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Chapter 1


“Down with the traitors!

Down with the Russian spies! Down with Metzger!”


Above the roaring of the north wind rose the

clamour of voices, the cries of hate and disgust, the deep groaning sobs of fierce

and militant anger. The man and the woman exchanged quick glances.


“They are coming nearer,” he said.


She drew aside the heavy curtain, and stood

there, looking out into the night.


“It is so,” she answered. “They are pouring

into the square.”


He rose and stood beneath the great carved mantelpiece.

Over his head, hewn out of the solid oak, black with age and coloured with that

deep richness, which is today as a lost art, were blazoned the arms of one of Europe’s

noblest families. He, Nicholas of Reist, its sole male representative, stood deep

in thought, his dark young face furrowed with anxiety. The moment was critical.

It was one of a lifetime.


She dropped the curtain and came over to his

side. The flush of excitement was in her cheeks. Her eyes were like shining stars.

Of their close relationship there could be no manner of doubt. The same oval face

and finely-cut features, the same pride of race, the same firm, graceful bearing.

Only there were lines upon his face—the lines of thought and care; whilst hers remained

as smooth as damask, typically and wonderfully beautiful.


Again the murmur of hoarse voices—nearer now

and more clamorous.


“Down with the traitor Metzger and his accursed

government! Reist! Reist! A Reist!”


Her white fingers fell upon his shoulder.


“They are calling for you, Nicholas,” she said,

softly. “Listen! It is the voice of our people, and they need you. Will you go out

and speak to them? Shall I open the window—yes?”


“Not yet,” he answered, swiftly. “Not yet.”


Her hands were already upon the curtains. She

turned around, an impatient frown upon her face.


“You do not hesitate, my brother,” she cried.

“No, it is not possible. It is our country, Nicholas, our homeland which calls for

you to save it.”


“Ay, to save it—but how? Metzger has made the

way difficult.”


Her eyes flashed fire upon him. She was superbly

disdainful.


“Are you the first Duke of Reist who has governed

Theos?” she cried. “Is there not the blood of former Kings in your veins? Holy Mother,

but it is intolerable that you should hesitate! Nicholas, if you let these people

call in vain you will be the first of our race who has ever shrunk from his duty.

I will not call you any longer my brother. Listen!”


“Reist! Nicholas of Reist! Down with the common

dogs. Down with the traitors. Down with Metzger!”


He smiled faintly. Those subtle lines about

his mouth were not there in vain.


“I wonder where Metzger is hiding,” he murmured.

“How good it would be to see him now. How he would quiver and shake. There is death

in those voices.”


She flashed a look of impatient scorn upon him.


“You are trifling with your destiny, Nicholas,”

she cried. “What matters the life or death of such as Metzger? Our people need you.

Out and tell the men of Theos that once again a Reist will save his country.”


“Brave words, little sister. Brave words.”


Her eyes were ablaze with anger.


“Have I been mistaken in you all these years,

Nicholas?” she cried. “Listen again. Those are the children of your city who call

to you for aid. Have you no longer the heart of a man or the blood of a patriot?”


A storm of wind and rain shook the high windows.

From below came the sound of a multitude thronging nearer and nearer till the square

seemed filled to overflowing with a surging mob. The man raised his head as one

who listens, and the smile no longer lightened his face. The woman who watched him

anxiously drew a long sigh of relief. She knew then beyond a doubt that it needed

no words from her to fire his resolution.


“Marie,” he said, quietly, “those are the voices

which I have prayed all my life that I might hear. Only I fear that they have come

too soon. Have you considered what it is that they would have from me?”


“They would make you lord of the country,” she

cried. “Who better or more fitted? Have no fear, Nicholas. You come of a race of

rulers. The God of our fathers will guide your destiny.”


The room, huge, unlit and darkened with tapestry

hangings, seemed full of mysterious shadows. Only those two faces—the girl’s passionate,

the man’s keenly thoughtful—seemed like luminous things. From below came still the

murmur of voices rising every now and then to a hoarse roar. The man became suddenly

explicit. His face relaxed. He came back from a far-away land of thought.


“Listen,” he said. “These people have come to

put me in Metzger’s place. There would be no difficulty about that. Already I have

received a message from the House of Laws. Bah! I have no stomach to sit in council

with tradesmen and citizens, to have my will questioned, to rule only by a casting

vote. These modern forms of government are vile. They would make me President of

their Republic—I, a Reist of Theos, whose forefathers ruled the land with sword

and fire. They would put me in the place of Metzger, the merchant—Metzger, who would

have sold his country to the Russians. I say no!”


“What, then?” she cried. “What, then? Speak,

Nicholas. There are thoughts behind. Who but I should know them?”


“When I rule Theos,” he answered, slowly, “it

shall be even as the Dukes of Reist have ruled it before me, with a sceptre in their

hands, and a sword upon their knees. That time is not yet, Marie, but it may come.

I think that you and I will see it.”


“Why not now?” she cried. “The people would

accept you on any terms. The Republic has fallen. You shall be their King.”


He shook his head.


“The time is not yet,” he repeated. “Marie,

believe me, I know my people. In their blood lingers still some taint of the democratic

fever. You must learn, little sister, as I have learned it, the legend on our walls

and shield, the motto of our race, ‘Slowly, but ever forward.’”


“But the people,” she cried. “What will you

say to them? It is you whom they want. Their throats are hoarse with shouting.”


He threw open the great windows, and a roar

of welcome from below rose high above the storm.


“You shall hear what I will say to them, Marie,”

he answered. “Come out by my side.”









Chapter 2


Almost as the man stepped

out on to the massive stone balcony of his house, the wind dropped, and a red flaring

sun dipped behind the towering mountains which guarded the city westwards and eastwards.

A roar of greeting welcomed his appearance, and while he waited for silence his

eyes rested fondly upon the long line of iron-bound hills, stern and silent guardians

of the city of his birth. For a moment he forgot his ambitions and the long unswerving

pursuit of his great desire. The love of his country was born in the man—the better

part of him was steeped in patriotic fervour. And most of all, he loved this ancient

city amongst the hills, the capital of the State, where many generations of his

family had lived and died. Dear to him were its squares and narrow streets, the

ancient stone houses, the many picturesque records of its great age ever, as it

seemed to him, frowning with a stern and magnificent serenity amongst the tawdry

evidences of later days and the irresistible march of modernity. The wine-shops

of a hundred years ago flourished still side by side with the more pretentious cafés,

half French, half Russian, which had sprung up like mushrooms about the city. The

country-made homespuns, the glassware and metal work, heritage of generations of

craftsmen, survived still the hideous competition of cheap Lancashire productions

and Brummagem ware. The picturesque old fought a brave battle with the tinsel and

tawdriness of the new. If Nicholas of Reist could have had his way he would have

built an impenetrable wall against this slow poison, the unwelcome heritage of western

progress. He would have thrust the ages back a century and built bulwarks about

his beloved country. He looked downwards, and his heart grew warm within him. Many

of the people who shouted his name were from the country districts and wore the

picturesque garb of their forefathers long extinct in the city. The sight of their

eager, upturned faces was dear to him. Some day they should be his people indeed.

It should be his country to rule as he thought best. He felt himself at that moment

a patriot pure and simple.


So he spoke to them in that clear, sweet voice

which every Reist possessed, and he spoke fluently and convincingly.


“My fellow-countrymen,” he said, “these are

not days for those who love their country to waste breath in idle speech. Your Republic

of which you were so proud has fallen. Metzger has proved himself a traitor. Well,

I am not surprised at either of these things. I warned you, but you would not listen.

Your ancient Kings must indeed have turned in their graves when you elected to be

ruled by such men. You have tried them, and you have been betrayed. What would you

have with me?”


“A new government,” they cried. “A Reist for

President!”


He raised his hand. The roar of voices died

away at once.


“You would put me,” he said, “in Metzger’s place.

You would make me President of the Republic of Theos. Is that what you would have?”


“Ay! Ay!” from a thousand tongues. Then there

was a breathless silence. They waited in deep anxiety for the answer of this man

whom they had come to look upon as their one possible saviour.


For awhile he stood there speechless, deep in

thought. After all, was he not throwing away a certainty for what might prove an

empty dream? There had been Presidents who had become Dictators, and between that

and Monarchy the chasm was narrow and easily bridged. It was not for long, however,

that he wavered. His plans were too carefully thought out to be changed by an impulse,

however powerful. His time was not yet.


“My people,” he said quietly, “I thank you,

and I am sorry that what you ask may not be. It is not because I do not love my

country, it is not because I would not shed my last drop of blood in her defence.

But President of your Republic I never will be. No earthly power should draw my

footsteps across the threshold of your brand-new Parliament.”


There arose a deep murmur of disappointment—almost

of despair. They shouted questions, appeals, prayers, and Nicholas of Reist leaned

far over his time-worn stone balcony and spoke to them again.


“You are questioning my patriotism,” he cried.

“You do not understand. Very well, you shall know all that is in my mind. I am going

to say what will sound like treason to you. Perhaps you will shout me down—it may

be that you will leave me now in disgust. Nevertheless, listen. I hate your Republic.

It is a rotten, corrupt thing. I hate what you have called your Parliament. There

is scarcely a man in it whom I would trust. What has your new-fangled scheme of

government done for you? It has made you the sport and plaything of the Powers,

our independence is hourly threatened, ay, even before this year has passed away

the cannon of the invader may be thundering against your walls. When that time comes,

I promise that you shall not call to me in vain. You shall find me amongst you sword

in hand, and I pray God that I may do my duty as a patriot and a faithful son of

the State. But this thing which you ask of me now I will not do. I will not take

my seat at the same table with those who have helped Metzger to traffic in the freedom

of this country. I will not speak with or have any dealing with them. How is it

that you have dared to ask me this thing, men of Theos? Already the war beacons

are built—soon they may be reddening our skies. This is what your Republic has done

for you, and as God is my witness, so long as that Republic exists, I will not lift

my little finger to help you.”


Something of a panic seized the people, for

indeed the words of the speaker had come home to them, winged with a foretelling

truth. Metzger, their President, had been caught red-handed in a flagrant attempt

to barter away the freedom of their country. Who else might not be implicated? They

looked at one another fearfully. One feeling alone was common to all. Before them

was the only man whom they could trust—one of their ancient nobility, a patriot,

above suspicion. He had more to say. They would take him on his own terms. So once

more the air was rent with their cries, and Nicholas of Reist raised again his hand.


“Listen,” he said. “You want my advice. You

have come to me because the State is in danger, and because those who should have

defended it have played you false. So be it! I speak to you as man to man, citizen

of Theos to citizen of Theos. No Republic can save you. It is a King you want.”


A deep, hoarse murmur swept upwards from the

packed square. The Republic had been their plaything, the caprice of an impulsive

people, and they were loth to own themselves in the wrong. Nicholas of Reist read

their faces like a book. Now or never must he win his way from this people, or fall

forever from their regard. His pale countenance was lit with a passionate earnestness.

He leaned towards them, and his voice throbbed with tremulous eloquence.


“Listen,” he cried. “You have had a Parliament

and a President—Metzger. What glories has he won for you?—how has he enriched you,

how much more prosperous is our country? I will tell you what he has done. He has

tried to sell you and Theos for a million pounds. Oh, I am not afraid to tell you

the truth, though one of you should shoot me whilst I stand here. Theos was to become

a tributary state to Russia. Your country, which has defied conquest for a thousand

years, was to be bartered away that one man might live in luxury on his miserable

blood-money. Men of Theos, turn over the back pages of your country’s history. Think

of those heroes who gave their lives that you might be free men. Think of King Rudolph,

who vanquished all the hosts of Austria, or King Ughtred, who drove the Turks back

across the Balkans in midwinter, and with five thousand ill-armed men routed the

whole army of the Sultan. Remember Rudolph the Second, who defended this very city

for twelve months against fifty thousand Turks, until for very shame England held

up her hand and all Europe rang with the gallantry of our King and his little band

of half-starved soldiers. Leave Republics to nations who have no past, and whose

souls are steeped in commerce. What have we to do with them? We have a magnificent

history, an ancient and glorious country. We have soldiers, few perhaps, but matchless

throughout the world. And men of Theos, listen. Metzger has gone far in his treachery.

I know nothing of your State affairs, but this I do know. The covetousness of those

with whom he dealt is whetted. They are not likely to bear their disappointment

quietly. Before many months have passed the storm may burst—the war beacons may

be flaring round our borders. So I say to you, have no more dealings with Republics.

Scatter your Parliament to the four winds of Heaven, summon back your ancient House

of Laws, choose for yourselves a soldier King, one of the ancient and royal race,

who shall rule you as his forefathers did in times of peace, and ride before you

with drawn sword when the war clouds gather.”


The babel of many voices broke loose. Reist

felt his sister’s fingers close upon his arm.


“It is you who must be their King, Nicholas.”


He shook his head. Then they saw that he would

speak again, and the murmur of voices died away. Reist leaned over towards them,

and his face was very pale. This was his renunciation.


“My people,” he said, “listen. Many of you have

heard of the war which the English have been carrying on in Egypt. You have heard

perhaps of a Captain Erlito, who, with a dozen men, held a Nile fort for two days

against a thousand dervishes, and for this and other acts of valour has won the

Iron Cross. But this at least you do not know. Captain Erlito is the assumed name

of Ughtred of Tyrnaus, Prince of Theos.”


The murmur of voices became a roar of acclamation.

Then Nicholas of Reist raised his voice at once.


“Listen, men of Theos,” he cried. “Is it your

will that I seek out for you Prince Ughtred and offer him the throne of Theos? Think

well before you answer. He is a soldier, a brave and honest man, and he is of the

royal race of Tyrnaus, who for many generations have been Kings of Theos. He will

not sell you to Russia or beckon the hosts of the Sultan across the mountains. Will

you have him for your King?”


The square, nay, the city, rang with their passionate

answer. Never was anything more unanimous. Nicholas stepped back into the room.

His sister faced him with blazing eyes and cheeks dyed red with anger.


“Fool!” she cried, “fool! They would have made

you King. They were yours to do what you would with. You have been false to your

destiny. I will never forgive you, Nicholas.”


He smiled curiously, and pointed upwards to

that deep-engraven legend.


“My time,” he said, “is not yet.”









Chapter 3


The lift went rumbling

up to the topmost storey of the great block of flats, and stopped at last with something

of a groan. The gates were opened, and Reist stepped out. He looked about him at

the bare walls, the stone floor, and shrugged his shoulders. Erlito was none too

well lodged then—soldiering had brought him some brief fame, but little else. Then

he suddenly smiled. The incongruity of the thing was ridiculous. His sense of humour,

by no means a characteristic trait of the man, was touched. The smile lingered upon

his lips. He had come to offer a kingdom to a pauper!


The lift-boy slammed his gates and prepared

to descend.


“Captain Erlito’s rooms are at the end of the

passage, sir,” he volunteered. “Last door on the left.”


The information was properly rewarded, and the

boy’s tolerant contempt for the foreigner, who at his journey’s end seemed afflicted

with a curious hesitation, became an extinct thing. He pulled the rope and descended

in hot haste, a large silver coin locked in his fingers and a glorious tingling

sensation of unbounded wealth in his bosom.


Reist knocked at the door which had been pointed

out to him, and waited. There came no answer. He tried again, and became conscious

of a confused volume of sounds within, altogether drowning his summons for admission.

He listened, perplexed. Light and rapid footsteps, the swishing of a silken skirt,

a clear, musical laugh and cry of triumph, a succession of sounds which were wholly

meaningless to him. Surely it was some sort of pandemonium. A momentary silence

was followed by a chorus of voices. Reist raised his stick and knocked more loudly.

A man’s voice travelled out to him like mild thunder.


“Come in!”


Reist opened the door and crossed the threshold.

Before him was an explanation of the sounds which he had heard. Only he was, if

possible, a little more bewildered than ever.


He was in a high, bare apartment, carpetless,

and almost without furniture. Across the middle of the floor was stretched an upright

net, and on either side of it were chalk-marked squares. Facing him was a girl with

her left foot poised slightly forward, her arm raised, in the act of striking a

feathered cork with a small racquet. By her side was a man whom Reist recognized

at once. Directly he saw his visitor he stopped the game.


“One moment, Miss Van Decht,” he cried. “I am

wanted.”


He crossed the room, swinging his racquet in

his hand, and addressed Reist with a pleasant smile.


“We have been making so much noise,” he said,

“that I am afraid we did not hear your first knock. I am Captain Erlito. You wished

to see me?”


Reist looked him steadily and full in the face.

If physique went for anything this man was surely born to be a King. He was well

over six feet, splendidly made, and of military appearance. His features were clean-cut

in the unmistakable Tyrnaus mould—only his mouth, which, stern though it was, was

full of humour, seemed unfamiliar. His eyes were a wonderful deep blue, and his

skin bronzed and burned with the Egyptian sun. A momentary bitterness possessed

Reist. The people of Theos would care little for the brains which this man might

lack. The first glance of him would be sufficient. They would shout him King till

they were hoarse.


“You do not remember me, then?” Reist asked,

softly.


Erlito stood swinging his racquet lightly in

his fingers, and looked into his visitor’s face with pleasant and deferential courtesy.


“Do you know,” he said, “I am very sorry, but

I am afraid that I do not. I have a very bad memory for faces. There is something

about yours which seems to me familiar, but it comes from a long way back.”


Reist smiled faintly.


“Yes,” he said, “it comes indeed from a long

way back. It comes from our boyhood. I hope at least that you have not forgotten

my name. I am Nicholas of Reist.”


A radiant smile broke across Erlito’s face.

He dropped his racquet and held out both his hands.


“It is little Nick!” he cried. “By all that

is wonderful it is little Nick! Remember you? Why, we played soldiers together when

we were children. A thousand, thousand welcomes.”


He wrung his visitor’s hands. His eyes were

very bright. He was undoubtedly affected.


“I am glad that you have not forgotten those

days,” Reist murmured. “As children we were together day by day. Yet it is very

long ago, and for you at least,” he continued, “there have been so many great happenings.”


“It is splendid of you to have found me out,”

Erlito cried. “I imagined that no one knew even of my existence. And Marie?”


“My sister is quite well,” Reist answered. “I

had forgotten for the moment that she too was once your playmate. It is so long

ago.”


“She is with you in London? You are living here,

perhaps?” Erlito asked. “It is the most hospitable city in the world.”


Reist shook his head.


“There is only one home for us,” he answered.

“I do not love strange cities.”


“You mean…”


“Theos!”


Erlito’s face clouded suddenly over. He glanced

uneasily behind him. His face became graver, his expression resolved itself into

sterner lines. A sudden bitterness found its way into his tone. The mention of Theos

had stung him.


“The Republic tolerates aristocrats, then,”

he remarked. “You are fortunate.”


Reist drew himself up.


“The Republic,” he answered, proudly, “would

never dare to interfere with us. While the people of Theos remain, we of Reist are

safe.”


There was a momentary pause. Reist was conscious

that his impetuous speech was scarcely a happy one. For it was this man indeed who

was the outcast—whose name even had become strange to the people over whom his forefathers

had ruled. Erlito showed no resentment, but his eyes were very sorrowful.


“Your family,” he said, slowly, “have always

been patriots. You deserve well of your country people.”


Reist glanced once more around the room.


“My visit to you,” he said, “is not one of courtesy—nay,

let me say affection, only. I have a weighty matter to discuss with you. Will you

allow me to outstay your guests?”


“With all the pleasure in the world,” Erlito

answered, heartily. “I should indeed insist upon it.”


“You will perhaps continue your—game,” Reist

suggested, with another glance towards the net. “My time is yours.”


Erlito hesitated.


“You are very good, Nicholas,” he said. “We

are, as you see, playing Badminton, and as a matter of fact we are very much in

earnest about this game. Miss Van Decht and I are playing the deciding match with

my friends there, Hassen and Brand. Let me find you a chair, and present you to

these good people. Afterwards—it will not be long—I shall be wholly at your service;

and, Nicholas, if you please, I am Erlito only here. You understand?”


Reist assented gravely, and Erlito turned round.

The two players were talking to the girl across the net. An elderly man with grey

imperial and smoking a long cigar was leaning back in a deck-chair.


“Miss Van Decht,” Erlito said, turning to her,

“will you permit me to present to you my very old friend, the Duke Nicholas of Reist—Miss

Van Decht, Mr. Van Decht, Mr. Hassen, Mr. Brand.”


Reist bowed low before the girl, who looked

straight into his eyes with a frank and pleasant curiosity. She was largely made,

but the long flowing lines of her figure were perfectly and symmetrically graceful.

Her features were delicate, but her mouth was delightful—large, shapely and sensitive.

Her light brown hair, which showed a disposition to wave, had escaped bounds a little

during the violent exercise and had fallen into picturesque disorder. She smiled

charmingly at Reist, but said nothing beyond the conventional words of greeting.

Then she looked up at Erlito with twinkling eyes.


“Mr. Brand is getting insupportable,” she declared.

“He is like all you obstinate Englishmen. He does not know when he is beaten.”


“We will endeavour,” Erlito said, taking up

his racquet, “to impress it upon him. There are cigarettes by your side, Reist.”


The girl went to her place at the end of the

court.


“This must be the deciding game,” she declared,

“for the light is going, and dad is smoking his last cigar. Ready! Serve!”


The game recommenced. Reist sat upon an overturned

box by the side of Mr. Van Decht smoking a cigarette and watching gravely the flying

figures. It was the girl who absorbed most of his attention. To him she was an utterly

new type. She was as beautiful in her way as his own sister, but her frank energy

and the easy terms of intimacy which obviously existed between her male companions

and herself was wholly inexplicable to him. He watched her with fascinated gaze.

All the beautiful women whom he had ever known had numbered amongst their characteristics

a certain restraint, almost an aloofness, which he had come to look upon as their

inevitable attribute. Their smiles were rare and precious marks of favour, an undisturbed

serenity of deportment was almost an inherent part of their education. Here was

a woman of the new world, no less to be respected, he was sure, than her sisters

of Theos, Vienna, and St. Petersburg, yet viewing life from a wholly different standpoint.

From the first there was something curiously fascinating to Reist in the perfect

naturalness and self-assurance of the girl whose every thought and energy seemed

centred just then upon that flying cork. Her lips were slightly parted, her eyes

were bright, her face was full of colour and vivacity. She sprang backwards and

forwards, jumped and stooped with the delightful freedom of perfect health and strength.

She even joined in the chaff which flashed backwards and forwards across the net,

good-humoured always, and gay, but always personal and indicating a more than common

intimacy between the little party. Reist would have been quite content to have sat

and watched her until the game was over, but for a sudden, and to him amazing, incident.

At a critical moment Erlito missed a difficult stroke—the younger and slighter of

his two opponents threw his racquet into the air with a curious little cry of triumph.


“Ho-e-la! Ho-e-la!”


Reist started almost to his feet, and the blood

surged hotly in his veins. Where had he heard that cry before? He looked the man

over with a swift and eager scrutiny. Olive-cheeked, with black eyes and moustache,

slightly-hooked nose and light, graceful bearing, he might have belonged to any

of the southern nations. He was certainly no Englishman. “Ho-e-la! Ho-e-la!” How

the fever of hate was kindled in Reist’s heart as the echoes of that cry rang through

the room. His memory, too, was swift and vivid. No longer he sat in that bare attic

watching the flying figures of the Badminton players and listening to their cheerful

badinage. Walls enclosed him no more. He saw out over the sea and land, he saw things

the memory of which still thrilled his pulses, tugged at his heart-strings. Over

the snow-capped hills he rode, wrapped in military furs, his sabre clanking by his

side and a storm of stinging sleet driven into his face. Below were lights flashing

in a white wilderness—amongst the hills flared the red fire of the guns, the music

of their thunders was even then upon his ears. Down the steep defile he rode at

the head of his troop, the sound of their approach muffled by the deep snow—afterwards,

the roar of meeting, the breathless excitement of the charge, the deep battle-cry

of the men of Theos and from those others—ah, he had it now.


“Ho-e-la! Ho-e-la! Allah! Allah!”


A cry of triumph. The game was over. Sara Van

Decht threw herself into a chair between her father and him and fanned herself vigorously

with a pocket-handkerchief. The others were laughing and talking amongst themselves.

Erlito came over at once to her side.


“Miss Van Decht,” he cried, gaily, “we are invincible.

You played magnificently. Reist, we are going to have some tea, and then I shall

be at your service. Why, our tussle seems to have interested you.”


Reist withdrew his eyes reluctantly from watching

Hassen. He smiled faintly.


“Yes,” he said. “New things are always interesting!

New things—and old friends!”









Chapter 4


Afternoon tea was brought

in by an elderly man-servant in plain livery, and was probably the most unconventional

meal which Reist had ever shared. They sat about promiscuously upon chairs and overturned

boxes, and there was a good deal of lively conversation. Brand was a newspaper man,

who had served as war correspondent with Erlito in the Egyptian campaign, Mr. Van

Decht and his daughter were rich Americans, loitering about Europe. Hassen remained

silent, and of him Reist learned nothing further. The little which he knew sufficed.


Brand came over and sat by Reist’s side. He

was a tall, fair man, with keen eyes and weather-beaten skin—by no means unlike

Erlito, save that his shoulders were not so broad, and he lacked the military carriage.


“I am interested in your country, Duke,” he

said. “You are making history there. It seems to me that it may become European

history.”


“Theos has fallen upon evil times,” Reist answered.

“All that we pray of Europe is that we may be left alone. If that be granted us,

we shall right ourselves.”


Sara Van Decht looked across at him with frank

interest.


“Do you come from Theos, Duke?” she asked.


Reist bowed.


“I have lived there all my life,” he said, “and

I know it better than any other place.


“It is a very beautiful country,” he continued,

“and very dear to its people. To strangers, though, and specially you who have been

brought up in America, I must confess that we should probably seem outside the pale

of civilization.”


“Tell me why,” she asked. “What are you so backward

in?”


“Luxuries,” he answered. “We have no electric

light.”


“It is detestable,” she exclaimed.


“No street cars.”


“They are abominable!”


Reist smiled quietly.


“We have scarcely any railways,” he said, “and

the telephone is rare enough to be a curiosity.”


She laughed back at him, and gave her empty

cup to Brand.


“Primitivism,” she declared, “is quite the most

delightful thing in the world. Then your politics, too, must be most exciting. You

have revolutions, and that sort of thing, do you not?”


“I do not understand you, Miss Van Decht,” he

said, quietly. “Will you not tell me what you mean?”


“The papers are all so vague,” she answered,

“but one gathers that Theos is in a state of political unrest. I believe in South

America they would call that a revolution.”


Reist’s eyes flashed fire. A faint smile flickered

upon Hassen’s lips.


“There is not any comparison,” he said, haughtily,

“any possible comparison, between the affairs of one of the most ancient and historical

countries in Europe and the mushroom States of South America. Theos, it is true,

has made mistakes, and she will suffer for them—she is suffering now.”


“The Republic, for example,” Hassen remarked,

quietly.


“Theos,” Reist answered, “is a country in which

the Republican instinct is as yet unborn. Her sons are homely and brave, tillers

of the soil, or soldiers. We have few cities to corrupt, and very little attempt

at the education which makes shopkeepers and anarchists of honest men. Perhaps that

is why we have kept our independence. Ay, kept it, although hemmed in with false

friends and open enemies.”


Reist spoke with fervour, a fire in his dark

eyes, a note of passion vibrating in his slow tones. The girl especially watched

him with keen interest. To her all this was new and incredible. She was used to

men to whom self-restraint was amongst the cardinal virtues, to the patriotism of

torchlight processions and fire-crackers. This was all so different; it was as though

some one had turned back for her the pages of history… Reist surely was not of this

generation? Erlito had averted his face, Hassen was busy lighting a cigarette, Mr.

Van Decht was as bewildered as his daughter. Yet Reist’s words, in a way, had moved

all of them. It was Hassen who answered.


“If the Republican instinct,” he remarked, quietly,

“is as yet unborn in Theos, whence the banishment of the Tyrnaus family, and the

establishment of a Republican government?”


Reist turned full upon him, and his eyes were

like the eyes of an angry lion.


“Maurice of Tyrnaus,” he said, “was one of the

degenerates of a noble race. I say no more against one whom, if alive, I should

still acknowledge as my King.”


Hassen shrugged his shoulders.


“You are a long way from Theos, Count,” he remarked,

pointedly. “You took, I presume, the oath of allegiance to the Republic when it

was formed?”


“That is a false saying,” Reist answered, scornfully.

“I neither took the oath nor recognized the government.”


“Yet they allowed you to remain in the capital

city?” Hassen asked.


“There was no one,” Reist answered, “who would

have dared to bid me depart. Of the ancient nobility of Theos we alone remain, alas,

close dwellers in our native country. Else Metzger had been hung in the market-place

with short shrift—he a merchant, a trafficker in coin, who dared to sit in the ancient

Council House of Theos and weave his cursed treason. And listen, sir,” he continued,

turning abruptly upon Hassen. “You would know whence sprang that evil weed of a

Republic! I will tell you. It was the work of foreign spies working with foreign

gold amongst the outcasts and scum of Theos. It was not the choice of the people.

It was the word of sedition, of cunning bribery, the vile underhand efforts of foreign

politicians seeking to weaken by treachery a country they dared not, small though

it is, provoke to battle.”


There followed a strange, tense silence. No

one thought of interruption. They held their breath and waited. The conversation

which had started harmlessly enough had become a duel. The grim shadow of tragedy

seemed suddenly to have stalked in amongst them. Hassen sprang to his feet, livid,

his coal-black eyes on fire. Reist was facing him, his head thrown back, passionate,

contemptuous, bitter. With a swift, threatening gesture he threw out his arm towards

his adversary.


“Hassen Bey,” he said, “my private enemies I

meet under the roof of my friends, and courtesy demands that I hold my peace and

pass on. The enemies of my country I denounce at all times, and in all places. You

are a Turkish spy, one of those of whom I have been speaking, who sought the hospitality

of Theos only to scatter gold amongst the common people to plot and intrigue for

your master, the Sultan. Oh, I know that you are also a soldier and a brave man,

for I have met you face to face in battle, and may God grant that I do so again.

Yet you are a spy and a treacherous rogue, and I am very thankful that I have come

here to tell you so, and to order you to leave this roof.”


Hassen had recovered himself. He turned to Erlito.


“The Duke of Reist,” he said, quietly, “is a

friend of yours. Perhaps it is better that I should go. I regret very much to have

been the passive cause of such an outbreak. Miss Van Decht, you will accept my apologies.”


Erlito was very grave. He did not seem to see

the hand which Hassen held out to him.


“Hassen,” he said, “we have been friends, but

I do not understand these things which the Duke of Reist has said of you. You have

spoken of yourself as a Frenchman—of Theos or of Turkey I have heard nothing. Have

you any explanation to offer?”


Hassen shrugged his shoulders lightly.


“My dear Erlito,” he said, “the Duke of Reist

is an honest man, but—he will forgive me—he is an anachronism. He should have lived

two centuries ago—or, better still, he would have made an excellent crusader. The

necessities of modern diplomacy are unknown to him. He has passed all his days in

a semi-civilized country. He is not a fitting judge of the things which happen today.”


A sudden lightning flashed in Erlito’s blue

eyes. He drew himself to his full height, and pointed towards the door.


“That semi-civilized country, sir, is mine also,

and if you are one of those who have sought to corrupt it, I beg that you will leave

this room while you may with a whole skin. At once, sir!”


The imperturbability of the man was clearly

disturbed. He looked at Erlito in amazement. The face of Nicholas of Reist shone

with joy.


“Your country?” Hassen repeated, incredulously.

“What have you to do with Theos?”


Erlito hesitated—not so Reist. He stepped forward,

and the leaping firelight threw a strange glow upon his pale, mobile features.


“After all,” he cried to Hassen, “it seems that

you are but a poor fool of a conspirator. I will do you an honour which you ill

deserve. I will present you to his Royal Highness, Prince Ughtred, of Tyrnaus.”


“Gracious!”


The single monosyllable—from Sara Van Decht—was

the only speech which broke the amazed silence. She was leaning forward in her chair,

gazing eagerly at the three men, her beautiful eyes eloquent with excitement—a crown

of fire gleaming in her brown-gold hair. No one noticed her. Hassen, who had regained

his composure, but in whose face was written a deep self-disgust, moved towards

the door. With his fingers upon the handle he paused and looked back at the little

group.


“You are both,” he said, in a low tone, “a little

hard upon a soldier, and a servant of the Sultan, with whom obedience is forced

to become an instinct. Of that—no more. But there is one thing which you may call

me as often and as thoroughly as you will, for it is as true as the Koran, that

I am an absolute—a blind fool!”


He passed out, and they heard him singing for

the lift. Sara Van Decht looked up at Brand, who was sitting next to her. Her half-whispered

remark dissolved the situation.


“I suppose that we are all awake,” she said.

“I feel as though I wanted to pinch myself to be sure of it.”









Chapter 5


“And what has brought

you to London, Nicholas, my friend?” Erlito asked. “Is it pleasure, or you have

perhaps a mission to the English Government?”


It was the great moment. Reist, too restless

to sit down, stood upon the hearthrug, the angry fire lingering in his eyes, a spot

of dull colour burning still in his cheeks. He had not yet got over the shock of

finding one of the men he most hated and despised in life a guest in this house

of all others.


“Pleasure,” he repeated, thoughtfully. “People

would call me a fanatic, yet nevertheless, Ughtred, this is the truth. There is

no pleasure for me outside my country. The life of the European capitals chokes

me. There is a tawdriness about them all, something artificial and unreal. I do

not know how to describe it, but it is there—in Petersburg, in Paris, in London

and Vienna. It is like a gigantic depression. I seem to become in them a puppet,

a shadow walking across a great stage. Always I am longing to be back in Theos—in

Theos where the winds blow down from the hills, and the faces of the men and women

in the streets are clean with health. Ah, my friend, I know what you would say.

The great cities, too, with their factories and huge buildings which shut out the

sky, they are part of God’s earth. The smoke which stains the heavens comes from

the making of useful and beautiful things. Yet I watch my peasants tilling their

little farms, tending their hillside vineyards, without luxuries, without knowledge

of luxuries, ever light-hearted, contented, strong and healthy as children of the

earth should be. The love of that little strip of land of theirs is the keynote

of their patriotism. It is a passion, a joy to them. Oh, do you wonder that I think

these things are best!”


Erlito’s eyes were full of sympathy. His head

sank upon his folded arms. His thoughts travelled backwards. It was so many years

ago, yet he could remember.


“Listen, Nicholas,” he said. “I have travelled

much more than you. I have been in many strange countries and seen life under many

strange conditions. But all the while there has been a pain in my heart. I have

found no home. I, too, love Theos! There will come a day when no sentence of banishment

will keep me away.”


Reist looked up. The moment had come.


“That day,” he said, “may be nearer than you

think. Ughtred, I have left Theos on no slight business. I am here with a mission,

and my mission is to you!”


Erlito’s eyes were full of questioning wonder.


“The accursed Republic,” Reist continued, “has

fallen like a pack of cards. There is panic in the city and throughout the country.

Theos knows now that she has been deceived and misguided, that she has been brought

to the very verge of ruin. The Powers no longer continue to assure her of their

protection. A sovereign and a Tyrnaus had ever a claim upon them, not so this bastard

and bungling Republic. The city is full of Russian spies, the Austrians watch us

night and day, the Turks are creeping up even to the Balkans. Rumours of partition

have reached us from the great Cabinets. Ughtred of Tyrnaus, there is only one man

today who can save the country, and that man is you.”


Erlito dropped his pipe, and leaned forward

in his chair.


“Are you mocking me, Reist?” he asked.


“May God forbid,” Reist answered, fervently,

“that I should speak idle words upon such a subject. The people of Theos are still

brave and true, and their freedom is as dear to them as life itself. They came to

me, who for long have lived apart, and I have shown them what I truthfully believe

to be their only chance of salvation. You are that chance, Ughtred. The throne of

your fathers is yours if you will have it. A brave man can seize it, and a brave

man can hold it in the teeth of all Europe, and by your God and for the sake of

the blood, which is in your veins, Ughtred of Tyrnaus, I summon you to return with

me to Theos.”


Erlito rose slowly up. His cheeks were flushed

with excitement. Reist’s appeal had moved him deeply.


“You mean this?” he said. “You mean that you

bring me this message from the people of Theos?”


Reist raised his hand solemnly.


“I mean that on their behalf I, Nicholas of

Reist, than whom none has a better right to speak for their country, offer you the

crown of Theos.”


Erlito walked restlessly up and down the little

study into which he had brought his visitor.


“We of Tyrnaus,” he said, “are under sentence

of perpetual exile.”


“It was the illegal sentence of an illegal assembly,”

Reist answered. “The voice of the people has revoked it. They bid you forget all

else save that your native land looks to you in her hour of trouble. Listen. It

is no rose-strewn way along which you will pass to your inheritance. There will

be no popular reception, no grand ceremony. We must travel day and night to Theos,

secretly, perhaps even in disguise. You must be crowned King in the Palace the moment

we arrive there. Secretly I have already called together the army, for the moment

the news is known there will be a storm. There are Russians and Austrian secret

agents in Theos, each working for their own ends. They believe that I have gone

to Vienna and Petersburg to beg for the intercession of the Powers. Meanwhile the

Turkish dogs are creeping up the Balkans. They are gathered around our country,

Ughtred, like wreckers waiting for the ship to break up. It is for you to steer

that ship into safe waters.”


There was a long silence. Erlito was standing

with his elbow upon the mantelpiece, looking into the fire. In his heart were many

emotions, in his face a strange light. A new world had been opened up before him.

He saw great things moving across the vista of the future. No longer then need he

brood over an empty life, or bewail the idle sword of a gentleman of fortune. Here

was stuff enough to make a dozen careers, a future, successful or unsuccessful,

more brilliant than anything else which he could have conceived. But Reist, who

failed to read his companion’s thoughts, was troubled. This prolonged silence was

inexplicable to him.


“You do not hesitate?” he asked at last.


Erlito laughed and drew himself up.


“You must not think so ill of me as that, Nicholas,”

he answered. “Nay, there was no thought of hesitation in my mind. I accept—gladly,

thankfully. Only you must know this. Of soldiering I have learnt a little, and nothing

would make me happier than to lead the men of Theos into battle. But of statesmanship

I know little, and of kingcraft nothing at all. You must find me faithful advisers.

You yourself must stand at my right hand.”


Then Nicholas of Reist drew a long breath, and

the cloud passed away from his face.


“There are still many faithful citizens,” he

said, “whom we can rally around us, and I myself—I live only for Theos. Let me tell

you this, for it will give you confidence. It is a soldier for whom the people are

pining. They want no more merchants in high places. They shall see you, Ughtred

of Tyrnaus, in the uniform of their Guards. They shall hear you give the word of

command; they will shout you King—ay, they will take you into their hearts, this

people.”


So the hands of the two met in a long, fervent

clasp. Erlito embraced his destiny, and Reist set the seal upon his renunciation.


* * * * *


A King! As Ughtred fastened

his white tie before the tiny mirror upon his dressing-case those lines at the corner

of his mouth gave way. He suddenly burst out laughing. A King! The incongruity of

the thing tickled his sense of humour—he laughed long and heartily. He looked around

him. His bedchamber was tiny, and he had only been able to afford furniture of the

cheapest description. He looked at the plain rush carpet, the swords and foils which

were almost his sole decoration upon the walls, the humble appointments of his dressing-table.

Everything was scrupulously neat and clean, stern and soldier-like in simplicity.

What a change was before him. From here to the royal palace of Theos, where a chamberlain

would wait upon him with bended knee, and the small etiquette of a Court would hamper

his every movement. The last few years passed in swift review before him. He had

lived always like a gentleman, but always with a certain amount of rigid self-denial

necessitated by his small income. He had few acquaintances and fewer friends. The

luxury of a West-End club had been denied to him—fencing and long walks were almost

his sole relaxation. All that he had had to hope for was the breaking out of some

small war in any corner of the world, when his sword and military experience might

give him a chance to follow his profession. He was if anything, deficient in imagination,

but he had humour enough and to spare. He laughed softly as he donned his carefully-folded

and well-worn dress-coat, and reflected that this was perhaps the last dinner which

he would eat in such garments with companions of his own choosing. It was surely

a strange turn in the wheel of fortune.
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