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CHAPTER VIL
HE frst truly festive and Joyful
monl of my ! Never again
cun 1 have another like It—nover
aEnin
A young man and & young gifd
~the two youngest and most handsomes
brought the food; in o mighty Iron pan s

mountaln of ypolden brown dumpling®; In &
huge ecarthen bowl of stewed chorries.

It was as If a race of gianis was 1o he
naledd Pun and bowl woere placed on
shining wood trayn befors Miss FPrite
Bhe served mo Nrst, and then the Count,
for anch oneg two—no, three—dumplings
ewimming in purple julee

I had my high-heaped plate before me
nnd may hove lookod down al i some-
what liopelessiy, for saddondy | heard o
per)l of latughtor opposite e The falry
ereature  under the "Christ sleture was
Jaughing at me Thu! she was n Talry or

some ather unearthly bedng 1 recognised by

the lnugh, far mnly a4 Nisie or 4 Falry
could ier so sHilvery, so bell-likes, B0 aweet
n Juugh Firmt [ was mmmensely sturtled,
Then T leaghed over my [vight and helps

lessnens, ond when 1 hogan 1o lhueh every-
body elme bpgnn, oo, Byen that Onished man
of the waorld, the Count, and Miss Frits
Inughvd—laughod ot me It was splendid!

I Ald like wll the rest, ote ahd drank
and enjoyed 1L Immeasely, Whnt 1 had on
my plate ¥ opte truly
ine!

really  and Imar-
A peoond mountuln of dumplings and

i pocond ke of eherry

wier were hrought
In by the two youngesat and most handsoma
ores ond also devoured It I hud not
been ashimed 1 would have caten o third
time of the dumplings Hut 1 sald, "“No,
I thank you,” modesily, snd the child
wnd then ol of us Inuglicd again ke any-
thing Now, I that was nol o merry
monl!

Then 1| bheard the jow, aweet volee again
an It offerod thanks I =aw thoe wonder-
ful eyes lowered agnin, the pale, slender
hands folded reverently How bemutiful
the girl was under the martyr plcture of

the Christ and tle crimson wrealth of the
red plnks

Then tho happlest awnd the most feative
meal of my life was ot an oend,

Of cours=e, we had not only oaten and
Iaughed, but conversed. What [ said 1 do
not know now, 1 can only remomber the
others, and the pleasure 1 felt in my fine
Count, wha managed to muke ocen Lulsl
talkatlve, Jo uwndesitands wonde:fally
woll 1o deal with the poopla,

My handsome, definnt Lois! telked of his
hunting lfe. Miga Frite told of Lthe terrors
of wititer when rhe was snowbound In her
Alpine farm. Fven the stablemon knew of

many hnportant matters which neaded tell-
ing

Although the ¢hild had so lotoxieated
anil enchantesd me that the whole world
had become s dream (o me, | noticed with
what culmnesa amd dignity, with what
tact, theso people knew how Lo behave in
the presence of the son of 1helr King,
Plewsant, (oo, was the moment when wn
aroge and all In turn gave us their hands,
to the mistress, the Count and me, Whon

I turned to look for the child it had dis=
appeared—vanished like an elin thing. Ah,
then 1 became sad

Now the thing was to observe good man-

ners and et none notice anything. But
bow If 1 should never sed the dear form
agnin?

Mirs Fritz proposed to us to go Inte the
arbor, whither she would send the coffes,
I bogged her not to lel us drink It without
bher, but dared not mention the name of
the lovely child, ns if I might thereby be-
truy my young, and ah, s0 hopelass Jove,
and thus desecrate It

. - . - - - - L]

After Miss Fritz left us I sald to the
Count suddenly:

“"How did you come to make a part of
the ‘train’ of & Royal Prince—you, a proud,
froe man®*

“1 was tempted to learn to know this
world.”

1 thought: “It Ils a mournful world™
Aloud 1 sadd; “Learn to know It as fast
as possible and flee it."

“1 ghould llke to remaln with Your Royal
Highnoss until you send me away."

“It is not in my powar to keep you or
to send you away, BHut that you know
yourself.” And after & pause | added in o
low voioe:

“They will take you away from me as
Boon us they obsorve that you are Hked
by mo. We may love othors as lttle as if
we were monks, Our love appoars (o bo
squally sin and gullt™

He answered nothing.
hand and sald:

“As long as thay let us remaln together
lot us be friends’

I was frightoned at my own daring.
Only in the Intoxication Im which my
whole belng was could I have risen to such
boldness. Huat I was giad that I had
schicved It, for the count graspod my
bhand with & powerful pressure and held
it fast in his for a space.

Bo everything oame to me in this day
to make It Lthe most eventful and rich of
my UHfe. Firsl friondship and then love—
it was almost too much to bear.

Count CGebhardt and 1 sat n the arbor,

I held out wmy

The

Weary Kings |

JUDICA

Bince he was my friend now I sald to
him:

“Floaso seek out lwolsl's mother, and if
muoney can help her, so help. I wnm not
able today to soe n plece of human misery,
well as It might serve me Lo know L™

Ha looked at me silently a= if he did
not understand, S0 1 had o malte con-
feasion of my disgrace.'

“Yea, then, 1 listened. IMersafter you
will surely desplse me, but you must Xnow
It. When 1 heard my name in the arbore
1 stood still. Deeply as 1 was ashamed, 1
stood still and heard. 1T heard that you
Itkedd me, that you consider me a good
man, but fear that before long 1 will prove
myself to be ona of my kind. 1 do not nek
you now why you bwlleve this of me und
what fs the matler with us alll. T know
that you must ool 1ell me about 1t 1
would ba a bad friend were 1 to attompt
to lead you to do something that would
violate your duty., 1f you do not feel thut
yuu must despise me too much for my
eavesdropping, If 1 am still loved by vou,
you will surely help me o earn the good
bellef of Miss ¥Fritz. Please help me! 1
need help, need a friend o0 much!™

I spoke with face turned aside, with
choking wvolee. What a day this  was!
When 1 turned back agaln after a while
—the Count sald no word—1 met the grave,
sympathetic face of the man who was will-
Ing to be my friend. From his eyes there
spoke the same pity that | had heard in
the voloce of Miss Frits when she culled

me the “poor Prince.” Why Jo all who
love me ity ine?
I had Intended 1o keep silence, to ask

no gueations. Buddenly 1 sprang up and
cried passionately:

“What is It with my father? Answer me!
I beg you, answer me!"

And ho replied, ““The King is 11L™

“And my brother?’

*The Crown FPPrince Is 1,
himself thinks so0.*

“He thinks himself disordered In mind?*

“1 may not name I

“You are right. Forgive mea. 1 had In-
tonded not to ask. Bul I—-I-1 am healthy,
surely. Look st me and ses how healthy 1
am'! ‘Therafore you should not pits
And I--1 remain healthy.
my poorest brother!"

I hid my face in my hand and sobbed

AL least he

me,
My poor falher,

And gently & hand was lald uwpon my
shoulder, the hand of a friend
L] - - - - - L] -
Geblardt went o moeet Miss Fritz and

managed (o detnin her. Meantime | he-
came calin. Then wo sal in the arbor—
unfortunately only we three [ wanted to
embrace Gebhardt when he asked:

“Your nlece Is not coming ™
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UNLOCKED I'' AND THREW BACK THIE HEAVY LID.

“The child has work In the garden.*

*8he Is charming."

“8he I8 goowd an Innocent”™

Did you not say your nlece had no one
ou earth except vourselr?™

“No belng on enrth.”

I excialmed, “'Poor thing!™

The orphaned child filled me with sorrow

in this moment. Yet at the same time
I wns glad that Judben, ton, was o poor,
lonely, human being It geemed 1o mo a8

if thin fact lessened the
of separation between us, Why were we
ecparated at all? Because she s a poor
orphan and | am a poor son of Kings.

Gebhardt asked more about her,

“"Have her parents been dead long?™

“The mother died at her birth, The
father, who lived only for her, died 0 year
ngo,"

“1¥d you not say the litile lady had come
straight from a convent school?"”

“Since her sixth year she has been in a

abyss-like gulf

Ursuline convent. When she left it this
yeur she found only graves.*
I repeated: “The pour little cne!” and

added after a few minutes: *“Thank God
that she I3 In harbor with you., With you
oothing can bappen to her, with you ona
fecls secure against storm and sorrow.”

Never before had 1 thus spoken to a
human belng. How could | have done it
before? For the frst time In my life 1
felt the lberating and dellvering power of
the spoken word

1 felt debhardt’s astonished gage upon
me. And the good Mias Fritz wore a emile
thet flowed into my soul Jlke sunsshine

She looked at the Count as If she would usk:
“Was I not right?’' But he had a serious,
thoughtful, wimost sorrowful face, such as
I had not seen on him before,

Then came Loisl to wsk if 1 intendesd to
vizit his mother, He suld we must go
betimes If wo hoped to return to the Bea-
Alp before night.

I begged the Count: “Go with Lelal to
hizs mother and teil her that 1 send my re-
spects and hope to call on ber myself."”

Gebhardt arose, hesitaied, and looked
at me. Then 1 appealed to him with my
eyea:

“1 beg of you to go and let me slay here,
el me be happy, happy one slngle time!
This day will never come to me again.*

Then he went.

1 remuined awhiie in the arbor and tred
to talk. Then 1 sald with all poasible in-
nooencor: 1 know that you are a good
housekecper, and good housckeepors always
lhave more Lthan encugh to do. Pray treat
me a8 & friend whom you need not consider
to vour discomfort. Attend o your ufMalrs
and 1 wiil stroll around. 1o balf an hour I

will be in the arbor agaln™

I departed without waiting for an an-
Ewoer.

. - - L] - - - L

I went Into the garden, An aroma met
me as If 1 had entered o church flled with
Inconse. Two molds were pleking a plant
with gray-green leaves and simple
violet Howers, 1 asked them whiut It waa
and they told me t Niat It was lavender
I stood beside them, secretly searching the
garden for Judica, when one of the two
said, gravely:

“Misg Judica 8 yonder, among the rasp-
berries.”

Doubtless I blushed like fire. T slood
like & trapped schoolboy, stayed awhile
and tried to tnlk about planta, and at last
saluted and withdrew slowly—very slowly,
1 am sure they laughed behind my hack.
It was as if [ eould hear their giggles
They, oo, had seen through me at once,

Bo she was there among the raspberrics,

Passionately though my beating henrt
drew me to her, | forced myself to g0 In
another direction. In the great garden [
followed paths that led far away from loer.
1 wandered among flowers, and, excited ns
1 was, 1 still was glad to know them all,
because thus T felt mysell not such & Lotal
stranger In the world

Suddenly -1 know not how—I stood close
to the ruspberries.

It was a veritable grove of plants. BPut
there was nothing to see of a picker I
plunged  Into the pathless wilderness,
pushed the fruit-laden branches curefully
npart and sought the dellcate black form
longingly.

1 did mt fnd her And then 1 called her
name, softly, “Judica!™

My heart beat so loud’y that 1T did not
know If 1 had really uttered the name. [t
soemed ns If he must bear it beal and un-
swuer with hers, “Here am 1."

Then 1 called a little louder:
Judica!™ Almost 1 cried:
Judica '™

But al! remalices? sllent. Again and aguin
1 could hear omly the beating of my yoeung,
and, oh, =0 ungovernably loving beart,
Then 1 thought the branches near me had
moved. No akr stirred, and there must
have bien another cause.

The next instant I stood beside her,

Ve were both frightened when we stood
epposite each olher, so suddenly and so
Close. Nelther of us dared to speak. |
beld my breath, for not even my breuth
must touch the pale child with the holy
eyos,

Bo we stood, sllent, without motion.

At last 1 succeeded In stepping back a

hlue-

*Jwlical
“Dear, doear

little—only a Hue. And them | (et the




