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BYNOPSIS,
Kitty Gray, newspaper woman, finda In
[ ) t-urrn -Im,;) LT Rtp: broken coln, the

utilated Inscription on  which arouses
or curiosity and leads her, at the order
of her manag'ng editor, to go to the prin-
clpality of Gretghoffen to plece out the
story suggested by the Inscription. Bhe In
followed, wnd on arrival in Gretehoffen
her adventures while chasing the secret
of the bioken coln begin.

FOURTEENTH INSTALLMENT

CHAPTER LI,
The Last Arbitrament,

The call to arms was as muslec to
Count Frederick's ears. Leaving his
fdle, addled king stesped in his follies,
he hurried to the front.

The army was ready enough to put
ftaelf under his control; recognized
him as the one ruler in all the realm,
His quick orders, supplementing the
arrangements of the day before, soon
sot all events In train. It had been
his pian to mask his men deep within
the town; and, as has been sald, the
Jaws of the trap now weore Aprung.

The charge of the forcea of King
Cortislaw was met by the counter-
shock of the Gretzhoffen arms. Fred-
erick’s forces aprang forward with the
enthusiaesm of troops long In leash,
and swept back the invaders. For a
few moments the two lines writhed
here and there In deadly embrace, as
two well-matched wrestlors, nelther
having the advantage.

Deop within the palace Kitty had
forgotten her errand In the greater
fmport of these sudden events. The
coin had done all this—Iit was Indeed
a thing of omen, a thing of deatiny.

Bhe peered from the palace win-
dows here and there, seeking to gain
some knowledge of the fray., Now and
then a wounded man limped back.
Others came, carried by the litter-
bearers of the palace. Defeat was at
hand for the defenders of the palace.

“Is there no hope, then?' she de-
manded of one of the high ofclals of
the household. “Where are our re-
sorves? Bee, our men can hold them
no longar--they must have help or all
is lost.”

The official, thus adjured, pulled
himself together for a moment of
thought,

“Yes,” he exclaimed, “thers (8 a
regiment held in reserve back of the
palace, toward the water front,”

“Then summon them at once!"™ ex-
claimed the young woman.

Presently the retiring troops heard
the sound of bugles, the clatter of
hoofs from the opposite direction:
aaw the advance of the Gretzhoffen
reserves 80 badly needed. They swept
on now to the front. rallying their
rotreating men, The leader of the
roserves looked around for the com-
mander of the battle; Instead he saw
the figure of a young girl flash down
the palace steps and hurry toward
them.

“Yonder!™ she cried. “He is at the
front, supporting their full attack.”

It waas time now for the reserves,
that was sure. Close to his own thin-
ning front line, Frederick sat, from
his saddle scanning the work of a bat-
tery hidden somewhere back of the
advance of the Grahoffen troops,
which was raining ruin on his own
men. It was hidden somewhere, he
could not tell where, although he
swept the line beyond with the
glasses time after time,

At last he found it, marked It by
the smoke belched from a screen of
green—groen branches lashed to the
frames of guns.

Count Frederick called an officer to
him. “We must take that battery,” he
sald, “If we don't, in filve minutes
we will be gone.”

Moeantime Sachio himself, bold lead-
er of armed men, albeit self-eeeking
courtler, openly oeoxulted at what
seomed to him the guick success of
his country’'s arms. He held on, di-
rectly under the eve of Cortlslaw him-
solf, and no unskilled soldier he now
showed himself to be.

“In five minutes, your majesty,”
esald he, “we will have broken their
front. There will remaln nothing but
for us to advance,”

His eye, skilled in observation in
such scenes, caught sight of the
mounted flgure of Count Frederick,
leader of the Gretzhoffen arms. He
rocognized him In the distance—and
quickly sent orders to the officer of
the battery. Whether or not it was
due to this slight change of aim, the
next salvo from the hidden guns ac-
complished that which Sachio most
desired. Sachlo turned his glasses
once more upon the spot where his
enemy had sat. His horse was down,
blown to places by the explosion of a
#hell, and the tall figure of Frederick
himself lay prone!

“Now, forward, men!" cried Sachlo.
“They have broken! They will run!
At them with the bayonet! Charge!”

The Grahoffen troops swept for-
ward. Man to man, now, the ultimate
fssue must be determined, It was at
this moment that, coming on at a
gallop from the protection of the pal-
ace grounds, the reserve regiment de-

ployed into action in regimental front,
the leader cheering his men on Into
the charge. They met the advancing
infantry of Grahoffen, many of them
with thelr rifles unloaded, depending
upon the bayonet-—met them, and
rode them down. The line of assault,
unsuspecting this new resistance, re-
colled and turned.

Kitty had pressed forward behind
the column which now pushed back
tha advance of the enemy,

The plan of Count Frederick was
completed, But as to Count Freder.
ick, where was he? She found him
at last, surrounded by a little group
of his men, who supported him as he
lay.

“What do you here, mademolselle?”
sald he. “Retire at once. This 18 no
place for you.”

“You are allve! You will recover!”
Kitty Gray was on her knecs beside
him.

Frederick essayed to rise, but fell
back for a moment. “Give me a mo-
ment's time,” sald he. “I am not hurt.
The shell came close, but my horse
saved me, I suppose. I am but slight-
ly wounded. I think It was the shock
of the explosion. 1 was dazed for an
Instant. Where are my men? Come,
let me up!"

“Your men are on ahead, Count
Fredorick,” replied Kitty Gray; “too
far for you to ecatch them up now.
Come, you must rest, Come with
mu.l.

“With you,
heard him say.
feot,

But now—and her woman's heart
admiring ever the strong and reso-
lute, rejolced to see It—Count Freder-
ick's gazo was turned not to her but
toward the front where the fighting
lay.

"My men,” sald he. "Look at them—
the royal reserves! Who brought
them on? We have won! They are
broken. The battle {s ours, after alll"”

mademolsella?" ghe
He stuggoered to his

CHAPTER LIl
Roleau, the Spy.

In all these rapld events of the last
few hours Roleau had been left quite
to his own resources. His mistress
had slipped away from him without
his knowledge. Count Frederick was
gone, he knew not where, He guessed
rather than knew that each of them
might bo seeking the other. That
meant, according to his reasoning.
that they must be at or near the royal
palace, It was thither Roleau at
length turned his own footstepa.

Discovered at last through the notlee
attracted by his lack of uniform, he
was halted by an oflicer, who brought
him forthwith to the commander of
the army, none less than Sachio, who
sat close to the king. watching the
progress of the battle,

“General,” gaid the officer to Sachio,
“here {8 a man who was trying to
get through our lines. What shall we
do with him? We think perhaps he
is a spy.”

“So, fellow, you are here again?"
he sald, grimly. *“1 know you, yes,
well enough. We have met more than
once before now. 1 recall you at my
lodging, and elsewhere, What do you
here? Where {s she, your mistress,
the young American?"

“Yonder somewhere, excellency,”
sald Roleau, pointing toward the pal-
ace,

“Take him away, leutenant, and
keep him safe until I eall for him."

It was thus that Roleau remained
for a time unobserved, but was ulti-
mately caught in the general rout of
King Cortislaw’s armies. It was night
when finally the rout ended under the
walls of Grahoffen itself,

Cortislaw was an old man when he
had startod out that day, Since morn:
ing he bhad aged yet a dozen years.
Nothing was left to him! The end
of his lfe's dream was at hand.

“Curses upon all things!" exclaimed
old Cortislaw, at last, sweeping a level
glance under his bushy gray brows at
his courtiers. “Once more they have
proved too much for us. It was my
ong remaining chance,"

None dared ralse a voleo against the
wrath of the broken king. After a
time, he went on;

“What use, then, Count Sachlo, was
their coin, after all? Wae had it, and
we lost"

“Count Frederick told me, your ma-
Jesty,” began Sachlo, “that what we
had was only & counterfelt. He sald
he gave it to the king of Gretzhoffen
in a bit of decelt for purposes of his
own. It read the same—that I may be
sworn. lts errand should have been
the same. DBut as to our victory—
look, it was counterfelt,”

“Yes," eald Cortlslaw, slowly, “count
that not for us, but agalnst us. 1 say
the cursed coin s bewitched—1t 18 in
the service of Gretzhoffen, not our
own. It ia the evil epirt of our own
kingdom, that 1 will be sworn.”

“But,” sald Count Sachio, after a
time, “the end never 1s till all {8 done.
True, we have falled at arms, your
majesty, but after all, that does not

affect the existence of the Gretzhoffen
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= tregsure. T myselt have Leen in that

room. 1 have been beneath the walls
=] know the very place where that
secret s concedled, Look, we have
all the eoln—and even If this half is
counterfeit, thelr half, the true half
though It be, Is no more than half.
They cannot read the riddle of thelr
own treasure, and yet we know it!
Who, then, has won this battle?
Riches are needful for any king. With-
out the secret which we ourselves
hold, what may they hope? No, not
ull 1% yet lost, your majesty!"

The old king turned upon him his
burning eye., “Count Sachio,” sald
he, “you have disappointed me time
and again regarding yonder coin; yet
after all, of all my noblemen, you
have been the most successful, for
surely you brought to us the secret,
That is true. At one time we had all
the coin. Long we have had half the
coin. Today we held it all in our pos-
session, and we stlll hold It. Bring
me the coln, I want to examine both
halves once more with my own eyes.”

“It Is well, your majesty. 1 will go
get both halves, we will compare
them.”

Count Sachlo hastened to the room
where on his return from the battle-
field he had changed his dusty apparel.
His tunie and trousers lay where he
had left them. Evidently his orderly
had fled.

Count Sachlo took up the trousers
and thrust a hand into a pocket. He
knew where he had kept the coln, In
hia little leather folding portemon-
nafe, But he withdrew his hand and
looked at it curfously. The blank look
on his face remained as he felt quick-
Iy in other pockets of the same gar-
ment, as he searched nervously
through every pocket of the tunle
which he had discarded.

When Count Sachlo returned to his
king he was In deep pallor; conster-
nation sat on his face.

“Well, well, Bachio!” demanded that
monarch, testily, “You have on your
face now the same look which 1 have
learned to know. But surely you have
not falled. Come, let me see it.”

“I cannot, your majesty. It 1ia
gone!"

“Gone? Yet you had it?"

“Yes, your majesty. Both halves—I

had them both. You yourself gave
them in my keeplng on the fleld. 1
was responsible for them, that {s true.
But, see here where 1 hid them—ev-
erything 18 empty now. They have
been taken away by someone. And
who could have known of 1t?"

A sllence fell upon the group.

“Stay!" added Sachio a little later—
“there was a man, a prisoner, who
was brought to me just before our re-
treat began—the man named Roleau."

“Find that man!” sald Cortislaw,
coldly, returning a savage eye upon
Sachlo,

The prisoners taken by the Grahof-

kingdoms, jealoua of the other, and
rivaling methods of richer empires
than their own, had developed as best
it comld ench branch of the service
approved in modern warfare. Each
had fta little corps of air craft, each
its mininture navy, its submarines, its
destroyers.

Full detalls of all thias Roleau did
not know., He knew well enough,
none the less, that escaps for him lay
by water and not by land,

It was night when he approached
the wharvea along the Grahoffen har-
bor front. At their anchorage lay the
dim gray bulks of the few battleships
belonging to Cortislaw. At one of the
docks signs of activity attracted him.
A yacht, a long, cleanlined vessel, a
thoroughbred in all details, beauti-
fully equipped and apparently well
manned aad officered, was getting
ready to set out. Roleau looked at
it closely, It bore the royal ensign.
In truth, it was none less than the
yacht of royalty itaelf.

“Good morrow, sir,"” sald Roleau to
the captain of the yacht, before whom
he presented himself a little later. “I
seo you are setting out. Would you
take a passenger, one as anxious as
yourself to leave this place?"

The captain looked at this Intruder
for a moment with none too much
favor.

“This boat Is not for ~harter,” sald
he. "“We are leaving, it Is true, but
we offer no passage for the public.”

“Nor am | under charter for the
publie,” rejoined Roleau calmly. *“I
am in high service. None the less, 1
am ready to pay for transportation
from this place. I am careless where
you may be sailing. Ask me not too
many questions, and I will not inquire
of you, my dear captain, why you are
now salling with the king's yacht."

This bold chance thrust went home.
Roleau suspected now that the cap-
tain was ealling under orders of his
own and for reasons of his own, The
man hesitated now.

“Well, then,” sald he, at length, “we
have room, that is true. But as to
refugees—"

“Call me no refugee!" sald Roleau
firmly. “I tell you, I am on business
of importance, and care little where
you go, save only that you take me
hence, I can pay."

By this time Roleau was aboard,
The captain neither welcomed him
nor repulsed him. He only shrugged
his shoulders, and accepted some
coina which Roleau placed in his
hand,

CHAPTER LIV,

) 4
By Air and Water.

Roleau wakened at dawn. The
ripple of water was in his ears. The
yacht was under way. Soon it was
out of earshot of all that went for-
ward at the wharves. None aboard
might know what meant the little
group of men who hurried here and

fen men, more by chance than plan
in their own tempestuous retreat,
had been grouped under loose guard
in the rear compound of the Grahoffen
palace. It was with them that Roleau
had been confined. Thither Count
Sachilo now turned his steps. Hastily
he Inquired of this officer and that, of
this prisoner and that.

Once more the spy Roleau had es-
caped!

CHAPTER LIIL
By Land and Sea.

In the confusion which followed the
retreat of the Grahoffen troops upon
their own capital, Roleau found him-
self swept away from the officer who
first had taken him In charge.

Roleau, not unused to scenes of vio-
lence, had himself well in hand, and
now studied his situation calmly, find-
ing it somewhat toghis own advantage,
He say that he now had better oppor-
tunity for escape than at any time
before.

Resolved at last, he slipped away be-
yond his guards, and made off through
the city, not to the westward toward
the plain which lay between the two
cities, but to the east where lay the
water front of Grahoffen.

The desert which lay between these
two little kingdoma ran far to the
southward in & barren peninsula, on
either side of which swept the blue
gen, Each kingdom, therefore, might
be sald to have a seaport as good as
the other, although that of Gretzhof-
fen lay closer to the Mediterrancan
proper. Nevertheless, the Grahoffen
harbor was an ample one, and here
all the tiny navy of the little kingdom
lay—beyond the aviation grounds
where the scanty corps of that serv-
ice sometimes held thelr maneuvers.

As may be seen, each of these little
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there along the water front, giving
this order and that,

“In the king's name!" one man
cried.

It was, Indeed, In the king's name,
for now, shallow though was his dis-
gulse, none lessa than Cortislaw had
Joined Sachio in this last pursuit of
the evasive coins. Hurried inquiry
had convinced Sachio that Roleau had
made his escape In this direction,

As for Cortislaw, he raged.

“It 18 nothing, your majesty,” re-
joined the dauntless Count Sachio.
“All is not ended till all s done. We
shall not let them evade us, Come,
we have craft of our own. Here are
some of our fast boats, Would your
majesty dare the submarine?"

“I dare anything that another man
dare,” rejoined Cortislaw savagely.
"Quick, then—order the first boat
ready.”

Now in truth the nobleman and his
sovereign were to embark in a novel
undertaking. The long, slim fish-
nosed craft, with its upright peri
scope, received them. They heard the
hatch closed firm above them, heard
the singing of the alr pumps and saw
the gray opagque wall of the water, not
below them, but around them, above
them, as at length the craft, obedient
to the command of its officer, alld out
from its slip Into the harbor and head-
ed forward after what had been
pointed out to it as its prey.

Part of the time submerged, most of
the time just breaking the surface with
the deck, they sped on.

When at length, with bhatches open
and access glven to the deck, they
gped on, unsubmerged, close upon
their quarry, none of them at first
henrd the curious humming which
came on from the rear, none for the
woment saw the vast shape which ap-
proached from behind them and above,

salling llke some monster bird,
it was Count Sachlo at length who

turned, his attentlon arrested by the

famillar sound of an air craft motor.

“Look! your majesty,” sald he, turn-
ing and poioting.

A sudden exclamation came from
the lips of Cortislaw.

“It Ia from Gretzhoffen!” he sald.
“Our own alr craft are not mobilized.
I wonder who planned that rald. You
told me Count Frederick was killed—
that you saw I{ with your own eyes.
That cannot be. King Michael, weak
as he is, never would be afoot—never
would he have had his air craft mov-
ing at this hour. They have been
above our city—it Is a mercy if they
have not dropped bombs upon our
shipping.”

“Look!" sald Sachlo. He indicated
now the course of the pursuing air
craft, which, far from following them
directly, now swept aslde In a great
tangent.

“They are bound also for the yacht!"
sald Sachlo. "It is not us, but yonder
boat they are pursuing. What does it
mean? Surely they can have marked
us under water or above—they see us
now, If they have eyes. But now they
evade us and pursue the boat which
we pursue. What does it mean? And
who i8 in command?”

Slow enough would even keen-witted
Count Sachio have been to guess the
real answer to his own question. It
was his enemy who was in command
of this pursuing alr craft—Count Fred-
erick, not killed, but in full possession
of his powera once more.

It had been Frederick's plan to
hasten across the neutral lands and
over Grahoffen {tself in a foray of
scouting and discovery. He wished to
ses whether the forces of the enemy
would rally or whether they were to lle
utterly broken, accepting their defeat.
And at the last instant, when he had
stepped Into the seat of the alr craft,
he had been followed by one who
would not accept dental from him—
the young American. Thus they had
swept across the broad plaln, across
the city of Grahoffen {tself, and along
the water front—and now far down
the great arm of the sea which thrust
up from the south,

The aeroplane for a time fell off
from the direct course held by the sub-
marine. Ahead of the wind and driven
at top speed by its own tremendous
engines, it advanced In vast sweeps
and swoops, at a speed incalculably
fast.

“Your majesty,” sald Count Sachio
at length, laying down the glasses
with which he had been examining the
ghip of the air which passed above
them, “I was wrong! At first 1 thought
some leader of their aviation corps
had developed this rald today, but it
{8 not so. 1 told you that Count Fred-
erick was dead. My eyes must have
decelved me. It ig he, yonder! He
himself is guiding this pursuit. With
him there is another—a woman, your
majesty! It {s none less than the
young American, who has been the
most dangerous enemy we yet have
met. They two—for what reason I am
not informed-—are aloft together, Their
purpose I can only guess.”

The rage of Cortlslaw now was such
ag left him silent

“Your majesty,” sald Count Sachio
at last, “it must be as your majesty
reasons. But it is by sinking yonder
craft, not by saving it, that he can
most hurt us. Yes, 1 am convinced,
yonder is the coin. How they know it
—how they guess it, I do not know.
More than once it would seem to me
that intuition rather than knowledge
has guided them in their plans. 1 say
that yonder coin is bewltched and al-
ways fights for Gretzhoffen and not
for us."

The chase went on, and now under
guch curious relations as left the three
vessels of the surface, of the subsurf-
ace and of the air, drifting along, none
taking the offensive.

But though the glant alr craft fol-
lowed close, seeming ever to hold the
yacht at its mercy, it made no offen-
sive movement; it seemed rather to
shelter than to menace the fleelng
vessel which steamed on so gallantly.
And in the rear of both, helpless, im-
potent, with speed and naught but
speed at its disposal, came the sub-
marine of Cortislaw and his noble-
man. Thus neither of the three could
or would hurt another.

But Sachio's guess had been right.
The governing influence in Gretzhot
fen affalrs scarce was so much rea-
gon as instinct, intuition—a woman's
intuition. For he had been right—a
woman was aloft, yonder with the
pllot of the air craft.

“It 18 a curious chase, mademol-
selle,” sald Count Frederick, turning
to the companion at his slae and
speaking so that his voice could be
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heard above the loud drone of the en
gines. “What have we gained? What
do we know?"
“Look!" sald she.
below us yonder. They want whait
we want. They pursue what we pur
sue? Why? Believe me, they know
that the coin is on ahead. If they
know it, why shouldn't we? Monsieur
le comte, your ride this morning was
an Inspiration. The accident of fol
lowing what might Lave beon the
wake of a fish, but was the flash ol
a submarine—the accldent of seeing
yonder cloud of smoke ahead—that
wasa fate fighting with us. Belleve
me, Roleau is yonder on that boat!
Belleve me, he has the coin. Fate is
fighting with us at last, I say. The
end of all our troubles ia at hand.”
As they swept forward, now near,
now dropping off from the course ol
the epeeding yacht, always Kitty
turned her glass upon the decks ol
the water craft. At length she ex

“Look at them

claimed:

“It is he! 1T see him. He is there
standing looking back. He has ne
glass. He cannot recognize us now

But it is he. Ah! trust yonder faith
ful soul not to be travellng in vain. 1
am sure, as though I saw it, that he
has the coln with him there. I am
sure, as though I saw him, that it is
Count Sachio himself in yonder sub
marine pursuing him. Come! Lit
erally, we must fiy.”

And fiy they did. Moment after mo
ment, hour after hour, until at length
the smoke above Gretzhoffen harbor
thickened, until the towers of the
cathedrals and the palace appeared
until the shipping grew more distinct
until the long green slope of the coasi
fortifications showed to the eyes of
Count Frederick, high above the leve!
of the sea.

“We will make {t safely, made
molselle,” sald Count Frederick, at
last. "For some reason the subma
rine does not®attack, I do not know
why., The three of us soon will by
within reach of our own guns. 1 won
dﬂl"'—"

The wonder of Count Frederick was
not ill placed. In a few moments they
heard the dull report of a 30.centi
meter plece of one of the coast bat
terles—saw the white cloud of smoke
hurst from the emplacement in front
of the disappearing gun. On ahead
they saw the white splash of the shel)
across the bows of the advancing
yacht.

“What do they mean?" exclaimed
Count Frederick. *“Ah, I see. The
vatch carries the ensign of the royal
navy of Grahoffen! It is armed. Owr
gunners take it for an enemy. Now
heaven send them bad alm for once!"

A shot, and yet another followed
bracketing the yacht between the
ranges. Count Frederick held hi
breath for what he knew would come
Come {t did. The yacht, struck full
by the impact of a heavy shell, reeled,
careened, half broke apart and began
to settle by the head.

“It 18 too bad!"™ exclaimed Count
Frederick; “sunk by our own men!
Yonder yacht was coming to our har
bor for protection, carrying our own
man—carrying our own fortune—ths
Gretzhoffen coin! And now all h
lost!"

He turned the prow of the air cral
full toward the settling yacht. The
wake of the submarine was no longe:
visible. .

Then, what the men of the Gretz
hoffen batteries saw—what the men
of the submarine might have seen had
their periscope then been above the
surface—was the swift volplane of
the air craft which they so long had
followed. It swept down now like a
glant bird, at a keen angle, as though
itself would dip into the sea. Below
It there swept the great anchor rope,
its end whipping white here and there
on the tops of the waves.

“Ahoy, Roleau!"” cried the volce ot
Count Frederick,

Roleau looked up at this summons
from the clouds, and saw above the
rail of the alr craft he so long had
noted in wonder. two facea that he
knew and loved! A great sob shook
his glant chest. Even his callous soul
was affected. Out of the very deep
they had come—his master and his
mistress—to save him, when he
thought all was lost! He lifted up his
hands.

The whipping ropa colled and
turned, twisted this way and that. But
the steady hand at the rudder of the
air craft guided it straight onward,
downward.

Roleau reached out, made a swift
grisp, felt himself swept free, off his
feet. An instant later, hand over
hand, he began his ascent from what
had been the extremest peril of hia
life,

(TO BE CONTINUED,)




