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possession. The reservoir, you will observe, is empticd

' by pulling this lever, which releases a trap-door at the

centre of the bottom of the tank.”

The Prince, with both hands on the lever, exerted
his strength and depressed it. Instantly the ambas-
sador felt the result. First, a small whirlpool became
indented in the placid surface of the water, exactly in
the centre of the disc: enlarging its influence, it grew
and grew until it reached the outer edges of the reser-

-voir, bringing lines of fire round with it. The ambas:

sador found himself floating with increased rapidity,
dizzily round and round. He cried out in a voice that
rang against the stone ceiling:

“ An ambassador’s life is sacred, Prince of Baalbek
It is contrary to the law of nations to do me injury,
much less to encompass my death.”

“ An ambassador is sacred,” replied the Prince, “ but
not a spy. Aside from that, it is the duty of an am-
bassador to precede his master, and that you are about

to do. Tell him, when you meet hlm, the secret of the

reservoir of Baalbek.”
This reservoir, now a’ whirling maelstrom, hurled its

shrieking victim into its vortex, and then drowned
shriek and man together,
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