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A CASTLE IN SPAIN.

CHAPTER 1.
HOW A PARTY OF TRAVELLERS SET OUT ON A JOURNEY.

THE train for the North was about to start from Madrid, and the
station was filled with the usual varied and bustling crowd.
Throngs of soldiers were there ; throngs of priests ; throngs of
civilians ; throngs of peasants; all moving to and fro, inter-
mingled with the railway employés, and showing the power of
steam to stir up even the lazy Spaniard to unwonted punctuality
and portentous activity. In the midst of this busy scene two
men stood apart, each by himself, with eyes fixed upon the
entrance, as though expecting'some one whose advent was of no
ordinary importance. One of these was an unmistakable Spaniard,
of medium size, dark complexion, penetrating black eyes, and
sombre countenance. His dress was that of a civilian, but his
bearing was military, and his face and general expression savoured
of the camp. The other was an Englishman, with all his country
beaming in his face, tall in stature, light in complexion, with gray
eyes, and open, frank expression. He had a thin moustache,
flaxen side whiskers, and no beard. He stood in an easy, non-
chalant attitude, with an eye-glass stuck in one eye, and a light
cane in his hand, which he switched carelessly upon his leg.

At length the two were roused by the approach of a party of
Kople who were undoubtedly the very ones for whom they had

en thus waiting. ‘

This party consisted of three persons. First, there was an
elderly man, florid, stoutish, andpe fussy—the Paterfamilias of
Punch, with a dash of the heavy father of comedy. He was
evidently in a terrible strait, and halting between two opinions,
namely, whether he should stay and watch over his family, or go
away and see after his luggage.

Then there was a lady of certain or uncertain age—a faded,
washed-out blonde, who surveyed the scene with a mixture of
trepidation and caution. Neither of these, however, could have
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had any imterest in the eyes of the two watchers ; and it must
have been the third member of this party who had led them to
lie in wait.
~ In truth, this third one seemed well worthy of such attention.
She was a young lady, of slight and elegant figure ; with asweet
and lovely face, round, arch, full of liveliness, merriment, and
volatility, which were expressed in every glance of her sparkling
eyes. And while the man fidgeted and the woman fussed, this
young person stood with admirable self-possession, looking round
inquiringly, as though she too might be expecting some one, )
Paterfamilias hesitated a little longer, and then made up his
mind, for, telling the ladies to wait, he hurried away after his
luggage. No sooner had he gone than the two young men, who
had held back till then, hurried to the spot. ’i:he Englishman
reached it first. The elder lady, on seeing him, stared for an
instant, and then abruptly turned her back, thus giving him the
cut direct in the most pointed and insultiug manner. In thus
turning she found herself face to face with the Spaniard, who

made a very ceremonious bow, saying :
¢ It gif me mooch pleasure, Madame Russell, to pay my respetts,

an’ to weesh the good-day.’

At this the lady hesitated, as though intending to give this
man also the cut, but finally she chose to be gracious ; so extend-
ing her hand, she said :

‘ Thanks, Captain Lopez, I'm glad to see you, for Mr. Russell
has left us, and I'm a little frightened in this crowd.’

¢Oh, then,’ said Lopez, ‘I hope to haf the honnaire to condut

you to the carriage, and to say the adios.’
‘Oh, thanks,’ said Mrs. Russell, ‘I shall really feel very much

obll'?ed.’
ow the Englishman had scarcely seemed to notice the insult
of Mrs. Ruseell ; for, brushing t her, he had instan
advanced towards the young lady a&:nid, and seized her
with a quick, strong, hungry grasp. . And the young lady afore-
said, whose eyes had been fixed on him as he advanced,
his hand also, while a flush passed over her lovely face, and her
eyes rested upon him with a look which might well thrill through
and through the favoured recipient of such a glance,
‘ Why, Mr. Ashby ! said she, in innocent surprise, ¢ you here ¥
‘Katie, said Ashby, in a tremulous voice, ‘little darling,’ he
continued, in a lower tone, ‘ didn’t you know that I'd be here ¥’
‘Well, I should have felt disappointed,’ said Katie softly, ¢ if

you had not been here.’
At this moment Mrs. Russell turned, and said sharply :

¢ Come, Katie.’

“ All right,' said Ashby coolly ; ‘I’ll see Miss Westlotorn on
board the train.’
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Mrs. Russell looked vexed.

‘ Katie," said she, ‘ I wish you to stay by me,’

‘Oh yes, auntie dearest, said Katie, with her usual self-
possession ; ‘of course I slall’

But she made not the slightest movement to leave Ashby, and
this annoyed Mrs. Russell all the more. Bhe looked all around,

as though for help. The Spaniard’s eyes were all ablaze with
wrath and jealousy.

‘ Madame Russell, said he, in an eager voice, ‘ commanda me,
I beg, I shall help.’

These words were plainly audible to Ashby, who, however,
only smiled.

‘ Madame, said Lopez, still more eagerly, ‘commanda me.
Shall I condut the mees ?

For a moment Mrs. Russell seemed inclined to accept the prof-
ferred aid, but it was only for a moment. The good lady was
timid. She dreaded a scene. A quarrel in so public a place
between these two jealous and hot-headed youths would be teo
terrible, so she at once gave way.

‘Oh no, no,’ she said hurriedly. ‘Thanks, Captain Lopez, I

think I shall ask you to conduct me to our carriage. Mr. Russell
will be with us immediatel

i.is arm, which Mrs. Russell took, and

Upon this Lopez offered
they both went off. Ashby followed slowly with Katie,

‘ Katie,’ said he, after a pause, ‘ I'm going too.’

‘ What ! said Katie in a joyous voice, ‘in this train ¥

‘ Yes, along with you.’

‘ How perfectly lovely ! said Katie, which expression showed

that these two were on very good terms with one another. ‘ But
then, you know,’ she resu * Mr, Russell has the carriage for
us only.

“Oh, well, it's all the same,’ said Ashby. ‘I'm going on in the
same train. That will be happiness enough. But see here,’ he
added in a hurried voice, ‘ take this letter ;' and with this he
slipped a letter into her hand, which she instantly concealed in
her pocket. ‘I’ll see you to-night at Burgos,’ he continued in a
low tove, ‘ and then at Biarritz or Bayonne. I have friends in
both places, You must do what I ask you. You must be mine.
You must, darling. Don’t mind these confounded Russells,
They’re nothing to you, compared with me. Russell has no right
to interfere. He’s mot your uncle; he's only a miserable
guardian ; and he’s a contemptible scoundrel too, and I told him
80 to his face. He’s planning to get you to marry that cad of a
son of his. But read my letter. Make up your mind to-day,
darling. I’ll see you to-night at Burgos.’

Ashby poured forth this in a (Ll:

iet, low, earnest voice as they
traversed the short space that

y between them and the cars,
. 1—-2
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while Katie listened in silence. Meanwhile the others had
reached a carriage, which Mrs. Russell entered : Lopez immediately
followed.

“Oh, look " cried Katie ; ‘Captain Lopez has gone into our
carriage. He must be going to travel with us.’

‘The infernal sneak !" growled Ashby. ‘But then,’ he con-
tinued, ¢ what's the use of that ? He can’t go. Why, old Russell
hates him worse than me.’ ‘

At this moment Mrs, Russell put forth her head.

‘ Katie !’ she called, in a thin, shrill voice.

‘ Yes, auntie dear,’ said Katie.

‘In a moment,’ chimed in Ashby. ,

‘ Perhaps I'd better go,’ said Katie ; ‘she’s so horrid, you
know.’

‘ Then,’ said Ashby, * good-bye for the present, my own darling.’

Saying this, he took her in’ his arms and deliberately kissed
her two or three times. Katie then darted away and entered the
carriage, tb find Mrs. Russell speechless with indignation. The
moment Katie had gone, up came Russell in a fury.

‘ Look here, sir ' he cried, shaking his fist at Ashby. ‘I say,
sir ! Look here, sir! You scoundrel ! Didn’t I tell you—

¢ Aud look here, you !’ said Ashby, in a stern voice, laying his
hand heavily on the other’s shonlder, ‘ none of this insolence, my

ood man, or I shall have to teach you better manners. You
Enow perfectly well that Katie is engaged to me, and that I mean
to make bher my wife.’

“You shall never ! cried Russell passionately ; ‘ never—never !’

‘Pooh !" exclaimed Ashby contemptuously.

‘I'm her guardian,’ said Russell,

‘ That may be,’ said Ashby calmly, ‘ but only fora few months
longer. I can wait. Don’t be alarmed.’

‘ You shall never marry her !’

‘ Pooh, my good man ! attend to your luggage.’

Muttering. inarticulate threats, mingled with curses, Russell
now stamped off, and entered the carriage. Here he found Lopez.
At the sight of this man his fury burst all bounds. With Asﬁ‘:)y
he had felt under some restraint ; but with Lopez there was
nothing of the kind, and he ordered him out in the most insulting
manner. Lopez, however, refused to stir, telling him that

Madame Russell had given him permission to remain.
‘ Madame Russell be hanged ! roared the other. ‘You get out

of this, or else I’ll kick you out ! 9
‘No, senor,” said Lopez coolly, ‘I advisa you not to try
violencia.’

For a moment Russell measured him from head to foot ; but
the sight of the sinewy young Spaniard did not reassure him.
His own muscles were somewhat flabby, and by no means fit for
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A CASTLE IN SPAIN.

a struggle with this vigorous youth. So he chose another and a
safer mode., He sprang out and began to bawl loudly for the
guard. But, very unfortunately, Russell could not speak a word
of Spanish, and when the guard came up he could not explain
himself. And so Russell, after all, might have had to travel with
his unwelcome companion had not an unexpected ally appeared
upon the scene. This was Ashby, who had been standing by, and
had comprehended the whole situation. Now Ashby could speak
Spanish like a native.

‘See here, Russell,’ said he, ‘I don’t mind giving you a lift.
What's the row ¥

Russell hesitated for a moment, but his rage against Lopez had
quite swallowed up his anger at Ashby, and he accepted the aid
of the latter. So he went on to explain what Ashby very well
knew— the situation in the carriage. Ashby thereupon explained
to the guard, The guard then ordered Lopez out. At which
summons the gallant captain thought fit to beat a retreat, which
he effected in good order, drums beating and colours flying, and
with many expressions of polite regret to the ladies and many
wishes for a pleasant journey. Arriving outside, however, our
noble hidalgo found the blast of war blowing, and so he at once
proceeded to stiffen his sinews and summon up his blood. Taking
no notice of Russell, he advanced to Ashby.

‘ Sefior,’ said he in Spanish, ‘for the part that you have taken
in this matter I will call you to account.’

Ashby smiled disdainfully.

‘You have insulted me,’ said Lopez fiercely. *This insult must
be washed out in blood—jyour heart’s blood or mine. I am going
in this train.’

‘Indeed ! So am I, said Ashby.

“We shall find a place—and a time.

‘ Whenever you please,’ said the other shortly.

¢ Sefior, I will communicate with you.’

Both the young men bowed, and with their hearts full of Late
they separated to take their places in the train. And now at this
particular juncture there came forth from behind a pillac a
female figure, which figure had been there for some time, and
had closely watched the whole of Ashby’s proceedings from begin-
ning to end. It was impossible to see her face, but her graceful
shape, and quiet, active movements, indicated youth, and suggested
possible beauty. This figure hastened towards the train, and
entered the very carriage into which Ashby had gone. The
next moment the guard banged the door to behind her, the great
bell rang, the engine puffed and snorted, and then, with the roar
of steam, the clank of machinery, and the rumble of many wheels,

the long train thundered out of the station on its eventful journey
to the North.
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CHAPTER IIL

HOW MR. ASHBY MEETS WITH A VERY DEAR AND VERY LOVELY
YOUNG FRIEND.

ON entering the carriage Ashby took a seat and prepared to
make himself comfortable for the journey. The hurried events
of the Jast few minutes, the farewell to Katie, the prospect of a
new meeting at Burgos, the additional prospect of a hostile
encounter with Lopez, were certainly sufficient food for reflection.
Consequently he was in a fit of abstraction so profound that he
did not notice the female who entered the carriage.

As the train rolled out, the new-comer also made herself com-
fortable in her seat, which, being o%posite to that of Ashby, gave
her the nity of examining his face at her leisure, if she
felt so inclined, while she herself was so closely veiled as to baffle
recognition. Her dress, though very plain, was in the latest
fashion, and she wore with inimitable grace that marvellous
Spanish mantilla which is equally adapted to adorn and to conceal.

though in the opposite seat, she was not close to Ashby, but at
the other end of the carriage, in which position she couﬂi watch
bim the more easily. These two were the only occupants.

Once or twice Ashby’s eyes fell on her as.he raised his head or
changed his position, but he paid no attention to her, nor did he
even seem aware of her existence ; while she sat veiled, so that
the direction of her glance could not be seen.

For about half an hour the situation remained unaltered, and
then at the end of that time the lady made a readjustment of her
mantilla, which exposed all her head and face. The hands which
were raised to perform this act were soft, round, plump, and
dimpled, and might of themselves have attracted the admiration
of one less preoccupied than Ashby ; while the face that was now
revealed was one which might have roused the dullest of mortals.
It was a dark olive face, with features of exquisite delicacy ; the
eyes were large, lustrous, and melting, fringed with long lashes ;

e eyebrows delicately pencilled ; the hair rich black, glossy, and
waving in innumerable ripples. Her cheeks were dimpled, and
ber lips were cuarved into a faint smile as she sat with a demure
face and watched Ashby. It may have been a certain mesmerism
in her gaze, or it may only have been that Ashby had at last
grown weary of his own thoughts, for suddenly he looked up, and
caught her eyes fixed thus on him. For a moment an expression
of astonishment filled his face; then the smile of the lady
deepened, and her eyes fell. At this Ashby jumped from his
scat.

‘ By heavens ! he exclaimed. ‘Dolores! Oh, Dolores !’

He uttered these words with a strange intonation, yet there
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was joy in his eyes and in the tone of his voice, together with the

wonder that had been at first displayed. As he spoke he seized

her hand in both of his, and, holding it fast, seated himself in the
lace immediately opposite. After a moment Dolores drew away
er hand with a light laugh,

* Ah, sefior,’ said she, ‘ you do not seem very quick at recognis-
ing {our old acquaintances.’

She spoke with the purest Castilian accent, and the rich and
mellow tones of her voice were inexpressibly sweet.

¢ I—I—had no idea—no idea that you were anywhere near.
You were the last—the very last person that I could have
expected to see. How could I expect to see you here, Dolores ?
I thought that you were still at Valencia. Are you aloune ¥

‘Yes—just now—from here to Burgos. I am on my way to
visit my aunt at Pampeluna. She is ill. Mamma could not :
come with me, for she is ill too. So I have to travel alone. The

ood Tilda came with me to Madrid, but had te return to mamma.
:ﬁ'here was no time to seek another companion. Besides, it is
only from here to Burgos.’

‘Oh, Dolores, little Dolores ! cried Ashby, ‘how delightful it is
to see you again ! What a lucky chance !

‘But it was not altogether chance,’ said Dolores.

‘How ?

‘ Why, I saw you.’

‘Saw me ¥

‘Yes ; I was watching you. You see, I was in the station
waiting for the train, and saw yon come in. ' I then watched you
all the time till you entered this carriage, and then I came here
too. Now, sir

Saying this, Dolores tossed her pretty little head with a tri-
umphant/ir, and smiled more bewitchingly than ever.

‘glou see,’ she continued, in the frankest and most engaging
manner, ‘I was 8o veiled that no one could know me, and when
I saw you I was very glad indeed ; and I thought I would follow
you, and speak to you, and see if you had any remembrance left
of poor little me.’

or a moment there was a shade of embarrassment on Ashby’s
face, and then it passed. He took her hand and pressed it fer-
vently.

s D{)lores,’ he said, ¢ dear little friend of mine, I can never for-
get you as long as I live, and all that was done for me by you
and yours. This sudden meeting with you is the most delightful
thing that could possibly have happened.’

Dolores laughed, and again drew her hand demurely away

‘ But oh, Sefior Ashby,’ she said, ‘how absent you were in the
station !—and here—not one look for the poor Dolores !

‘Oh, Dolores !I" said Ashby, in a tone of tender apology, ‘ how
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could I imagine that it was you? . You were veiled so closely,
that ' no ‘one could recognise you. Why did you not gpeak
before ¥

¢ Ah, sefior, young ladies in Spain cannot be so bold as I hear
they are in England. Even this is an unheard-of adventure—
that I, a young lady, shouls travel alone. But it is a case of life
and death, you know, and it is only from here to Burgos, where I
shall find friends. And then I wanted to speak to you once more.
And you, sefior—are you going to England now ¥~ ¥

Again there came over Ash%)y’l face a look of embarrassment.
His present journey was a delicate subject, which he could not
discuss very well with Dolores.

‘Well, no, he said, after a brief pause. ‘I'm only going as far
as Bayonne—on business. But how long it seems since I saw yon,
Dolores ! It’s more than a year.

‘ And have I changed, sefior ! she asked sweetly.

‘Yes,’ said Ashby, looking at her intently.

Dolores returned his look with another, the intensity of which
was wonderful to Ashby. He seemed to look into the depths of
her soul, and the lustrous eyes which were fastened on his ap-
peared as though they strove to read his inmost heart. Her
manner, however, was light and bantering, and it was with a
merry smile that she went on :

“Ah! so I have changed ? And how, sefior—for the better ¥

‘No, and yes,’ said Ashby, drinking in her dark, deep, liquid
glances. ‘In the first place, you could not possibly be better or
more beautiful than you used to be ; but, in the second place, you
are more womanly.’

‘ But I am not yet seventeen, sefior.’

‘I know,’ said Ashby, ‘of course.’

¢ And you bave not yet asked after the dear one—the mamma,
who loves you so,’ said Dolores, in rather an inconsequential way.

‘I was thinking of you, so that all other thoughts were driven
out of my head.’

‘That’s pretty,” said Dolores ; ‘but do you not want to hear
about the dear mamma ¥

¢Of course. I shall love her and revere her till I die. Did she
not save my life } Was she not a mother to me in my so1est need ?
And you, Dolores——’ ‘

He stopped short, and seemed somewhat confused and agi-
tated.

Y es,’ said Dolores, in a tone of indescribable tenderness ; * yes,
she loved you—the dear mamma—like a mother, and has always
talked about you. It is always, “ Dolores, child, sing that son

that Sefior Assebi taught you; sing that beautiful, beautif
English song of ‘Sweet Home’; sing that sweetest, loveliest,
most mournful Scottish song of ¢ Lochaber.””"’
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And here, in a voice full of exquisite tenderness and pathos,
Dolores sang that mournful air, ¢ Lochaber,’ with Spanish words.
The tender regret of her voice affected herself ; she faltered, and
her eyes filled ; but the tears were instantly chased away by a
sunny smile,

¢ And so,sefior,’ said she, ‘ you see that I have forgotten nothing
of it—nothing.’ )

‘Nor I, said Ashby; ‘nor I—nothing. I have forgotten not
one thing.’

His voice was low and tremulous. There was a strange, yearn-
ing look in his eyes. With a sudden impulse he held out his
hand, as though to take hers; but Dolores gently drew hers
away.

‘And have you been in Madrid ever since ¥’ she asked, in a tone
that seemed to convey something of reproach.

‘No, said Ashby. ‘You know, when I fell ill at Valencia,
where you saved my life by your tender care, I was on my way
to Barcelona. When I left you, I resumed my interrupted
journey. Then I went to Marseilles and Leghorn, then to Cadiz,
and finally to Madrid. I've been in Madrid three months.’

¢ And you didn’t think it worth while to write to us in all that
long time ¥’ said Dolores, with a reproachfulness in her tone which
was now very‘'marked.

‘ Write ¥ said Ashby ; ‘why, I wrote twice—once from Mar-
seilles, and once from Leghorn.’

‘ We never heard,’ said Dolores sadly ; ‘not once.’

‘But I wrote,’ said Ashby earnestly. ‘Don’t you believe me,
Dolores ?

‘ Believe you, sefior? What a question ! It was the fault of
the post-office in these times of trouble—that was all. And,
sefior, I am very glad to know all, for I did not know what to
think about it.’

‘ And am 1 forgiven, Dolores ¥ Ashby asked. .

Dolores replied with a sweet smile, and held out her hand,
;vhich the young man took and pressed tenderly, not caring to
et it go.

‘I dgid not know,’ said he, ‘there was anything against me to be
forgiven ; but this is a sign that you are the same Dolores that
you were a year ago.’

‘ Always, said she, ¢ always the same ;' and then she withdrew
her hand. ¢ And now, sefior,’ said she, with a perceptible effort,
as of one who approaches a disagreeable subject, ‘ this beautiful
Ingleesa—who is she ?

Ashby’s eyes fell before the fixed and profound inquiry of
those of Dolores, who watched him close, and lost nothing of
his change of features.

‘This lady ? said he, and hesitated.
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‘Yes,' said Dolores gently.

IR ot

¢ Ves you very, very, very dearly erly,’ sai w
Dolor:inuquick,bruﬁa-voioe;‘mdyoumgoingtoho ’ fact, h
married to her, and she will soon be your wife.’

Ashby said nothing, but sat looking stnngelJ embarrassed.

‘You never mentioned her to us at Valencia,’ continued
Dolores.

‘No,’ said Ashby.

¢ And why not 7 asked Dolores, who saw his confusion, but was
eager to know the truth.

I had not seen her,’ said Ashby. on the

 You had not seen her,’ repeated Dolores. ¢ Ah ! she hesitated going ¢
for a moment and then went on—‘so you saw her afterward. r"’)' he
And she loves you !’ _ | ad be

These last words were spoken with indescribable tendermess from th
and mournfulness. . Ashby

* And—she—~loves—yon,’ she repeated, in a voice that had sunk ; the stre,
aln;o'tto a whisper ; ‘and she is to be your wife—the English S:tb:g!t'
girl !
‘Well,’ said Ashby, making an effort to overcome his embarrass- ere,
ment, * it is—it is about time. The fact is, I—I did ask her to— e the
to be my wife.’ K"’F‘tm

‘ And she ? atie, w

‘She? Well—she said she would, I think, said Ashby ft:lz t;":"

evasively. th
*You think ! exclaimed Dolores. e Fond

‘Well, you see, there’s a difficulty.’ th
‘A difficulty ¥ € morr
‘Yes. Her guardian will not consent.’ lif. y
¢ But that is nothing,’ said Dolores, in an animated tone. ‘You ife befory
must take her, and run away with hér.’
Ashby looked at Dolores with a strange, eager, hungry At tht
is
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‘ But there’s another objection,’ said he.

‘Objection ? What is that ¢

‘I don’t want to.’ ‘

¢ What ¥ asked Dolores in surprise. call thi

Ashby hesitated for a moment, and then said with an effort : this n

¢ I thought before we left that I loved her ; but singe I have
seen you again—1I feel-—that I do not.’

These words were spoken rapidly, in a low, feverish whisper. seated |
At first' Dolores started as though she had been shot. Then she and H In ¢
averted her face, and held up her bands deprecatingly. avan

¢ Ah,’ said she, in a sad voice, ‘ that is all idle, idle, idle, foolish,
foolish, foolish compliment, and nothing more. You must not knit in 1:
say that again, or I will never forgive you—never, never !’ curlj I::’ b’;}:

’
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At this Ashby was brought back to his senses with a sudden
and wholesome shock, and said no more upon that point. In
fact, he now felt afraid that he had said altogether too much.

CHAPTER III.

HOW ASHBY MEETS WITH ANOTHER FRIEND, AND HOW HE
' TAKES HIM INTO HIS CONFIDENCE.

THAT evening they arrived at Burgos, where, on account of
troubles along the line, the train was to remain until ten o'clock
on the following day. Dolores informed Ashby that she was
going to stay with friends, and refused to allow him to accom-
ny her to the house, in spite of his earnest entreaties. She
Eaad been in Burgos before, she said. The house was not far
from the station, and she was firm in her resolve to go alone.
Ashby followed Ler, however, and saw her pass in safety through
the streets and into a large and venerable house not far from the
Cathedral. He then retraced his steps, and made the best of his
waﬁ to the Fonda del Norte, where he put up for the night.
ere, after dinner, he loitered about for a time, meditating
over the events of the day, and conjecturing gbout the morrow.
His situation was growing somewhat complicated ; for there was
Katie, whom he had promised to see at Burgos ; but on leaving
the train he had followed Dolores, and now he had not the
faintest idea where the Russells had gone. They were not at
the Fonda del Norte. It was also too late now to hunt them up,
and too late to hope to see Katie. That must be postponed till
the morrow. ,

Ashby was beginning to feel more melancholy than ever in his
life before, when suddenly he was roused by a loud exclamation.

‘Well, by Jove! Halloo, old boy! Ashby himself, by all
that’s wonderful ¥

At this Ashby looked up, and the next instant he was heartily
wringing4he hand of the new-comer.

‘Rivers ! - Harry Rivers! How are you, my boy 7 and where
in the world did you core from ¥

‘By Jove! do you know, old fellow,” said Harry Rivers, ‘I
call this no end of a piece of good luck? I've been bored to
death at Burgos. But come along to my rooms and give an account
of yourself.’

The two friends then went off, and soon were comfortably
seated in the rooms of Harry Rivers, with some flasks of wine
and Havanas to help along the evening hours,

_Harry Rivers was of about the sanie age as Ashby, but totally
different in appearance. He was of medium height, very weil
knit in his frame, and very well dressed. His hair was crisp and
curling ; his brow broad and open ; his eyes full of light, and
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life, and volatility. He had a small moustache, but no beard or ‘W
whiskers, and his laughing eyes, with his smooth face and winning fio
smile, gave him a most engaging appearance, In short, Harry : ‘nV]V
Rivers was one of those rare good fellows Who make friends - And
wherever they go; who take the world into their confideunce ; e }
who insist on making everyone familiar with their varying o ou
fortunes ; and carry about with them a perpetual atmosphere of i g% on
]oyousness and breezy cheerfulness. - A}
¢ Well, old chap,’ said Harry, as they sa.t enjoying their cigars slan
and wine, ‘I haven’t seen or heard of you since you left Bar- frAnnL
celona. How did you get on with your business in Italy? What s ‘W
made you turn up in this queer way at Burgos ! This isn’t the NOW !
sort of place that I'd expect to find a friend in/ v -
‘I'm on my way to Bayonne just now, said Ashby, ‘and I thos p;
stopped here—because the train stopped.’ 5 ‘ (fh
‘Bayonne isn't a bad place,’ said Harry ; ‘Ispent a week there - point
once—good wine, but bad tobacco and infernal cigars. Here we ‘H '
have good cigars 'and bad wine. Do you know, old ¢hap, I don't .We'
dote on any bf the Spanish wines—do you? At the same time, think ?
I drink your very good health, together with future prospenty ‘I o
and good luck in your present undextakm whatever that may be.’ Ashbs 80
‘Thanks,’ said Ashby, ‘and the same to you.’ abouty
¢ Look here, old chap,” said Harry, ‘you look a little down in took "
the mouth—a trifle seedy. No bad luck, I hope ¥ She -
*Oh no,’ said Ashby, ‘nothing in particular. Russvﬁu
“ The fact is, you seem to have lost your high moral tone, and fl‘omes )
our former happy flow of genial conversation. I don’t want to befor E
i; e a Paul Pry, my dear boy ; but if you wish to gain sympathy guarde'
and find a friend who can hear and help, why, all I can say is— })ectedla[
here you have him.’ tithe Mo
‘ Well, said Ashby, ‘T'm a little preoccupied, that’s a fact.’ thou htl
‘Preoccupled ? That's your name for it,is it ? Well, suppose ago 5)
we adopt that word—what then ¥ of ik 24
Ashby knocked the ashes off his cigar with a reflective look, to mer,au
and said : “So th
“I rather think, Harry, that I had better make you my father- “Oh ;
confessor.’ &
¢ All right,” said Harry ; ‘ that’s what I was made for. Go “Oh. th
ahead, my son. Confess—out with it. Cleanse your bosom of : as he cq
its penlous stuff : make a clean breast of it - to breakm
“Well,’ said Ashby, in the first place, 'm just now medita- from the}]
tin matnmony : som
gMatnmony i W esiliﬁ, TJ
“Yes ; but that’s not all. It's a sort of ranaway match.’ of a hus},
¢ A runaway match! By Jove! Only think of a fellow like after I\'lt?
you planning a runaway match ! Now if it was me, it would be Lopez, ‘w};
the proper thing. But is it really to be a runaway match ¥ pitiful beg
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‘Well, it amounts to that, for I've asked the girl to clear out
from her friends and come with me.’

‘Well, old fellow, all I can say is, good luck to you both.
And please, mayn’t I be the best man,” he added. with a droll
accent that brought an involuntary smile to Ashby’s face. ‘ But
goon. Who is the charmer ? and where is she now ¥

¢ Well, to answer yoar last question first, she’s here—in Burgos.’

‘Ah,’ said Harry, ‘I twig! Came on in the same train. Both
planned it together. You cut across the border, and are made
one. Why, it’s like Gretna Green

‘ Well, you've hit it partly, only she’s with her friends just
now—that is to say, she’s with her guardian and his wife ; and
the problem to be solved by me is, how I am to get her from
those two dragons.’

¢Oh, that can be done. But now, my boy, to come to the
point, who is she ?—her name ?

‘ Her name,’ said Ashby, ‘is Westlotorn—Katie Westlotorn.’

‘ Westlotorn,” repeated Harry : ‘never saw her, and don’t
think I ever heard the name in all my life.’

‘I got acquainted with her at Cadiz a few months ago,’ said
Ashby. ¢ Her father had been a merchant there, and had died
about a year before. She was there with her step-mother, who
took no particular care of her—a miserable beast of a woman.
She was in correspondence with her sister in England, a Mrs.

Russell, whom she kept urging to come on and take Katie away

from Spain. This Mrs. Westlotorn had induced her husband

before his death to appoint Russell, her sister’s husba."\d, Katie’s
guardian, and it was this Russell and his wife whom she ex-
pected on, but they could rot get away very easily. After a
time Mrs. Westlotorn decided to move to Madrid, which she
thought would be a pleasanter residence. Soabout three months
ago she made the move, and after that Katie and I saw as much
of one another as we wished, and she became regularly engaged
to me.

“So the step-mother approved, did she ¥

¢ Oh, altogether !

‘ Well, what’s the trouble ?

¢Oh, this infernal Russell, the guardian, you know ! As soon
as he came on, he and his wife began to make trouble, and tried
to break up the engagement ; they also tried to keep me away
from the house. Then there was another difficulty : they allowed
some Spanish blackguards to get acquainted with them. Mrs.
Westlotorn, the widow, you know, is hot-and-heavy in the chase

of a husbandy and thought that all the young fellows who came
after Katie were after her. The worst of them was a chap named

Lopez, who calls himself a captain in the Spanish army—a poor,
pitiful beggar whom I shall have to horsewhip. And, by-the-
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bye, that reminds me—I expect to be called out to-morrow or
next day.’’

‘Called out ! how ¥

‘Oh, by this pitiful fellow Lopez; and Ashby related the
incident at the rid station.

‘By Jove !’ said Harry, * this is lucky. I'm glad I came upon
you at such a time. You won't have to trust to a bungling
Spaniard to be your second.’

‘The worst of it is,’ said Ashby, ‘I believe that this Russell is
one of the most infernal villains that ever lived, and that he is
concoeting some scheme against Katie.’

‘* A scheme ! how?

‘Well, I'll tell you. I saw from the first that he was hostile
to me. Possibly this may have been my own fault, for I saw
the fellow was a beastly cad, not at all fit to be Katie’s guardian.
Why, he’s a tailor ! think of that—a tailor ! that's all he is. - By
Jove! only think—a tailor! and Katie's guardian! Do you
sup I was going to stand any nonsense from a tailor ¥

‘By Jové! no—not unless you're deep in his books,’ said
Harry ; ‘and even then, “when you’re away from home you
ought to be a free man. So you rather slighted the guardian,
did you ?

‘Well, I told him to go to the devil ; and the fellow took
offence, you know.’

‘ Hm—odd, too,’ said Harry. ‘Why should he take offence at
such a simple remark ¥’

‘ Don’t know, I’'m sure,’ said Ashby ; ‘but there it is, you see.
However, that makes no difference. I'vedefied himand threatened
him.’

‘Threatened ! Why ¥

* Why, because the infernal scoundrel is deep in some plan to
get hold of Katie’s money.’

‘ Katie’s money § Oh, she has money, then ?

“Of course—about thirty or forty thousand pounds. Most of
this, I believe, is in Spanish bonds, in which Westlotorn was
foolish enough to invest.’

¢ Not very good just now, hey ¥’

“Oh, they’ll be good ultimately. At any rate, old Russell’s
bound to get hold of all this and keep it for himself, and I'm
resolved that he shall disgorge. He’s got half a dozen plans. One
plan is to try to get her to marry his son, an infernal, red-headed,
cock-eyed cad of a fellow—a tailor, too. Another plan is to put
her off in some out-of-the-way place here in Spain, where no one
will ever hear of her. Another plan is to ship her off to America ;
another is to keep her in seclusion in his own home, where no one
will ever see her ; while another is to dispose of the Spanish
bonds in such a way as to make it appear that they are a dead loss.’
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‘You seem to be very deep in Russell’s plans,’ said Harry. ‘He
could not have told yon all this himself. If he did, he must be
of an uncommonly confiding disposition.’

‘ He tell me ! said Ashby. * 8(;5 course he dido’t. I found it
all out-—no matter how. Oh, the fellow’s a desperate swindler—
he’ll stick at nothing. Baut, at any rate, he knows that I have my
eye on him, and he’ll hardly dare'to do anything against Katie's
interest so long as I am near enough to watch over her.

‘ You and Russell must hdve had rather interesting conversa-
tions. Did you ever tell him your suspicions ¥

‘ They’re not suspicions—they’re facts, Tell him—of course I
did, and that’s one reason why he hates me. He knows perfectly
well that I see through and through him. We had a row at the
station, &ust before leaving Madrid, because I came down to see
Katie off ; and he's now on the watch to prevent me from seeing
her again.’

‘ And what do you propose to do about it ?

“Oh, I've arranged it all. T'll tell you. I wrote a letter, and
handed it to her just as we were leavitxgl Madrid, asking her to
meet me at Biarritz, naming a place. I have friends there, and
I will take her to their house. The English chaplain can marry
us. We will then cut off to England. On the arrival of Russell
I will go to him and demand my wife’s property. If he refuses
to disgorge, I will at once commence legal proceedings against
him, and by way of preliminary I will give the scoundrel a horse-
whipping.’

‘This arrangement is all very well ; but what about the lady ?
Will she consent ?

‘Counsent ! Why, she’ll jump at the chance,” said Ashby con-
fidently.

‘ She must be very fond of you.’

‘Fond of me? Why, she’s perfectly infatuated about me.’

‘Good ! said Harry. ‘Well, my boy, ’'m your man. You
want me for war and for peace, 80 here am I—your second at the
duel, and your groomsman at the wedding.’

CHAPTER 1V.
HOW THE RAILWAY TRAIN COMES TO A SUDDEN STOP.

VERY early on the following morning-Ashby was up and out.
He walked over the town in all directions, with a strange, furtive
watchfulness in his eyes, as though on the look-out for some one.
Who was the object of his search! Was it Katie, whose answer
to his proposal had not yet been given? Was it Dolores, whem
he had tracked ou the previous evening? Or was it his rival
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Lopez, with whom he had yet to stand in mortal conflict?
Whichever it was did not appear, for Ashby was doomed to be
unsuccessful, and to return to his inn a bafled man. Barely time
enough was now left him to snatch a hasty repast, after which he
hurried to the station.

The place was thronged. Passengers were arriving, and the
train was filling rapidly. Ashby stood, as he had stood on the
Erevious day, watching. Singularly enough, Lopez also, like

imself, was again on the look-out, for he could see him scowlin
in the distance. No words, however, passed between them, an
the challenge which Lopez had threatened was not yet forth-
coming. At length the patience of both was rewarded.

A cab drove up. The broad face of Russell was seen through
the window. The rest of the party were inside. But, to Ashby’s
amazement, be saw Harry Rivers riding outside with the driver.
As the cab stopped, Rivers leaped lightly down, and opened the
cab door bimself. Then old Russell got out. Then Harry
assisted Mrs. Russell to descend. After this he assisted Katie
out of the tab, and Ashby saw that sME looked as fresh, as bright,
and as blooming as a rose, that she showed not a trace of care or
anxiety, and that she was as sprightly and coquettish as ever.

‘Confound the fellow!” growled Ashby to himself, as he
wondered how Harry had found them out and made their ac-
quaintance, envying him also his good luck.

But the climax had yet to come. There was one passenger
more. This oge also was assisted out of the cab by Harry, To
the utter stupefaction of Ashby, this one was Dolores.

So overwhelmed was Ashby that he stood without motion,
having quite lost all that presence of mind and coolness which
usually distinguished him. It was wonderful enough to find
Harry hand in glove with the Ryssells, but to find Dolores there
along with Katie was a knock-down blow. It made his situation
80 confused and full of complications, that he could not think of
any course of action. So he stood, and he stared, and the party
came along on their way to the train. As they approached, Katie
looked at him with a bright smile, full of tender meaning, and a
flush passed over her face. Dolores, on the contrary, allowed her
dark eyes to rest on him for an instant, and then looked down.
This troubled him, for at that moment it happened that he was

longing for a smile from Dolores. Still, he was glad to get that

look from Katie. The fact is, the fellow was too ridiculous, for
actually wanted a smile from each of them.
As they passed, Harry dropped behind.
‘ Look here, Ashby,’ said he; ¢ where in heaven’s name have
you hid yourself all the morning? I thought you wanted to find

Miss Westlotorn.’ .
‘So I did,’ said Ashby, in a rueful tone,
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* Why, confound it, man, she was close by us all the time,
When I went out I found your dear friend, old Russell.’

‘ Russell !" cried Ashby ; ‘ but how did you get acquainted with
him ?

¢ Acquainted " cried Harry. ‘Man alive! By Jove! a man
ought to know his own tailor, oughtn’t he? I didu’t think of it
last. night. I thought your Russell was a different man : the
name is common enonn‘h, you know. People generally dodge
their tailors, but I'm not proud, and I don’t owe him very mnch
and besides, this is Spain, and he can’t dun me. Moreover, he
was in a street row, and I helped him out with my Spanish.
What the mischief does he mean by coming with his family to
Burgos with no other language than English? Buat, by-the-bye,
old fellow, I must hurry : I'm going to join their party and travel
in their carriage. Hope you'll enjoy yourself as well as I intend
to. I would have excused myself, only, you know, when there's
a chance of travelling with a couple of such pretty girls as those,
only a madman would decline.’

All this Harry poured forth in a torrent of words, and before
Ashby bhad a chance of making a remark he was off. Ashby
watched him, and saw him enter the carriage where Katie and
Dolores had gone with the Russells ; and then, drawing a long
breath, he went slowly to the train and took his seat. There was
only one other occupant of the carriage where he sat. This was
a priest. He wore a broad-brimmed hat; his eyes were con-
cealed by spectacles : he had also a heavy brown beard and
moustache. So engaged was he in reading his breviary, that as
Ashby entered he did not look up or take any notice of him
whatever.

Lopez, also, had seen the whole proceeding, and had put on it
his own interpretation. As Ashby entered the train, so did he,
and soon the whole of these people whose fortunes were so en-
tangled were whirling along to the North.

Ashby sat buried in gloom, with his heart full of bitterness
and wrath ; of envy, hatred, malice, and all uncharitableness.
He had hoped to see Katie. He had counted quite confidently
on meeting once more with Dolores. He had felt sure of Harry
Rivers. But now all three had failed him ; and, what was worse,
all three had drifted away from him in one another’s company,
and appeared to be perfectly inditferent to him, and peuectxy
happy without him.

The priest was unsociable, and kept reading his breviary as
though his life depended upon it. Yet this made no ditference
to Ashb He did not desire to make any new acquaintauces or
talk sma.ll talk with strangers. He preferred to be left to his
owu thoughts, dismal as they were. He was in no mooi for con-
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versation, for his mind was full of material for meditation, con-
jecture, wonder, and bewilderment.

Why, he thought, had Dolores deserted him ? How had she
become acquainted with Katie? And Harry—to which of these
two was he making himself so infernally agreeable ? Whichever
it was, it seemed equally bad. Ashby felt bitterly resentful
against all of them. Katie seemed to be the worst, She might
have contrived, he thought, to give him some sign. But theu he
recollected that on the previous evening he was tracking Dolores,
when he ought to have gone on Katie’s trail. As for Dolores, he
thought that she might at least have shown herself when he was
wandering through the streets in the morning hours. But perhaps
she expected to find him in the neighbourhood of Katie.
Evidently he himself had acted like a fool in leaving the hotel.
As for Harry Rivers, he could not help feeling as though this was
the worst of all. Harry had it now all his own way : a gay,
careless, impulsive dog—a fellow who would forget the whole
world while under the influence of a pair of bright eyes—a fellow
who was éven now, perhaps, trying to cut him out. The miser-
able humbug, also, by a most abominable chance, had both these
girls. Both! Insatiate monster ! would not one suffice ?

Thus Ashby chafed, and fumed, and, I am sorry to add, swore
terribly ; but all the while the train kept rolling on and on, until
at lengtil the Ebro valley was reached. Here the scenes that
opened to view were most attractive. Far away on either side
was a broad plain, dotted with towns and villages, and filled with
olive-groves and vineyards, where cattle, and sheep, and goats
grazed peacefully, and shepherds, goatherds, and vine-dressers
stared lazily up as the train rolled by. The distant horizon was
everywhere terminated by lofty mountains—on the south, the
circling range of the Sierra de Grados; on the north, the long
line of the Pyrenees and the Asturian mountaius, their sides
covered with foliage, their summits crowned with snow. It was
a ground, too, which was rich in associations of history and
romance, the arena of gallant struggle and heroic effort for many
and many an age ; a place that called up memories of Hannibal,
with his conquering armies ; of Rome, with her invincible Jegions ;
of Charlemagne, with his Paladins ; of Abd-er-Rahman, with his
brilliant Saracens ; of the steel-clad Crusaders; of the martial
hosts of Arragon’; of the resistless infantry of Ferdinand and
Isabella ; of the wars of the Spanish succession ; of the redcoats
of Wellington ; through all the ages down to the time of this
story, when Don Carlos was standing among these northern
mountains, as Pelajo stood more than a thousand years ago, lead-

ing on his hardy warriors to battle against all the rest of Spain.

So the train rolled on—past the numerous stations ; past the

towns and villages ; past the long groves and vineyards; past
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eofh the barren, sandy tracts ; past the hillsides, with shepherds, and

flocks, and herds ; past the roads, witlf long trains of mules ; past
d she the peasants lolling over walls and ferces—so the train passed on,
these mile after mile and hour after hour ; but nothing of all this was
hever noticed by Ashby, who sat buried in his gloomy reverie, from
"".qu\ which he was unable to rally, until at length the train came to a
night sudden full-stop.

en he
lores,
es, he
e was

rhaps

About such a sudden and abrupt stop there was something, very
singular indeed. No station was near. The country seemed wild
and deserted, and no cause was likely to stop the train at such a
place except some serious accident. 'The priest started up with a
! quick movement, thrust the breviary into his pocket, and peered
Katie. cautiously out of the window, looking first backward and then
hotel. forward. It was this movement that first roused Ashby. He
18wl too started up and looked out. The sight that he saw was so
v Y, startling that 1t served most effectually to chase away all morbid
whole fancies, and give him something to think about of a far more

fe1‘°': serious character.
miser-

. these
CHAPTER V.

swore
\, until HOW THE WHOLE PARTY COME TO GRIEF, AND ARE CARRIED
s that AWAY CAPTIVE.
x side
d with IT was, in truth, a strange and startling sight that met Ashby’s
goats eyes as he looked out of the window. The train had been stopped
ressers in the middle of a plain, where the road ran along an embank-
n was ment about three feet high. A crowd of armed wmen were here,
th, the gathered about the locomotive, and already forming lives along
e long each side of the train. * All looked shabby, none had any preten-
r sides sions to uniforms, and their appearance was not sufficiently
It was picturesque for brigands. In fact, they looked like a gang of
vy and goatherds who had just taken to brigandage.
» many ¢ A hard lot " muttered Ashby to himself.
nnibal, Soon the tatterdemalions reached the spot, and extended their
egions; lines on both sides to the end of the train. At every window
vith his they shouted, ‘ Back ! back ! Be quiet. and no harm will be
martial done!” Shouting such words as these, they aimed their guns so
1d and recklessly and with such furious gestures at the windows, that the
edcoats passengers all shrank back, notonly into their seats, but even into
of this their boots. The lines of armed men thus stood guarding the
orthern train, while the passengers cowered inside. After a time a cry
0, lead- was heard from some one who was passing along, and who, as he
Spain. passed, kept shouting into each carriage :

ast the ‘This train has been stopped in the name of his Majesty King

8 ; past Charles. All passengers are ordered to come out forthwith.
D)

9
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Arms and weapons of all kinds must be left behind. Resistance
will be punished with death. God save the King ! train,
After this the guards came and opened all the doors, and the then o
passengers steﬁped forth in obedience to orders. Of these there other 1
were about a hundred altogether, and each one remained on the tion to
spot where he alighted, and was forbidden to move in any direc- such cc
tion. From where Ashby stood he could see the whole crowd to carr
—the prisoners and their captors. He saw a group alighting Againg
from a carriage a little ahead. First came Harry Rivers, stepping from it
out quite gaily, as though it was a picnic. On reaching the copper,
ground, he turned and assisted the ladies to descend. This he bracelef
did by the simple yet pleasing proce s of lifting them down bodily cuously
—first Katie, then Dolores. / At this sight Ashby gnashed his Carlist
teeth with jealous rage. Then came Russell, whom, it is perhaps them th
unnecessary to state, Harry did not lift down. Nor did that Then
gallant and chivalrous youth venture to lift down Mrs. Russell, familias
being at that particutar moment engaged in couversation with 1t down
Katie, trinkets
Dolores, having descended, stood apart, and her dark glancing this they
eyes, as they wandered searchingly about, fell full upon Ashby. had gone
It was a glance full of that same deep, earnest meaning which he "Byt
had noticed in the morning ; and so she stood looking at him, too said e, ¢
far away to speak, while Ashby looked at her also. After a ' May
time Harry’s roving eyes rested upon his friend, and with alaugh ‘ Becay
he drew Katie’s attention to him. At this Katie looked, and Harry
smiled brightly, and nodded her pretty little head half-a-dozen pallor, "1
times. To Ashby this seemed Jike mockery. Katie, he saw, The Ca
could very well bear this separation, which was so painful to him- the band
self, and could laugh and be happy with others, and could, Other §
perhaps, jest about his own melancholy face. So Ashby bowed™ < cash in p
sulkily, and turned away his head. He threw
It was rather a novelty— this sort of thing. Brigandsin every and he fol
age had stopped travellers, hut then they had always been in and thoug
coaches or carriages, on horseback or on foot. Never before had quite silen
they tried to stop a railway train. And yet in the progress of who had
civilization the world had to come to this. The manners of man Watchfu] 4
easily accommodate themselves to the inventions of man, and tcular, anc
highway robbery can be done as easily on a railroad as on a t was y
carriage road. Nevertheless, these particular men who stopped Purse an(
this particular train were not brigauds : on the contrary, they and then gg
were soldiers, forming part of the army of one who called himself * Sefior, y
King of Spain—in short, Carlists. €Xaminacig)
The passengers were now ordered to come forward for examina- ' ‘Muy Lj
tion, one by one. Here, on a little knoll, on one side of the loco- ?he Carlj
motive, stood the leader of the band. He was a stout, thick-set k
man, with dark hair and hushy beard. Around him were a score Which mugt

or 80 of armed men. The vest of the band stood guarding the Imself, T
b With t)j
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train. One by one the passengers came forward. Each one was
then ordered to hand over all the money, jewellery, watches, or
other valuables which he possessed. This was to be a contribu-
tion to his Royal Majesty King Charles, who was in sore need of
such contributions from all his loving and loyal subjects, in order
to carry on the war against the rebels who were resisting him.
Against such a command as this there could be no protest. and
from it no appeal. No one offered to do either. Gold, silver,
copper, dirty paper-money, watches, rings, brooches, pins,
bracelets, trinkets of male and female use, were thrown promis-
cuously down into a large basket which stood at the feet of the
Carlist chief, who loftily disdained searching any one, assuring
them that he trusted to their honour as Spauiards.

Then came the turn of the Russell party. First the Pater-
familias disgorged. It was a well-filled wallet, and Russell flung
it down without a word. His watch followed. Then came some
trinkets from the ladies ; then Harry's purse and watch. After
this they were about to move away to where the other passengers
had gone, but the Carlist chief stopped them.

‘ By the command of his Most Gracious Majesty King Charles,’
said le, ¢ you are to be detained.’

‘ May 1 enquire for what cause !’ asked Harry.

‘ Because you are foreigners,’ said the Carlist chief.

Harry translated this to Russell, whose face assumed a sickly
pallor.  To him this was terrible.

The Carlist chief then directed them where to go, and two of
the band led them to the spot.

Other Spaniards now followed, and deposited their superfluous
cash in peace, without being detained. Then came the priest.
He threw down a very lean wallet. No notice was taken of him,
and he followed the others. These were all gathered in a group,
and though- conversation had not been prohibited, they were all
quite silent, as was perhaps natural. Among them was)Lopez,
who had come there among the first. He stood there' silent,
watchful and attentive. He regarded the Russell party in par-
ticular, and marked their arrest.

It was now Ashby’s turn. He came up and threw down his
purse and watch. The Carlist chief scrutinized him carefully,
and then said :

‘ Sefior, you, being a foreigner, are to be detained for a future
examinacion.’

‘ May I join the other foreigners ? asked Ashby.

The Carlist chief shook his head.

‘ Pardon me, sefior, but his Majesty has issued strict orders,
which must be obeyed. Each foreigner must be examined by
himself, The regulations are very stringent.’

With this he directed oue of his men to lead the priso: er

{
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away ; and Ashby, who for a moment had hoped that he would
be able to join the Russell party, now, to his great chagrin, found
himself led away to another place too distant to allow of any com-
munication with his friends.

The mere fact of this arrest was not so bad to Ashby, since the
others were in the same case precisely ; but in this continued
separation from them he found material for fresh suspicion and
renewed jealousy. Katie seemed to him to be altogether too
bright, and lively, and joyous. He could see that she was laugh-
ing and talking with Harry quite merrily. This separation,
which brought sorrow to him, evidently brought joy her.
Was she, then, after all, a mere shallow flirt ? ad all herlove
been feigned? Was it possible that she could so soon forget ?
With these thoughts, and others like them, this idiotic youth
persisted in tormenting himself.

At length the examination was ended, and at its close the
Carlist chief improved the occasion by addressing a few words
to the Spaniards. He reminded them that Don Carlos was their
rightful King ; that this contribution was no more than his due ;
that they, one and all, ought to cherish a lively affection for his
sacred person ; that they ought to continue this good work which
they had begun by sending more ; and that the King would be
graciously pleased to accept whatever they might contribute. In
his own person the gallant chieftain thanked them, and also in
the name of his Majesty, for their generous contributions.
Finally, he informed them that his Majesty, in his boundless
pity and compassion, had graciously permitted them to resume
their journey. The ounly exception to this permission was that
of a few foreigners, who were detained, lest there might be spies
among them. Against gentry of this sort, his Majesty’s Govern-
ment had to be particularly on their guard. The country was

swarming with them. They generally pretended to be news
correspondents, but in reality they were paid agents of the
enemy. If any such should be caught, they would be shown no
niercy.

With this address he dismissed the Spanish portion of the
passengers, who hastily ve-entered the train. The English
prisoners were allowed to retain their luggage. Accompanied by
some Carlists, they chose out what they thought needful, and
this was set aside. Russell took nearly all of his. Meanwhile
others of the band went through the train and helped themselves
to whatever seemed useful. Among the things thus selected as
useful were the mail-bags, which, like the foreigners, were taken
away for further examination.

After this the obstructions were removed from the road, the
engine started, the train went on its way, and the prisoners saw

1t no 1more,
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yund CHAPTER VI
- HOW HARRY AND KATIE MANAGE TO ENJOY THEMSELVES
pthe IN THEIR CAPTIVE STATE.
nueg THE train moved off ; and as the puffing and panting of the
& engine, the rumble of the wheels, and the shriek of the whistle
: u{‘o died away in the distance, the captive passengers felt desolate
‘t‘:'f) n- indeed, for it seemed as though hope itself had been taken from
() them.
'\h?é The Carlist chief then spent some time in examining the con-
I 0” tributions of the loyal subjects of King Charles. These ap-
8° th peared to give him much satisfaction, and, after-due inspection,
= were gathered up and deposited in a stout oaken chest.
y the He now turned his attention to the prisoners, and briefly
el examined them as to their nationality, residence, etc. Harry
"{:. acted as general interpreter, so that there was no difficulty in
t(‘l e coming to a full understanding. The chief informed them that
“‘?i; they would have to be conveyed to another place for fuller ex-
lrh' h amination. He deplored the necessity of this, and advised them
vl dl%e to be patient, telling .them that they should be put to as little
In trouble as possible, and that all would no doubt turn out well
© . in the end. This he said first to the Russell party and after-
50" A ward to Ashby. The Russell party had nothing to say, except old
u{)lus. ) Russell himself, who said, perhaps, more than was prudent under
i es: such delicate circumstances. He chafed and famed, all in English,
l”"i{:} £ and muttered something about British ironclads and writing to

the 7'vmes. He also made some vague threats about the wrath

Spmi of England, and made the statement that Britons never would
ver}'q be slaves. But this was in English, and Harry did not think it
y “:/.s worth while, on the whole, to trauslate it to the Carlist chief,
fnethe Nor did Harry feel very much inclined to say anything on his

own behalf. There was, indeed, nothing to be said ; and, besides,

s B0 he happened to be enjoying himself very much with the young

ladies.
of 1t.hf The Carlist chief made the same statement to Ashby, who once
f‘%‘{‘)l more tried to effect a communication with his friends.
‘f auﬁ ‘ Will you allow me now, Seiior Capitan,’ he said, ‘to join the
hile other foreign prisoners? They are my fellow-countrymen, and,
‘?vlves in fact, my intimate friends.’
f:d a8 ‘ Certainly, seiior,’ said the Carlist chief graciously. ‘For my

tan own part I have no objection—that is, for the present. But I
must first see what they have to say about it.’

4. the He did so.

o Ashby would have gained his wish if it had not been for

m 8 Russell. When the Carlist chief informed them that the other
Englishman wished to join them, Russell made Harry translate
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this to him. The moment that he understood the re
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est, he

burst forth into a passionate tirade against Ashby ; and all the
rage and fury that might be due to this misadventure were now
poured forth upon Ashby’s head.

‘ The infernal puppy ! he cried. ‘He join us! Never! I'd
rather turn Carlist myself, or brigand. If he is forced upon us,
I will keep my wife and my ward apart and aloof from him. Oh,
curse it all ! if T could only speak Spanish ! But, Mr. Rivers, I
insist upon your telling this Spanish captain that we will not
have it.’

And so on. Harry found it useless to argue with him, and so
he told the Carlist chief that Russell objected. The Carlist chief
then returned and told Ashby, to whom this was another cruel
blow.
¢ It will make no difference,” said the Carlist chief, who saw his
dejection, ‘as you will all be taken to the same place.’

Two mules were now driven up, harnessed to a curious vehicle
that might kave taken Noah and family to the ark. Into this
the Russell party entered, namely, Mr. Russell, Mrs. Russell,
Katie, Dolores, and Harry. In addition to these there was the
driver, Armed men followed on foot.

Another similar vehicle drove up to take the luggage, and into
this Ashby was told to go. Some time was occupied in loading
this,so that when Ashby started the others were already far ahead.

The Russell party were conveyed very slowly. At first their
route lay along a plain, and then when this was traversed they
began to ascend among the mountains. The pace had all along
been slow enough, but now it became a crawl. The party were
variously occupied. Russell was grumbling and growling ; Mrs.
Russell was sighing and whining ; Dolores was silent and thought-
ful ; Harry, however, maintained his usual flow of spirits, and
found in Katie a congenial soul. These two had been devoting
themselves to one another during the whole journey, and by this
time they felt quite like old friends. Each had a lively disposi-
tion, too buoyant to remain depressed, and each was glad to take
any opportunity of rallying from the strokes of adverse fortune.
Thus each was able to assist the other bravely in the noble effort

to rise superior to circumstances.

‘This is a bore,” said Harry, -a beastly bore ! I know what I
should like to do—1I should walk, if it were not that I very much
prefer veing with you.’

‘But 1 should like to walk too,” said Katie. ‘Do you think
they will let us, Mr. Rivers? It would be too lovely !

“ Will you, really ¥ said Harry, in a joyous voice. ‘Oh, they’ll
let us fast enough. I’ll ask.’

So Harry asked, and permission was granted readily enough,
for the mules could then go on faster, aud there was no danger
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he of these two escaping from twenty armed men. Accordingly,
the ! Harry got out and assisted Katie in the usual way, namely, by
1OW lifting her down. They then fell behind the waggon, walking
along at a slow pace, having this advantage, that, although they
Td were not making any greater progress than before, they were left
us, more to themselves, and were under less restraint.
Oh. “ Do yon like this 7 asked Harry, as they trudged along.
s, 1 ¢Oh, very much indeed.’
not ‘It's better than the waggon, isn’t it ¥
" ‘ 'm so awfully tired of the waggon ! said Katie,
1 so “ And we can talk without being overheurd,’ said Harry. ‘Of
hief course, I don’t mean to say that we say anything that everybody
ruel : mightn’t hear ; but then, you know, Miss Westlotorn, one can
‘; talk much more freely when one isn’t surrounded by a coldly
r his critical audience.’
At this Katie laughed, and stole a shy, sidelong glance at him,
aicle as though she suspected some deeper meaning in “his words than
this that which appeared on the surface.
sell, ‘, ‘Do you feel very much frightened at this adventure? con-
the { tinued Harry.
' ‘ Me frightened ¥ said Katie. ‘Not at all. What an idea !
into ‘ ‘ Really not ¥
ding *No, really. Do you know, I'm rather fond of adventures.’
read. ‘ But isn’t this a little too serious ¥

their ‘Why, Mr. Rivers, I’'m sure I think it’s delightful. These men
they are Carlists, and all Carlists are gentlemen. 1 dote on Carlists—
vong I do, really?

were ‘Well, so do I—if you do,” said Harry laughingly ; only you

Mrs.

must allow that it isn’t a very gentletmanly thing to stop us on

aght- our journey, relieve us of our purses, and carry us off to parts
, “and unknown in a mule-cart.’

oting * Oh, you shouldu’t look at it in that light. That’s too awfully
7 this prosaic. Now I’'m romantic, and I’'m poqmvely gmteful to them
sposi- for providing me with such a delightful little adventure.’

» take ‘Do you love adventures

tune. ‘ Love them ? replied Katie, with the drollest look in the world.
effort ‘Why, I positively dote on them !

Her smile was so sweet, and her face so bewitching, that Harry

hat 1 thought he never saw any face so lovely.

much ‘You see,” continued Katie, ‘I mope and mope, and keep
moping so! and things grow so tiresome, that I fairly ache for

think an adventure.

" Well, but suppose that you were in an awful hurry to meet
‘hey’ll some one, and were stopped in this fashion ?’

At this Katie’s whole expression changed. She looked at Harry
ough, with a face full of sympathy, behind which there was visible the

langer most intense curiosity,
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¢ Oh, Mr. Rivers,’ said she, ‘I'm 8o sorry ! And are you in an
awful hurry to meet some one ¢’
¢ Awful !’ said Harry. :
¢Oh, Mr. Rivers, I'm so sorry !’ said Katie again. ‘And won’t IN W
you tell me all about it, please ¥’ ‘ '
Now Harry was by nature inclined to make the world his
confidant ; and how much more was he ready to confide in such HARS
a one as Katie, who invited his confidence with such tender sym- ‘W,
pathy ! Besides, he already felt, as has been said, quite like an ‘Of
old acquaintance, Ashby’s relations to Katie made her seem that, a
nearer to him. She was his friend's betrothed. And then, too, her, ar
he had been chatting with her all day long.
* You see,’ said he, ‘ I’'m on the look-out for a friend.’ said H
At this Katie smiled with iudescribable comicality. ‘Wh
‘Won'’t I do ? she asked. only sa
Harry stared at her for a moment, and then burst into a laugh, this fri
in which Katie joined merrily. ‘Wel
‘I dare sgy now, Mr. Rivers,’ said she, ‘ you think I'm too “Tall
slight an acquaintance to be trusted ; but, you know, in Spain, ‘Syd,
when one meets with a fellow-countryman who can speak English, ‘Sydi
why, you know, one can’t help feeling quite like an old friend and name,’
that sort of thing ; and, mind you, when one has been taken ‘At a
prisoner by the Carlists, one feels much more so, you know. ‘Well
But all the same, I hope youwll excuse me ; I didn’t mean any such ag
harm.’ “ Florrie
At this Harry laughed still more. ‘No -
‘You're not mad ¥ said Katie, with a droll assumption of family .’,;
anxiety. and so it
‘ Will you really be my friend ?” asked Harry. Talbot, 4
“Of course. Didu’t I say as much ¥ said Katie. “And }
‘Then let’s shake hands over it,” said Harry, ‘ and swear an to Noah
eternal friendship. Now this
Saying this, he held out his hand, and Katie held out hers. remark ]
Harry pressed it warmly and tenderly. day, and
“Well,” said Harry, after a pause, ‘ I'll tell you all about it, for She is ac;
I want your—your sympathy, you know, and your advice, you Ler
know, and all that sort of thing, you know.’ ‘I o)
‘Well, do you know, Mr. Rivers,’ said Katie, ‘ that's my strong ‘Miss !
point. I always have at my disposal any amount of sympathy ; And yoyu I
and as for advice, why, I could begin and go on advising, and ‘Well—
advising, and advising, from now till—well, not to be too ex- ‘“Then w

travagant, Il werely say till doomsday. So now, wonr't you or “ Fitine
. 4 . X ’
begin ¢ “"l!h tifty
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CHAPTER VIL

IN WHICH HARRY BECOMES CONFIDENTIAL, AND TELLS A VERY
REMARKABLE STORY.

H ARRY paused a little longer, and then said :

¢ Well, you see, the friend that I wanted to see is a lady.’

¢Of course, said Katie; ‘that’s a self-evident fact. I know
that, and she is your lady-love. But I want to know all about
her, and, first of all, her name.’

‘I didw’t think that you thought I was thinking of a lady,’
said Harry.

‘ What a ridiculous observation ! said Katie ; ‘and I know you
only say that to tease me, when you know I'm so curious about
this friend of yours.’

‘Well,” said Harry, ¢in the first place, her name is Talbot.’

‘Talbot ? What else ¥

‘Sydney—Sydney Talbot.’

‘Sydney Talbot! But that isn’t a girl's name ; it's a man’s
name.’

* At any rate,” said Harry, ‘it’s her name.

‘Well, but hasn’t she some pet name—something more feminine,
such as ‘ Minnie,” for instance, or “ Nellie,” or ‘ Kittie,” or
“ Florrie,” or something of that sort ¥’

‘No ; her only name is Sydney Talbot. You see, Sydney is a
family name, and had to be perpetuated. She had no brothers,
and so it was given to her. Her father’s name was also Sydney
Talbot, and her grandfather’s, and —’

‘And her great-grandfather’s, chimed in Katie, ‘and so on up
to Noah ; but his name, at any rate, was not Sydney Talbot.
Now this is a very romantic beginning, so go on. I will only
remark that I intend to be great friends with your wife some
day, and that I've made up my mind to call her “Syddie.”
She is actually pining for a pet name. But what do you call
her ¥

‘I? Ob, I call her Miss Talbat.

‘Miss! You call her Miss—Talbot? What a horrible idea !
And you pretend to love her ! cried Katie reproachfully.
‘ Well—but you know, Sydney is too stiff.’

‘Then why not invent a name ? Call her “ Poppet,” or “Topsy,”
or “ Fifine,” or “ Rosie,” or * Gragie.”

Why, I could supply you
with fifty or sixty names on the spot. But this is all idle trifling,
Go on and tell me more. Give a full and complete account of
yourself and your *“-own one.”’

‘Well, you know, I'm doing business in Barcelona, and we
were eugaged to be married last year.
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“Did yon see her last in Barcelona ”’
“No, in England, last year. T met her in London.’

‘Have you not seen her since ¥

‘No. We have correspouded ever since, and this marriage was
arranged by letter.

¢ Oh, but you're not married yet ? said Katie, in a low voice.

“No,” said Harry, ‘and heaven only knows when we ever
shall be.’

‘Why?

“Oh, well—because there’s been such a muddle abont it all.
You see, I proposed, and was accepted, in the usual course of
things.’

“ Ah, now, Mr. Rivers,’ said Katie, ‘ that’s not fair !’

‘ Fair ! what isn’t fair ?

‘ Why, you're skipping all the best pa{'t.'

‘The best part? 1 don’t understand.

‘Well, I mean you’re leaving out all the love parts. 1 want to
hear all abonpt your love-atfair—how you first saw her ; how yon
felt ; how she treated you ; how you were tormented by the pangs

" of ]ealou3) agitated by hupe and fear, until you knew that she
was yours. And you have the heart to sklp all this, and go ou to
the stupid, commonplace end of it !

Harry laughed.

* Well, said he, ‘ the end of my case has not vet come ; and
the farther on I go the more exciting it grows. But I'll tell you
all if you want me to. Shall I l)egm at the beginning, and tell
you how I first became acquainted with her ¥

‘Yes, yes, do!” said Katie eagerly.

‘Well, it was at sea, in a tremendous gale, when we both
were face to face with death’

At this Katie threw up her eyes, clasped her hands, and ex-
claimed :

*Oh, how perfectly ex-quisite! how utterly delicious! how
qmte t0o awfully jolly ! But when? where? Oh, do go on!

‘It was aboard the steamer from Marseilles to Leghorn.
During the night after leaving a furious storm arose. The
steamer was an old rattletrap, and soon began to leak fearfully.
[ was in my berth, trying to sleep, when at last I was roused
by a yell from all the crew and passengers. 1 rushed out
and on deck, and saw the sea all breaking in foam over the
vessel. The passengers and crew were all mixed up i a wild,
confused mass, trying to scramble into the boats. This was
made visible bv lightning flashes at intervals, after which every-
thing would become as black as nigh®. I saw that nothing could
be done, so I took my station near the mizen shrouds, aud held
on there, yaiting for the end.  'While here I saw a female figure
crouching down under the bulwarks aud clinging there. Partly
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out of pity, and partly for the sake of having something to do,
I helped her up to her feet, held her up in that position, and tol.l
her to cling to the shrouds, and stay by me as long as she possi-
bly could. At length, in the midst of a flash of lightning, I
happened to notice that the jolly-boat was hanging from the
davits astern. No one was near : every one was running about
forward. I determined to make an effort for life. The womau
was almost senseless, so I half carried, half dragged her to the
boat and got her in. Then I passed a line around the seat of
the boat and secured her to it ; after which I began to lower the
boat down. This was a deuced hard job, but 1 managed it at
last.. Then I jumped in and cut the line that held us, and away
we went in the boat, which was sent spinning along like a feather
over the boiling sea. I don’t know how we kept afloat, but we
did. The woman never spoke one word. So we passed a fearful
night, and at length morning came. /Then the woman began to
cry bitterly. I soothed her as well as I could. We were in a
terrible situation. The storm had nearly gone do®n, but we were
threatened with something worse, for we had neither water nor
provisions. I gave my companion some brandy, which revived
her,  We were far away out of sight of land, and no sails
were visible anywhere. 1 had a couple of oars, and with these
[ pulled toward the north. My companion soon regained her
composure and her strength, and we were able to discuss our
prospects. She told me her name and destination. She was on
her way to Rome to join her father, in company with an aged
relative and her maid. Her father had been ill, and had been
hving in Italy for his health. She was anxious about him, but
still more troubled about her relative, who had been left on board
the steamer.

‘Miss Talbot was very beautiful, and the most unselfish
person I ever saw. She was perpetually trying to lighten my
labour. She insisted on toking an oar and trying to row. She
bore up most uncomplainingly against our hardships. In fact,
she acted like a regular brick. Of course, before I had talked
with her half an hour I was head over heels in love with her.’

‘But it’s awfully nice to have your live saved, and be alone
together in a boat like that,” said Katie.

She spoke in an injured tone, as though a shipwreck was
something highly desirable, which a harsh fate had cruelly kept
the away from her. '

vild, ‘ Well” continued Harry, ‘ we starved, and starved, and choked
was with thirst, for two or three days; but she never uttered one
ery- single murmur,’

ould 1 should think not,’ said Katie. ‘ What had she to complain
held of 1 What more could she want ! Why, it was utterly lovely !

Iﬂ'“&; I'm sure I shouldn’t care to eat one single bit if I were in such a
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situation, I could not be hungry at such times—I never am.
Hungry, indeed !

The 1dea was too absurd, so Katie dismissed it with scorn.

‘T could see,’ continued Harry, ‘ that she was suffering. Her
face grew paler and paler. She was evidently growing weaker.
She looked at me piteously——’

* Oh, you will be 8o prosaic !’ interrupted Katie. ‘Can’t you
gee that it wasn't hunger at all? It’s the old, old story :

¢ *Then her cheek was pale, and thinner
Than should be for one so young,
And her eyes on all my motions
With a mute observance hung.”

¢And I said,’ continued Katie—

¢ And I said, my dearest Pard'ner,
Speak, and speak the truth to.me ;
Trust me, Par(I?ncr ; all the current
Of my being turns to thee.”

*The fact is,’ she added abruptly, ‘I believe you’re making up
nearly the whole of this !’

* Making it up !’ cried Harry. ‘Me! Why?

‘Why, because such delightful situations never do occur in

real life. It’s only in fiction.’
‘ No, really now—it was really 80,’ said Harry. ¢ Why should

I make this up? Really, on my honour—’

* Well, you're colouring the facts, at least, said Katie. *If it's
all true, I think it’s hard on poor people like me, that never can
find any pleasant excitement to break the monotony of life: But
never mind—please go on.’

‘Well,” continued Harry, ‘ we drifted on forseveral days. We
saw vessels, but they were too far away to see us. At last we
came in sight of land, and there we were picked up by a boat
that took us to Leghorn. I then went on with Miss Talbot to
Rome. I learned that we were the only ones that had been
saved out of the ill-fated steamer. Miss Talbot’s father, who,
as I said, was an invalid, had heard the news, and, thinking

his daughter lost, sank under the blow. On our arrival at
Rome he was dead. It was a mournful end to our journey.

‘ He was buried in Rome. Miss Talbot returned to England
with an English family, with whom her father had been ac-
quainted. I did not intrude on her just then, but paid her a
visit afterward. At that time we came to an understanding,
and then I went back to Barcelona. And now I come to the
real point of my story—the thing that I was going to tell you.

“Oh, I'm 8o very much obliged,” said Katie, ‘for what you've

told me thus far !
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“Now, Miss Talbot, you must know, has very few relatives.
She’s the last of an ancient family, and one or two uncles and
aunts are all that are left besides herself. Her life has been by
no means gay, or even cheerful, and perhaps that was one reason
why she was willing to accept me.’

“ How delightful 1t is,’said Katie, ¢ to see such perfect modesty !
Mr. Rivers, you are almost too diffident to live !’

“Oh, but really, I mean that a girl like Miss Talbot, with
her wealth, and ancient family, and social standing, and all
that, might have the pick of all the best fellows in the country.’

‘That stands to reason ; and so you imply that when such a
lady chose you, you 4

* Ah, now, Miss Westlotorn, I didn’t, said Harry. ‘I’'m not
so infernally conceited as all that, you know.’

‘ But hadn’t she promised in the boat ¥’

‘In the boat! Well, yes—

“Of course : then why did she have to choose you again ¥’

‘Oh, well—in the boat it was an informal sort of thing. But
never mind. She promised to marry me, and I went iack to
Barcelona. We then corresponded for about a year.’

‘ How awfully dreary !’ sighed Katie. ‘I do so detest letter-
writing! If I had to write letters, I would break the engage-
ment.’

‘ Well, it's a bother, of course,’ said Harry ; ‘ but, after all, a
letter is the only substitute one can have for the absent one,’

* And how long is it since you last sawgher ¥

* A year.

‘A year L. Why, you must have utterly forgotten what she
looks like. Should you be able to recognise her if you were to
meet her in a crowd ¥

‘Oh yes’ said Harry, with a laugh. ‘Now you must know
that when I was engaged I expected to go to England in about
three months’ time to get married. Business, however, detained
me. I hoped to go again a few months later. But the fact is, I
found it impossible ; and so on for a whole year I was detained,
until at last I had to write, imploring her to come out to me and
be married in Barcelona.’

‘ Well, for my part, I never would marry a man unless he came
for me,” said Katie.

‘Then I'm glad,” said Harry, ‘that you are not Miss Talbot.
She was not so cruel as that ; for though at first she refused, she
at last consented and promised to come. This, however, was
only after long begging on my part, and a full explanation of the
difficulties of my position. So she consented, and finally men-
tioned a certain day on which she would leave ; and that was
about a fortnight ago.

‘Now, you know, all the time I felt awfully about her having
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to come on: alone, until at length, as ill-Juck wonld have it, it so
happened that I was able to steal a few days from my business.
So I determined, after all, to go on for her. Fool that I was, I after ¢
didn’t telegraph! There was no time to write, of course. You before
see, I was such an idiot that I only thought of giving her a
pleasant surprise. This filled my mind and occupied all my back t,
thoughts, and all the way on I was chuckling to myself over my
scheme ; and I kept fancying how delighted she would be at train t}
finding that, after all, she would not have to make the journey delayed
alone. 1 was so full of this that I couldn’t think of anything else. my only

And now I should like to ask you calmly, Miss Westlotorn, one

simple question : Did you ever hear in all your life of such a

perfect and unmitigated chuckle-head 7

‘ Never ! said Katie in a demure tone.

‘Well,” continued Harry ruefully, ‘luck was against me. I met
with several delays of a tedious kind, and lost in all about two queer m
At last I got to my destination, and then—then—in one Havour 5
What do you think ? to have ‘j
In Misg

she addeg
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that it 4
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word, there,came a thunder-clap.
‘ What ¥
‘ She was gone !’

‘Gone? ou |
“Yes. She had goune tlie day before my arrival. She had ‘that I w
written again, and had telegraphed. She had then set out, ‘Sympg
{arry )

expecting me to receive her with all a lover’s eagerness at Bar-
celona, at the hotel which I had mentioned to her in my last his, full of

letter, and hoping also that I might possibly turn up at any “And w
station after passing the Pyrenees. What do you think of that ? we're trave
Wasn’t that a blow ¢ And was it my fault ¥ You, yoq k;

¢ Certainly not,” said Katie in a sdothing voice. ‘Not your Just ag jf yi
fault. only your misfortune. But what did her friends say ¥ ‘I shoy],

‘Her friends ? Oh, they were awfully indignant, of course, but called Mijgg
I couldn’t wait to explain it all to them. The moment I found ) ‘And you

You wi] ,
Katje did
: Well—g

out how it was, I turned on my heel and hurried back to Bar-
celona. I travelled night and day. 1 got there without any
interruption, and rushed to the hotel, where, according to my
direction, she was to have gone.’

¢ Well,” asked Katie, as Harry paused, ¢ was she there ¥

“No, said Harry; ¢ but, worst of all, she had been there ! Yes,
she had been there. She had made the journey ; she had reached or some
Barcelona ; and I—I, for whom she had come, I was not there to Harry anq },
meet her. Well, when I did get back she was gone.’ the rude

‘ Gone 1—goue where ? Aithoy, .

‘Why, where else could she have gone but home again ¥ 8sell,  For

‘True. Being a girl of spirit, she never could stand such Yalking . ane
treatment as that. But did she leave no message for you ? agon

‘Not a word, either in writing or in any other way. 1 asked ‘alk,

the hotel people about her, but they knew nothing in particular.
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She had not told anything about herself. She had come, and,
after two or three days, had gone. She had gone ounly the day
before I got back.’

“And you, of course, must have started after her all the way
back to England, and that’s the reason why you are here—’

‘Yes,’ said Harry : ‘the ouly hope I had was to overtake the
train that preceded me. It was not impossible that it might be
delayed, and that my train should come up with hers. That was
my only hope, but of course all this is now up.’

‘Oh, well,” said Katie, in a consoling tone, ‘ yow’ll see her again
before long, and you can explain it all ; and when she finds out
that it all arose from an excess of zeal, she will see that your fault
was one on the right side, and she will love you all the better.
And so you will both have many and many a laugh over this
queer misadventure ; and it will be something that will give
flavour and spice to all your future life. Why, I'd give anything
to have just such an adventure—I would, really. I wish [ was
in Miss Talbot’s place. I quite envy her—I do, really ; that is/’
she added, with a little confusion, ¢ her adventure, you know.’

‘You have such a nice way of putting things,’” said Harry,
‘that I wish I could always have you to go to for sympathy.’

‘ Sympathy ? said Katie. ‘Oh, you know, that’s quite my forte.’

Harry looked into her clear, sunny eyes as they were raised to
his, full of brightness, and archness, aud joyousness,

‘And won’t you let me call you “ Katie,”’ said he, ¢ just while
we're travelling together? I feel soawfully wellacquainted with
you, you know ; and I've told you all about my affairs, you know,
just as if you were my oldest friend.’

‘I should like it above all things.” said Katie.
called Miss Westlotorn by my friends.

‘And you must call me “ Harry,”’said this volatile young man.
‘ You will, now, won’t you ? he added in a coaxing tone.

Katie did not prove obdurate.

‘ Well—Harry,” she said with a bewitching smile,

‘I think you’re awfully nice,” said Harry.

‘Well, 'm sure 1 think you’re a very nice boy,’ said Katie in
. . - J)
a childish way.

‘T hate to be
It’s too formal.’

For some time longer the party continued their journey.
Harry and Katie found walking so much pleasanter than riding
in the rude cart that they refused to get into the vehicle again,
although urged to do so very strongly both by Mr. and Mrs.
uls:e_‘ll. For his part, Harry declared that he infinitely preferred
wa 'lll“_:' ’

and Katie, on being appealed to, said that the jolts of
he“:\';lguu made her head ache. So these two continued their
Valk,

Gradually it grew darker, and the twilight deepened with the
apidity common in southern latitudes. Then, fearing lest Katie

Py
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might be fatigued, Harry made her take his arm. After this,
being still full of anxious fears lest so fair and fragile a being
might sink under the wearisome tramp, he took her little hand as
it fay on his arm, and held it in his for all the rest of the way. How 1
And what Ashby would have said or thought if he had seen that T
is more than I can tell, I'm sure. HE t
The moon was shining, and its brilliancy was wonderful. Now Iw ay, a
they entered among the mountains. Far on high ascended the lere
lofty wooded slopes on one side, while on the other they descended
into a valley. Beyond this there were other heights, while in the
valley between there was a beautiful winding river. A turn in
the road brought them at length to a place where the valley
widened, and far away, shining like silver in the moonbeams,
flowed the river,

receive
present
train w
station
started
to the ¢
who ha
‘ With many a winding through the vale.’ Wires,

; : since j
All around rose an amphitheatre of hills, some wooded, some Tﬁelte

precipitows, and behind these rose the summits of loftier moun- selves, a
tains far into the sky. Here, full before them, there arose a they ok
grand and stately castle. Perched upon the crest of a spur where passen ’C
it, projected from the flank of a mountain, it stood before the new- Opezé’e
comers the centre of the whole scene, the crown and glory of it all. separat #
In the garish sunlight there might have been perceptible many therefo?
and many a mark wrought by the destructive hand of time, for aP’peare(f
ages had passed since it first reared its lordly form on high. Its Municat
architecture spoke of hoar antiquity, of a time long past, when the Obtainin?r
Moor still fought around these scenes, and rushed to the fight to and such
the war-cry of ‘Allah Akbar!” But now, bathed in the mellow receive(;lt
moonlight, this ancient castle showed all its grand proportions, from aj] t
with not a trace of decay or desolation ; and its massive walls a djﬂ‘ére t
arose in solemn majesty ; its battlements frowned in heavy any eff, nt
shadows overhead ; its lofty towers and turrets seemed still able repast a(:‘,rt
to defy the assaults of time for ages yet to come. left the p;
For some time past the country had been growing steadily The rp,“
wilder and less peopled, until here there seemed a virtual solitude. there gt Of”
On reaching the spot the party found a massive gateway with a and "oatr,;t
ponderous portal. Beyoms) this opened the courtyard, and 1u the this bhck
distance rose the keep. Here lights shone, and the noise of d “SCl'i(bw.b] 0
revelry came to their ears. And now the prisoners entered, and ever ﬂ;e N
were taken in charge by others, and Ashby, who arrived about an taste, Thre
hour afterward, was aiso taken to his quarters, ful. Taj fn
here ang g,
Intervalg gh
Behind the
before hip, 4
L’lSt'the road
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CHAPTER VIIL
HOW THE SPANISH PRIEST MEETS WITH A STRANGE ADVENTURE.

THE train, which had been released by the Carlists, went on its
way, and after running about ten miles, came to a little town.
Here a long stay was made, during which information was
received of so serious a character that it was resolved, for the
present, at least, not to go any farther. In the first place, the
train which had immediately preceded had halted at the next
station beyond, and this train could not move until the other had
started ; but, in addition to this, there came reports of all sorts,
to the effect that the whole country was swarming with Carlists,
who had occupied the lines of railroad and cut the telegraph
wires. It was the latter circumstance that was most troublesome,
since it made it impossible to get any detinite information.

The end of it was, that the passengers had to shift for them-
selves, and find shelter and occupation as best they could, until
they should be able to go on to their destinations : of which
passengers only two need be mentioned here, namely, Captain
Lopez and the priest. The former, having been thus rudely
separated from Katie, had no object in going any farther, and
therefore was quite willing to remain in this place. But it soon
appeared that he had plenty to do. He at once set forth to com-
municate with the civil and military authorities, in the hope of
obtaining assistance toward rescuing Katie from her captivity ;
and such was his zeal and energy, that before long he had
received the most earnest promises of assistance and co-operation
from ail to whom he applied. As for the priest aforesaid, he had
a different purpose, and that purpose did not lead him to make
any effort to procure lodgings. He refreshed himself with a
repast at the nearest hosteria, after which, girding up his loins, he
left the place by the high-road.

The road at first ran through the plain, where, on every side,
there stretched away fields of brown grass, with flocks of sheep
and goats. The attendants upon these were nowhere visible, and
this lack of human life and action gave to the country an in-
describable air of solitude and desertion. In other respects, how-
ever, there was everything which could gratify the eye and the
taste. The land was fertile, the soil cultivated, the scenery beaati-
ful. Tall trees—the mulberry and the poplar—arose in long lines ;
here and there the cactus stretched forth its thorny arms, and at
intervals there appeared the dark green of extensive olive-groves.
Behind the traveller there extended a wall of purple hills, and
before him arose the giant heights of the Pyrenees. Among these
last the road at length entered, and, winding along at the base of
sloping hills, it agcended very gradually.




36 A CASTLE IN SPAIN.

The priest walked onward at a long, slinging pace, which told
of the experienced pedestrian. For three hours he kept this up,
being too intent upon his progress, and upon his own thoughts,
to pay much attention to the scenery, except so far as was needed
for purposes of precaution. Save for this, the external form of
nature and the many beauties around him were disregarded ;
and at length, after three hours, he sat down to rest at a rock by
the wayside. Sitting here, he drew forth from his pocket a well-
used pipe, which he filled and lighted ; after which he sat
smoking, and surveying, in a contemplative manner, the scene
before him.

It was, in truth, a scene well worthy of contemplation. For
many a mile the eye of the beholder could rove over the course
of the Ebro, and take in the prospect of one of the fairest lands
in all the world. He had advanced high enouch to overlook the
valley, which lay behind him, with lines of hills in the distance,
while in front arose the mountains, dark in the heavy shade. To
the west the country spread away until, in the far distance, it
ended in g realm of glory. For here the sun was sinking into a
wide basin formed by a break in the lines of mountains, filling i%
all with fire and splendour ; and while the hollow between the
hills was thus filled with lame, immediately above this there were
piled up vast masses of heavy strata clouds, of fantastic shapes
and intense blackness. Above these the sky grew clearer, but
was still overlaid with thin streaks of cirrus clouds, which were
tinted with every hue of the rainbow, and spread over all the
western heavens up to the zenith and beyond.

In that low mass of strata clouds which overhung the sunset
there was now a wild convulsion. A storm was raging there,
too far away to be felt, but plainly visible. The fantastic shapes
were flung together in furious disorder ; through the confused
masses electric flashes shot forth ; sometimes in floods of glory,
sometimes in straight lines of forked lightning, sometimes 1n
rounded lumps of suddenly revealed fire—the true bolts of Jove.
Toward the south the hills lay wrapped in haze and gloom, and
in one part there was a heavy shower, where the rain streamed
down in vertical lines.

The sun went down, leaving behind it a redder splendour, by
which all was gloritied ; the river wound iv molten gold ; the
trees were tipped with purple lustre ; the crests of the moun-
tains took on aureoles of licht. As the sun still descended, the
scene was slowly transformed ; the splendour lessened ; the clouds
broke up into other forms; the thick strata mass dissipated itself ;
then came a golden haze over the wide west ; the moon revealed
itself over the head of Scorpio, with Antares beaming from a
bright place in the sky.

The scenes shifted rapidly, and twilight deepened, until the
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clouds made way for the mcon, and, breaking up into thin light
masses, swept away over the sky ; whlle the moon, assuming its
proper functions, looked mildly dowu, and bathed all the valley
in a mellow lustre.

After about half an hour’s rest, the priest arose, put his pipe
in his pocket, and resumed his lmw stride. Up the road he went,
without stopping again, as tlmugh he had resolved to cross the
Pyrenees in that one night, and be over in France by morning
of whom it might be said, in the words of the Chinese poe

‘ That young man walkee no can stop.’

Another hour brought him a good four miles farther on, and still
he kept up the same pace. He now reached a place where the
road took a somewhat sudden turn, and wound around a rocky
projection on the hill-side. Here, as he turned, he came full
upon a figure that was walking in the opposite direction

It was the figure of a woman ; and in that bright moonshine
it was easy to see that she was young, and graceful, and light,
and elastic. Coming suddenly upon the priest as she did, at the
turn in the road, she was evidently quite territied. Her attitude
was that of a stealthy fugitive ; and as she met him there was,
in her sudden involuntary gesture, the appearance of one who
has been captured by a pursuer. For an instant she recoiled in
an agony of terror, but then one glance at the costuvie of the
priest seemed to reassure her ; and then, clasping her hands, she
came nearer, and said, 1n tremulous tones :

‘ Padre ! padre ! per I'amor de Dios soccorre me !

The priest looked at her for a few moments in silence. Then
lie spoke :

* Etes-vous Frangaise, mademoiselle ¥

The woman shook her head.

‘E ella Italiana ¥

Again she shook her head.

‘Sind sie Deutsch !

Another shake of the head, and then she caid ;

‘Yo soy Inglesa.’

The priest gave a long whistle.

‘ Euglish " he cried ; * English !  Then in future please be kind
mmngh to ﬂxpeak hu"llsh for your Spanish—is—well, declived
with thanks.'

At these words the woman started, and then, with an un-
coutrollable impulse, seized the hand of the priest in a convulsiv
B]]L\‘ ).

‘Oh " she cried, ‘are you really—really an Englishman ? O,
‘ml\ heaven ! thank heaven! Then you will help me?

‘English # said the priest ; ‘ well, for the matter of that, I'm

anythiug you please just wow, in this wferual country. I cer-
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‘
tainly do speak English, but at the same time I prefer calling on a‘g
myself what I am—namely, an American.’ ) : A dil;
This loquacity of the priest made no impression upon the ; to 20
woman, who was absorbed now by her one idea of escape, of delﬁ
obtaining help, of flight. thisyr’
* Oh, sir,’ she continued, ‘can you help me? Can I go on by Kind.
this road ? Do you know what I can do? Will you tell me ? were ¢
“Oh yes,” said the priest, ‘ I'll tell you. I do not know what tained
you can do. What can you do? You can read, perhaps, and I hande,
suppose you can play the piano, and crochet ; but I know what cottagy
you canuot do—you cannot speak Spanish.’ ) I migh
These words were spoken with the indifferent air of one who Sand ]
is thinking of something else. 1 could
¢ Ah, sir, said the woman, in a tone of anguish, ‘don’t mock of eaca
at me! I'm in distress unspeakable. I've— I've lost my way.’ great d
She could scarcely speak from agitation. The priest was silent ful. an:
for a moment. Then he drew a long breath. of the
‘Lost your way? said he. ‘Well, that is queer too. Your come il
way—and what way can that be in times like these, and here in self. A
this country, and, above all, in this part of the country? Are with in
you walking for a wager ! Are you going round the world in a for. the
bee-line? Do you carry a portable canoe ¥ _ Here
‘I was in the diligence,” said the woman, not choosing to notice low voi
such ill-timed levity, ‘and we were stopped—by the Carlists— there wi
and I escaped—and I’m trying to find my way to some safe place agitated
—but I cannot—I cannot.’ the exer
‘H’'m ! said the priest, ‘ that is a coincidence too—just my own to the ui
case to a T. T've been captured by the Carlists too, and I've thing in
escaped, and I’m now making a bolt for a place of safety. Well, pity and
this does beat my grandmother, I must say !’ as she v
The lady was too full of her own troubles to notice the peculiar hand, an
expressions of the priest. She merely continued, as before, to “Ah, 1
beg for help. asavage,
* Oh, sir,” said she, ‘do you know the way here ? and can you repeated
help me ¥ “y the last
‘ Well, said the priest, ‘I know some of it, I may say, but that is that st
depends on what you mean by knowing it. But will you allow —*that’s
me to ask you one or two questions! In the first place, where ever since
did you come from last ?’ todo? I
‘ Last ¥ said the lady ; ¢the last place I came from was Bar- it isn’t qu
celona.’ near, W

‘When ? decide on

¢ Yesterday.’ ( The ton
‘* You spoke of a diligence. You mhst have come from Barce- those whi
lona by train.’ indifferent

‘Of course.’

feeling an(
‘ Then that must have been the train that stopped over there.’
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‘Yes ; the train stopped. I understood that it was not going
on any farther for a long time, for that the track was torn up.
A diligence was prepared for those passengers who were anxious
to go on immediately, and I was most eager to proceed without
delay, so as to get to my home as soon as possible. So, early
this morning, we left, and came, without any incident of any
kind, until we reached a place about five miles away. There we
were stopped and robbed. I believe all the passengers were de-
tained and held as prisoners—at least, I myself was. I was
handed over to the care of a peasant woman, who took me to a
cottage. About two hours ago she came to me and told me that
I might go, and urged me to fly at once. I could not under-
stand her very well, for I know very little Spanish indeed, but
I could see that she was sorry for me, and offered me this chance
of escape. It was also quite evident that she considered me in
great danger, and was frightened about me. I felt deeply grate-
ful, and offered her a gold locket which had escaped the notice
of the robbers, but she refused it. So then I started off. I've
come along the road ever since, and have seen no one except your-
self. And now, sir, continued the lady, looking at the priest
with intense earnestness, ‘ can you help me? Will you? Oh,
for the love of

Here the priest interrupted her. The lady had spoken in a
low voice, which had a very mournful cadence, and besides this,
there were signs of deep emotion in the tremulous tones and the
agitated manner. Her flight had been a long and a hurried one ;
the exertion had been severe ; her strength had been put forth
to the utmost ; she wason the verge of utter exhaustion. Every-
thing in her appearance, voice, and manner, combined to inspire
pity “and sympathy. The good priest had seemed not unmoved
as she was speaking, and now he interrupted her, raising his
hand, and speaking in a very gentle voice.

“Ab, now,’ said he, ‘come —none of that! Do you think me
asavage, that you must pray to me for mercy ? Help you!’ he
repeated in stronger tones. ‘ Ay, madame, that will I, and with
the last drop of my heart’s blood and to my life’s end. There,
is that strong enough ? Help you "—and he gave a short laugh
—'that’s good, too! Why, what else have I been thinking of
ever since I met you? What else can you suppose that I intend
todo? Isn't it enough for me to see your distress ? But come —
it isn’t quite so safe as it might be, and enemies may be lurking
near. We must first find a place of retirement, where we can
decide on what is best to be done.’

The tones of the priest’s voice were now totally different from
those which he had employed hitherto. These were harsh, dry,
indifferent, almost mocking ; but now they were full of sincere
feeling and unmistakable truth, Their effect upon the lady was
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very marked and strong. She clasped her hands, bowed her and t
head, and in her weakness was unable to bear up under this wish
new revulsion of feeling ; so she burst into tears and stood there ‘ ‘R
weeping. ‘ assun
At this the priest was not a little embarrassed. For a moment preacl
he seemed about to try to soothe her ; but he clrecked this im- your s
pulse and looked away, whistling softly to himself. After a few than i
moments he went on, speaking in a gentle voice : ¢ Sti
‘I've begn going along alone easily enough, but now, if you will what
come with me, I shall have to make some changes in my plans. on my
You see, two cannot travel so easily as one ; and then you are a ‘We
lady, and an English lady too, which in these parts means a ‘Th
wealthy foreigner—an object of plunder. You, as an English “Spi
lady, run an amount of risk to which 1, as a Spanish priest, am ‘Yes
not at all exposed. So you see we can no longer remain in so 1t se
public a place as this high-road. We must seek some secure a tende
place, at least, for the present. You don't seem able to go much i ‘Par
farther. This mooulight night is just the time for flight, but ! a politi
you need regt now, and unless you get that first you won’t be | ¢ Cerl
able to escape at all. And so—what do you say to my hunting ‘Nor
up a hiding-place for the night ? ‘No.’
As the priest began to speak, the lady had made a violent ‘Not
effort to recover herself, and had succeeded well enough to listen “No

attentively, only showing by an occasional sigh or sob that her wet baok
distress had not yet passed away altogether. At the priest’s ‘Very
question she paused thoughtfully for a short time, and then said : vou shal

‘ My being with you will make a great difference to you ?’ me. Ay
“Oh yes,’ said the priest. before, a
‘It will perhaps endanger your safety,” continued the lady book, 1
anxiously. unoccupi
¢ Oh, that is nothing,’ said the priest ; ¢ that is my normal state. it’s a tho
I am always in danger. ately, the
‘Still, I should be sorry to add to your danger, she said by the o1
hesitatingly ; ‘ and if —if ? case I ki
‘Well,” said the prigst sharply, ¢ if what ? vation fo
“1f Tam a source of danger, said the lady calmly, T should castle, a
prefer going on alone, just as I was; and I shall ouly ask you well. T
to tell me what is the nearest town, and to give me generally the ‘Ttis n

divection to it.’ ‘No, n

‘Oh, you will, will you? said the priest, in the mocking tone ‘I’'m 80
which he had previously used. ‘ Well then, madame, I shall v us shelter
only ask you to do as I say, and ask no questions. I know the “The pe

country—you don’t. I have registered a vow in heaven to save for. But
you, and save you 1 will, even in spite of all your teeth. I soon.’
swear it in the name of the great Jehovah and the Continental Thé lad:
Congress ! about a (;
At these strange words the lady was silent for a few moments, turned aw
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1 her and then said, in a tremulous voice : ‘'l do anything that you
* this wish me to do.’
there ‘ Furthermore, my hearer,’ continued the priest, suddenly
assuming and immediately dropping the whiue of a rustic
ment preacher, ‘mark this—I don’t mind saying a few words to ease
y 1m- your scruples : you cannot make my position any more dangerous
few than it is already. I carry my life in my hand all the time.’
¢ Still,’ said the lady, ¢ you can easily take care of yourself ; but
cwill what a terrible thing it would be if you should get into trouble
Jlans. on my account !’
re a ‘Well, I'll ask only one question—what is your calling in life ¥’
ns a ‘T have no calling. * I'm a lady *
glish ‘ Spinster ? said the priest in a mild voice.
, am ‘Yes,’ said the lady gravely, and with deep sadness.
n 8o It seemed to the priest that he had unwittingly touched upon
cure a tender point.
auch { ‘ Pardon me,’said he, *‘ this is all I wish to get at. You are not
, but j a politician, not a political agent, not a spy ¥
t be ‘ Certainly not.’
ting ‘Nor a newspaper correspondent ¥
‘No.
lent ‘Not even an artist ¥’

sten *No ; nothing but a simple English lady, and only anxious to
her vet back home.

est’s ‘Very well—very good !" said the priest approvingly. ‘And
id : vou shall go home, too ; but remember what I said, and trust in

me.  And now let us see what we had better do. I’'ve been here
before, all through and through this country, and know it like a

lady book. Now, just over there, a little to the west, there is an old
unoccupied castle, which is in very good condition, considering
ate. It’s a thousand years old. It is just the place for us. Unfortun-
ately, there may be others in it, for it is held from time to time
said by the one or the other of the fighting factions ; yet even in that

case I know of an odd corner or two where we can elude obser-
vation for the present; for it is a very—a monstrously large

uld castle, and I happen to know the ins and outs of it pretty
you well. T can assure you a good night's rest there.’
the “It is not inhabited, you say.’
‘No, not as a general thing.’

one ‘I'm sorry for that. 1f it were, the people would perhaps give
hall us shelter and food, and help us on our way.’
the ‘The people would perhaps give us more shelter than we care
ave for. But come, we ought to be off, for you need rest, and that

1 soon.’ /™ \\
ital Thé lady said nothing, but walked along#ith ghe priest. For

about a quarter of a mile they followed the “road, and then
uts, turned away to the left over the country. Here their pathway
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lay over the flank of the mountain, and traversed open fields
which were used for pasture. The moon shone brightly, illu-
minating the ecene, and the priest walked with the assured air of
one who knew his way thoroughly.

The lady, who all along had seemed much fatigued, now
began to give more evident signs of distress. The priest made
her take his arm : she did so, and for a time was relieved. He
sought to cheer her with encouraging words. She responded
nobly, and certainly made all the effort in her power ; but her
strength had that day been too sorely tasked, and threatened to
fail her utterly. At last she sank to the ground, and sat there
while the priest waited patiently.

‘ Courage ! said he. ‘Cheer up! We shall soon be there now !’

After a short rest the lady recovered a little, and made a final
effort. They walked on as before, the lady holding the priest’s
arm, and moving forward by dint of desperate exertions. So
they went until at last there appeared 1mmediately ahead a
maseive tower, which seemed to arise from behind some trees.

‘ There 1% is,’ said the priest. ‘One more effort.’

But the lady could go no farther. She sank down on the
ground once more, with something like a groan.

‘I can go no farther,” said she in a faint voice.

The priest made no reply, but stood for some time in silence
watching her. It was evident that he hoped for another rally of
her powers, but he was disappointed ; for the lady sat with her
head bowed down, trembling, weeping, and all unnerved. Time
passed, and there was no revival of strength.

‘ Madame !’ said the priest at length, in a harsh and constrained
voice. At this the lady gave asigh, and tried to raise herself, but
without success. After a useless effort she sank down again.
‘Madame,’ said the priest, ‘ to stay here is out of the question.
We have not much farther to go ; the place of our destination is
not far off, and I am going to carry you there.’

‘No," said the lady, ‘you must not. I—1I !

¢ Madame,’ interrupted the other, ¢ as a priest, it is my duty to
succour the distressed, and even as a man I should feel bound to
save you.’

¢ It’s too much for you, said the lady faintly. ‘Save yourself.
It’s no matter—what-—becomes of—of me.’

“Oh, it isn’t, isn’t it ' said the priest in his dryest manner.
¢ Well, you will please remember that you and I are in the same
boat, and we must win or lose together. And so, as I don’t
intend to be captured yet awhile, why, madame, with your per-
mission, and begging your pardon, I'll take the liberty of saving
you in my own way. At the same time, please remember that
it’s not for your sake I'm doing this so much as for my own.’

What possible meaning there might be to these last words, the
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priest did not explain, nor did the lady understand. In fact,
there was no time for explanation. The priest, without any more
ado, raised the lady in his arms and marched off with her. He
was not a very large man, but he was very muscular, and in
excellent training ; so he trudged on at a pace which, under all
the circumstances, was really wonderful. Fortunately he did not
have very far to carry his burden. Before long he came to a
grove of large trees, which stood wide apart and admitted of an
easy passage. Traversing this, he at length reached a low tower,
which was in a half-ruinous condition. It stood upon the brink
of a deep chasm, the sides of which were densely wooded, while at
the bottom there was a brawling brook. Upon the other side of
the chasm ai))peared the outline of a stately castle, with walls, and
towers, and battlements, and keep, all plainly discernible as they
rose up in giant proportions,

CHAPTER IX,

IN WHICH THE PRIEST SEES A VISION, AND GCES IN SEARCH OF
A BREAKFAST.

THE priest placed the lady on the ground near the trunk of a
fallen tree, against which she might lean, and then, turning away,
he drew a clasp-knife from his pocket, and began cutting armfuls
of brushwood and twigs of shrubs. These he carried into the
tower and spread over the floor with the skill of a practised hand,
while the lady sat where he had left her, with her head bowed
down, taking no notice of anything, and seeming like one who was
quite prostrated in mind as well as in body. When at last the
priest’s task was ended, he went to her and carried her inside the
tower.

‘Here, said he, ‘is some brushwood. I'm sorry that there
isn’t anything better, but better is a stone couch with liberty than
a bed of down with captivity: Don't be worried or frightened.
If there is any danger, I'll sound the alarm in Zion and get you
off in time.’

The lady murmured some inarticulate words, and the priest
then left her and went outside. He there spent some little time
in gathering some brush for himself, which he spread upon the
grass, under the castle wall ; after which he seated himself nupon
it, and pulling out his pipe, he filled it and began to smoke.
Hitherto he had been too much preoccupied to pay any very close
attention to the world around ; but now, as he sat there, he
became aware of sounds which arose apparently from the interior
of the great castle on the other side of the chasm. The sounds
did not startle him in the least, however, and he was evidently
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prepared for something of this sort. Between this tower and the
great castle there intervened the deep chasm ; and though no
doubt the two structures had once been connected, yet all connec-
tion had long since been destroyed, and now there was no visible
way of passing from the one to the other. The priest, therefore,
felt as secure as though he were miles away, and listened serenely
to the noises. There came to his ears sounds of singing, and
laughter, and revelry, with shouts and cries that rang out upon
the air of night. There seemed to be no small stir in the castle,
as though a multitude had gathered there, and had given them-
selves up securely to general merriment. But all this troubled
not the priest one whit, for he calmly finished his pipe, and then,
laying it down, he disposed his limbs in a comfortable position,
still keeping a sitting posture, and in this attitude he fell asleep,
and slept the sleep of the just.

Very early on the following morning our good priest opened
his eyes, and the first object that they rested upon was the lady,
who stood there full before him, and greeted him with a geatle
smile. The, priest had not seen her very well on the previous
evening, and now, as he saw her face in full daylight, it seemed
different from that which had met his view under the moonbeams.
The lady was of slender form, a trifle over the middle height, and
of marked dignity of bearing. Her face was perfectly béautiful
in the outline of its features, but this was as nothing when com-
pared with the refined and exquisite grace, the perfect breeding,
the quick intelligence, and the womanly tenderness that were all
expressed in those noble lineaments. It was a face full of calm
self-possession, and gave indications of a great and gracious
nature, which could be at once loving and brave, and tender and
true, Her hair, which was very luxuriant, was closely bound up
in dark auburn masses ; her lips were full of sweet sensitiveuess ;
and thus she stood looking at him with dark hazel eyes that
seemed to glow with feeling and intelligence, till the good priest
thought that never in all his life had he seen anything half so fair.
In fact, so overcome was he that he sat staring at her for some
time without one word, and without giving any response what-
ever to the pleasant words of greeting which she spoke.

‘I'm very sorry indeed,” said she, as the priest still stared in
silence at her, ‘ that I was such a trouble to you, after all your—
your kindness ; but the fact is, I was so wretchedly fatigued that
I was scarcely respousible for my actions. It was too selfish in
me ; but now I mean to make amends, and help you in every
possible way. Would you like me to do anything? Shan't I
get breakfast ¥

She spoke these words with a smile, in which, however, there
was not a little sadness, There was nothine in the words them-
selves beyond that painful consideration for otlers aud forgetfuls
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ness of self which the priest had observed in her the night before ;
but the voice was a wonderful one—a round, full contralto, yet
soft and low, with a certain mysteriously tremulous undertone
that fell with a thrill upon his ear. The priest started up.

¢ Breakfast !" said he, with a short laugh. ‘That is the very

thing I was thinking of myself. I consider that an all-important
subject.’

‘It is certainly a serious matter,’ said she.

“ And you propose to get it for me ¥

‘ Yes,’ said she, with a faint smile, ‘if I can.’

‘I really wish you would,” continued the priest, ‘for it would
save me from a great responsibility ; for if you don’t get it for
me, hang me if I know where I can get any for myself.’

* What do you mean ? said she. ‘Have we nothing to eat ¥

‘Well, not so bad as that. I have a bit of a sandwich, I
believe, and you may have it.’

With this he produced from his pocket a tin sandwich case and
offered it to her. She refused.

‘If that is the last that you have,’ said she, ‘I can wait.’

‘But you must eat it, so as to get back your strength.’

¢ And what will you do?

‘Oh, I’m an old hand at fasting. It’s my business’

“As priest, I suppose ! said the lady, with a smile that was
brighter, or rather less mournful, than any which the priest had
thus far seen on her melancholy face.

‘Yes, as priest, said the other dryly.
take it v

‘Do you ever think about yourself ¥’ asked the lady, in a low
voice, in which the thrill was more perceptible than usual.

‘About myself? Oh yes,’ said he ; ‘I never think of anything
else. My motto is to take care of Number One, It's only for
my own sake that I’'m anxious for you to eat ; but if you won’t
take it all, why, you’ll have to be content with half,
refuse to share with me and take half ?

‘By no means. I sha'n’t object to take the half, if you choose.’

‘Well said he, ‘that’s fair; so let's begin our breakfast.
Would you mind sitting on that tree over there ?

He led the way to the fallen tree already mentioned, and the
two seated themselves. He then opened the tin case and drew
forth a few sandwiches. From these they made their frugal
repast.

‘You must cultivate patience,” said the priest, as he ate. ‘I
know exactly what’s in your mind. You want to be off. But,

according to the proverb, the more haste the less speed. Tell me
—would you rather be here or in the hands of the Carlists ¥

‘Here.

‘Well, I'm afraid if we move incautiously we may be seen and

‘And now will you

You won’t
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captured by the Carlists. So before we start I propose to recon.
noitre, ill you remain here ¥

‘I will do whatever you direct.”

“You are very good and sensible.’

‘Thanks ; but where do you propose to go ¥

‘I’'m going to visit the castle over there.’

‘The castle ¥

‘Yes. It is full of people. That they are Carlists I haven’t a
doubt. T mean to visit them, and find out how the land lies.’

‘ But the danger is too great, is it not? May they not detain

ou?
Y I must run the risk of that.’

‘Was it your intention to go among the Carlists before you
met me ¥

‘Well, not exactly. I was on my way, and that way might
have led among them.’

¢ Are you running this risk for my sake ?

‘Well, not particularly, although I have an eye to you in this
matter. My chief aim 1s, just now, to get something for dinner,
and after tHat to find out what is the safest direction for us to take.’

The lady sat in thoughtful silence for some time.

‘I am afraid,’ said she, ‘that you are incurring a terrible risk. _

You are now out of danger ; why put yourself into it? Why
may we not fly now, or to-night ? I can fast for any length of time.’

‘The danger is,” said the priest, ‘ that we may both fall into the
hands of the very men we wish to avoid.’

‘ But that is the very thing you are going to do.

“I—Oh, I can go alone anywhere.’

‘Ah, there it 18!" said the lady bitterly. ‘It is I who am a
drag on you. It is I who am getting you into danger. Yet why
not leave me? Tell me where the road is: I will go back alone.’

‘Oh, well,” said the priest, with his usual short laugh, ‘as for
that, we may salk of it again. I'll tell you presently. It may
come to that, but I hope not. I am going to that castle all the
same. I’ve been there before, and without harm : I expect to
come back. But suppose I do not, how long will you wait here
for me ?

¢ As long as you say.’

é w = »

: gese.,nty four hours IA‘

‘Very well. I do not think they will detain me, but it is best
to be prepared. And now, by way of preliminary, I will show
{:ou how I can go over there. Remember, I have been here

efore, and have become acquainted with some of the secrets of
this place. If you should be in danger, or if I should not come
back, you will be able to fly by the way which I will now show you.’
The priest arose and entered the tower, followed by the lady.
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The pavement was of stong ; part of it was o(ren, and some ruinous
steps led into a cellar. Here they descended, and found them-
selves in a place which had been excavated from the rock which
formed three sides of the place. On the fourth was a wall, in
which was a wide gap that looked out upon the chasm. It seemed
as though there had once been a bridge at this point leading over
to the castle.

‘ Here,’ said the priest, ‘if yon look out, you cannot imagine any
possibility of descent, but if you examine carefully you will per-
ceive a narrow ledge among the shrubbery. Go out on this, and
follow it along, and you will find it growing wider as it goes down.
It will take you all the way to the bottom of this chasm, and
there you will find stepping-stones by which to cross the brook,
and on the opposite side a trail like this, which will lead you to
the top of the opposite ridge.’

‘I don’t think that I should feel inclined to try it,’ said the

lady ; ‘ but I am glad, all the same, that L have a mode of retreat.
1t makes one feel less desperate.’

* Oh, you know, I hope to be back again.’

¢ But what shall I do if you do not return ? said the lady.

‘That is what troubles me,’ said the priest. ‘To think of you
making your escape alone

‘That is not what I meant,’ said the lady. ‘I referred to my

own self-reproach. If you do not come back, I shall feel ag though
your blood is required at my hands.’ ’

The priest looked at her and gave hjs short laugh.

‘I shouldn’t advise you to come aftér me to the castle,’ said he.
‘ Your chief difficulty will be the commissariat. If I do not come
back before twenty-four hours, you will then have to fly for your-
self. In that case,do not go back to the road you were on before.
Do not go to the castle. Pake this path and go down to the
bottom of the chasm, and-up the other side to the top of the ridge.
Keep under trees as much as possible. Travel due south. Heaven
help you! God bles§ you! Good-bye!’

He looked at the lady. Her eyes, which were fixed on him,
seemed overflowing with feeling ; but whether of anxiety for him
or fear for herself did not appear.

“You seem to me to be gaiug to death,” said she, in a low voice,
‘and I am the cause !’

‘To death ! said the priest, with his usual laugh. ¢ Moriturus
te salutat. Pardon !—that's Latin. At any rate, we may as well
shake hands over it.’

He held out his hand. She caught it in b oth of hers

‘God protect you I’ she murmured, in a low voice, with quiver-

ing lips. ‘I shall be in despair till you come back. I shall never
have the courage to fly. If you do not come back, I shall die in
this tower,’ '
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‘Child,’ said the priest, in a sad, sweet voice, ¢ you are too de-
spondent. I will come back—do not fear. Try and get rid of
these gloomy thoughts. Aud now, once more, good-bye.’

He pressed her hand and departed through the gap. He then
began his descent, while the lady stood watching him with anxious
eyes and despairing face till he had passed out of sight.

CHAPTER X.
HOW THE PRIEST BEARDS A LION IN HIS DEN,

THE priest walked down the path into the chasm. It ran along
a ledge, which at first was narrow, and quite concealed from view
by dense masses of shrubbery, which grew all down the sloping
sides of the abyss, covering the rock with a green mantle, and
giving it an inviting aspect of richness and verdure. In such a
place no one could have suspected the existence or even the possi-
bility of any pathway ; aud this one must have been made with
no little labour and skill, in the ancient days, when tighting bands
had need to pass and repass.

After a few paces the path became more clearly defined. Tt
was very steep, yet easy enough in the descent, and went down
in a zigzag direction until it reached the bottom of the chasm.
Here there was a brook whose babbling had been heard from
above. In winter this was a fierce torrent, but now it was
reduced to a slender and shallow stream. In its bed lay great
boulders of granite, which afforded stepping-stones to those who
might wish to pass, and could be used at any time except when
the water was swollen by mountain floods.

After traversing these the priest came to the other side, and
began to ascend a path of the same kind as that by which he had
descended. Here he climbed about half-way up, and. then paused.
At this point there were two paths, one of which seemed to go
up to the castle, while the other went along the side of the
chasm. The latter he chose, and along this he went, ascending
very gradnally, until at last he reached the top of the ridge on
which the castle was situated.

He now turned and directed his steps straicht toward the
castle, which he soon reached. At the gate stood some armed
tatterdemalions, whom the priest recognised as having formed
part of the gang that had stopped the train the day before. Of
these he took no heed, but walked up boldly and asked to see
their captain. One of the guards went with him, and after
traversing the courtyard they came to the keep. Here the
Carlist chief was seen lolling on a stone beunch outside, and
smoking a villainous cigar. As the priest approached, he started
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o his feet with no little surprise on his face, together with a
ark and menacing frown, which did not by any means augnr
ell for the bold adventurer.

“Who are you ? he asked tiercely.

The priest in return eyed the Carlist from head to foot, and
hen said, in a sharp, authoritative tone :

*Your name and rank ¥

At this singular rejoinder to his question the Carlist chief
oked somewhat amazed.

‘My name ? said he, with a sneer. ‘Never mind what it is.
fhat are you? Who are you? What the devil do you mean

coming here ?
Jong ‘Give your name and rank,’ persisted the priest, in the same
view ne as before, ‘and beware how you Frlﬂe with one yvho may
)ping your master. Who gave you :luthnrlty to occupy this post ¥
and ¢ Master !—authority ¥’ cried the Carlist chief, with an oath,,
1ch & ich was followed by a laugh. * Who is my master? I never
- him. Here, you fellows !" he cried, to some of his gang who
with pod near, ‘ take this fellow off —take him inside. Let me see

o de-

rid of

then
xious

ands take him to the lower dungeons, and let him see who is master
re !’ '

It t this a score of stout ruffians came forward to obey the

lown. der. But the priest remained as cool as before. He simply

ew forth a paper, and looking round upon the ruffians, he said,

asm. . :
from a quiet voice :
was Keep back, you fellows, and take care what you do! I'm the
reat ré of Santa Cruz.’
who t that formidable name the whole band stopped short, mute
fhen 1 awe-struck ; for it w4s no common name which he had thus
nounced. It was a nate which already had been trumpeted
and pr the world, and in Spain had gained a baleful renown—a
had me which belonged to one who was known as the right arm of
- n Carlos, one who was known as the beau ideal of the Spanish
) go racter, surpassing all others in splendid audacity and merciless
the elty, lavish generosity and bitterest hate, magnificent daring
ling narrowest fanaticism. At once chivalrous and cruel, pious
T i pitiless, brave and bigoted, meek and merciless, the Curé of
pta Cruz had embodied iu himself all that was brightest and
the kest in the Spanish character, and his name had become a
ned d to conjure by—a word of power like that of Garibaldi in
med ¥, Schamyl in Circassia, or Stonewall Jackson in America.
Of d thus, when these ruffians heard that name, it worked upon
see like a spell, and they stood still, awe-struck and mute.
fter en the Carlist chief was compelled to own its power, although,
the haps, he would not have felt by any means inclined to sub-
snd to that potent spell, had he not seen its effect upon his
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‘T don’t believe it,’ he growled.

“You do believe it,’ said the priest fiercely : ‘ you know it.
Besides, I hold here the mandate of the King ; and he brandished
the paper, shouting at the same time, ‘ Viva el Rey ! at which
all the men caught up the same cry, and shouted in unison.

The priest smiled a good-natured, amiable, forgiving smile.

¢ After all, said he, in a milder voice, ¢ it is well for you to be
cautious. I approve of this rough reception ; it is soldier-like.
It shows that you are true to the King. But read this. Give
me something to eat and drink, and then I will tell ggou my
errand.’

With these words he handed the paper to the Carlist chjef, who
took it somewhat sulkily, and read as follows :

‘Headquarters, Vera, August 23rd, 1873.

“ To all officers of the army, and to all good and loyal subjects,

. 1.8« : et : Y gecs,
greeting : Recewe and respect our friend and leutenant the Curé
of Santa Cruz, who bears this, and s engaged in a specral mis-

S10M UL OUr Service.
‘¢ CARLOS.

On reading this, the Carlist chief drew a long breath, looked
around upon his followers, elevated his eyebrows, and finally
turned to the priest.

¢ What do you want ?” he asked, in no very courteous manner.

‘ Nothing, said the priest. ‘Not one single thing from you
but—breakfast. Don’t be alarmed. I haven’t come in here to
interfere with you™at all. My business is elsewhere. Do you
understand me ? o

The priest gave him a glance which was meant to convey more
than the words expressed. At this the whole manner of the
Carlist chief underwent a change. He at once dropped all his
sourness and gloom.

‘Do you mean it ¥ he asked eagerly.

The priest nodded.

¢ Certainly.

“Then,’ cried the Carlist, ¢ you're right welcome, and T hope
ou’ll not mind what’s happened. We have to be cautious, you
now, and suspicious.’

‘My dear friend, I assure you I shouldn’t have troubled you
at all, only I’'m starving.’

‘Then I swear you shall have the best breakfast in all Spain.
Come in ; come in. Come, in the name of heaven, and I'll give
you a breakfast that will last you for a week.’

With these words, the Carlist chief led the way inside, and the
priest followed.

It was the lower story of the central building, or keep, and
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was constructed, in the most massive manuer, out of vast blocks
of rough-hewn stone. The apartment was about fifty feet in
length, twenty-five in width, and twelve in height. On either
side there were openings into chambers or passage-ways. The
roof was vaulted, and at the farther end of the apartment there
was a stairway constructed of the same cyclopean stones as the
rest of the edifice. All the stone-work here visible had the same
ponderous character, and seemed formed to last for many cen-
turies to come.

Around the sides of this lower hall were suspended arms and
accoutrements, There were also rude massive benches, upon
which were flung rugs and blankets. Here and there were little
groups, not only of men, but also of women and children. On
the left side there was an enormous chimney, which was large
enough for a separate chamber. In this a fire was burning, and
a woman was attending to the cooking of a savoury stew. An
aromatic smell of coffee was diffusing itself through the atmosphere;
and this was surrounded and intermingled with the stronger and
ranker, though less pungent, odours of the stew aforesaid.

The priest flung himself carelessly into a seat near a massive
oaken table, and the Carlist chief took a seat beside him. The
priest questioned the chief very closely as to his doings, and the
disposition of his people through the country, while the chief
surveyed the priest furtively and cautiously.

At last he said abruptly :

‘ You were on the train yesterday.’

‘I was,’ replied the priest coolly.

‘ Why did you not tell me who you were ¥’

“ What a question to ask !’ said the priest. ‘Don’t you under-
stand ! When / am out I don’t want anyone to know or suspect.
I did not choose to tell even you. Why should I? I didn't
know you.

‘But you lost your purse,’ said the chief, in rather a humble
voice, :

¢ And was there muth in it ? asked the priest.

The chief laughed.

Breukfast now followed, and of this the priest partook heartily.
Then he started up.

‘1 must make haste,’ said he, ‘and continue my journey ; but
as [ am going into out-of-the-way places, I shall have to ask you
for some supplies.’

This request was very cheerfully granted, loaves and cold meats
being furnished from the Carlist larder. These the priest put
to a wallet, and thus equipped, he was ready for the march.

‘Adz:os,’ said he, ‘ noble captain, till we meet again.’

‘ Advos,’ said the chief.

The priest then shook hands with his entertainer and turned

4—2
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away. Leaving the castle, he walked down the slope for some
distance, until at length he reached the skirts of the forest.
Turning round here, he stood looking back cautiously, till he felt
convinced that he had not been followed, an# was not observed.
He now plunged into the forest, and worked his way along until
he came to the chasm and found the path before mentioned.
Down this he went on his way back to the tower.

CHAPTER XI.

HOW THE FIRST PRIEST VANISHES, AND ANOTHER PRIEST
APPEARS UPON THE SCENE.

As the priest emerged from the brushwood at the top of the
Enth, he suddenly found himself face to face with the lady. She

ad come through the opening, and was standing outside waiting
there, breathless, her hands clasped, and her eyes set in a fixed
and eager gaze of vigilant outlook and of territied apprehension.
As she recognised the priest, her whole expression changed ; her
face flushed, her eyes grew moist with tears of joy, her lips
quivered.

‘Oh, thank God! thank God ! she cried. ‘Oh, how glad
Iam !

The priest stood and looked at her in gilence, although there
was certainly every occasion for saying something. Finally he
held out his hand, and she took it in hers, which were cold as ice,
and tremulous.

‘ Poor child ! said the priest, ‘ you have been too excited. But
were you not afraid that 1t might be some oue else

‘Yes, said she ; ‘so afraid that I lost all strength and could
not get back. I thought I heard something like that little short
laugh of yours that you give, but then it seemed imagination.
So I waited, and if it bad been an enemy he would have caught
me. But I was right, after all’ she epded joyously. ‘It was
your laugh—and you.’

Again the priest stood iu silence looking at her.

‘1t's worth going over there,” said he at last, ‘to make a
fellow-créature happy by coming back.’

‘Oh no,’ she said, ‘not for that. Nothing can compensate for
the frightfal, the terrible anxiety—nothing. But I will say no
more. I am ready now for any fatigue or peril. My worst fear
is over.’

¢ Oh, it's all very well to be glad to see me,’said the priest, with
that short laugh to which the lady had referred, ‘but, that's
wothing to the gladness you'll feel when you see what 1've brought
back with me. You just wait and see—that’s all !’
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With these words he ascended into the tower through the gap,
and assisted the lady after him. They then went up the broken
stairway, and out into the open air to the fallen tree where they
had taken their breakfast. {)Jpon this he seated himself, and the
lady did the same. He now opened the wallet, and distributed to
hersome of his stock of provisions, pointing out to her with an air
of triumph the fact that they had enough to last them for a week.
The lady said but little and ate but little ; the priest, for his part,
ate less ; so the breakfast was soon despatched ; after which the
priest loaded his pipe and smoked the smoke of peace. The
priest, as he smoked, occasionally threw a furtive glance at the
lady, who now sat absorbed in her own meditations.

‘T propose to ask you a few questions,’ said the priest, ¢ merely
for the sake of conversation, and you needn’t answer unless you
like. In the first place, you haven't been long in Spain, I take it ?’

‘No. said the lady ; ‘only a few days.’

* Aud you are on your way back to England ¥

‘Yes.

‘Have you been travelling alone ¥

‘At first I had a maid, but she got frightened and left me at

Javonne,  Since then I have had to travel alone.’

‘You mustn’t think me too inquisitive,’ said the priest. ‘I
merely wished to know in a general way, and am by no means
trying to pry into your affairs.’

He spoke in a careless tone. He was lolling in an easy
attitude, and appeared to be enjoying his smoke very much.
After saying these words, he began to fuss with his pipe, which
did not draw well, humming to himself at the same time some
absurd verses :

‘My love he was a draper’s clerk,

He came to see me after dark :
Around the Park we used to stray

To hear the lily-white bandsmen play.

CaORUS oF DRAPER'S CLERKS.

Hark ! from the tombs a doleful sound,
My love lies buried underground !’

A faint smile came over the lady’s face as she heard these non-
sensical words from one in the garb of a priest. Still, she
reflected that while it was his voice that was singing, his mind
Was no doubt intent on something else.

" By-the-bye,’ resumed the priest, ‘as I'm asking questions, I
should like to ask one more. May I ¥’

‘Most certainly,’ said the lady. ¢ What is it?

‘ Well, your name, you know. It's awkward to be as we are.

Now, if I 'were shot and wanted you to help me, I shouldn’t know
what to call you,’




54 A CASTLE IN SPAIN.

The lady smiled.

‘My name is Talbot,’ said she.

¢ Ah— M7s. Talbot, said the priest ; ¢ thanks.

¢ Not “ Mrs.””’ said the lady, again smiling ; ¢ Miss Talbot. My
full name is Sydney Talbot.’

¢ Syduey Talbot,’ repeated the priest. ‘Thanks.. That’s all
Evervthing else is told. I may add, however, in an incidental
way, that my name is Brooke.’ )

“Father Brooke ? said the lady interrogatively, with a furtive
smile which was perhaps occasioned by the incongruaity between
the priest’s sacred garb and somewhat eccentric manner.

To this questiod the reply was not particularly appropriate.
The priest, or Brooke, as he may now be called, K)oked with a
smile of quiet drollery at Miss Talbot, and then, in a strange
whining voice, began to drone out some verses of a song :

*0ld Bluebeard was a warrior bold,
He kept his wives in a great stronghold.
One—Two—Three—Four—Five—8ix—Seven—
They all of them died and went to Heaven.
Old B. fell into a dismal state, :
And went and married Number Eight.'

*Well, he resumed in his natural voice, ¢ Father Brooke isn’t
bad ; Brother Brooke, however, would be better; but, on the
whole, simple “ Brooke " is the best of all’

¢ Well, now, Mr. Brooke,’ asked the lady anxiously, ¢ what are
our prospects ! Have you found out anything ?’

“Oh yes ; I've had a conversation with an amiable Carlist who
wus on the point of blowing my brains out, and was only
prevented by the unparalleled “ cheek ” of the unworthy being
who now addresses you.

“Did you really incur such danger ? asked Miss Talbot in un-
feigned anxiety.

“Danger ? Oh, a trifle ; but a miss is as good as a mile. ['m
here now, safe and sound, but for two or three seconds you ran a
great risk of making your journey alone. However, I made friends
with them, and was entertained royally. Now, as to escape.
I'm sorry to say that the country is swarming everywhere with
these noble Carlists ; that there is no such thing as law ; that
there are no magistrates, no police, no post-office, no telegraph, no
railway traius, no newspapers, and no taxes except of an irregular
kind.’

‘That is very bad,” said Miss Talbot slowly, and in a lew,
anxious voice.

¢Oh yes,’ said Brooke, ‘ but it’s just as I feared.

“‘“‘There was an old man with a beard,’
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¢ “ Who said, ‘ It is just as I feared—
Two owls and a wren
And a cock and a hen
Have all built their nests in my beard."*

“That's me. I told "you so, Still, there’s no need to despair.
It's quite plain that we cannot travel by day without being dis-
covered, so we shall have to try it by night. This will be all the
better. So you must spend this day in. meditation and prayer,
and also in layingAp a stock of bodily and mental strength. To-
night we set forthgand we must move on all night long. May I

if there is any place in particular to which you prefer going ¥’

‘None whatever. I must leave myself altogether to you.’

So I suppose,” said Brooke.

‘But is there no danger in this place, Mr. Brooke ¥

‘Danger ! None whatever. I can’t explain to you how com-
pletely this is out of the way of everyone, whether marauder or
honest man. You may be perfectly at your ease on that score.
Will this place satisfy you ?

‘ Perfectly. But I should like very much to tell you, Mr.
Brooke, how grateful I feel for all this trouble and :

“Ah, now, Miss Talbot !" cried Brooke, averting his face, and
holding up both hands, ‘don’t—don’t ! Let’s drop all that sort
of thing. It’s part of the mockery of civilization. Words
generally count for nothing. Acts are all in all. What I ask of
you is for you to gather up your strength so as to be able to foot
it with me and not break down. But first of all, I must say I
very much wish you had some costume a little less marked than
that of an English lady. Now, if you could pass as a peasant-girl,
or an old woman, or a goatherd’s wife, or a vender of quack
medicines, or anything humble and yet national, why—'

Miss Talbot shook her head with a mwournful smile, and looked
troubled.

‘I've had an idea all day,’ said Brooke, ‘ which I suppose
there’s no great harm in mentioning.’

‘What P

‘What do you say to disguising yourself as a priest ?

‘A priest ! How can I¥

‘Well, with a dress like this of mine. It’s very convenient—
long, ample, hides everything—just the thing, in fact. You can
slip it on over your present dress, and—there you are, transformed
into a priest. I hope you're not prond.’

‘I'm sure I should be only too glad to disguise myself, but
where can I get the dress ?

‘Take this one.’

:'{‘th one that you have ¥

€8,

‘ But what will you do ¥*
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‘Do without.’

‘ But that will expose you to danger.’

‘No it won’t. It won’t make the slightest difference. I'm
only wearing this for the sake of variety. The fact is, you see, I
found [ was growing too volatile, and so I assumed a priest '8 dress.
in the hope that it would give me greater sobriety and weight of
character. I've been ]\ceplng it up for three days, and feel a
little tired of it. So you may have it—a free glft—brevw,ry and
all, especially the breviary. Come—there’s a fair offer.’

‘I really caunot make out,’ said Miss Talbot, with a laugh,
‘ whether you are in jest or earnest.’

“Oh, then take me in earnest, said Brooke, ‘and accept the
offer. You see, it's your only chance of escape. You know old
Billy Magee.

¢ 0ld Billy Magee wore a flaxen wig,
And a beard did his face surround,
For the baillie came racing after he
With a bill for fifty pound.”

So what do you say to gracefully giving way to necessity ?’

“If you really think that you will be runping no risk

¢ No more than 1've always been running until three days 4"0.’

‘Well, I shall be very glad indeed, and ouly too much obliged.’

‘That’s an uncommounly sensible decision,’ said Brooke. ¢ You
see,” said he, as he unbuttuned the priest’s robe, ‘I’ve merely
been wearing this over my usual dress, and you can do the same.’
As he spoke he drew off the robe. ‘ You can slip it on,” he
continued, * ‘as easy as wink, and you'll find it quite large enough
every way.’

Aud now Brooke stood divested of the priest's dress, revealing
himself clothed in a suit of brown tweed—hunting-coat, knicker-
bockers, stockings, laced boots, etc. He then ‘took from his
coat pocket a travelling-cap with a visor, which he put upon his
head.

‘You can have the priest’s hat too,’ he added, ‘and— But no,
by Jove ! I won't—no, I won'’t let you have the spectacles. You
might wear them in case of need, though, for they’re only plain
glass. But hang it! I can’t—I can't and you shan’t. Only
tancy putting spectacles on the angel Gabriel !

Meanwhiie Miss Talbot had taken the priest’s robe and had
thrown it over her own dress. The clerical frock was of cloth,
long enough to reach to her feet, and buttoned all the way frowm
her chin down. Around the neck was a cape, which descended
half-way to the knees. As she passed her arms shrough the
sleeves she remarked that 1t would fit her admirably ; and then,
taking the hat, she retired inside the tower, so as to adjust the
putliugs of her new costume 1n a more satisfactory manuner thau
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was possible before a spectator. At the door of the tower she
turned.

‘One thing will be against me,” said she. ‘What shall I do
about it ¥

¢ What is that 7

‘Why, my hair.’

“Your hair ” repeated Brooke. ‘H'm—well, that is a puzzle !’

‘It will interfere with anything like a real disguise, of course.

‘Well, I suppose it would. In which case we can only hope not
to come near enough to the enemy to be closely inspected.’

‘Had I not better cut it off ¥ said Miss Talbot.

“What !" exclaimed Brooke, with amazement in his face.

Miss Talbot repeated her question.

‘Cut off your hair—that hair !” said Brooke, ¢What a horrible
1dea !’

‘Will you cut it ?

‘Never !" said Brooke fervently.

‘Shall I 7

Brooke drew a long breath and looked earnestly at her.

Oh, don’t ask me,’ said he at length, in a dejected tone. ‘I'm
floored ! It’s like throwing overboard a cargo of gold, and
silver, and precious stones to lighten the ship. Yea, more, it’s
like the Russian woman who threw over her child to the wolves
to make possible the escape of the rest of the family. But there
ale some who would prefer to be eaten by wolves rather than
sacrifice the child.’

‘ Well,’ said Miss Talbot, ¢ your comparison of the child is a
little too much ; but if it comes to throwing the treasure over-
board to save the ship, I shall not hesitate a moment.’

Brooke made no reply, and Miss Talbot went into the tower.

Brooke then resumed his seat, and, looking thoughtfully into
vacancy, sang in a low voice all to himself :

*Ob, a princess there was in the north countree,
And her hair reached down below her knee ;

And lovers they gathered by thousands there,
For love of the maid with the golden hair,’

L4

CHAPTER XII.
HOW BROOKE AND TALBOT TAKE TO FLIGHT.

BROOKE was roused from his meditations by a light footstep
close beside him. He looked up and saw Miss Talbot standing
before him in her new costume. As he looked he rose to his feet
and gazed at her fixedly without a word.

The change was wonderful. It was no longer a young lady
that he saw—it was a young priest. The broad hat came down
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low upon the head, and beneath it there was a face full of sweet
dignity and gentle grace, a face serene, and noble, and  pure,
Such a face Raffaelle loved to reproduce while portraying the
Angel of the Visitation, where youth, and radiant beauty, and
unsullied purity, and divinest grace all appear combined in one
celestial visage.

Brooke looked for some time with the same intent gaze, and in
utter silence.

‘ How do you think I look " asked Miss Talbot.

‘ Look ¥ repeated Brooke. He hesitated as if at a loss, and
then went on in a way that was peculiarly his own. *Look!
Oh, first-rate—very well—very well indeed. In fact, I had no
idea that you could transform yourself so completely. I believe
I was on the point of saying something about a vision of angels,
but I'll be commonplace. All I can say is, that if I were to
meet such a priest in real life, I'd down on my knees at once,
make a coufession, and— No, I wouldn’t ; I'd try to become a
Friest myself, so as to be always somewhere near him. And if
1e were a milnk, I’d join the same monastery ; and if he were a
missionary, I'd go with him to the uttermost ends of the earth ;
if the cannibals ate him up, I'd make them eat me too ; and, in
any event, I should feel that in such company I should be nearer
heaven than anywhere else. For, you see, you've always lived
in a serene atmosphere, where you have known nothing of the
evil of the world, and so your face has on it the stamp of heaven
itself, which it first received, and which has never been effaced.
So, you see, you're just the one to go about as a priest. Oh, it’s
a great advantage to be as you are, and to have that angelic face !
Like the old man in the song :

*** Oh, he never got drunk and he never swore,
And he never did violate the lor ;
And so we buried him underground,
And the funeral-bell did merrily sound
Ding ! Dong! Dell "’

Thus far Brooke had rattled on in a strange, dry fashion ; but
suddenly he stopped, and then exclaimed :

*Good Heavens !

¢ What’s the matter ?” asked Miss Talbot, who had seemed
much amused at all this nonsense.

‘ Why, what have you done with your hair ?

Miss Talbot raised her hat from her head, and looked at him.
Again he looked at her in silence. Yes, it was all gone! That
glorious hair, which awhile ago had been folded in great masses
round her head, was there no longer. She had cut it off ! Tt
was short now, like the hair of a young man, and hung loose in
wavy curls over her forehead. Yet so far from her appearance
being marred or disfigured by such a mutilation, the result was
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actually more becoming to her as she stood there in her new
costume. Few could have made such a sacrifice without serious
injury to their appeatance ; but in this case there was merely a
change from one character to another, and all the beauty and all
the subtle fascination still remained.

‘T couldn’t have believed it,” said Brooke, at length.

‘What ¥’

“Oh, well—several things. In the first place I couldn’t have
believed that any living girl could have made the sacrifice. In
the second place, I couldn’t have believed that the one who
had passed through such an ordeal could come forth more
glorious than ever. But the sacrifice was too much. However,
it’s done. “ Nay, never shake your gory locks at me. Thou cans’t
not say I did it.” But where is it all ?

‘It? What? '

¢As if you don’t know? Why, the treasure that you threw
overboard—the child that you flung to the wolves, O Russian
wother " 1

‘Oh, you mean the hair ! Why, I left it in there.’

She pointed carelessly to the tower. At this Brooke went
over and entered it. He saw a mass of hair lying there on the
stone floor, where she had carelessly thrown it after cutting it off.
This he gathered up very carefully and even tenderly, picking
up even small scattered locks of it. Then he rolled it all up into
the smallest possible space, after which he bound it tight in his
handkerchief and put it in his pocket. He was, as usual, sing-
ing to himself snatches of old songs which expressed nothing in
articular ;

} ¢ ““The maiden she says to him, says she,
* Another man's wife I've got to be;
So go thy ways across the sea,
For all i8 over with you and me.’

Which words had certainly no particular application to present
circumstances. '

When he came out again, Miss Talbot was seated on the tree
in a meditative mood.

‘I was just picking up the hair,’ said Brooke, in an indifferent
tone. ‘If we were tracked here and pursued it might tell tales,
and it would tell too much.’ f

*Oh, how thoughtless of me ! said she. ‘But really T did in-
tend to go back and throw it down into the torrent. You see, I-
was 80 anxious to know if my disguise was right, that I hurried
out at once to show you.’

‘Ob, it’s all the same. I've disposed of it better than you
would have done.’

‘ Ishall try not to be so thoughtless again.’
Brooke said nothing, but seated himself near her on the log.
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‘I'm sorry you don’t smoke,” said he, after a pause ; ‘but I .‘Th“‘
hope you don’t object to my tdkmg a small whiff now and then. will be |
¢ Oh no,’ said Miss Talbot. ‘I like to see you smoking.’ or title ’
‘Do you know,’ said Brooke, after he had again filled and “ les-’
lighted his inevitable Pipe——‘ do you know, I think your cha- ‘You

racter is almost perfect. | in this
‘ Why, because I don’t object to smoking ¥ asked Miss Talbot, f:nnx;}mr
with a smile, ‘ Sure
‘Well, I take that as one of the many straws which show how sary to
the wind blows. But do you really mean to tell me that you begin at
don’t regret what you have done ? you, hov
‘ What, with my hair? What a question! Regret it? Not *Oh, 1
at all. It will grow again—in time. To use your own figure, up at on
when the sailor 1is struggling for life against the storm, he doesn’t }h re
regret the treasure that he has flung overboard so as to lighten _ Talbs
the ship. And do you think that I am so weak as to hesitate for valce,
a moment when your safety as well as my own is concerned ! ‘“ ell
For, you see, I have to remember that while I am with you, you As 1
too are in dmmer So no hesitation is possible. How could I drop. the
have the heart to ask you to help me, if I persisted in keeping up veutiona
any kind of dress that might endanger both of us ¥ ‘ us, in o
Brooke made no reply, but sat puffing out great clouds of If you v
smoke, After some lapse of time he opened his mouth to speak. and trav
‘I wish you had heavier boots,’ said he. S“}’Ple fe
“Yes,” said Miss Talbot, ‘ my boots are my weak point. But, [ hay
you see, I never anticipattd a walk of twenty or thirty miles, not see v
However, my dress is long, and perhaps my feet will not be for‘ ):"“}
noticed.’ ( Say
“Oh, it isn’t the fear of their being noticed, but the danger ‘Brool
that thLY may give way altogether in our rough walk, and leave _ Aud
you barefoot among the rocks.’ Ing to yo
‘Well, if I find them giving way, I shall wrap rags around 18 :“e‘“‘l.“
them before they go to pieces altogether.’ Certa
After a further silence Brooke spoke again. The w:
“There’s one thing more,” said he, ‘ that may be mentioned. further ¢
We may make good our escape to-night, as I hope, but then—we addressec
may not, ~To provide against occurrences of all sorts, it’s as well And nov
to adopt certain fixed dmmutels and act them out. You are a will drog

priest—remember that ; never forget it. You have that breviary, ]Broo}{(
which you will do well to look at from time to time. There’s sleep, if
mighty good reading in that breviary, though I'm sorry to say I ’{g.e'l'g}h
never could find it ; but no doubt you'll do wore justice to it than l‘;}' el
I did, especially if you understand Latin, which I'm afraid you although
don’t. But, you see, it won’t do for me to call you ‘‘ Miss Talbot.” reat of w

We might be captured by fellows who understand English, and afét l‘;'?
they would at ouce take the hint. Aud so suppose I du)p the th iw“
“ Miss,” and call you simply “Talbot” ¥ * lowel
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‘but T ‘That's a very good suggestion,’ said Miss Talbot. ‘The name
then’ will be my own, and familiar, and better than any strange name

or title which you might invent. Oh yes, by all means drop the
d and “ Miss.”’

r cha- “You will understand, of course,” said Brooke anxiously, ‘that
| in this proposal there is no disrespect, no attempt at undue

“albot, familiarity, no———'
“ Surely, surely,” said Miss Talbot earnestly, ‘it’s hardly neces-
v how sary to say all that. If you adopt that tone,.I shall have to

t you begin and tell you how deeply grateful I am, how much I owe
you, how I long to do something to——’

Not ‘Oh, well ! Come, now, if you go on in that way, I am shut
igure, up at once. .
oesn't He relapsed into silence. After a few minutes he spoke again.
ghten ‘Talbot,’ said he, in a strange tone, much softer than his usual
te for | voice.
rned ! *Well ? said Miss Talbot gently.

l, you ‘As I have dropped the * Miss” have you any objections to
uld I ) drop the “ Mister,” and addre$§ me by the simple and uncon-

1g up ventional name of “ Brooke”’ You see, it's very important for
us, in our circumstances, to cultivate this seeming familiarity.
1s of | If you were really a young priest, and I were really your friend
peak. and travelling companion, we should address one another in this
simple fashion.’
But, ‘I have no objection whatever, said Miss Talbot, ‘and I do
ailes, not see why you should take such pains to explain. It is enough
't be for you to ask. Whatever you say I will do.’
‘Say ““ Brooke,” then.’
nger ‘Brooke,” said Miss Talbot, with a little shyness.
eave ‘And now, Talbot, I intend to use your surname only in speak-
ing to you, and I hope that you will do the same with me., This
yund 18 merely for practice.’

‘ Certainly, Brooke.’
The name came a little awkwardly at first, but after a little

ned. further conversation this difficulty passed away, and the two
—we addressed one another quite naturally in this simple fashion.
well And now, as Brooke has chosen this name for Miss Talbot, I also
ok will drop the ‘ Miss,” and call her henceforth simply ¢ Talbot.’

ary, Broo}(e made Talbot lie down all the rest of the day, so as to
re's sleep, if possible, and, at any rate, to lay up a good stock of
v 1 strength for the formidable work of the approaching night.

han With her usual considerateness and docility, Talbot obeyed ; and

you although she did not sleep, she certainly obtained an amount of

ot.” rest of which she stood in great need.

and At length the evening came, and the two ate their repast,

the after which Brooke secreted the remainder of the provisions in
the tower, by way of precaution. It was not necessary, he said,
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to carry that load, and if they were forced to return it would be
there for their use.

They started a little after sunset. An)hour’s walk brought
them to the road, at the spot where they had first met, after
which they turned toward the place where Brooke had left the
train on the previous day. Their pace was a moderate one, for
the whole night was before them, and Brooke was anxious to save
Talbot’s strength as much as possible.

For about an hour more they walked along, until they came
to where the country was more open. The moon was shining
brightly, and thus far there had been no signs of life. But at
this point there came up sounds from the road before them which
were not a little alarming. Brooke laid himself upon the ground,
and listened for some time.

‘ People are approaching,’

said he. ‘There is quite a large

crowd. They must be Carlists. It will be dangerous for us to
go on any farther. It will be better to hide here until they pass.’
¢ Very well,” said Talbot. ‘I quite agree with you. I should
hate to go back again.’
There was on their right, not far from the road, an old wind-
mill, which stood upon a gently rising ground, and was quite a
conspicuous object. This caught the eye of Brooke as he looked

all around.

‘There, said he, ‘is the place for us. These fellows seem to
be on the march. They will soon pass by this and be gone. Let
us hide in the old mill.’

Talbot at once assented. They then left the road and crossed
the fields. In ashort time they reached the mill. It was deserted,
and the machinery was out of order, but otherwise it was in good
preservation. The door was open, and they entered. Having
once obtained this concealment, they stood in the door-way
anxiously watching. At length they saw a crowd of men come
up along the road, and these they regarded with quick-beating
hearts.

‘ Brooke,’ said Talbot, in a whisper.

¢ What ¥

¢ What shall we do if they come here ?

‘That’s a solemn question,” said Brooke. ‘We ought to have
something to fall back on. Wait.’

He went away for a few minutes, and then returned. As he
came back to the door, Talbot pressed his arm and pointed.
Brooke looked out.

To his horror, the whole band had stopped, and some of them
were facing toward the mill as though about to approach it.

¢ What a mistake we've made I said Brooke.

‘They’re coming here !" said Talbot, in a thrilling whisper.
¢ What can we do? Can we fly ¥
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‘No, said Brooke ; ‘they’ll see us. We have only one hope
There’s a Jadder here, and we can climb up into the loft. Come.’

Taking Talbot’s hand, Brooke led her to the ladder, and they
climbed up into the loft, where they sat listening.

Talbot’s anticipation was too true. The band approached the
mill, and soon the two fugitives heard them all around.

CHAPTER XIII
HOW BROOKE AND TALBOT MAKE SEVERAL NEW ACQUAINTANCES.

For some time the two fugitives remained motionless and
listened. There seemed to be a large number of men below, of
whom a few were inside the mill, but the greater part remained
outside. These kept up an incessant jabber; but it was of a
discordant character, some talking about getting ready a supper,
some about making a fire, some about forage, while at times a
word would be dropped which seemed to indicate that they were
in pursuit of fugitives. Nothing more definite than this could be
learned.

Brooke, however, had been gradually creeping to one side of
the mill, where there was a window, while Talbot followed as
noiselessly as possible, until they both were able from their con-
cealment to look out upon the scene below, which was in no way
calculated to reassure them. They saw a crowd of men, about a
hundred in number, who looked very much to Brooke like the
train-stoppers of the day before. Their arms were piled, and
they themselves were dispersed about, engaged in various occupa-
tions ; some eating, some drinking, some smoking, while from
them all a confused hubbub arose. Half-a-dozen ill-leoking
fellows came towards the door of the mill.

‘A fire ! said one. ‘Let’s burn down the old mill. There’s
wood enough in it.’

‘ Ay, said another, ¢ wood enough for a hundred fires.’

A shout of applause greeted this proposal, but the hearers
above felt their hearts quail with horror. Talbot laid her hand
on Brooke’s arm. Brooke, to reassure her, took her hand in his
and pressed it gently, and felt it cold and tremulous. He drew
her nearer to him, and whispered softly in her ear :

‘Don’t be alarmed. At the worst, we can give ourselves up.
Trust to me.

Talbot drew a long breath, and made a desperate effort to
master her fears; but the scene below grew more and more
terrible. The wild shout of approbation which followed the
proposal to burn the mill was caught up by one after another, till
at last the whole band was filled with that one idea. A dozen
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men rushed inside, and began to hammer, and tear, and pull at ) .
the flooring and other parts of the woodwork, while others busied Talbot, yon's
themselves with preparing splints with which to kindle the fire. —and av Ei
‘ Brooke,” whispered Talbot in a tremulous voice—* oh, Brooke, life and min
let us go down.’ Don't fea
‘ Wait—not yet,’ said Brooke, on whose brow cold drops of Good | *;
perspiration were already standing. ‘ Wait. Let us see what clock,even
they will do. With the:
Talbot drew back with a shudder. f“”““’*”'lv. r
‘ The mill is of stone,’ said Brooke. *They can’t burn it.’ reason that !
‘But all the inside is of wood, said Talbot—*‘the floors, the beams, t“"’ \;
doors, the machinery, the beams.’ th;xl If"v;)l t.\ﬂ
Brooke wassilent, and watched the preparations outside. These ‘;" " t:;'” 08
grew more and more menacing. A great pile of wood was scon Among * ;‘l"".
collected, which grew rapidly to more formidable proportions. If WA LW L

A . " * Who are
these prisoners hoped for life, they must leave their present }\l_“!i;\_'“l :_“j
hiding-place, and soon, too ; for soon—ah, too soon, if that pile U

A 4 effective in t

were once kindled—the flames would pour in, and burn all the ,
. : ) A lonver be the
inner woodwork, even if the walls were of stone. At this moment oo aivd A1k
a man came hurrying forward, and burst in among the crowd. : l‘)l‘| it'; all
‘ What’s the meaning of all this nonsense ? Le asked in a stern ¢ All richt 1
b At this all

‘Why, we're burning the mill,’ said one of the most active of
the party.

‘Fools I’ cried the other, ‘are you mad? It will attract
attention. We shall be seen—perhaps attacked.’

‘ Pooh !” said the man impucﬁeutly, ‘what of that? That's all
the better.’

“1 belong t«
of his Majest)
He expecte
actual result v
and then at T

. . AR said
The other laid his hand upon his sword, and looked as though " ]”: m:“l' .

he was about to use it, but a wild outery burst forth from all the levils. They'
crowd, and with an impatient gesture he turned away. By his rack " ’

dress, which was the only uniform visible, and also by his bearing,
he seemed to be the captain of the band, yet his authority did
not seem to receive any very strong recognition. Still, the sight
of this uniform was of itself encouraging to Brooke, who now at
»nce decided upon the course which he should adopt. There was
no longer time to hesitate. Already the match was struck, the
next moment the flame would be touched to the kindling, and
the fires would hlaze up. So Brooke called in a loud voice :

‘Stop ! stop till we come down !

At this cry they all looked up in amazement. The match
dropped from the hand of the man who held it, and several of the ‘I'm very g
men sprang to their arms. houcht vou w

* Who goes there ¥’ cried the one who seemed to be the captain. nyoue would

‘ Friends,” said Brooke ; ‘we’ll come down.” Then turning to Lopez, at thi
Talbot, he whispered, ‘ Now, Talbot, is the time to show the stuff *Oh ves) he
youre made of. Courage, my boy, courage! Remember, [ we stiould t

This remarl]
1e to 1inform
Srooke, * that

riends but on
am Captain

Hetailed with t
ble to give us
yow shall both
In spite of 1
ept his coolne
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pull at : .
i busied Talbot, yon’re not a girl now—not a weak girl, but you’re a boy
e fire —aud an English boy ! Remember that, my lad, for now your
Brooke, life :mllAm_im- 100 (i(f])t‘l](l. upon you '!’

‘Don't fear for me,’ said Talbot tirmly.
rops of “(tood " said Brooke. ‘Now follow me, and be as cool as a

> what clock, even if you feel the muzzle of a pistol against your forehead
With these cheerful words Brooke descended and Talbot
followed. The ladder had not been removed, for the simple

% reason that it consisted of slats nailed against two of the principal
s, the beams, too solid even for Samson himself to shake. On reaching

the lower storey they hurried out at once, and the gang stood
These collected together awaiting them—-a grim and grisly throng.

s S50 Awong them, the man whom Brooke had taken for their captain
s If was now their spn‘k«snmn.
e ot ' Who are you ?” he asked rudely, after a hasty glance/at each,
it pile Brooke conld not now adopt the tone which had been so
Al the effective in the morning, for his gown was off, aud he could no
longer be the Curé of Santa Cruz. He kept his coolness, how-
ever, and answered in an off-hand manner :

*Oh, it’s all right ; we're friends. I’'ll show you our papers.’

“All right 7 said the other with a laugh. ¢ That’s good, too

At this all the crowd around laughed jeeringly.

‘I belong to the good cause,” said Brooke. *1’m a loyal subject
of his Majesty. Viva el Key ”

He expected some respouse to this loyal sentiment, but the
: actual result was simply appalling. The captain looked at him,
t's all and then at Talbot, with a cruel stare.

‘Al said he. ‘T thought so. Boys,” he continued, turning
ough to his wen, * we're in luck. We'll get something out of these
'” the levils. They're part of the band. They can put us on the
'y‘hls rack !
iring,
y did
sight
w at

oment
vd.
. stern

ive of

ttract

This remark was greeted with a shout of applause. ¢ Allow
1 to inform you, sefior, said the captain to the unfottunate
Srooke, * that you have made a slight mistake. You are not our
tiends but our enemies. We are not Carlists, but Republicans.

» ' . o N .
«Wl‘;‘s am Captain Lopez, of the Fourteenuth Regiment, and have been
, the etailed with these brave fellows on a special mission. You are

and ble to give us useful information ; but if you refuse to give it

o shall both be shot.’
In spite of the terrible mistake which he had made, Brooke

atch ept his coolness and his presence of mind admirably.

f the ‘I'm very glad to hear it,’ said he to Lopez. ‘The fact is, I
» hought you were Carlists, and so I said that I was one too—as
Aaln. 1¥oue would do. But I’'m not a Carlist ; ’'m a Republican.’
;g;rlutg_ Lopez, at this, gave utterance to a derisive laugh.

L)) ] .
Ol ves) he sad, “of course, you are anything we please. And
we stiould turn out, after ally to be Carlists, you would swear

5

ber,
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that you are a 