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‘they wouldn’t write
S

@3 by mall. . I have sold over half &
| . 'So, thought?, it Is only fair enough

L -‘.mgglnchmmgrn mmr:l{h.

. Wmem, Just as I wanted to try the horse

.J-- = e
S

to let people try
they pay for

Now, I know what our *'1800 Gravity’' Washer will do.

“¥ know it wash the clot without wearing or

hu-]l’;g‘ them, in less than half the time they can be
was by hand or by dny ether machine,

1 know it will wash a tub full of very dirty clothes i
minutes, I Eknowno other ever Wvented
ean do that, without wearing out the clothes. "

Our *'1000 Gravity” Washer does the work so easy
that 2 child can run it almost as well as a strong women,
snd it don’t wear the clothes, the edges nor break
buttons the wayall other do,

It just drives soapy water claar through the fibresof
the clothes liks & force pump might.

So, said Ito myself, I will do with my **1000 Geavity'’
Washer what I wanted the man to do with the horse.

Only I won't wait for people to adlkcme. I'll offer first,
and I'll make good the offer every time. >

Let me sanid lf‘otl a&m Grav‘ﬂ:‘"t Washer on a month's
free trial, I freigh g my own pocket,
dnmm'{mm:mehina g:u’nund‘ a
month, I'll take 1t back and pay the frelghttoo. 5
that Is falr emough, lan't {t?

Doesn’t it prove that the ‘1908 Gravily'' Washer must -
be all that Isay itis? ' :

And you ean pay me out of what it saves for you.”_ It
will save its whole ¢ust in & few months, in wear and
tear on the. ¢lothes alone. And then it will save 50
cents to 75 cents a week over that in washwoman’s
w I you keep the machine alter the mounth'’s

 I'll let you payfor it out of what it savesyou. o
nnm‘{uu cénty a weekk, send ‘me 50 cents a
'Hil paid for. I'll take that cheerfully, and I'll
for my money until the machine -
ance,

Drop me & line todays,

and let me semd you & book
about tha "*1000 Gra
lmm ’

_ thu that washes clothes in
¥ Address me this way—#. L. Barkar, 1753 Court Streat,
Binghampton, N. Y? If you live in Canada, addiress 1000
Washer Co., 357 Yonge St,, Toronto, Ont.
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Fhen writing to advertisers mention The
ressive Farmer,

l er ran through me,

. the berder of Ruritanma.

B | curiously at the tall man with the
‘muffled face, but we took no notice

bae | StrATL
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| CHAPTER XXI—(Continued)

touch of your lips on mine, But you
must go and I must stay. Perhaps I-

*| must do what it kills me to think of

doing.” -

I knew what she meant, and a shiv
But I could not
uttefly fail beside her. I rose amd
took her hand. .

“Da you what you will or what you
must,” I said. “I think God shows his
purposes to such as you. My part is
lighter; for your ring shall be”on my
finger and your heart in mine, and o
touch save of your lips will ever be
on mine.> So, may God comfort you,
my darling!”. Fan) :

There struck on our
of singing. The priests im the chapel
were singing Masses for the souls of
those who lay dead. They seemed to
chant a requiem over our buried joy,
to pray forgiveness for our love that
would not die. The soft, sweet, pitiful
music rose and fell as we stood op-
posite one another, her hands in mine.

“My queen and my beauty!” said L

“My lover and true knight!” she
said. “Perhaps we shall never see one
another again. Kiss me, my dear, and
go I" : . _

I kissed her as she bade me; bt

at the last she clung to me, whisper-
ing nothing but my name, gnd that

over and over again—and again—and
agam; and then I left her.

Rapidly I walked down to the
hridge. Sapt and Fritz were waiting
for me. Under their directions I

changed my dress, and muffling my
{ face, as 1 had done more than once

before, I mounted with them at the
door of the castle, and we three rode

‘through the mght and on to the
‘breaking of day, and found ocurselves

at, a little roadside station just over
The train
was not quite due, and I walked with

{them in a meadow by a little brook

while we waited for it. They promised

 to send me all news; they overwhelm-

ed me with kindness—even old Sapt
was touched to gentleness, while Fritz
was half unmanned. T listéned in a
kind of dreamto all they said. “Ru-
dolf] Rudolf! Rudolf!” still rang in
my ears—a burden of sorrow and of
love. At last they saw that I could
not heed them, and we walked up and

| down in silence, till Fritz touched me

on the arm, and I saw a mile or more
‘away, the blue smoke of the train.

. { Then ¥ held out & hand to each of
‘Fthem, -

_*We are all bat half men this morn-
ling,” said I, smiling. “But we have
been men, eh, Sapt and Fritz, old
friends? We have run a good course

2 | between us”

“We have defeated traitors and set
the king firm on 'his throne,” said
g Sapto ST ] b'

- Then Fritz voa Tacleahein: sudden-

4 ly, beforel could discern his pufpose
§ | or stay Bim, uncovered his head and

| bent as he used to do, and kissed my
| hand; and as I snatched away he said,
{ trying to laugh:

‘“Heaven doesn’t always make the
right men kings!”™ '

Oid Sapt twisted his mouth. as he
‘wring my hand. P
 ®The devil has his share in most

5 Lthings.” said he.

The people at the station looked

of their glances. I stood with my twe'
{riends and waited till the train came
up to us. Then we shook hands again,
-saying nothing; and both this time—
‘and, indeed, from old Sapt it seemed
bared thelr. heads, and so
stoed still till the train bore me away

from their sight. So that i‘lims
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e | QTILL I said nothing; and she, paus- :

4V ing awhile, then went on: - :
*Your ring will always be on my

fimges, your ‘heart in my heart, the -

’ “’m‘ : -
pointed to knew that.

known- all, they wauld have
more curiously still. Fer be 1 what
might mow, I had been for three
months & king; which, ¥ not a thing
to be proud of is, at least, an expers
ience to have ufidergone. Doubtless
I should have thought more of it had

_theresnot echoed through the ais; from

the towers of Zenda that we. were
leaving far away, mmto my ears and
into my heart the cry of 3 woman’s
love—“Rudolf! Rudolf! Rudelf!”
"Hark! I hear it now! '

- CHAPTER XXII
Present, Past—and Future?

HE details of my return home can
‘& have but little interest. I went
straight to the Tyrol and spent 2a
quiet fortnight-—mostly on my back,
for a severe chill:developed itself; and
I was also the victim of a nervous re-
action, which made me weak as a
baby. As soon as I had reached my
quarters I gent an apparently careless

‘postcard to my brother, announcing

my, good health and prospective re~
turm. That would serve to satisfy
the inquiries as to my whereabouts,
witich were probably still vexing the
prefect of the police of Strelsau. [ let
my mustache and imperial grow
again; and as hair comes quickly on
my face, they were respectable,
though not luxuriant, by the time that
I landed myself in Paris and called on
niy friend George Featherly. My in-
terview with him was chiefly remark=
able for the number of unwilling but
necessary falsehoods that I told and I
rallied himt unmercifully when he told
me that he had made up his mind that

I had gone in the track of Mme. de

Mauban to: Strelsau. The lady, it ap-

peared, was back in Paris, but was

living in, great seclusion—a fact for
which gossip found no difficulty in ae-
counting. ,Did not all the world know
af the treachery and death of Duke
Michael? Nevertheless George bade
Bertram Bertrand be of good cheer,
“for,’ said he flippantly, “a live poet is
better than a dead duke” Then he
turned on me and asked:

“What have you been doing to your
mustache ?” : -
“*“To tell the truth” I answered, as-
suming a sly air, “a man now and
then has reasons for wishing to alter
his appearance. But it’s coming on
very well again” :

“What? Then I wasn't so far out! If
not the fair Antoinette, there was a
charmer?” : .

“There is always a charmes,” said |
sententiously. _

But George would not be satisfied
till he had wormed out of me (he took
much pride in his ingenuity) an abse-
lutely imaginary love affair, attended
with the proper soupcon of scandal,
which had kept me all this time in the
peaceful regions of the Tyrol. In re-
turn for this narrative George regal-
ed me with a great deal of what he
called “inside ‘information” (known'
only to diplomatists) a5 to the true
course of events in Ruritania, the
plots _and counterplots. In his opin-

_ion, he told me, with a significant nod,

there was motre to be said for Black
Michael than the public supposed;
and he hinted at 2 well-founded suspi-
cion that the mysterious prisoner of

Zenda, concerning whom a geed °
wag and

maity paragraphs had appedred;
not a man at all, but (lml'h:?m

- ado not to smile)
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- what expensive luxuries,

Whi‘h m Pﬂﬁ I wrote to Antoin.
ette, though I did ot venture to call
-affecting letter, in'which she ass;:;y
me mu the king's generosity ang
kindness, no less than her regard fop
- me, bound her eonseience to absolute
~Secrecy. She expressed the intention
of settling in the country, and with.

- drawing herself

elf entirely from society,
~“Whether she carried out her desigtgs
/d have never heard; but as I have not
met_her, or heard news of her up to
this time, it is probable that she did.
There.is no doubt that she was deep-
ly-attached to the Duke of Strelsay:
and Her conduct at the time of his’
death proved. that no knowledge of
the man's real character was enough
;o rp:t her regard for him out of her
ear : -

I'had one'more battle left to fight—
a battle that would, I knew, be severe,
and was bound to end in my complete
defeat, Was I not back from the Ty-
rol, witheut having made any study
of its imhabitants, institutions, scen-
ety, fauna, flora, or other features?

 Had I not simply wasted my time in
my usual frivolous, good-for-nothing
way? That was the aspect of the mat-
ter which, T was obliged to admit,
would present itself to my sister-in-
law; and against a verdict based on
stich evidence I had really no defence

.to offer. ‘It may be supposed, then,
that I presented myself in Park Lane
in a shamefaced, sheepish fashion. On
the whole, my reception was not so
alarming as I had feared. It turned
out that I had done, not what Rose
wished, but—the next best thing—
what she prophesied. She had de-
clared that I should make no notes,
record no observations, gather no
materials. My brather, on the other
hand, had been weak enough to main-
tain that a really serious resolve had
at Jength animated me.

When 1 returned empty-handed
Rose was so occupied in triumphing
over Burlesdon that she let me down
quite easily, devoting the greater part
of her reproaches to my failure to ad-
vise my friends of my whereabouts.

“Welve wasted a lot of time trying
to find you,” she said.

“I know you have” said . “Half
our smbassadors have led weary lives
on my aceount. George Featherly told
me so. Bt why should you have been
anxious? I can take care of myself.

“Oh, it wasn't that” she cried
50! ; “but I wanted to tell you
about- Sir Jacob Berrodaile. You
know he's got an embassy—at least,

he will have in a meath—and he
wrote to say he hoped you would g0
‘Where’s he going to

“KE'*_ Mggu?"gmed Lord "‘1'9[)-
ham st Strelsau” said she. “YOU
couldn’t have-a miter place, short ©
Pui'..l’ v . st 1 f .
¢ Strefsaul H'm!” said I, glancing
at my brogher, ;

: “'ai’ that doesn’t matter!” exclam}ﬁ

cd Rose mpaionly. “Now you ™
',’ e

guﬁlvi?ﬂ'tt%ihtt care about it!

The ides of being an ambassa(o’

- could gearcely dazsle me. 1 had bect
.-_B_ ﬁ'iﬂ dudgeon
' 2 c{gare.,tte.
at curious




