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cherished dream to visit the romantic lands
whereon his fancy had so long battened.
His good spirits had borne him through
many vicissitudes, his sense of honour had
kept him, even in the direst straits, from any
action unbecoming his Royal forebears, and
his charm of manner had secured him a
multitude of friends from whom, at an ex-
tremity, he could always borrow a guinea.

Things looked brighter for him in London
at last, and it seemed possible that he could
attain a position of some ease ; but a life of
humdrum prosperity was the last to attract
him, and no sooner had he this round sum
in his pocket than he flung his prospects to
the wind, and with “ Virgil” in one pocket
and “ Childe Harold ” in the other set out
on a tour of adventure. He reckoned that
his money would last till he came to Rome,
where he had friends and could wait till
something happened; there perhaps some
cardinal might want a secretary, a war would
break out wherein volunteers were needed,
an expedition might be formed to discover
the North Pole, some nobleman might
desire a tutor for his son. Anyhow, the
future must look after itself; Mr. O’'Donnel
could only attend to the present.

The day after his arrival at Wartburg
he set out to visit the castle, celebrated for
its romantic history and its dungeons; he
observed everything with eager eyes, and
afterwards, wandering in the princely forest,
his imagination all aflame, invented thrilling
adventures wherein he, a gallant hero,
rescued from those dark walls fair damsels in
distress.

Suddenly he saw coming towards him' a
young girl on horseback, at terrific speed.
She pulled the reins with all her might,
obviously terrified, but with no effect; and
he saw that she had entirely lost control
over the steed she rode. Mr. O’Donnel
was strong in the arm and brave; he flung
himself in the way, seized the bridle, for
some yards was dragged along, but succeeded
eventually in stopping the horse. The lady
slipped from the saddle and fainted in his
arms ; he was sufficiently versed in the litera-
ture of the day to know how to revive her,
and, carrying her to the neighbouring
brook, bathed her temples with cold water.
Presently she opened her eyes, smiled gently,
and blushed.

“I think you've saved my life,” she
murmured.

“ Madam, for that I would willingly have
given mine own,” he replied, gallantly.

But before the conversation could proceed
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an older lady and two gentlemen cantered
up, dismounted quickly, and surrounded the
fair equestrian with anxious demands.

“I’'m not hurt, I'm not frightened,” she
said. “ This gentleman came to my rescue.”

The elder woman thanked him elaborately,
and one of the gentlemen stepped forward, a
wizened man with a skin of parchment.

“ Sir, allow me to present myself—Count
Peter von Graban.”

“ My name is Robert O’Donnel, your very
humble servant.”

“You have done an inestimable service to
her Serene Highness the Princess Mary of
Wartburg-Hochstein.”

Mr. O’'Donnel swept the ground with his
tall hat, and the girl, with a smile, held out
her hand.

“ How can I thank you?”

He kissed the proffered hand and placed
his own on his heart.

“ Madam, it is I who owe you thanks.”

IIL.

A FEw hours later Mr. O’Donnel was
writing in his journal a glowing account of
the whole affair, with such information as
he had gathered concerning the Hereditary
Prince whose daughter he had so roman-
tically assisted. It appeared that John-
Adolphus of Wartburg-Hochstein was a
most despotic ruler, and Mr. O’Donnel’s
liberal soul revolted against the accounts of
his tyranny; feared by all that came in
contact with him, seldom seen to smile, he
rarely spoke save to command. He seemed
altogether a person of few amenities. Mr.
O’Donnel drew a flowery picture of this
martinet chastising his people with scorpions,
of the constant terror wherein they lived,
and asked in flowing periods when the spirit
of liberty would awake these sluggard
Teutons to a sense of the nobility of man.

There was a knock at the door and the
innkeeper, with wondering visage, announced
that the Court Chamberlain, Count Peter von
Graban, desired to see him.

“Show him in,” said Mr. O’'Donnel.

“] am commanded by his Serene
Highness to thank you for the service you
rendered the Princess this morning and to
give you this small return.”

The little old man produced a pocket-book
and counted a number of bank-notes.

“In English money you will find it
amounts to fifty pounds.”

Mr. O’'Donnel reddened to the very roots
of his hair, for such an insult had never been
offered him before; then grew extremely
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journey to Italy was after all assured, he went
‘down to dinner in the highest spirits. The
state of his finances was such that economy
was entirely out of the question, and he
-ordered the innkeeper to bring the best
bottle of wine in his cellar. The news of his
adventure had quickly spread, and the various
persons at the fable d'hdte were anxious to
hear details; but with a wave of the hand
Mr. O’Donnel put them off, giving them to
understand that it was his habit to stop run-
away horses every day of his life. He had
not finished dinner when the maid entered
to say that the Chamberlain was again
desirous to see him.

“Will no one rid me of this pestilent
fellow ?” cried Mr. O’Donnel, with irritation.
“Say that I'm dining, but shall be glad if he
will drink a glass of wine with me.”

The innkeeper, marvelling at his guest’s
independent spirit, himself carried the
message, and Count Peter walked in.
Somewhat curtly he signified his desire to
speak with the Irishman alone, and in a
moment the pair were left to themselves.
For a while he hesitated awkwardly, sipping
the wine which Mr. O’Donnel insisted he
should take.

“You must wonder why I intrude myself
upon you again to-day,” he said at last,
abruptly.

“Not at all. I can quite understand that
the pleasure of my company has drawn you
hither.”

The Count frowned, unused to such flip-
‘pancy, and irritably drummed the table with
his fingers.

“I am the bearer of an apology. His
Serene Highness commands me to express
his regrets and my own for the insult that
was offered you.”

Mr. O'Donnel nodded.

“Was he in a passion ?”

“The saints preserve us!” cried the old
man, throwing up his hands. “He raged
and stormed and fumed. You don’t know
what a man he is; he was within an ace of
having me arrested. . . . He wishes to know
how he can acknowledge the great service
you have done him.”

“Let him do me the honour of dining
with me to-morrow,” answered Mr. O’'Donnel,
without hesitation.

‘“Are you mad, sir? Do you not know
that John-Adolphus is the proudest prince in
Germany ? He would no more eat with you
in an inn than—than »

The Chamberlain sought for some mon-
strous comparison, but found nothing. | He
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repeated that such a thing was impossible ;
the Prince would look upon the invitation as
the height of impudence ; he might very well
cause the Irishman to be conducted across
the frontier.

“ Which would certainly save the expense
of the diligence,” interrupted Mr. O’Donnel,
with a smile.

The Count reasoned, argued, persuaded,
but the other was immovable. He wanted
nothing on this earth save the company at
dinner of his Serene Highness Prince John-
Adolphus of Wartburg-Hochstein. At length
the Chamberlain departed, saying, grimly,
that the answer would be brought next day
by a troop of soldiers. Mr. O’Donnel
shrugged his shoulders, and presently going
out composed the first verses of a ballad
suggested by the dungeons of Wartburg-
Hochstein. In the morning an equerry
brought the reply that his Serene Highness
would be pleased to dine with Mr. O’Donnel
that afternoon. I

MRr. O’DoNNEL told his landlord that he
expected a distinguished person to dinner,
and himself went to the cellar to choose
the wines that pleased him. He inter-
viewed the cook, and impressed her
vastly by the subtlety of his knowledge.
He was something of an artist in culin-
ary affairs, and with his own hands pre-
pared a dish which the greatest epicures
of London had pronounced incomparable.
At the appointed hour, to the innkeeper’s
confusion and amazement, the Prince him-
self drove up in full uniform, blazing with
decorations. He was a huge man, with grey
hair and a grey moustache, with bushy eye-
brows and scowling eyes. He gave the
impression of imperious temper and of
violent disposition. Mr. O’Donnel received
him with courteous ease, and, as though he
had known him for years, led him into the
private room made ready for their meal.

“] thought you wanted to show me off at
the sadle &' héte,” said the Prince, grimly.

“By no means. Had it been possible I
should have begged you to come incognito.”

They sat down and dinner was served.
Mr. O’'Donnel was always good company,
but on this occasion he surpassed himself;
he was humorous, fantastical, witty; he
would have kept a whole table in a roar of
laughter, but the Prince never smiled. He
watched his companion gravely, apparently
indifferent both to the bnlliant conversation
and the excellent dinner.  Still Mr. O’'Donnel
was not put outiof dountenance, and exerted
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indignant he grew. Then he heard sounds;
the door was ponderously unlocked and two
soldiers entered with candles, which they set
on a ledge, thus illuminating for the prisoner’s
edification all the discomfort of that place.
They retired, and in a moment there appeared
—John - Adolphus, Hereditary Prince of
Wartburg-Hochstein. ;

“Good morning, my friend,” he said, coolly.
“1 hope you’ve made yourself at home.”

For an instant Mr. O’'Donnel was too
much taken aback to reply, but, recovering
himself, broke forthwith into an indignant
harangue, wherein he threatened the Prince
with the most horrid revenge, and demanded
explanations for the infamous treatment to
which he had been subjected. John-
Adolphus shrugged his shoulders.

“ You entertained me so well that I desired
to continue our acquaintance. It seemed
the only way to gain once more the pleasure
of your conversation was to arrest you before
you crossed the frontier.”

“ But I will never suffer such an indignity.
I will appeal to the English Ambassador,
and you shall learn what it means to trifle
with the liberty of an English subject.”

“Nonsense, my dear sir. It will never get
to the ears of your Ambassador that I have
taken you prisoner. I can detain you for
thirty years without the smallest risk to
myself.”

“ My disappearance will be remarked and
commented upon.”

“I doubt it. I can scarcely think anyone
will much trouble himself with the where-
abouts of an obscure Irishman who travels
with ten thalers in his pocket.” '

“How do you know that?” .

“You forget that you were searched.
Your luggage was examined, and I arrived at
the conclusion that you were nearly penniless.
By the way, that was a singularly unflattering
description you drew of me in your journal
—and somewhat treasonable to boot.”

‘“’Treasonable it may have been,” returned
Mr. O’Donnel, “but by all the saints of
Heaven it was not unflattering.”

“I am anxious to know why you gave your
entire fortune to a charitable institution and
then sold your ring to pay for my dinner.”

With a grim smile the Prince held out his
hand, on the little finger of which Mr.
O’Donnel observed the ring which two days
before he had left with the jeweller. He was
about to burst out again angrily when the
twinkling eyes of the Prince suggested to him
that the whole thing was an elaborate
practical joke.
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“Upon my soul,” he cried, “your Serene
Highness has the oddest sense of humour
that ever I saw.”

The Prince chuckled : it was the first time
Mr. O’Donnel had seen in him any signs of
amusement,.

“You had your little jest with me, Mr.
O’'Donnel — you must not mind if I have
mine. I could not resist the temptation to

"see how you would like the dungeons about

which you raved so poetically when you only
knew them from the outside. Let us make
friends and go to our dinner, which is just
now ready.”

“ Faith, I shall be able to do justice to it,”
answered the other, still very sore, but deter-
mined to make the best of things, “for your
prison fare is not calculated to stay a man’s
appetite.” :

It seemed like a story from the * Arabian
Nights” when Mr. O’Donnel found himself
half an hour later seated at table between
John-Adolphus and his daughter the Princess
Mary. The Prince was quite a different
creature from the sullen, haughty officer who
came to the Golden Eagle, and evidently
could enjoy a joke as well as any man. The
Irishman, flushed with wine, finding his
audience appreciative, gave of his best, and
poured forth the full stream of his rollicking
fun ; there was no restraint to his audacity,
to the quaint turns of his humour, to his
boisterous anecdote. The Prince and his
daughter held their sides with laughter.
Tears streamed from their eyes, and the
grim stone walls of Wartburg had not for
years heard such loud hilarity.

But with his spirits Mr. O’Donnel had
recovered his sense of the effective ; he knew
his success was unparalleled, and he did not
mean to spoil it by lingering on the scene of
his triumph. Admirable actor as he was,
he knew the value of a striking exit. No
sooner was dinner ended than he rose to his
feet.

“Tt grows late, and I must reach Baden
quickly. Have 1 your Serene Highness’s
permission to retire ?”

“Tonight?” cried the Prince. “Of
course, if you wish it, I say nothing; but is
there not something I can do before you go
to show my appreciation of your wit and
good-humour ?”

“Certainly,” returned Mr. O’Donnel,
promptly.  “Your Serene Highness re-
members that my means are small. If the
carriage that brought me back here may
take me again to the frontier you will over-
whelm me with benefits.”
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