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IGNON had recognized him. He was none 
other than the young man whom she had 
accosted on the boulevard when her car 

#|| stopped and refused to start again. And 
2|, she recalled the incident vividly. She had 

struck him on the knuckles with a small 
' wrench and made them bleed. She could 
- searcely believe the assertion that he was 
a prince. 

“What is the matter?” her companion inquired 
anxiously. | | 

“Nothing,” she said. 
“But—but there must be, Mignon. You look ter- 

rible.” 
For a long space of time neither spoke another 

word. The supposed Princess Johanna could not hide 
her excitement. Although the handsome young violin- 
ist’s face was turned away from her, she could see him 
as she had seen him that day. 

- The fact that he was a real Russian prince made 
it all the more imperative that she must meet him after 
the opera. 

Giacomo Boticelli was beginning to feel uneasy. 
His worst fears became reality when after the show Mig- 
non told him:that she was going to see the young violinist 
back-stage. 

“What for?” he demanded angrily. 
“Don’t ask foolish questions,” she answered. “I 

want to meet him, that’s all.” 
The pseudo Marquis de Delavera saw himself 

powerless to prevent the meeting. And what made mat- 
ters worse, he was not allowed to accompany the girl he 
loved. She slipped away from him, her beautiful face 
set in determination. 

Accompanied by an usher whom she bribed with 
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a liberal gift of money, she went back-stage. 

“T would like to talk to the young man alone,” she 

murmured. “Can you arrange that?” 

“Sure, I can,” the usher responded. “One of the 

dressing rooms on the first floor is never used. I’ll take 

you in and you can wait there for the young Russian 

- violinist.” 
“Te]] me one thing,” she added a trifle hurriedly, 

and taking a hold of the usher’s arm. “Is this Krakoff 

really a prince.” | 

. “Oh, yes,” was the quick retort. “He is a prince 

alright. I know that to be a fact. He belongs to the old 

family of Romanoffs, and he is a nephew of the late Rus- 

sian czar.” 7 

More than satisfied with this bit of information, 

Mignon entered the dressing room and sat down to wait 

for him. | 

Prince Alexis Krakoff came in a few minutes 

later. Mignon stood up quickly, braced for the shock of 

recognition. But when his interested, shy regard of her 

exhibited no sign of dawning anger or resentment she 

instantly decided to postpone her revelation. 

On his part, the young Russian nobleman failed 

to recognize in the beautiful young woman the person 

who was responsible for his tragedy. 

Not for a moment did it occur to him that she was 

the woman whom he had met that fateful afternoon on 

the boulevard. This was no doubt due to her changed 

appearance. 
Dressed in silks and sables, Mignon indeed looked 

like another woman, 

“T am the Princess Johanna of Habsburg,” she 

said by the way of introducing herself. “I would like to 

have you come to Castle Hoheim to-morrow and have tea 

with me in the afternoon. Will you come?” 
ov awe | 
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“Ah, I should be delighted, princess,” he replied. 

; “Come at three o’clock, Mr.—Mr.——” she 

paused. . 

“Alexis Krakoff,” he spoke up modestly and with 

- apleasant smile. “If I may be permitted I’ll use my full 

name which is Prince Alexis Serge Krakoff. I ama Rus- 

sian, you know.” | 

“Yes, so I heard,” she told him, her lips parted. 

“T shall expect you at three to-morrow afternoon.” 

“You honor me indeed.” He bowed low and kissed 

her hand. 
After she had gone the young Russian violinist 

stood for a long while gazing after her. Ah, that low 

musical voice. Where had he heard that before? And 

that lovely face and those passionate dark eyes. They 

reminded him of a vision he must have seen in a dream. 

He could hardly wait until the next afternoon 

came. As he made his way to Castle Hoheim his heart 

was filled with happy anticipations. — 

At last he would have an opportunity to meet one 

of his own kind. The departed Count Von Hoheim had 

not been an entire stranger to him. Nor was the Castle 

Hoheim a place which he had never seen. 3 

He was received very graciously. And for over 

an hour he enjoyed the charming society of the Princess 

Johanna. | 
To her he told his life’s story in a simple manner. 

After the close of the war he had been compelled to flee 

from Russia to escape the murdering hands of the Bol- 

sheviks. As a boy he had studied violin with the best 

masters in Europe. RPE R | 

And having been deprived of his wealth, he had 

accepted the offer of Rosenbaum and gone on a concert 

tour starting in Vienna. 

Mignon at once discovered something in this un- 
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usually handsome young Russian nobleman that was ir- 

resistible. She fell in love with him before she was quite 

aware of it. | | 

In spite of the Marquis de Delavera’s strenuous 

objections, she received daily visits from Prince Alexis 

Krakoff. 
| 

His jealousy had increased from day to day. At 

times there was a dangerous light in his eyes. He hated 

the handsome young Russian nobleman bitterly. And he 

felt almost as bitter toward the woman he wanted to be 

his, body and soul. 

Prince Alexis Krakoff’s love for the beautiful im- 

postor was as deep as it was sincere. But hers was 

somewhat tainted. She loved him, of course, as a woman 

of her type loves. 

At the bottom, however, was the spirit of selfish- 

ness and self-preservation. Mignon saw a chance to be- 

-eome a real princess. And with that thought constantly 

in her mind, she began to work her destiny. It was late 

one afternoon as they sat again alone, that she said: 

“Alexis, dear. Don’t you remember seeing me 

before?” | 

“T _. I am not quite sure,” he stammered. “I al- 

ways imagined you and I had met somewhere.” 

“Indeed, we did,” she said in sudden gravity. 

“Some time ago I had trouble with my car on the boule- 

vard. You happened to come along and I asked you to 

help me.” ; 

He quivered a little, staring hard at her, and she 

saw recognition growing in his eyes as she watched him 

—_a recognition that was developing into something that 

was new and strange to her, something that might either 

be fierce love or fierce hate. 

| And then, before she eould read his eyes, he had 

plunged forward and thrown his arms around her, hold- 



ne oe 

ing her as he would defend himself against an attack. 
“Oh, you lovely, dangerous girl,” he cried. “Why _ 

bother about that?” 
“But just for once I want you to think about it,” 

she answered. “As I said before, you met me with my 
ear stalled. I asked you to help me. When you nearly 
burnt your fingers I thought you were afraid. And I 
struck you on your knuckles with a small wrench. Do 
you remember all that?” 

A quick change seemed to have come over the 
young violinist. 

Mignon waited for a reply, and as none came she 

raised her head and looked at him. 

Prince Alexis Krakoff was looking past her out 

of the window, his dilated eyes staring at a scene that 

seemed far more vivid than the reality of his immediate 

surroundings. 
Then while he still stared his face changed and 

all the anger had gone. 
“Can’t—can’t you forgive me?” she pleaded. 
“T could forgive you anything in the world,” he 

said with sudden rapture. “I should love you if you had 

stabbed me through the heart. Ah, what does anything 

matter if you only love me a little bit.” 

“But I love you a whole lot, my dear boy,” she ex- 

claimed. “And I must repay you in some measure. I 

am rich.” 
The young Russian nobleman shook his head. 
“Nothing shall I take from you except your love,” 

he responded as he pressed her to his heart and kissed 

her. After a moment he added: “But I am only a poor 

musician. You see, since I was compelled to play in an 

orchestra, my salary is comparatively small.” 

She took his face between her hands and touched 
his lips with hers. 
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“That shall be remedied, Alexis. We will consult 

the best specialist money can procure. Your lame finger 

must be restored to its usefulness. You shall again be- 

come the great violin virtuoso you once were.” 

While this was going on in the drawing room, the 

self-styled Marquis de Delavera, wild with jealous rage, 

was pacing up and down in his private chamber upstairs. 

Mignon was fast slipping beyond his reach. Something 

must be done to stop her mad infatuation for this Rus- 

sian musician. 
Presently he paused before the dresser. From 

one of the drawers he took a loaded revolver. He looked 

at it with murder in his eyes. ee at 
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Chapter 196 

AN UNHAPPY MAN 

ND NOW the scene of action shifts back to 
America, back to the beautiful city of Rich- 
mond, Virginia. Alone in his room we find 
Donald Whitney seated in utter dejection. 
It seemed to him that the end of all things 
had come. Every little joy of life he had 
been forced to steal. And each moment of 
happiness had cost him dearly. But all 
was over now. Only blank despair was 

left. There was not a single bright spot in the future. 
So far as love was concerned, his life had been an 

utter failure. The only woman he ever loved — ever 
could have loved, had been snatched away from him by 
the relentless hand of fate. 

Ah, how hard it was to forget his beautiful Joan. 
But the most bitter blow he suffered was when he was 
forced to look on, bound hand and foot and gagged, as 
his own little son was carried away by his former wife 
and her accomplice. | 

Yes, Barbara had more than made good her vile 
threat to get even with him. And her last words were 
still ringing in his ears. 

“T’ll make a gutter snipe out of him,” she had 
said. “T’ll make a thief and an outlaw out of him. And 
when he stands face to face with a long prison sentence 
or perhaps the electric chair, Til proclaim from the 
housetops that he is Clifford Whitney, your own flesh 
and blood.” 

All efforts to get a trace of Barbara had faile.. 
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She had disappeared completely. | 

In addition to that misery he had lost his best 

friend and sympathetic wife, Irene. In the split between 

himself and his father-in-law, she had elected to go with 

the latter. | 

And now he was alone—utterly alone and appar- 

ently forsaken by God and the world. 

With his head bowed in deepest woe, he groaned 

aloud. 
While he gave vent to his pent-up feelings, the bell 

downstairs rang shrilly, announcing the arrival of a vis- 

‘tor, At the door stood old John Lewis, again restored to 

health after a long illness and anxious to see his young 

employer and friend. — 

- The butler who answered the summons greeted 

the visitor with a smile. | 

“T want to see Mr. Whitney,” the latter said. 

“Not a chance, Mr. Lewis,” the butler told him. 

“Tsn’t he at home?” 

“Yes, he is, but $3 

“But what?” 
“T have strict orders to admit no one,” the butler 

said in a pained voice. “You see,” he went on in a con- 

fidential tone after a momentary pause, “Mr. Whitney 

has had a lot of trouble lately. 1 suppose you know that 

his wife has left him, and that his boy was kidnapped. 

Since then he has shut himself up in his roo
m and refuses 

to see anyone.” 

| Old John Lewis was staggered by the news. So 

that was the reason why Donald had failed to appear at 

the bank for almost a week. That was the reason why he 

refused to receive even a telephone call. 

“Good Lord, I don’t know what to say about that,” 

he murmured. “Ah, how wretchedly unhappy the poor 

boy must be. Ill have to see him.” 



— 164 — 

The butler made an attempt to prevent the visitor 
from entering. But he obviously was not trying very 
hard. He allowed Mr. Lewis to come into the reception 
hall, then said: 

“IT won’t be responsible, sir. If I lose my position 
for disobeying my master’s orders——” 

“You won’t lose a thing,” the other assured him. 
“And you need not bother to announce me. Where can 
I find Mr. Whitney?” 

“In his room upstairs, sir.” 
Mr. Lewis ran up to the second floor with remark- 

able swiftness for a man of his advanced age. He knew 
where to find Donald’s private chamber. He walked in 
without knocking. 

At the door he paused. 
He saw his beloved young friend and protege 

seated in a leather armchair, his face buried in his hands 
and the picture of abject despair. On the table, within 
easy reach, lay an automatic pistol. Whether or not 
Whitney meant to make use of the weapon, it looked 
significant. 

“Donald,” he called softly. “Donald.” 
The young banker looked up, his haggard face a 

mask. 
| “Don’t you know me, Donald?” the unexpected 

visitor spoke again. “It is I, John Lewis.” 
Donald muttered something in a hoarse tone, then 

cleared his throat. He partly rose from his seat, then 
dropped back again. Utter physical weariness marked 
the expression of his eyes and his every move. 

He looked indeed like a man who has reached the 
end of his road and does not know which way to turn. 

“What in the world is the matter, boy?” John 
Lewis inquired as he advanced quickly and placed a hand 
on Whitney’s stooped shoulder. 
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“Hyerything,” the latter said without looking up. 

“But it can’t be as bad as all that, Donnie.” The 

older man’s hand shifted to the head. “No matter what 

trouble we have, there is always something to live for.” 

“There isn’t in my case, John,” came back with a 

stifled groan. “I have lost my boy. I have lost Irene.” 

Mr. Lewis nodded understandingly. 

“T have heard about that, and that is one of the 

reasons why I came to see you. But I did not expect to 

find you like this. Where is the young man that once 

defied fate within my hearing. Where is the young man 

that used to love a fight? No, my dear boy, this can’t 

be you.” 
Donald Whitney was making a pitiful attempt to 

pull himself together. His faithful old friend and adviser 

drew up a chair and sat down. 

“Now. 1 want you to tell me all about it, Donnie,” 

he coaxed. - 
In a voice that frequently trembled with uncon- 

trollable emotion, the unhappy man told his story. With 

deep feeling he spoke of the boy. 
Tears were in his eyes 

as he related that the knowledge that little Clifford was 

his own son had come to him through the woman who 

had kinapped him. 
| 

Then he spoke of his trouble with Amos Cohan, 

his father-in-law. Bitterness marked his words as he 

told of his clash with the ma
n. 7 

“But I did not expect that Irene would leave my 

house and go with her father,” 
he complained. “Ah, you 

don’t know how I miss her. There is not a finer woman 

‘n all the world. Her love was too noble to permit a 

jealous thought. She knew all about my affair with— 

with Joan and . 

He paused, overcome. 
| 

“You poor, poor boy,” Mr. Lewis murmured, 
“I 



can’t tell you how sorry 1am. But you must not give up. 

I have some news that will interest you.” 

Donald looked up eagerly. 

“What—what is it?” he gasped. 

The old man drew a newspaper from his pocket 

and handed it to his young friend. 

“Read this,” he said. 

The article to which Whitney’s attention had been 

called was an advertisement which stated that Mr. Amos 

Cohan wished to sell his palatial home in Richmond and 

that he was leaving for an extended trip. 

Donald returned the newspaper. 

“That isn’t anything new,” he declared. “I knew 

that my father-in-law was getting ready to leave this 

city. In fact he has already gone.” 

“How do you know that?” the other asked. 

“By the return of my letter to him,” was the re- 

ply. “I wrote to Mr. Cohan yesterday. To-day the letter 

came back mar 

dress’ Iam-sorry about that. For my message to him 

contained an apology. I don’t want to live in continued 

enmity with Irene’s father.” 

John Lewis put an arm affectionately around the 

speaker’s shoulder as he said: | 

“Ah, that is just like you, my boy; always ready 

to hold out an olive branch. But I am glad that your 

- father-in-law did not get your apology. Why should you 

m? What you told him was true. And I 
apologize to hi 

d not mince words in expressing himself 
dare say he di 

about you.” 
Donald shook his head. : 

“No, he didn’t. But you — you don’t realize the 

ower Mr. Cohan has in the financial world. Right now 

the city and perhaps in the State. 
9 

p 
he is the richest man in 

I owe him a great deal 

ked: ‘Has left the city and left no ad-. 

: 
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“You owe him nothing,” the older man inter- 

rupted with conviction. “When he wanted you for a 

son-in-law he agreed to put your bank in a solvent con- 

dition. That was purely a business agreement. He can 

not go back on that bargain.” 

7 “Trye enough, John,” came back. “But the man 

is using his influence against me in another direction. 

This morning I received a letter from the president of 

the two clubs of which I have been a member for years. 

Both of these letters indicate that unless I can make 

certain explanations to the satisfaction of the board of 

directors I face expulsion. 

“You know what that means. They accuse me of 

moral turpitude. Amos Cohan has been talking about 

me and my private affairs. No doubt I shall have to 

make some kind of a statement justifying my affairs 

with Joan. Well, I can’t do it.” He ended with a groan. 

“T just can’t do it.” 
Mr. Lewis took the automatic gun still lying on 

the table and put it in the drawer. : 

“T can well imagine why you came to the conclu- 

sion that life is not worth living,” he said. “But that is 

wrong, Donnie. Don’t think of yourself somuch. Think 

of what will become of your boy if he is allowed to re- 

main in the hands of a woman like Barbara.” — 

At the mention of his boy’s name, Whitney sud- 

denly straightened up. 

“What would Joan say if she knew that you had 

civen up the fight,” Lewis went on. “What would she 

think of you if she knew that you left her boy to a fate 

worse than death.” 3 

A wave of color surged into the younger man’s 

face. His eyes were no longer lusterless. They flashed 

with a new resolve. 
. 

“You are right, John!” he cried. “You are right. 
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I will not give up the fight. I’ll get my boy back if it is 
humanly possible. I’ll face those who would destroy my 

reputation. Yes, I will—I will!” 
John Lewis laughed softly and clapped Donald in 

his arms. _ 9 see 
“Now you are talking like your old self, my dear 

boy,” he said, his voice husky with emotion. “And you 
may rest assured that I am with you all the way.” 

As their hands gripped a moment later the ges- 
ture expressed infinitely more than could be put into 
mere words. 

For over an hour these two men sat discussing the 
future and what had best be done under existing condi- 

tions. Donald Whitney had entered into this discussion 

with spirit and determination. 
The first move was to find Barbara and the boy. 

The best detectives in the country were to be out on her 
trail. | 
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Chapter 197 

PLAYING WITH FIRE 

—— HE PSEUDO Princess Johanna of Habs- 

burg was having the time of her life. 

Everywhere she was now accepted as the 

real thing. And being socially lionized as 

she was, the constant companionship of her 

partner-in-crime, the false Marquis de 

Delavera, had become irksome. But there 

seemed no way of getting rid of him with- 

out courting serious trouble. And he had 

every right to accompany the supposed princess for was 

he not generally regarded as her consort husband? Many 

times Mignon had regretted this step. But there was no 

withdrawing now. : 

She knew the former Giacomo Boticelli to be a 

very dangerous man. She knew, too, that he would stop 

at nothing short of murder in order to share in the lux- 

uries and the glamor that was hers. As her consort he 

demanded equal social recognition plus her undivided 

love. | | 

| And then the handsome young Russian Prince 

Alexis Serge Krakoff appeared upon
 the scene. Instantly 

Mignon conceived the idea of becoming a real princess. 

She did her work quietly and most effectively. 

Regardless of Roticelli’s repeated threats of 

bodily violence, she had continued to invite the young 

Russian to Castle Hoheim. 

That he should fall deeply in love with her might 

have been expected. And Prince Alexis Krakoff also had 

an eye to the future. This Princess Johanna of Habs- 
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burg was obviously rich and powerful. With her as his 
wife he could snap his fingers at those who sought to 
harm him. 

The long expected climax came one night after 
the bogus princess took a long drive with her latest 

lover. 
They had gone far beyond the city of Vienna and 

stopped at a wayside Inn for refreshment. While they 
ate, an Hungarian orchestra played the right kind of 
concert music. Most of the numbers were lilting waltzes 
which had made Richard Straus famous. | 

Outside the moon shone beautifully. The night 
was warm with a slight breeze blowing. 

“Let us take a stroll before we go home,” the 

bogus princess suggested. “The country in this neigh- 
borhood is so picturesque and a Hisle exercise will do 
us both good.” 

Prince Alexis Krakoff was ready instantly. He 
rose and helped his lovely companion with her wrap. 

| They slipped away unobserved and headed for 
the not far distant woodland. Arm in arm they strolled, 
their thoughts alike and their young hearts beating in 
unison. 

Mignon’s train of ‘thought suddenly swerved. 
She wondered if this handsome young Russian nobleman 
knew that the Marquis de Delavera was regarded as her 
husband. Evidently this could not be the case, for he 
did not seem the kind of a man who would take liberties 
with another man’s wife. 

And very strange indeed it was that Prince 
Krakoff’s mind was traveling along the same channel. 

He was wondering what the relations were between this 
girl he loved and this Marquis de Delavera. 

As they were seated a few minutes later under 
a tree on the soft moss, he approached the subject upper- 
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most in his mind. 
“You know ak T ive you dearly,” he began, 

then stopped. 
“I—I am glad you do,” she said softly. 
“But, ” he went on, drawing her toward him, “I 

could never stand a rival for your affection.” 
“You have none,” she assured him. : 
“No?” Prince Alexis Krakoff regarded her curi- 

ously. 
“You haven’t, Alexis. You are the only one.” 
Again he regarded her with that same curious 

glance. 
“I know one man who is jealous of you, my dear 

girl,” he said. “The Marquis de Delavera doesn’t like 
me. What is that man to you?” 

“Do you really want to know?” she breathed. 
“T must know,” was the swift retort. 
The pseudo Princess Johanna snuggled closer to 

her companion and laid her head against his breast. Then 
she drew back and assumed a tragic air. 

“I—I was forced to marry him against my will, ig 
she confessed. “But I hate him. I have hated him ever 
since the first day I met him. Conditions over which I 
had no control ” She stopped and simulated a sob. 

“You need not tell nre anymore, sweetheart,” he 

soothed. “Only I would like to know one thing. If you 
hate the man as you say, why do you tolerate him near 
ou?” 

t “T merely tolerate him at the castle, but not near 
me,” she answered. “I have never even allowed him to 
kiss me since we were married.” 

“Ts that true?” Prince Krakoff demanded almost 
roughly. 

“As true as the moon shines above us, dear,” the 
lying woman replied. “Oh, you cann’t realize how I hate 
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the idea of living with him under the same roof. If I 
had only a good reason to divorce him.” 

For a long moment silence prevailed. ‘The young 
Russian nobleman’s sense of reasoning was dulled by 
his passionate love for the self-confessed unhappy young 
woman beside him. And it was not the first time that he 
heard, of a girl being forced into an undesired matri- 
monial alliance. : 

There were a number of questions he might have 
asked. But he didn’t. And the smooth adventuress 
whose soft warm body touched his own, filled him with 
a desire he could hardly conquer. 

Whatever his shortcomings were; whatever weak- 

nesses in his character, he hid them securely. This very 
tempting young creature at his side was of noble birth. 
To be worthy of her he must pay the man. The road he 
meant to travel might be crossed by danger. But the 
die was cast and he must go on. 

“I shall face your husband and tell him of our 
love,” he declared. “He must release you from a bond- 
age that is hateful to you.” 

“No — No!” she cried, her voice quivering with 
sudden fright. “You don’t know how fierce he is. 

9 You-— | | 
“But the Marquis de Delavera is a nobleman like 

myself,” Prince Alexis Krakoff broke in eagerly. “He 
must realize that he is too old a man to make you last- 
ingly happy. I am sure I can make him listen to reason. 
I will talk to him. I must.” 

Mignon, the adventuress, knew only too well what 
would happen if this handsome young Russian nobleman 
approached Giacomo Boticelli. 

He had vowed to kill her rather than relinquish 
her to any other man. A tragedy was sure to be the re- 
sult of such a meeting. Ah, if she only had the power to 
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- sweep Boticelli out of her path. : 

With a furtive glance at the Russian’s pale face, 

a plan found birth in her fertile brain. Men of noble 

birth often founght a duel to the death. It would not be 

so hard to bring about such a duel between the Marquis 

de Delavera and Prince Alexis Krakoff. * 

An unsigned letter supposed to have been sent by 

a friend, a letter accusing her of undue intimacy with the 

Russian prince might bring about the much desired re- 

sult. 
Of course, Giacomo Boticelli might weaken in a 

crisis. But the Marquis de Delavera would have to take 

action or be branded as a coward. 

_ “My—my husband is a hot-tempered man,” she 

began, one of her hands straying up and down her lover’s 

breast and finally resting on his cheek. “If you tell him 

that you and I love each other, he is sure to challenge you 

toa duel. And if you are killed I don’t want to live any 

longer.” 
Prince Alexis Krakoff laughed fearlessly. 

“Nothing could suit me better,” he declared. “T’ll 

gladly meet him on the field of honor. But he will never 

leave it alive.” | | 

The pseudo princess raised her head and looked 

at him. : 

“You—you are quite sure of yourself, dear, aren’t 

you?” she said in a breath. 

“Absolutely. You see, I served during the late 

world war as a lieutenant,” came back. “I was the best 

marksman in the regiment with either pistol or rifle. 

Among the officers I was regarded as the best swords- 

man. So no matter what weapons are chosen, I am con- 

fident of being the victor.” 

“And — and supposing my husband were killed,” 

the shrewd woman inquired softly. “What——” 
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He did not allow her to finish the sentence. 
| “Then the only barrier between us would be re- 
moved, sweetheart. I should sue for your hand in mar- 
riage after the usual time for mourning has expired. You 
would marry me, wouldn’t you?” 

4 “Perhaps,” she teased. | 
“Ah, tell me that you would,” the Russian noble- 

man begged. 
“Yes.” The one word was spoken in a soft and 

sweet whisper. | 

The next instant he had her in his arms and he 
was kissing her as only a man passionately in love can. 
Nor would he release her when she asked it. Mignon 
saw that unless she asserted herself an undesired thing 
was bound to happen. 

She managed to elude him and sprang to her feet. ° 

“We must return home,” she panted, white and 

trembling. 
“T am ready to go with you,” the young man cried. 

“And I'll meet your husband face to face this very 
night.” 

“But are you armed?” she queried as she eyed 
him curiously. 

Prince Krakoff shook his head. 
“T never carry a gun unless I expect to need one,” 

he said. 
“Then you better not speak to the Marquis de 

Delavera to-night,” she warned. “He may fly into a rage 
and kill you. Ah, promise me you won’t go near him. 
Leave everything to me. I'll see to it that he challenges 
you to a duel. I want to protect you, dear. I must look 
out for you. If something were to happen to you, I’d 
kill myself.” 

Mignon had made her plea sound tragic enough. 

She was playing the role of a desperate woman very well 
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indeed. 
“Very well,” the young prince agreed with obvious 

reluctance, “T’ll do whatever you desire. But you must 
act at once. I shall never be content until I can call you 
my very own.” | 

They strolled back to the Inn together and got 
into the waiting car. It was near midnight as they neared 
Castle Hoheim. 

“May I come in with you for a moment?” he 
asked. 

“Only just for a moment, though,” she smiled. 
There wasn’t a light to be seen in the castle as they 

mounted the stone stairs which led to the front terrace. 

Mignon felt sure that Boticelli had retired. | 
Very carefully she let herself into the reception 

hall with her latchkey and drew Prince Krakoff after 
her. 

But before she had a chance to turn on the light, 
another hand crept along the wall searching for the push 
button. She imagined she could hear labored breath- 

ing. 
The next instant the reception hall was brilliantly 

illuminated. And there, a few feet away, with a horri- 
ble grin on his face, stood Giacomo Boticelli, known at 
Castle Hoheim as the Marquis de Delavera. 

It was not necessary to ask a single question. The 
gun in the man’s hand betrayed his intention. And it 
was leveled right at Prince Krakoff’s head. 
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Chapter 198 

A PRISONER 

1 “OS COHAN was a man who never forgave 
sn insult. The main trouble with him was 
that he had allowed himself to drift into 
the belief that his great wealth gave him 
unlimited power and license. While it was 
true that he once saved the Whitney bank 
from being closed because of financial diffi- 
culty, he went too far when he presumed to 

. dominate the institution as well as the man 

at the head of it. 
_ He might have known that Donald Whitney would 

not stand for this. For the latter was a man of great 
self-reliance as well as determination. So far as his bank- 
ing business was concerned he proposed to manage that 
himself and resented any outside interference. 

It was really unfortunate that these two men 
parted in anger. There was a time when young Whitney 
had the greatest respect for the man who became his 
father-in-law. 

Not only did he respect him, but he liked him sin- 
cerely. When he agreed to make Irene Cohan his wife 
he did so because it appeared the only way of gaining the 
financial assistance he needed. It was a marriage of 
convenience pure and simple. 

Irene proved to be a lovable wife. She was sym- 
pathetic and loved Donald Whitney dearly. The bitter 

quarrel between her father and her husband was a ter- 
rible blow to her. 

No matter which way it terminated, she was 
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bound to suffer. And so when in his anger Donald ac- 
cused her father of having been guilty of shady financial 
_ her loyalty to her parent came to the sur- 
ace. | 

But the climax came when her husband made the 
statement that her father had attempted to remove old 
John Lewis from this. earth. 

This was nothing less than an accusation of at- 
tempted murder. Irene, incensed, demanded that Don- 
ald retract this statement. She begged him to offer an 
apology to her father. 

This was curtly refused, and she left the home she 

had grown to love. She left the man she had promised 
to love and cherish. That was a mistake she regretted 
before twenty-four hours had elapsed. With the tears 
streaming down her face she begged to be allowed to re- 
turn to her husband. 

“Tf you do,” her father threatened, “I am through 
with you. Nota single penny of my money will you get. 
I'll leave everything to charity. You are no longer a 
daughter of mine if you go back to that damned and 
lying scoundrel.” 

The unhappy young wife pleaded again and again, 
but she might as well have asked the moon to drop from 
the sky. 

“That man has done me an injury I’ll never forget 

or forgive,” old Amos Cohan shouted. ‘He has said that 

I am a crook. He has said that I tried to murder John 

Lewis. I ought to sue him for slander, and I would if 

he had made those remarks in the presence of any other 

person but you. 
“Tf I did drag him into court you would not be 

allowed to testify against him because you are his wife. 

He knew that well enough, the damned blackeuard. As 

for you going back to him, forget it. I won’t hear of it 
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again.” 
With this final edict ringing in her ears, Irene 

sought the seclusion of her boudoir where she wept 

alone. | 

But way down in her unhappy heart a new de- 

termination began to grow. Life without Donald Whit- 

ney could not be worth living. It was her duty to re- 

turn to him. And with this thought in mind, she made 

secret preparations. are 

However, Iene was reckoning without the astute- 

ness and determination of her father. She did not know 

that every servant in the house had been ordered to 

watch her every move. 

She did not have the least idea that every night 

after she retired the door to her boudoir was locked from 

the outside, thus preventing any attempt to escape, 

When she found out that she was virtually a pris- 

oner, she flew into a rage. There was another bitter 

scene between her and her father. It ended when she 

collapsed on the floor in a dead faint. 

She was carried to her room and the family phy- 

sician was sent for. He administered restoratives, and 

during the examination he made the discovery that the 

young Mrs. Whitney was to become a mother. 

When this bit of news was carried to old Amos 

Cohan, he swore viciously. 

“By God,” he growled when he was alone, “T’ll 

hate the brat as much as I hate the author of it. But 

Irene shall never go back to him in spite of that. Vl 

see to it that she don’t.” 

Something of the bitterness in his heart might be 

gleaned by the fact that he decided to sell his palatial 

residence in Richmond in order to move far enough away 

from the city to prevent communication between his only 

daughter and her husband. 
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Amos Cohan went to work adroitly. While Irene, 
recovering, but still weak from the recent illness, was 
confined to her room, he went to her and suggested a 
different climate. | | 

“But I don’t want to leave Richmond, dad,” she 
protested. 

“You misunderstand me, my dear child,” he told 
her, not daring to meet her anxious gaze. “T am asking 
you to go away not because—because of your husband. 
I am worried’ about your health. And when you get 
that back we'll talk the matter over.” 

Poor Irene’s heart fluttered with excitement. This 
sounded like a promise. Could it be possible that her 

- father had relented? 
But she could not force the issue because he was 

already on the way to the door. And she hesitated to 
pin him down to anything more positive, for she knew — 
how irritable he was. 

Anxious to please her father, she consented to 
take the trip he mapped out for her. Accompanied by a 
maid she was to go to Los Angeles and visit any other 
western cities she might desire to see. With her hopes 
high she boarded the train. 

Irene did not know that their Richmond home had 
been sold. Nor did she know that her father was going 
on the same train with her. 

As she climbed aboard she was not a little sur- 
prised upon being shown to the private car in the rear. 
The conductor in charge informed her that her father 
had made this provision for her comfort and conveni- 
ence. 

“Now wasn’t that nice of dad, Nina?” she said to 
her maid as they were alone. 

“Tt surely was,” the girl agreed. 
They made themselves at home and waited for the 
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train to start. From the outside came the familiar cry: 

“All aboard.” The hissing of the steam underneath the 

private car proclaimed that the breaks were being re- 

leased. 
As they glided out of the station, Irene moved for- 

ward to select her berth. For three days and nights this 

magnificently appointed private car was to be her tem- 

porary home. Then she noticed that three of them had 

been made ready instead of two. 

There was one for herself and one for the maid. 

But who was to occupy the third? 

Irene had just raised her questioning eyes to her 

maid when the forward door of the car opened and her 

father entered. She uttered a little cry when she saw 

him. 
“Why, dad,” she exclaimed. “What is the idea?”’ 

“I am going with you,” he replied. 

“Byt—but why didn’t you tell me?” 

“’l] tell you why.” His manner was brusque and 

his voice sharp. “You would have smelled a rat if I had 

told you that. We are not coming back to Richmond. 

I have bought a nice bungalow in one of the suburbs of 

Los Angeles and we are going to live there.” 

A ery of dismay escaped Irene’s lips. She turned 

ale. 
: “You—you have lied to me. You have deceived 

me.” She covered her face with her hands and began to 

sob . “Oh, that was mean of you. You are dtermined 

to keep Donald and I apart.” 

“Tndeed Lam,” he admitted with an unsympathetic 

erin. “You'll never see that man again so long as I can 

prevent it.” 
“Oh, you are cruel, cruel,” she sobbed. 

“T have to be in this case, my child,” 

“But why—why?” 
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“Because I hate Whitney. I hate him. 
“Father——” Her hands were raised in suppli- 

cation, but he turned away. “You have no right to hate 

him. You haven’t. That you two quarreled was as much 

your fault as it was his. You-——” 

He wheeled upon her his face dark with anger. 

“So you are taking his part, are you?” he 

growled. 

“T am taking his part, yes. It is my duty as his 

wife,” she answered. “And you have no right to keep 

me away from him. No matter what Donald has done or 

said, I love him.” | 

“Love him?” Amos Cohan sneered. “Love that 

cad? Isuppose you are proud of this scoundrel who had 

a love affair with another woman when he already had 

a wife. You ought to be ashamed of yourself, Irene. 

Don’t ever forget that you are a Cohan.” 

“T have not forgotten it, dad. But I shall also not — 

forget that Donald is the father of my unborn child.” 

“Yes, so he is, and more is the pity. But that 

does not make the least difference tome. You and Whit- 

ney are through. I'll see to it that you never come face 

to face with him again. And I warn you to be careful. 

Don’t try me too far. You are held insane right now. 

T’ll put you in a sanitarium and you'll stay there until 

Peat 

| “You wouldn’t dare. You wouldn’t dare !? she 

shrieked at him. 

“Wouldn’t1?” His laugh was ugly and merciless. 

“Just try me and find out.” 

The unhappy young wife and prospective mother 

was beginning to realize what her father was capable of 

in his hatred for Donald Whitney. And for the first time 

in her life she was afraid of him. 

‘With his immense wealth and influence he could 

“* 
‘ 
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easily have her confined in a sanitarium. For it was 

obviously his avowed purpose to keep her and her hus- 

band apart. | 

She saw at once how futile it would be to keep. up 

the argument. For no matter which way the tide turned, 

she would be on the losing end. 

“Alright, dad,” she said with a resigned sob. “If 

it gives you any pleasure to make me the most wretched 

woman in all the world, I am powerless to prevent it.” 

For a moment it seemed that the stern old man 

was about to relent. But presently his face hardened 

again and that same cold glint came back into his eye. 

And.then he revealed what was in his mind. 

“T want you to procure a divorce from Whitney,” 

he said. “It is the only thing to do under the circum- 

stances.” 
: 

Irene stared at her father as if she had not heard 

him aright. 
, 

‘Divorce him?” she gasped. 

“That is what I said, Irene.” 

She staggered and reached for the back of the 

chair support herself. 

“You are far too good for a man like Whitney,” 

Amos Cohan went on. “The best thing you can do is to 

forget him. There are plenty of good men in the world. 

I have one in mind who could make you happy.” 

She extended a hand as if to ward off a blow. 

“T won’t divorce Donald, dad,” she eried. “And 

you can not make me. He is the father o B 

“Rot!” he broke in brutally. “You are going to 

do just as I tell you.” 

“No, I won’t!” came back determinedly. “T’ll kill 

myself first. I'll jump off this train first.” She made a 

quick move toward the door, but her father intercepted 

her and hurled her back. 
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“That is the unmistakable symptom of emotional 

insanity,” he said, glowering darkly at her. “It means 

that I must take the proper steps.” __ 

Irene dropped into a chair and sobs shook her 
slender frame. When she looked up a minute or so later 

she saw her father in a whispered conversation with a 

big elderly woman who must have entered the private 

ear unobserved. : 

One single glance at that woman’s hard features 

told her what to expect. No doubt she had been engaged 

by her father to play the part of a keeper and spy. 

Poor Irene felt herself a prisoner already. There 

would be no escape from the car. But they were still a 

log way from Los Angeles. And a good many things 

might happen before they reached their destination. 
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Chapter 199 

A STRUGGLE FOR LIFE 

more dangerous and frightful position than 
the pseudo Princess Johanna of Habsburg 
was when she stoad face to face with a man 
with murder in his eyes. Giacomo Boticelli 
obviously meant to kill her as well as her 
lover. Like a flash she wheeled, seized 
Prince Alexis Krakoff by the arm, and sf 
forced him to flee with her. Even before . 

they made their exit and reached the broad terrace of : 
the castle, she heard an ominous click. Boticelli had e 
pulled the trigger, but the cartridge had failed to ex- <4 
plode. 

“He’ll murder us both!” she shouted to her com- 
panion. “Come with me!” 

The young Russian nobleman was no coward. 
Neither was he a fool. He saw instantly that he had no 
chance against this infuriated man with a deadly weapon 
in his hand. But his first thought was to protect the 
woman he loved. 

He had not the least idea where she was taking 
him as they ran through the spacious ground surround- 
ing Castle Hoheim. 

It seemed that Mignon, frightened out of her wits, 

had no fixed destination in her mind. Under the cover 
of black darkness they fied first in one direction, then 
another. 

While they were not able to see their pursuer, they 
heard his rapid footsteps and how he muttered an oath 
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The Hoheim estate joined a big strip of woodland 

to the North. At the boundary stood a small hunting 
lodge. They were headed for that without knowing it. 
The moment the woman saw the building, she breathed 
a sigh of relief. Here she and Prince Krakoff could 

barricate themselves until help came. 
But she was reckoning without the speed and de- 

termination of the supposed Marquis de Delavera. Insane 

with jealousy, this man meant to make an end of the 

woman who had discarded him for another. 
- Prinee Alexis Krakoff had reached the hunting 

lodge, half carrying the girl. He swiftly deposited her 

on a chair, then struck a match. 

The instant that the light flashed up, Giacomo 

Boticelli sprang into the room with an oath. 

‘Now I’ve got you both!” he hissed and fired. 

The first shot brought Mignon out of her state 

of physical lethargy. The situation was desperate and 

demanded quick action. Evidently the shot had been 

directed at the Russian prince. But the bullet had missed 

the mark. 
With the courage born of desperation she sprang 

at the woud-be murderer. | 

“Give me that gun!” she cried. “Give me that 

gun, you fool!” | 

As Prince Alexis Krakoff approached to help her, 

she told him to keep back. And she had a definite pur- 

pose in-view. She whispered a few words to her part- 

ner-in-crime. He laughed derisively. 

“T don’t believe you,” the pseudo Marquis de De- 

lavera returned, trying to shove the woman aside. “You 

are guilty as Hell. I’ll kill you and him, too dg 

3 Then the struggle for the gun began. 
Continued in next aumber 
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