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lhat a wooden shoed, simple

nded goose girl should plunge
warclos and monarchies into a

myséerious confusion of af-

fairs is a novelty. Yot the love-
!v Gretchen, the heroine of this

scinating old world novel, did
just that, for no one can denay
that Ehrenstein is a land of ro-
mance. There Carmichael, the

rican eonsul, |
crs of fulling |
there |

o it 2.;; _,' nmny .‘1/':.'&
{carncd of the dan
‘h a princess;
wily chancellor, |
iricd a master strolze, cvilly de- |
sivned, to change the history of
a throne; therc royalty in dis-
guisc wandered and plotted and
learned to know fellow human
beings,; there the {reacherous
Ma yar gypsies lurked in the
shedows {0 ebduct a princess.
And through all the little goose
girl trod her lowly way toward
a fate that the magic wand of
chance had destined she must
Jill---a fate as amazing as it is
-Jascinating to read about.

the
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CHAPTER 1V.
AT TIIE BLACK EAGLE.

ANS GRUMBACH was stand-

ing on the curb in front of the

Grand hotel, his back to the

sun. It was 9 o'clock. Hans.

was short, but strongly built—a mild,

blue eyed German, smooth faced, rud-

dy cheeked, white haired, with a
brown button of a nose.

Presently two police officers came
along and went into the hotel. Grum-
bach turned with a sigh and followed
them. Doubtless they had come to
look over his passports. And this hap-
pened to be the case.

The senlor officer unfolded the pre-
cious document.

“It is not yet vised by your consul,”
said the officer.

“I arrived late last night. I shall see
him this morning,” replied Grumbach.

*You were not born in America?”

“Oh, no; I came from Bavaria when
twenty.”

“Did you go to America with your
parents?”’

“No; 1 was alone.”

“What is youg,business in America?”

“I am a plumber, now retired.”

“You are forty”” said the ofticer, re-
ferring to the passports.

*Xes :

“.\s soon as these are approved by
his excellency the American consul
kindly have a porter bring them over
to the bureau of police. It will be only
a matter of form. 1 shall return them
at once.”

Grumbach produced a Louis Napo-
leon, which was then, as now, accept-
able that side of the Rhine.

“Drink a bottle, you and your com-
rade,” he said.

This the officer promised to do forth-
with and. followed by his assistant,
walked off briskly.

Grumbach took off his derby and
wiped the perspiration from his fore-
head.

Coming up the thoroughfare with a
dash of spirit and color was a small
troop of horses. Grumbach watched
them till they disappeared into the pal-
ace courtyard. He called to the
waiter.

*“Who are they ?"

“The grand duke and some of his
staff, berr.”

“The grand duke? Who was the
gentleman in civilian clcthes?”

“That was his excellency Herr Car
michael, the American consul.”

“Very good. And the young lady ?™

“Her serene highness the I'rlneeu
Hildegarde.”

“Bring me o glass of beer,” sald
Grumbach, sinking down at a table.
When the waiter
returned he said,
**Where does
Herr Carmicbael
live?”

“The consulate
is in the Adler-
gasze. Hé him-
self lives here at
the Grand hotel.”

So Herr Car-
michael lived
here. That would
be convenient.
Grumbach decid-
ed to wait for
him, The Amer-
ican consul later
“HER SERENE HIGH- came along with

NESS THE PRINCES8 epcrgetic stride.

HILDEGARDE."” Grumbach rose
and caughbt Carmichael by the arm.

“Your pardon, sir, but you are Mr.
Carmichael, the American consul?"*

“I am.”

“Will you kindly look over my pa-
pers?” Grumbach asked.

“You are from the United States?”
Then Carmichael remembered that this
must be the compatriot who arrived
the night before. *I shall be very glad
to see you in the Adlergasse at half
after 10. Any one will show you the
way. I cannot transact my business
in these dusty clothes. Good morn-
ing.”

Grumbach liked the consul's smile.
More than that, he recognized instant-
ly that this handsome young man was
a gentleman.

He had more than an hour to idle
away, so he wandered through the
park, admiring the freshness of the
green, the well kept flower beds, the
crisp hedges and the clean graveled
paths. Nothing bad changed in DY¥ei-
berg save the Konigstrasse, whose cob-
bles had been replaced by smooth
blocks of wood. At times he sent swift
but uncertain giances toward the pal-
aces. He louged to peer through the
great iron fence, but he smothered this
desire. He wou'd find out what he
wanted to know when he met Car-
michael at the cousulate. Here the
bell in the cathedral struck the tenth
hour. Not a semitone had fthis volce
of bronze changed In all these years.
It was good to be here in Dreiberg

)

. again.

He had put out his first protest
against the world in the Adlergasse
forty years since. He came to a st:nd

before the old tavern.
sien had Leen painted anew.

Ngt even the
He noted
the dingy consulate sign,
up the dark and narrow stairs.
consulate door stood open.
native to Ehrenstein, was writing at
2 table At
Carmichael
s,

*“Mr. Carmi
English

The eclerk indicated with his pen to-
ward the individual by the window.
Carmichiael read on.  Grumbach went
boidly over and seated himself in the
chalr at the side of the desk.

“I am Mr. Grumbach. 1 spoke to you
this worning about my passports. Will
you kindly look them over?”
Carmichael took the papers, frown-
ing slightly. The consul went over
the papers.

“You will have no trouble going
about with those,” Carmichael said
listlessly. “Is there anything I can
do for you?’

“There is only one thing,” answered
Grumbach. *It will be a great favor.”
“What do you wish?’

“An invitation to the military ball at
the palace after the maneuvers,”
quietly.

Carmichael sat up.

“I am afraid you are asking some-

The

deep in

hael? said Grumbach in

“thing impossible for me to obtain,”

coldly.

“Ah, Mr. Carmichael, it is very im-
portant that I should be there. I can
give you no explanations. 1 wish to
attend this ball. T do not care to
meet the grand duke or any one else.
Put me in the gallery where I shall
not be noticed.”

“That might be done. But you have
roused my curiosity. You have some
purpose?”’

“A perfectly harmless one,”
Grumbach, mopping his forehead.

This movement brought Carmichael’s
eye to a scar on the back of his visi-
tor's head. Grumbach acknowledged
the stare by running his finger along
the subject.

“I came near passing in my checks
the day I got that,” he volunteered.
“Everybody looks at.it when I take
off my hat. I've tried tonics, but the
hair won't grow there.”

“Where d!d you get it?

“At Gettysburg.”

Carmichael was no longer indiffer-
ent. Ile gave his hand.

“I've got a few scars myself. What
regiment ?”

*“The —th cavalry, New York.”

“What troop?” with growing excite-
ment.

“C troop.”

“I was captain of B troop in the
same regiment. Hurrah! Work's over
for the day. Come along with me,
Grumbach, and we'll talk it over down-
stairs in the Black Eagle. You're a
godsend. C troop! IHanged if the
world doesn't move things about odd-
Iv. 1 was in the hospital myself after
Gettysburg—a ball in the leg. And
I've rhenmatism even noav when a
damp spell comes.”™

So down to the tavern they went.
and there they talked. the battles over.
sundry tankards interpolating. It was
“Po you remember this? ard *Do you
recall that?”
bheer on the caken table.

“Lut there's one thing, s Loy,” satd

Carwichael, “the odds were on our
side or we'd be tighting yet.”

“That we would.”

“But you're from this side of the
water?”

“Yes; went over when | was twenty-
two. I': from Bavaria.”

Gruwmbach circled the room. All the
near tables were vacant. The Black
Eagle was generally a lonely place till
late in the afternoon. Grumbach

said

trust this man? Could he trust any
one in the world? The Impulse came
to trust Carmichael, and he did not
disregard it.

*l was born in this very street,” he
whispered.

“Here?" ;

“Sh! Not so loud. Yes, in this very
street. But if the police knew 1
wouldn’t be worth that!” with a snap
of the fingers.

“But what does this all mean? Can
1 belp you in any way?”

“No; no one can help .me.”

“But why come back ?’

“Who can say what a man will do?

Don’t question me. Let be. I have
said too much alrendy.”

“BRut your name”" .

Grumbach laughed unmusically.

“Grumbach is as good as another.
Listen. When 1 left Dreiberg there
was a reward of a thousand crowns
for me deud or alive.”

Carmichael was plainly bewildered.

“You were mad to return.”

“I know it. 1 couldn't help it. Oh,

body unless ft was in battle”—naively.
“Now, what has happened since I went
away? 1 have dared to ask guestions
of no one?”

Carmichael, strangely attracted and
trustful of his questioner, gave him a
brief summary of events, principal
among which was the amazing resto-
ration of the Princess Hildegarde. To
describe the Princess Hildegarde was
not only an easy task but a pleasant
one to Carmichael.

“So she is gentle and beautiful?
Why mnot? Ach! You should have
seen her mother. She was the most
beautiful woman in all Germany, and
she sang llke one of those Italian
nightingales. The king of Jugendheit
wanted her, but she loved the grand
duke. So the Princess Hildegarde has
come back to her own? God is good!”

Grumbacn declined Carmichael's in-
vitation to lunch and jimmediately
sought his own room. Once there he
closed the shut-
ters and opened
his battered
trunk. From the
false bottom he
took out a small
bundle. Mad fool
that he had been!
How many times
had he gazed at
these trinkets in
thése sixteen or
more years! How
many times had
the talons of re-

morse gashed his
MAD FOOL THAT HE heart!

B Sy sy

HAD PEEN!  _ Two_little yel-

Jow shoes, ke two butteriies; a4 [Htie
clok trnnmed with ermine., a golden
locket shaped like a heart!
» * 2 L] E3 . =
Grumbach was very fond of music

There was nothing at the opera, so he

decided to spend the earlier part of

the evening in the publie gardens.
Subsequently he found himseit stand-

ing beside a young vintner and his
| peasant sweetheart.  Their hands se-
cretlv met and locked behind taeir
baeks.  Grumbach sighed. Ile would

| bach,

{ confusion
| lushed nnder his tan, and a scowl ran
then started |
A clerk, !
2 desk by the window sat |
a volume of Du.i
| ports that

with diagrams drawn in |

touched the scar tenderly. Could he |,

don’t look like that! I mever hurt any-

always go his way alone.
i e girl turned ber head
ened the vintner's hand.
“Do not mind me. girl,” sald Grum-
his fuce broadening.
The girl langhed easily and without
Her companion, howerver,

She loos-

over his forehead.

The band was playing “Les Hugue-
pots.” and the girl hummed the alr.

A hand was put upon Grumbach's
shoulder authoritatively. The police
otlicer- who had examined his pass-
morning stood at Grum-
bach’s elbow.

“Herr Geumbach,” he said quietly,
“his excellency the chancelior has di- |
rected me to bring you at once to the
palace.”

“To the palace?' Grumbach's face
was expressive of great astonjshment.
“My passports were wrong in some re-
spect "

*“Ob, no, herr. They were correct.”
Grumbach roused his mind energet-

¢ fcally.

“But whatever can the chancellor
want of me?”

“That is not my business. 1 was
simply sent to find you. His excellen-
cy is always interested in German
Americans.”

“Shall we go at once?’ asked Grum-
bach. “I never expected to enter the
palace of the Grand Duke of Ehren-
steln,” Grumbach added. “It will be
something to tell of when I go back
to America.

“*The palace is lighted up,” was
Grumbach’'s comment as the two pass-
ed the sentry outside the gates.

“The duke gives the dinner to the
diplomatic corps tonight.”

A fine thing to be a diplomat.”

*1 myself profer fighting in the open.
Diplomats? Thelr very precious hides
are never anywhere near the wars
they bring about. No., no—this way.
We go in at the side.”

*You'll have to guide me. Yes, these
diplom.:ts. Men like you and me o
all the vwork. 1 was o the civil war
in Awciica”

“That was a great fight,” remarked
the officer  *1 should like to have
been there”

“Four years pretty long.
know Ilerr Carmichael?”

“The American consul? Oh, yes.”

“Ie and 1 fought in the saume regi-
ment.”

“Then you saw some pretty battles.”

Do you

Grumbach took off his hat. *“See
that?"

“Gott! That must have been an ugly
one.”

The somber black of Carmichael’s
evening dress stood out consplcuously
among the blue and green and red unl-
forms at the grand duke's dinner. Eti-
quette compelled him to wear silk
stockings, but that was the single con-
cession on his part. [1e wore no orders.

The duke sat at the head of the
table und her serene highness at the
foot. And it was by the force of his
brilliant wit that the princess did not
hold in perpetuity the court at her end
of the table. IFor a German princess
of that time she was highly accom-
plished. She was ardent, whimsical,
with a flashing mentality which reund-
ed out and perfected her physical love-
liness  Above and beyvond all this she

~

“YOU WILL BE A GREAT QUKEN.”
bhad suffered; she had felt the pangs
of poverty, the smart of unrecognized
merit. She had been one of the people,
and her sympathies would always be
with them, for she knew what those
about her only vaguely knew, the pa-
tience, the unmurmuring bravery, of
the poor.

“Géntlemen,” sald the duke, rising
and holding up his glass, “this night I
give you a toast which I believe will
be agreeable to all of you, especially
to his excellency Baron von Stetnbock
of Jugendheit. What is past is past.
A new regime begins this night.” He
paused. All eyes were focused upon
bim in wonder. Only Baron von Stein-
bock displayed no more than ordinary
interest. “I give you,” resumed the
duke, “her screne highness and his
majesty Frederick of Jugendheit!”

The princess grew delicately pale as
the men and women sprang to their
feet. Every band swept toward her,
holding a glass. She had surrendered
that morning—not because she wished
to be a queen, not because she cared to
bring about an alllance between the
two countries. No; it was because she
was afraid and J burned the bridge
behind her. :

The tan thinned on Carmichael's
face, but his hand was steady. She
sat still in her chair, her lids drooped,
but a proud lift to her chin. Beautiful
to him beyond all dreams of beauty!
God send another war and let him die
in the heart of it, fighting!

In the ballroom.the princess was
surrounded. Everybody flattered her,
;:nmtulated her and complimented

T.

Carmichael was among the last to
approach her. By this time he had his
voice and nerves under control.

“I thought you had forgotten me,”
she said.. They walked to the conserv-
atory.

“Forget your highness?”' He bowed
over her hand and brushed it with his
lips. for she was almost royal now.
“Your highness will be bappy. It is
written. You will be a great queen.”

“Who knows?’ dreamily. *“When I
recall: what 1 have gone through all
this seems like an enchantment out of
a fairy book and that I must soon

wake up 1o my garden in Dresden.”

| foot

It only It might De an enchinilnent,
he thought—Iif only he might find her,
as the grim old chancellor had found |
her, in a garret! What?
again. He shrugged.

“Why did you do that?’ she asked
quickly.

*“It was a momentary dream 1 had, |

and the thought of its utter impossi-
bility caused me to shrug.” e
“This dream—was there not a wom-
an in it?°
*“Oh, no; there was only an angel.™

“You interest me; you always inter- |
' est me.
| derful things. And now it is angels.”

You have seen so many won-

“Ounly one, your highness.” This was
daring. *But perbhaps I am putting my
where angels fear to tread,”
which was still more daring.

“Angels ought not to be afraid of
anything” She laughed. There was
a pain and a joy in the sound of it.
She read his heart as one might read a
written line.

“Dreams are always unfinished
things,” he sald, getting back on safer
ground.

*“What is she like, this angel?" fore-
ing him upon dangerous ground again
willfully.

“l dare not tell you.” His eyes
sought hers unflinchingly. The chan-
»ellor and Baron von Steinbock came
up.

“Yoyr highness,” began the benign
voice of the chancellor, “the baron de-
sires, in the name of his august mas-
ter, to open the ball with you. Be-
hold my fairy wand,” gayly. “This
night 1 have made you a queen.”

“Can you make me happy also?’ said
she so low that only the chancellor
heard her.

*1 shall try. Ah, [Herr Captain,” with
a friendly jerk of his head toward
Carmichael, “will you do me the honor
to join me in my cabivet a quarter of
an bour heunce?”

*“] shall be there, your excellency.”
Carmichael was uneasy. He was not
certain how much the chancellor had
heard.

CHAPTER V.
THE KING'S LETTER.

ARMICHAEL at once sought
the chancellor's cablnet. To
his surprise the room was al-
ready tenanted. Grumbach

and a police oflicer!

“What's the trouble?” Carmichael
Inquired.

“Your excellency knows as much as
1 do,” said the officer.

Occasionally Grumbach wiped his
forehead. Then the chancellor came
in. He bowed cordially and drew
chairs about bLis desk. He placed
Grumbach in the full glare of the
lamp.

“Herr Grumbach,” said the chancel-
lor in a mild toue, “I should like to see
your papers.”

Grumbach laid them on the desk im-

perturbably. The chancellor struck
the Lell.  IHis valet answered imwedl-
ately.

“Send Breunner, lhe head gardener,
at once.”

The chancellor shot a plercing glance
at Grumbach,

Breunner entered. Ile was thin and
partly bald.

“Breunner. her highness will need
many flowers tomorrow. See to It that
they are cut in the morning.”

“It shall be done, excellency.”

The chancellor turned to the pass-
ports.

“There is only one question, Herr
Grumbach. It says here that you were
a native of Bavaria before going to
America. How long ago did you leave
Bavaria?"

“A l.'ood many years, your excellen-
cy ”

“You have, of course, retained your
Bavarian passport?*

Grumbach brought forth a bulky
wallet.

“Here It Is, your excellency.”

The chancellor went over it care
fully.

“Herr Captain, do yon know this
compatriot?’

“We fought side by side in the
Anmerican war. | saw no irregularity
in his papers.”

“Then he Is no stranger to you?'

“I do not say that. We were, how-
ever, in the same cavairy, only in dif-
ferent troops. Grumbach, you have
your honorable discharge with you?’

Grumbach went into his wallet stil
again. This document the chancellor
read with an interest foreign to the
affair under bhis hand.. Presently he
laughed softly.

“l am sorry. [err Grumbach. All
this unnecessary trouble simply be-
cause of the word Bavaria. ' How long
will you be making your visit?”

~Only a few days. Then I shall pro-
ceed to Bavaria.” ]

“Your excellency has no further or-
(Ilm?" sald the head gardener patient-

y.

“Good heaven, Breunner, 1 had for-
gotten all about you! There is nothing
more. Herr Captain, you will return
with me to the ballroom?*

“If your excellency will excuse me,
no. I am tired. I shall return to the
hotel with Herr Grumbach.”

Carmichael and Grumbach crossed
the Platz leisurely.

“How did you come by that Bava-
rian passport?’ asked Carmichael ab-
ruptly.

“It is a forgery, my friend, but his
excellency will never find that out.”

“You have me all at sea. Why did
he bring in the head gardener and
leave him standing there all that
while?’

“He had a sound purpose, but it fell.
The head gardener did not recognize
u"

“Do you know him?’

“Yes. He is my elder brother.”

The ambassador from Jugendheit,
Baron von Steinbock, was not popular
in Drelberg, at least not among the
people who still held to the grand
duke’s idea that the kingdom had been
behind the abduction of the Princess
Hildegarde. Never a hot headed Drel-
berger passed his house without a de-
sire to loot it, to scale the piked fence
and batter in the doors and windows,

The king of Jugendheit was to mar-
ry her serene highness. The menials
in and about the embassy felt the new
importance of their positions. 8o then
imagine the indignation of the major-
domo when, summoned at dusk one
evening to the carriage gates three or
four days after the portentous news
had issued from the palace, he found
only a ragged and grimy carter who
demanded peremptorily to be admit-
eo‘d‘md taken to his excellency at
once.

“Go away!” The majordomo spun
on his heels contemptuously.

“I will skin you alive,* vowed the
carter, striking the fron with the butt
of his whip, “if you do not open these
gates immediately, Open!”

“It you do mnot stop hammering on
those bars I shall send for the police.”

The carter thrust a hand through the
grill. There was a ring on one of his
fingers.

“Imbecile, set your eye on that and
admit me without more ado!”

i T e

Dreaming |

The majordomo was thunderstruck,
| He threw back the bolts, and the
| carter pushed his way in. That ring
on the carter's finger!
! *“Take me to the baron.”
} Vastly subdued. the majordomo pre-
ceded the carter into the office of the
embassy and went in search of the
{ baron, who was in his study.
3 “Your excellency, there is a man in
{ the office who desires to see you quick-
' A carter!”
l The ambassador jumped to his feet.
“One moment, your excellency.
| wore a ring on his finger, and I could
not refuse him.”
The majordomo
whispered two
words.
bassador
from the study.
It was dark in

fice.
ambassador light-
ed some candles.

bright for such a
meeting.

“Well, your ex-
cellency 7" said a
voice from the
leather lounge.

“Who are you?”
For thls was not
the voice the baron expected to hear.

“My name at present does not mat-
ter. The news 1 bring is far more im-
portant. HIis majesty emphatically de-
clines any allilance with the house of
Ehrenstein.”

“Damnation!”
dor.

*“The exact word used by the prince.
Now then, what's to be done?”

“This means war.”

“War! It looks as if you and I,
baron, shall not accompauny the king
of Prussia into Alsace-Lorralne.”

*““This is horrible!"

“But what possessed the prince to
blunder like this?”

“The priuce really is not to blame.
Our king, baron, is a young colt. A
few months ago he gave Lis royal un-
cle carte blanche to seek a wife for
him. Politics demanded an alllance
between Jugendhejt and Ehrenstein.
There have been too many years of
useless antagonismm, Oun the head of
this bolt from bheaven comes the dec-
laration of his majesty that he will
marry any other princess on the contl-
nent.”

“They will pull this place down.”

“Let them. We bhave 10,000 more
troops than Ehrenstein."”

“You young men are a pack of
fools!"

“Softly, baron.”

“Where is the king?”

The carter smiled. “Ile Is hunting,
they say, with the crown prince of
Bavaria.”

“But you, why have you come dress-
ed like this*”

“That is a little secret.”

“But what's to be done?”

“Tell lies. They will suspend the
catastrophe till we are ready to meet
it. ‘The marriage is not to take place
till spring. That will give us plenty of
time. After the coronation his majes-
ty may be brought to reason. This
marriage must not fall through now.
The grand duke will not care to be-
come the Ilaughingstock of Europe.
The prince's advice is for you to go
about your affairs as usual. Only one
man must be taken into your confi-
dence, and that man is Herbeck. If
any one can straighten out his end of
the tangle it is he.”

“Where is the prince?"

“Wherever he Is he is working for
the best interests of the state.”

“There is the Bavarian princess,” re-
marked the ambassador musingly.

“Ha! A good thought!* But the king
fs romantic. She is older than he and
ugly.”

“You are not telling me everything,”
intuitively.

“I know it. I am telling you all that
is at present necessary.”

“You make me the unhappiest man
in the kingdom! I have worked so
hard and long toward this end. \When
did the king decline this alliance?”

“Evidently the moment he heard it
I have his letter. Listen:

“My Illustrious and Industrious Uncle—1
egret exceedingly that at this late day 1
should cause you political embarrassment,
but when I gave my consent to the es-
pousal of any of the various princesses
at liberty surely it was understood that
Ehrenstein was not to be considered. I
refuse to marry the daughter of the man
who privately strove to cover my father
with contumely, who dared impute to him
a crime that was any man’s but my fa-
ther's. I realize that certain policies called
for this stroke on your part, but it cannot
be. My dear uncle, you have dug a fine
pit, and 1 hope you will find a safe way
out of it. 1 refuse to marry the Princess
Hildegarde. This is final. It can be ar-
ranged without any discredit to the duke
or to yourself. Let it be sald that her
serene highness has thrown me over. I
shan't go to war about fit.

; “FREDERICK.

“Observe ‘My illustrious and indus-
trious uncle!”” laughed the carter
without mirth. “Our king, you will
see, has a graceful style.” He gained
his feet. He was young, pleasant of
face, but a thorough soldier.

“You are Lieutenant .von Raden-
stein!” cried the ambassador.
ogunize you now.”

“Thanks, your excellency!"

“You are in the royal nousehold, the
regent’s invisible arm. 1 have heard a
good deal about you. I knew your fa-
ther well.”

“Again, thanks. Now, the regent has
heard certain rumors regarding an
American named Carmichael, a consul.
He 1is often seen with her highness.
Rather an extraordinary privilege.”

“Rest your mind there, lieutenant.
This Carmichael is harmless. He can
be eliminated at any time.”

“This is reassuring. You will see the
chancellor tonight and show him this
letter?”

“T WiIL”

“One word more, and then I'm off.

If a butcher or a baker or even a
mountaiueer pulls the bell cord and
shows this ring admit him without
fall. He will bave vital news.”

For half an hour tue ambassador re-
mained staring ut the candlesticks. He
wanted no dinver. [le rang for his
hat and coat, and twenty minates later
he was in the chauncellor's cabinet.

“You scem out of health., baron,”

was the chancellor's greeting.
- *“I am indeed that, count. [ received
a letter today from the prince regent.
It was sent to him by his majesty,
who is hunting in Bavaria. Read it,
count, but I pray to you to do noth-
ing bhastily.”

The chancellor did not open the let-
ter; he merely balanced it. His ac-
customed pallor assumed a grayish
tinge.

“So his majesty declines?” he sald
evenly.

“You bhave already heard?” cried the
amazed ambassador.

“Nothing. 1 surmise. The hour,
your appearance, the letter—to what
else could they point? 1 was afraid
all along. Ah, if his majesty could
but see her! Is she mot worthy of a
crown?”’

“WHO ARE yvou?"

swore the ambassa-

The am- |
rushed |

*“I rec-.

|

*Tlerveck, nothing would please me
| better than to see this marriage
summated.”

*“1 believe you.
should be friendly. It has taken me
months to bring this matter round.
The duke rebelled; her highness scoiu-

(R

'ed the hand of Frederick. Still, if youn
(saw all the evidence in the case you

would not blame the duke for his at-

[ titude.”

“But those documents are rank for-

' | gerfes!”

1

He |
[ been proved.

!

“So they may be, but that has not
What remedy dGo you
suggest?” asked the chancellor.

“I suggest that the duke mu:t not

| know.”

|
{
|
|
|

th¢ embassy of- |
Quickly the |
| mind.

“Agreed. Go on.”

“You will put the matter before her
highness.”

“That will be difficult.”

“Let her repudiate the negotistions.
Let her say that she has changed her
IIis majesty is quite willinz

I that the humiliation be his.”

l}
Gas would be too |

! gendheit.

—e-

“That is generous. Dut suppose she
has set her heart on the crown of Ju-
What then?"

“In that event the affair is no longer
in our hands. but in God's.”

“Is there no way of changing the
king's mind?

“Read the letter,
ambassador

Herbeok read the letter

count,” said the

It was the

r work of a riather irresponsible boy.

“May I take this to her highness?”
asked the chancellor. *“I promise its

contents will not go beyond her eye.” |

“I will take the risk.”

Herbeck consulted his watch. It was
half after 6. Her highness did not
dine till 8.

“I shall go to her highness imme-
I shall return the let- |

diately, baron.
ter by messenger, and he will tell you
the result of the interview.”

“God be with you,” said the ambas- |
sador, preparing to take his leave, “for |

all women are contrary.”

After the baron was gone the chan- |

cellor paced the room with halting
step. Then toward the wraith of his
ambition he waved a band as if to ex-
plain how futile are the schemes of
men. Ile proceeded to the apartments
of her highness. Would she toss aside
this crown or would she fight for it?
He found her alone.

He saluted her hand respectfully. “I
bave here a letter. I have given my

“S0 HIS MAJESTY DECLINES?” HE SAID
EVENLY.

word that its contents shall not be re-
peated to the duke, your father. If I
let you read it will you agree to that?”

“And who has written this letter?”
noncommittally.

“His majesty the king of Jugend-
heit,” slowly.

“A letter from the king!’ she cried,
curious. “Should it not be brought to
me on a golden salver?”’

“It is probable that I am bringing it
to you at the end—of a bayonet,” sol-
emnly. “If the duke learns it contents
the inevitable result will be war.”

A silence fell upon them.

“He declines the honor of my hand—
Is that not it?” she finally sald.

The chancellor assented.

“Ah!” with a note of pride in her
voice and a flash in her eyes. “And I?”

“You will tell the duke that you have
changed your mind,” gravely.

“And if 1 refuse to change my
mind 7"

“l am resigned to any and all
events.”

“War!” Her face was serious. “And
what has the king to suggest?”

“He proposes to accept the humilia-
tion of being rejected by you.”

“Why, this is a gallant king! Pouf!
There goes a crown of thistledown.”
Then she laughed. There was nothing
but youth in the laughter—youth and
gladness. “Listen to me. I declare

to you that 1 am happler at this mo-
ment than 1 have been in days. To
marry a man 1 have uever seen, whose
looks, character and habits are un-
known—why, I have lived in a kind of
horror. 1 am free!” And she uttered
the words as with the breatb of spring.

The chancellor’s shoulders drooped a
trifie more, and his hand closed down
over the letter.

“There will be no war,” resumed her
highness. “I know my father. Our
wills may clash, but in this instance
wine shall be the stronger.”

“But this is not the end.”

“You mean that there will be other
kings?"

“Yes, there will be other kings. I am
sorry. \What young girl has not her
dream of romance? But princesses
must not have romances. Yours, my
¢hild, must be a political marriage. It
is a harsh decree.”

“My highness will or will not marry,
as she pleases. Am I a chattel that I
am to be offered
across this fron-
tier or that?”

The chancellor
moved uneasily.s

“You will, then,
tell the duke that
you have changed
your mind, that
you have recon-
sidered ?” he per-
sisted.

“This evening.
Now, godfather,
you may kiss her
serene highness
on the forehead."

me?”" The chan-
“I SHALL NEED THE ¢gjlor trembled.
WHOLE ROOM 70 wRyen s0."

DANCE IN.” He did not

i touch her with his hands, but the kiss |

be put on her forehead was a benedic-
tion.

“You may go now,” she said, “for I
shall need the whole room to dance in.
I am free, if only fer a little while!”

[To BE cONTINUED.]

BYRON MILLETT
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