
THE rRINCESS ALINE. 

'BY RICHAKD H 

S^art 

" "^T'OU are coming- now, Miss Mori'is," 
X exclaimed Carlton from the front 

of tlie carriage in which they were mov
ing along the sunny road to Athens, 
" i n t o a land where one restores his lost 
illusions. Anybody who wishes to get 
hack his belief in beautiful thing's should 
come liore to do it, just as he would go 
to a German sanitarium to build up his 
nerves or his appetite. You have only 
to drink in the atmosphere and you are 
cured. I know no bettor antidote than 
Athens for a siege of cable-cars and mud
dy asphalt pavements and a course of Rob
ert Elsmeres and tiie Heavenly Twins. 
Wait until you see the statues of the 
young athletes in tlie Museum," he cried, 
enthusiastically, " a n d get a glimp.se of 
the blue sky back of Mount Hymettus, 
and the moonlight some evening on the 
Acropolis, and you'll be convinced that 
nothing counts foi- much in tliis world 
but health and straight limbs and tall 
marble pillars, and eyes trained to see 
only what is beautiful. Give peo])le a 
love for beauty and a respect for health, 
Miss Morris, and the result is going to be, 
wliat they once had here, the best art and 
the greatest writers and satirists and jioets. 
Tlie same audience that applauded Eurip
ides and Sophocles in the open theatre 
used to cross the road the same day to 
applaud the athletes who ran naked in 
the Olympian games, and gave them as 
great honor. I came here once on a 
walking tour with a chap who wasn't 
ma.lving as much of himself as he should 
have done, and he went away a changed 
ma)i. and became a personage in the 
world, and you would never guess what 
it was that did it. Ho saw a statue of one 
of the Greek gods in the Museum which 
showed certain muscles that he couldn't 
find in his own body, and he told me he 
was going to train down until they did 
show; and he stopped drinking and loaf
ing to do it, and took to exercising and 
working, and by the time the muscles 
showed out clear and strong ho was so 
keen over life that he wanted to make the 
most of it, and, as I said, ho has done it. 
That's what a respect for his own body 
did for him." 

The carriage stopped at the hotel on 

A R D I N G D A V I S . 

KEE. 

one side of the public square of Athens, 
with the palace and its gardens blocking 
one end, and yellow houses with red 
roofs and gay awnings over the cafes sur
rounding it. It was a bright sunny day, 
and the city was clean and cool and 
pretty. 

"Breakfast?" exclaimed Miss ]\Iorris in 
answer to Carlton's inquiry; " yes, I sup
pose so, but I won't feel safe until I have 
my feet on that rock." She was standing 
on the steps of the hotel, looking up with 
expectant, eager eyes at the great Acrop
olis above tlie city. 

" I t has been there for a long time 
now," suggested Carlton, " a n d I think 
you can risk its being there for a half-
hour longer." 

" W e l l , " she said, reluctantly, " b u t I 
don't wish to lose this chance. There 
might be an earthquake, for instance." 

" We are likely to see them this morn
ing," said Carlton, as he left the hotel 
with the ladies and drove towards the 
Acropolis. "Nolan has been interview
ing the English maid, and she tells him 
they spend the greater part of their time 
up tJiere on the rock. They are living 
very simply here, as they did in Paris ; 
that is, for the present. On Wednesday 
the King gives a dinner and a reception 
in their lioiior." 

" W h e n does your dinner come olf?'' 
asked Miss Morris. 

"Never ," said Cai'lton, grimly. 
" One of the reasons why I like to come 

back to Athens so much," said Mrs. Downs, 
" is because there are so few otlier toui-ists 
hero to spoil the local color for you, and 
there are almost as few^ guides as tourists, 
so that you can wander around undis
turbed and discover things for yourself. 
They don't label every fallen column, 
and place fences around the temples. 
Thej' seem to put you on your good be
havior. Then I always like to go to a 
place where you are as much of a curios
ity to the people as they are to you. It 
seems to excuse your staring about you." 

" A curiosity!" exclaimed Carlton; " I 
should say so! The last time I was here 
I tried to wear a pair of knickerbockers 
around the city, and the people stared so 
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that I had to go back to the hotel and 
change them. I shouldn't liave minded 
it so much in any other country, but I 
til ought men who wore Jaeger under
clothing and women's petticoats for a na
tional costume might have excused so 
slight an eccentricity as knickerbockers. 
They had no right to tlu'ow the iirst 
stone.' ' 

The rock upon which the temples of 
the Acropolis are built is more of a liill 
than a rock. I t is much steeper upon 
one side tlian the other, with a slieor fall 
a hundred yards broad; on the opposite 
side there are the rooms of tlie Hospital of 
^Esculapius and the theatres of Dionysus 
and Herodes Atticus. Tlie to]) of the 
rock holds tlie Parthenon and the other 
smaller temples, or what yet remains of 
them, and its surface is littered with bro
ken marble and stones and pieces of rock. 
The top is so closely built over that the 
few tourists who visit it can imagine 
themselves its sole occupants for a half-
hour at a time. When Carlton and his 
friends arrived, the place appeared quite 
deserted. Tliey left the carriage at the 
base of the rock, and climbed up to the 
entrance on foot. 

" N o w , before I go on to the Parthe
non," said Miss Morris, " I want to walk 
around the sides, and see what is there. 
I shall begin with that theatre to the left, 
and I warn you that I mean to take my 
time about it. So you people who have 
been here before can run along by your
selves, but I mean to enjoy it leisurely. I 
am safe by myself here, am I not?" she 
asked. 

" A s safe as though you were in the 
Metro])olitan Museum." said Carlton, as 
he and Mrs. Downs followed Miss Morris 
along the side of the hill toward the ru
ined theatre of Herodes, and stood at its 
top, looking down into the basin below. 
From their feet ran a great semicircle of 
marble seats, descending tier below tier 
to a marble pavement, and facing a great 
ruined wall of pillars and arches which in 
the past had formed tlie background for 
the actors. From the height on which 
they stood above the city they could see 
the greon country stretching out for 
miles on every side and swimming in the 
warm sunlight, the dark groves of myr
tle on the hills, the silver ribbon of tlie 
inland water, and the dark blue iEgean 
Sea. The bleating of sheep and the tink
ling of the bells came up to them from 

the pastures below, and they imagined 
they could hear the shepherds piping to 
their flocks fromione little hill-top to an
other. 

" The country is not much changed," 
said Carlton. " A n d when you stand 
where we are now, you can imagine that 
you see the procession winding its way 
over the road to the Eleusiuiau Mysteries, 
with the gilded chariots, and the chil
dren carrying garlands, and the priest
esses leading the bulls for the sacrilice." 

" W h a t can we imagine is going on 
here';" said Miss Morris, pointing with her 
parasol to the theatre below. 

" Oh, this is mucli later," said Carlton. 
"Til ls was built by the Eomaiis. They 
used to act and to liold their public meet
ings here. This corresponds to the top 
row of our gallery, and you can imagine 
that you are looking down on the bent 
backs of hundreds of bald-headed men 
in white robes, listening to the speakers 
strutting about below there." 

" I wonder how much they could hear 
from this height?" said Mrs. Downs. 

" W e l l , they had that big wall for a 
sounding-board, and the air is so soft 
here that their voices should have car
ried easily, and I believe they wore masks 
w'itli mouth - pieces, that conveyed the 
sound like a fireman's trumpet. If you 
like, I will run down there and call up to 
you, and you can hear how it sounded. I 
will speak in my natural voice first, and if 
that doesn't reach you, wave your para
sol, and I will try it a little louder." 

" Ob, do!" said Miss Morris. " I t will 
be very good of you. I should like to 
hear a real speech in tlie theatre of Hero
des," slic said, as she seated herself on tlie 
edge of the marble crater. 

" I ' l l have to speak in English," said 
Carlton, as he disappeared; " m j ' Greek 
isn't good enough to carry that far." 

Mrs. Downs seated herself beside her 
niece, and Carlton began scrambling 
down the side of the amphitheatre. The 
marble benches were broken in parts, and 
where tliey were perfect were covered 
with a fine layer of moss as smooth and 
soft as green velvet, so that Carlton, when 
he was not laboriously feeling for his next 
foothold with the toe of his boot, was en
gaged in picking spring flowers from the 
beds of moss and sticking them, for safe
keeping, in his button-hole. He was sev
eral minutes in making the descent, and 
so busily occupied in doing it that lie did 
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not look up until lie had reached the level 
of the ground, and jumped lightly from 
the first row of seats to the stage, covered 
with moss, which lay like a heavy rug over 
the marble pavement. When he did look 
up he saw a tableau that made his heai't, 
which was beating quickly from the ex
ertion of the descent, stand still with con
sternation. The Hohenwalds had, in his 
short absence, descended from the en
trance of the Acropolis, and had stopi)ed 
on their way to the road below to look 
into the cool green and white basin of the 
theatre. At the moment Carlton looked 
vip the Duke was standing in front of 
Mrs. Downs and Miss Morris, and all of 
the men had their hats ofl'. Then, in pan
tomime, and silhouetted against the blue 
sky behind them, Carlton saw the Prin
cesses advance beside their brother, and 
Mrs. Downs and her niece courtesied 
three times, and then the whole party 
faced about in a line and looked down at 
him. The moaning- of tlie tableau was 
only too plain, 

"Good heavens!" gasped Carlton. "Ev
erybody's getting introduced to everybody 
else, and I've missed the whole thing! If 
they think I'm going to stay down here 
and amuse them, and miss all the fun my
self, they are greatly mistaken." He made 
a mad rush for the front Ri'st row of seats; 
but there was a cry of remonstrance from 
above, and looking up. he saw all of the 
men waving him back. 

"Speech!" cried the young English 
captain, applauding loudly, as though 
welcoming an actor on his first entrance. 
" H a t s off!" he cried. "Down in front! 
Speech !"' 

"Confound that ass!" said Carlton, 
dropping back to the marble pavement 
again, and gazing impotently up at the 
row of figures outlined against the sky. 
" I must look like a bear in the bear-pit 
at the Zoo," he growled. "They' l l l)e 
throwing buns to mo ne.xt." He could 
see the two elder sisters talking to Mrs. 
Downs, who was evidently explaining his 
purpose in going down to the stage of the 
theatre, and he could see the Princess 
Aline bending forwai-d, witli both hands 
on her })arasol. and smiling. The captain 
made a trumpet of liis hands and asked 
why he didn't begin. 

"He l lo ! how are you?" Carlton called 
back, waving his hat at him in some 
embarrassment. " I wonder if I look as 
much like a fool as I feel;" he muttered. 

" What did you say? W e can't hear 
you," answered the captain. 

"Louder ! louder!" called the equer
ries. Carlton swore at them under his 
breath, and turned and gazed round the 
hole in which he was penned in order to 
make them believe that he had given up 
the idea of making a speech, or had ever 
intended doing so. He tried to think of 
something clever to shout back at them, 
and rejected " Y e men of Athens" as be
ing too flippant, and "Friends, Romans, 
Countrymen,' ' as requiring too nuich 
eft'ort. When he looked up again the 
Hohenwalds were moving on their way, 
and as he started once more to scale the 
side of the theatre the Duke waved his 
hand at him in farewell, and gave an
other hand to his sisters, who disappeared 
with him behind the edge of the upper 
row of seats. Carlton turned at once and 
dropped into one of the marble chairs 
and bowed his head. When he did reach 
the top Miss Morris held out a sympa
thetic hand to him and shook hei' head 
sadly, but he could see that she was press
ing her lips tightly together to keep from 
smil ing. 

" Oh, it's all very funny foi' j 'ou," he 
said, refusing her hand. " I don't believe 
you are in love with anybody. You 
don't know what it means." 

They revisited the rock on the next day 
and on the day after, and then left Athens 
for an inland excursion to stay overnight. 
Miss Morris returned from it wnth the 
sense of having done her duty once, and 
by so doing having earned the right to act 
as she ])leased in tlio future. Wha t she 
best ])leased to do was to wander about 
over the broad top of the Acropolis, with 
no serious intent of studying its historical 
values, but rather, as she explained it, for 
the simple satisfaction of feeling that she 
was there. She liked to stand on the edge 
of tlie low wall along its top and look 
out over the picture of sea and plain and 
mountains that lay below her. The sun 
shone brightly, and the wind swept by 
them as though they were on the bridge 
of an ocean steamer, and there was the 
added invigorating sense of pleasure that 
comes to us when we stand on a great 
l](ught. Carlton was sitting at her feet, 
shielded from the wind by a fallen col
umn, and gazing up at her with critical 
appi'oval. 

"You look like a sort of a 'Winged 
Victory ' up there," he said, " w i t h the 
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wind blowing yoiu' skirts about and your 
hair coming down." 

" I don't remember tliat tlie 'Winged 
Victory ' has any hair to blow about," 
suggested Miss Morris. 

" I ' d ]il^e to paint you," continued 
Carlton, " j u s t as you are standing now, 
only I would put you in a Greek dress; 
and you could stand a Greek dress better 
than almost any one I know. I would 
paint you with yovir head up and one 
hand shielding your eyes, and the other 
pre.ssed against your breast. It would 
be stunning. ' ' He spoke enthusiastical
ly, but in quite an impersonal tone, as 
though he were discussing the posing of 
a model. 

Miss Morris jumped down from the 
low wall on which she had been stand
ing, and said, simply, "Of course I should 
like to have you paint me very much." 

Mrs. Downs looked up with interest to 
see if Mr. Carlton was serious. 

" W h e n ? " said Carlton,vaguely. "Oh, 
I don't know. Of course this is entirely 
too nice to last, and j-ou will be going 
horox soon, and then when I do get back 
to the States you will—you will have oth
er things to do." 

"Yes , " repeated Miss Morris, " I shall 
have something else to do besides gazing 
out at tiie iEgean Sea." She raised her 
head and looked across the rock for a mo
ment with some interest. Her eyes, wliicli 
had grown wistful, lighted again with 
amusement. " Here are your friends," she 
said, smiling. 

" N o ! " exclaimed Carlton, scrambling 
to his feet. 

" Y e s , " said Miss Morris. " The Duke 
has seen us, and is coming over here." 

When Carlton had gained his feet and 
turned to look his friends had separated 
in different directions, and were strolling 
about alone or in pairs among the great 
columns of the Parthenon. But the Duke 
came directlj' towards them, and seated 
himself on a low block of marble in 
front of the two ladies. After a word or 
two about the beauties of the place, he 
asked if they would go to the reception 
which the King gave to him on the day fol
lowing. They answered that they sliould 
like to come very much, and the Duke ex
pressed liis satisfaction, and said that he 
would see that the chamberlain sent them 
invitations. " A n d you, Mr. Carlton, you 
will come also, I hope. I wish you to 
be presented to my sisters. They are 

only amateurs in art, but they are great 
admirers of 3'our work, and they ]ia\'e 
rebuked me for not having already pre
sented you. W e were all disappointed," 
he continued, courteously, " at not hav
ing you to dine with us that night in 
Constantinople, but now I trust I shall see 
something of you here. You must tell 
us what we are to admire." 

" That is very easy,"said Carlton. "Ev
erything." 

"You are quite right," said the Duke, 
bowing to the ladies as he moved away. 
" I t is all very beautiful." 

" W e l l , now you certainly will meet 
her," said Miss Morris. 

" O h no, I won't," said Caidton, with 
resignation. " I have had two chances 
and lost them, and I'll miss tliis one 
too." 

" Well, there is a chance you shouldn't 
miss," said Miss Morris, pointing and nod
ding her head. "There she is now, and 
all alone. She's sketching, isn't she, or 
taking notes. Wha t is she doing?" 

Carlton looked eagerly in the direction 
Miss Morris had signified, and saw the 
Princess Aline sitting at some distance 
from them, with a book on her lap. She 
glanced up from this now and again lo 
look at something ahead of her, and was 
apparently deeply absorbed in her occu
pation. 

"There is your opportunity,'" said Mrs. 
Downs; " a n d we are going back to the 
hotel. Shall we sec you at luncheon?" 

"Yes , " said Carlton, "unless I get a 
position as drawing-master; in that case 
I shall be here teaching the three ama
teurs in art. Do you think I can do it?" 
he asked Miss Morris. 

"Decidedly," she answered. " I have 
found you a most educational young per
son." 

They went away together, and Carlton 
moved cautiously towards the spot where 
the Pi'incess was sitting. He made a long 
and roundabout detour as he did so, in 
order to keep himself behind her. He did 
not mean to come so near that she would 
see him, b>il he took a certain satisfaction 
in looking at her when she was alone, 
though her loneliness was only a matter 
of the moment, and though he knew that 
her people were within a hundred yards 
of her. He was in consequence some
what annoyed and surprised to see anoth
er young man dodging in and out among 
the pillars of the Parthenon inunediate-
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ly ahead of liim, and to find that this 
young- man also had liis attention centred 
on tlie young g'ii'I, who sat unconsciously 
slcetcliiug in the foreground. 

' 'Now wliat the devil can he want?" 
muttered Carlton, his imagination taking 
alarm at once. " I f it would only prove 
to be some one who meant liarm to lier,'' 
he thought—"a brigand, or a beggar, 
who miglit be obligingly insolent, or even 
a tipsy man, what a chance it would af
ford for heroic action !" 

With tliis liope lie moved forward 
quickly but silently, hoping that the 
stranger might prove even to be an an
archist wilh a grudge against ro.yalty. 
And as he advanced he had the satisfac
tion of seeing the Princess glance over 
her shoulder, and observing the man, rise 
and walk quickly away towards the edge 
of the rock. Tliere she seated herself with 
her face towards the cit.y, and with her 
back fii'inly set against her pursuer. 

" He is annoj'ing her!" exclaimed Carl
ton, delightedly, as he hurried forward. 
" It looks as though my chance had come 
at last." But as he approached the 

VOL. X C — N O . 538.—64 

Stranger he saw, to his great disappoint
ment, that he had nothing more serious 
to deal with than one of the intei'national 
army of amateur photographers, wlio bad 
been stalking the Princess as a hunter 
follows an elk. or as he would have stalk
ed a race-hor.se or a prominent politician, 
or a Lord Mayor's show, everything !)e-
ing (ish that came within t!ie focus of 
bis camera. A lielpless statue and an 
equally helpless young girl wci'e Iwtii 
good subjects and at his mercy. He was 
bending over, with an anxious expression 
of countenance, and foca.ssing his camera 
on the back of the Princess Aline, when 
Carlton approached from the rear. As 
the young man put his finger on the 
button of the camera, Carlton jogged his 
arm with his elbow, and puslied the eii-
thusiastic tourist to one side. 

' ' 1 say," exclaimed that Individiuil, 
" look where you're going, will you? You 
spoiled that plate." 

" I ' l l spoil your camera if you annoy 
that young lady any longer,'" said Carl
ton, in a low voice. 

The photographer was rapidly rewind-
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ing liis roll, and the fire of pursuit was 
still in Ills eye. 

" She's a Princess," lie explained, in an 
excited whisper. 

" W e l l , " said Carlton, "even a Princess 
is entitled to some consideration. Be
sides," he said, in a more amicable tone. 
" you haven't a permit to photogr;ipli on 
the Acropolis. You know yon haven't ." 
Carlton was quite sure of this, because 
there were no such permits. 

The amateui- looked up ui some dismay, 
" I didn't know you had to have them," 
he said. " Where can I get one?" 

"The King may give you one," said 
Carlton. " He lives at tlie palace. If 
they catch you up here without a license, 
they will conHscate your camera and lock 
you up. You had better vanish before 
they see you." 

" T h a n k you. I will," said the tourist, 
anxiously. 

"Now," thought Carlton, smiling i)lea-
santly, " when he goes to the palace with 
that box and asks for a [)eruut, they'll 
think he is either a dynamiter or a crank, 
and before they are tlirough witli him his 
interest in photography will have sus
tained a severe shock." 

As Carlton turned from watching the 
rapid llight of the photographei-, he ob
served tliat the Princess had remarked it 
also, as she liad no doubt been a witness 
of what had pas-sed, even if she had not 
overheard all that had been said. She 
rose from her enforced position of refuge 
with a look of relief, and came directly 
towards Carlton along the rough path 
that led through the debris on the top of 
the Acropolis. Carlton had thought, as 
he watched her sitting on tlie wall, with 
her chin resting on her hand, tliat she 
would make a beautiful companion pic
ture to the one he had wished to paint of 
Miss Morris—the one girl standing up
right, looking fearlessly out to sea, on the 
top of the low wall, with the wind blow
ing her skirts about her, and her hair 
tumbled in the breeze, and the otlier seat
ed, bending intently forward, as though 
watching for the return of a long-de
layed vessel,* a beautifully sad face, fine 
and delicate and noble, the face of a girl 
on the figure of a woman. And when 
she rose he made no effort to move away, 
or, indeed, to pretend not to have seen her, 
but stood looking at her as though he had 
the right to do so, and as though .she 
must know he had that right. As she 

came towards him the Princess Aline did 
not stop, nor even shorten her steps; but 
as she passed opposite to bim she bowed 
her thanks with a sweet impersonal smile 
and a dropping of the eyes, and contin
ued steadily on her way. 

Carlton stood for some short time look
ing after her, with his hat still at his 
side. She seemed fartlier from him at 
that moment than she had ever been be
fore, although she had for the fli'st time 
recognized him. But he knew that it was 
only as a human being that she had rec
ognized him. He ]nit on his hat, and sat 
down on a I'ock with his elbows on liis 
knees, and filled his pi])e. 

" I f that had been any other girl ," he 
thought, " I would have gone up to her 
and said, ' W a s that man annoying you?' 
ami she would have said, ' Y e s ; thank 
you,' or sometliing; and I would have 
walked along with her until we had come 
up to her fi'iends, and she would have 
told them I had been of some slight ser
vice to her, and they would have intro
duced us, and all would have gone well. 
But because she is a Piincess she can
not bo api>roa(died in that way. At least 
she does not think so, and I have to act 
as she has been lold I should act, and 
not as I thiidv I should. After all, she 
is only a very beautiful girl, and she 
must be very tii'ed of her cousins and 
grandmothers, and of not being allowed 
to see any one else. These royalties 
make a very picturesque show for the 
rest of us, but indeed it seems rather hard 
on them. A hundred years from now 
there will be no more kings and queens, 
and the writers of that day will envy us, 
just as the wi'iters of this day envy the 
men who wrote of chivalry and tourna
ments, and they will have to choose their 
heroes from bank presidents, and their 
heroines from lady lawyers and girl poli
ticians and type-writers. Wha t a stupid 
world it will bo then !" 

The next day brought the reception to 
the Hohenwalds; and Carlton, entering 
the reading-room of the hotel on the same 
afternoon, found Miss Morris and her 
aunt there together taking tea. They 
both looked at him with expressions of 
such genuine commiseration that he 
stopped just as he was going to seat him
self and eyed them defiantlj-. 

"Don ' t tell me." he exclaimed, "that 
this has fallen through too!" 

Miss Morris nodded her head silently. 
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Carlton dropped into the chair heside 
them, and folded his ar)ns with a frown 
of grim resignation. " W h a t is it?" lie 
asked. " Have they postponed the recep
tion?'' 

" No," Miss Morris said; "' hut the Prin
cess Aline will not be tliere." 

"Of course not," said Carlton, calmly, 
"of course not. May I ask why? I know 
that she -wonldn't be there, but I may pos
sibly he allowed to express some curi
osity." 

" Slie tui'ned her ankle on one of tlie 
loose stones on tlie Acropolis tliis after
noon," said Miss Morils, " and sprained 
it so badly that tlioy had to carry lier—" 

" Who carried her?" Carlton demanded, 
fiercely. 

" Some of her servants." 
" Of course, of course!" cried Carlton. 

" That's the way it always will be. I was 
tliere the whole afternoon, and I didn't 
see lier. I wasn't there to help her. It's 
Fate, that's what it is—Fate! There's no 
use in my trying to fight against Fate. 
Still,' ' he added, anxiously, 
with a sudden access of hope, 
" she may be well by this 
evening." 

" I hardly think she will,'' 
said Miss Morris, " but we 
will trust so." 

The King's palace and 
gai'dens stretch along one 
end of the public ])ark, and 
are but just across the street 
from the hotel where the 
Hohenwalds and tiie Ameri
cans were staying. As the 
hotel was the first building 
on the left of the square, 
Carlton could see from his 
windows the illuminations, and the 
guards of honor, and the carriages ar
riving and departing, and the citizens of 
Athens crowding the parks and peering 
through the iron rails into the King's 
garden. It was a warm night, and light
ed grandly by a full moon that showed 
the Acropolis in silhouette against the 
sky, and gave a strangely theatrical 
look to the yellow house fronts and red 
roofs of the town. Every window in the 
broad front of the palace was illuminated, 
and tlirough the open doors came the 
sound of music, and one without could 
see rows of tall servants in the King's 
blue and white livery, and the men of his 
guard in their white petticoats and black 

and white jackets and red caps. Carlton 
pulled a light coat over his evening dress, 
and, with an agitation he could liardly 
explain, walked across the street and en
tered the palace. The line of royalties 

' I F THAT HAD BEEN ANY OTHER GIRL." 

had broken by the time he reached the 
ballroom, and the not over-severe eti
quette of the Greek court left him free, 
after a bow to those who still waited to 
receive it, to move about as he pleased. 
His most earnest desire was to learn 
whether or not the Princess Aline was 
])resent, and with that end he clutched 
the English adjutant as that gentleman 
was hurrying jiast him, and asked eagerly 
if the Princess had recovered from her 
accident. 

" N o , " said the officer; "she's able to 
walk about, hut not to stand, and sit out 
a dinner, and dance, and all this sort of 
thing. Too bad, wasn't it?" 

"Yes , " .said Carlton, " very bad." He 
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released his hand from tlie other's arm, 
and dropped back among the men gi-onp-
ed about the doorway. His disappoint
ment was very keen. Indeed, he had not 
known liow miicli this meeting with tlie 
Princess liad meant to liim until he ex
perienced tliis disappointment, which was 
succeeded by a wish to find Miss Morris, 
and have her sj'mpathizo and laugh with 
him. He became conscious, as he search
ed witli growing im]iatipnce the faces of 
tliose passing and repassing before him, 
of how much the haljit of going to Miss 
Morris for sympatliy in liis unlucky 
love-affair had grown of late upon him. 
He wondered what lie would have done 
in liis travels without her, and whether 
he should have had the interest to carry 
on liis pursuit had she not been tliere to 
urge him on, and to mock at him when he 
grew faint-hearted. 

But when he finally did discover her 
he stood quite still, and for an inst,ant 
doubted if it were she. Tlie girl he saw 
seemed to be a more beautiful sister of 
tlie Miss Morris lie knew—a taller, fairer, 
and more radiant jiersonage; and ho feai'-
ed that it was not she, until he rememljer-
ed that this was tlie first time he had ever 
seen her witli lier hair dressed high upon 
lier head, and in the more distinguished 
accessories of a decollete gown and train. 
Miss Morris liad lier liand on the arm of 
one of tlie equerries, who was battling 
good-naturedly with the crowd, and try
ing to draw her away from two persistent 
youtlis in diplomatic uniform who were 
laughing and pressing forward in close 
pursuit on the other side. Carlton ap-
proaclied hoi' with a certain fooling of dif-
hdonce, whicli was most unusual to him, 
and asked if she were dancing. 

" Mr. Carlton shall decide for me," Miss 
Morris said, dropping the equerry's arm 
and standing beside the American. " I 
have promised all of these gentlemen," 
she explained, " t o dance witli lliem, and 
now tlioy won't agree as to whicli is to 
dance first. They've wasted half this 
waltz already in discussing it, and tliey^ 
make it much more difficult by saj'ing 
that no matter how I decide, they will 
fight duels with the one I choose, which 
is most unpleasant f o rme . " 

"Most unpleasant for the gentleman 
you choose, too," suggested Carlton. 

"So , ' ' continued Miss Morris, " I have 
decided to leave it to you." 

" Well, if I am to arbitrate between the 

powers," said Carlton, with a glance at 
the three uniforms, " my decision is that 
as tliey insist on lighting duels in any 
event, you liad better dance with me until 
they have settled it between them, and 
then the survivor can have the next 
dance." 

"That ' s a very good idea," said Miss 
Morris; and taking Carlton's arm, she 
bowed to the three men and drew away. 

" Mr. Carlton." said tlie equerry, witli 
a bow, " has added another arguinent in 
favor of maintaining standing armies, and 
of not submitting questions to arbitra
tion." 

"Let 's get out of this," said Carlton. 
" You don't want to dance, do you? Let 
us go where it's cool." 

He led her down the stairs, and out 
on to the terrace. They did not speak 
again until they had left it, and were 
walking under the trees in tlie Queen's 
garden. He had noticed as they made 
their way through the crowd how the 
men and women turned to look at her 
and made way for her. and liow utterly 
unconscious she was of their doing so, 
with that unconsciousness which comes 
from familiarity with such discrimina
tion, and Carlton himself held his head a 
little liigher with the pride and pleasure 
the thought gave him that he was in such 
friendly sympathy with so beautiful a 
creature. He sto]iped before a low stone 
bench tliat stood on the edge of the path, 
surrounded by a screen of tropical trees, 
and guarded by a marble statue. They 
were in deep shadow themselves, but the 
moonlight fell on the path at their feet, 
and through the trees on tlie otlier side 
of the (latli they could see the open ter
race of the palace, with the dancers mov
ing in and out of the lighted windows. 
The splash of a fountain came from some 
short distance behind them, and from 
time to time they heard the strains of 
a regimental liand alternating witli the 
softer strains of a waltz played by a group 
of Hungarian musicians. For a moment 
neither of them spoke, but sat watching 
tlie white dresses of the women and the 
uniforms of the men moving in and out 
among the trees, lighted by the lanterns 
hanging from the branches, and the white 
mist of the moon. 

" D o you know," said Carlton, " I ' m 
rather afraid of you to-night I" He paused, 
and watched her for a little time as she sat 
upright with her hands folded on her lap. 
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"You are so very resplendent and queenly 
and altogether different," he added. The 
girl moved her bare shoulders slightly and 
leaned back against the bench. 

" The Princess did not come," she said. 
" N o , " Carlton answered, with a sudden 

twinge of conscience at having forgotten 
that fact. "That ' s one of the reasons I 
took you away from those men," he ex
plained. " I wanted you to sympathize 
with me." 

Miss Morris did not answer him at once. 
She did not seem to be in a sympathetic 
mood. Her manner suggested rather that 
she was tired and troubled. 

" I need sympathy myself to-night," 

she said. " W e received a letter after 
dinner that brought bad news for us. We 
must go home at once." 

"Bad news!" exclaimed Carlton, with 
much concern. " F r o m home?" 

"Yes, from home," she replied; "bu t 
there is nothing wrong there; it is only 
bad news for us. My sister has decided 
to be married in June instead of July , 
and that cuts us out of a month on the 
Continent. That's all. We shall have 
to leave immediately — to-morrow. It 
seems that Mr. Abbey is able to go away 
sooner than he had hoped, and they are 
to be married on the first." 

"Mr. Abbey !" exclaimed Carlton,catch-
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ing at tlie name. "But your sister isn't 
going to marry liim, is slie?" 

Miss Morris turned lier head in some 
surpi'ise. "Yes—wliy not?'' slie said. 

" B u t I say!" cried Carlton, " I tlionglit 
—your aunt told me that yon wei-e going 
to marr^' Abbey; she told me so tliat day 
on tlie steamer when lie came to see you 
off." 

" I marry liim—my aunt told you— 
impossible!" said Miss Morris, smiling. 
" Siie probably said that ' her niece ' was 
going to marry him ; she meant my sister. 
They had been engaged some time." 

"Then who are you going to marry?" 
stammered Carlton. 

" I am not going to marry any one," 
said Miss Morris. 

Carlton stared at lier blankly in amaze
ment. "Wel l , that's most absurd!" he 
exclaimed. 

He recognized instantly that the expres
sion w'as hardly adequate, but lie could 
not readjust his mind so suddenly to the 
new idea, and lie remained looicing at her 
with many confused memories rushing 
through his brain. A. dozen quesiioiis 
were on liis tongue. Ho remembered af
terwards liow he had noticed a servant 
trimming the caudle in one of the orange-
colored lanterns, and that he had watched 
him as lie disappeared among the palms. 

The siience lasted for so long a time 
that it had taken on a significance in it
self which Carlton recognized. He pulled 
him.self up witli a short laugh. " Well ," 
he remonstrated, mirthlessly, " I don't 
think you've treated me very well." 

"How, not treated you very well?'' 
Miss Morris asked, settling herself more 
easily. She liad been sitting during the 
pause wliich followed Carlton's discovery 
with a certain rigidity, as if she was 
on a strain of attention. But her tone 
was now as friendly as always, and held 
its customary suggestion of amusement. 
Carlton tool<: his tone from it, although 
his mind was still busily occupied with 
incidents and words of hers that she liad 
spoken in their past intercourse. 

" Not fair in letting me think you were 
engaged," he said. " I've wasted so much 
time: I'm not half civil enough to engaged 
girls," he explained. 

"You've been quite civil enough to us," 
said Miss Morris, " a s a courier, philos
opher, and friend. I'm ver\^ sorry we 
have to part company." 

" P a r t company!" exclaimed Carlton, 

in sudden alarm. " But, I say, we mustn't 
do that. ' ' 

" B u t we must, you see,'' said Miss 
Morris. " We must go back for the 
wedding, and you have to follow the 
Princess Aline." 

"Yes , of course." Carlton heard his 
own voice sa}'. " I had forgotten the 
Princess Aline." But he was not thinking 
of what he was saying, nor of the Princess 
Aline. He was thinking of the many 
hours Miss Morris and he had been togeth
er, of the way she had looked at certain 
times, and of how he had caught himself 
watching her at others; liow he had pic
tured the absent Mr. Abbey travelling 
with her later over the same route, and 
witliout a cliaperon, sitting close at her 
side or holding her hand, and telling her 
just how ])retty she was whenever he wish
ed to do so, and without any fear of the 
consequences. He remembered how ready 
she had been to understand what he was 
going to say before he had liuished saying 
it, and how she had always made him show 
the liest of himself, and had caused him to 
leave unsaid many things that became 
common and unworthy M'hen considered 
in the light of her judgment. He recall
ed how impatient he had been when she 
was late at dinner, and how cross he was 
tliroughout one whole day when she had 
ke])t her room. He felt with a sudden 
shock of delightful fear that he had grown 
to depend upon her, that she was the best 
companion he had ever known ; and he re
membered moments when they had been 
alone together at the table, or in some 
old palace, or during a long walk, when 
they had seemed to have the whole world 
entirely to themselves, and how he had 
consoled himself at such times with the 
thought that no matter how long she 
might be Abbey's wife, tliere had been 
these moments in her life which were his, 
with which Abbey had had nothing to do. 

Carlton turned and looked at her with 
strange wide-open eyes, as though he 
saw her for the first time. He felt so 
sure of himself and of his love for her 
that the happiness of it made him tremble, 
and the thought that if he spoke she 
might answer him in the old friendly 
mocking tone of good-fellowship filled 
him with alarm. At that moment it 
seemed to Carlton that the most natural 
tiling in the world for them to do would 
be to go back again together over the road 
they had come, seeing everything in the 
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new light of his love for her, and so travel 
on and on forever over the world, learn
ing to love each other more and more 
eacli succeeding day, and leaving the I'e.st 
of the universe to move along without 
them. 

He leaned forward witli his arm along 
the back of the bench, and bent his face 
towards hers. Her band lay at hor side, 
and liis own closed over it, but the slioclc 
that the touch of her fingers gave him 
stopped and confused the woi'ds upon his 
tongue. He looked strangely at her, and 
could not find the speech he needed. 

Miss Morris gave his band a firm friend
ly little pressure and drew her own away, 
as if be had taken hers only in an exuber
ance of good feeling. 

"'You liave been very nice to us,"she 
said, with an effort to make her tone sound 
kindly and approving. " A n d we—" 

"You mustn't go; I can't let you go," 
said Carlton, hoarsely. There was no 
mistaking his tone or his earnestness now. 
" If you go," ho went on, breatlilessly, " I 
must go with you." 

The girl moved restlessly; she leaned 
forward, and drew in lier l)reatb witli a 
slight nervous tremor. Tlieii she turned 
and faced him, almost as tliough she were 
afraid of liim or of lierself, and tliey sat 
so for an instant in silence. Tlie air 
seemed to have grown close and lieavy, 
and Carlton saw lier dimly. In the si
lence be lieard the splash of the fountain 
behind them,and tlie laistling of the loaves 
in tlie night wind, and the low sighing 
murmur of a waltz. 

He raised his liead to listen, and slic 
saw in the moonlight that he was smiling. 
It was as though be wished to delay any 
answer she might make to his last words. 

"That is the waltz," bo said, still speak
ing in a whisper, " that the gypsies played 
that night—" He stoj)pod, and Miss 
Morris answered him by bending lier bead 
slowly in assent. It seemed to be an effort 
for her to even make that slight gesture. 

" You don't remember it," said Carlton. 
" It meant nothing to you. I mean that 
night on tiie steamer when I told you 
what love meant to other people. Wha t 
a fool I was!" he said, with an uncertain 
laugh. 

"Yes, I remembei' it ,"she said—"last 
Thursday niglit, on the steamer." 

"Thursday night!" exclaimed Carlton, 
indignantly. "Wednesday night, Tues
day night, how should I know what night 

of the week it was? It was the night of 
my life to me. That night I knew that I 
loved you as I had never hoped to care 
for any one in this world. When I told 
you that I did not know what love meant 
I felt all the time that I was lying. I 
knew that 1 loved you, and that 1 could 
never love any one else, and that 1 had 
never loved any one before; and if I bad 
thought tlien you could care for nie. your 
engagement or your promises would nev
er have slo))ped my telling you so. You 
said that night that I would learn to love 
all tlio bettor, and more truly, f(U' having 
doubted myself so long, and. oh, Editli," 
lie cried, taking both her hands and hold
ing them close in his own, " 1 cannot let 
you go now! I love you so! Don't 
laugh at me; don't mock at mo. All the 
rest of my life depends on you." 

And tlioii Jliss Morris laughed softly, 
just as he had bogged hor not to do, but 
her laughter was so full of liappiness, and 
came so gently and sweetly, and spoke so 
truly of content, that though he let go 
of her hands with one of his, it was only 
that he might draw her to him, until her 
face touched his, and she felt the sti'engtb ' 
of his arm as he held her against his breast. 

The Hohenwalds occupied the suite of 
rooms on the first floor of the hotel, with 
the privilege of using the broad balcony 
that reached out from it over the front en
trance. And at the time when Mrs. Downs 
and Editli Morris and Carlton drove up to 
the liotel from the ball, the Princess Aline 
was leaning over the balcon}^ and watch
ing tlio lights go out in the u])per part of 
the house, and the moonlight as it fell on 
the trees and statues in the public park 
below. Her foot was still in bandages, 
and slie was wrapped in a long cloak to 
keep her from the cold. Inside of the 
open windows that led out on to the bal
cony her sisters were taking off their or
naments, and discussing the incidents of 
the night just over. 

The Princess Aline, unnoticed by those 
below, saw Carlton help Mrs. Downs to 
alight from the carriage, and then give 
his liand to another muffled figure that 
followed lier; and while Mrs. Downs was 
ascending the steps, and before the second 
muffled figure had left the shadow of the 
carriage and stepped into the moonlight, 
the Princess Aline saw Carlton draw her 
suddenly back and kiss her lightly on the 
cheek, and heard a protesting gasp, and 
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' ' INTO THE STREET BELOW. " 

saw Miss Morris pull }ier cloalc over 
her head and run up the steps. Tlien 
she saw Carlton shal^e liands with them, 
and stand for a moment after they had 
disappeared, gazing up at the moon and 
fumbling in the pockets of his coat. He 
drew out a cigar-case and leisurely se
lected a cigar, and witli much apparent 
content liglited it, and then, with hisliend 
thrown back and liis chest expanded, as 
tliough he were challenging the w'orld, he 
strolled acro-ss tlie street and disappeared 
among the shadows of the deserted park. 

Tlie Princess walked back to one of the 
open windows, and stood there leaning 
against the side. " Tiiat young Mr. Carl

ton, the artist," she said to 
her sisters, ' ' i s engaged to 
that beautiful American girl 
we met the otiier day." 

"Real ly I" said the elder 
sister. " I thought it was 
probable. Wlio told you?" 

" I saw him kiss her good
night," said the Princess, 
stepping into the window, 
" a s they got out of tlieir 
carriage just now." 

The Pi'incess Aline stood 
for a moment looking 
thoughtfully at the floor, 
and tlien walked across the 
room to a little writing-desk. 
She unlocked a drawer iu 
this and took from it two 
slips of paper, which she 
folded in her hand. Then 
she returned slowly across 

the room, and 
stepped out again 

' on to the balcony. 
' One of the pieces 

of paper held the 
picture Carlton had 
drawn of her, and 
under which he had 
written : " This is 
she. Do you won
der I travelled four 
thousand miles to 
see her?" And the 
other was tlie pic
ture of Carlton him
self, wliich she liad 
cut out of the cata
logue of the Salon. 

From the edge of the bal
cony where the Pi'incess stood 
she could see the glimmer of 

Carlton's while linen and the red glow 
of his cigar, as he strode proudly up and 
down the path of the public park, like a 
sentry keeping watch. She folded the 
pieces of paper together and tore them 
slowly into tiny fragments, and let them 
fall through lier fingers into the street 
below. Tiien she returned again to the 
room, and stood looking at her sisters. 

" D o you know," she said, " I think I 
am a little tired of travelling so much. 
I want to go back to Grasse." She put 
her hand to her forehead and held it there 
for a moment. " I think I am a little 
homesick," said the Princess Aline. 
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BY JULIAN RALPH 

ONE of the most remarkable curios 
in Uncle Sam's cabinet is Lookout 

Mountain, at Cliattanooga, Tennessee. 
The traveller expects such occasional 
combinations of mountain and plain on 
the edgfes of the Rockies, the Selkirks, 
and other great mountain chains, and 
yet it is doubtful whether any other 
as beautiful is to be found. For it has 
seldom happened that a tall mountain 
rises abruptly to interrupt and dominate 
a view so majestic and of such varied 
features. Glistening water, smiling farm
land, forest, city, hill, and island, all lie 
upon the gorgeous and gigantic canvas 
of the Master Painter, who there invites 
mankind to his studio to enjoy such 
views as we had fancied only the stupid 
denizens of the air are privileged to dully 
scan. 

To surfeit one's self with the wondrous 
changing, widening beauty of that splen
did scene one does not have to consider 
the martial records that brave men wi'ote 
with their blood all over the foreground 
of the prospect. But when it happens 
that the spectator is an American whose 
soul has been stirred by the poor print
ed annals of Chickamauga and Mission 
Ridge, the feast spread before Lookout 
Mountain ministers to the understanding 
the while it ravishes the eye. 

In nothing is this wonder-spot more 
wonderful than in its accessibility. It is 

even more convenient to the tourist than 
Niagara Falls—almost the solitary great 
natural curiosity in our country for 
which one does not have to travel far 
and labor hard. In this case the grand 
view is one of the sights of Chattanooga, 
" the Little Pit tsburg" of the South. The 
city enjoys it as a householder does his 
garden, by merely travelling to a back 
window, as it were, for the historic moun
tain is at the end of a five-cent trolley 
line. During half the year the tourist is 
even better served, for the railroads haul 
the "s leepers" up the mountain-side in 
summer, and discharge the passengers on 
the very edge that divides terra flrma 
and eagle's vision. Guided by Mr. Mil
ton D. Ochs, of the Chattanooga Times, 
who could have offered a very wonderful 
view of his own from the towering pile 
in which that newspaper is housed, I took 
the trolley line during what the Southern 
folk are pleased to call winter-time. The 
waj' led to just such a looking railway as 
one finds at Niagara Falls going down to 
the water's edge, though this one darts up 
the two-thousand-foot-high mountain
side, and is famed among professional en
gineers as a remarkable creation. It was 
])lanned and built by Colonel W. R. King, 
U.S.A. It is 4500 feet in length, with an 
elevation of 1400 feet, and a grade of near
ly one foot in three at the steepest place. 

The terminus is the Lookout Point 
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