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INTRODUCTION

The Prisoner of Zenda was written in 1893 and published
in 1894. In the 1890's, life in Britain and continental Europe had
many modern features. Railways had been established for more
than half a century, the clectric telegraph was in use, there were
great manufacturing industries and the capital cities —such as
London and Paris —exhibited many of the architectural landmarks
‘that we see today. But there were many striking differences between
the scene then and the scene today. The age of the motorcar was
still a few years distant and, away from the railways, people moved
no faster than horses could take them. Ten years were to pass before
the first flight of a man in an aeroplane. The cinema and the radio
were still to come. |

The author’s life spanned many of the social and technical
changes that have made the twentieth century so different from
the nineteenth. He was born in 1863 and died in 1933, His real
name was Anthony Iope Hawkins (Sir Anthony Hope Hawkins
after he was knighted in 1918). He was educated at Marlborough
College, a famous public school, and Balliol College Oxford, where
he was outstandingly brilliant, obtaining a double first for his degree
and becoming President of the Union Society. He then studied law
at the Middle Temple and was called to the bar in 1887. e was a
highly successful lawyer but became better known as a novelist,
achieving great popular success with his sixth novel, The Prisoucr

of Zenda. |

‘Some people take the view that “best-sellers” cannot be
good literature, a view that is obviously absurd. Byron, Scott and
Dickens were among the many great authors who enriched
themselves and their publishers during the nineteenth century b

writing books that turned out to be best-sellers, Admitted| y'n,y -
Prisoner of Zenda is not a piece of literature in anything lil):; lht-
same class as the best novels of e biys

seryred litérary o erils memss;‘:t: :“.‘d chkem.f but it has some
| ’ enough to Attract the warm
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praise of Robert Louis Stevenson; truly a connoisseur of this type
of writing.

Anthony Hope does one of the most creative things a writer
can do, by constructing an imaginary world in which we can, for
the moment, believe, when we are under the spell of the book.
Ruritania may be a never-never land, but it is so vividly and
coherently imagined that “Ruritanian” has become a meaningful
and well-established word in the English language.

The book tellsa good story, very skilfully plotted. The main
situation is very cleverly contrived. The friends of the Kidnapped
king cannot act cpenly against his kidnappers without gravely
risking his life and disclosing that an impostor has been uccupying
the throne since the day of the coronation. The King's enemies dare

not expose the imposture, for that would reveal their own treason.
Out of this situation springs a fascinating tale of plotand counter-
plot, with tense and violentaction from both sides. Thereade
from onessituation of Suspense to another and is consta ntly
to read.on and discover what will happen next.
The whole thing, the extravagant story
setting carries a remarkable degree of convictio
who have never sat on a horse in their lives stil
armed with swords and pistols, can imagine the gallops and the
desperate affrays by night as vividly as if they had really taken
Place. As his academic and legal carcer demonstrated, Anthony
Hope Hawkins was an exceedingly clever man and any amount n-f
sueer cleverness has gone into his creation of the air of reality that
makes this romantic narrative so convincing. For one IIuni;. the
narrative is told by Rassendyll, a contemporary Englishman, 1rom
the same background as the contemporary reagle
fundamental attitudes. Yet this ordinary upy
is plunged into a situation that would seem 1o belong rather 10 a
mediaeval romance than to a story set in Europe at (he end ol the
nineteenth century. But the Ruritanian sctling is convincing. |t
Matches the little that the average reader would hnow abaut Central
Europe, its remote and lovely countryside of hills and great forests,
quaint old-f:shioned towns and fairy tale castles. It

r moves
impelled

and its romantic
n. Urban readers
Iless gone about

Fand sharing hig

wrsclass Englishnnan

s near cnoagh
it
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to the familiar countties of Western Europe to seem real and yet
remote enough to seem a natural setting for colourful characters
engaged in romantic adventures. International express trains run
from familiar places like Dresden and Paris, to its capital cily, but
it is natural for men involved in secret enterprises to ride across
country on horseback as adventurers have ridden in tales of romance
for centuries. The sword was an old-fashioned weapon, even in
‘the nineteenth century but Anthony Hope most skilfully devises
situations in which men have romantic sword-fights instcad of
shooting it out with pistols in vulgar gangster or cowboy fashion.
There is always a good reason for a character’s not being armed
with a pistol—he has to attack silently, he has had to swim the
moat around the old castle, or he is the victim of a sudden onslaught
when firearms are out of reach. It is such piling up of plausible
details that gives the most outrageously romantic episades a
convincing ring.

For the student of English as a foreign language, Tl Prisoucr
of Zenda is an eminently suitable novel. Most English novels of any
worth demand a fair knowledge of the British background if they
are to be properly understood. The Ruritanian setting has a universal
appeal and makes no such demand. This novel is, essentially, one
of action, with no psychological or sociological complexitics. It is
enough to follow the events to get the kind of enjoyment out of the
book that it was meant to provide, and has provided for so long to
countless readers.

Some slight abridgements of the text havc been made in
this edition. They do not affect the story at all and no alterations
have been made in the text between the abridgements.

il
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CHAPTER-]
The Rassendylls—with a Word on the Elphbergs

“I wonder when in the world you’re going to do anything,
Rudolf?” said my brother’s wife. '

“My dear Rose,” 1 answered, laying down my egg-spoon,
“why in the world should I do anything? My position is a
comfortable one. I have an income nearly sufficient for my wants
(no one’s income is ever quite sufficient, you know). I enjoy an
enviable social position: 1am brother to Lord Burlesdon, and brother-
in-law to that most charming lady, his countess. Behold, it is
enough!”

"You are nine-and-twenty,” she observed, “and you've done
nothing but—" '

“Knock about? It is true. Our family doesn’t need to do things.”

This remark of mine rather annoyed Rose, for everybody
knows (and therefore there can be no harm in referring to the fact)
that, pretty and accomplished as she herself is, her family is hardly
of the samestanding as the Rassendylls. Besides her attractions, she
possessed a large fortune, and my brother Robert was wise enough
not to mind about her ancestry. Ancestry is, in fact, a matler
concerning with the next-observation of Rose’s has some truth.

“Good familics are generally worse than any others,
Upon this I stroked my hair: | knew quite w

“I'm so glad Robert is back! she cried.

At this moment Robert (who rises at seven a
breakfast) came in. He glanced athis wife,
flushed.

“What's the matter, my dear?” he asked.

She objects to my doing nothing and having red hair,” sajqd I
in an injured tone.

“Oh! Of course he can't help his hair,”
generally crops out once in a generation,”

" shesaid.
cll what she mcant.

: nd works before
whose cheek was slightly

admitted Rose, “¢
said my brother. *So,"
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The Pnsoner of Zenda
2

| th.”
se. Rudolf has got them bo |
tIhlea::;hed, and went on with my €gg- At Jeast 1 had shelved

ay of
the question of what (if anything) 1 ougl;t tt}t clc;—ei:;c;e lzt;;ymy
closing the discussion—and also, I must admit, ¢
strict little sister-in-law a trifle more—I obser:ed.
“I rather like being all Elphberg myself. o
wThe difference between you and Robert,” said my sister-in-
Taw, who often (bless her!) speaksona platform, and oftener Sfll. las
if she were on one, “is that he recognizes the duties of his position,
and you only see the opportunities of yours.” | N
“To a man of spirit, my dear Rose,” I answered, “opportunitics
are duties.” .
~ “Nonsense!” said she, tossing her head; and after a moment
she went on: “Now here’s Sir Jacob Borrodaile offering you exactly
what you might be equal to.” |
“ A thousand thanks!” I murmured.
“He's to have an embassy in six months, and Robert says he is
_sure that he’ll take ydu as an attaclié, Do take it, Rudolf —to please

me.”

does

Now when my sister-in-law puts the matter in that way,
wrinkling her pretty brows. twisting her little hands, and growing
wistful in the eyes, all on account of an idle scamp like myself, for
whom she has no-natural responsibility, I am visited with
compunction. Moreover, I thought it possible that I could pass the

time in the position suggested with some tolerable amusement.
Therefore I said:

'tMy dear sister, if in six months’ time no unforescen obstacle
has arisen, and Sir Jacob invites me, hang me if [ don’t go with Sir
Jacob!” ‘ ‘

“O Rudolf, how good of you! 1 am glad!”

“Where's he going to?”

) ‘Hc”dm.:sn't know yet; but it’s sure to be
Ma(}am, said I, “for your sake I'l] goifisnom
legation. Whendo a thing I don’t do it by halv

My promise, then, was give
and seem an eternity,

a goud embassy.”
ore than a begyarly
es.”

n; but six months are six months,

and inasmuch as they stretched between me
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The Rassendylls—with a word on the Elphbergs . 3

and my prospective industry (I suppose atlachés are industrious;
butIknow not, for Enever became attaclié to Sir Jacob or to anybody
else) I castabout for some desirable mode of spending them. And it
occurred to me suddenly that I would visit Ruritania. It may scem
sfrange that I had never visited that country yet; but my father (in
spite of a sneaking fondness for the El phberg, which led him to give
me, his second son, the famous Elphberg name of Rudlolf) had always
been averse to my going, and since his death my brother, prompled
by Rose, had accepted the family tradition which taught thata wide
berth was to be given to that country. But the moment Rurit..nia
had come into my head I was eaten up with curiosity to see it. After
all, red hair and long noses are not confined to the House of
Elphberg, and the old story seemed a preposterously insufficient
reason for debarring myself from acquaintance with a highly
interesting and important kingdom, one which had played no small
part in European history, and might do the like again under the
sway of a-young and vigorous ruler, such as the new king was
rumoured to be. My determination was clinched by reading in The
Times that Rudolf the Fifth was to be crowned at Strelsau in the
course of the next three weceks, and that great magnificence was to
~mark the occasion. At once I made up my mind to be present, and
began my preparations. But in as much as jt has never been my
practice to furnish my relatives with an itinerary of my juumuy_-;,
and in this case I anticipated Opposition to my wishes, | gave t;ut
that I was going for a ramble in the Tyrol—an old haunt of mine —
and propitiated Rose’s wrath by declaring th
the political and social problems of the
dwells in that neighbourhgod.
‘:Pcrhaps,” Lhinted darkly, “there may be an outcome
expedition.”
“What do you mean?” she asked.
“Well,” said I carelessly, “there seems 5 g
filled by an exhaustive work on—~
“Oh! will you write a book?” she cried, c|
“That would be splendid, wouldn’t it, Robert?~

“It's the best of introductions to political life
observed my brother, who has by the way,

g that I intended to study
tnteresting community which

of the

ap that might pe
apping her hands,

nowadays,~
introduced himself in
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‘3 - me Pﬁstmn u!Zl‘ﬂd“
this manner several times over. Burlesdon on * Ancient Thmrics
and Modern Facts” and “The Ultimate outcome,” by a Politicy
Student, are both works of recognised eminence.

“I believe you are right,” said Robert.

“Now promise you'll do it,” said Rose earnestly.
“No, I won't promise; but if 1 find enough material | wij»
“That's fair enough,” said Robert.
“Oh! Material doesn't matter,” she said, pouting.
- But this time she could get no more than a qualified promise

outof me. To tell the truth, I would have wagered a handsome

that the story of my expedition that sum
and spoil notassingle pen. And

the fumre holds; for here am,

sum
mer would stain no paper
that shows how little we know whal

fulfilling my qualified promise, and
N , wriling; as I never thought to write, a book — though it will hardly
Serve as an introduction to political life and has not a jot to do with

the Tyrol. \

Neither would it,

e I fear, please Lady Burlesdon, if 1 were o
submit it to her critical eye—a step which I have no intention o
taking, .
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CHAFTER-2
Concerning the Colour of Men's Hair

It was a maxira of my Uncle William’s that no man should
pass through Paris without spending four-and-twenty hours there.
My uncle spoke out of a ripe experience of the world, and I honoured
his advice by putting up foraday and a nightat The Continentalon
my way to the Tyrol. I called on George Featherly at the embassy,
and we had a bit of dinner together at Durand’s, and afterward
dropped ir to the Opera; and after that we had a little supper, and
after that we called on Bertram Bertrand, a versifier of some repute
and Paris cosrespondent to The Critic. He had a very camfortable
~ suite of rooms, and we found some pleasant fellows smoking and
talking. It struck me, however, that Bertram himself was absentand -
in low spirits, and when everybody except ourselves had gone |
rallied him on his moping preoccupation. He fenced with me fora
while, but at last, flinging himself on a sofa, he exclaimed:

“Very well; have it your own way. l am in love— infernally in
love!”

“Oh, you'll write the better poetry,” said I by way of
consolation.

He ruffled his hair with his hand and smoked furiously.
George Featherly, standing with his back to the mantelpiece, smiled
unkindly. -

“If it's the old affair,” said he, “you may as well throw it up,
Bert. She's leaving Paris tomorrow.”

“] know that,” snapped Bertran.

" "Notﬁutitwoulcl makea'my d.ifferencc if shestayed,” pursuced
boey 'rflentless George. “She flies higher than the paper trade, my
“Hang her!” said Bertram.

- u.rould make more interesting for me,” I ventured to
observe, “if | knew who you were talking about.”

* Antoinette Mauban,” said George.

“De Mauban,” growled Bertram.

“Oho!" said 1, passing by the question of the de.” ¥ou don't
mean to say, Bert—"
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_"Thé Prisoner of Zenda

~Can't you let me alone?” | '
“Where's she going to?” 1 asked, for the lady was something
A od cruelly at poor Bertram and

Georgejingled his moncy. smi
answered pleasantly:

“Nobody knows. By the
house the other night—at least,
meet him— the Duke of Strelsau?”

“Yes, I did,” growled Bertram.

» An extremely accomplished man, I thought him.”

It was not hard to sce that George's references to the duke
were intended to aggravate poor Bertram’s sufferings, so that Idrew
the inference that the duke had distinguished Mme. de Mauban by
his attentions. She was a widow, rich, handsome, and, according to
repute, ambitious. It was quite possible that she, as George put il,
was flying as highasa personage who was everything he could be
short of enjoying a strictly royal rank: for the duke was the son of
the late King of Ruritania by a sccond and morganatic marriage,
and half brother to the new king,.

“He's not in Paris now, is he?” T asked.

“Oh, no! He's gone back to be presentat the king’s coronation;
a ceremony which, I should say, he'll not enjoy much. But Bert, old
man, don’t despair! He won't marry the fair Antoinette—at least,
not unless another plan comes to nothing,. Still, perhaps, she—".Il¢
paused and added, with a laugh: “Roval attentions are.hard to
resist —you know that, don’t you, Rudolf?”

' "Corjfound you!” said I; and rising, 1 left the hapless Bertram
Dresden? me to the station, where I took a tichet for
“Going fo s the pictures?” asked George, with a grin.

George ig an inveterate gossip, and had I told him that I was
off to Ruritania the news would have been in London i v
and in Park Lane ina week. I was therefore ab A EOES 2
answer when he saved my conscienc i ’0‘.“ AaFeturanevasive
dartin ¢ by leaving me suddenly and

arting across the plat-form. Following him wi .
him lift his hat and g him with my cyes, I saw
: 1at and accost a graceful, fashionabl sl w
who had ably dressed woman
just appeared from the booking offi .
. g officc. She was perhaps a

way, Bert, | met a great man at her

about a month ago. Did you ever
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neerning t}:e Colour of Men's Hdi.’ ‘
ear or two over thirty, tall, dark, and of rather full figure. As George
lked, I saw her glanceatme, and my vanity was hurt Py the thou g;ht
:;at, n'\ufﬂed in a fur coat and a neck wrapper (for it was a ~hilly
April day) and. wearing a soft travelling hat pulled down to my
ears, | must be looking very far from my best. A moment later George
rejoined me. - . o .
ayou've got a charming travelling companion, he said.
«That's poor Bert Bertrand's geddess, Antoinette de Mauba.n, and,
like you, she’s going to Dresden —also, no doubt, to sec the pictures.
1s very queer, though, thatshe doesn’tat present desire the honour

of your acquaintance.” |
»1 didn’t ask to be introduced,” 1 observed, a little annoyed. -

“Well, 1 offered to bring you to her; but she said, ‘Another
time'. Never mind, old fellow, perhaps there’ll bea sriash, and you'll
havea chance of rescuing her and cutting out the Duke of Strelsau!”
No smash, however, happened, either to me or o Mme. de
Mauban. I can speak for her as confidéntly as for myself; for when,
after a night's rest in Dresden, I continued my journey she got into
the same train. Understanding that she wished to be let alone, |
avoided her carefully, but I saw thatshe went the same way as I did
to the very end of my journey, and I took opporlunities of having a
good look at her, when I could do so unabserved.

'As soon as we reached the Ruritanian fronticr (where the old
officer who presided over the custom-house favoured me with such
::lare that I felt surer than before of my Elphberg physiognomy) |
. :viht the papers, and found irf them news which affected my
ot el:ents. For some reason, which was not clearlv explained and
" bgento b: ;omemlng of a mystery, the date of the coronation
i, ne:tud dcr';:r_ advanced, and the ceremony was to lake place
it and it wasay . tont(l:‘. The whole country seemed i a stir aboul
letand hotot, evi r;:]nt . at Strelsau was throngﬂ!. Rooms were all

 oblaining 5 lo:v_e owing; there wou!d be very little chance of my
charge fgr y lgmg, and 1 shoulf! certainly have to pay anexorbitant
fifty miles .':ho mace up my mind to stop at Zenda, a small town
I renchog l;‘Of the r:apntal, at.!d about ten from the frontier. My
Tt & ere in the cvening; 1 would spend the next dJay,
fine Y. in a wander over the hills, which were said to be very

» and in takin = :
g a glance at the famous castle, and go over by

Co
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The Prisoner of Zend,
et s Bteelsan on the Wednesday mormng,retummgatm@tto

deeprat Cendda,

Acvandingly at Zenda I got out, and as the train passed where
Lstood on the platform, I saw my friend Madame de Mauban in her
plave; clearly she was going through to Strelsau, having, with more
Providence than I could boast, secured apartments there. I smiled
to think how surprised George Featherly would have been to know
that she and 1 had been fellow travellers for so long. ‘

Iwas very kindly received at the hotel- it was really no more
than an inn-kept by a fat old lady and her two daughters. They
were good, quiet people, and seemed very little interested in the
great doings at Strelsau. The old lady's hero was the duke, for he
was now, under the late King's will, master of the Zenda estates and
of the Castle, which rose grandly on its steep hill at the end of the
valley a mile or so from the inn. The old Iady, indeed, did not hesitate
to express regret that the duke was not on the throne, instead of his
brother. _

“We know Duke Michael," said she. "He has always lived
among us; every Ruritanian knows Duke Michael. But the King is
alrrmstashangerhehasbeensomuchabroad,notonemtmkmws
him even by sight."

"And now," chimed in one of the young women, "they say
}mhasshavedofﬂusbeard sothatnooneatall knowshim."

"Shaved his beard!" exclaimed her mother. "Who says so?"
"Johann, the duke'skeeper. Hehasseenthe King.”

“Ah, yes. The King, sir, isnow at the duke's shooting lodge in
the forest here; fromherehegoes toStrelsautobecrownedon
Wednesday morning."

I was interested to hear this, and made up my mind to walk
next day in the direction of the lodge, on the chance of coming across
the King. The old lady ran on garrulously:

“Ah, and I wish he would stay at his hunting—that and wine
(and one thing more) are all he loves, they say—and suffer our duke
to be crowned on Wednesday. That I wish, and I don't care who

knowsit."
*Hush, mother!" urged the daughters.

“Oh, there's many to think as I do!" cried the old woman
stubbornly.
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Concerning the Colour pf Men's Hair* 9

I threw myself back in my deep armchair and laughed

at her

zeal.
“For my part,” said the youngcr and prettier of the two

daughters a fair, buxom, smiling, wench, “[ hate Black Michael! A
real Elphberg for me, mother! The king, they say, is as red as a fox
oras—." :

And she laughed mischievous

and tossed her head at her sister’s reproving face.
~“Many a man has cursed this red hair before now,” muttered -

the old lady—and 1 remembered James, fifth Earl of Bu rlesdon.
«But never a woman!” cried the girl.
~ Aye,and women, when it was too late,”
reducing the girl to silence and blushes.
#How comes the king here?” I asked, to break

silence. “Itis the duke’s land here, you say.”
“The duke invited him, sir, to rest here till Wednesd

duke is at Strelsau, preparing the king's reception.”

“Then they're friends?”

“None better,” said the ol lady. _

But my rosy damsel tossed her head again; she was not to be
repressed for long, and she broke out again:

~Aye, they love one another as men do who want the same

place and the same wife!”
The old woman glowered; but the last words pricked my

curiosity, and 1 interposed before she could begin scolding:
~What, the same wife, too! How's that, young lady?”
~ “All the world knows that Black Michacl — well then, mother,
the duke—would give his soul to marry his cousin, the P'rinces
Flavia, and that she is to be the queen.” '
“Upon my word,” said L, “! begin lo be sorry (or your duke.
But if a man will be a younger son why, he must take what the
alder leaves, and be as thankful to God as he can;” and, thinking of
myself, | shrugged my shoulders and laughed. And then | thought
also of Antoinette de Mauban and her journcy to Strelsau.
*It’s little dealing Black Michael has with—" began the girl,
braving her mother’s anger; but as she spoke a heavy step sounded
on the floor, and a gruff voice asked ia a threatening tone:

ly as she cast a glance at me,

was the sternanswer,
anembarrassed

ay. The
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The Prisoner of Zendq
10

“Who talks of ‘Black Michael’ in his Highness’ own bu.rgh?"

The girl gave a little shriek, half of fright—half, I think, of
amusement. |

“You'll not tell of me, Johann?” she said.

“See where your chatter leads,” said the old lady.

The man who had spoken came forward.

“Wehave company, Johann,” said my hostess, and the fellow
Plucked off his €ap. A moment later he saw.me, and to my
amazement hestarted back a step, as though he had seen something
wonderful.

“What ails you, Johann?” asked the elder girl. “This is a
gentleman on his travels, come to see the coronation.”

The man had recovered himself, but he was s
an intense, searching, almost fierce glance,

“Good-evening to you,” said I.

"Good-evening, sir,” he muttered, sti Scrutinising me, and
the menry girl began to laugh as she called-

“See, Johann, jt is the colour
hair, sir. It's not the colour we see most of here in Zenda ~

“Icrateyour pardon, sir,” stammered the fellow, with Puzzled
€yes. "I expected to see no one.”

taring at me with

“Give him a glass to drink my health in;and I'll big you good
night, and to you, ladies, for your courtesy and Pleasant
conversation.”

So speaking, I rose to my feet, and with aslight bow turned to
tme on the

: . 5, way, and the man
Me pass, his eyes sti| fixed on me. The
by he started a step forward, acki

oment | was
» asking:
“I never saw him,” said [, =]

He said no more, butI felt 1,
closed behind me,

hopetodos

_ O on Wednmday."
1S eyes follo

Wing me til] ye door
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CHAPTER-3
A Merry Evening with a Distant Relative

I was not so unreasonable as to be prejudiced against the duke’s
keeper because he disliked my complexion; and if I had been, his
most civil and obliging conduct (as it seemed to me to be) next
morning would have disarmed me. Hearing thzt [ was bound for
Strelsau, he came tc see me while I was breakfasting, and told me
that a sister of his, who had married a well- to-do tradesman and
lived in the capital, had invited him to occupy a room in her house.
He had gladly accepted, but now found that his duties would not
permit of his absence. He begged, therefore, that if such humble
(though, as headded, clean and comfortabie) lodgings would satisfy
me I would take his place. He pledged his sister’s acquiescence,
and urged the inconvenience and crowding to which I should be
subject in my journeys to and from Strelsau the next day. I accepted
his offer without a moment’s hesitation, and he went off to telegraph
to his sister, while I packed up and prepared to take the next train.
But I'still hankered after the forest and the shooting iodge, and when

‘my little maid told me that I could, by walking ten miles or so
through the forest, hit the railway at a roadside station. I decided to
___send my luggage direct to the address, which Johann had given,
¢yake my walk, and follow to Strelsau myself. Johann had gone off
was not aware of the change in my plans; but as its only effect
to delay my arrival at his sister’s for a few hours, there was no
jon for troubling to inferm him of it. Doubtless the good lady

I took an early luncheon, and having bidden my kind
= iners farewell, promising to return to them on my way home,
"1 sef out to climb the hill that led to the castle, and thence to the
. forest of Zenda. Half an hour’s leisurely walking brought me to the
~castle. It has been fortress ir: old days, and the ancient keep was still

: preservation and very imposing. Behind it stood another
n of the original castle, and behind that again, and separated
from it by a deep and broad moat, which ran all round the old
building, was a handsome modemn chateau, erected by the last king,
and now fcrming the country residence of the Duke of Strelsau.
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as diamonds, and hardly bigger.

12 The Prisoner of Zenda
The old and the new portions were connected by a drawbridge,

and this indirect mode of access formed the only passage between
the old

vuilding and the outer world; but leading to the modern
chateau there was a broad and handsome avenue. It was an ideal
residence; when “Black Michael” desired company he could dwell
in his chateau; if a fit of misanthropy seized him he had merely to
cross the bridge and draw it up after him (it ran on rollers), and
nothing short of a regiment and a train of artillery could fetch him
out. I went on my way, glad that poor Black Michael, though he
could not have throne or the princess, Fad at least got as fine a
residence as any prince in Europe.

Socn 1 entered the forest, and walked on for an hour or more
in its cool sombre shade. The

great trees enlaced with one another
over my head, and the sunshine stole through in patches as bright

was enchanted with the place,
and finding a felled tree trunk, propped my back against it, and
stretching my legs out, gave myself up to undisturbed contemplation
of the solemn beauty of the woo

ds and to the comfort of a good
cigar. And when the cigar was finished, and 1 had (1 suppose) inhaled
as much beauty as I could, 1 went off into

the most delightful sleep,
regardless of my train to Strelsau and of the fast waning afternoon.
To remember a train insuch a Spot would have been rank sacrilege.
Instead of that I had fallen dreaming that [ was married to the
Princess Flavia and dwelt in the castle of Zenda when I heard (and
the voice seemed at first a part of the dream) someone exclaim in
rough, strident tones:

“Why, the devil's in it! Shave him and he’d be the king!”

The idea seemed whimsical enough for a dream; be the
sacrifice of my heavy moustache and carefully pointed imperial 1
was to be transformed into a monarch!

I opened my eyes, and found tw
much ctriosity. Both wore shooting cos
was rather short and very stoutly by
head, a bristly grey moustache, and
bloodshot. Tne other was a slender y
darx in complexion, and bearing hj
I set the one down as an o]d sol
accustomed to move in good socie

O men regarding me with
tumes and carrieq guns. One

ilt, with a big bullet-shaped

dier; the other for a gentleman
ty. but not unused to military life
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A Merry Evening with a Distant Relative 13

cither. It turned out afterward that my guess was good one.
The older man approached me, beckoning the younger to

follow. He did so, courteously raising his hat. I rose slowly to my

fect.
“He’s the height, too!” I heard the elder murmuras he surveyed

my six feet two inches of stature. Then, with a cavalier touch of the
cap, he addressed me:

“May I ask your name?” .
“As,_you have taken the first step in the acquaintance,

gentlemen,” said I, with a smile, “suppose you give me a lead in the
matter of names.”

The young man stepped forward with a pleasant smile.

“This,” said he,” ic Colonel Sapt, and I am called Fritz Von

“Tarlenheim; we are both in service of the King of Ruritania.”

I bowed and, baring my head, answered:

T am Rudolf Rassendyll. 1 am a traveller from England; and
once for a year or two I held a commission from Her Majesty the
Queen.”

“Then we areall brethren of the sword,” answered Tarlenheim,
holding out his hand, which I took readily.

“Rassendyll, Rassendyll!” muttered Colonel Sapt; thena gleam
of intelligence flitted across his face.

“By Heaven” he cried, “You're of the Burlesdons?”

~ "My brother is now Lord Burlesdon,” said 1.

“Thy head betrayeth thee,” he chuckled, pointing to my
uncovered poll. “Why, Fritz, you know the story?”

The voung mar glanced apologetically at me. He felt a delicacy,
which my sister-in-law would have admired. To put him at his ease
I remarked, with a smile:

“Ah! The story is known here as well as among us, it seems.”

“Known!” cried Sapt. “If you stay here the deuce a man in all
Ruritania will doubt of it—cr a woman either ”

‘ I began to feel uncomfortable. Had I realised what a very
plainly written pedigrec I carried about with me 1 sheuld have
lt.l'cl:'mgl'lt long before I visited Ruritania. However, I was in for it

10w,

Althis momenta ringing voice sounded from the wood behind
us:
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14 The Prisoner of Zendq
~#Fritz, Fritz! Where are you, man?”
Tarlenheim started, and said hastily:
“It's the king!™

Old Sapt chuckled again.
Then a young man jumped out from behind the trunk of a

tree and stood beside us. AsIlooked on himI uttered an astonished
cry; and he, seeing me, drew back in sudden wonder. Saving the
“hair on my face and a manner of conscious dignity which his position
gave him, saving also that he lacked perhaps half an inch—nay,
less than that, but still something—of my height, the King of
Ruritania might have been Rudolf Rassendyll, and I Rudolf the King.

For an instant we stood motionless, looking at one another.
Then I bared my head again and bowed respectfully. The king found
his voice, and asked in bewilderment:

“Colonel — Fritz—who is this gentleman?”

I was about to answer when Colonel Sapt stepped between
the king and me, and began to talk to His Majesty in a low growl.
The king towered over Sapt, and as he listened his eyes now and
again sought mine. Ilooked at him long and carefully. The likeness
was certainly astonishing though I saw the points of difference also.
The king’s face was slightly more fleshy than mine, the oval of its
contour the least trifle more pronounced, and, as I fancied, his mouth
lacking something of the firmness (or obstinacy) which was to be
gathered from my close-shutting lips. But for all that, and above all
minor distinctions, the likeness rose striking, salient, wonderful.

Sapt ceased speaking, and the king still frowned. Then.
gradually, the corners of his mouth began to twitch, his nose came
down (as mine does when I laugh), his eyes twinkled, and, behold!
he burst into the merriest fit of irrepressible laughter, which rang
through the woods and proclaimed him a jovial soul. '

“Well met, cousir.r!" he. cried, stepping up to me, clapping me
on the back, and ""“8,1““8 sill “You must forgive me if I was taken
- aback. A man doesn’t expect to see double at this time of day, eh,
Fritz?”

“Iraust pray pardon, sire, for my presumption,” said J, “1 trust
it will not forfeit Your Majesty’s favour.”

~By Heaven! Yqu'li always enjoy the king’s countenance,” he
laughed, "whether L likeit or no%; and, sir, I shall very gladly add t0
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A Merry Evening with a Distant Relative 15

it what services I can. Where are you travelling to?”

“T'o Strelsau, sire—to the coronation.”

The king looked at his friends: he still smiled, though his
expression hinted some uneasiness. But the humorous side of the

matter caught him again.
“Fritz, Fritz!* he cried, “a thousand crowns for a sight of

brother Michael’s face when he sees a pair of us!” and the merry

laugh rang but again.
“Seriously,” observed Fritz Von Tarlenheim, “1 question Mr .

Rassendyll's wisdom in visiting Strelsau just now.”

The king lit a cigarette.

“Well, Sapt?” said he questioningly. -

“He mustn‘t go,” growled the old fellow.

“Come, colonel, you mean that I should be in Mr Rassendyll’s
debt if -*

“Oh, aye! Wrap it up in the right way,” said Sapt. hauling a
great pipe out of his pocket.

“Enough, sirc,” said I. “I'll leave Ruritania today.”

“Now, by thunder, you shan’t—and that’s sans plirase as Sapt
likes it. For you shall dine with me tonight, happen what will
afterward. Come man, you don’t mect a new relation every day!”

“We dinesparingly tonight,” said Fritz Von Tarlenheim. “Not
we—with our new cousin for a guest”, cricd the king and as Fritz
shrugged his shoulders, headded: “Oh! I'll remember cur carly start,
Fritz." |

“So will I --tomorrow morning,” said old Sapl, pulling a! his
pipe.

“Oh, wise old Sapt!” cried the king. “Come, Mr Rassendyll,
by the way, what name did they give you?”

“Your Majesty’s,” I answered, bowing.

“Come, then, Cousin Rudolf. I've got no house of my own
here, but my dear brother Michael lends us a place of his, and we'll

* make shift to entertain you there”; and he put his arm through mine

and signing to the others to accompany us, walked me off, westerly,

through the forest. - '
We walked for more than half an hour, and the king smoked

cigarettes and chattered incessantly. He was full of interest in my
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family, laughed hearhly 'When; told him of the i b
Elphberg hair inour ga"er}ﬁ’ ey et more heartily Whenj, hw;&
that my expedition t0 Ruritania was a secret one, Ry

Suddenly emerging from the wood, we came oy asmy
rude shooting lodge. It was a one-storeyed building, a:land
bungalow, built entirely of wood. As we approached it a littlzrl
in a plain livery came out to meet us. The only other person lmm
about the place was a fat elderly woman, whon | : ﬁerwSaw
discovered to be the mother of Johann, the duke’s keeper. W

“Well, is dinner ready, Josef?” asked the king.

The little servant informed us that it was, and we s00n syt
down to plentiful meal. The fare was plain enough: the king a
heartily, Fritz Von Tarlenheim delicately, old Sapt voraciously, |

~ played a good knife and fork, as my custom is; the king noticed ny
performance with approval.

" p"We'r'e all g.ood trenchermen, we Elphbergs,” said he. B

. ;t:\e reeating dry! Wine, Josef! Wine, man!”

s reproof Josef hastened to load the table with botts
emember tomorrow!” said Fritz.

“Aye—tomorrow!” said old Sapt.

Bfacio?se-k::gn?eram abumper to his “Cousin Rudolf,” as hev

the “Elphberg reqr mp B2 10 €all me; and 1 drank its el
Now, be the m iy he_laUghed loudly.

beyond aj) Price or r:.a ' what jt might, the wine we drank ¥

to sta)"' the king’s hsndlse, and we did it justice. Fritz ventured o

A erind o
h . ’ crled u\ 1 &~ :
faster Fritz—yoy mus: king, “Remember you start before1¢

Col that | did m:: r:spam.‘g by two hours than 1

Onelangym, cerstand. '

wn to‘zenda and L he ?xplained' ) leave here at Six; we nde

“Han then we al‘l‘"sh the guard of honour to fetch

“Cht ] oy Same gy S together to the station.”
F IYs ygp,, . SUardl”

Civil o - B"Wled Sapt.

. ey
Anothe, busa'd the kino o,

i
e ro r for
ttle, mapye 8- “Com ther to ask the honot m

half h»lnhld anog ® Cousin, you need not start

vened u- . ~or ' 3
Tkl downp, Hi:ah;her' a part of one, for th bfi‘*

of

Yesty’s throat. Fritz Sa?e up
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A Merry Evening with a Distant Relative 17

attempts at persuasion: from persuading he fell to being persuaded,
‘and soon we were all of us as full of wine as we had any rightotbe. -
The king began talking of what he would do in the future, old Sapt
of what he had done in the past, Fritz of some beautiful girl or other,
and I of the wonderful merits of the Elphberg dynasty. We all talked.
at once, and followed to the letter Sapt’s exhortation to let the
morrow take care of itself.

At least the king set down his glass and leaned back in his
chair. .

“I have drunk enough,” said he.

“Far be it from me to contradict the king,” said I.

Indeed, his remark was mostabsolutely true—so far as it went.

While I yet spoke Josef came and set before the king a
marvellous old wicker-covered flagon. It had lain so long in some
darkened cellar that itseemed to blink in the candleli ght.

“His Highness the Duke of Strelsau bade me set this wine
before the king when the king was weary of all other wines, and
pray the king to drink for the love that he bears his brother.”

“Well done, Black Michael!” said the king. “Out with the cork,
Josef. Hang him!”

The bottle was opened, and Josef filled the king's glass. The
king tasted it. Then, with a solemnity born of the hour and his own
condition, he looked round on us.

“Gentlemen, my friends —Rudolf, my cousin—everything is
yours to the half of Ruritania. But ask me not for a single drop of
this divine bottle, which I will drink to the health of that— that sly
knave, my brother, Black Michael.” .

And the king seized the bottle and turned it over his mouth,
and drained it and flung it from him, and laid his head on his arms
on the table. . |

And we drank pleasant dreams to His Majesty —and that is
all T remember of the evening. Perhaps it is enough.
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CHAPTER 4
The King Keeps his Appointment

Whether 1 had slept a minute or a year I know not. awoke
with a start and a shiver; my face, hair, and clothes dripped water
and opposite me stood old Sat, a sneering smile on his face and an
empty bucket in his hand. On the table by him sat Fritz Von
Tarlertheim. pale as a ghost and black as a crow under the eyes.

[leaped to my feet in anger.

“Your joke goes too far, sir!” I cried.

“Tut, man, we've no time for quarrelling. Nothing else would
rouse you. It’s five o’clock.”

“I'll thank you, Colonel Sapt—* I began again, hot in spirit,
though I was uncommenly cold in body. *

“Rassendyll,” interrupted Fritz, getting down from the table
and taking my arm, “look here.”

The king lay full length on the floor. His face was red as his
hair. and he breathed heavily. Sapt, the disrespectful old dog, kicked
him sharply. He did not stir, nor was there any break in his breathing.
I saw-that his face and head were wet with water, as were mine.

“We've spent half an hour on him,” said Fritz.

“He drank three times what either of youdid,” growled Sapt.

T'kneltdown and felt his pulse. It was alarmingly languid and
slow. We three looked at one another.

“Was it drugged — that last bottle?”

“Idon’t know,” said Sapt. |

“We must get a doctor.”

“There’s none within ten miles,
wouldn't take him to Streisay today, I kn
move for six or seven houss yet.”

“But the coronation!” | cried in horror.

Fritz shrugged his shoulders, as

I'asked in a whisper.

and a thousand doctors
ow the look of it. He'll not

- I began to see was his habit
on most dccasions,

“We must send word that he’s ill,” he said.

“1 suppose s0,” said .

Old Sapt, who seemed ag f

rESh qas d 1 . . i ne d
was puffing hard at it a daisy, had lit his pipe an
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~ The King Keeps Fis Appointment 19

“If he’s not crowned today,” said he, “I'll lay a crown he’s
never crowned.”

“But, Heavens, why?”

“The whole nation’s there to meet him; half the army —aye, .
and Black Michael at the head. Shall we send word that the king’s
drunk?”

“That he’s ill,” said I, in correction.

“II'" echoed Sapt, with a scornful laugh. “They know his
illnesses too well. He's been “ill’ before!”

“Well, we must chance what they think,” said Fritz helplessly.

“T'll carry the news and make the best of jt.”

Sapt raised his hand.

“Tell me,” said he: “do you think the king was drugged?”

“Ido.” said 1. |

“And who drugged him?”

“That damned hound, Black Michael,” said Fritz between his
teeth.

“Aye,” said Sapt, “that he might not come to be crowned.
Rassendyll here doesn’t know our pretty Michael. What think you,
Fritz—has Michael no king ready? Has half Strelsay no other
candidate? As God's alive, man, the throne's lost if the king show
himself not in Strelsau today. I know Black Michae]

“We could carry him there,” said |.

“And a very pretty picture he makes,” sneered Sapt,

Fritz Von Tarlenheim buried his face in his hands. The king
breathed loudly and heavily. Sapt stirred him again with his foot,

"~ "The drunken dog!” he said. “But he's an Elphberg and the
son of his father, and may I rot in hel] before Black Michael sits in
his place!”

For a moment or two we were a| silent; then Sapt, knitting his
bushy grey brows, took his Pipe from his mouth and sajid to me:

“As a man grows old he believes in fate. Fate sent you here.
Fate sends you now to Strelsau.”

I staggered back, murmuring, “Good God!”

Fritz looked up with an eager, bewildered gaze.

“Impossible!” | muttered. “] should be known *

“It's a risk — against a certainty,” said Sapt. “If you shave I']!
Wager you'll not be known Are you afraid?”
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The Pnsoner °fzendq :

“Sirl”

“Come, lad, there, there; but it’s your life,
known —and mine—and Fritz’s here. But if yo
you Black Michael will sit toni
prison or his grave.”

“The king would never forgive it,” I stammered.

“Are we women? Who cares of his forgiveness?”

The clock-ticked fifty times, and sixty and seventy times, as |
stood in thought. Then I suppose a look came over my face, for old
Sapt caught me by the hand, crying;

“You'll go?”

“Yes, I'll go,” said I, and 1 turned my eyes on the prostrate
figure of the king on the floor.

“Tonight,” Sapt went on in a hasty whisper, “we are to lodge
in the palace. The moment they leave us you and I will mount cur
horses — Fritz must stay there and guard the king’s room —and ride
here ata gallop. The king will be ready —Josef will tell him—and he
must ride back with me to Strelsau and you ride as if the devil were
behind you to the frontier.” |

I took it all in a second, and nodded my head.

“There's chance,” said Fritz, with his first sign of hopefulness.

“If I escape detection,” said 1. -

“If we're detected,” said Sapt, “I'll send Black Michael down
below before I go myself, so help me Heaven! Sit in that chair, man.”

I obeyed him.

He darted from the room, calling “Josef! Josef!” In three

minuteés he was back, and Josef with him. The latter carried a jug of
hot water soap, and razors. He was trembling as Sapt told him how

you know, if you're
u don’t go I swear
ght on the throne, and the king lie

" the land lay, and bade him shave me.

Suddenly Fritz smote cn his thigh.
~But the guard! They’ll know! They'll know!” .
"«pooh! We shan't wait for the guard. We'll ride to Hofban
and catch 2 train there. When they come the bird'll be flown.”
~But the king?” . .
*The king will be in the wine cellar. I'm going to carry
there now.” .
«1f they find him?” -
%q won't. How shoud they? Josef will put them ofi.
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The King Keeps his Appointment 21

“But-—" _

Sapt stamped his foot.

“We're not playing,” he roared. “My God! Don’t I know the
risk? If they do find him he's no worse off than if he isn’t crowned

today in Strelsau.”

So speaking, he flung the door
strength I did not dream he had, an
And as he did so the old woman, Johann the keepe
in the doorway. For a moment she stood, then she turned o

heel, without a sign of surprise, and clattered down the passage-
“Has she heard?” cried Fritz.
11l shut her mouth!” said Sapt gr
king in his arms.
For me, I sat down in an

openand, stooping, put fortha

d lifted the king in his hands.
r’'s mother; stood
n her

irﬁly, and he bore off the

arm<hair, and as I sat there, half

_ dazed, Josef clipped and scraped me till my moustache and imperial
were things of the past and my face was as bare as the king's. And

when Fritz saw me thus he drew a long breath and exclaimed:

“By Jove, we shall do it!”
1t was six o'clock now, and we had no time to lose. Sapt hurried

me into the king’s room, and I dressed myself in the uniform of a
colonel of the Guard, finding time as I slipped on the king’s boots to

" ask Sapt what he had done with the old woman.
wShe swore she’d heard nothing,” said he; “but to makesure |

tied here legs together and put a handkerchief in her mouth and
bound her hands, and locked her up in the coal cellar, next door to
the king. Josef'll look after them both later on.”
Then I burst out laughing, and even old Sapt grimly smiled.
“I fancy,” said he, “that when Josef tells them the king is gone
they’ll think it is because we smelt a rat. For you may swear Black
Michael doesn’t expect to see him in Strelsau today.”
I put the king's helmet on my head. Old Sapt handed me th2
king’s sword, looking at me long and carefully. -
“Thank God, he shaved his beard!” he exclaimed.”
*Why did he?” ] asked.
""Because Princess Flavia disliked it. Come, though, we must
“Is all safe here?” :
“Nothing’s safe anywhere,” said Sapt, “but we can make itno

ride.
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The King Keeps his Appoiatment 23 -
too quick,” said he in his grumbling tone.
“I'm not made of stone!” I exclaimed.
»you'lldo,” said he, with a nod. “We must say Fritz has caught
the ague. Drain your flask, Fritz, for Heaven’s sake, boy!”

Fritz did as he was bid.
»We're an hour early,” said Sapt. “We'll send word forward

of Your Majesty’s arrival, for there’ll be no one hear to meet us yet.

And meanwhile—="
“Meanwhile,” said I, “the king’ll be hanged if he doesn’t have

some breakfast.”

Old Sapt chuckled, and held out his hand.

“You're an Elphberg, every inch of you,” said he. Then he
paused, and looking at us, said quietly, “God send we may be alive
tonight!”

“Amen!” said Fritz Von Tarlenheim.

The train Stopped. Fritz and Sapt leaped out, uncovered, and
held the door for me. I choked down a lump that rosc in my throat,
settled my helmet firmly on my head, and (I'm not ashamed to say
it) breathed a short prayer to God. Then I stepped on the platform

of the station at Strelsau.
A momert later all was bustle and confusion: men hurrying

up, hats in hand, and hurrying off again; men conducting me to the
buffet; men mounting and riding in hot haste to the quarters of the
troops, to the cathedral, to the residence of Duke Michael. Even as |
swallowed the last drop of my cup of coffee the bells throughout all
the city broke out into a joyful peal, and the sound of a military
band and of men cheering smote upon my car.
King Rudolf the Fifth was in his good city of Strelsau! And
they shouted outside:
“God save the king.”
Old Sapt’'s mouth wrinkled inte a smile.
. “God save’em both!” he whispered. “Courage, lad!” and I felt
his hand press my knee
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CHAPTER
The Adventures of an Understudy

with Fritz Von Tarlenheim and Ciot;mel Saptclose behing,

s out of the buffet on to the platform. The |5 thing ;..

L:;:Iiopcf;l if my revolver were hand).' anc! my S\'Nord l°°se in I

scabbard. A gay group of officers and high dugmt.anes stood aWaiﬁ;

me, at their head a tall old man, covered with medals, ang og

Ruritania—which, by the way, decorated my unworthy breast als

“Marshal Strakencz,” whispered Sapt, and I kneyw that | Wa;

in the presence of the most famous veteran of the Ruritaniap army

Just behind the marshal stood a short, spare man, in ﬂOWiné
robes of black and crimson.

“The chancellor of the kingdom,” w1

The marshal grected me it. a few |

to deliver an apology from the Dukeof S

lispered Sapt.

took our way to the door

My horse, the marshal holding ™
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The Prisoner of Zeng
q

e ¢ ot ride on,” said 1 il tieyiare iy Yardg
fro nd Colonel Sapt and my friends waij
t nooneis ne,
W o vards. And see tha Nearery,
here till  have ndd;z'o fplfl?sze that their king trusts them.

e. ] will have my rm. | shook him off. The Mars},
™" gapt laid his hand on my 2 ¥
hesitated. d7” said I; and biting his moustache agy;,

IIMIHO:;:::e;S::: (.)ld Sapt smiling into his beard, by he'

h: ga;(vsisﬂ;‘ee:; . n;e' If 1 had been killed in open qay In the streey
s ff;tr elsau Sapt’s position would have been a dnfﬁ?ult one.
0 Perhaps | ought to say that 1 was dressed all in white, except
my boots. I wore a silver helmet with gilt ornaments, and the broag
ribbon of the Rose looked well across my chest. I should be paying
a poor compliment to the king if 1 did not set modesty aside and
admit that I made a very fine figure. So the people thought; for
wher |, riding alone, entered the dingy, sparsely decorated, sombre
streets of the Old Tow/n there was first a murmur, then a cheer, and
a woman, from a window above a cookshop, cried the old local
saying:

If he's red he’s right!”
helmet that she might see th
cheered me again at that.

. n;:n:asfrtnhore int;resting riding thus alone, for I heard the
. coraments of the crowd.

“He looks paler than
nYou, d lOQk
disrespectful retort ,
"I‘;Ioel:ea;\bijgger man than  thought,” said another
s ad a : y
a third, §ood jaw under that beard, after all,” commented

Marshal, 2

whereat I laughed and took off my
at I was of the right colour, and they

: his wont,” said one.
pale if you lived as he did,” was the highly

mere flattery,

Butin spite of these <
ese signs
the people received me i:: sil of approval ang interest the mass ¢!

: ence and with d my
: Portrz jy sullen looks, an
Was an ironjcal sort o Dma.mented most of the wim:lows—Which
had been spay Breeting to the ki ; he
Fared the unp, Ing. I was quite glad that

and perhaps he would nnatsl;a:::itga}: Hewasa man of quick temp’
“nitso Placidly as I did.
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he Adventures of an Understudy 27

At least we were at the cathedral. Its great grey front,
embellished with hundreds of statues and boasting a pair of the
finest oak doors in Europe, rose for the first time before me, and the
sudden sense of my audacity almost overcame me. Everything was
in a mist as I dismounted. I saw the marshal and Sapt dimly and
dimly the throng of gorgeously robed priests who awaited me. And
my eyes werestill dim as I walked up the great nave, with the pealing
of the organ in my ears. I saw nothing of the brilliant throng that
filled it; | hardly distinguished the stately figure of the cardinal as
he rose from the archiepiscopal throne to greet me. Two faces only

stood out side by side clearly before my eyes—the face of a girl,
pale and lovely, surmounted by a crown of the glorious Elphberg
hair (for in a woman it is glorious), and the face of a man whose
full-blooded red cheeks, black hair, and dark, deep eyes told me
that at last I was in the presence of my brother, Black Michael. And
when he saw me his red cheeks went pale all in a moment, and his
helmet fell with a clatier on the floor. Till that moment [ believe that
he had not realised that the king was in very truth come to Streisau.

Of what followed next I remember nothing. I knelt before the
altar and the cardinal anointed my head. ThenIrose to my feet, and
stretched out my hand and took from him the crown of Ruritania
and set it on my head, and I swore the old oath of the king; and (if it
were a sin may it be forgiven me) I received the Holy Sacrament
there before them all. Then the great organ pealed out again, the
1arshal bade the heralds proclaim me, and Rudolf the Fifth was
crewned king; of which imposing ceremony an excellent picture
hangs now in my dining room. The portrait of the king is very good.

Then tke lady with the pale face and the glorious hair, her
train held by two pages, stepped from her place and came to where
Istood. And a herald cried: .

“Her Royal Highress the Princess Flavia!”

She courtesied low and put her hand under mine and raised
my hand and kissed it. And for an instunt I thought what I had best
do. Then I drew her *o me and kissed her twice on the cheek, and
she blushed red, and - wny, then his Eminence the Cardinal

 Archbishop slipped in front of Black Michael, and kissed my band

and presented me with a letter from the Pope —the first and last
Which I have ever received from that exalted quarter!

And then came the Duke of Strelsau. His step hembied, I
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CHAPTER-6
The Secret of a Cellar

We were in the king's dressing room — Fritz Vor.\ Tarlenhc.'m'
Sapt, and 1. I flung myself exhausted into an armchair. Sapt lit g
pipe. He uttered no congratulations on the marvellous syccss of
our wild risk, but his whole bearing was eloquent of satisfaction,
The triumph, aided perhaps by good wine, had made a new man of
Fritz.

“What a day for you to remember!” he cried. “Gad, I'd like to
be 2 king for twelve hours myself! But, Rassendyll, you mustn’t
throw your heart too much into the part. [ don’t wonder Black
Michael looked blacker than ever — you and the princess had so
much to say to one another.”

“How beautiful she is!" [ exclaimed.

“Never mind the woman,” growled Sapt. “Are you ready to
start?”

€an’t ma ; Ninhg s
.Y::rge a Rufiolf' in poc:;:ﬂ“ sOme tucing paper. If you
raid | “Y, Ucation ’ “Vhy._-] can.”
ou it More COmprehensive than mine.”
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The Secret of a Cellar 31
And a very tolerable forgery did this versatile hero produce.
“Now, Fritz,” said he, “the king goes to bed. He is upset. No one is
to see him till nine o’clock tomorrow. You understand —no one?”
“I understand,” answered Fritz.
“Michael may come, and claim immediate audience. You'll
answer that only princes of the blood are entitled to it.”
“Thatll annoy Michael,” laughed Fritz.
“You quite understand?” asked Sapt again.
this room is opened while we’re away you're not to be aliv

us about it.” - .
“I need no schooling, Colonel,” said Fritz, a trifle haughtily.

“Here, wrap yourself in this big cloak,” Sapt continued to me,
“and put on this flat cap. My orderly rides with me to the shooting

lodge tonight.”
“There's an obstacle,” ] observed. “The horse doesn't live that

can carry me forty miles.”
“Oh, yes, he does—two of him: one here—one at the lodge.

Now are you ready?”

“I'm ready,” said .

Fritz held out his hand.

‘In case,” said he; and we shook hands heartily.

“Damn your sentiment!” growled Sapt. “Come along.”

He went, not to the door, but to a panel in the wall.

“In the old king’s time,” said he, “1 knew this way well.”

I followed him, and we walked, as I should estimate, near two
hundred yards along a narrow passage. Then we came to a stout
oak door. Sapt unlocked it. We passed through, and found oursclves
in a quiet street that ran along the back of the palace gardens. A
man was waiting for us with two horses. One was a magnilicent
bay, up to any weight; the other a sturdy brown. Sapt signed to me
to mount the bay. Without a word to the man we mounted and
rode away. Tie town was full of noise and merriment, but we took
secluded ways. My cloak was wrapped over half my face; the
capacious flat cap hid every lock of my telltale hair. By Sapt’s
directions 1 crouched on my saddle, and rode with such a round
back as I hope never to exhibit on a horse again. Down a long, narrow
lane we went, meeting some wanderers and some roisterers; and as
we rode we heard the cathedral bells still clanging out their welcome
to the king. It was half-past-six, and still right. At last we came to

“1f the door of
e to tell
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the city wall and tc 2 gate. .
“Have your weapon rea

his mclat;t:ti:n I;e':::‘kj-on my revolver. Sapt hailed the door-keeper.

The stars fought for us! A little girl of fourtf:en',trIPPEd out.
| “Please, sir, father’s gone to sce the king. o

“He'd better have stayed here,” said SaPt to me, grinning,.

“But he said | wasn’t to open the gate, sir.” '

“Did he, my dear?” said Sapt, dismounting. “Then give me
the key.”

The key was in the child’s hand. Sapt gave her a crown.

“Here’s an order from the king. Show it to your father. Orderly,
open the gate!”

Ileaped down. Between us we rolled back the great gate, led
our horses out, and closed it again.

“I shall be sorry for the doorkeeper if Michael finds out that
he wasn't there. Naw, then, lad, for a canter. We mustn’t go too fast
while we're near the town.”

Once, however, outside the city we ran little danger, for
everytfody else was inside, merrymaking: and as the evening fell
we quickened our pace, my splendid horse bounding along under
me as though I had been a feather. It was a fine night, and presently

the moon appeared. We talked little on the way, and chiefly about
the progress we were making,

:I wonder what the duke’s dispatches told him!” said I, once.
Aye. I wonder!” responded Sapt. ‘

y." whispeﬂ?d Sapt. “We must stop

Nird [ the beatopf evening it
Ind, blowj . * beat of horses’
Sapt. g strong behind s led the soull::l’:s l'h;mfs- ':-hi
3 . - I glanced a
COme on!” hecr
o + Necned,
We next Paused to listen !ands

’ Pace. Th .
and laid his earto Ch w

Purred

hi .
he hoof. b 1shorseinto

gallop. When
I audible, and we
the groung A8ain. Sapt jumped down

Scanne d with CamScanner



The Secret of c Cellar -

“There are two, he said. They are only a mile bch'm?. Thank
God, the road curves in and out, and the winfi’s our way.

We galloped on. We seemed to be holding our own. Wg ha'd
enterad the outskirts of the forest of Zenda, and the trees, clo_smg in
behind us as the track zigged and zagged, prevented us seeing our
pursuers, and them from seeing us. o

Another half-hour brought us to a divide of the road. Sapt
drew rein. t ‘

“To the right is our road,” he said. “To left, is the castle. Each
about eight miles. Get down.”

“But they’ll be on us!” I cried.

“Get down!” he repeated brusquely; and I obeyed.

The wood was dense up to the very edge of the road. We led
our horses into a covert, bound handkerchiefs over their eyes, and
stood beside them. '

“You want to see who they are?” I whispered.

“Aye, and where they’re going,” he answered.

I saw that his revolver was in his hand.

Nearer and near came the hoofs. The moon shone out now

clear and full, so that the road was white with it. The ground was
hard and we had left no traces.

“Here they come!” whispered Sapt.

“It’s the duke!” )

“I thought so!” he answered. ;

It was the duke; and with him a burly fellow whom I knew
well, and who had cause to know me afterward — Max Holf, brother
to Johann the keeper, and body servant to His Highness. They were
up to us; the duke reined up. Isaw Sapt's finger curl lovingly toward
the trigger. I believe he would have given ten years of his life for a
shot;and he could have picked off Black Michael as easily as I could
a bamn-door fowl in a farmyard. I laid my hand on his arm. He
nodded reassuringly: he was always ready to sacrifice inclination
to duty.

:Which way?” asked Black Michael.

e sm}ﬁ::::::let;:&\'l: Highness,” urged his com panion. “There

For ar: instant the duke hesitated.

“I'thought I heard hoofs,” said he.

“1 think not, Your Highness.”
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dn't we go to the lodge?”

uwhy Shoul go to the lOdge? If not, it's a

“] fear trap. 1f all is well why

trap us.” .
snareé?xd::’nly the duke’s horse neighed. In an instant we folded

gur cloaks close round our horses’ heads, and, holding them thus,
covered the duke and his attendant with our revolvers. If they had
found us they had been dead men, or our prisoners.

Michael waited a moment longer. Then he cried:

#To Tenda, then!” and setting spurs to his horse, galloped on.

Sapt raised his weapon after him, and there was such an
expression of wistful regret on his face that I had much ado not to
burst out laughing.

For ten minutes we stayed where we were.
“You see,” said Sapt, “they’ve sent him news that all is well.”

“What does that mean?” I asked.

“God knows,” said Sapt, frowning heavily. “But it's brought
him from Strelsau in a rare puzzle.” .

Then we mounted, and rode fast as our weary horses could
Jay their feet to the ground. For those last eight miles we spoke no
more. Our minds were full of apprehension. “All is well.” What did
it mean? Was all well with the king?

At last the lodge came in sight. Spurring our horses to a last
gallop, we rode up to the gate. All was still and quiet. Not a soul
came to meet us, We dismounted i haste. Suddenly Sapt caught
me by the arm. _

“Look here!” he said, pointing to the ground.

I looked down. At my feet lay five or six silk handkerchiefs.
torn and slashed and rent. I turned to him questioningly.

| “They’re whatI tied the old woman up with,” said he. ”Fasten
the horses and come along.”
~ The handle of the door turned without resistance. We passed
m'to the room, which had been the scene of last night’s bout. It was
still st:ewn with the remnants of our meal and with empty bottlcs:
' Come in,” cried Sapt, whose marvellous composure ha-l at
last aimost given way.

We rushed down the passage toward the cellars. The door of
the coal cellar stoc 4 wide open.

“They found the old woman,” said 1.

You mighl have known that fl‘om the handkerChiQfs." hc Si\id-
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. ihe Secret Ofa Cellar ' 35

Then we came opposite the door of. the wine cellar. It was
shut. It looked in all respects as it had looked when we left it that
mongome, it's all right,” said 1.

A loud oath frem Sapt rang out. His face turned pale, and ne
pointed again at the flocr. From under the door a red stain had
spread over the f.loor -of the'passage and dried there. Sapt sank
against the opposite wall. I tried the door. It was locked.-

“Where's Josef?” muttered Sapt.

“Where's the king?” I responded.

Sapt took out a flask and put it to his lips. I ran back to the
Jining room, and seized a heavy poker from the fireplace. In my
terror and excitement I rained blows on the lock of the door, and |
fired a cartridge intoe it. It gave way, and the door swung open.

“Give me a light,” said I; but Sapt still leaned against the wall.

He was, of course, more moved than I, for he loved his master.
Afraid for himself he was not—no man ever saw him that; but tc
think what might lie in that dark ceilar was enough to turn any
man's face pale. I went myself, and took a silver candlestick from
the dining table and struck a light, and as I returned 1 felt the hot
wax drip on my naked hand as the candle swayed to and fro; so
that I cannot afford to despise Colonel Sapt for his agitation.

I'came to the door of the cellar. The red stain, turning more
and mare to a dull brown, stretched inside. I walked two yards into
the cellar, and held the candle high above my head. | saw the full
bins of wine; I saw spiders crawling on the wall; I saw. too, a couple
of empty bottles lying on the flcor; and then, away in the corner, |
Sa}\' the body of a man, lying flat on his back, with his arms stretched
wide, and a crimson gash across his throat. I walked to him and
knelt down beside him, and commended to God the soul of a faithful
man. For it was the body of Josef, the little servant, slain in guarding
the king,

. I felt hand on my shoulder, and, turning, was Sapt’s cyes,
glaring anqg terror-struck, beside me.

“The king! My God! The king!” he whispered hoarsely. I threw

¢candle’s gleam over every inch of the cellar.

“The king is not here,” said 1.
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CHAPTER-7
His Majesty Sleeps in Strelsau

I put my arm round Sapt’s waist and supported him Outofy,
cellar, drawing the battered door close after me. For ten Minuyeg
more we sat silent in the dining room. Then old Sapt rubpg, hi
knuckles into his eyes, gave one great gasp, and was himself agai
As the clock on the mantelpiece struck one he stamped his foq, 0
the floor, saying:
~ “They've got the king

“Yes,” said I, “all’s well!” as Black Michael’s dispatch said. Why
a moment it must have been for him when the royal salutes wer
fired at Strelsau this morning! [ wonder when he got the messagc?’

“Itmust have been sent in the morning,” said Sapt. “They mug
have sentit before news of your arrival at Strelsau reached Zenda-
I'suppose it came from Zenda.”

“And he’s carried it about all day!” I exclaimed. “Upon my

- honour, I'm not the only man who's had a trying day! What did he
think, Sapt?” o

“What does that matter? What does he think, lad, now?”

I rose to my feet.

“We must get back,” I said, “and rouseevery soldier in Strelsau.
We ought to be in pursuit of Michae] before mid-day.”

Old Sapt pulled out his Pipeand carefully lit it from the candle
which guttered on the table
"The king may be murdered while we sit here!” | urged.

Sapt smoked on for a moment in silence.

- “That 'c.ursed old woman!” he broke out. She must have
:::::re:lh th:lirn attention somehow. I see the game. They came up 10
P the-king, and —as I say —somehow they found him. If yo!

hadr::t gone to Strelsau, you and I and Frits, had been in heaven by
now!

“And the king!”
“Who knows where the king is now?” he asked.

"Fome, let’s be off!” said I; but he sat still. And suddenly h¢
burst into one of his grating chuckles:

“By jove, we've shaken y P Black Michael!”
“Come, come!” I repeated impatiently.

”
!
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His Majesty Sleeps in Strelsau - 3

“And we'll shake him up a bit more,” he added, a cunning
smile broading on his wrinkled, weather-beaten face and his 'leelh
working on an end of his grizzled moustache. "Ay.e, lad, we'll go
back to Strelsau. The king shall be in his capital again tomorrow.

“The king?”

“The crowned king!”

“You're mad!” I cried.

“If we go back and tell the &
give for our lives?”

“Just what they’re worth,” said I.

“And for the king’s throne? Do you think that the nobles and

ick we played what would you

“He was drugged —and I'm no servant.”
“Mine will be Black Michael's version.”
He rose, came to me, and laid his hand on my shoulder.
“Lad,” he said, “if you play the man you may save the king
yet. Go back and keep his throne warm for him.”
“But the duke knows — the villains, he has em
“Aye, but they can’t speak!”
“We've got ‘em! How can they den
themselves?” “This is not the king,

and murdered his servant’. Can they say that?”
tion flashed on me. Whether

speak. Unless he pProduced

ployed know — ~
roared Sapt in grim triumph,

posi Michael knew me or not -
he could not

the king. what could he

was he? For a moment |

instant the difficulties came

“Imust be found ou

m P.erhaps. butevery hour's something. Above alj, we must have

» & In Strelsay, or the city will be Michael’s in fou r-and-twenty-

- OWSs, and what would the king’s life be worth then — or his throne?
4, you must 4o it

Suppose they kill the king?”
:They'll kill him, if you don‘t.”

L” Iurged.
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38 .
will they kill him if
you in?”

It was a wild plan—

yo'u'l'e on the throne. Will they kill him ¢ Put

wilder evenand hopeless than the trick we

. i d to Sapt I saw the strgy,

. rried through; but as I listene ong
ha?natirie::z: ;ame. And thenIwas a young manand I loved action,
S:d 1was offered such'a hand insuch a game as perhaps never may
plzyed yet. o

“[ shall be found out,” I said.

“Perhaps,” said Sapt. “Come! To Strelsau! We shall be caught
like rats in a trap if we stay here.”

“Sapt,” I cried, “T'll try it!”

“Well played!” said he. “I hope they‘ve left us the horses. I'l
go and see.”

“We must bury that poor fellow,” said 1.

“No time,” said Sapt

“'ldoit” '

“Hang you!” he grinned. “I make you a king, and — Well, doit.
Go and fetch him, while I look to the horses. He can't lie very deep,

but I doubtif he'll care about that. Poor little Josef! He was an honcst
bit of a man.”

He went outand I went to the cellar. I raised poor Josef in my
arms and bore him into the passage and thence tow
the house. Just inside 1 laid him dow
find spades for our tasi. At this insta

ard the door of
n, remembering that I mus!
nt Sapt came up.

g . You may save vo If that job.”
I'll not 20 before he's buried.')" yoursel thatjob

"YES, you Will".

“Not I, Colonel Sapt; not fer alj Ruritanija.”

You fool! Come here,” Said he )

He drew me to the door. The :
hundred yards away, coming a|

outa party of men, There were
horseback ang t

moon was sinking, but about three
ong the road from Zenda, 1 made

Seven or eight of them- 2 o
her : g em; four were
est were walking, and 1 saw that they carried

their shoulders. essed to be Spades and mattocks, 0"
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Kis Majesty Sleeps in Strelsau 19

hesitated no longer, butan irresistil?le desire seized me. Pointixig to
the corpse of poor little Josef. I said to Sapl:

“Colonel, we ought to strike a blow for him!”

“You’d like to give him some company, eh? But it’s too risky
work, Your Majesty.”

“I must have a slap at’em,” said L.

Sapt wavered. ‘

“Well,” said he, “IV's not business, ycu know, but you’ve been
a good boy —and if we come to grief, why, hang me, it'll save us a
lot of thinking! I'll show you how to touch them.”

He cautiously closed the open chink of the docr Then we
retreated through the house and made our way to the back entrance.
Here our horses were standing. A carriage drive swept ali around
the lodge.

“Revolver ready?” asked Sapt.

“Ng; steel fcr me,” said 1.

“God, you're thirsty tonight,” chuckled Sapt. “So be it”

We mounted, drawing our swords, and waited silently for a
minute or two. Then we heard the tramp of men on the drive the
othcr side of the house. They came to a stand, and one cried:

“Now, then fetch him out!”

“Now!” whispered Sapt.

Criving the spurs inio r :r horses, we rushed at a gallop round
the house, and in a mom:2at we were among the ruffians. Sapt told
me afterward! that he killed a man, and I believe him; but I saw no
more of him. With a cut I split the head of a fellow on a brown
horse, and he fell to the ground. Then I found myself opposite a big
man, and I was half-conscious of another to my right. It was too
warm tostay, and with a simultaneous acticn 1 drove my spurs into

‘my horse again and my sword full into the big man’s breast. His
bullet whizzed past my ear—I could almost swear it touched me. I
wrenched at the swora, but it would not come, and I dropped it
and galloped after Sapt, whom I now saw about twenty yards akead.
I waved my hand in farewell and dropped it a second later with a
yell, for a bullet had grazed my finger and I felt the blood. Oid Sapt
turned round in the saddle. Someone fired again, but they had no
rifles, ar.d we were out of range. Sapt fell to laughing.

___That's one to me and two to you, with decent luck,” said ke.
Little Josef will have company.”
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“Aye, they’ll be a partie carre'e,” said I, My blood Was yp, ang)
rejoiced to have killed them. o )
, “Well, pleasant night’s work to the rest! said he. ] Wong,, ,
they noticed you?” . N ‘
y"The big fellow did; as I struck him ] heard him €ry. ‘the ki r
“Good! Good! Oh, we'll give Black Michael some work befy,
we've done!” )
Pausing an instant, we made a bandage for my woundeq fingyy
which was bleeding freely and ached severely, the bone
bruised. Then we rode on gloomy silence. Day broke clear and coly
We found a farmer just up, and made him give us sustenance for
ourselves and our horses. I, feigning a toothache, muffled my fy¢,
closely. Then ahead again, till Strelsay lay before us. It was eighl

€S were all open, a5 they always

being Muc)

last night's revelry,

little gate of the palac groom was waiting for us
“Is allwell, sir?” o asked. “All's well,” sajd G, pt. and the man,
coming to see, took my hand to kiss.

“The king’s hurt”
altls nothing," said_]

as | dismounled;
the door.”

“I caught my finger in

*Thank God, you're safe!” he cried, stretching
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his hand up to catch hold of mine.

I'confess that I was moved. This king, whatever his faults, made
people love him. For a moment I could not bear to speak or break
the poor fellow’s illusion. But tough old Sapt had no such fecling.
He slapped his hand on his thigh delightedly.

“Bravo, lad!” cried he. “We shall do!”

Fritz looked up in bewilderment. I held out my hand.

“You’re wounded, sire!” he exclaimed.

“It's only a scratch,” said I, “but—* | paused.

He rose to his feet with a bewildered air. Holding my hand, he
looked me up and down, and down and up. Then suddenly he
dropped my hand and reeled back.

“Where's the king? Where's the king?” he cried.

“Hush,.you fool!” hissed Sapt. “Not so loud! Here's the king!”

A knock sounded at the door. Sapt seized me by the hand.

“Here, quick, to the bedroom! Off with your cap and your boots.
Get into bed. Cover everything up.” |

I did as I was bid A moment later Sapt looked in. nodded,

grinned, and introduced an extremely smart and deferential young
gentleman, who came up to my bedside, bowing again and again,
and informed me that he was of the houschold of the Princess Flavia,
and that Her royal Highness had seat him especially to inrquire how
the king’s health was after the fatigues which His Majesty had
undergone yesterday.

“My best thanks, sir, to my ceusin,” said I; “and tell Her Royal
Highness that I was never better in my life.”

“Theking,” added old Sapt (who, I began to find, loved a good
lie for its own sake), “has slept without a break all night.”

The young gentieman (he rerainded me of Osric in “Hamlet”)
bowed himself out again. The farce was over, and Fritz Von
Tarlenheim’s pale face recalled us to reality — though, in faith, the
farce had to be a reality for us now.’

“Is the king dead?” he whispered.

“Please God no,” said I. “But he’s in the hands of Black
Michae)!”
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; but a pretended kiny,

i nerhaps @ hard one; _ '

Areal KinG h{c lrsdi::.r O: the next day Sapt :\stl;:ctefd me iy

is, 1 warrant, ‘;:utclho:‘ght o AG and what I ought to Know —ior thlez
my duties--wha

i till opposite me, tellin
f St' V. lth sapts ”
hours; then]snatched bn(::;l;iv . wine in the morning an die

Iways t . the chancell
me that the king a"WeJ> d dishes. Thencame or
knowntodctatallhlghly scasonem [ had to explain that the hurtty -

e hours; and to hi

for ano“‘er(‘tr:tzmcd that bullet to happy ascounft) prev;:,:zj:;

?Y h:;sr?;ng whence arose great ado, hunting of prece a
rom -

P k”, and the chancellor
so forth, f:ndi-ng in my ﬂT:l‘}(’“:’% :c:l);:: l'oaths. Then the French
aﬂﬂ:ﬁngdlz:” v:It:sai:t:g;Lccd to present his credentials; hcri my
SRS ' i Id have been
. i tance, as the king wou:
|g!::::lal‘;" cr:: :: glfe';)ou;:s:sr(we worked through the WhOIE:‘ corp
Z?Plamaﬁqpc in the next few days, a demisc of the crown necessitating
all this bother). whad -

Then, at last, 1 was left aione. I called my new servant (wehi
chosen. to succeed poor Josef, a young man who had never kn0¥~:n
the king), had a drink brougkt to me, and observed to Sapt that
trusted that I might now have a rest.

Fritz Von Tarlenheim was standing by.

“By Heaven!” he cried, “we waste time. Aren’t we going !
throw Biack Michael by the heels?” “Gently mv son, gently,” said
Sapt, knitting his brows. “It would be a pleasure, but it might cost
us dear. Would Michael fall and leave the king alive?”

“Ang,” Isuggested, “while the king is here in St-elsau, on his
throre, what grievance has he against his dear brother Michacl?”

"Are we te do nething, then?”

“We're to do nothing stupid,” growled S

apt.
“Ir:fact, Fritz,” said I, "I am rem; iruation in one
 our English plays —“The C. minded of a situation ino

" ritic” — hav PN if yov
like, of two men, eac e you heard of it? Orstf ¥

h covering the other wi [ can’
exPOSS Michael without exposing myst:l:-,: l,h Sl
And the king,” put in Sapt.

And, hang me, if Michael won't expose himself if he tries ¥
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expose me!”
“It's very pretty,” said old Sapt.
“If I'm found out,” I pursued, “I will make a clean breast of it,

and fight it out with the duke; but at present I'm waiting for a more
from him.”

“He’ll kill the king,” said Fritz.

“Not he,” said Sapt. =

“Half of the Six are in Strelsau,” said Fritz.
“Only half? You're sure?” Asked Sapt eagerly.
“Yes—only half.”

“Then the king’s alive, for the other three are guarding him!”
cried Sapt.

“Yes—you're right!” exclaimed Fritz, his face brightening. “1f
the king were dead and buried they’d all be here with Michzel. You
know Michael’s back, Colonel?”

“I know, curse him!”

“Gentlemen, gentlemen,” said I, “who are the Six?” ,

“I think you'll make their acquaintance soon,” said Sapt. “They
are six gentlemen whom Michael maintains in his household; they
beleng to him body and soul. There are three Ruritanians; then
there’s a Frenchman, a Belgian, and one of your countrymen.”

“They’d all cul a throat if Michael told them,” said Frit...

“Perhaps they'll cut mine,” I suggested.

‘Nothing mere likely,” agreed Sapt. “Who are here, Fritz?”

“De Gautet, Bersonin, and Detchard.”

“The foreigners! It's as plain as a pikestaff. He's brought them,
and left the Ruritanians with the king; that's because he wants to
commit the Ruritarians as deep as he can.”

“They were none of them among our friends at the lodye,
then?” I asked. '

“I'wish they had been,” said Scpt wistfully. “They had been,
not Six, but Four, by now.”

T'had already developed one attribute of royalty — fecling that
I'need not reveal all my mind cr my secret designs even to my
intimate friends. I had fully resolved on my course of action. I mcant
to make nyself as popular as I could, and at the same time to show
no disfavour to Michael. By these means | hoped toallay the hostility
of his adherents, and make it appear, if an open conflict came about,
that he was ungrateful and not oppressed.

Yet an open conflict was not what I hoped for.
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Theking's interest demanded secrécy;‘and while s’*‘c"?ty' ‘
I'had a fine game to play in Strelsau. Michael shoulq ot
stronger for delay! s
gI ordered my horse, and, attended by Fritz Vo
rode in the grand new avenue of the royal pa.rk, re
salutes which I received with punctilious politenes
through a few of the streets,
girl, paying her with a
desired amount of att

.
tQ\"
n Ta"en}leim
furning

t
S. ThEn 1 fod:
stopped and bought flowe i

rSofappy
piece of gold; and then, hay

ing attracteq lh
ention (for I had a trail of half 3 thotisyy

was met with shouts

h interes t, ang
of approval. The Princess was
and the chancellor pj

mself had not scrupled to hint

y of following his loyal and excellen!
I thought I'coulq dono h

arm by calling; and iy
Pported me with 5 cordiality that surprised me,
until he confessed that he also hag his motives for liking to visit 1o
the princess’s heuse, which ot

‘otive was no other than a great desire
to sec the Princess’s lady in wait;
Helga Von Strofzin,

ed Fritz's |
he
antechamber: i, Spite of the
about! doubt not that th
to think of them, for |
difficuly game. I haq tq |

diff €ep the princess
Indifferent o me; | had to sho
had to make Jove

Opes. While | w
remained

Pcople and

as ushered into
ith the countess in the

ervants who were hanging
'lc-n-rc'l':,' butl had no leisure

» she said. “Yoy are like thCl
P2are whg v med by becoming king. B
. Sire.”
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She looked at me for a moment.

“Then I'm glad and proud, Rudolf,” said she. “Why, as 1 told
you, your very face is changed.”

I acknowledged the compliment, but ! disliked the topic; so 1
said:

“My brother is back, I hear. He made an excursion, didn't he?”

“Yes, he is here,” she said, frowning a little.

“He can’t stay long from Strelsau, it seems,” 1 observed,
smiling. “Well, we are all glad to see him. The nearer heis the better.”

The princess glanced at me with a gleam of amusement in her
eyes.

“Why, ccusin! Is it that you can—“

“See better what he's doing? Perhaps,” said 1. “ And why are
you glad?”

“I didn't say I was glad,” she answered.

“Some people say so for you.”

“There are many insolent people,” she said, with delightful
haughtiness.

“Possibly you mean that J am one?”

“Your Majesty could not be,” she said, courtesying in feigned
deference. but adding, mischievously, after a pause: “Unless, that
is—"

“Weil, unless what?”

“Unless you tell.me that I mind a snap of mv fingers where
the Duke of Strelsau is.”

Really I wished that I had been the king.

“You don’t care where Cousin Michael -~

“Ah, Cousin Michael! I call in the Duke of Strelsau.”

“You call him Michael when you meet him?”

“Yes—by the orders of your father.”

‘I see. And now by mine?”

“If those are your orders.”

“Oh, decidedly! We must all be pleasant to our dear Michael.”

“You order me to reccive his friends, too, I suppose?”

“The Six?”

“Yeu cali them that, too?”

“To be in the fashion I do. Rut I order you to receive no one
unless you like.”

“Except yoursel{?”

“I pray for myself. I could not order.”

Scanned with CamScanner



gt

voice:

™y,

46 A
m the street. The Princy,

As I spoke there came a cheer fro

ran to the window. R
“1t is he!” she cried. “It 15

it sai i here

iled, but said nothing. S - _ :

_ Is:iidsat in silence. The noIse outside subsided, but | heay
momen

the tread of feet in the ante-room. I began to tglk ";“ EE"ZT al subjecy
This went on for some minutes. | wonderg what Z HbCCOmc ;
Michael, but it did not seem to be for me to mterferz. . at or!ce, to
my great surprise, Flavia, clasping her hands, asked in an agitate

the Duke of Strelsau!
turned to her seat. Fora ¢,

“Are you wise to make him angry?” )
»What? Who? How am I making him angry?

- “Why, by keeping him waiting.” o

“My dear cousin, | don’t want to keep him—

“Well, then is he to come in?”

“Of course, if you wish it.”

She looked at me curiously. |
“How funny you are,” she said. “QOf course no one could be

answered while [ was with you.”

Here was a charming attribute of royalty!

“ An excellent etiquette!” I cried. “But I had clean forgottenit,
and if I were alone with someone else couldn’t you be announced?”

“You know as well as I do. I could be, because I am of the
blood;” and she still looked puzzled.

“I never could remember all these silly rules,” said I rather
feebly as I inwardly cursed Fritz for not posting me up. “But Il
repair my fault.”

”‘".“Ped up. flung open the door, and advanced into the ante:
Irzoom. Michael was sitting at a table, heavy frown on his face
w‘;;")’;:g ti?cl,sc was stnm!ing', save that impudent young dog Fritz
Countess H:lngm}g C?Sll}' ' an armchair and flirting with 1
elasticity thatlf;at. s eape.d up as I entered, with a deferenti
in understandi pointto his former nonchalance. I had no difficulty

erstanding that the duke might not lik i

[held out my hand, Michael took it : p el

’ ook it, and I embraced him. The"

I'drew him with me into the inner room

“Brother,” id, “
er,” I'said, “If I had known you were here you Sh.ould

not have waited her
¢camo N _ ,
me to bring you to her.” ment before [ asked the princess to permit

He thank '
ed me, but coldly. The man had manv aualities, bv!
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ncess Flavia; yetl
ngs. and, further,
as verily the king,
€re an impostor, at

¢ me that he belioved Iw
but unless the king w

audacious than | (and 1.begen to think
something and of myself in that role). Michael could not believe

that. And if he didn’t, how he must have loathed pPaying me
deference, and hearing my “Michael” and my “Flavia”!
“Your hand is hurt, sire,” he observed with concern.

“Yes; I was Playing a game with a mongrel dog (I meant to
stir him), and you know, brother, such have uncertain temper.

He smiled sourly, and his dark eyes rested on me for 3 moment.
“But is there no danger from the bite?” cried Flavia
“None from this,” said 1. “If | gave him a chance to bite deeper
it would be different, cousin ”
“But surely he has been destroyed?” said she.,
- “Not yet. We're waiting to see if his bite is harmful.”
“And if it is?” asked Michael, with his sour smile.
“He’ll be knocked on the head, brother,” said 1.
“You won't play with him
“Perhaps I shall.”
“He might bite agam.”
“Doubtless he'll try,” said 1, smiling. |
Then, fearing Michael would say something which | must
appear to resent (for, though I might show him my
scem to be full of favour), 1 began to complime
magnificent condition of his regiment, and of the
me on the day of My coronation. Thence | passed to a rapturous
description of the shooting lodge which he hag lent me. But he rose
suddenly to his feet. His temper was failing him, and as an excuse
he said farewell, However, as he reached the door he stopped.
saying:
“Three friends of mine
being presented to you,
I'joined him direc

anxiously.

any more?” urged Ilavia.

hate, 1 must
nt him on the
irloval greeting to

are very anxious to have the honour of
sire. They are here in the antechamber.”

tly, passing my arm through his. The look
On his face was honey to me. We entered the antechamber in fraternal

fashion Michael beckoned, and three men came forward.
“These gentlemen,” said Michael, with a stately courtesy
Which, 1o do him justice, he could assume with perfect grace and
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.48 Your Majesty’s s
ost devoted of Your Crvany
yal and m ttached friends. ;

. d ' said I, *
faithful 81 ch as the first,” said 1, “Lam very

and are my ver) nd as mucl

“On the last grou
pleased to sec them. d kissed my hand —De Gautet, 5 tal]

» hy one an
They came one y UP and Waxed _mOUSlach@-

1o cpanding straight : )
lean fellow, with hair stan rtl§ man of middle height with a by

Bersonin, the Belgiar:, a Pf‘;r past thirty); and last the Englishmay,

as not i .
ll;eatdh(at?:ughn};f:;.face d fe'low, with close-cut fair hair ang ,
etc ’

bronzed complexion. He was a fincly made man, broad in the
ronz ‘ ‘

W
shculders and slender in the hips. A geod fighter, but a crooked
customer, I put him down

for. I spoke to him in English, with
slight foreign accent, and I swear the fellow smiled, though he hid
the smile in an instant.

'So M. Detchard is in the secret,” thought 1.

Having got rid of my dear brother and his friends, [ returned
to make my adieu to my cousin. She was standing at the door. |
bade her farewell, taking her hand in mine.

“Rudolf,” she said, very low, “be careful, won’t you?”

“Of what?” ‘

“You know —I can’t say. But think what your life is to—"

“Well, to—?"

“To Ruritania.”

Was I rightto play the part, or wrong to play the part? [ know
not; evil lay both ways, and I dared not tell her the truth.

“Only to Ruritania?” I asked softly.

A sudden flush s U

! \ush spread over her incomparable face.

To your friends, too,” she said.

“Friends?”

“And to your cousin,”

I could not speak. I k
myself.

_Outside I found Master Fritz,

playing at cat's-cradle with the Cop,

she whispered, “and loving servant.”
issed her hand, and went out cursing

quite reckless of the footme
ntess Helga.

"Hﬂnﬁ it!" sa'd o .., .
his share.” 'dhe, “we can talways be plotting. Love clnirs
I'm inclined ¢

0 think he does,” said I; and Fritz, who had

been bv i
by my side, dropped respectfully behind.
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CHAFTER-9Y
A New Use for u Ten Table

1f 1 were to detail the ordinary cm-nlc1 of ';'Y daily l:f: Al t:m

: ;i yrove instructive to people who are not familis
tﬂf‘; :::)m::lg&:‘o} :mla\ccs; if I rcwenlm; .-;m'm- of the secrets | learned
‘;“ might prove of interest to the statesmen of Europe. 1intend i
:joex)\’either of these things. Ishould be between the Scylla of duliness
d Charybdis of indiscretion, and I feel that L had far lx-l?vr confine

:: self strictly to the underground drama which was being played
be):\eath the surface of Ruritanian politics. I need .only say that the
secret of my imposture defied detection. I made mistakes. I had bad
minutes: it needed all the tact and graciousness whereof | was master
to smooth over some apparent lapses of memory and unmindfulness
of old acquaintances of which I was guilty. But I escaped, and ]
attributed my escape, as I have said before, most 9f al! to the
enterprise. Itis my belief that, given the necessary physical likeness,
it was far easier to pretend to be king of Ruritania than it would

_ have been to personate my next-door neighbour. :

. OnedaySaptcame into my room. He threw mea letter, saying:

“That’s for you —a woman's hand, I think. ButI've some news
for you first.”

“What's that?”

“The king’s at the castle of Zenda,” said he.

“How do you know?”

“Because the other half of Michacel’s Six are there | had

inquiries made, and they’re all there — Lauengram, Krafstew, and

young Rupert Hentzau; three rogues, too, on my honour. as Hae as
live in Ruritania ”

“Well?r”

“Well, Fritz wants you 16 march bo the castle with Boves o
and artillery ~

“And deay the et | nebadl

find the 1 wromitd b aboih 1" pgeinned Bapl “and wee shosisin®
the king/ s bk

o

M':imm ifj Farimin ek ihsiet
the dy, ”’ prdetle Masidon iis Paeh Hl Mivay Wige Weliig SGs
la'ﬁnﬂff o Raet g Kl * 4

from . 4 { HIN B WL RS AL TR
7' g 't ’ . 4 i " i ;".-, g
up.” Wertrmir it Miseh IAbsbimnt Ditiuauhd WXy sl "
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The Prisoner cf Zendq

“1'll go to Zenda," said 1.
«you're ma Y
“Some day.”
_#Oh, perhaps-
#That may be,

«14is Majesty
ue!” 1 said.

affair?”
“[Damn you. nold your tong o
He looked at me tor a moment: then he lit his PIPC It was
bad temper. and I wenton perverscl_v;
alf a dozen fellows.”

truc that I was ina
sWhereve: 1 go I'M dodeed by h
lied composedly-

w] know you arc: | send’em,” he TeP

“What for?” .

wwell,” said Sapt puffing away
r Black Michael if you disappeare
at we stopped would be played

u'livery likely stay there, though, if you do.”

Yo
my friend,” said | carelessly-
w observed Sapt:

looks sulky:

»How’s the love

quite

wit-wouldn’t be exactly
J. With vou gone

inconvenient fo
—or he'd havea

the old gam¢ th

shot at it.”
#I can take care of myself.

“De Gautet, Bersonin‘and Detchard
one of them, lad, would cut your throat as readily —as readily as I
would Black Michael’s and a deal more treacherously- What's the

”

are in Strelsaw; and any

[ opened it and read it aloud:
#1f the king desires to know what it deeply concerns the king;
to know let him do as this letter bids him. At the end, of the New
Avenuc, there stands 2 house in large grounds."l’hc house has @
portico, with a statue of a nymph in it. A wall incloscs the gardt‘"i
there is & gate in the wall at the back. At twelve o'clock tonight: i
the king enters alone by that gafle, turns to the right, and walks twenty
vards, he will find a summerhouse, approached by a flight of §iN
:l'cPS.'If he mounts and enters he will find someo;w who will tell
l:m:\ \;a?;:}:;o;lfches most dearly his life and his throne. This is writle!
hz’s s luber.legld. He must be alone. lf.he neglects the invitalit?“
be in danger. Iet him show this to no one, or he will rui?
a woman who loves him: i '
e e'sd im: Black Michael does not pardon.”
sietly lett;: - rved Sapt as I ended, “but he can dictate a very
| had arri '
the letter éwrar;,‘:es;:[:};esia\:‘fhfonC|llsion, and was about to throw
slde; { ere was more writing on the otht!
“Halio! There's some more.”
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“If you hesitate” (the writer continucd) “consult Colonel
Sapt—"

“Eh!” exclaimed that gentleman, genuinely astonished. “Does
she take me for a greater fool than you?”

I waved to him to be silent.

- “Ask him what woman would do most to prevent the duke
from marrying his cousin, and therefore most to prevent his -
becoming king? And ask if her name begins with—A.”

I sprang to my feet. Sapt laid down his pipe.
“Antoinette de Mauban, by Heaven!” | cried.
“How do you know?" asked Sapt.
I told him what I knew of the lady, and how I knew it. Ile
nodded. :
_ “It’s so far true that she’s had a great row with Michael,” said
he thoughtfully.
“1f she would she could be useful,” I said.
“I believe, though, that Michacl wrote that letter.
“So do I, but I mean to know for certain. 1 shall go, Sapt.”
“No, I shall go,” said he.
“You may go as far as the gate.”
““Ishall go to the summerhouse.”
“I'm hanged if you shall!”
I rose and Icaned my back against the mantelpicce.
“Sapt, I believe in that woman, and I shall go.”
“l don’t believe in any woman,” said Sapt, “and you shan’t

”

go.
“I either go to the summerhouse or back to England,” said I.

Sapt began to know exactly how far he could lead or drive,
and when he must follow. '
“We're playing against time,” | added. “Every day we leave
the king where he is there is fresh risk. Every day I masquerade like
this there is fresh risk. Sapt, we must play high; we must force the
game.” ‘ .
“So be it,” he said, with a sigh.

To cut the story short, at half-past eleven that night Sapt and |
mounted our horses. Fritz was again left on guard, our destination
not being revealed to him. It was a very dark night. I wore no sword,
but I carried a revolver, a long knife, and a bull's-eye lantern. We
arrived outside the gate. I dismounted. Sapt held out his hand

“I'shall wait here,” he said. “1f I hear a shot I'll =
“Stay where you arc; it's the king's only chance. You mustn’t
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52

gnef too. Gand uck!”

come to
ate. It yicldc

wyou're rg t:r“ :
od the hittic 5

[ press s There was @ g'ras.s . -
d bécn bidden, 1 followcd it cautiously. My lantep,
in my hand. [ heard not a sounq

.| out of the gloom ahead of me

dark object loomict
house. Reaching the steps, 1 mounted them ang

found myself confronted by @ weak, rickety woodeq door, which
hung upon the latch. I pushcd it open and walked in. A woman

flew to me and seized my hand. |
uGhut the door,” shc whispered.

[ obeyed, and turned the light of my |

in evening dress, arrayed very sumptuously,
beauty was marvellously displayed in the glare of the bull’s-eye.

The summerhouse was a bare little room, furnished only witha
couple of chairs and a small iron table, such as one sces in ale

garden or an open-air caf¢.
“Don't talk,” she said.
Mr. Rassendyll. I wrote that letter
“So [ thought,” said 1.
“In twenty minutes three men will be here to kill you.”
“Three—the three?”
killed--Y::s. You must be gone by then. If not, tonig
“Or they will." ‘
“Listen, listen! ‘oL
A low quarterl:fh:;:;gvzl;:s: ylctn:v r:l kl:llcd your body will be tak :
dince Sifes il Yous Al ¢ found there. Michael will 4!
Tarlenheim first— proclai s—Colonel Sapt and Captain Vof
messenger to ZEn(‘{)ao-i*;: im a state of siege in Strelsau and send 2
castle, and the duke -w."e other three will murder the king in the
himself if heis strong e e tedhimsdlortiprtees
king i'r'\li'act. and soon in n::m.e g}:‘;;: lsw' I,l.f“a”y her, and becon®
sa . ) ce!
"Say !’E: 6‘1 l(}':hPl.ot.. But why, Madame, do you—?"
him marry he ;N ristian—or say I'm jealous iiu i o ”-
you-—that ne £ Now go; but remember — thi P Codi St M.‘L
Youasa pun Z{er l{y night or by day are y is is fvlmt | have to It ’
are ncvc% t\: -Isitnot so? Well, three f(il(l)u R e
moment if . hund"_“d yards from vy o the‘.“' rf‘lchalcl’s three
ever they find you alone you. Your life is not worth
e. Now go. Stay, the gate will be

d, and | found mysell iy,
‘-gl'OWH Pﬂth and, turnjy

wild sort of shru
to the right as[ha
was closed, t

Presently a large
It was the summer

antern on her. She was
and her dark striking

“We've no time. Listen! I know you
at the duke’s orders.”

ht you'll be

enlo
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guarded by now. Go dawiy vl AN BR[O YT AT , ‘l
ahundred yards. and voy i x\\l\\‘\h\ At I
itand fly for vour hite
“And you™ 1 askad
“Thave my game to phay tan
we shall not moet again 1w W
 once.”

VO b v bt b b
AN N e i

“But what will vou A D

“That you never camwe -

AAIAR VO A by s e |
I took har hand and Laaand 0

| "Madame,” saad L “voy
- Where is he in the casgie™
| Shesank hor voice 3o o Raartal whipaer 1 lintogwd Uil
| “Across the dramebridee vou come to o heavy o, bidiiid
that lies — Hark? Whass o
“They're coming They'ze o0 soon! Heavens! They re o
- soon!” and she tormes TR B Gaath
Theyseem o me o L o b

'Gnywhfn.h's
- seethem?”

A N N N TR TR

m the nick of time.”
2 chink in the door. Can you

. - Ariorness hastily laid her hand an

! $
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er of
though we should finish you, vou might finjs}, one of . ‘
; to fire while we talk?” “Wiy,
give your honour not lo ' : A
“Don’t trust them,” whispered Antoinette again.
A suddeln idca struck me. I considered it for 5 "‘“men{
seemed feasible. . ' )
“I give my honour not to fire before you do,
won't let you in. Stand cutside and talk.
“That's sensible,” he said. N
The three mounted the last step and stoog Just outsiy,
door. Iaid my ear to the chink. I could hear no words, byt Detclyy
head was clese to that of the taller of his companions (De Gayg
guessed). - |
‘H'm! Private communication,” thought 1. Then | said aloy
“Well, gentlemen. what's the offer?”
“A safe conduct to the frontier, and fifty thousand poun
English.”
“No, no,” whispered Antoinette in the
“They are treacherous.”

“That seems handsome,”
chink. They were al| close toge

I'had probed the he
Antoinette’s warning. Th
engaged in talk,

“Give me a minule
a laugh outsile.

I'turned to Antoinetle,

“Etand Uup close to the vy
door,” | whispered.

“What are YOu going to do?” she

“You'll see,” said 1.

I'took up the little.iron ta,

saiy l: ~bp

lowest of whisp

said |, reconnoitring threugh I
ther, just outside the door now.
arts of the ruffians, and I did not neel
€y meant to “Rush” me as soon as | wa

|
to consider,” sajd J- and I thought | hear

IL, out of the line of fire from I
asked in fright.

A
le. It was not very heavy for a m!][
of my strength, and | helg itby the legs. The top, protruding in fro

of me, made 3 complele screen fop my head and body:. I fastent
my closed lantern 1o my belt my revolverina h.;ndy poc "cl"
Suddenly I saw the door mo r so‘slighllv — perhaps it was
wind, perhaps it wqs ah ¥ing it outside, ¥

Idrew back as far as 1 couly from the door, holding the tal®
in the position that I have described. Then I called out:

- I
Ccnllcmeﬁ. l .’\CCcpl vour ()ﬂ'cr' ".]‘-,'nﬂ on your honour
you wiil open the door —

“Open it Yourself,” said Detchard

and put
\FL\ LI"c
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“It opens outward,” said I. “Stand back a little, gentlemen, or
[ shall hit you when [ open it.” '

I went and fumbled with the latch. Then [ stole back to my
place on tiptoe.

“I can’t open it!” I cricd. “The latch has caught.”

“Tut! I'll open it!” cried Detchard. “Nonsense, Bersonin, why
not? Are you afraid of one man?”

I smiled to mysclf. An instant later the door was flung, back.
The gleam of a lantern showed me the three close together outside,
their revolvers levelled. With a shout I charged at my utmost pace
across the summerhouse and through the doorway. Three shots rang
out and battered into my shicld. Another moment, and I leaped out
and the table caught them full and square, and in a tumbling,
swearing, struggling mass they and I and that brave table rolled
down the steps of the summerhouse to the ground below. Antoinette
de Mauban shrieked, but I rose to my fect, laughing aloud.

De Gautet and Bersonin lay like men stunned. Detchard was
under the table, but as I rose he pushed it from him and fired again.
[ raised my revolver and took a snap shot. I heard him curse, and
then I ran like a hare, laughing as I went, past the summerhouse
and along by the wall. I heard steps behind me, and, turning round,
I fired again for luck. The steps ceased.

“Pleasc God,” said I, “she told me the truth about the ladder!”
for the wall was high and topped with iron spikes.

Yes, there it was. I was up and over in a minute. Doubling
back, I saw the horses. Then I heard a shot. It was Sapt. Fle had
heard us and was battling and raging with the locked gate,
hammering it and firing into the keyhole like a man possessed. He
had quite forgotten that he was not to take part in the f ight. Whereat
laughed again, and said as [ clapped him on the shoulder:

“Come home to bed, old chap. I've got the finest tea table story
that ever you heard!”

He started and cried: “You're safe!” and wrung my hand. But
@ moment later he added:

“And what the devil are you laughing at?”

1 ha;}l:::r gentlemen round a. tea table,” said I, laugl:ling still, for

ey n uncommonly Iudlcr.ous to see the formidable three

X gethier routed and scattered with no more a deadly weapon than
N ordinary tea table.

b Moreover, you will observe that I had honourably kept my
°rd and not fired till they did.
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 CHAPIER-10
A Great Chance for a Villain

It was the custom that the prefect of police shoyld send,
afternoon a report to me on the condition of the capita] andy
feeling of the people: the document included also an Accountfy
movements of any persons whom the police had receiy,
instructions to watch. Since ] had been in Strelsau Sapt had beey;
the habit of reading the report and telling me any items of ing,
‘which it might contain. On the day after my adventuie iny,
summerhouse he came in as I was playing a hand of ¢'carte v
Fritz Von Tarlenhcim. ,
“The report is rather full of intercst this afternoon,’}
observed, sitting down. -
~ “Doyou find,” I asked, ‘any mention of a certain fiacas?”
He shook his head with a smile o
_ “Ifind this first,” he s2id. “His Highness the Duke of Strels
left the city (so far as it appears, suddenly), accompanied by sever
of his household. His destination is beheved to be the castle of Zen
but the party travelled, by road and not by train. MM. De Gaut
Bersonin, and Detchard followed an hour later, the last nam
carr.yin_g hisarm ina sling. The cause of his wound js not knov
but it 15 suspected that he has fought a duel, probably incidents!
a love affair.” -

- “That is remotely true,” | observed, very well pleased to fi
that1 had left my mark on the fellow

“Then we come to this * bt
+ Pursued Sapl, Mme de Mau
whose movements have been watched according to instructi®®

left by train at midda ‘
Y 4 Y- She took a ticket f -
if's 2n old habit of ers.” said | et for Drgsden
4

at Zenda. An acute fellow this: A ,-,f
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A Great Chance for a Villain

people are coupling her name with that of the Duke o!Slrels:n.u. ar;c(:
the duke gains much popularity from the suggestion. I.haw caus !
the announcement that the king gives a ball toni.ght in h"onour o
the princess to be widely diffused, and the effect is good.

“That is news to me,” said 1.

“Oh, the preparations are all made!” laughed Fritz “I've seen
to that.” ‘

Sapt turned to me and said in a sharp, decisive voice:

“You must make love to her tonight, you know.”

“I think it very likely I'shallif I sec her alone,” said . “Hang it,
Sapt, you don’t suppose I find it difficult?” ‘

Fritz whistled a bar or two; then he said; “you’ll find it only
too easy. Look here, I hate telling you this, but I must. The Countess
Helga told me that the princess had become most atlached fto the
king. Since the coronation her feelings have undergone a marked
development. it's quite true that she is deeply wounded by the king's
apparent neglect.” : ‘

“Here’s a kettle of fish!” I groaned.

“Tut, tut!” said Sapt. “I suppose you've made pretty speeches
to a girl before now? That's all she wants.”

Fritz, himself a lover, understood better my distress. 1e laid
his hand on my shoulder, but said nothing,

‘I 'think, though,” pursucd that cold-blooded old Sapt, “that
you'd better make your offer tonight.”

“Good Heavens!”

: “Or, atany rate, go near it: and I shall send a ‘semi-official’ to
the papers.”

“I'll do nothing of the sort— no more will you!” said I. “I utterly
refuse to take part in making a fool of the princess.”

. Savt looked at me with his small keen eyes. A slow, cunning
smile passed over his face.

“Allright, lad, all right,” said he. “We mustn’t press you too

d.Soothe her down a bit, if you can, you know. Now for Michael!”

come:gh' damn.Michael!" said I. “He'll do tomorrow. Here, Fritz,
astroll in the garden.”

Saptat once yielded. His rough manner covered a wonderful

tact— .
—and, as | came to recognise more and more, a remarkable
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60

am not—= . T |
I o her eyes to me there was , h"ly‘

own, ”l .
I .as she ral

As 5.|ml\('~

on the y_r.wvl ou .
. ‘lavia

l)nr'.tnfcr;)l(llli:d on my lips. Sapt stood there, hewing loy

| his face.

gire,” said he, “but His Eminenc, Ih

an hour to offer his n,-spmm

tside, and a man appeared at the W""(I(lw;
i as she sprang, back frcm me, My hal!‘
little cry .
finished sente
but with a stern frown on

#A thousand pardons,

' is quarter of
Cardinal has waited this quarter ¢

adicu to Your Majesty. N '
I met nis eye full and square; and Iread initanangry wariny
had been a listener:| knew not, but he had come |,

How long he

upon us in the nick of time. s
‘We must not keep His Eminence watling, = saic I

But Flavia, in whose love there lay no shame, with radia
eyes and blushing face held out her hand to Sapt. She said nothin
but no man could have missed her meaning who had ever seen,
woman in the exaltation of love. A sour. yet sad. smilc passed ov
the old soldier’s face, and there was tenderness in his voice ¥

bending to kiss her hand, he said:
“In joy and sorrow, in good times and bad, God save You

Royal Highness!”

He paused and added, glarcing at me and drawing hims:!
up to military erectness:

“But before all comes the king —God save the king!”

And Flavia caught at iny hand and kissed it, murmuring:

“Amen. Good God, amen!”

V_Vc went into the ballroom again. Forced to receive adiev’
ey nof the lhrc.mg, and where he had been glan€ ’
:elcntl;:-ss Pter(; SP;‘]rs were rife. I doubted not that, true 10 I
To uphoid ths ;‘;‘; oo "preading the news that he had Icarﬂf’;
resolve. Flavia, 1, “.,;; and beat Black Michael - that was hf’"’
in his game; a;\dd{, :w "‘;‘Yt'. and the real king in Zenda, were p":
at the walls of the ua’j‘:c ave no business with passions. Not ¢!
Flavia down, the brn.ad .m:,g:d he stop; for when at last | h"";!
A great crowd awaitin ¢steps ard into her carriage ther® p

& U, and we were welcomed with deafe”

|
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A Great Chance for a Vilamn 61

cheers. What could I do? Had I spoken then they would have refused
to believe thai [ was not the king; they might have believed that the
king had run mad. By Sapt’s devices and my own passion | had
been forced on, and the way back had closed behind me. I faced all
Gtrelsau that night as the king and the accepted suitor of the Princess
Flavia.

Atlast, at three ir the morning, when the cold light of dawning
day began to steal in, I was in my dressing room, and Sapt alone
was with me. I sat iike a man dazed, staring into the fire; he puffed
at his pipe; Fritz vsas gone te bed, having almost refused to speak to
me On the table by me lay a rose: it has been in Flavia’s dress. and
as we parted she had given it to me.

Sapt advanced his hand toward the rose but, with a quick
movement, [ shut mine down upoanit.

“That's mine,” I said, “not yours — nor the king's either.”

“We struck a good blow for the king tonight,” said he.

I turned on him fiercely.

“What's to prevent me striking a blow for myself?” 1 said.

He nodded his head.

“I kncw what's in your mind,” he said. “Yes, lad; but you're
bound i bencur.”

“Have you left me any honow 7”

“Oh, come, to play a littic trick on a girl ="~

“You can spare me that. Colonel Sapt, if you would not have
me utterly a villain — if you wou!d not have your king rot in Zenda,
while Michazl ana 1 play fer the great stake outside —you follow
me?”

“Aye, I foilow you.”

“We must act. and quickly! You saw tonight—you heard
tonight—*

“ldid,” said he
“Your cursed acuteness told you what I should do. Well, leave

me here a week. — and there's another problem for you. Do you find
. the answer?”

9 “Yes, I fird it,” he answered, frowning heavily. “But if you
'd that you'd have to fight me first—and kill me.”
“Well and if I had —or a score of men? I tell you. ! could raise
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Il Strelsau on you in an hour, and choke you wi, Yourf,
o . th.” K
your mad lies —in your mouth. ' | |

"It's gospel truth,” he said - “thanks to my advice, y,, coy

“I could marry the princess and send Michae] anq his bfoth(;
together to—“ _

“I'm not denying it, lad.” said he.

“Then, in God's name,” | cried, stretchin
him, “let us go to Zenda and crush this Michae],
vack to his own again.”

The old fellow stood and lecked at me for fy]] a minutg,

“And the princess?” he said.

I'bowed my head 10 meet my hands,
between my fingers and my lips.

Ifelt his hand op,
as he whispereqd low in

g out my handy,
and bn'ng the l(jng

and crushed the rog

my shoulder, and his vojce sounded husk

:
my ear:

»YOU're the tinest FJ hberg of them all. But1 hav
been caten of the ki : ¢

) ng's bread, and I am the king’s servant, Com
we will go to Zenda!l”

) ht d
both of ys were wet, 8Nthim by the hand. And the cyes
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CHAPTER-11

Hunting a Very Big Boar

The terrible temptation, which was assailing me, will now be
understood. I would so force Michael's hand that he must kill the
king. I was in & position to bid him defiance and tighten my grasp
on the crown —not for its own sake, but because the King of Ruritania
was to wed the Princess I'lavia. What of Sapt and Fritz? Ah! Buta

“man cannot be held to write down in cold blood the wild and black
thoughts that storm his brain when an uncontrolled passion has
battered a breach for them. Yet, unless he sets up as a saint, he need
not hate himself for them. Hc is better employed, as it humbly seems
to me, in giving thanks that power to resist was vouchsafed to him
than in fretting over wicked impulses which come unsought and
extort an unwilling hospitality from the weakness of our nature.

It was a fine bright morning when 1 walked, unattended, to
the princess’s house, carrying a nosegay in my hand. I'olicy made
excuses for love, and every attention that I paid her, while it riveted
my own chains, bound closer to me the npeaple of the great city,
who worshipped her. I found Fritz’s inamorata, the Countess Helgo.
galticring blooms in the garden for her mistress’s wear, and
prevaiied on her to take mine in their place. The girl was rosy with
happiness, for Fritz, in his turn, had not wasted his cvening, and ne
dark shadow hung over his wooing save the hatred which the Duke
of Strelsau was known to bear him.

“And that” shesaid, with a mischievous smile, “ Your Majesty
has made of no moment. Yes, 1 will take the fiowers; shall I tell vou,
sire, what is the first thing the princess does with them?”

We were talking on a broad terrace that ran along the back of
the house and a window above our heads stood open.

“Madame!” cricd the countess merriiy, and Flavia herself
looked out. 1 bared my head and bowed. She wore a white gown,
and her hair was ‘oosely gathered in a knot. She kissed her hand to
Mme, crying,

“Bring the king up, Helga; I'll give him some coffee.”

The countess, with a gay glance, led the way, and took me
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into Flavia’s morning room. And, left alon.ue, we ach al
as lovers are wont. Then the princess laid two letterg "
Cne was from Black Michael -3 most courtegy

would honour him by spending a day at hijs Castle 2, ash,
been her Custom once 3 year in the summer, whenp the lac

* 8TOWing Brave
again, she pointed to the other sheet.

“I don't know who that comes from,” she said, “Read it”
I'knew in 3 moment. There was no signature at all this b
but the handwriting w

Snare in the Summerhoyse it was Antoj
“I have No caus
should fall intg the

"Why doesn’s it say ‘1 Flavia, leaning oy
my shoulder “Isita hoax?”

“As you valye life, and nlife, my queen,” [ saiq, “obey
it to the very letter. A ro:

1 from , good friend-and, I fear, an
: ill, Flavi;, and unabje 14 8O to Zenda
Make J0ur excys C

Ormal 5¢ You ljke "
u Strong Chough to
a proud Smile,

“nyf ing While YOu are safe,” said |
re m}'SQ"aWay fro

Cr.and they, without consulting
Vay to the hoy

o V3 5¢ of Masha, I had seer
somethmg of the o4 general, ang bt Shal Strakency.
less enthusiae

ed ang trusted him. Sapt ws

B la:hc, “”ha(illearne Y Now thatSaPt was besfple”}:f
. Everyt ing.andjealous I rtin

o e Y pla edsomepa "

Views, A5 thing, were noy, I hag More work fhan Sapt and Fri

Must Come Wwith Mme tp Zenda, and | W““wd

er
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Huating @ Very Big Boar 65
d what I loved most in all the worid, and suffer me to
ask of releasing the king with a quiet mind.

hal received me with most loyal kindness. To some

confidence. I charged him v.ith the care of
the princess, looking him full and significantly in the face as I bade
him let no one from her cousin the duke approach her, unless he
a dozen of his men with him.

shaking his grey head sadly.
than that

aman to guar
cet about my ¢t

The mars
oxtent I took him into my

himself were there and

“You may be right, sire,” said he,
«1 have known better men than the duke do worse things
for love.”

I could quite appreciate the remark but I said:

“There's something beside love, Marshal. Love's for the heart;
is there nothing my brother might like for his head?”

“[ pray that you wrong him, sire.”

»Marshal, I'm leaving Strelsau for a few days. Every evening
[ will send a courier to you, if for three days none comes you will
publish an order which 1 will give you, depriving Duke Michael of
the Governor-ship of Strelsau and appointing you in this place. You
will declare a state of siege. Then you will send word to Michael
that you demand ar: audience of the king — You follow me?”

“Aye, sire.”

“In twenty-four hours, if he does not produce the king”--1
laid my hand on his knee—“then the king is dead, and you will
proclaim the next keir. You know who that is?”

“The Princess Flavia.”

o the"lf\x.wd swear to me, on your faith and honour, and by the fear

o ving God, that you will sta.nd by her to your death and kill

hatreptile, and seat her where I sit now.”

o I;g)n:'\y faith and honour. and by l’.ht? fear of God, I swear it!
y Aimighty God preserve Your Majesty, for I think that you

80 on an errand of danger.”

“1 hOpe that no life more preciOus than mine m

dema:nded," said I, rising. Then [ held out my hand to him., i S

" yoh:ﬂ‘:-';:al:." [ said, “In dfys to come it may be —1I know not—

MOW, Let him bee:r:\s"l:nge things of theunan who speaks to you

Manner in which h:;me may, anfi who he njnay,-what say you of the
s borne himself as king in Strelsau?”
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The old man, holding my hand, spoke tf) m.e, man "
“I have known many of the Elphbergs,” saiqg he, ")

seen you. And, happen what may, you : e Some Ourse)y ;:
wise king and a brave man; aye, and you aVL;Ip r(;‘ved s COurtey,,
a gentleman and as gallant a lover as any that ave been ¢ t
HOUSsBe that my epitaph." said I, “when the time COmes thy
another sits on the throne of Ruritania.”

“God send a far day, and may I not see jt!” said he,

I'was much moved, and the marshal’s worn face twitcheq |
sat down and wrote my order.

“Ican hardly yet write,” said L “my finger is stiff still.”

It was, in fact, that first time that | had ventured to write mgy,
than a signature; and in Spite of the pains I had taken to learn
king’s hand I was not yet perfect in it.

“Indeed, sire,” he said, “It differs a Jittle from your ordinan
handwriting, 1t js unfortunate, for jt may lead to a suspicion o

itz Von Tarienheim go with me,!
continued.

“You go to Seek the dyker”

“Yes, the duke, and SOmeg
who is at Zenda,” | replied,

:I ;:“St‘ } co.uld 80 with yoy,~ he Cried, tugging at his whit
mous"a;cI . “I'd like to strike blow for You and your crown.”
‘eave yoy what s more than my life and more than

CTOWN,” said I, “ hoe '
in Ry ritanja ~ use you are the man] trust more than all othe”
“Twill deljver her o

T You saf
that, Twill niake e Queen.»  Cand

he asked in a low tone, ‘
ne else of whom I have need an

SOl.Ind," Said he, uand' falhng

. 4

Fritz What | had done :tumed to the Palace and told o ;:*

- 2 few faults 1o find and 1

Y what | €Xpected, for Sapt WI;
» Not informeg afterward; on the wh'

as mere]
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. he approved of my plans, ard his spirits rose high 25 the hour of
action drew nearer and nearer. Fritz, too, was ready; though he,
poor fellow, risked more than Sapt did, for he was a lover, and his
happiness Liung in the scale. Yet how I envied him! Fo: the
triumphant issue which would crown him with happiness and unite
him to his rnistress, the success for which we were bound to hope
and strive and struggle, meant to me sorrow more ceitainand greater
than if I were doomed to fail. He understood something of this, for
when we were alone (save for old Sapt. who was smoking at the
other end ¢f the room) he passed his arm through mine, saying:

“It’s hard for you. Don’t think I don't trust you; I know you
have nothing but truc thoughts in your heart.”

But I turned away from him, thankful that he <culd net sce
what my heart held, but onlv be witness to the deeds that my hands
~ere to do.

Yet even he did not vnderstand, for he had not dared to lift
his eyes to the Princess Flavia, as I had lifted mine.

* Our glans were now all made, even as we proceeded to carry
them out, and as they will hereafter appear. The next morning we
were to start on the hunting excursion, I had made a! arrangements

for being absent, and now there was only one thing left to do — the
hardest, the most heart breaking. As evening fell I drove through
th busy streets to Flavia's residence. | was recognised as | went
and heartily cheered. ; played my part, and made shift te look the

appy lover. In spite of my depression, | was almost amused at the
coolness and delicate hanteur with wl
Me. She had heaid that the King w
€Xpedition,

lich my sweet lover received
as leaving Strelsau on a hunting

 "Tregretthat we cannot amuse Your Majesty here in Strelsau,”
she saig, tapping her foot lightly on the floor. “I would have offered
You more entertainment, but I was foolish enough to think—*“
:Well, what?” I asked, leaning over her.
That for just a day or two, after — after last night— you might

h - :
as PPy without much gaiety”; and she turned pettishly from me,
¢ added, ] hope that boars will be more engrossing.”

'm 8oing after a very big boar,” said I: and she moved her
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head away.

“Are you offended with me?* lasked in feigne( SUrprise, foy
I could not resjst torrenting ner a little. | had nevey seen he, angy,
and every fresh aspect of her was a delight to me. ‘

“What right have | to be offended? Trye, YOu said |y Righ
that every hour away irom me was wasted. Bug very big boay
That's 5 different thing.”

“Perhaps the boar will hunt me,” [suggested. “Per

She made no answer,

“You are not touched evepy by that danger?”

Still sh.e said nothing; snd |, ste

aling round, found he
fuli of tears,

I ey

+butIcoylg notsay a word ¢ stir suspicion in i
™Y heart eye "day,” sajq |

» 4n no danger?"

eed not ~
And when will

“ You be back o AR, K illit bel”
~When shal! | pe back?” | Iepeated OW long will it be
& yes! Dop'y . :
while you're away be Ong, dear, don't be lon g. I shan't sle¢f
) don't knOW enl h .
" ali be pac). »
Soon, Rudglg So0n?" ack,” sajd |
“God knows, L
st take y arling
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Ifunting a Very Big Boar

reign, and not weep forme."
For amoment she drew herself up likea very queen.
ryes, | will!" she said. "I will reign. Iwill do my part though

allmy life will be empty and my heart dead; yetI'll doit!”
She paused, and sinking against me again, wailed softly.

"Comesoon! Comesoon!"
Carried away, 1 cried loudly: "As God lives, 1-yes, I myself-

will see you once more before Idie! *

" \
‘ // :‘/'y‘ \'\.\ \

e A \ ) X ' W
w O\

69

"What do you mean?" she exclaimed with wonderingeyes,.but

| had no answer for her, and she gazed at me with her wondering
=

s —

eyes.
I dared not ask her to forget, shewould have found itan insult.

Icould not tell her then who and what I was. She was weeping, and

]Thad butto c_ig[ her tears.

"Shall a not come back to the loveliest lady in all the

~ wide worlwousand Michaels should not keep me

~ from you!"

~ ~—__Sheclungtome,alittle comforted.

"You won't let Michael hurt you?"

"No, sweetheart."

"Or keep you fromme?"

"No, sweetheart."

"Nor anyone else?"

And again I answered:

"No, sweetheart."

Yet there was one—not Michael-who, if he lived, must keep
me from her; and for whose life I was going forth to stake my own.

~ And his figure—the lithe, buoyant figure I had met in the woods of

- Zenda—the dull, inert mass I had left in the cellar of the shooting

! lodge—seemed to rise, double-shaped, before me, and to come

. between s,
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CHAPTER-12

I Receive a Visitor and Bait a Hook

About five miles from Zenda, on the Opposite side frop, thy
on which the castle was situated, there lics a large tract of Wood, |,
is a rising ground and in the centre of the demesne, op the rop of the
hill, stands a fine modern chatean, the property of a distant Kinsmy,
of Fritz's, the count Stanislas Von Tarlenheim. Count Stanisly,
himself was a student and a recluse. He seldom visited the houg,
and had, on Fritz's request, very readily and courteously offery
me its hospitality for myself and my party. This, then, was our
destination; chosen ostensibly for the sake of the boar hunling (for
the wood was carcfully preserved, and boars, once common all pyy
Ruritania, were still to pe found there in considerable numbers) reall
because it brought us within striking distance of the Duke ¢f

Strelsau’s more Mmagnificent dwelling on the other side of the towy

A large Party of servants, witp, horses and luggage, started carlyin

the morning we followed at midday, travelling by train for thirt

miles, and then Mmounting oyr horses to ride the runmining distance
to the ciiateqy,.

We were gallant p
accompanijed by ten ge

“Sounded by my two friends
and a ’ : )
all were devotedl) 0 the person of the king. The
¢ altempy o my life in th
b m as o Spur to thejr loyalty ani
) . . ’ s
of the king’s | . €Y were alsg Informed that a frienf
& 5 SUspecteq to be orcibly confined within the castt
Was addeq the kin s : (‘me of .the objects of the expedition; bul,/
€ was g €arry into effect certi
i brolher, as to the Precise nature d
th Ffrf:‘senf be fy rther enlightened. Enough th!
€asionarggg allfoy 2 woulq ely on their devotie
10 more, Ty, e oung, wel| bred, brave, and loy?
o CY were Teady tq Prove their dutif?
OWing j¢. Bhtas the best ang most exhilaratiff
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TarlenhEim and castle of Zendx whi
valley. I tried to shift my thoughts also, to for
pend all my energies to the task befo, e me. It

outof the castlealive. Force was useless, in some trick lay the chance:
and 1 had already an inkling of what we must do. But I was terrib] ‘
hampered by the publicity which attended my movements. Michae);
must knew by now of my expedition; and | knew Michael too wel]
to suppose that his eyes would be blinded by feint of the boar hunt
He would understand very well what the real quarry was. That,
however, must be risked — that and all it might r:ean: for Saft, no
less than myself, recognised that the present state of things had
become unendurable. And there was o:1e thing that I dared to
calculate on—not, as I now know, without warrant. It was this—
that Black Michael would not believe that I meant well by the king.
He could not appreciate—I will not say an honest man, for the
thoughts of my own heart bave been revealed —but 2 man acting
henestly. He saw my opportunity as I had seen it, as Sapt had seen
it, he knew the princess-nay' (and I declare that a sneaking sort of
pity for him invaded me), in his way he loved her; he would think
that Sapt and Fritz could b bribed, so the bribes were large enough.
Thinking thus, would he kill the king, my rival and my danger?
Aye, verily, that he would, with as little compunction as he would
kill a rat. But he would kill Rudolf Rassendyll first, if he could, and
nothing but the certainty of .eing utterly damned by the release of
the king alive and his restoration to the throne would drive him to
0w away the trump card which he held in reserve to balk the
SUpposed game of the impudent impostor Rassendyll. Musing on
Wthis 4 | rode along, I took courage. .
‘ Michael knew of my coming, sure enough. I had nct been in
the house an heur when ar imposing embassy arrived from (ljm;e
® did not quite reach the impudence of sending my would-

3S3ire, byt he sent the other three of his famous six — the three

e : t Hentzau.
A f?hman gentlemen — Lauengram, Krafstein, and Ruper irably

"Q:‘e' Strapping trio they were, splendidly ho il a:ncjiac‘::ld not
‘lp eVl '’
by, Ped. Young Rupert, who looked a dal'e'du"& took the lead,

N more than twenty-two or m.renly- .oted subject and
‘ma«je us the neatest speech, wherein my dev

get my love, and to

ind
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72 mc Pﬁson"oj&m

loving brother, Michael of Strelsau, prayed me to pargg, hi

not paying his addresses in person, and, further, fo, NOt pyy "

castle at my disposal; the reason for bioth of these
derelictions being he and several of hi
fever, and

lip and a toss of his thick hair—
$0ssip ran that many a lady had

“If my brother has scarle
complexion than he is wont to be,

illain, and
troubled her heart for him |

t fever,” said I, “he ;

l
alreyg

, sire,” he answered

t laughing, for I knew what medicine Detchar
longed for—itis caj

Was proruse in anolopi g
duties at the castle, “ologies. They had

en,” said j, with 5
gentlemen, May it make y

“We wil Pray Yoyr
Rupert airily; ang

rode past .
his face that [ say, hast Sape .

.-gcnt

Wave of my han(d,

‘toour next meeting
s better acqu

ainted!”
arly Opportunity,” quolt
h such of jeering scorno
his fist and scow| black #

il
Prepared for me, I mu*
to eat j alone, unger Sapt's presidift

to the town of Zenda 2nd a cef”}::
| 8T wag Jitie : ion: t
‘85 were !ong and I; danger In the excursi :

€ road this side of Zenda wel
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[ Rec sive A Visitor and Bait a Hook 73

& equented- So off werode, with a groom behind us. I muffled myself

spin abigcloak.
"Fritz," said I, as we entered the town, "there's an un-

! ommonly pretty girlat this inn."

"How do you know?" he asked.

vBecause I've been there," said I.

"Since--?" he began.

"No. Before," said I.

"But they'll recognize you?"

mwell, of course they will. Now, don'targue, my good fellow,
put listen to me. We're two gentlemen of theKing's household, and
one of us has a toothache. The other will order a private room and
dinner, and, further, a bottle of the best wine for the sufferer. And if
ne be as clever a fellow as I take him for, the pretty girl and no other
will waitonus."

"What if she won't?" objected Fritz.

"My dear Fritz,"said ], "if she won'tfor you, she will forme."

We were at the inn. Nothing of me but my eyeswas visibleas
I walked in. The landlady received us; two minutes later, my little
friend (ever, I fear me, on the look-out for such guests as might prove
amusing) made her appearance. Dinner and the wine were ordered. I
satdown in the private room. A minute later Fritz camein.

"She's coming," he said.
: "If she were not, 1 should have to doubt the Countess Helga's

astelll

She came in. I gave her time to set the wine down--I didn't
wantit dropped. Fritz poured outa glass and gaveittome.

s the gentleman in great pain?" the girl asked,
SYmpathetically.
Lthy _"The gentlemanis noworse than when he saw you last," said

'Hrowing away my cloak.

She started, withalittle shriek. Thenshe cried:

Pic "Itwas the K1ng, then! I told mother so the moment I saw his
ture.Oh, sir, forgive me!"
, forgive
"Iforgive them for the thing you did."
"Imust go and tell mother.”

",Stop,“ said I, assuming a graver
Nght. Go and bring dinner, and no

air. "We are not here for

s .
Porttq t a word of theKing being
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» The Prisone, of Zeny

here. ‘ .
She came back in a few minutes, looking grave,
mrm'l's\;\lell, how is Johann?” I asked, beginning my dinne.
“Oh, that fellow, sir—my lord king, I mean!”
“"Sir" will do, please. How is he?”
“We hardly see him now, sir.”
- “And why not?”
“I'told him he came too often, sir,’
“So he sulks and stays away?”
“Yes, sir.”

“But you could bring him back?” | suggested,
“Perhaps I could,” said she.

“I'know your powers you see,” said I, and she blushed with
pleasure.

“It's not only that, sir, that keeps him away. He's very busyal
the castle now.”

)’Qt ‘Jery

" said she, tossing her heyq

with a smile.

“But there’s no shooting on now.”

“No, sir; but he’s in charge of the house_”
“Johann turned housemaid?”
The little girl was brimming over with gossip.
" Well, there are no others,” said she. “There’s not a woman
eré=notasaservant, | mean They do say — byt it’s fal
’ . — it's fa 56
o y Yy —but perhaps

“Let’s have it for what jt's worth,” said I.
.lndeed, I'm ashamed tq tell you, sir.~
Oh, see, I'm iooking at the ceiling ~
“They do say th ‘

nota woman in the

see yoy ~

“It would depend gn the t:

L Cc {l . o
Do you love him?~ | aske‘;“e. Sit, perhaps,

.Not I' sir_” .
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| Receive @ Visitor and Biat a Hook . 75

will walk home with him.”

Do you mean him harm, sir?”

»Not if he will do as I bid him. ButI think I've told you enough,
my pretty maid. See that you do as I bid you. And mind, nooneis to
know that the king has been here.”

I spoke a little sternly, for there is seldom harm in infusing a
little fear into a woman's liking for you, and I softened the effect by
giving her a handsome present. Then we dined, and wrapping my
cloak about my face, with Fritz leading the way, we went downstairs
to our hcrses again.

It was but half-past eight, and hardly yet dark; the streets were
full for such a quiet little place, and I could see that gossip was all
agog. With the king on one side and the duke on the other, Zenda
felt itself the centre of all Ruritania. We jogged gently through the
town, but set our horses to a sharper pace when we reached the
open country.

“You want to catch this fellow Jchann?” asked Fritz. “Aye,
and I fancy I've baited the hook right. Our little Delilah will bring
cur Samson. It is not enough. Fritz, to have no women in a house,
though brother Michael shows some wisdom there. If you want
safety you must have none within fifty miles.

“None nearer than Strelsau, for instance,” said poor Fritz, with
alovelorn sigh.

We reached the avenue of the chateau, and were soon at the
house. As the hoofs of our horses sounded on the gravel Sapt rushed
out to meet ue. ,

“Thank God, you're safe!” he cried. “Have you secn anything
of them?”

“"Of whom?” I asked, dismounting.

He drew us aside, that the grooms might not hear.
it ;Lﬂd," he said to me, “you must not ride about here, unless
fellgy, alf 2 dozen of us. You know among our men a tall young

» Bernenstein by name?” _

b I. knew him. He was a fine, strapping young man, almost of
®ight, and of light complexion.
‘,He lies in his room upstairs, with a bullet through his arm.”

f"e deuce he does!”
After dinner he strolled out alone, and went a mile or so m.to

my
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the wood; and as he walked he thoz.:ght he saw three mep, amg
the trees; and one levelled a gun at him. He had no weapop, 5
started at a run back toward the house. But one of them fired, ,,
he was hit, and had much ado to reach here before he faimed'B
good luck, they feared to pursue him nearer the house.”
. He paused, and added:

“Lad, the bullet was meant for you.”

“It is very likely,” said I, “and it’s first blood to broth,
~ Michael.”

“I wonder which three it was,” said Fritz.

. “Well, Sapt,” 1 said, “I went out tonight for no idle purpos

as you shall hear. But there’s one thing in my mind.”
“What's that?” he asked.

“Why, this,” I answered. “That | shall ill requite the very greil
honour Ruritania has done me jf | depart from it leaving one d
those Six alive —neither, with the help of God, wil] L”

And Sapt shook my hand on that.”

q
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CHAPTER-13

~ An improvement on Jacob’s Ladder

In the morning of the day after that on which I swore my oath
against the Six I gave certain orders and then rested in greater
contentment than I had known for some time. I was at work; and
work, though it cannot cure love, is yet a narcotic to it. So that Sapt,
who grew feverish, marvelled to see me sprawling in an armchair
in the sunshine, listening to one of my friends who sang me amorous
songs in a mellow voice and induced in me a pleasing melancholy.
Thus was I engaged when young Rupert Hentzau, who feared
neither man nor devil, and rode through the demesne — where every
tree might hide a marksman, for all he knew — as though it had been
the park at Strelsau, cantered up to where I lay bowing with
burlesque deference, and craving private speech with me in order
to deliver a message from the Duke of Strelsau. I made all withdraw,
and then he said, seating himself by me:

“The king is in love, it seems?”

“Not with life, my lord,” said 1, smiling.

“It is well,” he rejoined. “Come, we are alone. Rassendyll-*

I rose to a sitting posture.

“What's the matter?” he asked.

“I'was about to call one of my gentlemen to bring your horse,
my lord. If you do not know how to address the king, my brother
must find another messenger.” :

“Why keep up the farce?” he asked negligently dusting his
boot with his glove.

“Because it is not finished yet; and meanwhile I'll choose my
OWn name.”

“Oh, so be it! Yet I spoke in love for you; for indeed you are a
Man after my own heart.”

“Saving my poor henesty,” said 1, “may be I am. But that I
]:Jeilp faith with men, and honour with women, may be I am, my

rd.”

He darted a glance at me—a glance of anger.

“Is your mother dead?” said I.

“Aye, she’s dead.”

“wop, M@ may thank God,” said I, and I heard him curse me softly.
el what's the message?” I continued.
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“The duke offers you more that I would,” he Browleg 3
for vou, sire, was my suggestion. But he offers you s
halter for you, i illion crowns.” iy
conduct across the frontier and a m.x i : "
e prefer your offer, my lord, if [ am bound to one.
“Vou refuse?”

“Of course.” " illain, hi
“I told Michael you would”; and the villain, his temp,

restored, gave me the sunniest of smiles. “The fact is, betweg,
ourselves,” he continued, “Michael doesn’t understand .
gentleman.”

I began to laugh.

“I'do,” he said. “Well, well, the halter be it.”

“I'm sorry you won't live to see it,” [ observed.

“Has His Majesty done me the honour to fasten a particuly
quarrel on me?”

“I'would you were a few years older, though.”

“Oh, God gives years, but the devil gives increase,” laughed
he. “I can hold my own,”

“How is your prisoner?” | asked.
“The k—"

“Your prisoner.”
“Tforgot your wishes, sire. Well, he is alive.”
'}’-I:nrgs;to hist:;et; limitated him_ Then, with a smile, he said
. € pretty princess? Faith, I'l] w
will b(; red enough, for a|| the Black M icli;clel“nglel;}c]: ll’:;"}:i llet‘::ﬁ
move a;pir::hg a step. lO.ward him, clenching my hand. He did not
+and his lip cyrleq in insolent amusement.

“Go, while your skin’
. . ’ n S ‘\,h 17 ' :
with interest my hit aboyt hjs mc;ltcl;erI L ek repaid ™

€N came the
My friends were so

to bring him his ho

owed, and djq '
Ine, Q'-uCker than 0:1 ;:S h'Q had foreseen_l put m hand bchlﬂ‘j
dagger flasheg ew g_ t.hls left hang darted oyt a¢ ri/\e anda smab
PO MEIVE it hag gy, 1 STUCK e i he Jog shoulder — had!
my heart, With a cry 1 staggered back
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o jmprovement on Jacob’s Ladder 19

without touching the stirrup,-}.‘e leaped upon his horse and was off
ljke an arrow, .pursued'by cries and revolver shots, - the Jast as
sseless as the first, —‘a’nd [ san}< into my chair, bleeding profusely,
35 | watched the devil’s brat disappear down the long avenue, My
riends surrounded me, and then I fainted.

Isuppose that I was put to bed, and there lay unconscious or
half-conscious for many hours; for it was night when I awoke to my
full mind, and found Fritz beside me. I was weak and weary, but he
bade me be of good cheer, saying that my wound would soon heal,
and that meanwhile all had gone well, far Johann, the keeper, had
fallen into the snare we had laid for him, and was even now in the
house. ‘

“And the queer thing is,” pursued Fritz, “that] fancy he’s not
altogether sorry to find himself here. He seems to think that when
Black Michael has brought off his coup, witnesses of how it was
effected —saving, of course, the Six themselves — will not be a
premium.”

This idea argued a shrewdness in our captive which led me to
build hopes on his assistance. I order him to be brought in at once.
Sapt conducted him, and set him in a chair by my beside. He was
sullen and afraid; but, to say truth, after young Rupert’s exploit we
also had our fears, and if he got as far as possible from Sapt’s
formidable six-shooter, Sapt kept him as far as he could from me.
MOreover, when he came in, his hands were bound, but that I would
not suffer,

I'need not stay to recount the safeguards and rewards we
Prf’mbed the fellow all of which were honourably observed and
Paid, 5o that he lives now in prosperity (though where I may not

- Mention); and we were the more free inasmuch as we soon learned
that he was rather a weak man than a wicked, and had acted
‘oughout this matter more from fear of the duke and of his own
| ‘other Max than for any love of what was done. But he had
i Persuaded 1] of his loyalty; and though not in their secret counsels,
i bas Yet, by his knowledge of their dispositions within the castle,
| Blety lay bare before us the very heart of their devices. And here,
E " brief jg his story:
i fi Below the level of the ground in the castle, approached.:)' a
Whe::f.stone steps which abutted on the end of the ;ifrf‘lr‘:h":f;ug;
L ofy, *ate two small rooms, cut out of the fock itself. e
B ¢ two had no windows, but was always lighted with can

|
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€ upon the 1,
tthree of the S
ny attack being Mage
the door of j; 50 lop
S0 soon as the doqy
Rupert Hentzay, or
ere) should leave the
mself pass ing, the
who lay there, wel|
ith his arms Confineq
m to move his elbow

the inner had one square window, which gav
this inner room there lay always, day and nigh
the instructions of Duke Michael were thatona
on the outer room the three were to be defend

risk of themselves. But

Qat. |
IX; anq

inner room, and without more ado kil the king,
treated indeed, but

vithout weapons, and w
in fine stee] chains, which did not allow hj

) €en water and n; : i :
s murderer Swiftly tieg ; Pipe 'Th::(;“éir:;:ﬁ ;T:lo
o pu.lley (for, lest the weight should prove
the pipe, He inserabs fhmv'ded one) till it is Jeyel with the mouth
Without sy © PiPe, and pushes the body
thence 1o the oy Splash of solt:pd, 't falls into the water and
abouts, Thjs done, tp, i ich is twenty feet deep there-
himself slides down eemu‘de“?r Crics loudly. "All is well’ and
attack js nq

ttoo hot, run lgltie;-and the Others, jf they can and the
delay, b the d €inner room and, secking a moment's

0 : .
king rises 1o, fro(:{ ?;: ot U sl down. And though the
€ and swim round to the

» Where ttom, they ris
O Wait them with ropes, to

ut, ap €rsare for Men t

join them and seek s:;Se?‘ “f? here, if Lhings g0 ill, the duke will

returm to the Castle andet) = iding; but jf all goes well they will

plan of His Highn'ess f have lh'eir €Nemies in 5 trap. That, sir, is the

Blft it is not usedor'l € disposa) of the king in case of need

Minded to iy the kin, ol the Jagy; for, as we 4)) know, he is not
8 Unless he €an, before of soon after, kill you
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also, sir. No
and Ipray’y

w, sir, I have spoken the truth, as God i

: ’ is my witness
ou to shield me from the vengeance of Duk: P:Avilchael'-
for if, after he knows what I have done, I fall into his hand, I shnli

ray for oné thing out of all the world —a speedy death, and that]
shall not obtain from him!”
The fellow’s story was rudely told, but our quesﬁons
,upplemented his narrative. What he had told us applied to an.
armed attack; but if suspicions were aroused and there came
overwhelming force—such, for instance, as I, the king, could bring -
the idea of resistance would be abandoned. The king would be
quietly murdered and slid down the pipe. And —here comes an
ingenious touch—one of the Six would take his place in the cell,
and on the entrance of the searchers loudly demand release and
redress; and Michael, being summoned, would confess to hasty
action, but he would say the man had angered him by seeking the
favour of a lady in the castle (this was Antoinette de Mauban) and
he had confined him there, as he conceived he, as Lord of Zenda,
* had right to do. But he was now, on receiving his apology. content
to let him go, and so end the gossip which, to his Highness's
annoyance, had arisen concerning a prisoner in Zenda, and had
given his visitors the trouble of his inquiry. The visitors, baffled,
would retire, and Michael could, at his leisure, dispose of the body

of the king.

Sapt, Fritz, and I in my bed looked round onone another in

horror and bewilderment at the cruelty and cunning ot the plan.

Whether [ went in peace or in War, openly at the head of a corps, OF
be dead beforel could

secretly be a stealthy assault, the king would
come near him. If Michael were stronger and overcame my party

there would be an end. Butif I were stronger I should haveno u.ray
to punish him, no means of proving any guiltin him without Prowng
my own guilt also. On the other hand, should be leftas king (ah!
for a moment my pulse quic ould be for the future

:\0 witness the final struggle between him and me. ec: }:
ave made triumph possible an ble. At the wors

d ruin imposs:
would stand where he had stood befor

e 1 crossed his path—wi

3 tone man between him and the throne, and thatmanan im posttig

_ a‘_best there would be none 2ft to stand against him I?‘;dﬁ:e g:)nhis

| ;hmk that Black Michael was OV€ ond of leaving the fl%h arzms of
fiends; but no I acknowledged that the brains, if not the :

u\EC i
| "Onspiracy were his.
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g is?” ] asked.
g kg hEE Johann, “put up the pipe, g
Iand ;“Y rl?ord (;f Hentzau. He was on guard that day, ang
e o_fdersc;‘ l;\)' lord what it meant. ‘Faith,’ he answered,
tl:ue k;ng lasu eh TKI, a new improvement on the ladder of Jacop,
\l:ls\e:‘ergy,aasgyéu have read, sire, mcx? pass from eartl-l to heav'en‘
We thought it not meet that Your Majesty should 8d0: In case, sjrq,
you must go, by the common route. So we have made )fou a pre
Private paisage, where the vulgar cannot stare e'at y&:u or mcomm.ode
your passage. That, sire, is the meaning of that pipe. A_nd he Iaugne'd
: d, and Prayed the king’s leave to replenish the kip s

€ man ceases, and | bade Frj
carefully guarded; and, turnin

“If anyone agks you if

tztake him a

g to him, | added:
there is i

way and have him

a. VIl kill yoy Jike 4 dog if
50 much ag breatheq within

So hard ” said l.le, shalu:

is K ng his grizzled d, “that, as I think,
this time next year jg likely to find yog‘: SHl] ea hat, as

i : . ial” and
he broke oyt i, Curses on Michae}' cunnii,(,mg °f Ruritaniat- s
gy ack on my i 1C a

€re seem to me ~ I observeq «
. ’ ¢ ’
the king cap, Come oyt of Zend, iy

! © ways by which
uke's followerg alive, Ope is b

Y treachery in the
that out,” .:
T o S

ther I was about to
€aven!~
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cH ArrrER-M
A Night Outside the Castle

Jt would have surprised l_he good people of Ruritania to know
of the foregoing talk; for according to the official reports I had
quffered 2 grievous and dangerous hurt from an accidental spear
thrust, received in the course of my sport. I caused the bulletins to
+ be of a very serious character, and created great public excitement,
whereby three things occurred: first, I gravely offended the medical
faculty of Strelsau by refusing to summon to my beside any of them
savea young man, a friend of Fritz's whom we could trust; secondly,
Ireceived word from Marshal Strakencz that my orders seemed to
have no more weight than his, and that the Princess Flavia was
leaving for Tarlenheim under his unwilling escort (news whereat |
strove not to be glad and proud); and thirdly, my brother, the Duke
of Strelsau, although too well informed to believe the account of the
origin of my sickness, was yet persuaded by the report and by my
seeming inactivity that I was in truth incapable of action, and that
my life was in some danger. This I learned from the man Johann,
whom I was compelled to trust and send back to Zenda.

On Flavia’s arrival I cannot dwell. Her joy at finding me up
and well, instead of on my back and fighting with death, makes a
picture that even now dances before my eyes till they grow too dim
to see it: and her reproaches that I had not trusted even her must
excuse the means I took to quiet them. In truth, to have her with me
once more was like a taste of heaventoa damned soul, the swecter
for the inevitable doom that was to follow; and I rejoiced in being
able to waste two whole days with her. And when I had wasted
two days the Duke of Gtrelsau arranged a hunting party.

The stroke was near now. For Sapt and [, after anxious
consultations, had resolved that we must risk a blow. Our resolution
being clinched by Johann's news that the king grew peaked, pale
and ill, and that his health was breaking down under his rigorous
confinement. Now a man—Dbe he king or no king — may as well die
swiftly, and as becomes a gentleman, from bullet or thrust, as rot
his life out in a cellar! That thought made prompt action advisable
in the interests of the king; from my own point of view it grew more
and more necessary. For Strakencz urged on me the need of a speedy
marriage and my own inclinations seconded him with such terrible

insistence that I feared for my resolution. I do not believe that I
should have done the deed I dreamt of; but ] might have come to
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flight, and my flight would have ruined the cause,
Itis perhaps as strange a thing as has ever been in the his
of a country that the king’s brother and the_ king’s Personaty, infy
time of profound outward peace, near a placid, undisturbeq ¢,

i
- un
town, under semblance of amity €sperate wgra

>struggle lhatbegan
now between Zenda and Tarlenheim. When I look back op, the tig
I'seem to myself to have been half mad, Sapt has to]q me that |
suffered no interference and listened to no remonstrances; and if
ever a King of Ruritania p as, in those days, the

g coil of rope, and

: : Me a short stout cudgel and a
king a Circuit, we avoided the town, and in an hour

clump, abouta quartef
r ur three friends hide there with
istle, and they couylg rejoin us in a few
:iilllm = b‘f‘t UpP tll now we had met no one. | hoped
However that Mmigh P guar_d, be“e"ing me to be safe in bed-
accident, and foy o 2% W€ gained the top of the hill withou!
Sweeps under ﬂ'? oy Durselves on the edge of the moat where it
on the edge of theerzad' Separating the old castle from ji. A tree stood
fast the rope. I stri Sk and Sapt silently ang diligently set to make
loosened the knifep")ed- ff my boots, tool apullata flask of brandy.
teeth. Then | shookl}?a::fishe?u" and took the cudgel between “";
of entreaty from Fritz e my friends, not heeding a last loc
a look at Jacob's

ladd'e:nd lald hOld of the rope, | was gomg to have
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' jild, the day had been warm and bright and the water was not
wild i hich frowned
«old. Istruck out and began to swim round the walls whic rowne
sbove me. I could see only three yards ahead. I had then good hopes
ofnot being seen, as I crept along close under the damp, moss-grown
masonry. There were lights from the new part of the castle on the
other side, and now and again I heard laughter and merry shouts. I
fancied I recognised young Rupert Hentzau's ringing tones, and
pictured him flushed with wine, Recalling my thoughts to the
business in hand, I rested a moment. If Johann's description were
right I must be near the window now. Very slowly I moved; and
out of the darkness ahead loomed a shape. It was the pipe, curving
from the window to the water. About two feet of its surface was
displayed; it was as big round as two men. [ was about to approach
it when I saw something else, and my heart stood still. The nose of
2 boat protruded beyond the pipe on the other side; and listening
intently, I heard a slight shuffle—as of a man shifting his position.
Who was the man who guarded Michael's invention? Was he awake
or was he asleep? I felt if my knife were ready, and trod water. As |
did so I found bottom under my feet. The foundations of the castle
extended some fifteen inches, making a ledge and I stood on it, out
~ of water from my armpits upward. Then I crouched and peered
through the darkness under the Pipe, where, curving, it left a space.
There was a man in the boat. A rifle lay by him—1I saw the
gleam of the barrel. Here was the sentinel! He sat very stll. | listened;
he breathed heavily, regularly, monotonously. By Heaven, he slept!
Kneeling on the shelf, I drew forward under the pipe till my face

. I saw. It was Max

belt, and I drew
out my knife. Of all the deeds of my life I love the

. least to think of
this, and whether it was the act ofamanora traitor

said to myself. “It is war—and the king's life js ot

F'will not ask. |
raised myself from beneath the

stake.” And 1
the boat, which

ed at his rifle. ]
struck home. Anq 1 |, s
< riwit nd T heard the chorus of a 10v<:-aong from the
Leaving him where he |5

¥.ahuddled mass, | turne

ladder.” My time was short. This fellow’s turn of

dto “Jacob’s
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' in it, no chink. Dropping on my knees,
wall. There was no break in tlhe pipe should have clung close t, lhel

' e .
tested the ;I;f:f;;i‘: ;‘;E:;‘ of light! That light must come from the
masonr)'l

: 1 d exerted
: Ider against the pipe an ' N
cell of king! I set my . : gvefy little, and hastily I desiste.
strength. The chink widened a very, K813 = = i the mae
I had done enough to show that the pipe wasn onry
at the lower side. . o

‘Then I heard a voice—a harsh, grating voice: -

“Well, sire if you have had eno.ugh of my society M leave
you to repose; but I must fasten the httlg ornaments first.

It was Detchard! I caught the English accent in a:noment.

“Have you anything to ask, sire, before we pafrt? .

The king's voice followed. It was his, though it was faint and
hoHow —different from the merry tones I had heard in the glades of
the forest.

“Pray my brother,” said the king, “to kill me. I am dying by
inches here.”

“The duke does not desire your death, sire—yet,” sneered
Detchard; “when he does, behold your path to heaven!”

The king answered:

“So be it! And now, if your orders allow it, pray leave me.”

"Ma¥ you fifcam of paradise!” said the ruffian.

The light disappeared. I heard the bolts of the door run home

And then I heard the sobs of the king. He was alone, as he thought.
Who dares mock at him?

Idid not venture to spe

A ak to him. The ris ion
escaping him in surprise was k of some exclamatio

too great. 1 dared do nothing that night;
‘:}:‘:C:\r)c' ;sassl; fr::ojwdw.w to get myself away in safety, .mdgw ca "ygoff
Castipg loose thee bead o t.o leave him there would tell too much.
and there wae ]'moat, I gotin. the wind was blowing a gale now,

e danger of o4y being heard. I rowed swiftly

round to where my friends wj
“l .
a loud whistle sounded gyey i;:zc:ng‘?gé;:f; (Ti eached the spot when
me.

I'heard shouted.

alow tone
the corpse, ang then weng yn 1 The rope came down, J tied it round

line. No talk ngyy ~ Spered, “for oy men, and haul in the

: bod . :
ack swept rou(;dyf. Just as it reached the road threz

' rom '
heard ou:»' m g on foot Ourselyes, “,;he front of the castle. We saw

oming up wih . shouf_scaPEd their notice. But we
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“The devil, butit's dark!” cried a ringing voice.

1y was yOung Rupert. A moment later shots rang out. Our
je had met them. | started forward at a run, Sapt and Fritz
" fai]\i»‘“ms me .
B rhrust, thrust'™ cried Rupert again, and a loud groan
following 1old that he himself was not behindhand.

-t'm done, Rupert!” cried a voice “They're three to one. Save
yourself’”

I ran on, holding my cudgel in my hand. Suddenly a horse
qme toward me. A man was on it, leaning over the shoulder

“ Are you cooked too, Krafstein?” he cried.

There was no answer

| sprang to the horse’s head. It was Rupert Hentzau.

For we seemed to have him He had only his sword in his
hand. My men were hot upon him; Sapt and Fritz *vere running up
| had outstripped them; but if they got close enough to fire he must
dse or surrender.

“Atlast!” [ cried.

“It's the play-actor'” cried he, slashing at my cudgel Hecut it
chean in two, and judging discretion better than death, | ducked my
head and (1 blush to tell) scampered for my life. The devil was in
Rupert Hentzau, for he put spurs to his horse, and |, turning to
look, saw him ride, full gallop, to the edge of the moat and leap in,
while the shots of our party fell thick round hum like hail With one
gleam of moonhight we should have niddied him with balls, but in
the darkness he went 1o the corner of the castle and vanushed from
our sight.

“The deuce take him'™ grinned Sapt '

“It's a pity,” saad |, “that he's a villain Whom have we got’

We had Lavengram and Krafstemn they lay stiff and dead,
0, concealment being no longer possible. we flung them, W
:::" into the moat, and, drawing together ina compact body, Nt

down the hill And n our midst went the bodes of our §8

g:nt:'m Thus we travelled home, heavy at heait for the death of
t

the

fiends, sore uneasy concerning the king, & ey

Young Rupert had played yet another winning hand S0 L

M,F“mymgn!wnwtdmdlmmlmw“m

- "‘%ﬁm.humﬂymbbdamwnmm
ove to hear Rupert call me a play Raledd
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CHAPTER-15
I Talk with a Temnpter

Ruritania is not England, or the quarrel between Duke Michag

and myself could not have gone one, \.Vifh L}?e ftl?)?af kz!.:le mciden.h
‘which marked it, without more public notice being directed toij
Duels were frequent among all the oyt 1 gpond cl?sses, Z'_‘d Privaty
quarrels between great men kept the old habit of sprea INg to thejr
friends and dependents. Nevertheless, after the affray which I hay,
just related, such reports began to circulate th_at I felt it necessary t,
be on my guard. The death of the gentlemen involved could not b
hidden from their relatives. I issued a stern order, declaring tha
duelling had document unprecedented license (the chancellor drew
up the document for me, and very well he did it), and forbidding it
save in the gravest cases. I sent a public and stately apology to
Michael, and he returned a deferential and courteous reply to me;
for our one point of union was —and it underlay all our differences
and induced an unwilling harmony between our actions — that we
could neither of us afford to throw our cards on the table. He, as
wellas 1, was a “play-actor”, and, hating one another, we combined
to dupe PUblfc opinion, Unfortunately, however, the necessity for
;?s"ci?slg:‘e"t involved th? necessity of delay: the king might die in
ol p’; » Fc;roar ']-’i:sn be;jpmfed off somewhere else, it could not be
- onl' ) | ‘e while I wasg c0fnpelled to observe a truce, and
)y~ conag ation was that Flavia mest warmly approved of my

edict against duelling; and when [ ex s :
Pressed delight at having won

her fa Ive t
v?\l;;:f]r]e any motive to e, to prohibit the practice altogether.
| i we are marrjed ” said I, smilin J
. o? the least peculiar result of the |
which dictateqd it was that the town
o)

daytime -] would no
t have t .
sort of neutral zone, where boL;u i

truce and of the secrecy
f Zenda became in the
oark & protection by night-?2
es _ .
avia and Sapt Faulg safely go; and I, riding

o _ usside, but was at the same
driving in 4 two-horseq 2;19,.3 ong Imeta dignified looking perso”
2nd approached me bowing & 1 5topped his horses, got out
Strexs:" Police, ' "8 low. 1 fecognised the head of the




/

89
he best attention involved hi

ete nl,:ut\ed at once to dispense with it. his presence " Zenda 1

»]s that what brings you to Zenda, prefect?” | asked

“Why, no, sire; l am here because | desired to oblige tl;e British
ambassadOl'."

“What's the British ambassador doin
carelessly.

“A young countryman of his, sire—a man of some position —
is missing. His friends have not heard from him for two months,
and there is reason to believe that he was last seen in Zenda.”

Flavia was paying little attention. I dared not loo

“What reason?”

“A friend of his in Paris a certain Mr. Featherly — has given us
information which makes it possible that he came here, and the
officials of the railway recollect his name on some luggage.”

“What was his name?”

“Rassendyll, sire,” he answered; and I saw that the name meant
nothing to him. But, glancing at Flavia, he lowered his voice as he
went on: “It is thought that he may have followed a lady here. Has
Your Majesty heard of a certain Mme de Mauban?”

“Why, yes,” said I, my eye involuntarily travelling toward
the castle.

“She arrived in Ruritania about the same time as this
Rassendyll." ‘ -
[caught the prefect’s glance; he was regarding me with inquiry
writ large on his face. _
“Sapt,” said I, “I must speak a word to the prefect. Will you.
ide i i 7" and I added to the prefect:
ide on a few paces with the princess?” and 1 2
Come, sir, what do you mean?” ' "
He drew close to me, and I bent m”Lhe sac:lc.i e. J——
“1f he were in love with the lady? he whispe madlippap
has been heard of him for two months;” and this ne
of the prefect which travelled toward th'e caslll‘tg —
My . Yo the lady is there,” I said quietly. “Bu
rkRESSendyn-is that the name? —is. G g
. " ispered, “does not hkc_nv” ’ —
"?c‘:x'(::‘:i:hth;\:r:?p;id I, withall sincerity. But surelyy
hint ta very grave charge.” [ whispered in his ear.
He spread his hands out in apolog)’s-"elsau " u
“This is a grave matter. Go back to

“But, sire, if ] have aclue here?”

g dans cette galere?” said |

k at Sapt.
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“Go back to Strelsau,” I repeated. “Tell the ambassaq,, by

you have a clue, but that you must be left alone for a week o,

" Meanwhile I'll charge myself with looking into the matter ~

" assador is very pressing, sire. _

”1’23 ;n:ll:tquiet him. Come, sir; you see that ‘f?’m" SUSpici
are correct it is an affair in which we must. moze with Caution We
can have no scandal. Mind you return tonight. N

He promised to obey me f‘md I ro.d.e on to rejoin p,
companiohs, a little easier in my mind. Inqumfzs after me.n}ust be
stopped atall hazards for a week or two; and th.ls clev.er official hy
come surprisingly near the truth. His impression might be usefy
some day, but if he acted on it now it might mean the worst to the
king. Heartily did I curse George Featherly for not holding hi;
tongue.”

“Well,” asked Flavia, “have you finished your business?”

"Most satisfactorily,” said I. “Come, shall we turn round? We
are almost trenching on my brother’s territory.”

We were, in fact, at the extreme end of the town, just where
the hill begins to mount toward the castle. We cast our eyes up,
admiring the massive beauty of the old wall, and we saw a corle'ge
winding slowly down the hijl. On it came.

“Letus go back,” said Sapt. “Ishould like to stay,” said Flavia;
and I reined my horse besjde hers,

We could distinguish the approaching
first two mounted Servants in black unifor
silver badge. These were followed by

onit, under a heaV).r pall, lay a coffin: behind it rode a man in plain
black clothes, carrying his hat jn his hand. Sapt uncovered, and we

stood waiting, Flavia kccping by me and laying her hand on my

party now. There came
ms, relieved only by ¢
a car drawn by four horses,

arm.

“Itis one of th s ) ,
said. gentlemen killed in tne quarrel, I expect,” she

I beckoned tg groom

H}Zlc:g;: 1“1( “u}:c’m they escort, | ordered

P to the '

gentlemen who.rode behi:i{wams' and I saw him pass on to the

Rﬁ;r:;:ert of Henlzau"' whispered Sapt

: Was, and dir . .
to stand still, upert tro Qdezt;)’tgftuwz}rd, Wa.ving to the prOC?SS";:
ftoned, ang gy, rs. 1 Worea?e-he Was in a frock coat, tight!

with Profoung reg aspect of Sadness, and he bowe¢

Pect. Yet sudden)

Y he Smiled, and | smiled to®
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hand lay in his left breast ket, an

Id i:f::what layyin the hand insideplgce p()clr_f-?_ Kiper tnds
poth €"Y our Majesty asks whom vy

friend Albert of Lauengram ~
dear “Sir,” said I, “no one regrets .
[ My ordinance, Whid:l I mean to haye obeyed, is Witness g jy=
' «poorfellow!"‘sa:dFlaviasoftl
at her. Whereat I gre

91

€ escort,” saiq Rupert “Itis

for Strelsay when his health i
“Heis only Convalescent,
“There Temain one or
ellow in the mildest
“Express my earnest ho
Cease to trouble him”

Your Royal Hj hness’s wish is humb)
With 3 bold g :

lance that brought a blush to
I bow

then?”

two sma| troubles,”
tone in the world.
Pe.” said Flavia, “that they

Y. my own,” said Rupert
Flavia‘s cheek

your prisoner alive to me you
°me to no hyrt
He looked a¢ me with a mocking smile; byt suddenly he rode
A 15 me '
I'm Unarmed,” he said; “and our old Sapt there could pick
e off in a minute ”
01.

™ not afraid,” said 1. :
Pr NO, curge you!” he answered.

“Look here, I made you a
form the duke once.”
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“T'll hear nothing from Black Michael,” said I, |
“Then hear one from me.” He lowered his voice ¢ a whigy,

“Attack the castle boldly. Let Sapt and Tarlenheim leaq ~ :
“Goon,” said I.

“Arrange the time with me.” )
“I have such confidénce in you, my lord!

“Tut! I'm talking business now. Sapt there and Fritz will fal];
Black Michael will fall —“

“What!”

“Black Michael will fall, like the do g heis; the prisoner,
call him, will go by Jacob’s ladder—abh, you know that?
Two men will be left—1, Rupert Hentzau, and you, th
Ruritania, ” |

- He paused, and then, in a voice that quivered with eagerness,
added:
“Isn’t that a hand to play?—a thr
€. say a competence and Your M

“Surely,” I exclaimed, “whileyo
its master!”

aASyoy
—to help
e I(ing of

one and yon princess! Anq
for m

ajesty’s gratitude.”
u’re above ground hell wans

. Ple or two to k&p me from yonder girl,” and his
evil eye flashed again at her Iloved,

“Get out of My reach!” said I; and yet in a moment I began to
laugh for the Vvery audacity of jt. ! :

pring of a legal,
said to me inan

in my way,
nearly stuck a knife j e o

o into him last p; He's a jealous brute! Faith,!

! t night; he came most cursedly
M.Y:mper was wel]] under contro] now; I was learning

ed negligeny;
A * he nodi,
Y&, and 3 beal:ea he nodded, “Byy; you've seen her.” "
'Wh::de of the ublr;"y »When some of your friends got©

RUPert meditatively, ~yg0ps hardly a fair way ®

Scanne d with CamScanner



k zuff}l a Tgmpter

10 :
fingit erhaps. I want tointerfere.” *
P w And she prefers the duke?"
*Ay, the silly creature! Ah, well, you think about my plan,"

s vith a bow, he pricked his horse and trotted after the body of
his friend.

Iwentback toFlaviaand Sapt, pondering on the strangeness
of theman. Wicked menIhave knownmenThave knownin plenty
putRupert Hentzau remains unique inmy experience. And if there’
peanother anywhere, let him be caughtand hanged out of hand. So
sayl! ,

' "He's very handsome, isn'the?" said Flavia.

Well, of course, she didn't know him as I did; yet I was put
out, for I thought his bold glances would have made her angry. But
my dear Flavia was a woman, and so—she was not put out. On the
contrary, she thought young Rupert very handsome - as,
beyond question, the ruffian was. -

1 And how sad he looked at his friend's death!" said she.

"He'll have better reason to be sad athis own," Observed Sapt,
witha grim smile. |

As for me, I grew sulky; unreasonable it was perhaps, for
what better business had I to look at her with love than had even
Rupert's lustful eyes? And sulky I remained till, as evening felland
we rode up to Tarlenheim, Sapt having fallen behind in case anyone
should be following us, Flavia, riding close beside me, said softly,
withalittle half-ashamed laugh:

"Unless you smile, Rudolf, Icry. Why areyou angry?"

"It was something that fellow said to me," said I, butI'was
smiling as we reached the door and dismounted.

There a servant handed meanote: it wasunaddressed.

"Isit for me?" I asked.

"Yes, sire;a boy broughtit."

Itoreitopen: once, In the name o

Johann carries this for me.1 warned you Jerers!
God, and if youcare aman, rescueme from this den of mur

A. de M N
| d inreply
to ths Thanded it toSapt;butallthatthetougholdsoulsal
0 thls Pite0us appeal was: . |
"Whose fault brought her there rpokleave topity

Nevertheless, not being faultless myself:

Attoinette de Mauban.
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CHAPTER-16
A Desperate Plan

As I had ridden publicly‘in Zenda, anfi had talked there with
Rupert Hentzau, of course all pretence of illness was at an enq |
marked the effect on the garrison of Zenda: they ceased to be see,

t near the castle reported thy

abroad; and any of my men who wen
the utmost vigilance prevailed there. Touched as I was by Mme de

Mauban'’s appeal, | seemed as powerless to !)efriend her as [ hag
proved to help the king. Michael bade me defiance; and —although
he too had been secn outside the walls — with more disregard for
appearances than he had hitherto shown, he did not take the trouble
to send any excuse for his failure to wait on the king. Timeranonin

inactivity, when every moment was pressing; for not only was |
| which the stir about my own

faced with the new danger
disappearance brought on me, but great murmurs had arisen in
Strelsau at my continued absence from the city. They had been
reater but for the knowledge that Flavia was with me; and for this
reason I suffered her tostay, thoughl hated to have her where danger
was, and though every day of our present sweet intercourse strained
As a final blow nothing would

my endurance almost to breaking.

content my advisers, Strakencz and the chancellor (who came out
from Strelsau to make an urgent representation to me), save that |
should appoint a day for the public solemnisation of my betrothal,

a c:-eremony which in Ruritania is well nigh as binding and greatd
thing as the marriage itself. And this—with Flavia sitting by me !
was forced to do, setting a date a fortnight ahcad, and appointing
the c.alhedral in Strelsau as the place. And this formal act being
published far and wide, caused great joy throughout the kingdon"
and was the talk of all tongues; so that I reckoned there wer¢ u
two men who chafed at it—1I mean Black Michael and myself; an
but one who did not know of it—that one the man whose name !
bore, the King of Ruritania. |
- méI: at;;u-"fl heard something of the way the news
greedy forf;n or after an interval of three days the man Jehan®
meanstovisitzre Pr{noney, though fearful for his life, again foun
came. Black Mi e had been waiting on the duke when the tidin&’
ck Michacl’s face had grown blacker still, and he had sW0

was received
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savagely; nor was he better pleased when young Rupert took oath
that] meant to doasIsaid, and turning to Mme de Mauiban, wished
her joy on a rival gone. Michael’s hand stole toward his sword (said
Johann), but not a bit did Rupert care; for he rallied the duke on
having made a bettes king than had reigned for years past in
Ruritania. “And,” said he, with a meaning bow to his exasperated
master, “the devil sends the princess a finer man than Heaven had
marked out for her; but my soul, he does!” Then Michael harshly
bade him hold his tongue and leave them; but Rupert must needs
first kiss Madame’s hand, which he did as though he loved her,
while Michael glared at him. '

This was the lighter side of the fellow’s news; but more serious
came behind, and it was plain that if time pressed at Tarlenheim it
pressed none the less fiercely at Zenda. For the king was very sick;
Johann had seen him, and he was wasted and hardly able to move.
“There could be no thought of taking another for him now.” So
alarmed were they that they had sent for a physician from Strelsau;
and the physician having been introduced into the king's cell, had
come forth pale and trembling, and urgently prayed the duke to let
him go back and meddle no more in the affair; but the duke would
not, and held him there a prisoner, telling him his life was safe if the
king lived while the duke desired and died when the duke desired —
not otherwise. And, persuaded by the physician, they had allowed
Mme de Mauban to visit the king and give him such attendance as
his state needed, and as only a woman can give. Yel his life hung in
the balance; and I was yet strong and whole and free. Whercefore
great gloom reigned at Zenda; and save when they quarrelled to
which they were very prone, they hardly spoke. But the deeper the
depression of the rest, young Ruperl went about Salan’s work with
a smile in his eye and a song on his lip; and laughed “fit to burst”
(said Johann) because the duke always set Detchard to guard the
king when Mme de Mauban was in the cell - which precaution was,
indeed, not unwise in my careful brother. Thus Johann told his tale
and seized his crowns. Yet he besought us to allow him to stay with
us in Tarlenheim, and not venture his head again in the lion’s den;
but we had need of him there, and although I refused to constrain
him, 1 prevailed on him by increased rewards to go back and to
carry tidings to Mme de Mauban that I was working for her, and
that, if she could, she should speak one word of comfort to the king.
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i e i the sick, yet despair is w _
while suspense 1S bad for : orsesty |
o that the king Jay dying of mere hopelessness, for ang ;

t nli ht be .. . C
;earngof no definite discase that af L l‘zgted hn;:.l ) Oul |
| P - do they guard the king now?” lasked, remeny,, .

B e and Max Holf also. g

.., N 1
that two of the Six werc dead, ]
“Detchard and Bersonin watch by night, Rupert Hentzg, "

Gautet by day, sir,” he answered.

»Only two ata time. . .
“ Aye, sir; but the others rest in a room just above, ang

within sound of a cry or a whistle.” .
~ “A room just above? 1 didn't know of that. Is there any

communication between it and the room where they watch?”

“No, sir. You must gopdowna few stairs and through the door
by the drawbridge, and so to where the king is lodged.”

“ And have they keys of the grating?”,1 asked ina low whisper,

“1 think, sir, only Detchard and Rupert.”

“Where does the duke lodge?”

“In the chatear:, on the first floor. His apartments are on the
right as you go toward the drawbridge.”

“And Mme de Mauban?”
“Just opposite, on the left. But her door is locked after shehas

entered.”
“To heep her in?”
“Doubtless, sir.”
“Perhaps for another reason?”
“It is possible.”
“And the duke; [ suppose, has the hey?” "
“Yes. And the d rawbridge is drawn back at night, and of th
too the duke holds the key, so that it cannot be run across the mo?
without application to him.”
“And where do you sleep?”
“In the entrance hall of the chutean, with five servants 4 i
“Armed?” v
“They have pikes, sir, but no firearms. The Juke will 02
them with fircarms.” ;
Thenat last I took the matter boldly in my hands.] had f2
once at Jacob’s ladder; [ should fail agz;in there. 1 must ma
attack from the other side, Yol
“Thave promiscd vou twenty thousand crowns,” said |- s

v
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sallhave fifty thousand if you will do what1 ask of you tomorrow"
gt DU, first, do those servants know who your prisoner is?”.

“No, sir. They believe him to be some private enemy of the
duke’s-” .

*And they would rot doub tiat I am the king?”
“How should they?” he asked.

Look to this, then. Tomorrow, at two in the mormning exactly,

fling open the front door of the chatean. Don't fail by an instant.”
“Shall you be there, sir?”

” Ask no questions. Do what I tell you. Say the hall is closed,
“or what you will. That is all I ask of you.” '

“And may I escape by the door, sir, when I have opened it?”

“Yes, as quick as your legs will carry you. One thing more,
carry this note to Madame—obh, it's in French, you can’t read it, —
and charge her, for the sake of all our lives, not to fail in what it
order.”

The man was trembling, but I had to trust to what he had of
courage and to what he had of honesty. I dared not wait, for I feared
that the king would die.

When the fellow was gone I called Sapt and Fritz to me and
unfolded the plan 1 had formed. Sapt shook his head over it.

“Why can’t you wait?” he asked.

“The king may die.”

“Michael will be forced to act before that.”

*Then,” said I, “the king may live.”

“Well, and if he does?”

“For a fortnight?” I asked simply.

And Sapt bit his moustache. _

Suddenly Fritz Von Tarlenheim laid his hand on my shoulder.

“Let us go and make the attempt,” said he.

“I mean you to go—don’t be afraid,” said L

”Aye, but do you stay here and take care of the princess?”

A gleam came into old Sapt’s eye.

“We should have Michael one way or the other then,” he
chuckled; “whereas if you go and are killed with the king what will
become of those of us who are left?”

~They will serve Queen Flavia,” said 1, “and I would to God I
could be one of them.”

© =Moreover,” ] wenton, “1 have been an impostor for the profit
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of another, but I will not be one for my own: ic
alive and on his throne before the day of betroth;] comes ] i
the truth, come what may.”

“You shall go, lad,” said Sapt.

Here is the plan I had made: a strong party updey Sapys
command was to steal up to the door of t

he chatean. | diSCOVered
Prematurely they were to kill anyone who found them _ With the;,

swords, for [ wante 8- If all went well they woy)g

d no noise of firin
be at the door. it. They were to rush j

“Help, help! Michael, helpt”
Rupert Hentzay, Then, as w

s we hoped, Michael, in fury, would rush
- outof his apartments epposi

te, and fall aljve into the hands of Sapt,
Still the cries woulg §0on; my men would let down the drawbridg,;
and it would be strange if Rupert, hearing his name thus taken jn

ad resolved to take with mea
ladder, on which I cou

ess with which
thanked God that not Rupert
rd. For though Detchard was a cool
s O cowarq, he ha
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} psf | jann T desperately. And, that our enemy might be the
to security, I gave order that our residence should be
pte! : lighted from to bottom, as though we were engaged in
" ‘nd should so be kept all night, with music playing and
y le’inoving to and fro. Strakencz _would be there, and he was to
eal our departure, if he could, from Flavia. And if we came not
onin by the morning he was to march, openly and in force, to the
| qstle and demand the person of the king; if Black Michael were
ot there, as 1 did not think he would be, the marshal would take
Flavia with him, as swiftly as he could, to Strclsau, and there
proclaim Black Michael’s treachery and the probable death of the
king, and rally all that there was honest and truc round the banner
of the princess. And, to say truth, this was what 1 thought most
likely to happen.

For I had great doubts where cither the king or Black Michacl
or had more than a day to live. Well, if Black Michael died, and if
I the play-éctor, slew Rupert Hentzau with my own hand, and. the_n
died myself, it might be that fate would dealas lightly with I%unta nia
as could be hoped, notwithstanding that it demanded the life of the
. king—and to her dealing thus with me I was inno temper to make
~ objection. = '

It was late when we rosc .
the princess's apartments. She was pensive that evening; yet when

lleft her she grew, foran instant, bashfully radiant as she slipped a

ring on my finger. 1 was wearing the king's ring: but 1 had also on

my little finger a plain bank of gold engraved witt} the motto of our
family. This I took off and put on her finger and signed to her to ?ct
me go. And she, understanding. stood away and watched me with
- dimmed eyes.

"Wear thatring, even
Queen,” I said. .

“Whatever else 1 wear this 1 will
said she as she kissed the ring-

from conference, and I betook me to

though you wear another whenyouare

wear till 1 die, and after,”

Scanne d with CamScanner



CHAPTER-17

Young Rupert’s Midnight Diversions

The night came fine and clear. [ had p.rayed for dirty Weathe,
- such as had favoured my previous voyage in vthc mczat, but fo
was this time against me. Still I reckoned that by keeping closa unde;
the wall and in the shadow I could escape detection from yp,
windows of the chatean thatlooked out on the scene of my efforts I
they searched the moat, indeed my scheme must fail; but1 did no
think they would. They had made jacob's ladder secure againy
attack. Johann had himself helped to fix it closely to the masonry o
the under side, so that it could not now be moved from below any |
more than from above. As assault with explosives or a long battering
with picks alone could displace it, and the noise involved in either
of these operations.put them out of the question. What harm, then,
could a man do in the moat? I trusted that Black Michael, putting
this query to himself, would answer confidently, “None”; whileeven |
if Johann meant treachery he did not know my scheme, and would
doubtless expect to see me, at the head of my friends, before the

front entrance to the chateaun. There, I said to Sapt, was the real
~danger. '
“And there,”

Tadded, “you shall be. Doesn't that content you?”
But it did no

t. Dearly would he have liked to come with me

had I not utterly refused to take him. One man might escape notice;
to double the party m

nore than doulb] foks n he
ventured to hint o ed the risk; and whe

nceagain that my life was too valuable, I, knowing
f]“"‘o’ to, sternly bade him be silent, assuring
kmg lived

through it either, through the night I would not live

At twelve
Tarlenheim ang ¢
and avoiding 1},
frontc 7ond.,

l:ucll(oi‘k S“P"fs command left the chatean o
] tmcvno fft; tha: "ght riding by unfrequented road_Sr
by al:—outo enda. If all went well they would bel”
weres A quarter to two, | 2aving their horses ha
Ostealup to the entrance and hold themselv®

Fthe door., If the door were not ope“c‘i

r the Openi
by two th ngo
side of ﬂ\zyc;vs:lr: lIo send Fritz vop, Tarlenheim round to the oth®’
3 would meet him there if I were alive, and we
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onsult whether tostorm the castle or not. If I were not there
i o return withall speed to Tarlenheim, rouse the marshal,
ihey werfch . force on Zenda. For if not there I should be dead; and
af;n::: that the king would not be alive five minutes after I had

cased 10 breathe.
jmust now leave Saptand his friends, and relate how I myseif
p;oceeded on this eventful night. I went out on the good horse which
had carried me, on the night of the coronation, back from the
- ooting lodge to Strelsau. I carried a revolver in thesaddle and my
aword. 1 was covered with a large cloak, and under this | wore a
warm, tight-fitting woollen jersey, a pair of knickerbockers, thick
stockings, and light canvas shoes. I had rubbed myself thoroughly
with oil. The night was warm, but I might probably be immersed a
long while, and it was necessary to take every precaution against
cold; for cold not only saps a man’s courage if he has to die, but
impairs his energy if others have to die, and, finally, gives him
theumatics, if it be God’s will that he lives. Also I tied round my
body a length of thin but stout cord, and I did not forget my ladder.
I, starting after Sapt, took a shorter route, skirting the town to the
left, and found myself in the outskirts of the forest at about half-
past twelve. 1 tied my horse up in a thick clump of trees, lcaving the
revolver in its pockei in the saddle,— it would be no use to me, —
and, ladder in hand, made my way to the edge of the moat. Here 1
unwound my rope from about my waist, bound it securely round
the trurik of a tree on the bank, and let myself down. The castle
clock struck a quarter to one as I felt the water under me and began
to swim round the keep, pushing the ladder before me, and hugging
the castle wall. Thus voyaging, 1 came to my old friend “Jacob’s
ladder,” and felt the ledge of masonry under me. I crouched down
in the shadow of the great pipe—1 tried to stir it,-but it was quile
immovable,—and waited. 1 remembered that my predominant

feeling was neither anxiety for the king nor longing for Flavia, but
an intense desire to smoke; and this craving, of course, ! could not
gratify.

The drawbridge was still in its place. 1 saw its airy, light
framework above me, some ten yards to my right, as I crouched
withmy back against the wall of the king’s cell. Imade outa window
twoyards my side of it and nearly on the same level. That, if Johann
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spoke true, must belong to the dulfe:s apartments 5y,
side, in about the same relative posxhon, must be . |
Windeiw. Women are careless, forgetful Creatures, | Prayeg Hban', ,
she might not forget that she: %725 16 b: the: vietimg o, brutg]
at two o’clock precisely. I was rather amused
assigned to my young friend Rupert He
stroke—for, evenas1sat, my shoulder ad, iy,
. . . ] an
audacity that seemed half to hide his treachery, struck ap py,
sight of all my friends, on the terrace at Tarlenheim, '
Suddenly the duke’s window grew bright, The shutters Were
not close, and the interior became Partially visjp), to me 3
cautiously raised myself till I stood on ptoe. Thus placed MY range
of sightembraced a yard or more inside the window, while the radius
of lightdid not reach me. The window was flung open ang someone
looked out. I marked Antoinette de Mauban’s gracefy] figureand
though her face was in shadow, the fine outline of her head w
revealed against the light behind. Honged to cry softly “Remember”
but I dared not—and happily, for a moment later a man camep
and stood by her. He tried to Put his arm round her waist, butwik
a swift motion she Sprang away and leaned against the shutter, hr
profile toward me. I made out who the newcomer was: it was yours
Rupert. A low laugh from him made me sure, as he leaned forward
stretching out his hand toward her.

in
The unhappy woman raised her hands above he het
Prayer or in despair,

5 .ben
I'saw that he was about to lay his hand on her again ®
there was 4 Noise of

h\'Oke
a door in the room opening, and a hars
Cried:

 the pay |,
ntzaw; but | o, . R

wed p;
ached where hely ot

y
. and 8
ned his back to the window, bowed low:?
. &
"Apologi

e b
. e l-h
Sing for . uld I leav
alone?” 8 your absence, sir. Co

- . ectly;

The pe im diret™

he 1rlv1nc’:tl‘: oner must be Black Michacl. 1 saw h’Ru ptly”

- “Vanceq 1o, X

oy OWard the Window. He caught youns
“The mg

Significany pes

# ﬂ
il

v aid e
M woulq hold more than the king! o

ture, .
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“Docs Your Highness threaten me?~ asked

Rupert.
"A threat is more warning than most men get from me .~
“Yet," observed Rupert, “Rudolf, Rassendyll has been much
greatencd, and yet lives!”

“Am I'in fauit because my servants bungle?” asked Michae)
scomnfully.

“Your Highness has run no ri
It was telling the ked danger as plain as
ever [ have heard a m

I had self-control. | dare
- say he scowled, — it wasg

A great regret to me that I could not see
their faces better, — byt his voice w

asevenand calm as he answered:
“Enough, cnough! We mustn’t quarrel, Rupert. Are Detchard
and Bersonin at their posts?”
“They are, sir”
“Inced you no more.”

sk of bungling!”
duke that he shrie
an told. Black Michae

sneered Rupert.

“Nay, I'm not oppressed w
“Pray, sir, leave us,” said Michael more impa!icntly. “In ten
minutes the drawbridge will be drawn back, and | Presume you
Ve no wish to swim to your bed.”
- Rupert's figure disappeared. 1
in. Michael and Antoinette
My chagrin, the duke laid hi

ith fatigue,” said Rupert.

door sounded again, and Black Mich

“De Gautet, De Gautet, mant”
| “Unless you want a bath before yo
A It was Rupert's voice, ¢
' A moment later he and

acl closed the shutters,

sounded from the drawbridge.
ur bed, come along!”

Ware bridge!” a voice cried, to my reljef.
Rupert and De Gautet cried, moment!
The bridge was draw i

: stll. The clock struck a
se and stretched myself and yawned.
I think some ten minutes k.

ad passed when | heard a slight
Noise to my right. I peered over the Pipe, and saw a dark figure

Scanne d with CamScanner



Yy

The Prisone, |
104 0,2"%

standing in the gateway that led 0 the bridge. It wasa map, By g,
careless, graceful poise | guessed it to.be Rupert again. He he]dQ
sword in his hand, and he-stood motionless for a miny, or hv:
Wild thoughts ran through me. On what mischief was the Yﬂun; f
fiend bent now? Then he laughed low to himself; then he ”‘Nhi}:
face to the wall, took a step in my direction, and to MY surprig,
began to climb down the wall, In aninstant I saw that there must |,
steps in the wall; it was plain. They were cut into or affixed the
wall at intervals of about cighteen inches. Rupert set his foot o the
lower one. Then he placed his sword between his tecth, turned
round, and noiselessly let himself down into the water Had jt been
a matter of my life only ] would have swum to meel him. Dy ,
would I kave loved to fight it out with him then and there—wilh
steel on a fine night and none to come between us. But there was f
the king! I restrained myself, but I could not Lridle my swif |
breathing and I watched him with the intensest cagerness.

He swam leisurely and quictly across. There were mor
footsteps upon the other side, and he climbed them. When he s
foot in the gateway, standing on the drawn back bridge, he feltin
his pocket and took something out. I heard him unlock the door.|

could hear no noiseof its closing behind him. He vanished frommy
sight.

Abandoning my ladder, —Isaw I did not need it now, —Iswn
to the side of the bridge, and climbed halfway up the steps. Therc!

hung, with my sword in my hand, listening cagerly. The Juhe’s
room was shuttered and dark. There was a light in the window®

}l‘he"opposite side of the bridge. Not a sound broke the silence. t
a ‘P;;t onechimed from the great clock in the tower of the dmm'f:
€re were other plots than mine a foct in the castle that m;;l“

|
£

K
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The forcing of the Trap

The position wherein I stoed does not appear very favourable
o thought; yet for the next moment or two I thought profoundly. I
had, 1 told myself, scored one point. Be Rupert Hentzau’s errand
what it might, and the villainy he was engaged on what it would.
had scored one point. He was on the other side of the moat from the
king, and it would be by no fault of mine if ever he set foot on the
same side again. [ had three left to deal with: two on guard and De
‘Gautet in his bed. Ah, if I had the keys! | would have risked
everything and attacked Detchard and Bersonin before their friend
could join them. But I was powerless. I must wait till the coming of
my friends enticed someone to cross the bridge —someone with the
keys. And I waited, as it seemed, for half an hour, really for about
five minutes, before the next act in the rapid drama began.

All was still on the other side. The duke’s room remained
inscrutable behind its shutters. The light burned steadily in Mme
de Mauban's window. Then I heard the faintest, faintest sound; it
came from behind the door, which led to the drawbridge on the
other side of the moat. It butjust reached my ear, yet I could not be
mistaken as to what it was. It was made by a key being turned very
carefully and slowly. Who was turning it? And of what room was it
the key? There leapcd before my eyes the picture of young Rupert,
with the key in one hand, his sword in the other, and an evil smile
" on his face. But1did not know what door it was, nor in which of his

favourite pursuits young Rupert was spending the hours of that
night.

I was soon to be enlightened, for the next moment— before
my friends could be near the chateau door—before Johann, the
keeper, would have thought to nerve himself for his task —lhere
was a sudden crash from the room with the lighted window. It
sounded as though someone had flung down a lamp, and the
window went dark and black. At the same instant a cry rang out,
shrill in the night: “Help, help! Michael, help!” and was followed
by a shriek of utter terror.

I was tingling in every nerve. I stood on the topmost step,
clinging to the threshold of the gate with my right hand and holding
my sword in my left. Suddenly 1 perceived that the gateway was
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broader than the bridge; there was a dark corner op, : a
side wherea man could stand. I darted across anq stood (h PPagiy,
placed, I commanded the path and no man could pagg beh;e-'l'hus
chateau and the old castle till he had tried conclusionsg with een the
There was another shriek. Then a door was ﬂung OP:\e.
clanged against the wall, and I heard the handje of a dooy sav:md
twisted. | gely
~ “Open the door! In god’s name, what's

voice—the voice of black Michael himself.
He wasanswered by the very words I had written in my leter.
- “Help, Michael—Hentzau!” , :
A fierce oath rang out from the duke,
threw himself against the door. At the s
window above my head open,

the mattery~ Cried ,

and with a louq thud he
ame moment | hearq ,

and a voice cried: “What's the
matter?” and I heard a man's hasty footste

ps- I grasped my sword,
If De Gautet came my way the Six would be less by one more.
ThenIheard the clash of crossed swords and a tramp of feet,
and —I cannot tell the thing so quickly as it happened, for all seemed
to come at once. There was an angry cry from Madame’s room, the
cry of a wounded man; the win

dow was flung open; young Rupert
stood there sword in hand. He turned his back, and T saw his body
go forward to the lunge.

“Ah, Johann, there's one for you! Come on, Michael!”
Johann was there, then — come to the rescue of the duke! Hov
‘}:’i‘:!:‘ld he open the door for me? For I feared that Rupert had slai"

“Help!” cried the duk
Theard a stjr on
my right, in the dj

e’s voice, faint and husky.

rm
rasure of Madame’s window. Threeor fou

he lunged with incompa | ity. For an ins%
rabl . ror ¢
they fell back, leavin P e dash and dexterity

0 garing round hj on the Pa.mis
fthe window, lay he Ting round him. He lea.ped : ah

ong into ‘ L
What Detatin 3 the moat, d

utet’s lean face log me, 30 d l"d
a second'’s hesitation I stx-:ut lhrough the doos by

1 im wi gth™ o
Bven me, ang he fell dead( 2t him with all the stre word® |

d'in the doorway without 3
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e Forcing of the Trap o7

groan [ dropped on my knees by him. Where were the keys? I found
mysel muttering: “The keys, man, the keys?” as though he had been
ot alive and could listen; and when I could not find them 1-God

forgive me! —1 believe I struck a dead man’s face.

Atlast] had them. There were but three. Seizing the largest, |
felt the lock of the door that led to the cell. I fitted in the key. It was
right! The lock turned. I drew the door close behind me and locked
:t as noiselessly as I could, putting the key in my pocket.

I found myself at top of a flight of steep stone stairs. And oil
lamp burned dimly in the bracket. I took it down and held itin my
hand, and I stood and listened.

»What in the devil can it be?” I heard a voice say.

It came from behind a door that faced meat the bottom of the

stairs.

And another answered:

»Ghall we kill him?”

I strained to hear the answer, and could have sobbed with
relief when Detchard’s voice came grating and cold:

“\Wait a bit. Therc’ll be trouble if we strike too soon.”

There was a moment’s silence. Then 1 heard the bolt of the
door cautiously drawn back. Instantly I put out the light I held,

replacing the lamp in the bracket.
#]¢'s dark— the Jamp’s out. Have you a light?” said the other

voice —Bersonin’s.

No doubt they had a light, but they should not use it. It was
come to the crisis now, and I rushed down thesteps and flung myself
against the door. Bersonin had unbolted it and it gave way before
me. The ‘Belgian stood there, sword in hand, and Cetchard was
sittingona couch at the side of the room. In astonishment at sceing,
me, Bersonin recoiled; Detchard jumped to his sword. [ rushed
madly at the Belgian; he gave way before me. and 1 drove him up
against the wall. He was no swordsman, though he fought bravely,
and in a moment he lay on the floor before me. I turned —Detchard
was not there. Faithful to his order, he had not risked a fight with
me, but had rushed straight to the door of the king’s room, opened
it and slammed it behind him. Even now he was at his work inside.

And surely he would have killed the king, and perhaps me
also, had it not been for one devoted man who gave his life for the
king, For when forced the door the sight I saw was this: The king
stood in the corner of the room: broken by his sickness, he could do
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ettered ds moved uselessly up and do

nothing; hf’ fhorriblyhi:l;“" _mad delirium. Detchard andw““;m he
middle of the room; and the doctor had g, :,
himself of the murderer, pin.ning his hands to his sides for aningiy?
Then Detchard wrenched himself free from the feeble grip, and o,
entered drove his sword througl'l the hapless man.

Then he turned on M€ crying:

At last!”

We were sword o
Bersonin had been wearing

were together in the

sword. By blessed chance neither he no; -
their revolvers. I found them afterwarq

ready loaded, on the mantelpiece of the outer room; it was hard by
the door ready to their hands, but my sudden rush in had cut off
a2ccess to them. Yes, we werc man to man: and we began to fight,
silently, sternly, and hard. Yet I remember little of it, save that the
man was my match with the sword — nay, and more, for he knew
mare tricks than [; and that he forced me back against the bars that
guarded the entrance to “Jacob’s ladder.” And I saw a smile on his
“2ce. 2nd he wounded me in the leftarm.

No glory doI take for that contest. I believe that the man would

% sy mastered me and slain me, and then done his butcher’s work,
- ho was the most skilful swordsman I have ever met; butevenas
he pressed me hard the half-mad, wasted, wan creature in the corner
leaped high in lunatic mirth, shrieking:

“I¢'s Cousin Rudolf! Cousin-Rudolf! I'll help you, Cousin
':-'.:fic'f." and catching up a chair in his hands (he could but just lilt
2 from the ground and hold it uselessly before him), he came towa
us. Fope came o me.

;C:me on!™ I cried. “Come on! Drive it against his legs:”

o Detchard replied with a savage thrust. He all but had m¢
N'::? c*._ .C':J‘-e on, man!™ [ cried. :Come and share the o g
And the king laughed gleefully, and cameon. pushing hisch*™

K 4 T -
e hrm
— e .

With an cath Dede . what
e v o 4 skipped back. and before kne*
£ 52< turmed his sword against the king. B¢ B;‘ ]
. o

ferce cat at he king . .

where he stoad. 'ﬁ..a:: nd the king, with a piteoss €TV gt hi
. : iy b s

e N . a8 Saut mﬂun PUTTRN 3 ma .

wn hand had prepared ) roed to fade .S‘:e"l.odm'

B poal of hinod Bhat i s destruction; for in rminé sliPP‘d'

hefell 15 C'.l::;‘.,,: Fowed from the dead physki‘m' He t‘"d

befone e coni recoves e | chught i BY 72 s
) ! drove my blade throvs?
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ring of 0 TP .
¥ rfled cursehe fell across the body of his victim.
sthas _
pd " S tead? Itwasmy firstthought. Irushed towhere
Was theKing

.+ ceemed as if he were dead, for he had a great gash

o forehead, and he lay stillina huddled heap o1 the floor.

‘ my knees beside him, and leant my ear down to
hear if he breathed. But before I could there was 2 lo;:i;atﬂi irli)en;
ihe outside. I knew the sound: the drawbridge was 8 P o
out. Amoment lateritrang home against the wall o.n my s‘n.ie of the
noat. 1 should be caught in a trap and the King with me, if he yet
lived. He must take his chance, to live or die. I took my sw.ord,
and passed into the outer room. Who were pushing the drawbridge
out-my men? If so, all was well. My eye fell on the revolvers, and
Iseized one; and paused tolistenin the doorway of the outer 001
To listen, say I? Yes, and to get my breath: and I tore my shirt and
twisted a strip of it round my bleeding arm; and stood listening
again. 1 would have given the world to hear Sapt's voice. For Iwas
faint, spent, and weary. And that wild-cat Rupert Hentzau was yet
atlarge in the Castle. Yet, because 1 could better defend the narrow
door at the top of the stairs than the wider entrance to the room, I
dragged myself up thesteps, and stood behind itlistening.

What was the sound? Againastrange one for the place and
the time. An easy, scomnful, merry laugh—the laugh of young
Rupert Hentzau! I could scarcely believe that a sane man would
laugh. Yet the laugh told me that my men had not come; for they
must have shot Rupert ere now, if they had come. And the clock
struck half-past two! My God! The door had notbeen opened! They
had gone to the bank! :I‘hey had not found me! They had gone by

laughingin triumph? e before they got there. Was not Rupert
For a moment, I sank, unnerv .
up alertagain, for Rupert cried scoﬂ;’ii;l‘l’;‘:“mtthe(i°°_1'-Thf;11Istarted
let's see ;f:;” , the bridge is there! Come over il And in God's name,
MldlaeLKeePback.youcms!Mic}\aeLMandﬁght

forher!"

If it were a three-cornered fight, I might
: yetbear my part. |
- turned the key in the door and looked out. &
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CHAPTER-19

Face to Face in the Forest

For a moment I could sce nothing, for the glare ,
and torches caught me full in the cyes from the other sdeg

. 100, But soon the scene grew clear; and it was a stray
’117':: gbridge was in its place. At thc. far end .of'it stood a gmﬁ;zc:&
duke’s servants; two OF three carricd the lights which had d;,) "
me, three or four held pikes in rest. They were huddled together.
their weapons werc protrudcd befqrc lhen?: their faces were Pdle'
and agitated. To putit plainly, they looked in as arrant a fright as|
have'seen men look, and they gazed a pprehensively ata manwho
stood in the middle of the bridge, sword in hand, Rupert Hentzay
was in his trousers and shirt, the white linen was stained with blood;
but his easy, buoyant pose told me that he was himself either not
touched atall or merely scratched. There he stood, holdir?g ﬂ.\e bridge
against them, and daring them to come on; of, rather, bidding them
and Black Michael to him: and they, having no fire-arms, Foward
before the desperate man and dared not attack him. Thc.y whispered
to one another; and in the back-most rank I saw my fnc.nd Jolrann,
leaning against the portal of the door and stanching Wllhka
handkerchief the blood which flowed from a wound in his checs-e
By marvellous chance I was master. Thecravens wouldoppo

. 7
" me no more than they dared attack Rupert. I had but t’o ra;s; Hye
ith his sins on s head.

revolver, and I sent him to his account wi . _wh
did not so much as know that [ was therc. I did nothing =
hardly know to this day. I had killed one man stealthily ait
and another by luck rather than skill— perhaps it was d.agailﬁt
villain as the man was, I did not relish being on¢ of acro™ thest
him — perhaps it was that. But stronger than either © h held
restraining feelings came a curiosity and a fascination ¥
me spellbound, watching for the outcome of the scene: ., ried
“Michael, you dog! Michael! If you can stand, cOmE " e
Rupert; and he advanced a step, the group shrinking 7
before him. “Michael, you bastard! Come on!” mah
3-lhlc." ";w;: to his taunts came in the wild cry of a7
_rie's dead! My God, he's dead!” ew
he huzlc:: ’":uhomed Rupert. “1 struck bctterfh‘ n‘:nk:’ith
e mphantly. Then he went on:

1 aﬁd
yo!
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face to Face in the Forest

by what now happened before their eycs. The group of servants
parted and a woman Staggered on to | idge. Antoinette de
Mauban was ina loose white robe,
shoulders, her face was ghastly pale, and her eyes gleamed wild]
in the light of the torches. In her shaking hand she held a revolver,
and as she tottered forward she fired it at Rupert Hentzau. The ball
missed him and struck the wood

work over my head.
“Faith, Madame,” laughed Rupert, “had your eyes been no
more deadly than your shooting I had not

been in this scra pe—nor
Black Michael in hell — tonight!”

She took no notice of his words, With a wonderful effort she

-calmed herself till she stood still and rigid. Then very slowly and

deliberately she began to raise her arm again, taking most carefy]
aim,

He would be mad to risk it. He must rush on he
bullet, or retreat toward me. | covered hi

He did neither. Before she had got her aim he bowed in his
most gracious fashion, cried, “I can’t kil] a womanllike,” and before
she or I could stop him laid his hand on the parapet of the bridge,
and lightly leaped into the moat.

Atthe very momentih

card a rush of feet, and avoice | knew —
Sapt's cry: “God! It's the duke~de

adl” then | knew that the
needed me no more, and, th i

down my revolver, | spr
on the bridge. There was ¢

: ry of wild wonder, “The king!” and then
I like Rupert Hentzay, sword in hand, vaulted over parapet, intent
on finishing my quarrel with him wherel s

AW nis curly head fifteen
yards off in the water of the moat.
He swam swiftly and easil

r.chancing the
m with my weapon.

king
ang out

8ain ' him. For a time I made
no sound, but as we rounded the corner of the old keep I cried:
“Stop, Rupert, stop!”
I'saw him look over his

shoulder, but he swam on. He was

under the bank now, searching, as I guessed, for a spot that he could

Scanne d with CamScanner



gace to Face 1 ierFopest “l
a

ns there! I'm your master now! Down with them, 1 say!”

 believe they would have obeyed, but as he spoke came new
ihings. First, there arose a distant sound, as of shouts and knockings
rom the other side of the chateau. My heart leaped. It must be my
men, come by a happy disobedience to seek me. The noise continued,
but none of the rest seemed to heed it. Their attention was chained
by what now happened before their eyes. The group of servants
parted and a woman staggered on to the bridge. Antoinette de
Mauban was in a loose white robe, her dark hair streamed over her
shoulders, her face was ghastly pale, and her eyes gleamed wildly
in the light of the torches. In her shaking hand she held a revolver,
and as she tottered forward she fired it at Rupert Hentzau. The ball
missed him and struck the woodwork over my head.

“Faith, Madame,” laughed Rupert, “had your eyes been no
more deadly than your shooting I had not been in this scrape —nor
Black Michael in hell —tonight!”

She took no notice of his words. With a wonderful effort she

-calmed herself till she stood still and rigid. Then very slowly and
deliberately she began to raise her arm again, taking most careful
aim.

He would be mad to risk it. He must rush on her, cha ncing the
bullet, or retreat toward me. I covered him with my weapon,

He did neither. Before she had got her aim he bowed in his
most gracious fashion, cried, “I can’tkilla woman 1 like,” and be
she or I could stop him laid his hand on the parapet of the
and lightly leaped into the moat.

- At the very moment 1 heard a rush of feet, and a voice s
Sapt's cry: “God! It’s the duke —dcad!” then l‘;\‘:\‘c‘\: ‘l‘l‘: :llt‘t\\:‘}:‘,
needed me no more, and, throwing down my revolver l.- Sane o
on.the bridge. There was cry of wild wonder, “The ki ' ..-‘“ 0
I likeR N ’ CRing" and then

« itke Kupert Hentzau, sword in hand, vaulted ove :
on finishing my quarrel with him where | -;'\\\;' ni.' ‘- ao e L AN
yards off in the water of the moat, h scurly hoad fifteway

. He swam swiftly and casily. I was we
with my wounded arm. I could not gain wm |
no sound, but as we rounded the corner of |

“Stop, Rupert, stop!”
I saw him look over his shoulder,
under the bank now, sea rching,

fore
bridge,

ary and half evipphid

v, For a time ol
'I!" old h‘\'p Fovledd

but he swam o, Hle was

as I guessed, for a spat that he . sk
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112 The Prisaner of Zeng,

climb. 1 knew there to be none —but there was my rope, which would
still be hanging where L had left it. H'e W.OUId come to where it wy,
before 1 could. Perhaps he would miss it— perhaps he would fing
it: and if he drew it up after him he would geta good start of me, |
put forth all my remaining strength and pl:essed on. At last1 began
to gain on him; for he, occupied with his search, unconsciously
slackened his pace.

Ah, he had found-it! A low shout of triumph came from him,
He laid hold of it and began to haul himself up. I was near enough
to hear him mutter: “How the devil comes this here?” I was at the
rope, and he, hanging in mid-air, saw me; but I could not reach
him.

“Hullo! Wha's there?” he cried in startled tones.

For a moment I believed he took me for the king —I dare say |
was pale enough to lend colour to the thought; but an instant later
he cried: -

“Why, it's the play-actor! How came you here, man?”

1 laid hold of the rope, but 1 paused. He stood on the bank,
sword in hand, and he could cut my head open or spit me through
the heartas I came up. I let go the rope.

“Never mind,” said I; “but as | am here I think I'll stay.”
He smiled down on me. '
“These women are the deuce - “he began, when suddenly the

great ball of the castle began to ring furiously, and a-loud shout
reached us from the moat.

Rupert smiled again and waved his hand to me.
“Ishould like a turn with you, but it's a little too hot!” said he.
and he disappeared from above me.

In an instant, without thinking of dariger, 1 laid my hand 10
the rope. I was up. 1 saw him thirty yards off, running like a dee’
Elo.wa rd. the shel!er of the forest. For once Ru pert' Hentzau had chose?
: ;;:T:T; fol:.hls part. I laid my feet tq the ground and rushed aftef
o . i;\ed & imto stand. He would ot Unwounded and vigoro®

gained on meatevery step but, forgetting’everyﬂ\ing in the world

except him and my th; t ’ s
deep shades of u,: fo tttorhis blood, 1 pressed on, and soon th

pursuer, rest of Zenda engulfed us both pursued 3%

. a
long, straight grass avenue, and day was dawning. 1 was 7

and a hundred yards ahead rar YU
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,g,hiscuﬂs waving in the fresh breeze, | was weary and panting;
Ru':;okgd over his shoulder and waved his hand again fo me. He
l.l:as mocking mMe for he saw he had the pace of me. I was forced to

pause forbreath. A moment later Rupert turned sharply tothe right

and was lost from my sight. |
[ thought all was over, and in deep vexation sank on the

ground. But I was up again directly, {or a scream rang through the
forest—a WOmarn's scream. Putting forth the last of my sight, and
turning also, I saw him again. But alas! 1 could not touch him. He
was in the act of lifting a girl down from her horse, doubtless it was
her scream that I heard. She looked like a small farmer’s or a
peasant’s daughter, and she carried a basket on her arm. Probably
she was on her way to the early market at Zenda. Her horse was a
stout, well-shaped animal. Master Rupert lifted her down amid her
shricks — the sight of him frightened her; but he treated her gently,
laughed, kissed her, and gave her money. Then he jumped on the
horse, sitting sideways like a woman; and then he waited for me. I,
on my part, waited for him.

Presently he rode toward me, keeping his distance however.
He lifted up his hand, saying:

“What did you in the castle?”

“] killed three of your friends,” said L.

“What! You got to the cells?”

“Yes.”

“ And the king?”

“He was hurt by Detchard before I killed
that he lives.” ’ M o
“You fool'” said Rupert pleasantly.
“One thing more I did.”
“ And what's that?”

“I spared your life. I was behi ;
revolver in my hand.” ind you on the bridge, with a

“No? faith, I was between two fires!”
:Get off your horse,” I cried, “and fight like a man "
- Bsforg a lady!”-said he, pointing to the gi Lr:'. i
ajesty. girl. “Fie, Your
Then inmy rage, hard i i
For a moment hZ seeg:\ed tol\z:::r‘.v T‘I;\i:v::m :‘m;hed oo
stood waiting for me. On I went in my folly. I seimdl:lmobtrs;ilx; ::3
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. ried and thrust at me. I fell back a pace and
1 struck at him. He m'; and this time I reached his face and laid p

Z:Z:iire:t ::c'l‘ caigjted back before he could strike me. He seemeq

almost dazed at the fierceness of my attack; .olherw:s_e-l thir.uk he
musbhave killed me. sank on my knee, panting, expecting him (o
ride at nie. And so he would have dm.1e, and then and there, doubt
not, one or both of us would have dle('!,' but at the mon}ent there

: and, looking round, I saw just at the

came a shout from behind us, roun
turn of the avenue a man on a horse. He was riding hard, and he
carried a revolver in his hand. It was Fritz Von Tarlenheim, my

faithfui friend. Rupert saw him, and knew that the game was up.

He checked his rush at me and flung his leg over the saddl'e. butyet
forjusta moment he waited. Leaning forward, he tossed his hair off

his forehead and smiled, and said:

» Au revoir, Rudolf Rassendyllt”

Then, with his cheek streaming blood, but lips laughing and
his body swaying with ease and grace, he bowed to me; and. he
bowed to the farm-girl, who had drawn near in trembling
fascination; and he waved his hand to Fritz, who was just within
range and let fly a shot at him. The ball came nigh doing its work,
for it struck the sword he held, and he dropped the sword with an
oath, wringing his fingers,and clapped his heels hard in his horse’s
belly, and rode away at a gallop.

And1watched him go down the long avenue, riding as though
he rode for his pleasure and singing as he went, for all there Was

that gash in his cheek.

| Once again he turned to wave his hand, and then the gloo™
of the thickets swallowed him and he was lost from our sight. ThuS
he vanished — reckless and wary, graceful and graceless, handsome:
debonair, vile, and unconquered. And I flung my sword passionately
on the ground and cried to Fritz (o ride after him. But Fritzstopp
his horse, and leaped down and ran to me, and knelt, putting his
arm aboutme. And indeed it was time, for the wound that Detchard
had given me was broken forth afresh, and my blood was staining
the ground.

“Then give me the horse!” I cried, staggering to my fcet and
throwing his arms off me. And the strengthgff myziage carried M¢

0 far as where the horse stood ide it. A
Fritz knelt by me again. -and then I fell prone beside !
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Face to Face in the Fores;

“Fritz!” 1 said.
“Aye, friend--dear friendr” said he tender as 5 Woman,
“Is the king aliyey”

iped my [ » and beng
kissed me on the foreheaq_ Y Tand
“Thanks to the most gallant gentleman that lives,” sajq he
- softly, “the King is alivel”
The little farm.p;

aid my head back in Fritz's
Igroaned: ang th

en, lest Fritz should
ts, I opencd my e

Yes and tried to say
d not. And being very tired, and now
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CHAPTER-20
The Prisoner and the King

In order to give a full understanding of what h
the castle of Zenda it is necessary to supplement my
I myself saw and did on that night by relating briefly What |
afterward learned from Fritz and from Mm de Mauban. The story
told by the latter explained clearly how it happened that the cn
which I had arranged as a stratagem and a sham had come, i
dreadful reality, before its time, and had thus, as it seemed at the

moment ruined our hopes, while in the end it had favoured them,
The unhappy woman, fired, I'believe, by a genuine attachment t
the Duke of Strelsau, no less than by the dazzling prospects which 3

dominion over him opened before her eyes, had followed him at

his request from Paris to Ruritania. Hewasa man of strong passions,

butof stronger will, and his cool head ruled both. He was contentto
take all and give nothing. When she arrived she was not long in -
finding that she had a rival in’ the Princess Flavia; rendered
desperate, she stood at nothing which might give or keep for her
powerover the duke. AsIsay, he took, and gave not. Simultaneously
Antoinette found herself entangled in his audacious schemes.
Unwilling to abandon him, bound to him by the chains of shame
and hope, she yet would not be g decoy, nor at his bidding lure me |
to death. Hence the letters of warning she had written. Whether the

lines she sent to Flavia were inspired by good or bad feeling, by

jealousy or by pity, I do not know; but here also she served us well
When the duke wentto Z

ad occurreg in
account of whyy

: what she told me, 1 know thatshestll(* |
women will) loved Michael, ang trusted to gain his life, if 1ot™ |
pard(f"' “9“‘ the king as the reward for her assistance. His uiumPre
:_he did not desire, for she loathed his crime, and loathed yet m:_
I:‘-‘_TCﬁb' WFt: iv:"ould be the price of it — his marriage with his ¢

.y |
At Zenda new forces came into play—the lust and darifh
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The Prisoner and the King

ay surprised her
Michael against
Rupert, even when she was calling on me to deliver her from both
of them. On this night, then, Rupert had gone to her room havin
furnished himself with a key to it. Her cries had brougi\t 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 Kave
described. The duke's blood, spurting out, had stained his
opponent’s shirt, but Rupert, not knowing that he had dealt Michael
his death, was eager to finish the encounter. How he meant to deal
with the other three of the band I know not. I dare say he did not
think, for the killing of Michael was not premeditated. Antoinette,
left alone with the duke, had tried to stanch his wound, and thus
was she busied till he died; and then, hearing Rupert’s taunts, she
had come forth to avenge him. I had not seen her, nor did she tili |
darted out of my ambush and leaped after Rupert into the moat.
The same moment found my friends on the scene. They had
reached the chateau in due time, and waited ready by the door. But
Johann, swept with the rest to the rescue of the duke, did not open
it; nay, he took a part against Rupert, putting himself forward more
‘bravely than any in his anxiety to avert suspicion; and he had
received a wound, in the embrasure of the window. Till nearly half-
past two Sapt waited; then, following my orders, he had sent Fritz
to search the banks of the moat. 1 was not there. Hastening back,
Fritz told Sapt; and Sapt was for following orders still, and riding at |
full speed back to Tarlenheim; while Fritz would not hFar of
abandoning me, let me have ordered what I would. On this thz
disputed some few minutes; then Sapt, persuaded by Fritz, detach
a party under Bernenstein to gallop back Tarlenheim and bring up
1 i t fell to on the great door of the chateau.
o enlenle faere i ; then just as Antoinette de
For near fifteen minutes it resisted them; then jus
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118 The Prisoner of zeny,

* Mauban fired at Rupert Hentzau on the bridge, they broke in, ejpy,
of them in all; and the first door they came to was the door o
Michael's room; and Michacl lay dead across the t.hreshold. with,
sword thrust through his breast. Sa]::»t~ cried outat h{s death, as1 hyg
heard, and they rushed on the servants; but lhese,'m fear, droppeq
their weapons, and Antoinette flung herself weeping at Sapt's feqt,
And all she cried was that I had been atthe end of the btidge anq
had leaped off. “What of the prisoner?” asked Sapt; but she shook
her head. Then Sapt and Fritz, with the gentlemen behind them,
crossed the bridge, slowly, warily, and without noise; and Frilz
stumbled over the body of De Gautet in the way of the door. They
felt him and found him dead.

Then they consulted, listening cagerly for any sound from the
cells below; there came none, and they were greatly afraid that the
king’s guards had killed him, and having pushed his body through
the great pipe, had escaped the same way themselves. Yet, because
T'had been seen here, they had still some hope (thus indecd Fritz, in
his friendship, told me); and going back to Michael’s body, pushing
aside Antoinette, who prayed by it, they found a key to the door
which I had locked, and opened the door. The staircase was dark,
and they would not use a torch at first, lest they should be the more
exposed to fire. But soon Fritz cried: “The door down there is open!
See, there islight!” So they went on boldly, and found none to oppose
them. And when they came 1o the outer room and saw the Belgian,
Bersonin lying dead, they thanked God, Sapt saying: “Aye, he has
be.en here.” Then rushing into the king’s cell, they found Detchard
I)Img dead across the dead physician, and the king on his back with
his chair by him. And Fritz cried: “He's dead!” and Sapt drove all
outof the room except Fritz, and knelt down by the king, and, having
isarned more of wounds and the signs of dcath than, he soon kne*

that the king was not dead, nor, if properly attended, would di¢
And they covered his face and carried him to Juke Michael's 100"

and laid him there; and Antoinette rose from praying by the
o.f the dukeand went to bathe the king’s head and dress his wou”
till a doctor came. And Sapt, seeing I had been there, and havi” b
heard Antoinette’s story, sent Fritz to search the moat and the? the
forest. He dared send no One else. And Fritz found my horse: o

'
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feared the wor'st. Then, as L have told, he found me, guided by the
chout with which [ had called on Rupert to stop and face me. And |
(hink a man has never been more glad to find his'own brother alive
ihan was Fritz.to come on me; so that in love and anxicty for me, he
thought nothing of a thing so great as would have been the death of
Rupert Hentzau. Yet had Fritz killed him I should have grudged it.
The enterprise of the king's rescue being thus prosperously
concluded, it lay on Colonel Sapt to secure secrecy as to the king
ever having been in need of rescue. Antoinctte de Mauban and
Johann, the keeper (who, indeed, was too much hurt to be wagging
his tongue just now), were sivorn to reveal nothing; and Fritz went
forth to find —not the king, but the unnamed friend of the king,
who had lain in Zenda and flashed for a moment before the dazed
eyes of Duke Michael’s servants on the drawbridge. The
metamorphosis had happened and the king, wounded almost 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 carried, his
face covered with a cloak, from the cell; and thence orders issued
that if his friend were found he should be brought directly and
privately to the king, and that meanwhile messengers should ride
at full speed to Tarlenheim to Marshal Strakencz to assure the princes

of the king's safety, and to come himself with all speed to greet the
king. The princess was enjoined to remain atTarlenheim, and there
await her cousin’s coming, or his further injunctions. Thus the king
would come to his own again, having wrought brave deeds, and
escaped, almost by a miracle, the treacherous assault of his unnatural
brother. '

This ingenious arrangement of my long-headed old friend
prospered in every way, save where it encou ntered a force that often
defeats the most cunning schemes. 1 mean nothing clse than the
pleasure of a woman. For let her cousin and sovereign send what
command he chose (or Colonel Sapt chose for him), and let Marshal
Strakencz insist as he would, the Princess Flavia was in no way
minded to rest at Tarlenheim while her lover lay wounded at Zenda;
and when the marshal, with a small suite rode forth from T

arlenheim
on the way to Zenda the princess’s carriage followed immediately

Scanned with CamScanner



. e

orderthey passed 1rough he town, e

120

behind, and in . king, going the nj
report Was already rife that the king. going the night befoy,

. r, in all friendliness, for that he
,emonst?‘ahf‘-' wnt‘h hdil;;oizﬁnement in the castle, had b::lldmos
of fhe king s f:l:n n; that there had beena desperate conflict, lhai
: traltorzui)'usi laif:o with several of his gentlemen; and that the i,
:::s::d:d a; he was, had seized and he_ld the Fastle of ?Enda. Allof
which talk made, as may be supposec-l, a mighty excitement; ang
the wires were set in motion, and the tidings came to Strelsau only
just after orders had been sent thither to parade the troops ang
overawe the dissatisfied quarters of the town with a display of force,

" Thus the Princess Flavia came to Zenda. And as she droveup
the hill, with the marshal riding by the wheel and still imploring
her to return in obedience to the king’s.orders, Fritz Von Tarlenheim,
with the prisoner of Zenda, came to the edge of the forest. Thad
revived from my swoon, and walked, resting on Fritz's arm; and
looking out from the cover of the trees, I saw the princess. Suddenly
understanding from a glance at my companion’s facc that we must
not meet her, 1 sank on my knees behind a clump of bushes. Bul
there was one whom we had forgotten, but who followed us, and
was not disposed lo let slip the chance of carning a smile and may
bea crown or two; and while we lay hidden the little farm-girl came
by us and ran to the princess, courtesying and crying:
i, M’:’::;‘;‘; the king is here — in the bushes! May I guideyou®?

“Nonsense. chi . ) o
in lhe msﬂe.n r Chlld!- Sald Old Sh‘akencz; thc k]ng hes wounded

“Yes, sir, he's wounded ) . +— with (_'olll“
Fritz—lasnd not at the castle ~ ;:‘::::;’;s‘::‘: he's there—wi |
o h . 3 ) )
hewildere: ! tWo places, or are there two kings?” asked Flavi
~He ;l And hO\V shollld he be here?_,
Fritz came[: and n\: gentleman, Madame, and they fought
me and rode awa Other gentlemen took my father’s hors¢
Madame, is there % Wt o king is here with Count Frit>
“No, my-ch;:?-&‘ef man in Ruritania like the king?
and she smileq g9 Flavia softly (I was told it 3™
8irl money. I will go 2

Cou®t
from
why
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eman,” and she rose to alight from the carriage.

" put at this moment Sapt came riding from the castle, and,

geing the princess, made the best of bad job, and cried to her that

e king Was well tended and in no danger.

un the castle?” she asked.

«Where else, Madame?” said he, bowing.

#But this girl says he is yonder —with count Fritz.”

Sapt turned his eyes on the child with a incredulous smile.

“Every fine gentleman is a king to such,” said he.

“Why, he's as like the king as one pea to another, Madame!”
cried the girl, a little shaken, but still obstinate.

Sapt started round. The old marshal’s face asked unspoken
questions. Falvia’s glance was no Jess eloquent. Suspicion spreads
quick.

Il ride myself and see this man,” said Sapt hastily.

~ “Nay, I'll come myself,” said the princess. ’

“Then come alone,” he whispered.

And she, obedient to the strange hinting in his face, prayed
the marshal and the rest to wait; and she and Sapt came on {oot
toward where we lay, Sapt waving to the farm-girl to keep at a
distance. And when 1saw them coming, I sat in a sad heap on the
ground, and buried my face in my hands. I could not look at her.
Fritz knelt by me, laying his hand on my shoulder.

“Speak low, whatever you say,” I heard Sapt whisper as they
came up, and the next thing I heard was low cry —half of jdy, half of

fear—from the princess:
“It is he! Are you hurt?”

And she fell on the ground by me and
gently pulled m
away; but I kept my eyes to the ground. ’F yhands

“It is the king!” she said. “Pra
: ; . ay, Colonel Sapt, te
Jay the wit of the joke you played on me?” pt. tell me where

Weanswered non ;W rere si
Sapt spoke in a low, ho:r(;Luvs\: l::s(;)te];ree ReESESRS T
“It is not the king. Don’t kiss him; he’s not the king.”
She drew back for a moment; then, with an arm still round
my neck, she asked in superb indignation: o
~ “Do I not know my love? Rudolf, my love!”
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.~ and she rose to alight from the carriage.

Ee“ﬂe::ﬁ ;t this moment Sapt came riding from the castle, and,
g6ing the princess, made the best of bad job, and cried to her that
e king Was well tended and in no danger.

“In the castle?” she asked.

“Where else, Madame?” said he, bowing.

“But this girl says he is yonder —with count Fritz.”

Sapt turned his eyes on the child with a incredulous smile.

“Every fine gentleman is a king to such,” said he.

“Why, he’s as like the king as one pea to another, Madame!”
cried the girl, a little shaken, but still obstinate.

Sapt started round. The old marshal’s face asked unspoken

- questions. Falvia’s glance was no less eloquent. Suspicion spreads

quick.

“I'll ride myself and see this man,” said Sapt hastily.

~ “Nay, I'll come myself,” said the princess.

“Then come alone,” he whispered.

And she, obedient to the strange hinting in his face, prayed
the marshal and the rest to wait; and she and Sapt came on foot
toward where we lay, Sapt waving lo the farm-girl to keep at a
distance. And when 1 saw them coming I sat in a sad heap on the
ground, and buried my face in my hands. I could not look at her.
Fritz knelt by me, laying his hand on my shoulder.

“Speak low, whatever you say,” I heard Sapt whisper as they

came up, and the next thing I heard was low cry — half of joy. half of
fear — from the princess:

“Itis he! Are you hurt?”

And she fell on the ground by me and
gently pulled
away; but I kept my eyes to the ground. ah STRSE

“Itis the king!” she said. “Pra
: -~ Pray, Colonel Sa
lay the wit of the joke you played on me?” Pl {ell me where
Weanswered none of us; we three w i
; ere sil
Sapt spoke in a low, hoarse whisper: R
“Itis not the king. Don’t kiss him; he's not the king ~
She drew back for a moment: then, with an arm still round
my neck, she asked in superb indignation: .

~ “DoInot know my love? Rudolf, my love!”
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“It is not the king!” said old Sapt again; and a suq
broke from tender-hearted Fritz.

It was the sob that told her no comedy was afoot.

“He is the king!” she cried. “It is the king’s face—
ring—my ring! It is my love!”

-“Your love, Madame,” said old Sapt, “But not the king. The
king is there in the castle. This gentleman —*

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

Then I spoke, gazing into her eyes.

“God forgive me, Madame!” I said. “I am not the king!”

I felt her hands clutch my cheeks. She gazed at me as never
man’s face was scanned yet. And I, silent again, saw wonder born,
and doubt grow, and terror spring to life as she looked. And very
gradually the grasp of her hands slackened; she turned to Sapt, to
Fritz, and back to me; then suddenly she reeled forward and fell in
my arms. And 1 laid her softly on the ground, and stood up, looking

on her, cursing Heaven that young Rupert’s sword had spread me
for this sharper pang,

den s

the king's
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If Love were All

[t was night, and I was in the cell wherein the king had lain in

e castle of Zenda. The great pipe that Rupert of Flentzau had -
nicknamed “Jacob’s ladder” was gone, and the lights in the room
across the moat twinkled in the darkness. All was still; the din and
dash of strife were gone. 1 had spent the day hidden in the forest
from the time when Fritz had led me off, leaving Sapt with the
princess. Under cover of dusk, muffled up, I had been brought to
the castle and lodged where I now lay. Though three men had died
' there—two of them by my hand —I was not troubled by ghosts. |
had thrown myself on a pallet by the window, and was looking out
on the black water; Johann, the keeper, still pale from his wound,
but not much hurt besides, had brought me supper. Ie told me that
the king was doing well, that he had scen the princess; that she and
he, Sapt and Fritz had been long together. Marshal Strakencz was
gone to Strelsau; Black Michael lay in his coffin, and Anleinette de
Mauban watched by him. Had I not heard from the chapel pricsts
singing mass for him?

Outside there were strange rumours afloat. Some said that
the prisoner of Zenda was dead; some,.that he had vanished yet
alive; some, that he was a friend who had served the king well in
some adventure in England; others, that he had discovered the
duke’s plots, and had therefore been kidnapped by him. One or
two shrewd fellows shook their heads and said only that they would
say nothing, but they had suspicions that more was.to be known
than was known if Colonel Sapt would tell all he knew.

Thus Johann chattered tili I scnt him away and lay there alone,
thinking, not of the future, but—as a man is wontto do when stirring
things have happened to him —rehearsing the events of the past
weeks, and wondering how strangely they had fallenout. And above
me in the stillness of the night I heard the standards flapping against
their poles, for Black Michael’s banner hung there half-mast high,
and above it the royal flag of Ruritania, floating for one night more
over my head. Habit grows so quick that only by and effort did |

recollect that it floated no longer for me.
Presently Frilz Von Tarlenheim came into the room. | was
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standing then by the
fingering thc cemen
ladder” had been. He told
together we crossed the draw

been Black Michael’s. |
The king was lying there in bed; our doctor from Tarlenheim

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 dishonour it, sire,” said I. '
~ “I can’t talk much to you. “ he said in a weak voice. “I have
. had a great fight with Sapt and the marshal —for we have told the
marshal everything. I wanted to take you to Strelsau and keep you
with me, and 'tell everyone of what you had done; and you would
have been my best and nearest friend, Cousin Rudolf. But they-tell
me I must not, and that the sccret must be kept—if kept it can be."
“They are right, sirc. Let me go. My work here is done.”
“Yes, it is done, as no man but you could have done it. When
they see me again I shall have my beard on; 1 shall—yes, faith, ]
shall be wasted with sickness. They will not wonder that the king
looks changed in face. Cousin, I shall try to let them find him changed
in “°t‘}‘"'_‘g e"lse. You have shown me how to play the king.
Sire,” said I, “I can take no praise from you. It is by the

narrowest grace of God that I was not a worse traitor than your
brother.”

window; the glass was opened, and I was j dly
¢ which clung to the masonry where “Jacolys
me briefly that the king wanted me, ang
bridge and entered the room that had

puzzlze\am;n:d Inquiring eyes on me; but a sick man shrinks from

fell on Flla::- i !1ad nOt_Stm“Elh to question me about it. His glanc¢

about it, b s ring. which | wore. | thought he would question M°
- but after fingering idly he let his head fall on his pillo®:

. “I don’t kn OW..
almost listlessly, oW when I shall see you again,” he said faintly:

. If I can ever serve you again, sire,” |

His eyelids closed. e wil
king's han
since.

‘ answered.
Fritz came with the doctor. 1 kisse

d the
do and Iet Fr“z lead me a“-ay. l havc never seen thc kiﬂs

d the

Outside Fri
Fritz, turned, not to the right, back towar
tairs

drawbridge butto the|
’ e“', and' “Iith »
through a handsome corridor in the 3::!::,&“'"8' led me up*
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“Where are we going?” [ asked.
Looking away from me, Fritz answered.

“She had sent for you. When it is over come bach to the bridge.
['ll wait for you there.” |

“What does she want?” said I breathing quickly.

He shook his head.

“Does she know everything?”

“Yes, everything.”

He opened a door, and gently pushing me in, closed it behind
me. [ found myself in a drawing room, small and richly furnished.
AtfirstI thought that I was alon, for the light that came from a pair
of shaded candles in the mantelpiece was very dim. But presently |
discerned a woman's figure standing by the window. I knew it was
the princess, and I walked up to her, fell on one knev, and carried
the hand that hung by her side to my lips. She neither moved nor
spoke. I rose to my feet, and piercing the ploom with my cager eves,
saw her pale face and the gleam of her hair, and before | knew |
spoke softly; “Flavia!” _
She trembled a little, and looked round. Then she darted to
me, taking hold of me.
“Don’t stand, don’t stand! No, you mustn’t! You're hurt' Sit
down—here, here!
She made me sit on a sofa, and put her hand on mv forehead.
“How hot your head is!” she said, sinking on her k;me
Somchow love gives even to dull man the
lover’s heart. I had come to humble myself
presumption; but what I said now was:
“Ilove you with all my heart and soul1”
For what troubled and shamed her? Not he
the fe:et:\?atcle l:gscztgle:fz::‘ei lho{: lm;or as | had acted the King,
on her cheek. | clutchez'i the sofi' u:h caught the sparkle of a tear
there. a wilh my hand and held mysclf

s by me.
Knowledge ot his
and pray pardon for my

r love for me, but

“Is love the only thing?” she
seemed to bring a calm cven to my
only thing I could follow you

for you hold my heart in the
only thing?

asked in low, sweet tones that
wrung heart. “If love were the
= rags, il need 1o the waorld's end;

hollow of your hand! But is love the

I made her no answer. It gives me shame now to think that

Scanned with CamScanner



— WM. T

126 The Prisoner of Zf'ldq

would not help hers. :

She came near me and laid her hand on my choulder, | put
my hand up and held hers.

“I'know people write and talk as if it were. Perhaps, for some,
Fate lets it be. A, if I were one of them! But if love had beep the
only thing you would have let the king die in his cell.”

I kissed her hand.

“Honour binds a woman too, Rudolf. My honour lies in bein
true to my country and my House. [ don’t know why God had |et
me love you; but | know that I must stay!”

Still I said nothing; and she, pausing a while, then went on:

“Yourring will always be on my finger, your heart in my heart.
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 shiver ran though me. But |
could not utterly fail beside her. I rose and took her hand.
“Do what you will or what you must,” | said, “I think God

shows his purposes to such as you. My partis lighter; for your ring
shall be on my finger and

your heart in mine. So may God comfort
you!” :

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
music rose and fell as we stood Opposite one another, her hands in
mine.

§lome, whispering nothing but my name,
er agam-_and again_and again; and then l
left her.

. more than once before, | mounted
“{Ilh them at the door of the castle, ang we three rode through the
night and on to th.e breaking of day, angd found ourselves at a little
er the border of Ruritania. The train W&
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 dream to all they said. “Rudolf! Rudolft Rudolft” stily ran

g in my
ears—a burden of sorrow and of love. At Jast they saw that I could
not heed them, and ‘we walked up and down in silence, till Fritz
touched me on the arm, and | saw, a 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 mer. this morning, “said 1, smiling. “But
we have been men, eh, Sapt and Fritz, old friends? We have run a
good course between us.”

“Wehave defeated traitors and set the king firm on his throne,”
said Sapt.

Then Fritz Von Tarlenheim suddenly, before I could discern
his purpose or stay him, uncovered his head and bent as he used to
do, and kissed my hand; and as I snatched it away hessaid, trying to
laugh:

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

Old Sapt twisted his mouth as he wrung my hand.

“The devil has his share in most things,” said he.

The people at the station looked curiously at the tall man with
the muffled face, but we took no notice of their glances. I stood with
my two friends, 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 strange—bared their heads. and so stood
still till the train bore me away from their sight. So thatit was thou ght
some great man travelled privately for his own pleasure from the
little station that morning; whereas, in truth, it was only 1, Rudolf
Rassendyll, an English gentleman, a cadet of a good house, but a

man of no wealth nor position, nor of much rank. Thev would have
been disappointed to know that. Yet had they known ail the

y would
have looked more curiously still. For, be I what might now, [ had
been for three months a king; which, if not a thing to be proud of. is,

at least, an experience to have undergone. Doubtless ] should have

thought mnore of it had there not echoed through the air, from the

towers of Zenda that we were leaving far away, into my ears and

into my heart the cry of a woman's love —“Rudolf! Rudolf' Rudolft”
Hark! 1 hear it now!

Scanne d with CamScanner



CHAPTER-22
Present, Past —and Future?

The details of my return home can have but little interest, |
went straight to the Tyrol and spent a quict fortnighl—most!y on
my back, for a severe chill developed itself and I was also the victim
of a nervous reaction, which made me weak as a baby. As soon as |
had reached my quarters I sent an apparently careless postcard to
my brother, announcing my good health and prospective return.
That would serve to satisfy the inquiries as to my whereabouts,
which were probably still vexing the prefect of the police of Strelsau.
I'let my moustache and imperial grow again; and as hair comes
quickly on my face they were respectable, though not luxuriant, by
the lime that L handed myself in Paris and called on my friend George
Featherly. My interview with him was chiefly remarkable for the
number of unwilling but necessary falsehoods that 1 told, and I
rallied him unmercifully when he told me that he had made up his

mind that | had gone in the track of Mme de Mauban to Strelsau.
The lady, it appeared, was back in Paris,

seclusion —a fact for which gossip found no

Did not all the world know of the treachery and death of Duke

Michael? Nevertheless George bade Bertram Bertrand to be of good
cheer, “for,” said he flippantl

y. “a live poet is better than a dead
duke.” Then he turned on me and asked.

“What have you been doing to your moustache?”

“To tell the truth,” | answered, assuming a sly air, “a man
now and then has reasons for wis

- : hing 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 charmer,”

But George would not be s
(he took much pride in his inge
affair, which had kept me

but was living in great
difficulty in accounting.

said | sententiously,

atisfied till he had wrung out of me

nuity) an absolutely imaginary love
all this time ipy the

_ : peaceful regions of the
Tyrol. In return for this narrative George. iegaled me with a great
doat of ‘.vh'“ he called “inside information” (known only to
diplomatists) as to the trye
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d; and he hinted at a well-founded suspicion that the
s erious prisoner of Zenda, concerning whom a good many
my:mphs had appeared, was not a man at all, but (here I had
f::neg ado not to smile) a woman disguised as a man; and that strife

wetween the king and his brother for this imaginary lady’s favour
was at the bottom of their quarrel.

Perhaps it was Mme de Mauban herself,” [ suggested. |
“No!” said George decisively. “Antoinette de Mauban was
jealous of her, and betrayed the duke to the king for that reason.

And, to confirm what 1 say, it's well known that the Princess Flavia

is now extremely cold to the king, after having been most
affectionate.” |

At this point1 changed the subject, and escaped form Qeorge’s
“inspired” delusions. But if diplomatists never know anything more
than they had succeeded in finding out in this instance, they appear
to me to be somewhat expensive luxuries. '

While in Paris I wrote to Antoinette, though I did not venture
to call upon her. I received in return a very affecting letter, in which
she assured me that the king’s generosity and kindness, no less than
her regard for me, bound her conscience to absolute secrecy. She
expressed the intention of settling in the country and withdrawing
herself entirely from society. Whether she carried out her designs |
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 deeply attached to the Duke of Strelsau; and her conduct at the

time of his death proved that no knowledge of the man's real
character was enough to root her regard for him out of her heart,

1 had one more battle left to fight —a battle that would, | knew,
be severe, and was bound to end in my complete defeat. Was I not
back from th Tyrol, without having made any study of i1
mhabl-tants, Institutions, scenery, fauna flora, or other features? Had
Inotsimply wasted my time in my usual frivolous, good-for-nothin
way? That was Fhe aspect of the matter which, I was obliged to admit,
would present itself to my sister-in-law: and againsta verdict based
onsuch cvidencel had really no defence to offer. It may be supposed,
then, thatl presented myself in Park Lane ina shamefaced, sheepish
fashion. On the whole, my reception was not so alarming as | had
feared. I turned out that I had done, not what Rose wished, but —
the next best thing — what she prophesied. She had declared that
should make no notes, record no observations gather no materials,
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My brother, on the other hand, had been week enough to mainy;,
that a really serious resolve had at length animated me,

When I returned empty-handed Rose was so occupied i,
triumphing over Burlesdon that she let me dov.vn quite easily,
devoling the greater part of her reproaches to my failure to advertise
my friecnds of my whercabouts.

“We've wasted a lot of time trying to find you,” she said.

“I know you have,” said 1. “Half our ambassadors have leg
weary lives on my account. George Featherly told me so. But why
should you have been anxious? I can take care of myself.”

“Oh, it wasn’t that,” she cried scornfully; “but I wanted to tell
you about Sir Jacob Borrodaile. You know he’s got an embassy —at
least, he will have in a month—and he wrote to say he hoped you
would go with him.”

“Where's he going to?”

“He's going to succeed Lord Topham at Strelsau,” said she.
“You couldn’t have a nicer place, short of Paris.”

“Strelsau! H'm!” said I, glancing at my brother.

“Now you will go, won't you?”

“Idon’t know that 1 care about it!”

“Oh, you’re too exasperating!”

“And I don’t think I can go to Strelsau. My dear Rose, would
it be —suitable?”

“What do you say, Bob?” I asked.

Burlesdon got up, went to a corner of the room, and searched
in a heap of newspapers. Presently he came back with a copy of the
lllustrated London News. Opening the paper, he displayed a double-
page engraving of the Coronation of Rudolf V at Strelsau. I sat !
the table fronting them; and as I looked I grew absorbed. My gyf
travelled from my own portrait to Sapt, to Strakencz; to the ri¢
" robes of the cardinal, to Black Michaels face, to the stately figur¢’

the princess by his side. Long I looked and éagerly. [ was rous€ g

my brother’s hand on my shoulder. He was gazing down at
with a puzzled expression.

" ’ 1 l
It's a remarkable likeness, you see,” said 1. “I really think
had better not to go to Ruritania ~ o

51

Rose, though half convinced, would not abandon her P® 4,

“It's justan excuse,” she said pettishly. “You don’t want
anything. Why, you might become an ambassador!”
“I'don’t think I want to be ap ambassador,” said L
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»1¢'s more than you ever will be,” she retorted.

That is very likely true, but it is not more than I have been.
The idea of being an ambassador could scarcely dazzle me. I had
beena king‘.

So pretty Rose left us in dudgeon; and Burlesdon, lighting a
cigarette, looked at me still with that curious gaze.

“That picture in the paper—* he said.

“Well, what of it? It shows that the king of Ruritania and your
humble servant are as like as two peas.”
My brother shook his head.

“1 suppose so,” he said.
“Well?”

“It's more like you,” said my brother.

My brother is a good man and true—so that, for all that he is
a married man and mighty fond of his wife, he should know any
secret of mine. But this secret was not mine, and I could not tell it to
him.

“But anyhow, Bob, I won’t go to Strelsau.”

“No, don’t go to Strelsau, Rudolf,” said he.

And whether he suspects anything, or has a glimmer of the
truth, I do not know. If he has he keeps it to himself, and he had I
never refer to it. And we let Sir Jacob Borrodaile find another attachs.

Since all these events whose history I have set down ha ppened
I have lived a very quiet life at a small house which I have take in
the country. The ordinary ambitions and aims of men in my position
seem to me dull and unattractive. I have little fancy for the whirl of

society, and none for the jostle of politics. Lady Burlesdon utterl
dcspa?rs of me; my neighbours think me an indolent, dream y
unsociable fellow. Yetl am a young man; and sometimes I have a

fancy —the superstitious would call it a pr i -

in life 15 not yet altogether played; lhat?sf)sl:'e‘:;n\:':ndt::rtnm)c’l o
sha!] mix again in great affairs. | shall again spin policies i : ;)'. l
brain, m.atch my wits ‘against my enemies’, brace my mu ;n ta f ight
a goo.d fightand strike stout blows. Such is the tissu: of 5 fh e
as, with gun or rod in hand, 1 wander through the woonc\iy 0;8::5
sxfic of the stream. Whether the fancy will be fulfilied 1 Sciil
still less whether the scene that, led by memory, | la' {Ca““Ot o~
exploits will be the true one—for 1 love to s il el i

ee myself once again i
the crowded streets of Strelsau, or beneath i e
castle of Zenda. the frowning keep of the
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Thus led, my broodings leave the future, an-d l-u_rn backonthe
past. Shapes rise before me in long array — the \.w]d.flrst revel with
the king, the rush with my brave tea table, the night in the moat, the
pursuit in the forest; my friends and my foes, the people who learned

~ to love and honour me, the desperate men who tried to kill me,
~ And, from amid these last, comes one who alone of all of them yet

moves on earth, though where 1 know not, yet plans (as I do nbt
doubt) wickedness, yet turns women's hearts to softness and men's
to fear and hate. Where is young Rupert of Hentzau — the boy who
came so nigh to beating me? When his name tomes into my head |
feel my hand grip and the blood move quicker through my veins;
and the hint of Fate—the presentiment—seems to grow stronger
and more definite, and to whisper insistently in my ear that I have
yeta hand to play with young Rupert; thercfore I exercise myself in
arms, and seek to put off the day when the vigour of youth must
leave me. One break comes every year in my quiet life. Then 1 go to
Dresden, and there I am met by my dear friend and companion
Fritz Von Tarlenheim. Last time his pretty wife Helga came, and a

lusty crowing baby with her. And for a week Fritz and I are together,
and I hear all of what falls out in Strelsau;
we walk and smoke together, we talk of Sa
often of young Rupert; and, as the hours gro
of Flavia. For—nobler, as I told her, for th
where her duty to her coun

and in the evenings, as
Pt, and of the king, and
w small, at last we speak
e act—she had followed
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NOTES

knock about; - move

around from one place to another.
crops.out;

appears now and a

gain. (When a layer of
rock runs under the surf

ace of the earth and comes to the
top in an isolated place, it is said to “crop out”

the submerged Elphberg characteristics occasio
out” in members of the Rassendyll family). ,
attaché’; a diplomat on the staff of an ambassador.

legation; a permanent diplomatic representationin a foreign
country performing all the functions of an ambassador.

the Tyrol; the castern Alps, lying almost entirely in
Austria and of great scenic beauty.

fenced with me;  parried my questions, refusing to tell what
was really in his mind.

the paper trade; (colloquial and humorous) the professi 1a
of literature or journalism. '
passing by the question of the “de”; “ de” in France, like “von”
in Germany, is often to be found in aristocratic names. [t
means “of” and suggests that the family bearing the name
has a large estate with that title. It was not unknown
snobs and social adventurers to insert “de” or “von”
their names when they were not entitled to do so.
Morganatic marriage; marriage contracted between a
male member of a royal family and woman of lesser rank
on the legal conditions that neither she nor any children of
the marriage, can succeed to the man’s rank, position or
royal property.

Going to sce the pictures?; Dresden was famous for the
pictures in its museums and art galleries,

Keeper, gamekeeper; 1e., the man charged with looking
after the preservation of the

birds and beasts shot for sport
on the estate.

- Similarly
nally “crop

for
into

Shooting lodge; unpretentious country house for the v of
shooting parties.

suffer; permit.

Haow comes the king here? The rather old-fashioned language
of the dialogue suggests that Rassendyll and the local
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10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

Thc h'I'SOn.r of z!nd
a

people were speaking rather an old-fashioned idiop, of t
local language, as was natural in a remote part of th:
Ruritanian countryside.

burgh; this word is a variant of "borough”. The towp, of
Zenda is called the Duke of Strelsau’s “own burgh” because
it is part of the duke’s estate.

Started; made a sudden movement of surprise.

hankered after;  felt attracted by.

keep;  (n.) innermost and most strongly fortified building
within the walls of a castle.

moaf;  very large ditch usually filled with water, running
around a castle and adding to its defences.

chateau; French word meaning castle, place or large country
house. To follow later events in the story, you should
carefully note that the modern chateau was outside the moat,
but the buildings of the original castle were completely
surrounded by the moat which was crossed only by the
drawbridge. ‘

train of artillery; artillery unit with several guns in it
(“Train” suggests that the writer was thinking of the guns
as following each other in a line down the road when they

~ were on the move.)

cavalier;  (adj.) rather haughty and offhand.

the deuece a man; the devil a man, i.e. not a single man.
was in foril;  had to endure the experience.
Saving; except for. .
enjoy the king's countenance: “countenance” has tW°
meanings, and the king is wittily playing on this fact.
usually means face but it can also mean favour ﬂ“q
approval. Thus the whole phrase means, simultaneousl¥ '
“enjoy having a face like the king's” and “enjoy the king*
favour and approval”,
wrap it up in the right way;
more polite) language.
5“"5' phrase; (French) speaking bluntly. ]
sparingly, frugally; i.e., (in this context) witho?' o
lavishness in the way of food and drink. Von Tarlenh® ol
has it in mind that the king and his attendants mus
drink heavily on the eve of the coronation.

put it into correct (1€
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16.
17.

18.
19.

20.

21.

&R

24,

135
make shift; manage somehow or other.

be the meat what it might; whatever might have been the
quality of the food.

old wicker-covered flagon; old wine-bottle covered with a
wrapping of woven straw, reeds or thin twigs.

lay; bet.

acrown; a coin in, presumably, the fictional currency of
Ruritania. In the 1890's there was an Austrian coin called a
crown and there are still a few modern European states
which have a coin called a crown in their currencies.

It's a risk against a certainty; if Rassendyll

impersonates the king there is a risk that the king will lose

his throne but if he does not impersonate the king the loss
of the throne to Michael will be a certainty.

I'll send Black Michael down below;
Michael and send his soul down to hell.

imperial; (n.) small pointed beard (of the type worn
by the French emperor, Napoleon 11I).

smelt a rat; had certain suspicions.

my liege; my lord.

we must say Fritz has caught the ague; Fritz's hands are

trembling with nervousness so Sapt suggests that they

explain his condition by saying he has malaria (for which
‘the aguc’ was the old term).

Uncovered; took off their hats.
buffet; refreshment room.
holding my stirrups;

I'Il kill Black

the stirrups are two metal
supports, at the end of leather straps, for the feet of a horse

rider when the rider mounts his horse,
in the left-hand stirrup,

: putting his left foot
; it helps if somebody holds that
stirrup to steady it and pre

vent the strap from twisting. Note
that the Marshall, the officer of highest rank, perfor%ns this
service for the supposed king,

_ boulevards;

wide streets, usually with trees on both
sides.
gayly;  more often spelt ‘gaily’.
Cuirassiers;

mounted soldiers wearing cuirasses. A
cuirass is a piece of armour protecting the chest.

my quarler; that part of the city said to be loyal to the
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26.

27.

28.

30.

31.

32.

33
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king.

the iosc: presumably the highest order of chivalry
in Ruritania was the Order of the Rose.

He looks paler than his wonk; he looks paler than he

usually does.
Nave;  largest part normally, of a church or cathedral.

the archiepiscopal throne; the throne of the archbishop.

courtesicd; curtseyed.
Blase; (a French word often borrowed into English) bored

and taking it all for granted.

Old Lord Tophans; the British ambassador to
Ruritania.

reverie;  daydream.

the late Rudolf Rassendyll; we speak of some body as
the “late” so-and-so if he has died.

audience; formal interview with the sovcreign.
Princes of the blood; princess of the blood royal.

Although Michael was son of the previous king, he had not
the full privileges of a prince of the blood royal because his

father's second marriage, of which he was born, was . |

morganatic (sec previous note).

You're not to be alive to tell us about it; ~ Colonel Sapt is
saying, in effect, that Fritz Von Tarlenheim is to lay down
his life rather than permit anybody to enter the room and
discover that the king is not there.

My orderly rides with me to the shootiy g lodge tonight;
Rassendyll is secretly to get away from Strelsau disguised
as Colonel Sapt's personal atiendant. )

bay;  horse of a reddish colour.

:;;: lc; ;my }r‘vcig’hl}or able to carry a rider of any weight.
le Stars fought for us;  luck + i
ey, vas on our side.

and the wind’s our way;
we are travelling. (As 3
the riders behind them w
them.)

body servant;

and the wind is blowing the way

hen those riders cannot easily hea!

: Personal escort. '
picked off; shot with delibera te aim.,

had been dead niey: n
i would have been dead men (¥
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“not imitate this old-fashioned construction).

16. had been in heqven; would have been in heaven. (c.f,,
note above.)

37. whercwas he?  In what kind of a difficult situation would

- he (i.e., Michael) find himself? (This sentence is the key to
the whole plot. Michael and his associates know that the
king is being impersonated by an impostor, but they dare
not say so because they would then have to reveal their
Oown crime.) - : |

0. partie carreep  (French) party of four people.

41.  He reminded me of Osric in “Hamlet”; Osric, a minor
character in Shakespeare’s famous tragedy, “Hamlet”,
empty-headed and affected courtier whose mind was
completely taken up with the fashionable etiquette of court
life.

42.  corps diplomatique; (French) diplomatic corps, i.e, all
' the diplomats accredited to the country.
“The Critic”;  ahighly amusing comedy by Sheridan, the
brilliant dramatist of the late cighteenth century.

43. make a clean breast ofit; make a full honest confession.
You know Michael’s back, colonel? Do you know,

ce with the word-order of
a statement.)
as plain as a pikestaff:
4. punctilious;

bosom friend:
lé'le-r'l-lﬂc;

as plain as anything could be.
extremely correct and attentive.

very close friend.
(French, but often

assoc:ates and ShOWs'ev . .
In the play “Henry v spopuar - o o8

a worthy ki -
rihy king. V", Shakespeare shows
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46.

48.

49.

30.

Sl
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him transformed into a truly great king and military
commander. .
ante-roomni; room leading to another room.
because I am of the Blood; As princes of the blood roya],
Princess Flavia, unlike Michael (see earlier note), has always
the right of access to the king.

for not posting me up;  for not informing me of these
matters.

With a deferential clasticity that lent point to his former
nonchalance; Fritz's demonstration of respect for “the
king” made his'lounging about in the presence of the duke
appear all the ruder.

on the last ground; for the last reason.
I put him down for;" I estimated him.
cat’s cradle; childish game of making different figures

with a loop of string stretched between the fingers of both
hands.

Scylla..... Charybdis; Scylla is a rock (in ancient Greek
mythology a monster with six heads) on the Italian side of
the Straits of Messina (the channel between Italy and Sicily).
Charybdis is a whirlpool on the Sicilian side of Straits.
“Between Scylla and Charybdis” is often used to describe a
situation in which two dangers are to be faced of such a
kind that an attempt to escape onc danger is likely to lead

straight into the other.
personafe; impersonate.
drag;

(vb.) use nets or other devices to bring up a body.

or anything else that is looked for, hidden under water.
dodged; followed.

The old game that we stopped;

Michael’s plot to put
himself on the throne, '

Portico; large and elaborate type of porch at the entrance of

a big building, normally open on three sides and with it
roof supported on columns,

if she would; if she were willing.

masquerade; pretend to be somebody else (i.e. pretend
to be the real king).

play high; gamble with high stakes, i.e., take !}’eat
risks.
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55,

56.

57.
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60.
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Bull's-eye lanteny; an oil-lantern throwing its light in
a beam through a thick curved piece of glass which acts as
lens.

My lantern was closed;  the lantern was, appa rentl y. a
»dark lantern” as well, i.c., one with a device for covering
the light. We are reminded that our story belongs, toa period
when electric torches were not invented:

will proclaim;  will proclaim to the sovereigﬂ.

In the nick of time; at the critical moment and only just

in time.

pledge me your ho: >ur;  promise uponyour honour.

“rush”; attack by surprise in a sudden rush.

stole back; - went back silently and secretly.

that brave table; that splendid table.

a snap shot; a quick shot taken without time to aim
properly.

doubling back;  running back in the opposite direction. (I Ie
had run along inside the wall to get to the ladder. Now he
was running back in the opposite direction, but outside the
wall, to meet Sapt at the gate).

the prefect of police: the head of the police force. (This

term is used in France and some other European countrics,
but not Britain.) .

ccarte; a kind of card-game.
Fracas; outbreak of violence or nois

uvarrelling. e
word, borrowed from French, is y quarrelling. (This

ronoun as i >
- p ced as if spelt
entourage; set of associates.
remissitess; slack and ne i
i 8 glectful behavioyr.

i o a diff |cu;tsset:‘t;a of affairs,
one that is “half official” —car
that of an official announcement
qfcndrille; an old type of dance fm" fo
nfe;  active and widespread,
pawns;  the least important
if you did that;  what both
Rassendyll coyld very well

as king and thereby marry

-ofﬁcial announcement, j.c.,
ryIng autherity just short of

ur pairs.
picces in the Bame of chess,
men have in ming is that

eftablish himself Permancntly
Princess Flavia. He could easily
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63.

65.

66.

67.

68.
70.

71.
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suppress any attempt by Sapt to expose him.

vouchsafed, granted.
nosegay; bunch of flowers.
inamorata; (Italian) sweethcart.

of no moment;  of no importance.

“wont;  in the habit of doing,.

is there nothing my brother migit like for Ius head? The
answer to this question is, of course, the king's crown,
courier; official messenger.

the king's hand; the king's handwriting.

assuage; diminish and soothe.

hauteur; (borrowed from French) haughtiness.

pettishly; . with a show of rather childish annoyance,
the House; the royal family.
demesne; estate.

The wood was carcfully preserved; woods, or a ny other
pieces of land are said to be ‘preserved’ when gamekeepers
look after them and see that the wild life offering sport to
hunters is protected from illegal hunters and has cvery
opportunity to flourish.

soundzd; tested, indirectly and tactfully, as to his real
feelings. '

inkling; half-formed idea.

Feint;  pretence. (The word has the primary mcaning of a
movement in some such s
misleads one’s opponen
attacked from one direct
from another.)

quarry; hunted creature,

Sneaking sort of pity;
: s V; reluctant, half-suppressed sort of
Sy pprcs

port as boxing or fencing which
t into thinking that he will be
on when, in fact, he will be attached

so-the bribes were large
were large cnough.,

my would be assassiys: De ,
Ssassins; tchard, De G; and Bersoni!
who had tried to Hiinslis autet and

at Strelsau. T Rassendyll in the summerhoust
derelictions;
debonair;

a la mode;

¢hongh;  provided that the bribes

fflilures to perform his duty.
llz‘;ht-heanvd and well-mannered.
(French), in the proper fashion.
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78.

79.

80.
81.
82,
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must needs leave; had of necessity to leave.

UGIIEE cvveeennnenens ikigor  Hhe Sompictec Senfence

would have been something like this: “Since you started to
impersonate the king.”

all agog: full of excitement.
Delilah ......... Samson;  Delilah exploited Samson’s love
for her to betray him.
narcolic; drug which makes people sleepy or
insensitive.
burlesque deference; cxaggerated and  mocking
deference.

Why keep up the farce?  What is the point of carrving on
with this absurd piece of “omedy (that of calling vourself
the king when I know that you are not)?

halter; rope used to hang a criminal condemned to death.

I put my hands behind mc; Rassendyll was unwilling
to shake hands with a traitor.

coup;  (borrowed from French) sudden and illegal seizure
of political power.

Ata premiunt; of very high value. (The idea s that people,
other than Michael’s close friends, who have any knowledge
of the conspiracy will probably be killed to prevent the truth
from coming out.) :

suffer;  permit.

abutted on; was next to.

situate; situated.

is not minded;  does not intend.

corps;  body of soldiers.

o, i

problem toseive, T MO crack, e, a difficuly
clinched; firmly seitle .

clinch” is to fix a n-\li)l :.:l:::“cg!\c literal meaning of “to
back the pointed cnd_) ing S\‘(‘urcly b} l’\‘"l“l\}',
thrust; sword-thrust.

Cudgel; short stron
]acob's lnddcr:

pipe leading to
where the king's

& stick for use 4
Rupert of Hentz
the moat from t
imprisoned.

a weapon.
WS name for the |

| arye
he window ot the

room

Scanned with CamScanner



142

86.

87.
88.
89.

92,

93.
9.
96.
97.

100.

103.

106.

109.

110.

111.
112
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The little ornaments; Detchard’s mocking way of referring g

the king's chains. .

cut to the quick; with our feelings deeply hurt.

ajfray;  noisy fight.

djn}:rlsjccuc gnl{rc;?(French) in this butsincss. ' |
witl inquiry writ large on his face: with an expression on his
face of great interest and curiosity. .

But surcly you hint at a very grave clmrgc; I a guarded
way, the prefect has voiced his suspicion that the duke had
kidnapped Rassendyll.

Cortege; (French) procession.

you princess;  that princess over there.

acompelence;  a reasona bly good income. Rupert is

proposing, for a bribe to help Rassendyll to murder both
the duke and the king.

mal apropos; at the wrong moment.
pricked his horse;  put his spurs to his horse.
out of hand; without delay.

chafed at; were vexed by,

pikes;  spears.

secure; (vb.)  make prisoners,

temper; state of mind.

dirty weather;  bad weather.

in front of Zemda: in front of the

castle (not the town) of
Zenda,
Ware bridge: beware bridgc! This was 3 cry of warning
that the drawbridge was about to be pulled back.
cmbrasure; recess in the wall.
parapet; surface of the wa|| at the bottom of the
window.
ere; before.

arrankt; - thorough.
portal; .Bateway (ic, the m

stanching; (al Asonry around the door.)

: & also “staunching” checki flow of
blood. 8') checking the
cravens; cowards,

this scrape; this

awkward situation.
ord through me.

a little tog dangeroys.

spit me; run his sw
a little too hot;
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113.
114.

116.

117.
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119.
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124.
125.

126.

127.
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ulfed; swallowed up.
z;zhmj; the pace of me; he could run faster than I could.
At revoir; (French) Good-bye —literally, and rather

significantly, “till we sce cach other again.’

nigh;  near to. .

slrgnlngem; a trick forming part of a plan to deceive.

A dominion over; a position of power over.

decoy; something or somcbody used to attract a person
into a trap.

she was with us; she was on our side.

mortal; death-dcaling.

threshold; entrance to a room or building.

Aye, he has been here; “He" refers to Rassendyll.

Nor, if properly attended, would die; and would not
die if he received proper medical attention.

metamorphosis; change. The change in question is
that of the replacement of Rassendyll in the role of king by
King Rudolf himself. Note very carefully that this passage
does not tell the real story of the events that had happened.
It tells the story that Sapt and his associates put out to
explain the strange occurrences at Zenda. According to this
made-up story; he had been a prisoner at Zenda —an
unnamed friend of the king —and the king had been

wounded in rescuing this prisoner from the clutches of
Michael, Duke of Strelsau.

suite;  group of persons in attendanc ;
e e upon an impo
individual. P portant

the wh.'cs were sct i motion: messages were sent by toley

the prisoner of Zenda; Rassendyll, whose ”\;:‘},r..\!wl.\.
explained by the story that he is the n\\'sl;‘ri(t Tyl
rescued by the king. b8 us prisoner
pallet;  straw-filled mattress.

listlessly,;

without interest iri
| or spirjt.
counterfeited the lover: made P

wrung heart;
arcquicm;

A pretence of loving her
tormented heart. ’

a sel of prayers,

act to sole '
the soul of one who has died s for
unmanned: robbec
x ¢ of manly self-
burden; A

control.
repealed refrain,
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128.

129.
131.
132.
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stay,  (vb.) stop.
cadet;  younger son (and consequently not the direct hejr
to any estate or title of the family).

rallied; teased.

wrung ot of me; discovered by means of persistent
and ingenious questions.

fauna, flora; animals, plants.

in dudgeon; in a state of great annoyance.
i long array;  in a long succession.
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qudolf Rassendyll;

English gentleman, independent means, educated on the
continent, speaker of perfect German and excellent French, good
shot, good horseman, competent swordsman.

Lord Burlesdon;
Rudolf Rassendyll's elder brother. Active in public affairs.

Lady Burlesdon;
Rudolf Rassendyll’s sister-in-law.

George Featherly;
Diplomat in the British Embassy, Paris.

Bertram Bertrand;
Poet, and journalist resident in Paris.
Madame Antoinette de Mauba;
A handsome and rich widow, aged about thirty.
King Rudolf of Ruritania;
‘ Newly ascended to the throne.
Princess Flavia;
Cousin of King Rudolf and immediate heir to the throne.
Michael, Duke of Strelsau;

Half-brother of King Rudolf. Not a legal heir to the throne
because he is the son of the previous king's second and morganatic
marriage. Owner of the Castle of Zenda and the surrounding estate.
Colonel Sapt; »

In the service of King Rudolf.

Fritz Von Tarlenheim; B

In the service of King Rudolf. Distant relative of Count

S.tamsl.as Von Tarlenheim who'ewns a large house and estate
five miles form Zenda. L estate about

Countess Helg: Von Strofzin;
Lady-in-waiting to Princess Flavia.
Marshal Strakencz;

Commander-in-chief of the Ruritanian army
The Six; |

Six resolute and unscrupulous gentlemen in the service of
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the Duke of Strelsau. Three are Ruritanians and three are foreigner,
The foreign three are De Gautet (F rc-nch). Bersonin (Belgian) .ﬂndI
Detchard (English). The three Ruritanians are Lauengram, Krafsteip,
and Rupert of Hentzau, Rupert of Hentzau is by far the most daring
and'dangerous of the six (and the only one to remain alive at the
endl of the story).

Johann;
The Duke of Strelsau’s gamekeeper on the Zenda estate.

Max Holf:
Johann's brother and the duke’s body scrvant.

Josef;

One of King Rudolf’s domeshic servants.

There are other characters in the stury whose names we are
not told —the chancellor, the prefect of police, the affected young
gentleinen in Princess Flavia’s household, the ten trusty gentlemen
who were co'lected by Sapt and Fritz Von Tarlenheim to take part
in the final operations at Zenda (we icarn the name of one onl,,
Bernenstien, when he is wounded), the old lady keeping the hotel
at Zerda and her two daughters. Johann’s mother (presiimably
Fraulein Holf, since his brother was called Max Holf), the farm girl
and the brave physician who died to save the king,

THE PLOT

Chapters 1 and I1. Rudoif Rasscr.dyll, who shares a commo
ancestor '\nth the King ¢f Ruritania (an tmaginary country in the
Central burope), visits Ruritania for the first time, with the inteniien
of seeing the new king's coronation. He has lot his aceuaintances i
London and Paris know only that he is to visit Dresden ar:d the
Tyrol. At the frontier he lcarns that the coronation iv to take place
uncxpectedly soon, in iwo days’ time. Because it appears that
acconunodation will be difficult to secure at Strelsau, the capitd!
city, he decides to stay at Zenda, a small town ten miles from V€
frontier and fifty irom the capital. On his first evening at the hotel
in Zenda he learns that king is resting ai a nearby shuotirg: lodgt
on the estate of Michacl, Duke of Strelsau, the king's half-brother
tu whom belongs the gicat castle of Zonda. He also learns that the
duke is far more popular than the peys king, who has spent most v

his lue abroad. The king and the duke are both said «» wish to mar™
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. cess Flavia, the king's cousin.
P;l: ter 111 Colonel Sapt, Fritz Von Tarlenheim and King
g;dilf meet Rassendyll by chance the next day in the forest near
Zenda,Thcy are astonished at his resemblance to the king. The king
discovers the blood relationship that has produced this amazing
resemblance, is amused and takes Rassendyll back to the lodge for

an informal supper. At supper the king drinks a bottle of rare old
wine, a present from Michael.

Chapter IV.  The king is insensible the next morning, the day of
the coronation, because the wine was drugged. Sapt and Fritz are
certain that Michael will spread the story that the king was too drunk
to attend his own coronation and will scize the throne for himself.
They persuade Rassendyll to save the throne for the king by
impersonating him and going through the coronation in his place.
He is made clean-shaven like the king and dressed in the cellar of
the lodge. Josef, a trusty servant, is left there. The only other
servant—mother of Johann, the duke’s gamekeeper—is plainly
untrustworthy and has to be bound and gagged. The plan is for
Rassendyll to return secretly with Sapt that night. Sapt will take the
king back to Strelsau and Rassendyll will get across the frontier.
Rassendyll, now impersonating the king, goes by train to Strelsau
with Sapt and Fritz.
Chapter V. Rassendyll’s impersonation of the king at the
coronation, the public precessions and the post-coronation banquet,
appears to be completely successful. Not even Princess Flavia, who
is with him. through(?‘ut_ th,e day, has any suspicions, though she
does compliment the “king” on appearing much more resolyte and
et o o sy RSy become
Princess Flavia as soq 5 popular demand for the King to marry
nas possible after the coronation
Chapter VI, After the banquet Sapt and Ra Yoa
as Sapt's orderly) secretly lcave the palace mdSS_end}’ll (disguised
unobserved. Fritz stays behind to Prcvenl’ ;n 'bndc o e g
the king’s room and discovering the kin o \)bod)' from entering
that Michael has had news from iench ,\hrs 1 sence. Sapt knows
Sapt hears horsemen riding fast behil‘\;l lh?“ miles before Zenda,
stop and hide at a fork in the road o see \L-}m' iyl Rassendyll
they are going. They are Michael and hic <o they are and where
hesitating wheth : ® servant, Max Holf. After
g whether to go to t} or the lodpe
odge, they take the

et e castle
ﬁnad 1:10 the castle. Sapt and Rassendyll then 80 to the lodge. They
e old woman has been released, Josef is murdered fnd ki;g;
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has gone, dbviously kidn.apped by Michael’s followers. |
Chapter VII.  Sapt decides that the only way to prevent Michagl
from seizing the throne is for Rassendyll to go back to Strelsay 3pq
continue to impersonate the king. Outside the lodge they attac| a
party of Michael’s men coming to bury the body of Josg-f, and kij|
three of them. Then they ride back to Strelsau, enter the City and the
palace unobserved, and rejoin Fritz in the ktng'_s room.
Chapter VIII.  The next day Rassendyll carries out the routine
duties of the king. (A slight injury to the hand, received in the
previous night's fighting is a convenient excuse for not signin
documents.) Fritz reports that the three foreigners of Michael’s “Sjx"
(see the note on characters) are in Strelsau and this suggests the
king is still alive and guarded by the three Ruritanians of the Six.
There is now a deadlock between the two sides. Michacl and his
associates know that the “king” is an impostor but they cannot
expose him without revealing their own crimes. Rassendyll, to
enhance the king’s popularity, rides through the streets and calls
upon Princess Flavia. In the princess’s palace, he has a tense mecting
with Michael and his three foreign followers — De Gautet, Bersonin
and Detchard. Since others are present, they all have to keep up the
pretence that Rassendyll is the real king.
Chapter IX.  Time passesand Rassendyll successfully maintains
his imposture. The presence of the Six at Zenda confirms that the
king is held prisoner there. One day a letter signed “A"” arrives for
the king. It is obviously from Madame Antoinette de Mauban. It
asks the king to come alone at midnight to the summerhouse in the
grounds of a large house in Strelsau. The writer says she has
important information to giveand suggests that she is as concerned
as the king to prevent Michael from marrying Princess Flavia.
Rassendyll and Sapt Suspect a trap but Rassendyll keeps the
appointment, leaving Sapt on watch outside the grounds of the
house. He meets Madame de Mauban in the summerhouse. She
discloses that the letjer Was wrilten at the command of Michael and
the three men Were coming to catchy Rassendyllin the summerhouse
and kill hlmi "“191 ’-.‘x!ic.hael intends to place either himself on the
thror | .c Pr:ncb:?e Flavia, In either case, he would marry her and
make himself ruler of the country. Because Madame de Mauban
wishes to prevent this marriage, she is betraying the duke. Detchard.
p Rassendyll in the summerhouse. They

De Gautet and Bersonin tr,
door and offer him a large bribe, with 2

speak to him through the
safe-conduct to the fronticr, if ho will leave Ruritania forthwith. He
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retends to agree, but when door of i
lge charges upon them holding in froy " Summerho
table. They fire their

Pistols byt the bullets mere)
tabletop and they are SPrawling down the
Detchard with a pisto| shot, escapes ove

ni ron-topped

¥ hit the iron
steps. Rassendyll wounds

rthe wall of the grounds by
means of a ladder that Madame de Mauban has told him of, and
safely rejoins Sa pt.
Chapter X.

feeling in favour of Michael’s marry

arranged for the king to give a ball fc

that Rassendyl, for the sake of the king, must appear to be wooing

her. He shows her much public attention at the ball. When they are
alone he realises that he isin love with her and she with him. She, of
course, firmly believes him to be the real king. He is about to reveal
that he is not the king when Sapt arrives to Prevent him. Now he
hasto fight the wicked temptation to crush Michael let the rea] king
die, keep the throne for himself and marry Flavia. His sense of
honour shows him what he must do. He tells Sapt they must leave
Strelsau without delay and attempt the rescue of the king at Zenda.
Chapter X1. He warns Flavia of the danger from M ichael,
entrusts Marshal Strakencz with the task of protecting her and lets
it be publicly known that he is leaving Strelsau to 8o on a hunting
expedition.
Chapter XII. Rassendyll, Sapt and Fritz tr
relation of Fritz Von Tarlenheim’s, about fi
With them go ten trustworth

ing her. Sapt and Fritz have
r the princess and they insist

avcel to the estate of a

ve miles from Zenda.
y gentlemen who are told that Michael
has already made an attempt on the king’s life and is suspected of

having one of the king’s friends imprisoned in the castle of Zenda.
Only an hour after his arrival at the chateau of Tarlenheim, the
“king” receives a “courtesy” visit form three of the Six, the
Ruritanians Lauengram, Krafstein and Rupert of Hentzau. That
cvening Rassendyll, with Fritz, visits the inn w
stayed at Zenda and persuades the landlad
to meet Johann at a spot outside Zend-
On his return, he lcarns that one of pic
him in build, has been shot at
followers.

here he previousi
y's daughter to arranpe
on the following

ten gentlemen, rather like
and wounded by one of Michael's

Chapter XIII.  The next day Rupert of Hentzau has an interview
wilh Rassendyll in the ground of the Tarlenheim estate. He conveys
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an offer from Michael of a million crowns and a safe-conduct 1o the
frontier. Rassendyll refuses. As Rupert is about to mount .hﬁ -horse
he suddenly hurls a dagger at Rassendyll and wounds him in he
shoulder. Rassendyll’s friends are only thirty )-'ards away but Rupert
€scapes their fire and gallops away. That night, as the wounded
Rassendyll lies in bed, Johann—who has met the girl from the inn
and been captured —is brought to him. Johann is persuaded to te]|
what he knows and reveals that the king is imprisoned in a smal]
room in the old castle just by the drawbridge, a room with one
window close to the surface of the moat. The only entrance to this
room is from an inner room in which three of the Six are always on
guard. If an attack were to be made the King would be murdered. A
large pipe has been constructed from the window of the king’s room
to the surface of the water outside. The king’s body would be
weighted, thrown through the Pipe and sunk in the moat, while his
murderers could escape by the same route through the pipe.
However, Michael does not intend to kill the hing until he has, killed
Rassendyll. To Rassendyll and his friends it looks as if
to rescue the king will cause him to be killed.
Chapter XIV. To explain Rnsscndyll'
published that he, the King, has been injured in a hunting accident.
The news brings Princess Flavia to Tarlenheim, Becausce of his
wound, Rassendyllcan do nothing for the next two daysbuta report
from Johann that the king's health is breaking down because of his
close confinement, makes Rassendyll decide that he can risk no
further delay. At nightSapt and Rassendyll, backed up by Fritz and
the ten Gentlemen, make a reconnaissance of the castle. Rassendyll
SWIMS across .the moat and finds the Pipe. Max Holf is asleep in a
boat by the pipe and Rassendy silently stabs and kills him, He
hears a conv.ersauon between Detchard and wretched king,
RaS_SQ“dY" Swims backito Saptand as they leave the moat they and
their followers have 3 fight with Krafstein, Lauengram and Rupert

of Hentzau. Krafstein am are killed but so are four of
Fritz’'s party.
Chapter XV. The deaths of the gentlemen in the affray at Zenda
cannot be concealed and the public explanation is that they died in
a private quarrel. Rﬂssendyll isemba rrassed by the arrival in Zenda
of the prefect of police who, 5 the request of the British ambassador,
is investigating the dis“l’Pf‘Mnncc of Mr. Rassendyll. The prefect
knows that Rassendyl] ame pto Ruritania on thé same train as
Madame de Mauban, that Ma 4, me de Mauban is at Michael's castle,

any attempt

s wound official bulletins are

and Lauengr
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and fears that Michael, out of jealousy, may have kidnapped the
missing Mr. Rassendyll. Rassendyll, using his authority as king,
instructs the prefect to leave the matter to him for the next few days
and return to Strelsau. Rassendyll also meets Rupert of Hentzau in
the street of Zenda —neither side dare attack the other in such a
public place—and learns that Rupert and Michackare enemies
because they both are attracted by Madame de Mauban. Rupert
makes the unscrupulous suggestion, to Rassendyll’s anger, that they
should combine to kill both the king and the duke, and keep
Rassendyll on the throne. Immediately afterwards Rassendyll
receives, through Johann, a note from Madame de Mauban, who
begs to be rescued from Michael and his gang.
Chapter XVI.  Marshal Strakencz and the chancellor (who both,
it must be remembered, believe Rassendyll to be the real king) insist
on its being announced that the king and Princess Flavia will publicly
solemnise their betrothal in a fortnight's time. Also there comes news
through Johann that the king has become very ill, so ill that a
physician is being held in the castle to look after him. Rassendyll
has two strong reasons, therefore, for pressing on immediately with
an attempt to rescue the king. In drawing up his plan, he has the
following information — mainly derived from Johann —to goon. The
four survivors of the Six now guard the king, Detchard and Bersonin
by night, Rupert of Hentzau and Gautet by day. The two off duty
rest in a room on the floor above the king’s cell. The door leading to
the pair of rooms containing the king and his guards is locked and
only the four gentlemen have keys. Michacl’s rooms are in the new
part of the castle, just across the ' moat from the king’s cell and by
the drawbridge. Madame de Mauban is locked in an apartment also
in the new castle, just by the drawbridge but on the other side of the
approach toit. Only the duke holds the key to the drawbridge which
is drawn back at night. Johann and five other servants sleep in the
entrance hall of the new castle. They arc armed only with pikes
because Michael will not trust them with fircarms. Rassendy|l draws
up the following plan of attack for the next night. At two in the
morning Johann will open the door of the new castle. Sapt, with a
strong party of men will over-power the servants. At the same
moment, Madame de Mauban-acting on a letter conveyed by
Johann —will scream for help as if Rupert is molesting her. This
should bring Michael out to her rescue and then Sapt will capture
him alive. Sapt will then have the drawbridge run outand it :s likely
that Rupert, possibly with De Gautet, will rush across the bridge to
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, , equipped with a small Jaggq
sec what is -happcnmg. R?_Slie’il?)gﬂt:c:hcp& dge and Kill Rupcni'
and hiding in the moat, 3 ' tI,I Taking the keys to the rooms in the
d possibly De Gautetas well. Takir '

i - ‘ift raid to try and save the kingp.
old castle he will then lead a swi lies Slneltoith
Chapter XVII. The next night RasscfldY Ilrides a On’il 0 the moat,
carrying the small ladder. Sapt and his party are to ride Separately
and secretly timing their arrival at the castle a quarter to two in the
morning. At a quarter to one, Rassendyll swims across the moat
and hides by the pipe form the king's room. He is just by the
drawbridge, which is still in place, and looking across the moat at
the duke’s apartment where a light is burning. ke sees Madm_ng de
Mauban there and Rupert with her, obviously an unwelcome visitor.
Michael enters and tells Rupert to return to the old castle before the
drawbridge is pulled back. Rupert and De Gautet cross the bridge
just before it is withdrawn. About ten minutes later —just before

one—Rassendyll sces Rupert swim across the moat, holding a sword
between his teeth, unlock

the gate into the new castle and goin.
Chapter XVIII. Soon after half Past one, Rassendyll hears Madame
de Mauban, in her own room shrick to Michacl for help. It is not a
false cry (as Rassendyll has Planned it to be) for Rupert really has
entered her room,. Rassendyl| gets up on the gateway of the old
ca-stle, by the entrance from the drawbridge, and sees Michael and
his servants rush to Madame de Mauban's room, where Rupert
savagely fights them all with his sword. e Gautet looks out of the
e the uproar across

'y the water. He s stabbed to
» Who takes his keys 5 - IS way
OileFroom by the ki ¥s and makes hjs 1 ay to the

ng's cell where Bersonin ;
guard. The noise of the affray makes e ot Detchard are on

b ! them unbolt their door so
Detchard rushes intg ho - He kills B ' is sword but
murder | v out Michael’s orders
with him but 1 . ;r M. The doctor i heroically struggling

P [‘)‘it“LOMQnt Rasscndyll cnter. Rassendyll
Rassendyll is able 4o 1o CFd pro

O the patewa
. Upert Ye
servants of Michae] 4 |, Pert on the

oman's \ bridge, holding at bay the
and thereis also the sound of Sﬂpl(’rsy 15 heard that Michael is dead
of the new castle, Madam P

e de )\ arty bredking into the far side
the bridge aad, determincg to S APpears on the far side of

ﬂ\r'enge Michacl's death, fires a
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revolver at Rupert. Her first shot misses and, as she takes a more
deliberate aim for her second, Rupert dives into the moat and swims
away. Rassendyll swims in pursuit and chases him when he lcaves
the moat to escape through the forest. The wounded Rassendyll
cannot overtake him but Rupert seizes a horse from a farm girl and
rides back to Rassendyll. Rassendyll attacks him ficrcely enough to
gash his face but would be at a hopeless disadvantage if the fight
continued. Rassendyll is saved, and Rupert has to ride away, when
Fritz comes riding, armed with a revolver, to his rescue. He collapses
but remains conscious long enough to hear Fritz say that the king is
still alive.
Chapter XX. Fritz has been with Sapt’s party through the night.
They were not let into the new castle by Johann, as planned, because
Johann had been wounded in the fight between Michael and Rupert.
When they eventually broke in, they found Michael dead. Sapt and
Fritz then make their way to the old castle, found the bodies of
Bersonin, De Gautet and the doctor, and the king unconscious but
likely to live. Sapt sent Fritz in scarch of Rassendyll and put out a
story which will explain the events of the night without disclosing
the fact that Rassendyll has been posing, as the King since the day of
the coronation. The story put out is that Michael was confining at
Zenda an unnamed friend of the king and that Michacel was killed,
and the king gravely wounded, when the king went to rescue his
friend from his illegal detention. However, Princess Flavia insists
on sceing the wounded king at once. She is riding to the castle just
when Rassendyll, supported by Fritz, has reached the edge of the
forest by the road to the castle. The farm girl, seeing Rassendyll and
believing him to be the king, runs to the princess saying that the
king is wounded and lying in the ncarby bushes. Princess Flavia,
with Sapt, walks up to the wounded Rassendyll. e and Sapt now
have to tell her that Rassendyll is not the real King.
Chr!plchXI and XXII. Rassendyll now has to be kept concealed
until he secretly leaves Ruritania. He pays farewell to the deeply
grateful king and then has a last painful interview with Princess
Flavia. They agree that the interests of the kingdom must be placed
before their love. Sapt and Fritz escort Rassendvll to a station across
the frontier and bid him goodbye, with great affection and respect.
Rassendyll rests for a time in the Tyrol, letting his fricnds know his
\\thercabouts to prevent any further enquiries about his
disappearance. He returns home and settles down to the quict hife
of a country gentleman, broken only by an annual visit to Dresden
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where he meets Fritz Von Tarlenheim, his sole remaining contact
with his past adventure. Princess Flavia has sacrificed love to duty
by marrying the king. Because the people love her, this marriage
has made the throne secure and assured the internal peace of
Ruritania.

RURITANIA

Anthony Hope's imaginary kingdom of Ruritania has, of
course, never been on any maps of Europe. However, it is fairly
clear that he placed this fictional country in the area occupied by
Bohemia, once an independent kingdom but for long a province of
the Austro-Hungarian Empire, as it was when the novel was written.
Since 1918 it has been part of the Republic of Czechoslovakia.
Dresden; the German city through which Rassendyll approaches
Ruritania, is close to the northern border of Bohemia and the Tyrol,
where he goes to rest and recuperale after his adventures, is to the
south. The language of Ruritania is obviously German—the one
foreign language which Rassendyll speaks like a native—and that
is something of an anomaly because the language of Bohemia is
Czech. However, many people were bilingual in Czech and German,
particularly in the fronticr area, in the days of the Austro-Hungarian
Empire.

Prague, the capita! of Czechoslovakia and of Bohemia, when
it was kingdom, is one of the loveliest and most romantic old cities
in Europe. Parts of the city, to this day, would match the descriptions
of Strelsau very well. The Bohemian countryside, particularly in
the borderlands, is just like that around Zenda, a picturesque
countryside of hills, great forests, old towns and impressive castles.

We should not press too closely this identification of
Ruritania—a never-never land if ever there were one—with
Bohemia. However much of the attractiveness of the novel lies in
the skill vwith which the author has made his romantic and colourful
tale seem plausible and real. This illusion of reality is fo?lered by
his setting it in what was, and still largely is, a romantic part of
Europe with a certain fairy-tale quality all of its own.
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