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Vell, why not?’ he said, as his two
panions stared in dumb amazement.
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as much Fight,” he sald, “to
s money I now heold in my hand as
! yan who was carrying it before.
Mor for she ¢idn't need it, and I do.’
™wet's true enough,” assented Gus.
“Of ¢ourse it's true,” the other ran

erty

I have

on swiftly.
of our

at

“Isn’t it the very essence
teaching, that we talk about,
meetings, night after night?
l)0f~=_an}' one mean to =ay that those

the

28 s there”—he pointed to he re-
ng figures—"have a right to the
money in their pockets? Have they
€ver earned anything, done anything,
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The girl laughed joyfully. “They
mean to say it, but we mean to dis-

prove it,” replied Gus.

‘A couple of rich Americans, I sup-
pose,” said Heinrich, "'.ikt; of
them.’ He looked down at the little
“No, not Americans,” he said.
do know?"” demandéd the
with interest.
pointed to the gold mono-
gram surmounted by a coronet. “There

most

purse
“How

girl,
Heinrich

you
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are no nobles in America,” he said.
“Perhaps they're American million-
aire's daughters,” suggested Gus,

“that have bought a noble over here.”
“I hope they are,” sald the girl vin-
dictively. *“Yes, that wouldn't be bad,”
answered Helinrich. “At any rate
we've got their money.” The three
had walked away into the ‘“Anlagen.”
He repeated the words with much de-
liberation, “We've got the money”

“I wonder how much it is,” said the

girl, tentatively.

“Enough, you may be sure,” he re-
plied.

“How do you mean—enough?” ques-

ough for our luncheon.” Heinrich
jerked his head in the direction of the
Hotel Aurelie.
“And to buy
said
“No."

here.”

me some smart clothes,’
the girl.

Heinrich stopped dead. “Look
He unfastened the
clasp. “I take out enough to pay for
our meal over yonder, as Louisa says
I'm spolling her day. We've a right
to that meal with the swells; so be it
He extracted a couple of gold pieces.

slowly

‘Forty marks must do. As for the
rest” He flung the white purse
away along the pathway; it struck
into a corner by the bridge.

‘“What nonsense! Why, any thief'll
finqg it!” cried the girl. *“There was
heaps in i{t. I saw paper” She ran
forward. He caught her arm. “Let
it lle,” he sald, sternly. “If a thief

finds it—lJet it—Ilet it be another thief.”
Gus joined in with him
uncomfortally. “Why, all property is
theft!” repeated Heinrich. “What's
the way to get into this place? Come
along!”

The ladies had not needed to
look for the entry—they were staying
in the hotel. The skye terrier (chris-
tened and called Sherry) knew also
that at this hour of the day you made
straight for the Ilong glass gallery,
lunched, the hour being half-past one,

He laughed.

two

a la carte.

The two ladies, as the closed crown
have told Heinrich, had he not
been utterly ignorant of such matters,
prine They were the

rincesses Ulrica and Adelgunde Stein-
Hohenfels-Ideburg-Stein-Stein. The
wit of the family had once suggested,
vears ago, that the mem-

would

were esses.

some seventy

bers might write themselves 8—x—
Stein, like an algebraic formula. This
joke had given unlimited satisfaction
and scope to a large circle of aristo-

cratic acquaintances ever since.

The party the two princesses
joined was a numerous and noisy one.
It their uncle,

which

was presided over by

the old Furst Steyn, bristly, military
and white mustachioed, and that
Transparency's Transparent spouse,

whom he had long ago bullied into a
dignified and not unwilling repose.
There were a couple of young officer
cousins, a fast French marquise, “gone”
boats, a pair of English
twins and even one or two children.
The English twins were the Ladles
Geraldine and Frances Wheatley, Lord
Radborough’'s unmarried and unmar-
riagable daughters (the middle aged
onés. the plain ones, that people called
“The Pugs”). They were at Baden
with thelr horrible old father because
he, unlike everybody else, still drank
the waters. As his one occupation was
being read to, night and day, by his
gasping servant—he saild, not unduly,
that his nghters could not read—the
ladfes had their time to themselves.
“We could read to our father all
right,” they sald—and this again on
their part was not an untrue state-
ment of the case—" {f he would choose
books differently. But not"d-a
pretty blush here on their middle aged
the French memoirs he
reads all day with Antoine.” They
themselves had received a good edu-
cation and were able to take part in
all the amusements of the hour. For
the last three yvears they had devoted
their entire existence to bridge.

They played it all day at Baden with
their mald, and would have been obliged
to desist after beggaring her had the
woman not educed a method of cheat-
ing which enabled her to hold her
own. The only child of interest in the
party was the hereditary little Prince
(3 x) Stein, the old man’s grandson,
a chubby boy of ten, at present entirely
engrossed in chasing round his plate
the balls of his consomme profiteles,
but a little person who will be very
important some day, when they have
to marry him, as they must, to a rich
girl with quarterings, 0 that an Amer-

on motor

his

cheeks—"not

jcan won’t do.
At a table next to this noisy and

pbrilliant company sat one man, glow-
ering and morose, with a placid girl of
thirteen. This was Rottick, the great
American tallow millionaire. His lunch
was being rendered to him, as fte-
quently, gall and bitterness by the
empty ocackle and giggle of the lieu-
ténants. Whenever the fairhaired child
of thirteen glanced In their direction
he frowned. His two eldest daughters
had already themselves to
coroneted scoundrels. He had sworn,
with a violence which betrayed his im-

married

potence, that this jast and youngest,’

the favorite, should espouse noné but
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a commoner. So he sat and watched
the young sprigs of inanity as a vul-
ture tears, men tell, when wounded, at
its own breast.
The princely party had strayed into
unwonted quagmire of philosophy
and was foundering with loud splashes
considerably out of its depth. One of
“The Pugs,” Lady Geraldine, had quot-
ed—or rather attempted—Longfellow,
and stuck:

“Life is—Ilife is—oh, he says life is
something, you know,” she said.

One of the lieutenants leaped to her
assistance, cock sure. “Life is hard—"
he began, and stuck likewise. *“Yes it
is.” “No it can’t be!” *“It doesn't go
with the rhyme.” “The rhythm, you
mean.” “Life is hard and life is fleet-
ing.” A babble of voices. The little
boy went on stolidly chasing the slip-
pery balls round his plate. ‘yuafe {8"—

“Father, mayn't I tell them?’ burst
out in a shrill whisper the millionaire’s
child.

“Hold your tongue. Don't look at
them, Daisy.” His voice was quite un-
expectedly harsh.  “Go on with your
lunch.”

“Life is eating!" said in a sudden in-
gpiration the oldest of the lieutenants,
already a little mottled and bald.
There were shrieks of laughter. They
dropped to the silence of exhaustion.

“Life is real; life is earnest,” said,
speaking for the first time in a low
voice, the younger of the two prin-
cesses, Adelgunde. It was she whose
purse had been taken, but as yet she re-
mained happily unaware of the fact.

“How clever vou are, my dear,” re-
marked Lady Frances in the tone in
which one woman makes that remark
to another woman.

“And how could life not be real?’
demanded, with a great air of shrewd-
“When {t isn't

What non-

an

ness, the clever cousin.
rea'al, then you're dead.
sense these poets talk!”
“If you were to marry somebody—
or—or, I mean, if you were to be in
love with somebody whose name was
Ernest,” began the Princess Ulrica with
slow thought, “then you could say ‘life
is Ernest,’ couldn't you? I wonder if
anybody ever worked that out before?”
This sentiment met with great approval
from those who did not require to have
it explained to them. The old Furstin
shook her gentle head.
“You young folks,” she =saild,
think love is everything.”
“What odd people!” exclaimed a cou-
ple of voices. All gazed in the direction
of the doors. The bright restaurant,
with its glitter of flowers and napery,
was full of gay visitors; only one table
still stood open, left so by the head
waiter's deference, next to “Hone Her-
reschaften”'—a whisper—"Seine Dur-
chlaucht,” the reigning, even in Ger-
many that makes all the difference—
Furst Steyn. Not that he was really
a “reigning” anything in the political
He was merely the head of his
mediatized house (see Almanach de
Gotha, IIme, Partie). “What queer
people!” said all of them except the
old Furstin, indifferent to ‘“‘queerness”
outside the above mentioned almanac.
And, indeed, our three socialists, in-
significant out of doors, looked more
than odd-—they looked objectionable—
in the midst of this expensively coi-
lected assembly as they moved up the
narrow gangway, surrounded by a buzz
of startled walters. The young men,
had they been properly garbed, might
have been waiters themselves, but the
young woman, neither grand monde
nor demimonde, did not fit into the
place at all. “I fear there is no room.
All the tables are engaged,” explained
the deprecatory maitre d'hotel.

“you

sense.

“And yonder one?’ said Helinrich,
pointing.

“That table will be—will be taken
presently,” said the head waliter. /

“We have come here to lunch, and
we must lunch!” declared Helinrich, in
a masterful manner. “Put three chairs
to that table at once, and count on
five marks for yourself!” He was
breezing it out; on his naturally pale
cheeks the color came and went. The
head waiter, not indifferent to five
shillings, but still more anxious, per-
haps, to avoid a scandal and to get
these people out of everybody’'s line of

gibes.

sight, went round to render a few
wdrds into the thick red ear of His
Transparency. “What? How? Ha!
Common people? What the devil do I
care if people are common or not?”
Louise, unconscious of either honor or
interest, sat facing, a little disconcerted
by the atmosphere, the amused amaze-
ment of the great ladies, The little
boy, with a fish bone tickling his throat,
lifted his long child stare to her apple
red face and thought her exceedingly
beautiful.

“Glve us the day’s dinner. What's
the price?” comm\nded Heinrich, fing-
ering the two gold pieces in his waist-
coat pocket. But it was explained to
him that in this restaurant there were
no unsubjective menus and hardly such
vulgar things as mentionable prices:
He had to select with great awkard-
ness French dishes, of wwhich the mean-
ing was unknown to him. Scarlet with
confusion and anger, he had to appeal
to the smiling waliter. The young men
behind him listened with discreet
laughter. No, you couldn’t order two
egg dishes, then hors-d’oeuvres and a
sweet.

“You know about these things; it's
your trade. Get us what we need and
look sharp!” Helinrich flung the list
away from him; his scorn for thess
minions of luxury—sons of the people—
exceeded his contempt of the “aristos”
themselves. The command, enforced
by an order for champagne—“German,
mind ‘you!"—found ready acceptance,
The other tables returned to their con-

versations. Lousia's unforgettable fes-
tival was soon in full course of de-
velopment. She enjoyed it with de-

cency, shrilly happy and only offensive
against her will.
his mouth full of Russian trout may-
onnaise—began blathering about sense-
less sensualists and the needs of the

people. “Stow that!” 'sald Heinrich
flercely, and dug him in th
sides, R0

Gus was willing in every sense to
stow. Heinrich ate sparingly. It may
be doubted whether he was enjoying
himself. In fact, it may be affirmed
that he was not. He had done the
thing on a vexed impulse, driven to it
in the sudden temptation by Louisa's
From his theoretic standpoint,
although he had never before taken a
halfpenny to which he was not en-
titled, there tould be no great harm
In what he had done. His views of
the rich were the ignorant imaginings
of his class. Thelr many and super-
fluous possessions were stolen from the
needs of the poor. The well fllled
white purse with the gold coronet was
no more the rightfully acquired monop-
oly of that peach blossom girl when it
stuck in her loose jacket pocket than
when it lay on the public road. But he
hadynot counted on sitting down to his
“commandeeéred” luncheon face to face
with the peach blossom girl's open
forehead and kindly eyes. The others
were barely noticing him and his pals
except with a scornful amusement not
easy to endure, but the girl opposite
seemed to study them covertly in sym-
pathetic interest, A nice girl she
looked, one among his own kindred he
would have picked out as probably a
good sort; a pity that she should thus
live in her ignorance, useless, harmful,
battening upon the brains and the life
blood of human beings better—for a
wonder he hesitated—of human beings
as good as herself.,

She had sald something. It evoked
an outburst of protest. “But, my dear
princess!”"—the scream from Lady

Frances carried across to the neigh-
boring table the amazing word which,
despite their anarchical sentiments,
struck the working class trio,
tally, all of a heap. A princess, to their
thought, was the daughter of a sov-
ereign, dwelling in a palace and dining
on a throne. But the next moment
their newspaper fed faculties righted
themselves. A princess was an or-
dinary woman, no better—Heinrich's
eyves met, in full, those of the delicate
faced girl opposite him—not much bet-
ter than a Mannheim factory girl. The
blue eyes opposite said plainly, “You
must have come in here by mistake.
How uncomfortable you must be! I
feel s0 sorry for you!” And, in faect, it

men-

It was Gus who—,

v

was some such remark that had oc-
casioned the latest outcry. In contrast
with one of the cousins Adelgunde had
maintained that “the girl looked wvul-
gar, of course, but not immodest.” The
others exclaimed:

“Adelgunde is always so romantie”
said the old Furst, making codfish eyes
over his souffie. It may be noted that
“romantic,” in lofty circles, is used to
denote two exactly opposite attitudes of
mind. Y‘u are ‘romantic” when so
utterly selfish as to ignore, on your
own behalf, all the feelings of your
family, for instance, by eloping with
the groom; you are also ‘romantic”
when so altruistic as to feel some sym-
pathy, however slight, for sufferers out-
side your hereditary horizon. Within
the horizon, it need hardly be pointed
out, are all immediate dependents, their
bodies and, nowadays, their spirits
forming one of the most interesting
developments of your social task. But
th: Furst was old fashioned. “Adel-
gunde,” he spluttered, “is always so
romantic! Zum Donnerwetter; She
knows the names of the kitchen
malids!”

And here might this episode end—in
which case it had ne’er found a record-
er—but that, what with the heat and
the excitement, the tension of his
strange de:d and the unwonted prox-
imity, the unwholesome, rich fgod and
noisy, heavily perfumed atmosphere—
what with all these many stifling in-
fluences—but not with the wine, for he
had barely drunk a glass of {t—what
must the poor drudge and dreamer
Heinrich feel suddenly surging in his
ears and the veins of his head but that
curious, suffocating roar as of rushing
waters which at red hot public meet-
ings once or twice before, when he had
spoken well and was being applauded,
he had heard, terror struck, as he sank
back trying to recover himself in vain.

He was sinking back now; the room
was going round; people were begin-
ning to notice; some one had started
up; the room was gone!

“I know what to do, if you will let
me do it,” said the Princess Adelgunde,
as the waliters and his own frightened
companions fussed helplessly round the
unconscious man. The head waiter
could have torn his hair but that he
was accustomed to restrain his emo-
tions, and, moreover, quite bald.

“Nonsense, Adelgunde, come here!”
cried the scarlet Furst.

“My dear child, if he is not drunk it
is Jjust a fainting fit,” pleaded, with
courteous authority, the old princess.

“It is neither, aunt. Look at his fore-
head—but you don’t know. The man
must have immediate technical assist-
ance or he will dle.” She spoke quite
unemotionally, as you might speak of
seeing to the fire.

The English ladies squeaked. One of
the lieutenants said, sotto voce, “Let
him.” The Furst grunted. “This comes
of your ridiculous Esmarch lectures, of
which I always disapproved.” Adel-
gunde turned quickly. “Am I 15,” she

said, “or 257"

“My dear, you know best.”

‘and am I, or am J not, a Lady of
the Order of St. John of Jerusalem?”

To this last there was really no an-
swer bu{ acquiescence. She felt as
much, as, triumphantly and imperiously,
she addressed the head walter: “Take
this man at once,” she said, “to a bed-
room on the ground floor—he may not
be carried upstairs—and send instantly
for a doctor.”

“Transparency,” replied the waiter
sullenly, “there are no bedrooms on the
ground floor except the garden suite,
occupied by yourselves.”

She turned to her uncle—to the
“reigning” Prince of Steyn-Hohenfels-
Ideburg-Steyn-Steyn, and she said, un-
moved, as if such askings were in na-
ture: “May he be laid on your bed for
a moment? He is almost cértain to die
unless somethiug is done at once.”

“My bed! OR, by all means,” shouted
the prince. “Why not? ; Oh, of course.
By George, it's as good as a play!”

“He looks horribly ill,"” said, from her
seat, the quiet old princess.

“Carry him at once,” Adelgunde had
already said it, “Into No. 5.” A table-
cloth was spread over the hotel bed;
the unconscious figure was laid upon it.
The young princess’ maid, indignantly
called away from the loud couriers’
table, stood, with a brow of thunder, in
expectant attendance. The room was
cleared, The man’'s friends, altogether
scared and unavailable, were directed
to wait outside. And the whole place
was scoured for a doctor.

Meanwhile the Princess Adelgunde,
having deftly loosened tie and collar
(after the maid's preliminary bungle)—
such a poor, little three penny tie and
paper shirt front—the Princess Adel-
gunde was methodically rubbing the
person's temples and directing her ser-
vant how to foment the wrists with hot
water and a “reigning” sponge.
Baden-Baden contains 150 physiclans.

would cntain 300, but that the
“cure” committee, curiously so self-
styled, has had to petition a grand
ducal government, pointing out that
defunct visitors pay a heavy final doc-
tors’ bill, but no further “kurtaxe.”
Not one of the 150 was findable, for the
moment, a proof, perhaps, that there
ought to be more.

Meanwhile the Princess Adelgunde
methodically rubbed, with firm, down-
ward stroke, the person's congested
temples. The maid sniffed inwardly—
her noiseless nostrils sniffed—the room
was shaded, cool and quiet. All about
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luxuriously splendid old fop of today.
On these appurtenances the patient,

the hundred appurtenances of &

after ten minutes of anxious labor,
opened feebly wondering eyes. - His
glance rested on a great purple dis-
patch box. It was some time before
he realized what he was looking at,
then he fancied it must be full of gold.
And, Irritably, the eyes traveled away
from it jo the countenance bending over
him. Their looked changed suddenly
from wonder to perplexity, to vexation
and to somethiag like awe.

“You will be better now,” said
Princess Adelgunde, ceasing her

the
Tb-

bing. “Have you had such an attacle
before?”
“Yes, once or twice,” he muttered,

half striving to rise.

“Lie quiet a little longer. The blood

is beginning to flow back again. You
should see a docton
“Deoctors are for the rich,” he said,

not too graciously. Then the thought
smote him that this doctor has assisted
the poor.

He was obliged to lie still for a few
minutes longer, but at the end of that
period he sat up on the bed. The prin-
cess moved to the door.

“Stop!” he cried, shrill in his shaky
voice. “For the love of God give me
one moment—one moment—alone!”

She hesitated, resolved not to do so—
preposterous! She looked at his face.
“Wait outside in the passage,” she said
to_her maid. “Your highness will be
murdered,” replied that damsel In
French. The Princess Adelgunde smiled,
Y&t she remained standing, when left
alone, with her hand on the door knob,

“No, I am not going to rob you,” said
the man, thickly, as if he had caught
at the mald's meaning. “I have done
that already.” The princess’ hand went
to the pocket of her little costume
jacket. Had he done this while felgn-
ing to be il1? * No, he had been in very
real danger—she did not understand.

“I took your purse as you passed us
at the entrance. My companions wera
clamoring to see, once in way, how
the rich live. And we came here.”

She had a kind, but a proud face.
Until now it had expressed no emotion
of any kind, neither after his recovery
nor before. But as he ceased speaking
he saw an unexpected sorrow come inta
the haughty eyes.

“I am very, very sorry,” he said ab-
Jectly. He glanced at the open French
window, the garden beyond. “Send.,” he
sald, “for the police. I shall wait."

“Give me back my purse.” She held
out her hand, speaking sternly.

“I cannot. I have thrown it away. 1
only took out two gold pleces. Was
there much mererinside? 1 hope not.”

Her eyes grew molst. “There was
more than money,” she said. Then sud-

‘denly, much ag#inst her wish, she re-

solved, for his penitence, to tell him:
“There was a lock of halr,” she sald
simply, “of my twin brother, who died
when we were 17.”

He could not withdraw his eyes from
hers; they chained him. And the utter-
ance of his agony was such that she
trembled where she stood, outwardly
calm. ,

“You. mustn’'t mind like that™ she
said, faintly. “I will send my mald to
look for it. There is just a chance——"

He slipped, nearly fell, off the bed. “I
must go at once,” he cried. “But, ne,
hundreds pass that way; yet, possibly,
an honest finder. And I am a thief!™

He stood on the floor, still half dazed.
“I am a socialist,” he pleaded. “But you
wouldn't understand. I didn't mean to
be a thief. And you are a great lady
and you did all this! But before you
did it, you looked at us in the eating
room—so humanly; I seem to care for
that most. You're a great lady and
you've a human heart, and human Xind-
ness. I don't- think [ ever knev” about
that. He paused by the door. "Wonld
your royalty,” he said, “have the good
condasceas.on to tell me your gracious
name:" R

“I am called Adelgunde Steyn.”

“For what I have done [ will go to
prison.” He waved back her protest.
“Never else,” he said softly, “could 1
look my own soul in the face agam.™
Then he went out through the door,
leaving her standing by Lher uncle's
tableful of gilt toilet things, shaken,
sorrow smitten, very tender.

But in the doorway, on the theshold,
he turned. “You have saved my life”
he said. *“You are a great, great
princess and I am only a working man,
I am thinking all the time is there
nothing 1 can do on my part to show
my gratitude—to benefit you a little—
just a little? I can only think of one
little thing. By trade, I am a journey-
man sausage maker. Oh, royalty, never
eat sausage again!™”

Then he went away, without another’
word, and left her standing there,



