertise itse't as a sure cure for ambition. Iliked
the leople but I hated the job, and Kosnovia is
already bec< ming a myth ia my mind. 1 am re-
joicing inmy new name. Alexander Talbof. Ihope
you like I*. My mother tells me that my father was
one ot the strong men of the West. "I am called
alter him. it seems, and although my own name
sounds strange to me Ilike the purposeful ring in it."

Joan laughed merrily. "FeKx was teasing methis morning by suggesting that you might havebeen christened Phineas," she said.
"The wretch! And what if 1 was?"She looked at him with a delightful shyness. "No

matter what name you bore, you would always bemy Alec," she whispered.
They were leaning over the balcony of an

air restaurant at the moment; so Alee perforce
contented himself with clasping her hand."And now for my scheme, little girl," he

We will get married at once, of course."
She made no reply; but he felt the thrill that ran

through hcT veins.
"Then," he went on. so gravely that -he raised

her eyes to his, seeking to catch his slightest -hade
ot meaning; tor her heart was still troubled by thetear that she had wrought him evil. 1 will takeyou t.» America, my home. There is surely a nest
tor us out there. 1 have never understood it
before; but often, as a boy, I felt the .all of the
We t It was natural, 1 suppose. We had mamAmen ,-i friends in Paris, and my blood tiiu-Vdwhen they poke t4 the great rivers, the praine
the ocean lakes, the giant mountain ranges and thetar Hung plains of that wondrous continent whkhthey describe with a reverent humor as Cod's own
y-untrv Ifeel that 1 shall win a pUce tor myself inHu-landot my birth and my poor mother is aching
to no back there again."

lie paused, and perhaps he hardly realised wtaloan signed with happiness; f,,r she could believe
at last, that he had never a pang forhis l.>si kingship

"It Umy home too, Alec.5 she said, "f wasborn m Vermont. We are going home togetheiYes, dear, no more partings We shall not bewealthy, Joan. It seems that the miserable littlehumbug whom have regarded as my father haswasted the whole ot ,m mother's fortune by his
extravagance. Ihe only scrap left is \u0084 small farmnear Denver, and eve,, that would have been soldhad rot th.; cruas m De'gratl ottered a wider scope
tor Michael s plundering ,.stmcts It is a strange
thing, sweetheart but on the d.v we parted 'inPan the day the news came ot the murder otrheodore and hjsu.u- prilllt.prilllt.Michael quarreled
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