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A1 . her in the water Her swim-
ming is only one of her mar accomplish-
ments to the world it « not surptrise
her much, for they expect her to
B g clever Bhe has always
bhee ‘ P hings ever since Don
Carlos m ¥ him to the
She capj the climax,
how wi =aved ( life
It = . F whe ] 1 hesitated
£ tle about going*to the bati
“It looks ening above,” she sald,
tt t she stood by the
wir w A lored cioud had
eneaked in front of the sun and mads the
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3 1ier oar like a
dmother. That settled it

£k whatever,” sald the Queen.
“l1 =hall go. Buppose I do get wet, what
of 1t? Won't

Zuppose the

To be sure I will
Are heavy? What
of that? All the more fun swimming.»I

shall be able to keep my head above the
vater, never fear. And all the ladies will
iry to keep up, and they will be slapped
in the face by the roungh waves and they
ve 1o go back to thé bathhouse.
Won't you, ladies?" she cried tauntingly,
&nd off she went with a laugh and gave
her maid orders to make her ready.

The maid was immensely pleasad,
though she had to look ke a sphinx.
Ebe liked her tall, bright-eye@ Queen, and

-

what she esperially liked was her spirit,

tfons she is the Hfe of
In her home lilg she is a ruler
need of title. In hér sports she

fearless. Np wonder her mald adores

At

the

the time the royal rowboat pushed
from shorée the ugly liitle cland had
g away from the sun and the
weather looked more hopeful. The fussy
court lady was ‘dizappainted hnl::‘u-.r it
looked as if she would have no chance

to thins, “I told you =so.’ This is the
most s=atisfaction that a court lady ecan
get out of being in the right. 8he would
LEVer re say so

Jose Catalao wae the than who rowed
her out to the bathing place. He always
f= the man He has been empioved as

e Queen’s boatman for a long time, for
e Is trustworthy and the Queen is i«

to any servant who Is loyval to her
while Catalao is & gobd and wllling boat-
man e knows that no man can take his
Jrlace He was pretty stire of this before,
much surer now since the famous rescue.
Jose has a famlily living in Cascaes

They are poor, but what they have from
his Income is sure. During the season
when royalty shines in the Lisbon pal-
ace Jose plcks up all sorts of johs abouf
town and his wife takes in washing some-
times. The whole famlily are so moud
of having Jose work for the Queen that
cnce his wife refused a hh:i!-!ﬂ;ivv-{ wash-
fng from one of her neighbors because
the neighbor's husband merely owned a
boathouse on the beach—one which roy-
aity did not patronize, although the hoat-
man’'s income was three times as large
as Jose's.

Before Jose pushed off on the day of
the. accident he remarked that there
would be a rough sea soon.

“The cloud has passed,” said the Queen.

“Yes, your Majesly: but the water
grows dark and there are flecks of foam
on the waves.”

“Are you afrald, Jose?' questioned the
Queen in her mo#t withering inflection.

But Jose knew his soverelgn too well to
be withered. He was only declighted at
the implication that she was not afraid.
He tried to-accept the reproof with a
properly humbie bow, but a twinkle of en-
joyment would steal into his eyes, despite
his efforts, and the dimple next to the
corner of his mouth would show. Some-
how the Queen caught his eye and they
both laughed together.

Bhe is ulways doing this kind of thing,
and a fe'; who had loved the older Queen,
to the disadvantage of the younger, have
sald at times that she lacdked dignity. It
is certain that she possesses a sense of
humor.

“If you're Mot afrald, I'm not, Jose,”
sald she,

He was charmed. He dipped his oars
In and pulled on them in big, strong tugs,
for the water resisted heavily.
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The Queen was In glorious spirits. She
liked the wayv the boat rocked and the
boatman p When shé got on her
bathing =uit she ran laughing out upon
red to
mishs

the veranda and called to all who d

follow her The ladies ¢ wd s

Ir into the waves Some =truck out, but

» up after a few strokes.

Never had Amelie wurn so  daringly.
She was more lovely in the water than
ever before, She frelicked like a dolphin,
laughed In the fage, ofs every wave that
grew bold and keptf sufficlent breath to
shout mockingly to her timid followers.

So for a splendid half hour she played
and did not notice that the clouds were
heavier,

“It's getting cold,” she cried at last,
feeling a sudden chill of incoming water.

She swam reluctantly back to the house.
watching sky and

Catalao was anxiousiy
water,

“Jose is still fearful,” she =aid with a
taunting little shrug as she passed into
her apartmentis

When she ecame out she was dressed
warmly, even heavily. 8he had an extra
wrap about her shoulders, for the air had
turned sharply cold. The weight of her
dressing had Iits significance later on.

The row back te the beach was a fight
—the oars against the waves. The strug-
gle was hard. Queen Amelie watched
contentedly. She likes stormy weather
almost as well as brizht: not that she
enioys melancholy, but she throws her
own sunshine over the grayvest kind of a
day, and she rather enjoys seeing that the
gloomiest kind of a croaker cannot resist
her. 8he cuddled farther down in her
wraps and watched the muscles shift in
Jose's big arms,

It i8 only half a mile back to the heach,
but even in the short time of rowing a
great change was noticed in the waves,

It was not until the boat was within a
few yards of shore that a wave proved
too much for it. They saw the great white-
topped thing coming toward them, but
they never doubted the.little boat's trust.
worthiness. On it came, dark and heavy.
It growled sulkily. Then it struck and
there was a crash.

For an instant nobody was consclous of
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anything except blg noises and much
water and then beéing flung about and
huried against hard things. The boat had
been overturned. y

Queen Amelle reécovéred her self-pos-
gession. She struggled a moment before
she could strike out, for her cloak bound
her. Bhe tried to throw it off, but it
clung. Then, seeing that she could not
rid herself of it, she flung her arms out
free and swam toward the beach.

Suddenly she heard shouts behind her
“Help!" Bhe knew the voice of her loyal
boatman, calling to people on the beach.

Her first thought was that he called for
her, which was indeed true. But as the
cries grew more despairing she turned tt
call back proudly that she did not need
help. In turning she saw that Jose did
not follow,

He was clinging to the boat. As she
looked his hold loosened fnd she saw him
dragged down by the undertow.

Queen Amelle hever heaitated. ‘“‘He
has been faithful to meé, I will be faithful
to him.,"” was what she would have said
if she had spoken. She madé one more
futile attemnt to fling off her cloak, then
she swam back towsard the drowning man.

People on shore wereé Watching breath-
lessly. It all happened so quickly that no
one- could interfere, Help came running
down to the beath, but whan they got
there the Queen wa8 faf out in the water.
"The onlookers saw her r and dls-
appear. Then she eame ing towara
them. Omne of the royal haffls was under
the boatman’'s chin. The other wis strik-
ing desperately for shore.

Not a person alded in the rescue. She
had, Jose Catalao back upon the beach
before.any. one was able to give help.

1f any other woman had done the thing
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she would have fainted promptiy. the res-
cue heing achleved. But Queen Amelie
diad no such thing.

“Yes, I'm a litle damp.” she said, “but
that doean't mattar. I haven't time to
think about that uatil I see that this pocr
man Is takep cafe of. You 8ee Wit leg is
broken, that is plaln. That I8 why he
could not seve himself. He must be taken
to the hosnit® at once.”

And having personally attended to his
installment in the Cabcaes Hospital she
changed her clothes.

Her giory at this point had reached its
climax, and if glory was all that Amells
wanted she might have forgotten Catalao
then and there. The newspapers of Por-
tugal would have printed just as big
headlines and hér friends would have
gushed just as much.

But she had not finished- her work. She
krew that Catalao’s wages were the sup-
port_of his familv. She saw to it that
they received the full amount and will
continue doing so until he is able to earn
them again. <

When he recovered enough to be moved
s£he had him brought to the palace, where
he could he better taken care of. He is
fairly purring now in the midst of jellles
and soups and wines.

If this were a faify Bory it would have
been the humble bo@tman who rescued
the Queen and was presented with a pal-
ace in return. Thik I8 not a falry story.
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The only bullding &t Spitzbergen is a
tourists’ hut abotut 500 miles from civiliza-
tign.

In éonsequence of tha Increasing cost
of Holland oysters American oysters are
coming more and more into vogue in Ger-

many.




