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SYNOPSIS.

Arthur Warrington, American consul
to Barschell, tells how reigning Grand
Duke attempts to force his nelce, Prin-
cess Hildegurde, to marry Prince Dopple-
kinn, an old widower., Warrington does
not know the princess even by sight.
While horsebnck riding in the country
night overtakes him and he seeks accom-
modations in a dilapidated castle. Here
he fAnds two women and an pld man
servant. One woman is Princess Hilde-
garde and the other a friemd, Hon., Betty
Moore, of England, They detain him to
witness a mock marriage between the
rineess and a diszraced army officer,
Steinbock, done for the purpose of folling
the grand duke. Steinbock attempts to
kiss the princess and she 18 rescued by,
Warrington.  Stelnbock  disappears  for
good. Max Scharfenstein, an oll Ameri-
can friend of Warrington's reaches Bar-

schelt.
CHAPTER IV.

He come stralght to the consulate
and I was so glad to see him that I
sat him down in front of the sideboard
and left orders that I was at home to
no one. We had been classmates and
roommates at college, and two better
friends never lived. We spent the
whole night in recounting the good
old days, sighed a little over the de-
parted ones, and praised or criticized
the living. Hadn't they been times,
though? The nights we had stolen up
to Philadelphia to see the shows, the

great Thanksgiving games in New
York, the commencements, and all
that!

Max had come out of the far west.
He was a foundling who had been
adopted by a wealthy German ranch-
man named Scharfenstein, which name
Max assumed as his own, it being as
good as any, Nobody knew anything
about Max's antecedents, but he was
g0 big and handsome and jolly that no
one cared a hang. TFor all that he did
not know his parentage, he was a gen-
tleman, something that has to be bred
in the bone. Once or twice I remem-
ber seeing him angry; in anger he was
darrogant, deadly, but calm. He was a
god in track-linen, for he was what
few big men are, quick and agile. The
big fellow who'is eatlike in his move-
ments is the most formidable of ath-
letes. One thing that invariably
amused me was his inordinate love of
uniforms. He would always stop when
he saw a soldier or the picture of one,
and his love of arms was little short
of a mania. He was an expert fencer
and n dead ghot besides. (Pardon the
parenthesis, but I feel it my duty to
warn vou that nobody fights a duel in
this little history, and nobody gets
hilled,)

On leaving college he went in for
medicina, and his appearance in the
capital city of Barscheit was due ob-
viously (o the great medical college.
famous the world over for its nerve
gpectaiis!s. This was Max's first ad-
ventare in the land of gutturals. I ex-
plained to him, and partly unraveled,
the tangle of laws; as to the language,
he spoke that, not like a native, but
s one.

Max was very fond of the society of
women, and at collegze we used to twit
him about it, for he was always eager
o meet 8 new face, trusting that the
rew one might be the ideal for which
he was searching.

“Well, you old Dutchman,” said I,
“have vou ever found that ideal wom-
an of vours?"

“Bah!"—lighting a pipe. “She will
never be found. A horse and a trusty
dog for me; those two you may event-
ually grow to understand. Of course,
I don’t say, if the woman came along
—*the right one—I mightn't go under.
I'm philosepher enough to admit that
possibility. I want her tall, hair like
cornsilk, eyes like the corn-flower, of
Lrilliant intellect, reserved, and digni-
fied, and patient. 1 want a woman,
not Humorous, but who wunderstands
humor, and I have never heard of one.
£o, you see, it's all smoke; and I never
talk woman these times unless I'm
smnking,”"—with a gesture ‘which ex-
plained that he had given up the idea
aitogether. “A doctor sees so much
of women that he finally sees nothing
el woman."

“Oh, if you resort to epigrams, I
can see that it’s all over.” ’

“All over. I'm so used to being
alone that I shouldnt kmow what to
do with a wife." He puffed seriously.

Ah! the futility of our desires, of
our castles, of our dreams! The com-
placency with which we jog along in
what we deem to be our own particular
groove! 1 recall a girl friend of my
youth who was going to be a celibate,
a great reformer, an® toward that end
“was #tndying for the pulpit. She
now the mother of several children,
the most peaceful and wnorative wom-
an [ know, You see, humanity goes

' whirring over. various sidetracks,

thinking them to be the main line, till

to the switch. Scharfenstein had been
plugging away over rusty nails and
grass-grown ties—till he came to Bar-
sic.helt.

“Hope is the wings of the heart,”
said I, when I thought the pause had
grown long enough. “You still hope?”

“In a way. If I recollect, you had
an affair once,"—shrewdly,

I smoked on. I wasn't quite ready
to speak.

“You were always on the hunt for

ideals, too, as I remember; hope you'll
find her.”

“Max, my boy, 1 am solemnly con-
vinced that [ have.”

“Good Lord, you don't mean to tell
me that you are hooked?” he cried.

“l see no reason why vou should use
that particular tone,” I answered stifily.

“Oh, come now; tell me all about it.
Who is she, and when's the wedding?"

“l don't know when the wedding's
going to be, but I'm mighty sure that
I have met the one girl. Max, there
never was a girl like her. Witty she
is, and wise; as beautiful as a sum-
mer's dawn; merry and brave; rides,
drives, plays the 'cello, dances like a
moon-shadow; and all that,"—with a
wave of the hand.

“You've got it bad. Remember how
yocu used to write poetry at college?
Who is ghe if I may ask?”

“The Honorable Betty Moore, at
present the guest of her highness, the
Princess Hildegarde,"—with pardon-
able pride. .
Max whistled. “You're a lucky beg-
gar. One by one we turn traitor to our
native land. A Britisher! 1 never
ehould have believed it of you, of the
man whose class declamation was on
the firey subject of patriotism. But
is it all on one side?”-

“1 don’t know, Max; sometimes I
think so, and then I don't.”

“How long have you known her?"

“Little more than a month.”

“A month? Everything moves swift-
ly these days, except European rail-
way cars.”

“There's a2 romance, Max, but an-
other besides her is coneerned, and I
can not tell you. Some day, when
everything gquiets down, I'll get you
into a corner with a bottle, and you
will find it worth while.”

“The bottle?”

“From rumors I've heard, this prin-
gess is a great ome for larks;
bicycles and automobiles and general-
'ly ralses the deuce. What sort is she?”

“If you dre going to remain 1 Par
scheit, my boy, take & friendly warn-
fag. Do not-make any foolish attempt
to se: her.. She is more fascinating
than & roulette table.”

““Max, There Never Was a Girl Like Her.”
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| This was a sy dig. Max sumiled. A

[ recent letter from him had told of an
encounter With the goddess at Monte
Carla. e had been all things
but favorable.
“I'm not afraid of your princess; be-
gldes, 1 eame here to study.”
“And study hard, my boy, study
hard. Her highness I8 not the only
pretty woman in Barscheit. There's a
raft of them."
“1'll paddle close to the shore,” with
a smile, 1
“By the way, I'll wake you up Thurs-
dly-”
“How '—lazlly.
“A bout at Mueller's Rathskeller,
Half a dozen American lads, one of
whom is called home. Just fixed up
his passports for him. You'll be as
welcome "as the flowers in the spring.
Some of the lads will be in your
classes."”
“Put me down. It will be like old
times. 1 went to the reunion last
June, Everything was in its place but
you. Hang it, why can't time always
£o on as it did then?"
“Time, unlike our watches, never
has to go to the jeweler's for repairs,”
said 1 owlishly, B
Max I;aned over, took my bull-ter-

rier by the neck and deposited him on
his lap. ;

“Good pup, Artie—if he's anything
like his master. Three years, my boy,
since I saw you. And here you are, do-
ing nothing and lallygagging at court
with the nobllity. 1 wish I had an
uncle who was a senator. ‘Pull’ is
everything these days.”

“You Dutchman, I won this place on
my own merit,"—indlgnantly.

“Forget it!"—erinning.

“You are impertinent.”

“But truthful, always."

And then we smoked a while in
silence. The silent friend is the best
of the lot. He knows that he hasn't
got to talk unless he wants to, and
likewise that it is during these lapses
of speech that the wine of friendship
grows and tightens about the heart.
When you sit heside a man and feel
that youn need not labor to entertain
him it's a good sign that you thorough-
iy understand each other. I was iirst
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go In lpr medicine so thoroughly. It
can't be money, for henven knows your
father left vou a yearly incame which
alone would be a fortune to me.”

“Chivalry shivers these days; the
c¢hill of money is on everything. A
man must do something—a man who
is neither a gloth nor a fool. A man
must have something to put his whole
heart Into; and I despise money as
monéey, I give away the bulk of my
income.”

to,” 1 said flippantly.

“You're a sad dog. Do you know,
I've been thinking about epigrams.”

“No!" ;

“Yes. 1 find that an epigram is pro-
cduced by the same cause that produces
the pearl in the oyster.”

“That is 1o gay, a healthy mentality
never superinduces an  epigram?
Fudge!” said I, yanking the pup from
higs lap to mine. “According to wyour
dingnosis, your own mind is diseased.”

“Have I eracked an epigram?"'—with
pained surprise.

“Well, you nearly bent one,” I com-
promn ised.

Tnen we both laughed, and the pup
started up and licked my face before
I coculd prevent him.

“Lid 1 ever show you this?'—taking
oat a locket which was attached to
one ead of his watch chain. He passed
the trinket to me.

““What is it?" I asked, turning it
over and over.

“It'n the one slender link that con-
nects me with my babyhood. It was
around my neck when Scharfenstein
pleiced me up. Open it and look at the
face insida”

I'did so. A woman's face peered up
at me It might have been beautiful
but for the troubled eyes and the
drooping lips. It was German in type,
evidently of high breeding, possessing
the sulbtle lines which distinguish the
face of the noble from the peasant's.
f'rom the woman's face I glanced at
Max’'s, The eyes were something allke.
“Who do you think it is?” I asked,
wheu I had studied the face sufficient-
ly to satisfly my curiosity.

“I've a sneaking idea that it may be
iy mother. Scharfenstein found me
todding about In a raflroad station,
and that locket was the only thing
about me that might be used in the
matier of identification. You will ob-
serve that there is no lettering, not
even the joweler's usual carat mark to
qualify the gold. I recall nothing; life
with me dates only from the wide
plains and grazing cattle. 1 was born
either in Germany or Austria. That's
all T know. And to tell you the honest
truth, boy, it's the reason 1've placed
my woman ideal so high. So long as
1 place her over my head I'm not fool-
ish enough to weaken into thinking I
can have her., What woman wants a
man without a name?"

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
Common Sense 1n Diet,

As man was created for a varied
and mixed diet, he has abundant op-
portunities for selecting his food and
supplying his individual needs. In
most cases appetite is the surest
gulde to healthy digestion and propér
nourishment, This certainly is the
common sense view that must appeal
to all rational feeders: “Eat with reg
ularity and in accordance with the de
mands of hunger such dishes as have
always been regarded as innocuous,
and remember that, as a rule, it 1=
neither meats nor bouillon nor wine
nor spices nor coffee which poison us,
but their abuse.”

His Vain Threat.
Here is a verbatim report of a con
versation overheard in a New York
elevated train: He—What would you
do if some other man told you he
loved you? She—Don't be silly, He—
But I mean it. What would you do?
She (impatiently)—I don't know what
I'd do. He (fiercely)—Well, I know
what I'd do. 8Bhe—What? He—I'd
kill him. 8he (serenely)—I don't sup-
pose you'd ever know anything ahout

to speak,

A Fatal Mistake

A great many people seem to think
that the marriage ceremony absolves
them from all further courtesies and
attentions to the person whom they
have wed.

After that they are always in negli-
gee, Loth as to manners and clothes,
when they are at home.

This is a fatal mistake. Because a
woman is married is no excuse for
ber going untidily about the house
and telllng her husband home truths
that hurt his vanity. Because a wom-
an is his wife gives a man no right
to say things to her"he would not dare
to say to any other lady whe pos-
sessed a blg, able-bodied brother.

Good manners are the preservatlve
of peace and coficord, and are war-
ranted to keep h@ppiness in any cli-
‘problem of how to be happy
though married is really no- problem

it.

Made by Many.

you assume for yourself, and allowing
the person you love as much consid-
eration and civility as you would show
a stranger.

" Meaning of Babylon.

Babylon was great. She used
science and she- used art, but she
abused humanity. She iuvented sun-
dials, but forgot to regulate with jus-

tice the hours of labor. She could cal- |

culate a star's eclipse, but not her
owm No state has been more guilty
of the waste of human life. And when
we see her riiins lying like a vast,

mysterious antograph scrawied over ||
the desert ier history appears to-be |

full of warning—From W, R Mw' 17 TR
son's “Nemesis of Nations.” Pt 7 B i 'lfmn. fus e

A New.Jersey banker is dying '“Jm

“Marry, and then you will not have.
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refer to Peruna as a

Which of these are right!
Is it more to call Peruna a ca
tarrh : to call it & tonio?

Our is, that Peruna is both a
tonie and a catarrh remedy. Indeed,
there can be no effectual catarrh rem-

jpoc g e oM
: any
case of catarrh, a remedy must not
only have a specific action on the mu-
cous membranes affected by the ca-
tarrh, but it must have a general tonio
action on the nervous system.

Catarrh, even in persons who are
otherwise strong, is a weakened con~
gri;inn of nzme mnooust;nomhme.

ere must be something to strength-
en the eirculation, to give tone to the
arteries, and to raise the vital forces

Perhaps no vegetable in the
world has attrected so much attention
from medical writers as HYDRASTIS
CANADENSIS. The wonderful effi-
caoy of this herb has been
many years, and is growing in its hold
npon the medical profession. When
joined with CUBEBS and COPATBA a
trio of medical agentsis formed in Pe-
runa which constitntes a specific rem-
edy for catarrh that in the present
state of medical progress cannot be
improved upon. This action, reine
forced by such renowned tonics as
COLLINSONIA CANADENSIS, COR-
YDALIS FORMOSA and CEDRON
SEED, ought to make this
an ideal remedy for catarrh in all its
stages and locations in the body.
From a theoretical standpoint, theres
fore, Peruna is beyond criticism. The
use of Peruna, confirms this opinion.
Numberless testimonials from every
quarter of the earth furnish ample
evidence that this judgment is mot
over enthusiastic. 'When practical ex-
perience confirms a well-grounded the-
‘ogkthomltiutmththntmmtbo

en.

The Truth of It.
“Well,” sald Nagget, during their
guarrel, “vou'll give me credit for a
good disposition at least.” ™
“Not at all,” replied his wife, “it
fsnt that you've a good disposition,
but you're simply too lazy to kick."—
Philadelphia Press.

THE MILK PAIL is kept free from
staleness, sliminess and stickiness if it
is washed with Borax and water in
the following proportions—1 table.
spoonful to a quart of water.

S e - -
The world never will be made clean
by folks trying to scrub one another.

ALL UP-TO-DATE HOUSEEBEL.ERS
Use Red Cross Ball Blue, It makes clothea
elean and sweet as whén new. All grocers.

There isn't anything chickenhearted
about the game rooster.
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They also relleve Dis-
They reguiate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable.

tress from Dyspepala, In-
digestionand Too Hearly '
Eating, A perfect rem-
edy for Dizziness, Nau-
lsen, Drowsiness, Bad
Taste in the Mouth, Coat~
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Is it a Catarri Remedy, or 8.

Tonic, or is it Both?
e =
i B e o P '

" MUSIC PRINTERS AND E =
Maostrated

|

o

[




