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OHAPTER XXV.—(Continued,)

he prisoner! shout®&l the northern
nobles, and in an instant the solemn

fironeroom was wild with excltement,

*Do not sign that decree!” cried some
one from a far corner.

“Here is your man, Prince Bolaroz!"”
cried a baron.

“Quinnox has saved us!” shouted an-
other.

The princess, white as death and as
motionless, sat bolt upright in her royal
seat. s

“Oh!” she moaned piteously, and,
clinching her hands, she carried them
to her eyes as if to shut out the sight.
The Countess Halfont and Dagmar
ran to ber side, the latter frantic with
glarm. Sbhe knew more than the oth-
ers,

“‘Are you the fugitive?’ cried Do-

“I am Grenfall Lorry. Are you Bo-
laroz?"

“The father of the man you murder-
ed. . Ah, this is rapture!”

“I have only to say to your highness
I did not kill your son. I swear it, so
help me God!”

“Your highness,” cried Bolaroz, step-
ping to the throne, “destroy that de-
cree. This brave soldier has saved
Graustark. In an hour your ministers
and mine will have drawn up a ten
years' extension of time, in proper
form, to which my signature shall be
gladly attached. I have not forgotten
my promise.”

Yetive straightencd suddenly, seized
the pen and flercely began to sign the
decree in spite of all and before those
abont ber fairly realized Lier intention.
Lorry undesrstood and was the first to
Bi;atch the document from her hands.
A halt written Yetive, a blot and a
long, spluttering scratch of the pen
told how near she had come to signing
away the lands of Graustark, forgetful
of the fact that it could be of no bene-
fit to the prisoner she loved.

“Yetiyve!” zasped her uncle in horror.

“She would have signed,” eried Gas-
pon in wonder and alarm.

“Yes, I would have signed!” she ex-
claimed, starting to ler feet, strong
and defiant. *“I could not have saved
his life, perhaps, but I might have
saved him from the crue! injustice that
that man’s vengeance would have in.
yented. He is innocent, and I would
give my kingdom to stay the wrong
that will be done.”

*“What! You defend the dog!” cried
Polaroz. *“Seize him, men! 1 will see
It is no girl he

b

bas to deal vgth now.”

“Stop!"” cried the princess, 1the com-
mand  checking  the men,
ieaped In front of his charge. “He is
my prisoner, and he shall have justice,
Keep back your soldiery, 'rince Bola-
roz. Itis a girl you have to deal with.
I will say to you all. wmy people and
yours, that T believe him to be innocent
and thiat I sincerely regret his capture,
iorinaate as it may be for us. e shall
Lavss o fair and a just trial, and I shall
do 2!l in my power, Prince Dolaroz, to
secure his acquittal.”

“Why do you take this stand, Ye-
five? Why have you tried to shield
him?2” eried the heart broken ITalfont.

She drew herself to her full height,
and, sweeping the threatening crowd
with a challenge in her eyes, cried, the
fores ringiug strong and clear above
the growingz tumult:

“Because [ love him!"

As if by magice the room became sud-
denly still.

“Beliold an hLopest man, 1 would
have saved him at the cost of my honu-
or. Scorn me if You will, but listen to

S ey wphe man who stands bere ac-

cused came voluntarily to this castle,
‘surrendering himself to @aptain Quin-

~yox that he might, though innocent,

stand between us and disaster. He
was safe from our pursuit, yet return-
ed, pernaps to his death. For me, for
You and for Graustark he has done
this, Is there a man among you who
wouid have done as much for his own
country? Yet he does this for-a coun-
try to which he is stranger. I must
coinmit lim to prison once more. But,”
shie cried in sudden fiercéness, “I prom-
ise him now, before the trial, a royal
pardon. Do I make my meaning clear
to you, Prince Bolaroz?"
__The white lips of the old prince could
frame no reply to this daring speech.
“Be careful what you say, your high-
uess!” cried the prisoner hastily. *I
nust re{use to accept a pardon at the
:08t of your honor. It is because I love
fou better than my life that I stand
bere. ‘I cannot allow you and your peo-
ple to suffer when it is in. my power to
prevent it. All that I can ask Is fair-
ness and justice. I am not guilty, and
God will protect me. Prince Bolaroz,
I eall upon you to keep your promise.
I atm not the elayer of your son, but I
am the man you would send to the
block, guilty or innocent.”
. As le spoke the princess dropped
backiin the chair, her rash courage

_igone.” A stir near the doorway fol-

lowed his concluding sentence, and the
other American stepped forward, his
face showing his excitement.

“Your highness,” he sald, “I should
bavesspoken sooner. My lips were part-
ed and ready to cry out when Prince
Gabriel interposed and prevented the
sizning of the decrec. Grenfall Lorry
did not kill the young prince, I can
pro‘duce the guilty man!”

CHAPTER XXVI.

THE GUESSING OF ANGUISH.

HE sturtling assertion created a
fresh sensation. Sensations had
come so thick and so fast, how-'
ever, that they scemed compo-

nent parts of one grand, bewildering
climax. The new actor in the drama

. held the center of the stage undispute
“. “Harry!” cried Lorry,

Quinnox |

“Prince Gabriel, why do you shake
| like a leaf? Is it because you know
{ what T am going to say?” exclaimed
i Anguish, pointing his finger accusingly
at the astonished Prince of Dawsber-
| gen.

| Gabriel's lips parted, but nothing
‘more than a gasp escaped them. In-
l\'nhmturlly his eyes sought the door,
| then the windows, the pecunliar, uncon-
trollable look of the hunted coming in-
to them. Bolaroz ailowed Lis gaze to
| leap instantly to that pullid face, and
’ every eye in the room followed. Yetive
was standing again, her face glowing.

“An accomplice has confessed all. I
i have the word of the maa who saw
| the crime comwmitted. I charge Prince
| Gabriel with the murder of his high-
ness Prince Lorenz.”

With a groan Gabriel threw his
hands to his leart and tottered for-
ward, glaring at the merciless face of
the accuser,

“Confessed! Betrayed!" he faltered.
Then he whirled like a maniac upon
his little coterie of followers. “Vile
traitor!” he shrieked. *“I will drink
your heart's blood!”

With a how!l he leaped toward one
of the men, a dark faced noblemun
named Berrowag. The latter evaded
him and rushed toward the door, cry-
ing:

“It is a lie, a lle! He bhas tricked
you! I did not confess!”

The prince was seized by his friends,
strugzling and cursing. A peculiar
smile lit up the face of Harry Anguish,

“I repeat, he is the assassin!”

Gabriel broke from the detaining
hands and, drawing a revolver, rushed
for the door.

“Out of the way! I will not be taken
alive!”

Allode met him at the curtains and
grasped him in his powerful arms,
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Alode met him at the curlains and
| yrasped i in his powerful arms.
! weapon from his band. The utmost
confusion reigned—wowmen screaming,
| men shouting—and above all could be
heard the howls of the accused prince.
“Let me go! Curse you! Curse you!
i I will not surrender! Let me kill that
]trul(or! Jet me at him!” Berrowag
| had been seized by willing hands, and
the two men glared at each other, one
crazy with rage, the other shrinking
with fear.

Dangloss and Allode half ecarried,
half dragged the prince forward. As
Lie neared Bolaroz and the princess he
| collapsed and Dbecame a trembling,
| moaning suppliant for mercy. An.
guish’s aeensation had struck home.

“Prince Bolaroz. 1 trust you will not
object if the Priucess Yetive substi-
| tutes the true assassin for the man
| named in Your prowise to Graustark,”
! said Anguish dramatically.
{ a8 if coming from a dream, turned and
| knelt before the throne.

*Most adorable Yetive,” he said, “I
sue for pardon.

the world.” He kissed the black lace
{ lem of her gown and arose. *I am
| your friend and ally. Axphain and
Graustark will live no more with hatred
in their hearts. From you I have
learned a lesson in justice and con-
stancy.”

Prince Gabriel was raving like a
madman as the officers hurried him
and Berrowag from the room. A shout
went up from those assembled.
echo, reaching the halls, then the gar-
dens, was finally taken up by the wait-
ing masses beyond the gates. The news
flew like wildfire. Rejoicing such as
bad never been known shook del-
weiss until the monks on the mountain
looked down in wonder.,

After the dazed and happy throng
about the throne had heaped its ex-
pressious of love and devotion upon
the radiant princess a single figure knelt
in subjection just as she was prepar-
ing to depart. 1t was the Duke of Miz-
rox.

“Your royal highness, Mizrox is ready
to pay his forfeit. My life is yours,”
he said calmly. She did not compre-
hend until her uncle reminded her of
the oath Mizrox had taken the morn-
Ing after the murder.

*He swore on his life that you killed
Lorenz,” she said, turning to Lorry.

“I was wrong, but I am willing to
pay the penalty. My love for Lorenz
was greater than my discretion. That
is my only excuse, but it is one you
should not accept,” said Mizrox, as
coolly as if announcing the time of day.
Lorry looked first at him and then at
the princess, bewildered and uncertain.

“I lave no ill will against you, my
lord duke. Release him from his bond,
your highness."

“Gladly, since you refuse to hold him
to bis oath,” she sald.

“I am under an eternal obligation to
You, sir, for your leniency, and I shall
ever revere the princess who pardons
80 graciously the gravest error.”

Yetive begged Bolaroz to continue to

stark, and the old prince responded
with the declaration that he would re-
main long enough to sign and approve
the new covenant at least. Before step-

|
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Baron Dangloss and others tearing the |

Bolaroz,

I bow low and lay my |
open heart before the truest woman in |

Its |

make the court his home while in Grau- |
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low tones to Lorry, a pretty flush man-
tling her checek:

“Will you come to me in half an
hour?”

“For my reward?” he asked eagerly.

“Ach!” she cried softly, reprovingly.
| Count Haifont's face took on a trou-
''bial ‘expression as he caught the switt
 communication in their eyes, After all,
i slie was a princess.

; She passed from the room beside
| Halfont, proud and happy in the vic-
| tory over despair, glorying in the ex-
| posure of ber heart to the world, her
| blood tingling and dancing with the
Joys of anticipation. Lorry and’ An-
guish, the wonder and admiration of
all, were given a short but convincing
levee in the hallway. Lords and Ia-
dies praised and lauded them, over-
whelming them with the homage that
comes to the brave. But Gaspon ut-
tered one wish that struck Lorry's
warn, leaping heart like a piece of {ce.

“Would to God that you were a
prince of the realm,” said the minister
of finance, a look of regret and long-
ing in his eyes. That wish of Gaspon's
sent Lorry away with the sharp steel
of desolation torturing inteusely as it
drove deecper and deeper the reawnk-
ened pangs of uncertainty. There still
remained the fatal distance between
him and the object of his heart's de-
sire.

He accompanied Captain Quinnox to
his quarters, where he made himself
presentable before starting for the en-
chanted apartment in the far end of
the castle. Love and fear combined to
give him strength; from his cyes fled
the hopeless look, from his brain the
;doubt. from his blood the chill,
| “Quinnox, give e your hand; don't
i mind the blood! You have been my
| friend, and yeu have served ber al-
most to the death. I injured and
{ would have killed you in that cell, but

it was not in anger. Will you be my
{ friend in all that Is to follow?”
| “She has saia that she loves you.”
| sald the captain, returning the hand
! clasp.

| as hers.”

her presence.

:t\vequ his entrance and the moment

{ that brought ther: side by side from
{ the room need not Le told. That the
| interview had had its serious side was
'pluiu. The troubled, anxious eyes of
the girl and the rebeliious, dogged air
of the man told of a conilict now only
in abeyance.

“1 will never give you up,” he said

| a8 they came from the door. A wist-
ful gleam flickered in her cyes, but she

did not respond in words.

Near the head of the stairway an anl-
 mated group of persons lingered. Iar-

| ry Anguish was in the center, and the

| Countess Dagmar was direetly in front
| of him, iooking up with sparkling cyes

and parted lips. The Count and Count-
| ess Halfont, Gaspon, the Baron Dan-

“ = ~ErTh 8 P . {
I am at your service as well | 3 0\ 40 {16 Jove that craved admis-

| gion.
A few moments Iater Lorry was in {
What was said or done !
during the half Lour tha: passed be- |

accomplice and the witness features.
You all know how thie ‘hiuff’ worked.”

“And you baa no more proof than
this?" asked Dangloss weakly.

“That's aM,” lauglied the delighted
ptrategist.

Dangioss stared at him for a moment,
then threw up his hands and walked
away, shaking his lcad, whether in
stupefied admiration or ntter dighelief
no one knew. 7The others covered An-
guish with' eompiiments. and he was
more than ever the liero of the day.
Such confidence paraiyzed the people.
The only one who wis not overcome
with astonishment was his country-
mai.

“You did it well,” he said in an un-
dertone to Anguish—"devilish well!”

“You might at least say I did it to
the queen's taste,” growled Anguish
meaningly.

“Well, then, you did,"” laughed Lorry.

CHAPTER XXVII
ON THE BALCONY AGAIN.

HREE persons in the royal cas-
tle of Gravstark, worn by the
dread and anxiety of weeks,
fatigued by the sleepless nights
Just past, slumbered through the long
afternoon with the motionless, death-
like sleep of the utterly fagged. Ye-
tive in her darkened bedehamber
dreamed with smiling Iips of a tall sol-
dier and a throne on which cobwebs
multiplied. - Grenfall Lorry saw in lis
dreams a slim soldier with troubled
face and averted, timld eyes, standing
guard over him with a brave, stiff
back and chin painfully uplift Cap-
tain Quinnox dreamed not, for his mind
was tranquil in the assurance that he

had been forgiven by the princess,
While Lorry slept in the room set
apart for Lim Anguish roamed the
park with a happy faced, slender young
lady into whose ears he poured the

| history of a certain affection, from the

' tender beziuning to the distracting
{end, and she smiled and trembled |
with delight, closing not her ears |

against the sound of his volce nor her

They were not dreaming

After dinner that evening Lorry led
the princess out into the moonlit night.
The November breezes were soft and
balmy and the shadows deep.

“Let us leave the park to Dagmar

| and her hero, to the soldlers and the

musicians,” said Yetive. “There Is a
broad portico here. with the tenderest
of memorics. Do you remember
night like this a mouth or more ago—
the moon, the sentinel and some sor-
rows? I would again stand where we
stood on that night and again look up

to the moon and the =olerin sentinel, |

but not as we saw them then, with
heartache and evasion.”

“The bLalcony. then, without the old
restrictions,” Lorry agreed. *“I want

: to see that dark old monastery again
| and to tell you how I looked from its

| gloss, the Duiie of Mizrox, with other !
| ladies and gentlémen, were being en- |

tertained by the gay spivited stranger.,
“Hire he comes,”
he cauzht sight of the approaching
| couple,
“l am delighted to see you, Harry.
! You were the friend in need, old man,”
| suid Lorry, wringing the other’'s hand.
| Yetive gave him her band, her blue
eyes overtlowing,

{ us how he—lLow Le'"— began Dagmar,
but paused helplessly, looking to him
| for relief,

“Go ahead, countess.
clegant, but it's the way I said it. How
I ‘got next’
| wants to say.

Perhaps your highness

to Gabriel is what she,

lofty windows through the chill of

winrd and the chill of life into the fair-

est Eden that was ever denied man.”
“In an hour,.then, I will meet you

| there.” 5

eried the latter as |

“Mr. Angunish had just begun to tell |

It isn't \'er_vl

i would like to know all about the affair

| that ended so tragically.
| quickly told.” said Angulsh,
| “I am deeply interested,” said the
princess eagerly.

It's very

! killed him as he slept.

| “Well, in the first place, it was all a |

i bluff,” said he coolly.

“A what?' demanded Dagmar.

I “Bluff,” responded Harry briefly.
| “American patois, dear countess.”
i *“In what respeet?’ asked Lorry, be-
| ginning to understand.

| “In all respects. I didu’t have the
| tive prince.”

“Do I understand you to say that you
| have no evidence against Gabriel?”
| asked Halfont, dumnfounded.

“Not a particle.”

| confessed,” protested Dangloss.
erate, and I wasn't sure that he was
guilty of the crime,” bouasted Anguish,
complacently enjoying the stupefaction.

“Then why did you say s0?' demand-

ed Dangloss, excited beyond measure.
| “Oh, I just guessed at It!”

l “God save us!" gasped Baron Dan-
! gloss, chief of police.

“Guessed at it?” eried Mizrox.
| “That’s it. It was a bold stroke, but

it won. Now, I'll tell you this much:
I was morally certain that Gabriel kill-
ed the prince. There was no way on
earth to prove it, however, and I'll ad-
mit it was intuition or something of
that sort which convinced me. He had
tried to abduct the princess, and he
was madly jealous of Lorenz. Al-
thongh he knew there was to be a duel,
he was not certain that Lorenz would
lose, g0 he adopted a clever plan to get
rid of two rivals by killing one and
casting suspicion on the other. These
deductions I made soon after‘the mur-
der, but, of course, could secure no
proof."”

“Early this morning at the hotel I
made np my mind to denounce him
suddenly if I had the chance, risking
failure, but hoping for such an exhibi-
tion as that which you saw. It was
clear to me that he had an accomplice
to stand guard while he did the stab-
bing, but I did not dream it was Ber-
rowag. Lorry's sensational appear-
| ance, when I believed him to be far

away from lere, disturbed me greatly,
but it made it all the more necessary
that I should take the risk with Ga-
briel. As I watched him I became ab-
solutely convinced of his guilt. The
only way to accuse him was to do it
boldly, and thoroughly; so I raug in the
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“I didn’t know that he had a confed- |

| slightest sign of proof against the fes- !

o
“I must corréct you. In an hour you
will find me there.”

She left him, retiring with her anot | man,” he added. “I believe the band is |

and the Countess Dagmar. Lormy re-
mained in the hall with Halfonl, Prince
Bolaroz, Mizrox and Anguish. The
conversation ran on¢s more into the
ever recurring foylc of the day. Ga-
briel's confession.  The Prince of
Dawsbetgen was contined in the tower
with his confederate, Berrowag. Re-
corts from Dangloss late in the after-
noon conveyed the intelligence that the
prisoner had fallen into melancholla.

| Berrowag admitted to the police that |

he had sfood guard at the door while
Gabriel entered the prince’'s room and
He described
the cunning, deliberate effort to turn

suspicion to the American by leaving !

blood stains,
The other Dawssbergen nobles, with
the exception of two who had gone to

| the capital of their country with the |

news of the catastrophe. remained
close to the hotel. One of them con-
fessed that but little sympathy would
be felt at home for Gabriel, who was
hated by his subjects. Already there
was talk among them of Prince Dan-

| tan, his younger brother, as his suc-

! ecessor 1o the throne.

| come of the sensational accusation and |
“But you said his confederate had |

The young prince
was a favorite with the people.
Bolaroz was pleased with the out-

the consequent removal of complica-

i tions which had in reality been un-

pleasant to him.

One feature of the scene in the
throneroom was not discussed, al-
though it was nppermost in the minds
of all. The positive stand taken by the
princess and her open avowal of love
for the dashing American were never
to be-forgotten. The serious wrinkles
on the brow of Halfont and the far-
away expression that came frequently
to his eyes revealed the nature of his
thoughts. The greatest problem of
them all was still to be solved.

As they left the room he dropped be-
hind and walked out beside Lorry,
rather timidly detaining him until the
others were some distance ahead.

‘“You were closeted with the princess
this morning, Mr. Lorry, and perhaps
you can give me the information I de-
sire. She has called a mecting of the
ministers and leading men of the coun-
try for tomorrow morning. Do you
know why she hLas issued this rather
unusual call? She did not offer any ex-
planation to me.”

“I am only at liberty to say, your ex-
cellency, that it concerns the welfare
of Graustark.” angwered the other aft-
er a mowent’s thought. They walked
on 1n silence for some distance.

“I am her uncle, sir, but I love her as
I would love my own child. My life has
been given to her from the day that
her mother, my sister, died. You will
grant me the right to ask you a plain
question. Have you told her that you
love ber?” The count’s face was drawn
and white,

“I have, sir. I loved her before I
knew she was a princess. As her pro-
tector it was to you that I would have
told the story of my unfortunate love
long ago, but my arrest and escape
prevented. My.love has not been wilky

ingly clandeewine, and it has been In
spite of her most righteous objections.
We have both seen the futility of love,
however strong and pure it may be. 1
have hoped, your excellency, and al-
ways shall.”

“She has confessed her love to you
privately?” asked Halfont.

“Against her will, against her judg-
ment, sir."

“Then the worst has come to pass,”
| groaned the old count. Neither spoke
for some time. 7They were near the
foot of the staircase when Halfont
paused and grasped Lorry's arm.
| Steadily they looked into each other's
| ayes.

“I admire you more than any man
I have ever known,” said the count
buskily. *“You mre the soul of honor,
{ of courage, of manliness. But you can-
I not become the husband of a princess
of Graustark! I need not tell you that,
however. You surcly must under-
stand.”

“I do understand,” said Lorry diz-
zily. *“I am not a prince, as ydu are
saying over and over again to your-
self. In my land you will find the
poor man climbing to the hizhest pin-
nacle side by side with the rieh man.
The woman I love is a princess. Until
death destroys this power to love and
to hope 1 must say to you that I shall
not consider the Princess Yetive be-
yond my reach. Frankly, I cannot,
sin”

The cowpt heard him through, un.
conscious admiration mingling with
the sadness in his eyes.

“There are some obstacles that brav-
ery and perseverance cannot overcome,
my friend,” he sald slowly. *“One of
them is fate.”

“As fate is not governed by law or
custom, 1 have the best reason in the
world to hope,” &aid Lorry, yet mod-
estly.

“I would indeed, sir, that you were
| & prince of the realm!” fervently cried
the count, and Lorry was struck by the
| fact that he repeated, word for word,
| the wish- Gaspon had uttered some
! hours before,
| By this time they were jolned by the
'others. whereupon Grenfall hurried

eagerly to the balcony, conscious of be- !

ing half an hour early, but glad of the
chance afforded for reflection and soli-
tude. Voices came up from below, as
| they did on that night five weeks ago,
| bringing the laughter and song of hap-
| by hearts. Music swelled through the
| park from the band gallery; from afar
| off came the sounds of revelry. The
| people of Edelweiss were rejoicing
| over the unexpected deliverance from
'a fate so certain that the escape seem-
. ed barely short of miraculous.

| Every sound, every rustle of the wind
| through the plants that were seattered
lover the balcony caused him to look
{ toward the door through which she
. must come to him.
| At last she appeared, and he hasten-
l'ed to meet her. As he took her hands
| In Iiis she said softly, dreamily, looking
iovor his shoulder toward the moun-

tain's crest, *The same fair moon,” and i

i smiled into his eyes.
| “The same fair maid and the same

| playing the
l do.”
| "Yes, the same air, ‘La Paloma.' It is
i my lullaby. Come, let us walk. I can-
| not sit quietly now. Talk to me. Let
me listen and be happy.”
| Slowly they paced the wide balcony,
through the moonlight and the shad-
ows, her hand resting on his arm, his
clasping it gently. Lorry talked but
little, slie not at all, and yet they un-
derstood each other.
“Why are you so quiet?' he asked at
| last, stopping near the rail.
i “I cannot tell you why. It seems to
 me that I am afraid of you.” she an-

same air—upon my soul I

| 8wered, a shy quaver in her voice.
“Afraid of me? I don't understand.”
| “Nordol. You are not as you were
| before this morning. You are differ-
)
)
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“They are very happy,” said Lorry.
ent—yes, yon make me feel that I am
weak and helpless and that you can
say to me ‘Come’ and ‘Go’ and I must
obey. Isn't it odd that I, who have
never known submissiveness, should so
suddenly find myself tyrannized?” she
asked, smiling faintly.

“Shall I tell you why you are afraid
of me?"’ he asked.

“You will say it is because I am for-
getting to be a princess.”

“No; it I8 because you no longer look
upon me as you did in other days. Yes-
terday you were the princess and 1ook-
ed down upon the impossible suitor: to-
day you find that you have given your-
self to him and that you do not regard
the barrier gs insurmountable. You are
afraid of me because I am no longer a
dream, but a reality. Am I not right,
Yetive?”’

She looked out over the hazy, moonlit
park.

“Yesterday I might have disputed all
yop say; today I can deny nothing.”

Leaning upon the rauing, they ren
into a silent study of the parade ground
and its strollers. Their thoughts were
not:of the.yrallkers. andg:-chasterers, nor

of the music, nor of thie night. They
were of the day to come.

“I shall never forget how you said
‘Because I love him,’ this morning,
sweetheart,” gaid Lorry, betraying his
reflections. “You defied the whole
world in those four words. They were
worth dying for.” :

“How could I help {t? You must not
forget that you bad just leaped Into
the lion's den defenselegs because you
loved me. Could I deny you then?
Until that moment I had been the
princess adamaut. In a second's time
you swept away cvery safeguard. ev-
ery batrlemment, and I surrendered as
only a woman can. But it really sound-
ed shocking, didn't it? So theatricall”

“Don't look so distressed about it,
dear. You couldn't help it, remem-
ber,” he said approvingly.

“Ach, I dread tomorrow's ordeal!”
she safd, and: he felt the arm that
touched his own tremble. “What will
they say? \What will they do?”

“Tomorrow wlll tell. It means a
great deal to both of us. If they will
not submit, whkat then?”

‘“What then, what then?” she mur-
mured faintly.

Across the parade, coming from the
direction of the fountaln, Harry An-
guish and Dagmar were slowly walk-
ing. They were very close together,
and his head was bent until it almost
touched hers. As they drew nearer
the dreamy watchers on the balcony
recognized them, S

“They are very happy,” said Lorry,
knowing that she was also watching
the strollers.

“They are so sure of each other,”
she replied sadly.

e
CHAPTER XXVIIL &
THE MAID OF GRAUSTARK.
XPECTANCY, concern, the
dread of uncertainty marked
the countenances of Grau-
stark's ministers and her chief
men as they sat in the council cham-
ber on the day following, awaiting the
appearance of their princess, at whose
.call they were unexpectedly assem-
| bled,
| Al realized an emergenan’. Not one
:ln that assembly but hau heard the
| vivid, soulfi! sentence from the throne.
Not one but wighed in secret as Gaspon
and Halfont had wished in open
speech.

When the princess entered with the
| prime minister they narrowly scanned
| the face so dear to them. After the
| greetings she requested them to draw
| chairs abdut the great table. Seating
| herself in her accustomed seat, she
| gazed over the circle of anxious faces
i and realized, more than at any time in
{ her young life, that she was frail and
| weak beyond all comparison. How
. small she was to rule over those strong,
| wise men of hers. How feeble the
| hand that held the scepter! ;
| “My lords,” she said, summoning all

her strength of mind and heart, “I am

gratified to find you so ready to respond
i to the call of your whimsical sovereign.
! Yesterday you came with hearts bowed
! down and in deepest woe. Today I as-
| semble you here that I may ask your
lm!\'lcu concerning the events of that
| strange day. Bolaroz will do as he has
| promised. We are to have the exten-
| sion papers this afternoon, and Grau-
stark may breathe again the strong,
deep breath of hope. You well remem-
ber my attitude on yesterday.  If on
yesterday I would not let my kingdom
stand between wme and my love, I can-
not do so today. I have called you here
to tell you, my lords, that I have prom-

who would have given his life for you
and for.me-—that I love as a woman,
not as a princess.”

The silence of death stole into the
room. Every man's eyes were glued
upon the white face of the princess,
and none could break the spell. Not a
word was uttered for many seconds.
Then old Caspar’s tense muscles re-
laxed and bils arms dropped limply
from their crossed position on - his
breast.

“My <hild, my child!” hLe cried life-
lessly. “You cannot do this thing!”

“But the people?” cried Gaspon, his
eyes gleaming. “You cannot act against
the will of the people. Our laws, natu-
ral and otherwise, proscribe the very
act you have in mind. The American
cannot go upon our throre. No man,
unless he be of royal blood, can share
it with you. If you marry him, the
laws of our land—you know them well
—will prohibit us from recognizing the
marriage.”

“Knowing that, my lords, I have
come to ask you to revise our laws.
My throne -vill not be disgraced by the
man I would have share it with me.”
She spoke as calmly as if she were
making the most trivial request instead
of asking her ministers to overthrow
and undo the laws and customs of ages
and of dynasties.

*“I'he law of nature cannot be chang-
ed,” muttered Caspar as if to himself.

“In the event that the custom cannot
be changed I shall be compelled to re-
linquish my right to occupy the throne
and to depart from among you. It
would break my heart, my lords, to re-
sort to this monstrous sacrifice, but I
love one man first, my crown and my
people after him.”

“You would not leave us—you would
not throw aside as despised the crown
your ancestors wore for centuries?”’
cried Gaspon,

The others were staring with open
months and icy hearts.

“Yes, as much as it would grieve me,
I would do all this,” she answered
firmly, not daring to look at Lier uncle.:
Her, heart ached to turn to him with a
prayer for forgiveness, but there could.
be no faltering now. y

“I ask you, my lords, to acknowledge
the marriage of your ruler to Grenfall
Lorry. I am to be his wife, but I en-!
treat you-to gramt me happiness with-
out making me endure the misery that
will come to me if I desert my father's,
throne and the people who have wor-
shiped me and to whom I am bound by.
a te that cannot be broken. I do not
plead 8o much for the right to rule as I
do.forgthe, or ne who -roay, rule after I

ised to become the wife of the umui

am gone. I want my own to follow.
on the throne of Graustark.”

Then followed @ lopg, animateq di
cussion, growing DUrighter. and mal
hopeful as the gpeakers’ willing h
warmed to the proposition. Lorry
a favorite, but he could not be th
prince. ‘' Hereditary law prohidi
Many times the princess and her
men met and overcame obstacles, hi
at first, minimized’ in the end;‘all
cause they loved her and she lovi
them. | The departure from traditi
ary custom, as suggested by the p
cess, coupled with the threat to a
cate, was the weightiest yet the m
delicate question that had ever co
before the chief men of Graustar)
For the first time in the history of
country a womdan was sbvereign; fo
the first time there had been no di
male heir to thé throne, With t
death of old Prince Ganlook thé m:s-
culine side of the illustrious family
ended. No matter whom his danghts
took for a husband, the line was b
ken. Why not the® bold, progressive,
‘rich  American? argued some. - Coun
Casgpar hald out uatil all were agains'
him, giviaz way finally In a burst
oratory which ended in tears and sop
amd whick made the sense of the gat
ering uganimous.

The Princess Yetive won the day,
far as her own position was concerned
but there was Lorry to'be considered.

“Mr. Lomy knows that I called yo
together in consultation, but he doi
nogknow that T would have given u
my crown for him. I dared not te
him that. He knows only that I w:
to ask your advice on the question o
marriage, and that alone. 1 fear
will object to the plan we have ag
upon,” she went on. “He {8 sensitiv
and it i8 possible he will not like t
idea of putting our marriage to thi
popular vote of the people.”

“I insist. however, that the people
considered in the matter,” said Gaspo
“In three months' tiine the whole n
tion can say whether it sanctions u%
revision of our laws of heredity.”

“I have no hesitancy in saying th
Graustark already idolizes this brav
American,” said Halfout warmly. “H
bhas_won her affection. I will vouc
for it that the whole nation .will rl
and ¢ry: ‘Long live the princess!
live the princess! Long live the prin
consort!'"” ] >
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“Goin’ back, I see,” said Sitzky, t
guard, some months later, addressin
a very busy young man who was hu
rying down the platform of the Ede
weiss railway station toward the s
cial train which was puffing impatier
ly. 1

“Hello, Sitzky! Is it you? I'm glad
to sce you again. Yes, we are goir
back to the land of the stars an
stripes.” TbLe speaker was Mr,
gulsh.

“You'll have fine company ’s fer

You'd t'ink de whole world was inte:
ested in de little visit her royal hig
zess is goin' to pay to Vienna. D
med if de whole clty, soldiers an’ al
ain't down here to see 'er off. Look
de crowd! By zlory, I don't b'lieve w
¢'n pull de train out of de statio
'Quainted wid any of de royal crowd

“Slightly,” answered Anguish, sm!
ing. Hewas watching a trim figure i
a tailor made gown as it approach
drawing apart from the throng. It w:
Mrs, Harry Van Brugh Anguish.

“Say. you must cut some ice wi
dese people. But dat's jest like a
American, dough,” the. little guar
went on. “De princess married a
American, an’ dey say he's goin’ to
de crown away where de meths won’
git at it an’ take her over to live
Washington fer six months. Is it
sure t'ing 7" i

“That's right, Sitzky. She's going
back with us, and then we're coming
back with her.”

“Why -don’t he keep ’er over de
when he gits her dere? What's de u
—what's de use?” H

“Well, she's still the Princess of
Graustark, you know, Sitzky. She
can't live always in America,” i

“Got to be here to hold her job, eh?”

“Inelegant, but correet. Now, loo
gharp! Where do we find our—ah!
His wife was with him, and he for;
Sitzky. ' 27 ¢

The xuard turned to watch the p
‘cesslon—a file of ‘soldiers, a cavalr
troop, carriages and then the.carria
with spirited horses and gay acconterd
ments.. It stopped with a jangle, and o
man and woman descended. !

“The princess!” eried Sitzky. ﬁ*

“Long live the princess!”. cried
crowd. “God save our Yetive!”

Sitzky started as if shot, staring at’

the tall man who approached with th
smiling sovereign of Graustark. *“Well,
he gasped, “what d’ you t'ink o’ dat?”
The train that was to carry them o
of the east into the west puffed an
snorted, the bell clanged, the peopld
cheered, and they were off. Hours la
er, as the car whirled through the Hu
garian plain, Yetive, logking from he
window, said in that exquisite Engl
which was her very own: i
“Ah, tue world, the dear worldl J

am so sorry for queens!” .
THE END. i
That Awful Cold. g
And its terrible cough can soon bd
cured by Dr. King's Ned Discovery foy

Consumption. Try it. No cure, nq
pay, 50c, $1.00. F. B: Clark. .

Driven insane by brooding over
bindness, James Turner, aged 80 of
Bddyville, inflicted a fatal wound on
himself, using a razor, T

{
A Policeman's Testimony, =
J. N. Patterson, night policeman of
Nashau, Ta., writes: “Last winter I
had a bad cold on my lungs and tried
at least a half dozen adyertised cough
medicines and had treatment from two
physicians without getting any bene-
fit. A frlend recommended Foley's
Honey and Tar and two thirds of a
bottle cured me. I consider it t
greatest cough medicine fn the world!
For sale by W. D. Elliott, corner
Main and Court streets. i
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Vierna itoo. D’ you ever see such
celebration’s dey're havin’ here today% :
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