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The late Lord Salisbury once did
me the honor to ailude to me as the
cleverest minister in Europe.

Cynlo that he was, he would, I be-
lleve, have overlooked my indiscre-
tion at Madrid. DBut he dled three
months before that éplecde, to which
I bave no intentlon of alluding further.
It |8 an axiom that = Britlsh represen-
tatlve must bave a Nawless record,
and & score of years as an stiache at
nedrly every European capital In turn
did not save me.

Naturally I was emblttered, and my
four years of retirement were the
lonelinest I had ever spent. When 1
pétitioned Sir Edward Grey for rein-
statement, even In some minor post, 1
had little hope that he would listen
to me. When, therefore, he sent for
me to Downing street you can judge
of my elatlon.

But his first words dashed my hopes
completely,

“M, X——, what youask is impossi-
ble,* be saidi “I do not think you
were culpable In that Spanlsh mat-
ter. But you were (ndiscreet snough
to maks reinstatement in the regular
diplomatie service impossible.”

The word "regular” seemed unusual
enough to rekindle my hopes slightly,
He saw that I had understood that
there was something more to be sald,
sud, taking me confidentinlly by the
gm, he nsked me o be seated.

"“You can serve the government
greatly,” be gald, “and in this way.
There are great events pending. We
are skirting the cdge of the greatest
conflagration since Napoloon's day.
You know what was behind the scenes
in 1000, when Austria annexed Bosnin;
also in 1011, when Germany chal-
lenged France by sending the Panther
to Agadir.

“Thero’'s & war spirit abread. It's,
like gome evil thing which civilization
has downed, rising up to down civili-
zation. This new spirit is an artfi-
cial thing, It is an organized thing.
Somebody 1s at the back of It, manu-
facturiog it, ineiting it with the ex-
penditure of unlimited money, for
Fery concrete reasons of his own. 1
want you to use your ability and
knowledge In runping him down.
Find out who he i8 and what his pur-
pose ls. Wil you accept thoe post of
ambagsadoriatlarge to Europe?' he
endad, with that charming smile
which s said to be the secret of nine-
enthy of his suceess.

I mceepted the mission. And that
was how 1 found mysell in Vienna, the
gosslp capital of Burope. 1 bad not
been there for a number of years, 1
felt pure, however, that the key to
the sltuation lay here, where overy-
body comoes, sooner or later, and ev-
erything tliat {3 being done in other
cupltals comes to a correct focus.

I meant to steep myself in the po-
Htical atmosphere, to get a grasp up-
on those contemporary events which
are never recorded In the newspapors,
befors begluning my investigations. 1
knaw how much turns upon the rela-
tions between o king and his consort,
& crown prince and his father; an am-
bassador's Indiscretion, & dignitary's
religious conversation, or a club walt-
er's memory of a conversation over
the port.

I wan on my way to the Diplomat's
club, at Koenlgatrisse, of which 1 had
always remulped an honorary mem-
ber.
As | pasged through the district of
government offices 1 fancied that I
saw one or two persons watching me
rather closely,

Presently 1 saw before me the two
Corinthian plllara that flank the en-
trance to the Diplomats’ club,

An | made my way Into the nearly
empty smoking room and took s chale
ot the end of the room farthest from
the door, I saw the club members re.
garding me furtively.

Then, one by one, they rose up and
went out unostentatiously, and yet
with a certaln appearance of concert-
od action,

All except one man, who, a8 the last
to leave passed through the door, got
up and came gquickly toward me, I
percelved o little, wizened fellow,
without & trace of that hall mark of
breeding which in my dny bhad been
the primary qualification for admis-
slon to the Diplomats' elub. He took
the empty chalr nearcst me, drew it
up close, and, leaning toward me,
sald In a low tone and with & mix-
ture of familiarity and ingratisting
deferonce:

“Wa ara nssured beyond doubt that
Dimitrieff has those papers in his
w.u..l

4 suld nothing. [ have always been
A good llstener, and the little man
soemea préguant with mysterious rev-
olations,

“We kopow why he left Sofla on
Thursday night, and why he i *n
Vienna * pursued the littls man. “It
wis pot o matter of trylng Lo raise
“that Joan,"

There was something so smug and
pinister about the man that [ cheoled
my impulse to suggest that he might
‘bave made a mistake in my identity.
I felt that | was about to earn things

“It was Mademolselle Celeste of
course,” continued tha little man. *“We
got hold of her correspondence. Di-
mitrieft had begged her to return to
Sofin, but, since she found the Bulga-
rinn climate unendurable, Dimitrieff
has come to Vienna on the eve of war
to say good-by to her. The queen's
opposition made Bulgaria Impossible
for Mademoiselle Celeste, you know.”

Dimitrieff! Dimitrieff! Suddenly 1
bethought mysell of a young military
officer of Bulgarian birth, a fellow at-
tache with me at Berlin, & man whom
I had known very well indeed when
Prince Alexander and Stambuloff were
the storm center of Burope during the
turbulent period of the elghties.

I had followed the careers of most
of my former friends through the
newspapers. I knew that Nicholas
Dimitrieft had risen Ligh in his pro-
fession of arms, and that a Nicholas
Dimitrieff was now war minister of
the belligerent little state that was
the ehlef partner in the newly formed
Balkan league agalnst Turkey, The
thought that this might be my old
friend sllenced all my scruples about
listening further,

1 was not surprised that Dimitrieft
had succumbed to the fascination of
Mudemolselle Celeste, & woman of
Russian birth, who had recently mado
a tour of the Balkan princlpalities.

S0 Dimitrieff had rushed off to
Vienna upon the eve of war, to see
her, carrying {mportant papers with
him. How like Dimitrieff of old days!
I romembered a certain egeapade out
of which I had once helped him, his
protestations of eternal gratitude, and
a very warm fealing toward the man
whom I had not scen for g0 many
Yours swept over me.

“He is staylng at the Hotel Metz,
under the name of Ivanoff," the little
man eontinued. “The tallor has seen
him, and feels confident that he can du-
plicate the dress coat. The grease Is
arrunged for, and the hotel valet has
been instructed that you will buy the
dlscarded coat.”

“How do yon know for certain that
ho has those papers?” I asked, Lrying
to conceal my loathing for the little
8Dy,

“Our ngent sat in the same compart-
ment with him during the entire jour-
ney from Sofia to Vienna. Now, our
man observed that Dimitrieff con-
stantly put kis hand to his poeket dur-
ing the jeurney, ss if (o satisfy him.
sclf that the papers were there. Un-
doubtedly he is carrying them In his
pocket."”

1 tried to keep my face impassive.
In my day diplomacy, subtle though
It might be on occasion, nover rescrt-
ed to the substitution of dress coats.
Howover, IL secmed to me Ineredible
that Diraltriefl would leave the papers,
which wera evidently so valuable, in
the wrong pocket.

The little men leaned forward and
spoke Immediately into my ear.

“The alternative plan of attacking
Dimitrief was considered,” he sald,
“but It was felt to be impossible.
Apart from the certainty that Dimit-
rleff I8 armed, one cunnot assmilt &
minister of a forelgn state in the
streets of Vienna, aven though he [s
travellug Incognito,"

“No. You are quite right I an-
gwernd.

“Ws sounded Mudemolselle Coleste
without her knowledge, but we found
that she could not be {nfluenced, be
ing a fellow Blav. However, if she
shares the pyscholegical nature of
women, she will do everything that s
necessary without the least susplelon
that she Is alding us. Do you stay
long at Vienna, mein herr? It was
my intention to go to Agram, and I
should have startéd at noon, had not
word reached me that you were in the
ﬂ]ﬁlﬂ."

“l cannot tell you," I answered.
"My plans are—well, indefinite.”

“0f course,” mnswered the apy,
smiling, "“And where shall the dress
coal be brought temorrow morning?”

I gave the fellow my address at the
Hotel Ramillles. 1 also gave him my
own name, which he undoubtedly con-
sldered u nom de plume, for his smiles
and winks becams so outrageously fa-
millar that 1 left him.

But I wondered who I was supposed
to ba as I strolled up the Koenig-
strasse,

That the Austrian governmoent had
urgent need of certain documents vi-
tal to Bulgaria I had no doubt. . That
the diplomats of the duil monaroby
had resorted to a particularly shabby
trick to obtain them was evident. Of
course, the little spy was a gobe-
tween. But those other men ln the
club—

I could never enter the Diplomats'
club agaln. The atmosphere there
was Intolerable, If the mnew diplo-
macy was roprésented by the type
of man who seemed to predominate
there, I would prefer to assodiate with
low:grnde commorcial travelers,

I made my way toward the Hotel
Maotz, with the object of warning
Dimitrian,

The hotel elerk informed me that
Horr Ivanoff was out. He had gone
out early that morulng, He could
not sy when he would return.

'LWMIﬂﬂdmn stairn, and

walted. Plcking up a copy of the
day's Tageblatt, I learnod from ft that
Mademolsells Celeste was not to sing
in “La Sompambula” ihst night
There was a new understudy of
Frepchettl's, whose volce was mup-
posed to be wonderful, and she wan
to make her debut.

I felt sure, as I read this item, that
Mademoiselle Celeste and Dimitrieff
would go to the opera.

It peemed olear enough that Dimit-
rleff would put om the substituted
dress comf, and that, after he had
gone out again, the theft would be
offected. Yet It seemed wholly im-
probuble that he would forget to put
the document into the pocket of the
coat he wore, and the plot was dark-
&r 1o me than ever,

Flve o'clock struck, and as I strolled
out into the hall 1 saw Dimitrieff en-
ter by the front door.

Even after the lapse of years I
could not be mistaken in Dimitrisfl.
The boyish figure had grown stout,
the little, jaunty, upturned mustaches
had become gray. Dimitrieff was
lined and care-worn—but this was
Dimitrieff. I had konowa him too well
to be mistaken. .

Forgetting everything in my pleas-
ure,' [ stepped to his gide. “Nicholas!™
I exclaimed.

And memories of the old days in
Berlin, surging over me, choked my
volee. 1 saw his face through a filmy
mist, and I could say no mora.

“You don't remember me?” [ man-
aged to add, as I saw him staring at
me, while his hand remalned limp at
his side.

“Qulte well enough!” he anawered,
and his face was an angry red. “I
know you as well as [ want to, Louis
Welsknopt, and I recognized your spy
in the train.

And then, with a curt nod, he
stepped into the elevator,

1 went out Into the street and paced
the sidewalk. I felt dismayed and
hurt, but I could not be angry with
Dimitrieff. I had never in my lifo
been addressed as Weisknopf before,
and it began to dawn on me that It
must be In the eapacity of Welsknopt
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that I had engaged the ecnversation
of tho spy, and also the attenticn of
those who stared at me in tho street
on my way to the club,

What was (0 be doue now?

That question was solved in & mo-
ment, for, as, 1 turned, half Irresolute,
I saw Dimitriefl's stout figure emerge
from the door.of the Hotel Mets and
enter a walting taxieab,

I halled & eab that was crawling
by. “Follow that taxi!" I sald to the
driver, and got In,

Five minutes later the two cabs
drew up In front of the opera house.
Dimitrieff descended, and, watching
from whero I éat, I saw him go to the
box office. It was not until he had re-
entered his cab and driven away that
1 made my descent.

“I want & seat near my friend's
box," 1 said. “The gentlomsn who
has just purchased one."

“That Is Mademolsclie Celeste's
box," answered the ticket agont, Took-
ing at me with an amused expression.
“Thare are no vacant soals anywhere
near.”

“In which row is mademojselie?" I
asked.

“The dress cirele, mein herr. Tt I
the herr direktor's private box, but no
doubt your friend and Mademolselle
Celeate will occupy it alone, It 18 not
possibio to securs a seat here—"

“Glye me a seat In the dresy circle,
immediatoly opposite, then,” 1 said.

T murveyed the audience from my
seat In the erowded dress clrele that
evening, The opera house was pneked;
the crowd was eager, as only a Viennn
audletnco can be, to hear und pass its
verdicet upon the understudy. It was
aboul five minutes before eight, the
hour appointed for the rilsing of the
eurtaln, when I dropped my program,
with an exclamation of surprise which
It was wholly beyond my power to
rosist,

Seated In the center of tha dress

which it was nocessary for me to

I found & seat in the reading room

circle, but aboutl three rows farther
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A double as T would have spponred
after & llife devoled to chicanery and
petty malpractice, culminating, with
advancing confidence, in large dis
hopnesties and fraud. 1 measured up
the man with a single glance.

“There, but for the grace of God
and the honor of my father, aits my-
self!" 1 muttered.

For I knew that similar types mean
similar souls, and was not 1, too, en-
gaged In reading und practicing upon
men? With lesser ideals I would
have become & second Welsknopf.

For, of course, this man was Wies-
knopf, the Austrian government's un-
official agent and spy. We two were
virtually engaged in the same profes-
slon.

I felt that in defeating Welsknopf I
was defeating my baser nature.

I turned my gaze away, fearful of
attracting the atteation of my doubls,
and at that moment Mademoiselle Ce-
leste and Dimitrieff entered the box
opposite.

Every pair of opera glasses in the
house was at once turned upon the fu-
mous singer. It was just like the
rash old Dimitrieff I had known to
have come in publle to the opera
houge, where he must have been ree-
ognized by & score of people.

I saw my double fix his 'giasses up-
on the palr, 1 felt gure that some
trick was in preparation. And 1 re
golved to watch every action of Dimit-
rieff and the singer with the utmost
care.

Dimitrieff removed Mademolselle
Celeste's cloak, sat down beside her,
and pulled his walstcoat down. They
Ipoked at each other and smilod,

A white thread was hanging from
the lower part of Dimitrieff's walst-
coat over his black trousers. Woman-
like, Mademolselle Celeste plucked at
it till it came away In her hands; then
she rolled it inte a tiny ball and
flicked it into the stalls beneath,

The first act was nearly ended
when, above the music and the sing-
Ing, 1 heard a smothered outery come
from the direction of Dimitrieft’s box.

The curtain rolled down, the lights
went up, and Dimitrieff, In the box op-
posite, was raving lHke 2 lunatic a8 he

1

“Unless You Return Me My Papers | 8hall Blow My Brains Out in Your
Presencel™

tried (o free himsell from made-
moiselle’s restralning hande.

I looked at the face of my double.
Louls Weisknopt was sitting back in
his chair, walching the episode with
supremo satistaction.

I mude my way quickly to the aisle.
Looking back as I neared the exit, I
‘saw that Maodemoiselle Celests now
ocoupied the hox alone, The opera
glasses were levaled upen her in bat-
terles, mud 1 guessed what her morti-
fication must be, for all her apparent
unconeorn,

Quickly as I walked, T was not
quick enough to cateh Dimitrieff in
the foyer. As I enterod it, T caught
& glimpse of hia stout figure dashing
wildly for the street. Apparently too
franti¢ to think of taking a taxicab, he
tore through the crowds, and 1 pur
sued him,

I presumed that Dimlirisf had al-
ready missed the papers; 1 guessed
that Mademolselle Celesta's compllic-
Ity, whatever it had been, had been nn
Innocent one.

Tagging after the fugitive, now fifty

yarde in the rear, now sighting and
again losing him, I ran, tl suddenly
an unexpected incldent ended the
chase,
For a man in a laborer's clothes,
carrying o huge potfilled with s greasy
compound of tar, collided briskly with
Dimitrieff, and in en instant the Bul-
Barian was staggerivg off the curb,
half drowned in the filthy mixture,

Beforo he could recover himself the
workman had taken to his heels, and,
while Dimitrieft was wiping the stuft
from his eyes, I was ot bis side. He
looked up and recoguized me,

Bo wild was bis rags that he could
Bay nothing artienlata, but stood glan
ing and stammering, whilo 1, recover-
ing m’g kI::‘ell'.ll. and tos wise to mnke
myse own al the moment, hastily
wrote my hotal and room number up-
mﬂrﬂ mnd thrust it in Dimitrief's

back. [ saw my doublo.

o'clock tomorrow momlog” 1 wald
quietly.
When I was alone in my room I It

sltuation, But the more I racked my
brains the more perplexing it became.

1 could understand the main featurs
¥ Weisknopt's consplracy; the sub-
stitution of ihe dress coats. Very
lkely Dimitrieff had worn Lthe coat
which bad been “planted” upon him,
in place of his own. But bow counld
he have been so foollsh as to have left
the document behind him?

And, save as a method of Insult,
the meaning of the pot of grease, to
‘which the Httle spy had alluded, was
absolutely uninteiligible. :

The one chance of solving the mys-
tery, and, at the same.time, of alding
Dimitrieff, lay in the possibility of the
Hotel Metz valet calling upon me with
the sult in the morning. I remembered
thut it had been the spy's intention to
call on Welsknopf at Agram. . This
mado it just possible that the spy, as-
suming bhis mission to be completed,
would not come Into fouch with Wels-
knopf In time to permit of & revision
of the plans already made.

That they had been made with con-
gldernble attention to detail, and were,
therefore, difficult to readjust in time,
was clear from the aingle Incldent of
the pot of tar. Dimitrieft's exit from
the opera house, and the very line of
his flight, must have besn telephoned
to the mun who was 1n readiness with
the compound. Perhaps thers weare
several of the confederates with pots
of tar, nlong different routes, walting
for Dimitrieff,

1 had discarded av‘ery poseible solu-
tion In turn befors I went to bed.

1 was awakened the next morning
by o ring at my telephone, The hotel
manager called to me that the valat
was below, waiting to attend on me,

Then I flung on my dresslng gown,
and the valet from the Metz, entering
after o discrest knock, doubtless saw
before him the man whose appearance
had been described to him by the lit-
tle spy.

"The suit, meln herr,” he sald apolo-
gotleally, placing the greasy garments
neross the back of n chalr. Scoured
though they evidently had been they
represented the dreadful havoe of what
bad come fresh from the tallor's shop
on the preceding morning,

1 handed the man two English sov-
eraigns and dismissed him.

‘When he had gone, I set about my
examinntion of the greasy garments.
I was still engaged upon this interest-
Ing work when the telephone hell
TANg oOnceé more,

“Herr Ivanoff hag just gone up to
your room, mein herr,” explained the
clerk, “He was in a hurry, and said
he had an appointment with you"

"Quite right” 1 answered, and 1
could not resist a chuckle. For I had
solved the mystery in Its entiroty,

The dress coat and ils accompany-
ing garments were hidden under the
soft cover whon Dimitrieff entered.

It was a very different Dimitriefr.
The man goemed utterly broken. His
face was haggard from the effects of
i sleepless night, his eyes bloodshot,
and his hands trembled dreadfully as
he essayed to close the door.

Hp succeeded in nccomplishing this
act after two fallurce; then he came
forward and suddenly flung himself
upon his knees befors me,

“Herr Weisknopf, have mercy upon
me!"” he stammered. “I came because
I thought you might be willing to
make some bargain, having given me
your card last night."

“Nicholas!" I began, feeling the
same choking in my throat.

“You know how much thiz means
fo me!" Dimitrieff resumed. “I will
do anything for you if yon will return
me the papers. I will not nsk wheth-
ar you have bad copies made, [ will
advancs your interests In Bofin, do
anything except betray my country,
It you will presorve to me the som-
blance of my honor.” ’

Dimitrieft ross from his knees, and,
with @ dramatic gesture, pulled an
army revolver from his coat pocket,
“Unless you return me my papera 1
shall blow my bralns out in your pres.
enca!” he shouted wildly.

1 took the weapon from his hand
as slmply as one would disarm =&
child,

“In that event,’ T answered, “you
will blow out the brains of the stu-
pldest, simplest, finest and most for-
petful donkeyhead that ever came out
of Bulgaria."
falling into the Slav tongue. “For the
twentieth time, Nicholas, hast thou no
memory for old friends—from Berlin
=from Ameriea?"

Dimitrieff knew my volee, He stared
at me, and slowly memory camo atrug-
gling back. Then, Hsing, he leaped at
ma and flung his arms sbout my neck,
and a violent smack on either checlk
Indleated that recollection was com-
plete,

“Thou, who hast got me out of more
scrapes than my own brother!" he
crled, bolding me at arm's length, “Jt
is thou!" he shouted. “After a quar-
Lor of & century! God forgive me for
thinking thee whom I did! Now 1
ahall blow out my brains fn earnest
Ah’ hut_'"

1ls estpression shddened.  The vola
tilo Blav ramembered the greater fs-
gus, which ke had “Thou
dost not know—" he began, '

*Tush, Nicholas!" I angwared, rals-
lnl:m lh:m lo:: cover,
P e B
e e ulgarian army's war

"The scheme, ‘ns I understand it
NOW, Was a very ingenious one, Nich-
olaa,” 1 wuld, as we paced the raflway
station arm fn arm. “Let it warn you
nover ngaln to pit your Slay unsuaplod:
ousness against the craftiost group In

“1 abiall be at your dlsposal &t nine | ¢

& clgar and tried to pusxle out ths |

Unconsclously I was

“Here are your | snough

: ¥ exum}
and llning. Byt you o
your doowmeént inside,
‘It 18 a0 axiom of muthemgua
an addition of probabilitju s
produce an improbabiljty ALY gy
thing that transpireg “'. I nt
ance with this law, ang e
intimate knowledge of humag ygi
It was probable st 0
pereeive the little threaq whis
down from the Interjor o
coat—at least, unti} !
against your black trousery,
sat down In the opery box.
“It was probabls, even
Mademolselle Celeste would
:;.her?,u you did, ¢
t she would pluek
Wwoman would dc? that.u .
“When the thread Wi y
elastle bottom of the cont Ppocket
open and the pupers droppag o
lining,. When the thread was pulke
away from the matepis) the posk
went back into position agaly,
“When your coat was rolpgq by Gy
tar It becime obvious that, -
packing it in your sy cue, o
would leave it for the hots] yafas
“Thus everything is explatned, g
#o Bulgaria goes to war noxt wel
smashes the Turk, whe :
paper been lost, the Turk Would amask
her, and Austria would Profit by the
hm!n; down of the Balkun fesm
Wwhich now bars her mareh i
the sea." m&l
“Yes," sald Dimitrieft briskly
is characteristic of Auntrh !
by fraud what she would never dem:
to attempt by force of arms”
“Some day she will fésort 1o srma
Don't doubt thnl"’ 1 answersd. e
g;dy. Nicholas. And now 2 qusstios
at in the world has b
the Diplomats' club? | wm
old quarters on the Kosnigs ‘s
“What!" shouted Dimiirief, “Wiy
my dear boy, the Diplomata' elub g
been on the Ringstrasse for fftem
years at least. The old quarters. i
muplﬂd b}' the Tioker club—Intan
tional speculators and shady hug
on. That's where Louls Welsk
bangs out—Weisknopt of the sy
cate,” [
“What syndicate?" I inquired,
“A new amalgamation of grest
terests, formed to unify the worldy
landed Intercsts, wheat flalds,
mines; to galn possession of all
wealth of the world and g
againat conflscation, They're
er in several countries now, und
are convinced that the future
the Teuton, and are backing Gen
and Austria for all they are wortl
"“So that explains why Welsknopl !
In league with the government!"
mused. “I've been out of
80 long that I've got everythln
learn over again, Bui I'm beginalng
to see daylight now. And, Incld
ly, I have accomplished the maly
of my mission. They're plungiig o

JT

then,

L5

war, Nicholas!" =

“Within two years,”" snswered Dind
rieff. "Beforo the Tripie Alliance trae
ties axpire in 1916, and not befors i
Kiel cana] haw been despuped,
That's why we are golng to s
with Turkey first. Here com
tralp, You'll be in Sofin some
Au revoir, and a million thanks'f
you" A

1 watched the train bear him
with mingled grief and gl
grief for the parting, gladness
could stlll remain a member ofill
CGossipa’' olub. |

MADE THEM ALL STAND

Particular Appeal That indvodd
Passengers to Yield Thelr Sl
to Woman With Mission

For once youth and good looks W
nowhars. Middle age was phid
The victor was hatless and she o
o large gnarket basket, The car Wik
80 crowded that she had diffculty
pushing in with her basket, but
finally managed it. Moreover, S
found space to balance it on the i
of 4 seat. Then ahe looked out at
station clock. That gave

“Half-past five, sho saldi ™
gracioun! And I've got to hava d
supper ready at 6:30." 43

One corner of the basket ';..
titioned off into a lttlo nest, andd
that nest she tossed her green M
as ghe strupg them, Bofore BN
ammmmwd fingess o
man within seeing and R
tance was on hia feet begging B

for the moment on a level. Tos
matterad not in the least thak
looka had to stand, but that 8 WS
who wished to have her hunband#s
per ready on time shotld haW
stand In a whille prepar
of it was unthinkable.

Fine Combination.
“What makes you think I
succoed as o painter?”
“He has the moul of a0
the perseverance of & book




