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book from Romanoff’'s fingers, so that
| it flew fluttering half-way across the
room,

“Hell and furies!” exclaimed Ro-
manoff. *“Take that, you son of a
dirty Jewess!"—and he struck Hardy
violently in the face with the flat of
his hand. The blow staggered the
American and left a number of red
welts, that contrasted strangely with
the marble whiteness of his cheeks.

“This insult must be answered for
elsewhere,” he said in low, even tones.
“Licut. Gortchakov, I am a compara-
tive stranger here; will you do me the
honor of seconding me in this affair?”

“You want me to fight a duel with
you?” laughed Romanoff. “With you,
a Jew storekeeper? Leave this house
instantly, or I shall have you kicked
into the street.”

“l am an American,” Hardy ex-
plained to Gortchakov, “and the gen-

degree of courage, con-!

“I will pardon him,” replied Hardy,
“after he has fought me, according to
the custom among gentlemen in this
country. He has struck me and he
must give me satisfaction.”

“What!” cried the princess, “a duel?
It is  ainst the law. I shall not per-
mit it."”

“This Jew, this shopkeeper, wants
me to fight him,” sneered Romanoff.

“Your highness has been pleased to
express gratitude for certain services
which I have been fortunate enough
to render you—to express a hope that
you might be able, in fact, to do some-
thing for me in return. I now demand
a gentleman's satisfaction for this
blow. It is all that I shall ever ask

from the Romanoff family.”

“I shall also pay you for the blow,”
snarled Romanoff.

The princess glanced indignantly at

Romanoff, her

then turned eyes
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urged, “a mere tradesman, who will
lose his nerve when made to stand up
and be shot at. Take my word for it,
Koukolnik, his arm will tremble like
a dog's tail when you pat it on the
head. 1If it were I, I'd rather shoot
him down than dirty my sword on
him, and I've no doubt in the world
that Romanoff will feel the same. If
we insist on the rapier, too, when this
American is, as you know, the ag-
grieved party, we shall be casting a
slur on our man's courage. No Rus-
sian nobleman fears any adversary,
with any weapon.”

By this time Koukolnik had taken
S0 many potations of vodka that the
bravado in this sentiment appealed to
him.

“You are right!” he cried, “and pis-
tols it shall be. Prince Romanoft
shall shoot this tradesman down—he
shall not soil his rapier on him.”

Gortchakov was jubilant over this
arrangement and he hastened to
Hardy's quarters in the hotel to tell
him of the success of his negotiations.

“All you have to do now,” said the
dapper young Russian, “is to shoot
the great bully through the heart, or
between the eyes.”

Hardy glanced
flushed face.

at rortchakov's
He was struck by the

| eagerness of his manner, and his evi-

dent delight at Romanoff’s mortal
peril,
“Don’t wait till he shoots first,”

counseled the lieutenant; “for he has

| a sort of awkward skill with the pistol

| fair

himself. Take aim and shoot just as
) hear the word ‘three.’ My associ-
ate and I will see that you do not get
into serious trouble with the law. We
shall testify to the grossness of the
insult. The princ too, will stand
by you., Whatever her feelings for
Romanoff, she is too much of a thor-
oughbred to see an injustice done, and
he has great influence with the czar.”
There was a slight break in Gort-
chakov's voice when he mentioned the
name of the princess, an agitation in
his manner that suggested a possible
explanation of his hatred of Romanoff,
Hardy remembered the adage: “All 18
in love and war.”
The princess’ beauty was of the sort

that breeds murder in the hearts of
men,

“If her highness loves her cousin,”
Hardy said, sadly, “killing him will
not make her love him the less, or—
or—us the more. She is not the sort
of woman who loves twice in a life-
time.”

She does not, she can not, know
what a worthless brute he is!” cried
Gortchako “If she loves him, it
would be saving her from a rate worse
than death to kill him. And think of
the insult which he heaped on you!
And I assure you that you can Kkill
him with perfect safety.”

Hardy laid his hand on the younger
man's shoulder
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