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CHAPTER XV.
THE KING.

IE vintner slowly lowered the
plstol till it touched the table
Then bhe released It

“That s better,your majesty."

“Why do you eall me that?"

“Your face was famliliar, but I falled
at first to place 1t rightly. It was only
after you had duped me Into golng aft-
er the velled lady that 1 had any real
suspiclon, You are rederick Leopold
of Jugendheit.”

“I shall not deny It further,” proudly.
“And take care how you speak to me,
since 1 admit my identity.”

“This is Ehrensteln, Here 1 shall
talk to you as I please.”

The king reddened, and his hand
closed agaln over the pistol.

“1 have saved your majesty twice
from death. You force me to recall
it to your mind."

The king had the grace to lower his
eyes,

“The first time was at Bonn. Don't
you recollect the day when an Ameri-
can took you out of the Rhine, an
American who did not trouble himself
to come around and ask for your
thanks, who, in truth, did not learn
till days after what an important per-
s0n you were or were golng to be?”

“For that moment, herr, 1 thank
JO‘L"

“And for that fn the garden below?

“Tor that also. Now, why are you
here?"

Carmichael went over to the table,
He bent over it and with his face close
to that of the king, “I demand to know
what your intentions are toward that
friendless goose girl"

“And what is that to you?' said the
king angrily.

“It {8 this much: If you have acted
toward ber otherwise than honorably,
well'—

“Go on. You interest me."

“Well, I promise to brenk every bone
in your kingly body. 1o this room it is
man to man, 1 recogulze no king, only
1he physical being."

The king pushed aside the table, fu.
rlous,

“You shall die for this insalt!" sald
the king as quietly as his hard breath-
dog would allow.

“I have heard that before.
fiow ¥ banteringly,

“1 will walve my
man!"

“Sword sticks, sibers or hop poles?
Come,” savagely, "what do you mean
Ly the goose glrl?"

S0 Intent on the struggle were they
that nelther henrd the door open and
close.

“Yes, my dear nephew, what do you
mean by Gretchen?”

Carmichael released the king and
with fellne qulckness stooped and se-
<url the plstol which had fallen to
the floor. Not sure of the new arriyv-
al's purpose, he backed to the wall
He knew the volee, aud he recognized
s owner,

“Put it In your pocket, Mr, Carml-
chael, and let us flnish this discussion
in English since there are many ears
about the place."

“His royal highness?" murmured the
king.

“Yes, sire! True to life!”

“A fine comedy," cried Herr . adwig
Jovially, folding his arms over his deep
chest, “u rollicking adventure!  Well,
nephew, you bave not as yet answered
elther Mr, Carmichael's question or
my own, What do you mean by Greteh.
en?

*I love her,” nobly., “And well for
you, my uncle, that you come as you
do, 1 would have warried her. Wrong
her? What was a crown to me, who
till mow have never worn oue save in
speechi? You have been the king"

“HBodles must have heads; kingdoms
must bave kings, | bhave made an ex.
perlment, and this 18 the result. 1
wanted you to grow up unfettered by
power; | wanted you to mingle with
peoples, nere aud there, =0 when you
becume thelr head physiclun you could
ably minister to thelr politlesl dis-
ecases. And wll this fine ambirion tum-
bles down before the wooden ghoes of
n pretly goose girl"

“Now, Mr. Carmichnel, what I8 your
Interest in Grotehen'’s” asked the king
turtly

Carmichael rembled with Joy. Here
was an opeulng for a double shot. *My
fnterest In her I8 better thun yours, for
1 have not asked her to bhecome a
king's mistress”

His royal highness bit his Hip

“Uncle™ crled the King, horrified at
thig revelution

“Mre, Carmichael evidently has ap-
plied his enr to some keyhole Herr
Ludw'y revlied, pecallocting, wll the
day when he suggested (o the beautl
ful yoting gisl how easily and qulckly
ghe conld secure the rlchies, the pretty
things and the advantages she desired
It oceurred in the tap room of the
tavern the day he had the mysterlous
fnteryview with the nged clockmaker,
Yox, well dild Herr Ludwig remember

But

crown—man to

how he hnd told Gretehon that she
eonld win the gowns, the earringes and
the lowels her glel's heart craved sole-

| pefiTo” Tt "Tud whilow
I l’ "

Iy through ner penuty, *ny the supreme
right of her besuty alone”

Ly

Ny no, not_through the keyholel™ |

wius open. My clerk heard you plsin-
*Uncle, Is this damnable thing true?”

“Yes. What would you' You were
determined to make a fool of yourself.
But rest easy, She 4 lgporant where
this offéer came from, and., moreover,
she spurned It, us Mr. Carnodcbaol's
clerk will afirm. Ohb, Gretchen Is o
fine lttle woman, and 1 would to God
she was of your statlon!" And the
wmansk fell from the regent's face, leav-
ing It bitter and careworn, “Our pres-
ence is known In Dreiberg: It has been
known for three days at least. And in
coming up here 1 had another errand.
Oh. | haven't forgotten it. In the
strwet there are at least ten soldlers
under the subchlef of the police. Rath.
er a curious conjunetion

The king turned white,

Carmichael ran to the rear window,
He shrmgged.  “There's half a dozen
in the garden too.”

*Is there any way to the roofs?”

“None that would serve youn™

“Mr, Carmtlehael,” sald the king, of-
fering his bawd, his handsome face
kindly and without rancor, *1 should
be an ungrateful wretch if 1 did not
ask your full pardon, 1 am Indebted
to you twice for my life, litiie as It
amounts to, And ln my kingdom you
will always be welcome, Will you ac-
cept my hand as one mwan to another?

“With happiness, your majesty. And
1 ask that youn pardon my own hasty
words."”

“Thank you.”

“He Is only young,” sighed Ludwig.

The king empticd the drawer, put
the contents In his puck, tled the
strings and put it under his arm,

“What are you golug to do?" asked
the uncle, vaguely perturbed.

“l aw golng down to the soldlers, 1
am no longer a vintner; 1 am a king!"
And he said this in a manver truly
royal,

“Gott!" burst from the prince regent.
“This boy has marrow in hls bones,
after ull. But the loncarceration will
not be long, There are 10,000 troops on
the other side of the passes.”

“Ten thousand? Well, they shall
stuy there,” sald the king determined-
ly. *“I1 shall not begin my relgn with
war. I will tell the duke the truth.
e will not dare go far.”

“fle will be a good pollticlan, too”
gald Ludwlg, with a smile of approval
at Carmichael. “No, boy, there will
be no war, Aud yet I was prepared
for it, nor was | wrong In dolng so.
Already, but for Herbeck, there would
be plenty of fighting In the passes.
Ach! Could you but see the princess!”

“1 bave seen her,” replied the king.
“Heaven would have been kinder had
1 seen ber months ago.”

“Say to his serene highness, then
that you are willlng to marry her.”

“I'm afraid you do not understand,
ancle,” the king replled sadly. “1 have
the supreme happiiess to love aud to

be loved. Of that nothing can rob me,
And for some thme to come, uncle
mine, 1 shall treasure that happlness”

“And the lttle Gretehen 7

“Yus, yes! 1 have been o scoundrel”
Andthe kirs'y coes grew ngst,. *Yon
are happy, Mr. Carmichoel, You linve
po crown to welgh agiinst your love”

And from that moment Carmichael’s
heart warined townrd the young o,
whose sorrow wis greater than his
own., for the king was giving up the
woman vho loved him, while Carmi
chael wos only giving up the woman
Lie loved, which |s a distinetion,

“Come, uniele,” =ald the yonug king
“lot us see what is golng on dowu
stoirs."

Carmichael followed them down

“There they are, cried the
gubchlef. “You are noder arfest”

“1 am the king of Jugendheit," enlm-
Iy announced Frederick Leopuld, “Will
you subject me to publle arvest ™

wAnd 1" sald the uncle, “am Lud-
wlg, prince regent.

The subehief lnughed uproarionsly,
The king of Jugendheit and the prince
regont! This was o good joke indeed!

“Your majesty and your royal high-
ness,” snid the subehlef, his eyes
twinkling. “will do me the honor of
accompanying me to the Steinschloss
You are accusged of belng military sples
from Jugendhelt.”

“May [ retaln this bundle?” Inquired
the king

“Yod. 1 know what Is In [t
ward, march!”

Carmlchael made as though to pro-
test, but Prince Ludwig signed for
him to be silent.

An hour later Gretelien appeared be
fore Fran Bauer. Gretehen had gone
home lmmediately after the termina-
tion of the tight in the garden,

“He was not hurt, frnu?' she asked
timidiy.

“Oh. no! The two of them gave them-
selves up readlly. They are snug 1o
the Stelnschioss by this tdme”

“The Steinschlose!™ Gretehen blaneh-
eod, *“Holy mother, what hus hap-
pened "

“Why, your viptner and Herr Lud.
wig were arrested an hour ago, ac
ensed of belug sples from Jugendbelt"

fhe groped blindly for the door.

“Where are you golug, Gretchen?”

“To her highnesa! She wlll save
him!"*

Her highness was dreaming. She had
fallen fnto thls habit of late. A mald
of honor announced that the young
woman Gretchen sought her presence

“Admlit her, She will be a tonie”
sald Hildegnrde.

Giretchen appenred, red eved and dis
heveled, Instantly she fung herself
it the feet of the princess,

“Why, Gretchen!"

“They will not let me see him, high
ness!" Gretehen choked,

“What hos huppened, ehild ™

“They hnve arrested him as a spy
from Jugendhelt, and he ls Innocent,
Suve hlm, highnesa™

For-

“TMow can 1 save Rim T
“He Is not n gpy."”

“That must be proved, Gretehen, 19/

_————

CAnnol gu (v Lue slesrioss and o
der them to Hberate bim." She lifted
Gretchen to her feet.

“1 bave been there, and they will
not let me see him. | love him sol”

“I cap arrange thar for you. 1 will
go with you wmyself to the prison.”

*“Thaoks, blghness, thanks!” Greteh-
en was hysterical

The king aund his uncle had been
glven adjoining cells on the groumd
floor. The princess and her protegee
were admitted without objectlon. The
sergeant in charge of that floor even
permitted them to go into the corridor
unattended,

Volces.

“Hush!" whispered ber highness,
pressing Gretchen's arm,

“Ach! Wall, dear nephew; beat your
hands upon the bars, curse, waste
your breath on stone. Did I not warn
you against this very thing when you
proposed this mad junket? A fine
scandal!™

“Woe to the duke for this affront!”

Gretchen started to speak, but the
princess quickly put her hand over
the goose girl's mounth,

“Uncle, 1 will bave revehoe for this!"

“Good! Bang-bung! Slash and cut!
War Is a great inventlon—on paper.
Come, my boy; you were sensible
enough when they brought us here.
Control yourself. Be a king In all the
wond Implies, For my part, I begin to
see.”

“And what do you see?”

“] gee that the duke knows who we

are, even If his pollce do not.  He will
keep us here a day or two and then
magnanimously lHberate us with pro-

1AM THE EING OF JUORNDHET."

fuse apologies, We shall be escorted to
His high-
ness loves a jest too well to let this
Besides, 1 see In the

the frontier with honors,

chance escipe,
glass the fine Itallan hand of Herbeck.

“Gretelen, Gretehen!™ sald the king,

Gretehen could stand it no longer

8he wrenched herself free from the
grasp of the princess, who, with pliy-
Poor,

ing heart, npderstosd all now,
unhappy Gretehen!

“Here 1 am, Leopold,™ the gonse girl
erled, pressing her hody agninst the
bars and thrusting her hawds through

them.

*The devil!” murmured the man in

the other cell,

“You here, Gretchen ¥ The king cov-

ered her hands with passlonate kisses

“Yes, yes! They have made a dread-
ful mistake. You are no spy from Ju-

gendhelt”
“No, Gretehen,”

gild the volee from

pee, captain.” -

Carmichnel Inspected the littie yel-
low shoes. He turned them over and
ovor In his hand He shook out the
fold of the lttle cloak and the locket
fell on the bed,

“When did you get this?" he cried
excltedly. “It is her highness'!™

“So It Is, eaptain, but 1 have carried
it about me all these years.”

“What?

“Yes, captain. Count von Herbeck
fs n great statesman, but he made a
terrible mistake this time, Listen. As
pure 48 we are in this room together
1 belleve that she whom we call the
princess 18 not the daughter of the
grand doke.”

Carmichael sat down on the edge of
the bed numb and’ without any clear
fdea where he was. Free! 1f she was
pot @ princess she was free, free!

. . - L] L] L] .

The duke allowed the quartet to re-
maln standing for some time. He
strode up and down before them, his
eyes strulning at the floor, his hands
behind his back.

“1 do not recognize any of these per-
sons,” he sald to Carmichael,

“Your highness does not recognize

me, then ™ asked the elocdk MEnNer.

“Come closer,” commanded the duke,
The clock mender obeyed, “Take off
those spectacles.” The duke scannéd
the features, and over Lis own cnme
the dawn of recollection, *“Your eyes,
your nose— Arnsberg, here and allve?
Oh, this 1s too good to be true!" The
duke reached out toward the bell, but
Carmichael Interposed,

“Your highness will remember,” he
warned,

“Ha! So you have trapped me blind-
Iy? 1 begin to understand. Who 1s
this fellow Grumbach? Did I offer im-
munity to him?"

“I am Hans Breunner, highness, and
1 ask for nothing."

“Brennner! Breunner! Hans Breun.
ner, brother of Hermann! And you put
yourself Into my handa?* The tons
developed Into a suppressed roar, The
duke took hold of Hans by the shoul-
ders and drew him close. “You dog!
S0 you ask for nothing? It shall be
given to you, Tomorrow morning 1
shall bave you shot! Hans Breunoer!
Giod Is good to me this night! Thanks,
Herr Carmichael, a thousand thanks!
And I need not ask who that damnable
gcoundrel Is who has the black fuce
and heart of a gypsy."”

“Your highness,”" sald Yon Arnsberg
quietly, *all 1 have left In the world
are these two withered bands, and may
God cut them off If they ever wronged
you In any act. 1 am innocent. Those
letters purported to have been written
by me were forgeries, Tonight I shall
lenve this palace a free man, and you
shall ask pardon for the wrong you
have done me”

.There was no fear in the volce. The
duke glared at the speaker somberly,
reenlling what Herbeck had often sald.

“What you say stlll remalns to be
| proved.  Now, what Is at the bottom
of all this?* wns the demand,

Hans crossed the room to the duke's
desk and spread out bis treasures un-
der the flickering enndlelight.  The
duke, with a cry of terror, sprang to-
ward the seeret drawer.  His  first
thotght was that the shoes and cloak,
upon which only his eyes ever rested
now, had been stolen. Nothing was
missing, e was overwhelmed, but he
stopdled bimself.  He came hack to
the desk and tngersd the locket. The
doke opened the locket, looked long
and steadfastly at the portrait and
shut ft. Then he went to the drawer
nenin and retarned with the counters

the next cell, “He s far worse than | l.':H.“." - ‘_i_m.‘ Dy Migs, “1he
that. He Is the king, Gretchen, the | Tkeness wis perfGiTTh ail detafls.
king.” “Carmlchnel,” le sald, “will yon

“Unele!” in angulsh

“Let us have it over with"”
Prince Ludwig sadly,

“The king!” Grotchen laughed shrilly,
“What jest Is this, Leopold?”

The king, still holding ber hands,
looked duown,

“Leopold)™ plalntively,

8till he did nut speak, still he pvert-
ed his hend. But Gud knew that his
henrt wns on the rack,

“lieo, look ot me!
Ing!™ Gretehen erlod
not work together In the vineyarda,
aod did we wot plan for the future?
Al yes! You are s king ouly to me
[ see, Bot it I8 n crael Jest, Leopold
Smile at me! Say sometbhing!”

“Gretehen, forglve me! despairingly,

“He asks me to forgive him!" duolly.
“For what ¥

“For belng n villaln!
keen with ngony, “1 am the king of

You are laugh-

Jugendheit. But am [ less & man for
that? Ah, God belp me, T have a
right to love llke other men! Do not

doubt me, Gretehen; do not think that
I played with you. 1 love you better
than my crown, better than my hon-
or!"

CHAPTER XVIL.
TWIN LOCKETS,

ARMICHAEL tramped about
his room restiess, uneasy,
starting at sounds. He wus
walting for Grumbach and

his confreres. Anything but this sus-
pense, A full day! And deeper, firm-
er, became bis bellef and convietion
that Grumbaeh's affalr vitally con-
corned her hlghness.  He welecomed
the knock on his door. Grombach
came in ecarrying under his arm a
small bundle,

“Whore are your companlons?

“They are walting outside.”

“The duke pgrees,” went on Car
michael. “Ie will give o8 an audl-
ence at 8:30."

“DI] you mention my name?*

“No, 1 went roundabout. [ also obh
tained hik promise to sny nothing to
Herbeck 1 the Interyiew was over.”

Grumbach spresd out on (he bed the
contents of the houdle
“Look ot thete und tell me what you

— — ] —

replled

“Why, did we

Yos," his volen

please help me? Do 1 see these things
of do 1 not? And If 1 do which Is
uilne, and what does this signify ™

Grumbach answered: *“This, bigh-
ness, 1 took these from the little prin-
coss with my own hands, They have
never been out of my keeplng, Those
you have [ know nothing about."”

The duke rubbed his eyes.
daughter?'

“The Princess Hildegarde Is not your
daughter, highness," said Hans.

“Gott!” The duke smote the desk In
despalr, “Herbeck! 1 must send for
Herbeck!™

“Not yet, highness; later."

“But If not Hildegarde—
I must be growlug mad!™

“Patlence, your highness," sald Car-
michael.

“Patlence!™ wearlly. “You may pa-
tlence when my beart 18 dying Inslde
my breast! Patlence! Who, then, ls
this woman 1 have called my child?"

“God knows, highness!” Hans stood
bowed before this patental agony.

“But what proof have you that she
i not? What proof, I say?

"Would there be two lockets, high-
ness

“More proof than this will be need-
el, Prodoce It."

“Speak,” said Huns to the gypsy.

“Highneas,” sald the gypsy, bowling,
“he speaks truly, e came with us,
For fear that the lttle highness might
be recognized ns we traveled, we
changed her clothes, He took them,
together with the locket, One day the
goldiers appeared In the distance, Weo
all fled, We lost the lttle highoess,
und none of us ever knew what be-
came of hor, She wore the costume of
my own children”

“We ghall produce that in time,” sald
Von Arnsherg.

“Damuable wrateh!™ sald the duke,
nddressing the gypsy

The other shrugged. He had been
promiged lmmunity, That was all he
ceared about unless It was the bag of
siiver and gold this old clock mender
bhod wven him p few hours gone,

YT am summoning  her Wlghoess®
sald the duke ng he gtrack the bell

“And. highnpess,'" added Greombneh,
“Mapaten some one Tor uretenen, who
lives at 40 the Kromerwey,"

“The giriy

"My

1 belleve

EtAse

What does p",.i

koswr Jb T iThwleE, TLE B Een
now with ber bigboess. | sball send
for them both."

Gretchen? Carmichael's bewlider
ment increased. What place bud the
goose girl In this tragedy?

“Now, while we are walting.” re
sumed the duke, his agitation some-
what under control, “the proof, the
definite proof!™

“Her highness stumbled one night”
sald Haos, “and fell upon the fire. |
snafched ber back, but not before her
left arm was badly burned.”

The gypsy vodded. 1 saw it, high
ness."

And that was why Grombach went
to the milltary ball with opera glasses!
Carmichael was ronnd  eyed.  But
Gretchen

“I'e Prioeess Hildegarde has po
scar upon elther arm,” coutinued
Grumbach., 1 have seen them. They
are without a single faw.™

“More than that” relterated
duke, *“That is not enough.”

They became sllent. Now and then
one or the other stirred, The duke
pever took his eyes off the door
through which her highness would en-
ter,
Hildegarde came In presently, tender
with mercy, an arm supporung Gretehs
en, who was red eyed and white,

“You sent for us, father?

How fhe wora plerced the duke's
heart! “Yes, my child" he answered,
for, it mattered not who she was, he
had grown to love her,

“I am sorry you sent for Gretchen.”
snid Hildegurde, “She Is {IL" ’

Gretchen sighed, To her the faces
of the men were Indistinet, and, be-
sides, she was without Interest, st
less, drooped.

“My cbild, will you roll up your left
sleeve? said the duke.

“My sleeve!” Hildegarde thought-
fully looked around.

“l cannot roll up this sleeve, fa-
ther,” blushing and a trifle angry at
#0 strange a request.

Hans opened his knife and lald bare
her left arm. She trled to cover the
arm,

“Let me look at It, HUldegarde," re-
quested the duke. To him she pre
sented ber arm. But there was oelther
mole nor scar upon the round and love-
Iy arm,

“Why do you do this, father?"

No one answered. Hans upceremo-
niously ripped open Gretehen's left
gleeve, The ragged sear was visihle
to them all. And while they grouped
around the astonlshed goose girl they
heard lLier highness cry out with sur-
prise,

“What I8 this?" she sald, pointing to
the two pairs of shoes and the two
clonks, She held up the locket, the
twin of which bhung around her peck.
“Where did these come from'"

“My child,” the duke answered, un-
ashamed of his tears, “only God
knows ns yet what it means. But the
outward slgn testlfies to a strange and
horrible blunder. The locket you hold
fn your hand was taken from you
when vou were un infant. The one
you wenr around your neck s, secord-
ing to the stutement of one of these
men, not gennine”

“And the signlficance?” BShe grew
tall, and the torn sleeve fell nway from
her arm,

“] kpow you to be brave. Strength-
en your heart then, These men say
that you are not my daughter.”

“And that Greteben 181" spoke Hans,

1% Gretehen drew closer to Hilde
garde.

The duke studied the portrait of the
mother and then the faces of these two
girls. Both possessed a resemblance,
only It seemed now that Gretehen was
penrest to the portralt and Hildegarda
nearest (o the doubt,

“You sny she wore the costume of a
gypsy child when you lost her?” said
the duke.

“Yea." Von Arnsherg took from un-
der his cont a small bundle, which be
opened with shaking flngers, He hod
been in the Krumerweg that afternoon

“Why. those are mine!” exclulmed
Greteben exeltedly.

“Yom see? sald VYoo  Arnsherg.
“Would you not like to be n princess,
Greteben?”

A princess]

the

Gretchen's heart flut-
tared, A princess! Sbe lald her head
on Hidegarde's shoulder. She waa
wenk, and this was some drean.

“But who, then, am 0¥ asked EHllde-
gardey,

“I'ell what you kpow,"” sald Hnns to
the gypsy. “Highness, be alone knows
the mun who brought about all this."

“The archplotter of this damnable
consplrney 7 The duke's eyes became
abive, his face, hls whole body. Kvery
beat of his heart erled out for venge-
ance, “Who is he? Tell me!l UGive
bim to me, man, and all of you shall
go free, Give him into these bunds,
His name! The duke's hands worked
convilsively ns If they were already
round the throat of this unseen, -
placable enemy. He was terrible in
this moment.

The gypsy produced a letter 1t had
to be held enretully, ax 1t was old and
tattered,  The dnke read It Reyond
that It made the oviginnl offer 1 was
warthless, ‘The hatelwrlting was pal-
pably dlggulsed. e duke fiing the
miwkive to the toor,

“Fool' Is that all you have? Tell
me whnt you kuow, mun, or | shall
bave you shot [n the morning, (mmani-
ty or no Immuunlty! Quiek!”

“Highness" the gypsy, thor
oughly nlarmed, “this ls how it hap-
pened, My baod was staylng ot the
time In Drelberg. We told fortunes
and exhiblted an Hallan puppet show.
The letter came first, 1 was poor und
sometimes desperate, 1 was to take
her nway and leave her with strange
people." i

“AR Interrupted the duke, with a
despalring gesture toward Grombach,

syl i)

“Why ald yon not leave us all in
pence?
“Highoess, n great wrong hus been

R
doflE, 5l Tin ivled! T Cote O
right it

“You are a brave man," darkly.

“l am In your hands, highness,” stur
dily. "In & mad moment 1 commitved
a crime. | would pot accept till | had
talked personally with him. He came
at last.  His face was hidden and his
volce muffled. But this | saw—whena
be gave me the first half of the money
I was certmin | should koow him
again.”

“How?"

“By his lttle fnger, highoess.™

“His lttle tinger?' Voo Arusberg res
peuted.

The two women, Iarge eyed and be-
wildered, clung to each other's hand
tensely. These were heartbreaking
times. Gretehen's mind, however, ab-
sorbed nothing, oeither the words nor
the pleture. Her thoughts revolved
around one thing—if she were a prin-
cess she could be happy. But the oth-
er, from under whose feet all tangible
substances scemed to be glving way,
she wus possessed by two thoughta
which surged in her brain lke com-
batants. If pot a princess, what was
ghe? 1f pot a princess, she was free
She stole s swift glance at Carmichasel,
who seemed far removed from the
heart of this black business, and had
he been lonking At her he would have
goen tie pates opening ito Laeh,

“What was this Uttle fnger Hke?™
asked the duke,
shuddering.

“One time It
had been cut or
mangled."

“The man was

tall ¥
high-

“Yes,
ness,"

The duke sl
lently toyed with
the little yellow
shoes, Suddenly
lie laughed, but
it wus the terels
ble laughter of &
wind wnn.

MTHE MAN WA “Come, all=
TALLY you, Gretchen,
and you. Hidegarde: come, Carmi-

chael, #ud you Arosberg, nll of you!
Lot us go nod puy o visit w onr geod
friend Hertiek"

Continoed in next issue

Sschool Board Released Two.

The school board held a business
meeting last evening at the First Na-
tional bank bullding, the first since
Superintendent Gamble's return. The
reslgnations of Misg Allce Kerr and
Miss Alpha Peterson were accepted.
Miss Karr expects to go to the Phils
ippine Islands and Miss Peterson will
attend the state normal at Peru, The
successors to these young ladles have
not yet been seleoted but will be very
$001,

Water Glass Explodes,

(Gilles Roman had the misfortune
to get a plece of glasg In the little
flnger of one of his hands yesterday
morning. While the crew was at
Pacifie Junctlon the water glasg on
the englne explode! and a part of
the broken glass penetrated the fin-
ger of Filreman Roman, The sur-
geon probed for the glass but conld
not remove all of it. In consequence
Gilea will carry a sore finger fop
some days,

Completed the Arguments,

" The ultmmu in the case of Hous
ton vs. The Mayor, City Council and
Water and Light company, who have
been arguing the case before Ref-
erea D, 0. Dwyer, completed yes-
terdny afternoon and the refree will
make up his finding and submit
thom to Judge Travis for his confir-
matlon. The ense s one that has
been hanglng fire for some time and
the plalntiff was present all the time
glving his attorney n few pointers.
—Nebraska Clty News,

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAS

WE HAVE TWO GASOLINE
ENGINES WE WILL
SELL ATA

BREAT SAGRIFIGE

ONE FAIRBANKS MOIRISE—3-
horse, on truck, new

,

One Regal 2% horse, second

hand, but overhauled and in ex-

cellent condltion,
Just the thing to pump waler

when the wind mill breaks or
there I8 no wind, run the ¢ream
geparntor, churn butter, saw
wood and a hundred other things
there are to be done on the farm,
Come in and see us as they are
a rare bargain.

Remember, wa sell gasoline, dry
batterles, and the best oil you
can buy, MONARCH.” Guaran=
teed not to foul your engine
for a year. All automoblle sup=
plles, We vuleanize your tires
and guarantee them,

Automobiles and Repaiving,

PATTERGON & THOMAS

PLATTSMOUTH
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