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CHAPTER XX, | that T bad Leen at T]I". end qu the
N order to a full |1mlon-t:md-[ bridge and had leaped '.':: “What of
ing of what had occurred fn| the prisonert” asked Sapt, hut k the
the e zenda it Is nee | Shook Ler head. Then Sapt and Frits,
ossiry o supplement my ac-| With the g wliimd them, rrml-i-
contit of whnt I myself snw and did on| €1 the b y nnd w -"-.-'
that night relating briefly what Ii R IONEE D, SRINL GYRS A8
afterward lenrned from Fritz and from | ! . De Ga the way of ‘_1“-'
Alme. de Maubi The story told by| i ey felt id found him
the latter explained clearly how it hap | o L
pened that the ery which 1 had :Il"l';nll:.i I'hen the I ng I"i‘:f"-‘
ed a8 n stratagem and a shom had| ¥ 0 ) " ' l"f
come In « Iful redality  before ”“; UL : LN “‘..-.“
time and had thus, 18 It scemed at the| BYEOVY 8 Ill L e ;-".” "I"i
oI rrined our hopes, while in the | : I' = e - "'_' -I.-..L 1 ‘I"'_" llaI "'_q“
end it had ed the The unhap Gl i 7 thiemeaives, Yot
By Wil h 1 bel) .I . |I}' ‘“ .““”-I e B | seen here i]l"‘\' had
R R to the Duke of Birel | o some b . Indeed, Fritz In
.y, 10 | Yo SRERIDE: AR his Criends] me), and, golng back
s ich 8 dominlon over him lI,w“‘| 1o Ml welly, pushing aside Axn-
€1 before her eyes, had followed him | .., who prayed by it, they found
at his reguest from I'urls to Ruritania, a ke 1o 1o o which I bad locked
He was n mun of strong passlons, but and '“ " (ho door., The stalrcuse
of stronger will, and his cool head raled | o0 v and they would not use al
both. Ie was content to take all and | . o0 oo nest Jest they should be the|
give nothing, When she arrived she| 60 cxposed to fire, but soon Frita
was not long In finding that she had 8| (oua: “The door down thers is open!
rival in the Princess Flavia, Render| oo there Is light!” So they went on| 60
ed desperate, she stood at nothing | pojily and found netie to oppose them, |

bt give or keep for her her
power over the duke., As 1 say, he
took and gave not. Simultaneously
Autolnette found herself entangled In
bis audaclous schemes. Unwilling to
abandon lim, boumd to him by the
chalns of shame and lope, she yet
would not be a decoy nor at his bid- |
ding Inre me to death; hence the let-
ters of warning she had written,

which w

Whether the llnez she sent to IMlavia
were lnspired by geod or had feeling,
by jealoney or by pity, T do not know,
but here aleo she gerved us well. When

the duke nt to Zenda she accompas
nied lim, nwd here for the first time
she learnedl the full measure of his|
cruelty and was touched with compns-
gion for the nufortunate King. JI'rom
this time she was with us, yet from
what she told me 1 know that she !!tlll|
(a8 women will) loved Michael and
trusted to gain his life, If not his par-
don, from the king ns the reward for
her assistance. His triumph she did
mot desire, for she loathed his erime
and loathed yet more flercely what
would be the prize of it—his marriage
with his cousin, I'rincess Flavia.

At Zonda a new force came Into play,
the daring of young Rupert. He was
caught by her beauty, perhaps. Per-
baps it was enough for him that she
Belonged to another man and that she
hated him. For many days there had
been guarrels and 111 will between him
and the duke, and the scene which I
Giad witnessed In the duke's room was
but one of many. Rupert's proposals
to me, of which she had of course been

rant, in no way surprised her when
1 ted them. She had herselfl warn-

«d Michael against Rupert even when
she was calling on me to deliver her
from both of them. On this night,
then, Rupert when she had gone to her
room, having furnisbed himself with a
key to It, made his entrance, Ier cries
had brought the duke, and there in the
dark room while she screamed the
men had fought, and Rupert, having
wounded his master with a mortal
blow, had on the servants rushing In
escaped through the window, as I have
described. The duke's blood, spurting
eut, had stained his opponent’s shirt;
but Rupert, not knowing that he had
dealt Michael his death, was eager to
@nish the encounter. How he meant to
deal with the other three of the band 1
kmow not. I dare say he did not think,
for the killing of Michael was not pre-
meditated. Antolnette, left alone with
had tried to stanch his
wound, and thus was she busled till he
died, and then, hearing Rupert's
taunts, she had come forth to avenga
him. Me she had not seen, nor Aid she
Tl 1 darted out of my ambush and
Zeaped after Rupert Into the moat.
‘The same moment found my frienda
©on the scene. They had reached the
chatenu in due time and waited ready
by the door. But Johann, swept with
the rest to the rescue of the duke, did
mot open it—nay, he took a part against
Rupert, putting himself forward more
bravely than any in his anxlety te
avert suspiclon, and he had received a
wound, in the embrasure of the win-
@ow. Till nearly half past 2 Sapt wait.
ed; then, following my orders, he had
#ent Fritz to search the banks of the

‘Mites; then Sapt, persuaded by Fritz,
a party under Bernenstein te

igallop back to Tarlenhelm and bring
uip the marshal, while the rest fell to
o0 Yhe great door of the chatean. For
fiftecn minutes it resisted them;

just as Antoinette de Mauban

at Rupert
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And when they eame to the outer room
and saw the DBelglan, Bersonin, lylng
dead they thanked God, Sapt saying,
“Ave, he hus been here” Then, rush.

Ing into the king's cell, they found
Dietehinrd lying dend aeross the dend
physlclan and the king on his back,
with his chnir by him, Aod Fritz ecled, |
“Hle's dead!” and Sapt drove all ont --I’|
the 1 exeept I'ritz and knelt down
by the King, and, havine le e more
of wonnds and the sigus of death than
I, he soon Knew that the kingwns not
dead nor If properly attended would |
die And they covered hls face and|
carrled him to Duke Michael's room
nnd lald him there, and Anto nette |
rose from praving by the hwoly of the
duke and went to bathe the ki 's head
and dress lils wounds till o doctor
came., Aud Sapt, s I had been
there and having Antoluette's
story, sent I'ritz to search the moat
and then the forest. He dared send no
one else. And Iritz found my horse
anid feared the worst. Then, as 1 have
told, he found me, gulded by the

shout with which I bad ecalled on Ru-
pert to stop and face me. And I think
4 man las never been more glud to
find hls own brother alive than was
Fritz to come on me, s0 that in love
and anxiety for me he thought nothing
of a thing so great as would have been
the death of Rupert Hentzau. Yet had
Fritz killed him 1 should have grudged
it.

The enterprise of the king's rescuoe
being thus prosperously concluded, It
lny on Colonel Sapt to secure secrecy
a8 to the king ever having been In need
of rescue.  Antoinette de Manban and
Johann, the keeper (who, Indeed, was
too much hurt to be wagging his
tongue just nowl, were sworn to reveal
nothing, and IPritz went forth to find
not the king, but the nunamed friend
of the king, who had laln ln Zenda and
flushed for a moment before the dazed
eves of Duke Michael's servants on the
drawbridge. The wmetamorphosis had
happencd, and the king, wounded al-
most to death by the attacks of the
jailers who guarded his friend, had at
last overcome them and rested now,
wounded, but alive, In Black Michael’s
own room in the castle, There he had
been cuarried, his face covered with a
cloak, from the cell, and thence orders
issued that if his friend were found he

should be biought directly and prl
vately to the king and that meanwhila
messengers should ride at full speed to
Tarlenbeim to tell Marshal Strakencs
to assure the princess of the king's
safety and to come himself with all
speed to greet the kiug. The princesa
was enjolned to remain at Tarlenbelm

and there await her cousin's coming er| P

his further lnjunctions. Thus the king
would come to bis own again, having
wrought brave deeds and escaped al-
most by a miracle the treacherous as-
sault of his unnatural brother,

This logenlous arrangement of my
long headed old friend prospered In
every way save where It encountered
8 force that often defeats the most
running schemes. 1 mean nothing else
thau the pleasure of & woman, for, let
her cousin and saverelgn send what
command he chose (or Colonel Sapt
chose for him), and let Marshal Stra-
kencz Insist as he would, the Princess
Flavia was in no way minded to rest at
Tarlenbeim while her lover lay wound-
ed at Zenda, and when the marshai,
with a small suit, rode forth from Tar-
lenbeim on the way to Zenda the prin-
cess’ carrluge followed immediately be-
hind, and in this order they passed
through the town, where the report
was already rife that the king, golng
the night before to remonstrate with
his brother in all friendliness for that
he held one of the king's friends In
confinement In the castle, had been
most traltorously set upon, that there
had been a desperate conflict, that the
duke was slain, with séveral of hls
gentlemen, and that the king, wounded
as he was, had seized and held the cas-
tle of Zenda. All of which talk made,
as may be supposed, a mighty excite-
ment, and the wires were set In mo-
tlon, and the tldings came to Strelsan
only just nfter orders had been sent

awe the dissatisfied quarters of the
town with a display of force,

Thus the Princess Flavia came to
Zenda, And as she drove up the hill,
with the marshal riding by the whoeel
and still {mploring her to retarn In
obedlence to the Kiug's orders, Fritz
vou Tarlenhelm, with the prisoner of
Zenda, came to the edge of the forest,

I had revived from my swoon and
walked, resting on Fritz's arm, and,
looking ont from the cover of the trees,
I saw the prines Suddenly under
stonding from @ § At my compan
lon's face that we wust pot mweet her,
I sank on my kuees beliind a clump of
bushes. Rut thers was one whom we
bad forgotiy but who followed us
nnyg w L disposed to let slip the
ehinnee of « z ! id mayhe
L} i y
th by 1 in
o | )
] e—in t
e to 1
u
1 1 .k"‘
In the
(
! vo i) o
| d 1
: |
| e int
| i
“And v Bl
" 1Irs1
N1 f M
ther's hor ¥
it the k it)
Why, mni Is thers
In Ruritania like the kin
"No, my ") sald Flavia softly (1
was told It afterward), and she smiled
and gave the g “1 will go
this gentleman,'” and slhie rose
to allght from the carrlage,
Bt at this moment Sapt came rhding
| frora the castle and, seeing the prin
cess, made the best of a bhad Job and
eried to her that the king was well
tendaed amd in no danger
“In the eastle? vhe asked
“Where ¢l ] lame?" sald he,
Mnnin
“But this | he I8 youdes
with Count ¥r
t t 1 [ 1 11 ehild
wit n |
i 4 n King to
H I_.
Why, | he king as one
pea to another, mandame!™ eried the
ivl, o Nittle shaken 1t still obst e

Don't kise him ™

Sapt started round. The okl mar-
shal's face asked uospoken (uestions,
Flavia's glance was no less eloguent,
Suspiclon spreads quick,

“I'll ride myself and see thls wan*
sild Sapt hastily.

It i8 mot the king.,

“Nay, I'll
princess,

“Then come alone,” he whisperad

And she, obedient to the strange
hinting in his face, prayed the marshal
and the resat to walt, and she and
Sapt came on foot toward where we
lay, Bapt waving to the farm girl to
keep at a distance. And when I saw
them coming I sat In a sad heap on
the ground and burfed my face In my
hands. I could not look at her. Frits
knelt by me, laylog his band on my
shoulder.

“Speak low, whatever you say”™ 1

Sapt whisper as they came up,
and the next thing I heard was a low
cry=half of joy, half of fear—from the
ringess:

“It 1s he! Are you hurt?”
And she fell on the ground by me and
gently pulled my hands away, but I
kept my eyes to the ground,

“It is the king!" she sald. “Pray,
Colonel Sapt, tell me where lay the wit
of the joke you played on me?”

We answered none of us. We three
were silent before her. Regardless of
them, she threw her arms round my
neck and kissed me. Then Bapt spoke
In a low, boarse whisper:

“It Is not the king. Don't kiss him.
He's not the king.”

She drew back for & moment; then,
with an arm still round my oeck, she
asked in superb indignation:

“Do I not know my love? Rudolf, my
love!"

“It i3 not the king,” sald old Sapt
again, and a sudden sob broke from
tender bhearted Fritz.

It was the sob that told her no come-
dy was afoot.

“He Is the king!" she cried. “It is the
king’'s face—the king’'s ring—my ring!
It 1= my love!"

“Your love, madame,” said old Sapt,
“but not the king. The king is there in
the castie. This gentleman”—

“Look at me, Rudolf, look at me!"
she eried, taking my face between her
hands. “Why do you let them torment
me? Tell me what It means!”

Then I spoke, gazing intodher eyes.

“God forgive me, madame,” I sald.
“I am not the king!"

I felt her hands clutch my cheeks. |
8he gazed at me as never man's face|
was scanned yet. And 1, silent agatn.|

come myself,” said the

\

saw wonder born, and doubt grow, and |
terror spring to life as she looked. |
And very gradunliy the grasp of her
hands slackensd; she turned to Sapt,
to Fritz and back to me, then sudden-
Iy she reeled forward and fell in my
arms, and with a great ery of pain II
gathered her to me nad klssed her lipa,
Supt Inid his hand on my arm. 1 look-
And I lald Lbier soft-
ly on the ground and stood up, looking

on her, cursiag he

ed up in his face

iven that young Ru-

pert's sword bad spared me for this
&l r pang.
CHAPTER XXI
T was tight, and T was u t
11 1 ths o
uf 7
thnt

& 1
that the prisoner of
some, that he had
i yet alive: some, that he was
1 wh ul served the King well
Wl v ure in Englind; others,
hind disco wd th 8
had th ire: bean | ped
1 F two =] vil fellows
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1
1 sont 1
t 11 is t to
v 1 tge= 1 h ned
£ th even |
HEL wonle winilering how
stringelyvethey had fallen out. And
o n the stillpess of the night

I heard the standards fnpping against
thelr poles, for Black Michael's 1|:|mu<r|
hung there half mast high, and above
It the royal flag of Ruritania, floating
for one night more my head.
Habit grows so quick that only by
an effort did 1 recollect that it foated
no longer for me.

FPresently Frite von Tarlenheim came
Into the room. 1 was standing then by
the window; the glass was opened,
and 1 was idly fingering the cement
which clung to the masonry where
“Jacol's ladder” had been. He told
me briefly that the king wanted me,
and together we crossed the draw-
bridge and entered the room that had
been Black Michael's,

The king was lving there In bed,
Onr doctor from Tarlenhelm was in
attendance on him and whispered to
me that my visit must be brief. The
king held out his hand and shook mine,
Fritz and the doctor withdrew to the
window

I took the king's ring (from my finger
and placed it on his.

“I have tried not to dishonor It, sire,"
sald 1.

“1 ean’t talk much to you,” he sald in
a4 weak voice. *'1 have had a great fight
with Sapt and the marshal, for we
have told the marshal everything, 1
wanted to take you to Strelsau and
keep you with me aund tell every one
of what you had doue, and you would
have been my best and nearest friend,
Cousin Rudolf. But they tell me I must
aot, and that the secret must be kepr,
If kept it can be.”

“They are right, sire. Let me go. My
work bere is done."”

“Yes, it is done as no man buf you
could have done it. When they see me
again I shall have my beard on. I
shall—yes, faith, I shall be wasted with
slckness. They will not wonder that
the king looks changed In face. Ceusin,
I sball try to let them find him
fn nothing else. You have showa me
how to play the king."

“Sire,” said I, “I can take no pralse
from youn. It is by the narrowest grace
of God that I was not a worse traltor
than your brother.”

He turned inquiring eyes on me, but
a sick man shrinks from puzzles, and
he had no strength to question me, His
glance fell on Flavia's v, which I
wore. 1 thought he would question me
about it, but after fingering It ldly be
let his head rall on his pillow,

“I don't know when [ shall see you
again,” he said falotly, almost list-
lessly.

“If I can ever serve you agalin, alre,”
I answered.

His eyelids closed. Frits came with
the doctor. I klssed the king's hand
and let Fritz lend me away. I have
never seen the king since,

Outside Fritz turned, not to the right,
back toward the drawbridge, but to the
left, and, without speaking, led me up-
stalrs, through a handsome corridor In
the chateau,

“Where are we going®™ I asked,

Looking away from me, Fritz an-
swoered:

“She has sent for you. When it is
over come back to the bridge. I'll walt
for you there.”

“Whit does she want?’
breathing qulickly

He shook his head

*Does shie know everything?

*“Yes, averythl

He opened a door and, gently push- |
ing me in, closed it behind me. 1|

over

sald I,

found myself In a drawing room, small
and richly furnlshed, At first I thought
that I was alone, for the light that
came from a palr of shaded candles
on the mantelpiece was very dim. But
presently 1 discerned a woman's figure
standing by the window, 1 knew It
was the princess, and I walked up to
her, fell on one knee and carrled the
bhand that hung by Ler side to my lips.
Sbe neither woved nor spoke. 1 rose
to my feet and, plercing the gloom
with my eager eyes, saw ler pale face
and the glewm of Ler halr, and before
I knew [ spoke softly:

“Flavig

She trembiled a lttle and looked
rou she darted to me, taklng
Lokl of

Do ] t stand. No, you

it!" she sald
ed, raising her
yes: “It might
If I'd known

wer the king.”

qulekly, and
kead and looking It
have made no diff
it, Itwasa

And ghe r

sed herse nd kissed me,
“I meant to te S sald'I. I was
goingz to iight of the ball In
S =01 terrupted me
Aft 1 t risk
losi » ! My
i 1 t the king
t0
i y 1 e to
do ne
I pu | her | 1 her
up wl
1 tonight
Al ) i e « | “Not to-
“l must go tonight before more peo-
ple have seen And how wonld
you have me stay, sweotheart, ex-
cept'"—
“If T ecould come with youn" she
whispered very low,
“My God,” =aid I roughly, “don't

talk about that!” And 1 thrust her a
little back from me,

“Why not? I love you. You are as
good a gentleman as the king.”

Then I was false to all that [ should
have held by, for I caught her in my
arms and prayed her In words that I
will not write to come with me, daring
all Ruritania to take her from me,
And for awhile she listened, with won-
dering, dazzled eyes, but as her eves
looked on me | grew ashamed and my
voice died away Iu broken murmurs
and stammerings, and at last I was
silent.

She drew herself away from me and
stood agalnst the wall, while I sat on
the edge of the sofa, trembling in ev-
ery llmb, knowing what [ bad done,
loathing it, obstinate not to undo it
S0 we rested a long time.

“l am mad!” I said sullenly,

“I love your madness, dear,” she an-
swered,

Her face was away from me, but I
canght the sparkle of a tear on her
cheek. I clutehed the sofa with my
hand and held myself there.

“Is love the only thing?' she asked
In low, sweet tones that seemed to
bring a calm even to my wrung heart,

“If love were the only thing, I counld
follow you—in rags, If need be—to the
world’s end, for you hold my heart In
the hollow of your hHand. But is love
the only thing?'

I made her no answer. It gives me
shame now to think that I would not
help her.

She came near me and lald her hand
on my shoulder. I put my hand up and
beld bers.

“I know people write and talk as If
it were. Perhaps for some fate lets it
be. Ah, If [ were one of them! Bat If
love had been the only thing you
would have let the king dle In his
ulL"

1 kissed her hand.

“Homor binds a woman, too, Rudolf.
My honor lles In being true to my
country and my bouse. I don't know
why God has let me love you, but I
know that I must stay.”

Still I said nothing, and she, paus-
ing awhile, then went on:

“Your ring will always be on my
finger, your heart in my heart, the
tonch of your lips en mine, but yon
must go, and [ must stey. Perhaps [
must do what it kills me to think of
doing.”

I knew what she meant, and a shiver
ran through me, but I could not ut-
terly fail beslde her. I rose and took
her hand.

“Do what you will or what yom
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 no
touch save of your lips will ever be on
mine. So may God comfort you, my
darling!"

There struck on our ears the sound
of singing. The priests in 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

|
| musie rose and fell as we stood oppo-
| gite one another, her bands In mine,
| “My queen and my beauty!" sald L
“Afy lover and true knight!" she sald.
“Perhaps we shall never see oune an-
other again. Kiss me, my dear, and
| go.*
[ kissed her as she bade me, but at
]tlm last she clung to me, whispering
| nothing but my name and that over
and over again—and again—and again
| —and then 1 left Ler.
Rapidly 1 walked down to the bridge.
Sapt and Fritz were waiting for me,

Under thelr d'r I changed my
dress, nud, mu g my face, I bad
done more th re, I mounted
with then HI r of the castle,
and we 1 rocle t eli the night

“1t was always you, never the king."
|and on to the Lreaking of day and
| found ourselves at a little roadslide sta
tion just over the border of Ruritanla.
| The traln was not guite due, and I
| walked with them in a meadow by 8

little bLrook while we walted for L
| They ised to send me fll news.
They ied me with kindness.
| Even 3 touched to gentle-
ness, while 1 3 half ned.
I listened inn drear 11 they
fald, “Rudolf! Rudolf; Rudolf!™ still
|rang In my ears, a burden of sorrow
land of love. At last the that I
could oot heed @ wilked
op and down i1 I IFritz touch-
ed me on the arm, and 1 saw, u mile or

more away, the blue smoke of the
train. Then I held out a hand to each
of them,

“We are all but half men this morns
Ing,” said I, smiling. “But we have
been men, eh, Sapt and Fritz, old
friends? We have run a good conrse
between us.”

“We have defeated traltors and sef
the king firm on his throne,” satd Sapt.

Then Fritz von Tarlenheim suddenly,
betore I could discern his purpose or
stay him, uncovered his head and bent
a8 he used to do and kissed my hand,
and as I snatched it away he said, try-
Ing to laugh:

“Heaven doesn't always make the
right men kings!"

Old Sapt twisted hls mouth as he
wrung my hand.

“The devil has his share in most
things," salid he,

The people at the station looked curfe
ously at the tall man with the pufMed
face, but we took no notice of thelr
glances, [ stood with my two friends
and waited till the train came up to
us. Then we shook hands agnin, say-
Ing nothing, and both this time—and,
lndend. from old Rapt it seemed atranga
—bared their heads and so stood stlll
till the train bore me away from thelr
sight, 8o that It was thought some
great map traveled nrlvotely for his
pleasnre from the little station that
morning, whereas, in truth, it was
only I, Rudolf Rassendyll, an English
gentleman, a cadet of a good house,
but 2 man of no wealth nor position
nor of much rank, They would have
been disappointed to know that. Yet
had they koown all they would have

woked more curlously still, for, be 1
what T might now, I had been for
three mouths a king, which, If not a
thing to be proud of, Is at least an ex-
perience to have undergone. Doubt.
less I should have thought more of I
had there not echoed through the alr,
from the towers of Zenda that we
"wera leaving far away, into my ears
and inte my heart the cry of a wom-
an's love: “Rudolf! Rudolf! Rudolf!™
Hark! 1 hear It now!
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