
CHAPTER IV.
THE INVITATIONEXTENDED. <

They were called by the porter early the-
next morning. The train was pullinginto
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 tha avenues, a
trip to the monument, a visit to tha 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 htm every mo-
ment of her day in Washington. ,Buteven
as he dreamed he

-
was .certain that his

hopes could not be gratified.
After the train had coma to a standstill

he could hear, the rustle of, her garments
in' tbe nest, 'compartment.

*
Then he

heard her sweep .Into the
-

passage,
greet her uncle and aunt, utter a -few
commands to the maid, and. while-he was
adjusting his collar and necktie, puss from
the car. - No man ever made quicker time
In dressing than

-
did Lorry. She could

hardly have believed \u25a0 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, selling his traps ur.il
rushing from the train two minutes after
her departure. Tbe porter attempted to
relieve him of his bags on the platform,

but he brushed hip aside and was off to-
ward the station.

'
V

"Nice time. for you to call a man, Vou.
Idiot,"' was his parting shot for.tha por-
ter, forgetting, of.course, that tha for-
eigners had been called at the same time.
With eyes intent on the crowd ahead; ha
plunged along, seeing nobody Inhis disap-
pointed flight. "1*11 never forgive myself
ifI,miss her." he was walling to himself.
She was not- to be seen In the waiting-
rooms, SO he rushed to the sidewalk.

"Baggage transferred?" . };*
slrr" _' .'.. v >. -' '

.:
' '

, \'
(Continued next w»*k,)

not feel happy Ifshe did- not respect the'pain."
"And encourage It," supplemented Lor-

ry drily. "Ifyou do not remind me occa-
sionally that Iam hurt, Miss Guggens-
locker. Iam liable to forget it." To him-
self he added: "I'llnever learn how to
say ItIn one breath." •»

"IfIwere not so soon to part from you
Ishould be your physician and. like atl
physicians,, prolong your ailment Inter-
minably." she said, prettily.- \u25a0' . -•

"To my deepest satisfaction." he said
.'warmly., riot lightly. There was 'nothing

further from his mind .than servile flat—
itery, as \ his rejoinder might Imply.

"Alas," he went on. "we no sooner meet"
thnn we part. May Iask when you are
to sail?" •
;"On Thursday," replied Mr. Guggens-

locker.
- ' '

.'
, ;"On the Kaiser Wllhelm der Qrosse."

added, his niece, a faraway . look coming
Into her eyes. y} .. .

"We are to stool off one. day. to-mor-
row. In Washington." paid.Aunt Yvonne,'
and :the jump that Lorry's heart -gave
was so mighty: that -he was afraid they
could *ph it Inhis face. .... . 1 ,,

"My'uncle has some business to' trans-'
\u25a0 act jo your city,, Mr. Lorry....We' are to"
spend to-morrow, there and .Wednesday In]
New York. .Then 'we «ail.; Acl»;how I- long for Thursday/' /His heart .sank llko
load to tho depths from which It had
sprung. It required no effort pn his part-
to, see that -he was nlone In his Infatua-
tion.. Thursdny was more to her" than his
existence.; she could forgetjilm and think

_*of Thursday." arid 'when she thought of
'Thursday.'- the future.' he was but a thing;
""of the. past, not even of the present. . .,
% VHavo •you ulwajiUved IniWashing-

tols. iJf the train left beforo you arrived
It would be without its conductor. In the
meantime, your Aunt Yvonne was plead-
ing with the wretch. 1 hastened back to
hi« Dido with my pistols In my pocket.
It. was then that Itold him to start his
train Ifhe dared. That man will never
know how close he was to death. One
minute passed, and he coolly announced
that

- hut one minute was left.* Ihad
made up my mind to give him one of my
pIstnlH when the tlmo wus up and to tell
him to defend himself. Itwas not to be a
duel, for there was nothing regular about
It. It was only a question as to whether
the train should move. Then came the

•Hound: of currluge wheels and galloping
horses. "Almost before we.knew -It you
wore with \it.

"
Iam' so happy that you

wcie not a minute later."
There wan something no cool and grim

in the quiet.voice, something so deter-
mined in those brilliant eyes, that Gren-
fall f,elt like looking up the conductor to
congratulate him. Tho dinner wtA
served, and- while It was belns discussed
his fair companion of the drive graphi-
cally described the experience of twenty
ctrange minutes In a shackle-down moun-
tain coach. He was surprised to V 4 that
\u25a0he omitted no' part, not even .", hand
clasp or the manner in which i\w clung
to him. Ills cars burned as he listened
to thisifrank. confesuion. \u25a0 for he expected
to hoar words of disapproval; from
the uncle and aunt. ,\u25a0 His astonish*
merit,,was •Increased' by their.utter dis-
regard "• of :::thesa g rather peculiar de-
tails. . It \u25a0was then that

'
he.realized how

trut.tlrig Hire had '-.[ been; how serenely
unconscious M>f Mnitender and ".sudden
passion. ;fAnB Shad she .told her relatives
that

'
she

"
had ;'. kissed' him '. he .> firmly be-

llcvcd they wyuld have amllcd approving-

"It is quite an ugf/ cu'," said Unsle Caspar, cn'.icoUj. "Dobs it pain you, sir?"
Aunt Ivonne studiously Inrpected her bill
of fare. "Nomatter what you call a ro*«\
•t Jh elways sweet," Jie added, meaningly;

At this she. laughed good-naturedly, lie
marveled at her white teeth and.'red'llpii.
Arose, after ail. Guggenslocker. rose;
rose, not OuKgcnslocker. No.no! A roye
only! He lant-icd he caught a sly look of
triumph In her uncle's swift glance to-
ward her. Dut Uncle Caspar was not a
row—lie wan Guggcnslockcr. Cuggen-
fclocker—butcher! Still, he did not look
the part— no. indeed. That extraordinary
man a butcher, a gardener, a— and Aunt
Yvonne? Yet «hey were Guggcnslockers.

"Here Is the waiter," the girl observed,
to his relief, i"Iam famished after my
pleasant drive. It was so bracing, was It
not Mr. Grcrifall Lorry?"

"Give me a mountain ride always as an
apjietlrer." he »ald. obligingly, and so
ended the jest about a name.

The orders for the dinner were given
ar.d the. <juarlet oatiback in thc-lr chairs
to await the coming of the coup. Gren-
fall was »tlll wondering how uhe had
learned his name, and wjih on the point
of .ir.kinx fcev«.ral times during the con-
ventivnal discussion of the weather, the
train and the mountains. He consider-
ately refrained; however, unwilling to crn-
lj.-irr.i5Hher.

"Aunt Yvonne tells me she never ex-
pected to ere me alive after the utation
agent ttlcgraphed- that we were coming
overland In thtt awful old carriage. The
nr.trw. at P nays It Is a dangerous
road, at the very ».<lge of the mountain.
lit al««o Increased the composuro of my
uncle and aunt by telling them that a
wagon rolled off yesterday, killinga man,
two \u25a0women and two horses. Dear Aunt
Yvonne, how troubled you must have
been."

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

"Sjmotlmcs T thought we were soaring
through Bpace, whether upward or down-
ward. Icould njt tell. We never tailed to
come to earth, though,

-
did V we?" she

laughingly itgked.
"Emphatically! Earth and !a little

KTlef." he bald, putting his band to hid
head.'

• . •.,. -
"Docs Itpain you?" she asked, quickly.
VKolIn the least. Iwas merely feeling

very much perturbed.
"Ithink he was afraid you would," said

Lorry.
"He should have no frur. } could not

mfet a railroad conductor. Will you
plcaeo tell him Icould not no condescend'/
ilesldeff, dueling is murder In your coun-
try. Inm told."
"Itusually Im. nlr. Much more bo than

la Europe." The others looked at him
Inquiringly. "I mean *thnt In Anjerlca
when two men pull their revolvers and
go to shooting at each other some one Is
killed—frequently both. In Europe, as I
understand it, a scratch with a sword
ends the combat."

"You ha%'e 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 hns he slain his man every time?'*
asked Grenfall, smilingly, glunclng from
one to the other. Aunt Yvronne shot a re-
proving look at the girl, whose faccpnled
Instantly, her eyes going quickly In af-
fright to the. face of her uncle.

••God!" Lorry heard tho old gentleman
mutter. Ho w;is looking at hls'blll of
fare, but <hl«i eyes were tlxcd and Muring,
The card was crumplcVl between the lonr.
bony fingers. The American realized that
a forbidden topic had bct:n touched upon.

"He has fought and he has shUn," ho
thought 1as quick.as a Hash. "He ts no
butcher, no gardener, no cobbler. That's
certain!','

"Tell us, Uncle Caspar, what you said
to the conductor," cried the young-. lady,
nervously.
, "Tell .them, Caspar, how alarmed we
were,", added \u25a0oft-voiced 'Aunt Yvronne.
Grenfall was a silent. Interested spectator.
He somehow felt as ifa scene from some
tragedy had been reproduced In that
briefest of moments. Calmly :and 'com-
pusediy. a half smile, now in his face, the
soldierly Caspar narrated the story offthe
train's run from one station to the other.

"Wejdld not miss you until we had,al-
most reached tho' other atatlon. Then your
Aunt Yvronne asked me where you hud
gone. Itold her Ihad not seen you, but
went Into the coach ahead to search.. You
were- not,there. ,' Then I-went on to the
dining fur. Ach, you were not 'there.
In alarm' Ireturned to our car. Your

"'No. For heaven's sake, what have
you heard?' Icried."

'Then *h« has been left at O—
—

,'
he exclaimed, and!used some very extra-
ordinary American words. •
"I then informed him that h« should

run back for you. first learning that you
were nlive and well. .He said he would
be. damned ifhe \yould—pardon tho word,
ladles. lie -»vas very angry, and said he
would glvft orders to go ahoiid. but Itoltl
him Iwould 'demand restitution of his
Government. .He laughed In my. face,
and then 1 became shu.melc.s4ly anrrry. I
eald to hint :"'Sir, Ishall call you down—not out. as
you have said— and Ishall run you:
through the mill.* /

"That was good American talk, air, was
it not, Mr. Lorry7 1 wanted him to un-
derstand me. so Itried to use your very
bcst.lunguugc. Some gentlemen who are
traveling .on this train and some veryexcellent; ladles also joined In tho de-
mand that the train bo held.' HI* <ils-putc-h from O suld that you, Mr.
Lorry, Insisted : on. having It held • for
twenty minutes." The conductor insultedyou. »lr, by wuylngr that you had more—
nh, what l» 11V

—
gall than any idiot, he

had ever seen. When he said that,. «!•though Idid not fully understand that
It was a reflection on you, ho Ignorant
am Iof your language, I took occasion
to tell him that you were a gentleman
and a< friend of mine. He asked me your
name, but as Idid not 1 know It,Icould
only tell him that he would learn U soon
enough. Then he said. something which
has puzzled him over since. He.told -me
to close my face. What did he mean by
that, -

Mr..Lorry?" ,',; .. tv .-
''Well, Mr. Guggenslocker; that means

Inrefined American, 'stop talking-,'" said
Lorry," controlling a desire to shout.' . , '..

"Ach, that; accounts for: his surprise
when Italked louder \u25a0 and faster than
ever. Idid not know what he meant. He
eaJd ;positively.* he' would not wait.' but
just then jv Hccond meti*age came.<frohv
Iho other station. 1 did not know, what
it- wus then, but a;gentleman told me
that It.Instructed him to. hold tho train
If he wanted to hold his Job. Job ts ultu-
atlon.vU ltnot?;.Well,' when-he read that
message he .'said -'h« ".would,* wait itjust
twe.nty minutes. ;I askedjhlm to tell, me
how you were coming to us, but h« r§-

ton. Mr. Lorry?" asked Mrs. Guggecs*
locker.' • •

"Allmy life." he replied, wishingat 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 maD," cried the young lady, and ha
could -see the flash of resentment in her
eyes. \u25a0 ...

"Why. my dear sir, Graustark Is In—
"began Uncle Caspar, but she check-

ed him instantly. \u25a0

"

"Uncle Caspar, you are not to tell him.
Ihave recommended that he study geog-
raphy and discover us for himself.' He
should be "ashamed of hla ignorance.**.

He wa« not ashamed, but he mentally
vowed that before he was a day older he
would iind Graustark on the map and
would stock his negligent brain with all
that history -and the encyclopedia -had to

say of the unknown land. Her undo
laughed arid, to Lorry's disappointment,
obeyed»the youn: lady's command. -;\u25a0

"Shall Istudy the map of Europe. A3ia
or Africa?" asked he, and they laughed.

"Study the map of the world." said Miss
Guggenslocker proudly. <•. \u25a0

'
"Edelweiss 13 the capital T*-'
"Yes. our home city— the/"queen of tha

crags." cried she. "You should see Edel-
weiss. Mr. Lorry. .. is 6f the mountain,
the ?!ain and the sky. •'There are home3
in the valley, homes on the mountain eido
and homes inthe clouds."

"And 'yours? From what you say .It
must bq above fhe clouds— in- heaven."

"We are farthest from the clouds, for
we live in the green valk-y. shaded by
th<2- white topped mountains. VVe may. !n
Edelweiss, have what climate we wilL.

Doctors (io net send us on Ions journeys
for our health. They tell us to move up
or down the mountain. We fcave balmy
spring, glorious summer, refreshing au-
tumn and chilly winter, just as we like/'

"Ideal! 1think you must be pretty well
towuiii the south. You couid not have
JuSy. and January ifyou were far north."

"True; yet- we have January in Juiy.
Study yocr map. We are discernible to
the nakeu eye." she said, half ironically. .

"J :c.Ti: not if there are but three in-
habitants of Graustark, all to!d. Itla cer-
tainly worthy of a position on any map."
said Lorry, gallantly: and bis listeners
applauded \uth patriotic appreciation.
"Uy ir.e way. Mr. Gus—Gussenslocker.
you say the conductor asked you for my
name and you did not know It. May I
ask how you learned It later on?'v Hla
curiosity got the belter cf him and his
courage was Increased by the champagne .
the o!u gentleman hail -ordered.
"Idid not know your name until my

r.Jcci told ft to me after your arrival In
the carriage." said Uncla Caspar.

' •

"I don't remember giving It to Miss
Gugsens!ockcr at any time." said Lorry. •

"Vou »rc7e not my Informant." she said,
demurely.

"Surety you did not guess It?"
'Oh. no. indeed. I" am no mind-reader."°
"My own name was the last thing you

ccuid have read in my mind, in that
event, for 1 have not thcujht of It In
Ihrea c!aj s."

Hhe was sitting with her elbows on the-
table, her chin in her hand-, a dreamy

look In her blue eyes.
"You say you obtained that coin from

the porter" on the Denver train?"
'-

!
"Within two hours after 1 «jot aboard."'"
"Well, that coin purchased your name

for rne." she said, calmly, candidly. . He
gasped.

' , .-.'
"You—you don*t;mean that you—". he'

£ts»mmerfd. - •:
"You see. Mr-Lorry.ITvanted to know .

the name of. a man who came nearest.
my ideal cf what an American should be.
As soon as Isaw you Iknew that you
were the "American as I.had. grown to
know h'.ni through the books— big. strong,

bold'.and comely. That Is whyIbought
your r.atr.e cf the porter. Ishall always
Fay that Iknow the name of an ideal
American— Grenfall Lorry." •.

The ideal American was not unmoved.
He was ina fever of feas and happiness-
fear because he thought she was jcstin.sr, ,
happiness because he hoped she was not.
He laughed awkwardly, absolutely unabla
to express himself in word*. Her frank
statement staggered him almost beyond

the power of recovery. There was joy
In the knowledge that she had been at-
trsctcd to him at first Sight, but there was

bitterness In the thought that he had
come to her notice as a sort of specimen.

the nnme of which she bod sought as a
botanist would look fur the name of an
unknown flower.

"I—Iam honored," he at last managed

to say. his eyes gleaming v.Hh embarrass-
ment. "I trust you have not found your
first judgment a faulty one." He felt
very foolish after this flat»remark.
"1 have remembered your name." she

said, graciously. His heart swelled.
"There are a great many better Amer-

icans than I."he said. • "Your forget our
President and our statesmen."
"I thought they were mere politicians."
Grenfall Lorry, idealized, retired to Bis

berth that night, his head whirling with
the emotions inspired by this strange,
teautiful .woman. ! How lovely, how
charming, how naive, how queenly, how
Indifferent, how warm, how cold—how
everything that puzzled him was she. Hia .
last waking thought was:

"Guggenslocker!" Anangel with a nam»
like that!" . ' "•

why she was jvvlvlnca topic on.ee aban-
doned: His confusion was increased. Her
uncle and aunt;were regarding him caim-
ly—expectantly! he imagined.

"I—1 have no ambition, to be a novel

writer." he said, "so Ihave not- made a
study of heroines."

"But you would have an Ideal," she
persisted.

"I'm t-ure I—I,don't— that Is, she would
not necessarily be a heroine. Unless, of

.course. It would requite .heroism to pose

as nn h'cal t r such n pro=!a fellow as I."
"To bcRin with, you would call her

Olnrafcel MoriTrose or something equally
as impossible. Vou know the name of a
heroine" In a novel must be euphonious.
That Is an cxa-.linp rule." It was an open

taunt, and he eould see that she was en-
Joylns his discomfiture. Itaroused his in-
donation am! his wits. /

"1 woul<! t'.rst jrlve my hero a dlstin-
puished name. No matter what the hero--
ine's name mi.tht be— pretty or otherwise
—1 could easily change It to his !n the
last chapter." S^ie flushed beneath his
now blight, keen eyes and the ready.
though unexpected retort. Uncle Caspar
placed his napkin to his lips and coughed.

Synopsis.
Tr^nf*!! l>orry. a yruns man ef wealth «ml

T""s«tion. wlitie traveling «n the Denver Ex-
rrrs-s tmr his interest suddenly awakened It>

\u25a0 remarkably attractive youtig woman who i»
v tVi her uncle end aunt. He is puzzling hi.«
l-u»(n tcr a way t-« make hoi- acquaintance •

«iii-n tho opportunity offers itself by the \r:\\:\•rci.'.entally Vavtmr tliem both in a Mnall town-
-r tl-.c mountain district. Lorry wires alirau
and by hlrinj:a te*m manages, after a roman-
tic rirl\e, to catch the train at the next rti-
tion. «

OH. that's all richt. Let's he off."
cried Lorry. •"lw bad fallen soir.s
distance behind his late companion
and her uncle. Hurrying after them

h« reached her side in time to assist her*
in mounting the car Fteps.

*
"Thank you." smilmrr down upon him

bewttching'y. At tho top cf the' steps

fhe was met by her ai'.nt. behind whom
s-itw-'d the anxious man-servant and the*
mi!<1. Into tho ooaih she was drawn by
The relieved cLi lady. v,hn was critically
Inspecting ber persona! appearance when
Lorry ard the f«-re:cncr petered.

"Ach. It v.-as f.-> iviKiand t xhilar.ilinc.
Aunt Vvor.no."" the Rirl wac saying, her
ryes srnrk'ir.p. She stood Viralphl and
r.rm. her eh!n In the air. her hands in
these rf hrr aunt. The Mule iravelinr
caj» wr.s tin the side of bcr lie.id. hrr
hair was loose ard \rrj" mu.'h awry,
strar.u? straying here, curls bl.-.wins th?r<?
in utter cnrsfusion. L-.-rry fairly sft*p?«i
•Kiili auir.iiatif ti for ;*ie loveliness 'that
Ktm!d iw be vanquished.

"W> eane like the v.-in-i! 1 sh.i!! never,
never f-rset it.*" she s;i!«l.

"Eut hoiv could yru have remiined
there. chilJ? 1>!l me how It happsned.
We have been frar.tlo," said her .—. vnit.
*:.ilf in Krg-lisJ-.. half in Keraaan.

"Net now, tlenr Aur.t Yvrn:ie. £e? my
hair! WhJt a fright 1 must bo! Kortu-
r.a'.c rr.a:!. yrrct h-iir cantit-t bo s-i unruly
a ;mine. Oh' ' Tho rxrtara*t>*n was one
rt nlsrm. In an insia:;t sbt? was at h!s
s:>. peering with terrified eyes at t".i<*
Kcodstaliu <-n his neck 2.r».l f»<**>. "It is
Mood! You are hurt: t":-«Ie Ca-twr.
iicanck— quick: Attrad him! Com* to

ray rooxa at cvxt. Vou ;.re EuTCering.
:::r.na. inJ bar.<iaces'

"

She drn:;pe«i h!ni to the df>or of her
section before lie t-rviid interpose a re-
mc nftrmce.

\u25a0 It is mrth'nff—a rrere scratch. Bumped

rr.v bead a=-i:jst the =!de of the coach.
r:cas«- den' i worry al«»ut it; 1 can take
care for r-:y?elf. rtc.:ily. Itdoesn't

"

Em It dees! It l:as bled terribly. Sit
thereJ Xow. Hetirick." some

Hedr'.i..; nifhed eft ar.«t Tias back tn a
!:\u25a0 r.:ent with a Vasln «f xiater. a spor. 1;*

z.i.C a to-»rl. or.<1 before Grer.fall fully
J ter -what vs< happening- «he iran-str--
jr.: tv£? tatblus his hc^d. the others

Iconics '.n aaxjously. the youn? ia'iy ap-
prerjer.sik*",:.. her hands claspei before
he* as she >cns over to in^r****.x^s wwond
Lt-ovt his ear.

It is cjui*" an ugly cut.
"

?aid t'ncle
Caspar, critically. "Does it pain you.

"Oh. not a ?rreat dea.1." ars^Tre<5 L.orr>".
r'o^ins his eyes oomlcrtabiy. It .was all
very pleasant, h* thcucht.

•"Shcuid it r.o: have stitcher. Uncle Csls-
pcrT' k^ked tK.t mreet. eager voice.

""I ihirsk not. The flow Is stanched. If
the gentleman w.:!! al!otv licdrlck to trim
xhe hair away for a piaster and then
tandage it Ithink the wound will pive
h:ai no trot;bTe." The rid man spoke
tiowly and in v^ryroot! IZnpilsh.

"R.car>. rr.c'.e. is it net ko'I-^us?"
"No, no." intrrrvjscd Grenfall Lorry. "I

kr?*7 i» i-i? a. trifle. Vou cannot break
:.r. Americans head. I-et m«- go to my

ova section an<3 I'llbe rtaejy to present
ny?ell. as poo<J r? n"1*-. fr. t<rr. minutes."

"Tcu must let Hedriek bindace yo«r

h'ai." she ir.?i?*e<l- "Go him. He-
< rick."

Grer.fail arose ar.d starred toward his
Eection. foU^Tved by He^rJck-
"Itrust y.-.-j ver^ not hurt durtn; that

r^cktess r*<i*»." he «ai^ more as- a ques-
von. stcpt'in? in the aisle to look, back
a- h^r

*Ishould have be>cn a mass of bruises,
z'+ lies crd lump? had itrot b*-en for one
thing." she said, a fslnt f.ush cortilnc to

her cheek, clthouch her eye* looked un-
'altering!:.' tnto hi?. "VSH you join us in
the dinlns car? Ihave a p'.ace prepared
for you at. cur table .*"

'Thank you. You are very Ishall
join you as roon a3 Iam presmtabV."

We are- to be honored, sir." r«ild th«? old
jrTitleman. but in such a way thai Grcn-
fa:i had a distinct ictlirg that H was h«
\u25a0who was to be honored. Aunt yvonae
«ir!X grac»cusiy. and he took his .Je-
Iirtur»! While Hedrick \u25a0»£«: ilrcsslns thr
;igsed little rrut. Grt-enfall conipiacrnth
surveyed Cite patient In the mirror opp-j-

tlte. and eaid to hirnsffff a hundred time*.
'You lucky dog: It was worth forty

cashes Qk« this. By Jove, she's divine!"
In a fever cf eacer haste he bathed and

attired nimse'f for dinner, the »tr.r>criurb-
able Hedrick assisting. On*; query tilled
The American's mind* "Iwonder IfIam
to Eit be£i^< her.' And then: "C have
fa.t beside her There can never again bf.
"uch delSsh''

'

It was seven o'clock before Ms rather
unuuuaJ toi!rt *a.i rcmpleied. "Sec l{
\u2666.hey have gov.". to the diner, HedrSck," he
*«tid to Um man-fcervarit. wbu departed
\u2666 erfrncnSously
"Idon't kn->w why he ehould be bo

damned pcllt*.
'

observed Lorry, gazing
\u25a0nanderfaaiy after him. "I'm r.ot a k'.ng.
That remlnda me imust Introduce my-
«elf Eh* doesn't know me from Adam."

Hedrick returned and announced that
they had }u«t gor.e to the dining car and
•were awaiting bin there. He hurried to
»ho diner ar.4 made his way to their table.
Uncle CajEisar ar.i ht* nxeee were facing
r.rr zx he cajn^- betireea the tables,
and h« M», with no little regret, thatre. was to sit beside th*;aunt—directly op-
i/-*!t<! tbe cirl. bowever She. \u25a0mlled up
ur hire as fc» stood before them, bowing.
He eaw the "jxprcwlon cf inquiry !n those

•
<Jexp. Hauid eye» of violet as their gaze
v *r;dered over his hair.

"Your head? I tee no bandage," ahe
i-aid. reproachrully.•

"There Is a email platter and that is all.
Only beroe« may have. dangerous
*-ounde," he «ald. laughingly.
"Is heroism InAmerica measured by th<s

number of stitches or tho size of tht plas-
ter?" Ehe asked, pointedly, "inmy coun-
try It is a Joy, and not a calamity.
Wounds are the misfortune of valor, i'ray
»^e *ea.tcd. Mr. Isovry—Is itnot?" she said,
proriorncing it quaintly.

'lit-, tat down rather suddenly on hearing'
'-.'\u25a0r utter hiu name. JJowr had she learned
ItT Not a soul <,n the train knew it,he
a/aj »urc.

1 am Caep-ir Guggenslocktr. Permit
rr<», llr. Larry, to present my wife and
ray niece, 2>Iies Uuggcnslocker," :-.ilrj the
trade, more gracefully than he had ever
fxitrd such a thins uttered befoie.
in a Jaze, stunned by the name

—
Gug-

V- n*Ux.y.?r--myEtitied over their acquuint-
aoce v.-«th his own wncn he had been
failed st every fair attempt to learn
•fi^ir*,I>orry could only mumbl«s his ac-.
kti'jwir-dgmenti. in all his life lie had
never lost command of himself as at this
moment, tlugecnslot.ker: He could feel
Um dank ftweat of disappointment start-
ing en til*brow. Abutcher— a beer maker—

*\u25a0 cobbler— a gardener— all rynonymn of
•-•^SStfitsJucker. A rausage manufacturer'*
ni«.-t«— Miisjj GugBtntloc^tr! II« tried to
glance urn oncernedly at hc-r aK he took up
hi» najjkin. but his eyes wavered help:l«-saly. She was looking «cr»?nely nt him,
y . he fancied lie nw a shadow of mock-

i* > '.n her blue eyes.
I"Jf you were a novel wrllT. Mr. Lorry,
Vrtiat manner of heroine would you
chootT** fche asked, with a smile i>o tan-
u.llzing that he ur.deritood lnsilnctlvely

ly. Somehow the real flavor of.romance
was stricken from the ride' by',her candid
admissions. "What he had considered a
romantic treasure 1 was being calmly rob-
bed of its glitter, leaving- for his memory
the' blur .of an adventure in which he
had played the part of a gallant gentle-
man and che a grateful lady. He was
beginning to feel ashamed of fhe conceit
that had misled him. Down in. his heart
he was saying: '"I"might have known It.
Idki 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 Kirlcould do no wrong.

"And. Aunt Yvonne." she said. In con-
clusion, "the luck which you s,ay. is mine
as birthright asserted itself.

V
Iescaped

unhurt, while Mr. Lorry alone possesses
the pain and unpleasantness of bur ride.*'
"Ipossess neither." he objected. "The

pain that you refer to is a pleasure."
• "The pain that a man endures for a wo-

man- should always be a pleasure," said
Uncle Caspar, smilingly.

"But.It could' not be a pleasure to him
unless the woman considered it a pain."
rtasofied Miss Gupsenslockor. "He could

"When your aunt and Ireturned to the
train we saw the conductor holding his
watch. He said, to me: 'In just three
minutes we pull. cut. If they are not
here by that time they can get on the
b;st they know how. I've done allIcan.'
Idid not say a word, but went to my
8»:cUon and had Hedrick get out my pls-

fused; to answer. Your aunt and Iwent
at price* to the telegraph 'man -. and im-
plored him.to tell us the truth and he
said you were coming in a carriage over
a very- dangerous road. Imagine our
feelings when he said .'some people had
been killed yesterday on that very road.
Ho said you would have to drive like the
—the very devil.if you got here in twenty
minutes."'

"We' did. Uncle Caspar," \u25a0 Interrupted
Miss Ouegenslocker, naively. "Our driver
followed Mr. Lorry's Instructions."

Mr. Grenfall Lorry blushed and laughed
awkwardly. He had been admiring her
eager, face jand expressive eyes during'
Uncle Caspar's recital. How sweet Tier
voice when It pronounced hla name, how
charming the foreign flavor to the words.

"He.would not have understood if I
had said other things," he explained
hastily. .

to see if the cut were still there. Mr.—
Mr. Gi'g-gcnslocke'r. did the conductor ob-
ject to holding the train?" he asked, re-.
mcmbcrlr.5 what the conductor. had told
him or the old gentleman's actions.

- "

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

"Myhusband spoke very harshly to'tha,
poor man." added Aunt Yvonne. "But, I
am afrult'.. Caspar, he did not understand
n. word you sakl. .You were very much
excited."" The sweet old lady's attempts
at English were' much more laborious
than her husband's. \u25a0

'
"Ifhe dixl not understand my Kngllsh

he wes very pood at guessing," said her
hus'inml, grimly.

"He told me you had. threatened to call
him out." ventured the young man.

"Call him out? Ach. a railroad conduc-
tor!" exclaimed Uncle Caspar,' in fine
scorn. •

"Caspar. Iheard you say that you would
call him out," interposed his wife, with
reproving eyes. \u25a0

•-
<

"Ach. God! 1 have made a mistake! I
see Itall: It was the other word Imeant
—down, not out! Iintended to call him
down, as you Americans, say. Ihope he
willnot think 1challenged him." lie was

mint and T looked everywhere. You .were
not anywhere. \u25a0' 1 shall. never forget your
aunt's 'face when she sank into a chair,

nor shall 1 feel again. so near like dying
us when she suggested tha you might
have fallen from the train. I.sent Hed-
"rick ahead to summon the conductor; but
he had hardly left us when tha engine
whistled sharply, and the, train began to
slow up. in a jerky fashion. We wers
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
I. He said the train had been flagged,
nnd that there must be something: wrong.
Your aunt came out arid 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 rnlsslng. While
we were standing there in doubt and per-
plexity the train came to a standstill, and
soon there was shouting on the outside.
I climbed down from the car mid saw
ihat we were at a little station. The con-
ductor came running toward me excitedly.

"'Is the young lady in the car?' he
asked.
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