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& gallant,
potions might fail,”
sels, I care not how

a second,

more serious moment to divert them,

that Louls of Hochfels had determined
to push forward. The unwonted activ-
ity in the enmp ere long gave credence

“Was It not your intehtien to seek -

me, to beg an asylum, perhaps?’ he
went on, less sternly.

“Not to beg, your majesty; to ask,
¥es. But now—not that!’

“Vral Dleul”
“There {8 the father over again! It
is strange this maiden, clothed almost
In rage, should claim sueh lilustrious
parentage.,” he continued to himself as
he walked restlessly to and fro. “It
I8 more strange I ask no other proofs
than/herself —the evidence of my. eyea!
Where did you come from,” he added
uloud, pausing before her—'the court
of Francis?’

“Yes, sire.”

“Whbhy did you leave the king?"

“Why--because”— Her hands clineh-
ed. The gray eyes continued to probe
lier, “Because I hate him!"

- The emperor's face relaxed. A gleam
of Lhumor shone in his glance. “Hate
him whom so many of your sex love?”
he replied.

Through her tresses he saw her face
turn red. Passionately she arose.
“With your majesty's permission I
will go.”

“Go!” he sald abruptly, “Where can
Jou go? You are somewhat quick of
temper, like— Have I refused ¥ou
aught? I counld not serve your fa-
ther,” he continued, taking her hand
and not ungently detaining ber, “but 1
though ne-

yssity, the ruler of kings, made me

Apless in his behaif.”
" As In n flash lier resentmment faded.
Half paternally, half severely, he sur-
veyed ler,

“Bit down here,” he went on,. indi-
cating a low stool. *“You are weary
and need refreshment.”

Silently she obeyed, nnd the emperor,
touching a bell, gave a low command
to tke sorvitor who appeared. Ina fow
moments meat, fruits and wine were
Fet beforse her, and Charles, with im-
passive face, listened to her story, or
ar much ns she cured to relate. When
slb had finished, for some time he of-
1

sed no eomment,

“A stringe tale,” Le pald finally.
“But what will onr nobles do when la
dles tnke mere fools for knight er
rants ¥

“He Is no moro fool, she epohw Up
Impuisivery, .

legi{}l{;&ror shot a quick look at her
from Leneath ids lowering brows.

. "l mecn—Le 18 brave—and Dbas pro-
tected me many thues,” she explained
in soiie confusion,

“And 80 you, knowing swhat you
were, remained with a poor jester, a

lw , ]

L

muttered Charles. .

For tie Pleaais) solllory who had
bronght tle foo! aml Lersell futo the
ey the ydanz 71 had o uwd sal n
word, but it was the men of rledwala
who especinlly attracted Lo sttention,
and unconsciously she fuund Lerself
" pieturing the Iand that bl rostered

thix stalwart and rongh soldiery., A

rocky, ruggoed rozion sarely, with yvas

forests, uubresken bhruah! Youder ar-
morer polishing a foint of stcel scemed
like a survivor of that primeval eposeh
when the treos were poofs und the
grotid the universal bed.. Onee or
twice she passed him, curiously not-

ing his great beard and  giant-lke
limbs. But bLe minded her not, and
tils, perhuaps, gave her cournge to
pause.

“Whkat sort of country Is Friedwald
she said abruptly,

“Wild." he answered,

“Is the duke liked?” she went on.

nl‘r‘$'u

“Do you know his—jester?”

“No." L}

For all the information he would vol-
unteer the man might have been Dr.,
Rabelais' model for Inconicisin, and a
moment she stood there with a slight
frown. Then she gazed at him medi-
tatively. Tap, tap, went the tiny ham-
mer in the mighty hand, and, laughing
softly, she turned. These men of
Friedwald were not unpleasing in her
eyes,

Twice had she approacheéd the tent
wherein Iay the fool, ouly to learn that
the emperor was with the duke’s plai-
sant. “A slight relapse of fever,” had
sald the Italian lecch as he blocked the
entrance and stared at her with wick-
ed, twinkling eyes. Bhe need be under
no apprehension, he had added, but to
bher quick fancy his glance sald, “A
maid wandering with a fool!”

Apprehenslod? No. It could not be
that she felt but a new sense of loneli-
ness, of that Isolation which contact
with strange faces emphasized. What
had come over her? she asked herself,
she who had been so self sufficient,
whose nature now seemed filled with
sudden yearning and restlessness, im-
patience—she knew not what. She who :
thought she had partaken so abundant-
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newed sources for disquietude, With '
welling heart she watched the sun go
down, the glory of the widely radiat-
ing hues give way to the pall of night.
Upon her young shoulders the mantle
of darkuess seemed to rest so heavily
she bowed her head in her hands.

“A mald and a fool! Ah, foolish
mald!" whispered the wanton breeze.

The pale light of the stars plavr~*
upon her, and the dews fell upafs 21‘
voluntarlly shivering with the cold, 8 e
arose. As she walked by the emperor’s
quarters she noticed a figure silhounet-
ted on the canvas walls. To and fro
the shadow moved, shapeless, gro-
tesque, yet eloquent of life’'s vexation
of spirit. Turning into her own tent,
the jestress lighted the wick of a silver
lamp. A falnt aroma of perfume swept
through the alr. It seemed to soothe
her—or was it but wearlness?—and
shortly she threw lLerself on the silken
couch and sank to dreamless slumber.

**He {8 no mere faol "

v e bright hued
dome of the ten

to the rumor. The troopers commenced
looking to their weapons, Squires hur-
ried here and there, while near the
tents stood the horses, saddled and
bridled, undergoing the scrutiny of the
grooms,

Some time, however, elapsed before
the emperor himself appeared. Noth-
ing In the bend roll or devotional offer-
ing of the morning had he overlooked.
The divers dishes that followed had
been scruputously partnken of, and
then only—as a man not to be hurried
from the altar or the table—hnd hae
emerged from his tent. His glance
mechanically swept the camp, noting
the bustle and stir, the absence of dls-
order, nnd finally rested on the girk
For n moment from his look it seemed
he might have forgotten her, and she,
who had involuntarily turned to him
50 solleitously, on n sudden felt chilled,
a8 confronted by a mask. His volce,
when at length he spoke, wns hard,
dry, matter of fact, and it was Jaeque-
line whom he addressed.

“You slept well?"

“Yes, sire,”" she answered.

“And bhave nlready been to the fool's
tent, I doubt not.”

The mask became half qulzzleal, half
friendly, as her cheeks mantled be-
neath his regard, Was it but quiet
avengement agninst a Jestress whose
tongue had been unsparing enough,
even to him, the ddy before? Certes,
here stood now only a rosy mald, rob-
bed of her spirit, or a folle, struck wit-
less, and Charles' face softened, but
immediately grew stern as his mind
abruptly passed from wandering jes-
tress and fleelng fool to matters of
more moment,

Under vow to the Virgin the emperor
had announced he would not draw aword
himself that day, but sented beneath a
canopy of velvet overlooking the val-
ley Le so far compromised with con-
8clence as personally to direct the prep-
arations for the conflict. On his sable
throne, surrounded by funereal hang-
Ings, how white and furrowed, how
harassed with many cares, he appeared
In the glare of the morn to the young
girl! Was this he who held nearly all
Europe in his palm? Who between
martlal commands talked of holy or-
ders, the apostolic see and the seven

“Au the leech let her in, he'd loon’
have to let the patient out,” spoke up
“Her eyes ure n soverelgn

remedy, where bolus, pills and all vile Only

I hmﬂ N
“If this be a sample of Francls' dam. ' ::;t: lt:l:ms 1:::,':.'.“:
long we are in |
reachiug the Low Countries,” answereq —°°N be overwhelmed.

To this the first replied in kind, but
soon bhad these gallants matters of

for 1t began to be whispered about

80 terrible that

dn on the right and the troups of

+@rs on the left began to Elve woy,
the men of Friedwald stood, but

ble
Involuntarily,
. a8 the quick eye of the emperor detect-
ed this sign of impending disaster, he
half started from his chalr. His hand
sought his side. In his eyes shone
stecly light. The prelate quickly cross-
ed himself and rajsed his head as If in
prayer.
!  “The penance, sire,"
. but his volce trembled,
| Mechanleally Charles replaced his
 blade. *“Yea, better a kingdom lost,”
he muttered, “than a broken vow."

Yet after so many battles won in the
fleld and dlet, after titanic contests
with kings in Christendom and Soly-
man In the east, to fall by the mockery
of fate Into the grasp of a thleving
mountain rifler—

“Ambitlon, power, we 80w but the
sand! whispered satlety.

“Valoglory |g g sleeveless errand,”
murmured the spirit of the flagellant.

Yet he gazed half flercely at his
priestly adviser, when suddenly bhis
gloomy eye brightenea; the Inutility of
ambition was forgotten; unconsciously
he clasped the arm of the joculatrix,
who had drawn near., HIs grip was
ke a gauntlet. Even In her tense,
strained mood she winced, ‘

“The fight s not yet lost!" he ex-
claimed. \

As be spoke the fi
fully arined, who had made his way
through the avenue of tents, was seen
swiftly descending the hill. Upon his
strong Arabian steed the rider's ap-
pearance and bearing signaled him as a
soldier apart from the rapk and file of
the guard. His coat of arms, that
of the house of Friedwald, was richly
emblazoned upon the housings of his

courser. Whence hind ho-eeswet e
attendants und equerries had not seen

bim i»-the camp. Only the taclturn ar-
r of Friedwald looked complacent-
Iy after him, stroking his great beard
as one well sutisfied. As this late com-
er approdched the scene of strife the
fianks of the guard were wavering yet
more perilonsiy.
“A miracle, sire!” erled the prelate.
“But.one that partakes more of earth,
than heaven,” retorted Charles, with
ready Irony.
“Who is 1e, slre?” breathlessly asked
the young firl. At her feet whimpered
the blue ged page, holding to her
skirt, all by courage gone,
But ere e ld answer—if Lhe had
seen fit to below, out of the
vortex, eane Amorous shouts:

gure of a knlght,

“The dwe!lifie duke!” :

The mmstefor the mountain pass
heard alsy felt at that moment a
sudde 1 of premonition.

The

SACTRMSBE (2ubi%aRE'Sthdied i,
new doubts and misgivi

thoughts running fast, gm side of

ber eyes to the hill on g\t © " mind,

the valley. In hep " o1 it was a
confused as Lefic, 1, ward noon word
distinct

fl:lf that the free baron was
w“.%ﬂing. Soon, not far distant, the
mége of Louis of Rochfels was seen;
at the front, flashing helmets and
breastplates; behind, a cavalcade of la-
dles on horseback and litters, above
which floated many flags and banners.
Would he come on? Would he turn
back? Many opinions were rife.

“Obh,” erled n page with golden hair,
“there will be no battle after all."

And truly, confronted by the aspect
of the emperor’'s camp, the marauder
had at first hesitated, But if the dan-.
gers before him were great those be-
hind were greater. Accordingly, leav-
ing the cavaleade of the princess, her
malds and attendants, the free baron
of Hochfels, surrounded by his own

The reflected radiance
bathed her face and form. Her heavl-
ness of heart had taken wings. The
lttle lamp was stlll burning, but the
fresh fragrance of dawn had replaced
the subtle odor of the oriental essence.
Upon the rug a single streak of sun-
shine was ereeping toward her. In the
brazier which had warmed her tent the
glowing bark and cinnamon had turned
14, white ash,
to'l'cl:rdo'ugh the girl's veins the blood

11T the
morning sun,

clown, rather than leave him to his
fate?’ continued Charles Inexorably,
recalling the words of the outsiders.

Her face became paler, but she held
her head more proudly. The spirit of
the jestress sprang to her lips.

“It is only kings, sire, who fear to
cling to a forlorn cause.”

1" he sald somberly.

.m;:ved by his unexpected lenlency
and the aspect of his cheerlesaness, she
immediately repented of her response.

“You need rest,”” he sald, “and l!ll“
have a tent to yourself. Now gol' he
pontinued, placing his hand for a m‘?-
ment, not unkindly, on her head. *“I

shall give orders for your entertain- '

ment. It will be rough hospitality, but

“God alone knows the hearts 0f mon- | pever been a matter of great duration.

rapldly. A few moments she
f::“l:d tbep rosy effulgence, restfylly
consclous that danger had fled and
that she was bulwarked by the em-
peror's favor, when a sudden thought
broke upon, this half wakeful mood and
caused her to spring, all alert, from
her couch. To dress with her had

The halr of the joculatrix naturally

| rippled into such waves as were the
envy of the court ladles. Her supple

fingers adjusted garment after gar-

ment with swift precision, while her

figure needed no device to lend grace

nvestment.

i to&n.’ therefore, had she left her tent.
making her way through the awaken-
ing camp. In the royal kitchen the

hile
to that. 1 am not 8OrTY, | cook was bending over his fires, w
mr:‘i:.;itﬂ our brother Franels If ap agsistant mixed a bevqiage of bar-

it has driven yon to our court.”

CHAPTER XXVIL

HOUGH the daughter of the

constable received every at-

tention commensurate with

the cheer of the camp, the
but slowly. With more or
she viewed the diversified

ter, yolks of eggs and senna
::,lne'i:)r {Jh{lrlu when he should be-
come aroused, Those courtlers al-
ready astir cast many glances in the
girl's dlroctlonfu’ she moved toward
t of the fool.
! mnut:"u these gallants were sedulous
| she was correspondingly indifferent.
' Anxlety or loyalty—that stdnchness of
| heart which braved even the Ironical
eyes of the biack robed master of med-
feine—~drove her again to the alling
jester’s tent, and, remembering how
she had ridden into camp and into the
august emperor's favor, these fondlings
fortune looked significantly from

to the other.

e troops, “rorwird arro-
gantty, Into the wvalley, bent upon
eweeping aside even the opposition of
Charles himself.
“Yonder's a daring knave, your mnj-
esty,” with some perturbation observed
the prelate who stood near the emper-
or's chair.
“Certes, he tilts at fame or death
with a bold lance,” replied Charles.
“Would that Robert of I'rledwald were
there to cry him quits,”
While thus he spoke, as calm as
though secluded in one of his monas-
tery retrents, welghing the affairs of
state, nearer and nearer drew the sol-
diers of Louls of Pfalz-Urfeld—roughly
calculating, a force numerically as
strong as the emperor's own guard.
The young girl, her face now white
and drawn, watched the approaching
band. Would Cbarles never give the
signal? Imperturbable sat the mount-
ed troopers of the emperor, awaiting
the word of command. At length, when
her breath began to come fast and
sharp, Charles ralsed his arm. In a
solld, stendy body his men swept on-
ward. The girl strove to look away,
but could not.
Both bands, galning In momentum,
met with a crash, That nice symmetry
of form and orderliness of movement
were succeeded by a tangle of men and
horses, the bristling array of lances
had vanished, and swords and weapons
for hand to hand warfare threw a play
of light amid the jumble of troops and
steeds, flags and banners, With sword
red from carnage Louls of Hochfels
drew his men around him, hurling
them against the firm font of Charles’
veterans, It was the crucial moment,
the turning point In a struggle that
could not be prolonged, but would be
rather sharp, short and decisive. If
his men falled at the onset all was
lost, If they gained but a little ascend-
ency now their mastery of the flald
became fairly assured. Great would
be the reward for success; the fruits
of victory—the emperor himself. And
savagely the free baron cut down a
stalwart trooper. His blade plerced
throat of am®ther.
mw the way to Charles!” he cried

i

y the guittance—could it be pos-
er a I__.t!m end was not far?

canie redoubled; wherever Bls 8WOrQ iyaved BACK T cuyircaue,
touched a trooper fell.

But, like a wave, recovering from the

recoil, the soldlers of Friedwald broke gigcreet d

upon his doomed band with a force
manifold augmented—broke and car-
rled the flanks with it, for the assault-
Ing parties to the right and left were
dlsmayed by the strength unexpectedly
hurled ngalnst the center. The bulky
Flemish, the lithe Spaniard, the lofty
trooper of Friledwald, overflowed the
shattered line of the marauders.

“Duke Robert!" and *“IFriedwald!”
shouted the Austrlan band. ,
“Cowards! Would you give way?
cried the free baron, striking among
them. “Fools! Better the sword than
the rope. Come!"

But in his frenzied efforts to rally
his men the master of Hochfels found
bimself face to face with the leader of
the already victorious troops. At the
sight of him the pretender paused. His
breast rose and fell with his labored
breathing. His sword was dyed red,
also his arms, his clothes. KFrom his
forehead the blood ran down over his
beard. His eyes rolled like those of an
animal. He seemed something inhu-
man, an Inearnation of baflled purpose,

you shall have it!” he panted,
“Reprisal!” exclnimed Robert of
Friedwald scornfully. “The best you
can offer is your life.”
And with that they closed, Evading
the strokes of his more bulky antago-
nist, the younger man’s sword repeat-
edly sought the vulnerable part of tl.l.e
other's armor. The free baron's
strength became exhausted. His blows
rang harmlessly or struck the empty
alr.
A sensatlon of pain admonished him
of his own disability. About him his
band had melted away. Doggedly had
they given up their lives beneath
sword, mace and paniard. The ground
was strewn with the alain. Riderless
horses were gnlloping up the road. The
free baron breathed yet harder. Before
his eyes he seemed to see only blood.
Of what avall bad been his efforta?
He had won the princess, but how
brief had been his triumphs! With a
belief that was almost superstition he .
imagined his destiny lay throneward.
But the curse of his birth had been a
ban to his efforts; the bitterness of de-
feat smote him. He knew he was fall-
ing; his nerveless hand loosened hls'
blade. 2 1

“I am sped,” he cried—"sped!” and
released his hoid, while the tide of con- |
flict appeared abruptly to sweep away.

As he struck the earth an ornament
that he had worn about his neckbecame
unfastened and dropped to the ground. '
But once he moved, to raise himself on |

bow.

N'.'I:]u hazard of the dle!” he muttered, |
striving to see with eyes that were
growing bilnd. A rush of blood in-
terrupted him, he fell back, straighten-
é&d out and stirred no more,

Now had the din of strife eenlued :;:
together when descending the slope
peared a cavalcade, at the head of

s le._*mbmm T

a v

»

e T
wre Bl

followed by sdveral malds and guarded had not

rush the guard of Yy an escort of soldlers who wore the plain—his
king’s own colors. A stricken proces-
slon it seemed as it drew near, the
f the forces on each faces of the women white with fear,
they, too, must the gay attire and gorgeous trappings
—A mockery on that ensanguined arena.

Proudly proceeded the lady on the
white horse, although In her eyes shone
It was an age when
women were nccustomed to scenes of secret,
bloodshed, inured to conflicts in the
lists, yet she shuddered as her palfrey patched togethe
P At past. Her ow
the near side of the hollow her glance harden, as th
he murmured, singled out a motionless figure nmong mask of de

a look of dread.

fcked Its way across that field.

those Iying where they had fallen, n
thickset man, whose face was upturn-
ed to the sky.
glassy eyes. so unresponsive to her
own, and she quickly dismounted and
fell on her knees beside the recumbent
form. She took one of the cold hands
in hers, but dropped it with n screnin.

“Dead!” she cried. *“Dead!"

The lady stared at that terribly re-
pulsive face. For some moments she
seemed dazed; sat there dully, the on-
lookers forbearing to disturb her. Then
her gaze encountered that of him who
had slain the free baron, and she
Bprang to her feet. On her fentures an
expression of bewllderment had been
followed by one of recognition,

“The -duke's fooll” she exclalmed
wildly. “He |Is dead, and yon have
killed him! The fool has murdered his
master!” °

“It 1s true he is dead,” answ
other, leaning heavily on his sword
and surveying the inanimate form,
“but he was no master of mine.”

“That, Madame la Princesse, we will
also affirm,” broke in nn austere volce,

Behind them rode the emperor, a
dark figure among those bright gowns
and golden trappings, the sanddlecloth
and adornments of his steed somber ns

ered the

One look into those doubted. With

E!_-._.—__._.

————— e

understood now appeared
assurance in Fools’ hall, his
reckless daring, his skill with the
sword. He wns a soldier, not a jester;
a lord, not a lord’s servant.

Lost in n9 less wonder. the princess
gazed from the free baron to Charles
and back again to the lifeless form.
Btooping, she looked steadfastly Into
the face as though she would read its
I'erhaps, too, ns she studled
those fentures piece by plece she
r the scenes of the
I countenance began to
ough some part of that
ath had fallen upon her,
and when she glanced once more at
the emperor they saw she no longer
forced self control she
turned to the emperor.

“Doubtless it 1s some brave pastime,”
she said to Charles. “Wil your majes-
ty deigu to explain?"*

“Nay,” answered the
“That thankless tusk I'
who played the fool.”

Uncovering, the Duke of Friedwald
approached. The excltement of the
contest over, his pallld features marked
the elfects of his recent injurles, the
physleal strain under which he had la-
bored. Her cold eyes swept over him
haughtily, Inquiringly,

“For the part I have played, mad-
am,” he sald, “I ask Your forbearnnce,
If we both labored under a delusion [
have only regret”—

“Regret!" Was it an outburst of
grief or woundeqd pride? He flushed,
but continued firmly:

“Madame la Princesse, when first n
marringe was proposed between us I
Was younger in experience if not In
¥years than I am now, more used to the
bivouac or hunters’ camps than courts,
And woman'"-—he smlled—"well, she
was a vague ideal. At times she came
to me when sleeping before the hunts-
man’s fire In the solitudes of the forest,

emperor dryly.
11 leave to Liim

“If it is reprisal you want, Sir Duke, !

agaln was reflected from the pages of
classic lore. She seemed o part of the
Woods and the streams, for by anclent
art had she not been turned into trees
and running brooks? So she whispered
in the boughs ang murmured nmong

the rushes. Mere Schwarmerel. Do
You care to hear? 'Tis the only defense
I can ofrer,”

Her

contemptuous
mained fastened on him,
to answer,

blue eyes re-
She disdalned

“It was n dreamer from brake and
copse who went In the disgulse of a
Jester to be near her, to win her for
bimself—and then declare his Indentlity,
Well may you look scornful. Love—it
Is not such g romantic quality—at

court! A momentary pastime, perhaps,

but—a deep passion—n passion stron-
ger than rank, than death, than all"—

Above the face of her whon! he ad-
dressed his glance rested upon Jncque-
line, and he paused. The princess
could but note, and g derisive expres-
sion crept about her muuth,

“Once I would have told you all,” he
- m fer My L

own acts. Did she remember that day,

when she had been queen of the chap-
let, when she had crowned him whom

LR Ti]
dlence to the gesture the ladles, sol-
diers and attendants withdrew to a

ance. Bitterly the.princess

3

surveyed the monarch. ‘Overwrought, now eath and dishonor had over-
a torrent of reproaches sprang from taken?
her lips.

“The rest, madam, you know—save
this.” And, stooping, he picked up the
ornament that had dropped from Louls
of Hochfels' neck. "“Here, princess, is
the miniature you sent me. He who

“Why has your majesty made svar on
my lord? Why have you countenanced
his enemles and harbored his murder-
ers?” And then, drawing her ﬂg:n;?l to
its full height, her tawny hair falling ' e
in a cloud abwut her shoulders, “Be used you so lll stole it from me

. *hi it he recogunized the
:ing, will prison; throug )
:unl:)e‘;r 311:'7 I:Joy al:_l;l:;:l:::;yll‘\fr;‘gs:" fool for the duke; with an assassin’s

0. AREDOL AR Ssword bliwz:::l:;;‘ickhs 1«310(‘13?‘\:(;1.“ that fair
Cl“"""’d ,,mldly' o A painted semblance. Did it recall the
avenged,

v 7?7 His face showed

“ " vxelalmed, Ppast too vividly? :

ARGy, | S¥angoc] nl:hcr‘:;‘tinlie fig- Do pain, only tranquillity. 1lis eye was
With: het gase upon ¢ rather that of n counolsseur than a
ure.) 8, madam, for he who hath in- lover. Ile siniled gently, then held it

“ 'e ﬂ i - -

' . to her.

ju{ed you has paid the extreme pen Mechanically she let thglpoﬂill'n:t atll!]p
L0 through her fingers, and It fell to the

“He who was my husband has been fotia: of it
foully murdered!” she retorted vehe- m;’l‘“le“:l“l“i‘:;‘;:d“l‘:g: th,fhc(; Ak ol
mently, “What had the Duke of I'ried- ;" 1‘; 11‘1‘“ sl timt it tight Dok
wald done to bring upon himself your bac K toak
wajesty's dlspleasure?’ touch the body at her feet.

M " . “Have 1 your majesty's permlssion to
nz\otlnlnﬁ. answered the emperor wilRatew ks BRI coldly:
oo, e “If you will not accept our poor es-
1 d“;:'tt‘)'t’hlng‘. QS T EE DS 1ee Ao cort to the king,"” answered Charles.
ead.

H 15 yself will dispense

. t the My ladles and myse I

dl;keeb‘;:] 1.:’.{51 l(;:rflr(f('lf::‘.ls.!? " with 8o much honor, sire,” she re-
} “ turned.

| "1 " u

¢ "Ah," she cried excitedly, “I see yo - . o
i y “Such service as we can comman
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“You have well called him the false
fool, madam,"” sald Charles curtly, “for
he ls no true fool.” .

[ *"And yet he rode with your troops.
|  “Ta redeem his honor, madam.”
! “His honor!”

With a scornful face she approached
nearer to the monarch,

“His honor! In God's name, what
mean you?i"”

| “That the false fool, madam, is him-
self the Duke of Friedwald.”

LeJ ou wil" sald the emperor.

\W):"I:lf no further word she bowed
deeply, turned and, slowly retracing
her steps, mounted her horse and rode
away, followed by ber malds and the
troopers of France.

{ro BE conTrYUED.]

Then You Get It,

A most unlucky mortat
Is he who can't afford

When spring Is at the portal
And nature s restored

To have that tired feeling
Implanted In his breast

CHAPTER XXVIIL

HE Duke of Friedwald!”
It was mnot the princess
who thus exclaimed, but
£ 22 Jacqueline. Charles had
epoken loudly, and, drawn irresistibly
to the scene, she had caught his sig-
nificant words at the moment she rec-
ognized In his brave accouterments
him whom she had known aa the
duke’s fool.

‘When she had heard above the din of
the fray the cries with which the new-
comer had been greeted, no suspicion of
his identity had crossed her mind. She
had wondered, been puzzled at the un-
expected appearance of Robert, duke
of Friedwald, but that he and the all-
ing fool were one and the same was
wide from her fleld of speculation. In
amazement she regarded the knight
who had turned the tlde of conflict,
and then started, noticing the colora he
wore, a paltry yellow ribbon on his

which rode & ady on & White palfrey, arm, the badge of her ofiice, 2ueh sle

An an excuse for stealing
A week from work for rest.

With birds of spring returning
And sunshine In a f‘lr‘md.

The fever begins burning
Within your bones and blood;

It makes you feel delightful,
You thank the wenther clerk,

But, oh, the thing s frightful
If you're tied down to work!

Care of Birds.

In an English treatise on the “Hy-
glene of Bird Keeping,” by George
Creswell, attentlon Is ealled to the
thoughtless practice of hanging birds
in cages just above the level of the
sashes of windows and to the mistak-
en kindness of hanging a cage In a cor-
ner of a sitting room or a kitchen near
the celling. In the one case the bird 1s
subjected to drafts and will in all prob-
abllity develop catarrh and bronchitig,
and in the other It lives In a vitiated
atmosphere.
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