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THE KIND OF

FrAmEs

To be uzed is very much 4 matter
of taste. Itisimportant, though,
that the frames set_properly on
the nose and at the right distance
from the eyes: that the lenses be
perfectly centered. and how are
yvou to know when one 1s ;uess-
ing?

WE...

NEVER

GUESS.

» Glasses Right,
Good Sight”’

E. A. Buitman,

JEWELER AND CPTICIAN.

17 S. Main St Sumter, S. C.
‘PHONE 194,
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AALb AL
Buggies, Wagons, Road
Carts and Carriages
REPAIRED

With Neatness and Despatoh

—AT—

R. A. WHITE’S

WHEELWRIGHT and
BLACKSMITH SHOP.

oan

I repair Stoves, Pumps and run water
pipes. or I will put down a new Pump
cheap.

If you need any soldering

me a call.
LAME.

My horse is lnme. Why? Because I
did no: have it shod by 1. A. White,
the man that puts on such neat shoes
and makes horses travel with so much
ease.

We Make Them Look New.

We are making a specialty of re-
painting old Buggies, Carriages, Road
Carts and Wagons cheap.

Come 2nd see me. My prices will
please vou, and I guaraetee all of my
work.

Shop on corner below IR. M. Dean’s.

R. A. WHITE,

MANNING. S. C.

done, give

WhHLEN YOU COME
TO TOWN CALL AT
WELLS’
SHAVING SALOON

Wiich is fitted np withan
oye to the comfort of his

enstomers, . . -

HAIR CUTTING
IN ALL STYLES,
SHAVING aAXD
SHAMPOOIXNG
Done with neatness an

dispateh. . o . . .

A cordiul invitation
iz =xtended. . .
J. L. WELLS.

Manning Times Bloek.

INSURANCE

FIRE. LIFE, ACCIDENT &
BURGLARY INSURANCE.

Tailor-Made Clothing.

FIT GUARANTEED,
A FULL LINE OF SAMPLES.

Also
Ready-Made Suits, Mackin-
toshes and Rain Coats.

J. L. WILSON.

THE

Bank of Manning,
MANNIRG, S. G.

Trausacts a general bapking busi-
ness.

Prompt and special attention given
to depositors residing out of town.

Deposits solicited.

All collections have prompt atten-
tion.

Business Lours froma 9 w m. to
. L.

]

JOSEPH SPROTT,
A. LEVL, Cashier.
President.

BOARD OF DIRECTODS.

J. W. McLrop,

S. M. NEexsex, Josern SPROTT
A. Levr.

1. E. Browx,

Indigestion Causes
Catarrh of the

Stomach.

For many years it has been supposed that
Catarrh of the Stomach caused indigestion
2nd dyspepsiz, but the truth is exactly the
opposite. Indigestlon causes catarrh. Re-
peated attacks of indigestion inflames the
mucous membranes lining the stomach and
exposes the nerves of the stomach, thus caus-
ing the glands to secrete mucin instead of
the juices of natural digestion. This i
called Catarrh of the Stomach.

Kodol Dyspepsia Gure

relieves all inflammation of the mucous
membranes lining the stomach, protects the
nerves, and cures bad breath, sour risings,a
sense of fullness after eating, indigestion,
dyspepsia and all stomach troubles.

Kodol Digests What You Eat

Make the Stomach Sweet.
Bottlesonly. Repgular size, $1.00, holding 2% times
the trial sire, which sells for 50 cents,

Prepared by E. C. DeWITT & CO., Chicage, Il

The R. B. Loryea Drug Siore.

Kodol Dyspepsia Cure
Digests what you eat.
THE R. B. LORYEA DRUG STORE.

;
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CHATTER XXIV.
OFF TO THE DUNGEON.

Gabriel advanced a few steps,
his eyes gleaming with jeal-
ousy and triumph. Before him

| stoed the petrified lovers caught red-

handed. Through her dazed brain
struzzled the conviction that he could
never ®scape. Through his ran the mis-
erable realization that he had ruined
her forever. Gabriel of all men!

*I arrive inopportunely,” bhe said
harshly, the veins standing out on his
neck and temples. “Do I intrude?
was not aware that Fou expected two,
your highness.” There was no mistak-
inz his meaning. He viciously sought

to convey the impression that he was |

there by appointment, 2 clandestine
visitor in her apartments at midnight.
“TWhat do you mean by coming to my

apartment at this hour?®” she stam- |

mered, irying to rescue digoity from
the chaos of emotions. Lorry Wwas
standing slightly to the right and sev-
eral feet behind ber. He understcod
the prince and quickly sought to inter-
pose with the hope that be might shield
Ler from the sting.

“She did not expect me, sir,” he said,
and 2 menacing gleam came to his
eyes. His pistol was in his hand. Ga-
briel saw it. but the staring princess
did not. She could not take her eyes
from the face of the intruder, “NOW,
may I ask you why you ure here?”

Gabriel's wit saved him from death.
He saw that he could not pursue the
cours? he had begun, for there was
murder in the American’s eve. Like 2
fox, he swerved and, with a servile

promise of submission in his glance,
1]

said:

“T thought yeu were here, my fine
fellow, and I came to satisfy myself.
Now, sir, may I ask wiy Fyou are
here?” His fingers twitcned and his
eves were glassy with the malevolence
he was subduing.

“I am here as a prisoner,” said Lorry
boldly. Gabriel laughed derisively.

«and how often have you come here
in this manner as a prisoner? Midnight
and alone in the apartments of the
princess, the guard dismissed! A pris-
oner, eh? Ha, what a prison!”

“Stop!” cried Lorry, white to the lips.

The princess was beginning to under-
stand. Her eres grew wide with hor-
ror, her ficure straightened imperious-
Iy and the white in her cheeks gave
way to the red of insuited virtue.

“I gee it all! ¥ou have not been out-
side this castle since you left the pris-
on. A pretty scheme! You could not
marry him, could you, eh? He is not a
prince! But you could bring him bere
and hide him where no one would
dare to think of looking for him—in

‘1 your apartments”—

YWith a sparl of rage Lorry sprang
upon him, cutting short the sentence
that would have gone through her iike
the keenest knife blade.

«Liar! Dog! T'll kiil you for thatl”
he eried, but before he could clutch the
prince’s throat Yetive had frantically
seized his arm.

“XNot that!” she shrieked. “Do not
kill him! There must be no murder
here!”

Ee reluctantly hurled Gabriel from
him, the prince tottering to his knees
in the effort to keep from falling. She
had saved her maligner's life, but cour-
age deserted her with the act. Help-
lessly she leoked into the blazing eyes
of her lover and faltered:

“I—I do pot krow what to say or do.
Ay brain is bursting?”

“Courage, courage!”
gently.

“You shall pay for tais,” shrieked
Gabriel. “If you are not a prisoner yo1
shall be. There'll be scandal enough in
Graustark tomorrow to start a volcano
of wrath from the royal tombs where
lie her fathers. I'll see that you are a

prisoner!” He started for the door, but |

Lorrs’s pistol was leveled at his head.

“1f you meve, I'll kill youl”

“The world will understand how and
why I fell by your hand and in this
room. Shoot!” Le cried triumphantly.
Lorry's hand trembled, and his eres
filled with the tears of impotent rage.
The prince held the higher card.

A face suddenly appeared at the door,
which Lad been stealthily opened from
without. Captain Quinnex glided into
the room behind the prince and gently
closed the door, unnoticed by the gloat-
er.

“A prisoner?” sneered Gabriel.
“IV here is your captor, pray #”

“ITere!” suswered a voice at his back.
The prince wheeled and found himself
looking at the stalwart form eof the
captain of the guard.. “I am surely
privilegzed to speak now, your high-

ness,” he went on, addressing the prin- |

cess significantly.

“¥ow came you here?’ gasped Ga-
briel.

“I brought my prisoner here. WWhere
should I be if not here to guard him?”

“Yhen—when did you cnter this|

room ¥’
“An hour ago.”
“You were not here when I came
“I have been standing on this spot

i

for an hour. You have been very much |
excited, I'll agree, but it is strange you |

did not see me,” lied Quinnox.

Gabriel looked about helplessly, non-
plused.

“You were here when I came in?” he
asked wonderingly.

“Ask her royaP™higbness,” command-
ed the captain, smiling.

o i * Ve vy e i
Captain Quinnox brougbt the DrIS-| y,qyonts arising for every one thet she*

oner to me an bour ago,” she said me-
chamnically.

“It is a lie!” eried Gabriel. “He was
not here when I entered!”

The captain of the guard Iaid a
heavy lLund on the shoulder of the
prince and said threateningly:

“I was hkere, and I am here. Ilave a
care how vou speak. Were I tordo right
I sbould shoot you like a dog. You
came like a thief, you insult the ruler
of my land. I have borne it all because
you are a prince, but Liave a care—hav
a care. [ may forget myself and tear
out your black heart with these hands.
Qune word from her royal highness will
be vour death warrant.”

He looked inquiringly at the princess
as if anxious to put the dangerous wit-
ness where he could tell no tales, She

shookx Lier head. but did not speak. |
Lorry realized that the time had come |

for him to assert himself, Assuming 2
-Jistrpssed air, he bowed hix bead and
said dejectedly:

~My pleading has been in vain, tien,

your highness. I have sworn to you

that I am innocent of this murder, and,

oo o e e e e e e et e e e oot e e oo

TOE tableau lasted but a moment.
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| ¥oT naveTSala 1 shall pave o Iam wial
| That is all you can offer?”
| “That is all,” she =said shrilly, her
i mind gradually g ny his meaning.
i “You will not punis
[ ple who seereted me in theirghouse for
| weaks, for they are convineced of my
| innocence. Your captain lere, who
| found me in their house tonight, can
| also speak well of them. T have only
| {his request to make in return for what
Slittle service I may have given you:
i Forgive the old people who befriended
{me. I am readr to go to the tower at
once, cuaptain”
Gabriel heard this speech with a
{ skeptical smile en his face.

“i am no fuol,” he said simply. “Cap-
| tain shrewdly turning to Quinnox,
“if he is your prisoner, why do you
| permit him to retain his revolver?”

The conspirators were taken by sur-
prise, bat Lorry had found his wits.

“It is folly, your Lighness, to allow
| this gentleman and conquering prince
| to cross examine you. I am a prisoner,
| and that is the end of it. TWhat odds
| is it to the Prince of Dawsbergen how
and where I was caught or why your
officer brought me to you?”

“You were ordered from my bouse
once today, yet rou come again like a
conqueror. I should not spare Fou.
You deserve to lose your life for the ac-
tions of tonight. Captaln Quinnox, will
vou kill him if I ask you to end his
wretched life? Yetive's eyes were
blazing with wrath, beneath which
cleamed a hope that be could be fright-
ened into silence.

“Willingly—willingly!”
nox. “Now, your highness?
| better in the halll”

“For God's sake, do not murder me!
| Let me go!” cringed the prince.

{ “I do mot mesn that you should kill
| him now, Quinnox, but I instruet you
to do so it he puts foot inside these
walls azain. Do you understand?”’

“Yes, your highness.”

“Then you will place this prisoner in
the ecastle dengeon until tomorrow
morning. when he is to be taken to the
tower. Prince Gabriel may accompa-
pr vou to the dungeon cell if ke likes,
after which you will escort him to the
gates. If he eniers them again, ¥ou are
to kill him. Take them both away!”

“Your highness, I must ask you to
write a pardon for the good people in
wlose house the prisoner was found,”
suggested Quinnox, shrewdly sceing a
chance for communication unsuspected
by the prince.

“A moment, your highness” said the
prince, whe bhad recovered Limself
cleverls. “I appreciate your position. I
have made a serious charge, and I now
have a fair proposition to suggest 1o
you. If this man is not produced to-
morrow morzing, I take it for granted
{ that I am liberty 1o tell all that has
| hanpened in this room tonight. If he is
| prodused, I shall kneel and beg your
| pardon.”

The princess turned paler fhan ever
and knew not how she kept from fall-
ing to the floor. There was a long si-
lence following Gabriel's unexpected
but fair suggestion.

“That is very fair, your higbmess,”
| said Lorry. “There is no reason way I

cried Quirp-
"Twere

don’t see how I can hope to cscape the
inevitable. Your dungeon is strong,
and I have given my word of henor to
the captain that I shall make no fur-
ther effort to evade the law.”

“I agree,” murmured the princess,
ready to faint under the strain.

“I must sce him deliversd to Prince
Dolaroz,” added Gabriel mercilessly.

“To Bolaroz,” she repeated. =

“Your highness, the pardon for the
poor old people,” reminded Quinnox.

| “For God’s sake, do not murder me
| She glided to the desk, stunned, bawil-
i dered. It seemecd as though death were
{ upon her. Quinnox followed and bent
near her ear. “Do not be alarmed,” he
whispered. “No one knows of Mr. Lor-
rv's presence here save the prince. and
it he dares to accuse you before Bola-
roz our people will tear him to picces.
No one will believe him.”

“You—rou can save lLim, then?” she
| gasped joyously.
i ©If e will permit me to do so. TWrite
| to him what you will, your highness,

and lLie shall have the message. De
! brave, and all will go well. Write
iquickly. This is supposed to be the

pardon.”

She wrote feverishly, a thousand

| was able to transfer to the paper.

Then she had tinisbed the lLope in-

spired serawl. she arose and with a

| graclous smile handed to the waiting
captain the pardon {foi those who had

cseereted the fugitive.

i »T erant forgiveness 1o them eladlz”

;slm sald. :

| oI hank yvou” =aid Torry, bowing

!101\'.

| “)Mr. Loy, I regvet the diticnlty in
| which you find yourself. It wasocnwy
| aceount, teo. I am told. Be you iy
or innocent, you are my friend, 1y pro-
toctor. May God be good to vou.” She
gave him her biad ealmly, steadily, as
it she were bestewing favor upoi i
subject. ITe kissed the hand gravely.
1#=ing on your

“ltorgive me for 1resp
| good nature tonicht. your Lighness.”

“Phe 5,000 wavvoes shall be yours 10-
worrow, Captain Quinnox,” she said
{ graclously. “You have done your duty
| well,”™  The raithful captain  bowed
! deep and low and a weight was Ufred
<rom his conscicenee.

"(E::'r"!('nu.‘n‘ the door,” he said, and
avord the trio left the room.

Vwithout a

i the poor peo- |

should not Le a prisoner tomorrow. I/

ET
She™Clésed ~thd door Tnd Fiod! Tlike a
statue until their footsteps dicd away
in the distance. As one in a duaze she
sat at the desk till the dawn, Grenfall
Lorry's revolver Iying before ler.

Through the halls, down the stairs
and into the <lammy dungeon strode
the silent trio. Dut before Lorry step-
red inside the cell Gabriel asked a
question that had been troubling him
for many minutes.

+I am afraid I have—ah—misjudged
Ler"— muttered Gabriel, now con-
vineed that hie had committed himself
| irretrievably.

“You will find shie bhas not misjudged
you,” said the prisoner grimly. “Can’t
I have a candle in here, captain®”

“You may keep this lantern,” said
Quinnox. stepping inside the narrow
cell. As lie placed the lantern on the
floor Lie whispered: “I will return in an
our. Itead this!” Lorry's hand closed
| over the bit of perfumed paper.

The prince was now insgide the cell,
peering about curiously, even timorous-
Iy. “Dy the way, yvour highness, Lhow
i would yeu enjoy living in a hole like
| tlis all your life?”

“Horrible!” said Gabriel, shuddering
like a leaf.

~Then tuke my adrvice—don't commit
any murders. Ilire some one else.”

The two men eyed each other stead-
iy for a moment or two. Then the
prince looked out of the cell, a mad de-

T

sire to Oy from some dreadful, unseen
horror coming over him.
Quinnox locked the door and, striking
a matel, bade his Lighness precede
him up the stone steps.

In the cell the prisoner read and re-
read the incoherent message from Ye-
tive:

It is the only way. Quinnox will assist
vou to escape tonight. Go, I implore you;
as you love me, go. Your life Is more than
all to me. Gabriel's story will not be en-
tertained, and he can have no proof. He
will be torn to pleces, Quinnox says. Do
not think of me. but save yourself
would lose everything to save you.

e smiled sadly as he burned the
“nardon.” The concluding sentences
swept away the last thought he might
have had of leaving Ler to bear the
consequences. “Do not think of me, but
save vourself. I would lose everything
to save you.' IIe leaned against the
stone wall and shook his bead slowly.
the smile still on his lips.

CEHAPTER XXV.

“BECATSE I LOVE HIM."”
?HE next morninz Edelweiss was
astir early. Great throngs of
= people flocked the streets long
before the hcur set for the
siening of the decree that was 1o di-
vide the porth from the south. The
whole nation, it seemad, stood before
the walls awaiting with bated breath
and dismal faces the announcement
{hat Yetive had deeded to Bolaroz the
lands and lives of half of her subjects.

Shortly before 0 o'clock Iarry An-
guish, with his guard of six, rode up to
the eastle. Captain Dangloss was be-
side him on his gray charger. They
had scarcely passed inside the gates
when a cavaleade of miounted men
came riding up the avenue from the
Hotel Regengetz. Then the howling,
the hissing, the hooting began. Male-
dictions were burled at the heads of
Axphain noblemen as they rode be-
tween the maddened lines of people.
They smiled sardonically in reply to
the impotent signs of hatred, but they
were glad when the castle gates closed
between them and the vast, despairing
crowd, in which the tempest of revolt
was brewing with unmistakable ener-
ary.

Prince Bolaroz, the Duke of Mizrox
and the ministers were already in the
castle and had Dbeen there since the
previous afternoon. In.the royal pal-
ace the excitement was intense, but it
was of the subdued kind that straincs
the nerves To the point where control

| is martyrdom.

YWhen the attendants went to the
bedchamber of the princess at 7 o’clock,
as was thelr wont, they found, to their
surprise, no ope standing guard.

The princess was nmot in her cham-
ber, nor had she been there during the
night. The bed was undisturbed. - In
some alarm the two women ran to her
parior, then to the boudoir. Here they
found her asleep on the divan, attired
in the gown she had worn since the
evening before, now crumpled and
¢reased, the proof positive of a rest-
less, miserable cight.

Her first act after awakening and
untangling the meshes in ber throb-
Ling, uncomprehending brain was to
send for Quinnox. 3She could scarcely
wait for his appearance acd the assur-
ance that Lorry was safely out of dan-
ger. The footman who had Deen sent
to fetch the eaptain was a long time in
returning. She was dressed in ler
breakfast gown long befors he came in
with the repor: that the captain was
nowhere to be found. Her heart gave
a great throb of joy. She alone could
explain his absence. To her it meant
but one thing—Lorry’'s flight from the
castle. Where else could Quinnox be
except with the fugitive, perhaps once
more inside St. Valentine's?

Preparations Legan at once for the
eventful transaction in the throneroom.
The splendor of two courts was to
ghine in rivalry. Ten o'clock was the
hour set for the mecting of the two
rulers, the victor and the vietim. Iler
nobles and her Iandies, her ministers,
her guards and hor lackeys moved
gbout in the hLalls, dreading the hour,
brushing against the hated Axphain
guests. In one of the small waiting
rooms sat the Count and Countess Hal-
font, the latter in tears. Tbe young
Countess Dagroar stood at a window
srith ITarry Aaguisi. The latter was
flusked and nervous and acted like &
man who expects that which is unes-
peeted by otbers. With a strange con-
filence in Lis voice, be sought to cheer
lLis depressed friends, but the cheerful-

| ness was not contagious. The sombre-
ness of o burial hung over the castle.

Half an hour before the time set for
tie meecting in the throneroom Yetive
sont for ler uncle, her aunt and Dag-
mar. As Anguish and the latter fol-
lowed, the girl turned ber sad, puzzled
eres up to the face of the tall Amer-
ican and said:

“Are you rejoicing over our iisfor-
tune? You do not show a particle of
regret. Do you forget that we are sac-
rifteing a great deal to save the life of
your friend? I do not understand how
you can be so heartless.”

“I think I can explain satisfaciorlly
when I have more time,” lbe said soft-
Iy in her car, and, although she tried,
she could find no words to continue.
IIe left lLier at the head of the stalrs
and did not see her agaln until she
passed him in the thronercom. Then
she was pale and brave and trembling.

Trince Dolaroz end his nobles stood
to the rlzht of the throne, the Grau-
stark men and women of degree to the
{ left, while near the door on both sides
were 10 be seen :he leading military
men of both principalitles, Ncear the
Duke of Mizrox wis stationed the fig-
ure of Gabriel, priace of Dawsbergen.
IIe had come, with a half dozen Lellow-
ers, among a crowd of unsuspecting
Axphainlans, and had taken his posi-
tion near the throne. Anguish entered
svith Baron Dangloss, and they stood
togetlier _near the doorway, the latter

II

whiter than he had ever been™in his
life,

Then came the hush of expectancy.
Tha doors swung open, the curtains
parted and the princess entered.

She was supported by the arm of her
tall uncle, Caspar of Halfont. Pages
carried the train of her dress, a jew-
eled gown of Llack. As she advanced
{o the throne, ealm and stately, those
assembled bent knee to the fairest wo-
man the eye ever had looked upon.

The calm, proud exterlor hid the

| most unhappy of hearts. The resolute

courage with which her spirit had been
bLraced for the occaslon was remarka-
ble in more ways than one. Among
other inspirations behind the valiant
show was the bravery of a gulity con-
sclence. Iler composure sustained a
shock when she passed Allode at the
deor. That faithful, heartbroken serv-
itor looked at her face with pleading,
Lorror struck eyes, as much as to say:
“Are you golng to destroy Graustark
for the sake of that murderer? Harve
pity on us—have pity!”

Before taking her seat on the throne
she swept the thriiled assemblage with
her wide blue eyes. There were shad-
ows beneath them, and there were
wells of tears behind them.
leoked upon the little knot of white
faced northern barons lher knees trem-
bled and her heart gave a fresh throb
of pity. Still the face was resolute.
Then she saw Anguish and the suffer-
ing Dangloss, then the accusing, mer-
ciless eyes of Gabriel. At sight of bim
she started violently, and an icy fear
crept into her soul. Instinctively she
searched the gorgeous company for
the eaptain of the guard. Her stanch-
est ally was not there. Was she to
bear the condemnlng werds alone?
Would the people do as Quinnox had
prophesied, or would they believe Ga-
briel and curse ber?

She sank into the great chair and sat
with staring, helpless eyes, deserted
and feeble.

At Iast the whirling brain ended its
fiight and settled dow=a to the issue
first at band—the transaction with Bo-
laroz. Summoning all her self control,
she said: 3

“You are come, most noble Bolaroz,
to draw from us the price of our de-
feat. We are loyal to our compact, as
Fou are to yours, sire, yet in the pres-
ence of my people and in the name of
merey and justice I ask you to grant
us respite. You are rich and power-
ful, we despoiled and struggling be-
neath a weight we can lift and dis-
place if given a2 few sbort years in
which to grow and gather strength. At
this last hour in the fifteen years of
our indebtedness I sue in supplication
for the leniency that you can so well
accord. Itison the advice of my coun-
selors that I put away personal pride
and national dignity to make this re-
quest, trusting to your goodhess of
heart. If you will not hearken to our
petition for a renewal of negotiations,
there is but one course open to Grau-
stark. e can and will pay our debt
of honor.”

Bolaroz stood before her, dark and
uncompromising. She saw the futility
of her plea. @

“I have not forgotten, most noble pe-

titioner, that you are ruler here, not I;
therefore I am in no way responsible

for the conditions which confront you
except that I am an honest creditor
come for his bonest dues. This is the
20th of November. You lLave bhad fif-
teen years to accumulate enough to
meer the requirements of this day.
Should I suffer for your faults? There
is in the treaty a provision which ap-
plies to an emergency of thls kind.
Your inability to liquidate in gold does
not prevent the payment of this honest
debt in land, as provided for in the
sixth clause of the agreement, ‘All that
part of Graustark north of a linedrawn
directly from east to west between the
provinees of Ganlook and Doswan, 4
tract comprising DoswanaShellotz, Va-
ragan, Oeswald, Sesmai and Gattabat-
ton.' You bhave two alternatives, your
highness. DProcduce "the gold or sign
the decree ceding to Axphain the lands
stipulated in the treaty. [ ean grant
no respite.”

“You Lknew when that treaty was
framed that we could raise no such
funds in fifteen vears,” said Halfont,
forgetting limself in his indignation.
Gaspon ané other men present approv-
ed his hasty declaration.

“am I dealing with the Princess of
Graustark or with you, sir?” asked Bo-
laroz roughly.

“yon are dealing with tke peopie of
Graustark, and among the poovest, L.
I will sign the deeree. There is noth-
ing to be gained Ly appealing to you.
The papers, Gaspon, quick! I would
have this transactlon finished speed-
ily,” cricd the princess, ber cheeks
flushing and her eyes glowing from the
flames of a burning conscience. The
groan that went up from the northern
nohles cut Ler like the slash of a knife.

“There was onc other condition,”
said Dolaroz hastily, unable to gloat as
ke .had expected. “The recapture of
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“I have the prisoner, your highness.”

the assassin who slew my son would
nave meant much to Graustark. It is
anfortunate that your police depart-
ment is so ineficient.” Dangloss writh-
ed heneath this thrust Yetive's cyes
went to him for an instant sorrowfully.
Then they dropped to the fatal docu-
ment which Gaspon had placed on the
table before lier. The lines ran to-
gether and were the color of blood.
TUnconsciously she fook the pen in her
perveless fingers. A deep sob came
from the breast of lher gray old uncle,
and Gaspon’s band shook like a leaf as
he placed the seal of Graustark on the
table, ready for usc.

“The assassin's life could have saved
you,” went en Bolaroz, a vengeful
glare coming to his eyes.

She locked up and her lips moved as
it she would have spoken. No words
came, no breath, it seemed to ker. Cast-
ing a piteous, hunted glance over the
faces before her, she bent forward and
blindly touched the pen to the paper.

The silence was that of death. Before k

she could make the first stroke a harsh

As she |

i Graustark.

ness like tne clanging or a bell

“Have you no honor?”

The pen dropped from ber fingers as
the expected condemnation came. In
sheer desperation, her eyes flashing
with the intensity of defiant guilt, bit-
ter rage welling up agalnst her perse-
cator, she half arose and cried:

«“1Who uttered those words? Speak!”

«1, Gabriel of Dawsbergen! Where
is the prisoner, madam?” rang out the
volce.

“The man is mad!” cried she, sinking
back with a shudder.

“A\fad. eh? Because I do as I did
promise? Behold the queen of per-
fidy! Madam, I will be heard. Lorry
is in this castle!”

“ITe is mad!” gasped Bolarez, the
first of the stunned spectators to find
bis tongue.

There was a commotion near the
door. Voices were beard outside.

“You have been duped!” insisted Ga-
briel, taking several steps toward the
throne. “Your idol is a traitress, a de-
ceiver! I say he is here! She has seen
him! Let her sign that decree if she
dares! I command you, Yetive of
Graustark, to produce this eriminal!”

The impulse to crush the defiler was
checked by the sudden appearance of
two men ingide the curtains.

“He is here!” cried a strong volce,
and Lorry, breathless and haggard,
pushed through the astonished crowd,
followed:- by Captain Quinnox, upon
whose ghastly face there were blood
stains.

A shout went up from those assem-
bled, a shout of joy. The faces of Dan-
gloss and Allode were pictures of as-
tonishment and, if must be said, relief.
Harry Anguish staggered, but recover-
ed himself instantly and turned his
eyes toward Gabrlel. That worthy’s
legs trembled and his jaw dropped.

“I have the prisoner, your highness,”
said Quinnox in boarse, discordant
tones. He stood before the throne with
his ecaptive, but dared not look his mis-
tress in the face. As they stood there
the story of the night just passed was
told by the condition of the two men.
There had been a struggle for suprem-
acy in the dungeon, and the prisoner
had won. The one had trled to hold
the other to the dungeon’s safety after
his refusal to leave the castle, and the
other had fought his way to the halls
above. It was then that Quinnox
had wit enough to change front and
drag his prisoner to the place which,
most of all, he had wished to avoid.

“The prisoner!” shouted.the northern
n_lobles, and in an instant the solemn
throneroom was wild with excitement.

“Do not sign that decree!” cried some
one from 2 far corner.

“Here is your man, Prince Bolaroz!”"
cried a baron.

“Quinnox has saved us!” shouted an-
other. :

The princess, white as death and as
motionless, sat bolt upright 1 ker royal
seat.

“Oh!" she moaned piteously, and,
clinching her hands, she carried them
to her eyes as if to shut out the sight.]
The Countess Halfont and Dagmar;
ran to her side, the latter frantic with
alarm. She knew more than the oth-
£r8,
“Are you the fugitive?’ cried Bo-
laroz. e

“I am Grenfall Lorry. Are you Bo-
laroz?”

“The father of the man you murder-
ed. Ah, this is rapture!”

“I have only to say to your highness
I did not kill your son. F swear it, so
help me God!”

“Your highness,” cried Bolaroz, step-
pinz to the throne, “destroy that de-
cree. This brave soldier has saved
In an hour your ministers
and mine will have drawn up a ten
years' extension of time, in proper
form, to which my signature shall be
gladly attached. I have not forgotien
my promise.” =

Yetive straightened suddenly, selzed
the pen and fiercely began to sign the
decree in spite of all and before those
about her fairly realized her intention.
Lorry understood and was the first to
snatch the document from her hands.
A half written Yetlve, a blot and a
long, spluttering scratch of the pen
told how near she had come to signing
eway the lands of Graustark, forgetful
of the fact that it could be of no bene-
fit to the prisoner she loved.-

“Yetive!” gasped her uncle in horror.

“She would have signed,” cried Gas-
pon in wonder and alarm.

“Yes, I would bave signed!” she ex-
claimed, starting to her feet, sirong
and defiant. “I could not have saved
his life, perhéps, but I might have
saved Lim from the cruel injustice that
that man's vengeance would have In-
vented. Ile is innocent, and I would
give my kingdom to stay the wrong
that will be done.”

wiWhat! You defend the dog!” cried
Dolaroz. “Seize him, men! I will see
that justice is done. It is mo girl he
has to deal with now.”

“Ston!" crfed the princess, the com-
mand checking the men. Quinnox
leaped in front of his charge. “He is
my prisener, and he shall have justice.
EKcep back your soldiery, Prince Bola-
roz. Itis a girl you have to deal with.
I will say to you all, my people and
yours, that I believe bim fo be innocent
and that I sincerely regret his capture,
fortunate as it may be for ys. He shall
have 2 falr and a just trial, and I shall
do all in my power, Prince, Bolaroz, to
secure bis acquittal”

“iwhy do you take this stand, Ye-
tive? Why have you tried to shield
him%" eried the heart broken Halfont.

She drew herself to her full beight,
and, sweeping the threatening crowd
with a challenge in her eyes, cried, the
tones ringing strong and clear above
the growing tumault:

“Because I love him!”

As if by magic the room became sud-
denly still. .

“Belold an homest man. I would
have saved him at the cost of my hon-
or. Scorn me’if you will, but listen to
thiz: The man who stands here ac-
cused came voluntarily to this castle,
surrendering himself to Captain Quin-
nox that he might, though innocent,
stand boetwveen us and disaster. He
was safe from our pursuit, yet return-
ed, perhaps to his death. TFor me, for
you and for Graustark he has done
this. Is there a man among you who
would have done as much for bis own
country?
try to which be is stranger. I must
commit him to prison once more. But,”
she cried in sudden fierceness, “I prom-
{se him now, before the trial, a royal
pardon. Do I make my mezaning clear
to you, Prince Bolaroz?”

The white lips of the old prince could
frame no reply to this darlng speech.

wpe careful what you say, your high-
cried the prisoner hastily.

.

ness.

you Dbetter than my life that I stand
here. I cannot allow you and your peo-
ple to suffer when it is in my power to

[prevent it. All that I can ask is fair-
! ness and justice. I am not guilty, and
lGod will protect me. Prince Bolaroz,
| T call upon you to keep your promise.
I am not the slayer of your son, but I
'am the man you would send to the

volee, in which there was combined tri- { hlock, gullty or innocent.”

umph and amazement, broke_ the still-

~

| . As_he spoke the nrincessdropped

Yet he does this for a coun-|

li[ |
must refuse to accept a pardon at the |
cost of your honor. It 1s because I love |

back in the echair, Her rash courage
czone. A stir near the doorway fol-
jowed his conecluding sentence, and the
other American stepped forward, his
face showing his excitement.

“Your highness,” he said, “I should
have spoken sooner. My lips were part-
ed and ready to cry out when Prince
Gabriel interposed and prevented the
signing of the decree. Grenfall Lorry
did not kill the young prince. I can
produce the guilty man!”

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

Few Good Dinner Walters.

A New York fashionable restaurant
man who was asked why he specified
a good “dinner” walter In his adver-
tisement said: “Because all good wait-
ers are not necessarily good dinner
waiters; quite the contrary. The tend-
ency with most waiters, unless they
kpnow their customer, is to hurry a
meul alonz. They want to make room
at the tables for mewcomers. Most

|m.':n who take all their meals at res-
| taurants will not object to this at

breakfast; in fact, it is rather gratify-
ing than otherwise to find a waiter
willing to hurry. The same thing is
true, more or less, with luncheon
where the restaurant Is exclusively
for gentlemen. But very few men like
to be hurried over their dinner. Any
waiter who knows his business will
coax his customers gently over this
meal, course by . course, always ready,
but never around when he is not want-
ed. Such a man.will get a liberal tip
and send customers away with the
opinion that he works in the best res-
taurant in town. Dut such walters are
feww and far between—New York
Times.

Strength of Animal Scent. .

The bird dog man is likely to think
kis favorite has a better nose than any
animal on carth. He can tell you any
amount of stories about birds belng
scented at very long distances: Now it
is a covey of chickens winded at 200
yards, or, again, a bevy of quail drawn
straight to at seventy-five. There are
other animals, however, which have
wonderfully lkeen noses. For instance,
the soa otter hunters do not dare build
a fire for days at a time on the Iittle is-
lands of the Pacific ocean frequented
by those animals because the otter can
smell the fumes from the smallest
blaze a distance of five miles out at
sea. It is said of this animal that he
can trail a fisk under the sea. Moose
have been known to wind a man at two
miles and make up their minds so posi-
tively about him as to never quit run-
ning under twenty-five.

: A White Ant Diet.

A book on the Kongo Free State
gives this picture of the fondness of
the natives for white ants: “In the
white ant month the natives have &
very busy time. The river is deserted,
and men and women, b&S and girls,
go out to gather the white ant for food.
I cannot say I admire thelr taste, but
the white ant is not bad as food, mere-
ly very rich. In this month he is about
gn inch long. The natives gather him
in hundreds, pull off the wings end
roast him. The native boys bave 2
shorter way with him. Sometimes at
mess white ants flopped on to the ta-
ble, attracted by the light. The boys
who were waiting pounced on them
and without further ceremony popped
them into their mouths.”

« Strength of Eggshells.

Most people are aware of the power
of eggshells to resist external pressure
on the ends, but not many would cred-
it the results of tests recently made,
which appear to be genuine. Eight or-
dinary hen's eggs that were submitted
to pressure veried between 400 pounds
and 675 pounds per square inch. With
the stresses applied Internally to
twelve cggs these gave way at pres-
gures varying Dbetween thirty-two
pounds and sisty-five pounds per
square inch. The pressure required to
crush the eggs varied between forty
pounds and seventy-five pounds. The
average thickness of the shells was
thirteen one-thousardths inch.

The Public School.

The public sckool is generally under-
estimated and is frequently looked up-
on with indifference. its influence can-
not be expressed in a few words, but
its influence is the lifeblood of the
home, the community and the natlon.
Any ordinary imagination can conjure
up a state of affairs that would soon
come to pass if the schoolhouse were
closed. It is the great sieve into which
all the natlons of the world are thrown,
to be shaken down to the common level
of obedience and patriotism.—School-
master.

History Repeatingz.

ar. Binks—I don't like the looks of
that young man who calls to see
Clara.

Mrs. Binks—He looks exactly as you
did when you first came to see me.

«as I any such fool as that?”

“Yes, you were, and yet I married
you in spite of all my parents could
say, and I am afraid thatin spite of all
e can say our Clara will now be just
as biz a fool as I was.” :

An 0dd Inscription.

At Wymondbam, Norfolk, England,
{s this Inscriptioh at an old country
house engraved on an oak board and
all in one line: “Nee nishi glis servus,
nec hospes Lirudo.” Translated from
the“Latin, in which it appears in an-
tique Roman capital letters, it may be
rendered, “No dormouse as a servant
for me, peither a horse leech for a

guest.”

%ot a Case of Superstition.
Mrs. B.—Oh, Charles, we can mnever
sit down with thirteen at table.
Mr. B—Pshaw! I hope you're not so
superstitious as that.
Mrs. B.—No, of course not, but we
hawve only twelve dinner plates.

Widespread Interest.

“Do you think that people appreciate
grt in this country ?”

“Certatnly,” answered Mrs. Cumrox.
“Everybody gets interested as soon as
you tell ’em how much z masterplece
cost.”—Washington Star. =

What He Didn't Mean.
Ambiguous—How are you, old fel-
low? Are you keeping strong?
“XNo; only just managing to keep out
of my grave.”
“Oh, I'm sorry to hear that”

An Observing Child.

One man In New York bad social as-
pirations which somewbat warped bhis
admiration of his homespun father.
The father actually sometimes relapses
{nto the barbarism of eating with his
knife. But the man has a little son
whose eyes seck and find out the truth.
The other day the little boy licked some

' mashed potatoes from his knife, and

his mother chided him. “Sammy, dear,”
she said, “only stupid people eat with
their knives.” “How can you say that,
mamma?’ cried the child. “Grandpa
eats with his knife. And he made-all

oanpe monev”

-content?

The Name Moses.

It is a curious fact, unknown per- -
haps to a majority of readers, that
Moses of Seriptural fame was called
by eight different names in various
places in the Bible. Bathia, the daugh-
ter of Pharaob, called him Moses be-
cause she drew him out of the water.
Jochebed, his mother, called him Jeku-
thiel, saying, “I bad hoped for him.”
Miriam, his sister, called him Jared -
because she nad descended after him
into the water to see what his end
would be. Aaron called his brother
ADbi Zanuch because his father had de-
serted their mother. Amram, the fa- -
ther of Moses, called the boy Chabar
because he was again reunited to the
mother of the lad.

Kehath, the grandfather of Moses,
called him Abizdor because God had
repaired the breach in the house of
Jacob. The nurse of the grandfather
of Moses ealled him ADbi Socho because
he was once hidden three montbs in
the Tabernacle. All Israel called him
Shemaiah because “in his days Ged
heard their cries and rescued them
from their oppressors.”

A Tsefcl Coflin.

A writer in an English church maga-
zine once found in a collier's cottage
In Staffordshire a coffin used as a
bread and cheese cupboard. Notwith-
standing his wife's remonstrance, he
toid the story of the coffin as follows:
“Eighteen years ago I ordered that
cofin. The wife and me used to have
2 good many words. One day she said,
‘I’ll niver be content till I see thee in -
thy coffin’ ‘Well,lass,’ I said, 4f that
"1 content thee it "1l soon be domne.’

“Next day I gave directions to have
the thing made’ In a few days it
came home, to the wife’s horror. I got
into it and sald, ‘“Now, lass, are thee
She began to cry and want-
ed the ‘horrid thing’ taken away. But:
that I wouldn’t allow. In the end she
got accustomed to seein’ it, and, as we-
wanted to turn it to some use, we had
some shelves put in and made it into a
bread and cheese cupboard. We have.
piver quarreled since it came.” =

Preferred Hogs to Land.

They tell a good one on a prominent
real estate man of Waurika. Some
time ago he carried a prospector over:
on Beaver creck to show him a certain.
claim. He told the man that it was
an exceptionally fine claim, that the
land did not overfiow and that he
would sell it to him for $4,000. The
man looked around and discovered:
some red mud way up in a tree and
asked the real estate man what caused
that mud in the tree tops if the land
did not overflow:~. The agent promptly-
replied that there was a kind of hog
raised over in the Chit W country
which used to range on th¥creek and)
that they rubbed the mud on the-
The prospector took a look over the:
land, glanced up in the tree agaln ani
told the Waurika man that he wouldn’t:
take the claim, but he “would give him'
$4,000 for a couple of those hogs—
Kansas City Journal. e

The CranberTy. g
The value of the cranberry as & me--
dicinal agent was early recognized by
the American aborigines, Ygho prepared’
poultices from them to extract the ven-
om from poisoned arrows. On the same
principle they are used now as a rem-
edy for erysipelas, taken internally 0
applied as a poultice. In malarial and
typhoid conditions the acid of the fruf
is speclally commended; while dyspep-
tics ho lack gastric juice are also of-
fered crapberries. Eaten raw they are:
sald to be an excellent remedy for bil-
fousness. As a health food cranber-
rles should not be strained, 2s tco much
of their substance is lost. ST

Sogar Making In 1700. ’

The historian Lafittall, tte period of:
whose observation dat® back to
1700-05, describes how in March the
Indlans make transverse incisions with:
their hatchets, from which trickles an
abundance of water, which they after-
ward boll over a fire. He says the~
sugar thus made has nearly always a.
burned taste, but that the Fremch -
make it better than the Indian women, -
from whom they learned how to make
it Bossu, writing in 1756, 1s equally:
explicit as to the sonrcsof sugar mak- -
ing. -

; Nothing to Do. =7
Towne—The last time I saw Jenkins
he was iooking pretty blue; said he had
nothing to do. t =
Browae—He told me the same thirg
today whken I met him, but he was
quite cheerful. -
Towne—Resigned to if, I suppose. - -
Browne—Resigned to it! No; just -
appointed to it. He's got a political -
job.—Pihfladelphia Press. : :

Soothing. —

Pompous Customer—That insect pow:
der you sold me the other day is mo .
good. The cockroaches fatten on it. -

Affable Salesman — Yes, sir. That's
the first stage. They get fatonitand - “:
then die of apoplesy. Come round next
week and report again. Anything I can
do for you, ma'am?

Herole Sacrifice.
Belle—Do you think Chappie loves
me? > > - =E
Grace—I know it. He told me today.
that he was going to shave off his mus-
tache so that he could devote more
thought to you.

Encouraging.
' The Prospective Bride—1 sometimes
wish I had more experience in house-
keeping and domestic life. %
The Old Stager—But, my dear, if you °
had you would never get married.

Eratally Fraak.

The Wife—What will you do when
you have no little wifie to mend your
clothes for you? e

The Wretch—Have money to buy
new agnes.—LExchange.

Lagnched on His Literary Career.

«7 understand your son has decided
to go in for lterature.”

“Yes, and be's made a splendid start
already.”

“You don't say.” S

wyes:; he went to an auction this -
morning and bought a secondhand - -
writing desk for only $4.08.”—Catholie
Standard and Times. :

An Inviting Field.

“They say there’s an island in tbe
Pacific with (00 inhabitants where
drunkenness, crime, jalls, police and
courts are unknowi.”

“Is that so? It's a wonder some-
body hasn't started in to civilize it"—
Brookiyn Life.

Thought She Knew.

“Say, mamma,” querled little Elsle,
“what is astag party?”

“Stag, my dear, is an abbreviaton
of stagger,” replied the knowing moth-
er.—Chicago News. :

et il e

Under some conditions a man can .
make more noise in the world by - °
keeping his mouth shut then in amy -

other way.—Chilcago News.



