“It must be from one of the win-
dows of the story below.”

“Well, we shall soon see.”

1 polsed myself to clamber through
the window on the broad stone gutter,
along which Captain Forbes must have
made his way. Then [ hesitated.

“What! You are afraid!” cried the
womana fiercely. “If so, I will 2o my-
sell.”

“No, I am not afraid,” | replied with
deliberation. “l am wondering what
they will think when they come from
the oratory presently, to find me gone.
She will think that 1 am vour accom-
plice.”

“l can easily tell the trath.”

“They will scarcely believe you.
Shalt }, or shall 1 not, tell them of
Ferdinand's danger?”

“But will they believe you? While
von hesitate Prince Ferdinand may be
assassinated. Is this a time for expla-
nations? Say that the fools persist In

misunderstanding wou, it is omly a
question of an hour or two at the most
before von may tell the truth. Go, and

1 swear by the cause | hold sacred that
if you save him the honor of Sir Mor-
timer Brett shall yet be saved.”
“You have promised much already
only 10 deceive me,” 1 said gloomily.
“Dut 1 swear it! They are coming;
I heard the door of the oratory open.”
I hesitated no longer. .

CHAPTER XXXIlL.
| Escape from the Tower.
I ciung to my precarions support,
lving prostirate on the broad stone gut-
ter. The roar of the swirling river

heat at my senses confusedly; the
giddv heizht made my head swim.
something of the horror 1 had felt in
roundinz the overhanging shoulder of
the mountain with Willoughby that
fatal day came to me now.

Biut presently that giddiness passed.
The extracrdinary promise of Madame
de Vamier rang in my ears. How it

was possible for her to explain away
Sir Mortimer's damning words if the
letts rs were genuine, | could not see.
Pt this had been a day of miracles.

Slowiv 1 made my way toward the
first of the flanking towers. The wind
struck me with redoubled force as I
tutned the cerner. 1 heard the ensign
ahove flutiering loudly in the gale.

1 looked up. 1 could see it now. It
floated bravely in the spanking breeze.
The moon, shining sguarely om it
mwade it even possible for me to distin-
zuish its design. It was the national
flag of England, the royal arms in its
center. Then | remembered the quota-
tion from the Blue Book 1 had read
early in the morning just before Cap-
tain Forbes had signaled to Helena:

“The flag to be used by His Majes-
tyv's Diplomatic Servants, whether on
shore or embarked on boats, is the
Union, with the Royal Arms In theé
center thereof, surrounded by a green
garland.”

There was a grim irony in this flag
fiving proudly over the chatean in
which Sir Mortimer lay dead. But if
Madame de Varnmier had spoken the
truth in protesting that she did not
kuow that the flag had been raised,
why had Dr. Starva caused it to be
flown?

The strange perplexity Madame de
Varpier had shown when she had
heard the flutter of the flag occurred
to me now. Was it by any chance a
signal—a signal of as dread a portent
as the double stamp? If that were
true, I might disconcert Dr. Starva's
plans materially when [ lowered it
presently.

i had reached my goal mow. For
some minutes I was compelled to lie
inactive, however; for the flag, belly-
ing 1 the gale, made it impossible for
me to grasp the cords.

As 1 lay there impatient, waiting my
chance, [ glanced below. 1 could see
plainly the ladder of stomes, as Ma-
dame de Varmier had called it, the
rageged edges of the granite sparkling
brightly in the moonlight. I leaned

_over as far as [ dared; they extended

as far as | could see.

As my eve traveled the line to the
terrace below, the door of the great
hall opened. A flood of light irradiated
a portion of the terrace. 1 saw dis-
tinctly two fizures conversing a mo-
ment at the doorway. One of these
fizures entered the chateau again, but
the other, and 1 had recognized Dr.
Starva by his great bulk before the
door was shut, stole across the terrace
and entered a brougham that stood
waiting.

As the carriage disappeared under
the covered archway of the passage
leading to the village street I made
renewed efforts to reach the cords. 1
could readily guess Dr. Starva’s mis-
sion. He had gone to meet Prince
Ferdinand at the station. Heaven
knows how eager | was to be one of
the reception committee!?

When 2t last I had caught one of
the cords, I severed it thoughtlessly
with my penknife. 1 had not counted
on the strength necessary to hold so
large a flagz. The cord slipped from
my hgnd. I expected the flag to fall
and reached out frantically for the
viher rope. But in some way the rope
I had severed, and to which the flag
was not fastened, became entangled in
the pulley and the flagz, falling halfway
down the pole, remained at half-mast.

I now reached up as far as [ could,

gusts. [ had been reluctant to avail
myself of the few extra feet of rope
necessary to keep the flag afloat. 1
fastened the end of the cord the
stone gutter, leaving the flag still fly-
ing at half-mast. There seemed a cer-
tain aptness that my carelessness in
cutting” the rope had seen to it that
the dead ambassador be fittingly hon-
ored.

itseemed ages before my feet
touched the first block of granite pro-
jecting from the smooth masonry. But
once on my way the first part of my
descent was made with no great dif-
ficulty.

The roar of the river sounded nearer
and nearer. | was more than halfway
down now. The mumbness had passed
from my arm; I was more confident; 1
tried to hasten my progress.

Step by step I neared the terrace.

And when | had reached #it? The
excitement of the escape, Madame de
Varnier's vehement importunity, had
engrossed my attention so far. The
descent itself had seemed so hazard-
ous that the confronting of Dr. Starva
had been forgotten. But how was [ to
conquer him unarmed? Not by force
certainly. Strategy must be my ally.

Suddenly the perspiration broke out
on my forehead. I had felt for my
next step, and 1t was missing.

Frantically my feet reached down

“Sir Mortimer, man, is dead.”

“Dead! And you have undertaken
to fill his place? It is very considerate
of you.” *

His voice vibrated with distrust.
But I tried to keep my temper.

“If Ferdinand enters that door with
Starva he will never leave it alive, un-
less help is summoned.”

For a moment Locke's suspicions
wavered. I had spoken with a solemn-
ity that touched even his skepticism

“And who has told you this?” he
asked slowly. 2

“Madame de Varier, the Countess
Sarahofl.”

“Ah, your friend of the kursaal
Where is she?”

If I had wished to make an outery I
should have been prevented by the

“Not hell, Locke; say rather heav-
en.” 1 pointed upward to the tower.

“You must be in a desperate hurry
when you essay the role of an angel
to come flying through the air,” he said
grimly, and the hold on my arm tizht-
ened. “Suppose you tell me your
errand.”

CHAPTER XXXIII.

Prince Ferdinand Comes to the
- Chateau.

I pointed upward.

“In the towet there. The four of us
—Captain Forbes. AMiss DBrett, that
woman, and mysel{—were trapped by
Dr. Starva. Don't you see, it was to
clear the field for action—to leave him
free to accomplish his frightful work
unmolested? Locke. this is no time
for talk. One of us must conceal him-
self in the hall there; the other sum-
mon help. Are you armed?”

“Rather,” he answered grimly. “It

I muttered.
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Locke questioned iromically. “But if
the Countess Sarahoff is so anxious

outwit her former confederate—if the
life of Prince Ferdinand is actually in
peril and she would save him, why did
she not send a man for that desperate

when he had contemptuously scoffed
at the truth.

“Once more, your errand, and no
more lies. You wish to save Ferds-
nand; you pretend that is the futile
errand Madame de Varnier sends you
on. You would penetrate the strong-
hold of a desperate band unarmed—
-you who only this moming saw a
young girl's life threatened and raised
no hand. If it was cowardice that
made you hesitate, why should the
coward play the hero so bravely now?
Or was it that you are the ally of the
very man whom you pretend you are
anxious to confront empty-handed?”

“] have done my best to move you.
What do you want? I am in your
hands.” -

“I want the truth.” _

“l have told you the truth. If 1 lied
it might avail me more,” I said bitter-
ly. “For the last time I entreat you.
I have been proved a coward—twice.
But this was to be my chance. I hoped
to retrieve myself. But fate Wocks
the way with a fool who cannot see
when a man is desperately in earnest.
Ferdinand’s murder is certain if we
lift no hand to save him. Listen: in
my pocket is the key to the little door
just beyond you. o Take it; let your-
self into the hall; hide there and use
the evidence of your own eyes.”

“And let you slip from my hands?
Not much! What is that?”

He turned abruptly. The accom-
plice of Dr. Starva who had been keep-
ing guard before the door was running
toward the passageway leading from
thg village street. [ could hear dis-
tinctly the carriage wheels rumble
over the cobblestones.”

“For the last time,” I besought.
“There is not an instant to lose.”

Still he hesitated, looking cautiously
around the angle of thé wall at the ap-
proaching carriage. His curiosity made
him negligent. -

This was my chance. One arm
caught him about the neck: the other
reached for his weapon. Then 1
pushed him wiolently backward and
covered him, retreating myself toward
the little door, the key in my hand.

“Stand back,” 1 whispcrea fiercely.
“Now take you choice. Go to the vil-
lage; you can't go too quickly, you
stubborn idiot. Come back with gend-
armes; batter down the door. Or else
come with me. You have accused me
of cowardice more than once. Show
you are a man. Quickly, your choice!™

I heard him chuckling softly to him-
self in the darkness.

“Well, 'm damned!” he muttered,
more than once. “Lead on, Macduff.,”
As my key slipped into the lock he
was at my side.

I pushed the little door open.

The ball was empty, baut brilliant
with the light of a hundred candles.
No nook or cranny afforded us a safe
hiding-place.

I leaped up the staircase with Locke
at my heels. We had reached the gal-
lery as the great door swenrg open.

Prince Ferdinand entered, Dr. Starva
and his ally crowding bhim close on
either side. ;

The prince stepped into the hall with
apparent confidence. But as he heard
the door clang behind bim he turmed
alertly to Dr. Starva. ;

“Where is Madame de Varicr? he
demanded in French.

“Madame de Varaler 18 unavoldably
detained. your Majesty. She has dcle-
gated me to receive you. Be assured,
yvour Majesty’s welcome shall not be
lacking in warmti:. Will yYour Majesty
pray be seated? There are urgent
matters of state to be discussed.”

He pushed the prince brutsily into a
chair, bending over him with a hideous
smile that would have domne credit to
the devil himsell.

Locke and [ were crouching behind
an antique rug that hung over the gal-
lery rail. He grasped my hand and
wrang it hard; it was an apology that
he had doubted me, and an assurance
that he was with me now heart and
soul. He bhad secn cnough already to
prove to him that I had spoken the
absolute truth.

We listened breathiess; yes, and we
could see as well, and with no danger
of discovery. The rug was a museum
specimen, and in places was worn
through web and woof; it was a sim-
ple matter to widea the slits sligatly
with our fingers. -
“Perhaps your Majesty did not no-
tice the ficg that flies at half-mast
over the tower,” taunted Starva. “At
hailf-mast, your Majesiy! Ah, his
Majesty =rows pale, friead Bratizan”
“His M=jesty has imagnation,”
growled the other ruliza.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

tive Candler to a group of friends,
“and whenever | eat turkey I am re-
minded of what

. Failing  of the Turkey

taters to femrapin and champagne—
but I confess I don't g6 very heavy on
turkey. It i3 such an inconvenient
kind of bird—just a little too much for

for

When the Palate Becomes Tired of
w0 the Old Preparations.

There are & many articles of
food which are digested easily, but
which lack fiavor and the palate eas-
ily tires of them. Oune of these is
eggs, and the dificuity can be over
come by serving them with some de-
cided flavor. Tomato sauce, an-
chovy toast, stewed celery, and many
other things will suggest themsslves
to the mind of the housekeeper who
is seeking to make this easily digest-
ed nutritive food acceptable to some
member of her family. Sometimes it
can be flavoregl with a sprinkling of
cheese, sometimes worked into the

half an hour. A good rinsing In your
bluing water is all that is.necessary,
unless some collar or wristband is
very much soiled.—Harper's Bazar.

Regenerate Saits.

Smelling salts can be made to last
for years if fresh spirits are poured
over the balls of salt from time to
time, 80 as to keep up the original
strength of the mixture. Many peo-
ple use spirits of ammonia in this
connection, but a still more powerful
specific may be found in a combina-
tion of this spirit with ofl of lavender,
in the proportion of two parts of the
former to one of the latter. In pro-
curing the ammonia, however, care
must be taken to avoid choosing aro-
matic spirits of ammonia_in error,
the water which it contains prevent-
ing it from amalgamating with the
oil.

The Baby's Bib.

Danish angora cloth is splendid
material for infants’ bibs on account
of its weight, and it launders beauti-
fully.

The embroidery should be done with
a fairly heavy cotton and the stitches
should be close and even.

If daisies are used in embroidering
the bib they should be worked in sat-
in-stitched, the leaves voided, or, in
other words, worked from mid-vein to
edge on both sides. French knots may
be used to fill the centers.

A lingerie button and a little loop
close the bib at the back.

Potato Fritters.
Take one pint of boiled and mash-

]

blespoons cornstarch. Bring the
milk to a boll in double boiler; heat
the vinegar to the boiling point. Mix

tﬂeﬂd:thenputh'thekoem“tﬂ
firm. Eat with cream. Tle jelly
should be a rich amber eolor.

Boston Ginger Bread.
Place together one cup of molasses,
one-half cup of butter softemed, one-

Dainty Pudding.
Cut an angel food cake around the
center; put on a thick layer of sweet-

to taste. Pour over the yolks of two
beaten eggs, and bake till set; cool,
spread with jam and cover a
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ods. They have womn by publicity.
Meet them on that ground. Match

5 HUMAN WEAKOES

THE DESIRE TO GET SOMETHING
FOR NOTHING.

AN IGNIS FATUUS TO AVOID

One Cause That Has Led to the Down-
fall of Many—Fallacy That
Ever Tends Toward
Evil.

A man who won the confidence, re-
spect and admiration ef the people of
his state was elected to the United
States senate. Soon it is discovered
that he was “owned by the railroads,”

was accused of showing special atten-

tims with dollars as do the railroads,
the big department stores and the
who have certain objects to
gain. It is always the promise held
out to give something for inadequate
compensation, without its equal in ex-
penditure of money or labor that al-
lows the frauds to succeed. There is
magic in the “something for nothing”
deal. It is a bait that catches people
in every rank and
often is the

i

SHARP PRACTICES.

Schemes by Which People in Country
Districts Are Defrauded.
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