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Amazing, very special offer. Superb gold rose decorated Dinner
Set—only a dollar to pay now, 30 days’ free trial—easy payments

if you decide to keep it. Read about it. 51 pieces in all, consisting
of 6—9'4-in. Dinner Plates, 6—17%-in. Pie Plates, 6—8%-in. Soup
Plates, 6 Cups, 6 Saucers, 6—5%-in. Fruit Dishes, 6 Individual
Butters, 1—10%-in. Meat Platter, 1—13%-in. Meat Platter,1
Sugar Bowl and cover (2 pieces), 1 Creamer, 1—9%-in. Round
Frui: Bowl, 1—-8%-in. Round Vegetable Dish, 1—8-in. Oval Vege-
table Dish, 1—7%-in. Salad Bowl. 51 beautiful dishes full size
for family use. And remember, with the beautiful rose decoration
—rich, trellis pattern, King George period. We guarantee safe
delivery, carefully packed. Shipped from our Chicago warehouse.
Shipping weight about 40 Ibs.

Order by No.325AMA12. Price $10.88. Only $1 now. Balance
$1.25 monthly. If not what you want and a ‘wonderful bargain, ship
the set back and we pay transportation both ways.
Just mail the coupon with $1 now.

Richly Upholstered Rocker

Full Spring Construction

Put this wonderful Rocker in your home for 30
days free trial and see for yourself its beauty and com-
fort. Sturdy frame, finished in handsome imitation
mahogany highly glossed. Seat has 9 heavy steel coil springs
fastented to frame and reinforced by steel channel bars. Back
nas four steel springs securely anchored. Upholstered in imita-
tion Spanish brown leather. A chair you will be proud to own.
Height about 37 in. Width 21 in. Seat from floor 17 in. Back
from seat 27 in. Between arms 21 in. Seat 21x20in. Arms
6x23 in. Shipping weight about 70 Ibs,

Order by No. 94AMASG. Price $11.75. Only $1
now. Balance $1.25 monthly. Send it_back if nota
stunning bargain and we pay
transportation both ways.
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Svnd only a post card for Hartman’s great Bargain Catalog which shows thousands
of wonderful offerings for the home. 78 bargains in Rockers, 11 bargains in Parlor
V) Suites, 26 bargains in Davenports, 71 bargains in Dressers and Chiffoniers, 22
//"//}/{f' bargains in_metal Beds, 17 bargains in Dining Tables. Then bargain after bargain,
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f silverware, j:welry, clocks, washing mach sewing h kitchenware, gas
engines, cream separators, grinding mills, fanning mills, tool grinders, feed grinders,

corn ahel‘lers, saws, saw frames, general farm equipment, ete. Get this great Bargain
Book. Hundreds of pages—many in colors. Post card brings it FREE, prepaid.
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This great book of more than 500
pages, with over 200 portraits and illus-
trations, is the world’s best guide to the

. enjoyment of music; the index to the
greatest library of music ever collected—a living
library of the wonderful musical achievements of the world’s
greatest artists.
It is the only record catalog in which any selection can be found
instantly under the name of the composition, the composer or the artist.
It contains brief sketches of the most popular operas and illus-
trations of the scenes; pronunciation of foreign names; biographies of
prominent composers; complete Red Seal section with portraits and
biographies of the world’s greatest artists; list of selected records for
new Victor customers, and other features.
Be sure to get a copy of this great catalog of music, whether or
not you have a Victrola, It is free at all Victor dealers’, or we will
mail it free upon request.

Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N. J., U.S. A.

“HIS MASTERS VOICE”
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Lights Out

By.L. H. Robbins
Author of ‘‘The Merlin-Ames Torpedo,” Ete.

Aliies in the winning of the war.

Great Britain bore.

At present all of us are reviewing, more or less, the work of the different
In doing so, we are very likely to forget a lot of
important details in the smother of facts upon us.
be thankful to the author of “Lights Out” for his vivid and thrilling picture of
{ London in the first year of the conflict. It brings close home to us the burden
Of course, this is all subsidiary to the main theme of the
story which, we are warranted in saying, is extremely ingenious and entertaining.
There is, too, a touch of enchantment about the midnight escapades of Tom
Thurston, a plain American, in the hurly-burly of lightless London.

For this reason alone we can

(A Complete Novel)

CHAPTER 1.
THE RAID.

Y a no less distinguished philosopher
than Mr. Herbert Wembley, the

heart of the world has been located

at Charing Cross, London. Geo-
graphically Mr. Wembley may. be correct;
sentimentally, too, so far as the English-
speaking peoples of the earth are concerned.
Where the Strand pours its human tides into
Trafalgar Square to meet the streams from
Whitehall and Pall Mall and busy Oxford
Street, there most of North America and
Australasia and much of modern Asia and
Africa took its start; there the peace-loving
civilization that has made many a far land
sweet and kindly and good to live in had
its beginning.
. In one sense, however, Mr. Wembley is
wrong. Through the tempestuous years
since 1914 the heart of the world has lain
not at Charing Cross, but some hundreds of
miles northward from that historic spot.
Since then to this day, unless the Great War
shal}\have come to an end before these words

IAP

are printed, the vital point of the world, the
heart of the British Empire, the hope and
salvation of Christendom has been a gray,
little, fog-wreathed, steel-netted harbor on
the east coast of Scotland, where the Brit-
ish Grand Fleet watches the Germans.

The English-speaking world might do
without any of its members but that; with-
out brave Canada, without the loyal Anzac
nation, without India or Egypt or South
Africa, without the United States of Amer-
ica, tremendous though the service every one
of them contributes to the common cause.
But it cannot do, it cannot live without the
fleet that saved the seas from the Hun; that
held the Hun impotent in his canals and
behind his mine fields until a stunned and
staggering world could gear itself and gather
itself to challenge the outrageous peril.
There, in that landlocked bay whose name
few men know, beats the heart of the world
to-day.

There was no Eagle Hut in the Strand in
the spring of the year 1915. There were no
American bluejackets perched on the wall in
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Trafalgar Square, ogling the London
throngs. There were no American destroy-
ers prowling catlike in the Channel, waiting
to’pounce on the kaiser’s sea rats; no Ameri-
can regiments hiking along the lanes of
Kent, hardening up for the great adventure
beyond Dover Strait.

If Tom Thurston, American, had been
able to look forward three years and see the
Eagle Hut, the bluejackets, the destroyers
and the route marchers he would have been
a happier man. In his newspaper-reporter
days he had guessed right many a time in
advance of the event. But on this Mon-
day night in April as he strolled hotelward
from a Leicester Square revue, he despaired
of ever beholding the glorious sight that has
come to pass—the sight of America in arms
beside her sister democracies, fighting for
the freedom of mankind.

In the play that night a joke had recurred
often, growing better with each repetition.
Said the leading actor to his foil:

“Lend me five pun, U. S. A.”

“What do you mean—U. S. A.?”

“Until Something ’Appens,” the leading
man replied, and waited for the audience to
laugh; which the audience did, not hilari-
ously, not derisively, but with that con-
sciously superior air of rectitude that. is so
maddening to the butt of the joke. In one
of the scenes the leading man impersonated
an opulent Yankee and employed much
American slang, and the audience laughed
at that, too, even when the humorist mis-
pronounced the honorable word “gazabo”
by stressing the first syllable.

The English in those days were acutely
aware that their nation had seized her op-
portunity to shine through all future ages
as the great champion of history, while
America had hung back, debating whether
or not her turn had come to enter the lists.
In the hotels Tom Thurston met with sly
words and half-hidden smiles that told him
what the British nation thought of him and
his fellow countrymen. It would have done
him no good, nor would it have convinced
them, to tell them that thinking Americans
already saw their duty clear and prayed
for the day when the rest of America should
come to see it.

The revue that night had included some
living cartoons. There was Tenniel’s “Drop-
ping the Pilot,” in which Bismarck descends
from the helm of the German ship of, state
while the youthful kaiser lolls sneering over

the rail. There was the most famous picture
Punchk has produced in this war—Albert,
King of the Belgians, looking upon his
ruined and burning land, the lustful kaiser
leering up at him. “You see, you havetost
all,” says the kaiser. “But not my soull”
says the king. And there had been a song,
sung by chorus girls dressed as newsboys,
ending in the shouted refrain, *“Are we down-
hearted? -No!”—a song that would echo in
the trenches of Picardy and Flanders until
the end of the war.

Some_ of the placards which the chorus-
girl newsboys wore got a laugh. “U-8 Visits
Davy Jones!” “Krupp Making One-hun-
dred-inch Guns Out of Doorknobs!” “Sub-
marine in the Serpentine!”  “Wilhelm
Shaven!”  “Sahara Remains Neutrall”
But behind. the effort at gayety and the
resolve not to be downhearted there was no
mirth, no light-heartedness. Tom Thursten’s
blood moved more quickly and a lump rose
in his throat as he sensed the strain and
the anxiety; for the war was his war and his
people’s war. If his people could only be
as near to it as he was, if they could feel the
world peril as he felt it in the quiver of
sudden dread that shook Britain in those
awakenings days—if they could go with him
to the courtyard of the war office and gaze
upon the staring eyes, the trembling lips
around the bulletin board as the-death lists
were posted! There would be no jokes
about “Until Something ’Appens” then.

He halted in the darkness near the Nel-
son monument. The base of the shaft was
a billboard now. “England Expects Every
Man to Do His Duty.” “Your King and
Your Country Call You.” Skyward from
the roof of the Admiralty Building shot a
great shaft of light and searched the clouds
a moment, then winked out. Around the
square moved an endless procession of taxi-
cabs, their lights dimmed. The brightest
thing in sight in the darkened city was a
little oval spot of radiance on the pavement,
a spot not more than a foot wide, in the
middle of which a toy rooster danced to the
pulling of an invisible thread.

“Tuppence, sir, only tuppence!”

There was an anxious whine in the voice
of the sidewalk vender who operated the
dancing bird, as if the war had already be-
gun to cut in on his business. Thurston
glanced at the bull’s-eye lantern that sup-
plied the light for the fellow’s midnight
trade, and with a shudder of pity he walked
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on. Crossing to Northumberland Avenue,
he entered an outwardly dark office build-
ing and mounted the stairs to the second
floor. In the London bureau of the Chicago
Sun a slender chap with grave, clear eyes
looked up from a desk where he wrote.

“Hello, Tom. Have a chair while I finish
this cable.”

Thurston sat down, picked up a file of
American newspapers and glanced at the
headlines. Ted Price, London man for the
Sun, went on writing. Thurston had been in
England less than a month, but Price was an
old-timer on the ground; he could remember
the day when Eugene Field walked in at the
door by which Thurston had just entered.
Soon he gathered up his cablegram and
paged and read it, striking out a word here
and there.

“Bad business across the Channel, Tom.”

“Nothing to fight with, you mean?”

“Nothing but shrapnel. What good is
shrapnel against an enemy underground?
The Huns used some kind of gas to-day;
they break all the rules of warfare. A Moor-
ish division saw the cloud coming; they
thought it was an evil spirit and they haven’t
stopped running yet. There’s a gap four
miles wide for the Canadians to hold till
help comes, and God only knows how they’ll
do it. The Germans may be in Calais to-
morrow night.” - ‘

“I sat in the House of Commons this
afternoon,” said Thurston. “While the
Canadians were holding the line in France,
the British statesmen wrangled for three
mortal hours over the question whether or
not to forbid the sale of liquor in the Parlia-
ment restaurant. Gosh!”

Price smiled. “When you have been here
as long as I have you will understand the
British better. I met Sir Arthur Purdoy
to-day. Mostly he talked motor cars. Last
week at Ypres his son was blinded by a
shell—blinded for life. Youwll find more
Spartan courage around London these days
than they ever had in Sparta.”

His cablegram finished, Price donned hat
and overcoat, and the two men went out into
the dark street, crossed the square to the
telegraph office and filed the dispatch. Out
in the street again, they strolled up the
Strand toward the Adelphi. As they passed
Charing Cross Station the sound of an ex-
plosion brought them to a standstill.

“A backfire, maybe,” Thurston suggested.

“Backfire, nothing!” said Price. “It’s the
anti-aircraft guns. Listen.”

From Westminster came the boom of a
fieldpiece. Other cannon echoed from the
direction of the City. On the Embankment
close by a gun spoke louder than the rest.
Police whistles shrilled everywhere.

“The Zeps are here again,” said Price,
scanning the sky. “This is the third time
in a month.”

Back to the square the two friends has-
tened for a better view of the heavens. In
front of Morley’s they watched the play of
the searchlights on the clouds. Frightened
men and women ran past them, scurrying
for shelter.

“Look!”

A pencil of light, upward streaming from
a near-by roof, pierced through a break in
the overhanging mist and touched something
crystal white, lost its object, then found it
again and remained fixed upon it. Other
searchlights picked it out; cannon from all
directions barked and thundered, and little
bursts of flame from their shells showed far
beneath the white thing in the sky.

Now with a sudden jar the pavement quiv-
ered; an instant later came the roar of a
heavier detonation than any before.

“She has dropped a bomb,” cried Price.
“There goes another. Lord help the poor
devils under her.”

The gunners had the range now, for the
shells burst higher up toward the glassy
thing in the sky, and still it floated safe out
of reach. A veil of mist stole between it
and the watchers; still blindly through the
cloud the cannoneers hurled their storm of
iron, and still, from somewhere toward Pad-
dington, came the earth shocks as the Zep-
pelin loosed its thunderbolts. Price clenched
his fists as he watched. Thurston swore like
an infidel. A man standing near them
turned when Tom had finished.

“Thank you,” he said.

Price lowered his eyes from the sky to
glance at the man who had spoken.

“Hello!” said he. “It’s Sir Arthur Pur-
doy. Sir Arthur, Mr. Thurston.”

Tom shook hands with a bearded gentle-
man who wore an opera ‘hat on his head
and carried a walking stick under his arm,
He had no time to size up Sir Arthur further,
for a sudden silence had at that moment
fallen over the city, the cause whereof was
visible in the sky.

The cloud veil had passed, and the white
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thing showed clearer than before in the rays
of the searchlights. It was moving now to-
ward the east and moving rapidly. But
swift as it swam through the sky, a tiny
white object above and behind followed
faster. From far away overhead came the
faint chatter of a rapid-fire gun, and all the
while the Zeppelin drove toward the North
Sea and the tiny white birdlike speck pur-
sued.

“He’s gaining,” said Sir Arthur,
surely is. He’s on the fellow’s tail.”

“There goes his red light,” cried Price.
“Look!”

The little air plane was now almost hid-
den from their sight above the shapely shell
of the giant dirigible; beneath its little white
wings a red light gleamed. Breathless the
watchers gazed and saw the Zeppelin burst
into sudden, wild, leaping flame that filled
half the heaven and shed a sickly glare on
things below. For ten seconds angry
tongues of fire lapped at the clouds, then
darkness came, save where a shower of
sparkling embers dropped with gathering ve-
locity toward the earth; save, too, where
the red light of the little conqueror still
burned above the point of battle. Down-
ward floated a dull gush of sound like that
made when a gas jet-is lighted.

“That’s one sky pirate that won’t wear
the Iron Cross on his manly chest,” Price
declared. “Here’s a taxi. Hop in and let’s
go view the remains.”

“May I invite myself along?” asked Sir
Arthur.

“You'’re already invited, sir,” said Price.

Up Charing Cross Road they went in a
procession of taxis on the same errand bent.
They passed the theater where Thurston’s
American pride had suffered that night; the
entrance was dark now, though no darker
than when he had found his way through
it at nine o’clock. Where Tottenham Court
Road joins Euston a policeman waved
them to the left; and at Portland Road
another officer pointed to the right.

“The Huns must have fallen in the park,”
said Price, as their cab swung into the tree-
lined way that leads to Primrose Hill. His
surmise proved correct. A score of cars had
stopped at the edge of a lawn not far from
the Zoological Gardens, and policemen were
shouting futile commands at the crowd of
sight-seers which had already gathered. In
the darkness was little for sight-seers to see
except a huge tangle of metal, smoking and

“He

evil smelling, that lay in the midst of what
had lately been a field of daffodils.

“Did any of them live?” Price asked a
policeman,

“Live!” snorted the bobby. ‘“Bless your
’eart, no. Burned to a crisp they was be-
fore ever they struck ground.”

It was two o’clock in the morning when
Thurston bade good-by to his companions
at the entrance to his hotel in the Strand and
mounted the stairs to his room. Sitting
down at his desk, after drawing his curtains
tightly closed as directed by the card on the
wall, he shivered as a man with the ague. It
was not so much the April chill of the room
as the nausea he had felt since the moment
when the burst of flaming hydrogen filled
the midnight sky.

“What a story to write!” he told himself.
The expectation of witnessing just such a
thing as he had seen that night had brought
him across the Atlantic—that and the hope
of being torpedoed by a submarine. But
now, in the presence of the expected event,
his mind stalled.

“T’ll wait till daylight,” he thought. “By
then there will be more to tell.” He had
just put his pencil down when a sound came
through the wall that he faced—the sound
of a woman’s sobbing.

He listened and again he heard it; he
tried to catch another voice than the wom-
an’s, but all that he heard was the woman’s,
“Oh! oh! oh!” repeated endlessly. He
stepped to the door opening into the hall,
but stayed his hand at the knob. If the
woman’s moaning had been a call for help—
but it was not that; it was the cry of secret
anguish and a breaking heart.

He went to bed. As long as he remained
awake he could hear the sound from the next
room.

CHAPTER II.
THE PRINCESS.

Curiosity and the quest for copy had
brought Tom Thurston to London. In the
Zeppelin raids which Germany had begun
against England and in the submarine war-
fare which she had but a few weeks before
announced, he had seen fresh and lively ma-
terial. To be bombed from the sky and to
be torpedoed from the ocean depths were
experiences novel to mankind then.

Scouting through the city one day in
search of an American typewriter office
where he might rent a machine that he un-
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derstood, he came to a shop in Cornhill;
in the outer room some girl stenographers
waited for work and he listened to one of
them talking with the manager. She was a
trim, proud, anxious little figure of young
womanhood.

“You shouldn’t be downhearted, you
know,” the manager told her. ‘“The lad is
bound to get well, now he’s back in Eng-
land.” e

“If you could see him, sir,” she answered;
“if you could see his face with the bandages
off you would almost wish, for his sake, that
he didn’t have to get well.”

Bravely as she held up her head, her lip
quivered and her eyes grew moist. She
spoke again, and now her eyes flashed.

“T must find a new place, sir. Where you
sent me the first of the year, they keep me
. working till nine or ten at night. It wasn’t
agreed; it isn’t fair. Besides, sir, a~girl
can’t work such long hours and keep her
health. And it isn’t right for a girl to be
out so late in London now, with the streets
so dark. My people at home talk about me
and make it very hard. They don’t seem
to understand that I must earn the living
where I can. But that isn’t the main thing,
sir. There is a man, and he—I shouldn’t
stay there, sir.”

“No, indeed, you shouldn’t,” sympathized
the manager. “But the way times are just
now——"" He glanced at the line of wait-
ing girls and rubbed his knuckles helplessly.

On that same day Thurston stood in front
of the Horse Guards in Whitehall, where the
gorgeous cavalrymen with drawn sabers star-
tle the passers-by. A band came playing
through the arches leading a company of
raw recruits. One of the new soldiers, an
undersized, hollow-chested wisp of a man,
turned to wave his hand to a little group of
people on the sidewalk near Thurston, and
the little group waved back to the man in
line. The party was made up of a boy of
ten, a little girl of seven, and a woman thin
of form, plain of face, and poorly dressed,
who carried a pink-cheeked baby in her
arms.

“Good-by,” called the fellow in the ranks;
his face was drawn and wistful, unlike the
stolid young British faces around him.

“Good-by, good-by,” answered the mother
and the older children. The baby had noth-
ing to say, its mouth being busy with a
celluloid pacifier; but the woman clasped
its chubby arm and waved the little hand.

The man turned away, unable to look any
longer.

“Is that your big brother?” Thurston
asked the boy.

“Naw; it’s me father.”

The woman’s eyes swam with tears; she
looked lost, helpless; still she held up her
head.

“Is your daddy going away to the war?”

“Yes,” the woman answered, with a break
in her voice.

“Here, kids,” said Tom, fatuously, “here’s
some pennies for you. There’s a candy shop
around where you live, isn’t there?” He
had no idea what earthly good pennies could
be to the children at a time like that; still
the boy and the girl took theirs without
hesitation.

“What do you say?”’ asked the mother.

“Thanks,” said the boy.

“’Ank you,” said the girl.

The baby refused its penny, so the mother
took the coin as trustee. Then she turned
to gaze after the little column of rookies
tramping away behind their noisy band.

Such were the scenes Thurston saw all
about him; fathers and mothers waiting
anxious-eyed at the war office for news;
young fellows in civilian clothes drilling
after office hours in the quadrangle of Som-
erset House, on the Teniple lawns, in the
courtyard of the Prudential buildings in
Holborn; sober-faced regiments in khaki
going away to decimation, stepping to the
stirring music of that once hopeful tune,
“God Save Our Noble Czar;” and long lists
of names. in the shop windows, the fore-

_ runners of our service flags.

To many of us in America in those days
the war was a sporting event, a spectacle,
and Thurston had gone to view it as such.
But the young woman at the’typewriter
office, the little family group at the Horse
Guards, and, above all, the women marching
beside their men in the streets, these and
countless other sights that assailed him at
every turning opened his eyes to the grim,
bare truth that murder and outrage were

loose in the world, and that a chivalrous peo-

ple who spoke his own tongue were fighting
for life.

In a week Thurston’s frivolous mood
evaporated, and the Zeppelin raid of that
April night sobered him completely. When
he awoke in the morning it was with the
new and persistent idea in his head that he
had something better to do in life than to
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write graphic tales of submarine catastro-
phes and air attacks.

“I'll not hang fire Until Something ’Ap-
pens; darned if I will,” he told his reflec--
tion in the shaving mirror. “I’m going to
get into this thing somewhere and somehow
now!”

With that worthy resolution uppermost
in his mind he stepped out into the corridor
to fortify his determination with an English

" breakfast. The door of the room next to his
stood open and a slavey came out, bringing
with her-a broom, a dustpan, and an atmos-
phere of rare flowers and Turkish cigarettes.

“So sorry, sir,” she simpered, making way
for him to pass.

A glance within the room showed him a
boudoir trunk, three or four pretty gowns
draped carelessly over the backs of chairs,
and a dresser covered with toilet things of
silver and ivory. Thinking of the woman’s
sobbing he had heard in the night;, he de-
scended to the breakfast room.

The hour was late, and few of the tables
in that stately refectory were occupied. In
a window overlooking the Obelisk on the
Embankment sat a portly Englishman, a
copy of the Times propped up before his
eyes, reading of the Zeppelin raid and grow-
ing purpler in the face with every new para-
graph. Near Thurston a pair of youngsters
in the uniform of army officers stopped an
earnest conversation to glance at him, and
thereafter they spoke in lowered tones. It
was not the first time that Tom had been
mistrusted in London. For writing down
on a scrap of paper one day a quaintly
worded appeal to prayer posted at St. Paul’s
he had been shadowed by three indignant
Englishmen all the way to his hotel.

To be relieved of the suspicion plainly
held by the young officers that he was an
eavesdropper, he changed his seat to a table
out of earshot of them, and so came in view
of the only other patron of the breakfast
room. This person was a girl, or, more
properly, a young woman; for there is a dif-
ference. A girl would scarcely do up her
bright yellow hair in the elaborate coiffure
which this young woman affected. A girl
would hardly appear at public breakfast in

~the almost regal morning robe which this

young woman wore. Nor would a girl smoke

a cigarette over her coffee, inhaling the

fumes deeply and with evident satisfaction
to her nerves, as did this young woman be-
fore Tom’s eyes,

Thurston’s knocking about the world had
been mostly on its western side. Many a
time since he had made this hotel his home
he had caught himself staring at the women
smokers who ornamented the halls and the
lounging rooms. Young and old, the female
of the European species seemed to think
nothing at all of burning tobacco in
public view; it appeared to be the accepted
custom. Yet he noted that the women,
when they smoked, made more of a busi-
ness of the operation than men do. A man,
when he smokes, thinks about something else
than his smoking, but the women at the
Salisbury smoked and thought about what
they did. So with the yellow-haired young
woman whom he watched this morning.

She sat facing him, three tables away;
she had sunk a little too low in her chair
for propriety, and her feet were crossed; her
air was one of sensitive, if not sensuous, en-
joyment. Once, as she held her cigarette
daintily in her fingers and puffed an arrow
of smoke at its glowing tip, he thought he
caught her in the act of regarding him
sharply through the smoke cloud. But when
he looked closer to make sure, he saw that
her gaze rested upon the two British officers
behind him.

Suddenly she came out of her languor
with a shake of her pretty shoulders and
rose to her feet, crushing the remaining inch
of her cigarette into her coffee cup.

“I wonder what country she’s the queen
of?”” thought Thurston, and was justified in
his speculation. From her proud young atti-
tude and her consciously elegant carriage as
she moved toward the door, she was a
princess, at least.

At the door she paused to look back, and
the head waiter hastened across the floor to
her side. Thurston saw them exchange per-
haps ten words. Then the man bowed with
deference and the princess passed on out
of the room. Tom had now only the head
waiter to watch, and it struck him as worthy
of thought that the man should have bowed
so obsequiously to the princess in one mo-
ment and have turned away in the next mo-
ment with so obvious a sneer as his face
now wore. :

“Queer tribe, these European servants,”
thought Tom. “Humble as rabbits to your
face, yet all the while holding their private
opinion of you. I wonder what that fellow
knows on the princess. Maybe she’s
stranded here, chased out of her own coun-
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try by the Huns, and can’t pay her hotel
bill.” With that romantic theory his curi-
osity was satisfied.

The head waiter approached a serving
table near by and muttered something in
French to the omnibus, who, replying in the
same language, delved in a pocket of his
jacket and drew forth a bit of paper, which
~ he handed to his chief.

“All the English waiters,” thought Tom,
“are waiting on table in America, so the
English have to import waiters from the
Continent.” .

His omelet consumed, and his coffeg, he
sauntered back to his room for his overcoat
and an American cigar. In the corridor he
came upon the princess with the yellow hair,
outside the door of the room next to his., He
bowed and stepped aside, when, to his sur-
prise, she spoke to him.

“Could you help me?” she asked. Her
voice was soft and appealing, with the slight-
est trace of huskiness—the cigarette smok-
ing, possibly. “My window—the maid left
it open and it seems to be fast. I've rung
for the porter, but the servants in this hotel

?  She smiled to Tom out of tender
eyes; blue eyes; she was very pretty in her
helplessness, and Tom gallantly hastened to
oblige her. The open window needed only
his goodly weight to bring it down.

“Thank you so much,” breathed the
princess. .

“Don’t mention it, ma’am,” said Tom,
backing out.

He was in his own room before it oc-
curred to him that this comely young woman
was the person whose sobbing he had heard
in the night. Instead of setting forth into
London to look for a place where he might

break into the war, as had been his firm

intention, he went downstairs to the reading
room to think about the princess with the
yellow hair and to ponder the question
whether she might not need some greater
service from him than the closing of a re-
luctant window.
~ “The poor thing is in trouble, that’s a
cinch,” he® ruminated, over his cigar.
“Women don’t cry at two o’clock in the
morning for the fun of the thing. Then
there was the sneer on the head waiter’s
face after he talked with her at the break-
fast-room door; and the servants won’t an-
swer her bell when she rings.”

But the reading room that morning was
a poor place for a man to think, for a party

of Americans around the fireplace discussed
the latest Zeppelin raid noisily and damned
the President of the United States and his
administration for dealing so courteously
with the outrageous German government.
At last the abuse grew so bitter that Tom
could not resist the impulse to lift up his
voice.

“Gentlemen,” said he, “I guess you’re not
Democrats.”

“You're dead right we’re not!” exploded
a stout man with a glittering diamond in
his necktie. “You’re dead right we’re not!”

“Well, neither am I,” said Tom, “and I'm
for America’s getting into the war as much
as you are. But the majority of people over
there are against it yet, so what’s the sense
in jumping on the president? If Woodrow
tried to drag the United States into war just
now, the people would impeach him—or the
Senate would, or whatever it is that im-
peaches presidents. Let’s be fair about this
thing.” : >

Said the stout man with the diamond
scarfpin, “One of these days the Germans
will sink a liner with a lot of Americans on
board. What then?”

“Then,” Tom answered, “the American
people will give the president the backing
they won’t give him new. You don’t see
this matter as clear as you might. The
American people won’t be bullied or coaxed
or fooled into going to war, and I guess the
president knows the temper of America as
well as anybody. When they learn that
they ought to, then they will jump in good
and hard. Meanwhile, you might blame
somebody besides the president, just for
variety. What’s the matter with blaming
the mayor of Omaha?”

“You talk like a Bryanite,” said the owner
of the stick pin.

“He talks like an American,” spoke up
a man who had previously kept silent. “He
knows what he’s talking about, and I’'m go-
ing to buy him a drink. Come along, young
man.” >

Tom declined to drink so early in the
day; which fact, declared his defender in
the argument, proved his sound sense; and
Thurston walked out into the Strand feel-
ing quite as good as if he had taken a morn-
ing nip.

To the London office of the Chicago Sun
he went seeking ‘his friend Price; and Price,
looking up from his desk phone, slammed
the receiver on the hook.
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“I was about to call you at the Salisbury,”
said the newspaper man. “Do you still feel
the way you said you felt last night—about
mixing up in things over here?”

“I certainly do,” answered Thurston.
“Show me an opening. I’ll do anything but
ﬂy.”

“Good,” said Price. “Hop aboard a bus
and run up to see Sir Arthur Purdoy. Vic-
toria Street—Canadian High Commission.
You'll see the sign. Sir Arthur has a job
for you.”

CHAPTER III.
THE LIGHT.

Sir Arthur Purdey, plump, polished, po-
lite and political, was a typical product of
the English system of breeding that creates
gentlemen. He was a man of honor. One
knew it the moment one laid eyes on him.
He knew it himself—and there is no harm
in the sort of self-consciousness that holds
a man true to form and tradition, true to
his party and his king and true to his ideal
of manliness. Sir Arthur was of the scrupu-
lous kind that will spend four minutes in
writing a letter to a man and four hours in
making sure that he has called the man by
his correct title.

Tom Thurston, looking into his worldly-
wise and honest smile, recalled what Price
had told him of Sir Arthur’s son blinded
for the rest of life by a German shell, and
wondered that the nobleman could go on
smiling. It took grit for many a London
man to smile in those days of peril and con-
fusion—and to wear a primrose in his lapel,
as Sir Arthur did this morning.

“Mr. Thurston, I thank you for coming so
promptly. Mr. Price tells me”—he nodded
toward the telephone—‘“that you are still
of a mind to become a Briton for the time
being and help us wind up the watch on the
Rhine.”

“Show me where to begin,” Tom replied,
liking the man better with every second.
In the darkness of their midnight meeting
he had had little chance to form an opinion
of him.

“I am rather busy, as you may know,” Sir
Arthur continued, “so I shall turn yvou over
at once to a friend of mine, Mr. Herbert
Wembley——"’

“Not the Herbert Wembley?” cried Tom.

“None other. The author of “The World
Awake’ is waiting for you in the next room.
If you will step this way——"

He opened a door, and Tom shook hands
next moment with a round-headed round-
bodied little man who might, from his dress
and general appearance, have been almost
anybody on earth except the leading scien-
tific novelist and the most widely discussed
English writer of the age. Mr. Wembley’s
mustache needed training, his cravat needed
tightening in his soft flannel collar, his hair
needed brushing. He looked as if he had
played golf vigorously for twenty-four
hours; but in Tom’s eyes he was quite as
desirable to gaze upon as King George him-
self.

“Talk it out between you,” said Sir Ar-
thur, and withdrew to his own office.

“Do you walk?” asked Mr. Wambley
abruptly.

“T do,” said Tom.

‘Come,” said Mr. Wembley.

They struck through Buckingham Gate
to St. James Park and sat down on a bench
facing the swan pond, whereupon an elderly
person wearing a brass badge on his coat
came up and taxed them tuppence. All the
way Mr. Wembley had said nothing, though
Tom’s eager ears had stood wide open. Still,
merely to walk through the streets side by
side with Herbert Wembley was something.
How the younger crowd at the Players, back
home in Gramercy Park, would have stared
and envied! The older Players had no great
respect for Mr. Wembley’s novels—yet. -

For a minute they sat silent. Then——

“You are an American?” Mr. Wembley
asked.

It gave Tom the chance he wanted to un-
cork his enthusiastic admiration for Mr.
Wembley’s works.

“Yes, sir,” he said; “and I have read
every line you have ever printed, from that
first yarn about the people in the moon to
your last thing, ‘The World Awake.” Per-
haps I seem a bit impetuous in telling you
this, but I have to get it off my chest.”

“What do you think of the last novel?”
asked the famous author.

“Best thing ever written,” said Tom.
“But you’ll do better. I know you will, be-
cause I declare every book you write the best
book ever, and a yecar thereafter you make
me eat my words by bringing out a better
book still.”

Mr. Wembley, whose face was ruddy by
nature, flushed redder still with pleasure.
He was almost childlike about it; simple
and childlike he was in all things, which fact
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may have explained his power as an inter-
preter of life.

“There’s a point I'd like to have you clear
up for me,” said Thurston. “The girl who
runs through ‘Yarrow Hedges’ and winds
up so badly—wasn’t she a drug fiend?”

Mr. Wembley considered for a moment.
“T don’t like to talk scandal about the ladies
in my books or out of them,” he replied.
“But such a thing as you suggest has been
known to happen.”

“I'm glad to hear you say so,” Tom de-
clared. “It relieves my mind; because if
she wasn’t given to dope, there’s no account-
ing for the things you made her do in that
laboratory on the moors.”

Mr. Wembley smiled, appreciating the
humor in his young companion’s serious-
ness.

“Do you happen to know a man in Lon-
don named Krug?” he asked.

“Krug? I haven’t the pleasure of know-
ing him.”

“He passes as an American and seems to
be wealthy,” said Mr. Wembley. “Now,
Mr. Thurston, you have shown so friendly
an interest in my scientific fiction, et me
tell you a story that may turn out to be
history.”

He bent forward, picked up a dead leaf
from the park path and fixed his eyes upon
it.

“I live, as you probably do not know, in
the suburb of Kew.”

“Where the Gardens are?” asked Tom.

“Where the Gardens are. That is why I
live there. It is extraordinary how much
of my time I spend in the Gardens when I
ought to be at home in my garret at my
writing. I have a standing-in with the gate-
keepers. Isn’t that what you Americans
call it?” :

“A stand-in, you mean; a drag,” said
Tom, glad that there was one point of
knowledge upon which he could enlighten
this master of literature.

“Stand-ih—stand-in—I shall remember
that. Thank you. I have a stand-in with
the gatekeepers, as I say, and I am thereby
enabled to frequent the Gardens at hours
when the public is not welcomed. There’s
nothing irregular about it, please under-
stand. Before I became a novelist I was
a scientist, and my connection with half
of the royal scientific societies of the king-
dom would give me the run of the Gardens,
anyway. But I like to prowl, I enjoy the

thrill that goes with mysterious and pro-
scribed adventure, and I find this in my
stolen walks among the groves of Kew Gar-
dens after dark. It is a fine mental tonic.”

“I know it is,” said Tom. “I once stole
a watermelon and I have felt toned up ever
since. The tonic the farmer administered
was common salt, applied subcutaneously,
with a shotgun.”

The novelist ignored the irrelevant com-
ment. “Last night- I strolled homeward
across the wide lawn below the orchid house,
from a ramble along the river bank. Often,
returning home across that lawn in other
years, I have noted the glow of light that
fills the sky to the eastward above the heart
of London. You know, of course, how a
city will advertise itself on the sky at night.”

“Yes.”

“This year London has done no night ad-
vertising. On.ordinary nights the sky above
town has been as dark as the sky above
Epping Forest.”

“Because of the Zeppelins?”

“Precisely. The lights-out regulation has
worked well. When it was published, I
doubted that any good would come of it.
The necessary lights, such as those of the
thousands of taxicabs and busses in the
streets, were bound, I thought, to produce
enough illumination overhead to serve the
Germans as a guiding mark; but in this con-
jecture I was happily disappointed. The
city was hard at first for them to find, and
most of them dropped their bombs over the
hop fields of Kent and the vineyards of
Essex so that on returning to their sweet
land of slavery they might escape punish-
ment for bringing back their ammunition
unspent. They worked dreadful destruction
among rural pigsties and chicken runs in
those days.” :

Thurston listened intently, for there was
corking copy in the little author’s account
of his nocturnal excursions in Kew Gardens
—Ilike Charles Dickens’ midnight rambles
in the London streets—and in his unique
explanation of the bombing of nonbelligerent
pigs and chickens.

“I speak of the ordinary nights,” Mr.,
Wembley continued. “But there have been
extraordinary nights when from the dark-
ness of the Gardens at Kew I have seen
such a radiance in the London sky as makes
me think of the pillar of fire by night that
went before the Israelites in the wilderness.
To a person looking toward London from a
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distance, especially from a glade whose
woodsy border forms a screen against any
rays of surface light, this apparition in the
heavens is clearly defined and has the sug-
gestion of being a signal light—a light fixed
somehow in the sky to guide enemy air
craft.”

“Is it a shaft of light?”’ asked Tom, think-
ing of the searchlights he had seen playing
on the clouds.

“It is not,” Mr. Wembley answered. “It
reminds me of certain manifestations of
aurora borealis that I have observed at the
North Cape and in Iceland. I ‘should de-
scribe it as a spot of luminescence, a glare
in a setting of darkness, formless as a nebula
and seeming to have no connection what-
ever with the earth. On three of what I
term the extraordinary nights I have seen
the spot in the sky and have watched it
for an hour at a time. Its second appear-
ance was at the last full moon, and it was
still plain to seé, even in the moonlight. Al-
ways it appears at the same point in the
heavens, as well as I can tell; and always on
those nights the Zeppelins have raided Lon-
don.”

“You saw it last night, sir?”

“For a little while. It was very bright,
and it was higher than the clouds which
afterward shut off my view of it. I did not
need to look at the newspaper this morn-
ing to know that London had been bombed
again.”

“What was the condition of the sky on
the other nights when you saw the light?”

“Clear.” :

“That makes it more mysterious.”

“I get your drift, Mr. Thurston. You
think that if there had been no object—a
fleck of cloud, for instance—for the light to
shine upon there would have been nothing
for me to see. You are thinking that light
itself is invisible, and that all we see when

we say we see light is the object upon which

the light falls.”

“I haven’t read your books ten years for
nothing,” Tom Jlaughed.

“What you have thought occurred also to
me, on the first night, or, rather, the next
day, when I read of the murder of women
and children by the German airmen. T rea-
soned that there is always sufficient vapor
and smoke in the London atmosphere to
show a stream of light cast upward, but in
that case it would be easy to trace the
stream of light downward to its source,

whereas, in this case, as I have told you,
there is total darkness below the spot. There
is no pencil of rays, as there would have
to be if a searchlight were employed.”

“In one of your books—I forget which
one,” said Thurston, “you describe an ex-
periment in which certain invisible rays,
ultra-violet rays, are brought .together in
such a way as to produce on the eye the
impression of white light. You cite the ex-
periment to prove that light is not a form
of energy, as is commonly supposed, but an
emanation of matter; that light, in other
words, is matter flying off into space. I re-
member, now, it was in your radium book
that you told us these things.”

“So it was,” said Mr. Wembley. “Your
mind runs ahead of my story and helps me
to take a short cut to my conclusion, which
is this: That the spot of illumination in the
London sky on the nights of the Zeppelin
raids is produced in some such way as I
described in my radium book, by the cross-
ing in air of two or more streams of invisible
rays directed upward by powerful lenses and
reflectors from points on the earth’s surface
in thé London vicinity. Now let’s build up
our hypothesis. Let’s assume that the spot
of light is five miles above the earth.”

“How can you assume that?” Tom de-
manded.. “It may be three miles, or ten.”

“Not according to my triangulation. If
the light is a signal for the Zeppelins it will
naturally be fixed as nearly as possible above
the heart of London, will it not?”

“YeS.”

“That is Charing Cross. Well, from Kew
Gardens to Charing Cross the distance is six
miles, and the spot in the sky, when viewed
from Kew, appears about forty degrees
above the horizon. Do you follow me?”

“I think I do,” said Tom. “If the spot
were six miles above Charing Cross, and
Charing Cross is six miles from Kew, then
the light would be half a quadrant above the
horizon, or forty-five degrees.”

“That’s it. Let us now assume something
else; let’s assume that the angle at which
the streams of invisible light come together
is a right angle, as it would need to be in
order to insure the maximum of luminosity.
You can then readily calculate, can’t you,
that the sending points are ten miles apart?”

Before Thurston could assent to that self-
evident proposition he had to take pencil
and draw a diagram. “I guess you’re right,”
he said at last.



LIGHTS OUT 11

“Then you must see,” cried Mr. Wemb-
ley, triumphantly, “that if my two assump-
tions are correct as to the elevation of the
light and the angle of the streams of rays,
the sending points will be found somewhere
along the circumference of a circle whose
center is Charing Cross and whose radius
is five miles. That circumference touches
Barnes Common, Chiswick Park, Worm-
wood Scrubbs and Dollis Hill on the west,
Golder’s Green, Muswell Hill and Wanstead
Flats on the north, Hackney Marsh and
Greenwich on the east, and Tooting on the
south—a path some thirty-five miles in
length along which we have to hunt for the
secret power plants from which the local
friends of Germany light the Zeppelins on
their way to town. It seems a hopeless un-
dertaking, you think?”

Tom’s face reflected his doubt. “If we
only had a clew,” said he, “something to
give us a start.”

“That we have,” said Mr. Wembley, and
threw away the dead leaf, having looked at
it steadily through all their talk. “A year
ago I met a man at one of my clubs—the
Flyfishers, I think, or perhaps the Eccentric.
He was a wealthy American of the name of
Krug. On a number of occasions he went
out of his way to be agreeable to me. He
professed to have dabbled in science, and his
knowledge of recent advances in radiology
and catoptrics was indeed more than super-
ficial, as I discerned from a little conversa-
tion with him.”

“What’s catoptrics?” demanded Thurs-
ton.

“The science of the reflection of light,”
patiently Mr. Wembley explained. “He
brought up one day the subject you have
mentioned this morning—the experiment set
forth in my radium book, which is perhaps
the most convincing experiment yet devised
to demonstrate that light is matter. I now
recall that he showed a rather persistent in-
terest in the details of the apparatus used, so
that I gave him a card to Professor Smythe,
at Kensington Institute; but Smythe tells
me the card has never been presented. Soon
after the card episode I ceased to run across
the man Krug, and I have not seen him
since, except one night last week when I
went to attend the annual dinner of the
Royal Botanical Society at the Salisbury.”

“The Salisbury?” Thurston exclaimed.
“That’s my hotel.”

“So Sir Arthur tells me,” said Mr, Wemb-

ley. “That is one reason why I am asking
you to help me. I stopped at the hotel desk
that night to inquire my way to the.banquet
hall, and discovered Mr. Krug beside me,
waiting for the clerk to hand him his mail.
Pleased to see him again, for he had been
almost as complimentary, in our brief
acquaintance, as you have been this morn-
ing, I greeted him. But he looked me in
the eyes and denied that he knew me. ‘You
have made a mistake, I think,’ he said;
but he lied. It was Krug, beyond a doubt,
for I saw that name on the uppermost of
the letters the clerk gave him.”

“You think he is staying at the Salisbury,
then?”

“He got his mail there.
was 340.”

“What does he look like?”

“He is a large man with a stomach; over-
prosperous in appearance, noisy and self-
assertive in his talk, and fond of jewelry.
I once admired a ring that he wore, and
he assured me be had a change of rings
for every day in the week. And now,” said -
Mr. Wembley, “we come to the objective of
all our rambling. I feel that Mr. Krug
ought to be investigated. This morning I
expressed that opinion to Sir Arthur Purdoy,’
and Sir Arthur laughed at me. Like all
Britons of the official class, he lacks imagi-,
nation. He’s a grand good fellow, but he’
has let his vision be circumscribed by the
miscroscopic pettiness of British party poli-
tics. A year ago I told him that the Brit-
ish nation would be fighting not only for
the life of Belgium, but for its own life as
well before the end of the summer, and he
called me a wild ass. If you were an Eng-
lishman you would have read his speech in
the House of Commons last April, one year
ago, in which he described the advocates of
a larger naval program as little better than
profiteers. Well, the war has come, as I
predicted, and still his eyes aren’t open.
Failing to interest him this morning, I de-
clared it my iatention to conduct an investi-
gation of my own; and when I mentioned

His box number

Krug as an American stopping at the Salis-

bury, Sir Arthur thought at once of you and
of some declaration or other you made to
him last night; and he sent for you, and
here we are.”

“I'm proud to be with you in this busi-
ness,” said Tom. “But you don’t know a
lot about me, do you?”

“I know that Sir Arthur’s friend, Mr,
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Price, vouches for you, and that Sir Arthur
vouches for Price, so what more do I need
to know?”

“Secret-service work is a little out of my
line,” said Thurston; “but if you think I can
help you, I'm your man. You want Krug
shadowed, I suppose. Is that about all?”

“That’s about all. Living there in the
hotel, you can easily find out what there
is to learn about the man; and if there seems
to be any basis for my suspicions, we can
then take them to the police—a course at
which I hesitate now, for, you see, I know
the English police as well as I know Sir
Arthur Purdoy.”

“There’s one question,” said Tom. “If
the mysterious spot in the sky has been as
distinct as you say, then it must have been
observed by other people than you.”

“So it has been,” said Mr. Wembley. “A
day or two after the first manifestation oc-
curred, a letter was printed in the London
Mail from a person who signs himself ‘H.
Hatfield’ and gives his address as Number
25, Hermitage Road, Finsbury. In his let-
ter in the newspaper Mr. Hatfield describes
the phenomenon that I saw. Here is the
clipping for you to read at your leisure.
You will note that the sky spot, as he viewed
it from Finsbury, appeared in the “south-
southwest. - This fact has helped me in locat-
ing it over Charing Cross, since Finsbury is
in the northern part of London and a little
to the east of the Charing Cross meredian.”

“Are you and Mr. Hatfield the only per—
sons who have seen the light?”

“We are, so far as I know,” answered Mr.
Wembley, rising. “It may pay you to go to
see him. "Now I shall leave you to your
own devices. Being an American, you are
resourceful. I’'m sure.”

“And you, sir, being an Englishman, are a
jollier,” Tom laughed, detecting a twinkle in
Mr. Wembley’s eyes and remembering the
“Until Something ’Appens” joke.

“I hope,” said the other, in conclusion,
“that you will have interesting things to
report to-morrow evening at Fabian Villa,
Kew Lane, where I shall expect you to take
tea with me.”

CHAPTER 1V.
MR. BROMPTON.

On the upper deck of a motor bus Thurs-

ton rode into the maze of North London un-

to the Finsbury district. This was a dif-
ferent London from the London of parks,

palaces and clubs, of stately bridges and
historic monuments. Here the house-build-
ing speculators had done their worst, cov-
ering league after league with monotcnous
rows of brick dwellings for the sheltering of
millions of the capital’s toilers. Here al-
most every street was like almost any other
street within a mile. But Hermitage Road,
where Tom descended, had two features to
distinguish it from its neighbors. Its houses
were detached one from another, and be-
fore each house was a little high-walled gar-
den, the walls built of brick and surmounted
with broken bottles set in mortar.

Such a wall had Number 25, and upon
the wall beside the gate was a sign of
painted tin that read:

H. HATFIELD,
MANTUA MAKER.

Giving the gate bell a.pull, Thurston
waited until, through the lattice that formed
the upper half of the gate, he saw the house
door open and a tall and angular woman de-
scend the steps.

“Well, sir?” said she, opening- the gate.

“Is Mr. Hatfield at home?” Tom asked.

“There is no Mr. Hatfield,” the woman
answered; sharply.

“I'm sorry, ma’am,” said Tom, sympa-
thetically. “I didn’t know——"

“Oh, there’s no occasion for condolences,”
the woman interrupted. “Mr. Hatfield
hasn’t died. There never was a Mr. Hat-
field—not in this house, anyhow. If you are
looking for a person named H. Hatfield, I
am that person.” :

“T see,” said Tom. “I’ve thought all along
that you were a man. Allow me to beg your
pardon.”

“Pardon’s granted,” said the woman.
“What is your business, please?”

On the bus trip north through Camden-
town Thurston had read the Meail clipping
which Mr. Wembley had given him. It was
addressed to the editors and ran as follows:

Sirs: Last night, about eleven o’clock, while
I was crossing Finsbury Park, my attention was
attracted to a remarkable spectacle in the heav-
ens, which at first I took to be a display of
northern lights, despite the paradoxical fact
that the auroral exhibition was in the
SOUTH!!!

In the direction of Westminster from where
I stood, and high in air above darkened Lon-
don, appeared what I can perhaps best describe
as a rosy glow, a kind of floating veil of light,
much brighter than a comet’s tail, yet suggest-



LIGHTS oUT 13

ing that phenomenon, inasmuch as the stars were
visible through it.

It could not have been the reflection of earth
lights on a passing cloud, for the cloud did not
pass, and, besides, the mght was quite clear.

To-day as I read in the Mail of the visit of
the Prussian aviators, I incline to suspect that
the resourceful enemy has found a way to set at
naught our vaunted lights-out regulation. I
beg to suggest that, if this is the case, it
demonstrates the utter helplessness of a govern-
ment conducted by mere men. Let the women
of England have a voice in public affairs and see
if the Germans will prevail over us in our very
midst as they now so impudently do. The fe-
male of the species is more deadly than the male,
Yours, H. HATFIELD.

25 Hermitage Road, Finsbury.

Challenged by Miss Hatfield, Thurston
stated his errand briefly. He had come to
inquire whether the writer of the letter in
the newspaper could give him further in-
formation regarding the apparition in the
sky. Miss Hatfield could not. She was in-
terested much less in sky glows for Germans
than in votes for women. It was rather as
a suffragist than as an Englishwoman that
she had written the letter. Was Mr. Thurs-
ton a suffragist?

“In the United States, where I come
from,” Tom replied, “many of the women
vote.”

Then Miss H. Hatfield softened. Bid-
ding the stranger enter, she sat down with
him on the house steps and talked to him of
the rights of women untll a half hour had
passed.

“But about the light in the sky,” she said,
at last, “I can tell you no more than I wrote
in the Mail. 1 was returning home from a
business meeting of our Finsbury Suffrage
executive committee when I saw the queer
sight. I watched it for ten minutes or more,
then I came on home.”

“Do you know of any one else who saw
the light?”

“There were two men who stood near te
in the park,” she answered. “I remember
hearing them laugh together, and I thought
at first they were laughing at me. Perhaps
that is why I didn’t watch longer.”

“You don’t know who they are, do you?”

“Indeed I do. They live at Number 20,
just opposite. But I shouldn’t go there if
I were you.” S

“Why not?”

“It is not for me to slander my neighbors
and go to prison,” Miss Hatfield replied.
“But there are stories. There’s bound to be
talk when people keep themselves behind

locked doors and refuse to speak to the other
people in the street when they meet thm,
And when people have explosions in their
house in the dead of night and fill the air
with dreadful smells when honest folk are
asleep, I’m sure it’s only human nature for
tongues to wag.”

“I'm sure of .that, too,” Tom agreed.
“Tell me the name of the family at Num-
ber 20.” :

“The old gentleman’s name is Brompton.
I call him a gentleman because he does
seem, indeed, to be a very nice old crea-
ture. The names of the other people I
don’t know.”

“Was Mr. Brompton one of the men who
watched the light with you in the park?”

“Yes, he and a younger man.”

“In spite of your friendly warning,” said
Tom, “I think I'll go across the street and
pay a call at Number_20.”

“Please yourself, of course,” said Miss
Hatfield. “But don’t tell them you came
from me.”

Like all the other residences in Hermitage
Road, Number 20 had a Ilattice gate.
Through the gate Thurston could see the
house. It was of red brick, three stories in
height, well kept and respectable in look.
The grass along the path that led to the
door was neatly clipped, and an apple tree
in bloom canopied the yard and dropped
its pink-and-white petals upon a trim young
woman who sat on a rustic bench. Her
hand held a pencil, her lap supported a
notebook, and her eyes rested upon an
elderly man in a rustic chair before her.

Thurston, with his hand on the bell pull
at the side of the gate, stared through the

- lattice and stared again, for the girl before

his eyes was certainly the stenographer
whom he had seen and heard in the type-
writer office in Cornhill. He recalled her
words to the manager on that occasion: “If
you could see him, sir; if you could see
his face with the bandages off, you would
almost wish, for his sake, that he didn’t
have to get well.” He remembered, too, the
fear in her voice when she told of some-
thing wrong, something degrading .in the
place where she was employed. “There is
a man, and he—I shouldn’t stay there, sir.”
Not much of an accusation, but enough for
a person of Tom’s imagination.

More than once since that day in Corn-
bill he had thought of the girl and her brave
battle for bread. He remembered how
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proud yet helpless she looked as she said,
“It isn’t right for a girl to be out so late
in London now, with the streets so dark.
My people at home talk about me and make
it very hard.” Now he found her under a
blossoming apple tree, serving a respectable-
looking, benevolent-looking elderly gentle-
man as a secretary. >

As he looked at her, the girl raised her
eyes and, seeing the stranger at the gate,
spoke a word to the elderly gentleman, who
rose and came toward Tom, limping some-
what and aiding his movements with a
heavy cane. The man was tall in stature
and spare of limb, his face was smooth-
shaven and scholarly, and a shaggy mane of
iron-gray hair enhanced the distinction of
his appearance Tom felt sure that this was
the “very nice old creature” described to
him by Miss Hatfield.

“Well, sir?” asked the old gentleman
through the lattice.

“Are you Mr. Brompton?”

“I am.))

“My name is Thurston. I understand
that you witnessed a strange light in the sky
one night about a month ago, and I have
called to see whether you will talk to me
about it.”

Mr. Brompton squinted through the lat-
tice and studied Tom’s face shrewdly.

“How do you happen to know, young
man, that I saw the light in the sky?”

“One of your neighbors saw you looklng
at it

“In that case, I suppose I shall have to
plead guilty,” said the old gentleman gocd-
naturedly. He opened the gate with a
heavy key. “Won’t you step inside?”

Tom followed him to the apple tree. The
stenographer rose and stood awaiting in-
structions from her employer.

“You may go into the house and work
on our last chapter, my dear,” Mr. Bromp-
ton told her. Tom’s eyes remained upon
her until the house door shut her from his
sight. She was the prettiest girl he had
seen in England, not excepting the princess
of the Salisbury breakfast room. When he

saw her first at the typewriter agency in.

Cornhill he thought her the prettiest, and
the interval of two weeks had verified his

opinion. Most of the girls in the streets of’

London did not dress attractively, and they
wore oversize shoes. This girl had eyes and
cheeks, and an air and a way of carrying
herself; and there was the neatness of a

new pin about her, from the tight coil of
dark hair at the back of her head to the
shining tips of her properly small “boots. .

Noting the young man’s undisguised in-
terest, Mr. Brompton explained.

“That is my secretary, Miss Ashby. She
is almost a daughter to me. If you care to
know, I am a retired bookseller, and I am
spending a year on the downhill side of my
life in the pleasant occupation of writing my
autobiography. I shall call it “The Memoirs
of a Bookman.” Very few persons will care
to read it, I know; but it gives me a mild

'sort of happiness to talk my life over again

to Miss Ashby for an hour or two a day,

.since I thus renew the friendships I have

enjoyed with some of the great people of
the earth. In these April days we do our
work out here; it is warmer than indoors.”

“How long,” Thurston asked, “have you
and Miss Ashby been at work on your
memoirs?”’ .

“How long? Let me see. This is April.
We began on New Year’s Day.”

So this was the employer of whom the girl
had spoken the words that had sunk into
Tom’s heart. ‘“There is a man, and he—I
shouldn’t stay there, sir.” Tom began to dis-
like Mr. Brompton exceedingly, but the ob-
ject of his~growing animosity chattered on
about himself with so agreeable a flow of
talk and such an air of bookish cultivation
that Tom’s mistrust soon’went to sleep.

“Perhaps you know my bookstall in High
Holborn, sir? I still own it, though I sel-
dom go near the place any more.” He
tapped his left foot gently with his cane.

“Rheumatism?”

“Gout. Plain, old-fashioned gout, such as
all the earls used to have in the novels, be-
fore our literature became so confoundedly
full of golf and hockey and motormg Gout,
sir. It keeps me close at home! You are an
American, aren’t you? I thought so. In
my day I had many Americans among my
customers; the Galts, the Drexmores, the
Perquins—I’ve supplied libraries to all of
them.”

“Do you happen to know a weaxthy
American named Krug?”

“Krug? The name seems familiar.
lieve I once knew such a man.
little chap with poor eyesight?”

“Not the same,” said Tom, and changed
the subject. “You know most of the Eng-
lish writers, no doubt?”

“Know them all, sir, know them all, but

I be-
Is he a shy
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the old-timers best. Meredith, Huxley, Dar-
win, Tennyson, all were friends of mine.
Robert Louis Stevenson used to drop in at
my shop.”

“You knew R. L. S.?”

“Indeed I did. In the years when he
and his father weren’t on speaking terms I
gave him shelter many a cold day. He
showed me his ‘Suicide Club’ in manuscript,
poor chap, and I advised him where to place
it

“Do you know Mr. Herbert Wembley?”

“The scientific novelist? Only by sight,”
Mr. Brompton replied. “Mr. Wembley is
too modern for a man in my trade. Much
too modern. In fact, he is so far ahead of
the times that I wonder he interests any-
body. No one ever calls for his books at
my shop. But you did not come here to talk
of books and authors, did you?”

“No,” said Tom; “I came to talk about
lights in the sky. The reason I mention
Mr. Wembley is that he has seen the lights
and has asked me to help him investigate
them.”

“Mr. Wembley has seen them?”’ .

“On three occasions.”

“Well, well! Now he will have some
new insanity to write about, won’t he? May
I ask what Mr. Wembley thinks of the
lights?”

“He thinks they are signals for the Zep-
pelin raiders.”

Mr. Brompton leaned back in his rustic
chair and laughed.

“The theory is not so ludicrous,” said
Tom, nettled at Mr. Brompton’s scorn of
the noted English author, “when you stop
to think that on each of the three nights
when the light has appeared in the sky,
London has been bombed. How do you ex-
plain that?” :

“Coincidence, purely,” said Mr. Bromp-
ton. “Hot-heads in England like Mr,
Wembley are too quick in accepting the
German notion that the Germans are super-
men. The Germans are nothing of the sort;
they are common human folk like the rest
of us. To produce a signal light in the sky
for the Zeppelins—I mean by that, such a
peculiar light as I saw—would be a super-
natural act. It can’t be done by them or
by anybody else.”

“What was there peculiar about the light
that you saw?”

The old gentleman shot a quick scowl at

his questioner. Perhaps his gouty foot had
given him a twinge of pain.

“Well,” said he, “there was no visible
connection between the light and the earth,
I suppose that’s what I mean. It was merely
a glow up there, like a nebula. But don’t
ask me to talk science,” he added, turning
his scowl into a smile. “I’'m only a book
lover and a sentimentalist, you know.”

“You think such a light can’t be produced
by },J’uman power,” said Thurston. “But it
can.

“I wish you would tell me how.”

“You would know how if you had fol-
lowed Mr. Wembley’s stories,” said Tom.
“Some years ago, before the war crowded
radium out of the newspapers and the maga-
zines, Mr. Wembley published a novel in
which he described a laboratory experiment
in the ultra-violet rays of the spectrum. He
tells me that the experiment, if engineered
on a large scale, could produce the sky
illumination that you and he have seen.”

“This is interesting, indeed,” said Mr,
Brompton. “You don’t suppose that Mr,
Wembley himself may be throwing those
lights on the sky, do you?”

“Certainly not; but I can tell you this,
that he was sought out, a year ago, by a
certain wealthy foreigner, a dabbler in sci-
ence, and questioned about the experiment,
the necessary apparatus, and so on; more
than that, the man is still in London, and
he now behaves unaccountably toward Mr.
Wembley and pretends not to know him.
So, you see, Mr. Wembley’s theory may not
be so ridiculous, after all.”

“Apparently not,” responded Mr. Bromp-
ton, opening his eyes wide. “May I ask you
the foreigner’s name?”

“His name is not important,” Tom re-
plied. “I have told you this much merely
to convince you that you ought to have Mr,
Wembley on your bookshelves.”

Mr. Brompton admitted cheerfully that
his education might have been neglected,
and promised to order Mr. Wembley’s ra-
rium book at once.

“Suppose I should see the light -again,”
said he, as Tom rose to go. “Where can
I get in touch with you?”

Thurston opened his pocketbook, found
one of his cards and scribbled, “Hotel Salis-
bury, Strand,” under the name.

A pleasant fellow, after all, was Mr.
Brompton, although Tom would have liked
to interview the pretty secretary before ac-
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cepting that estimate of the man as final.
Through the lattice gate he looked back at
the house, scanning every window from base-
ment up to eaves; but the only face he saw
was the forbidding visage of a slatternly
woman, possibly a servant, on the second
floor.

Thinking of the pretty stenographer, Tom
boarded the wrong bus in Green Lanes and
discovered the fact an hour later.

“Where the deuce does this jitney run

to?” he asked the conductor.
. “This wot? Padd’n’ton Station. Where
do you want to go? Charing Cross, is it?
’Op hoff when I tells you and take a Num-
ber ’'Leven.”

He was a friendly conducter, so Tom was
emboldened to remark to him upon the large
number of crippled soldiers in the streets.

“Yes, the poor blighters!” said the fare
man. “They picked the hinfantry, they did.
Me for the hartillery. ’Cos why? ’Cos
when you get it you get it quick, and hall
hover but a letter ’ome saying wot a fine
chap you were. I’ll be a ’listed man to-mor-
rer night, sir.”

“Good for you,” said Tom.

“Bad for me, you mean. But wot helse
you goin’ to do when they tells you there’l]
be a lady in your job to-morrer?”

At the proper point Tom hopped off and
found himself in front of a nice old church
in Marylebone. A little crowd of people
hung about the church and another crowd
loitered beside the park wall opposite. A
policeman in the street had his hands full in
keeping the crowd off the church steps.

“What’s going on inside?” Thurston
asked. “A wedding?”

“A wedding!” There are no words in
the English language to express the police-
man’s honest scorn. “’E arsks is.it a wed-
ding!”’

“Well, then, what? Spill it to me so I
can enjoy the fun along with the rest of the
audience.”

“It’s the bloody Zeppeleen pirates, them
that came to town last night,” the officer ex-
plained, perceiving that the stranger was in
earnest. “They’re a-givin’ of ’em a decent
Christian funeral service. Hi suppose the
blessed little choir boys is a-singin’ the Ger-
man ‘ymn of ’ate hover their blarsted re-
mains now, hout o’ politeness. My Gord!”

The bluecoat was too full of righteous
disgust for further utterance. Respect for
the dead, in his not very humble opinion,

could be carried entirely too far. Chuck the
bloody ’Uns in a sewer, that’s wot ’e'd ’a’
done with ’em.

Thurston mingled with the onlookers and
watched the proceedings. From the interior
of the church came the music of an organ
and the sound of a voice singing. It was
not the German hymn of hate that was
sung; it was Barnby’s sweetest, saddest an-
them, “For all the Saints Who From Their
Labors Rest.” Through tRe eight plaintive,
beautiful stanzas, with their “Alleluia” re-
frain, Thurston listened spellbound.

“The golden evening brightens in the west;
Soon, soon to faithful warriors comes their
rest;
Sweet is the calm of Paradise the blest.
Alleluia! Alleluia!”

If there was unconscious humor in the
singing of that song on such an occasion,
Tom was in no mood to perceive it. His
mind was filled with awe of a nation that
could show such solemn and sincere respect
to the charred bodies of its murderous ene-
mies.

The music ceased. The crowd around the
steps stirred a little, and out from the portal
came a procession of black coffins carefully
borne on the shoulders of pallbearers. In

silence the crowd watched the hearses drive
- away.

But Tom had no eyes for hearses or crowd
just then. His eyes were fixed upon a richly
dressed young woman with yellow hair who
had followed the caskeéts out of the church.
It was the princess of the Salisbury, and she
wore below her throat a cluster of bright
blue cornflowers.

She passed him without seeing -him, In-
deed, she walked as if seeing nothing—as if
she had been asleep.

Long after her taxicab had disappeared,
Tom stood staring.

CHAPTER V.
MR. KRUG.

To enter the Hotel Salisbury the visitor
passes from the Strand through an archway
into a quiet courtyard, at the farther end
of which are the hotel offices. On Thurs-
ton’s return from Finsbury he discovered
that the courtyard wore a sunnier look than
when he had left in the morning, the cause
of this new effect being tall spikes of bright
yellow flowers in a score of window boxes
which a florist had installed in his absence.
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“The flowers in the window bozxes out-
side,” he said to the clerk at the desk; “can
you tell me what they are?”

The clerk could not, but he would find
out for the gentleman. He tapped a bell,
spoke in French to a messenger, the mes-
senger went in search of the manager, and
word came back that the yellow blooms in
the courtyard were genesta.

“Planta genesta—Plantagenet,” thought
Tom. “Wasn’t that the national flower of
England once upon a time? You’d think
an English hotel clerk would know it.” He
turned to the man behind the desk. “Speak-
ing of flowers, do you happen to know the
national flower of Germany?”

“Cornflower,” instantly replied the clerk.

He reminded Thurston of some one—the
head waiter in the breakfast room, perhaps.
Both men were stout, swarthy of complexion,
unctuous of skin and manner, and both had
the kind of eyes that can see everything or
nothing, at their owner’s convenience.

The clerk hung obsequiously near; his
manner invited further requests for informa-
tion, though his eyes were mildly impudent.
Perhaps the inquisitive American would like
to know something about the botany of the
Fiji Islands.

“Is there a guest here named Krug?”

“Krug? Let me see.” The clerk turned
to his roster and ran a fat forefinger down
the list. “Krug? VYes, sir.” He put his
hand into pigeonhole 340 in the key rack.
“Mr. Krug is about the place now. Would
you like him paged?”

“Don’t bother,” Tom answered. “What
does he look like?”

The clerk hesitated, and in that moment
an interruption walked up to the desk in
the person of a dowager who wished to com-
plain of the gas grate in her bathroom.
Abandoning the clerk to his fate, Tom saun-
tered through the parlors looking for a stout
and prosperous American with a noisy voice
and a passion for jewelry; looking also for
the yellow-haired princess who had worn
cornflowers at the funeral of the Zeppelin
pirates.

Numbers of women were taking tea with
army officers in one of the parlors, and two
or three solitary women were dreaming over
their cigarettes, but the princess was not
among them. The reading room was de-
serted; there Thurston sat down near a win-
dow through which he could look out upon
the Ir\nuddy little Thames beyond.

2AP ,

A barge worked its way up the river with
the tide, steered by a man with a sweep
oar. Watching its leisurely progress, Tom
failed to see a little pantomime in the door-
way behind him. Just outside the portiéres
stood two men. One of them was the desk
clerk, and he pointed toward Tom. The
other was the man who had damned the
President of the United States so heartily be-
fore the fireplace in that room earlier in the
day. He answered Mr. Herbert Wembley’s
description of Mr. Krug in every detail, ex-
cept that at the moment he had throttled his
obstreperous voice down to a husky whisper.

“When did he ask you about me?”

“Five minutes ago.”

“Who the devil is he?”

“His name is Thurston. He arrived from
America last month.”

“If he asks about me again, point me out
to him. Understand?”

“Yes, sir.” :

The whispering pair withdrew from the
doorway, the barge drifted upstream out of
sight, and Tom still sat at the window, plan-
ning his next move in the assignment Mr.
Wembley had given him. The best way to
learn about Mr. Krug, the American way,
was the direct way. He would scrape an
acquaintance with the unsuspecting Mr,
Krug at the first opportunity. It would not
take ten minutes to discover whether or not
Mr., Krug was what he advertised himself
to be.

He rose and resumed his search. Passing
the hotel desk, he heard his own name
spoken.

“Mr. Thurston,” said the clerk, “you were
asking for Mr. Krug. He is the gentleman
look’ing at the Blue Book at the table yon-
der.” .
Tom saw the man he sought, recognizing
him at once as his opponent in the reading-
room debate of the morning. Mr. Krug
looked up in surprise upon being addressed.

“Sure I remember you,” he growled.
“You’re the young devil who goes around
London whitewashing the Wilson adminis-
tration. If you want to borrow money, ap-
ply at the American embassy, Grosvenor
Gardens.”

Tom swallowed the insult with a good-
natured grin. Mr. Krug grinned, himself,
and his bluff manner moderated.

“What you do6ing in London?”

“Looking for stories.”

“You find plenty of stuff, don’t you?”
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“Plenty. There’s copy everywhere—
reams of it. You’re here on business, I sup-
pose?”’

“No, damn it, I’'m not. I wish I was.
I belong to the idle rich, and loafing don’t
agree with me. If I was back home in
America I'd be making munitions; but Mrs.
Krug and the girls won’t live anywhere but
here.” ‘

“It isn’t a particularly safe place to keep
a family, is it? There was the Zeppelin raid
last night, for instance. You saw the wind-
up of that, I presume?”

“I had no such luck,” Mr. Krug answered.
“T was home in Richmond, asleep in my bed.
The first I heard of it was when I turned
out early this morning to putter around my
flower garden. The hired man told me
about it, and I hustled into town to see what
there was left to see. But the damned news-
papers don’t even tell where the bombs
struck. Who’s your banker?”

“Brown-Shipley.”

“T’ll look you up,” Mr. Krug declared,
in his abrupt though not ill-natured way.
“If you’re all right I’ll have the girls invite
you out to the house. We have to be care-
ful about the people we take in. Lots of
American crooks here, you know. Play ten-
nis?”’

Again Tom’s sense of humor was equal to
the strain. “Yes, I play tennis,” he said.

“Good,” said Mr. Krug. “You'll hear
from me in a day or two.”

He resumed his study of the Blue Book in
his hand, but Tom was not to be dismissed
without putting in one further question.

“Are you acquainted with Mr. Herbert
Wembley, the author?”

The Blue Book fell face down ‘on the
table. Mr. Krug recovered it with an im-
patient clutch.

“To my regret, I am,” he answered. “I
say that because I believe the man’s a luna-
tic. I have to cut him when I meet him.”

“What’s wrong with him, if I may ask?”

“Bughouse. Plain nut! Anarchist and
all that. Wants to turn everything upside
down and make the world over. Do you
know him?”

“I’'ve met him.”

“Then watch your step.”

So saying, Mr. Krug returned so- point-
edly to looking up society names in the book
that Tom had nothing to do but to withdraw

- as gracefully as he could.

A forceful person Mr. Krug seemed to be,
and accustomed to having his own way in
the world. He lived in a house in Rich-
mond; he had no business to keep him in
London, and he disliked Mr. Herbert Wemb-
ley. Thus Tom checked up the information
he had gained.

The princess remained invisible to Thurs-
ton that evening, though he looked for her
at dinner and afterward. But she occupied
his thoughts as he sat down in his bedroom
late at night to try again to write an ac-
count of the Zeppelin raid as he had seen it.

About midnight his curiosity, which was
quite as human as it was professional, was
suddenly keyed up to high tension by new
sounds that came through the wall. There
were men in the princess’ room—two of
them. He could hear the bass grumble of
their voices, punctuated now and then with
the soprano tones of the princess. It got
on his nerves at last; it increased the mys-
tery surrounding the princess; furthermore,
the princess was too frail and dainty a doll
of a thing to be visited by gruff-voiced men
at midnight.

Tom slipped his overcoat on, went out
into the Strand and walked east as far as
the Law Courts and back again to relieve his
feelings. As he turned in under the arch-
way a tall man passed him, walking vigor-
ously away from the hotel and swinging a
heavy cane. Tom whirled about and fol-
lowed the man down the Strand to Charing
Cross. There the man waited for a bus,
and Tom drew near enough to see that his
surmise in the dim light of the courtyard had
been correct, for the man was Mr. Brompton
of Finsbury.

“Queer,” thought Tom, “how soon the old
chap has gotten well from the gout. He’s a
regular Eddie Weston to-night.”

At the hotel desk another surprise awaited
him, for the night clerk hailed him as he
passed.

“A letter just came for you, sir.”

Tom looked at the writing on the en-
velope. Unfamiliar writing it was, and in
a woman’s hand. There was neither stamp
nor postmark, and it was addressed to
“Thomas T. Thurston, Esquire, Hotel Salis-
bury, Strand.” -

In his room Tom opened the letter and
read:

Sir: I wish to warn you that it is quite un-
safe for you to have any dealings with Mr.
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Brompton. Pleace do not visit Hermitage Road
again, and please, if you value this warning, say
nothing to any one about it. SINCERE.
To Thos. T. Thurston, Esq.,
Hotel Sahsbury, The Strand.

“Why the dickens,” thought Tom, “should
Brompton warn me against himself?”

That the retired bookseller had delivered
the letter in person was as clear to Tom as
daylight. Hadn’t he seen the man hastily
leaving the hotel? Hadn’t the. clerk re-
ported that the letter had just arrived?
There was a stronger bit of circumstantial
evidence still. On arriving at the hotel
Thurston had registered as “Thomas Thurs-
ton,” neglecting to set down the initial let-
ter of his middle name. No one in London
except Mr. Brompton knew that he had a
middle initial in his name, for the callmg
card which he had handed to Brompton in
Finsbury was the only card he had taken
out of his pocketbook since reaching Eng-
land. This letter was addressed, both out-
side and inside, to “Thomas T. Thurston.”

It was a clear enough case except for the
fact that the handwriting of the letter was
certainly not a man’s. Mr. Brompton em-
ployed a girl for a secretary; but would he
be likely to dictate to a secretary such a let-
ter as this?

Tom stepped to the phone on his bedroom
wall.

“This is Thurston—Room 83. You
handed me a letter a minute ago. What sort
of a person brought it in?”

“A small boy brought it, sir,”” the clerk
replied.

Long after the last taxicabs had ceased
their “pip-pipping” in the streets outside,
Thurston’s mind was busy trying to fit to-
gether the pieces of this picture puzzle in
real life that had been thrust into his hands
that day; Mr. Wembley’s account of the
lights in the sky; Mr. Brompton, under the
apple tree, dictating his memoirs to the
pretty stenographer who was afraid of her
employer; the glimpse he had had of the
princess at Marylebone; the sounds in her
room last night and this; the sight of Mr.
Brompton enjoying the use of both of his
feet; and, last of all, the anonymous note
delivered at the hotel by the small boy.

There were no more sounds of talking in
the princess’ room. But it was not of the
princess that Tom thought; it was of a trim
young woman secretary with apple petals in
her dark hair. Certainly the note of warn-

»

ing had been written by a woman, and by
one who felt friendly toward him.

He might have gone to sleep in a flattered
and contented frame of mind if he had not
suddenly recollected Miss H. Hatfield, man-
tua maker and suffragist. Perhaps, after all,
the note had come from her. It took him
half an hour of painful thinking to remind
himself that Miss Hatfield knew neither his
middle initial nor his address.

CHAPTER VI.
THE KNIGHT.

There are always two ways of looking at
an event; and the event in which Thurston
and the princess figured as the chief charac-
ters on the following morning must be con-
sidered from two points of view in order to
be understood.

Considered from Tom’s point of view, it
happened thus. Having risen, he dressed
and shaved with unusual care, for he was to
take tea that day with Mr. Herbert Wemb-
ley, the greatest exponent of the new school
of English authorship. Descending in the
elevator, he passed through the hotel par-
lors, treading luxuriously on the soft, rich
carpets. Before a mirror on the stairs lead-
ing down to the breakfast room he paused to
inspect his tie; then he continued downward.
At the foot of the staircase he heard the half-
repressed scream of a woman in distress,
and, stepping hastily forward, he came upon
a sight that caused him to grow instantly
hot under the collar.

Outside the breakfast-room door stood
the yellow-haired young woman he had come
to call the princess. That it was she who
had screamed appeared probable, for the
only other woman in sight was the hat-check
girl behind her counter, who did not look
to be of the screaming kind; indeed, she now
regarded the scene before her with a smile
of scornful amusement. But the princess
was not amused. She was angry and storm-
ing, and the head waiter, the object of her
wrath, bowed smirking and insolent before
the words that assailed him from her lips.

“You coward! You brute!” cried the
princess, and clutched at the shelves of the
hatstand for support. The waiter shot a
question at her in French, to which she re-
plied, “No! no! no! It’s a lie. Oh, dear!
I ? She put a hand over her eyes
as if to shut out a hateful sight. At the
same moment her other hand loosened its
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grip on the hatstand and she certainly
would have fallen if Thurston had not
caught her in his arms. They were muscular
arms and held their burden lightly as he
turned upon the grinning waiter.

“What’s all this?” he demanded.

“Ask mademoiselle,” answered the waiter,
and walked away shrugging his stout shoul-
ders. :

Tom appealed to the hat-check ~girl.
“What’s the matter?”

“I know nussing,” the young woman re-
plied. “I see nussing. Perhaps mademoi-
selle vill tell you.” So maliciously she leered
that Tom turned away from her in disgust.

“Mademoiselle,” he called to the drooping
creature in his arms. ‘“Mademoiselle, come,
wake up! Tell me what’s wrong. Has that
confounded waiter insulted you? Say the
word and I’ll mop him up.”

Slowly the princess opened her eyes.

“Oh!” Swiftly she freed herself from his
quite respectful embrace. “Oh! Thank
you, sir, but—but it’s all right now. I
shouldn’t have cried out.”

“Listen, miss,” said Tom. “You didn’t
have any dinner last night, did you? I
know that, because I watched for you and
you didn’t show up. Honest, now, aren’t
you hungry?”

Slowly she bowed her head, and Tom
thought she blushed.

“Come along,” said he. “You don’t know
me, but let’s have breakfast together, any-
how. I'm as lonesome here in London as a
Quaker in Germany, and I’ll be tickled half
to death if you will let me sit across a table
from you and look at you. A cup of coffee,
now, and a Spanish omelet—what do you
Say?”

“Sir,” she replied, looking him in the eyes,
“T cannot refuse your offer. I believe you
are a gentleman.”

“Try me,” said Tom. She took his arm.

For the young man the half hour that fol-
lowed was a bright one. When viewed at
close range across the tablecloth the princess
came up to his first impression of her—
even exceeded it. Her skin made him think
of peaches and cream. Her eyes were soft
and full of light, shyly hidden from his sight
at times, banteringly bold at others. She
handled her knife and fork with the skill of
a society woman. All in all, Tom felt not
a little proud of himself and glad to be gazed
at by the other breakfasters. It is to any
man’s credit to take breakfast with a charm-

ing young woman. As for any sign of unre-
finement in her, he might as well have looked
for a flaw in Queen Mary’s favorite crown
jewel.

The head waiter had disappeared, for
which Tom was thankful. The other serv-
ants behaved as attentively as if he and his
companion had just come over from Pitts-
burgh. To add to his sense of satisfaction
was the fact that the princess ate heartily,
accepting a second helping of the omelet
without demur. His guess that she had gone
without food the evening before was close
to the truth.

So Tom and the early bird breakfasted to-
gether innocently and happily, the observed
of all the breakfasters. Among others who
observed them was the stout and bejeweled
Mr. Krug, who seemed to have broken his
fast previously that morning, for he merely
entered the room, looked around until his
eyes rested upon Tom and mademoiselle,
and withdrew, his place in the doorway
being taken a moment thereafter by a brisk
little man in a rusty mackintosh, who
spotted Tom and Tom’s lady friend at once
and remained near the door, never removing
his eyes from them.

In great contentment Tom signed the

‘check for the breakfasts and escorted the

princess out of the room, past the little man
in the rusty mackintosh and up the stairs to
the first parlor, where they sat down téte-
a-téte in a conversation chair, with an ash
tray on a stand convenient to the young
woman’s hand.

“Now,” spoke Tom, “if I have satisfied
you that I am a nice young man, let me help
you further. You'’re in trouble, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” she answered, dropping a burned
match in the tray and feeling at her belt for
her handkerchief.

“I hoped and expected to keep this,” said
Tom, holding up a bit of lace and linen, “but
if you need it, here it is.”

“Thank you,” she said, and applied the
recaptured kerchief to her eyes.

“You are in trouble,” he said again.

“Very deep trouble,” she answered. “But
how can I ask you to help me? What right
have I?”

“You have the right of any woman,” Tom
answered. “As for your asking me to help
you, it’s the other way around; I'm asking
you to let me help you.”

“You are as gallant as a knight,” she told
him, smiling once more. “I shall not ask
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for your help, but I shall tell you my story
and ask for your advice. There can be
nothing indecorous in-that, can there?”

“Certainly not. Please go to it—I mean,
begin.”

She sat silent for a minute. At the top
of the breakfast-room stairs stood the stout
Mr. Krug, talking with the brisk little man
in the rusty mackintosh. They both were
looking into the parlor. Tom, whose back
was toward them, did not see them, nor did
the princess, who had begun her story.

“It will not be a complete story,” said the
princess, after a preliminary pull at her ciga-
rette, which had been made in the Far East
and was very fragrant, “It will be merely
an outline, a sketch. I shall not have time
for more, because every minute I spend with
you increases your danger.”

“My danger!” :

“You will understand in a moment what I
mean. To begin, sir, my father’s name
would be familiar to your ears if I should
breathe it to you. But discretion requires
me to speak of him at this time simply as
‘the count.” For you know, sir, you are a
stranger to me—yet.”

“Yet!” thought Tom.

“In all Europe, sir, no man was held in
greater respect than my father, the count.
Trusted by his king, loved by his people, a
man of probity, justice and kindness, a man
whose life was devoted to the great-hearted
service of our happy, hopeful little nation—
such was my father until the dreadful day
in August of last year when the Prussian
government sought to lure us into a plot
against our neighbors and, failing in that
base effort, swept across our frontiers in
overwhelming hordes to, crush our land un-
der the iron heel of war.”

“Then you are a Belgian,” said Tom, his
sympathy shining from his eyes. “I've
thought so, all along. But here in England
you are-among friends, child.”

“Ah, these English! They are so good to
my people. They have opened their doors
to half a million of us. But, as I shall
make clear to you in a moment, there are
reasons of state which bar me from sharing
that hospitality so generously given. You
have heard, no doubt, of a certain volume of
state papers which my government, in its
flight to Havre, left behind at the book-
binder’s in Brussels. It was in that forgot-
ten volume, if you remember, that the Ger-
mans believed, or pretended to believe, they

had discovered a conspiracy on the part of
Great Britain, France and Belgium to at-
tack Germany. With what ingenuity they
twisted the meaning of those discovered
documents to fool and inflame their own
people you are doubtless familiar; and you
know that it is only necessary to supply the
omissions in the German translations in or-
der to prove that the papers were totally
academic and harmless.”

“I have read something to that effect,”
Tom admitted.

“There existed a similar set of papers,”
mademoiselle continued, “involving certain
projected commercial agreements between
England and Belgium, and these papers were
quite as susceptible of misrepresentation as
the Brussels documents. My father, the
count, was their appointed custodian, for
they were considered too delicate to be in-
trusted to the archives of the Belgian gov-
ernment, where they would certainly have
fallen under the eye of the German secret
agents. The secret agents of Germany—they
were everywhere in our country in those days
of false peace and security, and they are here
in London, here in this hotel, even now. For
they know, sir”—here the princess paused
to cast a cautious glance around the parlor
“they know, sir, that I have the papers in
my possession. Here in this friendly hotel
in a friendly land my life is in danger as
long as I guard the secret treaties for whose
safe-keeping my father pledged his honor.”

“Why don’t you put ’em in the hotel
safe?” asked Tom, with American prac-
ticality.

She laughed cynically. “And play di-
rectly into the hands of the Germans? I
tell you, sir, they are everywhere, those peo-
ple. They are behind the desk, out there
in front. They are downstairs in the dining
room. They watch my every move. Twice
they have searched my luggage. They know
somehow that I carry the papers with me
wherever 1 go/’

Tom glanced at a gay-colored knitting bag
in her lap and saw her fingers close tight
upon the silken cords. :

“Pardon me for putting in a side remark,”
said he, “but for a Continental person you
speak mighty good English.”

“I was educated in England,” she replied,
with quiet dignity.

“Oh! I beg your pardon again. But you
must have friends in England, then. Can’t
you go to them?”
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“And subject them to the same peril of
life that hangs over me? Would that be
honorable?”

“Tell me how these documents happen to
be in your charge.”

“My father, the count, was at Brussels
when the blow fell. The papers were hidden
at our chiateau near Waremme. He could
not forsake the king. I volunteered to go
for them; it was thought that I might steal
safely through the invaded district without
suspicion. Alas! my father and his friends
at court relied upon a thing that exists only
in fantasy—they believed in German chiv-
alry.

“At Tirlemont I was detained, my chauf-
feur was arrested, my motor car was taken
away from me. I sought to hire the farmers
to drive me the remaining miles of my jour-
ney, but every cart was busy hauling the
poor fugitives and their belongings out of
the country. I went forward on foot. I
slept at night in a hayfield. I reached our
estate. The place was deserted, the servants
had fled; there was not even a horse that I
might have ridden back to Brussels. That
day the last fortress at Liége capitulated
under the pounding of those awful German
guns. The tide of invasion swept forward,
and next morning I looked from my window
upon a regiment of gray-clad troops march-
ing toward the capital.”

“Didn’t they bother you in your cha-
teau?” Tom asked.

“I hid in the wine cellar and they over-
looked me,” said the princess.

“Queer about that,” thought Tom, but he
withheld his opinion. The young woman lit
a second cigarette and continued.

“Our chateau must have been out of the
principal line of march, for there were no
Germans in sight on the second morning. I
made my way to the nearest hamlet, and
there I found a man with a span of -oxen,
who was preparing to start with his family
for the Dutch frontier. I gained permission
to join his party. I dressed in some of the
clothing of his daughter. Under tarpaulins
we lay cowering in the bottom of the wagon,
expecting at every mile to be dragged out of
hiding to Heaven knows what dreadful fate.
But the soldiers left behind to garrison the
villages were of the Landsturm; they had
wives and daughters of their own in Ger-
many. Many times they stopped us, then
suffered us to pass unharmed. On a rainy
night we crossed into Holland, whence, after

e

many days, I found passage to England.
Now, sir, you know my story.”

Tom thought it over. It was a pretty
good story, but it had loose ends.

“Is your father still with the King of the
Belgians?’” -

SHetisi?

“Then what’s the matter with running
over to Calais and delivering the papers into
his hands?”

“The matter is, for one thing, that I
should certainly be murdered on the way.
At least, the papers would be stolen.”

“Not if I went with you,” Tom declared.
“But if that won’t do, why not turn the
papers over to the British foreign office, in
Downing Street? According to what you
say, the British government is an interested
party in the secret treaties. That’s what I
should do if I were you. I’d like to see any
German spy try to steal them from Sir Ed-
ward Grey.”

“You do not understand, sir,” said the
princess. ‘“This is a matter of personal
honor. My father promised his government
to be personally responsible for the papers.
He has delegated the responsibility to me.
How then can I let them go out of my
hands? Alas! I am only a woman. Whom
can I trust?”

She looked at him so appealingly that his
heart jumped. He was flattered and knew
it, and let himself enjoy the sensation against
his better judgment. The princess was a
very magneto of attractiveness this morning.

“What about the head waiter?” Tom
asked. “What has he got on you—that is to
say, is he one of the Germans?”

“He a German?” she laughed. “No, in-
deed; he is a Swiss. They all are Swiss in
England.”

“But does he know who you are?r”

“He knows. He has told me so. It is
he who has threatened me, speaking for
others higher up than he. Through fear he
hopes to break down my will. Yesterday
he offered me promises in the name of the
government at Berlin—promises of future
favors to my father; for you must see, sir,
these papers will enable the Germans to
make out a very black case against England
in the eyes of the neutral nations. To gain
time I pretended to consider his proposal.
This morning I told him I would not bar-
gain with him, whereupon he became en-
raged and assailed me with the dire threats
which you must have overheard.”
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“Unfortunately, I can’t take- French,
though I can send it,” said Tom. “That’s
what the beggar was doing, eh?—threaten-
ing you?”

Her forJorn look was answer enough. So
hopeless, so despairing she seemed, he put
aside his last doubts of her veracity. It
wasn’t manly, anyway, to mistrust the word
of a woman.

“We have talked too long,” she said, ris-
ing. “I have no right to jeopardize your life
along with mine.”

“Forget it,” said Tom. “You don’t think
a bunch of sneaking foreigners can get my
goat, do you?” He stood beside her looking
at her downcast face. “Will it relieve your
mind if I take care of that bag for you?”

“Would you—just for to-day? I have
reason to believe that this is the day when
something may happen to me. I am leav-
ing town to seek a new refuge—a quiet
place somewhere in the country. I shall be
.fé)llowe;:i, watched; there may be foul play
11—

He took the silken bag from her not un-
willing hand, rolled it into a tight wad and
stuffed it under his coat.

“When you want it back, say the word.”

“To-morrow morning,” she replied. “To-
morrow morning—at breakfast.”

“But listen, princess. If you’re going out
of town to-day to look for country board,
won’t you need somebody along to kind of
kill 'anybody that molests you?”

“Thank you, sir. But please don’t fol-
low me. Please trust to me and do as I bid.
Good-by, Sir Knight.”

She moved lightly across the soft, rich
carpets. At the door she looked back,
flashed him a sad little smile, and was gone.

CHAPTER VIIL.
THE MAN IN THE MACKINTOSH.

In his room Thurston took the knitting
bag from under his coat and looked at the
silky thing with amusement. His good sense
warned him that mademoiselle’s story was
about as air-tight as a last year’s bargain-
sale tire. That she had quarreled with the
head waiter, perhaps been insulted by the
man, and that she was in difficulties of some
sort Tom could readily believe. But a frail
young Belgian, the daughter of a count,
possessing papers valuable to the British
government, would scarcely want for pro-
tection in England.

Nevertheless, it had pleased the pleasing
young woman to intrust the bag to his care,
and he would take care of it for her to sat-
isfy her whim. For a while he debated
whether or not he would be playing the game
to open the drawstrings and look inside.
His chivalry advised against such a proceed-
ing, but his American horse sense warned .
him that any trustee has the right to know
the nature of his trust. Strange women
have a way, as he knew, of turning out to
be spies, diamond thieves and dangerous ene-
mies of society generally.

He opened the bag. As the acting at-
torney for the fair defendant in the case he
retained the privilege, in protection to him-
self, of learning the truth. As her attorney
he could afterward keep his mouth shut con-
cerning what the truth might be.

The bag contained a leather wallet, fas-
tened with a strap and a buckle. He unfas-
tened the wallet and spread it open. Within
was a bulky sheaf of foolscap paper, the
pages held together with brass clips. He
unfolded the document. It wag typewritten.
At the top of the first page he read:

OFFICE OF THE SECRETARY OF
STATE FOR WAR.

CONFIDENTIAL REPORT TO THE
CABINET

On the Progress of Training in Certain of
the Volunteer Army Camps.

Thurston stared at the paper in his hands
as horrified as if it had suddenly trans-
formed itself into a rattlesnake.

“My Lord!’ he gasped.

He made his room door in one jump and
the princess’ door in another. With angry
knuckles he rapped on the panel. There
was no answer. Back in his own room, he
stuck the confidential war-office report in
his coat pocket, picked up a folded news-
paper from his desk, stuffed it into the wal-
let, returned the wallet to the knitting bag,
drew the strings tight, then looked around
for a place to hide the beautiful bag until
he should have had time to consult his
friend Ted Price as to the deadly contents
it had lately held. His suit case under the
bed had a good lock. In the suit case he
kept his passport, his letters of introduction
to prominent Englishmen—which he had
forborne to present after discovering how
busy most prominent Englishmen were in
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those days—and such manuscript as he had
found time to write since his arrival in Lon-
don. In the suit case he locked the bag.
Then he went out into the Strand and down
the hill toward Trafalgar Square and the
London office of the Chicago Suxn.
Price was not at his desk. The office girl
_did not expect him that day. He had talked
of going to Birmingham -with Mr. Lloyd
George to attend a mass meeting of muni-
tions workers. Tom drifted back to the
hotel and roamed the parlors, looking for
the princess; but the princess had vanished
from public view, nor was she in her room
when he went thither again to knock at her
door.

Having nothing better to do until he could
see Price or the princess, he inquired at the
hotel desk for Mr. Krug. The clerk was
of the opinion that Mr. Krug had not come
into the hotel that morning. Yes, Mr. Krug
kept a room at the hotel and received mail
there, though he had a villa in the country
where he spent most of his time. The in-
formation disappointed Tom, for he had
meant to pump the American millionaire for
the real reason why that gentleman dis-
liked Mr. Herbert Wembley. Failing to in-
terview Mr. Krug, Tom could employ his
time profitably, however, in walking the
London streets and gathering local color.
In a strange town everything is copy.

He turned eastward in the Strand, waited
for a break in the traffic at the head of
Waterloo Bridge, and paused to look in at
the quadrangle of Somerset House. A band
©of Scottish bagpipers went noisily past, fol-
lowed by the usual squad of recruits march-
ing away to some station whence they would
be sent to the training camps. Clean-cut,
good-hearted youngsters those boys were
who rallied at their country’s call, in the
early days of the war, to make up the great-
est volunteer army the world has ever seen.
Thousands of them, with the making of
officers in them, were to die as privates be-
fore their country should awaken to the im-
perative need for conscription. It was the
cream of the young generation, the bravest
and best, that went first to the graves in
Flanders fields.

A young fellow walked just in front of
Thurston as the little procession went past,
and he halted so suddenly that Tom bumped
against him. =

“Beg your pardon,” said the American.

But the young Englishman was oblivious

to the apology. He flung away his ciga-
rette, muttered to Tom, “It’s got to be
done,” and stepped off the sidewalk into the
street, falling in at the rear of the marching
line.

Out of the roar of the street into the quiet
of the Temple Thurston went. Here, amid
the green lawns, with the river g]immering
beyond in the sunlight, there was no breath
of war, although squads of law clerks would
drill on the grass later in the day. Here
stood the ancient buildings as they stood
when Doctor Johnson made his dictionary.
A postman hurried along the walk, and Tom
hailed him.

“Can you tell me the entry where Charles
Lamb used to live?”

The postman stopped to think. “Charles
Lamb, sir? 1 don’t recollect the party, but
T’ll inquire for you.”

A brisk little man in a rusty mackintosh
had halted beside them.

“T’ll show the gentleman,” he told the
postman. “I know the way.”

“Much obliged,” said Tom to the
stranger, as the postman proceeded on his
route.

“Don’t mention it,” the stranger re-
sponded. “I’ll walk with you. It’s only a
step.”

Tom sized the man up. Said he:
not a native, I’ll bet.”

“Me? Not much. I'm an American.”

“I thought so,” said Tom. “You speak
the English language according to Hoyle.”

“These gazabos in London don’t know
their own tongue, that’s a fact,” said the
stranger; at which Tom shot a second look
at him, for, like the comedian at the Al-
hambra, the man in the rusty mackintosh
had placed the accent of the honorable
word ‘“‘gazabo” on the first syllable.

The stranger, it seemed, bore the honest
name of Googan and lived, when at home,
in Seattle. A year previously he had started
on a trip around the world; he had traveled
as far as India when the war broke, and he
bad continued westward leisurely as far as
London, where he had lingered many weeks.
He was a man of wide experience, a whim-
sical talker and a pleasant companion. To-
gether the two Americans roamed the worn
pavements of the Temple for half an hour.

They stood at last beside the grave of
Oliver Goldsmith. Some one that morning
had placed a yellow jonquil on the stone.
“War or no war, old England goes right

“You're
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along in the same old rut,” Mr. Googan ob-
served. “Yesterday I sat in the Law Courts
and listened to seventeen lawyers chew the
rag over a right of way granted seven hun-
dred years ago. Have you looked in at the
Law Courts?”

Tom had not, and was glad to accept the
stranger’s offer of guidance, the stranger in-
sisting that he had nothing more important
to do that day. Back across the Strand
they went, mounted a dark flight of stairs
to. a gallery and listened in the respectful
manner expected of them to a dispute be-
tween two bewigged and begowned barris-
ters over a runaway horse that had jumped
a hedge and landed in a greenhouse. The
British constitution was mentioned a vast
number of times; it seemed that the damage
done to the greenhouse was as nothing to the
harm that was threatened to the British
constitution by one side or the other in the
controversy, or perhaps by both of them.

“The man on the bench,” whispered Mr.
Googan in Tom’s ear, “is Rufus Isaacs, Earl
Reading, the Lord Chief Justice.”” Tom
looked more closely at the urbane gentleman
who was one day to become ambassador ex-
traordinary to the United States. :

Qutside the gallery door a little old watch-
man threatened to perish of a broken heart
if the strangers left the Law Courts with-
out seeing Justice Darling.

“He is most witty at times, gentlemen;
it’s extraordinary the witty things the jus-
tice can think up to say. You’d better let
me slip you in; there’s two vacancies.”

So the Americans sat in another gallery
and gazed upon the witty Justice Darling.
It was noon before they came out into the
street.

“Have lunch with me, won’t you?r” asked
Thurston. .

Mr. Googan pleaded an engagement in
Russell Square. “But listen,” said he.
“Have you ever done the House of Lords?”

Tom never had.

“I've got two passes for this afternoon.
They’re as hard to get as tickets to a leg
show in little old New York. This after-
noon Lord Benbold is to make his speech in
defense of himself for his old-time friend-
ship with the kaiser. Would you like to
go?ﬂ 1

Tom would be glad. So it was arranged
that they should meet at the Lords’ entrance
to the Houses of Parliament in Westminster
that afternoon at two o’clock sharp.

At two o’clock sharp Tom loitered near
the appointed place, waiting for the brisk
little man in the rusty mackintosh, But no
such person appeared among the many pe-
destrians that passed in and out. Until
three o’clock he waited; still no Mr. Goo-
gan. The policeman at the door began to
eye the loiterer with unveiled suspicion.
Tom offered him a shilling and explained.

“I’'ve been waiting here an hour for a
little man in a mackintosh; his name is Goo-
gan. If you see him will you tell him I
couldn’t wait any longer? He will prob-
ably ask you if I’ve been here. My name is
Thurston.”

The policeman accepted the shilling and
the commission. Tom crossed the street to
the Abbey, looked a while at the names of
Dickens and Thackeray and Ben Jonson in
the Poets’ Corner, admired the Longfellow
bust as a dutiful American should, then went
out into Princes Street and boarded a west-
bound motor bus. :

Coming to Hyde Park Corner, where, in

April; the old women sit on the sidewalk

selling primroses, he continued along. the
southern edge of the park. Amid the green
lawns the tulips and hyacinths bloomed
brightly; beside them walked many women
in black—for England at that early stage of
the war had not given up outward signs of
mourning. Upon a playing field in Kensing-
ton Gardens a troop of boy scouts went man-
fully through military evolutions.

“Getting ready for the slaughter,”
thought Tom.

Toward the southwest, mile after mile, the
bus rumbled along through streets lovely and
unlovely, and across the Thames at Putney
Bridge into a region of lanes and hedges,
of parks, little and big, of neat shops and
pretty suburban homes, of cricket fields and
tennis courts with people in white flannels
playing thereon. Here was quiet and green-
ery; here fruit trees in blossom overhung
the walls, and small boys flew kites on the
commons, and all was so peaceful and so
pleasant that Tom resented the conductor’s,
“Richmond, sir. Far as we go.”

In a shop in the Richmond high street
Tom did something that he had planned to
do a number of days past. He bought a
cane. Not to carry a cane in London, he
had discovered, was to be conspicuous. For
a quarter—that is to say, a shilling—he pur-
chased a handsome stick of bamboo with a
curved handle that would hang sportily on
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his arm. The shopkeeper apologized for
the price. “They used to be ninepence, sir,
but on account of the war, and shipping the
way it is, we’ve had to advance the price
on this lot. When these are gone, Heaven
knows when we shall be able to get more.”

“Forget it,” said Tom. ‘“In America that
cane would cost me four dollars.”

Swinging his new toy, he strolled forth
to look Richmond over. It was here, he re-
membered, that Mr. Krug professed to be
at home. At a chemist’s shop he consulted
a local directory, but the author of the book
had overlooked anybody of the name of
Krug. He questioned a policeman, who in-
formed him by way of reply that Richmond
was quite a large place if a person didn’t
know a person’s house number.

In a half hour’s ramble Thurston saw
many - villas that might have suited the ex-
pensive taste of Mr. Krug. After picking
out' several of them as the probable resi-
dence of the American millionaire, he de-
cided at last upon a stately little mansion
that boasted a park all of its own. Of red
stone it was with a roof of red tiles. Out-
side chimneys told of cozy fireplaces within.
There was a red brick garage at the rear,
and near it a tennis court. Mr. Krug had
mentioned that his daughters played ten-
nis. There were neatly barbered evergreens
in the yard and early flowers in profusion in
a garden at the side. Mr. Krug had spoken
of his flower garden. Borders of white and
Jacy stuff—sweet alysseum, he thought—
guided the scrubbed-brick walk from the
gate to the door and prevented it from
straying around over the very inviting lawn.

The windows of the villa gleamed brightly
in the light of the declining sun, and it may
have been these that suggested Mr. Krug
to Tom’s mind, for Krug himself, with his
diamond scarfpin, was no mean gleamer.
More likely, however, it was the snug little
astronomical plant that capped the house.
Of the color of the sky, the observatory
lifted its hemispherical shape above the
chimney tops and bespoke for the occupant
of the house a passion for stargazing. If
Mr. Krug were interested in cat—what was
that unusual word Mr. Herbert Wembley
had uttered so glibly? Catoptrics; that was
it!—if Mr. Krug were interested in catop-
trics, this villa might very well be his hang-
out.

At this point in Thurston’s cogitations a
large brunet dog came baying around a

corner of the house and made toward him
across the lawn. An Uncle Tom’s Cabin
kind of dog it was, and its barking brought
other dogs of similar breed to clamor at the
stranger over the wall. Thurston hastened
away as if he had been a small boy caught
looking at a neighbor’s pear tree in Septem-
ber. Anyway, he had not come to Rich-
mond with the intention of spying upon Mr.
Krug; he had another errand, and of this
errand the setting sun reminded him.

“Kew Gardens?” said a nursemaid of
whom he asked the way. “Foller the tram
line, mister.”

Following the tram line, Tom came, after
a ten-minute walk, to an open gate in a
high stone wall, through which he passed
into a sweet-scented and wonderful little
forest; a prim, trim, demure little forest.
Never had he seen so many handsome trees;
never so many trees whose names he did
not know. As he sauntered along the wind-
ing paths he found himself quoting from
Alfred Noyes:

“Come down to Kew in lilac time,
It isn’t far from London—"

and wondering what the rest of the.lines
were. No lilac plumes greeted his eyes, for
he had arrived too early in the year; but
Kew Gardens were worthy of a poem, even
without the lilacs. Other persons than Tom
were there that day enjoying the beauty of
the place. There were girls in pairs who
giggled as Tom swung past; he thought it
might have been his cane, though it was
only his American hat. There were young .
couples walking arm in arm, most of the
young men in khaki. On the river were peo-
ple in boats, and under the wonderful trees
were picnic supper parties.

Supper! Perhaps at this very moment
Mr. Wembley awaited Tom—and the tea
growing stronger every second. Reluctantly
Thurston left the Gardens, found Mr.
Wembley’s house in Kew Lane, and found
Mr. Wembley on his knees before a fire-
place, vigorously punching the smoldering
coals with a poker.

That was a memorable evening for Thurs-
ton. With Mr. Wembley he took tea and
muffins and marmalade. Afterward, in Mr.
Wembley’s study where the greatest novels
in the world were produced, he puffed one
churchwarden pipe and listened while Mr.
Wembley puffed another and talked. Such
talk it was as few American young men ever
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hear; which is well for their peace of mind.
Tom considered himself a radical, a progres-
sive, an advanced thinker on every subject
under the sun. But the little English author
had him feeling fifty years out of date in
ten minutes.

There were more things in the English
air than were dreamed of in Tom’s American
philosophy. He learned, for instance, that
the American republic is only a nice, re-
spectable, benevolent oligarchy. He learned
that what he called democracy was only an
infant in arms alongside the lusty demo-
cratic idea of working-class England. He
learned that the greatest of English revolu-
tions was going forward peaceably under
his eyes.

“We shall come to true democracy through
the war, if we are not destroyed,” said Mr.
Wembley. “Then it will be your turn.
When British labor has given its sweat and
its blood to save the Citizen idea from the
Slave idea—for that is all that this war is
about—then this will be a new and a differ-
ent England. Our toilers know what is at
stake and they are willing to pay the price.
But the fruits of the victory are to be theirs;
don’t forget that.”

“Rabid,” thought Tom, and remembered
that Mr. Krug had called Mr. Wembley an
anarchist. But before many years he was
to recall Mr. Wembley’s talk as inspired
prophecy.

About ten o’clock they worked around to
the spot in the sky. Thurston reported his
interview with Mr. Krug, omitting to men-
tion the particular words Mr. Krug had
used in discussing Mr. Wembley. He re-
lated also his conversations in Finsbury with
Miss Hatfield and Mr. Brompton and his
glimpse of the lame bookseller in the Strand
at midnight when that gentleman seemed to
have been miraculously cured of his lame-
ness; and he showed Mr. Wembley the
anonymous note warning him against further
traffic with Brompton.

For reasons entirely sentimental he re-
strained his impulse to show Mr. Wembley

the war-office report which the princess had .

intrusted to his care. He might consult
Price about it, as one attorney will consult
another in a difficult matter. But he had
known Mr. Wembley only two days; and,
anyway, the war-office report was another
story and had nothing to do with Mr.
Wembley’s lights in the sky.

Mr. Wembley puzzled over the note of

warning long enough for Tom to read the
titles of all the books on one shelf of the
Wembley bookcase.

“Are you certain it was Brompton you
saw leaving the hotel?”

“Absolutely certain.”

“You don’t know what he was doing
there, or who it was that he went to see?”

“I asked the night clerk. He couldn’t re-
member the man I described.”

“Was Mr. Krug in the hotel that night?”

“I don’t know.”

“Who do you suppose sent you the note?”

“There are four persons who know that
I called on Brompton,” Tom replied. “One
of them is you. The second is Brompton
himself. The third is Miss Hatfield, the
suffragette; when I called at her house she
advised me against going to Brompton, you
remember. The fourth person who knows is
Mr. Brompton’s secretary.”

“You haven’t told me much about that
secretary,” .said Mr. Wembley gravely.
“She’s a scraggly old thing, I presume?”

“Like fun she is,” Tom retorted. “She’s
the prettiest girl in London. I ran across
her once before. It was in a typewriter
agency where she was trying to locate a new
job.”

“Why not hunt her up and find out
whether it was she who wrote the note?
The writing is plainly a woman’s.”

“I don’t know where she lives,” said Tom,
“and T can’t very well go up to Hermitage
Road to ask her.”

“Won’t the agency have her address?”

“T hadn’t thought of that. I’ll go there to
inquire to-morrow.”

“Meanwhile,” said Mr. Wembley, “we
might take a walk in the dark. It is time
for the Germans to light their beacon.”

But a prowl across the dewy lawns of
Kew Gardens revealed no light in the sky.

Back to town went Tom and made at once
for his hotel, his room and his bed. Before
turning out the light he looked at his suit
case. The"lock was fast. He sat still a
minute to listen, but no sound came through
the wall from the adjoining room.

CHAPTER VIII.
SCOTLAND YARD.

When Thurston passed through the hall
next morning he saw a porter’s truck near
mademoiselle’s door, which stood open, -
Within the room a porter was tying up the,
boudoir trunk with rope while the chamber-
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maid stood by bossing the job, as women
ever do.

Tom stopped. “What’s up?” he asked the
slavey. “Lady leaving town?”

“’Aven’t you ’eard, sir? Mamselle has
been took up by the police for a ’orrid Ger-
man spy. So sorry, sir.”

“Arrested, you mean?”

“Yes, sir. Last night it ’appened. So
sorry, sir. She was very liberal, sir.”

So the princess was an agent of the kaiser!
It was no news to Tom. The yellow-haired
young woman was no more the daughter of
a Belgian count than he was. He thought
now that he understood her purpose in pour-
ing her tearful story into his sympathetic
ears. She had known that her arrest was
near. Probably she had been warned or
threatened by the head waiter in the dis-
tressing scene at the breakfast-room door.

He knew another thing, too. He knew
that he had willingly and cheerfully played
the fool at the lady’s suggestion. The knowl-
edge made him angry. He was not to be
tangled up. He had other things to do in
London than to face a British judge and
jury to answer for the crimes of a Prus-
sian adventuress. Having arrived at this
conviction and at the breakfast room simul-
taneously, he faced about and returned to
" his bedroom. There he locked himself in
against interruption, drew the suit case from
beneath the bed and unlocked it.

A tap sounded at his door.

“Who’s there?”

“Open, please.”

He thrust the suit case back under the
bed and unlocked the door. Outside stood
Mr. Googan in his rusty mackintosh.

' “Oh, it’s you. Good morning,” said Tom.

Mr. Googan made no response but beck-
oned down the hall, whereupon two sturdy
male persons appeared and followed Mr.
Googan into the room, closing the door be-
hind them. :

“What the devil?” Tom demanded.

“We want you to answer some questions,”
Mr. Googan spoke. He perched himself on
the edge of the writing desk and looked his
briskest.

“Shoot,” said Tom, seating himself on
the bed. The sturdy male persons remained
standing, one at the door, the other at the
window. :

“How long,” asked Mr. Googan, “have
you known the: woman who occupied the
next room?”

“Twenty-four hours and some minutes,”
Tom replied.

“You've never traveled with her in Italy,
I suppose?”’

““I've never been in Italy.”

“Nor ever passed her off as your sister
at the Astorbilt Hotel in New York?”

“I tell you I've known the lady only since
breakfast yesterday.”

“There is a suit case under your bed.
Open it, please.”

Tom obeyed the command. The silken
knitting bag lay disclosed.

“That bag belongs to the woman, I
think?”’

“How the deuce did you know it was here?
But I guess I can answer that question my-
self. While I was waiting like a boob at the
House of Lords for you yesterday, you were
playing the sneak here in my room.”

Mr. Googan acknowledged the compliment
with a bow and looked proud of himself.
“Open the bag,” said he.

Tom loosened the cords, groped in the
depths of the bag and drew forth the leather
wallet.

“Go ahead,” Googan ordered. Tom re-
moved the strap, opened the wallet and
brought out a thumbed and ragged copy of
the London Times, three or four days old.

“That’s a queer-looking newspaper, Mr.
Thurston.”

“Why so?”

“Look at the writing,” commanded Mr.
Googan. “I’d like to know what is meant,
there under your thumb, where it says, ‘Air-
craft gun, Temple Pier, talk to soldier with
musket,” and up at the top of the page where
you’ll find written, ‘Westminster Abbey like
some other churches, full of dead ones.’
Open the paper to the second page and I'll
show you something else. There it is—
‘Beans and pork.” Now will you tell me,
Mr. Thurston, why a sane person would
cover a newspaper with that kind of non-
sense unless he was writing cipher messages
to be sent out of the country?”

“This is my newspaper and my writing,”
said Tom. “As I told you yesterday, I am
an American looking for story material in
London. These-notes all represent things
TI’ve heard, incidents I've seen or opinions
I have formed. ‘Beans and Pork, for ex-
ample, is simply a note of the fact that Eng-
lish restaurants never say ‘Pork and beans,’
as we do in America. Over here it’s always
‘Beans and pork.” The Westminster Abbey
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item is a scurrilous thought that came to
me one day when I looked at the tombs of
the kings. The reference to the anti-air-
craft gun at Temple Pier is a reminder of a
talk I had with a guard on duty there.”

“And what,” said Mr.~ Googan, “is your
explanation of the words ‘Cheddar cheese’ on
the next page?”’

“That is a funny name they have in this
country for American cheese,” said Tom.

Mr. Googan laughed disdainfully. “You
are a very clever dodger, Mr. Thurston, but
I shall have to ask you to go with us to
Scotland Yard. If you go peaceably it will
save you trouble.”

“Will you let me summon a friend of
mine first?”

“No objection to that, is there, Mr. Hitt?”
asked Googan of the sturdy male person who
guarded the door. Both Mr. Hitt and his
colleague at the window shook their heads.
Tom stepped to the phone on the wall and
called the London bureau of the Chicago
Sun.

“Is Mr. Price there? When will he be
in? This is Thomas Thurston talking.
When Price comes in, ask him to hustle to
Scotland Yard at once. Tell him it’s urgent,
please. Thank you.”

In a taxicab the three British secret-serv-
ice operatives and their captive bowled
through Whitehall and stopped at a door-
way in a blind alley, where a policeman
stood guard. Tom was gently hustled out
of the car, up the steps, down a dingy hall
and into a gaslit room. There, pacing the
floor, was Ted Price.

“Hello,” sang out the newspaper man.
“What have you. been up to?”

“How did you get here so soon after I
phoned?” Tom answered.

“I’ve waited here an hour for you.”

“Waited for me?”

“Yes. My friend Googan took longer
than he expected.” Price nodded toward
the little man in the mackintosh, who was
engaged at the moment in a whispered con-
versation with an erect old gentleman at a
desk in the other end of the room.

“Who is Googan, anyhow?”

“The slickest detective in Scotland Yard.
You know why he has brought you here?”

“I presume I do,” said Tom. “Let’s sit
down while I tell you about it.”

Mr. Googan still being busy at the desk,
Thurston and Price sat down, and Tom con-
fessed his innocent adventure of the previ-
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ous morning with the count’s daughter. The
newspaper man smiled with the cynical sat-
isfaction that all men take in the foolishness
of their fellows.

“I'm afraid you’ve let yourself in for a
bad time,” said Price. ‘“The woman you
call the princess has been under observation
a long while, but the police have been unable
to get anything on her until yesterday, when
she was seen slipping that knitting bag to
you. You know what was in the bag, of
course?”’

Thurston drew the war-office report from
his pocket and flashed the heading of the
first page before Price’s eyes.

“This is what was in the bag originally.”

“This?”

“Yes. The moment 1 discovered what it
was, I rushed out to look for you, but you
had gone to Birmingham.”

“Then,” said the astonished Price, “what
the devil was it that Googan found in the
bag?”’ :

“Nothing but an old newspaper with some
notes of mine on it.”

“Notes of yours?” Then Price under-
stood and would have howled with laughter
if Googan had not happened to look their
way. ‘“Googan thinks,” he whispered, “that
he is on the trail of a system of communica-
tion between German spies here and head-
quarters in Berlin. He thinks that the news-
paper was given to you by the woman, and
that the writing on it was in a new code.
He made copies of the writing and sat up
all night trying to interpret it.”

“How do you know all this?”

“I am on the inside with these chaps.
They have known me for years; I help them
now and then. Among your papers yester-
day they found a note from me, and they
came to me with it. I tried all evening to
reach you by telephone at your hotel. I
went there myself just before midnight and
asked the fellow at the desk to have you
call me when you came in. Didn’t you get
my message?r”’

“Not a word of it.”

“I’ve done about all I can for you,” said
Price. “I have shown them your honorable
record in ‘Who’s Who in America’ and re-
ferred them to the American ambassador.
But these people have a bull-headed way of
looking at a thing, and you can’t deny that
you let the woman make an accomplice of
you. Maybe you can convince them that
you were just a romantic sucker, but I doubt



30 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

it. At any rate, you’d better turn this very
interesting document over to the chief, yon-
der, explain to him how you got hold of it,
what you intended to do with it and why
you substituted the newspaper for it in the
bag. Why did you do that last thing, by
the way?”

“I don’t know,” Tom answered. “I sup-
pose I wanted the wallet to feel fat in case
the princess should ask me to return the bag
before I had had a chance to talk to you.
The newspaper was the first thing handy.”

“Gallant youth, to wish to spare the af-
flicted lady’s feelings! But Googan is
crooking his finger. Come on.’

Tom approached the desk and faced the
keen eyes of the erect old gentleman, who
said:

“You still insist, do you, Mr. Thurston,
that you and the young woman who occu-
pied the room next to yours at the Salisbury
have known each other no longer than a
day?” .

“I certainly do,” said Tom.

“We have information that you have trav-
eled together on the Continent and in the
States.”

“Whoever says that is a liar,” Tom de-
clared. “Where did you get that dope, any-
way?”

“That what, sir?”

“That dope—that information.”

“In the proper time you shall know where
we got that—that dope,” said the old gen-
tleman, making a wry face as he spoke the
word. “Meanwhile, we shall have to detain
you. The charge is that of having in your
possession a newspaper covered with writ-
ings of a secret and mysterious nature,
which may contain information detrimental
to the welfare of the realm and valuable to
the enemy.”

“Chief,” spoke up Ted Price; “I wish you
would give Thurston a chance to explain
about that newspaper. It won’t take him
long, and it’s a beautiful story.”

“This is not a court,” the old gentleman
replied. ‘“Besides, we are well aware of
the manner in which he gained possession
of the paper in question. But if Mr. Thurs-
ton has any statement to offer, we shall be
glad to listen.”

“Go to it, Tom,” Price advised.

“Gentlemen,” said he to the men around
the desk, “I want time to think this thing
over before I do any talking, so I guess you
may lock me up.”

Price stared at him. Mr., Googan and
his associates listened unmoved.

“Of course, Ted,” he told Price, “if you
have a stand-in with the British government
and can bring any pressure to bear that will
help me out of the mess, I have no objec-
tion to going free. But what I told you
over there in the corner is strictly under
your hat. Get me?”

“I get you, you blamed fool,” said Price,
and stood by while Mr. Googan led his
charge away to the place where Scotland
Yard keeps its living treasures. At the door
Tom turned back.

“Come and see me before night, Ted,” he
said. “I’ll have something to ask you to do
for me by then.”

Mystified, Price rid himself of a gentle-
man’s oath.

“I’m sorry not to let your friend go, Mr.
Price,” said the old gentleman at the desk.
“TI would do a great deal for you, but this
is no matter for sentiment. We have been
too easy-going with these people and we
have paid for our lenity in enormous fire
losses, in the destruction of battleships and
ammunition plants and in worse mischief
still. The orders are for a strong hand
henceforth. All aliens, including Americans,
must be registered at police headquarters
after this week, and the wholesale intern-
ment of enemy aliens is in sight. This case
is so plain and flagrant, there is nothing for
us to do but to keep your friend in con-
finement until the whole conspiracy is
cleared up. I trust he may be able to prove
his innocence.”

“You won’t mind helping me to help him
prove it, will you?”

“Assuredly not.”

“Then arrange to let me see the woman
in the case. Maybe I can talk something
out of her.”

The old gentleman smiled skeptically, but
penned a note and handed it to a messenger,
who disappeared through the door by which
Tom had left, returning in a minute or two
with a guard in uniform whose large right
hand clasped the slim left arm of Tom’s
princess.

Her yellow hair showed the absence of
boudoir facilities in the cell where she had
spent the night. Her eyes were hard and
sharp and furtive, and darted restlessly from
Price to the old gentleman and back again
to Price. Silent and defiant she stood before
the desk.
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“This gentleman wishes to speak with
you,” said the chief of the detective bureau.
“While you talk, the guard and I will re-
tire to the next room. We shall return in
five minutes.”

Price, when he and the princess were
alone, said, “Sit down, miss.” But the
young woman asked, almost savagely:

“Have you a cigarette?”

He had a cigarette and he gave it to her
out of his silver case. He had a match also.
In half a minute her tension went from her
and her eyes grew soft. With a lazy little
smoke-wreathed smile to him she asked:

“Well?”

“You put up a job on a friend of mine
yesterday,” said Price. ‘“You gave him your
knitting bag to take care of, and he took
such good care of it that he is now in jail.”

“Yes?” she queried, on the defensive and
admitting nothing.

“You know, perhaps, that the bag con-
tained a copy of a document in the war
office—spy stuff of the worst sort. He may
hang for it.”

“Why do you tell me this?” she asked.
“Are you another beastly detective?”

“TI am not a detective, nor yet a lawyer,”
he answered. “I tell you this because my
friend had a chance to clear himself by re-
peating to the chief that wild yarn that you
told him yesterday, and he refused to take
it. Out of some fool notion of chivalry, I
suppose, he kept his mouth shut. He
thought yesterday that you were in serious
trouble, and I guess he still thinks that by
keeping mum he can protect you.”

“You speak of a wild yarn. What wild
yarn?”

“The one you spun to him about being
the daughter of a Belgian count. He told
it to me in confidence.”

“Only to you?”

“Only to me.” He knows that you lied
to him, yet he sticks up for you. Now, then,
isn’t it up to you to play square with a man
like that? = You seem to be in for it, any-
way, for it’s evident they’ve got the goods
on you. How does it help you any to pull a
fellow down with you whose only sin is that
he is sorry for you?r”

“They have the goods on me? What do
you mean?”’

“That’s American slang. It means that
they have you dead to rights. They’ve got
your number.”

“I understand the slang,” she retorted,

“but I don’t know what you mean when you
intimate that they have evidence against me,
Evidence of what?”

“Evidence of spying on the British mili-
tary. Don’t be thick.”

“Why should I be suspected of that?”

“Because you gave Thurston a copy of
a secret report of the government. Here it
is.” He showed her the document which
Thurston had left in his hands. “You know
about it, don’t you?” :

“Is that why I have been arrested?
Thank you for the news.”

She sat for half a minute thinking.
Price tried to guess what was in her mind,
but he was unprepared for her next ques-
tion.

“You mention a knitting bag. What do
you know about it?” :

“It was found in Thurston’s suit case
when the detectives searched his room yes-
terday. They identified it as yours, and
your arrest followed.”

“Silly!” she cried. “It wasn’t my bag.
It was one that I picked up in the hotel
parlors late the evening before, intending
to turn it in at the desk.”

“But you gave it to Thurston with this
paper in it, didn’t you? Possibly the detec-
tives had their. eyes on you at the time you
handed it over to him.”

“There was not a soul in sight of us. I
took no chances. There was only one per-
son besides your friend who had ever seen
that bag in my possession. There was just
one person——"

Suddenly she turned to face him. Her
eyes were wild again with the fear that
Thurston had read in them.

“I am going to trust you as I trusted your
friend yesterday. I am going to tell you a
story, but this will be a true story. Will
you listen and—and believe me?”’

“T'll do my best,” Price told her, and
glanced at his watch. “You have two min-
utes.” ' :

Still facing him, sitting proud and
straight, her eyes flashing, she began her
narrative.

CHAPTER IX.
THE HIGHER COMMAND.
“My father’s narﬁe,” said the yellow=-
haired young woman, fixing her flashing eyes
upon Price’s face, “my father’s name would

be familiar to your ears if I should mention
it to you. But discretion compels. me to
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speak of him at this time merely as ‘the
duke.’ For, you know, sir, you are a
stranger to me—yet.”

“Yet!” thought the newspaper man, as
his friend Thurston had thought on hear-
ing the princess speak in almost the same
words a day before.

“In all Europe, sir, no man was held in
greater veneration than my father, the duke.
Trusted by his kaiser, loved by his peasants,
a man of uprightness, justice and generosity,
whose life, though he belonged to the idle
class, was devoted to the service of human-
ity, my father was a happy man up to the
summer day last year when the King of
Prussia issued the command that plunged
our gentle land and the peaceful lands of
our neighbors into the fiery furnace of war.”

“You are of South Germany, then?”
Pricé commented.

“I am,” she answered. “My people did
not desire war. They are distinguished for
their serenity; they love the quiet pursuits
of tilling the soil, tending their herds and
their vineyards, weaving the woolens that
carry the fame of our little duchy to the
ends of the earth. What happiness, what
benefit of any sort could war add to their
contented life?”

“But think of the gold candlesticks out
of the churches, and all the rest of the loot,”
said Price.

" “Don’t interrupt me, please,” said the
young woman, tapping the floor with her
foot.

“Beg pardon,” said her auditor.

“We all had foreseen the calamity toward
which the powerful few at the helm of state
had hurried the German empire through
many reckless years. In the Reichstag our
representatives had protested and pleaded
without effect. They had no power; their
only right was the right to talk, and they
might be thankful for that empty privilege.
In the Bundesrath, where you in England
believe the real power of the empire reposes,
‘my father the duke lifted his voice in sol-
emn warning, and many a gentle-hearted
provincial ruler joined with him in appeal
to Potsdam to avert the needless catastrophe.
But in the fateful and fatal decision my fa-
ther and his colleagues were not consulted.
There is a power in Germany above even the
Bundesrath; there is a private council that
overrules the Bundesrath as the Bundes-
rath overrules the Reichstag. When that
council spoke the word there was nothing for

the empire to 'do but to obey, even to de-
struction, for so tightly is the’ political and
economic fabric of my country knitted into
one piece. All this you must know without
my telling you, for you are a man of intelli-
gence, as I can readily see.”

“Thank you,” said Price. ‘“You have one
minute more.”

“When, at the declaration of war, our
farm boys and our weavers marched away
to take their place in the human avalanche
that swept across northern France, my fa-
ther was not in his accustomed place at their
head. He had loved soldiering and mimic
warfare as a game, as a spectacle and as a
means of discipline. But now shame and
sorrow over the arrogant and unwarranted
act of the arbitrary powers at Potsdam, cou-
pled with his grief over the death of the
duchess, my sweet mother, which had oc-
curred only a few weeks previously, pros-
trated him upon his bed; so that it was my
uncle, General von——"

Here she checked her words a moment.
“But I must not name him. Enough'to say
that it was my uncle who commanded our
reluctant divisions in my father’s stead,
while my father lay on his couch in our sum-
mer castle on the Rhine, a broken man.

“Broken? Nay, I must not call him that.
No man is broken whose love for humanity,
whose faith in fairness and whose courage in
speech impel him to make the sacrifices my
poor father made in his valiant efforts to
bring our misguided nation to its sanity.
For no sooner had I nursed him back to a
semblance of his former strength than he
would be off to Berlin. Deep were my mis-
givings as I drove him to the railway sta-
tion in my little Cassel twin six and saw
him enter the train. As well as he I knew
the bloodthirsty temper of the Prussian over-
lords in those days when our columns rolled
resistlessly through Maubeuge and Mons
and Charleroi toward Paris. I knew that
my father, noble though he was in lineage
as well as in heart, laid his head on the
block when he sought to oppose the will of
our war-mad government. Nor was I taken
by surprise when, after he had been gone
three days, a telegram came to me from
Berlin, saying simply: ‘Copenhagen, Hotel
Elsinore, immediately.’

“Surmising what had happened, I de-
parted from our castle quietly, taking with
me only such of my personal belongings as
I could pack into a boudoir trunk. Without
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a farewell word to my servants or to my
dear friends among the neighboring peas-
antry, I crossed Germany, traveling as a
-common passenger and delayed for heurs
at a time by troop trains rushing toward
Aachen and the Belgian border. At the
Danish frontier I should have been turned
back by the military authorities if I had
not proclaimed myself the daughter of a
German duke and asserted my divine right
to do what I pleased. With apologies the
officials suffered me to continue my journey;
but as I was to learn afterward, their po-
liteness was from the teeth out. Before I
had been established a single hour in the
hotel at Copenhagen I became aware that I
was under surveillance.

“When I dined I was watched. When I
walked in the park I was followed. When
I returned at night I could hear the sound
of a gimlet in the ceiling overhead. After a
day or two I began to expect the sight of
a certain man at every turning, and I was
not often disappointed in my expectation.
This, man was somewhat past middle age,
large, well fed and active. He mingled
freely among the guests at the hotel, of
whom there were many. He ingratiated
himself with the Americans who had fled
from Germany at the opening of hostilities
and now waited at the Danish capital for
ships to carry them home. I heard him talk-
ing loudly, in as excellent English as I my-
self use, to any one who would listen to
him; but always when I was near, his eyes
were upon me, and usually he arranged
that he and I should not be far apart. I
may add that he exhibited at all times a
feminine fondness for wearing costly jew-
elry.”

At this point in the story of mademoiselle
the door opened and the chief of the detec-
. tive bureau entered.

“Time’s up,” he announced.

“Give us two minutes more, please,” said
Price.

The duke’s daughter frowned prettily. “If
I am to finish in two minutes,” she said, “I
shall have to omit many of the most vital
~ and convincing details.”

“T know your feelings,” said the news-
paper man. “I don’t like to be hurried in
a story, myself. Perhaps the chief will make
it five minutes.”

The old gentleman bowed his acquiescence
and again withdrew, whereupon the princess
resumed her history, speaking rapidly.

3A P

“A week passed; a week of worry and
loneliness, in which I heard not a word from
the duke, my father. That some dreadful
fate had overtaken him I feared, for I knew
his temerity in )lain speaking, I know how
resolute he was in upholding a principle,
and I knew the ruthlessness of the Prus-
sians, even toward their own kind. At the
end of a fortnight I made up my mind in
desperation to return to Germany, there to
seek out my father and remain at his side
through whatever peril or disgrace he might
have incurred from daring to obstruct the
will of the war lords.

“Through this period of waiting I had
read the war reports with such interest as
you can well imagine. From Germany the
news was all of victories in apparently end-
less succession. From London the Danish
newspapers heard little; but early in Sep-
tember the British dispatches announced the
defeat of the German.armies at the Marne
and the Ourcq and their retreat to the
Aisne—a defeat and a retreat to which the
carelessness or the foolhardiness of my fa-
ther’s brother, the general, had directly con-
tributed.”

“Then,” said Price, “you are a niece of
General von Kluck?”

“That, sir, is for you to judge; I say
nothing on the point. I am obliged to tell
you of the failure of the general in the field
so that you can see that his brother, my
father, was placed in a position even more
precarious than before. Would not the
German higher command connect the gen-
eral’s blunder with my father’s pacifistic
errand in Berlin? Would not duke and gen-
eral together be accused of a treasonable
conspiracy to thwart the war aims of their
imperial masters, to discourage the people
at home and bring about a collapse of the
German offensive? In a day or two came
word, again by way of London, that the gen-
eral had been removed from his command;
and then, indeed, I trembled for my father.

“I had made up my mind,” continued the
story-teller, “to return to Germany, when a
visiting card was brought to my door—the
card of a Miss Eliza Billings, accompanied
by a request from Miss Billings for an inter-
view. Miss Billings was an American, a
school-teacher, and she had just made her
way out of Germany after many vexatious
delays; she would reach America a month
late for her work. In the waiting room of
the station at Berlin my father had singled
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her out as a person whom he'could trust
with an oral message. He had asked her to
seek me in Denmark and bid me flee to Eng-
land at the first opportunity, there to place
myself under the protection of his lifelong
friend, Lord Benbold.”

Price pricked up his ears at this, for Lord
Benbold, though he had suffered partial
eclipse since the previous summer by rea-
son of his well-known intimacy with the
mighty of Germany, was still one of the
most brilliant and powerful political figures
in Britain. His speech in defense of him-
self in the House of Lords the day before
had been read this morning by millions of
friends and enemies, and Price had cabled
half a column of it to America.

“I thanked Miss Eliza Billings, whom I
have not heard from since,” the princess re-
sumed, “and a week thereafter I landed at
Hull, proceeded to London, drove in a taxi-
cab to the beautiful home of Lord Benbold,
in Park Lane, and mounted the steps. At
the moment when I put out my hand to the
~bell I saw a cab roll up at the curb behind
mine. From the window of the second cab
a face looked out at me. It was the face of
the man who had followed me in Copen-
hagen.

“For an instant the day turned black be-
fore my eyes. How I regained my compo-
sure I know not, but regain it I did, worn
out though I was by the anxiety of my flight
and the fears I felt for my unhappy father.
My own taxi still waited at the curb. De-
scending the steps without pulling the bell,
I commanded the chauffeur to take me to
the Hotel Salisbury, and I drove away from
the home of the man who might have been
my benefactor. Through the pane I looked
back and saw the second taxicab following
close behind. .

“In the five minutes of that ride through
Piccadilly I tried to reason out what had
happened to me, and my c