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|CONTINUED. )
TN tWO were embarrassed.
The lttle ecavaleade directed
course toward the clty.

ita

“You have not been rlding of late,”
she snld,

Then she had missed him. Cormi-
chinel’s heart expanded,
“1 have ridden the same ns usual, |

yomr nighoess, only 1 bhave taken this
read for a change."”

“AL!" She patted the glistening neck
of lher mare, e had purposely
trled to avold her? Why? 8She stole
n sly glance at him. Why were not
kings molded in this form? All the
klngs she had met had something the
matter with them—crooked legs, wenk
eyes, bald, young or old, and daft over
gnming tables and opera dancers. And
the one man among them all—at least
shie had been Informed that the king
of Jugendhelt was all of n man—had
politely declined.

“T am gullty of lese majesty,” he sug
goested,

“I shall not lock you up,” she sald,
and added under her breath, “as my
good father would llke to. “Besides,”
she continued aloud, “I rather like to
set the court the ears. Ah, but 1
shall lead king merry lfe!l™
with a wicked gleam In her eyes

“Frederick of Jugendhelt?”

“Is It true that you have not heand
yet? 1 have declined the honor"

“Your higlhness?"

“This, of course, Is ns vet a state
gecret, and my reason for telllng you |
is not a princess’'s, but a woman's,
Bolve It If you can”

Carmichael fumbled the reins blind-
Iy. “They say that he is a handsome
young man." .

“What has that to do with it? The |
interest he takes in his kingdom s pos-
itively negative. There will be only
one king in Jugendheit, and that will
be the prioce regent.”

They were sllent for a few minutes

So

hy

some a

Finally the ambassador spoke
“I bave some news for your high
ness. I am about to ask for my recall.”
The color on her cheeks paled a

shade lighter

“Is not thils sudden?’ she asked

“1 am essentially a man of action,
your highness. 1 am growing dull and
stupld amid these charming pleasures
1 am wicked enough to wish for war.”

“Cherches la  femme!” she
“There Is n woman?

“Oh, yes!" recklessly.

“Then go to her, my friend; go to
her” And she waved her crop over
his head as in benedietion.

cried. |

He did not speak, but caught up the |

relns firmly. She did most of the talk

ing, brightly and gayly, but his ears |

were dull for the undercurrent passed
by him. He was thinking deeply of
her.

Within a few hundred yards of the
gates Carmichael saw a lonely figure
sitting on the parapet. He would have
recognized that square form any wl

“Your highnoess, do you see that man
We fought in

yonder on the parapet?
the same cavalry He coverad with
SUATS. Not man thousand
would have gone through what he did
and Hved”

“ls he an American

one in n

“By adoption May [ present him$
It will be the joy of his life.

“Certalnly Rrave 1 nterest mes

Grumbach rose, thin ¢ that the
riders were golng to pass hlm ltut;

s frienil ‘Carmichael stopped his
horse.

“ITerr Grumbach,” said Carmichaél,
“her serene highness desires me to pre-
sent you.”

Itnns was stricken dumb.

She pled him with a number of

questions—how many battles they had

| fonght in, how many times they had

been wounded

Her highuess' mare grew restive and
began pawing
the road. She
reined in quick-
Iy. As did
g0 something
yellow flashed
downward to the
ground Grum-
bach hastened
forward.

“My locket,”
sald her high
ness anxiously.

she

“It Is not bro-
ken, highness,"
sanid Grumbach

Then he hand-

“aorr!" nE MUR- ed it to her
MURED, gravely
“Thank you!" Her highness put the
locket into a small purse which she
carried in her belt, touched the mare,

and sped up the road, Carmichael fol-
lowing

Grumbach returned to the parapet
“Gott!" he murmured,
His face was as llvid as the scar

| on his head

CHAPTER XI.
THE WRONG MAN.
ERBECK dropped his qulll, and
dream In  his
sat there motion-
Aud thus the duke
found him. He held a letter in his
hand and tossed it to Herbeck
“1 shall throw 10,000 men across the

WwWis
e

less, rapt

there n

eVves

| frontler tonlght.”

“War ¢ in?

“Read thnt It 1s the second anony-
mous communication 1 have recelved
within n week As the first was trut!
ful, there 8 no renson to belleve this
one to se ™

Herbeck was genulnely startled

hat do you say to that?™ tri
MATILLS

I'hils—let them go quietly back to
Jugendbelt

“No!" blazed the duke

“Are we rich enough for war?'

“What the devil is my army for If
not to uphold my dignity, Herbeck ¥

“Rather let me reason. This s some

prank. They would never dare enter
Drelberg for aught else.”
“l have seen thls writing before,”

sald Ierbeck
The duke struck the bell violently
“Summon the chief of police,"
sald to the secretary,

“Will your highness leave the matter |

In my hands?* asked the chancellor

“Herbeck, in things you
weak.”

“And in others 1
the chancellor, “]
there talk of 1
when peace I1s In the balance.”™
Herbeck, that
the magnitude

some are

' smiled
when

am strong
am

weak

Is Wir, nin strong

you
('f

‘s It
do not
the situation?

“It Is precisely because 1 do that 1

|-.~~;|,|.',.-_

appreciate

wish to move slowly., Whalt, Let the
police find out why they are here
'here will be time enough then to de
lare war Fhey have never seen ler
hichness, Who knows?"

he |

grown Lis Dbite yet,” said Ierbeck

dryly.
The duke laughed again.

will keep me busy well into the even-
| ing.”

The duke left the eabinet.

Herboek instructed the chief.

“Begln with the mountalneer and the
vintner; the others not matter so
much.” Then Herbeck laughed. The
chief ralsed his head. IHe had not
heard excellency laugh like
in many moons. *Report to me your
progress,  Good luck to you!™ said
Herbeck with a gesture of dismissal.

Her highness foumkl the duke walt-
ing In her apartments.

“Why, father,” kissing him,
brings you here?*

“A little 1dea 1

do

hig
s

have in mind.” He

brave, witty, shrewd. If all Amerlcans
are like him America will soon become
a force in the world. I have talien
a fancy to him, and youn know what

they say of your father—no formality
with those whom lhe likes. Humanly
I am right, but in the virtue of every-
day events ln court life I am wrong.
Herbeck the older
women speak of it, and they all say”—
“What do 1 ecare what they say?’
hotly. *Are you not the grhnd duke,
and am 1 not your daughter?'
“You must ride no more with
Carmichael. It is nelther wise

has spoken of it,

nor
safe.
“Father
He was up with his arms folding
around her. “Child, it Is only for your
sake. Listen to me.
“You must be a princess. You must
steel your heart agninst the Invasion

of love unless It comes from a state
equal or superior to your own.”
‘Yes, father., 1 shall not ride with

him any more.”
“He a bra

to find a Kking

ve heart, and I shall «

for you."

ngage

“1 don't want any playthings, fa-
ther,” with the old light touch, and
then she looked him full in the eyes,

*1 promise to do nothlng more to cre
ate comment If, on the hand,
you will promise to glve me two years
more of freedom.”

The duke readily assented and short
Iy returned to his suit rather pleased
that there had been no scene—not that
| he had expected any
| Considerable activity

other

was manifest

in the police bureau the rest of that
dny
| To return to Carmichael, he had
in-\--r‘ before con med himself with |
| resignations Up to thls hour he had
never resigned anything he had set his
heart upon, 8o It was not an easy
| matter for him to compose a letter to
| the secretary of state resigning the
post at Drelberg I'rue, he added that
he desired to be transferrad to a sea
port town, Fraoce or Italy pr p
The high altitude in Drelberg had af
‘fm-:wl his heart However, in case
| there was no other avallable post they
| would kindly appoint his successor at
| onee. It took courage indeed to face
| the matter squarely and resolutely

| That she was not going to marry the |

king of Jugendheit did not alter his
| alfairs in the least. It was all hope- |
! less. Ile must go

Some one was knocking on the door,
“A letter for your excellency,” sald
the conclerge
|  *“If Ierr Carmichael wonld learn the
it of No. 40 let him
attire ns a vintner and be In
at 8 o'clock tonight.”

80O Y Krumerweg

himself

the Krumerweg
This note

dventure?

s wel o Lo

clj the
An
and always

“1 shall newd

ent as e in spring

He was ready,

the costume of a vint

ner this eve g." he sald

“Oh, that will be easy,” aMfirmed the |
concierge

2o it came nabout that Carmichae
dressed o8 o vintoer, his hat over |
eyes, stole nto the misty night and
| took the way tg the Kruwmerweg. le

“l thank ym, lHerbeck. You have
neatly arranged & five comedy. When |
the arrest Is mada, give it ns much
| publicity as possible. Teke a squad of
| soldlers. It will give ft a mlilitary |
look."

“No, your highness,” toaching the
| papers which strewed his desk. *“This

that |

“what |

drew her down to the arm of tle chair. |
“We all have our little day dreams.” |

“Who does not, father#' Bhe slid
her arm round his neck. |
“Herr Carmlichnel s a fine fellow,

Herr |

the re-

now |

quiet.

|  “Herr Carmichael, the Amerienn con-
sul!" The old man nearly dropped the
lantern. *“Oh, you infernal Dblock-
heads!"

Carmichael's anger dissolved, and he
| laughed, All the mystery
He saw how neatly he had been duped.
This he gave
expe-

wis gone,
| He still carried the note.
the leader of this midnight
dition.

“Humph!"” the old
growl. *1 thought as much.”
| pered to his com-

| to

man in a
He whis-

s id

panfons. “llerr
Carmichael, I
| shall have the
| honor of escort-
| ing you back to
Dreiberg."”
| On the way it
all eanme back to
Carmichael with
the vividness of
n forgotten photo- |
graph come upon
| suddenly Bonn, |
| the IRhine, swift
and turbulent, a

towheaded young

fellow who could

not swim well,

. his own plunge,
VINTNER? NOT MUCH! 40 fingers in the

flaxen hair and the hard fight to the
landing. All this was a tale twlce tclld.

Vintner? Not much!

CHAPTER XII.

HER FAN
T was dawn when they began to
pull up the road to Dreiberg in :
carriage The mountalneer had
been ridieg with the driver. The

| carringe stopped.

“I shall not intrude, I trust?" sald

ting in.
“Not now,” replied
“What is all this about?’
“A trifle.”
awhile. “Suppose you had a nephew
| who was making a fool of himself over
| & woman."
“Nothing unusunal in that.”

Carmichael.

she was vastly his Inferior in statlon:
that marriage to him was merely a
political contract. What would you
do?"

|
|

‘1 believe I begin to understand.”
| *“I am grateful for that."
|

“Your mnephew {8 an ungrateful
wretch. He knew all along who 1
was,” went on the American. “I drag-

ged him out of the Rhine upon a cer-
tain day, and he plays this trick!”
“You? Carmichael, Carmichael, of
course; 1 should have remembered the
as he wrote me at the time.
Thank you!

e

|
|
|
‘ name
the while?
“No. 1 recalled his face,
time and place were in the dark till
this early morning. Here are at
|rh»- gates. What's this? Guards?
| nover saw them at these gntes before.”
After some trouble they passed the
guards
The mountaineer got out
closed the gloor, gpoke a word to the
driver and slipped Into an alleyway,
Carmichael arrived at the Grand ho
tel In time to see her serene hi

we

quickly,

accompanied by two of ber ladies an
an escort of four soldlers, start out for
her morning ride. He walted till they
had passed, then slunk into the hotel
The conclerge gazed at him In amaze-
ment. Carmichael winked. The con-
| clerge smited. He understood.
caner or Ehrenstelner, the young fel-
lows were all the same, J

“Guards at the gates,” mused Car-
michael ns he soaked his head and face
In cold water. “By George, It looks
as If my friend the vintner was in for
some excitement!™

Gretchen! Carmichael stopped, his
collar but halfway around his throat
Now, by the Lord, that should not be!
the viutner's ne

[ 9

Ile would wring
| 1le was not in an amiable mood. Some
cue hammered on the door
Grumbach entered
“You are angry about something,” he

sald
“So I am. But yon are always wel
come."”

“You have oversiept?
‘No; oo the contrary.”
“You are disturbed

L u in tb builet head of

the old man, opening the door und get- |
1

The old man thought for |

“Suppose. though of good character, |

And you knew him all |

but the :

I

Ameri- |

this woment

A man followed them all the way to |

the Krumerweg,
Carmichael threw himself eagerly
Into the ga v of the dance. Ile was
accomplished waltzer,  after the |
manner of that day, when one went
| rouwmd and round like some mechan-
feal toy wound up, This would be the
last affair of the kind for him, and he
wanted a full n wiry of it, Between
thues he exchanged a jest or two with
tl chancells r tnlked battles with
t ¢ on the floor
But there
y never a glance. He
a1 and reckless, He |
would seck her amnd talk to bher and
suille at her even if the duke threw a
regiment in between. He saw Grum-
bach In th "
“Now, what the devil Is the Dutch-
man doing with a palr of opera
glasses ¥

| Later her w8 stood before one
of the long I the conserva-
| tory listlessly watching the people In
Was that some one com-
She turned.

ows In

| the square,
Ing for her?

It was Carmichael,
| What an opportunity for scandal!
| She laughed inwardly. The barons
and their wives, the ambassadors’

wives and their daughters, would mliss
them both. And the spirit of deviltry
lay also upon her heart. She smliled

at the man and with her fan bade him
be seategd at her side,

“You have not asked me to dance to-
night,” she declared.

“1 am neither a prince nor an ambas-
sador."”

“But you have danced with me.”

“Yes:; 1 have been to heaven now
and then.”

“And do you eject yourself thus easi-
Iy?
| "By turning myself out my self es-
| teem remains unruffed.”

“Then expected to be turned
J out?”

“As I have sald, T am not a prince.
I am only a consul, not even a diplo-
muat, simply a business arm of my
government My diplomaey never as-
cends above the quality of hops and
Imported. I am supposed to

you

wines

"AND HECAUSE I LOVE HER!"™

take In

any wandering sallor, feed him
home. 1 am also the of-
iide of all American tourists.”
is no reason.”
| “Your father” He should have sald
the grand duke
“Ah, yes; my father, the chancellor,
the ambassadors and thelr wives and
ters! I begin to belleve that you
own afraid of them.”
ess that I bave. I had an ad-

“That

venture last night. Would you lke
to hear about it?
{ “Tell me."
He told her
“A velled ladg,” she mused. “What |
would you say if 1 told you that your
mystery is mystery at all? T am the
velled lady. And the person | went to
seo was my old nu iy foster moth- |
er, with whom 1 spent the happlest,

e garret at

freest days of my life In

Dresden. Pouf! All x eries may be
dispelled If v to the right person
=0 you y be recalled ?

0 gked for my recall, your

excuse for leav- |

-

so Drelberg po longer appeais
You once told me that you

cursed with wanderlust, your

promised to tell me what she

i1y all his fear went away, all
Intlon. The spirit of reckless-
eh had vised him a little while
in empowered him. He was
f nothing.
shall 1 deseribe her?* he sald.
11 seen only paintings and mar-
these are Inanimate. Have
r seen ripe wheat in a rain-
I'hat is the color of her halr.
jade and lapis lazull in her
[ " e leaned toward her. *“And
I love her better than life, better than
and between us there i3 the
distance of a thousand worlds. Bo I
must give up the dream and go aAway,
as an honorable man should.”

Nelther of them heard the chancel-
lor's approach.

“And because I love her!”

ITer fan dropped to the floor.

“Your highness,” hroke in the cold,
even tones of Herbeck, “yvour father is
making inquiries about you."

Carmichael rose lpstantly, white as
the frill in his shirt.

Iildegarde, however, wns a princess,
She gained her feet lelsurely, with a
half smlile on her lps.

“Count, Ilerr Carmichael tells me
| that he is soon to leave Dreiberg.”

“AL!"  There was satisfaction in
ITerbeck’s ejaculation. But there was
a glint of andmiration in his eyes as
he recognized the challenge In Carmil-
“We shall miss Herr Carmi-

hope,

chael's,

chnel.”
IHer highness moved serenly toward

the door, Carmichael walted till she

was gone from sight; then he stooped

| and picked up the fan.

- L] L]

| The entrance to the vast ducal vine-
| yards was made through a small lodge
| where the ducal vintner lived and kept
his books and moneys till such time as
he should be requlred to place them
before the proper official. Upon the
morning following the ball at the pal-
ace the vintner was reclining agalnst
| the outslde wall of the gates, smoking
| his china pipe and generally at peace
with the world. Me discerned a soll-
tary figure approaching from the direc-

. L]

itinu of Drelberg-—a youthful figure,
| buoyant of step and confident. Herr
| Moffman was rather interested. The
1

| youth paused at thegate and Inspected
the old man highly.

“Herr Hofman, I want work.”

“So? What can you do?’

The youth recounted his ablilities.

“I have a letter to you also.”

“Let me see it.”

Ioffman saw it, but with starting
eyes, There was, then, something new
under the sun. A picker of grapes rec-
ommended by a princess!

“Du lieber Gott! You are Leopold
Dietrich **

“Yes, herr.”

| *“How did you come by this letter?"

“Her sercne highness is patron to
Gretclien, the goose girl, at whose re-
quest the recommendation was gilven
me."”

This altered matters.
tered the office.

“Can you write?

“A little, herr.”

“Then write your name on this plece
of paper and that. Each night you
will present yours with the number of
pounds, which will be credited to you.
You must bring It back each morning.
If you lose it you will be pald nothing
for your labor."”

Dietrich wrote his name twice. Still
| Hoffman was not wholly satisfied with
his eyes.

“Gotthieb,” he said to one of the men,
“take him to terrace 98. We'll see
what sort of workman he i1s.” He
spoke to Dietrich again. “What is
Gretchen to you?' For Hoffman knew
Gretehen,

“She is my sweetheart, herr.” And
there was no mockery in the youth's
eyes as he sald this,

“Take him along, Gottlleb.”

Terrnce 98 was glven over to small
grapes. Thus many bunches had to be
pleked to fill the basket. But Dietrich
went to work with a will. His fingers
were deft, and his knife was sharp,
[ and by midsun he had turned his sixth

basket, which was falr work, consid-
ering.

As Hoffman did not feed his em-
ployees, Dietrich was obliged to beg

The two en-

from his coworkers. Very wlillingly
they shared with him their coarse
bread and onlons. He ate the bread

and stuffed the onions in his pocket.
Onee more the youth was anlone. He
et down his basket and laughed. Was
there ever such a fine world? The
very danger of It was the spice which
gave It flavor.

“I love her, I love her!” His face
grew bright again, and the woolng
blood ran tingling In his velns. “Am
I n thief, n scoundrelly thlef, because
I have that right common to all men
to love one woman? Some day 1 shall
suffer for this; some day my heart shall
| ache. So be i1t!™
His fingers were growing sore and
| sticky and there was a twinge in his
back as he shouldered his eighth bas-
ket and scrambled down to the man
who weighed the pick. e was be-
! glnning his ninth when he saw Gretch-
| en coming along the purple alsle.
| “What a beautiful day!” sald Greteh-
| en, with n {nppy lnugh.
| *“Kiss me.
|  “When you fill that basket.”
} “Not before?”

“Not even a little one,” *mischlef in
her glance,
| Out came the knlfe, and the viatner
| plied himself furiously. Gretchen had
|n knife of her own, and she joined
him,
“There!” he sald at last. “That's
what I call work, But it is worth it.

[70 3=z coswinuUED.}




