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"Stay within," he sanl to Dolores, gently pressing

her backwards into the room. '•"
I will let no one pass

till the priest comes ; and tlien the world may come,

too, and welcome,— and the court and the King, and

the devil and all his angels 1 " He laughed aloud in

his excitement.

" You have not told me," Dolores began, but her eyes

laughed in his.

" But you know without words," he answered.

"When that is done which a priest can do in an

instant, and no one else, the world is ours, with all

it holds, in spite of men and women and Kings I

"

" It is ours already," she cried happily. " But is this

wise, love ? Are you not too quick ?
"

" Would you have me slow when you and your name

and my honour are all at stake on one quick throw ?

Can we play too quickly at such a game with fate ?

There will be time, just time, no more. For when the

news is known, it will spread like fire. I wonder that

no one comes yet."

He listened, and Inez' hearing was ten times more

sensitive than his, but there was no sound. For besides

Dolores and Inez only the dwarf and the Princess of

Eboli knew that Don John was living ; and the Princess

had imposed silence on the jester and was in no haste

to tell the news until she should decide who was to

know it first and how her own advantage could be

secured. So there was time, and Adonis swung him-

self along the dim corridor and up winding stairs that

he knew, and roused the little wizened priest who lived


