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only a woman? And upon the whole he was
not ill-pleased with the curious revelation she
had made of herself. He preferred the cold-
ness of women to their volcanle eruptions, and
would take more pains to melt the snow of
reserve than to add fuel to the flame of ardor.

‘“You have been very frank with me,’" he
sald at last, after a pause, as he loosened her
hands and moved a little apart from her—
**‘And whether your physical and mental hatred
of my sex is & defect In your nature, or an ex-
ceptional virtue, I shall not quarrel with It.
I am myself not without faults; and the chief-
est of these is one most common to all men.
I desire what I may not have, and covet what
1 do not possess. Bol! We understand each
other!"

Bhe ralzed her eyes—thoss beautiful deep
eyes with the moonlight glamor in them—and
for an instant the shining soul of her, pure

of the street where stood the tenement house—
divided Into several separate flats—In which
the attlo where Lotys dwelt was one of the
most solitary and removed portions. The King
alighted from the carriags unobserved and as-
cended the stairs on which Serglus Thord's
steps had echoed but a few hours gons by.
Knocking at the door as Sergius had done, he
was [if the same way bidden to enter, but as
he did so Lotys, who was sesated within, quite
alone, started up with a faint cry of terror.

““You here!"" she exclalmed in trembling ac-
cents. ‘‘Oh, why have you come? Bir, I beg
of you to leave this place!-—at once, before
there Is any chance of your being seen; your
Majesty should surely know—''"

‘““Majesty me no majesties, Lotys!' sald the
King, lightly; “I have been furbidden this little
shrine too long! Why should I not come to see
you? Are you not known as an angel of com-
fort to the sorrowful and the lonely? And will

eyes|—tearless now, and glittering with the
burning fever of the sad and suffering soul
behind them.

“You forget!"" she paid in hushed, trembling
accents: ‘““you are the King!"’

He lifted her band to his lips again and
pressed its cool, small palm against his brows.

‘““What then, my dearest? Must the King,
because he is King, go through life unloved?’

*“Unless the King is loved with honor,” said
Lotys in the same hushed volce; ‘‘he must go
unloved!"

He dropped her hand and looked at her. She
was very pale—her breath came and went
quickly, but her eyes were fixed upon him
steadily—and though her whole heart cried out
;'-‘r :’l sympathy and tenderness, she did not

inch. >

“Lotys,’”” he said, “are you so cold, so frozsn
in an ice wall of conventiunality that you can-
nhot warm to passion—not even to that passion

which every pulse of you js ready to return?

hat do you want of me? Lover's oaths?
Vows of constancy? Oh, heloved woman as you
sre, do you not understand that you have enter-
ed into my very heart of hearts—that you hold
my whole life in your possession? You—not I—
are the rullng power of this country! What
you say, that I will do! What you command,
that will I obey! While you live I will live—
when you die I will dfe! Through you I have
learned the value of sovereignty—the good that
can be done to a country by honest wark in
kingship; through you I have won back my dis-
affected subjects to loyalty; It Is all you—only
ou! And If you blamed me once as a worth-
ess king, you shall never have cause to so
blame me again! But you must help me—you
must help me with your love!"

Ehe strove to control the beating of her
heart as she looked upon him and listened to
his pleading. She resclutely shut her sosl o
the persuasive music of his volce, the light of |

his eves, the tenderness of his smile, e e —
i *“What of the Queen?” she said.
CONDUCTED BY He started back as though he had been T will not tempt you, Lotys"" he whispered
stung. . I dare not tempt mysel God blesa you!
B G LATHROP ‘The-Queen!”" he repeated, mechanlically. He put her gently fr« him. and stood for &
. Q. . = 4

*“The Queen!"’ -

““Ay, the Queen!" sald Lotys. *'She is your
wife—the mother of your sons! She has naver
loved you, you would say—you have never
loved her. But you are her husband! Would ROUT
you make me your mistress?” I said huskily; “‘my

Her voice was calm. She put the plain ques- Ve in this world and the next! Good-
tion pointblank, without a note of hesitation.
His face paled suddenly.

“Lotys!” he sald, and stretched out his
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weeping. & coh-

instinctive perception

but she drew herse!lf

ore tedlous congratu

You must rest!”

it is mot that,” answered, “‘Dot that. 1

ware. mere blasvhemy, and now she herself, a
young thing tenderly brought up like a tropi-
ckl flower in the enervating hothouse atmos-
phére of court life, yet had such a pure, deep
conselousners of God in her that she actually
* eould not pray with the slightest blur of a
secret on her sowl! He walted wonderingly.

1 have plighted my falth to you before
God's altar to-day,” she said, speaking more
steadily, “‘because after long and earnest
thought 1 saw that there was no other way of
sitisfying the two nations to which we belong
apd cementing the friendly relations between
thém Tiere Is no woman of royal birth, so
it has been pointed out to me, who is so sult-
able, from a political point of view, to be your
wife as 1. 1t is for the sake of your throne
and country that you must marry, and 1 ask
God . to forgive me if I have done wrong in
his #icht by wedding you simply for duty's
A Ke. My father, your father, and all who
aré connected with our two families desire our
unjon and have assured me that it Is right and
good for me to give up my life to yours. All
women's lives must be martyred to the laws
made by men—or so It seems to me. I cannot
expect o escape from the general doom appor-
tiobed to my sex. I therefore accept the des-
tny which transfers me to you as o Dniece of
human oproverty for possession and command.
1 accent it freely, but I will not say gladly,
because that would not be true, for I do not
lovée you—I]1 cannot love you' 1 want you to
kbow that and to feel it, that yYou may not
ask [from me what 1 cannot give.”

There were no tears in her eves. She lnoked
at him straightly and steadfastly. He, in his
turn, met her gaze fully. His face had paied
a little and a shadow of pained regret and
commiseration darkened his handsome features,

oo { love some one else?’ b isked softiy.

She rose from her chalr and confronted him,
a klow of passionale pride flushing her cheehs
and brow

“No!" she said. *T would not be a traitor
té you in 8o much as & thought! Had I loved
any one else I would never have married you

n i u had been ten times a Prince

ugh
No! You do not understand. I
ou heartwhole and passionless, with-
out a sincle love word chronicled in my giri-
hood's history or a single incident you Inay
not know. I have never loved any man, be-
cause from my very childhood I have hated
and feared all men! I loathe their presence—
their looke—their voices—their manners—if one
should touch my hand in ordinary courtesy my
Instincts are offended and revolted and ths
sénhse Of outrage remains with me for days.
My mother knows this and says I am ‘un-
natural.” It may be so. But natural or noi,

it is the truth; judge,
the sacrifice I make

therefors, the extent of
to God and our two coun-
tries In' giving myself to you!"

rince stood amazed and canfounded.
Was she mad?

her with & curlous, half-doubting scrutiny and
composure of her attitude, the cold
her expression. There was evi-
dently no hysteria, no sur
about this calm, statuesque beauty, which In
line and curve of
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zled, yet fascinated, he sou
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T less In earnest he might have
d Is, but her beauty, Intensified as it
was by the fervor of her feelin

something quite
moment dazzled him.
“Am I to understand——'" h
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while the rich color swept ov
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er her face in &

“‘Understand noth

Ing*’—she sald—*
that I do not love . g is

you, because I ean love no
For the rest I am wyour
your wife I give myself to you
tion wholly and in all things—s:
He advanced and took her hande in his,
‘““This is a strange barg:
gently kissed her,
Ehe answered nothin

aln!" he sald, and

E—only a faint shiver
through her as she endured the ca-
For A moment or two he surveyed her
In ¢ilence—It was a singular and novel expe-
rience for him, as a future king,
possessor of' a woman's beauty,_ and
yet with all his roverelgnty to be unable to
Wake one thrill of tenderness in the frozen soul
In such exquisite flesh and blood.
He was inclined to disbelfeve her assertions—
there must be emotisn,
fesling, passion
h she seemed a goddess

newly descended
from inaccessible helghts of h

eaven, was still

)

fearless, seemed to spring up and chal-
dgn to spiritual combat him who was now
her body's master, Then, bending her head
with & -graceful yet proud submission, she re-

tired.

There are three sons by this marriage,
but even with the advent of their children
Jove is mot permitted to break through
the barriers of convention that this King
and Queen have thrown around them-
selves. Unhappy in his home life the
monarch finally turns his attention to the
affairs of state. It is at this period that
the present story begins and we soon find
the King going forth in disguise among
his people to learn their needs and alsu
to eventually eradicate the evident cor-
ruption of his ministers and government,

He joins a band of Sociallsts under the
leadership of Sergius Thord and a re-
markable woman called Lotys, and soon
we find ourselves in a masze of love plots
thick enough to please the most ‘esthelic
devotee of little Cupid. The King, unde'r.'
the assumed name of “Pasquin Leroy,
rises among the Socialists until he is a
recognized leader and finally at their
meeting on the day of fate draws tne
lot that appoints him to the high position
and duty of assassinating himself. It is
then that he reveals his identity to his
brother Socialists and the scene that fol-
lows is one of the strongest in the book.
To add to the complications Sergius Thord
i{s in love with Lotys, but she loves ‘‘Pas-

uin Leroy,” and her pdssion for tha

ing is amply returned. The dramatic
situations that follow as a result of these
various attachments are most intensc,
and, it must be said, Marle Corelll does
them full justice. It is .not our purpose
to reveal the ultimate ending of all these
various complications, but having had a

limpse of the King's married life as a

ing it may be interesting to some to
see him as a man and under the sway of
the god of love. The extract given be-
low, taken in connection with the one
above, serves to give an excellent idea
of the general charaoter of the book and
the power of the author in handling dra.
matic climaxes. It is after the King hasy
revealed his identity to the Soclalists and

again see=s Lotys alone:

Lat~ In the afternoon—just after sundown—
& small, close brougham drove up to the corner

you not Impart such -eamhmm to me s I
may In my many griefs deserve? Nlr!. m:-i

Lotys! No tears! No tears, dearest of

To see you weep is the only thing that could
possibly unman me, and make even ‘Pasquin

Leroy' lose his nerve!"

He approached her and sought to take her
hand, but she turned away from him, and he
saw her bosom heave with a passion of re-

pressed weeping. \ “
“‘Lotys!"” he then sald, with exceeding gen-
Why are you un-
kappy? 1 have written to you every day since
that night when your lips clung to mine for
one glad moment—I have poured out my soul
to you with more or less eloguence, and surely
with passion; every éay I have prayed you to
receive me, and yet you heve vouchsafed no
reply to one who is by your own confession

tleness, ““What is this?

‘the only man you love!” Ah, Lotys! you will

not now deny that sweet bitrayal of your
heart! Do you know that was the happlest xty

of my life?—the day on which-I was thr
ened by ‘death and saved by love!"

His mellow volce thrilled with its underlyifg

tenderness; he caught her hand and kissed it;
but she was silent.

With all the yearning passion which had been
pent up In him for many months he studied
the pure cutlines of her brow and throat—the
falling sunlight glow of her heir—the deep
azure glory of the pitying eyes, half veiled be-
neath their golden lashes, and just now spark-

ling with tears.

“All my life,”” he sald softly, still holding
her hand, “I have longed for love! All my life
I have lacked it! Can you imagine, then, what
it was to me, Lotys, when I heard you say you
loved my resemblance—the poor Pasquin Le-
roy—and even so’'I knew you loved me? When

ou praised me as Pasquin and ‘cursed me as

ing, how my heart burned with desire to
clasp you In my arms and-:tell you all the
truth of my disguise! But to hear you speak
as you did of me, o unconsciously, so tender-
1y, so bravely, was the sweetest gladness I have
ever known! 1 felt myself a king at last, in
very deéd and truth—and it was for the love of
you, and begause of your love for.me, that I de-
termined to do all T could for my son Hum-
phry and the woman of his choice! For, find-
ing myself loved, 1 swora that he should not be
deprived of love. I have done what I could to
insure his happiness; but after all, it is your
doing and the result of your influence! You

are the sole center of my good deeds, Lotys!

You have been my star of destiny from the
very first day I saw you—from the moment

when I signed my bond.with you in your own

pure blood, I loved you! And I know that you

loved me!"" *

She turned her eyes slowly upon him—what

He heard her—his whole soul was shaken by
the passion of her words.’

“Lotys!"” he sald—and agaln—'‘Lotys!"

He drew her up from her kneeling attitude,
and, gathering. her close in his arms, kissed
her tenderly, reverently—as a man might kiss
the lips of the dead.

““Must It be so, Lotys 7" he whispered: “‘must
we dwell always apart?”

Her eyes, beautiful with a passion of the
highest and holiest love, looked full into hias.

“‘Always apaft, yet always together, my be-
loved!"’ ‘she answersd. ‘“‘Together In thought,
in soul, in aspiration—in the hope and confi-
deriee that #ees us and knows that we seek
to live purely in his sight! Oh, my King, you
would “not have {t otherwise! You would not
have our love déflled! How common and easy
it would be for me to give myself to vou—as
other ‘women aré ohly too ready to give them-
selves—to take your tenderness, your care,
your admiration—tp demand your constant at-
tenddnce on my lightest humor: to bring you
shame by my persistent companionship; to
caufe am-opdn.alander and allow the finger of
scorn to be pointed at yom: to see your honor
made a mockery of by basé persons who would
judge you ahk one. who, notwithstanding his
brave spousal of the people’'s cause, was yet a
slave to the caprice of a woman! Think some-
thing more  of me than this! Do not
put: me on the level of such women as once
brought your nante into contempt! They did not
love you; they loved themselves! But I—I love
you. Oh, my dearest lord, If self were concarned
at all in th's groat love of my heart, I wouid
not suffer your arms to rest about me now!
—I'would not let your lips touch mine!—put
it I8 for the last time. beloved!—the last time!
And so 1 put my hands here on your heart
—1 kisg your lips—I say with all my soul in
the prayer—God bless vou'—Gaod keep you'—
God save you, my King' Though I shall live
Wpart from you all my days. my spirit s nne
with yours!” God will know that truth when
we .meet—on the other side of Leath!"

Her tears’ fall fast, and he bent over her,
torn Ly a temipest of conflicting emotions, and
kissing the soft hair that lay loosely rutfieg
e T

“Then shal so, Lotys"”" he m
at last. “‘Your wish is my law'—it uh:ll':“g.“:.
you command! I will fulfill such dutjes as [
must in this world—a-d the knowledge of
ycur love for me—your trust Tn me—shall keep
mé high in the People’s honour! oOig follies
shall be swept away—old sins atoned for;,—
and when we meet, as you say, an the other
side of Death, God will perchance Kive us
all that we have longed for In this w,
all, that Te hn':r:oklu;!" -

is volce s —he could not furthe
on'his self-control, R
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