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‘*-8till—your " reputation,’t hesitat
ed the Englishman. Gk

‘“ I have certainly been much ma~
ligned,” admitted the'chief,. ‘‘There
are many - narrow-minded- people in
the plains. Bit genius, senor, genius
such as this Frenchman’s, would not
—in my opinion—be detcrred by fool-
ish gossip from seizing' upon the
chance of securing so unparalleled a
subject for his art to expend itsclf
upon.”’ :
 ““ Very likely you are right,” said
the other.

‘“ Besides, Senor Blufort happens at
this moment to be at Malaga. He
is studying details of Spanish
for his next great picture. I ghall
invite him to visit me. He will not
réfuse, I feel sure.”’

This -was growing serious, for Sir
.Graham could not imagineé how a
true- likeness of the brigand could by
any possibility ‘please that fastidious
but high-tempered personage. And
¥ it did not please him, what would
happen to M. Blufort?

** There is a Mme Blufort, who
might perhaps feel some natural an-
xiety—'" he began.

‘“ The whims of women have never
influenced me, senor, I assure you,’’
replied Don- Q. ‘I have made up my
mind that Senor Blufort shall paint
me. Can you tell me what the Brit-
ish nation paid him for this picture
of Don Tommy?’’

“Pwo thousand guineas, I believe,”

said Sir Graham, naming a big sum |Q

at a venture.

‘““Cood. I shall offer him 3000. I
will write at once and perhaps you, i
senpr, will be good enough to add a
pusteript to say what you think of
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:: “Your hospitality leaves
nothing to be desired. I do not
knaw when T have enjoyed myself so
much. But if I were to write as you
wish, I should in a‘'manner br pledg-
ing myself /that you would send Blu-

more.

contrary ‘conclusion.’”.

ten!
adds that he ‘has heard they take ex-
cellent -photographs’ “in the* prisons !
of Spdin!”’ B

such a career as iné,”” Don Q.
sured him.

The ‘ other murmured his gratifica-

tion.

‘““I have received a letter from M.

Blufort.”’

The Englishman nodded.
““ You will remember that I wrote

to -him a very courteous invitation
offering him the
my portra."."

honor of painting

‘“ T remember perfectly.”’
‘“You told me, he was a gentle-

man,”! weént on the ¢hief accusingly.

‘I ‘believe ho ‘18 ggnsidered to be

one.”’ i ¥

“ His reply,”’ €aid Don Q. with- =

sibilant<inflection im his voice that
life_his companién had’never neticed be-
fore, ““would lead me to a

‘“ He has ‘offended. you.” ;
‘‘Deeply, I may say, mortally! Lis-
He declines my invitation and

The malignant ?ury of the words,

Sir Graham has since declared almost
cowed 'him.’ He answcred
he does not know. what.

something

“ 18”4t possible;”’ said Don/Q., at

last in a ‘moré even. tone, ‘“ that he
has nover heard of me before coming
?0 Spain or has some garbled account
of my carcer reached ‘him from per-
sons in power?’’ 4

The Englishman agrced that some-

thing of the kind was likely.
““It is his misfoertune,”” said Don |

““That he.canngt ’paiht your por-

trait?”’

“Not at.all: That-he did not take

my offer to paint on his own terms,”’
amended ‘the chief. /" -

““What do-you mean?"

‘“That he must- 'mow do so on

mine.”’

‘“But he is in Malaga— how ' can
; iy

you?’’

‘“ My ‘friend, theré’are no ‘buts’ in
as-

aite . . . . K] B . .

On a glorious morning Monsieur

directly |

N

2 =

]visible over the cliffis when he was
conductell 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
‘exectable Spanish about a skin that
had been pegged out to dry.

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 againét art, sacred art herself?’’

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

“By -George, yes!’'’-he said, with
an air of comvpunction. -

¢ The man ‘devoted to art is all
icompact. of nerves,"” went on . Blu-
fort in & tone of reproach. ‘' Why,
then, have you permitted mine to be
shattered by this - capture? From
your letter I am - inclined 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-

Frightened as he was, Blufort re-|

FR IR

‘“It is suf:icient.’’

‘“ Then you shdll have four weeks
in which to place my presentment on
your canvas.’’ ; A

“I have with me nothing but m
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 choico materials to which Qu
are accustomed. Everything has been
brought here from your. hotel at Ma-
laga.” g i

‘“I am sure I am much indebted to
you.”  Blufort was angry, baffled.
‘“ You appear to be thoroughly pro-
ficient in your—calling.’’:

‘“ But naturally, since -I.am at the
head of my profession.’””> The- chief
paused before ontinuing—*“There are
heights_ to 'which you bave not yet
climbed 'in yours,” = ‘. y

‘“1 have paintéd the ‘most notable
fpersons: of the day.’’: '«

“ Permit me:to.remind you that
you have not yet painted me!”’ said
the bandit and then, after a  pause,
went on—‘‘Once I should have paid
You a handsome fee for your efforts
in my béhalf, 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?’’

gret putting you: to any incenveni-
énce,”” Sir Graham said politely.

“* 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
particular standing he has reached in
iit-happen to be 'points on which our
;—host feels ‘strongly.”’
| ““Who" aré you,' then?’’
i+ “My name is’' Marks—and I am; like
i you, a captive—only I am.about to
|leave and yéu have but just come.!’
I “How now does that ruffian’ treat

one?’”’ whispered the painter.

‘“As one gentleman treats another,
“I've-had 'a
:the

Ereplied Sir' Graham.

| ripping good time, ‘and that's

" Blufort could' not withhold the inso-

*“ You will prdér me to repaint it,”’

lent triumph from.his voice, -for here
at least he held Don Q. in‘his power.
‘“Not at all.”’
‘“ What themn 2" .

said the chief.
The Frenchman turned color, his

‘I shall cut off your-right hand.” |

‘ Yot even craftsmen as skilful as
yours'::-ll have their occasional fail-
ures.

** Assuredly. But this is not one,’”
said the Frenchman huskily and with
an effort.

‘“ Bring a looki lass,”’ command-
ed the chief. n?g .

A man hurricdly’ fetched one. The
b;lga.nd pushed him into position be-
side the picture ‘amd placed himself
80 that his reflection in the mirror
appeared close béside Blufort’s pre-
sentment of him. .

*“ Look!"’ he said briefly.

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

The artist looked and turned away
shivering. y

£y 'Have You anything to say, se-
nor?”’ demanded Don Q. “If I had
a brother at the Vatican—this might
be hel Bu‘tIa.mnota.pop& I am
not the heafl of Christendom but or
sequestradores. What have you to
say?”’

Blufort stood silent though mental-
Iy he ealled himself a 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 twa
held the upper handy
blu No?” questioned the painter fee-

y. .

‘“ No!”" I had allowed for the pos-
sibility of failure, for which I set
the forfeit of your right hand. But
I had not conceived the possibility of
an insult.”” .

“I have done all that could be
{done with a subject such as your-
{self!”’ exclaimed the artist in despe-
ration, :

‘“ Pardon, senor. With even so un-

heart sank in horror. There was a
light in the fierce flickering oyes, a
tone in the' sibilant voice that con-
vinced him the brigand was
absolutely in earnest.

After this conversation Don Q.
withdrew into the cave, and, .a few
minutes later, men came laboring up
the steep path, burdened with easels,
canvases, and all the other parapher-
nalia belonging to Blufort.

most |

promising a subject as myself, your
| brush could have been true.’”’
i ‘“ But: you will release me?’”’
{ ““ Yes, you shall indeed be released.
| My men will bury you at sunset, For
the present I will leave you alone
with your picture in order that you
may realize the full enormity of your
offence.’’

Blufort sat for a long time abso-

GOODS

fort back to his wife safe and sound. |and Madame Blufort started to spend | truth.” lutely stunned. When next he looked

‘“‘Impossible !”’
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b1l thing looming right in front of I\"":
k really the Nelson monument and 18”1'
paper mache deception put up 10
he entertainment of tourists. .
In the first hour of 'rickshaw ndm;
Japan I saw so much that was fumj.l
nd fantastic and nerve kinking that
the end. of the ride I wanted te paY
he coolie for a year instead of an hm:h
Ahd how about the first hour up th°
irand Canal in Venice? Or the first
our in the tangled bedlam of (,anton;
Dr the first hour in front of Shept
eard’s Hotel, here in Cairo, when fL
eally seems that a wonderful paSPflnl_:
as been ordered for you: &pécial Jg,;,;
With bulging eyes and whirling smj- ,‘;3
ou view  the changing ka]eﬂ]ﬂSLOL_
d ask in the lang}mgciogt Mr. Peas

py, “Is this on the level?

)Yes. travel is hard work, and %?:[r
rue traveler is a.mighty grum me’
but he goes in buoyed a.lwa"ys by
hope of another “first homry

NO. VIII--HOW M. BLUFORT rmt—i{
ED FOR HIS RIGHT HAND.

4 ——

For, a considerable . ‘time,Don >-Q. Q. and the Englishman noticed with
dividing MéCorka- | ige the. ‘gagerncss

dale’s unwilling-eharities among the |g&
various. institastoss] souiled Jor thel
‘help “of the very poor.

was occupied in

¢ He thissed sharply, and a man ran
up fromethe va]lgy%n ‘answer.

. _\5;}..-:Eérulome\-wpek;._ these publications

had lain unopened.in' the cave-of Don:

me  surpri with'

While yet he busied himsélt ~with |

these matters, Don Q. had the good ;

fortune to secure an English prison- d
er, a tall spare man, who drifted up
into the Boca 'de Lobo, or  rather

1 A s
~“"May I venture to suggest that mo
artist. of—at any rate sufficiently

was carried there by the gurrent ofihigh réputation, has. up to the - pre-

events that:in the sierra sucked most
travellers into the vortex of the bri~
gand’s péwer. s

On an evening some few weeks lat-
er,\Don Q. had risen from the. table,
set out on the terrace, to fetchfrom
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]|
aone 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 keep in touch -more or
less with the world he had abjured.
For Sir Graham was a Britén of the
adaptable sort, a lord of many acres,
a very genial gentleman behind a sur-
face of ‘reserve, and between him and
his captor had sprung up one of those
gqueer likings which the bandit pos-
sessed the quality of inspiring.

It was to this fact that Sir Gra-
ham owed the reasonable figure  at
w.‘uch his ransom had been sét, and
while he waited for its arrival - he
found the brigand very good com-
pany. ‘A rare man,’’.he said of‘him
ufterward, ‘““when amiable, an A1l
companion; when not, better absent.’’

Qon Q. returned  with. the bottle
that‘ he had carefully opened, and,
seating himself at the table, resumed
the conversation at the point where
he had left it. d

“I am aware it is said that =~ the
Pyrennean ibex are finer Heasts than
those to be found in our mountains.
But this is a mistake. Your itiner-
ant sportsman,’”’ he bowed with a
courteous smile'to his guest, ‘““spends
& month or two after his ‘quarry, he
80es where the cazadores take him,
hf? finds only what He is meant-to
find, he sees but what it is arranged
he shall see. You have not ‘yet shot
In the  mountdins of Castile, but
Wherever yéu go, you will never
bring down a 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, ‘“Z1 am quite
sure I shall never agaiy enjoy the
royal sport you.have given me, se-
nor. And I should like to add how
grateful I fecl for the goodwill on
your part, which put me in the way
of 50 much luck with ‘my rifle.”’

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

An extréme sentiment has alwaye
the effect of embarrassing one of Sir
Graham’s race. He turned the sub-|
Jfr't rather awkwardly.

‘My attention,” he added .presently,
luggage when I came up here, . some
nagazines and some odd . monthly |-
barts of the World’'s Best Pictures.
One of them: contains a rather strik-
Ing reproduction . < of a painting ° of
fbex in the sierra: T think it might
Interest you. /i

Don Q. held up his hand.

‘Pray be seated. Your books shall
be brought to you.’*

14

thousands who have heard

ra to place upan -his immertal

sent had an opportunity of sfudying
you,” 1_;9 answered ‘with gravity.
_"“True,” said thé 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 these 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 Europe as a por-
trait painter,”’ he rémarked. — _

*‘ Indeed? That is very interesting.
Don Q. paused. ‘‘Scnor, do you
thirk this French artist, Blufort,
would ‘paint my portrait?’’ /

It was the Englishman’s turn to be
stoggered. f :

‘“ 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 th¢ 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-
prise me at my true worth. I grieve
at times, senor, when I reflect how
very false an idea of 'me may go
down to'future generations. ‘But my
autobiography, whichh I have careful-
ly written, will-give them thé real
facts of my carcer, and tell them of
one or two of my exploits, which—if
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 1hust not he an
exception. Besides,’”” continued Don
Q., becomring almost genial, *T will
admit that I should -not be adverse
to my portrait being bought by the
English nation, ampng whom I may
say I have many friends.’’

““By jove, yes!’’ agreed Sir Gra-
ham. looking across at the strange
faco 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
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-
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 honor
‘of portraying Na.poleop.'v z

{ged his pointed ‘shoulders,

If you can give me your word as to

that, I shall be delighted to add:to |mala.
some . sketches, and madame had or-
dered a couple of. his favorite dishes
for the dejeuner they carried
them. Monsieur had forgotten
grievance against ;
and’ was feeding in the solemn silence
of an habitually ill-tempered man.

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
the ctharacfer of ‘his:work? Suppose
“"ﬁ&'t;' t*he-g?n L2085 §

““Ah, ‘as to that,” Don” Q. shrug-
““‘who can |
say?’’ ~He bowed over his glass of]
black coffee. ‘“ I perceive your diffi-
‘eulty, senor. I.will with your per-
mission, however, send my invitation
at once.”

3 adb s Jeased? jjhandsome fellow. inr al/costume,
4 “’ﬁ"e‘cig -, what 1§h(§n?‘_’§ﬁéehon'gir(§ir'?‘.‘.‘""’“q‘!a’”‘ of
e |Graham dryly. . . . ' el L

the day near the ruined tower of Ca-

Monsjeur intended to make

with
his
the sequestrador,

All of a sudden. he was aware of a
the

whieh glmost hid
rags, who was repeating some

fierce sentence in the rough dialect of
the hills. ;

The: artist raised his face from the

plate to reply, when ‘he perceived - a
couple of the same type behind ~ma-
dame.
huge, hairy hands

His next scnsation was af two
under his elbow

““You can but ask him,” res
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, isenor, for his own sake,
he will not dream of doing so. ”’

The upshot of this conversation was
that Don' Q. wrote a charming letter
to the great French portrait painter.
He praised :his:work, praised it
such .words-as to show that he was

something’ of> 8" conpoisseur. -He ;went

a great subject. He instanced - por-
traits .of- Napoleon and others. — He
pointéd: out’ that Monsieur’ 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 a supreme oppor-
tunity. He ended with polite assur-
ances .of hospitality and the pleasure
with which he looked forward ‘to
making ithe - acquaintance . of the
painter.”’ .

to _his comrades.
wera’'to be gentle uhless he
We have ‘been very. gentle,” he
regretfully,
Therefore,
knee in

while I entangle his;legs.

lifting him to his feet. He turned re-
sentfully, but- the unshayen . black-

| muzgled face that ‘snarled back: at

himdrove the wordsi from his Jips.
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.’’ =~ prise o 2

““Who 'is your Iord?}_’idemanded Blu-
fort arrogantly. = i

‘“ He' is" known a5”Don Q. Surely
the senor ‘has-heard .of him? He has
sent a’ mule for: thesdenor to ride.”

- ‘1 have “written 46:' your ®master
on to say:-that a great artist needed |that I cannot coma,”’
fort,

hands.
him I wil

_ replied ' Blu-
wriggling in'{Gaspar’s  big
““And ‘you “can go and tell
not come.’ :
Robledo’ uttered -sgme  rapid words
£'0Our lord said we
refused.
said
‘““and _he  has refused.
Gaspar, give him- your
the smalfi.éf hisifat back
.. So—"’
Before the prolongéd. syHable ceas-

Days- went by during which Don-Q. " ed_Blufort was bound and being car-

always spoke .of the coming ‘of Blu-
fort -as: certain. Sir Graham was
lucky in that the chief liked him, and
he has since said he seldom enjoyed
any period of his life. more than that
he spent in‘ the .sierra while awaiting |«
the arriwal of the ransom. ' For Don
Q. sent him ibex shooting under pa-
role and . with Robledo, whose knowl-
edge of the haunts and the habits of
the wild cabra montes were éxhaust-
ive, . These “expeditions resulted in
half a dozen good and one remark-
able head.

‘It was at the end of such a day’s
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:

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- fierce :vacant
eves, and bitter compressed lips. He
seemed not to stir through the hours.

There was nothing for it - but 6
wait for the dark ice of the mood to
break up. And Sir Graham, was al-
most startled as he sat reading oppo-
site 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

Lyour advice,” 'he said-suddenly.

ried away. !
éd her breath and was preparing to
scream when the handsome
approached her.

you raise an alarm in Malaga
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 returned to you in due
time,”’ he turned away, but a thought
seemed to strike him.
added coming back, ‘‘be assured that,
as
Therefore, take heed.

into speech; he warned-hijs
that his
them and their master pay
for his detention, aye, and mere, for
an angry world would ‘arise to wipe
such insects out of existence.
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
wife’s-agony, he was ready to make
any promise if they would but turn
and convey him safely back to Ma-~
laga. ’

finally alarm. filled him. -
time he had been led thro
rock passages with his handkerchief
tied over his eyes, and emerged -into
a pine-fringed valley cut off from: all
the world, it wust be admitted that
fear had gained ‘complete  possession
of his soul.
rested for a.few hours on the
|80 that the morning sun was already

Madame had just regain-
robber
‘‘Senora,’”” he said; doffing his hat,

‘my lord’ bade me tell you that - if
and

‘‘Senora,”’ he
my lord &=says, . so ‘it shall be.

The wonderful day was waning by

the time Blufort and his captors tra-
versed the lower ravines ot the
ra.

sier-

Every now and then he-would break
captors
would make
dearly

government

These

his

But the men madeé no reply save'to

whip up the mule to:a faster pro-
gress. ; 7 :

Fury, g sense of helplessness, ' and
ut by the
h ‘echoing

He and his captors had
road,

| " The painter stared.
{ he breathed.. ‘‘ Monsieur Marks,
| you know who I am?’’

‘“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-Don -Q.,
this. chief will:live to:regret to-day.”

‘‘Hush—or 8o may-you!’’ Sir Gra-
ham shook his head:. ‘“There he isin
the  valley,. Goofbye. He is beckon-
ing- to!/me.'~ L assure you, monsieur,
you: will findour friend a  very de-
cent fellow if you treat him civilly.””

A very hearty farewell took place
between his departing captive  and
the chief, whq then advanced - slowly’
up the curving path to meet Blufort.

‘““I am pleased to have the oppor-
tunity of entertaining so eminent a
personage as Senor Blufort,”” h¢ be-
gan, bowing courteously. ’

‘““ We will not waste time in foolish
speeches,”” returmed the  painter,
whose spirit had risen after his con-
versation with the Englishman.  “If
vou are wise you will release me di-
rectly. and allow me to accompany
that gentleman to the plains.”

Pon Q. spread out his palms.

““I am desolated to refuse,’’
said urbanely. : .

‘“ Refuse? “You cannot—you. dare
not refuse!”’ 4

Don Q.’s strange eyes flickered un-
der their drooping lids. 7

““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

do

he

i| 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-not a large one, consi-
dering it represents . your value,”
said Don Q. ‘Five thousand guineas
in English money. ‘- Sir Graham - has
taught me the beauty. of English
guineas. If I should fail to. return
you, I will. not accept the ransom.””

‘“ Fail to'return me—"" cried the
hotfrified painter. ‘‘What, then is
yetur purpose?”’

‘“Hear me, senor.” Don Q. took
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
the other, as the chief waited for an
answers

‘I ‘grieve to acknowledge that I
was inclined - to be-annoyed also.’’
said Don Q. ‘‘But, naturally, noth-
ing could alter my'  decision. You
are here now toipaint my -portrait
on my terms. Do you desire to hear
them?”’ 3 ’

‘* They do not - affect me,” . said
Blufort sullenly. "~ =

““You are rash in saying that. For
you will remain in 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; that is
a:legend; and never yot has a prison-
er been taken from my hands; that
is ‘an historic truth. - ~With all the
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 of
your finest creations.” May I ask ‘if

this is s0)’*

no

He sat among them, sick at heart,
dumbfounded,. resentful. ‘¢ They do
not tell us the half about this ter-
rible man,’’ he reflected. ‘‘ He is the
most remorseless crecature in the. pe-
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 in-
timated' that he was ready to give
Blufort his first sitting. .

] g NS R

As the days passed and Bilufort
found his work advancing, his hopes
rose. He was a consummate master
of his art, that he knew. The -idea |
of failure, always remote, ceased .to
enter into his calculations. @ He ;

the brigand as.would briuy tears of
gratitude to the eyes of the!original.
He would elevate the harshness, soft-L
en away that dreadful resemblance
to the quebrantsg-huesos, the bono-
breaking vulturej PR i

- ““Yes,”" thought Blufort. -* I. will
paint him ‘as he concecives h{mseu to
be!”’ R

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

“-No, senor, you may rely. upon'my |
word that I shajl not' lo6k upon your
work until it is finished,’’ the' 'bri-
gand replied. ‘‘ Then.L will  accord|
to it the praisc or blame it de-
e 4 et

'The chief was a good ‘sitter, iand,
moreover, a brilliant conversational-
ist, so that it is but truth 'to say
the artist found the time passing far
more pleasantly than. he:could have
anticipated. x ;

-Meantime he worked 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, said'so to the chief.

‘“ And whese 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 ' nation purchases your
works. I assure you that I have ho
objection to placing it en your na-
tional gallery, though had my own
country been 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
oné day die.”’ ;

Blufort,apparently much taken up
with his brush, magde no reply.

‘“ It is pleasarit,”” 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 the ‘exploits which have giv-
en me my reputation.””

Finally Blufort turning to Don Q.
said :

“ Will you look upon my work, se-
nor The portrait is at last perfect.””
And he said it with a glow of warm
assurance as to its effect on the “ori-
ginal.

“ 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 terribly sad,”’ he said in

movmg

marked sibilance of intonation, ‘ter-
ribly sad! And just as I was begi
ning to have something of a . liking
for you, senor.”’

Blufort started back.

‘Do you mean to say—"" he stame
mered and .stopped, bregthless, for
there was-a significance in the look
fixed upon him.

‘“Senor,"” resumed the chief, ‘ you
are. a very great artist? Your repu-
tation is wide as the world?”

‘| high¢gouled;” ascetic, noblo,

termined to paint such a picture . ofy,

strange modulation in

round with understanding the sun
stood-high  in ' the zenith. He was
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 T have painted!’” he cried
to himself, shaking his hand ' up at
the sky, “‘painted. consummateély, as
not apother in this: generation could
paint!” he sprang forward and stood
before the picture: 1 AR
" He staréd at = the pi t\:gq ed_face,

e look,
the expression, maddened him. This
man, this Don Q., had cheated him|
He was to die, he, the great Blufort,
alone Q@d horribly among thése deso-

1 i :
i ,__?a-té ountains.

sped his head in his arms and
Pantea.for revenge. But he was help-
Iess—helpless! Then. an idea struck
him. He was condemned 'to die.
Ew;: f’l:ese demons could'do no more,
coul 1o worse to him. He groped
with hurried fingers for -his g:letto
and brushes. .. Yes, yes, Don Q. should
learn+that Blufort, the prisoner, the
dying mah, could still stingl Swiftly
he :set ‘" to ' work upon the portrait
again. Swiftly” he .painted, painted
as. per\aps he -had never painted be-
fore, for he paiuted with a gall - of
madness. in’ his ‘blood.

Under thé artist’s touch the face
upon the eaSel quickly changed, all
the flattery went out of it, and in its

i stead-there grew out minute By min-

ute Don Q.. in his blackest mood,
with ‘the yulture physiognomy, . the
bitter, sndering jaw, a face hardly of
this huma® world; as Blufort’s heart
told him. . , 1
At-last it’ was done. Blifort flung
down his  brushes and waited. Hs
laughed shrilly. He threw/ himself
into & chair. e
» 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 and his glance turned
at once on the picture. :
He fell back a step tw his surprise.
Then: he drew nearer, and for many,

minutes stood motionless staring at

the' altered likeness of himself.

Blufort watched him furtively, till
Don Q. with' {flashing eyes swung
round ugaon him.

‘“What—what have you done,
nor?’’ he cried;

Blufort scowled. ‘‘You did not like
the ‘idéal. ‘I have given you the real,
he snarled. “‘ Ves, senor, that is
you—you—you! Xill me now as soon
as yours?. Impossible!’’

Srsssrenesvnunsae
“ Kill?” repeated Don Q. with a
X his voice.
‘“Kill @ man who can paint such a

se-

picture as that, so true, so forceful?
Destroy art without a parallel such
as yors? Impossible!’’

‘Do not torment me !’
I tell you I feol myself looking at

myself ffém those eyes, my spirit lies
breathing upon those lips,”” the chief
said with his
‘““The fire from. the altar hefore the
a gentle, regretful vofce, but with a{gods has come down upon you. Here
is genius. Live; senor; I could not
be guilty of depriving the world of
you. Come, we will dine and drink
to 'the health of such an artist!’

strange enthusiasm.

“And afterward?’’ asked Blufort,

bewildered by the turn of events.

““ Afterward my men shall 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
Blufort bowed with a beating heart.. guothef painter!y - ‘




