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The archduke smiled. ‘‘And
just to prove that the friend isn’t
meddling, I shall accept his ad-
vice—bearing in mind, however,
that this is particularly an exig-
ency where prudence must be
subordinate to daring. Prudence
is dll very well in the abstract,
but it is more dangerous to our
succeéss than recklessness. I'm
playing for a Crown and a na-
tion's favor—let my personal
mourage be questioned for an in-
stant, and the game is lost as
surely as though I were dead.
As for my dear cousin of Lot-
zen, 1 assure you I've not the
deast scruple about killing him,
under proper opportunity. In
fact, I'm inclined to think ‘l
should rather enjoy it. I admit
now that there have been times
when I regret I didn’t run him
through at the Vierle masque.”’

Courtney nodded. ‘‘It would
have saved you all this 2rouble—
I wanted to call to you to make
an end of him,”’ .

“1 can’t do murder; I had dis-
armed him. Next time, I'll make
a different play.”’ ?

““There won't be a next time, if
the duke has the choosing. He
isn’t the sort to seek death, and
he knows you are his master.
You'll have to kill him in a
melee, or maneuver him into a
position where he has no option
but to fight.”

“Ile is maneuvering himself

' into a position where he will have

to contend with a far more for-
midable blade than mine.”’

Courtuey's eye brows lifted ex-
pressively. Than the archduke
himself there was but one better
Bwordsman in the kingdom.

‘“What has Lotzen been doing
to Moore?’’ he asked. :

“Insulting Elise d'Essolde.”’

“By making advances?’’

Armand nodded. ‘‘And in a
particularly nasty way.”’

‘““He isn't bothered
Moore,”” said Courtney. ‘‘Ie
thinks he is safe from any one
that isn’t of his station.”

“He doesn't know the Irish-
man—Moore would kill him
without a thought.”’

“1'm not so sure,’’ said Court-
ney. ‘‘Moare i3 bred to respect
for royalty; ha would hesitate to
use sword against one of the
blood exeept in defense.”’

“Lotzen would best not bank
much on that for immunity if he
pursue d’'Essolde.”

“Well, so much the botter; be-
tween you, the trick should be
turned; though, as a maiter of

abstraet justice, it's your partie-

ular work.” -

“And I shan’t shirk it,”’ said
Armand—then he laughed—*‘on
the whole, I'm something of a
savage myself; Lotzen hasn’t got
all of it for the family, it would
seem.”’

Courtney shrugged his shoul-
ders. ‘‘We all are savages at the
core—it's only a question of the
veneer's thickness.”’

““Of its thinness, I should say.
However, now f{lfat you have
saved my precious life, and dedi-
cated me to care and prudence
and to killing my enemies, we
can get down to business. You
had something to tell me.”’

‘“1 have told you,”" said Court-
ney. ‘‘I wanted to show you
that note and save your preci-
ous life.”’ y

The archduke picked up the
paper, and read it again,

‘““May be the party who wrote
this,”" he said, ‘“can help youn
unswer the question I came to
ask : what brought Lotzen to the
summer palace, this afternoon;
and, in particular, why did he go
into the king’s library?”’

{{ Courtney lit a fresh eigaret
wna watched the mateh burn to
a cinder.

‘“Isn’t your second question
the answer to the first?’’ he
asked.

‘‘Doubtless; but what’s the an-
swer to the second?”’

Courtney shook his head. ‘I
‘pass—unless you can give me

- gsome details,

LR ]

‘““Here's everything 1 know,
.said Armand. ‘‘Moore, as ad-

- jutant to the regent, occupies

part of the king’s suite as his
quarters. This afternoon, he
went out, leaving open the cor-
ridor door of the library. A lit-
tie later Mademoiselle d’Esolde
saw Lotzen comel fmnl: the 11£
brary—subsequently e me
Mm and c;lsua.lly remarked to
him that, as he passed his quar-
ters, the door being open, he had
taken the liberty of looking at

his late majesty’s portrait, which

he wished to havs cgﬁi&di;.’t

- Courtney considered a bit.

. “Its mbm intemtl:g‘.t’('l
study your ccusia's meth

abou?; %

he said presently. ‘‘He seems
to take particular pleasure in
telling one what he knows will
not be believed. It was quite ab-
surd to effer such a fool explana-
tion, if he really wished to ex-
plain—and none knows it better
than Imstzen. It was just as
though he had said to Moore:
‘Tell the Arechduke Armand, I've
been in the library, 1I've accom-
panied what I went for, and he
may go to the devil, with my
compliments.” *’

““That’s very well, as an ex-
position of Lotzen’s methods,”’
said. Armand; I've been in the
library, I've accomplished what
I went for, and he may go to the
devil, with my compliments.” "’

““That’s very well, as an expo-
sition of Lotzen’s methods,’’ said
Armand; ‘“but what concerns me
is his motive; what was it he
went for?”’ :

‘““The book of laws, possibly,”’
Courtney replied.

‘“Nonsense—he knows it’s not
in the library—if it were, I would
have had it days ago.”’

‘“And how does he know you
haven’t got it?”’

‘“How! Because 1'd have pro-
duced it to proive my title,”’

Courtney smiled. ‘‘Certainly
you would—if it proved your
title; but if it didn’t?"’

““You overlook Frederick’s de-
cree.’’

““No, “I don’t—you overlook
the fact that no one has ever seen
that decree, and that Lotzen is
entitled to assume it was not
executed—that the whole story is
fabricated, and that you have
made away with the book in or-
der to throw the election into the
house of nobles; and se to have
a chance for the erown, when, in
reality, you are.entitled to none.”’

“Lotzen understands perfect-
ly that Dehra told the truth,”’
said Armand; ‘‘and that I’ve not
got the book—for my part, I'm
almost ready to aceept hier notion
that he has it.”’ '

Courtney leaned back in his
chair, and studied the smoke
rings be sent whirling upwards.

“I ean’t agree with you,”” he
said; ““indeed, since his visit to
the library, I'm more convineced
than ever that he hasn’t the
book. He pretends to have it, so
as to mislead you in your
search.”’

““More likely, in you view of
him,”” said Armand, ‘‘it is to de-
coy me into a trap where he can
make an end of me."”

‘‘I believe you've guessed it,"’
said Courtney, after a moment’s
thought; ‘“‘and what is more, it’s
the key to Lotzen’s plan of cam-
paign, and it proves conclusvely
his murderous purpose. I'd be
very shy of information that
points bookward, unless you
know the informant; above
everything, don’t be fooled by
the device of a rendezvous, or
a tattling servant.”’

““True enough ;.and yet I must
not let slip .any chance that
might lead to the recovery of the
book ; my equivoeal position de-
mands that it be found, both to
vindicate Dehra’s story .and to
justify my own eclaim to the sue-
cession. Indeed, to my mind, I
have no chance whatever unless
I'rederick’s decree is produced.
However, Lotzen won’t use such
hoary artifices; he will haye some
simple little plot that will en-
mesh me by its very fnnodence.
As a schemer against him I’'m not
even an ‘also ran.””’

‘““And, therefore, my dear Ar-
mand,”” said Courtney quickly,
‘‘you must be prepared to cut the
meshes when they close; an es-

cort—a sword—a pistol-—a steel”

vest—there’s where you get your
chance at him. Between the
schemer and the ready fighter,
I'll gamble on the fighter every
thme, . . ., . It’s a pity you've
lost Moore—you and he would
make a famous pair. Bernheim
is a good sort, but Moore is worth
20 of him in this business.””

The archduke’s eyes bright-
ened-——the Irishman and he to-
gether could make a merry fight
—an altogether worth while sort
of fight—a fight that the Great
Henry himself, in his younger
days, would have sought with
cager blade and joyful heart—
a quick, sharp fight that gave
the enemy no rest nor quarter—a
thrust—a fall—a careless langh
—a dripping point wiped on a
handkerchief. He saw 1t all, and
his fingers tingled and his eyes
went brighter still,

And aeross the table Courtney
blew ring upon ring of smoke,
and watched him curiously, un-
til the intent look waned and

d.

L ““Well,"”” he said, “did you kill

Limt"”

“Yes, I killed him , , . . .
and even wiped my sword—murh
ground have I to cast reproach
at Lotzen.”” He got up. ‘‘I'm
going; if I sit under your tute-
lage any longer, I'll be jabbling
holes in the good citizens I meet
on the avenue.”’

“With that stick’’ Courtney
asked,

‘1 forgot—the good citizen is
safe tonight.”’
~ ““But you're not. Let me give
you a sword or a revolver.”” And
when both were declined, he held
up the paper: ‘‘Danger immi-
nent,”” he warned.

‘““Bernheim will take care of
me,”’ said Armand; ‘‘and a light
stick isn’t a bad sort of rapier,
if it is handled properly, I'm
glad for this talk, and to have
learned how very thin my veneer
is—I'm going back to the Epsau
now, and teach Bernheim the
scalp dance. Good night.”’
‘“And trade him to the regent
for Moore, the first thing in the
morning,”’ Courtney urged.

The archduke paused at the

|threshold :
“Well, may be I shall,”” he

said; ‘‘I believe he is a bit more
the savage.”” He faced about.
‘“As for you, my dear Dick,
you're cut out for a typical mis-
sionary—you would have the na-
tives killing one another within
an hour after you landed.”

“Danger imminent!’”’ ecalled
Courtney, and the door swung
shut. :

CHAPTER XI,

First Blood.

The archduke knew where to
find his aide, so he waived aside
the servant and went on to the
billiard room.
“Don’t mind me, boys,”” he
said, as they sprang up; ‘‘go on
with the deal—unless,”” motion-
ing toward Bernheim’s big pile of
chips, “‘you want to be relieved
of the beginner.”’

“Your ’highness .is ready to
go?”’ Bernheim asked, *

Armand mnoddéd. ‘‘But that
mustn’t take you. away; luck’s
with you, it’s a crime to desert
her—I know the way home.’”

The eolonel pushed his win-
nings into ke center of the table,

‘“I have to thank you for a de-
lightful evening, messieurs,”’ he
said, with his stiff, military bow;
““and since I must leave before
the end of the game, I make a
John-pot of these for you.”” -

The archduke took him by the
arm.

““You may not do that, colo-
nel,”” he laughed; ‘“they cannot

let you. You must eash in, and
give them a chance some other
| time.”’

LT

jut it is my pleasure, sir, for
tifem to have back what I-won,”’

‘“And it will be their pleasure
to take it back,”’ said Armand
kindly, ‘“‘but not in that way—
they must win it back from you.”’

Bernheim drew himself up.

‘“Messieurs, I salute you.”’

When they came out on the
avenue, a fine rain was blowing
in clouds, but the archduke de-
clined the servant’s offer to ring
the stables for a carriage. The
street was deserted; not a pedes-
trian, nor even a cab, was in
sight, éither way. Both men
wrapped their ecapes around
them, and strode off toward the
Epsau,

““A dirty night, sir,”’ the colo-
nel observed-—'‘it might have

| been well to take the carriage.”’

‘I like it,”” said Armand; ‘‘to
walk In the rain or to ride in the
snow.”’

““The snow, yes—Dbut we don't
have much of it in Dornlitz—
one must go to the mountains in
the north—to Lotzenia—for it.”’

‘““My dear cousin’s countryl”’

‘“His titular estates—but not
his country,”” said Bernheim.
‘““He has the old castle on the
Dreer and a huge domain—that
King Frederick’s father gave to
Lotzen's father in a foolish mo-
ment of generosity—but he
hasn’t the heart of a single in-
habitant; indeed, until his ban-
ishment there, I think he had
neyor even seen the place. But
with the old castle of Dalberg,
across the valley—the cradle of
your race, sir—it’s very differ-
ent. Who rules there is the idel
of the Lotzenians; he is their
hereditary lord; and they can
never forget that he belonged to
them before he took the crown,
and that they helped him in the
taking.”’

‘“And now that there is neo
king, whom will they serve yntil
the new lord comest”’

Bernheim raised his cap.

‘“‘Her royal highness the re-

gent—until they serve you.”

No man eeuld be quite insen-
sible to all that this implied of
kingly power, and the traditional
homage of inherited devotion, the
hot love for him who was born
their chief—given them of God,
jand their own befere all others.

‘I understand, sir,”’ he said—

The arzhduke’s fingers closed a
bit tighter on his stick, his blood
pulsed faster, and the stubborn
spirit of old Hugo awoke to new
life; and in that moment, in the
dead of night, with the rain whip-
ping around them, as it wrapped
the city in a cloud of glowing
mist he turned his face forever
from. his old life, its memories
and methods, and passed finally
into the new, its high destiny, its
privileges, its responsibilities, its
dangers and its cares. He would
make this fight in the duke’s
own fashion, and end it in the
duke‘s own way ; if he fell in the
ending, he would see to it that
the duke fell first; not that he
cared for his company in the out-
going—though, doubtless, it
would matter little then—but be-
cause it were not well to leave
him behind to plague the king-
dom with his viciousness.

They now had left the more
modern portign of the avenue
and were in the older section,
where the houses were smaller
and stood only a little way from
the sidewalk ; though occasional-
ly a more.pretentious one was set
far back, with trees and shrub-
bery around it, and a wall before,
hiding it almost entirely from the
street.

In front of one of these resi-
dences, the archduke suddenly
stopped and caught Bernheim’s
arm.

‘““Listen!’” he said, ‘‘I heard a
cry.”

Bernheim, too, had heard it,
but he was not minded to let his
master know,

““It was 'the wind, doubtless,
sir,”” he said.

A blast of rain and mist swept
by them and through the trees,
stirring the leaves .into a rustling
as of the sighs of disembodred
spirits, while the swaying street
lights flung the shadows hither
and thither like pursuing cere-

them in their forsaken garb.
Bernheim looked around to fix
the location.

- It’s the De Saure house,’”’ he
said, ‘‘and has been unoccupied
for months—your highness must
‘have been mistaken,”’ -
The archduke moved on.
‘“‘Doubtless, the wind plays queer
tricks with sound on such a
night; yet my ears rarely de-
ceive me.””

trance gates, and he went nearer
and peered within—and as
though in answer, from out the
fdarkness came the shrick of one
in awful terror.

“Don’t strike me again! For
God’s sake don’t strike me!”’

The archduke seized the gate.

‘“Come on, Bernheim,’’ he ex-
claimed; ‘‘it is a woman.”’
The aide caught his arm.
““Don’t, sir,”” he said; ‘‘don’t
—it is nothing for you to mix in
—it is for the pqlice.”’

Armand made no answer; he
was trying to find the latch.

““I pray your highness to re-
frain,”” Bernheim begged; ‘‘an
archduke—'’
‘“Help! For God'’s sake help!”’
came the ery. ,
The latch yielded, and Armand
flung back the gate.
““Come on,”’ he ordered, ‘‘I'm
a man, and yonder a woman
calls.””
He sprang down the path to-
ward the house, which he could
see now in black forbiddingness
among the trees far back from
the street.
Again Bernheim ventured to
protest.
“Don’t strike me! Don’t
str—"” and a gurgling choke end-
ed it.
““To the devil with Lotzen!’’
he exclaimed, and dashed on.
"And Bernheim, with a silent
curse, went beside him, loosen-
ing his sword as he ran, and feel-
ing for the small revolver he had
slipped inside his tunic before
they left the Epsau. To him,
now, everything of mystery or
danger spelled Lotzen—but even
if it were not he, there was
trouble enough ahead, and scan-
dal enough, too, likely; scandal
in which the governor of Dorn-
litz, an archduke, may be the
king, had no place, and which
could serve only to injure him
before the people and in the es-
teem of the nobles. DBetter that
half the women in Dornlitz
should be beaten and. choked
than that his master should be
smirched by the tongue of ca-
lumny. He had no patience with
this quixotism that suecored fool-
ish females at foolish hours, in a
place where neither the female
nor they had any right to enter—
and where, for her, ot least to
enter was a crime. IY he were
able, he would have picked the
archduke up bodily, and borne
him back to the palace, and have
left the infernal woman to shift
for herself, and to save herself or
not, as her luck might rule.

(To be Continued Next Week.)
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Lowest 'Priced‘ -Qualit;r

Automobile

Every Chevrolet is fully equipped when uoid.

It has electric lights and starter, gasoline tank in the

rear. demountable rims and extra rim and tire carrier, -
3-speed transmission and reverse, speedometer and all i
necessary indicators on the instrument board, curtains .

have high grade Fisher Bodies with plate glass win-
dows. There is nothing more to buy but the license.
Costs least per mile for gasoline and oil.

There are more than 10,000 dealers and service sta-
tions throughout the country. Repairs are made on a

low-cost flat rate system.
Jor Economical Transportation .

J/ CHE

ORT Rosdster . . $510

SUPERIOR Five brosenser Roadster . . 8510

SUPERIOR Two Passenger Utility 680

SUPERIOR Foes passenger Sedan . 860
ve - - -

Light Delivery . , . . . 510

Chevrolet Motor Company
Detroit, Michigan

Spreading the News,

“I hope that you won't object to my
guests knowing that I paid you $1,000
to entertain them this evening?" re-
marked Mrs. Gawker,

“Not at all, ma'am,” replied the
tenor, in garcastic tones. “Would
you lilke me to pin the check on my
coat lapel just before I sing?"—Bir-
mingham Age-Herald.

An Expert.
She—*Do you like to dance?” He~—
A rich bachelor uncle has matters | “Not particularly.” She—“Oh, well, no
made as pleasant for him as a rich | one dances that way nowadays. ==
~ . :
American Legion Weekly.
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2 or 3 Cans
- of BaKing Powder

Are Not Worth the Price of One

If they are the “big can and
cheap” kind because they
may mean baking failures.

CALUMET -

The Economy BAKING POWDER

acowsd) Don'tletaBIGCAN
= or a very low price
mislead you.

Experimenting with an
uncertain brand is ex-
pensive — because it
Wastes time and
money.

The sales of Calumet
are over 150% greater

than that of any other
baking powder.
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Canada is the world's greatest
producer of wheat—second only to
the United States—yet only about 12% of 0t
the tillable area has been worked. Yields of 40 bushels of wheat

acre are not uncommon. Ogl have given as high as 100 , %G
Is per acre, while 40 to 50 per acre are ordinary el
yields; bual’:y lﬂn:l“m in lik‘: mportion;bCattle and horses 0¥
thrive on n grasses h?ch grow abundantly and corn
and mgﬂower culture are highly successful

Stock Raising, Dair}lng and
Mixed Farming

secure for the industrious settler ample returns for his energy.
Clearing the cost of one's (lmwkhadnglgtyancmphum
appeal, -? has been donm hundreds Western Canada
farmers. Taxesonlyupon (not on improv ts). Perfect
climate, attractive social conditions, good neighbors, churches,
st-.lmollsli telephones, excellent markets and shipping facilities
make life happy as well as prosperous.
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reduced railway rates, etc., write

G. A. Cook, Drawer 197, Watertown,S.D; W. V.
Bennett, 300 Peter’s Trust Building. Omaha, Neb.;
R. A. Garrett, 311 Jackson Street, _i. Paul, Minn, *

Authorizad Agent, Dept. ol Immigration
and Colonization, Dominion o Canada

lo C Gives Old apes Glow of New
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