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a topic once aban-

why she wa viving A
doned. His nfusion was increased. Her
uncle and aunt were regarding him caim-

ly—expectantly, he imagined

“1—1 have no ambition to be a nevel
writer he said so 1 have not made a
study of heroines

“But vou would have an ideai she
persisted

“I'm sure I-—1 don t—that is, she would
not necessarily be a heroine Unless, of
OUrse would quite heroism Lo pose
»s an iccal for rueh a proz'a fellow as 1"

To begin with ou would call her
Clarabel Montrose or something equally
as impossible. You know the name of a
heroine in a novel must be euphonious.
That is an ox: ng rule 1t was an open
taunt nd he could sce that she was en-
joving his discomntur It aroused his in-

ive my hero a distin-
» matter what the hero-
be—pretty otherwise
change it to his in the
y flushed beneath his
eves and the ready,
od retort, Uncle Caspar

n Lo his lips and coughed,

, e Aunt onne studiousiy Ing;
. 8 snnounced that of fare. “No matter what y.
N ol the din car and s A Lot esd s 2 SV
Dee B o e bursied o At this she laughed good
iiner a av to thelir table '.n'”""“” at'her white teet
noie Casyp were facing srose after ail. Gugg oy,
- as he - kd tables ’”T"' "'.'[ "HE:. nslocker. No,no! s FOug
and be saw. w e il et only He fancied he caugpht a s ok of
e was to sit  the B sirecily op triumph in her uncle's to-
posite the girl now She smiled up ward her. But 1'nele Caspar was not a
him as be etood Lefore th bowing. '°%€ he was Guggenslocker Guggen-
He saw the sxpr n of ing s thiua . Blocker—butcher! Still, he did not look
ccp, Hquid eyes of et as their gaze the part—no, indced. That extraordinary
v andered over his falr man a butcher., a gardener, a—and Aunt
Your head I #e¢ 6o Landage,” ghe Yvonne? Yet rhey were Guggenslockers.
vaid, reproachlull: “Here is the walter,” the girl observed,
There 18 a small plaster and that is ajl. 2 Pis relief. - I am famished after my
nly heroes may e  dangerypus Vicasant drive. It was so bracing, was it
unde,” he sald, laughingly not Mr. Grenfall Lorry?”
Is herolsm in America measured by the  Give me a mountain ride always as an
smt titches or the size of the plas- 2Ppctizer.” he sald, obligingly, and so
2 he asked, pointedly, "I coun- ©hded the jest about a name,
it is a jJoy, and not i 3 The orders for the dinner were given
\ r are the misfortune valor. Pr: #1.d the quartet sat back in their chalrs
Mr. Lorry—is it not?” ghe said, 1o await the coming of the soup. Gren-
L neing it quaintly, full was #till wondering how she had
wn rather suddenly learncd higs name, and was on the point
r his name. How had sh of arking several times during the con-
a soul on the train ventional discussion of the weather, the
2 the mountains. He consider-
m Casprr Guggenslocker. Permit #tely refrained, however, unwilling to em-
ir. Lor to present my wife and barrass her,
' - Guggenslocker <aid the “Aunt Yvonne tells me ske never ex-
more gracefully than he had ever Pecled to gee me alive after the station
h a thing uttered before agent telegraphed that we were coming

ize, stunned by the name—Gug-
ystitied over their acquaint-
own wnen he had been
fair attempt to learn
i 3 ouid only mumblie his ac-
" gments. In all his life he had
' command of himself as at this
L4 1 Guggensiocker! He could feel
sweat of disappointment start-
butcher—a beer maker
gardener—all gynonyms of
A sausage manufaclurer's
loceer! He tried to
oncernedly at her as he took up
but his eyes wavered help-
was looking serenely at him,
i he saw a shadow of mock-
E CYes.
novel writer, Mr. Lorry,
f heroine would you
r she asked, with a smile so tan-
Wlizing that he understood Instinctively
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overland in thzt awful old carriage. The
agent at P——— says it Is a dangerous
road, at the very edge of the mountain.
He aleo Increased the composure of my
uncle and aunt by telling them that a
wagon rolled off yesterday, killing a man,
two women and two horses. Dear Aunt
Yvonne, how troubled you must have
been.””

“I'll confess there were times when 1
thought we were rolling down the moun-
tain,” said Lorry, with a relieved shake
of the head.

“Sometimes T thought we were goaring
through space, whether upward or down-
ward, I could not teil. We never talled to
come 1o earth, though, did we?' she
laughingly asked,

“Emphatically! Earth and a little

le‘;." he sald, putting his hand to his

cad.
“Does It paln you?” she asked, quickly.
“Not In the least, I was merely feeling

“It 1s quite an ugly cu’,”

to see if the cut were still there. Mr.—
Mr. Guggenslocker, did the conductor ob-
ject to holding the train?’ he asked, re-
membering what the cdbnductor.had told
him of the old gentleman's actions.

At first, but 1 soon,convinced him that
it should be held,” said the other, quietly.

“My husband spoke very harshly to the
poor man "' added Aunt Yvonne. “But, I
am afraid, Caspar, he did not understand
o word you =aid. You were very much
excited.” " The sweet old lady's attempts
at English were much more laborious
than her husband's.

“If he did not understand my English
he was very zood at guessing,” said her
hushand, grimly.

“He told me you had threatened to call
him out,” ventured the young man.

“Call him out? Ach. a rallroad conduc-
tor!” exclaimed Uncle Caspar, in fine
scorn.,

“Caspar, T heard you say that you would
call him out,” interposed his wife, with
reproving eves,

“Ach, God!

I have made a mistake! I
see it all! It was the other word I meant
—down, not out! 1 intended to call him
down, as you Americans gay. I hope he
will not think I challenged him.” e was

said Uncle Casgar, cri’ically.

very much perturbed,
‘I think he was afraid you would,” sald
Lorry
‘He should have no fear. I could not
rallroad conductor, Will you
tell him I conld not so condescend?
ides, dueling s murder in your coun-
I am told.”
It usually
Lurope.”

nes a

CAaxe

is, sir.
The

Much more so than
others looked at him
mean "that In America
when two men pull their revolvers and
o to shooting at each other some one (s
killed—frequently both. In Europe, as 1
understand it, a scratch with a sword
ends the combat.”

“You have been misinformed,” ex-
claimed Uncle Caspar, his eyebrows ele-
vated.

“Why, Uncle Caspar has fought more
duels than he can count,” cried the girl,
proudly.

"“And has he slain hls man every time?"
asked Grenfall, smilingly. glancing from
one to the other. Aunt Yvronne shot a re-
proving look at the girl, whose face paled
Instantly, her eyes going quickly In af-
fright to the face of her uncle.

“Cod!” Lorry hecard the old gentleman
mutter. He was looking at his bill of
fare, but his eyes were fixed and staring.
The card was crumpled between the long,
bony fingers. The American realized that
a forbidden topie had been touched upon.

“He has fought and he has slaln,” he
thought as guick as a flash. “He 18 no
butcher, no gardener, no cobbler. That's
certain!”

“Tell ug, Uncle Caspar, what you sald
to the conductor,” cried the young lady,
nervously.

“Tell them, Caspar, how alarmed we
were,”” added soft-volced Aunt Yvronne.
Grenfall was a silent, Interested spectator,
He somehow felt as if a scene from some
tragedy had been reproduced In that
Lriefest of moments. Calmly and "com-
posediy, a half smile now in his face, the
soldierly Caspar narrated the story of the
train's run from one station to the other.

“We did not miss you untll we had al-
most reached the other station. Then your
Aunt Yvronne askéd me where you had
gone. I told her 1 had not seen you, but
went into the coach ahead to search.. You
were not there. Then 1 went on to the
dining car. Ach, you were not there.

In alarm I returned to our car, Your

i ]
Inquiringly. *I

‘aunt and 1 looked everywhere. You were

not anywhere. I shall never forget your
aunt's face when she sank into a chair,
nor shall 1 feel again.so near like dyjng
as when she suggested tha you might
have fallen from the train. 1 sent Hed-
rick ahead to summon the conductor, but
he had hardly left us when the engine
whistled sharply and the train began to
slow up. in a jerky fashion. We were
very pale as we looked at each other, for
something told us that the stop was un-
usual. 1 rushed to the platform, meeting
Hedrick, who was as much alarmed as
1. He sald the train had been flagged,
and that there must be something wrong.
Your aunt came out and told me that she
had made a strange discovery.”

Grenfall observed that he was address-
ing himself exclusively to the young lady.

“She had found that the gentleman in
the next section was also missing. While
we were standing there in doubt and per-
plexity the tralh came to a standstill, und
soon there was shouting on the outside.
1 climbed down from the car and saw
that we were at a little station. The con-
ductor came running toward me excitedly.

**ls the young lady in the car? he
asked.

P

e O

“Do2s 1t pain you, sir?”

" *No. For heaven's sake, what have
you heard?” 1 cried.
*“*“Then she has been left at O-——a'

he exclatmed, and used some very extra-
ordinary Amerfcan words. -

“I then informed him that he should
run back for you, first learning that you
were alive and well.  He sald he would
be damned if he would—=pardon the word.
ladies. He was very angry, and said he
would glve orders to go ahead, but I told
him I would "demand restitution of his
Government, He laughed in my face,
and then I became shamelessly angry. I
fald to him :

*‘8ir, I shall call you down—not out, as
you have said—and I shall run you
through the mill.’

“That was good American talk, sir, was
it not, Mr, Lorry? 1 wanted him to un-
derstand me. so [ tried to use your very
best language. Some gentlemen who are
traveling on this train and some very
excellent ladies also jolned In the
mand that the train be held. His
patch  from O-— sald that you, Mr.
Lorry, Insisted on having it héld for
twenty minutes. The conductor insulted
you, sir, by saying that you had more—
ah, what Is t7—gall than any f{dlot he
had ever seen. When he sald that, al-
though 1 did not fully understand that
it was a reflection ¢n you, so ignorant
am I of your language, I took occasion
o tell him that you were a gentleman
and a friend of mine. He asked me your
name, hut as I did not know it, I could
oniy tell him that he would learn it soon
enough. Then he said something which
has puzzled him ever since. He told -me
to close my face. Wl.mt did he mean by
that, Mr. Lorry?”

‘“Well, Mr. Guggenslocker, that means
in refined American, ‘stop talking,’ " sald
Lorry, controlling a desire to shout,

*‘Ach, that accounts for his surprise
when I talked louder - and. faster than
ever. 1 did not know what he meant, He
said positively ' he would not wait, but
just then a wecond message came from
the other station. 1 did not know what
it was then, but a gentleman told me
that it instructed him to hold the train
if he wanted to hold his job. Job is situ.
atlon, is it not? Well, when he read that
message he ‘sald he would ' walt just
twenty minutes. I asked him to tell me
how you were coming to us, but he re-

de-
alse

minutes.”

Your aunt and T went
at onces to the telegraph man and im-
plored him to tell us the truth and he
sald you were coming in a carriage over
a very dangerous road. Imagine our
feelings when he said some pecple had
Leen killed yesterday on that very road.
He~ said you would have to drive like the
—the very devil if you got here in twenty

fused to answer.

“We did, Uncle Caspar,”” interrupted
Miss Guggenslocker, naively. *“Our driver
followed Mr. Lorry's instructions.”

Mr. Greniall Lorry blushed and laughed
awkwardly. He had been admiring her
eager face and expressive cyes during
Uncle Caspar's recital,. How sweet her
voice when it pronounced his name, how
charming the forcign flavor to the words.

“He would not have understcod if [
had said other things,” he explained
hastily.

“When yvour aunt and I returned to the
train we saw the conductor holding his
watch., Ile sald to me: ‘In just three
minutes we pull cut. If they are not
here by that time they can get on the
b2et they know how. 1've done all I can.’
I did not say a word, but went to my
section and had Hedrick get out my pis-

tols.
it would be without its conductor. In the
mcantime, your Aunt Yvonne was plead-
ing with the wretch. 1 hastened back to
his slde with my pistols in my pocket.
It was then that I told him to start his
train If he dared. That man will never
know how close he was to death, One
minute passed, and he coolly announced
that but one minute was left. 1 had
made up my mind to give him one of my
pistols when the time was up and to tell
him to defend himself. It was not to be a
Cuel, for there was nothing regular about
it. It was only a question as to whether
the train should move. Then came the
'sound of carrlage wheels and galloping
horses. Almoest before we knew It you
were with us. I am so happy that you
wele not a minute later.”

There was something so cool and grim
in the qulet volce, something so deter-
mined in those brilllant eyes, that Gren-
fall felt like looking up the conductor to
congratulate him. The dinner wa$
served, and while It was being discussed
his fair companion of the drive graphi-
cally described the experience of twenty
ctrange minutes in a shackle-down moun-

It the train left before you arrived

tain coach. He was surprised to 4 that
she omitted no part, not even . hand
clasp or the manner in which & . clung

to him. His ears burned as he stened
to this frank confession, for he expected
to hear words of disapproval from
the uncle and aunt. His astonish-
ment was Increased by their utter dis-
regard - of these rather peculiar de-
tajls. It wgs then that he realized how
trusting sl had been, how serenely
unconscious wof his tender and sudden
passion, ‘A had she .told her relatives
that she had kissed him he firmly be-
lleved they would have samiled approving-

ly. Somehow the real flavor of romance
was stricken from the ride by her candid
admissions. What he had considered a
romantic treasure was being calmily rob-
bed of its glitter, leaving for his memory
the blur of an adventure in which he
had playved the part of a gallant gentle-
man and ghe a grateful lady., He was
beginning to feel ashamed of the conceit
that had misled him. Down in his heart
he was saying: *I might have known t.
1 did know it. She is not like other wo-
men."”” The perfect confidence that dwelt
in the rapt faces of the others forced into
his wondering mind the impression that
this girl could do no wrong.

“And, Aunt Yvorne,' she said in con-.
clusion. “the luck which you say is mine
as birthright asserted itself. 1 escaped
unhurt, while Mr. Lorry alone possesses
the pain and unpleasantness of our ride.”

“i possess neither,”” he objected. *“The
pain that you refer to is a pleasure.”

“The pain that a man endures for a wo-
mar. should always be a pleasure,” said
Uncie Caspar, smilingly.

“But It could not be a pleasure to him
un'ess the woman considered it a pain.”
reasoned Miss Guggenslocker. “He could

not feel happy If she did not respect the
pain."

*““And encourage {t,"” supplemented Leor-
ry drily, *If you do not remind me occa-
sionally that I am hurt, Miss Guggens-
locker, I am lable to forget it."” To him-
self he added: *I'll never learn how to
say it In one breath.”

*“If T were not so soon to part from you
1 should be your physician and, like all
physicians, prolong your ailment inter-

minably,” she said, prettily.

“To my deepest satisfaction,” he sald
warmly, not lightly. There was nothing
further from his mind than servile flat-
tery, as his rejoinder might Imply.
“Alas,”” he went on, “we no sooner meet
than we part. May 1 ask when you are
1o safl?”

“On Thursday,”
locker.

“On the Kaiser Wilhelm der Grosse,”
added his niece, a faraway look coming
into her eyes.

“We are to stop off one day, to-mor-
row, In Washington," sald, Aunt Yvonne,
and the jump that Lorry's heart gave
was 80 mighty that he was afrald they
could see it In his face,

“My uncle has some business to trans-
act tn your city, Mr. Lorry. We are to
spend to-morrow there and Wednesday in
New York. Then we sall. Ach., how I
long for Thursday.” His heart sank like
lead to the depths from which It had
sprung. It required no effort gn his part
to see that he was alone in his infatua-
tion. Thursday was more to her than his
cxistence; she could forget him and think
of Thursday, and when she thought of

replled Mr. Guggens-

Thursday, the future, he was but a thing

of the past, not even of the present.
“Have you always Uved In Washing-

A\

ton, Mr. Lorry?” asked Mrs. Guggense
locker.

*“All my life,” he replied, wishing at that
moment that he was homeless and free to
chcose for himself. .

“You Americans live in one city and
then in another,” she said. “Now, in our
country generation after generation lives
and dies in one town. We are not migra-
tory.”

“Mr. Lorry has offended us by not
knowing where Graustark is located on
the map,” cried the young lady, and he
could see the flash of resentment in her
eyes.

“Why,

my dear sir, Graustark s In
——"" began Uncle Caspar, but she check-
ed him instantly.

“Uncle Caspar, you are not to tell him.
I have recommended that he study geog-
raphy and discover us for himself. He
should be ashamed of his ignorance.”

He was not ashamed, but he mentally
vowed that before he was a day older he
woéuld find Graustark on the map and
would stock his negligent brain with all
that histcry and the encyclopedia had o
say of the unknown land. Her uncle
laughed and, to Lorry's disappointment,
cbeyed the young lady’'s command

“Shall 1 study the map of Europe, Asia
or Africa?" asked he, and they laughed.

“Study the map of the world,” said Miss
Guggenslocker proudly.

“Edelweiss is the capital?™

“Yes, our home city—the queen of the
crags,” cried she. “You should see Ed-=l-
welss, Mr. Lorry. .. is 6f the mountain,

the »'ain and the sky.  There are homes
in the valley, homes on the mountain side
and homes in the clouds.”

“And yours? Frum what you say
must be above the clouds—in heaven.”

“We are farthest from the clouds, for
we live in the green valley, shaded by
the. white topped mountains. We may, In
Ldelweiss, have what climate we will
Doctors vo nct send us on long journeys

it

for our health. They tell us to move up
or down the moun . We pave balmy
spring, gilurious summer, refreshing au-

tumn and chill tater, just as we likg.

“ldeal! | tf you must be pretty well
towasrd the You could not have
July and Japuary if you were far norti.”

have January in Juiy.
We are discernible Lo

be said, half fronically.

there are but three in-

yet- we

habitant

of Graustark, all told, it is cer-
tainly worthy of a sition on any map.,”
said Lorry. galla y and his listeners
applaudec with patriotic appreeciation.
“By tRe way, Mr. Gug—Guggenslocker,
you say the conductor asked you for my
name and you did not know it May I
ask how you learned it later on™ His
curiesity got the better ¢f him and his

tourage was increased by the champagne
sentleman
Enow

cvrdered

name until my
cr your arrival in
Uncla Caspar.

giving It to Miss
time,” said Lorry.

had

your

the

-

not

car S
] don’t
Gugzens!ocker at any

‘You were not my informant,” she said,
demurely

“Sureiy you did not guess it?

‘Oh. no, indeed. 1 am no mind-reader.”

My own namé was the last thing you
cculd have read in my mind, in that
evengt, for 1 have not thou of it in
three ca)s

She waus sitting with her elbows on the
iable, her chin in her hands, a dreamy
inok In her blue eyes.

‘You say you obtained that coin from
the porter on the Denver train?"”

*Within two hours after 1 sot aboard.”

“Weli, that coin purchased yolr name

for me,” she sald, calmly, candidly. He
gasped.

“You—you don’t mean that you-"_ he
stammered

“You see, Mr. Lorry. I wanted to know
the name of a man who came nearest
my idea! «f what an American should be.
As soon as | saw you I knew that you
were the American as 1. had grown to
know him through the books—big, strong,
bold .and eomecly. That is why [ bought
your rame cf the porter. [ shall al :
gsay that I know the name of an
American—Grenfall Lorry.”

The idea! American was not unmoved.
He was in a fever of fear and happiness—
fear because he thought she was jesting,
happiness because he hoped she was net.
He laughed awkwardly, absolutely unable
to express himself in words. Her frank
statement staggered him almost beyond
the power of recovery. There was joy
in the knowledge that she had been at-

racted to him at first sight, but there was
bitterness in the thcught that ke had
come to her notice as a sort of specimea,
the name of which she had sought as a

botanist would look for the name of an
unknown flower.
“I—I am honored,” he at last managed

to say, his eycs gleaming with embarrass-
ment. *1 trust you have not found your
first judgment a faulty one. He feit
very foolish after this fdatsremark.

“1 have remembered your name,” she
sald, graciously. His heart swelled.

‘““There are a great many better Amer-
fcars than 1,” he sald. “Your forget our
President and our statesmen.”

*“I thought they were mere politicians.™

Grenfall Lorry, idealized, retired to his
berth that night, his head whirling with
the emotions !nspired by this strange.
Leautiful woman. How lovely, how
charming, how naive, how queenly, how
Indifferent, how warm, how cold—how
everything that puzzled him was she. His
last waking thought was:

“Guggenslocker!” An ange! with a name
ke that!™

CHAPTER 1V,
THE INVITATION EXTENDED.

They were called by the porter early the
next morning. The train was pulling into
Washington, five hours late. Grenfall
wondered, as he dressed, whether fortune
would permit him to see much of her dur-
ing her brief day in the capital. He
dreamed of a drive over the avenues, a
trip to the monument, a visit to the halls
of Congress, an inspection of public build-
ings, a dinner at his mother's home,
luncheon at the Ebbitt and other atten-
tions which might give to him every mo-
ment of her day in Washington. But even
as he dreamed he was certain that his
hopes could not be gratified.

After the train had come to a standstill

, he could hear the rustle of her garments
in the next compartment. " Then he
heard her sweep into the passage,
great her uncle and aunt, utter a few
commands to the maid, and, while he was
adjusting his collar and necktie, pass from
the car. No man ever made quicker time
in dressing than did Lorry. She could
hardly have believed him ideal had she
seen his scowling face or heard the words
that hissed through his impatient teeth,

“‘She’ll get away, and that'll be the end
of it,"" he growled, seising his traps and
rushing from the train two minutes after
her departure. The porter attempted to
relleve him of his bags on the platform,
but he brushed him aside and was off to-
ward the station.

**Nice time for you to call a man, You
idiot,”” was his parting shot for the por-
ter, forgetting, of course, that the for-
ecigners had been called at the same time.
With eyves intent on the crowd ahead, he
plunged along, seeing nobody in his disap-
pointed flight. “I'll never forgive myself
if I miss her,” he was walling to himself.
She was not to be seen in the
rooms, 30 he rushed to the sidewalk,

“Baggage transferred?”

“Cab, sir?"

(Continued next weeak)




