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. The east grew rosy and a sweet, But
breese blew agalnst him. The day | bedroom. -
promised to be fine and clear. He was | “Put him here, Maurice. Can you
glad of that. get a doctor?” |
Jean always liked to lie flat on hie | Beaujon Ilald Jean down on his
back in an open fleld, staring up at the | mother's bed. He patted Mme.|
sky with eyes that were as blue. Mme. | Valles® cheek do softly in his pity.
Valles was a German, and her eyes | “No. Jean does not meed a doctor,
were like her sons. Mama Valles.”
She wept because her sister had | He went out, closing the door on
boys in the German army. Her own | the two. There was a stranger in
busband was a Belglan, and her sym- | he dining room, and he remembered
pathy must go with him; and Jean, Mme. Valles did not like curious eyes. 5
her son—was he not fighting the uh-| He sat down in the first chair he “Perhaps | should have spoken first
L e e o o e — lans as well as his father? reached, exhausted. {o you,” sald the prince, talking rap-
(Copyright, The Frank A. Munsey Co.) But women took life hard = A::r: c::“:l in D:hu hn:tll nl-':l an| (Copyright, The Frank A. Munsgy Co.) idly. “But I sald, “This is America,
urioe | He was sorry for women. e ANOS.. Bae exX-|  «“well, he can keep on following us,” | where there must not be too much
l:;lln’:];:h“t.llm ae;lf:l:l:fnth::’ Jm thought again of that fellow running pt:ctﬂd tn;joln friends In Berlin, She| ..;3 Miss Dracon. “There's no law | formality.” Desides, I was crazy—
was lying, wounded, in the open field. | ©ff With his own arm before he col- pt saylng to herself that she had |, qinq¢ it, § suppose~not over here.” | crazy with love—as I have been ever
He knew the lad trusted him to come, | 18psed. There was a saying in the | never expected this war when she| “nyq tea, the music, even the clothes | since first I lookéd at her.”
so Beaujon tossed as a mother might | Bible, “As one whom his mother com- | wa;:] lhl'ﬂ:d- : she wore, were all well calculated to| “No scene, please,” cautioned Ellza-
and could scarcely wait for the dawn. | forteth.” The fellow had probably t:ﬂ“: ﬂuﬂ!" Beaujon's pallor she | g,,11¢ & feminine heart—especially | beth steadily. *
He talked to Jean. The stars were | started to run home to his mother. ';’" @ kitchen and called Marle, | o (hat could mot have been more| The band zinged louder. Her remark
',  pallng. She must be proud of her big booby. :TE;I young 5;';1 who “'l:;:d :“"‘ than twenty years old: but, as she | drew blood apparently. :
“There, so, Jean"—he reached for | He chuckled again. . t“h:-l. ‘h nd :r underhousekeep- | .04 gut over the terface of Armenon-| “It is true that I have debts,” the | ¥
his boots—"so, Jean, keep up your He had forgotten that word which Br'..,r"; “lf 0% ::uﬂh“ :m. Mm ville, with an elaborate pretense of | prince went on; “but they are the | 5
courage.” had fmpressed him so strongly—that Vall oy '“d ud':ll ‘L e €. | recognizing no one in the fashionable | debts of my ancestors. I pay interest
- He ralsed his flask and tasted of its word which would help him. He knew ..' o lt:n : © exclaimed, throng, there was a dangerous sparkle | on them. No one expects more than
contents: ~ | it was important, but he had forgotten | “and I ltl.h nk the man who brought |, ne Dracon's eye. that. They are like state debts—what
“S80, Jean, & few drops, they put i“ again. hITth H: IWT' ;“ ,rh“E‘ Her mother, a personification of | you call national debt. A national
heart in & man.” He hummed a tune—a little, old, M ﬂ“’ Hmh:::;u ';: "L answered | ,, . orican dollars and well preserved | debt is never pald. But why mention
He stuffed a loaf of bread into his | Alsatian tune—as he continued his ':‘ h:r p : mtl:. she I:alp; youth, looked at her with an indul- | such things? It is you I love. You
knapsack. _ search; the men whose faces he looked T“ld“tt coftee Into saucer gent smile. | | followed again back to Europe.” | =4
. i “Now, a crumb, Jean—so!” at made no impression on him; he | ste H;ﬂ __“1“ ::!“pillu Baviiy. T will “His title is perfectly good,” uhui “Will you have cream or lemon?” | 3
He gathered up gauze and dressing only knew they were not Jean. 4 | attend t;: thl:t * Sh I ;{'h . purred. “I looked it up—in the Al-|asked Elizabeth, suddenly remember
for a wound and thrust it into his | The sun flashed on the bayonets an ani m l: coff o ﬁ,‘h “C| manach de Gotha, where only royal |ing the tea things.
knapseck. “So mow, Jean, let us see. | "8DETS lying about; It was pretty as & { PO WL PPOTeC the coros wits oland—» “S80 why—why—will you not have
§ o Ab-h-h-h, that {s bad, but we'll get-you sparkling sea. y 4 ow you bring & “Look out! He's coming over.” me?"
He bent over a body. Some Instinet | of warm water to wash his feet. They It had Ired —— | “Shall 1 it an >
: well. Let me tie on this bandage. hirl about on his | are bleeding and his stockings are cut requ no very keen v go over it all once more
They'll do better for you at the hos- | Made him rise and w | in shreds.” on the part of Prince Frederick vou |asked Elizabeth, amiling but cruel.
tal, but this will serve till we - - Hohenstaufen to see the Dracons, | “l've seen enough of these Inter
Euu" | Ho was face to face with nn;;: G 'l:?;hm;dmrlnl . h::'l:h? Hﬁ mother and daughter. An omniscient | national marrisges to make me sick |
He flung hia knapsack over his back, [ e ublans. The German was on fobe | I IORo0 o ae Bim In ber room, | B€ad waiter, in the first place, with an | It 1 ever marry—which I doubt—I'll
“So, Jean, put your arms around my Each man was but a .:.bulr Shs bas shit the Boor He Iill; éye to a ten-franc tip, had placed them | marry an American. I'll marry a man
neck. Gently, gently; I'll not jar you. ntb-r: so identical mhl I:'::; that basin, Marie.” "h'. m-r:r 2zt at a table where all might see. And, | who can take care of me, just as |
That's better, eh? He laughed sions; mhh"h; l."“‘ mmud at | back to Bﬂm*"ﬁr 25 “hi little in the second place, they were not the | though | dido't have a cent In the
“The uhlans didn't get you, Jean.” searching "“r o ¢ r:.ad'm?hr ran in | of this coffee. It will do you good.” sort of people who escape observation. | world; one who will work, accomplish
It was gray when he went down the each other; they tu &mh Beaujon lfted his heav uumh& Great wealth, sagaciously used, stamps | something, ba someons by his own ef-
road. People had their houses open, | :rpolltt directions as y face. “Thank you." e its possessors with an imprint as un- | forts. Hince you owe so much, by your
but the shop windows were closed. At 'n'"":"““ was out of both of them. Marie came hurrylag in with towels ﬂlrlmbll: as the sterling mark oo :::“:dnluhn. why don't you work

the city gate an officer talking with a d a basin of
Beaujon dropped his rifie as he ran. | @hd & n water and, kneeling ue yo
sentry recogonized Maurice. Prince Frederick was lkewise no- Ellzabeth!
Horror was on his heels. He stumbled | down, peeled off the ragged stockings " Mre. Dracss we andalized. as she

“Hello, B“‘j'ﬂﬂ!“ he called. “You with tender fingers. She ung

Besujon nodded as & matter of lized | Buddenly she pressed Besujon's| ™mIBEling of eagerness and anxiety vis- | ler of hers; but the prince was listen-
course. He had fought like a demon th::uhl:.l:-:.mwrﬂ h_:;rh Ae st b hr" bosom, -ﬂ:-u. ible in his face, through the perfumed, | 108, sober, Intent.

to kill men; he must have yelled Hke while she murmured: “M well-dressed, gayly chatting swarm of | "1 can’t work, the way you measn,”
s maniac; his throat was raw inside; had dropped his own Jean '™ y Josn, my p.m;...m;mm,h-u Prince Frederick with bated

“Elizabeth told me that you had
done her the honor—" Mrs. Dracon be-

lm

he had risen to a hm“‘ Hﬂi“ﬂﬂ in “I:. ::;Tﬁmr;: lﬂ}'!d.' She was (0 have married Jean wero .“hm themselves in the Bols breath. “I'm a Hohenstaufem. [ be *“1 ".'l“," ha -H, as he M L
the trenches to smatch a flag which | =0 00 T T (here beside him | Valles in the autumn. that afterncon, he suffered badly by | !ong& to the empire. If it were not for | ened wp, “that you have been made
had been shot away from Jean, and he Iy Jesn. It wes Jean's tifie he held. Beaujon's brows econtracted with | comparison, In spite of his youth. that, there is nothing in the world | | 1o suffer. But while you are In Ho-
~_bad waved It high above his head to He knew by the smile on Jean's face | PIty. “Poor Marie!" he sald. “Poor S0 Miss Dracon thought. wouldnt do to show you—shpw you | henstaufen you will, st least, be my
éover tha retreat of his companions. RGN (e Marie!” His mind seemed entirely| His features were smug and homely, how 1 love you, lru now, could T | guests.*
And then the ublans were om him Only éesd men weve Dagey Mie clear again. giving his clean-shaven face an expres- do so *-:_Iall honor, I'd blow out my “We want to get to Belgium—4to Lon- !
Again, but he was up and running with | 0% 2T LT eht sort of dead | THe coffee helped him. He watched | sion she assoclated vaguely with gro- braine— _ don,” said KElizabeth, by now on the <
) the flag, and he had gscaped: somehow ‘ ’ her as she nat back on ber heels, let- | cers or grooms. His skin was fresh | 1 ¥® dropped my fan™ sald Mre. | verge of tears.
bo Bod omped. N was & misacte. e ting his feet drop into her lap and | enough, but exposure o the susm had [ DThOR. “We've lost our baggage—every |
never doubted Jean's safety until the looking up pititully at him, | The prince recovered it for her with | thing,” said Mra. Dracon. fe
lad could not be found | “Now, 1 shall have no busband.” & little laugh just as the music, with & | They were speaking softly, as o - :
LI B “Where are you golng, Beaujon?” He saw her poor, Nitle, drooping | succession of rippling scales sugges | yillans' and military passed and re
“For Jean,” Beaujon ansawered. mouth, the woo In her eyes. tive of a Right of butterfiies, wont up | passed. The offlcers who had sur i
“Valles, ho 18 missing?" the of it was more than grief for Jean. It into the alr and was silent. rounded the prince had turned thelr
. asked. “Have you been through the was desolation come upon her. The Bllent, also, for most of the time | backs, pretending not to notios,
hospitals ™ i lssues of life were cut off. She would were Mra. Dracon and her daughter a8 | 1 am master here,” said the prince ¥
“He Is not In them,” Beanjon an have no husband, no children. Why they drove home a little later through | quietly: “but not bayond the Nmits of ;
swered. was she left & woman? the higharched allees of the Dols. | ihe principality.” He turned to Bilss i
This delay tortured him. Fe This was what war did for women' They were stopping at the Bristol | heth. “Have you forgotien that 1 love

would be moving on soon (o one of the | you 1 :
(German spas, Wieabaden most likely. | “What then?™ S,
And they were both willing to pretend |  “Marry me.”

(hat it was this approaching departure | gijzabeth looked st him with we-

strained, a little blus, “You have us In your power—ie

Finally Mre. Dracon apoke. compromise us, diagrace ua, M
“Don"t you think you're a bit brutal | wiah—~ ’_

with him, Beth? Young Oermans have A change of expression Ia the |
been known to kill themaelves —" prinece’'s face made her pause. 3

knew he could make Ma search better
before the sun was up, for the gleam
of the bayonets had dazzled him yes
terday, and from the fleld they would
flash In his eyes again.

Deaujon pointed. “Vallea can't be
far.” he added. "We were right In
those trenches, just back of those
bushea ™

“Well, go on, then,” sald the offi-

Beanjon spoke with diMculty, for
his throat was tired. “Marle, If T live
I will return and be your husband.”

When ahe saw the kindness on his
face she bent forward and laild her
face against his breast, sobbing. Hae
patted her shoulder untll she grew
quiet. Them he sald: “"Now, | must
be going.”

Miss Dewey was crying. too. S8he

cor; "but be cautious. Remember the ran out to get him snother eup of “Ob i once of shooting J
: , heMl phow n In,” msald - :
;-“,M :;.;:‘b:n u:n"ul' the fleld. coffee. “What a good man,” sho Elizabeth. P ""I"'F:.-':d?“'hl -:‘llh ae : :
ou won' m Alive, thought. : -
" J Paria Mk . it — (ot : :
Allve,” thought Deaujon Impa- Marie knelt and dried his feet and with m::.n-lT;a E:: 1:!:::*::: :'.'..“_': m:. ::“ e ;. = 3
tiently: "no, not l: this talking keeps put a pair of clean stockings on him. idle from the four quarters of the | wite, or My GO - P'r
up much longer” FHe saluted and They were Papa Valles’, as were also world. Came the end of Orand Prix Il‘l"l—!. o ";l: “-H-r t“m.r--r: 3
burst away. the boots, she brought Papa Valles week, and It was as though some |spalr. “Mra. Dracon,” he resumed, m

He stepped out Into the fleld. He |
had known he should see the rifles and
the bayoneta fArst, but they did not
h;h 'I::- hh.::!:u?lﬂ:na gray ke a :;:: Her tears fell more gently.

o, they w e oy s = njomn pulled om the boota. He
the aky. He gazed blankly Into the | S8 R rose and shook hands with Misse
genith: his first Instinet was to look > Dewey. “Good-by,” he sald. “When
" are e e shining; 1t e eyl s L

re was A star : 1t wan member s "
yellow and very faint. He met its He Chuckled Again. She stood on the steps of the hotel,
gaze. It looked at him steadily. 2t The Aiad whis to | "hile Marie followed him to the road. He wasnt acting In sccordance with | in uniform on the front sest, oiid off
blinked and went out. The thought ::nl:'-ct . truggled “Walt,” he sald; “1 was forgetting| “Look Out! Me's Coming Over.” form. Gemerally when an Impover | with them into the night. Prines Fred
of Jean gripped him, and he forced oot '-h_ —_— - something " ished prince once fixes his attention | erick von Hohenstaufen had not heen
himself to look down again over the s stralsh He thrust his hand into his pocket | made it red In spots instead of giving | o0 A dazzling bait like Elizabeth Dra- | there to see them erw
fleld mmmw.'m and drew forth a big key and gave it | It the even tan possessed by most of | con—handsome, educated, Immeasur- | and then, as they stopped at garriesn
-ge : to Marle. “It is the key to my shop iLthe other men ahe knew, ably rich in her own right—he be | towns and scattered posta whare afl

m' mmnt‘hhﬂhﬂ:! ™ Ss Bn k-
it was still warm. en ew 12 1 o 8ot come back all je yeurs.” And hia clothes! Imuluvﬂtm was wakefdineas and feverish activity,

thin, slow streama farrowed the
ground: as the light increased these | that pale star which blinked at him | = o = " " " " o o0 might. | - They also reminded Miss Dracon| BSo they both thought. They wers|one of the men on the front sest

shuggish trickles, these splashes, were | And went out was a signal from Jean.) _ ., _ _| vaguely of grocers and grooma, dressed | not without experience. But they maid | showed a paper he carried, wherenpon
seariet He wished he could lie down beside J“T “E?;“hﬁ:-.h:;fﬂ - - up. nothing about it. Not until one night. | thers would be a murmured “Recht!™

This was a shambles: the world a him, but he had promised to retara. “Good-by,” he sald, and bent to kiss “Ah, Mra. Dracon; again! Permil It was the night that followed a | and a salute,
alaughterhonse. He had been promoted for bravery, her cheek: then suddenly drew her| ™ 0 salute you.” hideous day. From early morning they on

Mlmm-ﬂfﬂr'ﬂm: this Beaujon. Who was the fellow— intnhlllr:mumdimmm The prince had taken the “Hﬂf had been ecrowded with strangers
all that made ft brilliant, all that goad- | Beanjon, Beaujon, Beaujon. But he| o oo "0 " Lo . "| Mra. Dracon’s fingers and lifting them | whom they feared and distrusted in
ed Bim on, was gone. Why had he | had promised to get back to him. He e Soand sonsnid freely through | €7®T #0 alightly, was performing the | the tiny, suffocating compartment of
been promoted for bravery? | must find Beaujon again. his veins omce more. That kiss—so | 2CTObatic feat of bending forward from | a third-class railway eartiage. All day

He was not brave now. He lifted Jean on his back and| . = @ eet—bad revived him. it| M@ hips without flexing the knees. He | the train had erawled and stopped,

His mind was confused; he mmst | started homeward. It was strange Vhs ‘“ ﬂlﬂ!lll Marle had m. o had touched the fingers with his lpa. Ithen crawled agan, Hke a wounded
stop: he must be clear. There was a | that he was carrying Jean's rifie In- stranger with whom he had fallen| ~AD. Miss Elizabeth!” worm, while other trains rushed by
word which wonld help him if he | stead of his own. in love at first sight. He repeated the salute. | -
could remember it. It was a message that he must fight | ~ o, )00 o rang new borm from| “Bit down here with us, dear prince,”

He pressed his hand to his forehead, | for them both. He was grim but ex-| ., ' 0y 1+ had no past. He went | 8ald Mrs, Dracon. “Or, are you with
struggling for that word. Ah, he m‘ﬂﬂntuhmﬂ. Where he had off down the road with a swinging | frlends? When 4id you leave Amer
#! Sure. He must be sane killed one man before, now he would | . o "»c. opouiderd squared. The good |lea?”

He strode firmly forward, looking | kill two; it would be double the num- God meant well by man. His hand| The heir of Hohenstaufen dropped
nefther to the right nor to the left, his | ber always, double for Jean. must be over this somehow—yes— | Into the chair that a waiter had al
:lﬂnutlluehuh_}uthrﬂndthal The ground was uncertain and he| ... an ready pushed into position, gave one
farther trench. stumbled; then he realized he was| .yn..o s his shop, Marie? asked [ meaning look at Elizabeth nm-l

He heard low moans and eries, but | trampling over the dead with his| .. noyey then turned once more to the older
he did not heed them. boots on. He laid Jean down and took |« fourth one down on that side, | woman,

Something moved In a heap of | Off his boots, then lifted hia friend | .. 4.5 i00lle,” answered Marie. “As soon as | learned you had gome,
bodies. How dead men struggled! | "8ain and went on In his stocking-| ~0p  that beantiful lace shop!”|them 1 left,” he said.

_ Hq“lﬂl.m{ﬂl.nﬂlmim Miss Dewey exclaimed. “There are| FEllzabeth bit her lip, while her

o space of ground, a dead Belgian was Whnh_umhtnlhﬂt!lllln some wonderful rosepleces in the | mother smiled aasily. the order in the clipped, military
il lying forward on his face. no one offered to help him, for Beau- | window. 1 noticed them the®first day| “A coincidence,” ‘said Mrs. Drscon. | man of Prussia:

Beanjon paused. Clutehed In the | Jon was & giant in strength and he || wag fn town. S0 he s & lace-| “A colncidence” conceded the| All passengers get down!™
man's hand was an arm. He stared. | bore Jean as though he had been a| ,,,per?~ | prines, “but designed by me.” It wam almost panie as the shadder-
Then he saw that the man’s other | £l “Yes, mademotselle.” He looked from mother to danghter. | Ing clvillans-—men, women and ehil:
arm had been shot off. He climbed the road and turmed| Beanjon reached the top of the| Mrs. Dracon was listening intently, no | drem, Duteh, Beigian, Freach, English,
A , His heart jumped. into & amall hotel. road. He turned and waved his cap.| doubt, although she had the air of one | American—clambered out; but infor-
hy Conld that slender fellow be Jean? Mme. Valles sat at the table with | Then he disappeared down the hill. who fs rather preocupled with some- | mation somehow got about that here
' He went forward and turned him over. | the one guest left In the hotel; she| “He fs gone,” sald Marie. Fhe|thing else. The daughter'’s eyes met | they were to remaia until mobilization
When he saw the face of a stranger | was having an extra cap of coffee with | elasped her hands on her breast | his with the suspicion of a challenge | ¥as complets, that there was a hotel |

had gone to the war, too: and he was
A blg man like Beaujon, not slight
like Jean. Jean was so pretty—Ilike |

mighty hand had opened all the sluices | “farewell. A military motor will be £
of the pond. The goldfiah peatiered. here in a few minutes, In charge of .
The Dracons lingered Jlonger in | one of my orderiies, who will see thad
Paris than they had expected-—a mat- | you and Miss Dracon are conducted In N
ter of new gowns—and then floated | safety to the Pelgian fromtler. Rilss L
on, with other goidfish, to the Oerman | beth, If | never ses you again-—"
resort. Put still there was no sign “Kisa me good-by,” she whispered
of Prinea Frederick von Hohenstanfen. | ila panie.
it troubled them both a little secretly. A gray-painted motor, with two men

-
5 ha began to langh. her and they were falking about the | “Think, mademoiselle, how ome hour |in them.
Now that the fellow did mot prove | war. 1mhh¢-t-um It Is] FHadn't they settied this, once and
to be Jean, he saw how comieal it was. | Beaujon’s figure filled the doorway | wari™ for all, that night the prince had pro-
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