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NO. VIII-HOW M. BLUFORT PAINT-
ED FOR HIS RIGHT HAND.

R

For & considerablo time Don Q.
was occupied in dividing McCorka-
dale’s unwilling charities among the
various institutions founded for the
help of the very poor.

While yet he busted himsel? with
these matters, Dor Q. had the good
fortune ‘to ‘securé an English prison-
er, ‘a tall spare man, who drifted up
into ‘the Boca''de L.obo, or ‘rather
was carried there by the current of
events that in the sferra sucked most
travellers into the vortex of the bri-
gand’s power, ;

On an evening some few weeks lat-
er, Don Q. had risen from the table,
set out on the terrace, to fetchifrom
set out. on the terrace, to fetch from
choicest vintage, which gave proof
enough that the captive of the mo-
ment, seated opposite to him, was
one who held a' high place in his
good graces.

Don Q. counted himself lucky in the
acquisition of a prisoner of the type
of Sir Graham; he loved to talk with
him, and so kéep in touch more or
less with the world he had abjured.
For Bir Graham was a Briton of the
adaptable sort, a lord of many acres,
a8 very genial gentleman behind a sur-
face of reserve, and between him and
his captor had sprung up one of those
queer likings which the bandit pos-
sessed the quality of inspiring.

It was to this fact that Sir
ham owed the reasonable figure
which_his ransom had been set,
while he waited for its arrival
found  the brigand very good
pany. “A "’ he said of‘him
afterward, “‘when amiable, an A1l
companion; when not, better absent,”’

‘Qon Q. returned - with the bottle
that he..had.cq_x‘efully opened,, and,
séating- himself at the table, resumod
the conversation at the point where
ho had left it.

“I am aware it is said that the
Pyrennean ibex are finer beasts than
those to be found in our meountains.
But this is a mistake. Your itiner-
ant sportsman,’* he bowed with g
courteous smile to his guest, ‘‘spends
& month or two after his quarry, he
goes where the cazadores take him,
he finds only what he is meant to
find, he sees byt what it is arranged
he shall sed. You have not yvet shot
In the mountains of Castile, but
wherever you - go,. you will never
bring down' & finer head than that
of yesterday, with its 32-inch horns.
We of the mountains know . where to
lead our guests.”’

Sir Graham laughed. .

‘‘Thanks,”™ he said, “I am quite
sure I shall never again enjoy  the
royal sport you have given me, se-
nor. And I should like to add how
grateful I feel for the goodwill .on
your part, which put me in the way
of so much luck with my rifle.”’

“To serve'a friend onc sheds one’s
blood,” ”’ quoted the brigand, raising
his glass to clink against that of the
Englishman.

An extreme sentiment has alwaye

the effect of embarrassing one of Sir
Graham’s race. He turned the sub-
Ject rather awkwardly.
“My attention,” he added presently,
luggage when I came up here, some
magazines and ‘somé odd . monthly
parts of the World’s Best Pictures.
One of them contains a rather strik-
Ing reproduction of g painting  of
ibex in the sierra. T think it might
interest you, : ;

Don Q. held up his- hand. =

“Pray be seated. Your books shal
be brought to you.”’

He hissed sharply, and a man ran
up from the Valley in answer.

For some wceks these Publications
had lain unopened in the cave of Don
Q. and the Englishman noticed with
Bome surprise the eagerness with
which the brigand now turned  the
bages, and also the acumen and point
of the remarks he mado. But it wag
clear that the portraits interested
him the most.

Gra-
at
and
he
com-

Sir Graham
tatively.

‘‘May I venture to Ssuggest that no
artist of—at any - rate sufficiently
high reputation, has up to the pre-
sont had an opportunity of studying
¥you,” ke answered with gravity.

. Trye,” said the chief, *the fault
Is after all my own,” and he return.
ed to his examination of the pictures
.My attention;” he added presently,
‘has been arrested by thess two por-
traits both of which are signed by
Alcibiade Blufort. Both are excel-
lent pieces.of work.*

Sir Graham bent over to look at
them.

‘“ Well, I Suppose Blufort’s name is
second to none in Burope as a por-
trait painter,”” he remarked. :

‘“ Indeed? That is very interesting.
Don. Q. paused. ““Senor, do you
think this French artist, Blufort,
would paint my portrait?’’

It was the Englishman’s turn to be
staggered. .- . :

‘*“ Yes, senor,”’ the chief repeated
with firmness, ‘““my portrait. It will
be no small honor even to Senor Blu-
fort to place upon canvas the fea-
tures of him, who, after Napoleon,
is the greatest brigand the world has
ever known.”’

Sir Graham bowed from his side of
the table with cordiality.

““ Unquestionably,” he said.

‘* Posterity,”” resumed the chief,
‘“ will value it, for Posterity will ap-
pPrise me at my true worth. I grieve
at times, senor, when I reflect how
very false an idea of mse may go
down to future generations. But my
autobiography, which I have carcful-
ly written, will give them the real
facts of my career, and tell them of
one or two of my exploits, which—i{
I am not mistaken—will live. I have
noticed that biographies of great men
are always prefaced by  a portrait,
reproduced from the work of some
great artist. Mine must not be an
exception. ' Besides,”’ continued Don
Q., becoming almost gcnial, “I will
admit that I should not he’ adverse
to my portrait being bought by the
English nation, among whom I may
say I have many friends.”’

“By jove, yes!”’ agreed Sir Gra-
ham. looking across at the strange
face and figure of the chief, ‘“‘by jove
yes! It is a real loss to the world
that' no adequate representation of
you can can ever be given . to the
thousands who have heard of and
wondered at your famous career.’’

‘“ But why should not a great por-
trait of me reach the world that won-
ders at me?’- demanded Don Q.
sharply. ‘Do you not think it pos-
sible that Senor Blufort can be per-
suaded to pay me a visit in the sier-
ra to place upon his immortal can-
vas the likeness of one whose name,
I can, without being misunderstood
by you, declare to be worthy because
equally immortal?’’

Seeing that the chief waited for his
answer, Sir Graham replied diplom-
atically:

**I imagine he would think twice
before coming.”

‘“ The fec need - be no obstacle,”’
urged.Don Q. ‘‘I believe that artists
vied with each other for the honot
of portraying Napoleon.”’

** Still—your reputation,’”’ hesitat
ed the Englishman,

“I’havé certaifly beén much ma-
ligned,” ‘admitted the chief. *‘There
are many narrow-minded people in

sipped his wine medi-

the plains. But genius, senor, genius
such as this Frenchman’s, would not
—in my opinion—be deterred by fool-
ish.. gossip om_seizing upon the

‘chance of securing so unparalleled a

subject for his art to expend
upon.”’

““ Very likely you are right,’” said
the other. .

‘* Besides, Senor Blufort happens at
this moment to he at Malaga. He
is_studying’ details of Spanish life
for his next great picture. I ghall
invite him to visit me. He will not
refuse, I feel sure.””

This ‘was growing serious, for Sir
Graham could not imagire how a

itself

«

true likeness of the brigand could by
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any possibility please that fastidious
but high-tempered Personage. And
if #t did not please him, what - would
happen to M. Blufort?

“ There' is a Mme Blufort,
might perhaps feel some natural
xiety—"’ he began.

‘“ The whims of

who
an-

) Women: have never
influenced me, senor, I agsure you,”’
replied Don Q. ‘‘I have made up my
mind that Senor Blufort shall paint
me. Can you tell mo what the Brit-
ish nation paid him for this picture
of Don Tommy?*’ 5 "

*“Two thousand guineas, I believe,’’
said Sir Graham, naming. a big sum
at a venture.

““Cood. I shall offer him 8000. I
will write at once and perhaps you,
scnor, will bo good enough to add a

my hospitality?”’

Sir Graham hesitated once
Then he spoke firmly.

‘ ¥You know how grateful I am for
all the kindness you have shown me,”’
he said. ‘“Yowr hospitality leaves
nothing to be desired. I do not
know when T have enjoyed myself so
much. But if T were to write as you
wish, T should in a manner br pledg-
ing myself that you would send Blu-
fort back to his wife safe and sound.
It you can give me your word as to
that, I shall be delighted to add to
your note.

A frown crossed the pallid forehead
of the chief, but faded again. i

‘“ True,” he said, ‘““you have rea-
son. For I can by no means war
rant this gentleman’s safe return to
the plains. Suppose I do not like

more.

I am not pleased? What thcn?’’

‘‘Precisely, what then?’”’ echoed Sir
Graham dryly.

‘“Ah, as to that,”” Don Q.
ged his pointed shoulders,
say?”’ He bowed over his glass of
black coffee. ‘I perceive your diffi-
culty, senor. I will with your per-
mission, however, send my invitation
at once.”

“ You can but ask him,””
Sir Graham relieved,

Don Q. turned abruptly,

‘“ Do you mean he would be so un-
wise as to refuse?’’

““ Not if he knew you.”’

Don Q. bowed once more.

“I trust, senor, for his own sake,
he will not dream of doing so. ”’

The upshot of this conversation was
that Don Q. wrote g charming letter
to the great French Jortrait painter.
He praised his work, praised it in
such words as to show that he was
something of a connoisseur. He went
on to say that a great artist needed
a great subject. He instanced por-
traits of Napoleon others. He
pointed out tha onsieur Blufort’s
chance had come out to meet him,
and he rejoiced ‘ that he, ‘Don Q.,
should be the individual to afford
to supreme genius g supreme oppor-
tunity. He ended with polite assur-
ances of hospitality and the pleasure
with which he looked forward to
making the ‘acquaintance of the
painter. ; i

Days went by during which Don Q.
always spoke of the coming of Blu-
fort as certain. Sir Graham was
lucky in that the chief liked him, and
the has since said he seldom enjoyed
‘any period of his life more than that
he spent in the sijerra while awaiting
the arrival of the ransom. For Don
Q. sent him ibgx shooting under pa-
role and with Robledo, whose knowl-

shrug-
‘“who can

responded

Yedge of the haunts and the habits of

the wild cabra montes were exhaust-
ive. These expeditions resulted in
half a dozen good and one remark-
able head.

sport that Sir Graham returned to
find the demeanor of Don Q. unac-
countably altered. He was no longer
the courteous and charming compa-
nion, the perfect host.

.All that was changed. Don Q. sat
silent, brooding with a vicious gleam
in his eyes if he raised them:; he was
in fact plunged in one of those black
fits of depression to which his follow-
ers had grown accustomed. His pris-
oner, being a man of the world,
wisely accepted the position and held
his tongue also. For the black fit of
Don Q. always closed his lips, and
he often at such times remained 10
days without speaking. If he spoke
some one suffered. i

For three days the Englishman,
living the round with which he had
become familiar, entered the cave to
find the brigand always crouched  in
the same position, staring into the
flames with the same ficrce vacant
eyes, and bitter compressed lips. He
seemed not to stir through the hours.

There was nothing for it but to
wait for the dark ice of the mood to
break up. And Sir Graham was al-
most startled as he sat reading oppo-
sitec the brooding figure on the night
of the third day, when Don Q. broke
the 60-hours’ silence.

‘“Don Graham, I am about to ask
your advice,”” he said suddenly.

The other murmured his gratifica-
tion.

It I have rcceived a letter from M,
Blufort.”’

The Englishman nodded.

‘““ You will remember that I wrote
to him a very courteous invitat_ion
offering him the honor of painting
my portrait.”’

‘“ I remember perfectly.””

‘““You told me. he was'a gentle-
man,”” went on the chief accusingly.

““ I believe he is considered to be
one.”’

‘‘ His reply,”” said Don Q. with ‘a
sibilant inflection in his voice that
his companion had never noticed be-
fore, ‘““would lead me to a directly
contrary conclusion.””

‘“ He has offended you.”

‘““Deeply, T may say, mortally! Lis-
ten! He declines my invitation and
adds that he has heard they take ex-
cellent photographs in the prisons
of Spain!’”

The malignant fury of the words,
Sir Graham has since declared almost
cowed him. He answered something
he does not know what.

‘“Is it possible,”” sald Don Q., at
last in a more even tone, ‘‘ that he
has never heard of me before coming

posteript to say what you think -of-

the character of his work? SupposeJ

It was at the end of such a day’s,
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thing of the kind was likely.
“It is his misfortune,”’

““That he cannot paint your por-
trait?’’

““Not at all. That he did not take
my: offer to pdint on his own terms,’”’
amended the chief.

‘““What do you mean?”’

‘“That he must now do so
mine.”’

‘“But he is in Malaga— how can
you?”’
such a career as ine,” Don Q.
sured him.

B SR R R e ekt T e

as-

On a glorious

morning Monsieur
and. Madame

! Blufort started to spend
the day necar the ruined tower of Ca-
mala. Monsicur ' intended to make
some sketches, and madame had or-
dered a couple of his favorite dishes
for the dejeuner they carried with
them. Monsieur had forgotten  his
grievance against the sequestrador,
and was feeding in the solemn silence
of an habitually ill-tempered man.

All of a sudden he was aware of a
handsome fellow in a costume, the
picturesqueness of which almost hid
{its rags, who was repeating
fierce sentence in the rough dialect of
the hills.

The artist raised his face from the
plate to reply, when he perceived a

dame. His next sensation was of two
huge, hairy hands under his elbow
‘Mfting him to his feet. Heo turned re-
sentfully, but the unshaven black-
muzzled face that snarled back at
him drove the words from his lips.
The first speaker, who, in fact, was
no other than Robledo, spoke again
more slowly.

‘“ My lord places himself at the feet
of the senor, and desires his presence
in the sierra.’”’

fort arrogantly.

““He is known as Don Q. Surely
the senor has heard of him? He has
sent a mule for the senor to ride.”’

‘““I have written to Your master
that I cannot come,’”” replied Blu-
fort, wriggling in Gaspar’s  big
hands. ‘““And you can go and tell
him I will not come.’”’

Robledo uttered some rapid words
to his comrades. ‘‘ Our lord said we
were to be gentle unless he
We have been very gentle,”” je said
jregretfully, ‘‘and he has refused.
| Therefore, Gaspar, give him your
knce in  the small of his fat back
while I entangle his legs. So—’

Before the prolonged syllable ceas-

ried away. Madame had just regain-
ed her breath and. was preparing to
scream when the handsome ~ robber
japproached her.

‘“‘Senora,’”’ he said, doffing his hat,
“my lord bade me tell you that if
you raise an alarm in Malaga and
get your consul and the guardias ci-
viles to look for the senor you will
never again behold him. But if you
wait bravely and patiently ' he may,
perhaps, be rcturned to you in due

seemed to strike him> ‘‘Senora,”’ he
added coming back, ‘‘be assured that,
as my lord says, 8o it shall be.
Therefore, take heed.

The wonderful day was waning. by
the time Blufort and his captors tra-
versed the lower ravines of the sier-
ra.

+Every now and then he would break
into speech; he warned his captors
that his government would make
them and their master pay dearly
for his detention, aye, and more, for
an angry. world would arise to wipe
such insects out of existence. These
and many other threats he held over
them. Later on he .offered bribes and
pardon to the six trudging figures,
he implored them to think of his
wife’s agony, he was ready to make
any promisc if they would but turn
and convey him safely back to Ma-
laga. .

But the men made no reply save to
whip up the mule to a faster pro-
gress,

Fury, a sense of helplessness, and
finally alarm filled him. But by the
time he had been led through echoing
rock passages with his handkerchief
tied over his cyes, and emerged into
a pine-fringed valley cut off from all
the world, it. zust be admitted that
fear had gained complete possession
of his soul. He and his captors had
rested for a fcw hours on the road,
so that the morning sun was already
visible over the cliffs when he was
conducted up to the cave of Don Q.

As it happened, he saw on the ter-
race only a tall lean man lounging
in a chair and giving directions in
execrable Spanish about a skin that
had been pegged out to dry.

Frightened as he was, Blufort re-
solved to take up a definite stand
before the brigand of the sierra.
Acting upon this idea he advanced
slowly and assuming an attitude he
said with solemnity:

‘“‘Are you aware, senor, that in cap-
turing me you have committed a
crime against not civilization only,
but against art, sacred art herself?’’

At the sound of his voice the tall
man turned and looked at him.

‘““By George, yes!’’ he said,

an air of compunction.
‘ The man devoted to art is
compact of nerves,”” went on Blu-
fort in a tone of reproach. ‘“ Why,
then, have you permitted mine to be
shattered by this ' capture? From
your letter I am ineclined to think
you know something of art. Do you
not then recognize how deeply you
have wronged her in my person?
How irretrievably you have injured
humanity by rudely ' snatching me
from my work in a moment of inspi-
ration ?’’

““I am sure Don Q. will greatly re-
gret putting you to any ix}conveni-
ence,”” Sir Graham said pohtely..

‘“ Then you are not that horrible
robber.”’

‘“ 1 should not speak in such terms
of him if I were you,”” put in the
other, ‘‘for his profession and the

with

all

particular standing he has rcached in

““Who is your lord?”’ demanded Blu-

ed Blufort was bound and being car-

time,”” he turned away, but a thought

e e T —

DON Q.

The Englishman agreed that some—l

on |

‘““My friénd, there are no ‘buts’ in |

{between his departing captive

“My name is Marks—and I am, like
you, a captive—only I am about to

said Don leave and you have but just' come.”

‘“How now does that ruffian treat
one?”’ whispered the painter. £

““As one gentleman treats another,
replied Sir Graham. ““I've had a
ripping good time, and that's the
truth.”

The painter stared.
he breathed. ‘‘ Monsicur Marks,
you know who I am?’y

“I can make a guess. You are
Monsieur Blufort, the great artist.”’

‘““Monsieur,”’ said the Frenchman,
his voice assuming a rumbling tre-
molo of excitement, ‘‘this Dop Q.,
this chief will live to regret to-day.’’

‘“Hush—or so may you!’’ Sir Gra-
ham shook his head. ““There he is in
the valley. Goodbye. He is beckon-
ing to me. I assure you, monsieur,
you will find our friend a very de-
cent fellow if you treat him civilly.”

A very hearty farewell took place
and
the chief, who then advanced slowly
up the curving path to meet Blufort.

“I am pleased to have the oppor-
tunity of entertaining so eminent a

“Impossible !”*
do

| pergonage as Senor Blufort,”’ he be-
| gan, bowing courteously.

some | speeches,’’

i

?0 Spain or has some garbled account | it happen to be points on which our|

of my career reached him from per-
sons in power?’"

|

—host feels strongly.’’
*Who are you, then?”®

'said Don Q.
refused. |

‘“ We will not waste time in foolish
returned - the painter,
whose spirit had risen after his con-
versation with the Englishman. ‘If

| you are wise you will release me di-
|rectly and allow me to accompany
cauple of the same type behind ma- |

that gentleman to the plains.”’ s
Don Q. spread-out his palms.
‘“I am desolated to refuse,”’

said urbanely. <

‘“ Refuse?  You cannot—you dare
not refuse!’’ !

Don Q.’s strange eyes flickered un-
der their drooping lids.

‘““And why not, may I inquire?”’

‘‘Because my government, France
herself—"’

"Ah, now we come to business,”’
interrupted the chief with a  slight
gesture. ‘‘ No doubt they prize you.
Tell me, senor, how much do you
suppose France will pay to  regain
you?”’ \

‘““But—’" Blufort began with some
bluster.

The brigand held up his thin-hand.

‘“There are no ‘buts.’ If France
will regain you, she must give me my
price. It is nat a large one, consi-
dering it represents your value,”’
“Five thousand guineas
in English money. Sir Graham has
taught me the beauty of English
guineas. If I should fail to
you, I will not accept the ransom.”’

“ Fail to return me—’' ‘cried the
horrified . painter. ‘““What, then - is
Yyour purpose?’’

‘“Hear me; senor.” Don Q. téok
his place in the. lounge chair. = I
wrote you a letter in which I made
you -a certain offer. I asked you to
paint my portrait on your own
terms. Your reply was an insult.”’

“I—-I was annoyed,” stammered

answer.

“I grieve to acknowledge that T
was inclined to be annoyed also.’”’
said Don Q. ‘‘But, naturally, noth-
ing could alter my decision. You
are here now to paint my portrait
on my terms. Do you desire to hear
them?’’

‘“ They do not
Blufort sullenly.

““ You are rash in saying that. For
you will remain ir the sierra  until
your task is finished.’’

““I shall be rescued. I have
fear.”’

‘‘ Senor, you are very afraid, in-
deed,”” responded Don Q. with a chil-
ly laugh. ‘‘And rightly so. People
will tell you-I have dwelt here in my
eyrie from time immemorial; thg.t is
a legend; and never yct has a prison-
er been taken from my hands; that
is an historic truth.
intelligence, all the art, all the ge-
nius at your command, you are
about to paint me, Don Q., the se-
questrador of the sierra. I have
been told that four weeks have suf-
ficed for the production of some gf
your finest creations. May I ask if
this is so?’’ ity

“ It is suf:iclent.”

‘“ Then you shall have four weeks
in which to place my presentment on

ur canvas.’’
yo“ I have with me nothing bu’t my
little travelling paint ‘box,’’ objected
Blufort.

‘“ Pardon, I should not dream of
asking you to transcend all your for-
mer efforts, could I not offer you
the choicc materials to which you
are accustomed. Everything has been
brought here from your hotel at Ma-
laga.”’

‘““T am sure I am much indebted to
you.’”” Blufort was angry, baffled.
‘“ You appear to be thoroughly pro-
ficient in your—calling.”’:

‘“ Rut naturally, since I am at t..he
head of my profession.” The chief
paused before continuing—‘‘There are
heights to which you have not yct
climbed in yours.”’

‘““I have painted the mogt notable
persons of the day.”

‘““Permit 'me to remind you the'xt
you have not yet painted me!’’ - said
the bandit and then, after a pause,
went on—‘‘Once I should have paid
You a handsome fec for your efforts
in my behalf, now, we must reverse
the process, alas ! At the close of
the four weeks, on the 28th day, if
I do not find your picture to my
liking, do you know what will hap-
pen?’” 3

‘“ You will order me to repaintllt,
Blufort could not withhold the inso-
lent triumph from his voice,'!or here
at lcast He held Don Q. in his power.

‘“Not at all.”

‘“ What then ?’’ o

‘I shall cut off your right hand.
said the chief,

The Frenchman turned color, his
heart sank in horror. There was a
light in the fierce flickering cyes, a
tone in the sibilant voice that con-
vinced him the brigand was ‘most
absolutely in earnest.

After . this conversation Don Q.

affect me,”” said

no

minutes later, men came la‘boring up
the steep path, burdened with easels,
canvases, and all the other parapher-
nalia belonging to Blufort. ;
He sat among them, sick at 'thrt.
dumbfounded, résentful. T‘lay do
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he!

return

the other, as the chief waited for an|-

With all the |

withdrew into the cave, and, a few’

bbbl £
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not tell us the half about this
rible man;'’ he reflected.
most remorseless creature
ninsula.’”’

But Don Q.’s purposes never lin-
gered hangfooted. After the midday
meal, of which he partook in the
company of the artist, the chief ine
timated that he wasg ready to ‘give
Blufort his first sitting.

ter-
‘““He is the
in the pe-

As the days Passed and Blufort
found hig work advancing, his hopes
rose. He was g
of his art, that he knew. The
of failure, always remote,
entex: into his calculations. He de-
termined to paint such a picture of
the brigand as would bring tears of
gratitude to. the eyes of the ‘original.:
He would elevate the harshness, soft-
én away that dreadful resemblance
to the quebranta-huesos, the bone-
breaking Vulturej

“* Yes,” thought Blufort. ¢ I will
ga,i!'l.t' him as he conceives himself to

e!

He begged Don Q. to be good en-
ough not to look at the portrait un-
til it was completed.

‘* No, senor, you may rely upon my
word that I shajl not look upon your
work until it is finisHed,” the bri.
gand replied. ‘‘Then I will accord
to it 'tho praisc or blame it de-
serves.’’

Tho chief was a good sitter, and,
moreover, g brilliant conversational-
ist, so that it is but truth to say
the artist found the time passing far
mare pleasantly than he could have
anticipated.

Meantime he waorked hard at his
task. Three weeks had elapsed, and
a day or two later the picture was
nearing completion. Blufort, in the
current of talk, sald so to the chief.

‘“ And wheseo shall it hang, senor?’’
he asked. ‘‘Your cave—’"

Don Q. held up his hand,
its delicate fingers to and fro.

‘“ No, no, senor. I understand that
the French naticn purchases your
works. I assure you that I have no
objection to Placing it en your na-
tional gallery, -though had my own
country begn rich enough to acquire
it, I confess I should have preferred
my portrait to remain enshrined in
the land where I was born and shall
one day die.”’

Blulort,apparently. much taken up
with his brush, made no reply.

‘““ It is pleasant,’”’ Don Q. went on,
‘“‘when one has lived so exceptional a
life as mine, to imagine unborn gen-
erations pausing in front of my por-
trait and discussing ‘some one or
other of theexploits which have giv-
en me my reputation.’

Finally Blufort turning to Don Q.
said ¢ o XITRE ;

‘ Will you look upon my work, se-
nor  The portraif is at last perfect.”
And he said it with a glow of warm
assurance as to its effect on the ori-
ginal. 4y
“ With pleasure, senor!” Don Q.
rose from his seat and advanced to
the easel.

After a long inspection the chief
turned slowly to his companion.

‘“ This is termibly sad,” he said in
a gentle, regretful voice, but with a
marked sibilance of intohation, ter-
ribly sad! And just as I was
ning to have something of a liking
|for you, senor.”’

Blufort started back,

“Do you mean to say—"" he sgtam-
imered and stopped, bregthless, for
there was a significance in the look
|fixed upon him.

! ‘‘Senor,”” resumed the chief, * you
great artist? Your repu-

.

idea
ceased to

moving

lare a very
|tation is wide ag the world?”’

Blufort bowed with g beating heart.
| ‘“Yct even craftsmen as skilful as
|yourself have thair occasional fail-
| ures.”” ;

‘* Assuredly. But this js not one,’’
{said the Fren¢chman huskily and with
|an effort,

“ Bring a looking-glass,’’ command-
ed the chief. ¥
| A man hurriedly fetched one. The
ib_rxgand pushed him into position’ be-
side the picture and pPlaced himself
S0 that_his reflection in jthe  mirror
appeared close beside - Blufort’s pre-
sentment of him.

““ Look!" he said briefly,

And truly the portrait was a won-
derful piece of work, By his consum-
mate art Blufort had, while preserv-
ing the liken@ss, transmuted the cruel
vulture aspect into that of an asce-
tic.. The soul that gazed out at
you from the pictured eyes was g
soul high, pure, intense, but not the
soul of Don Q. The disparity  be-
tween the mfrrored face and the pic-
tured one flagrant.

The artist looked and turned away,
shivering.

‘“ Have you anything to say, se-
nor?”’ demanded Don g} “If I had
a brother at the Vatican—this might
be hel But I am not a Pope. I am
not the head of Christendom but of
sequestradores. What have you to
say?’”’ ’

Blufort stood silent though mental-
ly he called himself g thrice-condemn-
ed fool.

“I told you that if you failed to
Please me in the matter,”” went on
the chief, with the same menacing
urbanity, ‘‘you should lose your
hand. But then I never expected
this!”’ he pointed at the picture.

Blufort looked at him. Always
two natures were struggling for mas-
tery in the heart of Don Q. At that
moment if ever the darker of the two
held the upper hand,

‘“ No?”’, questioned the painter fee-
bly. .

, ‘“ No!” X had allowed for the pos-
§ibility of, failure, for which I set
the forfelt of.your right hand. But

an insult.’’

‘“I have done all that could be
done with a subjcct such as your-
self!”” exclaimed the artist in despe-
ration.

‘ Pardon, sencr. With even so un-
promising. a gubjedt as myself, your
brush could have been true.’’

‘“ But you will release me?”’

‘- Yes, you shall indeed be released.
My men will bury you at sunset. For

with your picture in order that you
may realize the full cnormity of your
offence.””

eonsummate master |

{8go_as the time of Ph

I had not concelved the possibility of |

the present . I will leave you alone |

’longer, Neither was injured.

Blufort sat for a Icng time abso- <.
lutely stunned. When next- he looked
round with understanding the sun ;
stood pigh in the zenith. He wes
alone on the terrace still. The rob- .
bers were going about their business
in the valley below, and Don Q. was
nowhere to be seen.

“And so I have pginted!” he cried
to himself, shaking his hand up at
the sky, “painted consummately, as

|not another in this generation coflld

paint!” he sprang forward and stood

‘|before the picture.

He stared at the pictured face,
high-souled, ascetic, noble. The look,
the expression, maddened him. This -
man, this"Don Q., had cheated him!
He was to-die, he, the great Blufort,
alone and horribly among these deso-
late mountains. "

He clasped his head in his arme and -
panted for revenge. But he was help-
|less—helpless! Then an idea struck

im.  He was condemned to die.
Even these demons could do no more,
could do no worse to him. He groped
with hutried fingers for his palette
and ‘brushea. Yes, yes, Don Q. should
learn that Blufort,. the priscner,. the
| dying man, could still sting!” Swiftly
ibe set to - work upon the portrait
gagain. Swiftly he painted,: painted
'as perNaps he had never painted be-
fore, for he paiuted with a gall  of
madness in his blood. o
- 'Under the aftist’s touch-the face
upon the easel quickly changed, all
the flattery went out of it, and in its
stead there grew out minute by min-
ute Don Q. in his blackest mood,
with the wvulture physiognamy, : the
bitter, sneering jaw, a face hardly of
this human world, as Blufort’s heart
told him.

At last it was done. Blufort flung
down -hig brushes and waited. He
laughed  shrilly. He threw himself
‘into a chair.

When at last the footfall of the
brigand sounded upon the inner floor-
ing of the cave, Blufort felt his first
pang of repentance. Perhaps what
he had been doing would but add to
the rigors of his death. It was too
late to 'think of that now, for Don
Q. *advanced slowly from the mouth
of the cavern gnd his glance turned
at once on the picture. = .

He fell back a step tn his surprise.
Then he drew nearer, and for many
minutes stood motionless staring at
the ered likeness of himself.

Blufort watched him turtively, till
Don Q. with flashing eyes _..Bwung
round ‘ufon him. e

‘‘What—what have you ‘done, se-
nor?”” he cried. SR A

Blufort scowled. ‘““You did ‘not like
the ideal. I have given you tho real,
he snarled. * Yes, senor, that is
| you—you—you! "Kill me now as soon
as yours? Impossible!*”’ ¢ :

. Kill?"”" ‘repeated Don' Q. ‘with a
strange modulation in  his -voice.
*“ Kill a man who can. tssuch a
picture as that, so:trueyisd- forcetul?
Destroy art without a parallel - such
as yors? Impossible}’’

‘Do not torment me 1”*

““I tell you I fecl myself looking at
myself from those eyes, my spirit lies'
breathing upon those lips,’’.the- chief
said with his strange enthusiasm.
““ The fire from the altar ‘before the
gods has come down ‘upon you. Here
is. genius. Live, sonor; I could not
be guilty of depriving the world of
you. Come, we will dine and drink
to the health of such an artist!’’

‘“‘And afterward?’’. asked ‘Blufort,
bewildered by the turn of events. :

‘“ Afterward my men s all escort
you in safety to the foothills.”

‘““And the picture—’’ ;

. ‘“As to the picture it is worthy of
its subject. I need say no more in its
praise, senor. I shall never 'sit to
another painter!’’

el

THE THINGS THAT WERE " e
DONE IN THE OLDEN DAYS.
Some harps have been discovered in
Egyptian tombs, the strings  of
which, in several ingtances, were in-
tact, and gave forth distinct sounds
after an estimatéed 'sifence’ "of 8,000
years. e
| Birthdays were celebrated as' long
oh. :

Peter the Great, it is sald,. bor- -
rowed the idea of the Russian flag
from the Dutch, 3
learned shipbuilding. He simply tur-
ned the Dutch tricolor, red, white
and blue, upside down to make a
Russian flag. AN

5 PR it e aie

In the early pasrt’of 'the last cen-
tury a firm of contractors  named
Jerry Brothers, carried on  -business
in Liverpool, England; and earned an
unpleasant notoriety by putting - up
rapidly built, showy, but ill- cons-
tructed houses, so that their name
eventually became general ' for such
builders, and such work in all parts
of the world. ' ; ik ]

The coach in which the Lord Mayor
of London rides on state accasions
has been in use since 1757.  ° ?

The entire fleet of Coluxqbul was
worth only $8,000, and the explor~
er's salary was only §300 a year.

An edict of Charles IX. of France,
dated 1568, made it a civil offence
to offer any guest more than three
courses at one meal. If a fourth ap-
peared, the provider of the fdast was
liable to a fine of 200 francs; while
the guests who partook of it could-
becalled upon to pay the authorities
40 francs each.

s,

Ropes made of.various kinds of
libre and leather are of very ancient °
date. sRopes of palm have been found
in Egypt in the tombs of Benl-Has_- !
san about 8000 ' B.C., and on the
walls of these tombs is also shown
the process of preparing hemp. In%
tomb at Thebes of the time of
Thothmes III. (about 1600 B. C.),
is a group representing the process
of twisting, thongs of leather and the
method of cutting. leather into
thongs. ! :

(. Sixteen out of the twenty-one Eng-
| lish toronations that ' octurred - be-
| tween William II..and Elizabeth, beth
!inclusive, were held on Sunday. .

In 1800, it is said, 100,000 bales
of cotton would have lasted the Lan-
cashire mills, -England, for a year;
now the same amount only feeds their

spindles for a day and a

TOO TIRED-TO FIGHT.

A duel between M. .Jumel; a "
ty, and the candidate opposing him,
| M. Bonyssou, in Paris, on Tuesday,
| was declared at an end by the sur
geons after the-tenth bout, ‘because
the men were too fatigued to fight

among whom he .



