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for April 16, 1932

"You are his choice. If you fail us, the country will be lost"

The Unguarded Queen
ByArthurTrain
The Story Thus Far:
up in this country after tlie
B ROTIGIIT
death of her parents, Helen Stevens,

the American tennis champion, visits IIlyria at the invitation of her grandfather,
King Stephan Stephanovitch. Helen's father, the Crown Prince Dushan, had renounced his right to the throne to marry
her mother, an American. King btephan
immediately proclaims Helen Princess
Stephanie Stephanoviteh, and because of
failing health, plans to abdicate in her
favor. He does th;s in order to keep Milan,
present Crown Prince, and son of his second wife, from coming to the throne. Milan
is a scoundrel and in league with Italians
trying to take the rich Tokar oil fields from
Iliyria.
,. ,
^.
,
.lohn P>rent, who was a diplomatic attache in lUyria, is now representing the
Consolidated Petroleum Corporation of
New York and is trying to secure the
leases to the Tokar fields. He arrives m
Zeta on the day of Helen's betrothal to
I'rince Marko, a distant cousin. Brent
met her on the boat crossing from America to Italy and, knowing her only as a
beautiful American girl, fell in love with
her.
_,, ,
Brent immediately hunts up bloat, another "C. P. C." official, and discovers that
he has been quietly financing a revolution
to make Marko king, so that Marko, m payment, will let the oil fields go for almost
nothing.
^.
.,,
That nis^ht Brent goes to a reception with
General Kosovo. He sees Helen again and
forces himself to be absolutely formal.
Back at the hotel he hears from the
beautiful Marchesa Garadesca-Bellini—a
close friend of Milan's—that there is a plot
to assassinate the Princess Stephanie,
Prince Marko and Brent himself. Next
morning- he goes to the palace to tell this to
Helen.' While they are discussing it a servant enters, crying that the King is dying!

VIII
HE shock of the announcement
drove every other thought from
Stephanie's mind. Even Brent's
extraordinary disclosure no longer
meant anything to her as she hurried
to the suite at the other end of the palace. Two soldiers belonging to the
Household Troops stood on guard outside the antechamber. General Kosovo,
Major Drintyre, and Dr. Obilitch, the
King's private physician, a tall man
with shaggy gray hair, arose upon her
entry. The faces of all showed the
gravest anxiety.
"His Majesty has had another seizure," said the doctor. "I cannot conceal
the fact, Your Royal Highness, that his
condition is serious. Needless to say, he
must have absolute quiet."
"May I see him?"
"He asked for you," replied General
Kosovo. "At least that is how we interpreted it. He repeated your name
and seemed to be looking for you."
"If you stay only a moment," agreed
Obilitch, "it will do no harm and will
perhaps give him satisfaction. You had
better go in alone."
A nurse opened the door and Stephanie entered the bedchamber. Her
grandfather lay upon his back in his
nightgown, his huge bulk covered only

T

by a sheet. The fingers of one hand
hung over the side of the couch. Against
the whiteness of the linen his skin was
as black as a mummy's; his eyes were
closed, his neck sunken, and his face
seemed all beak. He seemed hardly to
breathe. Stephanie sank on her knees.
"Grandfather!"
He gave no sign.
"Dear Grandfather!" she repeated.
"It is I—Stephanie—your granddaughter." Taking his fingers she thought she
detected a slight responsive pressure.
"Won't you speak to me, Grandfather?"
The lips moved. •
"Stephanie!" he murmured.
She bent over the bed.
"Dear Grandfather, I am here whenever you want me."
went back to the other room, unSHE
able to hold back her tears.
"He recognized me. Is he going—to
die?" she asked.
"The machine is worn out," replied
Obilitch. "After all, although he has
an iron constitution, he is a very old
man. It is possible that he may make a
slight recovery, but at best it is a question of days—possibly of hours."
An exclamation of dismay escaped
her.
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"What shall I do?" she asked Kosovo.
He took a step towards her.
"Your Royal Highness no doubt appreciates the significance of what has
occurred? Should your grandfather not
awake from his coma he will be unable
to sign a ukase of abdication in place of
the one which has been stolen. It is
plain that the King can no longer rule,
yet for us to ask the Council of Nobles
to appoint a regent would play directly
into Milan's hands. Until we have fully
decided what steps to take, we must prevent the King's condition from becoming
known. Even if His Majesty should
die—"
"His Majesty cannot die," interjected
Drintyre, "until the succession is assured! The King's will, embodied in his
ukase, must be carried out!"
Stephanie turned from one to the
other.
"I do not understand. If my grandfather is unable to abdicate, Milan, as
Crown Prince, will naturally succeed
him."
Kosovo's face grew stern.
"Madam," said he, "so long as my
name is Michael Kosovo and there is a
God in Heaven, Milan shall never sit
upon the throne of Iliyria! You are the
only person qualified to succeed your
grandfather. The blood of our great
hero flows in your veins." He pointed
to the portrait of Stephen the Great
above the fireplace, as if invoking the
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latter's approval. "You are his choice—
and," he added solemnly, "you are the
choice of those who have the welfare of
Illyria most at heart. If you fail us,
the country will be lost."
"But is not Milan the King's lawful
successor?" she asked.
"Only by custom," replied Kosovo.
"Your grandfather never formally designated him. He has, on the other
hand, nominated you. Besides, Milan
is not your grandfather's son. He is
a bastard—the child of Armin Radescu,
an Albanian chieftain, formerly Queen
Valeria's lover, and the father of Paolo
Radescu, the bandit, of whom, perhaps,
you have heard. Unfortunately, our
only witness has been spirited away by
Milan's agents within the last few days.
I am afraid that we shall never find her,
if indeed she remains alive."
"Then Milan has no legal claim?"
"None whatever!" declared Kosovo.
"You are the nearest in succession. The
Salic law by which the male line alone
can succeed to the throne has never been
that of Hlyria. You are the last of the
elder branch of the Stephanovitches."
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stairs. Sloat had already gone out.
What was it he had to do? Oh, yes, the
cable. He ordered some breakfast,
washed it down with three or four cups
of Turkish cofl'ee and walked around
the corner to the telegraph office. He
found Shepard there ahead of him, along
with Wicks of the Corriere di Milano,
and Jasper of the Berliner Tageblatt.
All were in high good humor. There
was, said Shepard, every reason to
believe that something was going to
break.
"If they're not expecting the festivities to begin," he commented, "why
should they have a whole battalion
guarding the palace?"
Brent paid for his cable, took a receipt, and directed his steps towards the
war office.
Uncle Michael was at his desk. Drintyre and Trinovitch stood beside him.
Lazar closed the door.
"I am glad you came," said the general. "We need your advice. The King

is fatally ill. He is practically unconscious. He could not sign the ukase of
abdication, even if it had not been
stolen.'
"At the present moment Illyria has
no actual ruler," added Drintyre. "The
moment Stephan dies, Milan will proclaim himself King, and in case of opposition will invite Italian intervention."
"^PHE worst of it is," continued Ko-*- sovo, "that I can't trust more than
half my staff. Of the eight officers outside, five have been trafficking with
either Milan or Marko. It's an ugly situation."
"We can't trust anybody, not even
Marko," said Trinovitch. "He's a slippery fellow. In spite of his betrothal
to the Princess Stephanie the agitation
in favor of his candidacy has been growing steadily for the last few days."
"He didn't go back to his rooms last
night," commented Drintyre. "Both he
and Milan are keeping out of the way.

r P H E Y looked at her intently, awaiting
-*- her answer. The last of the Stephanovitches. She had given Stephan her
solemn promise from which he alone
could release her; she had pledged herself to Marko; Brent no longer loved
her. She lifted her head.
"I have no wish to be Queen. But,
in view of what you say, I am willing
for the sake of the country to succeed
my grandfather."
"Good!" exclaimed Kosovo, nodding
to Drintyre, as if relieved.
The two men saluted and went out,
leaving Stephanie alone with Dr. Obilitch. Presently the latter went into
Stephan's bedchamber and closed the
door behind him.
Full daylight had come; the sun, now
risen above the citadel, streamed through
the window, turning the scimitars and
sabers, the yataghans, pikes and halberds into a blazing arsenal of weapons,
above which the tribal hero looked fiercely down upon her like some ancient war
god. Prom the parade ground came a
sharp command followed by the rattle
of arms and the tramp of feet. The
sound came nearer and nearer.
Stephanie looked out the window. A
battalion of mountaineers was marching by the palace into the square. They
wheeled in echelon and drew up in a
double column across the piazza in front
of the palace. The future had been taken
out of her hands. Her life was no longer
hers.
Brent watched Stephanie disappear
into the corridor at the end of the drawing-room leading to the royal suite,
then left the palace. Here was a complication indeed! Kosovo had told him
the night before of the King's plan to
abdicate in the girl's favor. If she had
given her word to her grandfather and
he was in fact too ill to release her from
it, there would be the devil to pay.
T T E WAS so tired that he was getting
-'--*- light-headed. There seemed to be a
helmet of lead tight over his crown and
about his forehead. It was less than
thirty hours since he had been swimming around in that filthy oil reservoir
outside Dravitzona.
He went back to the hotel, but nobody
was about. Six o'clock. It would be four
hours before the cable office opened. He
might as well take a snooze. He set
his traveling alarm clock for 9:30 and
threw himself on his bed.
When the alarm went off it took him
some time to get his bearings. The
piazza was swarming—a perfect bedlam. There was also a double line of
infantry picketed in front of the palace.
He changed his clothes, thrust his automatic into his pocket and went down-

lUuslratcd by
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In the middle of the floor lay something that had once been Prince Marko

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

13
Each is evidently waiting to see how
things are going to break."
"How many loyal troops have you
got?"
"God knows! While the mountaineers are all devoted to Stephan, the regiments of the line are a polyglot crew
recruited under the compulsory-service
law from a dozen different provinces.
Luckily, most of them are either on the
frontier or in distant training camps."
"With half a dozen regiments you can
hold Zeta against an army!" declared
Brent. "The citadel is the key to the
whole situation."
"That is our one hope," replied Drintyre. "Our present plan is to announce
the succession of the Princess Stephanie
as Queen, with Marko as royal consort,
the instant the King dies."
The telephone buzzed and Kosovo took
up the receiver. The muscles in his
temples twitched as he listened.
"Da borne! The ball has started already!" he exclaimed, laying down the
instrument again. "The First Line
Regiment has mutinied at Kravnac en
route to Novi Bazaar on the ground that
they have not been paid. It appears that
when they halted for breakfast they
were met by a committee claiming to
represent a so-called Workmen's and
Soldiers' Council, as a result of which
they refused to go farther. If they
merely disband it will be better to let
them go, although it will create an unfortunate precedent. We don't know
where the next trouble may come."
"You had better order all the loyal
regiments to Zeta at once," said Brent.
"How soon can they get here?"
"Our transport system has broken
down but even without a railway or
motor lorries thej' should be here within
a week."
"A week! If Stephan should die, you'd
need them now."
"One regiment has arrived. Two more
are on the way," said the general.
"TTOW many are likely to go over to
^-^ Milan?"
"It is impossible to say. As you see,
one has practically done so already, although, of course, we don't know
whether Milan or Marko is responsible
for what has happened at Kravnac."
"From what I know, it looks more like
Marko to me," said Brent as his mind
flashed back to his talk with Sloat. "It
strikes me you had better get rid of
your disaffected officers at once. Then,
if there is any likelihood of a real scrap,
I should advise fortifying the public
buildings around the square, so that in
case the palace is attacked there will be
a place of escape."
"Your suggestions are both excellent," nodded Kosovo. "They shall be
carried out."
"One more thing: If the King should
die before the troops get here, you will
naturally want to conceal the fact of his
death until they arrive. For that reason you ought to preserve the usual
appearance of things in order not to excite suspicion. I would advise withdrawing the Tsernagorans from in
front of the palace, and increasing the
number of sentries instead."
"I agree," said Kosovo. "It is obvious that we must show no sign of timidity. We must put up as bold a front
as possible. Anyhow, it's all we can do.
What is to come is in the lap of the
gods."
"If there is any chance of a riot,
wouldn't it be wise to remove the Princess Stephanie out of danger?" Brent
hazarded.
Kosovo glanced sharply at him.
"She will not leave her grandfather,"
he announced curtly. "She must be
ready to take his place when the moment comes."
"She should be carefully guarded."
(Continued on page 4S)
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Old Enough

Nr^S^^;^^3^Li£i--C-^/:^i£^ •

When danger conies, what do
a man^s years matter—if
he's
staltvart and knows his job?

By Murney Mintzer

N

EEDHAM'S conviction might
have sprung from anything—a
shrewd calculation of the growing hazards of the periscope patrol in the German bight, a faith in the
law of averages, a simple hunch. Or it
may have been pure imagination, a reaction to the strain of recurring duty
at this extreme tip of the Allied fleet.
But he sensed coming events, smelled
them perhaps, in the fresh east wind
reaching the L-37 from the mud flats of
Heligoland.
He had forgotten his passenger. No
disquieting sense of being watched disturbed his absorption as he lounged on
the submarine's small bridge sorting
bits of evidence from the sea and air
about him. Captain Worth was aboard
merely as a passenger. Needham had
accepted that assurance at its face
value. If the chief of staff from London wanted to make a trip on a pigboat, that was his business. Meanwhile,
after noting gratefully that the visitor
seldom questioned and never interfered,
Needham, and the rest of the "37's"
company, had quietly settled doWn to
work.
Yet now, when his every sense was
projected into the mist beyond the
boat's low bow, he became aware of
the other's broad, deeply lined face at
his shoulder. He sensed a sharp hostility in the set of the other's heavy
body, a vivid reminder of the time, not
so long past, when Worth had personified the rigid system governing his first
ship.
"How old are you, Needham?" the
gruff, impersonal voice asked with an
air of confirming a suspicion.
"Twenty-eight, sir." Needham's eyes
narrowed now and his lips pursed in
a soundless whistle as a vague guess
at the other's thought brought him
up short. So that was it? Thinking
about relieving him, were they? Get
more rank in the boats. The same, old
song. Just because submarines didn't
put on battleship dog, brandish stadimeters and mooring boards every time
they got under way.
Before either could say more a quick
stir among the men on deck dragged
their attention back to the sea ahead.
It was nothing, but it served as a warning that they were in no situation to
talk over Worth's purpose on board.
The little bridge relapsed into silence.
At last Needham chuckled quietly,
shot a brief glance toward where
Worth was a dark bulk against the
gray sea, dropped to the gratings and
stretched his arms above his head. His
eyes still searched the east as he
dropped his cigarette and absently '
ground it under his heel.
The boat had been waiting for that
familiar signal. Instantly it quickened.
Millet, the quartermaster, murmured
confidentially into the voice tube at his
elbow. Feet banged on deck below.
Smoothly and without hurry the "37's"
people disappeared.
Worth stirred
again, cleared his throat gruffly, then
lapsed into a challenging silence.
"Steerin' from below, Captain," Millet remarked presently. "Course one

one O." He detached his gyro repeater, passed it down through the
hatch and clambered after it in silence.
No orders' were given. None were
needed. If Needham war still conscious of Worth's critical presence, it
was but a fleeting, elusive impression
upon the surface of his deeper absorption.
"I suppose you're going down?"
Needham was too intent now to catch
the tang of sarcasm beneath Worth's
quiet tone.
"Yes, sir," he answered cheerfully
with an impulse of gratitude. Old
High Pressure might like to fight, but
he knew when to keep hands off, too.
"As long as it was dark we had the
edge on anything that might come
along. I thought we might got a shot
at their destroyer patrol. But we'd
better be getting down now—unless you
want to stay up a bit longer?" he added
innocently.
"I don't," Worth answered bluntly as
he inserted himself into the hatch.
"And I don't expect submarines to
attack destroyers — successfully," he
called back as he disappeared.
T?OR a moment longer Needham lin-*- gered, staring into the surrounding
mist. It was only a vague swirling of
the mist that caught his eye. Yet suddenly his face lighted. When he sensed
a ruffle of dirty white, then another
farther back, his preoccupation fell
away instantly, his whole body stift'ened and came to life as the boat had
come to life, under the galvanic surge
of her motors.
Swiftly, yet still without hurry, he
inserted himself into the hatch. As he
pulled its tripping-latch his hand found
a button and the boat filled with the
raucous bellow of the diving alarm. In
the same motion he snapped a voice
tube open.

"Torpedo-room! Lentz! Stand
the tubes!
"Hold her at forty!"
Worth looked around sharply, watched
Needham slide down from the conning
tower to the crowded central operating
compartment, a small room packed
neatly with machines and men.
A BRUPTLY these two were alone in
-^^ that tightly filled space. For the
moment the others did not exist. No
longer men, they had merged into the
alert, intensely alive tissue of the boat,
not individuals but a dozen sensitive,
electric contacts linking the eye of the
periscope, the delicately poised power
of the boat and the leashed torpedoes
straining in their tubes.
Now, when there was no instant to
spare, the younger man saw the truth
in Worth's level eyes. Coming to judge,
the chief of staff had made his decision ; for some reason of his own he
had decided to take away his command.
Needham straightened, gripped himself
and thrust the vision aside.
The ".T7" had never fired a torpedo
at an enemy. Until now even the
chance of firing one had seemed remote.
Yet, save for a brief exchange of glances
there in the C-O-C, her people betrayed
very little surprise and no excitement.
"Destroyers!" The voice of young
Ensign Rathborn scarcely rose above a
whisper, yet the others looked around
disapprovingly. If the skipper wanted
to chance a shot at the most difficult—
and most dangerous—target of all,
that, they conceded, was his business.
They were there to make the shot good.

When he sensed a ruffle of
dirty white, then another farther back, his whole body stiffened and came to life
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