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A CASTLE IN SPAIN.

CHAPTER 1*

HOW A PARTY OF TRAVELLERS BIT 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 sçene 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 
sombA 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 bis 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 
people who were undoubtedly the very ones for whom they had 
been thus waiting.

This party consisted of three persons. First, there was an 
elderly man, florid, stoutish, and 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.

i 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

1
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3 A CASTLE IN SPAIN.

had any interest 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 a sweet 
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. The 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 insulting 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 respette, 
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 Lopex, 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 adioe.’

‘Oh, thanks,’ said Mrs. Russell, * I shall really feel very much 
obliged.’

Now the Englishman had scarcely seemed to notice the insult 
of Mrs. Russell ; for, brushing past her, he had instantly 
advanced towards the young lady aforesaid, and seized her hand 
with a quick, strong, hungry grasp. And the young lady afore­
said, whose eyes had been fixed on him as he advanced, grasped 
his hand also, while a flush passed over her lovely face, and ner 
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 t’
‘ 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 Westlotom on 

board the train.’
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Mrs. Russell looked vexed.
* Katie,’ laid she, ' I wish you to stay by me.’
‘Oh yes, auntie dearest,’ said Katie, with her usual self- 

possession ; ‘of course I el.jJL’
But she made not the slightest movement to leave Ashby, and 

this annoyed Mrs. Russell all the more. She 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,' Mid Lopez, still more eagerly, * commanda me. 
Shall I condut the mees V

For a moment Mrs. Russell seemed inclined to accept the pre­
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 too 
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 ns immediately.’

Upon this Lopez offered his arm, which Mrs. Russell took, and 
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 f
* 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 resumed, ‘ 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 loue, ‘ 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 Ruaaells. 
They’re nothing to you, compared with me. Russell has no right 
to interfere. He’s not your uncle ; he’s only a miserable 
guardian ; and he’s a contemptible scoundrel too, and I told him 
so 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 quiet, low, earnest voice m they 
traversed the short space that lay between them and the cars,

1—2
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while Kàtie listened in silence. Meanwhile the others had 
reached a carriage, which Mrs. Bussell 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 1 He can’t go. Why, old Russell 
hates him worse than me.’

At this moment Mrs. Bussell 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. Bussell 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----- ’

‘ And look here, you !’ said Ashby, in a stern voice, laying his 
hand heavily on the other’s shoulder, ‘ none of this insolence, my 
good man, or I shall have, to teach you better manners. You 
know perfectly well that Katie is engaged to me, and that I mean 
to make her my wife.’

‘You shall never !’cried Russell passionately ; * never—never !*
‘ Pooh !’ exclaimed Ashbv contemptuously.
* I’m her guardian,’ said Russell.
* That may be,’ said Ashby calmly, ‘ but only for a 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 Ashby 
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 !’ x

‘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, jind by no means fit for
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a struggle with this vigorous youth. So he chose another and a 
safer mode. He spraug 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 Y

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 ou 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 be 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—your heart’s blood or mine. I am going 
in this train.’ •

4 Indeed ! So am I,’ said Ashby.
‘We shall find a place—and a time.’
1 Whenever you please,’ said the other shortly.
‘ Setter, I will communicate with you.'
Both the young men bowed, and with their hearts full of hate 

they separated to take their places in the train. And now at this 
particular juncture there came forth from behind a pillar 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.

r

_,_____ _



SHPP

f

A CASTLE IN SPAIN.

CHAPTER II. v

HOW MB. ASHBY MITTS 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 last 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 opposite to that of Ashby, gave 
her the opportunity 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, skd she wore with inimitable grace that marvellous 
Spanish mantilla which is equally adapted to adorn and to conceal. 
Although in the opposite seat, she was not close to Ashby, but at 
the other end of tne carriage, in which position she coula watch 
him 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 hie position, but be 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 ; 
the eyebrows delicately pencilled ; the hair rich black, glossy, and 
waving in innumerable ripples. Her cheeks were dimpled, and 
her lips were curved 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.

1 By heavens 1’ he exclaimed. 1 Dolores 1 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 
tronder that had been «t first displayed. As he spoke he seized 
her hand in both of his, and, holding it fast, seated himself in the

El ace immediately opposite. After a moment Dolores drew away 
er hand with a light laugh.

‘ Ah, setter,’ said she, ‘ you do not seem very quick at recognis­
ing vour 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 1 
I thought that you were still at Valencia. Are you alone V 

‘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 
good Tilda came with me to Madrid, but had to return to mamma. 

/■There was no time to seek another companion. Besides, it is 
only from here to Burgos.’

* Oh, Dolores, little Dolores !’ cried Ashby,1 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 V
* Yes ; I was watching you. Yon 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 air, and smiled more bewitchingly than ever.

‘You see,’ she continued, in the frankest and most engaging 
manner, ‘I was so 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 le(t 
of poor little me.’

For 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. i

4 Dolores,’ 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, Senor Ashby,’ she said, ‘ how absent you were in the 

station !—and here—not one look for the poor Dolores !’
‘Oh, Dolores !’ said Ashby, in a tone of tender apology, ‘how
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could I imagine that it was you 1 ' You were veiled so closely, 
that no one could recognise you. "Why did you not $peak 

7 before f
‘ 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, should 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 V **

Again there came over Ashby’s 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 you, 
Dolores ! It’s more than a year.’

‘And have I changed, sefiorV 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 have 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 I’
‘ Of course. I shall love her and revere her till I die. Did she 

not save my life 1 Was she not a mother to me in my soi est need Î 
And you, Dolores----- ’

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

‘ Y es/ said Dolores, in atone 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 song 
that Sefior Assebi taught you ; sing that beautiful, beautiful 
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,sei$or,’ said she,1 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 bis 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 V she asked, in a tone 
that seemed to convey something of reproach.

‘ No,’ said Ashby. 4 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, 
anil finally to Madrid. I’ve been in Madrid three months.’

4 And you didn’t think it worth while to write to us in all that 
long time V said Dolores, with a reproachful ness in her tone which 
was now very'marked.

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

4 We never heard,’ said Dolores sadly ; ‘not once.’
4 But I wrote,’ said Ashby earnestly. 4 Don’t you believe me, 

Dolores ?’
4 Believe you, sefior ? What a question ! It was the fault of 

the post-office in these times of trouble—that was all. Anc[, 
sefior, I am very glad to know all, for I did not know what to 
think about it.’

4 And am I forgiven, Dolores V Ashby asked. ,
Dolores replied with a sweet smile, and held out her hand, 

which the young man took and pressed tenderly, not caring to 
let it go.

4I did not know,’ said he,4 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.’ *

4 Always,’ said she, 4 always the same ;’ and then she withdrew 
her hand. 4 And now, sefior,’ said she, with a perceptible effort, 
as of one who approaches a disagreeable subject, 4 this beautiful 
lngleesa—who is she V

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.

4 This lady V said he, and hesitated.
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4 Yes,* «id Dolor* gently.
* She ie *—•—Miss Westlotorn.’ x
4 And she loves you very, very, very dearly and tenderly,’ said 

Dolor* in a quick, breathless voice ; * and you are going to be 
marriea to her, and she will soon be your wife.’

Ashby said nothing, but sat looking strangely embarrassed.
4 You never mentioned her to us at Valencia,’ continued 

Dolores.
4 No,’ said Ashby.
4 And why not V asked Dolores, who saw his confusion, but was 

eager to know the truth.
71 had not seen her,’ said Ashby.
4 You had not seen her,’ repeated Dolores. ‘ Ah !’ she hesitated 

for a moment and then went on—’so you saw her afterward. 
And she loves you !’

These last words were spoken with indescribable tenderness 
and mournfulness. -

‘ And—sher-loves—you,’ she repeated, in a voice that had sank 
almost to a whisper ; ‘ and she is to be your wife—the English 
girl !’

1 Well,’ said Ashbv, making an effort to overcome his embarrass­
ment, 4 it is—it is about time. The fact is, I—I did ask her to— 
to be my wife.’

‘ And she T
4 She 1 Well—she said she would, I think,’ «id Ashby 

evasively.
‘You think !’ exclaimed Dolores.
' Well, you see, there’s a difficulty.’
4 A difficulty V
4 Yes. Her guardian will not consent.’
< But that is nothing,’ said Dolores, in au animated tone. 4 You 

must take her, and run away with her.’
Ashby looked at Dolores with a strange, eager, hungry

gaze.
‘ But there’s another objection,’ «id he.
4 Objection ? What is that V
41 don’t want to.’
4 What V asked Dolores in surprise.
Ashby hesitated for a moment, and then «id with an effort :
41 thought before we left that I loved her ; but since I have 

seen you again—I feel—that I do not’
These words were spoken rapidly, in a low, feverish whisper. 

At first Dolores started as though she had been shot Then she 
averted her face, and held up her bands deprecatingly.

4 Ah,’ «id she, in a sad voice, 4 that is all idle, idle, idle, foolish, 
foolish, foolish compliment, and nothing more. You must not 
«y that again, or I will never forgive you—never, never !’
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At this Ashby was brought back to bis senses with a sodden 

and wholesome shock, ana 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 mends, and refused to allow him to accom­
pany her to the house, in spite of his earnest entreaties. She 
had 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 her, 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 
way to the Fonda del Norte, where he put up for the night

Here, after dinner, he loitered about for a time, meditating 
over the events of the day, and conjecturing about the morrow. 
Hie 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 Bussells 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 ! Hairy Rivers ! How are you, my boy Î and where 
in the world did you come from V

‘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 Burgoe. But come along to my rooms and give an account 
of urself/

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 same age as Ashby, but totally 
different in appearance. He was of medium height, very well 
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 
whiskers, and his laughing eyes, with his smooth face and winping 
smile, gave him a most engaging appearance In short, Harry 
Rivers was one of those rare good fellows who make friends 
wherever they go ; who take the world into their confidence ; 
who insist on making everyone familiar with their varying 
fortunes ; and carry about with them a perpetual atmosphere of 
joyousuess and breezy cheerfulness.

‘ Well, old chap,’ said Harry, as they sat enjoying their cigars 
and wine, ‘ I haven’t seen or heard of you since you left Bar­
celona. How did you get on with your business in Italy Î What 
made you turn up in this queer way at Burgos I This isn’t the 
sort of place that I’d expect to find a friend in.’

4 I’m on my way to Bayonne just now,’ said Ashby, 4 and I 
stopped here—because the train stopped.’

4 Bayonne isn’t a bad place,’ said Harry ; 41 spent a week there 
once—good wine, but bad tobacco and infernal cigars. Here we 
have good cigars and bad wine. Do you know, old phap, I don't 
dote on any of the Spanish wines—do you ? At the same time, 
I drink your very good health, together with future prosperity 
and good luck in your present undertaking, whatever that may be.’

4Thanks,’ said Ashby, ‘and the same to you.’
4Look here, old chap,’ said Harry, ‘you look a little down in 

the mouth—a trifle seedy. No bad luck, I hope V
4 Oh no,’ said Ashby, 4 nothing in particular.’
4 The fact is, you seem to have lost your high moral tone, and 

your former happy flow of genial conversation. I don’t want to 
be a Paul Pry, my dear boy ; but if you wish to gain sympathy 
and find a friend who can hear and help, why, all I can say is— 
here you have him.’

4 Well,’ said Ashby, 4 I’m a little preoccupied, that’s a fact.’
4 Preoccupied ? That’s your name for it, is it 1 Well, suppose 

we adopt that word—what then ?’
Ashby knocked the ashes off his cigar with a reflective look, 

and said :
41 rather think, Harry, that I had better make you my father- 

confessor.’
4 All right,’ said Harry ; 4 that’s what I was made for. Go 

ahead, my son. Confess—out with it. Cleanse your bosom of 
its perilous stuff : make a clean breast of it.’

4 Well,’ said Ashby, ‘in the first place, I’m just now medita­
ting matrimony.’

4 Matrimony !’
4 Yes ; but that’s not all. It’s a sort of runaway match.’
‘ A runaway match ! By Jove ! Only think of a fellow like 

you planning a runaway match ! Now if it was me, it would be 
the proper thing. But is it really to be a runaway match V

(
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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 
go on. Who is the charmer 1 and where is she now V

‘ Well, to answer yoùr 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 1—her name V

‘ 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 husband, 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. So about 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 V 
‘ Oh, altogether !’
‘ Well, what’s the trouble V
‘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 husband* 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 remind* me—I expect to be called out to-morrow or 
next day.’ '

‘ Called out Î how Y
4 Oh, by this pitiful fellow Lopez and Ashby related the 

incident at the Madrid station.
‘ By Jove 1’ said Harry, 4 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 
concocting some scheme against Katie.'

* A scheme ! how T
‘Well, I’ll tell you. I saw from the first that he was hostile 

to me. Possibly this may have been ray 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 
suppose I was going to stand any nonsense from a tailor Y

1 By Jovè ! no—not unless you’re deep in his books,’ said 
Harry ; 4 and even then, when you’re away from home you 
ought to be a free man. So you rather slighted the guardian, 
did you Y

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

4 H’m—odd, too,’ said Harry. 4 Why should he take offence at 
such a simple remark ?’

4 Don’t know, I’m sure,’ said Ashby ; ‘but there it is, you see. 
However, that makes no difference. I’ve defied him and threatened 
him.’

4 Threatened ! Why ?’
4 Why, because the infernal scoundrel is deep in some plan to 

get hold of Katie’s money.’
4 Katie’s money 1 Oh, she has money, then 7
‘ 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.’

4 Not very good just now, hey ?’
4 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 you all this himself. If he did, he must be 
of an uncommonly confiding disposition.*

‘ He tell me !* said Ashby. * Of courae he didn’t. I found it 
all out—no matter how. Oh, the fellow’s a desperate swindler— 
he’ll stick at nothing. But, at aûy rate, he knows that I have my 
eye on him, and hell hardly dare to do anything against Katie’s 
interest so long as I am near enough to watch over her.’

4 You and Russell must hive had rather interesting conversa­
tions. Did you ever tell him your suspicions t’

4 They’re not suspicions—they’re facts. Tell him—of course I 
did, ana 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, just before leaving Madrid, because I came down to see 
Katie on ; and he’s now on the watch to prevent me from seeing 
her again.’

4 And what do you propose to do about it V
4 Oh, I’ve arranged it all. I’ll tell you. I wrote a letter, and 

handed it to her just as we were leaving 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 marrv 
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 oy way of preliminary I will give the scoundrel a horse­
whipping.’

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

4 Consent Î Why, she’ll jump at the chance,’ said Ashby con­
fidently.

4 She must be very fond of you.'
4 Fond of me ? Why, she’s perfectly infatuated about me.’
4 Good !’ said Harry. 4 Well, my boy, I’m your man. You 

want me for war and for peace, so here am I—your second at the 
duel, and your groomsman at the wedding.'

CHAPTER IV.
HOW THE RAILWAY TRAIN COMES TO A SUDDEN STOP.

Vert 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 1 Was it Katie, whose answer 
to his proposal had not yet been given ? Was it Dolores, whom 
he had tracked on the previous evening ? Or was it hie rival
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Lopez, with whom he had yet to stand in mortal conflict Î 
Whichever it was did not appear, for Ashby was doomed to be 
unsuccessful, and to return to his inn a baffled 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 
previous day, watching. Singularly enough, Lopez also, like 
himself, was again on the look-out, for he could see him scowling 
in the distance. No words, however, passed between them, ana 
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, he saw Harry Rivers riding outside with the driver. 
As the cab stopped, Rivers leaped lightly down, and opened the 
cab door himself. 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 srfTlooked 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 Rpssells, but to find Dolores there 
along with Katie was a knock-down blow. It made his situation 
so 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 
hf 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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1 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 V

* Acquainted !’ cried Harry. 1 Man alive ! By Jove ! a man 
ought to know his own tailor, oughtn’t he ? I didn’t think of it 
last night. I thought your Russell was a different man : the 
name is common enough, you know. People generally dodge 
their tailors, but I’m not proud, and I don’t owe him very much ; 
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 I But, by-the-bye, 
old fellow, I must hurry : I’m going to join their party and travel 
in their carriage, itbpe 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 had 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 uncharitableuess. 
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 indifferent to him, and perfectly 
happy without him.

The priest was unsociable, and kept reading his breviary as 
though his life depended upon it. Yet this made no difference 
to Ashby. He did not desire to make any new acquaintances ur 
talk small-talk with strangers. He preferred to be left to his 
own thoughts, dismal as they were. He was in no moo'd for con-
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veraation, 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 1 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 then 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 tven 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 
terri hi v • but. all the while the train kept rolling on and on, until
at length the tibro valley was 
opened to view were most attrs

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 mountains, 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 legions ; 
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



A CASTLE IIT'SPAIN. îg

the barren, sandy tracts ; past the hillsides, with shepherds, and 
flocks, and herds ; past the roads, with long trains of mules ; past 
the peasants lolling over walls and fences—so the train passed on, 
mile after mile and hour after hour ; nut nothing of all this was 
noticed by Ashby, who sat buried in his gloomy reverie, from 
which he was unable to rally, until at length the train came to a 
sudden full-stop.

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 
cautiously out of the window, looking first backward and then 
forward. It was this movement that first roused Ashby. He 
too started up and looked out. The sight that he saw was so 
startling that it served most effectually to chase away all morbid 
fancies, and give him something to think about of a far more 
serious character.

CHAPTER V.

HOW THE WHOLE PARTY COME TO GRIEF, AND ARE CARRIED
AWAY CAPTIVE.

It was, in truth, a strange and startling sight that met Ashby’s 
eyes as he looked out of the window. The train had been stopped 
in the middle of a plain, where the road ran along an embank­
ment about three feet high. A crowd of armed men were here, 
gathered about the locomotive, and already forming lines along 
each side of the train. All looked shabby, none had any preten­
sions to uniforms, and their appearance was not sufficiently 
picturesque for brigands. In fact, they looked like a gang of 
goatherds who had just taken to brigandage.

1A hard lot !’ muttered Ashby to himself.
Soon the tatterdemalions reached the spot, and extended their 

lines on both sides to the end of the train. At every window 
they shouted, ‘ Back ! back ! Be quiet, and no harm will be 
done!’ Shouting such words as these, they aimed their guns so 
recklessly and with such furious gestures at the windows, that the 
passengers all shrank back, not only into their Seats, but even into 
their boots. The lines of armed men thus stood guarding the 
train, while the passengers cowered inside. After a time a cry 
was heard from some one who was passing along, and who, as he 
passed, kept shouting into each carriage :

1 This train has been stopped in the name of his Majesty King 
i Cliarles. All passengers are ordered to come out forthwith.

2—2
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Arms and weapons of all kinds must be left behind. Resistance 
will be punished with death. God save the King !’

After this the guards came and opened all the doois, and the 
passengers stepped forth in obedience to orders. Of these there 
were about a hundred altogether, and each one remained on the 
spot where he alighted, and was forbidden to move in any direc­
tion. From where Ashby stood he could see the whole crowd 
— the prisoners and their captors. He saw a group alighting 
from a carriage a little ahead. First came Harry Rivers, stepping 
out quite gaily, as though it wras a picnic. On reaching the 
ground, he turned and assisted the ladies to descend. This he 
did by the simple yet pleasing process of lifting them down bodily 
—first Katie, then Dolores./At this sight Ashby gnashed his 
teeth with jealous rage. Then came Russell, whom, it is perhaps 
unnecessary to state, Hairy did not lift down. Nor did that 
gallant and chivalrous youth venture to lift down Mrs. Russell, 
being at that particular moment engaged in conversation with 
Katie,

Dolores/, having descended, stood apart, and her dark glancing 
eyes, as they waudered searchiugly about, fell full upon Ashby. 
It was a glance full of that same deep, earnest meaning which he 
had noticed in the morning ; and so she stood looking at him, too 
far away to speak, while Ashby looked at her also. After a 
time Harry’s roving eyes rested upon his friend, and with a laugh 
he drew Katie’s attention to him. At this Katie looked, and 
smiled brightly, and nodded her pretty little head half-a-dozen 
times. To Ashby this seemed like mockery. Katie, he saw, 
could very well bear this separation, which was so painful to him­
self, and could laugh and be happy with others, and could, 
perhaps, jest about his own melancholy face. So Ashby bowed" 
sulkily, and turned away his head.

It was rather a novelty—this sort of thing. Brigands in every 
age had stopped travellers, but then they had always been in 
coaches or carriages, on horseback or on foot. Never before had 
they tried to stop a railway train. And yet in the progress of 
civilization the world had to come to this. The manners of man 
easily accommodate themselves to the inventions of man, and 
highway robbery can be done as easily on a railroad as on a 
carriage road. Nevertheless, these particular men who stopped 
this particular train were not brigands : on the contrary, they 
were soldiers, forming part of the army of one who called himself 
King of Spain—in short, Carlists.

The passengers were now ordered to come forward for examina­
tion, one by one. Here, on a little knoll, on one side of the loco­
motive, stood the leader of the band. He was a stout, thick-set 
man, with dark hair and bushy beard. Around him were a score 
or so of aimed men. The rest of the band stood guarding the

*
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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 C liar les, 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 Spaniards.

Then came the turn of the Russell party. First the Pater­
familias disgorged. It was a well-tilled 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.

‘ Bv the command of his Most Gracious Majesty King Charles,’ 
said lie, 1 you are to be detained.’

‘ May I enquire for what cause ?’ asked Harry.
1 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 iu 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 was1 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 hie 
purse and watch. The Carlist chief scrutinized him carefully, 
and then said :

‘ Senor, yoü, being a foreigner, are to be detained for a future 
examination.’

‘ May I join the other foreigners V asked Ashby.
The Carlist chief shook his head.
‘ Pardon me, senor, 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 one of his men to lead the prise: 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 to her. 
Was she, then, after all, a mere shallow flirt 1 Had all her'love 
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 only 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, bis 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 ^he 
enemy. If any such should be caught, they woul ' 
mercy.

With this address he dismissed the Spanish 
passengers, who hastily re-entered the train, 
prisoners were allowed to retain their luggage. Accompanied by 
some Carlists, they chose out w hat 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 
it no more.

3e shown no

portion of the 
The English
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CHAPTER VI.

HOW HARRY AND KATIE MANAGE TO ENJOY THEMSELVES 
IN THEIR CAPTIVE STATE.

The train moved off ; and as the puffing and panting of the 
engine, the rumble of the wheels, and the shriek of the whistle 
died away in the distance, the captive passengers felt desolate 
indeed, for it seemed as though hope itself had been taken from 
them.

The Carlist chief then spent some time in examining the con­
tributions of the loyal subjects of King Charles. These ap­
peared to give him much satisfaction, and, after-due inspection, 
were gathered up and deposited in a stout oaken chest.

He now turned his attention to the prisoners, and briefly 
examined them as to their nationality, residence, etc. Harry 
acted as general interpreter, so that there was no difficulty in 
coming to a full understanding. The chief informed them that 
they would have to be conveyed to another place for fuller ex­
amination. He deplored the necessity of this, and advised them 
to be patient, telling them that they should be put to as little 
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
ward to Ashby. The Russell party had nothing to say, except old 
Russell himself, who said, perhaps, more than was prudent under 
such delicate circumstances. He chafed and fumed, all in English, 
and muttered something about British ironclads and writing to 
the 7’imes. He also made some vague threats about the wrath 
of England, and made the statement that Britons never would 
be slaves. But this was in English, and Harry did not think it 
worth while, on the whole, to translate it to the Carlist chief. 
Nor did Harry feel very much inclined to say anything on his 
own behalf. There was, indeed, nothing to be said ; and, besides, 
he happened to be enjoying himself very much with the young 
ladies.

The Carlist chief made the same statement to Ashby, who once 
more tried to effect a communication with his friends.

‘ Will you allow me now, Senor Capitau,’ he said, ‘ to join the 
other foreign prisoners ? They are my fellow-countrymen, and, 
in fact, my intimate friends.’

1 Certainly, sefior,’ said the Carlist chief graciously. ‘ For my 
own part I have no objection—that is, for the present. But I 
must first see what they have to say about it.’

He did so.
Ashby would have gained his wish if it had not been for 

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 request, 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 wrife and ray ward apart and aloof from him. Oh. 
curse it all ! if I could only apeak 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 have 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 iu 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 How 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, 1 a beastly bore ! I know what I 
should like to do—I should walk, if it were not that I very much 
prefer being with you.’

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

‘ Will you, really V 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, and there was no danger
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of these two escaping from twenty armed men. Accordingly, 
Harry got out and assisted Katie in the usual way, namely, by 
lifting her down. They then fell behind the waggon, walking 
along at a alow pace, having this advantage, that, although they 
were not making any greater progress than before, they were left 
more to themselves, and were under leas restraint.

‘ Do yon like this ?’ asked Harry, as they trudged along.
‘Oh, very much indeed.’
‘ It s better than the waggon, isn’t it ?’
1 I’m so awfully tired of the waggon !’ said Katie.
1 And we can talk without being overheard,’ said Harry. ‘ Of 

course, I don’t mean to say that we say anything that everybody 
mightn’t bear ; but then, you know, Miss Westlotorn, one can 
talk much more freely when one isn’t surrounded by a coldly 
critical audience.’

At this Katie laughed, and stole a shy, sidelong glance at him, 
as though she suspected some deeper meaning in his words than 
that which appeared on the surface.

‘Do you feel very much frightened at this adventure?’ con­
tinued Harry.

1 Me frightened ?’ said Katie. ‘Not at all. What an idea!’
‘ Really not V
4 No, really. Do you know, I’m rather fond of adventures.’
1 But isn’t this a little too serious ?’
‘ Why, Mr. Rivers, I’m sure I think it’s delightful. These men 

are Carlists, and all Carlists are gentlemen. I dote on Carlists— 
I do, really!’

4 Well, so do I—if you do,' said Harry laughingly ; ‘ only you 
must allow that it isn’t a very gentlehianly thing to stop us on 
our journey, relieve us of our purses, and carry us off to parts 
unknown in a mule-cart.’

4 Oh, you shouldn’t look at it in that light. That’s too awfully 
prosaic. Now I’m romantic, and I’m positively grateful to them 
for providing me with such a delightful little adventure.’

‘ Do you love adventures V
‘ Love them V replied Katie, with the drollest look in the world. 

4 Why, I positively dote on them !’
Her smile was so sweet, and her face so bewitching, that Harry 

thought he never saw any face so lovely.
4 You see,’ continued Katie, 41 mope and mope, and keep 

moping so ! and things grow so tiresome, that I fairly ache for 
an adventure.’

4 Weil, but suppose that you were in an awful hurry to meet 
some one, and were stopped in this fashion ?’

At this Katie’s whole expression changed. She looked at Harry 
with a face full of sympathy, behind w.hich there was visible the 
most intense curiosity.
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4 Oh, Mr. Rivera,’ said she, ‘ I’m so sorry ! And are you in an 
awful hurry to meet some one Î'

‘ Awful !’ aaid Harry.
4 Oh, Mr. Rivera, I’m so sorry !’ said Katie again. 4 And won’t 

you tell me all about it, please V
Now Harry was by nature inclined to make the world hia 

confidant ; and how much more was he ready to confide in such 
a one as Katie, who invited his confidence with such tender sym­
pathy ! Besides, he already felt, as has been said, quite like an 
old acquaintance, Ashby’s relations to Katie made her seem 
nearer to him. She was his friend's betrothed. And then, too, 
he had been chatting with her all day long.

‘ You see,’ said he,4 I’m 011 the look-out for a friend.’
At this Katie smiled with iudescribable comicality.
4 Won’t I do V she asked.
Harry stared at her for a moment, and then burst into a laugh, 

in which Katie joined merrily.
41 dare s)iy now, Mr. Rivers,’ said she, 4 you think Pm too 

slight an acquaintance to be trusted ; but, you know, in Spain, 
when one meets with a fellow-countryman who can speak English, 
why, you know, one can’t help feeling quite like an old friend and 
that sort of thing ; and, mind you, when one has been taken 
prisoner by the (Jarlists, one feels much more so, you know. 
But all the same, I hope you’ll excuse me ; I didn’t mean any 
harm.’

At this Harry laughed still more.
4 You're not mad V said Katie, with a droll assumption of 

anxiety.
4 Will you really be my friend V asked Harry.
4 Of course. Didn’t 1 say as much I’ said Katie.
‘ Then let’s shake hands over it,’ said Harry, 4 and swear an 

eternal friendship.’
Saying this, he held out his hand, and Katie held out hers. 

Harry pressed it warmly and tenderly.
4 Well,’ said Harry, after a pause, 4 I’ll tell you all about it, for 

I want your—your sympathy, you know, and your advice, you 
know, and all that sort of thing, you know.’

4 Well, do you know, Mr. Rivers,’ said Katie, 4 that’s my strong 
point. I always have at my disposal any amount of sympathy ; 
and as for advice, why, I could begin and go on advising, and 
advising, and advising, from now till—well, not to be too ex­
travagant, I’ll merely say till doomsday. So now, ivon’t you 
begin <’

\
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CHAPTER VII.

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

Harry 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 didn’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 V

‘ 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 / Oh, I (all her Miss Talbot.’
1 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 “ Gr^pie.’’ Why, 1 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^Sjwp one.” ’

‘Well, you know, I’m doing Jbusiuess in Barcelona, and we 
were engaged to be married last year.’
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‘ Did you see her last in Barcelona ?’
‘ No, in England, last year. I met her in London.'
‘ Have you not seen her since V
‘ No. We have corresponded 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 V
‘ Oh, well—because there’s been such a muddle about it all. 

You see, I proposed, and was accepted, in the usual course of 
things.'

1 Ah, now, Mr. Rivers,’ said Katie, ‘ that’s not fair !’
‘ Fair ! what isn’t fair V
‘ Why, you’re skipping all the best part.’
‘The best part ? I don’t understand.’
‘ Well, I mean you’re leaving out all the love parts. I want to 

hear all abopt your love-affair—how you first saw her ; how you 
felt ; how she treated you ; how you were tormented by the pangs 
of jealousy, agitated by hope and fear, until you knew that she 
was yours. And you have the heart to skip all this, and go on to 
the stupid, commonplace end of it !’

Harry laughed.
‘ Well,’ said he, ‘ the end of my case has not yet 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 begin at the beginning, and tell 
you how I first became acquainted with her V

‘ 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 exquisite! how utterly delicious ! how 

quite too 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. 
I was in my berth, trying to sleep, when at last I was roused 
by a yell from all the crew and passengers. I rushed out 
and on deck, and saw the sea all breaking in foam over the 
vessel. The passengers and crew were all mixed up in'à wild, 
confused mass, trying to scramble into the boats. This was 
made visible by lightning flashes at intervals, after which every­
thing would become as black as night. I saw that nothing could 
be done, so I took my station near the raizen shrouds, and held 
on there, waiting for the end. While here I saw a female figure 
crouching down under the bulwarks and clinging there. Partly
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out of pity, and partly for the Rake of having something to do, 
I helped her up to her feet, held her up in that position, and told 
her to cling to the shrouds, and stay by rae 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 woman 
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. Theft 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 doton, 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. I had a couple of oars, and with these 
I 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 
living 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 taking 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.’

1 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 
away from her.

‘ Well,’ continued Harry, ‘ we starved, and starved, and choked 
1 with thirst, for two or three days ; but she never uttered ono 

single murmur.’
‘ 1 should think not,’ said Katie. 1 What had she to complain 

I off What more could she want ( Why, it was utterly lovely ! 
J 1 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 idea was too absurd, so Katie dismissed it with scorn.
‘ I 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 so prosaic !’ interrupted Katie. ‘ Can’t you 
see that it wasn’t hunger at all Î 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, Pard ner ; all the current 

I 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. 1 Me ! Why V
‘ Why, because such delightful situations never do occur in 

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

I make this up ? Really, on my honour----- ’
4 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.’

4 Well,’ continued Harry,1 we drifted on for several 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.

4 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.’

4 Oh, I’m so very much obliged,’ said Katie, 4 for what you’ve 
told me thus far !’
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1 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 it 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.’

1 That stands to reason ; and so you imply that when such a 
lady chose you, you----- '

‘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 V
‘In the boat! Well, yes----- ’
‘ Of course : then why did she have to choose you again V
‘ Oh, well—in the boat it was an informal sort of thing. But 

never mind. She promised to marry me, and I went back 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 ; 1 but, after all, a 
letter is the only substitute one can have for the absent one.’

* And how long is it since you last sawder V
* 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.’

1 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 oil'alone, until at length, as ill-luck would 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 
didn’t telegraph ! There was no time to write, of course. You 
see, I was such an idiot that I only thought of giving her a 
pleasant surprise. This filled my mind and occupied all my 
thoughts, and all the way ou I was chuckling to myself over my 
scheme ; and L kept fancying how delighted she would be at 
finding that, after all. she would not have to make the journey 
alone. I was so full of this that I couldn’t think of anything else. 
And now I should like to ask you calmly, Miss Westlotoru, one 
simple question : Did you ever hear in all your life of such a 
perfect and unmitigated chuckle-head V 

‘ 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 
days. At last I got to my destination, and then—then—in one 
word, there)came a thunder-clap. What do you think V 

1 What ?’
‘ She was gone !’
‘ Gone ?’
‘ Yes. She had gone the day before my arrival. She had 

written again, and had telegraphed. She had then set out, 
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 
letter, and hoping also that I might possibly turn up at any 
station after passing the Pyrenees. What do you think of that ? 
Wasn’t that a blow ] And was it my fault V

‘ Certainly not,’ said Katie in a soothing voice. ‘ Not your 
fault, only your misfortune. But what did her friends say V 

1 Her friends ? Oh, they were awfully indignant, of course, but 
I couldn’t wait to explain it all to them. The moment I found 
out how it was, I turned on my heel and hurried back to Bar­
celona. I travelled night and day. I 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 V 
‘No,’ said Harry ; 1 but, worst of all, she had been there ! Yes, 

she had been there. She had made the journey ; she had reached 
Barcelona ; and I—I, for whom she had come, I was not there to 
meet her. Well, when I did get back she was gone.’

‘ Gone ?—gone where ?’
* Why, where else could she have gone but home again V 
‘ True. Being a girl of spirit, she never could stand such 

treatment as that. But did she leave no message for you ?’
‘Not a word, either in writing or in any other way. I asked 

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 only 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----- ’

4 Yes,’ said Harry : 4 the only 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.’

4 Oh, well,’ said Katie, in a consoling tone,4 you’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 I was 
in Miss Talbot’s place. I quite envy her—I do, really ; that is,’ 
she added, with a little confusion, 4 her adventure, you know.’

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

4 Sympathy V said Katie. 4 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, and joyousness.
4 And won’t you let me call you 44 Katie,” ’ said he, 4 just while 

we’re travelling together ? I feel so awfully well acquainted with 
you, you know ; and I’ve told you all about mv affairs, you know, 
just as if you were my oldest friend.’

41 should like it above all things,’ said Katie. 41 hate to be 
called Miss Westlotorn by my friends. It’s too formal.’

4 And you must call me 44 Harry,” ’ said this volatile young man. 
4 You will, now, won’t you V he added in a coaxing tone.

Katie did not prove obdurate.
4 Well—Harry,’ she said with a bewitching smile.

> ‘ I think you’re awfully nice,’ said Harry.
1 Well, I’m sure 1 think you’re a very nice boy,’ said Katie in 

a childish way.
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. 
Russell. For his part, Harry declared that he infinitely preferred 
walking ; and Katie, on being appealed to, said that the jolts of 
the wagon made her head ache. So these two continued their 
walk.

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

3
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ed, Harry made her take his arm. After this,might be fatiguée 
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 lay on his arm, and held it in his for all the rest of the way. 
And what Ashby would have said or thought if he had seen that 
is more than I can tell, I’m sure.

The moon was shining, and its brilliancy was wonderful. Now 
they entered among the mountains. Far on high ascended the 
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,

* With many a winding through the vale ’

All around rose an amphitheatre of hills, some wooded, some 
precipitous, and behind these rose the summits of loftier moun­
tains far into the sky. Here, full before them, there arose a 
grand and stately castle. Perched upon the crest of a spur where 
it projected from the flank of a mountain, it stood before the new­
comers the centre of the whole scene, the crown and glory of it all. 
In the garish sunlight there might have been perceptible many 
and many a mark wrought by the destructive hand of time, for 
ages had passed since it first reared its lordly form on high. Its 
architecture spoke of hoar antiquity, of a time long past, when the 
Moor still fought around these scenes, and rushed to the tight to 
the war-cry of ‘ Allah Akbar !’ But now, bathed in the mellow 
moonlight, this ancient castle showed all its grand proportions, 
with not a trace of decay or desolation ; and its massive walls 
arose in solemn majesty ; its battlements frowned in heavy 
shadows overhead ; its lofty towers and turrets seemed still able 
to defy the assaults of time for ages yet to come.

For some time past the country had been growing steadily 
wilder and less peopled, until here there seemed a virtual solitude. 
On reaching the spot the party found a massive gateway with a 
ponderous portal. Beyond this opened the courtyard, and in the 
distance rose the keep. Here lights shone, and the noise of 
revelry came to their ears. And now the prisoners entered, and 
were taken in charge by others, and Ashby, who arrived about au 
hour afterward, was also taken to his quarters.
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CHAPTER VIII.

HOW THE SPANISH PRIEST MEETS WITH A STRANGE ADVENTURE.

The train, which had been released by the Carliste, 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 Carliste, 
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 definite 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 all 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 beauti­
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, 

i Behind the traveller there extended a wall of purple hills, and 
I before him arose the giant heights of the Pyrenees. Among these 
j last the road at length entered, and, winding along at the base of 
sloping hills, ip ascended very gradually.

3—2



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 enough to overlook the 
valley, which lay behind him, with lines of hilts 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 ^ realm of glory. For here the sun was sinking into a 
wide basin formed by a break in the lines of mountains, tilling it 
all with fire and splendour ; and while the hollow between the 
hills was thus filled with flame, 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 in 
rounded lumps of suddenly revealed tire—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 glorified ; the river wound in molten gold ; the 
trees were tipped with purple lustre ; the crests of the moun­
tains took on aureoles of light. 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 Autares beaming from a 
bright place in the sky.

The scenes shifted rapidly, and twilight deenened, until the
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clouds made way for the moon, and, breaking up into thin light 
masses, swept away over the sky ; while the moon, assuming its 
proper functions, looked mildly down, 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 long stride. Up the road he went, 
without stopping again, as though 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 poet,

* That young man wulkee 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 terrified. 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 costu .ie of the 
priest seemed to reassure her ; and then, clasping her hands, she 
came nearer, and said, in tremulous tones :

‘ Padre ! padre ! per l’amor de Dios soccorre me !’
The priest looked at her for a few moments in silence. Then 

lie spoke :
1 Etes-vous Française, mademoiselle V
The woman shook her head.
‘ E ella Italiaua V
Again she shook her head.
‘ Sind sie Deutsch !’
Another shake of the head, and then she caid .
4 Yo soy Iuglesa.’
The priest gave a long whistle.
4 English !’ he cried ; ‘ English ! Then iu future please be kind 

enough to speak English, for your Spanish—is—well, declined 
v it h thanks.’

At these words the woman started, and then, with an un­
controllable impulse, seized the hand of the priest in a convulsive 
graso.

1 Oh !’ she cried, 4 are you really—really an Englishman ? Oh, 
thank heaven ! thank heaven ! Then you will help me V

4 English V said the priest ; 4 well, for the matter of that, I’m 
anything you please just now, in tins internal country. I cer-
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tainly do speak English, but at the same time I prefer calling 
myself what I am—namely, an American.’

This loquacity of the priest made no impression upon the 
woman, who was absorbed now by her one idea of escape, of 
obtaining help, of flight.

‘ Oh, sir,’ she continued, ‘ can you help me 1 Can I go on by 
this road ? Do you know what I can do ? Will you tell me ?’

‘ Oh yes,’ said the priest, ‘ I’ll tell you. I do not know what 
you can do. What can you do ? You can read, perhaps, and I 
suppose you can play the piano, and crochet ; but I know what 
you cannot do—you cannot speak Spanish.’

These words were spoken with the indifferent air of one who 
is thinking of something else.

‘ Ah, sir,’ said the woman, in a tone of anguish, ‘ don’t mock 
at me ! I’m in distress unspeakable. I’ve— I’ve lost my way.’

She could scarcely speak from agitation. The priest was silent 
for a moment. Then he drew a long breath.

1 Lost j^our way V said he. ‘ Well, that is queer too. Your 
way—and what way can that be in times like these, and here in 
this country, and, above all, in this part of the country I Are 
you walking for a wager ? Are you going round the world in a 
bee-line ? Do you carry a portable canoe V

‘ I was in the diligence,’ said the woman, not choosing to notice 
such ill-timed levity, ‘ and we were stopped—by the Carlists— 
and I escaped—and I’m trying to find my way to some safe place 
—but I cannot—I cannot.’

‘ H’m !’ said the priest, ‘ that is a coincidence too—just my own 
case to a T. I’ve been captured by the Carlists too, and I’ve 
escaped, and I’m now making a bolt for a place of safety. Well, 
this does beat my grandmother, I must say !’

The lady was too full of her own troubles to notice the peculiar 
expressions of the priest. She merely continued, as before, to 
beg for help.

‘ Oh, sir,’ said she, 1 do you know the way here ? and can you 
help me V ‘ ^

‘ Well,’ said the priest, ‘ I know some of it, I may say, but that 
depends on what you mean by knowing it. But will you allow 
me to ask you one or t wo questions ? In the first place, where 
did you come from last V

1 Last V said the lady ; ‘ the last place I came from was Bar­
celona.’

‘ When V Z"
‘ Yesterday.’ <
‘ You spoke of a diligence. You mhst have come from Barce­

lona by train.’
‘Of course.’
‘ Then that must have been the train that stopped over there.’
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1 Yea ; 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 live 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, 1 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 was on 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.

‘ Ah, now,’ said he, ‘ come — none of that ! Do you think me 
va savage, 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 
—1 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 
to do? 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 ladv was
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very marked and strong. She clasped her hands, bowed her 
head, and in her weakness was unable to bear up under this 
new revulsion of feeling ; so she burst into tears and stood there 
weeping.

At this the priest was not a little embarrassed. For a moment 
he seemed about to try to soothe her ; but he checked this im­
pulse and looked away, whistling softly to himself. After a few 
moments he went on, speaking in a gentle voice :

‘ I’ve been going along alone easily enough, but now, if you will 
come with me, I shall have to make some changes in my plans. 
You see, two cannot travel so easily as one ; and then you are a 
lady, and an English lady too, which in these parts means a 
wealthy foreigner—an object of plunder. You, as an English 
lady, run an amount of risk to which 1, as a Spanish priest, am 
not at all exposed. So you see we can no longer remain in so 
public a place as this high-road. We must seek some secure 
place, at least, for the present. You don’t seem able to go much 
farther. This moonlight night is just the time for flight, but 
you need reyt now, and unless you get that first you won’t be 
able to escape at all. And so—what do you say to my hunting 
up a hiding-place for the night ?’

As the priest began to speak, the lady brad made a violent 
effort to recover herself, and had succeeded well enough to listen 
attentively, only stybwing by an occasional sigh or sob that her 
distress had not yet passed away altogether. At the priest’s 
question she paused thoughtfully for a short time, and then said :

1 My being with you will make a great difference to you ?’
‘ Oh yes,’ said the priest.
‘It will perhaps endanger your safety,’ continued the lady 

anxiously.
‘ Oh, that is nothing,’ said the priest ; ‘ that is my normal state. 

I am always in danger.’
‘ Still, I should be sorry to add to your danger,’ she said 

hesitatingly ; ‘ and if— if----- ’
‘ Well,’ said the priest sharply, ‘ if what?’ *
‘ If I am a source of danger,’ said the lady calmly, ‘ I should 

prefer going on alone, just as I was ; and I shall only ask you 
to tell me what is the nearest town, and to give me generally the 
direction to it.’

‘Oh, you will, will youV said the priest, in the mocking tone 
which he had previously used. ‘ Well, then, madame, I shall 
only ask you to do as I say, and ask no questions. I know the 
country—you don’t. I have registered a vow in heaven to save 
you, and save you 1 will, even in spite of all your teeth. I 
swear it in the name of the great Jehovah and the Continental 
Congress !’

At these strange words the lady was silent for a few mojnents,
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and then said, in a tremulous voice : * I’ll do anything that you 
wish me to do.’

1 Furthermore, my hearer,’ continued the priest, suddenly 
assuming and immediately dropping the whine of a rustic 
preacher, ‘ mark this—I don’t mind saying a few words to ease 
your scruples : you cannot make my position any more dangerous 
than it is already. I carry my life in ray hand all the time.’

* Still,’ said the lady, ‘ you can easily take care of yourself ; but 
what a terrible thing it would be if you should get into trouble 
on my account !’

‘Well, I’ll ask only one question—what is your calling in life V
‘1 have no calling. ' I’m a lady----- ’
‘ Spinster V said the priest in a mild voice.
* Yes,’ said the lady gravely, and with deep sadness.
It seemed to the priest that he had unwittingly touched upon 

a tender point.
‘ Pardon me,’ said he, ‘ this is all I wish to get at. You are not 

a politician, not a political agent, not a spy ?’
‘ Certainly not.’
‘Nor a newspaper correspondent V
‘No.’
‘ Not even an artist V
‘ No ; nothing but a simple English lady, and only anxious to 

get back home.’
‘Very well—very good !’ said the priest approvingly. ‘ And 

you 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 
book. Now, just over there, a little to the west, there is an old 
unoccupied castle, which is in very good condition, considering 
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 
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 
castle, and I happen to know the ins and outs of it pretty 
well. I can assure you a good night’s rest there.’

‘ It is not inhabited, you say.’
‘ No, not as a general thing.’
‘ I’m sorry for that. If it were, the people would perhaps give 

us shelter and food, and help us on our way.’
1 The people would perhaps give us more shelter than we care 

for. But come, we ought to be off, for you need rest, and that 
soon.’ zx

Thé lady said nothing, but walked along withjthe priest. For 
about a quarter of a mile they followed the road, and then 
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 scene, 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 immediately ahead a 
massive tower, which seemed to arise from behind some trees.

‘ There it 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 a sigh, 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— I----- ’
‘ 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 1’ said the priest in his dry est 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 au 
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 appeared 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 GOES 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 upon 
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 gentle 
smile. The.priest had not seen her very well on the previous 
evening, ana 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 beautiful 
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 sensitiveness ; 
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 w'retchedly fatigued that 
I was scarcely responsible 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 ? Sha n’t I 
get breakfast V

She spoke these words with a smile, in which, however, there 
was not a little sadness. There was nothing in the words them­
selves beyond that painful consideration for others and forgetful*
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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.’

1 It is certainly a serious matter,’ said she.
‘ And you propose to get it for me V
‘ 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 V
‘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.’
1 But you must eat it, so as to get back your strength.’
‘ And what will you do V
‘Oh, I’m an old hand at fasting. It’s my business.’
‘ As priest, I suppose V said the lady, with a smile that was 

brighter, or rather less mournful, than any which the priest had 
thus fur seen on her melancholy face.

‘Yes, as priest,’ said the other dryly. ‘And now will you 
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. You won’t 
refuse to share with me and take half V

‘ 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 V
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
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captured by the Carliste, 
noitre. Will

So before we start I propose to recon* 
ill you remain here V

4 I will do whatever you direct.’
‘ You are very good and sensible.’
‘ Thanks ; but where do you propose to go f
‘ I’m going to visit the castle over there.'
‘ The castle V
‘ Yes. It is full of people. That they are Carlists I haven’t a 

doubt. I mean to visit them, and find out how the laud lies/
4 But the danger is too great, is it not 1 May they not detain 

you ?’
‘ I must run the risk of that.’
‘ Was it your intention to go among the Carlists before you 

met me V
4 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 is, 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.
4 I am afraid,’ said she, ‘ that you are incurring a terrible risk. 

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

‘ The danger is,’ said the priest, 4 that we may both fall into the 
hands of the very men we wish to avoid.’

1 But that is the very thing you are going to do.’
41—Oh, I can go alone anywhere.’
4 Ah, there it is !’ 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.’

4 Oh, well,' said the priest, with his usual short laugh, 4 as for 
that, we may talk 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 ?’

4 As long as you say.’
‘ Twenty-four hours *
4 Yes.’
‘ 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.

i
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The pavement was of stone ; part of it was open, 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 af this point leading over 
to the castle.

1 Here,’ said the priest, ‘ if yoq look out, you cannot imagine any 
possibility of descent, but if vou examine carefully you will per­
ceive a narrow ledge among the shrubbery. Go out on this, and 
follow it along, and you will tind 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 df 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 I. have a mode of retreat. 
It makes one feel less desperate.’

‘ Oh, you know, I hope to be back again/
‘ But what shall I do if you do not return V 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 as though 
your blood is required at my hands/

The priest looked at her and gave his short laugh.
‘ I shouldn’t advise you to come after 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. Take 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 blesà you ! Good-bye!'

He looked at the lady. Her eyes, which were fixed on him,
I seemed overflowing with feeling ; but whether of anxiety for him 

or fear for herself did not appear.
‘ You seem to me to be going to death,’ said she, in a low voice, 

‘and I am the cause !’
‘ To death !’ said the priest, with his usual laugh. * Montants 

I te scdutat. 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 1’ she murmured, in a low voice, with quiver­

ing lips. 11 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, iu a sad, sweet voice, ‘ you are too de­
spondent. I will come back—do not fear. Try and get rid of 
these gloomy thoughts. And 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.

now 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 au inviting aspect of richness and verdure. In such a 
place no one could have suspected the existence or even the possi­
bility of auy pathway ; and this one must have been made with 
no little labour ana skill, in the ancient days, when fighting bands 
had need to pass and repass.

After a few paces the path became more clearly defined. It 
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 auy 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 gradually, until at last he reached the top of the ridge on 
which the castle was situated.

He now turned and directed his steps straight 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 bench outside, and 
smoking a villainous cigar. As the priest approached, he started
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his feet with no little surprise on his face, together with a 
irk and menacing frown, which did not by any means augur 

^ell for the bold adventurer.
1 Who are you V he asked fiercely.
The priest in return eyed the Carlist from head to foot, and 

ten said, in a sharp, authoritative tone :
‘ Your name and rank V

| At this singular rejoinder to his question the Carlist chief 
»ked somewhat amazed.
I*My name ?’ said he, with a sneer. * Never mind what it is. 
That are you ? Who are you ? What the devil do you mean 

coming here V
[‘Give your name and rank,’ persisted the priest, in the same 
ae as before, ‘and beware how you trifle with one who may 
your master. Who gave you authority to occupy this post V / 
Master authority V cried the Carlist chief, with an oath,/ 

lich was followed by a laugh. ‘ Who is my master ? I never 
him. Here, you fellows !’ lie cried, to some of his gang who 

bed near, 1 take this fellow off—take him inside. Let me see 
|take him to the lower dungeons, and let him see who is master 
re!’
ft this a score of stout ruffians came forward to obey the 

1er. But the priest remained as cool as before. He simply 
ew forth a paper, and looking round upon the ruffians, he said, 
la quiet voice :

1 Keep back, you fellows, and take care what you do ! I’m the 
Ire of Santa Cruz.’
ft that formidable name the whole band stopped short, mute 
awe-struck ; for it wis no common name which he had thus 

oounced. It was a name which already had been trumpeted 
tr the world, and in Spain had gained a baleful renown—a 
ae which belonged to one who was known as the right arm of 

In Carlos, one who was known as the beau ideal of the Spanish 
tracter, surpassing all others in splendid audacity and merciless 
lelty, lavish generosity and bitterest hate, magnificent daring 

narrowest fanaticism. At once chivalrous and cruel, pious 
pitiless, brave and bigoted, meek and merciless, the Curé of 

bta Cruz had embodied in himself all that was brightest and 
fkest in the Spanish character, and his name had become a 
rd to conjure by—a word of power like that of Garibaldi in 
jly, Schamyl in Circassia, or Stonewall Jackson in America, 

thus, when these ruffians heard that name, it worked upon 
like a spell, and they stood still, awe-struck and mute, 

en the Carlist chief was compelled to own its power, although, 
haps, he would not have felt by any means inclined to sub- 

to that potent spell, had he not seen its effect upon his 
Dwers.

4
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‘ I don’t believe it,’ he growled.
‘ You do believe it,’ said the priest fiercely : 1 you know it. 

Besides, I hold here the mandate of the King ;’ and he brandished 
the paper, shouting at the same time, ‘ Viva el Bey !’ 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 
roe something to eat and drink, and then I will tellrfou my 
errand.’ 1

With these words he handed the paper to the Carlist chflif, 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, 

greeting: Receive and respect our friend and lieutenant the Curé 
of Santa Cruz, who bears this, and is engaged in a special mis­
sion in our service.

1 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 V he asked, in no very courteous manner.
1 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 My business is elsewhere. Do you
understand me ?’

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 V he asked eagerly.
The priest nodded. 1
‘ Certainly.’
* Then,’ cried the Carlist, ‘ you’re right welcome, and I hope 

you’ll not mind what’s happened. We have to be cautious, you 
know, 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 manner, 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 :
1 You were on the train yesterday.’
‘ I was,’ replied the priest coolly.
‘ Why did you not tell me who you were V
‘ What a question to ask !’ said the priest. ‘ Don’t you under­

stand 1 When 1 am out I don’t want anyone to know or suspect. 
I did not choose to tell even you. Why should 11 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.
Breakfast 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 I 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 
into a wallet, and thus equipped, he was ready for the march.

‘ A dios,’ said he, ‘ noble captain, till we meet again.’
‘ Adiosÿ said the chief.
The priest then shook hands with his entertainer and turned

4—2

.x,
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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 
path, he suddenly found himself face to face with the lady. She 
had 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 terrified 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 
I am !’

The priest stood and looked at her in pilence, 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 it might be some one else V

4 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 seamed imagination. 
So I waited, and if it had been an enemy lie would have caught 
me. But 1 was right, after all,’ she ended joyously. 4 It was 
your laugh—and you.’ /

Again the priest stood in silence looking at her.
4 It’s wprth going over there,’ said he at last, 4 to make a 

fellow«créature happy by coming back.’
4 Oh no,’ she said, 4 not for that. Nothing can compensate for 

the frightful, the terrible anxiety—nothing. But I will say no 
more. I am ready now for any fatigue or peril. My worst fear 
is over.’

4 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, 4 but, that’s 
nothing to the gladness you’ll feel when you see what I’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. Upon this he seated himself, and the 
lady did the same. He now opened the wallet, and distributed to 
her some 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.

‘ I 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.’
* And you are on your way back to England V
‘ Yes.’
‘ Have you been travelling alone V
‘At first I liad a maid, but she got frightened and left me at 

Bayonne. Since then I have bad to travel alone.’
* You mustn’t think me too inquisitive,’ said the priest. 11 

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.

Chorus op 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 wliilfe it was his voice that was singing, his mind 
was no doubt intent ou something else.

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

‘ Most certainly,’ said the lady. 1 What is it1?’
‘ 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,’
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The lady smiled.
4 My name is Talbot,’ said she.
‘ An— Mrs. Talbot,’ said the priest ; ‘ thanks.’
‘ Not “ Mrs.” ' said the lady, again smiling ; ‘ Miss Talbot. My 

full name is Sydney Talbot.’
4 Sydney Talbot,' repeated the priest. ‘ Thanks. „ That’s all. 

Everything else is told. I may add, however, in an incidental 
way, that my name is Brooke.’

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

To this questiori the reply was not particularly appropriate. 
The priest, or Brooke, as he may now be called, looked 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 :

■ Old Bluebeard was a warrior bold,
He kept his wives in a great stronghold.
One—Two—Three—Four—Five—Six—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.’

4 Well, now, Mr. Brooke,’ asked the lady anxiously, 4 what are 
our prospects ? Have you found out anything ?’

40h yes ; I’ve had a conversation with an amiable Carlist who 
was 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 V asked Miss Talbot in un­
feigned anxiety.

4 Danger ? Oh, a trifle ; but a miss is as good as a mile. I’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 Carliste ; that there is no such thing as law ; that 
there are no magistrates, no police, no post-office, no telegraph, no 
railway trains, no newspapers, and no taxes gxcept of an irregular 
kind.’

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

4 Oh yes,’ said Brooke, 4 but it’s just as I feared.
"• There was an old man with a beard,’

4 you know,
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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.' *

1 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 itiust spend this day in meditation and prayer, 
and also in laying'jttp a stock of bodily and mental strength. To­
night we set forthxand we must move on all night long. May I 
Jk if there is any place in particular to which you prefer going V 
/ ‘ None whatever. I must leave myself altogether to you.’

‘So I suppose,’ said Brooke.
‘ But is there no danger in this place, Mr. Brooke ?’
1 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 mournful smile, and looked 
troubled.

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

‘ What V
‘ What do you say to disguising yourself as a priest V
‘ A priest ? How can IV
‘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 proud.’

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

‘Take this one.’
‘ The one that you have V
‘ Yes.’
‘ 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 I was growing too volatile, and so I assumed a priest’s dress, 
in the hope that it would give me greater sobriety and weight of 
character. I’ve been keeping it up for three days, and feel a 
little tired of it. So you may have it—a free gift—breviary and 
all. especially the breviary. Come—there’s a fair offer.’

‘ I really cannot make out,’ said Miss Talbot, with a laugh, 
4 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.

1 “ Old 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 V
‘ If you really think that you will be running no risk----- ’
‘ No more than I’ve always been running until three days ago.’
‘ Well, I shall be very glad indeed, and only too much obliged.’
‘ That’s an uncommonly sensible decision,’ said Brooke. ‘ You 

see,’ said he, as he unbuttoned 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, 4 as easy as wink, and you’ll find it quite large enough 
every way.’

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

4 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 
fancy putting spectacles on the angel Gabriel !’

Meanwhile 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 from 
her chin down. Around the neck was a cape, which descended 
half-way to the knees. As she passed her arms through the 
sleeves she remarked that it would tit her admirably ; and then, 
taking the hat, she retired inside the tower, so as to adjust the 
outlines of her new costume in a more satisfactory manner fhan
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was possible before a spectator. At the door of the toiler she 
turned.

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

‘ What is that V
‘ Why, my hair.’
‘Your hair !’ repeated Brooke. ‘H’m—well, that is a puzzle !’
1 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.’
1 Had I not better cut it off 1’ said Miss Talbot
1 What !’ exclaimed Brooke, with amazement in his face.
Miss Talbot repeated her question.
1 Cut off your hair—that hair !’ said Brooke. ‘What a horrible

idea !’
1 Will you cut it l’
‘ Never !’ said Brooke fervently.
‘ Shall I I’
Brooke drew a long breath and looked earnestly at her.
1 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 
are 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 : t
‘ Oh, 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.’

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 
aud gazed at her fixedly without a word.

l'he change was wonderful. It was no longer a young lady 
that lie 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 V 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 Î 
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. AU 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 confession, and— No, I wouldn’t ; I’d try to become a 
priest myself, so ns to be always somewhere near him. And if 
lie were a monk, I’d join the same monastery ; and if he were a 
missionary, rd 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 ad vantage to be as you are, and to have that angelic face ! 
Like the old mail in the song :

' “ Ob, be 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 1 Dong 1 Dell 1” ’
Thus far Brooke had rattled on in a strange, dry fashion ; but 

suddenly lie stopped, and then exclaimed :
‘ Good Heavens !’
‘ What’s the matter ?’ asked Miss Talbot, who had seemed 

much amused at all tips nonsense.
‘ Why, what have you done with your hair V
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 ! It 
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 appearance ; but in this case there was merely a 
change from one character to another, and all the beauty ana all 
the subtle fascination still remained.

11 couldn’t have believed it,’ said Brooke, at length.
‘ What 1’
‘ 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
mother !’ \

I 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 m 
particular :

' “ 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 is 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.

II was just picking up the hair,’ said Brooke, in an indifferent
tone. 1 If we were tracked here and pursued it might tell tales, 
and it would tell too much.’ /

* Oh, how thoughtless of me !’ said she. 1 But really I did in­
tend to go back and throw it down into the torrent You see, I 
was so anxious to know if my disguise was right, that I hurried 
out at once to show you.’

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

‘ I shall try not to be so thoughtless again.’
Brooke said nothing, but seated himself near her on the log.
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4 I’m aoiTy you don’t smoke,’ said he, after a pause ; ‘ but I 
hope you don’t object to my taking a small whiff now and then.’

‘ Oh no,’ said Miss Talbot. 11 like to see you smoking.’
1 Do you know,’ said Brooke, after he had again filled and 

lighted his inevitable pipe—‘do you know, I think your cha­
racter is almost perfect.’

‘ Why, because I don’t object to smoking V asked Miss Talbot, 
with a smile.

‘ Well, I take that as one of the many straws which show how 
the wind blows. But do you really mean to tell me that you 
don’t regret what you have done V

4 What, with my hair ? What a question ! Regret it ? Not 
at all It will grow again—in time. To use your own figure, 
when the sailor is struggling for life against the storm, he doesn’t 
regret the treasure that he has flung overboard so as to lighten 
the ship. And do you think that I am so weak as to hesitate for 
a moment when your safety as well as my own is concerned ? 
For, you see, I have to remember that while I am with you, you 
too are in danger. So no hesitation is possible. How could I 
have the heart to ask you to help me, if I persisted in keeping up 
any kind of dress that might endanger both of us Î’

Brooke made no reply, but sat puffing out great clouds of 
smoke. After some lapse of time he opened his mouth tb speak.

‘ I wish you had heavier boots,’ said he.
‘ Yes,’ said Miss Talbot, ‘ my boots are my weak point. But, 

you see, I never anticipated a walk of twenty or thirty miles. 
However, my dress is long, and perhaps my feet will not be 
noticed.’

‘ Oh, it isn’t the fear of their being noticed, but the danger 
that they may give way altogether in our rough walk, and leave 
you barefoot among the rocks.'

4 Well, if I find them giving way, I shall wrap rags around 
them before they go to pieces altogether.’

After a further silence Brooke spoke again.
4 There’s one thing more,’ said he, 4 that may be mentioned. 

We may make good our escape to-night, as I hope, but then—we 
may not. To provide against occurrences of all sorts, it’s as well 
to adopt certain fixed characters and act them out. You are a 
priest—^remember that ; never forget it. You have that breviary, 
which you will do well to look at from time to time. There’s 
mighty good reading in that breviary, though I’m sorry to say I 
never could find it ; but no doubt you’ll do more justice to it than 
1 did, especially if you understand Latin, which I’m afraid you 
don’t. But, you see, it won’t do for me to call you 44 Miss Talbot.” 
We might be captured by fellows who understand English, and 
they would at once take the hint. And so suppose 1 drop the 
“Miss,” and call you simply “Talbot” ?*
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* That's a very good suggestion,’ said Miss Talbot. ‘ The name 
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
“Miss.”’

‘ You will understand, of course,’ said Brooke anxiously, ‘that 
in this proposal there is no disrespect, no attempt at undue 
familiarity, no------’

• Surely, surely,’ said Miss Talbot earnestly, ‘ it’s hardly neces­
sary to say all that. If you adopt that tone,. I shall have to 
begin and tell you how deeply grateful I am, how much I owe 
you, how I long to do something to------’

1 Oh, well ! Come, now, if you go on in that way, I am shut 
up at once.’

He relapsed into silence. After a few minutes he spoke again.
1 Talbot,’ said he, in a strange tone, much softer than his usual 

voice.
‘ Well ?’ said Miss Talbot gently.
‘As I have dropped the “Miss,” have you any objections to 

drop the “ Mister,” and addredS me by the simple and uncon­
ventional name of “ Brooke ’” You see, it’s very important for 
us, in our circumstances, to cultivate this seeming familiarity: 
If you were really a young priest, and I were really your friend 
and travelling companion, we should address one another in this 
simple fashion.’

‘I have no objection whatever,’ said Miss Talbot, ‘and I do 
not see why you should take such pains to explain. It is enough 
for you to ask. Whatever you say I will do.’

‘ Say “ Brooke,” then.’
‘ Brooke,’ said Miss Talbot, with a little shyness.
‘ 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. f This 
is merely for practice.’

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

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

Brooke made Talbot lie down all the rest of the day, so as to 
sleep, if possible, and, at any rate, to lay up a good stock of 
strength for the formidable work of the approaching night. 
With her usual considerateness and docility, Talbot obeyed ; and 
although she did not sleep, she certainly obtained an amount of 
rest of which she stood in great need.

At length the evening came, and the two ate their repast, 
after which Brooke secreted the remainder of the provisions iu 
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 turued 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. 1 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 a short 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 V
‘ 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 aud pointed. 
Brooke looked out.

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

‘ What a mistake we’ve Jintfle !’ said Brooke.
‘ They’re coming here !’ said Talbot, in a thrilling whisper.

‘ What can we do ? Can we fly V
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1 No,’ said Brooke ; ‘ they’ll see us. We have only one hope 
There’s a ladder 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-looking 
fellows came towards the door of the mill.

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

1 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 
themselves with preparing splints with which to kindle the fire.

1 Brooke,’ whispered Talbot in a tremulous voice—1 oh, Brooke, 
let us go down.’

‘ Wait—not yet,’ said Brooke, on whose brow cold drops of 
perspiration were already standing. ‘ Wait. Let us see what 
they will do.’

Talbot drew back with a shudder.
‘ The mill is of stone,’ said Brooke. ‘ They can’t burn it.’
‘ But all the inside is of wood,’ said Talbot—1 the floors, the 

doors, the machinery, the beams.’
Brooke was silent, and watched the preparations outside. These 

grew more and more menacing. A great pile of wood was soon 
collected, which grew rapidly to more formidable proportions. If 
these prisoners hoped for life, they must leave their present 
hiding-place, and soon, too ; for soon—ah, too soon, if that pile 
were once kindled—the flames would pour in, and burn all the 
inner woodwork, even if the walls were of stone. At this moment 
a man came hurrying forward, and burst in among the crowd.

‘ What’s the meaning of all this nonsense V he asked in a stern 
voice.

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

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

‘ Pooh !’ said the man impudently, 1 what of that ? That’s all 
the better.’

The other laid his hand upon his sword, and looked as though 
he was about to use it, but a wild outcry burst forth from all the 
crowd, and with an impatient gesture he turned away. By his 
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 
irnce 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 tires would blaze 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 
men sprang to their arms.

1 Who goes there V cried the one who seemed to be the captain.
1 Friends,’ said Brooke ; ‘we’ll comedown.’ Then turning to 

Talbot, he whispered, 1 Now, Talbot, is the time to show the stuff 
you’re made of. Courage, my boy, courage ! Remember,
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Talbot, you’re not a girl now—not a weak girl, but you’re a boy 
-ami an English boy ! Remember that, my lad, for now your 
life and mine too depend upon you !’

4 Don't, fear for me,’ said Talbot firmly.
‘Good!’ said Brooke. ‘ Now follow me, and be as cool as a 

clonk, 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 
beams, too solid even for Samson himself to shake. On reaching 
the lower storey they hurried out at once, and the gang stood 
collected together awaiting them—a grim and grisly throng. 
Among them, the man whom Brooke had taken for their captain 
was now their spokesman.

‘ Who are you V he asked rudely, after a hasty glance/at each.
Brooke could not now adopt the tone which had been so 

effective in the morning, for his gowui wras off, and he could no 
longer he 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 ?’ 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 I’m a loyal subject 

of his Majesty. Viva el I 'ey /’
He expected some response to this loyal sentiment, but the 

actual result was simply appalling. The captain looked at him, 
and then at Talbot, with a cruel stare.

‘Ah!’ said he. ‘ I thought so. Boys,’ he continued, turning 
to his men, ‘ we’re in luck. We’ll get something out of these 
devils. They’re part of the baud. They can put us on the 
track !’

This remark was greeted with a shout of applause, w4 Allow 
me to inform you, senor,’ said the captain to the unfortunate 
h-ooke, ' that you have made a slight mistake. You are not our 
deuds hut our enemies. We are not Carlists, but Republicans.
am Captain Lopez, of the Fourteenth Regiment, and have been 

letailed with these brave fellows on a special mission. You are 
ible to give us useful information ; but if you refuse to give it 
rou shall both be shot.’

In spite of the terrible mistake which he had made, Brooke 
iept his coolness and his presence of mind admirably.

* I’m very glad to hear it,’ said he to Lopez. ‘ The fact is, I 
bought you were Carlists, and so I said that I was one too—as 
myone would do. But I’m not a Carlist ; I’m a Republican.’

Lopez, at this, gave utterance to a derisive laugh.
‘ Oh yes,’ he said, 4 of course, you are anything we please. And 

I we should turn out, after all, to be Carlists, you would swear
5



66 A CASTLE IN SPAIN.

6

that you are a Carlist again. Doesn’t it strike you, senor, that 
you are trifling with us V

‘ I assure you, Captain Lopez,’ said Brooke, ‘that I’m not a 
Carlist, for I’m not a Spaniard.’

* You may not be a Spaniard, yet still be a devoted Carlist.’
‘ Yes, but I’m not. I assure you that I’m a Republican. Shall 

I prove it to you and to all these gentleman I’
‘ Try it,’ sneered Lopez.
‘ I’m an American,’ said Brooke.
‘ An American,’ repeated Lopez bitterly. ‘ Better for you to 

be a Carlist than that. Is it not enough for you Americans to 
intermeddle with our affairs in Cuba, and help our rebels there, 
but must you also corne to help our rebels here ? But come— 
what is your business here ? Let’s see what new pretence you 
have to offer.’

11 am a traveller.’
‘ Yes, I suppose so,’ sneered Lopez. ‘ And who is this other V
‘ He is a young priest.’
‘ A young priest ? Ah ! Then, senor, let me inform you that 

as Spaniards we hate all Americans, and as Republicans we hate 
all priests. Spain has 'had too much of both. Americans are 
her worst enemies outside and priests inside. Down with all 
Americans and priests !’

The echo to this sentiment came in a shout from all the j 
followers of Lopez, ‘ Down with all Americans and priests !’

With this cry a hundred tierce faces surrounded them, and 
glared at them with liery eyes. It seemed as though their last 
hour had come. The crowd pressed closer, and clamoured for 
their immediate destruction. The only thing that held them 
back was the attitude of Brooke, who stood perfectly cool and 
tranquil, with his eyes fixed on Lopez, a good-natured smile on 
his face, and his hands carelessly in his pockets. Close beside 
him stood Talbot, pale, it is true, but with a calm exterior that 
showed not one trace of fear. Brooke did not see her, and did 
not venture to look at her, but lie felt that she was as firm as a 
rock. Had they faltered in the slightest degree, the storm must 
have burst ; but as it was, the calmness of these two disarmed 
the fury of the mob, and their fierce passion died away.,

‘ Captain Lopez,’ said Brooke, in a quiet and friendly tone, j 
‘you may have reason to hate my country, but I assure you that 
you have absolutely no cause for complaint against me and my 
friend. We are simple travellers who have been interrupted on 
our journey, and are now trying to get to the nearest railway j 
station so as to resume it as soon as possible.’

‘ How did you get here V asked Lopez, after a pause in which j 
lie again scrutinized severely the two prisoners.

Brooke had anticipated this question, and had made up hi* I
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mind aa to hia answer. It was his intention to identify himaelf 
with Talbot, and apeak aa though he had all along been travelling 
with ‘ the young priest.’

« Our train stopped,’ said he, ‘ and we took the diligence over 
this road yesterday. We were stopped again, captured and 
robbed by Carliste, and we have escaped from them, and are now 
trying to get back.’

1 Was your train stopped by Carliats 1’
‘ No ; the diligence.’
4 Where did the Carlista go V
‘ 1 have no idea.’
1 Where did you come from last ?’
‘ Barcelona.’
1 Where are you going now ?’
‘To England,’ said Brooke ; ‘ and finally,’ he added, ‘ allow me 

to show you this, which I am sure will establish my character 
in your eyes.’

With these words he drew forth a paper and handed it to 
Lopez. The latter took it, and one of the men lighted a bit of 
wood which served as a torch, after which Lopez read the 
following :

‘ Headquarters, Vittoria, May 10<A, 1873.
1This is to certify that the bearer of this is an American 

citizen named Raleicfh Brooke, and is correspondent of a Nexo 
York journal. He has permission to traverse our tines in pur­
suit of his business.

‘Concha.
Lopez read it over a second time.
' A newspaper correspondent !' said he. ‘ H’m ! That means 

a spy.’ tie handed it back again to Brooke, who replaced it in 
his pocket. 4 I’ll think it over,' responded Lopez. 4 I’ll examine 
you both to morrow and inspect your papers. I’m too tired now. 
You may both go inside again where you were 
We won’t burn you up.’

At these last words the whole gang burst into a jeering laugh 
that foreboded something so horrible that the stout heart of 
Brooke quailed within him, as, followed by Talbot, he once more 
eliteicd the old mill.

hilling before.

CHAPTER XIV.
HOW TIIE ANXIOUS RUSSELL SEEKS TO CONWïAL A 

TREASURE.
[The Russell party, on reaching the castle, were all conducted in­
side, where they found themselves in an arched hall which has
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massive stairway at the end, and came to another large hall im­
mediately above the lower one. This had once been the grand 
banqueting hall of the castle, and was less rough and severe 
in its appearance than other parts ; for while the walls elsewhere 
showed the unfinished faces of the rude blocks of stone, here 
there was an effort after something like ornament ; yet this 
was so slight that even here the general air was still one of 
severe and austere grandeur, as if there had been wrought out 
in this stonework the mind of the stern Goth who reared it, who 
held it, not for a home, but rather for a fortress, whence lie 
could dominate the surrounding country.

If Harry had cherished any hope of prolonging his acquaint­
ance with Katie he was now destined to be disappointed ; for 
on reaching this upper hall they were informed that they would 
have to be separated—the men to go in one direction and the 
women in another. This arrangement was partly for the comfort 
of both parties, but still more for their safe keeping, since 
escape would thus be far more difficult. Accordingly the ladies, 
were taken away by some female attendants ; while Russell iu 
company with Harry, was taken to their quarters on the oppo­
site side of the great hall.

Here they found themselves in an apartment which was very 
long, very wide, and very lofty. The roof was arched, and all 
the stones were of cyclopeau dimensions. At one end there was 
an immense fireplace. On either side there were narrow win­
dows, which on one side looked down on the front yard inside 
the wall, while on the other they commanded a vieto of one of 
the inner courtyards. Harry, on his first entrance into the 
room, walked about surveying the place, and noting these par­
ticulars by the lurid glow of the torches. This first survey 
assured him that, as far as appearances went, there was scarcely 
any possibility of escape. The walls were too strong to be pene­
trated in any way, and the windows were too narrow for any one 
to pass through. In fact, they were slits, rather than windows. 
Moreover, even if it had been possible for any one to pass 
through the windows, the ground below was too far awray to be 
reached without some means of descent. Finally, there were the 
armed men outside, and the extreme wall, wdiich was too lofty 
to be scaled. On the whole, the prospect was highly unsatisfac­
tory, and Harry turned away from this first survey with a feeling 
of mild dejection. There w\is scarcely anything in the room 
which deserved the name of furniture. In one corner there was 
a rude structure with straw on it, which was intended for a bed. 
Opposite this there was a ponderous oaken bench, and upon this 
old Russell seated himself wearily. Here he sat, and as Harry 
completed his survey of the apartment, his eyes rested upon his 
unfortunate companion as he sat there, the picture of terror, de-
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spondency, ami misery. Harry felt an involuntary pity for the 
man ; and as his own flow of spirits was unfailing, he set him­
self to work to try and cheer him.

1 Well,’ said he, 4 this is rather a dismal place, Bussell ; but, 
after all, it’s better than being put in a vault underground.’

‘ It’s |Si))-precious kik-kik-cold,’ said Bussell, his teeth chatter­
ing, partly from cold and partly from terror. ‘ This’ll bring on p 
an attack of rheumatiz—that’s what it’s going to dq. Oh, I 
know it !’

‘ Well, it is a little chilly, that’s a fact,’ said Harry, shrugging 
hi^.shouldei’s. 4 It's a pity we couldn’t use that fireplace. But 
what a tremendous fireplace it ih ! Why, it’s as big as a barn. 
What do you say to our amusing outselves by starting a fire ? It 
would be great fun.’

4 But we’ve gig gig-got no fuel,’ said Bussell, with a shiver.
4 Fuel ! Why, let’s cut up that big bench.’
4 What with !’
4 Why, with my pocket-knife, of course. We could whittle 

enough chips off it to make a good big tire, and still have enough 
left for a bench. In fact, we could get enough fuel off that for a 
dozen tires. Why, man, there must be at least a cord of wood in 
that bench. Whittling’s rather slow work, it’s true, but in a place 
like this it’ll be an occupation, and that’s something. Prisoners 
go mad unless they have something to do ; and so, just to save 
myself from madness, I mean to go in for fuel—unless you can 
think of something else that’s better.’

Rattling out this in his usual lively fashion, Harry went to the 
bench and began a solemn examination of it, with a view toward 
whittling it up into firewood. Bussell did not move, but re­
garded Harry with the same silent misery in his face. At last 
he spoke.

' What did-did-do you think they’re a-going to did-did-do I’
4 Who l’ asked Harry.
‘ Why, these people—that kik-kik-captured us.’
4 These Carlists ! Weil, I don’t know ; seems to me they want 

to make some money out of us.’
■ Why did they let aRjthe Spaniards go and kik-kik-capture us !'
4 Oh, well, tlmy think as we’re English we’ll probably have 

more money about us than their own countrymen, and be safer 
plunder also.’

4 Did-did-do you think they’ll go so far as to pip-pup-plunder 
us !’ asked Bussell, in a voice of horror.

4 Haven’t a doubt of it.’'
4 Oh Lord !’ groaned the other.
4 What’s the matter !’
Russell gave a fresh groan.
4 Ibis kik-kik-cursed kik-kik-couutry !’ he at length ejaculated.
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‘ Oh, well,’ said Harry, ‘ it isn’t the country, it’s the people.’
1 Do you think they’re really Kik-kik-Carlists V
I Well, yes. I don’t see any reason why they shouldn't be.’
‘ I was thinking that they might be bub-bub-bandits.’
‘ Well, there isn’t any very great difference between the two, 

so far as we are concerned.’
‘ But isn’t there any law among the Kik-kik-Carlists ? Can’t 

we appeal to Did-did-Don Carlos ?’
‘ Oh yes, of course—if we could ouly get at him, and if he 

could only get at us ; but these two things are just what can’t be 
done. And so I’m afraid we’ll have to make up our minds to 
pay the piper.’ 1

At this Russell again gave a heavy groan. |
‘ Don’t be alarmed,’ said Harry, in a soothing tone. ‘ We can! 

beat them down.’
‘No,’ moaned Russell, ‘we can’t do anything. And I’ve got 

too much about me altogether.’
‘ You haven’t carried any large sum of money with you, surely ?’ 

cried Harry. ‘ Why, man, you’re mad !’
‘ But I didn’t think there’d be any danger on the railway,’ said 

Russell.
‘ If your money is in bills of exchange you’ll be right enough,’ 

said Harry.
Russell shook his head.
* No,’ said he, ‘ it’s worse than that.’
‘ How V
‘ My money is in bub-bub-bonds—Spanish bub-bub-bonds.’
‘ Bonds !’ repeated Harry.
‘Yes,’ groaned Russell—‘ kik-kik-coupon bub-bub-jxmds.’
‘Coupon bonds ! Why, man, what in Heaven’s name are you 

doing with coupon bonds in this country ?’ r
‘ Why, they’re Spanish bonds, and I was taking them out of 

the country to England.’
‘ Whew !’ whistled Harry. ‘ In how much V
‘ Thirty thousand pounds !’ wailed Russell, in a voice of despair.
Another prolonged whistle was the result of this information.
‘ It’s no use making it a secret to you,’, continued Russell. ‘ I’ll 

be searched, I suppose, and the bonds ’ll be taken.’
‘ I’ll tell you what to do,’ said Harry : ‘ let me take care of them.’
Russell shook his head.
‘ N-no ; you’ll be searched too. They’ll be no safer.’
‘ Well, then, hide them in this room somewhere.’
II don’t know where to hide them,’ said Russell dolefully ; 

‘ besides, we may be taken to another room, and so it’s no use 
hiding them here. I’ve been thinking of sewing them up inside 
the lining of my coat, only I haven’t any needle and thread to 
sew with. Oh, if Mrs. Russell were here ! I didn’t think of
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this. I'd get her to stitch them inside my coat to night. And 
now I don’t know what to do. If it weren’t for these bonds I 
should feel safe enough. But the amount is so e-normous !’

‘ Are they registered V
‘ Oh no. I don’t believe they register bonds in this miserable 

country, or do anything but steal them,’ groaned Russell. ‘ I 
suppose they’ll overhaul us all to morrow.’

‘ Very likely.’
‘Can you think of any way by which I can hide these bonds?’
Harry shook his head. At the same moment there occurred 

to him what Ashby had told him about certain Spanish bonds.
1 f Ashby was right, then this must be the very money which 
belonged to Katie, and which, according to Ashby, Russell was 
trying to get hold of for himself. From this point of view it 
suddenly assumed an immense interest in his eyes, and drove 
away the thought of every other thing. Even the fire was now 
forgotten, and the bench was not desecrated by the knife.

* See here ; I’ll tell you what to do,’ said Harry, thoughtfully 
and earnestly. ‘ The very worst thing that you can do is to carry 
all that money about with you, on your own person, mind that. 
You’ll be searched, of course. To stitch them in your clothes is 
absurd. These people will examine every square inch of all your 
clothes, including your shirt-collar, your pocket-handkerchief, 
your silk hat, and your boots. They’d find the smallest fragment 
of a bit of paper, even if you had it hidden inside your boot­
laces. Now, I’ll tell you what you’ll have to do. You’ll have to 
get rid of that money of yours.’

‘ liub-bub-bub-but how ?’ stammered Russell, in fresh con­
sternation.

* How ? Why, hide it.’
1 Where V
‘ Somewhere about here—and soon too—before you go to sleep.’
‘ But suppose I am tit-tit-taken away, and don’t come back again V
1 Well, in that case your only hope is to confide in me, and then 

if you are taken away I shall perhaps be left. It’s not likely 
that both of us will be taken away from here. We shall perhaps 
be separated, and one will be left behind. In that case the one 
who is left can watch over the treasure. Besides, in case we 
should escape, we shall know where it is, and we may be able to 
get the government to send a body of men here to help us recover it.’

‘Oh yes—the government !’ said Russell bitterly. * I know 
the government here—only too well*. The government will send 
a body of men here to help us recover it, and then—why, then 
of course they'll keep it all for themselves, every farthing. Yes, 
sir, that’s the Spanish style—every farthing. No ; don’t talk to 
me about the government. I’m bound to hold on to this, and 
not trust to any of your beggarly Spanish governments.’
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• But if you hold ou to it you'll be sure to lose it,’ said Harry, 
in great impatience.

‘ I don’t believe they’ll examine me at all,’ said Russell, sud­
denly changing his tone.

4 They will,’ persisted Harry, ‘ as sure as you’re alive, and that 
too before this time to-morrow. In that case you’ll lose every 
penny of the thirty thousand pounds.’

(‘ And of course,’ thought Harry, 1 it’ll be poor little Katie’s 
loss ; and all through the infernal obstinacy of this pig-headed 
tailor !’)

4 Oh, well. I’ll think it over,’ said Russell, cautiously avoiding 
any fuither discussion.

4 You won’t have much time for that.’ urged Harry.
‘Oh yes, I will—plenty of time. I’ll have all night, for I won’t 

sleep a wink, and I shall have nothing else to do but to think 
over this.’

This was droned out in a tone of utter despair.
Harry spent some more time in trying to change Russell’s 

mind, but in vain ; and at length he gave up, thinking that lie 
would have a better chance in the morning. Besides, he was 
beginning to feel sleepy, and his arguments were growing some­
what incoherent ; so he flung himself on the rude couch just as 
he was, ‘ all standing,’ and in a few minutes was sound asleep.

Russell sat motionless for some time, until at length the heavy 
breathing of his companion showed that he was asleep. Upon 
this he rose, and went on tiptoe softly over to Harry’s bed, and 
tried in various ways to see whether the sleep was false or real. 
Having assured himself that it was real, he took up the torch 
and began to survey the apaptthéïft, more closely. Already, while 
talking with Harry, his eyes had narrowly scanned every corner 
of the room, and no place had appeared which could afford the 
slightest chance of concealment. From the very first lie had 
thought of the stone pavement of the floor ; but now, on exami­
nation, this proved to be far too ponderous to be moved by any 
force that he could command. Thus, after having traversed the 
whole room, he reached the fireplace.

This, as has been said, was of gigantic dimensions, being in­
tended to hold enough wood to heat this vast apartment. Here 
among the mountains, inside this stone castl,e, the cold was some­
times severe, and the builders of the castle had in this way made 
provision for the comfort of its occupants. To this chimney 
Russell now turned his attention, in the hope that something 
might present itself here which could be used as a place of con­
cealment. So he walked stealthily and noiselessly toward it, and 
on reaching it stood surveying its huge dimensions in great 
astonishment. Such chimneys may still be seen in many an old 
castle or palace in the north of Europe, though less frequent in
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the castles of Spain. This one was deep and wide and high, and 
our friend llussell could easily enter it without stooping.

He entered thus the great fireplace and looked around, bolding 
his torch so as to light up thç interior. Below, there was the 
pavement of stone, which seemed solid and immovable. Above, 
the chimney arose far on high, and through the wide opening the 
sky overhead was plainly visible, with its glittering stars.

Now, as Bussell stood peering about, he noticed something in 
the construction of the chimney which struck him as rather 
peculiar, and this was several stones on the left side, which pro­
jected from the wall and were placed one above another. The 
arrangement was so singular that it at once arrested his attention, 
and being in search of a hiding-place for his treasure, he could 
not avoid examining it further with keener interest. This arrange­
ment of the stones one above another was suggestive of climbing. 
They seemed intended for steps, and he therefore peered upward 
more curiously, to see how far these steps continued and what 
was the end. Looking thus upward, he noticed on one side what 
seemed like a niche in the chimney wall. It was so formed that 
it was not visible unless one were standing deep inside the 
chimney and looking up for it, and it seemed to be deep and 
spacious. No sooner had he caught sight of this niche than he 
determined to investigate it farther. For a few moments he 
paused to see whether Harry was still asleep or not, and then, 
being satisfied on this point, he began to climb up. So nicely 
were the stones adjusted that this was easy even to an inactive 
and heavy man like him, and after ascending three steps he stood 
and peered into the niche. It seemed quite deep He could not 
see any end to it or any terminating wall. What the design of 
it was he could not imagine. He saw, however, that it afforded 
au admirable place of concealment for his treasure, and he deter­
mined at once to avail himself of it. Here he thought it would 
be secure from discovery, and it might remain here undetected 
and unharmed for any length of time. As for fire, it was not 
likely that the chimney was ever used ; but even if it were, 
there was scarcely any possibility that the flames could affect 
anything in this deep niche.

Bussell now took from his pocket a bulky parcel, and leaning 
far inside the niche, lie laid it carefully down. Then he held up 
the torch, and allowed its light to tall into the niche, so as to see 
that all was secure ; after which, feeliug fully sat is lied with his 
work, and experiencing a great sense of relief, he descended from 
his perch. .Shortly alter he extinguished the torch, and then, 
stretching himself out on the bed beside Harry, lie resigned lnm- 
self to oblivion.
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CHAPTER XV.
IN WHICH RUSSELL UNDERGOES AN EXAMINATION.

Early on the following morning, Russell was roused from sleep 
by a messenger, who made a peremptory demand for him to rise 
and follow. Harry explained that he was wanted by the Carlist 
chief for examination, and reproached him for not having con­
cealed the bonds the previous night ; at which reproachful words 
Russell showed no signs of dejection, as Harry had expected, but 
on the contrary, to his amazement, seemed to have upon his face 
a slight air of triumph, regarding him with a self-satisfied smile 
and a cunning leer which puzzled him greatly. This strange and 
unexpected change in Russell, from terror and despair to peace 
of mind and jocularity, was a puzzle over which Harry racked 
his brains for some time, but to no purpose.

Meanwhile Russell was led away. He didn’t take up any time 
with his toilet, for the unfortunate man saw nothing with which 
he could even wash his face. However, he made no complaint, 
and for a very good reason, since he could not speak a word of ; 
Spanish ; and, moreover, he still felt so joyful over his conceal­
ment of the treasure, that he was able to bear with considerable 
equanimity all the lesser ills of life.

In a few minutes he found himself ushered into the presence 
of the Carlist chief. The latter was seated upon a chest, over 
which some rugs were spread. Another chest was also there, 
upon which he signed to Russell to be seated.

‘Ye doesn’t spake Spanish V said the chief.
At these words Russell started and stared in surprise. The 

words were English, with an accent that was not altogether un­
familiar. It seemed a good omen.

‘ Do you speak English V he exclaimed.
* A throifle,’ said the chief. ‘ I had a frind that learned me a 

few siutincis av it ; so I doesn’t moind spakindt, as it’ll be more 
convaynient for both av us. Ye must know, thin, that, in the 
first place, I lamiut tlfe necessichood that compils me to arresP 
the loikes av you, but I've got aiders from me military shupariors, 
an’ I’ve got to obey thim, so I have. It’s no use protistin, for 
I’m only an agint. So I’d loike yez to be honest wid me, an’ I’ll 
be the same wid you.’

* Why, you speak English first-rate—in fact, splendid !’ said 
the delighted Russell. 11 never heard a foreigner speak it so 
well before.’

‘ Sure an’ it’s aisy enough,’ said the chief ; ‘as aisy as dhrinkin’, 
whin ye have practice. I’ve got a farm acciut, av coorse, but 
that’s nayther here nor there.’

i
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Rnswell thought that his accent had a little smack of Irish 
about it, and wondered whether all Spaniards spoke English like 
that.

‘ Ye’ll excuse me,’ said the chief, ‘ if I have to ax you a few 
throiflin interrogations for farrum’s sake. I’ll now begin. What 
is your name V

1 Russell.’
'Russell—ah ! What profession V
‘A gentleman,’ said Russell, somewhat pompously.
* A giutleman, eh ; an’ ye live on yer own money V
‘ Of course.1
‘That’s right,’ said the chief, with deep satisfaction. ‘It’s 

meself that’s the proud man this day to meet wid the loikes av 
you that’s got an indepindint fartuue, an’ can call his sowl his 
own. An’ have yez been long in Spain, thin ?

‘ No, only a couple of months.’
‘ Thravellin’ for plisure, av coorse,’ insinuated the chief.
‘Yes; I wanted to take a run through the Continent.,’ said 

Russell, in a graAdiose way, as though the 1 Continent ’ was some­
thing belonging to him ; ' and I’m also bringing home with me a 
ward of mine—Miss Westlotorn.’

1 Ah ! an’ so the young lady is a ward av yours i I thought 
she was your daughter.’

‘ No, she’s my ward.’
‘ Is she rich ?’
‘ Well, sir, she’s comfortable ; she’s worth about fifty thousand 

pounds sterling. Now I don’t call that rich ; I only call it com­
fortable.’

‘ An’ what do yez call rich V asked the chief, in a tender voice, 
full of affectionate interest.

‘Well, a couple of hundred thousand pounds or so. You see, 
when 1 was worth fifty thousand I thought I was somebody, but 
I soon learned how paltry an amount that is. No, sir ; two 
hundred thousand pounds are necessary to make a rich man, and 
not a penny less, sir—nob a penny, sir.’

“ Thun's me own sintimiuts iutirely,’ said the chief ; ‘ that 
shuits me, so it does. I saw by the cut av yez that ye must be a 
millionnaire at laste—so I did.’

1A millionnaire 1’ said Russell, with affected modesty. ‘ Well, 
you know, in England that’s a big word ; but I suppose here in 
bpaiu, or anywhere on the Continent, I might be cabled one.’

' I suppose,’ said the chief, after a pause, ‘ that ye’ve got an 
ixtiusive acquainting wid the nobility an’ giutry an’ all tliim 
fellers V

‘ Yes,’ said Russell, ‘1 have ; and not in England only, but 
throughout the Continent. Not that I think much of the Conti­
nental nobility. Between you and me, I think they’re a beggarly lot.’

0
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' Thrue for you,’ said the chief. VThini’a me own sintimints.’
' Why, sir,’ continued Russell, who evidently thought he was 

making;a deep impression, and so went on all the more in his vain­
glorious boastings, ‘ some of these here Continental nobility ain’t 
worth a brass farthing. Why, sir, there's lots of respectable English 
merchants—tailors, for instance—and other quiet, unassuming 
gentlemen, who could buy out these Continental nobles, out ana 
out, over and over again.’

‘ Divil a doubt av that same,’ said the chief. 1 Ye know how 
to ixpriss. yourself wid very shuitable sintmiints. I’d like to 
know more of you. I suppose ye’ve got a passport !’

‘ A passport l‘ said Russell. ‘ Well, yes, I believe I did get 
one ;’ and fumbling in his pocket, he succeeded in bringing to 
light that important document. This the chief took, and, with­
out opening it, put it in his own pocket.

1 I’ll take a luk at it prisintly,’ said he. ‘ Perhaps ye can tell 
me about your frind, the young man that’s wid yez. Is lie yer 
son ?’

‘ Sou ? Oh no ; but he’s a doosed fine young feller. His 
name’s Rivers.’

‘ Is he rich V
‘ Well, lie’s pretty comfortable, I think. He’s in the wine ami 

fruit business, and has an agency at Barcelona.’
‘ Sure an’ it’s ineself that’s glad to hear that same,’ said the 

chief. 1 An’ can ye tell me anything about that other young mail 
that was shtrivin’ to join yer party !’

‘ That fellow—his name’s Ashby.’
‘ Ashby, is it V
‘ Yes, and the greatest scoundrel that ever lived—a miserable 

fortune-hunter, trying to inveigle niv ward into a marnage. I 
came here barely m time to save her. And the only object the 
infernal scoundrel has now in sneaking after me is to try and get 
hold of her and get her from me. But he’ll find lie’s got pretty 
tough work before him. He’s got me to deal with this time.’

‘ Is the young gyerrul fond av him V asked the chief, in a toue 
of deep anxiety.

* She ? Pond of him l Pooh ! Nonsense ! She’s like all 
girls—likes to have attentions paid her, that’s all ; and so thia 
poor fool thought she would marry him. Why, the man’s ail 
ass ! But I guess he’s had enough of chasing her by this tinte. 
By Jove ! there’s some satisfaction, after all, in being caught this 
way, since he’s caught too.’
' Some further conversation followed of the same kind. Rytssell 

continued to indulge in a strain of self-gloritication, and the/chief 
t° ajjbJ‘im questions. By yielding to his silly vanity, Bussell 
wasparing the way for results which he little expected. 
Littlvciid he dream of what was soon to disclose itself. He

*4 ’
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thought that he was impressing the mind of the Carlist chief 
with ideas of the greatness, grandeur, power, wealth, and glory 
of tlie celebrated Russell whom he hail made his prisoner, and 
hoped in this way to overhaul his captor, so as to secure good 
treatment, or even to terrify him into letting him go. He little 
knew that the chief regarded him merely as a bird to be plucked. 
In his eyes, the more the feathers the greater the yield. The 
moment the chief found that his prisoner professed to be a 
millionaire, that moment the fate of Russell and his party was 
healed. The effect upon the chief was already manifest in part, 
for every moment he grew more courteous in his manner.

• Sure it’s meself,’ said he at length, ‘ that’s bothered about the 
accommodations ye have. It’s a cowld, damp room that, an’ no 
furniture at all, at all.’

‘ Yes,’ said Russell, 1 it is rather rough ; and for a man that’s 
accustomed to high living and luxurious surroundings it's very 
bad. I'm dreadful afraid of rheumatiz.’

4 Don’t spake another word about it,’ said the chief briskly. 
‘ I’ll tiud ye another room where ye’ll be as comfortable as the 
(^uViie av England. Ye’ll have as good a bed as the best.’

This sudden offer startled Russell and excited dreadful appre­
hensions What would become of his bonds ? He hastened now to 
modify his last words.
/ ‘Oh, well,’ said he, ‘ for that matter, you needn’t trouble your- 
/self. I dare say I shall do very well where I am.’

* Do very well, is it ? What ! an’ you wid the rheumatiz ! Sure 
to glory and ye’ll not do anything av the kind. I’ll get yez 
another room where ye’ll be warrum.’

1 Oh, hut,’ said Russell, in deep uneasiness, ‘ I like that room, I 
do, really. I like the view and the—the—the ventilation. It’s 
splendid—in fact, it’s the finest room to sleep in I ever saw. If 
you could only let me have a bed to myself----- ’

‘ A bed to yerself i Sure an’ that’s jist what I’m going to give 
ye—a bed to yerself altogether an’ a room too ; au’ so ye’ll have 
comfort, an’ warrumth, an’ solichood all comboined.’

‘ But, really,’ persisted Russell, ‘ my dear sir, all that is quite 
unnecessary.’

‘ Not a bit av it. Ye’ll have the best ; an’ the room’ll be yours 
at ouct, so it will ; an’ ye’ll not go back to bed again in that
frozen hole.’

‘ But I assure—I assure you,’ persisted Russell most earnestly, 
‘itsa noble room—a comfortable room—a splendid room.’

‘ Oh, sure ye’re too modest, so ye are,’ said the chief. 1 But 
nivir ye moiud— lave it all to me. I'll fix it for ye.’

Bussell was in deep dejection and anxiety, yet he felt afraid to 
press the matter too eagerly. To be taken awav from the vicinity 
of his treasure was indeed a crushing blow, yet he dared not
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object too strongly, lest the chief might suspect something. So 
he could only submit with the best grace possible under tne cir­
cumstances, and find faint consolation in the thought that the 
treasure was at least secure. After a brief silence the chjef 
resumed :

‘ It’s pained I am, so I am, to trouble a gintleman av fartujle, 
but I’m undher the ouplisint naycissichood av subjictin’ ye to a 
further examination. It’s a mite onplisint at first, but it’s nothin’ 
whin yer used to it.’

‘ Another examination !’ repeated Russell, with no little un­
easiness. ‘ What is that V

1 Oh, it’s only an examination av yer apparel, yer clothes, bit 
by bit.’

‘ My clothes ?’
‘ Yes—to gyard against anythin’ bein’ concailed about ye.’
‘ But I have nothing concealed, on my honour !’
At this the chief waved his hands deprecatingly.
‘ Hush !’ said he. ‘ Whisht, will ye ! don’t I know it 1 begorra 

meself does. It’s all a mere farrum. It’s a laygal inactmint that 
I’ve got to follow. Discipline must be kept up. Sure an’ if 1 
didn’t obey the law meself first an’ foremost, me own mind ’ud all 
revolt against me, an’ thin where’d I be ? But it’ll not be any­
thin’. Sure to glory, many’s the fine man I’ve shtripped, an’ him 
none the worse for it. So go ahead, fool, an’ the sooner ye begin, 
the sooner it’ll be over.’

11—I—don’t see—I—I—don’t know----- ’ stammered Russell.
‘ Arrah, sure to glory, it’s as aisy as wink. Begin where ye are.’
‘ What, here !’ cried Russell aghast.
‘Yis.’
‘ Undress here V
‘ Av coorse.’
1 But—but—mayn’t I have a private room V
1 But ye mayn’t, for ye moight cfonsale somethin’. Ye’ve got to 

ondress before the examiuin^dbmmittee—that’s me. Sometimes 
it’s done in the presence av a committee av the whole—that’s the 
whole regiment av us ; but^this time, out av jue respect for you an' 
considheratious av decairum, Tie farrumed a committee av one.’

I But what other clotàes may P»put on V asked Russel^ ruefully.
‘ Sure an’ I’ve got a fine snuit for ye.’
II don’t see any.’
‘ Oh, theyke handy enough to here : they’re in the next room, 

quite couvaymfciit, an’ I’ll let ye have thim afther ye get these off.’
Russell stood still in deep gloom and despondency. All his 

finest feelings were outraged beyond description at this proposal. 
The chief, however, sat calm and smiling, as though quite un­
conscious of any evil intent.

‘ Come,’ said lie, ‘ hurry up!’

J
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There was no help for it. He was clearly in this man’s power.
It was a dreadful thought, yet he had to obey. So he took off 
his cravat. This he did slowly and solemnly, as though preparing 
to bare his neck for the axe of the executioner.

1 Come, make liAste,’ said the chief. ‘ I’ve only got a few 
minutes to spare ; an’ if ye can’t change yer clothes before me 
alone, why, I’ll have to go off, an’ thin ye’ll have half-a-dozen av 
tliiin up here atye.’

‘ And nyrfst" hï moaned the unhappy man.
1 Av coprse,’ said the chief. ‘An’ what is it all I Sure it’s 

nothin’ at all at all, so it isn’t.’
Russell gave a heavy sigh, and then taking off his coat he laid 

it on the door. Then he cast an appealing glance at the chief, 
who, however, only responded with an impatient gesture. There­
upon Russell took off his waistcoat. Another appealing glance 
was then thrown at the chief, who only responded by a gesture 
more impatient than before.

‘ Come,' said he, ‘ be quick ! Ye see, ye may have n& end’av 
val’ahle doekymints stitched in between the lining av yer clothes* 
—I’ve often kuowed that same. Begorra, we get more in thatf 
way that we tind stitched in the clothes, than we do from the 
wallets an’ the opin conthributions.’

“ But I haven't anything stitched between my clothes.’
So ye say, an’ so I’m bound to believe,’ said the chief. ‘ Sure 

I wouldn’t for the worruld be afther hintin’ that ye iver spake 
anythin’ but the truth. Howaudiver, I’ll tell ye somethin’. Ye 
see, 1 was standin’ at the dure av yer room last night by the 
ma rest accidint, an’ I happened to overhear a confabulation 
between you an’ Rivers. An’ ye know what ye towld him, and 
ye know what he said to you. Ye said somethin’ about havin’ 
Spanish bonds—to the eh une av thirty thousand pounds—in yer 
pocket, or about ye somewhere, an’ ye wanted some place to hide 
it, an’ Rivers advised ye to have it stitched in yer clothes. Now,
I scorrun avesdhroppin’, so I does, but whin infarrumation av 
that kind comes free to yer ears, ye’re bound to get the good av 
it. An’ so I’m goin’to instichoot an investigation over yer clothes, 
an’ over yer room, an’ over yer thrunks, an’ over everythin’ ye’ve 
got, an’ I’m not goin’ to nst till I’ve got thim bonds. Oh, ye 
needn’t say anythin’—I can see it all in yer face. There’s nothin’ 
to say. I don’t expect ye to own up an’ hand over the money.
1 m contint to hunt it up meself—that is, for the prisint. Ye see, 
it’s mine, for it belongs to his R’yal Majesty Carlos, King av 
Spain. The bonds are issued by Spain, an’ as he is King av Spain, 
he owns thim bonds. If ye was a native Spaniard, ye’d give 
thim up out av pure loyalty, but as ye’re a farr’ner, why, av 
coorse ye can’t be ixpicted to deny yerstif to such an ixtint.’

At this astounding disclosure.Russell was struck dumb. So,
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then, his secret was betrayed, and in the most dangerous quarter, 
'and, worst of all. by his own folly ! Once or twice he was about 
to speak, but the chief checked him, and he himself was oidy too 
well aware of the utter futility of any denial or of any attempt 
to explain away what the chief hail overheard. Only one con­
solation now remained, and that, was the hope that the chief 
might not find it. The place in which he had hidden the bonds 
seemed^ to him to be very much out of the way of an ordinary 
search, and not at all likely to be explored by anyone.

At length Russell had finished his task, and had divested him­
self of everything, his remorseless captor insisting on his leaving 
nothing ; and so he stood shivering and crouching on the stone 
floor. **

4 Now,’ said the chief, ‘ walk in there. I’ll follow.’
He pointed to a passage-way on the left, which led to an apart­

ment beyond. At his gesture Russell slunk away in that direction, 
while the chief, gathering all the clothes up in a bundle, followed. 
On reaching the apartment, Russell saw some garments lying 
spread out on a bench. They were quite new, and consisted of a 
military uniform profusely decorated with gold-lace. Everything 
was there complete.

1 There,1 said the chief, ‘ thim clothes belonged to a frind av 
mine whose acquaintiuce I made a mouth ago. He left these 
here an' wint away in another shuit, just as ye’ll lave ver clothes 
an’ go away, as I thrust, in these. Put thim on now, as soon as 
ye loike. Ye’ll find thim a tine tit, an’ they’re an excelliut 
matayrial. The frind that left thim was a giniral officer, and be 
the same tokin that same man swore more, an’ faster, an’ louder, 
an’ deeper than any man I iver met with afore or since.’

While the affable chief was thus talking, Russell proceeded to 
array himself in the general's uniform. Everything w'as there 
complete, from top to toe, and everything was of the very best 
quality - richest gold lace, glittering epaulettes, stripes and bands 
that dazzled the eye, buttons and chains of splendour indescrib­
able, hat with gorgeous plumage, sword of magnificent decoration, 
attached to a belt that a king might choose to wear. All these 
delighted the soul of Russeil, but not least of all the cloth, whose 
softness and exquisite fineness appealed to his professional feel­
ings, and caused his fingers to wander lovingly over the costly 
fabric.

Soon he had completed the task of dressing himself, and once 
more stood erect in all the dignity of manhood.

4 Begorra !’ said the chief, * ye’d ought to be grateful to me for 
makiu’ ye put on thim clothes. Ye look loike a commaudher-in- 
chafe, so ye do—loike the Juke av Wellington himself. The 
clothes tit ye loike a glove. I niver saw a betther tit—niver. 
Ye must put on yer sword an’ belt, so as to give a finish to it all,’
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and with those words he handed Russell the weapon of war. 
Russell took it with evident pleasure and fastened it about his 
waist. The chief made him walk up and down, and complimented 
him so strongly that the prisoner in his new delight almost forgot 
the woes of captivity.

The chief now prepared to retire. Pointing to Russell’s clothes, 
which he had kept all the time rolled up in a bundle tucked 
under one arm, he shook his head meditatively, and said :

‘ It’ll be a long job I’ll be havin’ wid these.’
' Why sol’ asked Russell.
' Sure it’s the examinin’ that I’ve got to do/ said the chief. 

‘Gin’rally we examine thim by stickiu’ pins through every part, 
but in yer case there’s thirty thousand pounds stowed away 
somewhere, an’ Pm goin’ ineself to rip every stitch apart. Afthel’ 
I’ve done wid mÿ search thro’ thim clothes, it isn’t loikely that 
any one in this castle ’ll ever be loikely to put thim together 
again. To do that same ’ud nade a protissional tailor wid a 
crayative janius, so it would. An’ so, I say, ye’ll have to look 
on thim gin’ral’s clothes as yer own ; an’ whin ye get free, as I 
hope ye’ll be soon, ye may wear thim away home wid ye, an’ 
take my blessiu’ wid ye. Moreover, ye’ll have to keep this room. 
I’ll spind this day in examinin' yer clothes, an’ to-morrow I’ll 
examine the other room. The bonds ’ll kape till then, as I know 
ye haven’t towld Rivers anythin' about what ye done wid thim.’

With these words the chief retired, and locked the door after 
him.

CHAPTER XVI.
HOW RUSSELL HAS AN INTERVIEW WITH A MERRY MONARCH.

That same evening Russell was astonished at receiving a fairly 
written note, which when opened contained the following in 
English :

‘ The King will be graciously pleased to receive Lord liussell 
this evening at seven o'clock.’

It was written on simple note-paper, and bore no date. The 
messenger who brought it handed it in, and departed without 
saying a word.

On reading this note, Russell was completely bewildered. Who, 
he thought, is the King I Who is Lord Russell ? A prolonged 
meditation over this could throw no particular light upon it, and 
at length he was forced to conclude that he himself was taken for 
Lord John Russell, that famous English statesman whose name 
is known over the civilized world. It was a mistake, yet, as he»

6
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complacently thought, not, after nll„,nn uimatmal one. By long 
familiarity with the. British aristodiacy (in the capacity of tailor) 
he had perhaps unconsciously acquired their lofty sentiments and 
caught up their aristocratic tone and bearing. In person he felt 
that he had rather the advantage of Lord John. His name had, of 
course, something to do with the mistake. All these things had 
combined to give his captors the impression that he was a British

L

peer.
But who was ‘the King?’ The Queen of Spain would be the 

ex-Queen ; the last King of Spain was now the ex-King Amadeus ; 
but ‘ the King’—who was he ? At length it Hashed upon Russell 
that ‘ the King ’ could mean no other than the celebrated person­
age who claimed fpi himself that title, and who was known to 
the world as Bon Carlos. This, then, was the illustrious person­
age with whom he was shortly to have an interview.

It must be confessed that, in spite of his long association with 
the British aristocracy, the bosom of the valiant Russell heaved 
with strange emc/tions, and his heart quaked with unusual throes, 
at the prospect of this interview. As his host claimed to be 
‘ King,’ he would naturally expect to be treated as such. But 
how would that be ? Of the etiquette of courts Russell had no 
knowledge whatever. From French novels which he had read 
he had a vague idea that people said 1 Sire ’ when addressing 
majesty, and got on their knees to kiss royal hands when first 
introduced. But farther than this our good Russell’s knowledge 
did not lead him, nor was his imagination able to convey him. 
He could only conjecture in the vaguest possible way, and wait 
as patiently as possible for the hour of the momentous interview.

The appointed time arrived. He was waited on by six men : 
all were armed. Russell felt an involuntary trepidation at this 
sight, which reminded him of events, in his reading, where armed 
men came in this way to lead some wretched prisoner off to 
execution. However, he succeeded in plucking up his courage 
sufficiently to follow them. His own attire, certainly, did not a 
little toward inspiring him with fortitude, and the brilliant uni­
form of a general officer with golden epaulettes, gold stripes, gold 
buttons, gold lace, gold hatband, gold collar, gorgeous hat, re­
splendent feathers, and rattling, clanking sword, all served to 
stimulate him and rouse him to the heroic mood.

He was led by the men to the grand hall in which he had been 
before. Here, around the sides, were gathered a large number 
of men, all armed, and, though ill-dressed, still presenting a very 
impressive appearance. In the middle of the hall was a table on 
which a dinner was spread. All around a hundred torches flawed 
and flamed, and from them vast clouds of pitchy smoke rolled 
aloft into the vaulted ceiling. At one end there was a raised 
eéat, and on that raised seat there was a figure clothed in a
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military garb a ml infolded in a military cloak. Toward this 
figure Bussell was led.

Now, Russell was so overawed by the wild scene, by the armed 
men, and, above all, by the thought of the royal presence and 
the royal eye, that he dared not look up, but kept his eyes 
humbly on the floor, and in this way advanced. On reaching 
the aforesaid figure our Bussell fell upon his knees, and seizing 
the hand of the said figure, proceeded to kiss it with much vigour, 
when suddenly a familiar voice sounded in his ears, and looking 
up, he felt like Lalla Rookh at the discovery of Feramorz, for he 
found that this royal personage was none other than the Carlist 
chief.

‘Rise, me lord,’ said the well-known voice. ‘We are glad to 
recayve ye in our r’y’l prisince. We cud give ye betther inter- 
taiumint in our r’y’l palace av the Escurial, only thim thayves av 
rebels won’t let us. But we can maintain our state here in these 
sayquesthered mountains, an’, begorra, we have a throne in the 
hearts av a bowld pisintry.’

By this time Russell Rad risen to his feet, and stood there 
bowing over and over again.

‘ His Majesty ’ rose.
‘ I’m not overfond,’ said he, ‘ me lord, av state etiquette, though 

our ancistors were divils av fellers at it. What I loike is a good 
dinner, an’ a glass av somethin' warrum, an’ a pipe afther all. 
Ye’ve heard the owld song :

• “ Oh, a taste av salt an’ a plate av praties,
And a dhrop av whisky to wash thim down,
An’ a tasty dhuidheen to help digistion—
That’s the fashion in Limerick town." ’

It had already caused some surprise to Russell that a Spanish 
chieftain should speak English with the Irish accent ; but now 
to hud one who claimed to be the King of Spain lightly trolling 

v an Irish ditty to a rollicking tune was, to say the least, just a 
little unusual. It occurred to him, however, that ‘ his Majesty ’ 
must have learned his English from an Irishman ; and further 
thought showed him that such a fact was perfectly natural, since, 
being a Catholic, he had of course employed a Catholic tutor, who 
was almost certain to be an Irishman. Which conclusion led to 
another, namely, that the Catholic princes and nobles of Europe, 
including the Rope himself and the College of Cardinals, if they 
speak English at all, speak it with more or less of an Irish 
brogue.

‘ His Majesty ’ now led the way to the table, inviting Russell 
to follow. There Russell beheld a tempting repast, whose 
savoury steam penetrated through his nostrils to that heart of 
hearts—that cor cordûim which lieth behind all sense, tilling it

6—2
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with wild longings. He saw roast capons, obtained from heaven 
knows where ; rich odoriferous t)l/a jxxlrida, and various kinds 
of game. There was aromatic coffee ; there were steaming meat- 
pies, in which was perceptible the scent of truffles ; while modestly, 
yet all-pervadingly, like the perfume of mignonette in a garden 
of a thousand flowers, or like the influence of one good man in a 
community of worldlings, or like the song of the poet in a hard,
{mosaic age, there was wafted to his senses the steam of fat up- 
and mushrooms.

These two had that banquet all to themselves—namely, 4 his 
Majesty’ and ‘ Lord ’ Bussell.

4 Me lord,’ said 4 his Majesty,’ 4 is anything wanting l Tell us. 
Yer wish shall be gratified. Does ye wish for music I A piper 
an’ a tiddler too are both convayuient, an’, begorra, thim fellers 
can bate out-au’-out all the pipers and fiddlers this side av the 
Bay av Biscay. They’re both Irishmen, so they are, an’ they’re 
our sworn body-gyard, au’ there ye have it. But, man, ye’re not 
dhriukin’. What’ll ye have l Here’s port from Oporto—pure— 
none av yer vile Saxon compounds ; likewise here’s sherry from 
Xeres. Here’s marsala an’ maraschino. Here’s champagne an’ 
cognac. Here’s also whisky. What d’ye say, me lord I Is it 
whisky 1 Divil a doubt ! I knowed it—begorra, I knowed it 
by the twinkle av yer eye. Thrust to me for find in’ that out ; 
sure it’s meself that can tell a conjaynial spirit, so it is.’

Hereupon 4 his Majesty ’ began to brew a tumbler of toddy. 
• Russell, who was an experienced hand, gazed upon the royal pro­

ceedings with a critic.-)! eye, but found nothing wanting. The 
royal hand was as experienced as his own. The drink that 
resulted was equal, to say the least of it, to anything that had 
ever touched his palate. He tasted, and felt like a new man. 
He tasted again, and all his sorrows vanished. He tasted for a 
third time, and there came over him a feeling of peace, and con­
tent, and brotherly love to all mankind.

4 His Majesty ’ had also been tasting, and with every taste the 
royal mind seemed to assume a new phase.

4 In our coort,’ said 4 his Majesty,’ 4 as at prisint constichooted, 
we cannot offer the injuicemints that are held forth at Vienna, 
Berlin, an’ St. Paytersburg ; but we can furnish some lads that 
can bate the worm 1<1. I'd like to liowld a coort an’ have the 
ladies. We’d have a ball. Oh, but it’s meself that’s fond av 
dancin. Do ye dance, me lord ? Sure but there’s nothin’ in life 
like it ! An’ more’s the pity that I can’t get here the craim av 
our Spanish aristocracy. But we’re too far away entirely. As 
for dancin’—begorra, I’ve seen dancin’ in my time that ’ud take 
yer head off !

‘ "Oh, it bates all the illignnt dancin'
That iver was dancod at a ball,



f

A CASTLE IN SPAIN. 85

Whin Toddy came out to the crowd,'-/'
An’ danced upon nothin’ at all—

Will a hitupin cravat round his neck 
That the hangman had fixed on his head ;

An’ so lie kept kickin’ an’ prancin’ y
Long afther he ought to be dead.

Whoor-ooo-ooo !” ’

As ‘his Majesty ’ trolled out this, Russell could not ljglp feeling 
that it was decidedly out of accord with his royal character, and 
ventured even to hint as much. Upon this tears started into the 
royal eye. ‘ His Majesty ’ took Russell’s hand, telling him, with 
deep emotion, that he was a true friend, and that he would strive 
to profit by his friendship.

‘ An’ oh, ye thafe of the worruld !’ continued ‘ his Majesty,’ 
suddenly changing the conversation, ‘ ye’ve played the mischief 
wid tliim bonds. Where have ye hid them, ye rogue ? But 
niver mind. I’ll be ayviu wid ye y it. How much are they t 
Thirty thousand pounds ! Begorra, I’ll give ye that amount for 
thim. I’d like to take up thim bonds for the credit av our 
monarchy an’ our kingdom. I’ll tell ye what I’ll do. I’ll give 
ye an ordher on our lord high treasurer for the whole amount in 
cash ! That’s what I’ll do, so I will. Ye uaydu’t give yerself 
any more throuble. I’ll give ye the hard cash through the lord 
high treasurer—that’s me way. I’ll do it!’

1 His Majesty ’ here mixed another glass of toddy. After a few ^ 
draughts he assumed a more dignified attitude.

‘ Me lord,’ said he, ‘ I should like to ask ye now, quite in- 
farrumally, what there is to prayvint a raycognition by your 
goverumint av our claims an’ our rights. We are winniu’ our 
way back to the throne an’ crown av our ancistors. A lawless 
mob how Ids our capital, but they’ll be kicked out afore a month 
av Sundays. I should like to make a friudly agraymint through 
you, me lord, wid your government. Whin I git to be king, I 
agray to cling to an alliance ofiinsive and daytiusive wid your 
goverumint. There’s one common initny, the raypublic av 
America, an’ it’s ayqually hostile to both av us. We, as sole 
repraysintative av Conservatism an’ the owld proimayval order, 
will ally ourselves wid yon agin the common initny for paice an’ 
for war. What do ye/say to that ? Begorra, it’s a tine offer 
iutoirely ! Ye’ll not find another livin’ potentate that’ll make it. 
Bismarck won’t. M’Mahon — Irishman though he is — won’t. 
The Czar won’t. Franz Joseph won’t. So there’s only us. If 
ye don’t accept our proposals we’ll go over to the initny. We ll 
buy President Grant. We’ll make a dayscint ou IrelancL I 
know a man that ’ud he proud to take command av the invaïîki’ 
armies. His name's O’Toole, that’s now in the Carlist camp, an 1 
it divil av a feller he is, He’d sweep Ireland from one ind av i|/

l
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to the other. Give me O’Toole, says I, an’ I’ll bate the worm Id 
* in arrums.says I. Begorra, I would. An’ now till yer glass, me 

boy.’
‘ His Majesty ’ mixed another tumbler for Russell.
* Drink, me lord,’ said he, ‘ to the fairest av the fair.’
And with these words he swallowed another tumblerful, while 

Russell did the same.
‘ By “ the fairest av the fair,” ’ explained ‘ his Majesty,’ as he 

proceeded to mix dfnother drink, * I mean yer daughter—the 
pairless Lady Katie.’

‘ My ward, “ your Majesty,”’ said Russell, correcting him.
' All the same, me lord,’ said ‘ his Majesty ;’ ‘ it was a slip av 

the tongue. It was me heart that spoke. Listen to me now. 
I’ve somethin’ to tell ye. It’s a proposal.’

' His Majesty ’ paused for a moment, then took a fresh drink, 
then laid down the glass, then sighed heavily, and then took 
another drink. 1

‘ Me lord,’ said he, in a solemn tone, ‘ ye know, no doubt, that 
we are a bachelor. Ye don’t know it I Well, we are. I say, we 
are a bachelor. We’ve been lookin’ all around for ages afther a 
partner—a r’y’l consort. All the iligible fay males av all the 
coorts av Europe have been solicitin’ our alliance. But none 
av thim wor shuitable. No. Without love we won’t marry—we 
won’t adopt the infernal system av state marriages. Where 
our heart isn’t concerned our r’y’al hand don’t go—not a bit av 
it. Now, we uivpr saw the woman yet that we’d be willin’ to 
raise to the throne av Spain ontil we saw yer ward—the lovely, 
the charrumiu, the baywitchin’ Lady Katie. Nay, me lord, 
start not, an’ don’t suspect us av onjue praycipitation. We 
haven’t addhressed the Lady Katie yet on that point. We’ve 
acted in accardauce wid r’y’l usage, an’ now make a farrumal 
offer av our alliance to the parents an’ gyarjians av the lovely 
being. What do ye say, me lord ? Will ye give yer consint to 
our proposal, an’ allow yer ward to become the Quane av Spain V

At this Russell was quite overwhelmed. He had listened with 
open mouth to this last address of ‘his Majesty,’ and at length, 
when it all culminated in this direct and unmistakable proposal, 
he was so astounded that he didn’t know what to say. He there­
fore sat silent and staring with open mouth, until at length, not 
knowing anything better to do, he mechanically raised the 
tumbler of toddy and poured the whole of it into that open 
mouth.

‘That’s right!’ exclaimed ‘his Majesty’ heartily, and be at 
once began to replenish the empty glasses ; ‘ an’ mind you, me 
boy, it’s as much for your intherest, me lord, as it is for hers. 
It's a great thing for a young gyerrel to become the Quane av 
buain ; au’ as for yerself, why, av course there’s no iud to tip?
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honours an’ dignities an’ lucrative offices that ye’d be afther 
gettin’ howld av. Ye’d be a kind av father-in-law to the Quane. 
Ye’d be made Ministher av War or anythin’ else ye axed for. 
YeM be made a Juke av flibraltar an’ Prince av the Pyrenees. 
Ye d belong to the Privy Council. Ye’d be the chief adviser av 
our r’yal Majesty —that’s me, ye know ; an’ av coorse it isn’t 
every day that ye have such a chance as that.’

‘His Majesty’ paused for a reply. Bussell stared fixedly 
before him into vacancy, but uttered not a word. Either the high 
honour that had been proposed, or the brilliant future that 
had been laid open, or else the whisky toddy, or all three com­
bined, had overcome him utterly ; and so he sat there staring and 
silent.

* Sure, I know what jer thinkin’ about,’ said ‘ his Majesty.’
1 There’s only one objection, an’ that’s religion. But that’s 
nothin’,’ he continued, with airy and pagan indifference ; 1 we can 
arrange all that aisy enough. Love’s stronger than religion any 
day. Ye know the owld song.’

And 1 his Majesty ’ trolled out one of his peculiar melodies :
' There was a Ballyaliannon spinster 
That fell in love will a Prodes’an’ min'ster;
But the praste refused to publish the banns,
So they both ran away to the Mussulmans.’

After this ‘ his Majesty ’ went on in a rapturous way to 
expatiate upon the subject of Katie, and in this way the remainder 
of the evening was taken up. Russell said but little : what he 
said was chiefly au incoherent jumble which expressed with tears 
of gratitude a full acceptance of * his Majesty’s ’ offer. At the 
same time he was able to point out that in England it was the 
fashion to consult the lady herself, and to insist that ‘ his Majesty’ 
should see Katie herself, so as to get her consent. And this ‘ his 
Majesty ’ swore that he would do.

CHAPTER XVII.

HOW HARRY FINDS HIMSELF VERY MUCH OVER-ESTIMATED, AND 
AFTERWARD LIGHTS UPON A GLOOMY MYSTERY.

On the day after the departure of Russell, Harry was invited 
to an interview with the chief. A guard of six Carlists escorted 
him to the hall. Here there was an imposing scene. All along 
the walls were lines of armed men in strange wild costumes ; 
overhead rose the vaulted roof, crusted over with the mould of 
ages ; while at one end there hung a canopy formed of the 
gorgeous banner of Castile. Under this stood a figure in the
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uniform of a goheral officer, and as Harry drew near he recog­
nised in him the Carlist chief. At the same moment a shout 
rang through the hall, a hundred rifles fell with a crash upon 
.the stony pavement, and then followed a loud, long cry, ‘ Viva 
el Rey !’

Harry’s familiarity with Spanish had already been made 
known to the chief, who now addressed him in that language. 
What, however, was the amazement of Harry at learning the 
astounding fact that the chief claimed to be no less a person 
than Don Carlos himself, and assumed the airs and claimed the 
honours of royalty. In addition to this, while the chief claimed 
such honours, his rude followers bestowed them with readiness 
and even enthusiasm. That this could be anything else than a 
pretence— that this rude chief could really bo the courtly and 
gallant Bourbon—seemed to Harry an utter absurdity ; and in 
addition to this, the descriptions which ho had heard of the real 
Don Carlos did not at all accord with the appearance of this 
man. Yet, if the dlnim was a false one, its very audacity showed 
him the possible peril that surrounded his party ; for if their 
captor was so unblushing and unscrupulous a villain, what hope 
could they have of escape ?

Speaking then in this way as though he were Don Carlos, and 
assuming at the same time the manner and style of. a king, the 
Carlist chief said much about his sorrow at being forced to 
detain them, and also expatiated upon the difliculties of his own 
position. Finally, he informed Harry that a tax had been im­
posed on all foreigners to help pay the expenses of the war.

To this Harry listened attentively, and was not surprised to 
find that the chief expected a money payment. Whether he 
called it a tax or any other name, it amounted to the same thing, 
and became a ransom for their lives. If he and his party were 
thus held as prisoners to ransom, the act amounted, of course, to 
nothing else than brigandage, and this Carlist chief was nothing 
better than a brigand. Against being seized and held as a 
prisoner on such terms Harry could have offered no end of 
arguments, of çourse, together with protests, objections, and 
threats ; but he had far too clear a head to think of such a 
thing. He knew well the uselessness of mere arguments in a 
case like this, where he had nothing stronger behind, and there­
fore he sought to find out just what his position was. So, first 
of all, he asked what might be the amount of his own ransom.

The answer to this question almost took his breath away. 
To his amazement and horror, the ransom named for him was 
no less a sum than ten thousand pounds.

‘Will “your Majesty” paruon me,’ said Harry with great 
obsequiousness, and giving to his captor the royal honours which 
lie claimed—‘ will “ your Majesty " pardon me if I assure “ your
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Majesty ” that the amount of my ransom is so enormous that it 
is utterly impossible for me to pay it ?’

At this ‘ his Majesty ' smiled, and proceeded to tell Harry 
the ransoms fixed for the others : these were—for Russell and 
his party thirty thousand pounds, and for Ashby one thousand. 
The name 1 Lord Russell,’ which 1 his Majesty ’ applied to that 
worthy, sounded strange to Harry, hut this was a trifle compared 
with other things, and so, without making any reference to this, 
he replied :

‘ Thirty thousand pounds ! I assure “ your Majesty ” that 
Russell has not the fourth part of that in all the world.’

‘ His Majesty ’ looked incredulous, and told Harry that ‘ Lord 
Russell ’ had himself put his own wealth at two hundred thou­
sand, and that of his ward at fifty thousand. At this Harry’s 
heart quaked within him for fear of Katie. Now he began to 
see more clearly the danger that there was. Russell, he thought, 
had been indulging some foolish gasconade about himself, and 
had let out the secret of Katie’s fortune. He wondered why 
Ashby had been let off on so small a sum ; and thinking that he 
might not have heard correctly, he asked again about this. The 
reply confirmed what he had heard, and Harry could not help 
«hiking a remark about the strange injustice of exacting ten 
thousand from him and only one thousand from Ashby. This 
at once was noticed by ‘ his Majesty, ’ who, however, proposed 
not to lessen the ransom of Harry, but to raise that of Ashby. 
He eagerly asked Harry about the wealth of his friend.

* Oh, I don’t know,’ said Harry, who saw that it would not 
help himself to have Ashby’s ransom raised. 1 All I do know 
is this, which I assure “ your Majesty ” is truth, that to me a 
ransom of ten thousand pounds is an impossible sum, and means 
simply death.’

‘ His Majesty ’ smiled, assenting at the same time to the state­
ment that non-payment was equivalent to death.

1 In that case,’ said Harry, ‘ may I ask one favour ?’
1 His Majesty ’ graciously assented.
‘I should like,’ said Harry, ‘to have my valise. There’s 

nothing in it that I care about except some cigars----- ’
‘ His Majesty ’ interrupted with a wave of the royal hand, and 

granted his request. After this Harry was informed that one 
"eek was allowed for time in which to procure a ransom, and 
that if it were not forthcoming at the end of that time, he and 
his friends would all be shot. After this Harry was dismissed 
to his own apartment. The dread sentence and its possible 
result interfered neither with the digestion nor the sleep of the 
light-hearted Harry. That" night he went to bed and slept the 
sleep of the just, ''He had the bed and the room ^10tv all tq
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himself, and would have slept till morning had he not been 
roused by a very singular circumstance. >

As he lay sleeping, it seemed to him that there was a touch 
on his forehead of something like a hand, and a murmur in his 
ear of something like a voice, and, what is more, a woman’s 
voice. In a moment he was wide awake, and had started up 
and was staring around. The moonbeams streamed through the 
narrow windows into the room and fell in broad strips of light 
upon the stony floor, diffusing a mild and mellow lustre in some 
parts, yet leaving the rest of the great room in obscurity. And 
here, across those strips of light and through those moonbeams, 
Harry plainly discerned a figure which was gliding swiftly 
along. It was a female figure, and it was light and fragile, 
while long dusky drapery floated around it. So completely 
overwhelmed was Harry with amazement and bewilderment at 
this sight, that for full five minutes he sat without moving and 
stared full before him. Then he put his feet out on the floor, and, 
sitting on the side’of the bed, slowly ejaculated, 1 Well, by Jove !’

Suddenly he started up and sprang toward the place where he 
had last seen the vision : but now there was nothing visible ; the 
figure, whatever it was, had disappeared. Now, Harry had a 
strong, robust, healthy nature, a good digestion, tough nerves, and 
he was not in the least superstitious ; yet this event certainly made 
him feel as he had never felt before. It was the suddenness of it, 
as well as the incomprehensibility. He had to assure himself over 
and over again that he was really awake, and then he had to 
repeatedly recall the vague and indistinct impressions that had 
been made.

It was certainly most puzzling. How had anyone contrived 
to enter ? And why should a woman come ? Was it a woman, 
then—that figure—with its noiseless motion, its strange fragility, 
its flowing, floating, cloud-like draperies ? Or was it some 
affection of his own disordered senses that had wrought out an 
apparition from his own fancy ? It reminded him of those 
weird and grisly scenes in the old Romances which he had read 
in his boyhood, such as the ‘Mysteries of Udolpho,' the 
1 Romance of the Forest,’ or the ‘ Castle of Otranto.’ This 
castle might well be the scene of such a mystery. Perhaps the 
late incident was the revival of some dormant memory, arising 
out of that half-forgotten reading in the old romances. It 
may have been a dream, projecting itself forward into his 
waking hours.

In this way Harry puzzled his brain for some time, sitting on 
the side of the bed, mystified, and quite at a loss what to do. 
Hut, as he was essentially a man of action, he soon grew weary 
of idle speculation, and determined to search more actively into 
the nnstery, and if possible Slit it to the bottom, So be drew
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a match and lighted his torch. The flame flared up brilliantly 
and flung a lurid glow all around. Holding this high above his 
head, Harry walked about, peering into the darkness, and scan­
ning every nook and corner of the large apartment. But be 
could see nothing. It was empty. The shuffling noise of his 
own footsteps as he moved along was the only sound, and no 
living thing met his eye. It was plain that he was alone, and 
that no other could be there with him.

But that figure ? Where was it ? Whither had it gone ? 
Going back again to the bed, he marked the line of its motion, 
and perceived that it had been directed toward the great fireplace: 
at that spot it had faded away from his view. What had been 
the cause of this ? Back again he went to the great fireplace 
and examined it carefully. The very reading of the old ro­
mances to which he had attributed this apparition now served 
to give him*a valuable suggestion ; for, according to those im­
portant writings, wherever there is a ghost there is also a 
mysterious subterranean passage, or secret chamber, or con­
cealed door. It was for this that Harry now searched, to see if 
any of the machinery of the castle of Udolpho might be found 
existing in a castle in Spain. He looked all over the noor, but 
found nothing. He examined the back and the sides of the 
fireplace, but nothing was visible save the stony surface, which 
everywhere had the same massive ' exterior. At length his 
attention was arrested by those stones already mentioned which 
projected one above the other from the side of the chimney. 
At first it seemed to him as though they might be movable, 
for he was on the lookout for movable stones or secret doors, 
which might slide away in the ‘ Udolpho ’ fashion and disclose 
secret passages or hidden chambers. He therefore tried each of 
these in various ways, but found them all alike, fixed and im­
movable.

But now, as he stood trying the topmost stone, with his 
torch held aloft, the glare of the light shone upon the sides of 
the chimney and disclosed that very opening which Russell had 
already discovered. At first he thought that it might be a side 
Hue, or a ventilator, or a contrivance to help the draught ; but 
immediately after, the thought flashed upon him that the 
mysterious figure might be concealed here. In an instant he 
began to clamber up the stones, full of eager excitement. On 
reaching the top he found, to his amazement, that he was in a 
deep niche which ran into the wall several feet, and was high 
enough for him to stand in. Into this he peered eagerly, think­
ing that he might discover his mysterious visitant, but he saw 
nothing. But as he thus stood gazing into the niche with 
sharpest scrutiny, he saw something white lying 011 the floor only 
a few feet from him, tie stooped forward and p.caed it up.
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It was a parcel, wrapped up in stiff paner, about twelve inches 
long, six wide, and one in thickness. It was evidently a collec­
tion of documents of some sort. Full of wonder at this 
strange discovery, Harry now forgot all about the mysterious 
apparition, and thought no more about the strangeness of the 
place where he was. He was only eager to learn the contents 
of the package, and to investigate them without being seen. 
Although he did not believe that any eye could behold him in 
that dark recess, yet he felt afraid, nevertheless, that some spy 
might be lurking near—some one like his late visitant—and 
therefore he descended once more to the room, where he 
felt safer. Here, after going all around, and peering out of 
every window, and looking also and listening at the door, he 
felt satisfied that he was unobserved. He now went into a 
corner of the room at the head of the bed and knelt down, 
facing the corner in such a way that he could conceal the pack­
age while examining it. Here, with eager hands, he tore it 
open, and the contents lay before him.

These contents consisted of a number of printed documents, 
all folded up so as to be of uniform size. One of these he 
took up and opened. It was in Spanish, with formidable 
flourishing signatures and immense seal One glance was 
enough do show him what it was. It was a bond in which the 
Spanish Government offered to pay one thousand pounds 
English sterling money at the end of thirty years to the bearer ; 
and at the bottom was a great array of coupons for semi­
annual interest on the above, the rate of interest being six per 
cent., and consequently each coupon being for thirty pounds.

A great light now flashed in upon Harry’s mind. Hastily 
he counted the documents, and found them to be thirty in 
number. The amount represented was therefore thirty 
thousand pounds. He understood it all. This was Katie’s 
money, of which he had heard. Russell had been carrying it 
about his person, as he had said, and had been afraid of losing 
it. He had refused to make Harry his confident as to his in­
tentions. He had found out that niche somehow, and had 
hidden there the precious package. It was all Katie’s, and had 
now by a strange chance fallen into his own hands. It struck 
Harry as at once very strange, and very pleasant, that all 
Katie’s fortune should thus be placed in his care, and that he 
had thus become its guardian. He remembered all that Ashby 
had said about Russell’s designs to obtain Katie’s money for 
himself ; and although he hadtjiot altogether believed Ashby, 
still he thought that the money was all the safer from being out 
of Russell’s possession. Russell was not altogether trustworthy, 
while he himself would be loyal in this trust, and guard it with 
his heart's blood,
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At length he onre more folded up the papers, and then, as ho 
held the package in his hands, there arose the great and im­
portant question—what was he to do with it? To carry it about 
on his person was, of course, not to be thought of. He had already 
been examined once, and had no security that he would not be 
examined again. This made it necessary to find some place 
where they might be concealed until it should be safe to reclaim 
them. As for concealment, it could not be found in the room. 
He could not thrust it into the straw of the bed, for it would 
be sure to be found. Since he had been here the bed had 
already been examined twice. There remained, then, only the 
chimney, and to this place he once more directed his steps in 
search of a place of concealment.

He climbed up and advanced a few paces to the end of the 
niche. On reaching this he found, to his amazement, that it 
was not a niche, but a passage-way which ran on for so long a 
distance that, as he peered down into it, he could see no end. 
This passage-way served also to lessen the mystery of his late 
visitant. He now thought that this visitant had been one of 
the Carlist band, who had come in, while he was asleep, on a 
reconnoitring expedition. Yet, however this may have been, 
it did not prevent him from searching for a place of conceal­
ment in this passage-way. It might not be a good place, the 
hidden documents might still be liable to discovery, yet it was 
the only place, and so there was no choice in the matter.

As Harry looked along this passage-way he came to a huge 
projecting stone, which seemed as though it had been dis­
lodged in some way. So large was this stone, and so peculiar 
was its dislocation, that Harry could only think of an earth­
quake as an adequate cause. It was about eight feet in 
length by four feet in height, and one end jutted forth, while 
the other end was sunken in, behind the surface of the wall, 
in a corresponding manner. At the end where the stone jutted 
out there was a crevice a few inches in width, which seemed 
well adapted for a place of concealment, and upon this he at 
once decided. But, to prevent the possibility of discovery, it 
was necessary to thrust the package far in, while ifcàhe same 
time it must be arranged in such a way that it coulfKj^ drawn 
forth again. This could be done by means of the string with 
which it was bound up. This he took off, and tying one end 
to the package, he thrust it into the crevice as far as he could, 
quite out of sight, leaving the end of the string hanging out 
about one inch, in such a way that it was discernible to no one 
except himself.

/ X
f
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CHAPTER XVIÎI.4

IN WHICH HARRY YIELDS TO AN UNCONTROLLARLE IMPULSE, 
AND RISKS HIS LIKE IN A DARING ADVENTURE.

Harry now felt perfectly secure about the package. It seemed 
to him to be safely hidden, beyond all possibility of discover/*; 
for who could ever venture into this paasage-wnv ? And if any 
one should, how could that package be seen ? Still, as to any­
one venturing here, he had his doubts. There was that 
mysterious visit. What did that mean ? It was a female figure— 
a woman, young, too, light, active. Who could it have been ? 
It must have been some one familiar with the castle. He now 
felt convinced that this figure was no apparition, that it was 
some living person, that she had come down through this very 
passage-way,'and had entered his room, and touched him, and 
whispered to him. So much was clear.

And now beforfe him lay this passage-way. He was resolved 
to explore it us far as possible, so as to unfold the mystery. 
But who was this visitor ?—a woman ! Was she friend or foe ? 
If a foe, why had she come ? What did she expect, or why had 
she spoken so gently and roused him so quietly ? If a friend, 
why had she fled so hurriedly, without a sign or word Î The 
more he thought it over, the more he felt convinced that his 
visitor had made a mistake ; that she had come expecting to 
find some one else, and had been startled at the discovery of her 
mistake. Perhaps Mrs. Russell had bribed one of the Carlist 
women to carry a message to her husband. That seemed the 
most natural way of accounting for it.

It was evident to Harry that this passage-way was known, 
and was used ; that he was at the mercy of his captor ; and that 
Russell had made a great blunder in hiding his package in such 
a place. But why had his visitor failed to discover the package? 
Perhaps because she came in the dark. That would account 
for it. She could not have seen it ; she passed by it thus, both 
while coming and going.

Nevertheless, whether this passage was known and used by 
others or not, Harry could not help feeling that its discovery 
was a great thing for him. Perhaps it might lead out of the 
castle. That meant escape, liberty, life ! It meant more. 
Once outside, he felt that he could obtain help from some 
quarter. He would then come back with a force which would 
be sufficient to capture the castle and free his friends ; or, if ho 
could not gather a large force, he might find at least a small 
band of men with whom he could steal in through this secret 
passage, and effect the rescue of his friends in that way. And
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by ‘ hi* friend* 1 he meant Katie*. She, at least, could be rescued, 
and the best way would be to rescue her at the outset by carry­
ing her off with him. Such were Harry’s hopes and intentions.

In entering now upon this exploration, Harry felt the great 
necessity that there was of caution ; and yet, in spite of thin, 
the torch would have to be retained, or else any farther progress 
would be impossible. To crawl along in the dark might be 
safer, but it would effect nothing, and he could only hope that 
his torchlight would not be observed. Dangerous or not, he 
must retain it ; and besides, he could not be in any greater peril 
than he had already been In. By this bold move, he had every­
thing to gain and nothing to lose. There was, however, one 
other precaution which he would have to take, and that was to 
make as little noise as possible. His heavy boots would never 
do, and the sound might pass through even such walls as these. 
Removing these, therefore, he carried them under one arm, and, 
holding the torch in his unoccupied hand, he advanced along the 
passage. The stones were cold to his feet as he started on his 
adventurous way. Slowly, cautiously, stealthily, he moved 
along. The passage was about six feet in height and two feet 
wide, with massive stone-walls on either side. By its direction, 
it seemed to pass through the wall at one end of the great hall, 
past the place where the stairway ascended from below. Along 
this Harry moved noiselessly and watchfully, and at length 
came to a place where the passage-way turned at right angles, 
just as it had done at the entrance. Up this he walked, and, 
after a few paces, perceived an abyss before him. In an instant 
he understood what this was. It was another chimney similar 
to the one in his room, from which the passage way had started, 
and here too, doubtless, there was a room like his own.

He now extinguished the torch, which, together with the 
boots, he put down on the floor, and then, lying flat down, he 
thrust his head over the opening and tried to see what was 
below. There was a faint light, the light of moonbeams, which 
streamed in here and fell upon the floor, just as in his own room.
He reached down his hana, and could feel that here too there 
were stepping-stones. In fact, there were two rooms connected 
by this passage-way, and in all probability they were exactly 
similar. But who were in this room? The men had been « 
taken to one side of the great hall, the women to the other. 
Were the women here ? Were they by themselves ? ) And was 
Katie here ? Would it be possible for him to go down so as to 
try to communicate with any of them ? It was certainly /f 
hazardous. A discovery would ruin all. It would be better to 
wait, at any rate to watch here for a while and listen.

As he watched he could see somewhat better, for his eyes 
grew more accustomed to the dim light. He could make out the
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stepping-stones, and the chimney floor, and the floor of thy 
room for about one-third of the distance from the chimney. As 
he lay there and watched and listened, there came to his ears, 
through the deep stillness of night, the sound of regular breath­
ing, as of sleepers, together with an occasional sigh, as of some 
one in a troubled dream. They were all asleep, then ! Who ? 
The Carliste, or the women attendants ? or was it not rather his 
own friends—and—Katie ? At this thought an uncontrollable 
desire seized him to venture down and see for himself. He 
might get near enough to see for himself. He could strike a 
match, take one look, and then, if mistaken, retreat. Dared he f 
venture ? Ho dared.

He raised himself, and then was about to put one foot down 
so as to descend, but at that very moment, as he stood poised 
in that attitude, he heard a faint shuffling sound below. He 
stopped and looked down cautiously. There, across the moon­
beams, he could see a figure moving ; the very same figure that 
he had seen movipg across the moonbeams in his own room— 
the same slender, slight, fragile figure, with the same floating, 
vaporous draj>ery. But now he did not feel one particle of 
wonder or superstitious awe. He understood it all. The 
woman who had visited him had fled back here, and was now 
about to return. What should he do ? He must retreat. She 
was evidently coming in his direction. He would go back to 
his own room, and wait and watch and intercept her. As Harry 
hesitated the woman stopped also, and listened. Then she 
advanced again.

Upon this Harry retreated, taking his boots and the extin­
guished torch, and went back again. He succeeded in regaining 
his own room without making any noise, and by that time he 
had dedlded on what he ought to do. He decided to stand in 
the fireplace, on the opposite side. The woman would come 
down the stepping-stones and steal into the room : he would 
watch her and find out what she wanted. Then he would act 
according to the isspe of events ; and at any rate he could inter­
cept her on her rettilm, and make her give an account of herself.

Having come to this conclusion, Harry stood there in the 
chimney, waiting most patiently for what seemed a very long 
time. He suspected that the woman might still be hesitating, but 
determined to wait until she should make her appearance. At 
length he heard a noise, which seemed to come from the passage 
above. It was a soft, dull, scraping, sliding noise of a very 
peculiar kind, the cause and the nature of which he could not con­
jecture. The sound came, and then stopped, and came again, and 
again stopped, for three or four times. Harry listened and 
waited. At last the sound ceased altogether, and there was the 
same stillness as before.
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Harry now waited for so long a time that his patience was 
quite exhausted, and he resolved, come what might, to go up 
again to the end of the passage and wait there. He knew the 
way now well enough. He left his torch and boots behind, and, 
climbing up, went along the passage, half expecting to encounter 
the woman, and ready to seize her and question her. But he 
found no one. All was still. He reached the chimney of the 
other room, and then, as before, he looked down. He saw the 
moonbeams lying on the floor ; he heard the slow, low, regular 
breathing of sleepers, one of whom seemed still to be in that 
troubled dream. Familiarity with these surroundings had now 
made him bold.

Should he venture now, or wait longer ?
Wait ! Why wait ? When could he hope to have a better 

time than the present ?
But one of the women was no doubt awake—that one who 

had already visited him.
What of that ? He cared not ; he could not wait. Perhaps 

she was a friend—it seemed like it. At any rate he was resolved 
to risk it. To go back was not to be thought of. All his nerves 
were so wrought up, and to such an intense pitch of excitement, 
that sleep was impossible and any longer waiting intolerable. 
He determined to risk all now.

And for what ?
For the chance, not of escape, but of communicating with 

Katie.
The fact is, as any one may see, Harry was getting in a very 

bad way about Katie. Else why should he make such a point 
about seeing her, and run such a risk, and make even the chance 
of his personal safety a secondary consideration ? And what 
for ? What did Katie care for him ? What indeed ?

These very questions had occurred to the mind of Harry 
himself, but they had one and all been promptly answered by 
that volatile young man in a way that was quite satisfactory to 
himself. For he said to himself that he was a poor lone man ; 
an unfortunate captive in a dungeon ; in the hands of a merci­
less foe ; under sentence of death ; with only a week to live ; 
and that he wanted sympathy, yes, pined for it—craved, yearned, 
hungered and thirsted for sweet sympathy. And it seemed to 
him as though no one could give him that sympathy for which 
he pined so well as Katie. And therefore he was going down 
to her on this desperate errand for the sole purpose of seeing 
her, and perhaps of communicating with her.

A thought occurred to him at the eleventh hour, while he was 
on the verge of the descent, and that was to write something 
to her and drop it down. He might pencil something on a leaf 
of his pocket-book. But, after all, what would be the good of

7
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that? Would 'she ever see it? Might it not be picked up by 
one of the waiting-women in the morning ? Most likely it 
would be, in which case it would be carried to the chief, * His 
Majesty.’ and all would be revealed. He then would be con­
veyed to another part of the castle, and then—good-bye to the 
hidden package and to Katie. This thought decided him. He 
continued his descent

Slowly, cautiously, and stealthily Harry began to venture 
down, looking behind him at every movement, and at every 
movement waiting and listening. No sound arose, however, 
except the low breathing, which was as regular as before. At 
length he stood upon the stone floor of the fireplace.

Here he stood and looked into the room. By this time his 
eves were so accustomed to the moonlight that he could see 
objects with wonderful distinctness. He could see three beds, 
upon which were reclining three figures, all apparently buried 
in sleep. Like himself, all these had been compelled to lie down 
in their clothes, *with only such additional covering as might be 
afforded by their own shawls and wraps.

Harry stole forward, his heart beating painfully. Upon the 
rude couch nearest him lay a figure that seemed familiar. The 
moonbeams shone full upon her. A shawl with a large stripe 
was drawn over her. It was Katie’s shawl.

Harry came nearer.
He could see her ! It was —yes, it was Katie !
There was no mistake about it. It was Katie, and she was 

sound asleep. He looked at her as she slept—her head thrown 
back, and one arm upraised, so that the little hand seemed 
suspended in the air. For a few moments he stood, then he 
sank upon his knees, and gazed in silent rapture on that sweet 
and beautiful face. Her breathing was soft and low—scarce 
audible. He bent his head down to listen. Katie stirred. She 
drew a long breath.
\ 1 H-s-s-s-s-sh !’ whispered Harry.

At this Katie stopped breathing for a moment, and then she 
Whispered, very softly,

‘ Who are you ?’
‘ Harry,’ said the other. ‘ Don’t speak a word.’
Saying this, he reached out his hand and took hers. This 

was intended merely to soothe her and to reassure her, for fear 
that she might be startled..

* I knew you would come to me,’ said Katie, in a rapid and 
joyous whisper ; ‘ and here you are—you dear, good boy I’

At this Harry’s heart beat with a rapture that was positive 
pain. *

41 haeflk come. ■ I could not keep away,’ he whispered.
‘ I was just dreaming that you were with me, whispered
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Katie, ‘and it all seems so awfully natural But won’t the 
others see you ?’

I H-s-s-s-s-sh !’ ^aid Harry. ‘ They’re all sound asleep.’
Katie now raised herself up on her elbow, while Harry re­

mained kneeling on the floor.
II think it’s so lovely,’ she said. ‘ It’s so awfully nice, and 

jolly, and all that—in this mysterious old castle ; and here, lo 
and behold,! you come popping in upon one just like a romance.’

‘ H-s-s-s-s-sh ! you mustn’t speak.’
‘ But it’s so awfully nice, you know, I must speak, and, besides, 

we’re only whispering.’
‘ Well, whisper lower, and closer.’
Katie held her head closer to Harry, and thus these two, for 

purely precautionary purposes, carried on the rest of the con­
versation in that position. And their heads were so close that 
they touched ; and their whispers were very soft and low. But 
all this was necessary ; for if they had not taken these pre­
cautions, they might have wakened up old Mrs. Russell, and 
then, as a matter of course, there would have been the mischief 
to pay.

1 There’s too much moonlight here,’ said Harry. 1 Come over 
inside the old fireplace, and we’ll be in the dark.’
;‘0h, that will be so nice !’ said Katie. And she at once got 

up and stole away to the deep, dark fireplace, where both of 
them were wrapped in impenetrable gloom. It was well that 
they did so, for at that moment something waked Mrs. Russell, 
who called out,

' Katie !’
I Well, auntie,’ said Katie, from the depths of the fireplace.
II thought I heard a noise.’
‘ Oh no, auntie ; you've been dreaming,’ said Katie, in a tone 

ot sweet sympathy. ‘ Go to sleep again, poor dear.’
And auntie sank back into the land of dreams. After a little 

judicious waiting they were able to resume their interrupted 
conversation.

1 How, in the name of wonder,’ said Katie, ‘ did you ever, 
ever manage to get here ?’

Harry bent down, and in a low, very low, faint whisper told 
her all about it, dwelling upon every little detail, and not for­
getting to mention how he had longed to see her, and had risked 
everything for it. And Katie kept interrupting him incessantly, 
with soft cooing whispers of sympathy, which were exceeding 
sweet and precious.

And Katie proceeded to tell that she had been dreaming— 
and wasn’t it funny ?—about him ; that she thought he had got 
into one of the windows, and was about to carry her off.

‘ And were you glad to see me ?’ asked Harry.
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‘ Awfully !’ said Katie ; ‘just the same in my dream as I am 
now, only I can’t see you one bit—it's so awfully dark.'

‘ Are you afraid ?’ asked Harry, in a trembling voice.
‘ Afraid ? Oh no. It’s awfully nice, and all that, you know.'
‘But shouldn’t you like to get away out of this?’
‘Get away ?’
‘ Yes, if I could get off, and get you off too ?’
‘ But how can we go ?’
‘ Well, I don’t know just yet. I only know the way from my 

room here, and back again; but I may find out something.’
‘ But that won’t do any good. Don’t you really know any 

way out ?’
‘ Not yet, but I hope to find one ; I dare say I shall before 

long.’
• ub, how delicious ! how perfectly delicious that would be ! 

I do wish that you only could. It would be quite too awfully 
nice, you kriow.’ 1

‘ I ll let you know. I promise you.’
‘ But then,’ said Katie, ‘ you’ll be going off yourself and 

leaving poor me behind.’
1 Leave you P said Harry indignantly ; ‘ never !’
1 Wouldn’t you really ?’ asked Katie, in a tone of delight.
‘ Never,’ said Harry. ‘ I wouldn’t stir a step without you. 

I’d rather be a prisoner with you than a free man without you.’
Katie drew a long breath.

{ 1 Well,’ said she, ‘ I think you must be a true friend.’
‘ I d rather be here with you,’ persisted Harry, ‘ than any­

where in the world without you.’
‘ If only your passage-way ran outside the building, wouldn’t 

it be nice ?’ said Katie. ‘ Why, we might pop out now, and 
away we would go, and no one a bit the wiser.’

‘ And where would you like me to take you ?’
‘ Where ? Oh, anywhere !’
‘ But where in particular ?’
‘ Oh, I don’t cave. I like Madrid very well, or London ; but 

it’s too rainy there and foggy.’
‘ Should you like Barcelona ?’ inquired Harry tenderly.
‘ I dare say, though I've never been there. But I don’t 

half know what I’m talking about, and I think I’ve been mixing 
up my dreams with real life ; and you come so into the middle 
of a dream that it seems like a continuation of it ; and I’m not 
sure but that this is a dream. I’m pinching myself too, all the 
time, and it hurts, so that I think I must be awake. But, all 
the same, you really mean what you say ?’

‘ Mean it? Why, I can’t say one thousandth part of what I 
really mean. Don’t you believe it, when you see me here ?’

‘ But I don’t see you at all,’ said Katie.
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Harry looked at her for a moment, and then said abruptly :
4 Keep your shawl around you, poor little girl ; I’m afraid 

you’ll get cold ;* and with tender solicitude he proceeded to draw 
her shawl tighter around her slender figure. This was a work 
which required no little time and skill. Not a word was now 
spoken for some time. This was of course wiser on their part 
than whispering, for whispers are sometimes dangerous, and 
may lead to discovery. But Harry seemed troubled about 
Katie’s health, and was never satisfied about that shawl.

4 You are so very kind !’ said Katie at last.
4 It’s because I’m so fond of—the shawl,’ said Harry. 41 love 

to arrange it for you. I should like to take it back with me.’
4 Should you really ?’
4 Above all things—except one.’
4 What ?’
4 Why, of course, I should rather take back with me what’s 

inside the shawl.’
4 Well, I’m sure “ what’s inside the shawl” would like very 

much to get away out of this prison ; and so, sir, when you find 
a way, you must let her know. But won’t Mr. Russell wake 
and miss you ?’

‘Mr. Russell ? Why, he isn’t with me any longer.1
4 Isn’t he ?’
4 No. I'm all alone. They took him away, and I suppose he’s 

alone too.’
4 Oh dear ! I hope I sha’n’t be left alone.’
41 hope, if yoà are, you may be left here.’
4 Why?’ asked Katie, who knew perfectly well, but liked to 

hear it stated in plain words.
4 Why—because I could come to see you all the time then, 

instead of waiting till they’re all asleep.’

CHAPTER XIX.
IN WHICH DOLORES INDULGES IN SOME REMINISCENCES OP THE

PAST.% '

The sleeper to whose sighs Harry had listened was Mrs. 
Russell, who awaked on the following morning burdened with 
the memories of unpleasant dreams. Dolores was bright and 
cheerful. Katie was as gay and as sunny as ever—perhaps a 
trifle more so.

41 don’t understand how it is,’ said Mrs. Russel^ 4 that you 
two can keep up your spirits so in this ogre's castle. I’m certain 
that something dreadful’s going to happen.’

4 Oh, auntie, you shouldn’t be always looking on the dark side 
of things.’
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* I should like to know what other side there is to look on 
except the dark one. For my part, I think it best always to 
prepare for the worst ; for then when it comes one isn’t so 
utterly overwhelmed.’

‘ Yes,’ said Katie, 1 but suppose it doesn’t come ? Why, then, 
don’t you see, auntie, you will have had all your worry for 
nothing ?’ V

‘ Oh, it’s all very well for one like you. You are like a 
kitten, and turn everything to mirth and play.’

‘Well, here is our dear, darling Dolores,’ said Katie, who by 
this time had become great friends with the dark-eyed Spanish 
beauty. ‘ Look at her ! She doesn’t mope.’

‘ Oh no, I doesn’t what you call—mopes,’ said Dolores in her 
pretty broken English. ‘ Ï see no causa to mopes.’

4 But you’re a prisoner as much as I am.’
‘ Oh si—but thees is a land that I have a quaintance with : I 

know thees land—thees part.’
4 Have you even been here before ?’
4 Si—yes. I lif here once when a child.’
4 Oh, you lived here,’ said Katie. 4 Well, now, do you know, 

I call that awfully funny.’
4 My padre—he lif here in thees castello. I lif here one time 

—one anno—one year, in thees castello.’
4 What ! here in this castle ?’
4 Yes, here. The padre—he had grand flocks of the merino 

sheeps—to cultivate—to feed them in the pasturas—the sheep 
—one—ten—twenty thousand—the sheep. And he had thou­
sand men shepherds—and he lif here in thees castello to see over 
the flocks. But he was away among the flocks alia the times. 
And me, and the madre, and the domesticos, we all did lif here, 
and it seems to me like homes.’

4 But that must have been long ago ?’
4 Oh, long, long ago. I was vara leetle—a child ; and it was 

long ago. Then the padre went to Cuba.’
‘ Cuba ! What ! have you been there ?’
4 Oh, many, many years.’
4 Across the Atlantic—far away in Cuba ?’
4 Far, far away,’ said Dolores, her sweet voice rising to a 

plaintive note ; ‘ far away—in Cuba—oh, many, many years ! 
And there the padre had a plantation, and was rich; but the 
insurrection it did break out, and he was killed.’

Dolores stopped and wiped her ey es. Katie looked at her, 
and her own eyes overflowed with tears of tender sympathy. 
* Oh, how sad !’ she said. 41 had no idea.’

Dolores drew a long breath.
4 Yes ; he died, the good, tender padre ; and madre and me be 

left all—all—all—alone —alone—in the cruele world. And the
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rebel came, and the soldiers, and oh, how they did fight ! And 
the slaves, they did all run away—all—all—all—away : aqd the 
trees and fruits all destroy ; and the houses all burn up in one 
gran’ conflagration ; and it was one kind, good American that 
did help us to fly ; or we never-never would be able to lif. 80 
we did come back to our patria poor, and we had to lif poor in 
Valencia. I told you I was lifing in Valencia when I left that 
place to come on thees travel.’

‘ I suppose,’ said Katie, ‘ since you lived in this castle once, 
you must know all about it.’

‘Oh yes, all—all about it.'
1 And you must have been all over it in every direction ?"*
‘ Oh yes, all over it—all—all over it—thousand—thousand 

times, and in every parts and spots.’
1 It’s such a strange old castle,’ continued Katie, who was 

very anxious to find out how far the knowledge of Dolores went, 
and whether she knew anything about the secret passage ; ‘ it’s 
such a strange old castle ; it’s like those that one reads of in the 
old romances.’

‘ Yes, oh, vara, vara,’ said Dolores ; ‘like the feudal Gothic 
castellos of the old—old charming romances ; like the castello 
of the Oid ; and you go up the towers and into the turrets, and 
you walk over the top, past the battlementa, and you spy, spy, 
spy deep down into the courts ; and you dream, and dream, and 
dream. And when I was a vara leetlé child, I did use to do 
nothing else but wander about, and dream, and dream, and get 
lost, and could not find my way back. Oil, I could tell you of 
a thousand things. I could talk all the day of that bright, 
bright time when my padre was like a noble ; so rich he was, and 
living in his grand castello.'

‘ And did you really wander about so ? and did you 1 eally 
get lost so?’ asked Katie, who was still following up her idea, 
being intent upon learning how much Dolores knew about me 
inner secrets of the castle—‘ such as where, now,’ she added 
eagerly, 1 where would you get lost ?

1 Oh, everywhere,’ said Dolores, 1 and all over. For there are 
halls that open into gallerias ; and gallerias that open into 
rooms ; and rooms into closets, and these into other halls ; and 
grand apartments of states ; and states bed-chambers ; and 
there are the upper rooms for guests and domesticos ; and down 
below them are rooms for the outer servitores ; and far, far 
down, far down underground, there are dungeons—fearful, 
fearful places with darkness and r-r-rats !—and that is all that 
you do find when you come to move about in this wonderf uL 
this maravelloso castello.’

1 And have you been all through the vaults ?’ asked Katie, 
trying to lead Dolores on farther.
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‘ Yes,’ said Dolores, ‘all—all—through all the vaults, every 
single one ; and there was an ancient servitor who showed mo 
all the mysteria—an ancient, ancient, venerable man he was— 
and he showed me all the secrets, till all the cnstello was as 
known to me as thees room ; and so I did become lost no more, 
and we did use to wander together through dark and lonely 
ways, and up to the turrets, ^nd down to the vaults, till all this 
beautiful, beautiful old castello was known to me like my own 
room.'

While Dolores talked in this strain she grew more and more 
enthusiastic, and made use of a multiplicity of graceful gestures 
to help out her meaning. And her eyes glowed bright and her 
expressive features showed wonderful feeling, while her motions 
and her looks were full of eloquence. It was a bright and 
joyous past that opened to her memory, and the thought of it 
could nut be entertained without emotion. By that emotion 
she was now all carried away ; and as Katie watched her glow­
ing face and h* dark gleaming eyes and all her eloquent 
gestures, she thought that she had never seen anyone half so 
beautiful. But Katie was dying with curiosity to find out how- 
far the knowledge of Dolores extended, and so at last, taking 
her cue from Dolores’s own word, she said :

‘ Dark and lonely ways ! What dark and lonely ways, dear 
Dolores ? That sounds as though there are secret passages 
through this old castle. Oh, I do so love a place with vaults 
and secret passages ! And are there any here, dear ? And have 
you been in them ever ?’

Like lightning the glance of Dolores swept over Katie’s face ; 
and it was a sudden, swift glance, and one full of subtle ques­
tioning and caution. Katie saw it all, and perceived too, at 
once, that whatever Dolores might know, she would not tell it 
in that fashion, in answer to a point-blank question. As for 
Dolores, her swift glance passed, and she went on with hardly 
any change in her tone :

* Oh yes ; the dark and lonely ways, far, far below—in the 
vaults and through the wide, wide walls. For they run every­
where, so that in the ancient times of wrars the warriors could 
pass from tower to tower.’

Katie saw that Dolores was on her guard and was evading 
her question, from which she concluded that the little Spanisli 
maid knew all about the secret passage-way to Harry's room. 
The visitor to him must have been Dolores, and no other. But 
why ? This she could not answer. She determined, however, 
upon two th ngs—first, to keep her own eyes open and watch ; 
and secondly, to tell Harry all about it the next time she saw 
him.
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CHAPTER XX.
IX WHICH ‘HIS MAJESTY’ EXHIBITS THE EMOTIONS OF A

ROYAL BOSOM, AND MRS. RUSSELL IS DAZZLED BY A
BRILLIANT PROSPECT.

ON the following morning there was great excitement in Mrs. 
Russell’s room. This was caused by one of the female attendants, 
who had come with the announcement that they were to be 
honoured in a short time by a visit from ‘ his Majesty the 
King.’

‘ The King !’ exclaimed Mrs. Russell, as soon as Dolores had 
translated this. ‘ What King ? Who is he T

‘ The King !’ said Dolores. 1 He can only be one—one single 
person—Don Carlos—King Charles.’

* King !’ cried Mrs. Russell, ‘ and coming here ! Oh dear ! 
what shall I do ? And my dresses ! and my jewels ! and my 
toilet articles ! Oh, whatever—ever—ever will become of poor 
me !’ ^

‘ Oh, auntie, it is useless to think of that.’ said Katie. * You 
are a prisoner, and no one knows that so well as the “ King,” as 
he calls himself.’

Mrs. Russell, however, felt different, and continued her lamen­
tations until ‘ his Majesty ’ himself appeared. Great was their 
surprise at /iudiug this exalted personage to be no other than 
their Carlist chief ; but they felt still greater surprise when ‘ his 
Majesty ’ began to address them in English, with an accent which, 
though foreign, was still familiar.

‘We have called, ladies,' said he, with a magnificent bow, ‘ to 
wish yez all a good mavruniu’, an’ to ax after yer healths.’

The ladies murmured some reply which was not very in­
telligible, in which, however, the words ‘ your Majesty ’ occurred 
quite frequently.

‘ His Majesty ’ now seated himself upon the only seat in the 
room, namely, an oakeu bench, and then, with a wave of his 
royal hand, said :

‘ Be sated, ladies, be sated. Let’s waive all farrums an’ ciri- 
niouies, an’ howld conversation like frinds. Be sated, we beg ; 
it’s our r’y’l will, so it is.’

The ladies looked at one another in meek embarrassment. 
There was nothing for them to sit on except the rough couches 
where they had slept ; and finally, as there was nothing else to 
be done, they sat there, Mrs. Russell being nearest to ‘his 
Majesty,’ while Katie and Dolores sat farther away, side by side, 
LnMinor one another’s hands, and looking very meek and demure 
indeed.
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4 On sich occasions as thesf,’ said ‘ his Majesty,’ ‘ we love to 
dhrop all coort cirinionial, and lave behind all our body-gyards, 
an’ nobles, an’ barr’ns, an’ chamberlains, an’ thim fellers, an’ come 
in to have a chat like a private gintleinan.’

‘ Oh, “ your Majesty!”’ said Mrs. Russell, in a languishing 
tone, ‘ how very, very nice it must be !’

4 It is that, bed ad : that’s thrue for you,’ said 1 his Majesty.’ 
4 An’ sure it’s meself that’s the proud man this day at findin' tliat 
yez can put a thrue interpretation on our r’y’l Majesty.’

4 Ah, sire,’ sighed Mrs. Russell, whose eyt s fell in shy em­
barrassment before the dazzling gaze of 4 his Majesty.’

4 Ax,’ resumed 4 his Majesty,’4 that seemed like thrayson to our 
r’y’l person have unfortunately com pi lied us to detain yez ; but 
we hope it’ll be all right, an’ that ye’ll be all well thraited. We 
thrust we’ll be able to come to terrums av a satisfactory cha­
racter.’

A murmur followed from Mrs. Russell.
4 Affairs av stiite,’ continued 4 his Majesty,’ 4 doesn’t allow us to 

give full an’ free play to that jaynial timpiramint that’s our chafe 
au’ layding fayture. It’s war toime now, so it is, an’ our r’y’l 
moind’s got to be harsh, oystayre, an’ onbiuding. War wid our 
ray bel lions subjix com pi Is us to ray juice thim to obejieuce by 
farrce av arrums. An’now, madame an’ ladies,’ continued 4 his 
Majesty,’ after a brief pause, 41 hope yez won’t feel alarrumed 
at what I’m going to say uixt. Ye see, our Prime Ministher has 
conveyed to our r’y’l ear charges against your worthy husband av 
a traysonable nature.’

4 My husband !’ exclaimed Mi’s. Russell. 4 What ! my John ? 
Oh !’

4 Yis,’ said 4 his Majesty.’ 4 I’m towld that he’s been passing 
himself off as Lord John Russell, the Prime Ministher av 
England, an’ as the spicial ambassador exthraardinary from our 
r’y’l cousin, the Quane av England, to invistigate the state av 
affairs in Spain, wid an oi to raycognition av our r’y’l claims. 
As such we’ve honoured him with an aujence, an’ communicated 
to him siviral state saycrits av a highly important nature. At 
that toime he wint an’ he tuk on jew advantage av our confidince 
to desayve our r’y l/moiud. Upon the discovery av this offiuce 
I felt the kaynist sorrow, not for him, ladies, but for you ; an’ it’s 
for your sakes that I now come here, to assure you av my tinder 
sympathy, an’ also to ax about the fax. Is he Lord John 
Russell V

Mrs. Russell had at first felt ready to faint at this woeful dis­
closure, but she felt the eye of majesty resting on her, and she 
saw something there that reassured her. She afterward told 
Katie, in confidence, that she could understand exactly how 
(jueen Esther had felt when Ahaouei us held out his sceptre.
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1 Ah, sire !’ she replied. ‘ Oh, your most gracious Majesty ! 
He isn’t quite a lord, sire, it’s true, but he’s a gentleman.’

‘ Sure to glory that’s thrue,’ said ‘ his Majesty.’ ‘ Don’t I know 
it ?—meself does. He’s a gmtlemau, so he is, ivery inch av him ; 
au’ yit may I ax, madame, what made him praytiud to be a 
British nobleman T

‘Oh, your royal Majesty !’ said Mrs. Russell, in deep distress.
‘ Spake on, fair an’ beaucheous one,’ said 1 his Majesty,’ with 

great gallantry. ‘ Spake on. Our r'y’l bosom’s fall, so it is, av 
tindirist sintimints. Power forth yer story into our r’y’l ear. 
Come—or—whisht ! Come over here an’ sit by our r’y’l side.’

Saying this, 1 his Majesty ’ moved over to one end of the bench 
and sat there. Unfortunately, as he placed himself on the 
extreme end, the bench tilted up and the royal person went 
down. Katie, who was always very volatile, tittered audibly, 
and Dolores did the same. But ‘ his Majesty ’ took no offence. 
The fact is, he laughed himself, and bore it all magnanimously, 
iu fact royally. He picked himself up as nimbly as a common 
person could have done.

1 Be the powers !’ said he, ‘whin the King loses his gravity, it’s 
toime for everybody else to lose his. But come along, jool, come 
an’ sit by our r’y’l side, an’ tell us the story.’

Mrs. Russell had turned quite pale at the royal fall, and paler 
yet at the sound of Katie’s laugh, but these words reassured her. 
They seemed to show that she, unworthy and humble, was 
singled out in a special manner to be the mark of royal favour. 
And why ? Was it on her own account, or for some other 
reason ? She chose to consider that it was on her own account. 
At the renewed request of ‘ his Majesty,’ which was so kind, so 
tender, and at the same time so flattering, she could no longer 
resist, but with fluttering heart, shy timidity, and girlish em­
barrassment, she went over to ‘ his Majesty,’ and seated herself 
on the bench by his side.

The manner of Mrs. Russell, which had all the airs and graces 
of a village coquette, together with the bashfillness of a school 
miss, seemed to Katie and Dolores, but especially Katie, a very 
rich and wondrous thing. She always knew that Mrs. Russell 
was a gushing, sentimental creature, but had never before seen 
her so deeply affected. But on this occasion the good lady felt 
as though she was receiving the homage of the King, and might 
be excused if she had all the sensations of a court beauty.

Mrs. Russell now, at ‘ his Majesty’s ’ renewed request, began 
to explain the position of her husband. He was a tailor, it is 
true, but not by any means a common tailor. In fact, he asso­
ciated exclusively with the aristocracy. He was very eminent in 
his profession. He had an army of cutters and stitchers under 
hun. He was not a tailor, but a Merchant Taylor, and, more-
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over, lie was a member of the Merchant Taylors’ Association, afld 
a man of enormous wealth. /

‘ Sure to glory,’ ejaculated 1 his Majesty,’ as Mrs. Rtfssell 
paused for breath, ‘ I knowed it was just that. It makes <ul the 
differ in the worruld whether a man’s only a tailor witj a small 
“ t ” or a Merchant Taylor wid capital let/ers.’ /

* We keep our own carriage,’ continued Mrs. Russelt bridling 
and tossing her head, ‘ and we have otir own coat-of#arius and 
crest—the Russell arms, you know, the same as the Duke of 
Bedford.’ _ X , j

‘ ’Dade !’ said ‘ his Majesty,’ ‘ so ye havè. the Russell arrums. 
I'm acquainted wid his Grace the Juke av Bedford. I seen him 
in Paris. He’s a couuictiou av me own in a distant way, an’ so 
you too must be a counictiun in a distant way, being a number 
av the House av Russell.’

1 Oh, sire ! Oh yes—may it please your Gracious Majesty— 
yes, I dare say I am. Oh yes.’ Mrs. Russell was quite overcome 
at the royal condescension.

» —xi-™-*., > < we r’y’] personages always
cousin av mine, a distant 

Wanst a cousin,

' Sure,’ continued * his Majesty,’ ‘ i 
acknowledge our cousins. You’re a 
one, it’s thrue, but degrays don’t count wid us. 
always a cousin.’

* Ah, sire !’
* I niver knowed that ye were a cousin befoor,’ said ‘ his 

Majesty,’ ‘or else I’d saluted ye in our r’y’l fashion, just as our 
cousin Quane Victoria did whin she acknowledged the Imperor 
Napoleon. It’s our guy to acknowledge relationship wid the 
r’y’l kiss. We call it the Kiss av State. Allow me, cousin.’

And before the astounded Mrs. Russell understood his inten­
tion, ‘ His Majesty ’ put his arm round her waist, and gave her a 
sounding smack, which seemed to Katie like the report of a 
pistol.

This was altogether too much for poor Katie. She had almost 
lost control of herself several times already, but now it was im­
possible to maintain it any longer, and she went off into a wild 
burst of laughter. It proved contagious. Dolores caught it, and 
clung to Katie, burying her face against her, and half hiding it 
behind her.

‘ His Majesty ’ dropped his ‘ cousin ’ as though he had been 
shot, and, turning round, regarded the two young ladies for some 
minutes in silence, while Mrs. Russell sat rigid with horror at 
this shocking irreverence. But in the royal eye, as it rested on 
Katie, there was a merry twinkle, until at length the contagion 
seized upon ‘ his Majesty ’ himself, and he too burst forth into 
peals of laughter. Alter this even Mrs. Russell joined in, and so 
it happened that the King and the three ladits enjoyed quite a 
pleasant season.
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The King at length recovered from his laughing fit, and drew 
himself up as though preparing for business.

‘Ye see,’said he, ‘Misther Russell has committed an offince 
against our r’y’l prayrogatives, an’ ayven his being our cousin 
doesn’t help him, so it doe^b’t, for ye see it’s a toi me av danger— 
the habeas corpus is suspindid, thrial by jury’s done up ; there’s 
only martial law, an’, hç jabers, there’s a coort-martial in session 
at this blessed momint in the room overhead.’

‘ Oh, sire,’ exclaimed Mrs. Russell, clasping her hands, ‘ they’re 
not sitting on my poor John !’

‘ Sure an’ it’s just him, an’ divil a one else, so it is ; an’ it ’ud 
be mesilf that ’ud be proud to git him off if I cud, bût I can’t, 
for law is law, *nd there ye have it; and though we/are King, 
yet even we haven’t any power over the law. Fiat ju\titia, ruaf 
ccelum. I’ve got no more conthrol over the law thap over the 
weather. But we’ve got somethin’, an’ that is a heart that milts 
at the soight av beauty in disthress.’

‘Oh, sire,’ said Mrs. Russell, ‘spare him !’
‘ His Majesty ’ took her hand, pressed it, and held it in his.
‘Dearest cousin,’ said he, ‘ye ax impossibilities. Law is an’ 

must be shuprame. Even now the coort is deciding. But in any 
evint, even the worst, ye have a friud in us—constant, tinder, an’ 
thrue ; in any evint, no matther what, moind ye, I won’t forgit. 
Niver, niver ! I’ll be thrue to me word. Permit us to lay mint 
that we had not met ye befoor the late—that is, befoor John 
Russell obtained this hand. Nay, dhrop not that beaucheous 
head, fair one. Let the r’y’l eye gaze on those charrums. Our 
r’y’l joy is to bask au’ sun ourselves in the light av loveliness an’ 
beauty.’

The strain in which ‘ his Majesty ’ spoke was certainly high- 
flown and perhaps extravagant, yet his intention was to express 
tenderness and sympathy, and to Mrs. Russell it seemed like a 
declaration made to her, and expressive of much more. She felt 
shocked, it is true, at the word ‘late’ applied to her unfortunate 
husband by ‘his Majesty,’ yet the words which followed were 
not without a certain consolation.

‘ Oh, that it were possible,’ continued ‘ his Majesty,’ ‘ for some 
of us in this room to be more to one another ! Oh, that some 
one here would allow us to hope ! Let her think av all that we 
could do for her. She should be the sharer av our heart an’ 
throne. Her lovely brow should be graced by the crown av 
Spain an’ the Iujies. She should be surrounded by the homage 
av the chivalry av Spain. She should till the most dazzlin’ 
]>osition in all the worruld. She should be the cynosure av r’y’l 
majistic beauty. She should have wealth, an’ honors, an’ titles, 
an’ dignities, an’ jools, an’ gims, all powered pell-mell into her 
lap ; an’ all the power, glory, moight, majisty, an’ dominion av
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the impayriàl Spanish monarchy should be widin the grasp av 
her little hand. What say y6. me fair one ?’

All this florid harangue was uttered for the benefit of Katie, 
and, as he spoke, ‘ his Majesty ’ kept his eyes fixed on her, hoping 
that she would respond by sôme glance or sign. Yet all the time 
that he was speaking he was unfortunately holding the hand of 
Mrs. Russell, who very naturally took all this proposal to herself. 
' His Majesty’s’ language had already seemed to convey the in­
formation that her husband had passed away from earth, and wits 
now the ‘late’ John Russell; and much as she might mourn 
over the fate of one so dear, still it could not be but that the 
devotion of one like ‘his Majesty’ should touch her sensitive 
heart. So when these last words came, and brought what seemed 
to her like a direct appeal, she was deeply moved.

‘ What say ye, me fair one V repeated ‘ his Majesty ’ with 
greater earnestness, trying to catch Katie’s eye.

Mrs. Russell’s eyes were iùodestly bent downward on the floor. 
She clung to the royal hand.

‘ Oh, sire !’ she murmured. ‘ Oh, your Royal Majesty ! I am 
thine—yours forever—I cannot refuse !’

And flinging her arms about him, her head sank upon his 
shoulder.

CHAPTER XXI.

IN WHICH BROOKE AND TALBOT BEGIN TO GROW VERY WELL
ACQUAINTED.

Brooke’s heart sank within him as, followed by Talbot, he once 
more entered the old mill. He knew perfectly well that his

1)osition was one of peril, and doubly so from the part which he 
lad been playing. The jeering laugh of these merciless soldiers 
kept ringing in his ears ; the sneers of Lopez and his bitter taunts 
could not be forgotten. His disguise was no longer of any value 
either to himself or to Talbot ; his true character, when declared, 
seemed even worse in the eyes of these men than his assumed 
one had been. To them a Carlist was far from being so bad as a 
newspaper correspondent ; for while the one was an open enemy, 
the other was a secret foe, a traitor, and a spy. Moreover, in 
addition to this, there was the fact that he was an American, 
which, instead of disarming their rage, had only intensified it 
These men called themselves Republicans, but they were Spaniards 
also ; and Spaniards hate Americans. They cannot forgive the 
great Republic for its overshadowing power, which menaces them 
in the New World, and for the mighty attraction which it exer­
cises upon disaffected Cubans.

Ureat though his own danger might be, it was not, however,
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for himself that Brooke feared. It was for Talbot. Trusting 
herself implicitly to his care and guidance, she had assumed this 
attire. Among the Carlists, it would have been the best of pro­
tections and the safest of disguises. Among Republicans, it was 
the worst of garbs. For many of the Spanish Republicans were 
full of French communistic sentiments, and were ready to wage 
war with all priests, and ecclesiasts of all forms of religion. 
What could save Talbot from their murderous hands 1 It was 
too late now for her to go back. She must remain a priest, since 
to reveal herself in her true character would be to rush on to 
certain destruction. As a priest, however, she was exposed to 
inevitable danger ; she must brave all perils ; and to Brooke 
there seemed not one ray of hope for her safety.

They went back to the loft, and here they remained in silence 
for some time. At length Brooke spoke.

‘Talbot !’
‘Well, Brooke.’
‘Give me your hand.’
The slender hand of Talbot stole into his. It was as cold as ice.
‘ Talbot !’ said Brooke in a tremulous voice, holding her hand 

in a firm grasp.
‘Well, Brooke.’
‘ Do you understand the danger we are in f
‘ Yes, Brooke.’
‘ Do you forgive me for my share in bringing you into it T
‘Brooke,’ said Talbot reproachfully, ‘such a question is un­

generous. I am the only cause of your present danger. If you 
had been alone, without such a fatal incubus as me, you might 
easily have escaped ; or, rather, you would never have fallen into 
danger. Oh, I know—I know only too well, that you have 
thrown away your life—or, rather, risked it—to save me.’

As Talbot ended, her voice died away in scarce audible tones, 
which were full of indescribable pathos. Brooke gave a short 
laugh, as usual.

‘Pooh !’ said he. ‘Tut—tut ; stuff and nonsense. Talbot, the 
fact is, I’ve been a blockhead. I’ve got you into a fix, and you’re 
the sufferer. Now I’m quite ready to die, as I deserve, for getting 
you into danger ; but the mischief of it is, what's going to 
become of you ? I swear to you, Talbot, this is now my only 
fear.’

‘ Brooke,’ said Talbot, in mournful tones, * every word of yours 
is a reproach to me. You force me to remember how base I have 
been in allowing you to sacrifice yourself for me. Oh, if I could 
only recall the past few hours 1 if we were only back again in 
the tower, I would never let you go with me ; I would make my 
journey alone, aud----- ’

‘1 thiuk,’ interrupted Brooke, ‘that I shall have to shut in.
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Come, now, let’s make a bargain. I’ll say no more about it, if 
you don’t. Is it a bargain V

‘ I suppose so.’
There was silence now for a short time, after which Brooke said :
‘ Talbot, lad, you don’t object, do you, to my holding your 

hand V
‘Object, Brooke? Certainly not.’
‘ It seems to have the effect,’ said Brooke, 1 of soothing me, and 

of making my self-reproach less keen.’
‘ When you hold my hand, Brooke,’ said Talbot in a low voice, 

whose tremor showed unusual feeling,11 feel stronger, and all my 
weakness leaves me, And I like best of all what you said to me 
about my not being a girl. I love to have you call me “ Talbot,” 
for it sounds as though you have confidence in poor me ^ but, 
best of all, I love to hear you say “ Talbot, lad for it seems as 
though you look on me as your equal. Your tone is that of a 
brave man addressing his comrade, and the very sound of your 
voice seems td drive all my fear away.’

‘ Good boy !’ said Brooke in a harsh, husky voice. After which, 
he cleared his throat violently, but said nothing further for a 
while. ‘ You see, Talbot, lad,’ said he at last, ‘ it is this : I have 
a feeling that I can’t get rid of, and I’ve had it ever since we left 
the tower. The feeling is this—that you are my younger 
brother. You don’t understand. I'll tell you about him.’
, } Your younger brother !’ said Talbot, in a low voice, soft and 
unutterably sweet. Then a little sigh followed, and she added,
‘ And that I will try to be to you, Brooke, until this danger is 
over. But you must bear with me, and not be angry if I turn 
out sometimes to be a coward.'

1A coward V said Brooke. ‘ Come, I like that. Why, Talbot, 
boy though you are, there is enough stuff in you to fit out half-a- 
dozen men. You’re a Talbot, to begin with ; and, in addition to 
that, you are that sort of a person that you would let yourself be 
torn in pieces for the sake of a comrade.’

I Cm glad you think that of me,’ said Talbot gently.
II was going to tell you about my younger brother,’ said 

Brooke. ‘ We were in Cuba together, where the fighting was— 
just such a country as this—and I was trying to work my way 
along between the two forces so as to get to Matanzas. The 
danger was frightful. Neither side gave any quarter. It was a 
war of savages, arid my chief anxiety was for poor Otto. But you 
never saw anyone pluckier than he was—as cool, as calm, as fear­
less as though he was in a parlour. So we went for weeks.’

‘And what became of him V asked Talbot as Brooke paused.
‘ We escaped,’ said he, ‘ and reached Matanzas—but there— the 

poor boy—died. So you see, Talbot, since you have joined me, 
my memory goes back to those Cuban days ; and whenever I say 1

to you “ Ti 
lost Otto, 
familiar, y< 
that I am i 

‘ Do not 
think of mi 

‘No, Tal 
call you.’

1 It is sti 
one another 
friends for i 
comrades!) i| 
because you 
I feel as the 
of, only my 
We are brot 

‘ Brother’s 
Talbot, lad, 
ii tight befor 

‘In our 1 
heirloom. I 
an ancestor, 
by a Saracen 
with chivalr 
between ther 
sword, while 
Talbot free. 
Talbot was ft 
is the very oi 
Land.’

‘ You and ; 
Hayreddin. 
It’s a pity we 

‘ Yes, We ca 
‘ We can ex 

You have m 
way of exchar 

‘ But what i 
‘Anything,

“ portable—ai
1 11 have son

Brooke ; but j 
‘No, Talbot 

mine !—nothir
1 a comrade’s ph 

Talbot with.
I all this time.



7

A CASTLE IN SPAIN. nj

>ut it, if

>ke said : 
ug your

me, and

w voice, 
id all my 
id to me 
Talbot,” 
ne x but, 
seems as 
that of a 
of your

;r which, 
1er for a 
: I have 
e we left 
younger 

L*

soft and 
e added, 
langer is 
if I turn

, Talbot, 
it half-a- 
dition to 
urself be

ir,’ said 
g was— 
my way 
s The 
It was a 
But you 
as fear- 

cs.’

aused. 
ere— the 
ined me. 
ver I say

to you “ Talbot, lad," it seems as though I am speaking to my dear 
lost Otto. And here let me say, Talbot, that if I ever seem 
familiar, you must not think it want of respect ; think rather 
that I am mistaking you for Otto, and forgive it.’

1 Do not say that, said Talbot. ‘ I should prefer to have you 
think of me as “ Otto,” and even call me “ Otto.” ’

‘ No, Talbot, boy, you have your own name, and by that I will 
call you.’

‘ It is strange, Brooke,’ said Talbot. ‘ We have only known 
one another for a short time, but it seems as though we had been 
friends for a lifetime. I suppose this is owing to the feeling of 
comradeship which has sprung up between us—or perhaps 
because you think of me as your younger brother. For my part, 
I feel as though we two were comrades, like soldiers that we read 
of, only my part in the business will be a miserable one, I fe|3f. 
We are brothers in arms, Brooke, aren’t we V

‘ Brothers in arms,’ said Brooke in a soft, gentle tone ; ‘ yes, 
Talbot, lad, that’s exactly what we are. Yes, comrade, we have 
a tight before us, and only each other to rely on.’

‘ In our family,’ said Talbot, ‘ there is a cimeter which is an 
heirloom. It was brought from the East during the Crusades by 
an ancestor. While there, he was wounded and taken prisoner 
by a Saracen emir named Hayreddin. This Saracen treated him 
with chivalrous generosity, and a warm friendship sprung up 
between them. They exchanged arms, the Saracen taking Talbot’s 
sword, while Talbot took Hayreddin's cimeter. Hayreddin set 
Talbot free. Afterward he himself was taken prisoner, and 
Talbot was fortunate enough to procure his freedom. The cimeter 
is the very one which my ancestor brought back from the Holy 
Land.’

‘You and I,’ said Brooke in a cheery tone, ‘ will be Talbot and 
Hayreddin. You are the Christian knight, and I am the heathen. 
It’s a pity we can’t exchange arms.’

I Yes, We can’t very well do that.’
‘ We can exchange something, at any rate,comrade,’ said Brooke. 

‘You have my priest’s dress—let me have something of yours by 
way of exchange.’

‘ But what can I give V said Talbot.
‘Anything, from a needle to a needle-gun. It would be better 

if portable—an old ribbon, a portable pincushion, a bootlace.’
II have something,’ said Talbot suddenly, ‘ if you will take it, 

Brooke ; but perhaps you will think it only a bother.’
‘No, Talbot, lad, brother—brother in arms, and comrade of 

mine ’.—nothing that you can give shall be regarded as other than 
a comrade’s pledge.’

Talbot withdrew her hand, which Brooke had been holding 
all this time.

8
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1 U wjll do better thuu any*' Here in ■oinethlng,' aaid she. 
thing else.’

1 What in it?' asked Brooke, who could not see in the gloom 
wlmt it was that she offered.

‘ A ring,' said Tnlhot, in n voice that sunk to a whisper.
* A ring f refuted Brooke. ‘ In it your ring, Talbot Î Then 

put it on my finger with your own Imnda, comrade, and I swear 
to you by a soldier’s word that it shall never leave mo, either in 
life or death.1

Talbot made no reply, but put the ring, which she had detached 
from her own finger, upon the little linger of Brooke's left hand. 
Not a word was said by either, and there wan now a long silence, 
which was finally broken by Brooke.

• Talbot,’ said lie, ‘.don't you think you can sleep a little V
• I'll try.’
• Do, If you could only sleep a little, I should feel very glad 

indeed.1
* I'll try,' said Talbot again, ‘and you must not suppose that I 

am awake.'
Talbot now drew off for a little distance, while Brooke remained 

as before, and was left to his own meditations. All was still 
within, and outside the sounds gradually lessened, until at length 
they were heard no more. Slowly the time passed, and to Brooke 
it had never in his life seemed so long. Not a sound escaped 
from Talbot. Was she asleep f

‘Talbot, lad !’ said Brooke, in a low voice.
' Well, Biooke,’ was the gentle reply.
‘ Have you been asleep V
‘Oh—well—a little.'
‘ No, Talbot,' said Brooke, ‘ you have not lieen asleep. And 

you sav that you were merely to make it pleasant for me. You 
an» full of anguish, Talbot, but you keel) up a cheerful tone so as 
not to add to my burdens. You see 1 know it all, Talbot, and 
understand you thoroughly, so there need not be any further 
dissimulation.'

‘ Brooke,’ said Talbot, ‘you are feverish from anxiety, and 
fanciful. Be yourself. Sing one of your droll songs. Talk non­
sense. If you go on in this mournful strain, you will make me 
break down utterly.'

At this Brooke drew a long breath.
* Forgive me, Talbot,’ he said. * I really don’t know what has 

come over me. If I were alone I could sleen as sound as a top, 
but anxiety about another is a different thing. Still, you aie 
right, and 1 mean to turn the conversation to some other subject. 
A song, did you say I Very well. By-the-bye, did you ever 
hear this I
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• " Oli, Jenny Jimp* wee » lovely gal,

Ami her iuol.biir worked ■ mangle ;
She Cell in love with a line young lad,

Who played on the triangle." 1

Brooke hummed this, ntid then stopped.
‘ 1 never heard it before,’ said Talbot. ' Sing the rent. Now 

you aro yourself again. Whatever you feel, Brooke, don’t «peak 
of it, but laugh, and jest , and sing old scra{» of song.’

11 won’t,’ said Brooke. 1 I’ll siug nothing mure, and I’ll any 
nothing more.’

Talbot made no reply.
Brooke was true to bin resolution, and «aid not another word. 

Talbot woa as silent as lie. Each had thoughts which were all- 
engrossing. Neither spoke, but each knew perfectly well that the 
other was wide awake, ami full of care.

Thus the night passed away, with its long, long hours. It 
seemed interminable ; but at length it came to au end, as all 
nights must, however long. The dawn came, and the two could 
see each other. Each sat propped up against the wall. Neither 
one spoke for a long time, until it was broad day, when Brooke, 
who had been watching Talbot’s face until it grew fully revealed, 
broke the silence with a alight cough. Talbot turned and smiled.

‘Uood-morniug,’ said Brooke. 1 We seem to be having quite a 
spell of weather. Quite a tine view from those windows. You 
haven’t been out yet, I suppose V

‘ Not yet,’ said Talbot
‘Well,’ said Brooke, ' we must take a walk after breakfast :

' " Oli, if I was the owner of London town,
I’d buy my love a scarlet gown—
A gown of scarlet bombasine,
And away we'd travel to Gretna Green.’"

1 Have you ever been there ?' asked Talbot, trying to assume 
Brooke’s own careless tone.

' Yes, Talbot ; of course I have. Every Americau makes a 
pilgrimage there when he visits England. As the poet says :

1 " I have been there, and still would go ;
’Tis like a little heaven below."

Talbot 1’
Brooke’s voice changed.
* Well, Brooke.’
‘ Can you be sure of yourself this day Î Can you stand it V
‘ Yes, Brooke.’
* Are you sure V
' Yes, Brooke.’
‘ Oh, Talbot, Talbot ! don’t shrink ! Oh, Talbot, don’t falter { 

For my sake, don’t let me see you falter, Talbot, or I shall break
6—2v
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down. Alone I could let myself be tortured to death by Co- 
manches, and I’d sing my death-song as bravely as Mullins 
Bryan : but mark this, Talbot : if you break down, if you even 
falter, I’m a lost, ruined, and dishonoured man. Will you re­
member that, Talbot ?’

As he spoke these words, Brooke’s voice had a thrill in it that 
Talbot had never heard before.

‘ Brooke.’ said she, 11 will be firm. Bather than show any 
weakness, I will die.’

‘ That's very good,’ said Brooke. ‘ Your hand on it, Talbot.’
She held out her hand. He pressed it with a convulsive 

grasp.
‘ You will not forget V he asked eagerly.
‘ I cannot forget,’ she answered simply.
‘ Good lad !’ said Brooke.
He dropped her hand, and at once resumed his careless 

manner.
4 And now,’ kaid he, ‘ we can continue our music :

' “ For there the historic blacksmith stands "—
Gretna Green, you know—

* " And hammers away at the marriage bands.”
Only he don’t do so now, you know, for he's dead and gone, and 
they’ve got new marriage laws.’

Not long after this a man came up with a flask of wine and 
some rolls. Brooke took them from him and brought them 
over.

4 Talbot,’ said he, ‘ you don’t want to eat—in fact, at this 
moment you hate food. But while I am with you I’m your 
master, and I now command you to eat. Moreover, let me add 
that it is necessary to eat, or else you may grow faint ; and then, 
when there comes a chance of escape, you won’t be able to walk, 
and I shall have to carry you, don’t you see ? And now won’t 
you eat, just for the sake of saving me from unnecessary fatigue?’

41 will eat if you will,’ said Talbot.
4 Eat !’ exclaimed Brooke. 4 What ! I eat ? Oh, well, I don’t 

mind. For that matter, I’d just as soon eat a pair of boots 
as not.’

He broke off a fragment of bread and ate it. Talbot did the 
same, and thus both forced themselves to eat, and each did this 
for the sake of the other.

They said nothing while thus forcing themselves to eat. The 
thought that was present to each was enough to occupy the mind, 
and it was one which could not be put in words. Brooke saw 
Death awaiting himself, and, worse than that, he saw Talbot- 
alone, friendless, despairing, in the hands of remorseless fiends. 
Talbot, on the other hand, saw Death awaiting Brooke, and never
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rould shake off the torturing thought that his death was owing 
to her, and that he was virtually dying for her. Had it not been 
for her he might still have been safe. And it seemed to her to 
be a very hard and bitter thing that such a man as this should 
have to die in such a way, and that she should be the cause. 
Ah ! it became very hard for her to keep her promise to maintain 
her coolness, and to force back those tears and those cries that 
were ready to burst forth beyond control. Yet such was this girl’s 
high nature, that she could crush down her weak woman’s heart, 
and turn towards Brooke a face in which there was not a trace of 
emotion, and speak in a voice without a tremor.

Soon a man appeared once more, thrusting his head up into 
the loft, and in a stern voice he ordered them to come down.

Brooke rose. He did not look at Talbot. He walked toward 
the ladder, droning out in a nasal whine, to a most extraordinary 
tune, the following words :

‘ “ Come on, you tarnel Mingo,
I'll make you walk your chalks ;

D'ye think I care, by jingo !
For all yer tomahawks ?

I'm more of salamander 
And less of mortal man :

You cannot shake my dander,
I’m a rule American !" ’

At the opening he paused, and looked back at Talbot’s pale
face.

‘ Did you ever hear the death song of Mullins Bryan ?’ he
asked.

• No,’ said Talbot.
‘ H’m ! I suppose not,’ said Brooke.
lie then went down, and Talbot followed.

CHAPTER XXII.
f

^HOW TALBOT HAS LIFE AND FREEDOM OFFERED, AND HOW 
SHE DECLINES THE OFFER.

Outside, Lopez was seated upon a stone, which stood close by 
the foundation wall of the mill, and near him were about a dozen 
of his followers. The rest of the band were at a distance, and 
were all variously occupied. Some were lolling on the grass, 
smoking ; others were lying down as though trying to sleep ; 
others were squatting on their haunches iu groups, talking and 
gesticulating ; others were wandering away in different directions.

All this was taken in at a glance by Brooke as he came out, 
foi.owed by Talbot, after which he turned and faced Lopez.

z
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The latter regarded him with sharp scrutiny for some time, after 
which he looked in the same way at Talbot. The gaze was re­
turned by Talbot calmly, quietly, and unshrinkingly, without 
boldness, and yet without shyness. It was as though she wished 
to read the true character of this man, so as to see what hope 
there might be.

4 Your name !’ said Lopez to Brooke, in a tone of command.
1 Raleigh Brooke,’ said he.
* Seflor Brooke,' said Lopez, ‘ you must be aware that the 

accounts which you gave of yourself last night were very contra­
dictory. Even at the beat, you are, according to your own state­
ment, a newspaper correspondent, which in our eyes is the same 
as a spy. But more than this, you confess yourself to be an 
American, which makes it still worse. And so, sefior, you see 
that you are in an awkward position. But this is not all. There 
is something more that I must ask. You speak of having come 
on in trains—that were stopped. Were you not on that train 
which was stopped by the Carlists V

1 No,' said Brooke firmly, and without a moment’s hesitation.
That was false, of course ; but Brooke had already identified 

himself with Talbot, for her sake, and had told a story to which 
he was now forced to adhere. It would have been far better if 
he had told the truth at the outset, but it was too late now. So 
he answered 1 No.’

1 One of our men came on by the train in which you say you 
came.’ continued Lopez, 'and has no recollection of you.'

‘ Very possible,' said Brooke coolly ; ‘ and I don’t suppose I have 
any recollection of him. People can’t remember all who come 
and go in railway trains, even in America, where all the carriages 
are in one ; but here, where each car is divided into coaches, 
how can one know anything about his fellow-passengers I’

* I came in the train that was stopped by the Carliste,' said 
Lopez.

' Did you see me there I’ asked Brooke.
1 No,’ said Lopez ; * but there was a priest.’
‘Was that the priest V asked Brooke, pointing to Talbot.
4 No,’ said Lopez—4 not at all. This priest that I refer to had 

a beard, and wore spectacles : he was a totally different man 
from your friend.’

Lopez now paused and reflected for a few moments.
4 Come,’ said he at length, * I’ll give you a chance. I’m not 

cruel ; I hate bloodshed ; and I don’t care about shooting 
prisoners, even when they’re spies. We all look on you as a spy, 
but I’ll give you a chance to save yourself. I’ll tell you all 
frankly. It is this : I myself came on in that train that was 
stopped by the Carlists. In that same train there was a party 
of English ladies and gentlemen. All of the passengers, myself
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included, were robbed ; but, mark you, while the natives were 
permitted to go away iu safety, these English—ladies, mind you, 
as well as gentlemen—were detained by the Carliste, Now. of 
course, these so-called Carliste are merely brigands, or else they 
would not have captured and robbed a party of inoffensive 
travellers, and still less would they have detained them as 

• prisoners. They are brigands, then, and of course they intend 
to exact a ransom from their prisoners, and of course if the 
ransom is not paid they will shoot every one of them.

‘ Well, after.I had escaped from their clutches I communicated 
at once with the military authorities, and reported the capture 
of these travellers. They immediately ordered me to take a 
detachment of men and set off in pursuit. This is our present 
errand. You now know all ; and if you are a true man, you 
will at once not only sympathize with our present undertaking, 
but you will lend us all the aid in your power; you will tell us all 
you know, you will be as frank with me as 1 have been with you, 
and help us to save these unfortunate ladies from a fate worse 
than death.’

1 Seftor captain,’ said Brooke, without hesitating for one instant, 
11 thank you for your frankness, but it is of no possible value 
to me. I have come from a different direction, and cannot be of 
the slightest assistance in this matter.’

‘Oh, very well,’ said Lopez coldly. ‘As I said before, I am 
merciful, and hate shooting prisoners in cold blood. But mark 
this : if it is necessary I will not hesitate. I will allow you 
this day to think over what I have said. And now, what about 
this priest V

‘He is an English priest,’ said Brooke calmly,‘and cannot 
understand Spanish.’

‘ Very well, you shall act as interpreter. In the first place, his 
name and residence V

‘ Sydney Talbot,’ said Brooke, 1 of London.’
‘ What are you doing in this country Y asked Lopez directly of 

Talbot.
‘I came on a visit to Barcelona,’ said Talbot iu reply, as 

Brooke translated the question.
‘ For what purpose ?’
‘ On a visit to friends.’
‘ What friends Y
‘ English people.’
1 Name ?’
‘ Rivers,’ said Talbot calmly, and without a moment’s hesitation.
All this was news to Brooke, who had never learned her 

private history or the secret of her journey to Spain.
‘You do not know the language ? You cannot have been long

in Spain?’
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* No—only a week.’
‘ A very short visit,’ said Lopez. ‘ Did you come so far only 

to remain a week V
‘ No,’ said Talbot, ‘ I expected to stay much longer.’
‘ Why did you not stay V
‘ Because I found on my arrival that the family had left 

Barcelona.’
‘ Where did they go V
41 have no idea.’
‘ Were they not expecting you V
‘ I supposed that they were expecting me, and I am quite 

unable to account for their departure and their failure to meet me.'
‘ And so you set out on your return home V
‘ Yes.’
* Well,’ said Lopez, ‘you story is a little absurd, yet not at all 

improbable. I dare say there was a mistake somewhere.’
‘ There must have been—yet I don’t know.’
‘ Young sir,’,said Lopez, after a pause, ‘ you carry your cha­

racter in your face. Y ou at least are not a spy. U pon that I 
would stake my life. I wish I could say as much for your com­
panion. All Spaniards—at least all Republicans -would not let 
a priest off so easily ; but you are different, and I could no 
more suspect you than I could suspect the Apostle St. John. 
Sefior, you are free ; you may go on your way at once.’

‘ Sefior, you are free, and may go on your way at once,’ re­
peated Brooke, as a flush of joy passed over his face. ‘ Go, 
Talbot, go,’ he added earnestly ; ‘ go at once !’ V,—.—■

But Talbot did not move.
‘ I am deeply grateful, captain,’ said she, ‘but I prefer to remain 

with my friend.’
‘ Talbot !’ cried Brooke.
‘ Tell him what 1 say,’ was Talbot’s calm reply.
‘ You are mad !’ groaned Brooke.
‘ What is all this I’ cried Lopez angrily. ‘ What does the 

priest say V
‘The priest says that he will not go,’ replied Brooke ; ‘ that he 

will stay by me.
1 Oh, he does, does he I’ said Lopez. ‘ Well, that’s all the 

better for you. You’ll need him, especially if you persist in your 
obstinacy.’

Brooke translated this, and Talbot listened without a word.
Brooke was now ordered back into the mill, and he went, 

Talbot following. On reaching the loft, they both were silent 
for a long time. Bryoke spoke first.

‘ Oh, Talbot, Talbot !’ he cried in a reproachful voice, ‘ why 
didn’t you go ! Yon had the chance.’

* Go !’ exclaimed Talbot. ‘ What ! go and leave you ?’
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* Of course,’ said Brooke.
‘What! when you have risked your life, and are in such 

danger of death, for me] Oh, Brooke, Brooke! Is this, then, 
your opinion of me ? Can you think me capable of such utter 
baseness ?’

‘ Talbot,’ said Brooke, ‘ it was to save your life that I left the 
tower, and now you will not save yourself.’

‘ Save myself ! save my worthless life ! I should scorn it, if I 
must leave you to die. Never ! never ! Now, may God do so to 
me, and more also, if aught but death part thee and me—that 
is, till we escape and are out of danger. We must escape to­
gether. You shall never lay down your life for me.’

Talbot spoke with the air of one whose resolution was im­
movable. Brooke’s agitation was intense.

‘ Talbot,’ he cried, 4 you are mad. You don’t know these men. 
They are remorseless fiends. They will wreak their vengeance 
on you as well as on me.’

‘ Let them,’ said Talbot firmly.
‘ I tell you,’ cried Brooke in vehement tones, ‘ that I have a 

duty to perform and a battle to tight. I have to be constant 
until death to my duty ; but if you stay by me—if you remain 
— if you are still in peril—oh, Talbot ! I shall be false to my duty 
—for your sake.’

4 No, Brooke, said Talbot, ‘ you will never be false to your duty 
for my sake. You will be true, and I will Stand by you. You 
shall never see me deserting you. If you have any friendship 
for me, you will be glad to see your friend by your side in the 
hour of your trial.’

4 It’s not that—it's not that !’ cried Brooke. ‘Good heavens ! 
you will not understand. Bo you not see that if you remain 
you will soon be alone in the world, and then—who will de­
fend you T

41 understand well what you mean,’ said Talbot firmly. 4 You 
expect to die, and do not wish to leave me here alone among 
these ruffians. Never fear for me. Heaven will protect me. 
l>ut you must know this well, and I say it once for all, I will not 
leave you. I cannot be false or dishonourable. I can die. Yes, 
Brooke, I can die, for I remember how you told me that I am an 
English lad, We Talbots have given up our lives in every 
generation for what we believe to be the good cause ; and the 
hist of the Talbots can die gladly rather than desert a friend.’

Brooke turned away. A sob burst from him. In vain he tried 
to restrain it. Then there followed an exceedingly bitter cry.

4 Talbot ! Talbot ! By heaven, you’ll break my heart !’
‘Oh, Brooke !’ cried Talbot, ‘be calm—oh, be calm ! I say to 

you, as you said to me, be calm for my sake ; for if you lose your 
self-control I shall break down utterly,’
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CHAPTER XXIII.
IN WHICH BROOKE AND TALBOT EXCHANGE CONFIDENCES. -

After some time Brooke grew calmer.
‘ Aud now,’ said Talbot, ‘ tell me all that took place between 

you and this officer, for I have not understood.’
Brooke told her all.
* Aud why can't you do what he asks V said Talbot, in surprise. 

‘ Why can’t you take them to that castle 1 You were there, and 
when there you say you recognised the Carlist chief himself, the 
very man who stopped the train. He must have the English 
prisoners there. Do you mean to say that you will not help those 
poor captives V

‘ I cannot,’ said Brooke.
‘ Cannot V
‘ Look here, 'Talbot ! I’ve thought it all over and over, and I 

cannot. Honour forbids. Let me explain. You see, while 
wandering about here, I have frequently fallen into the hands of 
either party, and have often been in as great danger as now, yet 
I have always escaped. More than this, I have papers from the 
leading men of both sides, which testify to my character. I am 
therefore in honour bound never, under any circumstances, to 
betray one party to the other, and that, too, no matter what my 
own feelings may be. I came here as a neutral, a stranger, a cor­
respondent, to get information for the distant American public. 
That is my business here. But the montent I begin to betray 
one of these parties to the other in any shape or way, the moment 
I communicate to others the information which I may have 
gained in confidence, that moment I become an infernal scoundrel’

‘ True, Brooke, very true !’ said Talbot ; ‘ but don’t you see how 
different this thing is ? Here is a party of travellers captured by 
brigands, and held to ransom. You are merely asked to show 
the way to their prison, so that they may be set free by their 
friends. What betrayal of confidence is there in this V

‘ I say that in any way in which I tell one of these parties 
about the doings of the other, I betray the confidence which has 
been placed in me.’

‘Aud I say, Brooke, that if you leave these English ladies in 
the hands of merciless villains to languish in captivity, to suffer 
torment, aud perhaps to die a cruel death, you will be guilty of 
an unpardonable sin—an olleilce so foul that it will haunt your 
last hours !’

‘No woman,’ said Brooke, ‘can understand a man’s sense of 
honour.’

* fjir,’ said Talbot, with indescribable haughtiness, ‘ you forget
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my name. Trust me, sir, no Talbot ever lived who failed one jot 
or tittle in the extremest demand of honour. I, sir, am a Talbot, 
and have no need to go to you for information on points of 
honour. More than this, I say that you are utterly wrong ; and 
that if yon leave those English ladies in the hands of these 
Spanish miscreants you will do foul offence, not only to the 
honour of a gentleman, but even to the instincts of humanity.’

‘Forgive me, Talbot,’ said Brooke meekly. ‘I don’t mean 
what you think. When I spoke of a man’s sense of honour, I 
referred to his life of action, with all its conflict of duty and 
honour, and all those complicated motives of which a woman in 
her retirement can know nothing.’

1 Believe me, Brooke,’ said Talbot earnestly,* women who are 
lookers-on are often better and safer judges than men who are in 
the midst of action. Trust me. and take my advice in this 
matter. What ! is it possible that you can have the heart to 
leave these English ladies to a fate of horror among brigands V

‘You put it strongly, Talbot, but that is only a partial view. 
In brief, you ask me to betray to the enemy a place which I may 
inform you happens to be one of the cardinal points in the 
strategy of the Carlist generals. I do not know for certain that 
the ladies are there ; and if they are, I do not believe that they 
will be badly treated. A ransom will perhaps be exacted, but 
nothing more. On the whole, I should far rather fall into the 
hands of the Carlists than the Republicans. The Carlists are 
generous mountaineers, the peasantry of the North ; the Repub­
licans are the communist mobs of the Southern cities. I have 
seen very much of both sides, and think the Carlists better men 
every way—more chivalrous, more merciful, and more religious. 
I am not afraid about those prisoners. I feel convinced that 
when the general hears of their capture he will set them free 
himself. At any rate, I cannot interfere. To do so wouh^be a 
hideous piece of treachery on my part. For me to betray to the 
Republicans this great and important Carlist fortress, which has 
become known to me by the favour and the confidence of the 
Carlist chiefs, would be a thing of horror and dishonour. I would 
die first. Talbot. So don’t say any more. If anything could 
make me false to my honour and duty, it would be your entreaties. 
I may be wrong, after all, but I must act by my own sense of 
right. Would you wish me to save my life, and always after­
ward have the thought that I had stained my honour ?’

‘No, Brooke,’ said Talbot ; ‘and since you feel in this way I 
will say no more about it.’

Silence now followed. Brooke seated himself on the floor with 
his hack against the wall, and Talbot stood looking at him as he 
thus sat.

ihis man, who led a life which required some of the qualities
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of the hero, had nothing particularly heroic in his outward aspect. 
He was a man of medium size, and sinewy, well-knit frame. He 
had keen, gray eyes, which noticed everything, and could pene­
trate to the inner core of things ; close-cropped hair, short service­
able beard, of that style which is just now most affected by men 
of restless energy ; a short, straight nose, and a general air of 
masterful self-restraint and self-possession. Not a handsome 
man, strictly speaking, was our friend Brooke ; not by any means 
a ‘ lady’s man but he was something better, inasmuch as he was 
a manly man, one who would be trusted thoroughly and followed 
blindly by other men, ay, and by women too ; for, after all, it is 
not the lady’s man who is appreciated by true women, but the 
man's man. To such as these the best sort of women delight to 
do reverence. Add to this Brooke’s abrupt manner, rather harsh 
voice, inconsequential talk, habit of saying one thing while think­
ing of something totally different, love of drollery, and dry, short 
laugh, and then you have Brooke complete, who is here described 
simply because there has not been any very convenient place for 
describing him before.

Shortly after the examination of the prisoners, the greater part 
of the baud had gone away with the captain, and only half a 
dozen men were left behind on guard. After Brooke had grown 
tired of his own meditations, he wandered toward the window 
and looked out. Here he stood watching the men below, and 
studying their faces until he had formed his own conclusion as to 
the character of each one.

‘ I’m trying,’ said he to Talbot, who came near, ‘ to find out 
which one of these fellows is the most susceptible of bril>ery and 
corruption. They're all a hard lot ; the trouble is that one 
watches the other so closely that I can’t get a fair chance.’

41 wonder where the others have gone,’ said Talbot.
‘ Oh, they’ve gone off to search for the prisoners, of course, 

said Brooke. 41 don’t believe they’ll find anything about them 
ou this road ; and as for the castle, they’ll be unable to do any­
thing there unless they take cannon.’

At length the opportunity arrived for which Brooke had been 
waiting. The guards had wandered off to a little distance, and 
only one man was left. He was just .below at the door of the 
mill. Brooke was glad to see that he was the ugliest of the lot, 
and the very one whom he had mentally decided upon as being 
the most corruptible. Upon this man he began to try his arts.

4 Good-morning, sefior,’ said he insinuatingly.
The man looked up in a surly way, and growled back something.
4 Do you smoke ?’ asked Brooke.
The man grinned.
Upon this Brooke flung down a small piece of tobacco, and 

then began to address himself to further conversation, But alas
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for his hopes ! He had just begun to ask where the others had 
gone and where the man belonged, when a flash burst forth, and 
a rifle ball sung past him through the window just above his 
head. It was one of the other ruffians who had done this, who 
at the same time advanced, and with an oath ordered Brooke to 
hold 110 communication with the men.

‘ 1 may stand at the window and look out, I suppose V said 
Brooke coolly.

‘ We have orders to allow no communication with the prisoneis 
whatever. If you speak another word you’ll get a bullet through 
you.’

Upon this Brooke concluded that his plan was a failure.
Evening came at length, and the darkness deepened. The band 

were still absent. The men below were perfectly quiet, and 
seemed to be asleep.

‘ I have a proposal to make,’said Talbot, ‘ which is worth some­
thing if you will only do it.’

‘ What is that ?’
‘ I have been thinking about it all day. It is this : Take this 

priest’s dress again, and go. The priest, you know, is not a

Crisoner. He stays voluntarily. He has leave to go whenever 
e wishes. Now, you are the real priest, I am not. I am wear­

ing your dress. Take it back, and go.’
Brooke looked at her for a few minutes in silence. It was too 

dark for her to see the look that he gave her.
At length, with his usual short laugh, he said :
‘ Well, that’s a refreshing sort of a proposal to make, too, after 

all that has passed between us !’
1 Why not V asked Talbot. ‘ What objection is there to it V 
* Such a question,’ said Brooke, ‘ does not deserve an answer.’
‘ My plan is feasible enough, and quite safe too.’
‘ Nonsense ! And what, pray, is to become of you V 
‘ Never mind that. Think of yourself, Brooke, for once in 

your life. To stay here is certain death for you. This is your 
very last chance.’

Brooke was silent for a little time.
‘ Well,’ said Talbot, ‘ will you go ?’
‘ Oh, Talbot ! Talbot !’ cried Brooke ; * how can you have the 

heart to make such a proposal to me ? I have told* you that the 
only thing that moves me is the thought of your danger. Heath 
is nothing to me : I’ve faced it hundreds of times.’

‘ It is preposterous to talk in that way !’ said Talbot excitedly. 
‘My danger I I deny that there is any danger for me. As an 
English lady, I shall be safe in any event. I’m sorry I ever took 
this disguise. If you take it back you can go away now in 
safety. When they find that you have gone, they may perhaps 
threaten a little, but that is all. They will have nothing against
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me, ami will, no doubt, set me free. This captain seems to be a 
gentleman, and I should have no fear of him. I believe that after 
the first explosion he would treat me with respect, and let me go.’

‘ And so you would really let me go I’ said Brooke, after a long 
pause, in a very low voice.

‘Gladly, gladly,’ said Talbot.
‘ And stay here alone, in a new character, ignorant of the 

language, to face the return of the mad and furious crowd V
‘Yes.’
‘ They would tear you to pieces !’ cried Brooke.
‘ They would not.’
‘ They would.’
‘ Then let them. I can die,’ said Talbot calmly.
‘ And die for me V
‘ Yes, rather than let you die for me.’
‘ And you think I am capable of going away V said Brooke, in 

a faltering voice.
At this Talbot was utterly silent. Neither spoke a word for a 

long time.
‘ Talbot, lad,’ said Brooke at length, in a gentle voice.
‘ Well, Brooke !’
‘ I am glad that I met with you.’
‘ Are you, Brooke V
‘ I should like to live,’ he continued, in a far-off tone, like one 

soliloquizing, ‘ after having met with you ; but if I cannot live, I 
shall be glad to think that 1 have ever known you.’

Talbot said nothing to this, and there was another long silence. 
I ‘ By-the-bye,’ said Brooke at last, ‘ I should like to tell you 
somethidg) Talbot, in case you should ever happen to meet with 
a certain uriend of mine—you might mention how you met with 
me, and so on.’

* Yes,’ said Talbot, in a low voice.
‘ This friend,’ said Brooke, ‘ is a girl.’
He paused.
‘ Yes,’ said Talbot, in the same voice.
‘ It was in Cuba that I met with her. Her name is Dolores.’
‘ Dolores—what ?’
‘ Dolores Garcia.’
‘ I shall remember the name.’
‘ I was correspondent there, in just such a country as this, 

between two hostile forces. One evening I came to a place where 
a gang of insurgent Cubans were engaged in the pleasing task of 
burning a house. As it happened, I was wearing the dress 
common to the insurgents, and passed for one of themselves. 
Pressing into the house, I found two ladies—a young girl and 
her mother—in an agony of terror, surrounded by a howling 
crowd of ruffians. In a few words I managed to assure them of
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my help. I succeeded in personating a Cuban leader, and in 
getting them away. Then I passed through the crowd outside, 
and, getting horses, I hurried the ladies off. Eventually we all 
reached Havana in safety. I learned that an attack had been 
made on the plantation, that Senor Garcia had been killed, and 
that as I came up the gang was plundering the place and threaten­
ing to destroy the women.

‘ Gratitude had the effect of making this young girl Dolores 
most devotedly attached to me. In the course of our journey 
she evinced her affection in a thousand ways. She was very 
young, and very beautiful, and I could not help loving her. t 
was also deeply moved by her passionate love for me, and so I 
asked her to be my wife, and she consented. After reaching 
Havana, Spanish manners did not allow of our seeing much of 
one another. Shortly afterward I had to return to the seat of 
war to finish my engagement, and bade her good-bye for two or 
three months. I expected at the end of that time to return to 
Havana and marry her.

‘ Well, I went away and heard nothing more from her. At 
the end of that time I returned, when, to my amazement, I 
learned that she had gone to Spain, and found a letter from her 
which gave me the whole reason for her departure. I had told 
her before that I myself was going to Spain in the course of 
another year, so she expressed a hope of seeing me there. The 
place to which she was going was Pampeluna. I’ve already tried 
to find her there, but in vain. The fact is, things have been so 
disturbed about here, that people have changed their abodes, and 
can no longer be traced ; and so I have never come upon the 
track of Dolores. And I mention this to you, Talbot, so that if 
you should ever, by any chance, happen to meet her, you may 
tell her that you saw me, and that 1 had been hunting after her 
all through Spain. I dare say it will soothe her, for she loved me 
most passionately, and must often have wondered why I never 
came for her. In fact, she was so gentle, so delicate, so sensitive, 
and yet so intense in her feelings, that I have often feared that 
the idea of my being false might have been too much for her 
loving heart, and may have cut short her young life.'

After the conclusion of this story, Talbot asked many questions 
about Dolores, and the conversation gradually changed, until at 
length it came round to the cross-questioning of Lopez which 
Talbot had undergone.

‘ I have never told you,’ said she, ‘ about my own errand here 
in this country ; and as this may be our last conversation, I 
should like very much to tell you all.’

Thus this confidence of Brooke’s led to a similar act on the 
part of Talbot, who now related to him her own history. As 
this has been already set forth from the lips of Harry Hivers, it
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need uot be repeated here. Brooke listened to it iu silence. At 
the close he merely remarked :

* Well, Talbot, we’ve now made our final confessions. This is 
our last interview. And I feel sad, not, my lad, at the thought 
of death, but at the thought of leaving you among these villains. 
My only thought is what will become of you.’

‘ It’s strange,’ said Talbot, in a musing tone, ‘ very strange. 
All this that I have been telling you seems now removed back 
away to a far, far distant past. It is as though it all happened in 
a previous state of existence.’

‘ I dare say,’ said Brooke. ‘Oh yes ; you see you’ve been 
having a precious hard time of it.’

‘ Yes,’ mused Talbot ‘ Fear, hope, suspense, shame, grief, 
despair ; then fear, suspense, and despair ; then hope and joy, 
followed again by despair. So it has been, and all iu a few days. 
Brooke, I tell you I am another person altogether from that girl 
who left her home so short a time ago. Miss Talbot— where is 
she î I am ttye lad Talbot—comrade of a brave man—fighting 
with him for my life, and now along with him resting in the 
Valley of the Shadow of Death.’

‘ Bosh !’ said Brooke, in a husky, choking voice.
He muttered a few unintelligible words, and then ceased.
‘ Death is near, Brooke—very near ; I feel if. ’
‘ Talbot,’ said Brooke, with something like a groan, ‘ talk of 

something else.’
' It’s near to you.’
‘ Well, what if it is V
‘ And it’s near to me.’
‘ It’s not ; I tell you it’s not,’ cried Brooke excitedly.
‘ It was the old fashion of chivalry, upheld by all the Talbots, 

that the page or the squire should never survive the chief. I’m 
a Talbot. Do you understand me, Brooke V

‘ If they did so,’ cried Brooke, in stronger excitement, ‘ they 
were a pack of cursed fools.

* “ He that fights and runs away 
May live to fight another day."

That’s my motto.’
* Do you think I’ll survive you ?’ asked Talbot, taking no notice 

of Brooke’s words.
Brooke gave a wild laugh.
1 You’ll have to, my boy—you’ll have to.’
* I’m your page, your vassal,’ said she. “I’m a Talbot. We’ve 

exchanged arms. I’ve flung away the girl life. I’m a boy—the 
lad Talbot. We’re brothers in arms, for good or evil, Brooke.’

Brooke began to whistle, and then murmured some words like 
these :
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* Non ego perfidum 
Dili sacramentum : ibimue, ibimus.
Utcunque praecedes, aupremum 
Carpe re iter comités parali.’

‘ What do you say V asked Talbot.
1 Oh, nothing,’ said Brooke ; ‘ dog Latin—some rubbish from 

Horace. Allow me, however, to remark, that all this talk about 
death seems to me to be cursed bad taste.’

After this he began to whistle a tune. Suddenly he held up 
his hand so as to display the ring.

* Who gave you this Î’ he asked carelessly.
‘ Mr. Rivers,’ said Talbot simply. ‘ It was our engagement 

ring.’
Brooke gave his usual short laugh, and subsided into silence.

CHAPTER XXIV.
IN WHICH BROOKE AND TALBOT STAND FACE TO FACE WITH

DEATH.

This was to be to Brooke his last day in life. The thought of 
this was ever present to both of them. The band would probably 
return during the night, and in the morning the last scene would 
he enacted. In the few days in which these two had known each 
other they had been compelled to undergo great variations of 
feeling, and had come to learn each other’s inmost nature more 
thoroughly and intimately by far than could have occurred after 
years of ordinary social intercourse. Together they had faced 
danger and death ; together they had endured hope and fear, 
hunger and weariness, sorrow and despair. The feelings of each 
had been stirred to the uttermost depth. Strong natures were 
they, both of them ; and they both were capable of self-control, 
and they each knew how to wear an aspect of calmness while all 
the time the soul within was in a tumult of terror or distress. 
This night was to be the last on earth to one of them, perhaps to 
both. So they said but little. They could but sit in silence, and 
think, and feel, and suffer.

At midnight there was a wild clamour outside. The band had 
returned. The prisoners went to the window, and there, standing 
side by side, they looked out. Brooke thought that his hour 
might even now be at hand, and the same fear occurred to Talbot. 
Neither spoke. So for a long time they stood watching, listening, 
until at last the sounds died away, all movement ceased, and all 
was still. The men had gone to rest, and they now knew that 
there would be a respite until morning. They stood looking out 
into the night. If a thought of flight had ever occurred to either

9
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of them, they could now see that such a thing was impossible. 
For they were environed with guards ; and in the room below 
and on the grass outside the followers of Lopez lay between them 
and liberty.

1 Brooke,’ said Talbot, ‘ if you were now alone I know very well 
what you would do.’

‘ What V
‘ You would draw your revolver, jump down, burst through 

the midst of these men, and escape. Why not do so now ?’
Brooke gave a short laugh.
‘ Do ! Leave me ! Fly ! They cannot blame me if you fight 

your way through them. Better to die fighting than be shot 
down helplessly.’

‘ If I did so, they’d take out their vengeance on you.’
‘ They would hot.’
1 They would.’
‘ Then you stay for me !’
‘ Yes.’ 1
Talbot drew a long breath.
‘ You are bent on dying, Brooke, not to save me, but merely to 

prevent them from being too hard to me.’
‘ They will let you go,-' said Brooke. ‘ They will be satisfied— 

when I am gone.’
Talbot seized his hands in a convulsive grasp.
‘ Oh, Brooke !’ she groaned. ‘ Can nothing move you ? What 

is life worth to me at such a cost ? Oh, Brooke, fly ! Leave me. 
Fight your way out. I will follow you.’

‘ You cannot. If you tried, you would be sure to be captured. 
I might escape, as you say, but you could not.’

‘ Oh, Brooke, try—fly ! Oh, I could kill myself rather than 
endure this any longer.’

‘ Talbot !’ said Brooke, suddenly shaking her off.
‘ What, Brooke V
‘ You’re a fool !’
‘Yes, Brooke.’
1 You're a fool !’ he repeated, in a voice that sounded like a gasp.

‘ Why will you persist in talking in this way, and blight and 
shatter all my strength of soul ? It’s too late, I tell you. I will 
not. I will not do anything that can expose you to fresh danger ; 
your peril is great enough now, but there is a bure chance for you 
if nothing happens. When they have got one life they may feel 
inclined to spare the other.’

1 Never !’ said Talbot. ‘ They shall not. I will not have it'
‘You must !’ said Brooke fiercely.
‘ I tell you I will not !’ cried Talbot in a passionate voice.
‘ D—n you !’ roared Brooke, ‘ I tell you you must, and you 

shall !’
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At this there was a noise below. Some of the guard had 
awakened. Brooke drew a long breath, and retreated from the 
window into the darkness. Talbot went after him.

‘ Talbot,’ said Brooke, in a voice that was strangely sweet yet 
unutterably sad—‘ Talbot, do you want to break my heart ?’

‘ Brooke,’ said Talbot, in a low, thrilling tone, ‘ is it your heart 
only, do you think, that is now almost breaking V

After this there was a deep silence, broken only by their own 
quick breathing. Brooke felt a hand in bis. He caught it in a 
convulsive grasp ; and the two hands clung to each other, and 
throbbed with the vehement pulsations of two hearts that now 
beat with intensest feeling.

‘ Let me go,’ wailed Brooke at last, snatching his hand away. 
He gasped for breath. He retreated farther into the darkness. 
Talbot stood motionless and trembling. There was silence again 
for a long time. It was at last broken by Brooke.

1 Come, Talbot,’ he said, with feverish rapidity and a wretched 
assumption of carelessness. ‘ Let’s engage in conversation. What 
shall we talk about ? The weather ? Or the crops ? Or shall we 
talk politics ] By-the-bye, can’t you sing something ? I tell you 
what—it isn’t fair. You make me do all the singing. But I 
don’t mind. You’re a good listener, at any rate. If you like I’ll 
sing a hymn.’ And he began, singing through his nose :

‘ Oh, a maiden she lived in the south countrie,
And a werry fine maid, my boy, was she,
For her hair was as red as red can be ;
So off we go to Marymashee.

' And a jolly young cove fell in love with she.
Says he, ‘‘ My lass, will you marry me ?”

« One foot up and t’other foot down,
And away wo travel to London town.’

Again there was a sound below. Brooke’s song had roused the 
guard. Talbot gave a wild start.

‘ They’re coming !’ she gasped in a tone of horror. ‘ They’re 
coming—at last. They won’t wait !’

1 Pooh !’ said Brooke, whose voice by this time had regained its 
old careless ring ; and he whined on :

‘ Cats don’t come at half-past eight 
Tap-tap-tapping at the garding gate !'

Talbot gave a sigh that sounded like a groan. The sounds 
below subsided, and all was still once more. So the night passed. 
Morning came. A man brought up bread and wine ; but now 
there was no thought of eating, even for the sake of saving 
strength. Neither one spoke, nor did either venture to look at 
the other.

• 9—2
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At length they were summoned outside. Lopez was there, 
with half-a-dozen men around him. Farther away were the rest 
of the men, watching the scene. On the right were a dozen men 
with rifles. Brooke was as cool as usual. Talbot was calm, but 
deathly pale.

‘ Seîîor Brooke,’ said Lopez, ‘ I am a man of but few words, and 
few need now be said. I have given you a long respite—longer 
than I said. What is your decision 1 Will you go with us and 
show us where the Carlists took the English ladies V

1 Senor Captian,’ said Brooke calmly, ' I am quite unable to give 
you any information about the ladies. I don’t see what I can do.’

‘ Lead us to the place,’ said Lopez.
Brooke shook his head.
‘ I can’t sav any more,’ said he.
‘ Very well,’ said Lopez quietly. ‘ Then you must die.’
‘ You can certainly kill me, Senor Captain ; but what good will 

that do V
‘Oh, no particular good,’ said Lopez ; ‘ but the law is that spies 

shall be shot at once, and I merely gave you a chance. You’re 
a bold fellow, and I should like to spare you—that's all.’

‘ Thanks, Senor Captain. And may I make one request V
‘ Name it, senor.’
‘This young priest is free, is he not ?’
‘ Certainly.’
‘You will suffer him to go without molestation.’
‘ Certainly.’
‘ He is young, and a stranger in the country. He doesn’t know 

a word of the language, and is in despair about—about me. 
Would it be possible for him to procure a guide for part of the 
way, at least to Vittoria, or some nearer railway station Î’

* I will furnish him with one,’ said Lopez, ‘ all the way.’
‘ Thank you, seîîor,’ said Brooke.
‘ Seîîor,’ said Lopez, ‘ it pains me deeply to see you rush on to 

destruction.’
‘ Seîîor Captain,’ said Brooke, ‘ you are a man of honour and 

generosity. I wish I could do what you ask.’
Lopez shrugged his shoulders. Then he sighed. Then he took 

a final look at Brooke. After this he motioned to two of his 
men. These two came forward and led Brooke to a place oppo­
site the file of armed men. One of the men offered to bind his 
eyes, but Brooke motioned him away.

‘ 1 don’t want it,’ said he.
As he said this, Talbot came up and stood by his side. Lopez 

walked down toward the tile of men and stood at a point on one 
side, half-way between the condemned and the soldiers.

‘ Talbot,’ said Brooke, in a low voice, ‘ go away.’
‘ Brooke,’ said Talbot, ‘ will you not live V
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‘ What ! in dishonour ?’
‘ Oil, my God !’ groaned Talbot. ‘ What shall I do ? He will 

die—and I’ve killed him !’
‘ Talbot,’ said Brooke, in a husky and unsteady voice, ‘ go away. 

You’ll make me die two deaths. You are safe. Lopez has pro­
mised to send a guide with you to Vittoria.’

‘ A guide V said Talbot, in a strange voice.
* Think of me—sometimes,’ stammered Brooke.
Talbot turned and looked at him. Brooke saw the look and all 

that was conveyed in it, and then obstinately shut his eyes.
Lopez now turned to see if the two friends had said their last 

say. He saw a singular sight. The ‘ priest ’ was standing directly 
in front of Brooke, and facing the file of soldiers. At that mo­
ment also Brooke opened his eyes again and saw Talbot in front 
of him.

He stepped forward and seized her arm.
‘ Oh, Talbot ! oh, Talbot !’ he groaned. ‘ This is worse than 

death. Why will you torment me V
Talbot shook him off. Brooke threw a despairing look at the 

captain, and shrank back. Talbot folded her arms and stood 
in front of him.

Had she only been able to speak Spanish she would have told 
them all—how this man had run into danger on her account, 
how he wan now dying through her, how she was resolved to die 
either for him or with him. She would have told them all that, 
hut that would not have revealed the half of all the eloquent 
story which stood unfolded in her attitude and in her face.

She stood erect, her arms folded on her breast, facing thus the 
tile of soldiers. Her look, however, was as though she saw them 
not. Her eyes were turned toward them, yet their gaze was 
fixed on vacancy. She thus showed her face—looking thus with 
steadfast eyes—a calm face, serene, tranquil, white as marble, and 
as motionless. All that Brooke had seen there, which had made 
him think of the Angel Gabriel, and all that Lopez had seen there 
which made him think of the Apostle John, was now clearly 
manifest in that noble and expressive countenance. It was the 
face of a pure, a lofty, an exalted nature, full of profoundest feel­
ing and matchless self-control—the face of one jvbo was resolved 
to die, the face of a martyr, the face of one who was standing in 
full view of Death, who was waiting for his approach, and was 
undismayed.

As for Brooke, he at last experienced all that he had dreaded. 
He was utterly overcome. White, ghastly, trembling from head 
to foot, he stared at Talbot with something like horror in his 
face, yet he could not move. He stood shuddering, and speech­
less. At such an astonishing and unexpected spectacle the 
very soldiers gazed in awe. Hardened as they were, thpre was
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something in Talbot’s determined self-sacrifice, and in Brooke's 
manifest anguish of soul, which overcame them all, and hushed 
them all alike into wonder and silence. All eyes were fixed on 
the two who thus stood before the file of soldiers. At length 
there arose murmurs ; strange murmurs, indeed, to come from 
such men, for they indicated pity and compassion.

Upon Lopez the effect of all this was overwhelming. He had 
seen it from the beginning. He saw the face of Talbot, the 
agony of Brooke. At first there was only wonder in his looks, 
then came profound agitation. His sword dropped from his 
hand. He turned away. Now, as he thus turned away, had he 
encountered fierce, cruel, blood-thirsty faces, he might have come 
back to his first resolve, and recovered from the emotion which 
was unmanning him ; but the faces of his men were full of pity 
and of wonder. His fierce followers were themselves overcome, 
and thus the agitation of Lopez was heightened.

‘ I am a soldier,’ he cried ; 11 am not a bandit. I am not a 
cut-throat. It’s all very well for us to kill our enemies in battle, 
but, my lads, to kill people in this way is butchery, and if they 
want butchers they’ll have to get others. I must talk to these 
men again, esocially ta this priest.’

With these words Captain Lopez dismissed his men and then 
turned to Brooke.

‘ Sefior,’ said he, ‘ I have some mope questions to ask. I will 
therefore postpone proceedings until after further examination.’

Talbot understood the actions of Lopez, and comprehended the 
meaning of his words. There was an immense revulsion of feel­
ing within her—from that preparation for death to this restora­
tion to life ; yet so perfect was her self-control that she lost not 
one wit of her caution, and vigilance, and outward calm. She 
did not trust herself to look at Brooke. She merely turned away 
and stood with her eyes fixed on the ground. Brooke stood 
watching her with a haggard stare. He did not look at Lopez ; 
but as he caught his words he muttered something in reply which 
was unintelligible to Lopez, and quite incoherent in itself.

The prisoners were now conducted back again to their place of 
confinement. Here at last, removed from all strange eyes, the 
fortitude of Talbot, so long sustained, gave way utterly. Under 
the pressure of so tremendous a reaction her womanly nature 
reasserted itself. Shekell prostrate upon the floor, and lav there, 
overwhelmed by a vehement passion of tears. As for Brooke, 
he dared not trust himself to soothe her ; he dared not even so 
much as look at her, but seated himself as far away as possible 
and buried his face in his hands.

C
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CHAPTER XXV.

IN WHICH BROOKE SINGS AND TALKS IN A LIGHT AND 
TRIFLING MANNER.

Brooke and Talbot had thus emerged from the Valley of the 
Shadow of Death, but that shadow still rested upon them. Their 
sudden deliverance had left them both alike overwhelmed ; and 
as they stood apart, not speaking, not even looking at one 
another, there was a struggle in the mind of each which made 
it hard indeed for them to regain any kind of self-control. The 
vision of ‘death which had been before them had disclosed to 
each the inmost soul of the other, and had led to revelations of 
feeling that might not have been made under any other circum­
stances. They had both alike expected death ; they had said 
to one another their last and truest words ; they had given ex­
pression to their most secret and sacred confidences ; they had 
bidden their most solemn and most tender farewells ; but the 
moment which had threatened to be the last of life, had 
passed away leaving them still in the land of the living—leaving 
them together as before, bound by the new and imperishable tie 
of a common memory, for neither could forget all that had been 
said, and felt, and done by the other.

After the events of the morning, Lopez had gone away with 
the greater part of his followers, leaving behiud a guard of 
about half a dozen, as before. The noise of these movements had 
aroused the two prisoners, and they had gone to the window to 
look out, seeking rather to distract their thoughts than to satisfy 
anything like curiosity. From this window they had watched 
these proceedings in silence, standing close beside each other, with 
their eyes turned to the scene outside, but with thoughts wander­
ing elsewhere. At length all had gone except the guard, and the 
last of the band had been swallowed up by the intervening hills. 
There was nothing more to be seen outside, or to serve as a pre­
tence for keeping their looks from following their thoughts.

Their eyes met. It was a deep and an eloquent look, full of 
unuttered meaning, which each turned upon the other ; and 
each seemed to read in the eyes of the other all the secrets of 
the heart ; and standing thus, they looked into one another’s 
hearts.

It was Brooke who spoke first.
‘ I wonder,’ said he, in a low, gentle voice—‘ I wonder, Talbot, 

if you had that look when you placed yourself in front of me 
and faced their levelled rifles. If so, Talbot, lad, I don’t 
wonder that the soldiers paused ; for they say that the calm eye 
of man can tame the wild beast or the fifty of the maniac ; and so
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your eyes tamed the madness of these fierce ruffians. Was your 
look then, Talbot, as calm and as firm as it is now ?’

* It was fixed,’ said Talbot in a gentle voice. ‘ unalterably. But 
it was not their rifles that I saw ; it seemed then as though I saw 
the other world.’

A short silence followed, and then Brooke spoke again, in a 
voice which was very weak and tremulous.

‘ And you, Talbot, stood before their bullets, offering your life 
for mine !’

The accents of his voice seemed to quiver with suppressed 
passion and infinite tenderness.

‘ It was only a fair exchange,' said Talbot slowly ; and her voice 
thrilled as she spoke through the heart of Brooke as he went over 
to her to listen ; ‘ for you were giving up your own life for me.’

There was silence now for some time, during which their eyes 
were fastened upon one another. At length Brooke drew a long 
breath, and turned away. Then he began abruptly to sing one 
of his droll songs. His voice was faint at first, but grew stronger 
as he^œut on:

' “'Billy Taylor was a gay young rover,
Full of mirth and full of glee ;

And his mind he did discover 
. To a maid of low degree.

Rite follalol-lol-lol-lol-lido,
Rite follalol-lol-lol-lol-lay.’ ”

1 You see,’ continued he, ‘ my way is to sing while I cau. 
There are too many times in life when you can’t sing “Billy 
Taylor." Then you may retire to your corner, and wear sack­
cloth and ashes. Such a time is coming, Talbot, lad, when the 
strain of “ Billy Taylor” shall be heard no more. But so lonflps 
I cau I’ll sing :

‘ “ But this maiden had apavieut,
Who was very stern to she.

' Fly, oh, fly, my dearest darter, 
From the wiles of your Billee I' 

Rite follalol-lol-lol-lol-lido, 
Rite follalol-lol-lol-lol-lay. " '

During this little diversion of Brooke’s, Talbot said nothing. 
It was, as he said, his way,and Talbot had grown accustomed to it. 
A long silence followed, after which Brooke once more addressed 
her.

‘ Talbot,’ said he, ‘ we have been acquainted only two or three 
days, and we have told one another all that is in our hearts. So 
it seems as if we had been friends for a long time. Yes, Talbot ; 
if I were to count over all the friends of all my life, I could not 
find one like you—no, not one. And now, if we both escape and
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you go back to your people, how strange it will be never to meet 
again.’

‘ Never to meet again !’ repeated Talbot ; and an expression as 
of sharp and sudden pain flashed over her face. ‘You do not 
mean to say that you will never come to me ?’

* Come to you !’ repeated Brooke, and he gave that short laugh 
of his. 1 Oh yes—I’ll come, of course, and I’ll leave my card ; 
and perhaps you’ll be “ not at home,” or perhaps I’ll be asked 
to call again ; or perhaps----- ’

Talbot smiled, and Brooke, catching her eye, smiled also, and 
stopped abruptly.

Then followed another silence, which, however, unlike most of 
such periods, was not at all embarrassing.

■Have you noticed,’ said Talbot, at length, ‘ that they have left 
the same small guard which they left before V

‘ Oh yes ; but what of that ?’
‘ Don’t you think that now, after what has happened, they 

might be far less strict, and be open to a moderate bribe I’
‘ Bribe 1 And why V asked Brooke.
‘ Why ? why ?’ repeated Talbot in surprise. ‘ Why, to escape 

—to get our freedom.’
1 But suppose I don’t want my freedom ?’ said Brooke.
‘Not want it ? What do you mean ? Do you suppose that I 

may not be strong enough for the journey ? Don’t be afraid of 
that. I feel strong enough now for any effort. I’ll fly with you 
—anywhere, Brooke.’

‘ Fly ?’ said Brooke ; ‘ fly ? What, and take you to your 
friends ? And then what ? Why, then—a long good-bye ! 
Talbot, I’m too infernal selfish. I’ll tell you a secret. Now that 
the worst is over—now that there doesn’t seem to be any real 
danger—I’ll confess that I enjoy this. I don t want it to end. 
1 feel not only like singing, but like dancing. I want to be 
always living in a tower, or an old windmill, or anywhere—so 
long as I can look up and see you, I don’t want anything more 
in the world. And when I look up and see Talbot no more—why 
then I’ll stop singing. For what will life be worth then, when 
all its sunlight, and bloom, and sweetness, and joy are over, and 
/vhen they are all past and gone for ever ? Life ! why, Talbot, 
lad, I never began to know what life could be till I saw you , 
and do you ask me now to put an end to our friendship?’

This was what Brooke said, and then he turned oft into a son» .

' " Then this maiden wiped her eyelids 
With her pocket-handkerchee ;

‘Though I grow a jailer spinster 
I will stick to my Billee !'

Kite follalol-lol-lol-lol-lido,
Kite follalol-lol-lol-lol-lay.’ ”
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After this there followed another prolonged silence. Talbot 
was now the first to speak.

1 Brooke,’ said she, in her low, soft, tremulous voice, which had 
died down almost to a whisper, ‘we know the secrets of one 
another's hearts. Oh, Brooke ! Brooke 1 why have we never 
met before 1 Oh, Brooke ! how strangely we have drifted to­
gether ! How much we have learned about each other ! Is 
Fate so bitter as to make us drift away, after—after ’

Her voice died away altogether, and she turned her face aside 
and bowed down her head. Brooke looked at her for a moment, 
and seemed about to take her hand, but he conquered this im­
pulse and resolutely averted his eyes.

‘ Don’t know, I’m sure,’ said he at last, with an affectation of 
airy indifference. ‘ It would take a man with a head as long as 
a horse to answer such a question as that. Talbot, lad, you 
shouldn’t plunge so deep into the mysteries of being.’

After this there was another silence, and then Talbot looked up 
at Brooke with her deep, dark glance, and began to speak in a 
calm voice, which, however, did not fail to thrill through the heart 
of Brooke as he listened.

4 Brooke,’ said she, ‘you have your own way. Your way is to 
conceal a most tender and pitying heart under a rough, or, at 
least, an indifferent manner—to hide the deepest feeling under a 
careless smile, and pretend to be most volatile and flippant when 

I you are most serious. You can perform heroic actions as though 
they were the merest trifles, and lay down you life for a friend 
with an idle jest. You make nothing of yourself and all of others. 
You can suffer, and pretend that you enjoy it ; and when your 
heart is breaking, you can force your voice to troll out verses 
from old songs as though your chief occupation in life were non 
a:n»i, and that alone. And this is the man,’ continued Talbot in 
a dreamy tone, like that of one soliloquizing—‘ this is the man 
that I found by chance in my distress ; the man that responded 
to my very first appeal by the offer of his life ; that went into 
the jaws of death merely to bring me food ; the man that gave 
up all the world for me—his duty, his love, his life ; the man 
that has no other purpose now but to save me, and who, when 
his whole frame is quivering with anguish, can smile, and sing, 
and----- ’

1 Well, what of it V interrupted Brooke harshly. * What of it, 
oh, thou searcher of hearts ? And, moreover, as to nonsense, 
don’t you know what the poet says ?

' “ A little nonsense now and then 
Is relished by the wisest men.”

Moreover, and, yea more, as to smiles and laughter, don’t you 
know what another poet says ?—Shakespeare, for instance ;



A CASTLE IN SPAIN. 139
1 " 'Tie better to laugh than be sighing

on, as Lord Bacon, or Plato, or somebody else says, “ Laugh and 
grow fat.” And didn’t John Bunyan prefer the House of Mirth 
to the House of Mourning ?

' “ John Bunyan was a tinker bold,
His name we all delight in ;

All day he tinkered pots and pane,
All night he stuck to writin’.

'“In Bedford streets bold Johnny toiled,
An ordinary tinker ;

In Bedford jail bold Johnny wrote—
Old England’s wisest thinker.

, * “ About the Pilgrims Johnny wrote,
Who made the emigration ;

And the Pilgrim Fathers they became 
Of the glorious Yankee nation.

' “ Ad urbem ivit Doodlius cum 
Caballo et calone,

Ornavit pluma pileum 
Et dixit :—Macaroni !”

Excuse me,’ he continued ; ‘you don’t understand dog-Latin, do 
you, Talbot ?’

‘ No,’ said she with a smile, ‘ but I understand you, Brooke.’
‘ Well,’ said Brooke, ‘ but apart from the great question of one 

another which is just now fixing us on the rack, or on the wheel, 
or pressing us to any other kind of torment, and considering the 
great subject of mirthfulness merely in the abstract, do you not 
see how true it is that it is and must be the salt of life, that it 
preserves all living men from sourness, and decay, and moral 
death Ï Now, there’s Watts, for instance—Isaac Watts, you 
know, author of that great work, “ Watts’s Divine Hymns 
and Spiritual Songs for Infant Minds,” or it may have been 
“ Watts’s Divine Songs and Spiritual Hymns for Infant Mind.” 
I really don’t remember. It’s of no consequence. Now, what 
was Watts ? Why, on my side altogether. Read his works. 
Consult him in all emergencies. If anything’s on your mind, go 
and find Watts on the mind. It’ll do you good. And as the 
song says :

’ “ Ob, the Reverend Isaac Watts, D.D.,
Was a wonderful boy at rhyme ;

So let every old bachelor fill up his glass 
And go in for a glorious time.

Chorus.—Let dogs delight 
To bark and bite,
But well be jolly, my lads, to-night."'

During this last little diversion Brooke never turned his eyes 
toward Talbot. She was close by his side ; but he stood looking
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out of the window, and in that attitude kept rattling on in his 
moat nonsensical way. It was only in this one fact of his care­
ful manner of eluding the grasp, so to speak, of Talbot’s eyes, 
that an observer might discern anything but the most careless 
gaiety. To Talbot, however," there was something beneath all 
this, which was very plainly visible ; and to her, with her pro­
found insight into Brooke’s deeper nature, all this nonsense 
offered nothing that was repellent ; on the contrary, she found it 
most touching and most sad. It seemed to her like the effort of 
a strong man to rid himself of an overmastering feeling—a feel­
ing deep within him that struggled forever upward and would 
not be repressed. It rose up constantly, seeking to break through 
all bounds ; yet still he struggled against it ; and still, as he felt 
himself grow weaker in the conflict, lie sought refuge in fresh out­
bursts of unmeaning words. But amidst it all Talbot saw nothing 
except the man who had gone forth to die for her, and in all his 
words heard nothing except the utterance of that which proved 
the very intensity of his feelings.

‘ Oh yes,’ continued Brooke, ‘ there are lots of authorities to be 
quoted in favour of mirthfulness. I’ve already mentioned 
Bunyan and Watts. I’ll give you all the rest of the old divines.

‘“Oil, Baxter is the boy for me,
So full of merriment and glee ;
And when I want a funny man,
I turn to any old Puritan :—

A Puritan,
A funny man,

I read the works of a Puritan !

* " Among the Puritan divines
Old Cotton Mather brightest shines 
And he could be a funny man,
Because he was a Puritan :—

A Puritan,
A funny man,

Old Mather was a Puritan !

* " The old Blue-Laws, of all the best,
* Old Calvin made in solemn jest ;

For fun he never could tolerate,
Unless established by the State :—

A Puritan,
A funny man,

John Calvin was a Puritan I” ’

This eccentric song Brooke droned out in nasal tones and with 
a lachrymose whine to the strangest tune that ever was heard. 
At its close he heaved a sigh, and said :

‘ Well, it’s dry work singing hymns all by myself, and you 
won’t even “ jiue ” in the choruses, and so—I’ll stop the machine.’
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Sayiug this, he turned away and went to the opposite side of 
the small loft, where he sat down with his head against the wall.

4 Does any lady or gentleman present object to smoking ?’ said 
he after a brief pause, as he drew forth his pipe and smoking 
materials. 4 Because I propose to take a smoke, and I should like 
to know, just out of curiosity.'

To this Talbot made no reply, but sat down opposite Brooke, 
in the same attitude, and watched him as he smoked, which he 
proceeded to do without any further delay.

4 You don't smoke, I believe, sir,’ said he with all gravity.
Talbot said nothing.
4 Well,’ said Brooke, 41 wouldn’t advise you to begin and 

with that he went on puffing away.
Brooke at last finished his smoke, after which he put his pipe 

in his pocket, and then, throwing his head back, sat with his eyes 
obstinately fixed on the ceiling. Talbot remained in the same 
attitude, without moving. She had kept her eyes all this time 
fixed on Brooke, and knew that he was avoiding her glance. 
All the same, however, she continued watching him, and was 
waiting patiently till she should catch his eye. But Brooke, as 
though aware of her purpose, avoided her, and still looked away. 
Thus these two sat in utter silence for a long time. It was Talbot 
who first broke the silence.

1 Brooke,' said she in a soft, low voice, which sounded like a 
sigh.

4 Well, Talbot,’ said Brooke in a voice which was strangely 
altered from the somewhat hard tones of forced gaiety in which, 
he had last been speaking. * x

I Brooke,’ said Talbot, 41 am miserable.’
Brooke was silent for a time. He made a movement, then 

checked himself, and then said :
4 Are you ? Odd, too, isn’t it V
41 am miserable,’ said Talbot again ; 4 and it is strange, for 

your life has been saved, and we are out of immediate danger. 
Yet I am now more miserable than I was last night when your 
life was in danger. Can you tell me why it is so, Brooke V

Again Brooke made a movement, which he checked, as before, 
by a strong impulse.

4 Give it up,’ said he shortly.
II know,’ said Talbot. 4 I’ll tell you. It was this,’ and her voice

dropped as she spoke to a lower tone. 4 Last night I had made 
up my mind to die for you, Brooke.’ t

Brooke drew a long breath. For an instant* his eyes lowered. 
They caught the gaze which Talbot had fixed on him—deep, 
intense, unfathomable. It was but for a moment, and then it 
was as though he made a violent effort, and tore them away. 
One of his hands caught at the other, and held it in a tight grip.
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‘ Too much Talbot in that,’ he said at length in a harsh voice. 
‘ If you go on dying for people, what’ll become of you V

1 And now,’ continued Talbot in a dreamy way—‘ now, when 
suspense and danger seem over, I am miserable—simply miser­
able, Brooke. Why should my mind have such strange alterna­
tions, feelings so contradictory, so unreasonable ? I ought to be 
happy—why am I not V

‘ Now,’ said Brooke, in the same harsh tone as before, * you’re 
beginning to talk metaphysics, and I’m all at sea there.'

Talbot was silent Brooke began to sing :
‘ How doth the little busy bee 

Improve the shining hour.Improve the shining hi

The cat
That feeds on the self-same flower. 

The bee he slaves for all his life ;— 
•Not so the other one ;

For he soars to the sky,
A butterfly,

Ere half his days are done.’

Silence now followed for a very long time. It was at length 
broken by Brooke.

‘ Talbot,’ said he in a soft, low voice.
‘ Well, Brooke,’ said Talbot.
‘ Will you be silent if I say something V
‘ Yes, Brooke.'
* Not speak a word ?’
‘ No, Brooke.’
‘ Not move an inch V
‘ No, Brooke.’
‘ Well,' said Brooke,1 on second thoughts, I think I won’t say it.’
Talbot said nothing. Brooke sat looking away, as usual, but 

now, at last, his eyes, which had so long avoided hers, sank down 
till they met her gaze. They rested there, and these two sat in 
silence, regarding one another with a strange, sad look of longing, 
as though there was between them a barrier over which they 
dared not pass. And that barrier arose there, invisible yet im­
passable—the pledge of honour and fidelity already given by each 
to another, at the thought of which they had now to crush down 
the surging passions within.

1 Talbot, said Brooke once more.
1 Well, Brooke/ was the answer.
1 Oh, Talbot ! Talbot ! Do you know what I wish to say ?’
‘ Yes, Brooke,’ said Talbot. ‘ I know it, I know it—all.’
‘ Well, I will say it,’ said Brooke, ‘for I cannot keep it. Oh, 

Talbot 1 it is this—it is part of my Puritan education, perhaps. 
Oh, Talbot ’—and his eyes rested on hers with a devouring gaze,
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and his voice trembled and died out into almost inaudible tones
—‘oh, Talbot, my younger brother Talbot ! Very pleasant hast 
thou been unto me. Thy love to me is wonderful—passing the 
love of women !’

Talbot was true to her promise. She did not move an inch 
and she did not speak a word. But her eyes were fixed upon 
his ; and in those eyes Brooke saw once again what he had seen 
before—the look of a love that had already shown itself stronger 
than life.******

It was evening.
Suddenly there arose a noise outside. Brooke st ' 1

It was Lopez,went to the window, where he stood looking out. 
with all his followers, who were returning.

Brooke, in his usual fashion, sang :
1 Oh, little Jack he climbed so high,
Up the beanstalk into the sky,
And there he saw an ogre grim 
A cornin’ to make mince-meat of him. 

Singing fe-fi-fo-fum—
I smell the blood of an Englishmun I’

CHAPTER XXVI.
HOW MR. ASHBY MEETS WITH A GREAT SURPRISE AND A 

VERY GREAT CONSOLATION.

Ashby was alone in his chamber. His room opened from the 
lower hall, and was directly beneath that in which Harry was 
confined. It was of the same dimensions in all save height, in 
which respect it was much inferior. The room had also a 
gloomier character, for the high stone-walls, as they rose and 
arched overhead, had the aspect of some cathedral crypt or 
burial-place. The windows here were narrow slits, as above, 
through which the different court-yards might be seen. The 
floor was of stone, and at one end there was a huge fireplace, very 
similar to the others already mentioned, though not so high.

It had been a long, long day for Ashby. Evening came, and 
found him weary and worn out with ennui. Without any occu­
pation for his energies, his mind preyed upon itself, and there 
certainly was sufficient occupation for his fancy. His mind was 
in a whirl, and speedily became a prey to every variety of con­
flicting feeling. He remembered Katie’s bright smile, and also 
the dark glance of Dolores. He was jealous of the smiles which 
Katie had so lavishly bestowed on Harry. He was offended 
with her for being so gay under such circumstances. But, in bis
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loneliness there, were other feelings which were stronger than 
even this resentment and jealousy. There were certain strange 
and indefinable longings after some society ; and the society 
which now seemed most desirable was the gentle presence of 
Dolores. Her last looks remained deeply impressed upon his 
memory ; her last deep, earnest glance had sunk into his soul. 
He could not throw aside this recollection. Dolores was in all 
his thoughts, though he had tried to thrust her aside.

He found himself continually comparing these two. Would 
Katie be so glad at seeing him again as Dolores had been at meet­
ing him ? Would Katie take so much troublp for the sake of 
speaking to him 1 On the other hand, wotild Dolores be so gay, 
so happy, and so merry when torn from him ? and would Dolores 
look upon him in his loneliness with such a smile of indifference 
and light-hearted mirth 1 Never ! Dolores had a deeper nature. 
In the glance of Dolores her inmost soul had been revealed. At 
its recollection his nerves thrilled, his heart throbbed faster. He 
longed to hear her voice again. And thus, as the hours passed, 
the image of’ Katie faded away, and that of Dolores grew more 
strongly defined ; the image of Dolores as she had last appeared 
to him—pale, sad, anxious, earnest, her eyes fixed ujxm him with 
deep, intense melancholy and profound pity.

' Afar away from thee,
Thy pale face haunts me yet ;

Deep yearns my heart for thee,
Thy last sad look and word unable to forget.'

These words occurred to him, and he murmured them to him­
self. It was to Dolores that he applied them, and naturally too ; 
for how ridiculously inapplicable to Katie would they be ! All 
else was now forgotten except Dolores. He felt a longing after 
her that was like homesickness. The past all came back. He 
recalled her as she had been when he first met her at Valencia. 
A thousand little incidents in his life there, which had been for 
a time forgotten, now revived in his memory. He had been for 
months at their house and had been nursed through a long illness. 
He had been loaded with kindness and affection. The aged 
mother had been his nurse during his illness, and Dolores had. 
been his companion during his convalescence. He had left them, 
expecting soon to return. Circumstances, however, had arisen 
which kept him away, and he had forgotten her. Now, however, 
a stronger feeling had arisen for her, as Dolores had appeared in 
more than her olden beauty, with the additional charm of a 
strange, pathetic grace, and a wistful look in her dark eyes that 
seemed to speak of something more than ordinary friendship. 
She had spoken of the days at Valencia ; she had reproached him 
for forgetting. She herself had not forgotten those days—the 
days in which they used to talk and walk and sing together.
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As there was uothiug to divert his mind from these thoughts. 
Ashby gave himself up to them, and thus became more helpless 
against them. It was in such a mood as this that he lay upon 
Ins rude couch, unable to sleep, and wondering what was to be 
the end of his present adventure. Should he ever see her again ? 
Was she here now, or had they let her go 1 The thought that she 
might possibly have been set free, that she might now be far 
away, was too distressing to be entertained. If so, then his prison 
seemed doubly dark. If so, then what could he do / Even if 
he should become free, what was he to do ? Upon one thing he 
was resolved, and that was to seek after her until he might find 
her. And Katie Î Well, the fact is, Katie was left out of con­
sideration.

Hours had passed. Ashby could not sleep. His mind was as 
active as ever, and still, as ever, his thoughts all gathered about 
Dolores.

Suddenly, in the very midst of these thick-teeming fancies, 
his attention was arrested by a strange sound.

It was only a slight rustle, scarce audible, yet still he heard it, 
and under such circumstances it seemed most mysterious. In an 
instant he was all attention. He lay motionless, yet listened 
with intense watchfulness, peering at the same time into the 
dark room, where the moonlight struggled through the low, 
narrow windows.

After a little while he thought that he heard the sound again. 
He listened, without motion.

Then there came a different sound. It was a Mfrw whisper—a 
whisper which, however, penetrated to his very soul :

‘ Assebi !’
Was there any other in all the world who would pronounce 

his name in that way ? It was the well-known, well-remembered, 
and dearly loved name as it had been pronounced by Dolores in 
the old days at Valencia. Coming thus to him at such a time, it 
seemed too good to be true. He was afraid that he had been 
deceived by his own fancy ; he feared to move, lest he might 
dispel this sweet vision. Yet he hoped that he might not be 
mistaken ; and in this hope, scarce expecting an answer, he said, 
in a gentle whisper :

‘ Dolores !’
11 am here !’ said a soft voice.
At this Ashby’s heart beat wildly, and a thrill of rapture 

rushed through every nerve and fibre of his being. He sprang 
up and peered through the gloom, and moved forward in the 
direction from which the voice seemed to have come. At this 
moment he did not stop to consider how Dolores could have got 
there. It was enough that she really was there, and all other 
feelings were lost in his deep joy.

JO
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‘ Dolores,’ he saiiJ, ‘ where are you ? I don’t see you.’
« Through the room a figure now advanced across the moon­
beams. He saw the figure. In another instant he had caught 
Dolores in his arms, and held her strained close to his wildly 
throbbing heart. But Dolores struggled away.

‘ Oh no !’ she said, in a tone of distress, speaking in her sweet 
Spanish—‘oh no, Sefior Assebi. This is cruel—when I have 
risked so much for you !’

‘ Forgive me, dearest Dolores,’ said Ashby ; 1 but you have 
come to me like an angel from heaven in my darkest hour. And 
I have thought of you, and of you only, ever since you left me 
at Burgos. I wandered all through the streets there to find you. 
I have been in despair at losing you. I have been wondering 
whether I should ever see you again—and now, dearest, sweetest 
Dolores, I have you again !’

All this was rapidly uttered in a resistless torrent of words, in 
which all his long pent-up feelings flowed forth.

Dolores began to sob.
* I didn’t think this,’ she said, 1 or I should have been afraid to 

come. Sen or, you are false to your English bride.'
‘ English bride !’ cried Ashby scornfully. 1 What is she ? A 

doll 1 I never wish to see her again. My fancy for her was a 
whim—a passing whim ! You, Dolores—you are the only one 
that I love ! I love you / I love * you, I adore you !—my 
own----- ’

‘ Sefior,’ cried Dolores, tearing away her hands, which Ashby 
had seized in his, ‘ 1 will instantly leave you if you are so dis­
honourable. All this is insult to me—yes, to me. Oh, sefior, 
you will break my heart !’

As Dolores said this, sobs burst from her. She glided away 
into the gloom, still sobbing. Ashby gave way utterly.

‘ Dolores,’ he cried, in a tone of entreaty—‘ Dolores, forgive 
me ! I will never offend again—never—never ! Oh, forgive me! 
Come back, Dolores ! Oh, do not leave me, Dolores !’
. At this Dolores relented, and Ashby saw her approaching him 

again. He advanced toward her.
1 Be calm,’ she said ; ‘ speak low ; we are in danger.’
‘ But how did^ou get here V asked Ashby.
‘ I will tell you another time. It is a secret passage.’
‘ A secret passage V
‘ Yes. I have come to tell you that I can save you. You may 

escape.’
* Escape V
‘ Yes. I know the way out.’
‘ How does that happen V
‘ Oh, I have been here before.’
‘ You ?—here V
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* Yes. When 1 was a child I was here. My father lived here» 

He had a plantation. But enough ; I know the way out.’
4 But haven’t you run too much risk in coming here ?’
* I have run a risk,’ said Dolores slowly, 4 but not—too—much:'
* A risk V
4 Yes. I went into the wrong room. A man was asleep there. 

I went to him and touched him, and whispered in his ear your 
name.’

1 Dolores !’
4 Hush ! be calm, seîîor. Remember your promise.’
4 Who was the man V
‘ I could not see him. He pursued me, but I escaped.
4 But you !—how did you get here V
4 By a secret passage, as I said.’
4 In what part of the castle are you ?’
4 Oh, in the story above.’
4 Do they treat you well V asked Ashby, in a tone of tender 

solicitude.
41 have nothing to complain of.’
4 Do you feel lonely 1 I wonder if you have felt as I have Î’
Dolores sighed.
4 Sometimes,’ she said, ‘ I have felt lonely.’
‘ And you have come here to save me V
4 Yes—why not V
4 But you are risking much—perhaps your life T
It all burst forth now.
41 don’t care,’ said Dolores impetuously, 4 if I can save—you !’
Ashby made no reply. He took the little hand of Dolores 

gently and tenderly, without any resistance on her part, and held 
it in silence. /

CHAPTER XXVII.

HOW MR. ASHBY AND MISS DOLORES GARCIA CARRY ON A 
VERY INTERESTING CONVERSATION.

Ashby stood thus, holding the little hand of Dolores, and was 
overcome by the strongest emotions. He was in a very trying 
position. Her presence filled him with joy, yet she would not 
allow him to express that joy. Being bound to another, he was 
forced by Dolores to respect that bond. And yet, what must 
her feelings be toward him, since she had come here to see him, 
venturing so far and risking so much 1 Who else in the world 
would do this for him ? Would Katie ? The idea was too absurd. 
Katie was a mere butterfly ; but Dolores, with her intense nature, 
her passionate self-devotion, was formed out of that stuff from 
which the heroine is made. Katie could lose all she loved best,

lO—2
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and still go on smiling and smiling ; but Dolores could lay down 
her life for her friend. (Such were the sentiments of Ashby on 
this occasion, and need not be considered as by any means a fail- 
estimate of the real character of the young lady in question. 
Katie has yet to speak for herself.)

So Ashby felt himself debarred from making any strong de­
monstration of feeling, either by word or act. He was afraid that 
Dolores might resent it. She might even fly from him as myste­
riously as she had come. He was bound, therefore, to set a watch 
upon himself, and repress his feelings most strongly. It seemed 
to him a great concession on her part that she permitted him even 
to hold her hand. This was of itself most sweet, even if he could 
say nething of those thoughts that were swelling within him.

4 How did you manage to hide yourself so at Burgos V he asked 
after a long silence.

41 did not hide,’ said Dolores. 41 went to that house where 
my friends were ; and on the following morning they took me to 
an hotel where [they said there was an English family. These 
were the -Russells, and they consented to let me travel with them 
as far as I was going. Your English maiden is very beautiful, 
sefior.’, *

Dolores spoke these last words in a tone full of pathos.
4 She is a pink-and-white doll,’ said Ashby sharply. 4 Tell me 

about yourself, Dolores. Do you know ’—and he bent down low 
over her—4 do you know how I tried to see you ? I was up at 
four, and from that until ten I paced the streets in all directions, 
hoping to get a glimpse of you. Did you know that I was look­
ing for you I Then at last I saw you with that beast of a 
tailor, and I was in despair.’

4 Whàt ! could you not join their party l I wondered why you 
did not come to speak to—to me,’ said Dolores, 4 and I felt hurt 
—because I thought I might never see you again.’

4 Dolores,’ said Ashby, taking her hand in both of his, and 
drawing nearer to her, 41 swear that at that time I’d have given 
my right arm to speak to you. But that devil of a tailor is my 
bitter enemy ; and you saw the quarrel we had in the railway 
station at Madrid.’

4 Then you did not purposely—avoid me I’ said Dolores, in a 
faltering voice.

4 Oh, Dolores !’ said Ashby in a reproachful tone
He tried to draw her nearer, but Dolores would not allow it.
41 thought that I should like to say good-bye, and it seemed 

sad to have you appear to avoid me.’
4 By heavens, Dolores !’ cried Ashby, 4 T had made up my mind 

to leave the train and follow you to Pam pel u mi.
Dolores sighed.
4 You could not have left your English maiden,’ said she.

?
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‘ I could—I would !’ cried Ashby. 1 By heaveus, 1 would ! 
She is nothing to me—nothing better than a kitten. The mo­
ment you came, I understood all my feeling for her. It was 
nothing Beside you, she sinks into utter insignificance. You, 
Dolores, are everything to me. I tell you, you are infinitely 
dearer to me than that----- ’

‘ Husfs, senor,’ said Dolores ; ‘ I will not—I will—will—will 
not listen to one single, single word of this.'

‘ But, oh, dearest, sweetest Dolores, will you not let me tell 
you how I love you V said Ashby, drawing her closer to him.

Dolores shrank away.
‘ Oh no—no, no !’ she said. ‘ I will not listen—never—never 

never !’
‘ I tell you, Dolores,’ continued Ashbv, ‘ since I have seen you 

I have discovered that all the world and everything in it isn’t 
worth a straw to me unless I have you. I swear to you that 
when you left me at Burgos all the light of life went out, aid all 
the joy and sweetness of life left me. I’d rather stand here in 
this prison with you than be a king outside without you. And 
I’m glad that these devils of Carlists have captured us.'

As Ashby spoke these words in a low, fervid, excited whisper, 
he held Dolores tight in his arms, pressed to his quick-throb­
bing heart ; nor could she draw away from him, in spite of her 
shrinking back. In fact, the poor little thing did not seem to 
have the will to get away from him, for the end of it was that 
her head fell down helplessly on his breast, and she began to cry :

‘ I—think—it’s—cruel,’ she sobbed, ‘cruel in you 1’
Ashby pressed her more closely to his heart in the same ‘cruel’ 

manner, and kissed away her tears.
* You’re not kind to me at all,’ sighed Dolores.
To this observation Ashby made no reply, thinking, perhaps, 

that at that moment words were of no particular use.
‘ It’s very cruel,’ repeated Dolores, ‘ and 1 did not think you 

would be so unkind----- ’
To this Ashby’s answer was, as before, by acts that were more 

eloquent than words.
‘ Dolores,’ said he, as soon as he was able to express himself 

coherently, ‘ if you had not come, I really think I should have 
killed myself.’

‘ Did you really feel so badly ?’ asked Dolores in a tender voice.
‘ My heart ached,’ said Ashby ; ‘ it ached for the sight of you. 

Do you know what heartache is, darling l Do you know what 
it is to hunger, and thirst, and long, and yearn after some one I’

Dolores sighed. She said nothing, but her head rested more 
closely on Ashby’s breast, and one little hand ^stole timidly up 
and was laid lightly on his shoulder. ’.

‘ Do you know anything about such feelings), Dolores T per» 
risted Ashbv, .
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‘ All,’ said Dolores, in a scarce audible whisper, ‘ all—all—all ! 
But tell me,’ said she, looking up as though trying to see his face 
in the gloom, ‘ who was it V

‘ Who was it ? What a question ! You ! you, darling! you, 
Dolores !'

1 Not the English maiden V she asked.
’She!’ said Ashby contemptuously ; ‘she is a doll—a butterfly 

—a kitten ! She is nothing—a poor creature with no brains and 
no heart 1 Even her beauty is mere prettiness. There is no soul 
in her face, no lightning in her glance.’

‘ And who has soul in her face and lightning in her glance V 
asked Dolores shyly.

‘ Who 1 You ! you, my darling, dark-eyed Dolores ! you, with 
your deep, unfathomable, glowing, soul-lit eyes, that pierce to my 
inmost heart, and make me thrill at the recollection.’

‘ And won’t you say that all again ?’ said Dolores ; ‘ and won’t 
you say that about the English maid ? I love to hear you call 
her names.’ 1

Dolores said this with the innocence and frank simplicity of a 
child.

‘ She is a baby!’ said Ashby ; ‘ the<English maiden—a mere 
baby ! She can only smile, and smile, and be silly. Her only 
desire is to tind some one who will pet her. She can only live in 
the sunshine. She is a butterfly ! She has no heart, no soul ! 
She is a doll to be looked at, but she can give no return. She is 
a kitten that thinks of nothing but play. But as for me, I give 
all my heart and all my love to a girl I know, who is no mere 
fair-weather friend, but one who has clung to me when others 
were false, who has come to me in my darkness and my despair, 
so that my dungeon has become a heaven, and this dark night is 
the brightest time of my life. And this girl—this, my Spanish 
girl, is my idol and my deity. I adore her, for I know that she 
stands ready to give up all for my sake, and to lay down her very 
life for me. Never—never in all my life have I known anything 
like the deep, intense, vehement, craving, yearning, devouring 
love that I feel for her. It even makes me smile to think how 
feeble and contemptible other feelings have been in comparison 
with this. I want no other occupation than to spend all my 
hours recalling all that my darling love has ever said—in recalling 
the days at Valencia, before I knew she was so dear, and the 
highest bliss of life I have now. I could be willing to die, and 
could even die gladly, my darling, darling Dolores, if I could die 
with your hand in mine.’

Ashby was going on farther in this pleasing strain, when 
suddenly, and without a moment’s warning, Dolores gave a 
spring and vanished.

Ashby stood confounded. Then he stared all around. Thep 
l>e called after her :

N
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* Dolores ! Dolores ! Don’t leave me !
A voice came back through the gloom :
‘ H-s-s-s-h ! I must not stay any longer.’
‘ But shall I never see you again V
4 Certainly ; I will come soon, and show you the passage-way.'
‘ Where are you V
‘ Never mind—good-night !’
‘ Oh, Dolores, wait—one word more.’
4 Be quick !’ said Dolores, and her voice now sounded nearer.
4 You will see me again V said Ashby, in tones of entreaty. 

4 You will not fly and leave me all alone ! You will not leave me 
in this way ? I may be taken away from this room, Dolores, or 
you may be taken to another room ; and then how can you get 
to me ? Show me how you came here. You might do that much 
for me. Only think what dangers there are.’

Dolores paused a moment.
4 Well,’ said she, 4 only promise one thing.’
4 What?’
4 That you will not try to visit me. That would be dangerous. 

Others are with me.’
* I will not ; I promise—except, of course, in cases of the 

greatest necessity.’
4 If you do,’ said Dolores, 41 shall think that you have not 

come for me ; I shall think it ik for the English maiden. And 
now, come ; I will show you the way.’

Once more Dolores appeared through the gloom.

CHAPTER XXVIII.
IN WHICH 4 HIS MAJESTY ’ FALLS IN LOVE.

Mrs. Russell’s position was a very peculiar and a very trying 
one. From the remarks of 4 his Majesty ’ she had reason to be­
lieve that her beloved, yet unfortunate, husband had been found 
guilty of treason against that august monarch, and had been 
executed. At the same time,4 his Most Sacred Majesty ’ had 
evinced what appeared to be a devoted attachment to her 
humble self. Now, what was a high-toned woman to do under 
such circumstances ? Mourn over the departed one ? Most cer­
tainly ; that she would ever do. But what about 4 his Majesty ’ 
and the royal attentions ? Should she turn a deaf ear to that 
too, too eloquent tongue, dash down the crown of Spain, and 
busy herself in unavailing regrets for the lost one ? Before 
doing so it would be well to pause.

And then there were other considerations. It was not the 
man who must be considered, but the King. It was not her own
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feelings which she must regard, but the well-being of Spain, the 
good of Europe, and the interests of humanity. Would it not 
be better that the throne of Spain should be filled by a virtuous 
Englishwoman than by some frivolous Continental princess ? 
Would it not be better that the Queen of Spain should emulate 
the domestic graces of a Victoria than the corrupt follies of an 
Isabella ? Should she now, out of selfish private grief, deprive 
Spain of such an inestimable boon ? Would Spain forgive her ? 
Would England ? Nay, would the world ? Could she forgive 
herself ?

‘ Nay, nay,’ she said to herself, ‘ this is not a time for weak­
ness. My heart must ever lie entombed in the grave of my dear 
lost Johnny ; yet State reasons compel me to bestow my hand. 
I cannot resist the cry of stricken Spain. Yes, thou royal wooer ! 
take my hand—it is thine ; and my only sorrow is that I cannot 
yet give thee all this stricken heart. Vet patience, fond one ; it 
may all be thine in time—all—all.’

Katie was surprised to observe an unwonted dignity suddenly 
come over Mrs. Russell. She informed that young person that 
she needn’t call her 1 Auntie ’ now, but 1 Madame,’ or ‘ Senora,’ 
and proceeded to drop mysterious hints, from which Katie's 
quick wit soon gathered the whole of the facts of the case.

Katie exulted so in this discovery that she felt happier than 
ever in her life before, and her only trouble was that she had 
no one to whom she might tell this. However, she did the best 
she could, and set herself to the task of confirming Mrs. Russell 
in her views and intentions ; in which she was so successful 
that the latter began to imagine herself as almost already on 
the throne ; attd when Katie once or twice accidentally ad­
dressed her as ‘ your Majesty,’ the good lady did not check 
her.

Another visit from 1 his Majesty ’ found Mrs. Russell like 
ripe fruit ready to be gathered. On this occasion, as before, 
the august monarch came alone. He was in high good-humour, 
and smelt strongly of whisky. He began, in a strain of gal­
lantry, complimenting the ladies in general on their numerous 
charms.

‘ Yez oughtn’t to be kept here undher lock an’ kay,’ said ‘ his 
Majesty,’ ‘ an’ mesilf 'ud be the proud man to let yez out, ivery 
one av yez, but thin how do I know that I’d iver see yez agin ? 
I must kape yez till me fate’s decoided. I don’t know yet that 
j e'd be w illin’ to come to terrums ; an’ so ye’re loike 0’Rafferty 
in the song :

* “ Oh, a fine pair av handcuffs he wore,
That the sheriff had nately adjusted,
Because that official persay vea 
That O’Rafferty couldn't he trusted." '
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* Ah, sire,’ said Mrs. Russell, with a sigh, ‘ your Royal Majesty 
holds us by stronger bonds than bolts and bars.’

‘Be jabers !’ exclaimed ‘ his Majesty.’ ‘ that’s good! that’s 
nate ! that’s illigant ! I couldn't bate that mesilf, an’ I hope 
that all the ladies prisent will join in that sintimint.’

As he spoke, 1 his Majesty ’ looked hard at Katie, but that 
young lady did not catch the royal eye.

‘ The throne av Spain,’ continued 1 his Majesty,’‘ an’ the crown 
an’ sceptre av Spain, an’ all the r’y’l regalia, an’ all the moight 
an’ majesty an’ magnificence av its pomp and power—bejabers! 
they’re all goin’ a beggin’ in this room ; an’ there’s one here 
that’s only got to wink, an’ it’s hers, every bit av it.’

Mrs. Russell here made desperate efforts to catch the royal 
eye, but to no purpose, for that eye was fixed on Katie.

‘ Yis,’ continued ‘ his Majesty,’ ‘ an’ afore to-morrow noon it 
’ud be all hers, any time at all—crown an’ sceptre an’ all—an’ 
the marriage ceremony cud come off in the mornin’, loike Tim :

' “ Oh, married was Tim at the dawn av day ;
His bride was a stout owld widdy ;

She owned a horse, an' she owned a shay,
An' her maiden name was Biddy. " '

The habits of this illustrious being were singular, and his 
tendency to make odd quotations, which were not always par­
ticularly relevant, was not the least surprising of his ways. In 
this last quotation Mrs. Russell found several objectionable 
expressions : but on the whole the idea was a flattering one, 
for the subject of the narrative was represented as 1 marrying 
a widow ;’ and this little circumstance was taken as a fresh proof 
of ‘ his Majesty’s ’ devotion.

‘ Yez mustn't think,’ continued ‘ his Majesty,’ ‘ that there’s 
any lack av our r’y’l attintion to yez because yez haven’t got 
much to brag av in the way av food ; begorra! I’m in the same 
box mesilf, an’ it isn’t much at all at all I can get here except 
mutton, an’ it’s mesilf that ’ud give all the mutton in Spain for 
a hit av a pratie. Howandiver, I hope to get some fish by to­
morrow mornin’. If we could only get a taste av a few praties 
thcre'd be nothin’ wantin’ ; for :

1 “ It’s little I axes,
An’ little I wish ;

If others want luxuries, let them ;
For praties and fish,
Make an illigant dish,

If ye only have whisky to wet them.'"

These and other cheerful remarks of a general nature were 
addressed by 1 his Majesty ’ to the company at large, li is
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true, the royal eye was fixed exclusively on Katie, and therefore 
the royal remarks were probably so many efforts to do the 
agreeable to her. But that young lady persistently evaded the 
royal eye ; and as Dolores was disregarded altogether, it was 
natural enough that Mrs. Russell should appropriate all the 
royal remarks and make the necessary replies.

‘ Ah, sire ! your “ royal Majesty” is so very funny ! Are all 
the crowned heads thus ?’

1 All iv thim—ivery mother’s son av thim. An’ they’re an 
illigant lot. But moind this—it’s mesilf that bates the whole 
lot, out-an’-out. Ye know, I’m not only King av Spain, but 
heir to the crown av France.’

‘ Is it possible ?’ said Mrs. Russell.
‘ Divil a loie I’m tellin’,’ said ‘ his Majesty.’ ‘ It’s thrue, so it 

is. I’m nixt av kin to Henri Cinq—that’s Chambord, ye know. 
The Count av Paris is Orleans, not Bourbon. I’m Bourbon, 
begorra ! An’ whin Chambord doies, an' the nixt revolution 
takes place in' France, I’ll march on Paris an’ give pace to that 
unhappy counthry. An’, be jabers ! I’ll take me wife wid me, 
an’ we’ll live in Paris, an’ I’ll get her the most illigant dhresses, 
an’ coort coschumes, an’ bonnets, an’ boots, an’ laces, an’ gims, 
an’ jools that iver any woman wore. The Quane av Spain ’ll 
be the Quane av France too ; an’ what’s more, she’ll be the 
quane of beauty an’ fashion, an’ the ex-Empress Eugénie ’ll be 
nowhere. She’ll be forgotten.’

It was thus that the royal wooer tried to dazzle Katie’s ima­
gination ; but whatever the effect on her may have been, it is 
certain that Mrs. Russell experienced the full effect of the 
dazzling visions which those words were intended to call up.

‘ An’ now,’ said 1 his Majesty,’ starting up, ‘ we must be off. 
We’ve got business. But we hope to see yez soon, an’ have it 
all arranged. Whisper, darlint ’—and he bent down his royal 
head close to Mrs. Russell’s tingling ear—1 whisper, jool : I’m 
wantin’ to have a discoorse wid ye—somethin’ important—I 
must see ye alone. It’s ill convaynient just now, an’ I don’t 
want to be overheard. I’ll wait till the gyerruls are aslape, 
an’I’ll luk in. Ye’ll moind, will ye ? This night, jool.’

‘ Ah, sire—ah, “ your Majesty,’’ ’ sighed Mrs. Russell, ‘ I’m 
ready—why not now ?’

1 Whis-s-s-s-s-s-s-s-s-sht ! shure ye’ll spoil all, so ye will. Only 
moind—to-noight !’

‘ Ah, sire, I’ll never forget—never—never !’
‘ Thin moind to be on the luk-out,’ said 1 his Majesty ;’ and 

with these remarkable words he retreated, leaving Mrs. Russell 
in a state of mind whiti^As. the novelists say, ‘can better be 
imagined than described.’
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CHAPTER XXIX.
nOW HARRY PAYS ANOTHER VISIT, AND MEETS WITH A STRANGE

ADVENTURE.

Harry’s loneliness was by no means alleviated at finding that 
Katie was so near. It whs, indeed, rather aggravated, for to our 
light-hearted friend it seemed intolerable that Katie should be so 
near and yet so far. She was separated from him by only a few 
paces, and yet he was compelled to keep away from her. To run 
the risk of discovery was not to be thought of. By day it was 
necessary to put up with his solitude as best he might. He was 
sufficiently wary not to forget himself, and he did not lose sight 
of the probability that he was watched. The discovery of that 
passage-way made it seem not unlikely that this Castle in Spain 
was all honeycombed with other passages ; that its ponderous 
walls were all a sham ; that these massive stones served merely 
as a blind to conceal innumerable hiding - places and secret 
chambers. He was sure now that these walls had ears, and 
perhaps eyes also ; and therefore he determined to do nothing 
which could lead to the discovery of his secret.

At length evening came, and then Hairy began to breathe 
freely. He was fully resolved on paying another visit to Katie 
at the earliest possible moment. He knew that she would be ex­
pecting him. She would not be asleep this time. There were 
many things which he wished to say, and, above all, he wished to 
persuade her to venture into the passage-way herself, at some 
favourable opportunity, so that they might see one another more 
frequently.

It was about nine o’clock when Harry entered the passage-way. 
It was quite dark, the room being illihninated in part, as before, 
by the struggling moonbeams. He went along the passage-way 
and came to the end at the other chimney There he paused, and 
waited, and watched. Gradually he became aware of some one 
beneath. He gave a low whisper : ‘ Katie !' A low whisper was 
returned : 1 Harry !’

Upon this he descended softly and noiselessly. Katie herself 
was there. She had been expecting him.

‘ They are all asleep,’ she said. ‘ I thought I’d just come here 
to see if you were coming.’

1 You little pet ! You knew I’d come.’
‘ I thought you might, you know.’
1 This day has been so horribly long, Katie ; I thought it would 

never end. See here—can’t we manage to run away ? I wish I 
could find some way out. But you’re chilly. This air is damp, 
and there is a bad draught down the chimney. Come into tlif 
corner of the room.’
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‘ But, oh, do he very, very cautious !’ said Katie.
Holding her hand, Harry went stealthily into the room, and 

drew her with him as quietly as possible, till they reached a 
corner of the room on the right of the fireplace. This corner was 
all shrouded in gloom, so that if the sleepers had awakened they 
could have seen nothing. Here the two found themselves quite 
secure for the time being ; and as all the room was perfectly 
silent, they were not afraid to resume their stealthy whispers.

‘ Have you been lonely to day, Katie asked Harry in a tender 
voice.

‘Oh, a little.’
4 A little V repeated he, in a reproachful tone.
‘ But there’s been such an awful lot of fun,’ said Katie ; ‘ I've 

been almost bursting to tell someone—that’s you, you know.’
‘ Fun V said Harry wouderingly ; ‘ what fun V
1 Oh, that absurd old Paddy King, Don Carlos, as he calls him­

self—only he’s no more a king than I am. Don’t you think he’s 
some strolling Irish vagabond adventurer V

1 Irish vagabond l 1 don’t know,’ said Harry. Now Harry 
had only heard ‘ his Majesty ’ speak in Spanish, and therefore 
did not see the pohit at all.

‘ Well, for my part, I’m sure he’s an Irishman,’ said Katie. 
4 Mrs. Russell says that he learned some English from an Irish 
priest ; but that wouldn’t account for his queer songs.//~x~

1 Songs V
1 Oh, he’s utterly ridiculous ! Who or what he really is I 

cannot imagine. And, do you know, the best fun of all is—he’s 
in love with me.’

‘ In love with you V Harry cried, recoiling as he said it.
‘ Yes, of course—why not V said Katie.
‘ The infernal cad !’ cried Harry.
‘ Oh, what naughty language !’ said Katie. 1 Oh !’
1 D—n him!’ cried Harry furiously ‘ What does the fellow 

mean V
‘ I declare I won’t listen to such shocking language,’ said 

Katie. 1 Now stop !’
‘Well—but what does the scoundrel mean V repeated Harry in 

jealous wrath.
‘ Well, he means to try—to marry me.’

1 Marry—you !’
‘ Oh yes ; and he says he’ll make me Queen of Spain—and he 

says he has a claim to the crown of France also, which he promises 
to share with me.’

1 Good heavens !’ said Harry, in utter consternation ; for Harry 
had not yet done more than vaguely suspect that ‘ his Majesty’ 
might be any other than what he claimed to be, and this design 
of his upon Katie seemed now a peril of no common magnitude.
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‘ Why, Kiitie,’ he added, after a pause, ‘ a royal personage can’t 
marry a private person like you. It's illegal, you know.’

‘ Oh, out the fun of it is he’s only a common Irishman, and he 
drinks whisky, and has an awful brogue. Oh, it’s such fun to 
listen to him ! But the greatest fun of all is, auntie believes iu 
him. She thinks he is really Don Carlos; and, best of all, she 
thinks he is making love to her, and proposing to her.’

‘ To her ! Why, she has a husband already.’
‘ Oh, but she thinks he has been killed.’
‘ Killed ? Good heavens ! Is that really so ? Poor old llussell ! 

Oh, heavens ! The villains ! They’d do it, too.’
And Harry thought of the bonds and the search after them. 

It seemed to him not at all unlikely that they had killed Russell 
so as to get at these, or perhaps to punish him for not giving 
them up. Horror now quite overwhelmed him. He felt even 
shocked at Katie’s levity.

‘ But Mrs. Russell,’ he said ; * how does she bear this horrible 
calamity V

4 Bear it V said Katie ; 1 why, she wants to be Queen of Spain, 
and France too !’

1 What, when her husband lies murdered close by ? Oh, 
heavens !—oh, good heavens !’

4 Well, do you know, it does seem very odd indeed.’
1 But you, Katie—how can you talk of such horrors in such a 

way ? What will be the fate of the rest of us, after this t’
‘ Why, you poor foolish boy, you needn't scold and go on so. I 

don’t believe he’s dead any more than you are. I believe that “ his 
Majesty ” only said it in fun. In fact, he never did actually say so.’

Harry sighed a sigh of perplexity.
‘ But, you know,’ continued Katie, 4 Mrs. Bussell went and got 

it into her poor old head. Oh, she’s very, very imaginative, poor 
dear old auntie, and she would have it so. And she thinks that 
all the speeches which “ His Majesty ” makes at me are intended 
for her.’

1 The wretched creature !’ said Harry ; 4 to speculate upon her 
husband’s death, and think of such a thing as marriage.’

‘Oh, but she says that it is not love that makes her think of it, 
but State policy.’

‘ State fiddlesticks !’
4 She says that Mary Queen of Scots married Bothwell after 

her husband’s murder, from motives of State policy.’
‘Oh, good heavens!’ said Harry, whose sense of honour and 

loyalty and affection, and even of common decency, was utterly 
outraged at such a revelation ; 1 and she always seemed such a 
quiet, good, well-meaning sort of a person.’

4 But she means well now,’ said Katie. ‘ She says her marriage 
is to be for the good of Spain and the wrorld generally.’
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At this Harry was silent. He could find no more words to 
express his feelings. Besides, although all the words, ejaculations, 
and exclamations above reported were uttered with as' much 
caution and in as low a tone as were consistent with his excited 
feelings, still, they made more noise than was wise under the 
circumstances, and there were signs that some of the sleepers 
were restless. These, at last, attracted the attention of the two 
and interrupted their conversation. Several heavy sighs from a 
remote corner of the room showed that some one was awake, or 
waking, and this warning forced them to keep silence for some 
time. At length all was still, and Harry ventured to speak again.

' Oh, Katie,’ said he, ‘ can’t you do something with that wretched 
woman Î’

‘ No,’ said Katie. ‘ I’m sure all I say only makes her worse. 
She wants me now to address her as “ your Majesty ” !’

‘ She’s mad,’ said Harry ; ‘ the woman’s utterly mad !’
‘ Well, she’s got some great secret now which she won’t tell., 

As “bis Mafjesty” was leaving, the last time, he kept up some 
very mysterious whisperings with her. I’ve been teasing her all 
day to tell me what they were, but in vain. She’s as close as the 
grave. A great crisis is approaching. And the fun of it is she 
doesu t know that it's me, and not her, that “his Majesty” means.’

‘You ! Oh, Katie, don’t talk in that indifferent way.’
‘ Why r
‘ Oh, don’t you see ? You are here so nmch in his power. Oh, 

we must fly. I’ll hunt along the^passageV-night, and I’m sure 
I’ll find something. I’m sure there must be a way out.’

‘ But I don’t want to go,’ said Katie ; ‘ that is, not just yet.’
‘ Not want to go V
‘ No, not till I have some more fun, and see how this is going 

to end ; but----- ’
Here Katie stopped abruptly and clutched Harry’s arm con­

vulsively. Harry, too, at the same instant started, and both 
stood peering into the dark, and listening attentively.

For there had come a sudden noise.
It was a very peculiar and a very startling noise. It was a 

low, shuffling sound, as of some one moving stealthily, and it 
arose from the direction of the «replace—the very place where 
Harry’s retreat would lie in easelof discovery. But now that 
retreat seemed cut off ; and there seemed to be some one there 
who, perhaps, had come on his track. Harry's only thought was 
that his room had been entered and his absence discovered, upon 
which his guards had at once come through in search of him. 
How many there were he could not tell, lie could do nothing, 
however. He could only stand still and watch. Soon, he thought, 
others would come ; lights would be produced, and he would be 
discovered.
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‘ Leave rae !’ said Harry, in a faint whisper. ‘ It’s one of the 

guards. I’m lost !’
Katie’s answer thrilled through every nerve of the listener.
‘ Then if you are lost, I will be lost with you !’
Saying this, she twined both her arms round his arm, and held 

it pressed tight to her throbbing heart.
Harry stood erect, vigilant, staring.

CHAPTER XXX.
HOW SEVERAL OF OUR FRIENDS j'IND THEMSELVES IN A MOST 

EXTRAORDINARY SITUATION.

So Harry stood, with his retreat cut off, staring into the dark­
ness, while Katie, clinging to him, awaited the result. Harry 
expected every minute that lights would be produced and every­
thing revealed. But the lights did not come and the discovery 
was delayed. There occurred a pause, during which Harry 
waited, after which the sliding, shuffling sounds recommenced.

They now came nearer. Then came the sound of a stealthy 
footfall—very slow, too, and very cautious. The new-comer, the 
supposed pursuer, whoever he was, seemed now to be in the 
room, ana cautiously advancing. As yet he was under the 
shadow, and was, therefore, invisible in the gloom ; but he was 
approaching the place where the moon-beams fell—where he 
might be seen. Harry noted this, and wondered how many 
more of themjthere might be. Katie also looked up now, and 
stood listeniüg^Both of these were waiting for a chance to 
separate, if possiufc—Katie to go back to her own place, and 
Harry to fly back to his room.

At length the advancing figure reached the place where the 
moonbeams fell, and here he entered the moonlight, so that it 
was possible to see his outline, though not to distinguish features. 
It was a man—he was unarmed, and all his gestures and motions 
indicated excessive caution and watchfulness. Harry and Katie 
both saw him, as he groped about and peered through the gloom.

* It’s “his Majesty,” ’ said Katie.
‘ H-s-s-s-h !’ said Harry.
The slight, whispered sounds seemed to catch the ears of the 

visitor. He stood and listened. But the sounds were not re­
peated, and he resumed his progress.

11 know who it is,’ said Harry, in the faintest possible whisper. 
‘ Who V
1 It’s Ashby,’ said Harry.
Katie said not a word in reply, but the effect of that name 

upon her was none the less manifest. The hands which had been
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clasping Harry's arm relaxed their hold ; she moved away from 
hintl Harry caught her hand and tried to detain her, but Katie 
snatched it away, and Harry was afraid to insist. It was evident 
that she was offended ; and at what I Was it at the mention of 
Ashby’s,name I And but a moment before she had said that she 
would share his fate—‘ Then if you are lost, I will be lost with 
you !’ Those were her words. And now she was offended !

Harry could not believe it. He took a step after her anti 
found her a)gain. He sought again to take her hand. It was 
not iijC>w reftlsed. Katie seemed to have overcome her irritation. 
The quarrel was over. So overjoyed was he, that he put his 
arms rouhd her slender form, and unconsciously pressed her close 
to his heart, while her head sauk down on his breast. And 
there, all the time, only a few paces off', was Ashby himself !

But the beauty of it was that Ashby just then was not think­
ing of Katie at all. He had come here to see Dolores. For her 
he was making this venture, having stolen in through the passage­
way which she had shown him. He had promised, it is true, not 
to visit her except in cases of extreme necessity ; but as he had 
felt very lonely, he concluded that this was the necessity in 
question, and had come to this place. /

The room seemed to him very silent. He had come down the 
chimney with very little noise, and had surveyed the scene from 
the dark recesses of the fireplace. The corners of the room were 
all in darkness, but the floor was illuminated here and there by 
the moonbeams Having thus taken a general view, Ashby could 
do nothing else but go forward ; and this he did, thinking that 
everyone was asleep, and that by some happy luck he would find 
Dolores. »

As for Dolores, she was not asleep at that time, nor had she 
been asleep at all. Katie had taken for granted that the beauti­
ful Spaniard was in the land of forgetfulness ; but Katie had 
never in her life been more entirely mistaken. Dolores was wide 
awake, and had been engaged in thoughts and speculations which 
made sleep impossible. It was nothing less than a plan of escape, 
over which her busy brain was occupied, and there were certain 
difficulties about it, through which she could not see her way 
clearly. It was over these that she was puzzling her brain when 
her attention was roused by certain strange movements in the 
room.

These were, first, the movements of Katie as she stole to the 
fireplace and waited there.

Secondly, the movements of Harry as he shuffled down to 
Katie’s side.

Thirdly, the preliminary whisperings of Harry and Katie.
Fourthly, the movements of these two out of the fireplace into 

the corner of the room.
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Fifthly, their continuous whisperings, which sometimes were 
so animated that they might have wakened any sleeper.

Over all this Dolores was deeply agitated. Who, she asked 
herself, was this visitor to Katie ? It could be one, and one 
only. That one was Ashby ! She had shown him the way. He 
alone knew it. He had promised her not to come, but he had 
broken his word and had come. And why ? Not for her, but 
for his English maiden ! There were these two now plotting 
and whispering in her presence, and that, too, after Ashby had 
disowned with scorn this English maiden, and had spoken such 
words to her ! What could she do now ? For such outraged 
love, such treachery, and such intolerable insult, what revenge 
could suffice ?

Revenge ! Yes, nothing less than revenge ! For Dolores was 
not one of those tender and sensitive creatures who could lie 
down and die under a cruel wrong. Her ardent Southern nature 
was roused to fury, and she remained there motionless, but like 
some wild beast ready to start from its lair when the prey is at hand. 
Away now went all thoughts of flight with Ashby. Vengeance 
alone remained for her to think of—vengeance full and complete, 
which should involve both Ashby and the English maiden. What 
this vengeance was to be. however, she could not think of as yet ; 
but she knew that in order to make it as full, and complete as 
possible, it would be necessary to think it all over from every 
point of view.

In this amiable frame of mind Dolores was thus waiting and 
listening—stung to madness by every new whisper, and nourish­
ing her own rage all the more every moment—until at length she 
became gradually aware of a sound proceeding from another 
quarter, and not coming from the two whisperers in the corner 
at all. There was some one in the fireplace—some new-comer 
who had approached by that way. What did this mean ? Who 
could this be ! Did others know of the secret passage-way,? If 
so, then her surroundings were very different from what she had 
supposed, and her whole course of action would have th be 
changed. \

Dolores watched, and at length saw the figure of the new­
comer quite distinct in the moonlight, yet not so distinct as to 
enable her to ascertain who it was. The idea was so firmly fixed 
in her mind that the first comer was Ashby, that she could only 
suppose this new visitor to be one of the Carlists, perhaps ‘ his 
Majesty’ himself.

Meanwhile this new-comer had been stealthily moving along, 
and Dolores watched and listened. Now was the time which she 
might seize, if she chose, as the time for vengeance. If this were 
really one of the Carlists, above all, if this were ‘ his Majesty,’ 
she might have sweet reven^bv denouncing the false traitor

It
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Ashby on the spot, before he could escape. It would be sweet to 
see the dismay of the traitor when thus discovered under her own 
eyes. Still, even in that hour of her madness and her fury, she 
felt that before taking the irrevocable step and denouncing Ashby 
it would be necessary to be perfectly sure. So Dolores waited.

Meanwhile Ashby in his progress had passed beyond the place 
where Dolores was, and had traversed more than half the apart­
ment. At this moment he was at fault, and felt anxious to know 
where to direct his way. He thought the best way would be to 
try first if Dolores was awake. And so, in a thin, low, but very 
distinct whisper, he said : ‘ Do-lo-res !’

Dolores heard it. Well she knew that in the castle there was 
no one who called her by that name—save one. I ustautly a 
wild revulsion of feeling took place. She had mistaken—the 
first visitor was not Ashby. Ashby was not false. He was true. 
He had come, but he had come for her—herself. It was her 
name that he called. In that sudden revulsion of feeling she 
almost shoute^ for joy. She started up, and, regardless of every­
thing but her own heart, was about to steal toward Ashby, when 
suddenly she was arrested in her attempt. There arose another 
sound from some one near the door.

‘ Here, here,’ said a whisper—‘ here I am. How long you’ve 
been !’

Ashby heard this voice, and thinking it was Dolores, hurried 
there. Dolores heard it, understood Ashby’s action, and sank 
down in consternation and despair. Katie and Harry heard it, 
and thought it was ‘ his Majesty ’ on his way to Mrs. Russell. 
And they thought that others of ‘ his Majesty’s ’ followers were 
in the chimney.

Ashby saw a figure dimly defined in the gloom. It was in­
distinguishable. He took it for Dolores. So he folded that 
figure fondly in his arms, and the * figure ’ reciprocated to the 
fullest extent.

‘ Oh, my own love and darling !’ sighed Ashby in Spanish.
Mrs. Russell understood not a word of Spanish. She thought, 

however, that if ‘ his Majesty ’ could express himself more freely 
in that language, it was certainly quite natural for him to use 
it ; yet it uid seem rather unfair to her to come here and talk 
love and use endearing expressions in an unknown tongue. 
‘ His Majesty ’ seemed very eloquent and strongly agitated, yet 
Mrs. Russell could not make out what he said, nor had she a 
chance to explain. For in the midst of all this there occurred 
a new interruption. This was the sound of a key turning in the 
door. The door opened immediately behind Mrs. Russell, and 
a soft voice said in familiar tones, and in a husky whisper :

‘ Whis-s-s-s-sht, darliu’—a,re ye awake, thin I Sure I hope the 
gyerruls are aslape.’ **
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CHAPTER XXXI.
IN WHICH THE WHOLE PARTY FIND THEMSELVES IN A 

HAUNTED CASTLE. * ;

At the opening of the door and the sound of the voice Ashby 
started back and retreated. He was very much puzzled at the 
Irish brogue, and could only think that a stray Paddy might be 
among the Carkjsts. However, there was no time to wait, so he 
sought to regain tbeüreplace. But as he did so a figure came in 
his way, arms were flung about him, and a low, faint whisper 
came close to his ear :

‘ Oh, Assebi ! I am Dolores ; that other is Mrs. Russell. Fly, 
or you are lost !’

Here was a new shock for Ashby, but he did not lose his 
presence of mind. The new-comer was still at the door. He 
was not followed. All this he noted as he stood for a moment 
or so holding Dolores in his arms.

As for Mrs. Russell, nothing could exceed her amazement 
and terror when ‘ his Majesty ’ came in behind her at the very 
moment when she supposed herself to be in ‘ his Majesty’s ’ 
arms. It was unintelligible—nay, even frightful.

‘Weren’t you—your Majesty—here—just now I’ she stammered.
‘Me! Üs ! Here ! Divil a bit av us! We’ve just come,’ 

was the reply.
‘ But who was it 1 Some one was here.’
‘ Some one ?’ said ‘ his Majesty.’ ‘ Oh, maybe it was our rVl 

footstep.’
‘ No—but some one was talking Spanish.’
‘ Walkin’ Spanish, ye mane,’ replied the august monarch. 

‘ Sure nobody’s been talkin’ Spanish here at all at all.’
‘ But, your Majesty, some one was here—talking to me—close 

to me.’
‘ Shure it was one av the gyerruls.’
‘No ; it was a—a man !’

A man !’ exclaimed ‘ his Majesty,’ in surprise.
1Y es.’
‘ What ! here in this room !’
‘ Yes.’
‘ Shure ye’ve been dramiu’— so ye have ; or else—maybe it was 

the castle ghost.’
‘ The ghost !’ groaned Mrs. Russell. ‘Oh, your Majesty! Oh, 

my own one ! Oh, save me ! Don’t—don’t let it come near me !’
And, flinging her arms around the royal person, Mrs. Russell 

clung to it, sobbing hysterically. ,
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‘ Shure—whisht, will yez, or ye’ll waken up the gyerrula,’ said 
the monarch. ‘ I’ll protect yez, if ye’ll let me ; so I will.’

1 Oh !’ said Mrs. Russell, clinging more closely to ‘ his Ma­
jesty,’ ‘ do you hear that V

4 What V
* That noise !’
4 What noise V
4 I heard a wow-wow-whisper!’ sobbed the lady.
‘ A whisper—nouainse !’ said 4 his Majesty.’
‘ Oh, listen!’ said Mrs. Russell, holding him tight, so that he 

could not get free. At this ‘ his Majesty ’ remained perfectly 
still, and listened. There certainly were some low, indistinct 
sounds, among which were whispers.

‘ Shure it’s the gyerruls,’ said 1 his Majesty.’ ‘ That’s what 
it is.’

* Oh, look ! look !’ cried Mrs. Russell. 4 The ghost ! the ghost !’
And with a loud cry Mrs. Russell fell back. 4 His Majesty ’

encircled her with the royal arms, and gently deposited her on 
the floor, standing thus in deep perplexity. But at this instant a 
sight caught his eye which made him start. It was Ashby’s 
figure traversing the room, through the moonlight. He had 
waited up to the last moment, and had just taken his departure, 
but as he moved along the floor toward the chimney, the royal 
eye saw him.

4 Be jahers !’ said 4 his Majesty,’ 4 ghost or no ghost, I must see 
to this. The castle’s haunted as sure as a gun, but that isn’t the 
figure an’ farrura av a maydoiay val ghost, so it isn’t.’

Mrs. Russell now revived, and struggled up to her feet.
‘ Is—is—it gig gig-gone V she asked with a shudder.
4 Sorra a one av me knows,’ said ‘ His Majesty.’ 4 I’m going 

to invistigate.’
4 Oh !’ wailed Mrs. Russell, 4 leave me not—oh, your Sacred 

Majesty, desert me not !’
4 Shure, I’m only going to get loights,’ said 4 his Majesty.’
4 Oh, forsake me not ! Be not so cruel !’
4 Crool ! Ah, be off wid yer nonsinse !’ said 4 his Majesty.’ 

4 Whisht now, jool—sure I’ll be back in a jiffy. If it’s any one 
that’s got in, I ll find him whin I come back ; an’ if it’s a ghost, 
why, it’s just as well to know it.’

4 Oh, your Majesty,’ cried Mrs. Russell, ‘do not forsake me! 
Without you it is too—too—too horrible !’

4 Shure, ain’t I telling yez,’ said 4 his Majesty,’ 4 that I’m only 
goin’ to get loights, an’ that I’ll be back in a jiffy ? Be quiet, now, 
an’ it ’ll be all right.’

With these words 4 his Majesty ’ tried gently, but firmly, to 
disengage Mrs. Russell’s clasped arms from about his neck. This 
lie found much difficulty in doing ; but at length he succeeded
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in getting free. After this he went out, locking the door behind 
him.

After about five minutes he returned with a blazing torch, fol­
lowed by half a dozen men, who remained outside awaiting his 
summons, while ‘ his Majesty ’ alone went in. The moment that 
the door opened to admit him, some one came rushing into his 
arms with such violence as almost to extinguish the torch and 
upset the royal person. * His Majesty ’ recovered himself, how­
ever, and uttered several ejaculations, which in any less distin­
guished person would certainly have sounded likr profanity.

‘ Be aisy, now, will yez V he said, in a milder voice, ‘ an’ howld 
away yer arrums, jool, till I invistigate the primisis. If it’s a 
livin’ man I’ll fix him ; an’ if it’s a ghost—begorra, I’ll let him go.’

With these words ‘ his Majesty ’ succeeded in extricating him­
self from the clutches of Mrs. Russell, and, holding aloft the torch, 
began to walk about the room, looking closely everywhere, while 
Mrs. Russell followed at his heels, entreating him to take care of 
his royal person.

‘ Arrah, shure, now,’ said ‘ his Majesty,’ 1 we’re accustomed to 
danger. We don’t moind throifies like this—not a bit av it :

' For divil a bit av mo cares,
I'm ready to tacklo the foe ;

If alive, let him tight if he dares,
If he’s dead, to the dogs let him go." '

By this time the noise and the flaming torches had seemed to 
rouse up Katie and Dolores. Both of these now stood up, blink­
ing and shrinking, clinging timidly to one another, and looking 
like two frightened children just awakened. They seemed so 
surprised, so confused, and so terrified, that the heart of ‘ his 
Majesty ’ swelled with pity and compassion.

‘ Ladies ! jools !’ said he, ‘ don’t, don’t give way. Shure, it’s all 
over now, so it is, au’ yez needn’t be a bit afraid any more.’

‘ What’s all over V asked Katie, in a tone of alarm.
‘ What ! Why—shure nothin’.’
‘ There was some one in the room,’ said Mrs. Russell in 

frightened tones.
‘ Some one in the room !’ cried Katie in a voice so full of 

terror that it became a positive shriek. ‘Oh ! oh ! oh ! Who t 
who ! What ! what I’

Never was terror more eloquently depicted on any human face 
than on Katie’s expressive countenance on this occasion. She 
flung herself into Dolores’s arms and clung to her. Dolores said 
nothing, but clung to Katie in silence.

1 Alarm ms av this sort,’ said ‘ his Majesty,’ ‘ isn’t shuited to 
their delicate, narvous systems—so they isn’t. I’ve got a dhrop
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av whisky about me, if-----  But I suppose they wouldn’t care
for it’

With these words 1 his Majesty ’ approached Katie for the 
purpose of soothing her, or of paying her some delicate compli­
ment, but Katie contrived to keep Dolores between herself and 
the royal wooer till the R. W. felt battled.

‘ Shure, it’s very disthressin', so it is,’ said lie, as he turned 
away. ‘ But I’ll take a luk round.’

He looked all around, walked by the walls, gfraVely peered into 
the fireplace, and at length came back.

‘ There’s no one here,’ said he.
‘ But I saw some one,’ said Mrs. Russell.
‘ Shure, thin, it was no livin’ man ye saw, and there ye have it.’
‘ No living man !’ screamed Mrs. Russell.
‘ Shure no ; how could it have been ] Wouldn’t I a seen him, 

an’ me wid a lojight V
‘ Then it’s a ghost !’ said Mrs. Russell, with another scream.
‘ Divil a one else,’ said 1 his Majesty.’ 1 It’s the castle ghost— 

only I don’t see why he came in modern coschume. But perhaps 
it isn’t the castle ghost. It may be the last prisoner that was 
shot.’

This last suggestion was unspeakably horrible to Mrs. Russell. 
Well she knew who that last prisoner was ! The last prisoner ! 
Oh, horror ! and the apparition was it! And It had come to 
her /—embraced her !—spoken words of love ! It wins He!—her 
once loved but now lost Johnny !

The thoujght.^àsN.00 'much. With a wild yell, she flung her 
arms round Tiis Majesty ’ and fainted.

‘ It’s mesilf,’ said 4 his Majesty ’ placidly, ‘ that ’ml be the proud 
man to shtay here an’ watch will ye/, agin the ghost, but juty 
calls me elsewhere.’

As he said this, he tried to detach the arms of Mrs. Russell, 
who now clung to him with rigid and death-like tenacity. This, 
however, he could not do, and as her weight was considerable, he 
gravely seated himself on the floor, and implored Katie and 
Dolores to help him. This they did, and their united efforts 
succeeded in loosening Mrs. Russell’s grasp. The stricken lady 
gave a gasp, and raised her head, but ‘ his Majesty ’ was too 
nimble for her. By a desperate movement he withdrew from her 
reach, and stood for a moment at a respectable distance.

1 Ladies,' said he, ‘its mesilf that ’ud be the proud man to 
shtay ; but there’s no danger in the worruld—not the laste in 
loife, an’ this lady requires your care. So I’m thiukin’ I’ll be off, 
an’ if anythin’ happens agin, you sing out.’

Saying these words, 4 his Majesty ’ left the room somewhat 
mere hurriedly than he had entered it. His departure completed 
Mrs. Russell’s prostration. For the remainder of the night she
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refused to be comforted, but remained terrified, lamenting 
bitterly, and exclaiming incessantly, ‘ Oh, wl;y did he leave me ! 
—why, oh, why did he leave me !’

CHAPTER XXXII.

IN WHICH HARRY MAKES AN UNPLEASANT DISCOVERY.

Harry had been the first to escape from the room. He had 
waited long, fearing lest others might be in the chimney ; but at 
length, as the actions of the new-comer did not seem consistent 
with those of a pursuer, he had concluded to risk it. He had then 
entered the chimney, and was able to re;vch hi^ own room in 
safety. Ashby had not left until the very last moment, when the 
door had already opened to admit ‘ his Majesty,’ so that the two 
had not met. But Harry, on reaching his own room, stood for a 
long time in the fireplace, listening ; and as he listened, he felt 
sure that he heard sounds, and these sounds seemed as though 
made by pursuers. Upon this he Hung himself upon his bed, 
where he lay motionless for nearly an hour, until it seemed 
scarcely possible that there could be any further danger.

He now thought of returning to the room, but after a little 
consideration decided not to. No doubt they would all be awake, 
perhaps also others might lie there, and to go back might lead to 
discovery, and destroy all further chances of seeing Katie. Still, 
the thought would not be dismissed. Sleep was impossible, and 
he lay awake, recalling the events of the night.

At length there occurred to his mind the thought of those 
Spanish bonds which he had found and hidden away so carefully. 
He had not visited the place since, or rather, he had not looked 
at the hiding-place. He determined to do so now merely for the 
sake of reassuring himself as to the safety of those precious 
papers. For Katie’s fortune lay wrapped up in that parcel, and 
he was anxious that he should be the means of saving it for her. 
In addition to this, he was anxious to search carefully along the 
passage-way, to see if there might not be openings which had 
thus far escaped him—which might possibly lead to the outer 
world.

He provided himself with his torch and found that he had 
matches enough He then climbed up into the passage-way, and 
lighted his torch ; after which he proceeded onward until he 
reached the chink where the package had been deposited. Here 
he stooped down and held the light close.

The first sight showed nothing. But the string which he had 
left hanging out was, as he knew not very perceptible, so he held 
the light closer and ielt for it. Even then he found nothing.
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He now thought that perhaps the package had fallen by its 
own weight a little farther in, drawing the string after it. In 
order to find whether this were so or not, he reached his hand 
into the chink.

No sooner had he done this than he snatched it away, and sat 
there staring.

The chink was very much larger than it had been before.
There was no doubt about this. Then it had been barely wide 

enough to admit the package. Now he could easily thrust his 
whole arm into the opening.

It was utterly umycoun table. By some incomprehensible 
means that crevice had been enlarged. The whole stone, he now 
saw, had been thrust forward several inches into the passage­
way. It seemed as if nothing short of an earthquake could 
suffice to move from its place such a stone as that. In itself it 
appeared to be of vast size and weight, and below it, and above 
it, and on either side, were others equally vast. How was it 
possible for such'a rock to be thus dislodged ! By an earthquake ? 
But nothing of the kind had occurred. He was a light sleeper, 
and was easily aroused by anything unusual. Could the castle 
have ‘ settled <’ Impossible. It was too old. It had long since 
shaken down into its deep bed. Still, old buildings do often 
settle, and in fault of any better explanation he was compelled to 
adopt something like this.

In any event, there seemed very great danger that the package 
had been lost. Again and again he thrust his arm far in, but 
found only vacancy. Then he put his hand downward/as far as 
he could. It touched something which felt like a stone pave­
ment. This pavement was about eight inches lower than the 
one upon which he was. All this made the matter still more 
incomprehensible.

But Harry had come forth to seek after this very thing, 
namely, some mysterious opening into a side-passage, and after 
the first surprise it occurred to him that this might be what he 
wished to find. And now the fact of the stone jutting forth 
became intelligible, though this new explanation promised ill for 
the safety of the package. It was evident that this stone was 
movable, and afforded in some way an entrance to this passage. 
It seemed strange that so vast a stone should be movable, yet 
there was the fact. Perhaps also it was less massive than it 
seemed. Perhaps it was a mere slab and opened like a door.

But how ?
He now examined its surface with the most careful and minute 

scrutiny. In vain. Over all the surface and over all the edges 
there was nothing that indicated any means by which such a 
stone could be moved—'nothing of the nature of hinges, and 
nothing of the nature of a handle, by which to grasp it so as to
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move it. Yet it was movable, and had been moved lately. Per­
haps it could be moved without any help from a handle.

He now thrust his arm through, and, grasping it, pulled at 
it with all his strength. His utmost effort, however, made no 
impression. He found that the stone was massive within as 
without, that it was no thin slab, but one which his arm could 
not surround—at least eighteen inches in solid thickness where 
his arm held it. Yet the stone did move, and had been moved. 
The matter became now more incomprehensible than ever. It 
could be moved. It had been moved, yet there was a secret con­
trivance here into which he could not penetrate. Again the 
thought came to him of the package which contained Katie’s 
fortune. Some one had been here. Had that one found the 
package l It must be so. Fool that he was ! A second time 
had that precious package been deposited in what seemed a secure 
hiding-place, and a second time had the hiding-place proved 
almost a public thoroughfare.

For what seemed a long time Harry examined that stone. 
In vain. The wall arose before him impenetrable. The stone 
was immovable. Yet that stone seemed now to him to hold 
within itself the secret not only of the package, but also of 
escape, and of liberty and life.

Harry at length felt like giving up. Once more, however, 
though now quite hopelessly, he examined the stone «in every 
direction, pressing with all his strength upon every part. And 
now in this, the very moment* of his utter hopelessness, as often 
happens—at the very time when not expecting it, he found 
what he sought.

At the extreme'end of the stone, more than six feet from the 
crevice where he had hidden the package, he pressed upon it, and 
found that it gave way. The pressure was not at all strong ; yet 
to that slight effort the apparently massive rock yielded like a 
door, and moved inward several inches. In unspeakable amaze­
ment and intense excitement Harry pushed it in farther, until he 
saw the whole move in, at his pressure, for abopt two feet. An 
opening was disclosed. He stepped in and looked around. He 
found himself in a kind of chamber which was about four feet 
wide and eight feet long. At the end of this was a stone stair­
way which went down. Harry looked around, and took all this 
in at a glance. His first thought was about his package. The 
package w-as not there. He had .been prepared for this, yet the 
disappointment was bitter. Still there was consolation in the 
discovery which he had made, and his excitement and curiosity 
were yet strong. He naturally turned his attention to that stone 

\ which formed so wonderful a doorway, and which had so long 
bathed him.

He saw that at the end, near the crevice, the stone was
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about eighteen inches thick, but that it was all cut away toward
the other end, till it ended in a slab of only two inches in 
thickness. One end of the stone was thus a vast block, while the 
other was a comparatively thin slab. He now understood the 
whole construction. At the thick end the door was set with 
stone pivots, into sockets above and below, by means of which it 
was easily moved. The reason why he could not move it at first 
was because he was exerting his strength near the hinge, or 
pivots, where, of course, it was thrown away ; but as soon as he 
had touched the farther edge, it yielded to a slight pressure. 
Here, inside, there was a stone handle by which it was easdy 
opened, while, outside, he thought that it was closed by swing­
ing it as one went out, so that it went by its own weight into 
its place.

> After all, there was nothing very strange in this. Harry had 
read about such stone doors. In the accounts of the Moabite 
cities, mention ife made of something of the sort, and as those 
have lasted for three thousand years, this one might well last for 
several hundred.

But the package ! There were no trace v At the hinge 
end of the slab there was a wedge-shaped stone, by inserting 
which here the door could be secured against opening from with­
out. Into this wedge-shaped crevice he had thrust the package. 
He saw also that in pushing it far in he had only secured its dis­
covery, for he must have pushed it so far that the first one who 
passed had found it. Now, who yuuid that have been I Who­
ever it was, the package was gone. No doubt it was one of the 
Varlists, who had taken it to their leader. It was gone beyond 
all possibility of recovery.

Harry had been so taken up with his examination of these 
things that he had forgotten all about the necessity of caution. 
He stood there thus, in thought, the torch brightly burning, when 
suddenly he was roused by some one rushing up the steps. He 
darted back into the passage-way, and banged the stone door 
after him. Too late. I11 an instant the pursuer was upon him 
and had caught at his coat-collar.

But Harry was not the man to give up at the first attack. 
Quick as lightning, he drew forth a revolver from his breast 
pocket, and, hastily cocking it, turned to confront his assailant. 
One look was enough.

* Ashby !’ lie cried.
1 You scoundrel !’ cried Ashby, in a fury. ‘ Scoundrel 1 villain ! 

traitor !'
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CHAPTER XXXIII.
IN WHICH THERE IS A VERY PRETTY QUARREL.

In order to account for the strange and shockingly rude language 
of Ashby, which must be as astonishing to the reader as it was 
to Harry, it will be necessary to go back a little.

You see, then, my dears, immediately after Harry’s flight, 
Ashby also had hurried away, and had reached his own room 
without further adventure. He now began to think that he 
had acted with mad folly and recklessness ; yet at the same time 
he could not bring himself to regret it at all. He had seen Dolores, 
and that was enough, and the hunger of his heart was satisfied, 
for the present at least.

Like Harry, he had a sense of being pursued, which kept him 
for a long time on the watch, until at length he began to feel 
safe. All the circumstances of his recent adventure now came 
to his memory. One thing amidst it all gave him great per­
plexity. Who were in that room ? There had been others, and 
lie had heard the motion of one in particular behind him—some 
one who seemed to be moving under the chimney. Then came 
the arrival of ‘ his Majesty.' But who was that other one ? 
Ashby did not like the appearance of things at all.

After a time, as his confidence became restored, he began to 
think of going back again, just, as he said to himself, for the 
sake of listening at the chimney, and seeing that all was right. 
Putting it in tins plausible way, the thought became too 
tempting a one to be resisted, and at length he started on his 
way back.

The passage-way, with its secrets, had already been shown 
him by Dolores. It started from the chimney, and after a few 
feet came to some steps which ascended to the second floor, upon 
which were situated the rooms of Harry on the one side and the 
ladies on the other. The steps thus led upward toward the very 
passage-way which Harry had been traversing. How they 
opened into that passage-way, however, has yet to be ex­
plained.

As Ashby reached the foot of the flight of steps ho became 
aware of sounds, which brought him to a full stop. Instead of 
going back, however, he waited. Hidden in impenetrable gloom 
at the foot of the steps, he could listen, and there was no fear 
of his being seen. His only idea was that the Car lists were 
closing up the way.

At length he noticed a faint gleam of ljght, and after a short 
interval he noticed that it grew brighter. He then saw the 
stone door open inward. As he watched he did not move, being
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too eager to know what was coming, and feeling confident in hi» 
own obscurity.

And now, as he watched, he saw Harry’s face suddenly reveal 
itself, as it was lit up by the flaring torch. Yes, it was Harry, 
and there he stood, examining everything in the manner already 
described ; and Ashby was a witness of all his proceedings.

As Ashby looked, there came to him a multitude of dark and 
gloomy suspicions. 1 So, then,’ he thought, ‘ Harry knows all 
about this passage, and, if so, he must know where it leads to. 
And where was that ? It was to only one place—that one 
room alone. And what would Harry want there, and what 
would he find ? He would find her—Katie !’

Now, although Ashby was full of bitter resentment against 
Katie, and was, perhaps, quite in earnest in all that he had said 
about her to Dolores, yet when he had this fresh confirmation 
of something like an understanding between these two, he be­
came filled with the bitterest jealousy and indignation.

He had already felt something of these same feelings. He had 
seen Harry with his own eyes paying devoted attentions to 
Katie, though he knew that Katie was engaged to him. It was 
this which had made him turn away from her, for he had seen 
that she was false to him. Yet his resentment against her did 
not lessen his jealousy, nay, it intensified it lie regarded 
Harry as guilty of an offence which was at once the worst and 
the most unpardonable. He had been false to his friend, and 
that, too, immediately after he had received that friend’s fullest 
confidence, and had promised that friend his most energetic 
assistance. Could anything be worse than this ?

And now Ashby saw through it all. Harry had traversed 
that passage-way. He had been in that room. He had seen 
Katie. Of this he had not a doubt. And what now ? No 
doubt he was prowling about to try to find some way out, so 
that he might escape with Katie.

Ashby watched with all these bitter thoughts in his mind, 
until at length he could endure them no longer. Ho determined 
to confront his» former friend, his present enemy, and meet him 
face to face ; to charge him with his perfidy, and seek for ven­
geance. .With a- leap, he bounded up the steps. Harry re­
treated, yet not A fast but that Ashby caught up with him, 
and grasped him ® he was flying. Than Harry turned, pistol 
^ hand, and tne two stood face to face.

, Ashby !r cried Harry.
And Ashby cried out :

• ‘ Kcoutidrel ! villain ! traitor !'
His face was white, and his voice hoarse with passion.
Harry was confounded.
‘ Hang it, Ashby ; don’t you know me? Are you mad ?’

X
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‘ Know you !’ cried Ashby bitterly. ‘ Thank heaven, I do 
know you ! I’ve found you out, you infernal sneak, you ! 
Know you ? Good heavens ! yes, I know you for a scoundrel, 
and a contemptible, double-dealing interloper and villain !’

Harry stood aghast.
1 What in the name of Heaven is the meaning of all this ?’
‘ You’ve been in that room !’ cried Ashby, pointing up the 

passage-way.
4 Well, what if I have ?’
4 What if you have ? You know what you went there for ?’
Thus far Harry had been too much amazed to understand 

anything. But now ho began to see what it all meant.
‘ Oh, ho !’ said he ; 4 so that’s it
1 That's it ! of course that’s it !’ cried Ashby. ‘ Isn’t that 

enough ? sneaking after that girl, when you know that she is 
mine. What the devil have you got to say for yourself ?’

At this Harry began to rouse hinisedf. He didn’t feel like 
defending his conduct, \and now, as wal natural, took refuge in 
u fight. )

4 Confound you IK ha cried ; ‘ what do you mean by such 
insults as these ? Wlio arc you ? What business is it of 
yours ?’

4 She’s engaged to me. I took you into my confidence, and 
you’ve turned out a traitor and a sneak.’

Harry drew a long breath, and instantly recovered his usual 
coolness.

4 My dear sir,’ said he, 1 you have a pretty talent for scolding. 
Nature evidently intended you to be an old woman ; but doesn t 
it strike you that this sort of thing isn’t customary among 
gentlemen, and that you are making an infernal fool of yourself ? 
Do you suppose I’m to ask your permission where to go in this 
castle ? I found this passage-way myself, and hope to find 
others also. And, by Jove !’ he continued, as at this moment 
the thought of the lost parcel came to him, 4 there’s one 
matter I should like to settle with you before we go any 
farther.’

‘ We shall have to settle several matters.’
41 left a parcel in this place a short time ago. It was a very 

valuable one. I should like to ask you if you have it ?’
4 I ? I, sir ? I have your parcel ?’
41 don’t mean to say that you took it knowing it to be 

mine.’
4 Oh ! you don’t, don’t you ?’
4 Mr. Ashby, will you give me a frank answer to a fair ques­

tion ? Do you know anything about that parcel ?’
4 Parcel ? Pooh !’ said Ashby, who thought that this was 

some transparent trick of Harry’s to account for his presence
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4 Confound you and your parcels | I know nothing about
j;.,i itmi-ili .* * . » - via • a.T»' I : »

41 ask you, did you pick up that parcel ?’
* And I say, confound your parcels l1, *1
Harry was growing quite as furious as Ashby. He now felt 

certain that Ashby had found it and had it’ib'his possession. 
He considered Ashby’s l nswers as papable evasions of a direct 
question. 1 ’ u. • • * 1 V!l • T *

4 Well, then,’ he said, 41 say that if gou still kepp that parcel 
after I claim it, that you are keeping property that is not ydurs, 
and you know what that means !’

Ashby gave a bitter laugh. .
4 This is a hint that I am a thief,’ said he.
4 And a very strong one, too, I rather think,’ said I^arry. 

‘ Do not imagine that you have any claims to that package 
arising out of any previous relations to a certain young lady rv

4 A certain young lady !—a package ! What do you mean ? 
I neither know nor care. I only know that you and I must 
settle accounts hvith one another.’

4 By Jove, that’s one sentiment in which I agree !’
4 If I hadn’t found you here, I might have only suspected ; 

but now that I’ve found you, I do not merely believe, but knoW 
that you are a----- ’

4 Confound you ! if you begin your infernal abuse again, I’ll 
blow your brains out ! I haven’t got your talent for scolding. 
If you want to settle accounts with me, come along like a man, 
and don’t stand there jawing like a fishwife.’

4 By heavens ! that will I—and here-----’
4 Here i pooh ! Come along to my room.’
4 Lead on—I’ll follow.’
At this Harry led the way, and in a short time, followed by 

Ashby, he once more reached his own room.
And so it had come to this ! The friends who, a few days 

before, had been so intimate, so confiding, and so affectionate; 
now stood face to face as foes, glaring at one another with de­
fiance in their eyes and bitter hate in their hearts. ‘Each 
thought he had received sufficient provocation to seek the life 
of the other, and each thought that he had received from the 
other insults which could only be wiped out in blood.

Harry felt sure that Ashby had found the package which he 
had concealed so carefully, and was holding it on the ground of 
his engagement to Katie. Such a right Harry might 
have conceded to Russell, as Katie’s guardian, es| 
had been the one who last had held it ; but to Ast 
would surrender it. As to Ashby, his bitterness and jealousy 
have already been fully set forth, and they were now morb in­
tense than ever. 1 ■ 1 - ' • ■ • . • <-• ‘ •
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Harry stuck the torch in a hollow stone in the floor which 
appeared to have been made for that purpose. Then he turned 
to Ashby. 1 •

‘ Now, sir,’ said Ashby, ‘ you have already heard/
‘ No more, I beg,’ said Harry ; 1 not a word. Let’s fight like 

gentlemen, not jaw like'bullies. Have you a pistol ?’
‘No/ ;
‘ That’s unfortunate. There’s no knowing at what time a 

pistol may be needed / * ' ‘ ■** 1
‘ No,’ said Ashby bitterly. ‘ If I had known that you would

prove a scound----- ’ 1 »' V
1 By heavens !’ roared Harry, * if you don’t shut up I’ll put 

a bullet through you ! Do you hear? Come now,’ he con­
tinued, growing cooler, ‘ we’ve both said enough, more than 
enough. Remember that when two gentlemen meet in mortal 
combat the time for insult is Over. We have no seconds. Let 
us try to imitate the punctiliousness of seconds in our treat­
ment of each other. Do you consent ?’

Ashby bowed. i
1 And now, Mr. Ashby,’ continued Harry, 4 as you say yon 

have no pistol, is there anything else that you can suggest ? 
Have you a knife ?’

4 Nothing but a penknife.’
‘ Ah, that’s very unfortunate. If we could only get hold of 

a couple of rifles from our friends here outside, we should be all 
right, but there’s no use in hoping for that. Our ransom is too 
high for them to risk losing it. And so, as far as I can see, the 
only thing left is for us to use this one pistol of mine/

1 One pistol ? How can both of us use one pistol ?’
4 We must. There’s nothing else to be done/ >
Ashby shook his head.
41 don’t see how,’ said he.
4 It’s plain enough,’ said Harry. 4 We can take it turn about.’ 
4 But the man who fires the first shot has an immense advan­

tage,’ said Ashby.
‘ Pardon me,’ said Harry ; 4 that does not necessarily follow. 

He may hit his foe, of course, but the wound may only be a 
trifling one after all ; or he may miss his shot altogether. It 
often happens so in duels. Moreover, as you very well know, 
in a duel it never happens that both fire at the same instant. 
One always fires a little before the other. So in our case it will 
simply amount to this, that one of us will fire a little before the 
other. In that case the first man may miss, and the second 
man will then come in for his turn.’

4 But how shall we decide who is to fire first ?’ said Ashby.
4 Oh, that’s easy enough,’ said Harry '} 4 we can toss up.’ '
4Oh, very well.’ < ■ ■- •

T - f
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‘ Have you a coin ?’ 
* Not one.’
‘Nor I—not a copper, 'even. The beggarly Carliste havo 

drained me dry.’
1 We must find something else,’ said Ashby. u\
‘ Oh, there needn’t be any difficulty about that. A button 

will do quite as well.’
And with this Harry cut one of the buttons from his trousers.
4 This will do,’ said he. ‘ The face of the button will be 

“ head,” and the back of it “ tail.” And now, will you try it ?’
He handed it to Afchby, who took it without a word.
4 If it falls heads,” the first fire will be yours ; if44 tails,” the 

first fire will/be mine.’
4 Very well,’ said Ashby ; and then, poising the button for a 

moment, he tossed it.
It fell, head uppermost.
4 Heads !’ said Harry. 4 Mr. Ashby, the first fire belongs to 

you. Here’s the pistol. It’s loaded. I’ll take my position nere. 
Shall I measike the distance ?’

4 Pardon me, Mr. Rivers,’ said Ashby ; 4 but I cannot accept 
this from one throw. It must be the best out of three times.’

41 don’t see why.’
41 should not accept it under any other conditions.’
4 Oh, very well. Let us both act so as to satisfy one another,’ 

said Harry. 4 In that case you had better toss again.’
Ashby now picked up the button, and tossed a second time. 

This time it fell face downward.
4 Tails !’ said Harry. 4 Once more, and that decides it.’
Ashby picked up the button and gave a final toss. The 

button fell. This time it was in Ashby’s favour. It fell façe 
upward.

4 Heads !’ said Harry. 4 It’s yours, Mr. Ashby. Will you 
take the pistol ?’

Ashby hesitated.
41 think,’ said he, 4 we had better arrange our places.’
4 Very well. At what distance ?’ said Harry. 4 Shall we say 

twelve paces ? N,
41 should think so.’
Upon this Harry began by the fireplace and walked for 

twelve paces along the floor. Reaching this place, he stopped.
4 Will this do ?’ he asked.
4 Yes.’
4 Very well ; and now, which place will you take ?’
‘Either.’
4 In that case we must toss up again for choice of posi­

tions. But, first of all, it will be necessary to move this torch, 
so that it shall be equally favourable.’ '

L .
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Saying this, Harry walked over to the torch, and carried it, 

together with the stone, to a place which seemed about mid­
way between the two positions. Here he set it on the ground.

‘ And now, Mr. Ashby,’ said Harry, 1 we must toss up for 
places.’

‘ Very well,’ said Ashby ; 1 but you had better toss this time, 
as I did it last time.’

To this Harry made no objection. He took the button, and 
tossed it This time luck was favourable, and he won the choice 
of positions. =-» <6

‘Well,’ said he, ‘I’m quite indifferent; but, as I have the 
choice, I suppose I may as well choose the place out there in 
the room. In that case you will stand here in front of the 
fireplace.’

‘Very well,’ said Ashby, who thereupon took up his place 
there.

1 Have you any plan to propose as to firing ?’
4 None whatever.’
1 I’ve been thinking of one which I will mention. You may 

have a better one. The unarmed one shall give the word, or 
drop a handkerchief. Will that do? If you prefer for the 
one who fires to give the word—very well. Only I think that 
the word had better be given.’

4 Certainly,’ said Ashby, 4 and I quite agree to your proposal.’
4 Very well,’ said Harry ; 4 and now, Mr. Ashby, here is the 

pistol.’
Saying this, he handed the weapon to Ashby, who took it 

with a slight bow, hut in silence.
Harry now measured off twelve paces once more, and reached 

the spot which he had before marked out, upon which he turned, 
and, standing erect, faced Ashby.

4 Mr. Ashby,’ said he,4 are you ready ? If so, take aim, and 
I will give the word.’ 1

Ashby raised the pistol and took aim. The weapon covered 
Harry, and he knew it. He knew also that Ashby was a 4 dead 
shot.’ But not a nerve quivered. He stood up there as straight 
as a ramrod, and then, in a calm, clear voice, with his usual self- 
possession, said : '

4 One ; two ; three. Fire !’
For a moment Ashby stood with bis pistol thus covering 

Harry.
Then his arm fell.
: I cannot,’ said he—41 cannot fire, in cold blood, on an un­

armed man.’
Now, had Ashby stood thus, with a pistol, in the full heat of 

his first fury, he would have fired, without stopping to think ; 
but the effect of their enforced courtesy to one another, and

12
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more particularly of tlie somewhat tedious preliminaries, had 
been to calm and even chill his hot anger, and to subdue all his 
fierce excitement. As he stood there, with his pistol levelled, 
and saw Harry's cool, calm face, it seemed like butchery. He 
could not fire. And so his hand dropped down with this ex­
clamation.

* But my turn is to come.’
* Oh, that’s nothing,’ said Ashby. 1 You may have your turn 

now, if you choose.’
‘ Oh no,’ said Harry, ‘ I can’t take my turn until after you 

have fired ; and the worst of it is, I don’t see how we can settle 
this difficulty, if we don’t do it now.’

‘ Other cjhances will, no doubt, occur,’ said Ashby.
‘ Pardon me,’ said Harry, 1 that is hardly probable, and, be­

sides, that will not help the matter. In fact, it will only make 
it worse. For you see, if some time should elapse before such 
a meeting, the recollection of this affair would be so faint that 
I could not go into it with any spirit ; whereas now I am all 
cocked and primed. So fire away, my dear fellow, for I really 
don’t want to have an affair of this sort hanging over me the 
rest of my life. We must have it out, and now’s the time.’

1 Will you not fire first, Mr. Rivers V’ said Ashby earnestly.
‘ Oh no, that would make all our preparations childish,' was 

t£e reply. ‘ We have appealed to Fortune, and her decision has 
been given.’

Ashbv drew a long breath.
1 Mr. Rivers,’ said he, ‘ I cannot shoot an unarmed man in cold 

blood.’
‘ But what can we do ?’ said Harry.
* Why, we may be able to borrow a couple of rifles, or even 

one rifle, from our friends here.’
Upon this a voice rang out, full and clear, in the room :
‘ Begorra, an’ that same they’ll do. Whoroo, lads ! this bates 

the worruld, so it does. It’s mesilf that’s stud by the dure for 
the last tin minutes, an’ I’ve seen a soight that I won’t forget 
till me dyin’ day. It’s loike the toime whin the Irish exiles at 
Fontenoy marched up to the English gyards an’ said, “ Gintle- 
men av the English Gyards, fire first !” Begorra, it’s mesilf 
that ’ud be the proud man to lend yez the loan av a couple av 
guns ; but don’t be alarrumed, darlints—after yez pay yer ran- 
shom, ye’ll have a chance.’

At the first sound of that voice Harry and Ashby started in 
amazement. So intent had they been on their own business 
that they had heard nothing ; and Ashby, though facing the 
door, had been so intent on Harry that he had riot noticed that 
it had been half opened. Now they saw the Carlist chief come 
in, followed by half a dozen of his men. Most amazing of all

l
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was the discovery that he sppke English with an Irish brogue. 
Katie had already mentioned this to Harry, but he had not 
thought much about it. Now, face to face with ‘ his Majesty,’ 
they were able to look at him with other feelings. Had he 
entered under other circumstances, he would have talked 
Spanish ; but so excited was be that he burst forth in the 
manner above detailed.

‘ For ye see,’ said ‘ his Majesty ’—
' “ Mesilf does admire the best,

Av all that’s undher the sun,
To stand facin' the friend av me sowl,

Wid blunderbue, pistol, or gun.
The word av command it is given,

The weapon we both av us raises,
Afther which—sure the one laves for home,

An’ off goes the other to biases !” '

V CHAPTER XXXIV.

now THE VIRTUOUS RUSSELL FINDS A FRIEND IN NEED.

It is necessary here to go back for a brief interval, in order to 
take up the fortunes of one who some time ago disappeared from 
these pages.

The virtuous Russell was alone. He had passed a night which, 
considering his situation, had not been altogether uncomfortable. 
He had slept a refreshing sleep, and in- the land of dreams had 
been able to forget the ills of life. Morning came, however, and 
with his waking thoughts there returned the recollection of the 
past, and the full consciousness of his present position. He was 
a captive in a prison from which he could not hope to escape ; at 
the mercy of a powerful and cunning enemy, who knew his secret, 
and would use every effort to get his money. If he refrained for 
the present from exerting violence, it was only too probable that 
this forbearance was but temporary, and that at the last the pri­
soner must yield, These were gloomy thoughts, and the good 
Russell was welKnigh overwhelmed.

But the greatest calamities are often alleviated by comparative 
trities ; and So it was a trifle which, on this occasion, served to 
soothe the sorrows of our suffering friend—such a trifle, in fact, 
as a mere costume. Whether it was that, being a tailor, he was 
more affected than others by his raiment ; or whether it was 
that a man’s dress has, as is claimed, a potent influence which 
always affects the wearer, need not be discussed ;be*tain it is, 
that just now it was his novel attire which chiefly engaged the 
thoughts of Russell, and made him less sensible of his misfortunes. 

As a dress it was certainly magnificent. The cloth'was of the
i2—k
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finest quality. Gold was lavished freely upon it—gleaming in 
the numerous buttons'; shining in the profuse lace which glittered 
over the breast and round the cuffs and round the collar in a flood 
of glory; sparkling in the hatband ; flowing down the skirts like 
the oil from Aaron’s beard. Many a time had his own fancy de­
signed and his own hands fashioned such an array as this for 
others ; but now, as it enfolded his own ample person, it shone 
with new lustre, and threw something of its own lustre around 
the wearer.

And mew, as the actor, when arrayed in the robes of majesty, 
assumes a kingly port and struts about the stage, so our Eusse)!. 
He took to himself the part which the uniform suggested. He 
felt like the general of an army. He threw out his chest, stood erect, 
strutted, admired his figure and his gait, waved in his band an 
imaginary sword, and guided invisible armies to the field of battle.

In the midst of all this he was suddenly roused by a slight 
noise behind him. Turning hastily, he saw a woman who had 
entered beaming some articles of food for his morning’s repast. 
In a moment Eussell descended from the lofty heights of ima­
gination to the dull realities of cold world, and, in plain lan­
guage, began to feel rather sheepish at being discovered in such a 
frame of mind. Nay, this very frame of mind, this new sense of 
personal dignity as general, made his chagrin all the greater.

The woman was attired in a picturesque costume, such as is 
worn by the lower orders in the North of Spain, with the addition, 
however, of a bright-coloured turban. Her face was decidedly 
handsome, though rather too sharp in outline and expression, 
while at the same time decidedly the worse for wear. A pair of 
fine bold black eyes were fixed upon Russell with an expres­
sion of undisguised admiration as she stood looking at him. The 
moment he turned she looked down, and then, dropping a cour­
tesy, said :

‘ Breakfast, senor.’
Upon this she deposited her tray upon a heavy oak table, and 

then stood looking at him with the same expression as before. 
There was something in all this which was flattering to the vanity 
of Russell ; and he stood regarding the woman with very much 
complaisance. And as he looked at her, he thought to himself 
that she was a very pretty woman.

The woman then said, still looking at him :
* Beaut’ful ! Oh, lovela !’
She spoke in broken English ; and Russell, while flattered by 

her admiration, was delighted at hearing his own language.
‘ Do you speak English, my dear V he said, in a tone of affec­

tionate familiarity, drawing nearer to her.
‘ Oh yes—me speek Inglees—me in Cuba—learn speek Inglees 

vara mooch.’
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* Oh ! bo you’ve been in Cuba, have you, my dear ? Well, 
Cuba’s a very pretty country, and you’re a very pretty woman.'

The woman smiled, showing rows of splendid teeth.
‘ Senor mus’ be a gran’ nobile—a generale.’
Russell smiled a lofty smile, and laid his hand patronizingly, 

yet tenderly, upon the woman’s shoulder.
‘ You are a very sensible woman,’ said he, 1 and as pretty as you 

are sensible. What is your name ?’
‘ Rita,’ said the woman.
4 Well, Rita, I dare say you and I shall be great friends.’
4 Friends ! oh, seilor is too much magnifico----- ’
4 Oh, I ain’t proud, my dear—not a bit, not a mite. ^Tve got 

plenty of money, Rita, and can help my friends ;\but/4 ain’t 
proud, not me. And what njay be your particular dutlesin this 
establishment V /

‘Sefior?’ / X
41 say, wilier do you do here ? AreVou housekeeper V
4 Sefior, lÀm maid—to the lady priipners—an' other things— 

to servar and atteudar.’
4 Prisoners, eh ? Do they have many df them here V
‘Oh—sometime,’ said Rita, with a lauglfc 4ladies and genTms.’
Russell looked at her with a benignant smile.
* Well, Rita, all that I can say is, it’s a pity that such a pretty 

woman as you cannot have some better fortun^than this.’
Rita laughed.
4 All, sefior, you a flattera !’
4 Oh no. I'm a plain, blunt, bluff, honest John Bull. But the 

fact is, you are Very pretty, Rita, my dear !’
Rita laughed again at this, and her large black eyes fixed 

themselves with bolder admiration upon the benignant face and 
splendid dress of the gallant tailor.

Here a happy thought occurred to Russell’s mind.
It was evident that this woman was already an admiring friend. 

Could he not, in some way, work upon her so as to attract her to 
his interests ? Her help would be invaluable. She might, if she 
chose, do much ; she might even help him to escape. It was 
worth trying. To win her over to his side, there was nothing 
which he would not try. But how could he get her help ? By 
bribery ? Of course, to a certain extent ; but it would be well 
to be cautious, and not offer too much. Other means might be 
used. By gaining her good-will, she would be more accessible to 
a bribe, and would be less exacting.

Now, Russell was sharp at a bargain, and by no means anxious 
to pay more than he could help. Even where his own liberty, 
even where his life was concerned, he paused to consider the 
expense. He resolved to bribe this woman, but to name no 
price, to let it be undecided, to agree in a general way ; and
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afterward, should he succeed ip gaining his liberty, to cut the 
amount down as low as possible.! He also resolved to put money 
but of the question as far as he could, and work upon her good­
will and her affections, rather than her avarice. The woman’s 
open, undisguised admiration seemed to promise an easy conquest. 
To him she appeared to have a frank, guileless, impetuous dis­
position, all of which was a great help to the furtherance of his 
designs.

Russell looked all around.
‘Oh,’ said Rita, ‘do not fear—all away.’
1 Come, my dear,’ said Russell ; ‘sit down here by my side ; I 

want to talk with you.’
Russell seated himself on an oaken bench, and Rita promptly 

seated herself by his side. She sat by him, and looked at nim 
with a smile, and with the same fervid admiration.

‘ The pretty child !’ thought Russell, as he caught the glance of 
her glowing eyes. 1 How she does admire me !’

‘ So you are an attendant here, are you, Rita, my dear ?’ he 
asked. '

‘ Yes.’
‘ But it isn’t good enough for such a pretty woman as you are !’ 

he continued.
‘Ah, senor, what do you mean V said Rita. ‘ What can I do 

better ?’
‘ But you ought to be something better—far better. Would 

you not like to----- ’
‘ Like what 1’ asked Rita, who was full of excitement.
‘ Well,’ said Russell, ‘ to have plenty of money, to have beauti­

ful clothes, to live in a beautiful house, to have jewels, to have 
amusements, and so forth V

Rita’s dark eyes flashed fire with eager covetousness at this 
alluring speech. t

‘ Oh, senor,’ she said, ‘ it is impossible.’
‘ Rita !’ said Russell, in a solemn voice.
‘ Senor !’
‘ Look at me.’
‘ Si, senor.’
Rita had been looking at him all along fixedly enough, but at 

this invitation she threw additional earnestness into the deep 
glance of her bold, dark eyes.

‘You see what I am, Rita, my dear. I am a prisoner—in 
grief, in despair. Now, if any one would help me, I could do 
very much for that one.’

* You are a gran’ nobile V said Rita, in an inquiring tone.
‘ Oh yes,’ said Russell, in his large way ; 1 and, what’s more, I 

can make you happy for the rest of your life. I like you, Rita. 
I’m quite fond of you. You’re an uncommonly pretty woman,’

1
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Saying this, Russell took Rita’s hand and pressed it with much 
emphasis. Now, the interpretation which Rita put upon these 
words and this action was very different from what Russell in- ' 
tended. The benignant Russell merely wished to impress upon 
Rita’s mind that he had very friendly feelings toward her, and 
that, if she would help him, he was in a position to reward her 
handsomely. He didn’t want to name any sum. He wished, for 
obvious reasons, to leave the amount^unsettled. But Rita under­
stood it differently. Being of a sentimental turn, she regarded 
this as a sort of declaration of love—in fact, almost an offer of 
marriage—and, if not so altogether, at least an approach to it. 
ktill, she was a shrewd woman, and waited until Russell had 
explained himself furth’er.

Russell observed her silence, and was quite satisfied. It showed 
proper caution, and caution was an excellent quality in one whom 
lie wished -to have for a helper in his need. So he went on in 
the same way, still holding Rita’s hand.

‘ You are so pretty, Rita, my dear, I swear I never before saw 
such a pretty woman. This isn’t the place for you. You artist 
get out of this ; and if you will only go away with me, why, 
there’s nothing that I wouldn’t do for you. When I like a per­
son, I’m ready to do anything for them. And the first moment 
I saw you, I said to myself, “ There’s the woman for you !”’

* Am I really the woman for you ?’ asked Rita, full of excited 
hopes, and still continuing to misinterpret his words.

1 The very one !’ said Russell ‘ The one of all others ! 
Heaven has sent you to me. Rita, my dear, do what I 
ask !’

Rita was deeply moved. This brilliant, wealthy stranger 
seemed to love her. He wanted her to tiy with him. But oh, 
if he should prove false !

‘ Ah, sefior, you not earnest—you not true !’ said Rita, clasping 
his hand in both of hers. >

‘ True ! earnest !’ cried Russell. ‘ I swear, Rita, my dear, I 
will be true to what I say—always, always ! Can’t you trust 
me, Rita, my dear 1’

* Oh, sefior,’ sighed Rita, deeply moved, ‘ you persuade me too 
easy. And think on the danger—the life is risk—the death will 
come if we are captura.’

1 Rita, my dear,’ said Russell, ‘ let us not talk of danger. Let 
us fly together. I will always remember your devotion. I will 
never forget you as long as life lasts. I am noted for my truth 
and fidelity. I’ve got a warm and throbbing heart. And now, 
Rita, my dear, if you want one who will always be yours truly 
—if you want one who will love you and «are for you—why, I’m 
your man !’

Upon these words Rita put, as usual, her own interpretation.

9
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The last words especially—i I’m your man ’—seemed to her to be 
the most direct offer yet.

* My man Y she said—‘ and will you be my man, seïïor Y
‘Of course—of course,’ said Russell, not comprehending her 

drift.
Upon this Rita flung her arms around the neck of the astonished 

Russell.
‘Oh, seHor—then—I helpa you. I yours—I do all. We fly— 

you be true—to your Rita.’ |
Russell was so astonished that for some time he said nothing ; 

but feeling how important it was to retain her friendship, he did 
not dare to disabuse her of her false idea ; nay, he even felt that 
it would be better for her to entertain it, since she had it. So he 
put his arm around her and kissed her.

Suddenly Rita started up.
‘ I mus’ go,’ she said. ‘ I will soon return.’
And with these words she hurriedly retreated, leaving Russell 

to his breakfast and his meditations.
Russell hall been very successful in his attempt to win over 

Rita to his interests ; in fact, too successful. His success caused 
him at first not a little perplexity Rita, he perceived, had mis­
understood him ; but then, in making friendly advances to a 
woman who was not very well up in the English language, it 
was next to impossible to preserve those hice and delicate shades 
of meaning which he had intended. Upon the whole, however, 
after mature consideration, he concluded that it had all turned 
out for the best.

x It was evident that this woman had formed a very strong 
attachment for him. Very well. She would be all the more 
devoted to his interests, and turn all her thoughts and energies 
toward securing his escape. Things could not have turned out 
better. He had not intended it, but if Rita chose to misunder­
stand him, why should he try to undeceive her ? The more she 
cared for him. the better it would be for him. And thus Russell, 
out of his selfish desires for his own safety, allowed himself to 
trifle with the heart’s best affections, and beguile poor Rita, and 

4 allure her with hopes that could never be realised.
After all, however, there were grave obstacles in his way. 

Could he desert his wife and leave her in such peril ! Or, worse, 
could be leave those precious bonds, which he had so carefully 
hidden ! If he did, he might never see them again.

Was it possible to get them before leaving I Would it be safe 
to tell Rita, and direct her to get them for him ? This thought 
occupied him for some time, and he almost made up his mind to 
do so. But the risk was too great. After all, Rita might be a 
spy in the interests of ‘ his Majesty,’ and sent to worm his secret 
out of him. No, it would not be safe. It would be safer to leave
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the bonds where they were. If he escaped, he might hope to 
obtain assistance from the Government, in which case he might 
be able to come back with them, to show them the way, and then, 
when the castle was recaptured, he might be able to regain his 
treasure. And so he decided finally upon this course.

At midday Rita returned, bringing his dinner, a savoury olla 
fiodrida. She set it down, and then threw her arms round the 
embarrassed Russell, who was seated on the bench, murmuring 
words of endearment in unintelligible Spanish, tie bore it well, 
however, and, remembering his necessities, he tried to exhibit 
those feelings which might be expected from him.

.Rita this time had a bundle with her, which she gave to Russell, 
directing him to bide it under the bench for the present.

‘ You mus’ disguisar,’ she said ; ' this is a woman dress----- ’
‘ A woman’s dress 1’
‘ Oh, no difficolta. You wait till avenin’, then you put him on, 

ofer your militar coat—just as you stands. Alla right ; then you 
disguisado, and commaloug me. I be alia ready. You waita 
forra mi. But not you put him ou till avenin’. or mighta be dis- 
cuvaire, you know. Ha, senorl’

CHAPTER XXXV.

IN WHttH TWO FUGITIVES HAVE A STARTLING ADVENTURE, NOT
WITHOUT PERIL.

Evening came, and Russell, with Rita’s assistance*, put on the 
woman’s dress over his general’s uniform. The skill of Rita was 
exerted to give her companion the appearance of a female some­
what stricken in years, and her success was marked. Perhaps it 
was this very success that affected the soul of Russell ; for no 
sooner did he look like an old woman than he began to feel and 
act like one. Away went all his courage, and he would have 
drawn back after all, had not Rita urged and almost forced him 
away. 1

‘Allarighta,’ she said. 'The men all gone insidar, and so 
ongry they think of ony the eaters. So come, my dear. No one 
shall see. You be trust to myselfa—an’ we go like snake in the 
grasses.’

Russell thus allowed himself to be hurried away by his bolder 
companion on the path that led to liberty Rita led the way out 
into the upper hall, and Russell followed, not without great 
trepidation, and bitter regret at his rashness, expecting at every 
step to see ‘his Majesty,’ and of course to be arrested and flung 
into some deep, dark dungeon. One or two men were there, who, 
however, took no notice of them,
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After this they descended the stairs and entered the lower hall. 
Here, to the immense dismay of Russell, he beheld what seemed 
to be the entire Carlist band. It was their feeding-time. A 
huge pot was in the middle of the hall, and these men were 
dipping out of it their respective portions of some savoury mess 
whose odour filled the air. Russell shrunk down almost into his 
boots at the first sight ; but as Rita walked along, he had no alter­
native except to follow her. Little danger was there, however, of his 
being observed. All the men were too intent upon their evening 
meal to notice what seemed like two very commonplace women 
who probably belonged to the castle. And thus Russell, to his un­
speakable relief, passed through this ordeal unquestioned and 
even unnoticed.

Having passed through the lower hall, they emerged into the 
outer courtyard. Here, as he passed through the door, Russell 
was just drawing a long breath, and thinking within himself that 
the worst was over, when suddenly, without any warning, there 
approached them no less a personage than ‘ his Majesty ’ himself 
—the very lhst man, as it is needless to say, whom Russell would 
have chosen to meet. At that sight the soul of Russell, which 
had been slowly struggling upward, once more sank down into 
his boots, carrying down with it all hope, and all desire, and 
almost all consciousness.

There was not the slightest chance of avoiding him. He was 
coming straight toward them. What was worse, his eyes were 
fixed upon them.

‘ Ah, Rita,’ said ‘ his Majesty ’ in Spanish, 1 where are you 
going in the dark V

Rita paused and made a low obeisance. Russell did the same.
* I’m going over there to see about some washing,’ said Rita.
‘ Ah ha !’ said ‘ liis Majesty,’ ‘ if you only were going alone I 

should say that some brave boy was intending to help you at your 
washing. But you have a friend with you.’

Saying these words, ‘ his Majesty ’ looked hard at the shrink­
ing Russell, who now felt his soul all oozing out at the seams of 
his boots. He stood trembling, shrinking, expecting the worst.

But Rita was equal to the occasion.
‘ Oh, this is my aunt.’ said she. ‘ that I told you about. I asked 

her to come here and help me. She’s a little rheumatic, being old, 
but she can do a good turn at hard work yet ; and she’s a good 
cook, too, and she can spin well—oh, beautifully ; and she is a 
wonder in her wray. Oh, we shall have a better olla vodrida 
than you ever tasted when the good old hunt goes to work.’

‘ Your aunt—ah !’ said ‘ his Majesty,’ in a tone that savoure 1 
of disappointment. ‘ H rn—well, ltita, |he next time you want 
help, don’t send for any of your aunts, but send for some one of 
your nieces. They will be far mure W’elcome in a lonely place li'ce
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this. Olla pod ridas are all very well, no doubt, but what I should 
prefer would be some oue who could touch the guitar, and sing a 
lively song.’

And with these words ‘ his Majesty’ retired.
‘ Come,’ said Rita to the almost senseless Russell. ‘ Come.’
Again Russell followed her. She led the way toward an arch­

way in the wall on one side of the courtyard. Entering this, 
they found themselves in an arched room, in which it was difficult 
to see through the dim twiligh$. But to Rita the way seemed 
quite familiar, for she walked on and told Russell to follow with­
out fear. At length she stopped, and as Russell came up to her, 
she said :

‘We desceuda—steps does be here—I takes your hand and 
helps.’

She took his hand, and began to descend. With this assistance 
Russell was able to follow without much difficulty. Soon it be­
came quite dark, and continued so for some time, during which 

^wlvita led him onward as quickly as possible. At length she 
paused.

‘ You mus’ be careful,’ she said ; ‘ here is the steps brokes, an’ 
you shall go slow—and not slips.’

It was so dark here that Russell could see nothing ; but he felt 
that Rita was descending, so he prepared to follow. The steps 
here had been broken in places, leaving a rough, inclined plane, 
with loose stones and mortar. There was no great difficulty in 

- descending, but it was dark, and Russell’s long skirts were very 
much in the way. However, by moving slowly, and by exercising 
great caution, he was able to reach the bottom without any 
accident.

Here Rita took his hand and again led him on. It now began 
to grow lighter, until at last objects were plainly discernible. 
The light was caused by the moonbeams, which shone in through 
a place where the outside wall was broken away. Looking 
through the opening, Russell saw, not far distant, a precipice, 
with bits of shrubbery here and there. Soon they came to the 
opening itself.

He found himself on the verge of a deep chasm, the very one 
already mentioned. Above the opening projected part of what 
had once been a bridge, but which had long since fallen. On 
the opposite side was the tower where Brooke and Talbot had 
found refuge. The bridge: had once crossed to the tower, and, 
since it had fallen, this opening had been made, from which the 
chasm qould be crossed by descending on one side and ascending 
the otlrer. The slope was steep and rough. Russell, as he looked 
down, could not see any chance of farther progress in this direc­
tion.

‘ We mus’ go down here,’ said Rita.
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‘ Here ?’ «aid Russell. ‘ How î I can’t go down !’
1 Oh, it is easy ; you mus’ follow. I show the ways,’ said Rita ; 

and saying this, she stepped down from the opening upon a ledge 
-of rock. Then, turning to the right, she went on for a pace or 
two and turned for Russell. Seeing her walk thus far with ease 
and in safety, he ventured after her. The ledge was wide enough 
to walk on without difficulty ; and, although the chasm was deep, 
yet the side did not run down steeply enough to make him feel 
anything like giddiness. The pathway was easV enough when 
one had a guide to show the way ; and thus Russell, following 
closely behind Rita, reached the bottom. Then, crossing the brook, 
she led the way up on the opposite side by the path already men­
tioned, and at length both reached the tower, and paused to take 
breath.

Thus far no alarm had been given in the castle. Every step 
increased Russell’s confidence, and when he gained the tower he 
felt sure of escape. But to wait here long was not to be thought 
of ; so, after a few moments spent in regaining breath, the two 
set forth to Continue their flight.

At length, after a fatiguing journey, they reached the main 
road, and here they turned toward the south, in which direction 
they went for some miles.

They had now been walking for many hours, and Russell, who 
was quite unused to any exercise of this sort, was greatly fatigued. 
Nothing, indeed, but the dread of capture and the thought of a 
merciless pursuer on his track had kept him up so long. He felt 
that he had reached the utmost limit of his strength.

At last they caught sight of a windmill in a field on the right. 
Thq sight enlivened him. Here, he thought, they might hide 
and obtain rest. He said this to Rita. She acquiesced. To gain 
the windmill was now their chief desire.

Nearer they came, and nearer.
But now, just when all seemed gained, they saw a number of 

armed mt-i coming toward them, and in a few minutes they were 
arrested by the followers of Lopez.

CHAPTER XXXVI.
HOW DANGERS THICKEN AROUND THE DESPAIRING RUSSELL.

The moon was still shining very brightly, anti they could see 
very well the faces and the uniforms of their captors. The sight 
of the government uniforms was very reassuring to Rita, who 
was only anxious to escape from the Carlists ; but the first glance 
which Russell gave at the captain of the band overwhelmed him 
with terror. He recognised Lopez, and saw that he had fallen 
into the hands of one who had no reason, and perhaps no inclina-
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tion, to show him the slightest mercy. At that sight all Russell’s 
courage subsided, and he fell into a state of mental prostration as 
extreme as that which he had experienced when ‘ his Majesty ’ 
had confronted him in his flight.

For, unfortunately for him, Lopez had received at his hands 
treatment which was sufficient to inspire a deep resentment even 
in a man less impetuous than this hot-blooded Spaniard. First, 
he had not only discouraged his attentions to Katie, but had 
prohibited them in every possible way, and in the most positive 
and insulting manner. Again, but a short time before this, at 
the railway station at Madrid, he had caused him to be ejected 
from the railway-carriage. For all this he felt that Lopez must 
cherish a deep desire for vengeance, and would rejoice now if he 
were to discover that his enemy had become his prisoner. In 
such an emergency as this, Russell was utterly helpless, and could 
only hope that his disguise might baffle Lopez, or that the quick 
wit of Rita might be able to save him from discovery.

After regarding them for a sufficient time, Lopez began an 
examination of the prisoners.

‘ Who are you V he asked.
Rita answered.
‘Iam a poor woman,’ said she, ‘and this lady is a foreigner 

who does not understand Spanish.’
‘ What are you doing here alone on this road V
‘We are fugitives.’
1 Fugitives from whom ?’
‘From the Carlists.’
At this Lopez was visibly excited. /
‘ The Carlists V he asked. ' Where are they l Where did you 

leave them ? Tell the truth, woman, and you shall be rewarded. 
But if you are false, I shall regard you both as spies.’

‘ Noble captain, I am anxious to tell the truth, and glad that 
we have fallen among friends. We have escaped from an old 
castle some distance away, and have been flying for hours----- ’

‘ A castle !’ said Lopez, interrupting her ; ‘ where is it ?’
‘ There, to the north,’ said Rita.
‘ Oh, very well. I shall be able to find out from you again 

where it may be situated ; but now tell me more about your­
selves. What were you doing at the castle V

‘ Noble sefior, about three weeks ago I was taken prisoner by 
the Carlists, and they took me to this castle, where they made 
me serve as an attendant on the prisoners. Among them was 
this lady.’

4 Prisoners V cried Lopez ; ‘ have they any others V
‘Two days ago,’ said Rita, ‘they brought several new prisoners.’
‘ How many I'
‘ Six.’
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‘ Who were they ?’
‘ I don’t know—foreigners ’
‘Men or women V
‘ Three of them were men and three were women. Some one 

said they were English.’
‘ English !’ said Lopez, growing more excited still at this news, 

which was so much in accordance with his wishes—‘ English ! 
Tell me more about them.’

‘ Well, sefior, of the men one was elderly ; the other two were 
young, quite handsome ; they looked rich, noble, proud.’

‘ Never mind. Now tell me about the women. Were they 
ladies ?’

‘ Yes, sefior, they were noble ladies, wealthy, high-born, proud. 
And one was elderly, and they said she was a great lady. And 
some said she was the mother of the young ladies, though 
they did not look like her daughters, nor did they look like 
sisters.’

‘Tell me alymt them ; what did they look like V
‘One, sefior, looked like a Spanish lady. And she was dark 

and beautiful and sad, with melancholy eyes. Never did the sun 
shine on a more lovely lady ; but her sadness always made me 
feéH sad.’

Lopez interrupted her with an impatient gesture.
‘ Never mind her. Now describe the other one,’ said lie.
‘ The other V said Rita ; ‘ she looked like an English duchess. 

She was light—oh, a wonderful light blonde, with golden hair, 
and eyes as blue as heaven, with cheeks pink-and white, and 
with dimples dancing on them, and with the smile of au angel 
that always lurked in her lips and laughed out of her eyes. And 
she was as beautiful as a dream, and no one ever saw her sad. 
Heaven does not hold in all its mansions a more beautiful, beauti­
ful angel than this English duchess.’

Rita spoke enthusiastically ; the more so as she saw Lopez 
look at her with a deep attention, and a gaze that devoured all 
her words.

‘ That is she!’ cried Lopez, in intense excitement. ‘ That is 
the one of whom I wished to hear. So you have seen her I Ah, 
well, good woman, this information is your best passport—more, 
it is worth milch to me. I’ll reward you.’

‘ Oh, sefior,’ said Rita, anxious to strike while the iron was hot, 
and secure her freedom at once, ‘ if this information is welcome 
and valuable, the only reward I want is to let us go. Let us go, 
noble sefior, for we have urgent business, and our detention here 
may be our ruin.’

‘ Ruin V cried Lopez ; ‘ what nonsense ! You are free now, 
and safe from the Carlists. As to letting you go, that is out of
the question. You are the ..very woman I want to see. You
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know all about this castle. You must be my guide back to it I 
have been sent to recapture those unfortunate prisoners. I have 
been unable thus far to get on their track. As to that castle, 
there is a certain one up yonder which I had an idea of recon­
noitring ; but if all I hear is true, I shall have to get artillery. 
Now you have escaped, and you may be able to give me informa­
tion of a very valuable kind. I should like to know how you 
contrived to escape from a place like that, and I urge you to be 
frank with me. Remember this, that the quickest way to liberty 
will be to help me to get those prisoners. You must remain with 
me until then. The sooner I capture them, the sooner you shall 
be allowed to depart.’

All this was a sore blow to Rita’s hopes ; but her quick mind 
soon took in all the facts of her position, and she concluded that 
it would be best to be frank, as the captain had urged. She also 
saw that it would be for her interest that the castle should be 
captured as soon as possible. And she knew, too, that a band of 
brave men, headed by a determined leader, could have no difficulty 
in capturing the castle by a surprise, if she should only make 
known to them the passage-way by which she had lately escaped.

Accordingly Rita proceeded to give to Lopez a full account of 
the way in which she had managed to elfect the escape of herself 
and her companion from the castle. Lopez listened with the 
deepest attention, making her explain with the utmost minute­
ness the nature of the chambers and passages which she had 
traversed, and their position with reference to the rest of, the 
castle ; also the track down the sides of the chasm ; its height, 
length, and width, and how far it offered concealment to those 
passing over it.

1 My good woman,’'said he, ‘do not object to a little further 
detention. I assure you it need not be for more than twénty- 
four hours. After all, what is that ? By this time to-morrow I 
shall have that castle in my own hands. It is of such infinite 
importance to me to capture those prisoners, that I assure you 
there is nothing I will not do for you, if you are faithful to me till 
1 conclude this business of mine. So make up your mind to work 
for me in a cheerful, loyal, active way ; and you will rejoice to 
your dying day that you ever met with Hernando Lopez.’

During this conversation, Russell, standing apart, had watched 
them attentively. Although unable to understand the words, he 

1 was able to gather from the faces, gestures, and tones of the two 
a very fair idea of their meaning. He could see that Lopez grew 
more and more excited ; that the excitement was most intense, 
yet altogether agreeable ; and that he himself was far, very far, 
from being the subject of that conversation. He could see that 
the effect produced upon Lopez was of. the most desirable kind, 
and that the dreaded captain was now in a mood from which no
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danger was to be apprehended. And therefore it was that the 
virtuous, yet undeniably timid Russell, began to pluck up heart. 
To such a degree was his late terror surmounted, that he now 
became conscious of a fact which had hitherto been suppressed 
under the long excitement of hurried flight and sudden capture ; 
and this fact was that he had been fasting for a long time, and 
was now ravenously hungry.

At length the conversation ended, and Lopez was about to turn 
away, when, suddenly, he noticed Bussell. He raised his hat 
courteously as if to a lady, and Russell returned this civility with 
a most awkward bow. But Lopez did not notice this. He was 
in a pleasant frame of mind, ana full of excited hopes.

41 hope,’ said he with a ])olite smile, * your ladyship will not be 
put out by this slight delay. Otherwise I am at your service.’

Bussell understood this to be an offer of assistance, and, feeling 
secure in his disguise, he made a bold effort to communicate with 
the enemy. And this is the way he did it :

4 Me hungry,’ he said ; 4 d—n hungry !’
‘ Hungria V said Lopez. ‘ Ah, a Hungarian lady ! Ah, true— 

I had forgotten. And so, Rita, your friend is a Hungarian lady V
4 Yes,’ said Rita, delighted at having her companion’s nationality 

so conveniently disposed of. ‘ Yes ; she’s a foreigner—a Hun­
garian lady, and no one can understand her language.’

‘ Very good,’ said Lopez. 4 It is all the same whether Hun­
garian or Spanish. She is a lady, and shall be treated as well as 
possible. And now, Rita, you must rest, for you must be strong 
and active for to morrow’s work.’

With these words Lopez showed them to their resting-place. 
It was in the loft, where Brooke and Talbot were confined. Here 
Rita ascended nimbly, and Russell followed, not without difficulty ; 
and soon Rita forgot her fatigue, and Russell his hunger, in a 
sound sleep. «.

CHAPTER XXXVII.
IN^HICH RUSSELL MAKES NEW FRIENDS, AND TALBOT SEES

NEW PERILS.

Russell and Rita had thus been brought to the loft of the old 
mill, in which Brooke and Talbot were prisoners. It was fortu­
nate for these latter that there had occurred this little episode of 
the arrival of new prisoners, for it served to give a diversion to 
their thoughts, turning them into a new channel, and relieving 
them from that intense excitement of feeling by which they had 
been overcome. It also gave them a subject of common interest 
apart from themselves ; and thus they were once more able to
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converse with one another, without having that sense of violent 
self-restraint which had thus far afflicted them. Brooke was able 
to be lively, without any affectation of too extravagant gaiety, 
and Talbot was no longer crushed into dumbness.

Th^y had seen the arrival of the prisoners from the window, 
and had watched them closely. The two fugitives had been 
captured close by the mill by the band of Lopez, just as that 
baud was approaching the spot after a weary and useless day. 
The examination had been overheard by the two listeners in the 
loft, who were thus able to understand the meaning of the new 
turn which affairs had taken. After the prisoners had been 
brought up to the loft, their character and appearance still formed 
a field for ingenious speculation ; and many were the theories 
hazarded by each, in turn, toward the solution of those points.

Morning at length came, and the prisoners awaked. Rita was 
first on her feet, and Brooke was able to read her whole character 
at a glance. He saw her to be a common sort of woman, with a 
bold face, piercing eyes, and ready tongue. He soon entered into 
a conversation with her, and learned from her exactly what she 
had already told Lopez. She also informed him that Lopez had 
detained her, in order that she might guide him back to the castle. 
This much Brooke had already gathered from what little he had 
overheard of the examination of the previous evening, and it gave 
him unmixed pleasure. For, although he had refused to violate 
his honour by acting as guide to betray the castle, he had no 
objection that others should do bo. The fate of the castle and its 
Carlist occupants was in itself a matter of indifference to him." 
To be taken there would make an agreeable change for himself 
and Talbot. If Lopez should take them with him, it would be 
pleasant to go back with Talbot to that tower and renew the past ; 
and although, for reasons already given, he did not feel like flying 
with her, still he felt that liberty would be better for both, and 
was ready to avail himself of any chance that might offer.

Brooke reported to Talbot what Rita had said, and while they 
were conversing, Russell awoke. Suddenly he detected, to his 
amazement, the sound of English words. The shock was so great 
that he was on the very point of betraying himself, and it was 
only by a strong effort that he maintained his self-control. Then, 
listening quietly, he understood the whole state of the case, as it 
had resulted from Rita’s examination by Lopez.

Unable to sleep any longer, Russell roused himself, and slowly 
putting himself on his feet, walked to the window. His figure 
and movements at once struck the notice of TalboUwho drew the 
attention of Brooke to the strange and eccentricofttitudes of the 
' Hungarian countess.’ -Brooke scrutinized the good Russell 
closely, and expressed his opinions with great freedom, and a 
severe criticism followed, in which these two, safe, as they

*3
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supposed, in the ignorance of the foreigner, made very severe 
strictures upon Russell’s whole personnel. . ,

Russell, for his part, watched them as well as he could, and 
listened attentively, without being in the least offended. He 
côuld perceive easily enough that the priest was English and the 
other was American. He longed, in his helplessness, to take them 
into his confidence. He was not at all satisfied with his own 
relations toward Rita, and thought that if he could only trust 
these two, who were of his own blood, he might be safe. And 
yet he felt the need of caution. They might betray him. Like 
himself, they were prisoners, perhaps in a more perilous situation, 
and would not hesitate to sacrifice him if they could gain any­
thing by it.

When he heard of the proposed return to the castle, he felt at 
first thoroughly dismayed. Farther thought, however, made it 
seem less dreadful, for he hoped that if Lopez were to capture the 
place and deliver Katie, his wrath might be appeased, and he 
might recover,his hidden money ; while, on the other hand, he 
perceived that if the worst came to the worst and his disguise was 
discovered, Lopez even then could not be more dangerous than 
‘ his Majesty ’ had been.

There was something, however, in the tone and manner of these 
two, as well as in their general aspect, which gradually broke 
down the mistrust and reserve of Russell. He began to feel con­
vinced that he might trust them, jthat his secret would be safe in 
their hands, and that they might give him Valuable information 
and advice, if pot assistance. Besides, he reflected that chances 
of escape might arise, and he thought that he would be safer in 
their company than in that of Rita. Finally, he came to the con­
clusion to trust them. But here he determined to go only half­
way. He would tell them that he was English, but not an 
Englishman, and would leave farther disclosures to thp chaptel 
of accidents. If Lopez should discover this much and no more> 
there would be no danger, and he might conclude that he him­
self had made the mistake, since Hungarian and English were 
both alike unknown to him.

After careful observation, Russell also concluded that he would 
be safer if he addressed his confidences to the young priest with 
the sweet and gentle face. The other one looked less trustworthy, 
or at least less inclined to pity. Under these circumstances, 
therefore, and with this design, the good man began his advances, 
moving in a hesitating way toward them, with furtive glances, 
and with such very extraordinary gestures that Brooke and 
Talbot regarded him in great surprise.

‘The Hungarian countess,’ said Talbot, ‘seems more eccentric 
than ever.’

Russell looked all around in a stealthy way. Rita’s eyes were
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fixed on him, but he did not care for that. He smiled at her, 
however, and nodded blithely, so as to disarm any possible sus­
picions, and then addressed himself to Talbot.

‘Oh, sir !’ said he, ‘ I’m not a Hungarian countess at all. I’m 
a poor unfortunate Englishwoman, that’s escaping from the 
banditti, with the help of this good creature. And I know I can 
trust you.’

At this the amazement of Brooke and Talbot was inexpressible. 
Brooke, however, held his tongue, seeing that as Talbot had been 
addressed, it would be better for her to answer. So Talbot, 
after a few expressions of sympathy, asked Russell to explain 
farther.

Russell then informed them that her name was Mrs. Russell ; 
that she had been captured, along with her daughter, by the 
Carlists ; that she had escaped, hoping to get help to rescue her 
daughter. All this Russell stated, not without much circum­
locution and contradiction.

Brooke now interposed.
‘ But don’t you know,’ said he, ‘ that these people are Re­

publicans— that they’re going to capture the castle, or try to? 
If they succeed, they will free your daughter. So you see you 
have fallen among the right sort of people, and you may be quite 
at your ease. It's all the best for you. If I were you, I would 
tell the captain all about it. Get yonder good woman, your com­
panion, to explain.’

At this Russell gave a look of despair.
‘ The verÿ thing,’ said he, ‘ that I dare not do.’
1 Why not V
Russell then, still keeping up the part of Mrs. Russell, and 

mentioning Katie as her daughter, explained that Lopez was his 
bitter enemy, and told them about his love for Katie and his 
ejection from the railway-carriage.

‘ Well,’ said Brooke, ‘you needn’t be afraid of him. This 
matter will settle itself. He’ll free your daughter from captivity, 
and she’ll marry him, of course. After that you can take the 
sweetest revenge on him by tormenting him for the rest of his 
days as his mother-in-law.’

Russell sighed a heavy sigh and turned away. As he did so. 
lie caught the eyes of Rita, which were fastened upon him with 
a fixed, earnest, eager stare, and there was that in her look which 
served to drive away every other thought except the one that in 
this woman there was a new danger, more formidable than any 
which had yet menaced him. This look made him feel like an 
arrested debtor in the grasp of the bailiff, or like an insane man 
under the watchful eye of Ins keeper. In Rita he now recognised 
his bailiff and his keeper. She was worse. She had designs on 
him ! And for what ? Jfor marrying him. Marriage was, of

13—9
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course, impossible, for he had a wife already ; but did Rita know 
this? To tell the truth, he had been fooling her ; and he now 
saw for the first time that he would have to answer for this. 
When she should discover it, what would she do ? He had heard 
the words of the poet :

' Hell bath no fury like a woman scorned,’
and he recalled these words only to shudder. He shuddered still 
more as he thought that Rita belonged to the Spanish race— a 
race that uçver forgives—a race implacable, swift to avenge—a 
race that recognises only one atonement for wrongs, and that is 
to wipe them out in blood.

Such were the thoughts of our honest friend, and they were

fiainful in the extreme. They awakened new fears. That one 
ook of Rita’s made him dread her more than Lopez, more than 

* his Majesty.’ He began to think now, with something like 
pleasure, of going back to the castle. Lopez would protect him ; 
and if Lopez should fail, he would steal back by the secret path 
and surreudet- himself to ‘ his Majesty.’ He would find his bonds, 
and purchase his freedom with these. In addition to this, he 
determined to wait for a favourable opportunity, when Rita 
might he away, to confide to these new and sympathising friends 
the whole story of his woes.

Further conversation between Russell and these new friends 
was now prevented by tlie entrance of Lopez himself. He ad­
vanced to Brooke, and addressed him with much civility, not 
without friendliness.

1 Sefior,’ said he, 11 have been thinking over your case, and I 
have concluded to hand you over to my military superiors. They 
may take the responsibility of deciding about your guilt or 
innocence. But for the present, as I am responsible for you, I 
must detain you as my prisoner. If you were only connected 
with some recognised profession, I should be happy to accept 
your parole, auu let you follow at your leisure ; but as you are 
considered here a possible spy, I cannot think of that. You 
must, therefore, come with us under guard. Moreover, as to 
your friend, this young priest, he must consider himself as bound, 
for a short time, with us. I expect to have need of him for a 
few days. 1 have nothing against him ; he is not a prisoner, but 
is detained merely for a purpose in connection with his sacred 
office. When that purpose is accomplished, he will be at liberty 
to go or stay.’

With these words Lopez retired. He had taken no notice of 
Russell, at which the latter felt a deep sense of relief.

Far different, however, were the feelings of Brooke, and of 
Talbot also, when he had translated to her the captain’s words.

* He has need of me,’ repeated Talbot, ‘ for a purpose in con­
nection with my sacred office. Is that what he said, Brooke ?’
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‘ Yes,’ said Brooke, in a low voice.
‘ But what am I to do V
Brooke led her away, out of Russell’s hearing, and conversed 

with her in low whispers.
‘ Don’t anticipate trouble, Talbot,' he whispered.
1 But I must prepare myself for a possible emergency,’ was the 

reply. ‘ Now what emergency can possibly arise I’
‘ The burial of the dead, perhaps,’ said Brooke. ‘ They are 

going to attack the castle. Some will be killed. That’s natural 
enough. Have you nerve enough to perform the burial-service 1’

‘ I don’t know,’ said Talbot. ‘ I might as well try to command 
a regiment.’

‘ Oh, I’ll show you the whole thing. All you’ve got to do is to 
read the burial-service out of the breviary. Well practise it 
together. You need only pronounce the Latin like Italian. Do 
you know Italian V

‘No.’
• French V----- ‘ No.’
‘ Oh, well, you’re an English priest, you know, and so you had 

better pronounce it like English. These devils will be none the 
wiser.’

Talbot was silent and thoughtful for a few moments.
1 Brooke,’ said she, at length, 1 what were they saying about 

Lopez going to rescue an English girl, this — this person’s 
daughter ? This person, a—Mrs. Russell, said that Lopez was 
in love with the girl. You spoke about his rescuing her and 
marrying her.’

She hesitated.
‘ Well V said Brooke.
‘ Well,’ said Talbot mournfully, ‘ don’t you see what I mean ? 

and the use he wishes to make of me in my false character as 
priest V

‘ By Jove !’ exclaimed Brooke, as Talbot’s meaning dawned 
upon him.

‘ You see, Brooke, I’m afraid that in my disguise as priest I 
may be required to marry this English girl to Lopez ; and that 
is sacrilege—it is infamy—it is too horrible. I cannot—I will 
not. Never !’

At this Brooke was filled with consternation. He could only 
say something about the necessity of not anticipating evil, and 
express the hope that it might only be a burial. But Talbot felt 
that her fear was just, and that a new and unavoidable danger 
now arose before her.

In a short time after this the band set off, guided by Rita. 
Toward evening they reached a spot about a mile from the castle, 
where they secreted themselves in a grove and rested.
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Evening came, and the moon rose. Then, as silently as pos­
sible, they went to the tower. Here arrangements were made for 
the security of the prisoners, and Rita prepared to lead the band 
through the secret way into the castle.

CHAPTER XXXVIII.
IN WHICH, AFTER A SERIES OF SURPRISES, ‘ HIS MAJESTY ’ 

GETS THE GREATEST SURPRISE OF ALL.

Return must now be made to the castle and the two young men 
whose duel had been interrupted. Captured thus, they stood for 
a time quite overwhelmed, their intense excitement now followed 
by a violent reaction, in the midst of which there was the 
appalling thought of the consequences which might flow from 
this. For Ashby to be found in Harry’s room would surely lead 
to the discovery of everything—the secret passage-way, the 
sliding-door, and, perhaps, their visits to the ladies. Each one 
thought of this for himself. Each one had believed that the 
Carlists did not know about the secret passages. But now all 
was over.

‘ Well,’continued ‘ his Majesty,’ speaking in Spanish, ‘ busi­
ness before pleasure. We will examine you both about this to­
morrow. For the present we will leave a guard in this room. 
Meanwhile, Sefior Rivers, you may hand over that pistol ; or stay 
—no—you have put it to such a noble use that you may keep it : 
one pistol against six men need not be feared. And now, gentle­
men, adieu till to-morrow.’

With these words ‘ his Majesty’ retired, securing the door be­
hind him, and Harry and Ashby were left with the guards. 
They stood apart from one another, pale, anxious, and each 
wrapped up in his own thoughts. For all that had happened 
each blamed the other, and thus their mutual hate was only 
intensified.

The cause of ‘his Majesty’s’ appearance upon the scene can be 
easily explained. He had been greatly troubled in his mind by 
the ‘ghost’ in Mrs Russell’s room, and could not account for it. 
He had not thought of any secret communication, for, being a 
comparative stranger here, he had not known of any. Thinking, 
however, that he might get some light on the subject, he had 
wandered to the door of Harry’s room, and there the sound of 
voices had arrested his attention. Knowing that Harry was 
placed there in solitary confinement, he felt that the clue to the 
mystery might now be here ; and so, gathering half a dozen men, 
he had come in upon them as above described.

Leaving this room,1 his Majesty ’ now went once more to the
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room of Mrs. Russell, in the hope of gaining more light yet, 
Upon entering, he was once more nearly overthrown by the im­
petuous onslaught of the irrepressible Mrs. Russell, who, at this 
new and unexpected advent of her royal lover, overwhelmed her­
self and everybody else with her joyous vociferations. This, how­
ever, ‘ his Majesty’ endured with truly royal dignity, tempering 
kindness with firmness, and dealing gently with her weak woman's 
nature. Katie was there, but the royal eye, on wandering about, 
noticed the absence of Dolores.

‘ Whativer’s become av the senorita ?’ he asked.
Mrs. Russell gave a startled look around.
‘What! Where is she ? She’s gone!’ she screamed ; ‘ she’s 

gone ! Oh, your Gracious Majesty, the ghost ! the ghost ! 
Save me !’

‘ Whisht ! Howld yer tung !’ said ‘ his Majesty.’ ‘The 
ghost, is it? So he’s come an’ carried off the senorita ! Well, 
I’ve found the ghost.’

‘ Found the ghost !’ gasped Mrs. Russell.
‘ Mesilf has. Begoyra, it’s the truth I’m tellin’. Do ye know 

his name V
‘ His name !’ gasped Mrs. Russell, once more thinking of her 

late terrible fancy.
‘ Yis, his name ; ye can’t guess it ? No ? Well, I’ll tell yez. 

It’s Ashby.’
‘ Ashby ! Mr. Ashby !’ cried Mrs. Russell. ‘ Why I how could 

he get here ?’
‘ Oh, well,’ said * his Majesty,’1 he did get here, an’ that’s no 

loie. How he got here I’ll find out to-morrer. But he did get 
here, an’ he’s been here since, an’ by the same token he’s sperited 
off the senorita. But there’s two av thim.’

‘Two of them !’ repeated Mrs. Russell, in wonder.
‘ Ay, two av thim ; an’ the other’s that young blade Rivers !’
Katie, thus far, had not said a word. She heard of the discovery 

of Ashby with surprise, but with no deeper feeling. The moment, 
however, that the name of Rivers was mentioned she gave a gasp, 
and her head fell forward on her hands.

‘ His Majesty ’ noticed the action. He put his own interpre­
tation upon it. But he said not a word that had any reference to 
it ; he was too cautious for that. And surely in this ‘his Ma­
jesty’ showed a skill and a discrimination which was most politic, 
and well worthy of the royal ruler of millions. More than this. 
One glance showed him how the land lay with Katie ; so our 
monarch, not content with abstaining from all further allusion to 
Harry, actually carried his complaisance—or, if you please, his 
diplomacy—so far as to try to appease all possible anxieties that 
might arise in Katie’s mind.

‘ Shure the two lads meant no harrum at all at all,’ said 1 his
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Majesty.’ ‘ They happened to find a way to get here, an’they came 
here, an’ begorra they’d have been fools if they didn’t. Shure 
to glory, there’s no harrnra in life in cornin’ here on a bit av a 
visit. An’ ther’s no >yondher that a young man ’ud come here, 
wid such charrums as these to invoke him. Shure it ’ud be 
enough to call the dead back to lone, so it would. An’ if they’ve 
run off wid the senorita, all I can say is, they can’t go far ; an’ 
the senorita will have to come back again ; so she will :

• “ ’Tis to visit my Nancy I go,
Through bushes an' briers an' fincis ;

For Nancy has bothered me brains, .1 
An' I’ve taken French lave av me sinsis.'”

V
•And wasn’t there any ghost at all V asked Mrs. Bussell, to 

whom this information had given inexpressible relief.
‘ Well,’ said 1 his Majesty,’ ‘there’s no knowiu’ ; an’ it’s best to 

be on yer gyard, so it is, for sorra a one av us knows whin a ghost 
may be prowlin’ round about, an’ there ye have it. As for the 
other ghosts, Ashby ah’ Bivers, they won’t do yez any more 
harrum—they’re undher gyard.’

‘ Under guard !’ said Katie, and threw an imploring look at 
‘ his Majesty.’ It was almost the first time that he had fairly 
caught her eye, so dexterously had she always avoided his glance.

‘ Well,’ said ‘ his Majesty,’ ‘ they’re none the worse for that — 
pot a bit. Av all r’y’l atthributes none is so thruly majistic 
as the atthributes av mercy, and makeniss, an’ magnanimeetee. 
These are the shuprame atthributes av r’y’lty, au’ eminintly 
characterize our own r’y’l character, so they does. So the young 
lads may whistle for all av me—an’ sorra a harrum shall harrum 
thim.’

At this Katie threw toward ‘ his Majesty ’a glance of gratitude 
unspeakable, which sank deep into the royal soul.

‘ An’ now, ladies,’ said he, * I must iufarrum yez that afther the 
ayvints av this noight, I doesn’t cousidher this room safe for yez 
at all at all. Shure it’s loike a public thoroughfare, an’ it's a 
gathering-place an’ rendezvous for min an’ augils. ghosts an’ hob­
goblins, an’ all manner av ayvil craytures. So the long an’ the 
short av it is, I have to iufarrum yez that I’m going to move yez 
out av this the morrer, an’ have yez put in another room where 
there won’t be nothin’ in loife,.to harrum yez, where ye’ll have 
more comfort comboined with iifety thin ye ve had here.’

This remark made Katie p;fleet. The worst had already 
happened—the discovery and arrest of Harry. After that she 
could not hope to see him again. She dkl not wish to leave the 
room ; but as Harry’s visits were now at an end, she could not 
see that it would make any difference. But Mrs. Bussell had a 
great deal to say.
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‘ Oh, how grateful !’ she cried in her most gushing manner ; 
‘oh, how deeply grateful I am to your Gracious Majesty ! It’s 
so kind, so thoughtful, so considerate, and so true. Oh, what can 
I ever say or do to express my gratitude I Only, your Gracious 
Majesty, do not leave me now ! Leave me not—oh, forsake me 
not ! This room is a place of horrors. It is a haunted chamber. 
When you are here, I have no fear ; but when you are gone, then 
I am overwhelmed. Oh, your Gracious Majesty, forsake me not ! 
Leave me not ! Oh, leave me not, or—I—shall—die.’

Against such au appeal as this the gallantry of * his Majesty ’ 
was scarcely proof. He threw a tender glance at Katie, which, 
however, was not perceived, and then said :

‘ Shure to glory, if it’s afeared ye are, why that’s a different 
matther, so it is. I didn’t iutind to move yez away this noight ; 
but if yez are afeared, why, there’s no raison in life why )ez 
shouldn’t go off now to the other room.

1 Oh, take me away !’ cried Mrs. Russell ; ‘ take me away, your 
Royal Majesty—take me with you !’

‘ Shure it’s mesilf that’ll take both av yez, if ye wish it, whin- 
iver ye say the worrud,’ said ‘ his Majesty.’ 1 An’ remember, 
there’s the crown av Spain, an’ the power, an’ the glory, an’ the 
dignity, an’ the pomp, an’ the spliudor av the Spanish throne, all 
to be had wid a wink av one av your lovely eyes, so it is. 
Renumber that.’

‘ Ah sire !’ said Mrs. Russell languishingly. ‘ Oh, your 
Gracious Majesty ! Ah, what shall I say ¥

She had taken it all to herself, and in the most open way ; 
while Katie didn’t take it at all. ; His Majesty ’ saw this, and 
determined to be more direct.

‘ Well,’ said he, ‘ ye see----- ’
But at this moment a wild yell sounded forth from without, 

with sudden and appalling fury. It burst upon their ears, from 
the stillness of midnight, with terrific violence, chilling the very 
blood in their veins. Then came the rush of heavy feet, the 
clatter of swords, the explosion of firearms, the shouts of many 
voices :

‘ Hurrah for the Republic !’
‘ Down with the Cavlists !’
Mrs. Russell gave a long, piercing yell, which drowned every 

other sound, and tiuug herself into ‘ his Majesty’s ’ arms.
‘ His Majesty ' tore himself away.
‘ What’s that V he cried. ‘ It’s au insurrection av the populace, 

so it is. We ll go off an’ mate thim.’
With these words he rushed out of the room.
The ladies were left alone, and listened in terror to the uproar. 

Up from every side there came the shouts of men, the tramp of 
lushing feet, the clangour of trumpets, and the thunder of tire-
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arms. Far on high from the battlemented roof ; far down from 
the vaulted cellars ; without, from the courtyards ; within, from 
unseen chambers, came the uproar of fighting-men. There was 
a wild rush forward, and another fierce rush backward ; now all 
the conflict seemed to sway on one side, now on another ; at 
one time the congregated sounds woiild all gather apparently in 
one central point, then this would burst and break, and with a 
wild explosion all the castle, in every part, would be filled with 
universal riot. Then came the clang of arms, the volleying of V
puns, the trampling of feet, the hurrying, the struggling, the pant­
ing, the convulsive screaming of a multitude of men in the fierce, 
hot agony of battle.

In the midst of this the door was flung open, and ‘ his Majesty’ 
burst into the room. His apparel was all disordered ; his face 
and hands were blackened with powder and stained with blood.
He appeared to have been in the thickest of the fight. He burst 
in, and instantly bangiug-to the door, he fastened it on the inside.

‘ We’re betrayed !’ he cried. ‘ It’s the iuimy 1 We’ll be cap­
tured ! Wehl be executed ! All’s lost !’

At this Mrs. Russell flung herself into the royal arms. ‘ His 
Majesty’ had by this time grown so accustomed to this that he 
accepted it with resignation as part of the misfortunes of the 
hour, and merely heaved a sigh.

But they were roused by the thunderous blows upon the door. 
Massive though that door was, it would soon be beaten in by 
such blows as those.

1 We’re lost!’ cried 1 his Majesty.’ ‘Is there any way out ?
Shure some av yez know,’ he asked eagerly. ‘ Ye know,’ he said 
earnestly to Katie, ‘ the way—the way he came—Rivers !’

* His Majesty’s ’ position was desperate. At such an appeal 
Katie could not he unmoved.

‘ Save me ! Show me the way,’ repeated ‘ his Majesty.’
Katie said nothing. She hurried toward the fireplace. ‘ His 

Majesty’ followed. Mrs. Russell still clung to the royal person.
Katie pointed up the steps to the opening.

‘ Is it there ?—begorra, mesilf never knowed it or suspected it'
He seized a torch that lay in the fireplace, and sprang up into 

the opening. Then he lighted it.
‘ Aren’t you going to take me, your Sacred Majesty I Oh, leave 

me not !’
‘ Be jabers 1 cried * his Majesty,’ ‘ I’ll baffle thim yet : yis, 

ladies—I’ll help yez—come along, thin.’
Mrs. Russell came first ; Katie then followed. Katie’s motive 

in following was nothing in particular, but several in general.
In the first place, she was afraid of the fighting-men bursting into 
the room ; in the second place, she naturally clung to the fprtunes of 
her auntie ; and finally, she had a vague idea of meeting with Harry.
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Thus the two ladies followed, while ‘his Majesty’ went ahead, 
carrying the torch. At length he came to a place where the 
atone opened into the passage-way. It had been left open by 
Ashby. This place seemed to ‘ his Majesty ' to lead in a more 
favourable direction, and accordingly he turned in here. Then 
he descended the steps, and finally reached an opening. He stood 
here and listened. The room below seemed empty. He de­
scended, requesting the ladies to wait a few moments. On reach­
ing the room.be perceived that it was closed. The door had not 
been opened. Ashby was not there, of course, as 4 his Majesty ’ 
knew ; but4 his Majesty ’was not a little surprised at seeing Do­
lores. There was no chance for her to hide, so she stood looking 
at him. But her face was pale, and sad, and frightened.

Before a word could be said, Mrs. Russell scrambled down, 
and came clinging to 4 his Majesty.’ Katie followed, and in great 
amazement saw Dolores. She at once ran up to her, put her arms 
around her, and kissed her.

41 might accuse thissenorita of high traison,’ said ‘his Majesty,’ 
‘but what’s the use i’

4 Oh, sire, spare her !’ said Mrs. Russell. 4 Remember, that 
mercy is majesty’s darling attribute.’

4 Bedad it is,’ said 4 his Majesty.’ 4 Whoiver says it isn’t ? And 
you, senorita,’ said 4 his Majesty ’ to Dolores, in Spanish—4 you 
seem to know the secret ways here.’

4 Yes.’
4 Why did you come here V
41 fled here.'
4 His Majesty ’ smiled.
4 Oh, I understand ; but don’t fear me. I wouldn’t harm you 

—though this does look like treason. Still, answer me frankly, 
do you know any other secret passages V

4 1 know them all.’
* Will you help me to escape V
Dolores hesitated.
‘You need not hesitate; if you don’t help me I’ll kill you. 

No, I won’t kill you—I’ll kill Ashby. He’s in the hands of six 
of my guards. I’ve only to give the word, and he’ll be shot. 
Quick, now—what do you say V

4 Will you let me go free V asked Dolores.
4 Well,’ said 4 his Majesty,’ 4 under the circumstances, I think I 

will consent to let you go free. Oh yes ; only show me the way 
out, and you may do as you choose.’

4 Then I will show you,’ said Dolores. 4 But, first, will you 
tell me in what room Senor Ashby is confined ?’

4 No,’ said ‘his Majesty ’; ‘get me out first, and then I will let 
you know all you wish.’

4 Very well,’ said Dolores.
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She led the way up into the passage which they had left. 
Mrs. Russell followed close upon ‘his Majesty’s’ heels. As for 
Katie, she did not move.

Follow ? Why should she ? It was quiet here, and the im­
mediate fear of the armed men no longer impelled her away. 
Should she leave the castle? Not she. The castle seemed to be 
captured by some enemy. This enemy must be the soldiers of 
the government. In that case she ought by all means to stay. 
Besides, she knew that Harry was still here, and to escape with­
out him was not to be thought of.

The consequence was that Katie remained behind. It was 
very dark ; but that made no difference, as she had grown 
accustomed to the darkness since she had come here. True, the 
moonbeams glimmered through the narrow windows, but the 
greater part of the room was sunk in gloom. She thought for a 
moment of trying to persuade her ‘ Auntie ’ to remain ; but the 
next instant she reflected upon the infatuation of ‘ Auntie ’ about 
‘ his Majesty,’ and concluded that it would be useless to say a 
word. And1 therefore ‘Auntie’ went off, leaving Katie alone, 
seeking the crown of Spain, and the throne, and sceptre, and 
power, might, dominion, pomp, splendour, and majesty—will-o’- 
the-wisps all of them, my beloved readers, in search of which 
I’m afraid poor ‘ Auntie ’ will come to grief.

Dolores led the way, followed thus by ‘his Majesty’ and 
‘ Auntie.’ At the top they came to the stone door-way, which 
was still open. This Dolores closed carefully. Then she pressed 
against a stone which was on the opposite side of the chamber. 
It yielded, and opened in just like the other. Passing through, 
they all found themselves in a chamber like the last, only it ran 
in a different direction. Here Dolores closed this door as care­
fully as before.

From this chamber another passage-way led. It is not neces­
sary to detail here the way by which Dolores led them. Suffice 
it to say that it was long, tortuous, and constantly descending 
by means of many steps. Several stone doors had to be opened. 
To one less familiar than Dolores, all passage through would have 
been impossible, and ‘his Majesty’ came to the conclusion that 
he could never find his way back, if ever he wanted to come. 
He said as much to Dolores.

‘ It’s easy to learn,’ said she. ‘ The plan on which it is arranged 
is so simple that a child can understand it when once it is ex­
plained ; out you never could find it out for yourself.’

‘ Very likely,' said ‘ his Majesty.’ ‘ It’s the way with most 
riddles.’

They continued on, until at last they came to a place at which 
Dolores, after pushing the rock, stood and listened. There was a 
sound, outside, of rushing water.
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Then, pushing at the rock again, it opened. The torch-light 
shining out disclosed a cavern, at the mouth of which this 
passage-way thus opened. A brook bubbled along in front. 
Opposite was a precipice. Above was the sky, where the moon 
shone. They were at the bottom of the deep chasm.

CHAPTER XXXIX.

IlOW LOPEZ AGAIN MEETS WITH KATIE, AND HOW KATIE 
SHOWS NO JOY AT. HER DELIVERANCE.

Katie remained, as has been stated, in the lower room, which 
had been Ashby's place of imprisonment. She was not long 
left alone : soon she heard the noise of footsteps. There was 
nothing in this sound to alarm her, however, and so she waited 
quite calmly, thinking that the new-comer might be more 
friendly than the last, and that this new turn of affairs might 
improve her position. The door opened, and a man entered in 
the dress of an officer, while behind him there were visible 
soldiers in the uniform of the Spanish army. These men 
carried torches. The first comer also had a torch, which he held 
high above his head as he stared about and peered through the 
gloom. At length he caught sight of Katie, and, with a cry of 
joy, advanced straight toward her. It was not until he had 
come close to her that Katie was able to recognise Lopez.

‘ Why, Captain Lopez !’ she said, in excellent Spanish ; for 
her Spanish connections, and life in Spain, had made her as 
familiar as a native with that language. ‘ I never was so 
amazed in my life. I never heard that you were here ; why 
haven’t I seen you before ?’

Lopez paused for a moment in surprise at Katie’s words, and 
still more at her manner.

‘ I’ve only arrived this instant,’ said he, ‘ and I’ve come here 
to save you from these brigands, and congratulate you and 
myself on my good fortune in finding you. The other ladies I 
cannot find. I hope, sefiorita, that you have not suffered much 
while here a prisoner in the hands of these ruffians ?’

‘ Oh, no,’ said Katie.
‘ This room is not fit for you,’ continued Lopez, ‘ and you 

shall at once be removed to a more comfortable apartment.’
Such a proposal as this was by no means agreeable to Katie, 

who liked the idea of the secret passage, and did not wish to 
go out of reach of it.

1 Oh, do not take me away from here !’ said she. I assure 
you I prefer this room to any other. In fact, I am quite 
attached to it.’
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Lopez laughed.
‘ Really,' said he, ‘ I had no idea that a prisoner could become 

attached to such a gloomy dungeon as this. Ah. sefiorita, you 
are jesting. I assure you, however, that there are better 
rooms than this in the castle, and in a few minutes you shall 
be taken to one. You shall also be provided with proper 
attendants ; for there are women about the castle who can 
wait on you.’

Lopez was so earnest and determined that Katie saw plainly 
the uselessness of any further objections, and therefore mur­
mured a few civil words of thanks.

Lopez looked profoundly disappointed. He had come in 
the glory of a conqueror—more, of a deliverer ; to free Katie 
from the hands of a remorseless tyrant ; to break in pieces her 
chains ; to snatch her from the jaws of death. He had ex­
pected to see her on the verge of despair ; he had fully counted 
on being received by her in wild and eager excitement, almost 
like a messenger from Heaven. It was upon all this that he had 
counted, as he had toiled to effect her rescue. His task had 
been by no means light. Fortune had favoured him, or else his 
toil would all have been unavailing. His rescue of her in so 
short a time was therefore very near the miraculous. And now, 
as he came to her, after all his efforts, after all this brilliant 
success, with these hopes and expectations, he found his arrival 
greeted in the coolest manner, and treated as the most common­
place thing in the world. More than this, instead of finding 
Katie languishing in her dungeon, he found her actually un­
willing to leave it, and pretending that she had an ‘ attachment 
for it.’ Of course, all this was pretence and affectation, yet 
still there was something underneath which Lopez could not 
quite comprehend. For the present he could only conceal his 
deep disappointment and vexation as best he might, and arrange 
his plans for the future.

After retiring for a few minutes, he came back with a woman. 
This was one of the women who had been captured, and was 
now allowed to remain on condition of service, the particular 
service required of her being merely attendance upon Katie.

Lopez here had a fresh disappointment. He had seen Katie's 
solitary state, and thought that by bringing her an attendant he 
would give her pleasure. But to Katie the presence of any 
attendant was exceedingly distasteful. It was like having 
a spy set over her. It was bad enough to be taken away from 
within reach of those secret passages, but to be afflicted with 
this attendant and spy was too much.

Lopez noticed her slight frown and her downcast look. He 
was surprised once more, and more disappointed than ever.

‘ And now, senorita,’said Lopez, ‘ if you are quite ready, I
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will show you the way to the new room, where you may stay so 
long as you remain here.’

‘Very well, seflor captain,’ said Katie quietly.
1 If you have any luggage, it shall be sent up to-morrow.’
‘ Thanks, senor.’
Upon this Captain Lopez went out with the torch, and Katie, 

with her attendant, followed. She noticed, as she went, that 
there were marks of great confusion in the castle ; some men 
were bound, others lying wounded, with women weeping over 
them ; others, again, in tne Spanish uniform, were lolling about, 
drinking and carousing.

Katie followed Lopez upstairs, and here in the upper hall 
there were the same signs as below, though the crowd of men 
was not so great nor so noisy. Passing through this, they came 
to a third stairway, which ran up from one side of this upper 
hall and led into a passage-way higher still. Here Lopez opened 
a door, and, on entering, Katie saw a room which was smaller 
than those below. One or two mats were on the stone floor. 
There was a couch at one end covered with skins, and at the 
other a large chest. The room bore marks of having been re- 
ffnt.lv nopiinifid and Katie thought that perhaps the occupant
had been ‘ his Majesty. 

The windows here, of which there were several, were narrow 
slits like those below ; and a hasty glance showed Katie that 
they looked down into the courtyard. This, however, gave her 
no consolation. It was a matter of indifference now where she 
was. Having been taken away from the neighbourhood of 
those friendly passage-ways, all other places seemed equally ob­
jectionable. Her discontent and dejection were evident in her 
face, though she made no remark.

11 am sorry,’ said Lopez, ‘ deeply sorry that I have nothing 
better than this room to offer ; but I hope that before long we 
shall be able to leave the castle.’

Katie did not hope so, and, in fact, did not know whether to 
hope so or not. All would depend upon circumstances. And 
as she did not know how circumstances were, and was not will­
ing to ask, she did not know what to say now ; so she simply 
said the very non-committal words :

‘ Thanks, seflor.’
Lopez could tell pretty well why she said no more than this. 

It was because she felt dissatisfied about something in connec­
tion with her rescue—but what that something was he could not 
conjecture. That was the mystery which baffled him. How­
ever, he had sense enough to see that his own best course was to 
leave her to her own devices, and not annoy her by ill-timed 
questions. So he prepared to depart.

‘ Sefiorita,’ said he, ‘ this woman is your attendant. If yon
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are afraid to be alone, she will sleep in the room with you ; but, 
if you prefer it, she will not.’

‘ Oh, I should so very much prefer being left alone, Captain 
Lopez !’ said Katie hurriedly.

Lopez looked surprised.
* On, very well,’ said ho ; ‘ but I thought you were so timid 

that you would prefer having some one.’
‘ Oh no—thanks ! I’m not at all timid,’ said Katie.
This was a new surprise to Lopez, who had believed Katie to 

be the most timid young lady living. But he said nothing more. 
He merely wished her good-night ; and, having directed the 
attendant to leave, he locked the door after him and went 
away, a deeply disappointed and a deeply meditating-man.

Katie sprang to the door, held her ear close, and listened till 
the footsteps had died away. Then she hurried back. Her 
quick eye had noticed the fragment of a wax-candle on the 
floor, in a corner. Some matches were lying loosely about, which 
had evidently been used by 1 his Majesty ’ to light the royal 
pipe. With dne of these Katie lighted the candle, and surveyed 
the apartment once more.

There was a fireplace here, deep, but not so high or large as 
the others before mentioned. This Katie examined first. Alas ! 
she saw nothing. The chimney ran straight up, and not an 
opening appeared.

After this she retreated dejectedly, and examined no 
farther.

CHAPTER XL.
IN WHICH THERE SEEMS SOME CHANCE OF A TRIANGULAR

DUEL.
Harry and Ashby, transformed from bosom friends to mortal 
enemies, now occupied the same room, but with an armed guard 
to prevent further intercourse. Such intercourse was, however, 
more effectually prevented by something far more powerful than 
any armed guard—namely, by mutual hate, and by the con­
sciousness that their hostile meeting, though interrupted, had 
not been terminated. It had only been deferred ; and yet 
again, at some future time, they must meet and settle this 
quarrel. Even this prospect, however, important though it was, 
did not by any means form the most important part of their 
thoughts as they stood thus apart absorbed in themselves. 
Each one turned his thoughts rather to the events which had 
last occupied him before they had encountered one another ^ 
and so, while Harry wandered in fancy back to Katie’s room, 
Ashby was taken up with tender reminiscences of Dolores.

In the midst of such sentimental meditations, they were
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startled by the sudden outburst of that loud alarm and wild 
tumult already mentioned. In an instant they both were roused 
out of their abstraction, and brought back to the stern realities of 
life. The guard, too, were roused, and. springing to their feet, 
they stood waiting for orders. But after a few minutes the up­
roar became so tremendous that the position of the guards grew 
unendurable, and they went to the door and tried to open it. 
This they could not do, for it was fastened on the outside, so 
that departure from the room by that way was not possible ; 
yet the sounds which came to their ears were sufficient to inform 
them of the whole truth, and tell them that the castle had been 
surprised by an attacking partv, which was evidently victorious.

The longer they listened the plainer did this become, and 
from this there arose the inevitable conclusion that they—that 
is, the Carlist guard—were prisoners. Upon this, restiveness 
and uneasiness began to be visible among them, and a dread of 
their coming doom from the hands of merciless enemies quite 
demoralized them. They exchanged looks of terror ; they 
looked wildly around to see if there were any chances of escape ; 
but to their eyes the stone walls, the stone floor, the narrow 
windows, and the vaulted roof offered not a chance of escape, or 
even of a partial concealment.

As for Harry and Ashby, they passed in one instant from 
depths of despair to the highest hope. They recognised the 
shouts and the watchword of the Republic, and felt that in the 
hands of the soldiers of the government they would be safe.

Suddenly the door was opened. Outside were armed men 
with blazing torches, from among whom there advanced into 
the room an officer. The Carlists were immediately disarmed, 
and their arms taken outside. But the officer took no notice of 
them. His eyes, searching on every side, soon perceived Harry 
and Ashby, who had drawn near. . -

‘ Sefior captain,’ said Harry, 11 rejoice that you have come to 
save us from captivity and death. VVe have been here as 
prisoners for two or three days, and an immense ransom was 
exacted from us, which we could not pay. Had you not come, 
we should undoubtedly have been shot.’

Ashby said not a word. He had recognised Lopez at a glance, 
and dreaded the worst from this vengeful enemy. Lopez kept 
his eyes fixed on Ashby as he spoke, though he addressed 
Harry.

1 Senors,’ said he, ‘ I am glad that I have come in time to avert 
so horrible a crime. You, sefior,’ he continued, addressing 
Harry, 1 may retire : you are free. You will be respected and 
protected by my followers, and may either go, or remain till our 
return to Vittoria. As for Sefior Ashby, I wish to have a brief 
conversation with him.’

H
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At this Harry bowed, and with some further expression of 
gratitude went out of the room a free man, his heart swelling 
with exultation and joy and hope.

‘ Senor Ashby,’ said Lopez, ‘ we have met again.’
Ashby bowed.
I Senor Ashby,? continued Lopez, ‘ insults have been given and 

received on botli sides, and we are already under engagements 
to have a hostile meeting. Is it not so ?’

Ashby bowed again. Lopez had spoken these words in a low 
tone, which was inaudible to his men. He now turned and 
ordered them to withdraw, and stand outside until further orders. 
They obeyed.

> Seïïor Ashby,’ he continued, ‘ the lady is here for whom we 
both are seeking. It was about her that our quarrel arose.’

II am ready now,’ said Ashby.
1 For the quarrel ?’ said Lopez. 1 Ay—but I am not ;’ and he 

gave a bitter laugh.
‘ A man of honour,’ said Ashby scornfully, ‘ will always be 

ready.’ t
Lopez again gave a bitter laugh.
‘ Dear senor,’ said he, ‘ I have had too many affairs to be 

afraid of risking my reputation as a man of honour by post­
poning our little meeting. I have other things to attend to 
first. And first I must have a little leisure to get rid of that 
bitterness and gall which you, sefior, with your English super­
ciliousness, have poured into my heart. For a time you had 
^our hour of triumph, and I was made to feel by you all the 
insolent superiority of a man of wealth over a man of the 
people. But now, senor, our positions have changed. I have 
the power, and you are nothing. Even your wealth will not 
save you ; for while you are my prisoner all the gold of Mexico 
will be unavailing to deliver you until I choose.’

Ashby had now a sudden thought that his position was very 
peculiar and very unenviable. He had just quarrelled with his 
best friend, and had just been saved from murdering him, for 
the sake of a girl whom he had ceased to love (or whom he 
believed he had ceased to love, which was the same thing just 
fhen) ; and now here was another of Katie’s numerous lovers, 
tull of love and jealousy—the one as strong as death, the other 
as cruel as the grave ; which lover was evidently now regarding 
him as a tiger regards his helpless victim, and was playing with 
him for a time, so as to enjoy his torments before devouring him. 
These thoughts passed through his mind, and he bad nothing 
to say. .

1 Senor,’ said Lopez, ‘ our quarrel was about that young lady, 
and our meeting may take place at any time. For the present, 
l have to say that if you will consent to give up all claim to her
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hand and leave the castle, I will send you at once with a suffi­
cient guard to any place you name, or to the nearest station. 
But if not, then I shall be under the painful necessity of detain­
ing you.’

1 May I ask,’ said Ashby, ‘ upon what ground you propose to 
detain me ?’

‘ Certainly,’ said Lopez * I arrest you as a spy.’
‘ A spy !’
‘ Certainly. What are you doing here ? You were seized by 

the Carlists, it is true, but what of that ? You may have 
betrayed your party to them. I find you coming North on no 
good or reasonable errand. You certainly were following that 
party—as a spy, or something like it—in your private interests. 
I am therefore at liberty to arrest you as a spy, perhaps in league 
with the enemies of Spain. It is a charge of which I can prove 
you guilty, and for which you will be shot.’

‘ And that is a gentleman’s satisfaction !’ said Ashby with a 
sneer.

‘ Gentlemen,’ said Lopez, 1 obtain satisfaction in many ways. 
It will give me no small satisfaction, for instance, to know that 
you are here while I urge my suit for the young lady’s hand, for 
which I have the good wishes and co-operation of her guardian. 
It will give me no small satisfaction to inform you when, as she 
surely will, she grants me her consent ; and, finally, the highest 
satisfaction of all will be afforded when I request your presence 
at our wedding—a compliment which, I am sure, senor, you will 
appreciate. For, sefior, we shall be married here, and imme­
diately, since I have brought a priest with me, so as to put the 
whole matter beyond the reach of accident.’

Having fired off thiS^ heavy shot, Lopez watched to see the 
effect upon his victim. Ashby showed not the slightest emotion. 
Neither in face nor in gesture did he evince any agitation what­
ever ; nor in his voice, for he said, in a perfectly cool and in­
different way :

‘ Very well, seîior. I can do nothing against all that.’
Lopez felt disappointed. He had expected to see agonies 

depicted on his helpless victim, and to exult in the sight. But 
he concluded that this was owing to Ashby's ‘ English phlegm,’ 
and that he was thus preserving, like the Indian at the stake, a 
proudly calm exterior, while really suffering torments of hidden 
pain.

‘ Since you are so calm,’ said Lopez again, ‘ perhaps you will 
consent to purchase your freedom by formally relinquishing all 
claim to that young lady’s hand. That is the shortest way of 
regaining your liberty, and it will be quite satisfactory to me.’

Lopez spoke this in an ironical tone, taunting Ashby thus on 
his cool demeanour. Now, the giving up of all claims to Katie

14—2
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was in itself so far from being repugnant to Ashby, that, as the 
reader knows, he had already virtually renounced her, and 
formally, too, by word of mouth to Dolores. But to do this to 
Lopez was a far different thing. It would, he felt, be base ; it 
would be cowardly ; it would be a vile piece of truckling to an 
enemy, who would exult over it to the end of his days. The 
idea could not be entertained for a moment.

‘ Sefior,’ said Ashby, with bis usual coolness, 1 you are wTell 
aware that, apart from all other considerations, your pro­
position could not be entertained for a moment by a man of 
honour.’

‘ Perhaps not,’ said Lopez ; ‘ but I had to make mention of 
it, merely as a form, and not supposing that you would enter­
tain it.’

11 am in the hands of fortune,’ said Ashby ; 1 I'll take my 
chances as they come.’

Upon this Lopez said nothing more, but, with a formal adieu, 
took his departure. Ashby was left with the six unarmed 
Carlist prisoners.

CHAPTER XLT.
HOW THE UNHAPPY RUSSELL FINDS THE DANGER OF PLAYING 

WITH EDGE-TOOLS.

When Lopez, with the assistance of Rita, had burst into the 
castle, he had left his prisoners in the tower in the charge of a 
couple of guards, these prisoners being Brooke, Talbot, and 
Russell. During the attack on the castle there was a time in which 
Russell might very easily have escaped. The two guards were 
eager to join the mêlée, and as their instructions had reference 
principally to Brooke and Talbot, they paid no attention what­
ever to the ‘ Hungarian lady.’ They knew that Rita had done 
an act for which the captain would reward her, and concluded 
that the ‘ Hungarian lady ’ was a friend rather than a prisoner. 
Under such circumstances escape would have been easy enough 
to Russell, had he been bold enough to attempt it.

Yet, after all, how could he really escape ? To go back over 
the same road would be only to encounter fresh perils, perhaps 
worse than any with which he had met hitherto. To go in any 
other direction would be s'mple madness. There was, therefore, 
no other course open to him than to remain where he was.

After a long time some of the men came back, at the command 
of Lopez, with orders to bring the prisoners into the castle. The 
guard obeyed and followed, taking with them Brooke and 
Talbot. Russell was about to accompany them, and w’as just
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hesitating as to the path, when suddenly he found himself con­
fronted by Rita, who had just come up.

‘ H-s-s-s-sh !’ she said. ‘ All is safe. I haf my reward. 
The captain haf pay me. Now we shall go. Alla right, 
Come !’

Russell felt a strange sinking of heart. As to going away with 
her, that was not to be thought of, and he only sought now for 
some plausible excuse.

‘I—I'm too tired,’ he said ; ‘ I’m worn out, Rita. I cannot 
walk.’

1 Bah !’ said she. ‘ Come—you shall not go far ; I take you to 
where you shall restai.’

1 But I’m tired,’ said Russell. ‘ I want to rest here.’
1 Bah ! you not too tired to go one-two mile ; that not mooch 

to go. Come !’
‘ I can’t,’ whined Russell.
‘ But you will be captar—you shall be a preesonaire—you 

shall he deescovaire—alia found out by the capitan ; so come— 
fiy, you haf no time to lose.’ ■—

‘ I can’t help it,’ said Russell, in despair. 1 If I’m caught 
again I don’t care. I’m worn out.’

4 But you moos !’
‘ I can't.’
4 Come—I shall carry you ; I shall lifta you, and carry you

to your safetydom. Come !’
4 It's impossible,’ said Russell, wrho, in addition to his fear, 

began to feel vexation at this woman’s pertinacity.
There was something in his tone which made Rita pause. 

She stood erect, folded her arms, and looked at him. The 
moonlight fell on both. Each could see the other. Russell did 
not feel pleased with her appearance. She looked too hard— 
too austere. She seemed to have an unlimited possibility of 
daring and of vengeance. He began to think that he had been 
playing with edge-tools, and that in trying to make use of Rita 
lie had only gained a new master for himself. The vague fears 
w'hich had been gathering through the day now grew stronger, 
and he realized his full danger.

4 You not want to Hy ? , You not want to ’scape ?’ said Rit^, 
with a frown.

Russell thought it best to own up.
4 Well, n-11-110.’ said he. 4 On the whole, I do not.’
4 Why ?’ asked Rita, in a hard voice.
4 Oh—well—I ve—I've—I’ve changed my mind,’ said Russell 

111 a trembling voice.
He began to be more afraid of Rita than ever.
4 Ah !’ said Rita. 1 It is so—very well. Now leest’n to me ; 

look at me. What haf I done ? I haf betray my maestro—J
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haf betray my friends ; this castle is took ; my friends are run 
away, many of them dead ; their bodies are over there—they 
are dead. Who kill them ? I—I, the traidor ! I, the Judas! 
I betray! And why ? I betray—because you tempt me ! Do 
you know that ? You tempt me ! You ask me to helpa you ! 
you promise me all the world 1 I helpa you ! I make myself a 
traidor, and now it haf come to this !

‘ Where are my friends continued Rita. ‘ Gone ! fled ! 
dead ! They sail haunt me—their ghosts—they sail call for 
venganza ; and I haf make myself a traidor to the friends that 
lofe me an’ was kind ! See me, what I am ! . You haf make me 
to this—you ! you ! you ! What ! do you think I sail let you turn 
false to me ? ''No ! nevaire ! You sail be true to me—what- 
evaire ! You haf promis to gif me all the world. You haf 
promis to gif me you'selfa. You sail be what you say—“ my 
man !” I sail haf the recompensa, if I die from remordimiento. 
If you be a traidor to me, I sail haf the venganza !’

During this p’ild harangue Rita seemed transported to fury— 
she seemed a madwoman. Russell trembled in every limb from 
sheer terror. He never had in all his life seen anything like 
this. His only hope now was to escape from her insane rage, 
ne matter under whose protection.

At length she stopped and grew^calmer. Then she said, in a 
low, stern voice :

‘ Now—will you come ? Will you fly ?’
Russell shuddered more than ever. Fly ? Not he ! She 

might tear him to pieces, but he would never fly with her. Fly ? 
Why, it was impossible ! He might, indeed, fly from her ; but 
as to flyiyg with her, that could not be thought of.

He shrunk back, trembling in every limb.
‘ I can’t,’ he said—11 can’t ; I’m too weak—I’m old—and weak 

and worn out.’
1 But I say,’ continued Rita impatiently, 1 that I sail take you 

to a place where you sail restar.’
‘I can’t,’ said Russell.
‘ Do you intendar to keep you promeese ?’
‘ What promise ?’ said Russell hesitatingly.
‘To marry me,’ said Rita coldly.
‘ Marry you ! I never said that,’ replied Russell.
* You did.’
‘ I did not. T have a wife living—you know that, surely. She 

is in the castle.’
‘ She ? Bah ! She is dead. I know that,’ said Rita triumph­

antly.
Russell shuddered more than ever. Dead ! dead ! he thought. 

What a thought of horror ! And how ? Was it this woman 
that did the deed—this fiend from the robbers’ hold-*to make
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room for herself ? Russell felt that she was capable of any 
enormity, and his soul sickened at the thought. He groaned, 
and was silent.

‘ Dead, I tell you ! dead ! She is dead ! Aha ! you think me 
fool, simple, aha ! But I know, I know to take car’ of the 
number one ! Aha ! how you like that, meestaire ? And now 
leest’n,’ continued Rita. 4 You not fly ? Very well. You sail 
come to the castle. You sail stay with the capitan. You sail 
tell him all—I tell him all. He shall judge and decidar. Come ! 
come ! You sail not stay here. You sail go and reslar your 
old bone.’

Rita motioned to him sternly to follow, and Russell obeyed. 
He was not at all disinclined to move in this direction, since it 
led him to the friendly protection of the castle. It was with 
uncommon vigour and nimblpness that he followed his tormentor 
down the steep side, and across the brook at the bottom, and 
up the other side. Rita nbticed this, and said scornfully :

‘ You too weak to one-two mile on the level groun’, but 
you strong enough to descendar and ascendar these cliff. But 
wait, old man—remember if you falsa mi I sail haf my venganza. 
Now you go and spik to the capitan, and you see what he sail 
do for you.’

Rita said no more, but led Russell along until they reached 
the castle. There Russell seated himself on the stone floor 
among the soldiers, feeling safer here than anywhere, while 
Rita went away. Russell supposed that she had gone in search 
of Lopez to tell her own story first.

He was right. Lopez had been very busy, but Rita was able, 
after all, to obtain a hearing from him sufficiently long to en­
able her to plead her cause in her own way. She told Lopez 
all.

Now Lopez was under great obligations to Rita, and was 
ready to do almost anything for her. At the same time, he was 
the bitter enemy of Russell. Here there was an opportunity 
open to him to evince gratitude and to obtain vengeance. He 
appreciated the situation most fully. He promised Rita that he 
would do whatever she wished.

‘ I only wish one thing,’ said Rita : ‘ make him keep his 
promise.’

‘ I will,’ said Lopez.
‘ Will you make him marry me ?’
‘ I will,’ said Lopez. 41 have a priest here. I have brought 

him here, for I expect to be married myself to a lady whom I 
have long loved in vain. I have rescued her from these foul 
brigands, and she will not now refuse me. And I promise, Rita, 
that you shall be married to your dear one at the same time that 
I am married to mine, and by the same priest.'
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Upon this Rita was voluble in the expression of her gratitude. 
Lopez now went to seek ont Russell. He found the good man 
wearied and worn out. He led him away to a room that 
happened to be the very one in which he was confined before. 
Brooke and Talbot were both here. Russell entreated Brooke 
to intercede for him with Lopez. Lopez saw the action and 
understood it.

4 What does he want ?’ said Lopez.
Russell then explained, through Brooke, what Lopez had 

already learned through Rita, namely, that he was Mr. Russell, 
-s and that Rita was claiming his fulfilment of a promise which he 

' had never made, and could never fulfil—first, on the ground 
that Rita had not freed him ; and, secondly, on the more im­
portant ground that he was already married. To all this the 
answer of Lopez was brief and stern.

4 She did free you,’ said he, 1 for you are now out of the power 
of the Carlists, and may be your own master on the perform­
ance of your promise. Moreover, as to your being married 
already, Rita assures me that your former wife is dead.’

At this Russell groaned.
4 She is not dead,’ he said.
4 Oh, well,’ said Lopez, ‘ I don’t care. Rita is willing to run 

the risk.’
Russell now pleaded for Katie's sake. But this roused Lopez 

to worse anger.
4 If you were merely a cruel father,’ said he, 41 would forgive 

you for her sake ; but you are a guardian, and not over-honest, 
as I believe. She has no love for you. She never wishes to see 
you again. Nor do I. You are nothing to her. She is nothing 
to you. You have made your bed, and must lie on it. You 
must blame yourself, and not me.’

With these words Lopez retired, leaving the unhappy Russell 
in a condition that may be better imagined than described.

CHAPTER XLII.
IN WHICH DOLORES REAPPEARS IN TI1E ACT OF MAKING A

RECONNOITRE.

Harry had already been set free, but Ashby was held as a 
prisoner. At first he remained in the room where Lopez had 
found him, along with the Carlist guard, but lifter a few hours 
ie was removed to another chamber. This was chiefly to 
prevent any possible attempt at escape which Ashby might 
make with the assistance of the other prisoners, who, knowing 
the weak points of the castle, might be able, with a Hold leader, 
to strike an effective blow for liberty.
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The moonbeams now were streaming in upon the stone floor 
where the six Carlist prisoners were lying. They were sound 
asleep, and their deep breathing was the only sound that might 
be heard. Two of them were in the bed, the other four were on 
the floor. But these men were used to roughing it. and on the 
flinty pavement they slept as soundly as on a bed of down.

Suddenly, in the neighbourhood of the chimney, there was a 
slight noise. No one in the room heard it, for they were all 
sleeping too soundly. The noise ceased for a time ; then it was 
renewed. It was a rustling, sliding sound, as of some living 
thing moving there. After this the noise ceased. There was 
another long pause. Then came a whisper —1 Assebi P

No one heard. The sleepers were all far away in the land 
of dreams. The whisper was repeated : 1 Assebi P

There was no answer. Nor did any of the sleepers awake. 
Out of such a sound sleep nothing could awaken them that was 
of the nature of a mere whisper. Of course this moving body \ 
was our friend Dolores. There is no need to make a mystery of 
it. She alone now had access to this room ; she alone would 
come here. She alone, having come here, would utter that one 
word, ‘ Assebi /' 1,

It was Dolores. She had come back to this room to seek 
after Ashby—to see him; if not, then to hear of him, and, if 
possible, to help him. After assisting * his Majesty ' to effect 
his royal escape, Dolores had thought for a few moments of 
surrendering herself. After further thought, however, she had 
concluded not to. She saw that nothing could be gained, and 
much might be risked by such an act. The knowledge which 
she had of all the interior of the castle gave her an immense 
advantage so long as she was free ; and until she saw how things 
were it would be better for her to remain free. There would be 
great danger in confiding too readily. She knew' that the Re­
publicans were no better than the Carlists, and perhaps these 
were merely a rival band of the same^ferocious marauders. 
Ashby, being a foreigner, was perhaps in as great danger as ever ; 
and if so, she should preserve her freedom, so as to be able to 
help him.

This was a very sensible decision ; but as Dolores was a very 
sensible girl, and a very brave one too, it was only natural that 
she should have decided in this way. After waiting until the 
noise in the castle had ceased, Dolores approached the room and 
reached the place of descent. Here she waited and listened. 
She heard the deep breathing of the sleepers. By this she knew 
that several men were now 111 the room. But was Ashby there ? 
She could not tell. That he was not asleep she felt, sure. He 
would be expecting her, at any rate ; and that would serve to 
keep him awake. She determined to try still further. So she
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began, as cautiously as possible, to make the descent. She 
succeeded in doing this without awaking any of the sleepers. 
For a while she stood in the deep, impenetrable shadow and 
surveyed the apartment. She saw, where the moonbeams fell, 
the outline of figures on the floor and on the bed. The remoter 
parts of the chamber were hid in gloom. Then she called, in a 
low and penetrating whisper, 1 A n*ebi /’

There was no answer. Dolores now felt sure that Ashby was 
not there ; but in order to make assurance doubly sure, she 
repeated the call. There was still no answer ; and now Dolores 
felt certain that he had been taken away.

Once more she determined to satisfy herself as to the people 
who were in the room. It was a hazardous thing to do, but it 
had to be done. She must see. She had matches in her pocket. 
She resolved to throw a little light on the subject. She struck 
a match. The flame burst forth. Holding it above her head, 
Dolores peered into the room. The flame illumined the whole 
apartment. A second or two was enough to show her the 
whole. There were six men. They were Carliste. They were 
prisoners. Ashby had been taken away.

So much was plain enough. Ashby was not there. He had 
been removed—but how ? That was the question, and a most 
important one. Was he free, or was he still a prisoner ? This 
must be ascertained before Dolores could decide anything. It 
was not a question to be decided by mere conjecture. It was 
certainly possible that the captors of the castle, finding these 
prisoners held captive by the Carlists, had released them all ; 
and if so, it was all very well ; but Dolores knew the suspicious 
nature of her countrymen, and felt very much inclined to doubt 
whether they had set the prisoners free upon the spot. They 
were foreigners, and she knew that Spaniards of every party 
would consider that a sufficient excuse for detaining them.

The only way in which she could satisfy her curiosity and 
decide upon her own future course was by communicating with 
these Carlist prisoners, and learning the truth from them. But 
how ? They were sleeping so soundly that something louder 
far than any ordinary cry would be needed to r*ich their ears. 
To call to them would, therefore, be useless. Some other way 
would have to be adopted. But in what way ? That was the 
question that Dolores had now to answer. There was only one 
w ay. A risk must be run. It could not be helped. She would 
have to rouse them, and the inost effective way, as well as the 
one most inaudible to those withoùt, would be to venture into 
the room and rouse them in some way by touqh. A rapid view 
of all the risks of the case made her resolve to encounter them. 
She felt able to awake the sleepers without being discovered, and 
quickly made up her mind.
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Gliding swiftly and noiselessly to the nearest sleeper, 
Dolores caught his hair, and giving it a sudden, violent pull, she 
darted back as quickly, before she could be discovered.

It was effectual.
The sleeper started up with a violent oath, and began abusing 

his comrade. This one «also awaked, and a fierce altercation 
went on between them, wherein the one charged the other with 
pulling his hair, and the other denied it with oaths. In the 
midst of this Dolores had ascended into the passage-way, and 
stood there waiting for a chance to be heard. At length the 
noise subsided, and the two began to settle themselves for sleep, 
when Dolores, seizing the opportunity, called out, in a low but 
'dear and distinct voice :

‘ Viva el Key !’
The Carlists heard it.
‘ What’s that ?’ cried one.
‘ Some one’s in the room,’ cried the other.
1 Viva el Hey !’ said Dolores once more, in the same tone.
At this the two men started to their feet.
‘ Who goes there ?’ said one, in a low voice.
‘ A friend,’ said Dolores.
‘ Where ?’ asked the man, in surprise.
‘ Come to the chimney,’ said Dolores.
The two men went there, till they reached the fireplace.
‘ Where are you ?’ asked they.
Dolores did not think it necessary to tell them the truth just

yet.
‘ I’m in the room above,’ said she. 1 I’m speaking through an 

opening in the flue. I can help you, if you will be cautious and 
patient.’

‘ Who are you ?’
‘ A prisoner. I know the way out. I can help you. Be 

cautious. Is the English prisoner with you ?’
‘ No,’ said the Carlist, wondering what sort of a prisoner this 

could be, and why this prisoner asked after the Englishman.
Dolores questioned them further, and the men told all they 

knew. They had overheard the words that had passed between 
Ashby and Lopez, and told what they had heard.

From these Dolores gained new light upon the facts of the 
case. Having been a witness to the scene in the station at 
Madrid, she at once perceived that this enemy of Ashby’s could 
be no other than that man in civilian dress, but of military 
aspect, with whom he had had the quarrel, who had been forced 
to leave the carriage of the Russells. This man had travelled 
in the same train. He had been captured, plundered, and then 
set free with the other Spaniards. Dolores conjectured that be 
bad obtained some soldiers, surprised the castle, and freed
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Katie. She also felt that Ashby was now a prisoner once 
more, in the hands not of a mere robber, but of his bitterest 
enemy.

Thus the whole truth flashed upon her mind.
But where was Ashby ?
That she could not tell as yet. She could only hope, and 

make plans.
* Can we come up to you ?’ asked the Carlists.
‘ No,’ said Dolores. 1 Besides, there's no escape here. I can 

come to you, and I will do so before long. Do not sleep too 
soundly. Do not wake the others. Be ready to act when I 
come.’

The men readily promised this.
‘ But why can’t we go now ? why can’t you help us now ?’ 

they asked.
‘ We can’t go away from this,’ said Dolores, 1 without the 

English prisoner. But with him we shall surely escape ; so be 
ready to act jwhen I give the word.’

CHAPTER XLIII.

HOW KATIF. FEELS DEJECTED, AND HOW LOPEZ FEELS 
DISAPPOINTED.

There is no need to enlarge upon Katie’s feelings, as she sat 
in her lonely chamber, buried in thoughts which were both 
sweet and painful. We all know perfectly well what they 
must have been, for we all understand about that sort of thing. 
We’ve dreamed love’s young dream, you and I, haven’t we ? and 
so we’ll let this pass. As for Katie, I’m afraid she must, in her 
short experience, from all appearances, have dreamed a great 
many of love's young dreams ; but never among all her dreams 
or waking thoughts had she known a sadder or more sorrowful 
hour than the present. Even her soul—volatile, buoyant, and 
lively—found it impossible for a time to rally. She sat with 
clasped hands and bowed head, looking careworn, dejected, and 
utterly miserable ; and it was in this state of mind that Lopez 
found her on the following morning.

He felt again disappointed (in fact, Lopez was apparently 
always feeling disappointed), though why he should feel so is 
somewhat singular, since Katie would have been more than 
human, or less, if she had shown â joyous face in such a situation.

Lopez gave a sigh by way of salutation. Katie did not look 
up, but knew perfectly well who it was and what he wanted.

11 hope you have found this room more comfortable than th$ 
last,’ he began at length, after the usual salutation.
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1 I’m sure I don’t see what comfort one can expect in such a 
place as this,’ was the reply.

‘ I’m sorry that I haven’t anything better to offer,’ said Lopez ;
1 anything that is in my power to grant I will do for you.’

‘ Those are merely idle words,’ said Katie. * There is one 
thing, and one only, that I wish, and that you can give ; that 
one thing you have no right to keep from me, and yet it is use­
less to ask you for it.’

‘ Useless—oh, do not say that ! Tell me what it is.
‘ My freedom,’ said Katie earnestly.
‘ Freedom !’ said Lopez ; * why, you are free—free as a bird !’
‘ Yes, as a bird in a cage,’ was the bitter reply.
‘ Ladies must always be under some restraint,’ said Lopez ;

‘ otherwise, you are perfectly free.’
‘ This, sir,’ said Katie hotly, ‘I consider insult ; it is nothing 

less than mockery at mv distress. Is it freedom to be locked 
up in a cell and cut off from all my friends ?’

Lopez gave a gasp. He was anxious to please Katie, yet this 
was a bad, a very bad beginning.

‘ Why,’ said he, ‘ where can you go ?’
1 You will not even let me go about the castle,’ said Katie.

‘ If you barred your gates, and let me move about inside, even 
then it would be imprisonment : but you lock me in this cell, 
and then you come to mock me.’

' Great Heaven !’ said Lopez. 1 Oh, sefforita ! won’t you un­
derstand ? Let me explain. This castle is full of rough, rude 
men. It would not be safe for you to move about. They are 
not trained servants ; they are brutal and fierce. If you went 
among them you would be exposed to insult.’

‘My attendant comes and goes,’ said Katie ; 1 she is not in­
sulted. Why may I not be at least as free as she is ?’

‘ Because.’ said Lopez, ‘ you are a lady ; she is only a common 
woman. Things would be insults to you which she only laughs 
at. I cannot allow you to expose yourself to the brutal ribaldry 
of the ruffians below. If a father had his daughter here, he 
would lock her up, as I do you, out of affection.’

At this Katie turned her head away, with the air of one who 
was utterly incredulous, and felt the uselessness of argument.

Lopez was silent for a few moments. Then he went on.
‘ Listen,’ said he, ‘ and see if you have reason to be angry with 

me. Let me tell you some little of what I have done. But for 
me, you would still be a prisoner in the hands of a remorseless 
villain, a common brigand. Listen to me, I entreat you, and 
then tell me if you are right in blaming me. As soon as I was 
freed I hurried on to Vittoria, the nearest military station. I 
had but one idea—the rescue of you from the hands of those 
villains. At Vittoria, after incredible effort, I succeeded in
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getting a detachment of men from the commandant. With 
these I set forth on the following morning, trying to find my 
way to you. It was an almost impossible task. The country, 
never thickly inhabited, was literally deserted. I could find no 
one to ask, and could find no trace of your captors anywhere. 
I did, however, what I could, and sought everywhere most pain­
fully and perseveringly. At length, just as I was beginning to 
despair, chance—the merest chance—threw in my wav a couple 
of fugitives. These, fortunately, were able to give me the in­
formation I wanted. One of them knew all about this castle, 
and knew that you were here. With this help I w’as able to 
find my way here. And now I was once more favoured by the 
merest chance. Had I tried to capture the place in a regular 
fashion I should have been driven back, for this castle is im­
pregnable, except to artillery ; but my guide knew of a subter­
ranean passage-way, and guided me through this into the court­
yard. Once here, I found all the men in a careless condition, 
and made a rush upon them before they could get their arms. 
Over and oveV again I risked my life in the fight that followed, 
while pressing forward in my eagerness to find you before they 
could get you off. I found you at last. I was full of joy and 
triumph at the thought of rescuing you from a loathsome cap­
tivity. Judge of my surprise and bitter disappointment when 
I saw you so indifferent, when you met me so coolly ; and, 
instead of showing gratitude, seemed* rather angry at me than 
otherwise.’

Lopez paused here to see the effect of his eloquent speech.
Katie looked up.
‘ It was not captivity, as you call it,’ said she ; ‘ and if it was, 

it was not loathsome. That word, sen or, is far more applicable 
to my present condition.’

‘ You don’t know,’ said Lopez. ‘ YouNcan’t understand. You 
must have been under some fatal misapprehension. Is it pos­
sible that you were ignorant of the character of your captor—a 
mere brigand—one who pretends to be a Carlist, merely that 
he may rob passengers, or capture them and hold them to ran­
som ? Have you been all this time in such ignorance ?’

‘ No, senor ; I knew in whose hands I had fallen—he is aman 
of honour !’

1 A man of honour !’ cried Lopez, in amazement.
‘ Senor, you cannot know yet who he is. I must tell you. He 

is the King of Spain—his Majesty King Charles !’
1 Don Carlos !’ cried Lopez.
At this information he stood transfixed with amazement. 

Nothing was more probable than that Don Carlos had been in 
the castle, though he did not suppose that Don Carlos would 
rob travellers or hold them to ransom. And then there came
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Upon him the bitter thought of all that he had lost by the 
escape of this distinguished personage. Had he captured him, 
he would have been certain of immortal glory—of advancement, 
of high command, honour, wealth, everything which a grateful 
government could bestow. And all had slipped out of his hands 
by the narrowest chance. The thought of that lost glory well- 
nigh overcame him.

‘ I didn’t see him,’ he groaned, as he stood clasping his hands 
in an attitude of despair. 1 He must have left before I came.’

‘ He left,’ said Katie, ‘ while you were in the castle.’
4 Ah !’ said Lopez, 4 how do you know that ?’
4 Because,’ said Katie, 41 saw him when he left.’
4 But you were in that room. How could he leave that 

room ?’
41 saw him when he left,’ said Katie,4 that is all. You need 

not believe me unless you wish, but it is true.’
Lopez had to believe her.
4 And what is more,’ said Katie, 4 you will not remain here 

long. He will soon be back.’
4 Pooh !’ said Lopez, 4 he can do nothing. He can’t get in 

here. This castle is impregnable to anything less than an 
army.’

4 But you got in.’
4 But I’ve guarded that passage so that others cannot,’ said he.
4 Do you think,' said she, 4 that there are no other secret pas­

sages than that ?’
Katie had drawn a bow at a venture. She knew from the 

statements of Dolores that there were secret passages all about ; 
but whether there were any others that ran out into the country 
outside she did not know. Still, she thought she would try 
the effect of this on Lopez. She was fully satisfied with the 
result of her experiment.

Lopez started and stared.
4 Other secret passages !’ he said. 4 Do you know of any ?’
4 If I did I would not tell,’ said Katie.
Lopez was much disturbed. He did not know but that there 

really were other secret passages. The escape of 4 his Majesty ’ 
seemed to point to this. He determined to institute a thorough 
search.

4 I’ll find out every passage in the castle before evening,’ 
said he.

Katie smiled. She did not believe that he would find one. 
Lopez felt nettled at her smile.

4 You don’t believe I shall find them,’ said he. 4 If I don’t 
find them I shall conclude that they are not there.’

4 A very safe conclusion !’ said Katie.
Lopez felt angry. He had come hoping to make an impres-
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sion on Katie by telling her of his love and devotion. In this 
he had been miserably disappointed. He had become angry 
and excited. He was no longer in a fit mood to appeal to tier 
feelings, and he felt it. He therefore concluded that it would 
be best to retire for the present, and come again after he had 
grown calmer.

CHAPTER XLIV.

HOW LOPEZ HAS ANOTHER CONVERSATION WITH KATIE, AND
FEELS PUZZLED.

It was not much more than an hour afterward when Lopez paid 
Katie a second visit. By that time he had overcome all his ex­
citement, and had settled upon a plan of action • of a different 
kind. It was of no use, he saw, to appeal to Katie’s feelings, 
and so he thought that he would try the effect of a little pressure 
of a moral character.

‘ I hope you will pardon me,’ said he, ‘ for troubling you again, 
but it is necessary for us to understand one another, and I think 
you do not see exactly how I am situated.’

At this Katie made no observation, but drew a long breath, 
and leaned back with the air of a martyr. This was excessively 
aggravating to Lopez, but he managed to smother his irritation, 
and proceeded :

‘ Pardon me, senorita, if I have to recall the past. I saw you, 
as you remember, some months ago for the first time, and found 
you not unwilling to receive my attentions. From the first 
moment of my acquaintance with you I loved you, and thought 
that I had reason for hope. Lovers are always sanguine.’

‘ I can assure you, seiior,’ said Katie, ‘ I do not see how you 
could have found any reason to hope in this case.’

Lopez felt this rebuff very keenly, but kept his temper.
‘ I was merely speaking of my own hopes,’ said he mildly, 

‘and you certainly were far more amiable than you now are.’
‘ I’m sure, senor, I should be sorry to be otherwise than 

amiable, but sleepless nights and solitary confinement must 
necessarily affect one’s temper. I can only say I do not wish 
to be rude.’

‘ Pardon me—rude ? That is impossible,’ said Lopez, grasping 
eagerly at this as at some small concession. ‘ I only want you to 
give me now a fair hearing. Let me say, once for all, that I 
loved you then, aud have loved you ever since, most devotedly.’

‘ I suppose I have to listen,’ said Katie, ‘ as I am your prisoner ; 
but I will only hint that before speaking of love it might be as 
well to set me free.’



A CASTLE IN SPA TV. 225

Lopez drew a long breath. It was hard indeed for him to 
keep down his anger.

4 Very well,’ said he, taking no notice of her words. 4 In the 
midst of my hopes there came this English Ashby, and at once 
I felt that I was pushed into the background. I bore my dis­
appointment as well as I could, and in addition to this I put up 
with things of which you never knew. That man had a most 
insolent manner. He was wealthy. He was purse-proud, and 
excited universal hate by his overbearing ways. There was 
always the clink of gold in his voice, and even in his step. I 
have even received insults from him.’

4 Why did you put up with insults ?’ asked Katie. ‘ I thought 
that no Spaniard ever allowed himself to be insulted.’

4 For your sake,’ said Lopez, in a tender voice. 4 For your sake 
I endured all.’

4 For my sake ! I am at a loss to see why you should allow any 
one to insult you for my sake.’

4 Ah ! there were many reasons why I had to be very, very 
patient for your sake. In the first place, I saw that you preferred 
him to me, and I feared that if I quarrelled with him you would 
hate me ; and that would have been worse than death. Again, 
if I had quarrelled with him, you would have been known as 
the cause, and would have been talked about ; and in Spain it 
is a great dishonour to a young lady to be talked about. But 
do not suppose that I would have allowed him to insult me 
with impunity. No; a day was to come for a settlement, and 
he knew it. When we left Madrid we had agreed upon a meet­
ing.’

* I didn’t know that,’ said Katie carelessly.
Lopez was struck with this careless tone with regard to a 

matter which affected the life of Ashby : for it was hardly 
possible that Ashby could have come unharmed out of a mortal 
combat, but he took no notice of it.

‘ Such,’ said he,4 was the state of affairs up to the hour of our 
journey. Then the train was stopped, and I moved heaven and 
earth to follow you and effect your rescue, with what success you 
perceive ; for here I am, and this castle is in my hands.’

41 must protest,’ said Katie, with much dignity,4 against your 
using such a word as 44 rescue ” with reference to me. I consider 
that I have been seized and thrown into prison. I do not wish 
to be unkind ; I merely say this in justice to myself, and also to 
“his Majesty” the King, of whom I was merely the honoured 
guest, with plenty of friends around me.’

At this Lopez was struck dumb with vexation. Never could 
Katie be brought to look upon his really gallant and daring ex­
ploit in its proper light. And yet he could not disprove her 
assertion. He did not know what had been her position here.

*5
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If the King had really been here, it was, after all, quite possible 
that she had been, as she said, an honoured guest.

His Majesty,” * said Katie, in a calm and placid tone, * was 
most attentive. He did his utmost to alleviate our dulness. He 
paid us constant visits, and assured us over and over again, that 
our stay was to l>e but short. Never have I met with one who 
was more kind, more considerate, and at the same time more 
lively. Always laughing and cheerful, he seemed more like some 
well-known friend than the great king of a great country. With 
us he forgot all the cares of his situation. He was gallant, chi­
valrous—more, he was even pleased to be merry, ami to indulge 
in many little pleasantries. And now you perceive, Seflor Cap­
tain, what the real change in my situation has been. It has been 
from sunshine to gloom ; from laughter to team ; from bright and 
pleasant society to loneliness and despair.’

This was putting it strong—very strong indeed, and Lopez felt 
it in his very soul. He at once gave up any further efforts in this 
direction. >He had nothing more to offer in answer to such a 
statement as this. Ho felt it to be a fact that Katie had been 
happy before lie came, and that she was now miserable. What­
ever the cause was, there was the unanswerable fact.

He now adopted a severe tone.
‘You are aware, seflora,’ said he,‘that when I captured this 

castle there were several prisoners.’
Katie nodded.
‘ I suppose so,’ said she. ‘ I don’t know.’
‘ Very weH. Among them was your dear friend——’
‘ My dear friend? Who/ Not “ his Majesty ?” ’
Lopez laughed bitterly. 1 How transparent that little trick 

is,’ he said to himself.
‘By “your dear friend,”’ said he, ‘I mean, of course, Mr. 

Ashby.’
‘ Mr. Ashby ! Oh !' said Katie.
To tell the truth, by this time Katie had almost forgotten his 

existence. She seemed to herself to have lived years since last 
she spoke to Mr. Ashby. So she said, in an indifferent tone,

‘ Mr. Ashby ? Oh V
Lopez, of course, thought this a part of her assumed indifference, 

and smiled at his own penetration. He could see through her 
little arts ; and he knew something which would soon force her 
to tear away her mask.

1 He is arrested as a spy,’ said Lopez abruptly.
‘ A spy !’ said Katie ; ‘ Mr. Ashby a spy ! Why, he hasn’t been 

a spy. I don’t understand.’"
‘ Whether he is one or not,’ said Lopez harshly, ‘ will soon 

appear, as he will be tried by court-martial to-day. In times 
like these no mercy is shown to spies. The country is swarming
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with them. They have a short trial, a quick sentence, and a 
summary execution.'

1 Still, said Katie, * 1 don't see how you can make out that 
Mr. Ashby is a spy.1

Katie showed no horror at all, no excitement whatever, and 
Lopez was proportionally amazed. He had not expected this.

‘1 can't tell, said he; ' the court-martial will deal with him.
1 dare say he is a spy, and 1 fully expect that he will he shot.’

' Well,’said Katie, ' I dare say he must be. You seem to hate 
him so, ami you say lie has insulted you, so you will take thin 
way of being revenged. All the same, I shouldn't like to deal 
that way with my enemy. Poor Mr. Ashby I It's very, very 
sad ! Oh, what would “his Majesty” think, if he were to hear 
this !’

Once more Lopez was struck dumb. He had counted with 
certainty upon producing a strong el feet ou Katie. I ly holding 
Ashby’s doom over her head, he hoped to influence her. Hut 
this tremendous blow hud fallen, and had evidently not been 
felt. For Ashby and for his fate Katie had nothing but the moat 
commonplace expressions of pity—flu horror, no grief, no despair, 
nothing of the sort.

In fact, so completely overcome was Lopez by this unexpected 
result of his interview with Katie, that he left abruptly.

He was full of wonder. * Is it possible,' he thought, ' that this 
is her English stubbornness / ('an she have so much of that in­
fernal English stolidity as to be able to conceal so perfectly her 
deepest feelings f Impossible! Does she love Ashby I Hhe 
cannot I Does she love anybody I No! Can she love î I don't 
believe it I What a girl I what a girl I And she seems so gentle, 
so timid, but in reality she’s as brrtTTlxs a lion, and as fierce ss a 
she-tigur. By heavens ! she slndl Ju^fnine, if she’s the Evil One 
himself.

‘ And that poor fool AslibVf thinks she lows him I Hah I she 
earns no more for him than miV does for me. Xl’he idiot ! This 
is a sweeter vengeance for wiiW than anything else. And, by 
heavens I he shall still be prekeiX at our marriage. For married 
we shall be, in spite of Fate, evknxjf I have to gain her consent 
with the muzzle of my pistol agaihstdler brow.’

CHAPTElt XLV.
IN WHICH HARRY AHK.H A FAVOUR, AXp LOPEZ HEOIN8 TO 818 A

LITTLE LIUIIT. ' x

While Lopez was thus chafing and fuming, hmwas accosted by 
Harry Harry’s position was peculiar, and Aiot particularly 
enviable. Ho had been informed that he was a free man, and

__  / «5-2
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master of his own actions. Lopez had nothing against him, and 
by this time had forgotten even his existence. After his deliver­
ance, Harry had gone mooning about, stared at by all in the 
castle, until at length he had fallen asleep.

In the morning he made a great discovery. This was the fact 
that his freedom to go was useless, and that he was still a prisoner 
here—a prisoner, though a voluntary one—a prisoner bound to 
this place by bonds stronger than iron manacles or walls of 
stone. These bonds were the feelings which had started up 
within him before he wras aware, and now held him fast tied to 
Katie. He awoke to feel that his present freedom was far less 
sweet than his late captivity—that delightful captivity with its 
stolen interviews, and the sweet thoughts of her who was so near.

And where was she now ? He had seen nothing of her. 
Had she tied ? But how, and why, and where would she have 
fled from him? Had she been captured? But why? Who 
would capture her ? Yet where was she ? These were the 
questions that came thronging upon him to vex his soul and 
destroy his peace ; so that it was for the purpose of finding out 
something definite about her that he had sought out Lopez.

He looked pale and agitated. Lopez, preoccupied though he 
was, could not help noticing this, and he thought that Harry 
must be suffering from anxiety about his friend Ashby. This, 
however, he immediately found, from Harry's first question, to 
be a great mistake. Harry was far from suspecting the state 
of mind in which Lopez was—how full of love and jealousy and 
suspicion ; how at that very moment he was eager to penetrate 
into the secret of Katie’s heart. In fàct, Harry suspected 
nothing at all, and so was not at all on his guard, but blurted 
out all his feelings.

‘ Captain Lopez,’ he began, ‘ did you see a young English 
lady here last night—a Miss Westlotorn ?’

4 Yes,’ said Lopez.
‘ Did you ? Is she— Did— Is—is—is she in—in the castle?’ 

stammered Harry, in distress and deep agitation.
There was not one expression on Harry's face nor one tremor 

in his faltering voice that was not instantly marked by Lopez. 
There seemed in this to be some clue to the mystery.

4 She is in the castle,’ said Lopez.
1 Where—when—where ?’ said Harry excitedly. 1 I’ve been 

looking for her everywhere. I’ve gone over the whole castle. I 
hope she isn't hurt ! Is she safe ? Did she fall into the hands 
of the soldiers ?’

4 She fell into my hands,’ said Lopez bluntly.
Harry fastened on him a look of devouring anxiety.
4 Did you—is she—what did—when—that is—is she safe ?’
1 She is safe,’ said Lopes.

i



A CASTLE LX SPAIN. 229

Harry drew a long breath.
I You Bee,’ said he, with a little more composure, ‘ I have felt 

anxious about her. I have been worried, you know, and I have 
felt anxious about her—in fact, you know, I have felt anxious 
about her.’

‘ She is kept out of the way just now,’ said Lopez, ‘on account 
of the riot in the castle, and the dread we have of an attack. I 
don’t care about letting the men know she is here.’

Harry drew a breath of relief.
‘ I'm glad,’ he said.
Another sigh followed. Then he looked wistfully at Lopez.
* Would it be too much to ask—if I were to ask—if you 

would present me—to—to pay my respects to her, as an old 
friend ?’

‘ Impossible, seuor,’ said Lopez. ‘ She is with the women ; 
you couldn’t visit her. You will be able to pay your respects to 
her after she reaches Vittoria, or some other place of safety. 
Until then it is impossible. As for yourself, I hope you are 
comfortable ; and whenever you wish to go you may go.’

Harry sighed, and stood as one in a dream.
II think,’ said he, ‘ I shall not go—just yet. Perhaps I may 

wait till the rest are going.’
‘ Good-morning, sen or,’ said Lopez, walking away.
Harry stood rooted to the spot.
As Lopez walked off, he felt that he had got hold of some­

thing which might be used against Katie. ‘ Another’—he said 
to himself—‘ another poor fool who has become infatuated, like 
myself ; but now the power is mine, and I will use it. Yes ; 
perhaps she herself may feel toward this man something of what 
I feel toward her. If so—if so—I’ll drag the secret out of her. 
But, by heaven ! that poor fool is standing there yet. There’s 
a mad lover for you ! Ha, ha ! Is he any worse than I have 
been ? Let me see. Suppose I had been taken prisoner as he 
has been, shut up with her in a castle, then freed ; would I not 
long to see her ? Would not liberty be useless without her ? 
That man can’t leave his prison-house. She is here—she is 
here ; that’s enough. Yet what is she to him ? Is not this man 
Ashby’s friend ? I saw them meet at the hotel in Burgos as I 
watched Ashby. They greeted like brothers, and went off to­
gether for the night. And he—why, he has fallen in love with 
his friend’s betrothed ! his friend's—ha, ha !—betrothed—ha, ha! 
—and, by Jove ! why not ? That girl could make a saint fall 
in love with her. That girl—why, she oughtn’t to be allowed 
to go at large, and therefore I’ve shut her up ; and shut up she 
shall be for the remainder of her days, like a good Spanish wife. 
But I must have a few more words with my moonstruck 
lover.’
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With these thoughts Lopez sauntered back to where Harry 
was standing, fixed upon the spot where he had left him.

1 Pardon, sefior,’ said he, ‘ but it seems to me that you take a 
deep interest in the sefiorita. May I ask if she is a relative ? 
In that case some allowance might be made : she might not 
object to see a relative.’

* Oh,’ said Harry eagerly, his whole face gleaming with joy,
‘ she will never object to see me. Ask her ; ask her. She will 
be delighted to see me.’

At this there were two distinct feelings struggling for the 
mastery in the breast of the Spaniard ; one was exultation at 
the ready way in which Harry had fallen into his trap ; the 
other was one of jealousy at Harry’s easy confidence. He had 
never felt such confidence fit finding a welcome reception from 
Katie. However, he was now on the right track, and he deter­
mined to follow it up.

‘ Are you a relative of the lady’s ?’ he asked.
* Well no*-not exactly a relative,’ said Harry.
1 Ah ! perhaps a connection by marriage ?’
‘ Well, no—not exactly a connection, either----- ’
‘ Well, you see, sen or, in Spain etiquette is very strict, and 

our ladies are under more restraint than with you. I must treat 
this lady in accordance with my own feelings, and a Spanish 
gentleman would feel as if he were slighting a lady if he were 
to act out of accordance with Spanish etiquette.’

‘ Oh,’ said Harry earnestly, ‘ she is an English lady.’
‘ But I am a Spanish gentleman.’
Harry drew a long breath. He was in despair, ^h, how he 

longed to be Katie’s third cousin for a few minutes r!
‘ I am very sorry,’ said Lopez , ‘ but you see I have to be 

guided by my own Sense of propriety. I suppose you are a very 
old friend, sefior ; yet I have been quite intimate witl^ the 
sefiorita myself, and never heard her mention your name.’

* Well,’ said Harry, ‘ I have not known her very long.’
1 She used to speak freely of all her English friends,’ continued 

Lopez ; 1 for you see she had not many, having lived so long in 
Spain ; and so I was surprised to hear you speak of her as so 
intimate a friend.’

‘ Well,’ said Harry, ‘ my acquaintance with her is not of very 
long standing.’

‘ You were not acquainted with her at Madrid ?’ said 
Lopez.

‘ No,’ said Harry dreamily.
‘ Nor at Cadiz ?’ continued Lopez.
‘ No—not Cadiz.’
‘ Then, sefior, you could only" have made her acquaintance on 

this journey,’ said Lopez, with a smile, which was not merely
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Ent on for a purpose. He felt like smiling, so successful had 
e been in getting at the truth.
Harry looked confused.
1 Well, you see, sefior, in captivity, or on a journey, people are 

very much thrown together, and they make friendships very fast.'
1 Oh yes,’ said Lopez, 11 understand. In short, it amounts to 

this, that one day of such intercourse, so free, so unconventional, 
is equal to a whole year, or even a whole lifetime, of the formal 
intercourse of ordinary social life. Well, seiior, I am sorry. 
I came back thinking that you might be some near relative 
or connection. My own ideas and habits do not ' allow me to 
permit what you ask ; but the seilorita will be her own mistress 
in time, and then of course she can see whom she chooses.’

And now, for a second time, Lopez walked away, thinking 
that he understood all. ‘ Another victim,’ he thought. ‘ And in 
two or three days : in that time she has turned his head. And
does she return his passion ? Is she as indifferent to him as she
is to me, and to Ashby ? I will soon find out.’

CHAPTER XLVI.
IN WHICH LOPEZ MAKES A FRESH ASSAULT, AND KATIE 

BREAKS DOWN UTTERLY.

Once more Lopez called upon Katie ; it was about two hours 
after his last call. This was his third call in oue day. She looked 
surprised and also vexed.

' A little matter has occurred to me,’ said he, ‘ which I thought 
I would mention to you, as it ought to be of some concern to 
you.’

* Ah V said Katie languidly, as Lopez paused. She seemed to 
be more indifferent, if possible, than ever ; more self-absorbed, 
and more bored with his society.

‘ It’s about a certain Mr. Rivers,’ continued Lopez.
It was not without very careful premeditation that Lopez had 

entered upon this interview, and the result of his thoughts was 
that he had decided upon introducing this matter in the most 

’lie. But in all his speculations as to the- 1
effect of this new scheme, he had never imagined any­

thing like the reality as he now witnessed it.
At the mention of that name Katie’s manner changed instantly 

and utterly. From languor, from indifference, and from bore­
dom, she started up erect with wild excitement and terrified 
interest. In her face there was a perfect anguish of fear and 
apprehension. Her eyes stared upon him in utter horror ; she 
gasped for breath, and it was not until some time that she could 
articulate a few words.
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‘ Mr.—Mr,—Rivera !’ she gasped. ‘ Did you say—Mr. 
Rivers V

However amazed Lopez was at Katie's iuteusityof excitement, 
he made no reference to it, and answered in a quiet and matter- 
of-fact tone.

‘ He said he was acquainted with you, and wanted to see you.’
* To see me ? Mr. Rivera V said Katie, still agitated. ‘ And 

can—can he—will he—will you let him i Did you consent V
‘ Well,’ said Lopez, 1 you see, there were reasons----- ’
‘ Reasons !’ repeated Katie, all tremulously, and in dire sus­

pense—‘ reasons !’ She waited his reply breathlessly. The 
thought of Harry being in the power of Lopez, of the hate and 
malignant vengeance which Lopez might pour forth upon his 
devoted head, had all occurred to her at once at the mention of 
his name, and still overwhelmed her.

‘ In Spain, you know,’ said Lopez, ‘ there is not such freedom 
of social intercourse between young unmarried ladies and gentle­
men as in Eligland, and I did not think that you would feel like 
violating our Spanish etiquette.’

‘ Spanish etiquette !’ cried Katie, with nervous eagerness ; 
‘ oh, that is nothing. Tell him he may come—he may come ; 
tell him he may come— I shall be most happy to see him—I shall 
be so glad to see him ! I shall—oh, I shall—be— I shall be—oh 
yes, glad to see him !’

Katie was struggling with intense feeling. Her feelings carried 
her away completely. Lopez saw this plainly, and felt, as he had 
felt in Ashby’s case, partly triumphant exultation, partly the 
bitterest jealousy. But he had a careful guard over every exhi­
bition of his own feelings. And yet, in the midst of his exulta­
tion, his jealousy, and his efforts at self-control, he marvelled 
greatly at the intensity of feeling displayed by this girl, whom 
he had believed to be so immovable. And for whom i—for an 
acquaintance of three days’ standing.

‘ Oh, but you see,’ said he, ‘ there is something else to prevent, 
unfortunately.’

‘ Something else !’ repeated Katie, in a low, trembling voice ; 
‘ and unfortunately / Did you say unfortunately V

‘ I said unfortunately,’ said Lopez. ‘ You see—I forgot to 
mention it before, as I did not know that you were acquainted 
with him—but this Rivers has been arrested as a spy.’

This was, of course, untrue ; but Lopez was merely trying an 
experiment on Katie.

The experiment was fearfully successful.
In an instant all that Lopez had said at their last interview 

about the fate of spies rushed to her mind. Ashby’s fate she had 
regarded with mild pity, but the fate of Rivers seemed to crush 
her down into the dust.



A CASTLE IN SPAIN. 233

She clutched the arm of Lopez convulsively with both her 
hands ; she raised up her face, white with horror ; she gasped 
for breath.

4 Oh, senor ! oh, sefior !’ she cried ; 4 what is it that you mean Î 
A spy ! Harry a spy, and arrested ! Oh, you cannot mean it ! 
Say that you do not mean it ! Oh, say it—say it !’

She could say no more. Her grasp loosened. She fell back, 
and, burying her face in her hands, burst into a passion of tears. 
Sobs convulsed that slender frame. Lopez sat with a bitter smile 
regarding her.

4 You seem to value the life of this Rivers,’ said he at length, 
after a long silence.

Katie lifted her face, and regarded him with eyes all red and 
swollen.

4 His life !’ she exclaimed, with a shudder—4 his life ! Ah, 
that is it ! And I see in your face that there is—no—hope. Oh, 
Harry! oh, Harry, Harry !’

Her voice died away in a low shudder. Lopez himself was 
moved. He had not been in the least prepared for such an utter 
breakdown as this. Ah ! now he saw that Katie could love, 
and how she could love ! At the force of that love all else passed 
away—pride, shame, hate, all ; everything was forgotten except 
that name, upon which her voice dwelt with such longing.

4 Yes,’ he said, 4 he is a spy. He is now being tried, or rather, 
he has been tried—for I may as well tell it—and has been con­
demned. I need say no more about it ; I have already said 
enough. You know the fate of a condemned spy. Before 
another hour all will be over.’

At first Katie seemed about to faint, but the last sentence 
roused her. She started up, and again seized his arm with her 
convulsive grasp. With white, tremulous lips, she said, in a low 
voice which had sunk to a whisper :

4 An hour ! an hour ! Did you say—another hour ?’
Lopez bowed his head in silence.
4 But you—you—you’ said Katie fiercely—‘ you do not believe 

him guilty V
41 have nothing to do with it,’ said Lopez coldly.
4 Nothing to do 1 Are you not commander here V
4 Yes.’
‘Can you do nothing V she asked again.
4 No. The trial is over. His fate has already been decided ; 

in another hour all will be over.’
The repetition of these words roused Katie to a fresh outburst 

of despairing grief.
4 Qh !’ said she ; 4 in so short a time ! so short !’
4 It was because he was so near his doom,’continued Lopez,4 that 

the condemned prisoner requested to see you, and I thought I would
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mention it. Had it not been for this request, he would have been 
shot without your knowing it.’

Katie wrung her hands, in a blind passion of despair.
‘Oh!’she burst forth, 1 something must be done ! He shall 

not die ! He must not! Oh, heavens ! how can I live, and 
think of it 1 Harry ! Harry ! was there no one to speak for 
you ? A spy / It’s false ! He was a simple traveller. Oh, 
Captain Lopez, there must be some way of saving him, or at 
least of deferring his doom. Can it not be put off—for one 
day ?’

* That would be of no avail,’ said Lopez.
‘ One day !’ pleaded Katie, in eager tones.
1 It’s useless,’ said Lopez ; ‘ it’s impossible. The sentence of the 

court cannot be revoked.’ ,
‘ But time flies ! Oh, Captain Lopez, can you not let him go V
* Oh yes,’ said Lopez. ‘ 1 can do that, easily enough. I could 

let him out, so that he could escape.’
At this Ka,tie fell on her knees, and clasped the hands of Lopez.
‘ Oh, Captain Lopez, I kneel to you ! I pray to you ! *On mv 

knees I pray for his life ! Let him fly ! Oh, let him fly ! Oh, I 
pray—I pray on ray knees !’

Lopez drew a long breath. This scene was terrible to him in’ 
many ways ; but, above all, it was terrible to see what love was 
thus lavished on this comparative stranger, when he would risk 
his life, and had risked his life, for a single smile. /

1 Think,’ said he, 1 what it is that you ask. The moment I let ^ 
him go, that moment I myself am a criminal, I myself am con­
demned. I must fly—I must become a ruined man ! Ruined 1 
Worse ; dishonoured, disgraced, in my native land ; I who have 
had high ambitions, and have won no mean distinctions. And 
yet do you ask this of me V

Katie bowed her head down ; she kissed his hands, and in 
tremulous tones said :

1 Oh, I must—I must ! I do !’
Lopez was trembling from head to foot. He himself could 

now scarcely speak from agitation.
1 And may I,’ he said, in a low voice—‘ may I—ask—nothing 

from you—when I give up—honour, life, hope, all—for your 
sake ?’ t

There was a suggestiveness in this question which flashed at 
once in all its fullest meaning into Katie’s mind. She dropped 
his hands ; she sank upon the floor ; she bowed her head trem­
blingly and despairingly.

Lopez looked at her with an agitation equal to her own, and a 
despair only less. She loved another—she could never love him ; 
she loved another—oh, how vehemently, how dearly she loved 
him ! Yet she must be his !
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‘One hour was allowed him,’ murmured Lopez—‘one hour to 
prepare. Much of that hour has already passed. Say, will you 
save his life ? and shall I set him free Î Say, shall I go to ruin ? 
Say, will you give up as much for me as I am ready to give up 
for you ? Quick—another minute, and it may be too late !’

Katie started up wildly.
‘Go ! go !’ she said, in a hot, feverish whisper. * Haste—fly— 

save him !’
‘You promise V said Lopez.
‘ Oh, my God ! yes !’ cried Katie, and fell senseless to the floor.
‘ See to your mistress/ said Lopez, in a faltering voice, as he 

went outside and met the attendant there.
Then Lopez went away, not to free Harry, for he was already 

free, but to a lonely room, where he flung himself on his face on 
the stony floor, and lay there long, weeping like a child.

For the agony of this man at winning Katie thus was equal to 
that of Katie over her act of self-sacrifice.

CHAPTER XLVII.
IN WHICH LOPEZ USES HIS ADVANTAGE TO THE UTTERMOST, 

AND KATIE SINKS INTO DEEPER DESPAIR.
And so Lopez had resolved to gratify both his love and his ven­
geance. He was determined at all hazards to force Katie to be 
his wife ; and at the same time he would be able to take a 
sweet and most effective revenge on the hated Ashby. As for 
this new lover, Rivers, who had so unexpectedly started up, the 
decision was more difficult. He felt no hate toward him, as he 
did toward Ashby. He had received no insults at his hands. 
There was in Harry’s manner none of that outrageous super­
ciliousness which had made Ashby so detestable. The face of 
Rivers was of itself one which conciliated all, and his character 
was visible in his frank, free and easy manners. With such a 
roan it was almost impossible to quarrel ; still, the jealousy of 
Lopez had been roused at the discovery of Katie’s love for 
Rivers, and for this he felt a resentment. He determined, 
therefore, to include that young man in his plans, and thought 
that the simplest and most effective mode of dealing with him 
would be to invite him also to the wedding. Thus both the 
lovers should see with their own eyes the end of this affair. 
Ashby should see it, Rivers also should see it. The prospect 
was a delightful one, and did much toward restoring Lopez to 
his equanimity.

1 Aha !’ he said to himself, as he reached this conclusion— 
‘ aha, my tender, cooing doves ! how will you like that ?’

Another thought, which gave him almost equal delight, was 
that of the revenge which he would be able to take on Russell.
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Russell had stirred up his deepest hate. He had insulted him 
at Madrid, and had put a stop to his attentions to Katie. He 
had publicly expelled him from the railway carriage. Had he 
been Katie’s father, Lopez would have felt resentful enough, 
and would have found it hard to forgive ; but as he was merely 
a guardian, and as Katie had no affection for him, he was under 
no constraint whatever, and could gratify his revenge without any 
hindrance. It was to him a most delightful chance which had 
thrown Russell in his way under such peculiar and ridiculous 
relations to Rita ; and to take advantage of this was a happy 
thought, which filled him with such exultation that for a time 
he almost lost sight of the darker and more disheartening side 
of this affair.

That darker side was the aversion -which Katie had evinced 
toward himself. She had shown it. It was not merely her love 
for Rivers ; it was something like repugnance to himself which, 
had been evident at their first meeting. The juncture which 
he considered most favourable to his hopes had evidently been 
most unfavourable. He had hoped to be received as a deliverer ; 
he had only been viewed as a captor. Her face, her expression, 
her tears, her agony, were all present evermore to his memory.

He must see her soon. He must press on this marriage at 
once. Delay would only be worse. His situation here was pre­
carious. If he were to linger too long, the Carlists might rally, 
and he would be besieged. Before that could happen he must 
have Katie for his wife, and then retreat as fast as possible. 
He could not defer the marriage till they reached Vittoria, for 
then Katie would surely elude him and effect her escape. He 
concluded that he must be married on the following day at the 
farthest, and in the morning. To postpone it any longer was 
not to be thought of.

That evening he visited Katie once more. As he entered and 
looked at her, he was struck to the heart to see the change that 
had come over her. She was pale, thir, and haggard. She 
looked up hastily, with staring eyes. Then she started up and 
looked, but said nothing. But Lopez reflected that all this was 
the result of a love for another, and at that thought his pity 
passed away. He would go on with his work, he thought. He 
would not be defeated by unreasonable whims and violent yet 
fitful gusts of passion.

‘ He is safe !' said Lopez.
Katie clasped her hands. Her voice now returned, and, cast­

ing up her eyes, she ejaculated in low tones :
‘ Oh, thank Heaven !—but where—where—has he gone ?’
Lopez shook his head.
‘Not yet,’ said he ; ‘nor can he go—till your promise is ful­

filled.’
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Katie shuddered.
‘ Is there—is there—no other way ?’ she asked tremulously.
* No,' said Lopez. 4 And the promise must be fulfilled soon.’
* Soon !’ said Katie, with white lips.
41 will explain,’ said Lopez. 41 am in danger here in many 

ways—enemies all around. The moment that Rivers is released 
I am a ruined man. I too must fly ; but you must accompany 
me. So the moment that Rivers is free you must be mine. Our 
marriage must take place at once.’

4 At once !’ cried Katie, with a look of horror. 1 Oh heavens !’
Lopez drew a deep breath. This aversion of Katie toward 

himself was horrible.
4 Or else,’ continued Lopez, 4 in the event of your refusal----- ’
4 What ? what ?’
4 Rivers is a prisoner yet. He has been reprieved—that is all. 

The court did not decide.’
4 A prisoner—yet !’ repeated Katie.
4 He cannot go,’ said Lopez, 4 till we are married.’
4 Oh heavens !’
4 Till then he is in the greatest possible peril ; till then he is 

only safe by the most violent exercise of arbitrary authority on 
my part. Some of my followers are intensely excited ; all are 
mutinous ; they clamour for his death. They look at me with 
sinister faces and low muttered execrations. Witji these fierce, 
implacable spirits how can he be safe ? I am not safe myself. 
The moment I set him free I dare not remain behind. I cannot 
go —I will not go—without you. His life depends on you. My 
men cannot be long restrained. I myself have had to tell them 
that it is only for twenty-four hours.’

4 Oh heavens !’ cried Katie, in even deeper anguish.
4 Before that time is up he must go—yes, long before—so as 

to be well on his journey, out of reach of these fierce enemies. 
I must go soon after he does. I cannot go alone—I cannot give 
up everything. If I give up ambition for your sake, it is only 
fair that I should satisfy my love.’

4 Love !’cried Katie. 4 Oh ! Love! How can you talk of love !’
4 Love /’ said Lopez bitterly. 4 No one ever felt it so painfully 

as I.’
Katie was silent. She turned away, wringing her hands.
4 Do you wish his life ?’
4 His life ? Oh heavens ! am I not ready to lay down my life 

for him ?’
4 Lay down your life !’ repeated Lopez. 4 That is not wanted. 

No ! You have yet a long life to live in love and happiness.’
4 Never !’ said Katie vehemently. 4 There is no love or happi­

ness in life now for me. I love him—I love him, and him only! 
Oh, how I love him V



A CASTLE IN SPAIN.238

Lopez gave a sneering laugh.
4 Pardon me, you are too facile in your loves, seflorita, to talk 

in that strain. You love so easily that you will probably have 
many love-affairs in your happy future. You loved Ashby, and 
in a day or two you declare yourself ready to die for Rivers !'

This was a bitter taunt, but Katie's distress was so deep that 
she did not feel it.

4 Oh, I never knew love before V said she. ‘ I thought I loved 
Mr. Ashby ; but I was mistaken—I never loved him. It was 
nothing—1 was inexperienced—I didn’t understand—I didn’t 
know. But I know now. Oh, I know all now—all !’

Lopez felt rather pleased at Katie’s declaration about Ashby. 
He did not believe her altogether. He believed that she had 
loved him, but had forgotten him while flirting with another. 
If she had forgotten Ashby so readily, she would also forget 
Rivers with equal readiness, and say quite as boldly that she 
had never loved Rivers. This passion was a sudden whim—it 
was no more than a dream ; she was hardly in her right mind, 
she was infatuated. Of course she would get over it. And he 
determined to use his advantages to the utmost. So he returned 
to the subject.

1 You see,’ said he, 4 as long as Rivers is here, he is subject to 
the most deadly peril. He is even now in danger. Do you wish 
to save him ?’

1 Oh heavens !’ cried Katie. ‘ I do ! I do 1’
‘ Well, then, you must do as I have said.’
Katie moaneaA
4 Will you ?’f
4 Oh, let me wait ! I’ll promise anything—everything ; but, 

for Heaven’s sàke, let me wait—only a little, little time ! Oh, 
seffor, on my knees I fall—I pray, as I would pray to Heaven, 
give me time—dime—time ! only a little—only a very, very little !’

Katie knelt ; she put her palms together ; she looked up, as 
in prayer, to this mighty tyrant who held over her such power. 
Lopez could not endure this sight : it filled him with tender 
pity, with grief, with remorse. He began to yield.

instinctively he bent down and took her in his arms. He was 
about to grant her everything. He was about to tell her, with 
tears, that he would grant her years, if she would only promise 
to try to love him. But Katie misunderstood his action. The 
touch of his arms was enough—it was too much ! She tore 
herself away, and stood shuddering and weeping. Lopez felt 
that gesture of loathing and aversion cut like a knife to his in­
most being. At once all tenderness, all pity, departed. He 
determined to have no more of this trifling.

1 Listen 1’ said he coldly. 4 By saving Rivers I destroy myself. 
You must be my wife. I must then fly—do you hear?—fly
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from Spain, from my country, from all I have loved : I must be 
an exile. This is all for you. Think of all that I give up for 
you ! I cannot postpone. If I postpone, my people will kill 
Rivers and myself too. The life of Rivers depends on you 
alone.’

Katie said not a word. She was helpless.
4 To-morrow, early,’ said Lopez, 4 you must be mine. Rivera 

shall be then set free.’.
Without waiting for any further words, Lopez bade her adieu, 

and retired.

CHAPTER XLVIII.
HOW LOPEZ GOES TO SEE THE PRIEST ABOUT HIS MARRIAGE.

After leaving Katie, Lopez decided to give notice to the priest 
about the nature of the ceremony that was to be performed, and 
also to appoint the time for its performance on the following 
morning. As he entered the room, Talbot saw in his face the 
sign of some important purpose. At once she divined it. She 
had already made up her mind as to what that service would be 
that Lopez expected of her, and what her own action should be. 
Brooke also, in spite of his plausible arguments, was afraid that 
she was only too near the truth, and such terrors gathered 
around the prospect that he could not think of it. But now all 
suspense was at an end. The truth was about to be made 
known, and, whatever it was, they would have to face it.

1 Seilor,’ said Lopez, addressing himself to Brooke, yet 
courteously including Talbot in his glance, ‘ I have now come 
to tell you why I have required thus far the company of your 
friend the priest, and you may explain to him what I have to 
say. Is is for a very simple and pleasing ceremony—namely, a 
marriage.’

1 A marriage 1’ repeated Brooke in a low voice.
That word, sometimes so full of joyous meaning and so sur­

rounded with associations of mirth and festivity, now rang in 
Brooke’s ears with a sound as harsh and terrible as that of a 
death-knell. It was the word which he dreaded more than all 
others to hear from the lips of Lopez. His heart sank within 
him, and he knew not what to think, or where to turn for hope. 
That Talbot would refuse to perform this ceremony he felt 
convinced, but what would be the consequences of such a 
refusal under such circumstances ?

‘ The priest,’ continued Lopez, who had not noticed any 
difference in Brooke’s manner, and was not at all aware of the 
intense agitation which now pervaded all his frame—1 the priest
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will be ready to perform the ceremony at an early hour to­
morrow morning.’

‘ To-morrow morning !’ repeated Brooke mechanically.
Worse and worse ! This man was hurrying matters so that 

he did not leave any time for thought, much less for action. 
To-morrow morning, at an early hour ! Oh, terrible haste ! 
Oh, fearful flight of time ! Was there, then, so short a time 
until this new ordeal, with its new dangers ? Brooke shuddered. 
A sudden thought now came to him, at which he grasped 
eagerly. It was utterly useless, and he knew it, but it was all 
that he had to offer against this man’s resolution.

4 Can the priest officiate without the government license?’
4 Government license !’ repeated Lopez. ‘ Of course. The 

Church does not ask permission of the State to perform the 
solemn sacraments. What has the State to do with the acts of 
a priest of the Church ?’

‘ Oh, I don’t know,’ said Brooke dejectedly ; 4 it’s different in 
other countries.’ k

4 Spain,’ sati Lopez severely—1 Spain is a Christian country.’
1 True—true ; I forgot,’ sail Brooke.
‘ In an infidel country,’ continued Lopez, 4 like England or 

America, the State regulates marriage, of course ; but it is 
different in Spain—very different.’

Brooke scarcely heard this. He was groping about mentally 
in search of an idea. Another one came —a hopeless one, like 
the last—but he caught at it, since there was nothing else to do.

4 This priest,’ said he, 4 is an Englishman.’
4 Well,’ said Lopez, with a slight expression of surprise.
41 didn’t know but that it might make some difference,’ said 

Brooke meekly.
4 Difference ! How ?’
4 Not—not knowing your language, you know.’
4 My language,’ said Lopez ; 4 what does that matter ? He has 

the language of the Church, and that language every priest uses 
in the formulas and services of the Church, whether he is a 
Spaniard, or an Englishman, or an African negro. He cele­
brates the sacraments in the words laid down by the Church, 
and the languages of the various nations have nothing to do 
with these holy rites. I fear, senor, you are raising objections 
which will seem as strange and unreasonable to your friend, this 
good priest, as they do to me.’

At this Brooke was struck dumb. He had nothing more to say.
4 You will tell your friend,’ said Lopez, 4 to be ready at an 

early hour to-morrow morning. I also will do myself the 
honour, senor, to invite you to give us the pleasure of your 
company on this occasion.’

Brooke bowed, and murmured something about the conscious-



A CASTLE IN SPAIN. 241

ness which he had of the honour that Lopez had done him ; and 
in the midst of these commonplaces Lopez retired.

After his departure Brooke remained silent for a long time. 
Talbot feared the worst, and as she had divined already the 
meaning of this visit, she understood perfectly the feelings of 
Brooke. So she said not a word, but patiently waited until he 
chose to speak. At length he told her all.

I thought so,’ said Talbot.
‘ What will you do ?‘ asked Brooke in a low voice.
‘ Nothing,’ said Talbot simply.
1 Nothing ?’ repeated Brooke.
4 What can I do ?’
4 Can you not do what he requests ?' asked Brooke, in a 

trembling voice.
4 What ! and marry them ?’
‘ Why not ?’
It is impossible ! said Talbot firmly.

‘ Oh heavens !’ moaned Brooke, in a tone of despair.
4 Oh, Brooke, do not talk like that !’ said Talbot entreatingly. 

‘ Have I not already said all that can be said ?’
‘ Well,’ said Brooke, ‘ listen to reason for a moment. Only 

think what marriage is. It is a union of two loving hearts. In 
Scotland people marry themselves. Why cannot you do in Spain 
what you might safely do in Scotland ?’

• Yes,’ said Talbot, 1 and in Turkey a man may marry a 
hundred wives. Why may not you do in Spain what you may 
safely do in Turkey ? Oh, Brooke ! Brooke ! Are you alto­
gether candid now, and true to your better self ? Do not tempt 
me. Brooke. Do not try to shake me. My mind is clear on 
this point. I cannot do wrong, not even to please you, Brooke.’

As Talbot said this she looked at Brooke with a glance that 
penetrated to his soul. Her eyes showed unfathomable tender­
ness and devotion, yet her face and her voice told of a resolve 
that was immutable.

Then Brooke tried another tone.
1 Confound these Spaniards !’ he cried. ‘ Talbot 1 Talbot! 

Come, why not marry this couple of cursed fools and have done 
with it ?’

Of these words Talbot took no notice whatever. She was 
silent for a time and thoughtful. Then she went on to speak :

41 know. I begin, I think, to understand all about it. Th( 
girl he means to marry is this English girl, the daughter of Mrs 
Russell. Captain Lopez loved her, as we were told. He has 
followed her here, and effected her deliverance from her Carlist 
captors, and now, as a matter of course, she feels grateful to 
him, and is willing to marry him. But how can I do anything?

16



242 A CASTLE IN SPAIN.

I cannot. It is horrible sacrilege. It is frightful sin. No ; I 
will tell him the whole truth.’

Brooke looked at her with a face of anguish.
‘Oh, Talbot,’ said he, ‘ if you do. what will become of you T
‘ What ?’ said Talbot, in a firm voice.
‘ He will kill you—and worse than that,’ said Brooke.
1 Why should he kill me ?’ said Talbot. 4 It will do him no 

good. What cause will he have to kill me ?’
41 have thought it all over,’ said Brooke—1 all over a thousand 

times. I have speculated as to the possible result of a frank 
disclosure, and I’ve come to the conclusion that it is better to 
run every risk in this disguise, and go even to the verge of death, 
rather than divulge your secret now.’

4 Divulge my secret !’ said Talbot, in surprise. 4 And why 
not ? What is.there to divulge ? I have only to say that I am 
not a priest—I am an English lady, who have assumed this dis­
guise as a safeguard.’

Brooke sighed.
4 It’s too late, too late ! Oh, fool that I w\as—cursed, cursed 

fool ! But I w as afraid to trust those Republicans ; I feared 
that they might harm you if they knew you to be a woman. It 
was for your sake that I kept your secret, and nowit has turned 
out to be the very worst thing that I could have done.’

41 deny that it was the worst,’ said Talbot calmly. 4 Thus 
far it has protected me most effectively. As for the future, we 
have yet to choose our plans.’

4 Too late !’ said Brooke.
41 do not think so,’ said Talbot. 4 You do not give any reasons. 

At any rate, I will try----- ’
4 Do not ! do not !’ said Brooke earnestly. 4 It is too late. I 

will tell you. You see, this deception has gone on so long, and 
his trust in you is so profound, that the shock would be more 
than he could bear. As a priest you have won his confidence, 
even his reverence. If you now tell him that it was all a cheat, 
his wrath would burst forth beyond all bounds. He would con­
sider it an outrage on his holiest and most generous feelings. 
He would believe that you had wantonly trifled with all that is 
most sacred and most sensitive in the heart. Then there is 
more than this. For some reason he is bent on marrying this 
girl. If you refuse now, and tell him the truth, it will only in­
tensify his resentment against you, and turn it into a vengeful 
fury. There is no pain that he will not inflict. There will be 
nothing too horrible for his revenge. He will say that you de­
ceived and cheated him unnecessarily and persistently ; that 
even if there was a necessity for it in the first place, you might 
at least have confided in him after he had shown himself so 
merciful to me. He will say that you must have found him out
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to be a chivalrous gentleman, in whose protection you would 
have been safe, and this maintenance of your disguise all this 
time and up to the last moment was a mockery and a sham. 
And therefore.’ concluded Brooke, ‘ every other resource ought 
first to be tried, and this should not be made use of till all others 
have failed. It will be useless at any time ; but if it is made 
use of at all, it ought to be last of all.’

4 Well, I don t know,’ said Talbot doubtfully. 41 will do as 
you say, Brooke ; but to go on in this way, and keep up this 
disguise till the last, seems to me to involve certain destruction. 
I suppose he cannot be persuaded to postpone the marriage ?’

Brooke shook his head despondingly.
‘ No,’ said he,4 that is impossible. There is some strong reason 

for this haste. He has, perhaps, extorted some promise from 
the girl. Perhaps she does not love him. Perhaps he is afraid 
if he gives her time that she will back out of it, and is deter­
mined to marry her while he has the chance.’

* If that is the case,’ said Talbot, ‘it only makes it worse for 
me. If she does not love him, and all this is as you say, there 
is another and a stronger reason for my refusal to have anything 
to do with such sacrilege and sin.’

1 Oh, Talbot !’ said Brooke. He turned his face toward her. 
It was a face of agony ; there was despair in his look. ‘ Oh, 
Talbot ! I could bear this trial, any trial for myself ; but for 
you—for you, Talbot,’ he continued, in thrilling tones—‘for 
you I cannot bear it. Think ! Can you not do something ?’

Talbot trembled. Her eyes filled with tears. For a time she 
stood thus with quivering lips and trembling hands, struggling 
with her emotion, and without much success. When she was 
able at last to speak it was in tremulous, broken tones.

‘ Oh, Brooke !’ she said, ‘ for your sake I would do anything, 
anything ; but I cannot, even for your sake, do wrong to others. 
For you—if it were myself alone that were concerned—I might 
be tempted to do an act of sacrilege—or sin. Ask me to suffer 
for you, Brooke, and I will suffer : oh, how gladly ! Yes, 
Brooke,’ she continued, in a voice that sent a thrill through all 
his being—‘ yes, Brooke, ask me to die for you, or let the chance 
arise in which I may die to save you, and I will die. But do 
not look at me so, Brooke ! do not look at me so ! Your face 
is full of despair ; youis|ook is the look of one whose heart is 
breaking ; and this, Brooke, this seems worse than death ! Be 
yourself, Brooke ! rouse yourself ! Cannot you take refuge in 
some other thoughts ? The very worst of your songs might 
rouse you now. Sing, Brooke—sing anything. Talk nonsense, 
and save your heart and mine from breaking !’

Brooke turned away, and walked up and down for a few 
minutes, while he struggled to regain his composure. The

16—2
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struggle was a severe one, but he succeeded in assuming an out­
ward calm. He at length returned, and, placing himself before 
Talbot, gave that short laugh of his, and said, with some of his 
old rattle :

* Well, Talbot lad, you’re more than half right. And, as I ve 
always said, there’s nothing like a good song—and I’ve lota of 
good songs ; but as you suggest a bad song—in fact, the worst 
of all my songs—why, I dare say it wouldn’t be a bad idea to 
sing it. By-the-bye, Talbot, you ought to learn to sing—at least, 
to hum tunes. I’ll teach you how to whistle, if you like. 1 
wonder if this Spanish cur likes music. I’ll sing you a song, if 
you like, and I’ll bet ten cents you never heard it before.’

And Brooke sang, to a meet extraordinary tune, these most 
extraordinary words :

‘ “Oh, a raggedy gang to the piper danced,
Of tatterdemalions all,

Till the corpulent butler drove them off 
. ( Beyond the manor wall.

The raggedy piper shook his fist •
“ A minstrel's curse on thee,

Thou lubberly, duck-legg’d son of a gun,
For settin’ dorgs on we !" 1

1 Brooke,’ said Talbot, with her usual calm, sad face, ‘ I'm. 
glad that you are singing, though your song is certainly slightly 
vulgar.’

‘ Oh, I know it,’ said Brooke ; 1 but then vulgarity is some­
times a very good thing. It don’t do for people to be too fas­
tidious. The fact is, this age is over-refined, and I’m bound k> 
reform it, dr perish.'

CHAPTER XLIX.

HOW LOPEZ INVITES HARRY TO HIS WEDDING, AND IIOW HARRY 
MAKES A DISTURBANCE.

ON^the following day the prisoners were roused at dawn. First 
of all, Ashby was taken to the room in which the marriage cere­
mony was to be performed, which was the same room where 
the Russell party had been confined. Half a dozen soldiers came 
for him, and went through the solemn mockery of treating him 
as an invited guest. He had scarcely arrived here when Harry 
also reached the place. A special invitation from Lopez to be 
present at a wedding had attracted him, and filled him with 
wonder and curiosity. His anxiety about Katie, and his longing, 
to see her, were as strong as ever, and the effect of these feelings 
was manifest in his pale face and agitated manner ; but his desire 
to please Lopez and retain his good-will had drawn him here to



A CASTLE IN SPAIN. 245
lie a spectator, though nis abstracted air showed that his thoughts 
were elsewhere. Thus, sileut and preoccupied, Harry stood apart ; 
and Ashby, mindful of their recent hostile meeting, kept to him­
self, and made no motion toward holding any communication 
whatever.

As they stood thus, a third comei appeared upon the scene.
This was Russell. He still wore his woman's dress, having a 

vague idea that (t might prove of service in some new attempt to 
escape, though quite unable to imagine any way in which such 
escape could be possible. Harry, attracted by this singular figure, 
looked at him, and recognised him at once, and the effect upon 
him was so strong that in spite of his melancholy, he burst into 
a roar of laughter.

Russell, at this, threw toward him a piteous look of appeal, 
and then approached him, in search after sympathy. The two 
were soon engaged in conversation, while Ashby, whom this 
ludicrous figure had very forcibly affected, stood aloof, watching 
him with a smile on his face, which he was unable to repress.

The unhappy Russell, full of horror at the prospect before 
him, still clung to some vague and undefined hopes that at the 
very last moment some chance might intervene to prevent the 
terrible tragedy of a marriage with Rita. The appearance of 
Harry seemed a good omen. He hailed it as such ; and had au 
angel appeared, the sight could scarcely have afforded more joy 
to the virtuous Russell than that which he felt at the sight of 
Harry

While these two were conversing, Brooke appeared, followed 
by Talbot. Harry’s back was turned to the door, so that he did 
not see Talbot, and Talbot did not see his face. But even if 
Harry’s face had been full before her, she would not have seen 
it. With a slow step, a face pale as marble, ami eyes fixed on 
the floor, deep in thoughts which were far, far removed from this 
room and its surroundings, Talbot entered, following Brooke, 
who was as blind to the assembled company and as deeply pre­
occupied as herself. Before each there was a terrible ordeal. 
As for Talbot, she was to be the central figure, and how could 
she perform her part ? For Talbot it was a simple matter to 
sum up the whole situation. She could either consent or refuse. 
But for Brooke there was a hard et’ task. It was for him to try 
to discover some way of saving a friend, whom to save was an 
impossibility. And so all that Talbot suffered was likewise 
suffered by Brooke, who, in addition, had his own peculiar 
sufferings to bear, while Talbot, in addition to her own suffer­
ings, was afflicted still more by the full knowledge of all that 
Brooke was undergoing.

While Harry was talking with Russell he threw a casual 
glance around, and caught the outline of Talbot’s figure. He
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saw—what? Only the priest, as he thought. It was enough 
for him. A mere priest was a profoundly uninteresting per­
sonage. His eyes saw no deeper than the external dress, ana he 
went on talking with Russell.

Two or three more soldiers now came in, until at length there 
were about a dozen. All the other soldiers were outside. At any 
other time this unusual ceremony would have attracted a few 
idle gazers ; but just now all the rest of the men were intent 
upon the important business of breakfast, which was just being 
ladled out to each from a huge caldron.

Now Rita entered, and with her came Katie, leaning feebly on 
her arm.

Lopez followed.
At the sight of these two women Russell and Harry stopped 

their conversation abruptly. For each one the sight was an over­
whelming sensation. To Russell it was as though his last hour 
had come. Here was his persecutor, his tormentor, who was 
resolved to marry him whether he would or not. He had con­
fided his griefs to Harry, but had been unable to obtain from 
him any satisfactory advice. What should he do ? He could not 
say ; he could not even think. Could he dare to say ‘ No,’ when 
Lopez and Rita and the priest and all the soldiers expected ‘Yes’? 
Could he face the awful result of disobedience to Lopez, of defiance 
to Rita? His whole nature shrank back in terror from the thought, 
and prompted him, in this dire emergency, of two evils to choose 
the least.

To Harry, also, the sight of Katie was equally overwhelming. 
He was struck dumb. He stood rooted to the spot, while wonder, 
suspicion, and fear all struggled together within him.

What was the meaning of all this ? A marriage ?—a marriage 
of this Spanish captain I With whom ? Who was the bride ? 
What was Katie doing here ? And why was Katie coming here 
in such a manner, with downcast eyes, death-pale face, and 
drooping, trembling figure, scarce able to walk, and leaning so 
heavily upon the arm of this Spanish woman ? Such were the 
questions which Harry, in his bewilderment, asked himself and 
could not answer. To see Katie thus was like the stroke of a 
thunder-bolt, and he was dumb with wonder. She came with no 
word, no smile, no look for him ; she came like a helpless victim 
destined for the sacrifice.

Ashby also saw all of this ! He had felt already the extremest 
bitterness towards Katie, yet the sight of her now was powerful 
enough to awaken within him the deepest pity. What was the 
meaning of this ? Was Katie the bride? Was she about to 
marry Lopez ? Was this the revenge which Lopez had planned ? 
It was manifestly so ; and yet why had Katie consented ? He 
could not understand it. It seemed like a fresh proof of her
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frivolity and falsity ; and at such an exhibition he felt bewildered. 
She had been false to him for the sake of Rivers ; was she also 
false to Rivers for the sake of Lopez l

And yet, in spite of such thoughts as these, Ashby was full of 
pity for her. He could not help it. And justly so ; for hard 
indeed must that heart have been which could have remained 
unmoved at such a sight. Never was a bride seen more despair­
ing. There was agony in her face, and in her attitude, and in her 
gestures. It was not a bride that he saw ; it was a victim. It 
was an altar of sacrifice upon which Katie was to be offered up— 
not an altar of love.

And thus Ashby, like Harry, stood overwhelmed at this unex­
pected sight.

Harry felt an almost irrepressible impulse to spring forward 
and greet her, but something there was in her look which deterred 
him. It was her face of despair, her attitude of utter weakness 
and prostration, her downcast eyes, her averted look. He could 
not move ; he was petrified. There came over him something 
like a feeling of horror. He shuddered at the sight All his 
thoughts and all his soul were fixed on her, while he kept asking 
himself, What is this ? What does it mean ? A marriage ? And 
is this the bride—Katie V

Meanwhile Lopez had taken up a position at the upper end of 
the room, and, looking around with a sarcastic smile, he began to 
make a few remarks :

‘ Senors,’ said he, ‘ I have done myself the honour of requesting 
your company on this occasion, so as to have your presence on 
the happiest moment of my life, on the joyful moment when I 
am to be united in the holy bonds of matrimony to one whom I 
have long loved, and whom I have at last won by rescuing her 
from a fearful peril. I shall expect your warmest congratula­
tions ; but however warm they may be, they cannot be adequate 
to the occasion that calls them forth.’

At this speech Harry stood transfixed. Then his whole nature 
and aspect changed instantly and utterly. His face grew death- 
white, there glowed a burning spot on each cheek, and his eyes, 
as he stared at Lopez, blazed with the fury of a madman.

‘ Senor,’ said he feverishly and in a loud voice, ‘ who is the 
lady V

Lopez smiled scornfully, and took Katie’s cold hand in his.
‘ This,’ said he, ‘ is the lady—my chosen bride.’
Scarce was the action done, scarce were the words spoken, when 

Harry’s hand, quick as lightning, had plunged into his breast 
pocket and snatched forth a revolver. In an instant it was 
levelled. Lopez saw the act, and with rapid presence of mind 
dropped Katie’s hand and flung himself fiat on the floor.

At the same instant two shots in immediate succession came
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from Harry’s revolver. In another instant Lopez was on his 
feet, and had hounded again.st his assailant. A tierce struggle 
followed. Harry hurled Lopez to the floor ; but the soldiers 
rushed up, and those without, hearing the noise, hurried in. All 
was the wildest confusion, in the midst of which was Harry 
struggling like a wild beast with overpowering numbers. He 
was at length held fast by the tierce soldiers, who wished to kill 
him on the spot, but were restrained by Lopez.

‘Tie his hands behind him,' he cried, in a loud voice, ‘and 
leave him here. Don’t hurt him. It's nothing at all. It’s all a 
mistake.'

But amidst the crowd of those who rushed upon Harry, Katie, 
with a wild scream, had flung herself ; ana as they now retreated 
t the command of their leader, she caught her prostrate lover in 

ner arms, and fainted. Lopez dragged her away rudely. Harry, 
with his hands tied behind him, ruse up and looked all around 
in despair.

Amidst that wild uproar, Talbot had been roused from her 
deep abstraction. She looked up, and as the struggle subsided 
she saw rising full before her out of the crowd of combatants the 
face of Harry Rivers. She recognised it, and there came over 
her heart a cold shudder, followed by a dark despair, in com­
parison with which her late troubles now seemed trivial.

For this was Harry Rivers, the man for whose sake she had 
come to Spain !

CHAPTER L.

HOW LOPEZ INVITES THE PRIEST TO MARRY HIM, AND HOW 
THE PRIEST MAKES A DISTURBANCE.

All was wild confusion.
Katie had fainted, and Rita wras endeavouring to bring her 

back to consciousness. Russell stood amazed and bewildered. His 
chief fear now was one of being implicated in this mad outbreak 
of Rivers, who had been his companion in the train and in the 
castle, and might be taken as his confidant.

Talbot stood staring at Harry in wonder and in dark perplexity. 
Harry, however, saw her not ; but thought only of Katie, whom 
he had failed to save. Struggles now were useless. He could 
only fall back on desj ir.

Brooke noticed a new expression on Talbot’s face, and mar­
velled. but thought it merely arose from natural wonder or natural 
sympathy with this unhappy man, who by his madness had rushed 
upon his doom.

Ashby meanwhile stood calm. He saw and understood the act 
pf Harry and Katie, He wondered somewhat to And that their
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acquaintance had gone so far. He knew that both had been false 
to hini, but had no idea that either had grown to feel such pas- 
siouate love for the other. And there came over him a passing 
feeling of jealous anger, together with a natural indignation at 
the baseness of these two—the one his love, the other his friend 
—who had both betrayed him So lie looked with cold com­
placency upon their woes, and thought that they were both re­
ceiving such severe retribution that he had no need for further 
revenge.

Lopez, having s<een that Harry’s hands were firmly bound, 
turned to Katie, who at length came to her senses, and looked 
all around with a shudder. He was anxious to soothe her, so as 
to finish the ceremony.

‘Be calm,' he said, in a low whisper, ‘for his sake He may 
even yet be saved—I swear it. If yon perform your promise, I 
will forgive him. As you value your life, control yourself. If 
these men understand how it is, they will kill him on the spot.’

At these words Katie shuddered the more, and with a violent 
effort attained to something like calmness. She then stood up, 
more tremulous and and weak than ever, and stood thus, leaning 
upon Rita, without daring to encounter Harry’s look.

‘The ceremony shall go on,’ said Lopez, aloud. ‘This fool’s- 
play shall not stop it.’

‘ Keep calm,’ he whispered to Katie ; ‘ las life now depends on 
you altogether.’

Harry still stood there, with soldiers around him, his hands 
bound, his face bloodless, but with the eyes of a madman.

‘ Se or,’ said Lopez coolly, ‘ I had no idea that you were a 
lunatic. You must submit to temporary restraint.’

Harry inadé no reply. He looked all around, as though trying 
to see if there might be any signs of sympathy in the faces of 
the others, as though seeking in bis despair for some faint ray of 
hope. He saw the cold sneer of Ashby ; he saw the tierce frown 
of Lopez ; he saw the trembling figure of Russell ; he saw the 
anxious face of Brooke ; and then, last of all, he saw—Talbot !

This was the first time that he had got a sight of her face. In 
that instant, in spite of her disguise, there came in one flash the 
recognition of the whole truth. He saw that she had been lost 
— had been captured—had put on this disguise. At this discovery 
there followed within him nothing less than a complete paralysis 
of thought and feeling. In the shock of his sudden amazement 
he could only ejaculate in half-audible tones the one word— 
‘Sydney!’ '

Lopez heard this, but did not understand it. He wondered 
why Harry should exhibit such emotion at the sight of the priest, 
but hastily concluded that it was some more of his wild and 
insape excitement over this marriage ceremony,
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Brooke heard it, and stared in bewilderment first at one and 
then at the other.

Talbot stood as before. She moved not, she spoke not : she was 
stolid and stiff, like a statue of ice ; but there was in her face a 
new horror—it was the face of one who sees a ghost.

To both of these it was a terrible moment. For Talbot saw 
Harry, and Harry saw Talbot, and each recognised the other 
fully, though neither ventured to address the other. This, then, 
was the meeting of those two who had once loved and exchanged 
vows ; who had suffered and rejoiced together ; who had parted 
in sorrow, and looked forward to a reunion with joy ; who but a 
short time since had desired nothing so much as the sight of each 
other ; this was their meeting and thus it took place, at the very 
climax of that new and more passionate love which had been con­
ceived by each for another !

Had Harry only recognised her a few minutes before, the sight 
would have effectually chilled his hot blood and saved him from 
his mad assault on Lopez. He was calm enough now, however, 
and this was quite sufficient for the latter.

‘ Senor,’ said he, ‘ you deserve to be shot on the spot without 
mercy, btit-out of regard for this lady anil at her solicitation I 
spare you. And now, senor priest, let the ceremony begin, for 
this lady seems feeble.’

Lopez waited, expecting Brooke to translate this to Talbot.
Brooke hesitated.
Lopez, in surprise, repeated his words. ‘ Why do you not inter­

pret ?’ he added. ,
It was the crisis of Talbot’s fate. How could Brooke decide ? 

Why should he interpret at all? Should he do this I No ; better 
draw upon himself the wrath of Lopez. And yet what could he 
accomplish by a refusal to interpret ? These other prisoners could 
act. They understood Spanish as well as English. Such were 
the questions in Brooke’s mind, and he could not decide.

Suddenly the decision on this matter was taken away altogether, 
and adopted by Talbot herself. She would not let the vengeful 
wrath of Lopez fall on Brooke or on any other than herself. She 
understood his feelings fully, and therefore, to put an end to all 
suspense, she took the matter in her own hands.

She therefore came close up to Lopez, and fixed her large, dark, 
solemn eyes sternly yet mournfully upon his. ,Hér face bore wit­
ness to a resolution that was immutable^ Lt/pez could read its 
expression and see all that was in her mind.

She pointed to Katie, then to herself, and then to him. Then 
looking fixedly at him, she shook her head violently and with 
emphasis, and then hurled the breviary upon the floor. The act 
and the expression were more eloquent than words. Lopez under­
stood all perfectly. His eyes flashed with just indignation, and 
a savage smile came over his face.

4
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‘ Oho, aeïïor priest,’ said he ; ‘so you think that because I have 
once or twice restrained my auger, that I can be set at defiance 
with impunity! I’m tired of being magnanimous ; so let me tell 
you that however merciful I have been before, I will show none 
now. You must go ou. I will allow of no hesitation. Tell him 
that,’ he added, to Brooke.

‘ He says,’ said Brooke, ‘ that you must obey.’
Talbot scarcely heard this.
She never moved her eyes from Lopez ; she simply shook her 

head, with her immutable resolve as visible as ever. Lopez could 
see that the priest, for some motive or other, was bent on self- 
sacrifice.

He took out hie watch. ‘ I’ll allow five minutes,’ said he, ‘for 
decision. If at the end of that time you refuse, I will blow out 
your brains with my own hand. Tell him that.’

‘Senor captain,’ said Brooke impetuously, ‘ let me say one 
word.’

‘ Translate for me, I say !’
‘ One word first.'
‘ Not one—obey me !’ cried Lopez in fury.
‘ Sefior captain,’ said Brooke, not heeding him, ‘this is a priest. 

It is a matter of conscience.’
‘ Silence !’ roared Lopez. ‘ Tell him what I said. IIis time will 

soon be up !’
Brooke turned to Talbot.
‘ He’ll only give you five minutes, Talbot,’ said he. ‘ I’ll try to 

dissuade him.’
‘ No use, Brooke,’ said Talbot mournfully. ‘ I came prepared 

for this.’
Brooke turned again to Lopez.
‘ The priest says that his vows forbid him to blaspheme the 

holy sacrament of marriage in this way. He says he will die 
rather than risk his soul by an act of sacrilege.’

‘ A curse on his soul !’ cried Lopez. ‘ What do I care V
‘ Look out for your own soul !’ cried Brooke.
‘ Aha ! are you too a priest ? Beware, sir ! your life is already 

in peril.’
At this moment Harry cried out in a loud voice :
‘ Stop, Captain Lopez—stop, for God’s sake ! This is a mistake 

—a terrible mistake.'
Lopez turned round in a fury.
‘ Gag that devil !’ he roared.
In a moment the soldiers had seized Harry and bound a 

bandage over his mouth, by which they effectually stopped any 
further remarks.

The last chance yet remained which Brooke might seize for 
Talbot— it was to divulge her secret and tell about her disguise.
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To divulge it to this enraged and furious chieftain might now 
only render him ten times more furious and vengeful ; it might 
"lily aggravate the doom of the prisoner ; but the risk must be 
run. v

1 Stop i' cried Brooke. ‘ Senor captain, listen. It’s a mis­
take---- r She is----- ’

‘ Silence,’ roared Lopez, ‘ or I’ll blow your brains out !
' Scfior, this priest is not-----’
Seize this fellow •’ yelled Lopez. Bind him ! Gag him !’

Several of the men sprang toward Brooke, who struggled madly, 
shouting at the same time words which soon were drowned in the 
uproar that followed.

Lopez now snatched a rifle from one of his men. Katie gave 
a loud scream ; Russell fell on his knees ; Ashby shuddered.

Lopez took deadly aim at Talbot.
‘ Your time is up!’ he said coolly.
Talbot stood motionless, with a face of marble and an attitude 

perfectly rigid ; not a nerve quivered as she looked into the 
muzzle of the rifle, but her lips moved as if she were murmuring 
a prayer. 1

CHAPTER LI.

IN WHICH AN INTERRUPTION OCCURS IN A MARRIAGE 
CEREMONY. *

Talbot stood ; the rifle was levelled at her ; Lopez had taken 
deadly aim ; his finger w^s„o«r the trigger ; she felt that her 
last hour had come, and that naught could avail her now but 
prayer.

Brooke was struggling like a madman. Two of the soldiers 
had been hurled to the floor ; another was clinging to his neck • 
a fourth was savagely trying to gouge out his eyes.

Lopez pulled the trigger. The report rang through the 
hall.

At that very instant, as the five and smoke went flashing and 
blazing at Talbot—or rather, the very instant before—a figure 
dashed toward her. It was Brooke By one supreme and con­
vulsive effort he had torn himself away from his assailants, and 
with one great bound had flung himself at Talbot. At the rush 
which he made she fell backward, and the next instant Brooke 
fell upon her. Talbot then struggled up to her feet, and through 
the dense clouds of smoke reached down to raise up Brooke. 
He was senseless.

With a low moan like the cry of a suffering animal, Talbot 
threw herself upon the senseless form. From his forehead there
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trickled several streams of blood which fell to the floor in a 
pool. She pressed her lips again and again to the wound, and 
then through the dense smoke she rose and looked around, con­
fronting Lopez with the blood of Brooke's wounds staining all 
her face. It was a face beautiful in its marble whiteness as the 
face of a statue of Athena ; yet terrible in the fixed and stonv 
horror of its eyes, and in the blood-streaks that covered it, and 
in the incarnate hate of its expression—terrible in all this as the 
Gorgon face of Medusa.

Lopez shrank back ; his vengeance was satisfied, his fury had 
all subsided, and there flashed through every nerve a thrill of 
horror. It was then to him as though the dead—the priest 
whom he had just slain—had sprung up by an immediate resur­
rection from death to punish him for such atrocious sacrilege. 
All the superstition of his Spanish nature now rolled in one 
wave over his soul, overwhelming it with panic fear. The 
dead ! the dead ! he thought—the priest with the angel face— 
murdered because he would not sin—it was he ! But the angel 
face was now the awful head' of a haunting and avenging 
demon.

And now at this very instant, while the smoke was still hang­
ing in dense folds half-way between floor and ceiling ; while 
Brooke still lay in his blood , while Talbot still glared in fury 
upon Lopez ; at this very moment there arose a w ild cry—sud­
den, menacing, irresistible—by which the whole face of the 
scene was changed.

‘ Viva el Rey !’
Such was the cry that now sounded out in the midst of the 

" ublicans. There was a rush and a trample Then
thunder of rifles, and through the smoke dusky

figureswvere visible, rushing to and fro.
Once again, once more, and again, and yet again, report after 

report rang out. All the room was dense with smoke, and in 
that thick darkness nothing was visible ; but voices yelled in 
fear, and other voices shouted in triumph ; while far above all 
sounded the war-cry, 1 Viva el Rey !’ ‘ Down with the rebels !’
‘ No quarter !’

Shrieks arose in the hall without. Then cries followed—
‘ Treason ! treason ! We are betrayed ! Fly ! fly !’ These 
words were screamed in the shrill tones of a woman. The 
terror of that cry communicated itself to all. A universal 
trample and a rush succeeded, and the whole band of Repub­
licans, in mad panic, fled away.

Out they went, that panic-stricken band, into the courtyard, 
and out through the gates, and afar away through the open 
country, each one seeking his own safety, and hearing in his 
disordered fancy the sound behind him of hot pursuit. There
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was no pursuit—no enemy followed close behind ; but in that 
crowd of panic-stricken fugitives each heard the swift tush and 
the quick trampling footfalls of all the rest ; and as none dared 
to look back, so all continued to run ; and so they ran, and ran, 
and ran, and they have probably been keeping it up ever since, 
unless, indeed, they thought better of it, and concluded to stop 
and rest.

The reason why there was no pursuit is a very simple one. 
The fact is, the attacking force amounted to no more than six, 
these six being no others than our friends the imprisoned Car- 
lists, headed by the intrepid, the ardent, the devoted, the plucky 
little Spanish maid Dolores. She had contrived to pick up some 

4 stray arms and ammunition with which she had supplied her 
Carlist friends, and, waiting for some opportune moment, had 
made a sudden rush, like Gideon upon the Midianitcs, with tho 
startling results above described.

But let us on with our story.
The smoke rolled away, and there was disclosed a new scene.
Two o* three wounded Republicans lay writhing on the floor. 

Lopez lay near, bound tight, and surrounded by the six Carlists, 
who, I am sorry to say, insulted their captive by fierce threats 
and unnecessary taunts. At all this Lopez seemed unmoved, 
though the expression of his face was by no means a happy 
one.

It is a very annoying thing, my reader, when you are bringing 
in your long suit, and the game appears to be all your own, to 
have it all changed by the interposition of a miserable trump, 
on the existence of which you had not reckoned ; and then to 
leave the rôle of Conquering Hero, and change the part of victor 
for that of vanquished, requires so many high moral qualities 
that few can be reasonably expected to exhibit them in such a 
wicked world as this.

And here there is an excellent opportunity to pause and 
moralize ; but, cha the whole, perhaps it is better to proceed.

Very well, then.
There was Dolores, and she was clinging to Ashby in a per­

fect abandon of joy. She had found him ! that was bliss in­
deed. She had saved him ! that was joy almost too great for 
endurance. The impetuous and ardent nature of Dolores, 
which made her so brave, made her also the slave of her chang­
ing moods ; and so it was that the heroine who had but lately 
led that wild charge on to victory now sobbed and wept con­
vulsively in Ashby’s arms. As for Ashby, he no longer seemed 
made of stone. He forgot all else except the one fact that 
Dolores had come back to him. Lopez might have perceived, if 
he had leisure for such observations, that Ashby’s English 
phlegm formed but a part of his character ; and the sight of
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that young man’s rapture over Dolores might have made him 
think the English a fickle and volatile race.

The scene disclosed Harry and Katie also in an equally tender 
situation : for Harry’s bonds had been cut, and he had flown at 
once to Katie’s side. But the prostration consequent upon all 
this excitement was so great that he found it necessary to carry 
her to the open air.

Dolores now roused herself.
‘ Come,’ said she, ‘ let us close the gates before they rally.’
With these words she hurried out, followed by Ashby. Then 

the Carlists followed.
Russell still remained. As yet he could scarcely believe in 

his good fortune. Over and over again had he felt himself 
carefully all over to assure himself that no bullet had penetrated 
any part of his precious skin, and gradually the sweet convic­
tion of his soundness pervaded his inner man. Then there was 
another joyful discovery, which was that Rita had disappeared. 
In the w.ild tumult and dense smoke he had lost sight of her. 
What had become of her he could not imagine. Whether she 
had fled in the wild panic, or had remained and concealed herself, 
he could not say. His knowledge of her character made him 
dread the worst, and he felt sure she was not very far away. 
So he thought that the safest place for himself would be as 
near as possible to those Carlists whom Rita had betrayed, and 
whom she now justly dreaded more than anything else. So he 
hurried out after the noble six.

On the floor Brooke lay, and there Talbot was seated, holding 
his head on her lap. He was senseless, yet she could feel that 
his heart was beating, and in that pulsation she found her hope. 
His wounds did not seem deep, for she had felt with tender 
fingers along the place where the blood was flowing without de­
tecting anything that seemed formidable. Still, the sight of 
his prostrate and bleeding form, as he lay senseless in her arms, 
after he had flung his life away for her sake, was one that 
moved her so profoundly that all the world for her was now at 
that moment centred in that prostrate figure with the poor, 
piteous bleqding head. With tender hands she wiped away the 
blood that still oozed from the wound and trickled down his 
face ; more tenderly still she bowed down low over that uncon­
scious head and kissed the dear wounds that had been received 
for her, and thus hung over him in a rapture of love and an 
agony of despair.

Lopez saw this and wondered, and looked on in still increas­
ing wonder, till this was all that he saw, and all else was for­
gotten in a sudden great light that flashed into his mind.

He saw it all. 1 So this,’ he thought, ‘ was the reason why 
these two held such self-sacrificing affection ; this was the reason
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why one would persist in risking everything tor the other. The 
priest would not leave the spy when freedom was offered ; the 
priest had stood before the spy, interposing between him and 
the bullets ; the spy had flung himself into the jaws of death to 
save the priest. Priest ! Ah, thou of the angel face ! thou, so 
calm in the presence of death for thy beloved ! thou ! no angel, 
no demon, but a woman, with a woman's heart of hearts, daring 
all things for thy love !’

A mighty revolution took place in the breast of Lopez. Bound 
as he was, lie struggled to his feet, and then dropped on his 
knees before Talbot. He then bent down and examined Brooke 
very carefully Then he looked up, nodded, and smiled. Then 
he kissed Talbot’s hand. Then he again smiled, as if to en­
courage her.

Talbot caught at the hint and the hope that was thus held 
out. Lopez was offering his assistance. She accepted it. She 
determined to loose his bonds. True, he might fly on the in­
stant, and bring back all his men ; but the preservation of 
Brooke \yas too important a thing to admit of a moment’s hesi­
tation. Besides, had she not already discovered that this 
Spaniard had a heart full of noble and tender emotions ? that 
he was at once heroic and compassionate, and one on whose 
honour she might rely to the uttermost?

With a small penknife she quickly cut his bonds.
Lopez was free.
But Lopez remained. He bent over Brooke. He raised him 

np to a more comfortable position, and examined him in a way 
which showed both skill and experience.

Then he suddenly rose and left the room. Talbot beard his 
footsteps outsider Was he escaping ? she asked herself, and 
her answer was, No.

She was right. In a few moments Lopez came back with 
some cold water. He bathed Brooke’s head, loosened his neck­
cloth, and rubbed his hands as skilfully as a doctor and as 
tenderly as a nurse.

At length Brooke drew a long breath, then opened his eyes, 
and looked around with a bewildered air. Then he sat up and 
stared. He saw Lopez, no longer stern and hostile, but sur­
veying him with kindly anxiety. He saw Talbot, her face all 
stained with blood, but her eyes fixed on him, glowing with love 
unutterable and radiant with joy.

1 Oh, Brooke,’ said she, ‘ tell him to fly ! He is free—tell 
him.’

Not understanding any of the circumstances around him, 
Brooke obeyed Talbot mechanically, and translated her words 
simply as ah6 had spoken them.

4 Fly !’ said he ; 1 you are kee V
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A flush of joy passed over the face of Lopez.
1 Noblest of ladies !’ said he, looking reverentially at Talbot, 

‘ I take my life from you, and will never forget you till my 
dying day. Farewell ! farewell !’

And with these words he was gone.

CHAPTER LII.

IN WHICH TALBOT TAKES OFF HER DISGUISE.

Brooke and Talbot were now alone ; for, though there were one 
or two wounded in the room, yet these were too much taken up 
with their own pains to think of anything else.

Brooke’s wound, after all, turned out to be but slight. The 
bullet had grazed his skull, making a furrow through the scalp of 
no greater depth than the skin, and carrying away a pathway of 
hair. The sudden and sharp force of such a blow had been 
sufficient to fell him to the floor and leave him senseless ; but, 
upon reviving, it did not take a very long time for him to regain 
his strength and the full use of his faculties. The traces of the 
blow were soon effaced, and Brooke at last showed himself to be 
very little the worse for his adventure. His face was marked 
here and there by spots from the powder ; but the blood-stains 
were quickly washed away, and his head was bound up in a 
narrow bandage made of Talbot’s handkerchief. His hat, which 
had fallen off during his struggles with the soldiers, was now re­
covered, and, as it was of soft stuff, he was able to wear it.

‘ With this,’ said he, ‘ Brooke is himself again.’
Talbot now proceeded to wash the blood-stains from her own 

face.
‘That looks fetter,’ said Brooke. ‘ Streaks of blood did not 

improve your personal appearance.’
He tried to speak in his usual careless tone, but his voice was 

tremulous and agitated.
‘ Your blood, Brooke,’ said Talbot, in a faltering voice—* your 

blood —poured out— for me !’
There was a solemn silence after this. Then Brooke leaned 

back and gave a heavy sigh.
‘ I feel a little shaky still,’ said he.
1 Let me support you,’ said Talbot, with feverish eagerness.

1 You must be weak still— very weak. You must not exert your­
self too much.’

She held out her arms as though to raise him up ; but Brooke 
drew back.

‘ No, no,’ he murmured, in a faint voice ; * it’s no matter—no 
matter at all,’

17
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Talbot looked down and said nothing.
‘ I don’t know what happened,’ said Brooke. ‘ Where is every­

body 1 And Lopez—why did you tell him he was free Î Was 
he a prisoner ? And how ? Tell me all about it.’

Upon this Talbot narrated as briefly as possible the circum­
stances of the recent struggle.

‘ Where is everybody now V asked Brooke.
* I don’t know. It is enough for me that you are here, and 

alive and safe.’
‘ And so you let Lopez go, after all V asked Brooke, after 

another pause.
‘Yes,’ said Talbot; ‘he did what I was praying for—he 

brought you back to life. Was I wrong V
1 Wrong or right,’ said Brooke, ‘ I approve of it. Everything 

that you do is right in my eyes.’
Talbot now began to take off the priest’s dress.
‘ What are you doing V asked Brooke hastily, starting up to 

his feet with a quickness which showed that, as he had said, he 
was quite himself again.

‘ I have no further use for this dress now,’ said she. ‘ I will 
take it off.’

‘ Don’t,’ said Brooke imploringly. ‘ Wear it still—at least as 
long as you are with me ; for I shall think of you, Talbot, in that 
dress always, until my dying day—you in that dress—in that 
priest’s dress, with the face of an angel of heaven. It was thus 
that you looked as you came between me and the levelled gun* of 
the soldiers at the old mill. Talbot, I should now be a dead man, 
but for you.’

Talbot looked at him earnestly, and a sad smile stole over her
face.

‘ Brooke,’ said she, 11 should now be a dead girl, but for you.’
They both stood face to face. Brooke’s memory was now fully 

restored, and in his mind there was the clear and unclouded re­
collection of that scene which had called forth his act of self­
surrender. As he looked at Talbot, he saw her eyes fastened on 
his with an expression such as he had seen there before more than 
ou ce—a look which told him of all that was in her heart. He 
held out his hands. She held out hers to meet them, and he 
seized them in a convulsive grasp. Thus they stood, holding 
one another’s hands, and looking into one another’s eyes and 
hearts.

Talbot’s eyes were moist with tears that trembled in them, and 
her lips quivered as though she was about to speak. But Brooke 
said not one word.

At last Talbot burst forth.
‘ Brooke,’ sai,d she impetuously, ‘ you may keep silent, if yon 

choose ; but I will not, for I cannot. I will speak, Brooke. My



A CASTLE IN SPAIN. 259

life is yours, for you have saved it, and henceforth all old ties 
belonging to my old life are broken. From t^is time I fliug all 
the past away for ever, and begin life anew.’/

Brooke looked at her with unutterable agitation.
‘Oh, Talbot, Talbot, what do you mean V
Talbot drew nearer and spoke further. Her eyes were fixed 

on his with a deeper and more earnest gaze ; her voice was low, 
and slow, and tremulous ; and at every word there went a thrill 
through all the being of the man to whom she spoke. And this 
man to whom she spoke was one whose idol she had already 
grown to be ; whose heart her presence filled with silent delight ; 
through whom her glance flashed with the force of lightning ; 
through whose frame her lightest touch could send a tremor of 
ecstasy. This man she now held, her hands clasped in his, her 
eyes fixed on his, and her lips uttering words such as he had 
never heard before.

1 Oh, Brooke,1 said Talbot, ‘ I will speak ! Brooke—noble, 
tender heart !—you love me, and with all the strength of your 
soul. Honour forbids you to say this in words, but you say it in 
every look, and it is spoken in every tone of your voice, and I 
feel it in every touch of your hands. Can I not read it in your 
eyes, Brooke, every time that you look at me 1 Most of all, can 
1 not see how you love me when you fling your life away for me ? 
But what is that last act of yours ? It is nothing more than the 
sequel of long acts of self-sacrifice for me ! Brooke, I know that 
you love me, and that you love me better than all the world, and 
better than life itself. Keep your words to yourself, if you 
choose. Lock your lips tight. Save your plighted word, if you 
can ; but, after all, your heart is mine. I know that you love 
me, and me only, and, Brooke—oh, Brooke ! you know—well— 
well you know how dearly I—love—you !’

It was his Talbot who said this, and she said it to him, and she 
said it at the very time when he was all quivering under the 
influence of his own mighty love, and the magnetism of her look 
aud of her touch. His head fell bowed down nearer to her as 
she spoke ; he trembled from head to foot. He tore away his 
hands from her grasp, flung his arms around her, and strained 
her again and again to his breast in a convulsive energy of 
passion. His voice was all broken, and was scarce audible as, in 
agitated tones, he murmured in her ear :

‘ Talbot ! Talbot, darling ! I love you—I adore you ! I never 
knew what love was, till I met you !’

# # # # #

These asterisks are intended to represent a long silence which 
succeeded the remarks above reported. The policy of silence was 
for them quite the most sensible under the circumstances. Until 
this moment they had both clung to those engagements to others

17—2
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which neither had forgotten, and which they had confided to each 
other. Each knew the other’s secret. But now they both flung 
up those engagements and confessed their love to one another. 
And how such high-toned people could justify such conduct to 
their consciences is a problem that I, for my part, don’t pretend 
to be able to solve.

At length they began to be aware of the existence of the out­
side world.

‘ These poor wounded,’ said Talbot, * require some attention. 
Let us go out. Let us get some water and try to make it easier 
for them.’

Talbot now proceeded to take off the priest’s dress, in which 
task she had been interrupted by Brooke. He again tried to 
dissuade her, but in vain.

‘ No,’ said she ; ‘ it only gets me into trouble. If I am to be 
taken prisoner again, it shall be in my true character. This dis­
guise may be useful to you.’

And with these words Talbot .removed the dress, and stood 
forth in her own proper costume—that of an English lady, as she 
was when Brooke first met her.

And now the two went out to procure water for the wounded 
prisoners.

CHAPTER LTIT.

WHICH TELLS OF A REUNION OF VERY DEAR OLD FRIENDS.

Wrile Brooke and Talbot were thus conversing, others were 
_ itaul^ipg in the same pursuit, and none to better purpose than 

Harry and Katie.
No one can say that Katie had not been very severely tried, 

and had not passed through a most distressing ordeal. Apart 
from the long trial of mind which had preceded that eventful 
morning, the circumstances of the final scene were enough to shake 
up stronger nerves than those of Katie. So completely was she 
prostrated, that under any other circumstances nothing could have 
saved her from a fit of sickness, which might possibly have re­
sulted in brain-fever and terminated fatally, for all I know ; but 
fortunately, under these actually existing circumstances, she was 
spared all this. The presence of Harry made all the difference 
in the world.

After retiring from the scene of conflict, they ascended into 
that upper chamber in which Katie had last been imprisoned, and 
here they seated themselves so that Katie might rest, supported 
by Harry’s encircling arms, aud at the same time be refreshed by
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the fresh air. Katie now began to rally with the rapidity which 
is characteristic of buoyant natures, and soon began to show some­
thing of her usual lightness of heart. Harry, however, though 
most tender and affectionate, seemed changed, and the change 
was soon detected by Katie’s quick perception.

‘ What is the matter with you ?’ she asked. 1 You don’t seem 
glad at all.’

‘Oh yes,’ said Harry, * I’m ver}r glad indeed.’
He spoke in a doleful tone of voice, which was by no means in 

accord with his words.
‘ Your voice don’t sound very glad,’ said Katie reproachfully ;

1 and you look troubled. You are so preoccupied that you can’t 
say anything. But I suppose you feel the effects of that awful 
scene—and oh, how awful it was !’

Katie relapsed into silence, and Harry felt somewhat relieved ; 
for in truth he was preoccupied, and had much on his mind.

It was the thought of Talbot that tilled his mind. It was she 
whom he had seen in that priest’s disguise. It was his affianced 
bride whom he had lost, and now at last found ! Found ! Great 
Heaven ! and here ! and thus ! Here—when he was here ready 
to die for Katie ; when he was now with Katie, who had turned 
to him from all the world ! z

Was he a man of honour ? Honour ! The name now seemed 
a mockery. Which way would honour impel him ? To give up 
Katie? What ! when she had given up all for him ? What ! 
when he had fought a mortal quarrel with Ashby for her l 
Honour ? Was not honour due to Ashby l and had he not been 
a traitor to his friend ?

There was this tight yet before him, and it would be soon ; for 
Ashby was free. A tight for Katie ! And Talbot was here ! 
She would know all. And she—she who had come all the way 
from England, who had found him not, who had imagined herself 
deserted—she would learn of his perfidy. The thought was 
horrible. Upon such agonizing thoughts as these came Katie’s 
question :

1 Why are you so sad ?’
Harry sighed.
‘ I’m thinking of Ashby,’ said he. * He’s free now. He’ll soon 

be seeking you.’
At this Katie tapped her foot nervously.
‘ Well,’ said she, ‘ if you are thinking of him it’s very bad taste 

to say so. I wasn’t thinking of him at all.’
But this remark seemed to set Katie oil' thinking about Ashby, 

for she too seemed preoccupied.
‘ I think it’s a great shame,’ said she.
‘ What V
‘Why, for Mr. Ashby to come bothering me just now.’

*
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Harry said nothing, and they both relapsed once more into 
silence.

The harder bisk was before Harry. There were two for him 
to face. One, the friend to whom he had been a traitor ; the 
other, his betrothed, to whom he had been false. Of these two 
the latter was by far the worse. He had faced Ashby already, 
and could face him again, as a mortal enemy, to fight a mortal 
battle ; but Talbot ! Ah ! with what eyes could he look upon 
that pure and noble face ? With what words could he address her ?

Katie’s thoughts seemed to be running in that channel which 
Harry was using for his own ; for she suddenly looked at him 
with earnest scrutiny, and said abruptly :

‘ But you are as bad.’
4 As bad V
4 As bad as me.’
Harry sighed.
4 Mr. Ashby,’ said Katie innocently, 4 will want to see you too, 

you'know.’
4 Of course,’ said Harry.
‘Oh well, then,’ said Katie, 4 I needn’t see him at all. You can 

explain it all ; for really 1 hardly know what I can possibly find 
to say to him.’

4 I’m afraid,’ said Harry, 4 that he will insist on seeing you, and 
on learning his fate from your own lips.’

4 His fate !’ said Katie—4 oh dear !’
41 would take all the difficulty from you if I could,’ said Harry, 

4 but I don’t see how I can.’
4 Oh well,’ said Katie cheerfully. 4 Perhaps he will not be in 

any very great hurry to see me, after all. He did not seem very 
anxious about me in the room below. He did not look like a 
maniac. He did not remonstrate with Lopez. He did not draw 
his pistol and attack the captain in the midst of his men. lie did 
not fight for me, and risk his life. No ; he thought too much of 
his own dear self, and left all the fighting and all the risk to one 
who is worth far more than ten thousand Ashbys ! And that's 
what I’ll tell him !’ said Katie. 4 Let me see him now, while all 
this is fresh in my memory. Come, Harry, let us wait no longer, 
but if this meeting has to be, let it be now.’

Katie poured forth these words in an impetuous torrent, and, 
starting up, led the way out. Harry followed, and thus they 
descended the stairway to the lower hall.

Ashby had gone out shortly after Harry and Katie, following 
Dolores, who was anxious to see about the gates. The six Carlists 
followed. The gates were wide open, and far away a few of the 
fugitives could still be seen flying as fast as their feet could carry 
them. The six Carlists soon had the gates firmly closed and 
barred, and mounted guard here, deeming this to be the weak
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Eoint of the castle ; and thinking, too, that if an enemy appeared, 
e would consider six men at the gate a sign that six hundred 
were in the garrison.
Russell had followed the six Carlists, thinking that with them 

he would be safer than anywhere else. Rita had now a horror 
of those Carliste whom she had betrayed, and, as he thought, 
would venture anywhere rather than into their presence.

And now the good man felt quite martial. This new change 
in his situation, and the inspiring presence of his military friends, 
made him determine to get rid of that odious disguise which Rita 
had furnished him. He proceeded, therefore, to divest himself 
of it.

The Carlists had not noticed him thus far, and had not at all 
recognised him. Great was their surprise when they saw this 
1 woman ’ tearing off her outer robe ; but far greater was it when 
they saw the marvellous transformation of a commonplace woman 
into a resplendent general-officer all in blue and gold.

A murmur ran through them, partly of amusement, partly of 
approval. One of them addressed him. Russell shook his head.

‘ He is a French general,’ said one ; 1 he doesn’t understand us. 
Can’t some one speak French V

No one could. One of them then ran inside and brought out a 
sword, with belt, etc., which he handed to the ‘ French general.’ 
Russell took it, and after some trouble succeeded in buckling the 
martial gear around him. Then, by way of an additional safe­
guard against his enemy, he drew his sword, and taking his seat 
on a stone near the gate, glared watchfully around.

Dolores and Ashby had much to talk of, but Dolores was too 
prudent to waste time on mere explanations. There was yet 
very much to be done. Above all, they must now consider how 
they were to get out of the castle. After all, as far as she could 
see, their position had changed little, if at all, for the better. 
The enemy would rally. They would be attacked. No defence 
was possible. They would soon be prisoners or fugitives. And 
if they were to fly, how could they hope to escape in a country 
swarming with roving bands of marauders belonging to t*oth) 
parties? The problem was a difficult one, and one which was 
not to be solved very readily.

At length Dolores thought of the wounded men, and-as she had 
a very tender heart, she proposed to go and help them. The'Xtwo 
then returned and entered the castle. They reached the hyl at 
the very time when the other parties were coming into it— 
namely, Brooke and Talbot from the room, and Harry and Katie 
from the upper regions. Such coincidences are frequent in real 
life, and still more frequent in our ‘ Castles in Spain.’

As Brooke and Talbot came out, Ashby and Dolores, advancing 
toward the room, met them face to face. Brooke and Dolores
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looked upon one another. There was the flash of mutual recog. 
uitiou iu the faces of both. Brooke seemed struck dumb. 
Ilolores was the first to speak.

'Ra eigh !’ she said, iu tones of amazement and consternation.
‘ Dolores !’ said Brooke, iu a deep, hollow voice.
Brooke was ghastly ; but this may have been the effect of the 

receut shock. As for Dolores, every trace of colour fled from her 
face, and she was as white as marble.

Talbot beard this, and saw it. These words,, these familiar 
names, smote her to the heart. She recollected the story which 
Brooke had told her. She remembered the name of that Cuban 
maid. It was this—it was 1 Dolores !’ Was this she V

She looked around in despair.
At that moment, as her despairing eyes wandered around, they 

fell full upon the face of Harry ; for Harry and Katie on descend­
ing the stairs had, on this instant, reached the spot.

Harry saw her again.
The priest’s dress was removed. She stood in her own garb— 

her very self—Talbot ! with all her noble face revealed, and all 
her exquisite grace of feature and of form.

‘ Sydney !’ said he. )
‘ Harry !’ said Talbot. '
Katie heard this. She turned pale. All her thoughts fled 

from her ; she shrank back, and stood staring. But one thought 
now remained—the thought suggested by that name, Sydney. 
Well she remembered that name, and all the incidents of that 
story which Harry had told her when they were first acquainted 
—the wreck of the ship—the maiden deserted ând despairing— 
her rescue by Harry—their escape in the boat—their love—their 
plighted faith—the appointed marriage—the lost bride.

Sydney ! It was she herself—the promised bride of Harry, 
whom he would, no doubt, be required to wed at once.

Now she understood why Harry had been so preoccupied.

CHAPTER LIV.
IN WHICH A NUMBER OF PEOPLE FIND THEMSELVES IN A VERY 

EMBARRASSING SITUATION.

Brooke and Dolores stood facing one another in silence. The 
embarrassment vs as most painful. Each felt it too much to be 
able to notice it in the other, and each instinctively avoided the 
glance of the otner’s eyes, casting only looks of a furtive kind at 
the other’s face, and then hastily looking elsewhere. Iu fact, the 
situation was truly horrible.

But Brooke felt it incumbent on him to say something ; he 
also felt anxious to vindicate his honour—if such a thing were,
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indeed, in any way possible. But ardent words, excited, eager 
welcomes, and all those other circumstances that usually attend 
upon the meeting of long divided lovers were, in this case, clearly 
impossible. Brooke felt Talbot’s presence—Talbot, who was 
worth to him ten thousand like Dolores ; so he could only take 
refuge in the most commonplace conventionalities. It is true, 
Talbot could not understand Spanish ; but Talbot could under­
stand those tones of voice which form the universal and natural 
language of man ; and if Brooke had felt ever so full of eager 
delight, he would have hesitated to manifest it under such very 
delicate circumstances.

At length Brooke cleared his throat.
‘ This,’ said he, in a solemn tone—‘ this is indeed an unexpected 

pleasure.’
Dolores sighed.
* It is indeed, seuor,’ she replied, ‘an unexpected, a most un­

expected one.’
‘ It is indeed,’ said Brooke, in quite a helpless way.
Saying this, he held out his hand. Dolores held out hers. 

They shook hands. Then they cast hasty looks at one another.
‘ I hope you have been quite well,’ said Brooke.
‘Oh, quite,’ said Dolores ; ‘ and you, seilor V
1 Oh, very well,’ said Brooke ; 1 very well indeed.’
And now another pause succeeded. Both of them were horribly 

embarrassed. Each had the same feeling, but neither one knew 
the feeling of the other. Each knew that a change had occurred, 
but neither knew that the same change had been experienced by 
the other. Brooke knew himself false, but thought Dolores true ; 
while Dolores had a similar feeling. Besides, this new love which 
each had conceived and cherished made the old one seem a mis­
take—made them regard each other with aversion, and this meet­
ing as a calamity ; yet each felt bound to conceal these feelings, 
and exhibit toward the other an impossible cordiality. All this 
caused a wretched embarrassment and restraint, which each felt, 
and for which each took the blame, thinking the other altogether 
true and innocent

The deep feelings of the past were yet strong in their hearts— 
the immediate past—and with these their hearts were full. Yet 
these had to be concealed. Each felt bound to thé other by a 
solemn vow, and bv every principle of duty ând honour. They 
had exchanged vows of love and eterjnal fidelity. From such 
vows who could release them ] Yait the vows were already 
broken by each, and of this each <was conscious. Had Brooke 
met Dolores before this last scene with Talbot, he might have 
felt self-reproach, but he could not have felt such a sense of 
unworthiness. For before that he had, at least, kept a watch 
upon his tongue, and in words, at least, he had not told his love
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for another. But now his word had gone forth, and he had 
pledged himself to another, when there was a previous pledge to 
Dolores.

But he had to say something. Dolores was silent. He thought 
she was waiting for him to explain.

‘ I—I—’ he stammered—11 have hunted—hunted you—all 
through Spain.’

This was the truth, for Brooke had been faithful to Dolores 
until he had met with Talbot.

Dolores was conscience-smitten by this proof of her former 
lover's fidelity. She hastened to excuse herself somehow.

‘ I—I—’ she said, with an embarrassment equal to that of 
Brooke—‘ I thought you were in America.’

I No ; I was in Cuba.’
II thought I had lost you,’ said Dolores : * you ceased to 

write.’
This sounded like the reproach of a faithful lover. Brooke 

felt hurt.
‘ Oh no,’, said he ; ‘ I wrote, but you ceased to answer.’
‘ I thought something had happened,’ said Dolores.
‘ I thought so too,’ said Brooke. * I never got your letters. 

Where did you go V
Dolores jumped at this question as giving a chance of relief. 

So she began to give a long account of her life in Spain, detail­
ing minute incidents, and growing gradually calmer, more self- 
possessed, and more observant of Brooke. She saw with satis­
faction that Brooke made no demonstrations ; yet her satisfaction 
was checked by the thought that perhaps he was deterred from 
exhibiting the raptures of a lover by the presence of others—by 
the fear that he had been only too true, and that those raptures 
would yet be exhibited. She resolved that he should not have 
an opportunity. Yet how could she avoid him ? And thus she 
thought, and still she went on talking.

The effect of her story was a crushing one. She made no 
mention of Ashby ; and Brooke concluded that she had been 
true, while he had been false. And now what was he Î Clearly 
false. Could he come back to Dolores 1 Could he be what he 
had beeû ? Could he give up Talbot ? The thought was in­
tolerable. Never had any one been to him so dear as Talbot. 
Never had Talbot been to him so dear as now. And yet was he 
Hot in.honour bound to Dolores? Honour ! and did not honour 
bind hfcp to Talbot ?

Sucn was the struggle within this unhappy man.
almost at the same time Harry and Talbot had recognised each 

other.
Talbot, who had stood unmoved at the presence of death, now 

felt herself quail and grow all unnerved at the presence of Harry.
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But then she had been strengthened by her new love for Brooke ; 
now she was weakened by the remembrance of her lost love for 
Harry. This was an ordeal for which there was no outside in­
spiration. The remembrance of her passionate words to Brooke, 
so lately uttered, so ardently answered, was strong within her. 
And yet here was one who held her promise, who could claim 
her as his own, who could take her away from Brooke ; and what 
could she do ?

Harry, on the other hand, had dared death for Katie ; for her 
he had tried to fling away his life. This had been done in the 
presence of his Sydney. Had she understood that ? She could 
not have understood it. Could he explain 1 Impossible ! Could 
he tell the story of his falsity to this noble lady, whom he had 
known only to love, whom be had known also to revere ? And 
this proud, this delicately nurtured girl had come from her home 
for his sake, to sutfer, to risk her life, to become a miserable 
captive ! Was there not in this a stronger reason than ever why 
he should be true to her 1 And yet, if he loved another better, 
would it not be wrong to marry Swdney ?

All the tenderpess of h!s hearjf rose up within him in one 
strong, yearning thought of—Ob, Katie ! But all his honour, 
his pride, his .manliness—all hi^ pity, too, and his sympathy— 
made itself felt in a deep undertone of feeling—Oh, Sydney! 
true and faithful !

At last he was able to speak.
'Oh, Sydney,’ said he, ' what bitter, bitter fortune has brought 

yon here to this horrible place—to so much misery V
Talbot looked down. She could not look in his face. She 

felt unworthy of him. He seemed faithful still. She had seen 
the act of his attacking Lopez, but had not understood it. She 
thought him faithful, in spite of all.

‘ Bitter !’ said she slowly. ‘ Bitter ! yes, bitter indeed—bitter 
was the fortune that brought me here !’

She could say no more. She was thinking only of that bitter 
fortune which had brought her to a place where she might be 
forever torn from Brooke ; where Brooke, too, had found one who 
might tear him from her.

But Harry understood this differently. He detected in those 
words a reflection upon himself. He thought she alluded to her 
long journey to him—when she had come so far, and had reached 
her destination only to find him absent ; when she had waited 
for days without finding any trace of him or hearing any word 
from him, and at last had turned about on her lonely homeward 
road. And yet he was blameless then. As far as that was con­
cerned, he could excuse himself ; he could explain all He felt 
so guilty in some things, that he was anxious to show his inno­
cence in other things where he had not been to blame ; and so he
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hastened meet eagerly to give a long and an eloquent vindication 
of himself, by explaining all about his journey to England, and 
his return to Barcelona, and his search after her which had led 
him to this.

And in all this Talbot found only proofs of Harry’s unalter­
able fidelity. He had been true ! She had been false ! What 
now was there for her to do ? To sacrifice this man ? What ! 
after such love and loyalty? Or, on the other hand, to give up 
Brooke? Brooke!—give up B^boke! Oh heavens! How was 
that possible ? Would she not rather die than give up Brooked 
When her own words to him "were fresh in her memory, and 
when his words of love to her were still ringing in her ears—at 
such a moment as this could she think of giving up Brooke?

Such were the thoughts and feelings of these two.
Meanwhile Ashby, finding himself left alone by Dolores, stood 

for a while wondering who her friend might be ; until at length, 
finding that she was beginning to give him a detailed history of 
her life, he looked around in despair. And he saw Katie stand­
ing alone, where she had been left by Harry, near the foot of 
the stairway ; and as all the others were engaged in their own 
affairs, and, moreover, as his relations with Katie were of the 
most intimate kind, he saw no other course open to him than to 
approach her and converse with her. And at that moment he 
remembered that Katie had in her possession—perhaps in her 
pocket—a certain letter whish he had written to her only a few 
days before, full of protestations of love ; in which he informed 
her that he was going to travel with her in the same train, in the 
hope of seeing her at Burgos or Bayonne ; in which he urged her 
to come to him, to be bis wife; to set at defiance her hostile 
guardian, and to unite herself with him. This seemed strange 
to him now, when his mind was filled with thoughts of Dolores, 
and his heart was full of the love of Dolores. Even his resentment 
against her had passed away. She had allowed herself to indulge 
in a flirtation with his friend Rivers. Was that a crime ? He, 
on the other hand, had lost all love for her, and had given all his 
heart to Dolores. Katie seemed to him now not repugnant as a 
false one, but merely pitiable as a weak, childlike character. The 
falsity now seemed rather on his part than on hers. He believed 
that Harry had gone much farther in treachery than Katie. 
Katie, he thought, was merely a weak-minded flirt ; while Harry 
had become a traitor in allowing himself to fall in love with her. 
Even for Harry he could now make some allowances ; and siuce 
he had found out his own feelings, he had less jealousy, and there­
fore less resentment against his former friend. As for jealousy, 
if he now had that feeling, it was all directed elsewhere—namely, 
toward that stranger whose sudden appearance had so engrossed 
Dolores.
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In such a state of mind as this Ashby advanced toward Katie. 
Now Katie had come down with the express purpose of seeing 
him. and with her mind full of a very pretty speech which she 
intended to make to him. But the sudden meeting of Harry 
with Talbot had raised other thoughts and feelings, which had 
driven her pretty speech altogether out of her mind. A bitter 
jealousy afflicted her tender heart. This lady was the Sydney 
Talbot of whom he had told her, and who had come all the way 
from England on this perilous journey to marry him. Would 
she now give him up? Impossible ! And how could Harry 
escape her ?

As Ashby approached, Katie therefore had but little thought 
of him. Aushby also thought less of her than of Dolores. Who 
was this stranger ? he thought. Why was he so familiar ?• Why 
did Dolores leave him so abruptly ? and why was she telling to 
this stranger the whole story of her life ?

Thus Ashby and Katie met again.
Ashby had to say something, and so, as was natural, he took 

refuge in conventionalities.
41 hope,' said he, 4 that no ill effects have arisen fropi this recent 

excitement’
4 Oh no,’ said Katie, in an abstracted tone. She was trying to 

listen to Talbot’s words. They did not sound pleasant
Ashby also was trying to listen to Dolores. She seemed to him 

to be altogether too familiar.
‘ I’m very glad,’ said Ashby. 4 I was afraid that this excitement 

might have an injurious effect.’
(Dolores was still giving an account of herself. It was unworthy 

of her !)
4 Oh no,’ said Katie, 4 not at all.’
She heard Harry speak in an apologetical manner. It was very 

hard to bear. Would he leave her for this lady?
There was now a pause.
Ashby and Katie were both listening with all their might to 

hear what was said by Dolores and by Harry respectively.
Ashby felt the necessity of saying something.
4 Very fine weather,’ said he.
4 Oh, very fine,’ said Katie.
4 A fine moon.’
4 Oh, very tine.’
At this mention of the moon, each thought of those moonbeams 

which had streamed in through the narrow windows on those past 
few nights—nights so memorable to each ; and each thought of 
them with the same feelings.

Ashby tried to find something new to say. He thought 
of the position in which they all were—its danger—their liability 
to recapture—the necessity of flight, and yet the difficulty of
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doing so—things which he and Dolores had just been consider­
ing. _

‘This,’ said he, lis a very embarrassing position.’
Katie by this Anderstood him to mean the relations which they 

bore to one another, and which had become somewhat confused 
by her affair with Harry. She thought this was Ashby’s way of 
putting it.

She sighed. She looked at Harry and Talbot. They seemed 
coming to an understanding. Harry was certainly making an 
explanation which seemed unnecessarily long. And here was 
Ashby hinting at an explanation with herself. She had forgotten 
all her fine speech with which she had come down. She knew 
ndt what to say. She only felt a jealous fear about Harry, and 
mother fear about an explanation with Ashby.

Ashby meanwhile thought nothing about Katie, but was full 
of eagerness to learn what was going on between Dolores and 
Brooke.

And thus it was certainly an embarrassing situation.
There were three couples involved in this embarrassing situa­

tion, and among them all it is difficult to say which was most 
embarrassed. It was bad enough to meet with the old lover, but 
it was worse to feel that the eye of the new lover was upon them. 
Moreover, each new lover felt jealous of the old one : and the 
mind of each had thus to be distracted between two discordant 
anxieties. In short, it was, as Ashby had well said, a most em­
barrassing situation.

Suddenly, in the midst of all this, a figure entered the hall 
which attracted all eyes. It was a figure of commanding im­
portance ; a man rather elderly, in the uniform of a general- 
officer—all ablaze with gold. There was a universal shock at 
such an apparition. The first thought of everyone was that the 
castle had been captured by some new enemy—that this was the 
leader, and that they all were prisoners.

But one by one, to Ashby, Harry, Brooke ; to Katie, Talbot, 
and Dolores—came the recognition of the fact that under this 
magnificent exterior lay concealed the person of their companion 
and friend, the venerable and the virtuous Russell.

‘ I want to look after something,’ said he ; and with these words 
he went into the room where he had first been confined—namely, 
the one opposite to that in which the recent ceremony had taken 
place.
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CHAPTER LV,

HOW HABRY AND KATIB DISCUSS THB SITUATION, AND ASHBY 
TCLL8 DOLORES HER DUTY.

Thr sudden appearance of Russell broke the spell which had 
rested upon all.

Talbot was the first to make a movement.
* Excuse me for a few moments,’ said she. * There are some 

wounded men inside who are in my care. I came out to get sbme 
water for them. I must make haste.’

Saying these words, she left Harry, and went to a corner of 
the apartment where there was a jar of water. Filling a vessel 
from this, she returned to the wounded.

Harry did not follow her.
Upon seeing this movement of Talbot, Katie withdrew from 

Ashby. Ashby did not seem to notice this, for he was still 
watching Dolores.

Dolores now remarked to Brooke that she was just at that 
time engaged in looking after the defences of the castle, for there 
was serious danger of an immediate attack by the enemy.

At this Brooke said nothing, but merely bowed, and followed 
Talbot to help her with the wounded men.

Dolores, upon this, cast a glance at Ashby and went out. 
Ashby immediately followed her.

Upon this, Harry approached Katie. Neither said a word, 
but, acting on one common impulse, they went upstairs together 
into the upper hall. As they thus went up, Russell came out 
of the other room, and, seeing them ascending the stairs, he 
followed them.

On reaching the top of the stairs, Harry and Katie stood, and 
Russell also stopped a little below. He wasn’t proud. He was 
anxious for information. So he stood and listened to what they 
had to say.

The two stood there in silence for some time, until at length 
Katie spoke.

* Isn’t this horrible ft said she, with a heavy sigh.
Harry gave another sigh responsive to hers.
* It’s worse,’ said Katie, ‘ than ever.’
Harry, with another sigh, allowed that it was.
' I can’t stay here ’ said Katie, ' in this place ; and, what’s 

more, I won’t stay. I’m free now, and I’ve made up my mind to 
go away.’

1 Will you ft said Harry, in an eager voice.
' Yes, I will,’ said Katie decidedly ; ' and I’ll go all alone. 

You needn’t come ; for of comae you’ll stay.’
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1 StayV fcaid Harry—‘ stay Î and here—when you’ve gone 
away Y t

* Oh yes,’ said Katie ; 1 of course you’ll stay here, with your 
dear Sydney !’

Harry sighed.
‘ But I won’t stay,’ continued Katie, after another pause ; 

‘ I’m going to leave ; and 111 walk back to the railway all 
alone.’

‘ I think that would be a capital idea !’ said Harry, in a tone of 
great animation. ,

At this Katie burst into tears.
Harry was now quite distracted. He caught her in his arms 

and kissed her over and over again.
‘ You don’t understand,’ said he. ‘ I mean it would be a good 

idea to go ; but, of course, you shall not go alone.’
‘ Yes, I will go alone,’ said Katie ; ‘ all alone. You don’t care 

for me, now that you’ve got your Sydney. You don’t care for me 
a bit !’ 1

‘ Care for you !' cried Harry ; ‘ you’re the only one, Katie, in 
all the world, that I do care for.’

Katie struggled away from his encircling arms.
‘ No,’ said she ; ‘ you’re not speaking the truth. You’ll leave 

me, and say those same words to your Sydney.’
* Bother Sydney !’ cried Harry, in unfeigned vexation.
At this, Katie, whose head had been for a moment averted, 

now turned her tearful eyes on him, and Harry once more took 
her in his arms.

* But do you, after all,’ said she—Vdo you, after all, care for me
just a little bit, Harry V / )

* Care for you ?’ cried Harry, with headlong impetuosity. ‘ I 
swear, Katie, that I love you better than all the world. I will 
give op everything for you. Will you do as much for me V

‘ Why—why—how can I help it Y said Katie.
At this reply Harry kissed her again.
‘ You—you—offered your life for me,’ said Katie, in tearful 

agitation ;1 aud didn’t I almost give my life for you, you dear old 
boy 1 You don’t know all yet. You don’t know that it was for 
ybur sake only, .and to save you from death, that I consented to 
sacrifice myself to that awful man.’

Katie now told Harry the whole story, and the effect of this 
narration was only to intensify the ardent love of this volatile 
youth. While he had been face to face with Talbot, he had 
undergone a severe struggle from conflicting emotions and im-

Imises. But, now Katie was before him, Talbot was present no 
onger ; and Katie was so sweet, so tender, so trustful, and, above 

all, she had such a story to tell, that he could not resist Talbot’s 
claims on him became less and less perceptible in those new ones

l
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which Kate presented ; and so the consequence was that he 
yielded up everything—his honour, his loyalty, and his duty. ■■

‘ Katie,’ said he, as he pressed her in his arms, ‘ I love you 
alone—I’ll give up all for you. Let us fly from this place ; let us 
fly ! Let us not wait here where these other people are.’

‘ Fly V said Katie ; ‘ where V . ;
‘Yes; fly!’
* But how can we get out ? Shall we go out boldly through 

the gate V
Suddenly some one came between them, and a voice chimed 

into the conversation.
‘ Yes,’ said the voice, ‘ fly ! That’s the ticket. There’s a devil 

here—a she-devil. I’ll show you the way out. If you want to 
get off without Ashby seeing you, I’ll show you how ; I know 
the way. It’s a secret passage. That’s how I escaped the last 
time ; and I’ll take you to it when it gets dark.’

It was Russell who had thus interposed. Harry and Katie 
showed no resentment whatever at his intrusion, but caught at 
his suggestion. Russell alluded with clumsy and rather vulgar 
playfulness to their tender relations, and offered, as guardian, to 
give Katie away the moment they should find a parson.

Meanwhile Dolores had gone out into the courtyard, followed 
by Ashby. There they stopped, and looked at one another in 
silence.

* Who’s that fellow V said Ashby at last.
Dolores explained that he was a friend of hers who had been 

of great help in Cuba. She did not tell how tender their rela­
tions had been.

* H’m !’ said Ashby. ‘ Never heard of him before. You 
seemed very intimate.’

‘ He saved my life,’ said Dolores.
* Saved your life V
Dolores sighed.
Then more of her story escaped her. At last the whole truth 

came out.
‘ What !’ said Ashby ; ‘ and so you were engaged. In fact, the 

fellow is an old lover.'
Dolores said nothing, but looked at Ashby with mournful 

inquiry, as though appealing to him to know what she ought 
to do.

‘ How did he get here V asked Ashby calmly.
‘ He has been seeking for me all these years, and traced me 

here, and was captured.’
1 H’m ! that’s devotion,’ said Ashby, 

the girl that was disguised as priest V
‘ I don’t know.’
‘So she’s a girl,’ said Ashby ; ‘and so that’s',the

1 And who’s his friend-

/
reason she 
18
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wouldn't marry Lopez and Katie. A most infernally pretty girl, 
io is she, did you say V 

sdon’t know.’ y
‘ Didn't your—your friend tell you V
•No\
It maybe supposed that Ashby should have known Brooke’s 

feelings towards this ‘ priest ’ by his devotion to her in saving 
her life. But it was not so. Brooke’s desperate act in flinging 
himself before Lopez seemed to Ashby merely an accident conse­
quent upon his struggle with his captors. Besides, the attack of > 
Dolores and her six Carliste had followed so closely upon ’this, 
that all had become confused together.

While Ashby had been asking these few questions, Dolores re­
mained looking at him with that same mournful inquiry. Ashby 
noticed it, for he looked at her several times, though each time 
he looked away elsewhere. He was turning over all this in his 
mind.

At length he looked at her once more, and took her hands in his.
‘ Dolores,1 said be, * I have made up my mind.'
‘ Whatf said she, in a faint voice, looking up at him in awful 

suspense.
‘I will not give you up ! That’s decided. You must dismiss 

the idea from your mina.1
In an instant the shadow of anxiety fled from the face of 

Dolores, followed by a flash of joy like a sunbeam. She said not 
a word, but Ashby saw that rush of happiness, and all his own 
nature responded.

‘ You must come with me,’ said he. * That fellow may look out 
for himself.’

4 But—but—' said Dolores. She paused.
‘ What V
‘ We—we—are—engaged.’
‘ Pooh !’ said Ashby. ‘ That’s an old story.'
1 But—but-----’
‘ Well V said Ashby impatiently, as she paused.
‘ He—he—saved my life once.’
* He be hanged !’ said Ashby. * I’ll save your life fifty times. 

You mustn’t think of that man again. Do you hear, Dolores ?’
* Yes,’ said Dolores meekly ; ‘but I only want to satisfy my 

conscience, and find out my duty.’
‘ Conscience ? Duty ? Ah !’ repeated Ashby. ‘ Well, then, 

I’ll tell you what to think of—think of me ! Here was I, en­
gaged to that English maiden. You have won my love. You 
have made me indifferent to her. You have made my love grow 
stronger and stronger eveiy moment, until now I’m ready to give 

everything for you. Your duty, therefore, is to be true to 
me, as I will be true to you.’
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Dolores looked up again with her face in a rapture Of gladness, 

and Ashby pressed her hands more closely in his. Then they 
walked away to ihspect the fortifications.

CHAPTER LVL
IN WHICH THERE IS A TERRIBLE CALAMITY.• Y* • » tr* T.*t >

Russell’s advent among the embarrassed lovers can easily be ex­
plained. Seated at the gate in the uniform of a general, with 
gorgeons array of bine ànd gold, with a sword in his manly 
hand, and armed warriors around him, his martial soul had 
gradually lost its terrors, and his mind was at leisure to think of 
other things.

First amOng these other things was that precious package 
which he had concealed. Now was the time for him to look 
them np and regain possession. None but friends were now in 
the castle. Those bonds were now safer in his own possession 
than anywhere else, and never could he hope for a better chance 
than this. As for Rita, she must’have fled, he thought, with 
the other fugitives, and with her had fled his worst fear.

With snoh thoughts as these, the martial Russell sheathed 
his Warlike sword and walked back again toward the castle. 
Here he entered the hall where the others were talking, and, 
passing through, entered the well-remembered room where he 
had been confined. He looked all around. He was alone. He 
walked to the chimney. He looked up. Through the broad 
opening at the top he saw the sky. In the gloom of the shaft 
he saw also that opening in which he had placed the precious 
parcel.

All seemed as it had been, and he felt convinced that his 
papers were safe." Further examination, however, was, just 
now, not advisable. He would have to light a torch, and some 
of his friends might come in just as he was going up or coming 
down. So he concluded to defer his search until they had gone 
out of the way a little, until which time the package would be 
quite safe. In the meantime he thought he would go back and 
hear what they were all talking about.

Coming back again, he saw them all going in different direc­
tions, and, as a matter of course, he followed those who were 
nearest and dearest, namely, Katie and Harry. He stood and 
listened with a benignant smile to their loving words. He 
gazed complacently upon their outrageous and unbounded 
spooning. He had no objection now to anyone whom Katie 
might choose. To Ashby he felt repugnance on account of

18—3
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former quarrels, but to Harry none whatever. Even to Ashby 
he would have yielded, for prejudices die out quickly in a Castle 
of Spain. And so, as we have seen, the good Russell interrupted 
the happy lovers in a paternal way, and did the ‘ heavy father * 
to perfection—with outstretched hands, moistened eyes, and 

''Bless you, bless you, my children !’
The subject of flight was already before them, and this was 

for Russell the most acceptable possible. He felt that he could 
give valuable information, since ne himself had been a fugitive. 
Every step of the way was well remembered by him. In a few 
minutes he had made them acquainted with the story of his 
fohner escape, apd the adventurous Harry at once decided that 
this would be the very way by which he could carry off Katie 
and himself from their embarrassing surroundings. For various 
reasons he wished to go away in a quiet, unobtrusive manner, 
without ostentation or vain display, and in np other way could 
he do it so effectually as in this.

Harry at once decided that his best course would be to spend 
the hours of closing day in making himself acquainted with this 
passage. He did not feel inclined to be altogether dependent 
upon Russell. Circumstances might arise which might make it 
desirable to fly without him. That good man might become 
suddenly unwell, or there might be an attack by the enemy, or 
other things might occur, under any of which circumstances 
Harry would have to rely upon himself alone.

Russell had no objections ; in fqct, he himself preferred going 
over the way once more. About this there was no difficulty. 
There were very few in the castle, and these had no idea of 
watching each other ; in fact, each party seemed only too 
anxious to keep out of the other's way.

Katie now retired to that room which she had last occupied, 
and Harry went off with Russell, The daylight befriended 
them so that they were able to find their way along the lower 
passages, until at length they came to the opening under the 
arch of the ruined bridge. Here they both went down one side 
of the chasm and up the other until they both reached the tower. 
Harry was delighted with this discovery, and felt fully capable 
of traversing the path himself, even in the darkest night ; while/ 
Russell, though a little out of breath, was quite willing to bear 
the fatigue in return for the additional knowledge he had

On regaining the castle, Harry went to tell Katie the result, 
and to prepare her for their coming flight.

Russell now had leisure to attend to the groat work of secur­
ing the hidden treasure. He decided that he ought to do this 
in perfect secrecy, so that none of his friends should know where 
he was going, or even suspect it.
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First of all, he followed Harry to the upper story, where he 

took an affectionate leave of him. Then he prowled about 
until he discovered Ashbv, who was with Dolores in a remote 
part of the courtyard. The six Carlists were still at the gate. 
The other two inmates of the castle, namely, Brooke and 
Talbot, were in the room in which the recent stormy events had 
taken place. They had been attending to the wounds of the 
prisoners, and were still so engaged that they did not look 
up as Russell entered. He said nothing, but hastily retreated, 
and went into the opposite room — the very one in which 
he was to conduct his operations. But he was too cautious 
to begin just yet ; so he waited, and at length had the satis­
faction of seeing these two go downstairs and out of the 
castle.

And now at last the time had come. There was no eye to 
behold him, and no one to suspect.

An old torch was in the fireplace. This hqf picked up, and 
then going back to the door, looked all around stealthily and 
warily. All was still.

Thereupon he returned. His manly heart was throbbing fast 
—violently, even painfully. The sense of loneliness was op­
pressive. Had his purpose been less important, he would cer­
tainly have turned and fled. But too much was at stake. Be­
fore him there arose the vision of that vast treasure—thirty 
thousand pounds—and its attraction was irresistible. He must 
go forward ; and now was the time’to win, or never.

He stood for a moment gathering up his courage.
What if Rita should be concealed somewhere up there 1
Such was the awful thought that suddenly occurred to him 

and made him quail.
The idea suggested itself of going back to Harry and getting 

his aid. But no, that would never do. He would let it be 
supposed that these bonds had been taken from him. If he 
were to tell his secret to Harry, all would be lost. No ; he 
must go, and alone.

Once more he went to the door and listened. All was still.
He now nerved himself up for a supreme effort. If he were 

to delay any longer, some of them would be sure to return. Now 
or never.

He struck a match against the stone floor. It kindled.
In another moment the torch was blazing brightly ; and, 

holding this in one hand, Russell used his other hand to clamber 
up the projecting stones.

Up he went, higher and higher.
And now he reached the opening, and his knee was resting 

upon it, and he was just about to raise the torch so as to peer
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At that instant there was a sudden rush, and a 1 
sent a thrill of sharp agony to his heart. A pair of 1 
were flung about him. The torch fell, and the smoke 
his eyes. H^felt himself dragged forward helplessly into. 
gloomy bole, while a fierce whisper hissed into his desp 
ears words that made him almost die out of sheer fright :

‘ Hah ! base traidor, I haffa you ! I haffa you ! You salla not 
scappar from Rita again {’ , > ^ ^

At this Russell gave a wild, long, piercing yell, and fainted.

CHAPTER LVII.
IN WHICH BROOKE AND TALBOT PREPAIE TO BID BACH 

OTHER AN ETERNAL FAREWELL.

neither 
h Jo an

WR*îonour-

r
On turning away from that eventful me 
both Brooke and Talbot felt very greatly 1 
could say a word. This feeling was experienced 
equal degree ; and neither of thqni could :
out of this new difficulty that could commend 
able mind.

The conversation with Harry had quite overwt 
He had been so eager to explain, and the ’ ^
such fidelity on his part, he bad seemed so 1 
tion had been so complete, that she hadnotpnp. yord, _to7 
For the fact remained plain before her mi: 
failing to receive her at' Barcelona was his 
her, which had sent him flying in all haste
had ever been in fault, the fault was one whicL _____
excess of love. To a generous mind like Talbot’s this was 
distressing thought .

Still, there was another thought which was worop, and that was 
this—namely, that Harry could no longer satisfy her. Whether 
she had ever really loved him or not, she did not now stop to 
inquire, nor was such an inquiry worth making. It was only too 
evident now that Harry had declined to nothingness, and less 
than nothingness, in her heart, and that in the course of the 
tragical events of the last few days Brooke had grown to be more 
than all the world to her.

The feelings and thoughts of Brooke were of the same descrip­
tion. It had seemed to him that Dolores had been faithful ; tod 
as he had all along felt firmly convinced of her passionate love 
for himself and unalterable fidelity, it never entered into hie head 
now to suspect any change in her. At the same time, he felt 
that, whether he bad ever loved her formerly or not, he certainly

most
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bad no feeling of love for her now ; for Talbot had utterly effaced 
that former image, and all the world would now be aa nothing to 
him without Talbot.

For some time they devoted themselves to the wounded men, 
and then, having finished this task, they retreated to the farthest 
end of the room. Here there was a rude bench, upon which they 
seated themselves, and remained thus for a long time in utter 
silence.

‘ You saw my meeting with—with that—young lady,’ said 
Brooke at last. ‘ Did you understand who it was ? It was— 
Dolores.’

‘ I know,’ said Talbot, with a heavy sigh. 4 And did you observe 
my meeting with that gentleman 1 Did you understand that ?’

4 What !’ cried Brooke, in amazement at the suggestion which 
was conveyed by Talbot’s words. He had not had leisure to 
notice or think of anyone except Dolores.

4 It was Mr. Hivers,’ said Talbot.
‘ The devil !’ cried Brooke, with a groan.
At this Talbot very properly said nothing.
‘Well,’ said Brooke, after a long pause, 41 didn’t know that 

things could possibly be more infernally embarrassing or more 
confoundedly complicated than they were ; but this is certainly a
little beyond what I dreamed of. And—and-----’

He turned with a despairing look and took Talbot’s hand.
4 What, Brooke 1’ \ ,
4 Am—am I—to—to—congratulate you—and all that V he 

stammered.
‘ What !’ said Talbot reproachfully.
Brooke was silent.
4 Oh, Brooke,’ sai4 Talbot, 4 what are we to do V 
‘ Give it up,’ said Brooke, in a dismal voice. . ■, ,,, * ,
‘This,’ continued Talbot, ‘is worse than when we were 

prisoners, and dying by turns for one another.’ |H)
41 wish,’ said Brooke, 4 that I had died when I wanted to.’
‘ And must we now give one another up?’ sighed Talbot.,
‘ Don’t see what else we can do,’ said Brooke. 4 We’ve got to 

keep our confounded promises.’
4 What promises, Brooke ?’
41 don't know.’ -
4 Brooke !’
4 What r
‘ What ought I to do V
* I don’t know.’
4 Ought I to keep my promise ?’
4 Whuch promise V t
4 Why, my promise to—to Mr. Rivers 1’
* D—u Mr, Rivers !’ growled Brooke, turning away.
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‘ That,’ said Talbot mildly, ‘ is not an answer to my question/
‘But how do I know?’ said Brooke in a voice like a wailing 

child.
‘ But how can I ? how can I ?’ cried Talbot. ‘ And when you 

are here—you, Brooke, who know all my heart ! Can I give you 
up? I cannot ! You may give me up, if you like.’

‘ Why don’t you say, if I can V said Brooke.
‘ Oh—any way,’ said Talbot wearily.
There was another silence.
1 Marry him!’ cried Talbot at last, breaking the silence with 

vehement abruptness. ‘ I cannot ! I cannot ! It would be wicked. 
I should desecrate the holy sacrament. I could not utter that 
vow before the holy altar. Never ! Yet I can’t stay here, where 
he is. He will be wishing to see me. He will be coming soon— 
he may be coming now. I will not see him. I will not speak 
with him again. I will, write to him. I will leave this place, 
and at once.’

‘ Leave this plhce !’ repeated Brooke. ‘ Where can you go V
‘ Why, I’ll go home,’ said Talbot firmly.
‘ Home?’
‘ Yes.’
‘ How can you ? You don’t know the way.’
* I know one place where I can go—to that tower—that sweet 

tower ; it is not far away ; it must be easy to get there. I will 
go there—there, Brooke, where I first became acquainted with 
you ; and then----- ’

Here Talbot paused, and turned away her head.
‘ But you can’t live there,’ said Brooke in a harsh voice.
‘ I can find my way back to the road,’ said Talbot in a tremulous 

tone—‘to the road where I first met you, Brooke ; and then— 
why, then I shall be no worse off than when you found me and 
assisted me.’

‘ It's all nonsense,’ said Brooke ; ‘ you can’t go alone.’
‘ Yes, I can.’
‘ You’ll be taken prisoner.’
‘ I don’t care.’
‘ Or, if not, you’ll die of starvation.’
‘ Very well,’ said Talbot in a calm voice, and looking at Brooke 

out of serene eyes, with a face from which all traces of emotion 
had departed—‘ very well ; I have already showed that I am not 
afraid of death ; and death by starvation is not more terrible than 
death by bullets ’

Brooke looked at her for a moment in silence, and then said :
‘ You are not in earnest ?’
‘ I am in earnest,’ said Talbot, looking at him fixedly, and 

sneaking in a resolute tone—‘ I am in earnest, and I mean to go 
this very night,’
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Brooke looked away, drew a long breath, and subsided into 
silence.

‘How can you find the way!’ he asked at length, in a gruff 
voice, and without looking up.

‘ I don't know,’ said Talbot ; 4 I can trv again, as I tried before.’
Brooke looked up hastily, then looked away, and finally said :
4 I think, Talbot, you might ask me to show you the way.’
At this Talbot’s face flushed, and all her expression was sud­

denly changed from one of dull dejection to animation and 
delight.

1 Will you ?’ she asked breathlessly.
4 Oh yes,’ said Brooke, ‘ that isn’t much to do. Oh yes, I can 

easily show you the way to the tower. After all, it is as safe 
there as here ; and if you are determined to go, why, we can start, 
you know—at any time, you know.’

‘ But will you—can you—will you, really ?’ said Talbot, who 
seemed quite overwhelmed at this unexpected offer. 4 Then you 
have your human weakness, after all, have you, Brooke? You 
will not sacrifice me to a punctilio, will you? you will not let 
your poor Talbot go away all alone V

4 No,’ said Brooke softly,41 will not let my Talbot go away all 
alone.’

Talbot cast a swift glance at him, as if to read his soul. 
Brooke s eye met hers, bht only for au instant. Then he looked 
away. Again there was quick and active within him that old 
vigilant feeling that kept him on guard against being surprised 
and overpowered by passion. Within his heart there had already 
been a fierce struggle between love and honour. Love had once 
conquered, and that completely ; but the appearance of Dolores 
had roused his conscience, and made him once more aware of th* 
bond that lay in his plighted word. Could he again break that 
word ? Could he sacrifice his honour for good almost in the very 
presence of her whom he supposed to be his loving and faithful 
Dolores ? Could be do such a deed as this, and sully bis soul even 
for Talbot ? Yet, on the other hand, how could he bring himself 
to give her up ? Give her up—the 4 lad Talbot,’ whom he loved 
as lie had never loved any other human being ! How could he ? 
And thus love drew him impetuously in one direction, while duty 
sternly and imperiously drove him back ; and so there wont on 
in the breast of this newspaper correspondent a struggle the like 
of which does not often come within the experience of gentlemen 
of the press.

4 You will see me as far as the tower?’ said Talbot pathetically.
4 Yes,’ murmured Brooke.
4 And there,’ continued Talbot, in the same tone,4 we can say 

to one another our last farewells.’
ÿrooke said nothing. The struggle still raged within him, and
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was as far from a decisive end as ever. The prospect of parting 
with Talbot tilled him with a sense of horrible desolation, ana 
the one idea now in his mind was that of accompanying her 
Vheyver she might go. He did not look far into the future. 
His ,plana were Bounded by that tower to which Talbot was 
going. This much he might do without any hesitation. It 
seemed tp him no more than Talbot's due. She only wanted to 
go as far as that She wished to be out of the reach of Rivers. 
She didn't know the way there. He could certainly help her 
thus far ; in fact, it would be impossible for him not to do that 
much. If Dolores herself were present, he thought, she could 
not object ; in fact, sh? could do nothing else but approve.

Silence now followed, which lasted for some time, and at length 
Talbot said, with a heavy sigh :

‘ How strange it is, and how sad ! isn't it, Brooke V
‘What?! said Brooke.
* To bid good-bye/
Brooke was silent.
‘ To bid good-bye,’ repeated Talbot, 4 and never meet again !’
Brooke drew a long breath, looked at Talbot, and then looked 

away»

. again
4 How do I know V said Brooke snappishly.
4 And yet you gave your life for me,’ said Talbot pensively.
4 Ï didn’t/ said Brooke. 4 It was you that gave your life 

forme/ -‘r
4 Tbe offer was made,’ said Talbot mournfully,4 but it wasn't 

accepted. t wish now that the offer had been accepted.’
’ Brooke raised his head and looked at her with his paly, haggard 
face, whereon was still the impression of that great agony through 
which he bad,so lately passed, He looked at her with all his 
unspeakable love in his earnest, yearning gaze.

4 Do you really wish that, Talbot V 
41 do,’ said she sadly.
4 Oh, my darling !’ cried Brooke—4 my own love, and my only 

love ! What shall I do I Help me to decide.’
He caught her in his arms, and held her pressed convul­

sively to his heart, while Talbot laid her head on his shoulder 
and wept.

At length they rose to go.
Brooke was conscious of a sense of profound relief as he went 

out of the castle and away from Dolores. t, • x
On reaching the gate, Brooke explained to the guard that he and 

tire lady were going out fur a little walk,
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he was
would be,cut. _ _ _ 

galbât » the tower, and conveying
_______,aa he had done once before.
now passed through the gates, accompanied 

e which he took was the same that he ha 
a of his first visit to the Carliste in his di „ 
talking for some distance they descended 11 

t length reached .the bottom. By this time it was dual 
Tit was comingrapidly.. ,» t
y then began the ascent, and reached the tower without

&ere they paused to take breath.

he.hinaae
a vague

food, etc.,
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at .the opening they 
them. 
chasm, as of some one

CBÀPTÉR LYIII.

IN WHICH 80MB OLD FRIENDS REAPPEAR.

had beenJwvhappier for
td She

starting qjrçp mat ipw»r room m 
Had she gone, from ope of the 
have encountered the

i or roe upper rooms, toey might, 
lurking Rita, and thus have rescued

‘ Some one’s coming,' said 
* Yes,’ said Brooke

ïÿ&itàriWu ..... -heard something which once mo^e 
There were voices and footsteps 

coming up the pathway.
We tyre pursued f said,Brooke. ,u >u .) i„, ^

‘ We are captured !' said Talbot ; and then ah» added, a» she 
took Brooke’s hand in hers, ‘ But oh, Brooke, how I should love 
to be captjy-ed, vyii aro.oplx çaptpred with me,l’ ... ^ <

ooke said nothing, hut a thrill of joy passed through him at 
iought
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unhappy Rnssell from hia vengeful captor and from his coming 
woe. But such was not to be their lot. It was from the lower 
room that they started ; and on they went, to the no small amaze­
ment of Ashby, through all those intricate ways, until at length 
they emerged from the interior, and found themselves in the 
chasm. Here the moon was shining, as it had been during all 
the eventful days in which all these wonderful and authentic 
adventures had been taking place, and gave them ample light by 
which to find the path. Their way lay along the lower part of 
the chasm, where the brook was foaming and bubbling and dash­
ing on its way. Before long they reached the place where the 
path ascended toward the tower. Up this they proceeded.

As they went up they heard voices. Thus far they had been 
talking with one another quite merrily and carelessly, but these 
sounds at once arrested them. They stopped for a moment and 
listened in deep anxiety.

The sound of the voices seemed to draw nearer, and to come 
up from some point in the pathway behind them, as though others 
were advancing in the same direction.

‘ We are pursued,’ said Dolores.
‘ Who would pursue us?’ said Ashby.
‘ Mr. Brooke/ said Dolores, in a tone of alarm. ‘It must be 

Mr. Brooke. He has been looking for me. He has seen us, and 
is pursuing us.’

Ashby muttered a curse.
‘ Confound him !’ said he. ‘ Let him keep his distance ! We 

must hurry on faster.’
They hurried on.
In a few moments they had reached the tower. Inside that 

tower were Brooke and Talbot, who had reached it some time 
before, and now heard the sounds made by these new-comers, 
though the darkness of the interior prevented them from seeing 
who they were. On entering, Dolores drew Ashby carefully on 
one side. Brooke and Talbot waited in breathless suspense.

But now other sounds startled the occupants of the tower—the 
sounds as of an advancing crowd. Dolores clung in terror to 
Ashby, and drew him still farther on one side.

They were caught—that was plain. They could neither ad­
vance nor retreat ; for now already they heard new-comers at the 
opening through which they had just passed. They shrank back 
still farther, and Dolores clung more closely to Ashby.

These new-comers, however, were not very formidable. They 
were merely Harry and Katie.

Harry had waited for some time in expectation of being joined 
by Bussell. To his surprise, that worthy person did not put in an 
appearance. He could not account for this, and finally con­
cluded that Russell must have gone ahead, so as to take his time
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about it and save himself by daylight. In this belief Harry 
resolved to delay no longer, and, congratulating himself that he 
knew the way so well, he started off with Katie.

He went with all the caution in the world, first reconnoitring 
to see that no one was within view, and then, on reaching the 
side-door which gave entrance to the cellars, he cautioned Katie 
to keep silence. In this way they went on silently enough, until 
they emerged from the opening. Then they began to descend 
the chasm, and here Harry felt safe. On their way down and up 
they talked and laughed quite freely, and these were the voices 
which had startled their predecessors.

At length they reached the tower and clambered in. The 
moment they found themselves inside they were startled by 
those noises which had already terrified the others, and which 
had now drawn much nearer.

Katie gave a low cry of terror, and stood trembling in every 
limb.

Harry was quite bewildered at this sudden and unexpected 
shock. For a moment he thought of flight ; but that was im­
possible, for Katie, in her terror, was almost fainting, and he had 
to support her while she clung breathlessly to him. And so they 
stood, unable to move.

The noises were now just outside—voices, cries, songs, and wild 
laughter—all the indications of a lawless crowd.

Suddenly some one burst inside.
‘ Ha !’ he cried, in Spanish, ‘ here it is, but it’s all dark. 

Bring lights, some one. We must wait here till the others come 
round to the front ; but there’s no reason why we shouldn’t have 
lights. We can’t be seen from the castle : the walls here are too 
thick to be transparent. It’s just the place for a little supper.’

A number of others now came forward and entered. The fugi­
tives stood clingiug to one another as before, expecting the worst, 
and awaiting with intense anxiety the moment when fights would 
be introduced.

There was now the flash of sudden flames—some of them were 
striking matches. The flames leaped forth, and soon half a dozen 
torches were kindled, and then, blazing and smoking, they were 
held aloft, throwing a bright light upon the whole interior ; while 
those who held them looked around without any other purpose, 
just then, than to find some convenient place where they might 
place them, so as to save themselves the trouble of holding 
them.

In that one instant the whole scene stood revealed.
There stood Brooke, with Talbot clinging to him ; there Harry, 

with his arms round Katie ; and there Ashby, supporting Dolores. 
And as Ashby and Harry stared at these noisy new-comers, they 
saw the familiar face of no less a person than * his Majesty.’
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At this gight they were filled with amazement and conster­
nation. 1 Yet their àmazetnetit, great though it may "have been, 
was ntot grehtér tihafl that of4 ins Majesty/ For an ihstinf be 
stood like one transfixed, and then exclaimed, ih that*'peculiar 
English which he spoké :

‘Hourly Moses ! out this bates the worruld !‘ and then stood 
starihg at each of them. 1 \ u

At this exclamation Katie started. She recognised the voice
* w-a », ----- *--»■ ^-WtBât maniked.1 up, ar$ 

__ anxiety and til Its
terror vanished. Dolores also heard the English "wdtfds, and 
looked up in surprise, recognising at the fiifet glance that fcmittar 
face. Harry and Ashby made the same discovery, xl”‘

But there ‘were other discoveries to be made. Their eyes, as 
tfie lights shone around, took in the Wholfc scene ; and It tree 
with the deepest dismay and Wifuàtbn 'that, on looking around, 
each one caught sight of fiis, or her, old lover ; and, what Was 
more, the feelmg of each ' otte was, that (he other had conie in 
pursuit, to claim that voW which 6ach was breaking.

Henry saw Talbot, and*felf sure that she had come after him 
to demand a new explatf&iOli, and to reproach him fpr this rieW 
perfidy. She had suffered, he felt, wrongs that were intolerable 
at his hands, and his heart sank within him at thià new lheétihg. 
He seemed to himself* btife beyond all expressidti," atnd nO1 WOWS 
could be found with which he might eicuse himsèuL >" tiw * l~* 

Brooke saw Dolores, and his only thought was that she had 
suspected him, had watched him, had tracked him; atid had now 
come to overwhelm 'him1'with dishonour; and he felt that he
_____l V- J____V •** • * I f»1- * V -'*»must be dumb'bfefoft her.

pith Harr/, àhd'had dome to tear him from1 î)<ffûW
Talbot saw Harrywith guilty terror. She had flé&frora him, 

and1 intentionally.*6 He had pursued ; he had come tb daim her 
hand—her promised hand 1

Dolores saw Brooke Vith the same feelings. She knew him 
as (he chiValrO'us Americ&n who had saved her life^htfd that of 
her mother in their direst need ; who had won her heart" and the 
promise Of her hand.' She had broken her word—she had fled.- 
what now? With what eyes could she look at' him ! With what 
words could she speak to him 1

Katie's fac6vhad lightened up with joy at the sight of ‘his 
Majesty,1 bût the moment afterward it Clouded over with ' fear 
ana apprehetisioh at the sight of Ashby. "Tis 'conscience' doth 
make- cowards of us all/ and conscience told' her that she had
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treated Ashby very, very badly, and that he had followed her 
to make her keep her plighted word. And so she only cloiig to 
Hany more closely than ever. '■ • • 1 IW 1 M

And so, in fact, did the other couples. They all clung to one t 
-another more closely than ever. There was a moment of embar­
rassment—intense, awful, tremendous.

The deep silence was broken by the voice of ‘ his Majesty.’
1 Hersilf !’ he cried, with his eyes fixed on Katie—‘ herein ! be* 

gorra, it’s hersilf ! Shore an’ it is ! an’ oh, but ft’s mesilf that’s 
the lucky man this day ! An’ shure, an’ may I dhrop dead if I 
iver saw eich a mayting as this ! Shure, ye’ve forgotten all about 
my offer aV the crown av Spain, an’ the sceptre, an’ the throne. 
Begorra, ye’ve given up all that same for that bit av a boy that’s 
a howldin’ av ye. An’ shure, we’re all together again, so we are. 
Here’s welcome to yez all—Messrs.Rivers, an’ Ashby, an’ the ladies, 
one an’ all ! Niver fear, I’ll take good care av yèz this toime !• 
Only, what’s become av Lord Russell f Begorra, it’s mesilf that 
’ud loike to have another look at that same !’

Talking in this way , with frequent pauses, * his Majesty ’ suc­
ceeded in expressing his feelings, which had at first Seemed quite 
too strong for utterance. .» <tf « *4» t>t

Meanwhile, the soldiers who had been inspecting the interior 
had found convenient places for fixing the torclM, Whidi now 
flared up, throwing a bright light around, and filling the tower 
with smoke. •

During all this time the prisoners had been agitated by various 
feelings. Harry and Ashby saw in ‘ his Majesty * a remorseless 
brigand, whose only idea was plunder, and who would now hold 
them to ransom as before. They despaired of escape. Thi* new 
capture seemed far worse than the former one, yet each one 
thought less of hiteself than of that dear orfe whom he had tried 
to save. Thus Harry clung to Katie, and Ashby clung to Dolores 
more closely than ever. Brooke and Talbot, on the contrary, had 
less fear, yet they had anxiety. Brooke recognised in ‘ hie Ma­
jesty ’ the unscrupulous Carlist whom he had- visited, and was 
somewhat uneasy about a recognition ; while Talbot, seeing hi* 
uneasiness, felt something like fear herself. * •

Yet, in the midst of all this, they all alike made one discovery.
It was this : each one saw that his or her old love had becbmé 
strangely indifferent. J -■' ~ ‘ ' ' w ’ ' ’ "

Harry saw that Talbot was clinging to that strange man whom 
he had never seen before, but who now, as he thought, seemed 
uncommonly sweet on her. * u ' ' " ***

Brooke saw that Dolores was clinging for support to another 
strange man. She had evidently no thought for him.

Ashby saw at once that Katie thought of no one but Harry 
Rivers.

I
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Talbot saw that Harry was devoted to that lady whom be 
was so assiduously supporting and consoling. She was utterly 
amazed at the discovery, yet inexpressibly glad.

Dolores, in her delight, saw that Brooke took no notice of her­
self, but devoted himself to the lady with him, and in such a 
fervent manner that she understood it all without being told.

Katie also saw that Ashby had forgotten all about her, and 
thought of nothing but Dolores.

And at this discovery, which flashed almost simultaneously upon 
them, each one felt the most inexpressible joy. At the same time 
the whole truth came upon them. Each one, instead of pursuing 
the other, had been trying to fly. Each lover had found a new 
and more congenial friend, and with this dear friend had left the 
castle. Each one felt equally guilty, yet equally glad ; but then, 
as to guilt, there was Brooke, who did not feel guilty at all—oh, 
bless you, no 1—he had only come with Talbot as far as the 
tower !

In the midst of all this, Harry and Ashby and Brooke were 
amazed at the Irish brogue of the Carlist chief, who had formerly 
spoken to them in Spanish.

And now, while they were thus wondering, who should come 
in but a certain female in a very peculiar dress ; for this female 
wore what looked like a military cloak, and she wore, also, an 
officer’s 4 kepi,’ which was perched on the top of her chignon ; 
which female took a glance around, and then exclaimed :

4 Well, goodness gracious me ! I never ! Did I ever ! No, 
never !’

4 Auntie !’ screamed Katie, and with this she rushed toward 
the aforesaid female, who was no other than Mrs. Russell. She 
flung her arms around that lady, and almost smothered her with 
kisses.

4 Dear child !’ said Mrs. Russell, 4 how impetuous you are ! but 
it’s natural—it’s touching—it’s grateful—we deserve it, dear. We 
came to seek and to save. Bless you, my child, and may you be 
happy ! “ His Majesty ” has a tender heart, and often talks of 
you. We also cherish for you a fond affection, child ; but in 
future try to be a little less boisterous, and respect the majesty of 
Spain.’

At this reception Katie was quite bewildered. It was only by 
a strong effort that she could comprehend it. She then recalled 
that old nonsense with which she had amused herself when she 
had suggested that Mrs. Russell should marry 4 his Majesty ;’ 
but now a great terror seized her : was it possible that Mrs. 
Russell had done such a thing ?

4 Oh, auntie !’ she said ; 4 oh, auntie ? you haven’t—you 
haven’t—done—done it V

4 Done it !’ said Mrs. Russell, tvho seemed at once to understand



A CASTLE IN SPAIN. 289

her ; * no, child—not yet ; hut as soon as the affairs of State will 
allow, “ his Majesty ” says that the ceremony shall be performed ; 
after which comes the coronation, you know, and then, dear, I 
shall be Queen, and you may be princess, and may marry the V 
proudest of all the Spanish chivalry.' " y.

At this Katie was so terrified that she did not know what to 
say. The only thought she had- was that ‘ auntie ’ had goo 
raving mad. She knew that Mr. Russell was alive and well, for 
she had seen him only a short time before. The old joke about 
marrying ‘ his Majesty ’ had been almost forgotten by her ; and 
to find ‘ auntie ’ now as full as ever of that nonsensical piece of 
ambition was inexpressibly shocking to her. Yet she did not 
know what to say. To disabuse her seemed impossible. She did 
not dare to tell her that Mr. Russell was alive ; it might be 
dangerous. 1 Auntie ’ had so set her mind upon this insane 
project that any attempt to thwart her would certainly draw 
down vengeance upon the head of the one who should dare to 
attempt it. That one certainly was not Katie. She liked, as far 
as possible, to have things move on smoothly around her ; and so 
the only thought she now had was to chime in with ‘auntie’s' 
fancy ; to humour her, as one would humour an insane person, 
and to hope that something might turn up in time to prevent 
anything 1 dreadful.’

In this state of mind Katie went on talking with ‘ auntie.*
But ‘ auntie ’ was hard to humour ; she was altogether too grand 
and lofty for little Katie. In fancy she already wore a crown, 
and talked of the throne, the sceptre, and the majesty of Spain as 
though they had always been her private property.

‘ I’ve,been two or three days,’ said she, ‘ with “ his Majesty."
He has been most kind. His royal will is that I should wear 
this hat. Do you think it is becoming ? Under other circum­
stances, I should be talked about, I know ; but where the welfare 
of Spain is concerned, I don’t care for public opinion. When I 
am seated on the throne all will be explained.’

At such a torrent as this poor Katie could only take refuge in 
silence.

1?
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1

CHAPTER LIX.

hoW^a surprise-pasty is very much surprised.

During these remarks ‘ his Majesty ’ had been fumbling, with a 
thoughtful etpression, in his coat-pocket, as though trying to 
extricate something, the bulk of which prevented it from being 
drawh forth Without some difficulty ; aud as he tugged anil 
fumbled he began to speak.

‘ I came here,’ said he, ‘ on a surprise-party, an’ begorra I niver 
Was so surprised in my loife, so I wasn’t. An' be the same token, 
as it’s a long march we’ve had, an’ as we’ve got to wait here an 
hour or so;.an* as we’re on the ave av an attack an’ may niver live 
to see another day, shure there’s ivery raison in loife ’—and with 
this he fumbled still more vigorously in hb pocket—‘ why ’—he 
gave a thrust and a pull—‘ why we should all wet our whistles ’ 
—he gave a series of violent twists—' wid a dhrop av somethin’ 
warrum f and' with this he succeeded in getting the object of his 
attempts extricated from his pocket, aud proudly displayed before 
the eyes of the company a black junk-bottle.

The others looked at this with some surprise, but no other 
feeling. Thé whole proceeding seemed to them to show an ill- 
timed levity ; and if it was serious, it certainly seemed very bad 
taste. But * his Royal Majesty ’ was in a very gracious mood, and 
continued to run on in his most gay and affable strain. He 
wandered round among the company and offered the bottle to 
each in turn. When they all refused he seemed both surprised 
and hurt.

1 Shure it’s whisky, so it is,’ he said, as though that would 
î-emove all objections ; but this information did not produce any 
effect ‘ Perhaps it’s a tumbler ye’ll be wantin’,' said he. ‘ Well, 
well, we’re sorry we haven’t got one ; but if ye’ll take a taste out 
av the bottle ye’ll foiud it moighty convaynient.’

Here the monarch paused, aud, raising the bottle to his own 
royal lips, took a long draught. As he swallowed the liquid his 
eyes closed and his face assumed au expression of rapture. He 
then offered it to all once more, aud mourned over them because 
they refused.

‘Oh, but it’s the divoine dhriuk V said he. Then he grew 
merrier, aud began to sing :

Oh, Shakspeare, Homer, an' all the poets 
Have sung for ages the praise av woine ;

Put if they iver had tasted whisky,
They'd have called it the only dbrink divoineu

Ashby 
came forv 

‘ Sir,’ s 
consider 0 

‘ Divvle 
Dolores.

‘ The ot 
that on th 
Will you 1 
engage to 
lady in sa 
and until I 

* Well, t 
‘ Will y(
‘ Begorn 
‘ Will yc 
‘I’ll thin 
At this i 

and they 
every word 

‘ Sir,’ sail 
same way Î 
other, so as 

‘ But I w 
‘What!’
‘ But I ci 

Besides, wh 
‘You can 
‘ Oh, she 

induce me t 
in a critical 

‘Then yoi 
‘ But I’m 1 
‘ Afraid !’ 

will be sent 
‘ Oh, it’s n 

afraid I shal 
cruel in you 

At this ‘1 
bottle and to 

‘ Arrah, y< 
poor gyerrul 
that ; au’ sur



A CASTLE IN SPAIN. 291

* “ Oh, wud ye have a receipt for toddy ?
Av whisky ye take a quart, I think ;

Thin out av a pint av bilin' wather
I very dhrop ye add will spile the dhrink I'

Ashby had been talking with Dolores for some time. He now 
came forward, Dolores hanging on his arm.

‘Sir,’ said he to ‘his Majesty,’ * I suppose we must again 
consider ourselves your prisoners ?’

‘ Divvle a doubt av it,’ said ‘ his Majesty ’ with a wink at 
Dolores.

1 The other time,’ said Ashby, ‘ you named a ransom, and said 
that on the payment of that sum you would allow us our liberty. 
Will you now name a sum again—some sum that l ean pay1? I 
engage to have it in less than a week, provided that you send this 
lady in safety to Vittoria. She can procure the money for me, 
and until then I shall rAnain your prisoner.’

‘ Well, that’s fair,’ said 4 his Majesty.’
‘ Will you do it V
4 Begorra, I will.’
4 Will you name the sum V
4 I’ll think about it.’
At this Ashby went back with Dolores to his former position, 

and they resumed their conversation. But Harry had heard 
every word, and he now came up, with Katie clinging to him.

4 Sir,’ said he, 4 will you allow me to procure my ransom in the 
same way Î Will you allow this lady to go in company with the 
other, so as to procure the amount needed for my deliverance 1‘

‘ But I won't go,’ said Katie hurriedly.
‘ What !’ said Harry. 4 Oh, think—it's for my sake, my life.’
4 But I can’t,’ said Katie. 41 know I shall never see you again. 

Besides, what could I do alone ?’
1 You can go with this other lady, or with your aunt.’
‘ Oh, she can’t go with me,' said auntie. 4 Nothing would 

induce me to leave 44 his Majesty.” The royal cause is just now 
in a critical condition, and we need all our resources.’

‘Then you can go with the Spanish sefiorita,’ said Harry.
4 But I’m afraid,’ said Katie.
4 Afraid !’ said Harry. 4 Why, there will be no danger. You 

will be sent with a guard.’
4 Oh, it’s not that—it’s not that,’ said Katie ; 1 it’s because I’m 

afraid I shall never see you again. And it’s cruel—very, very 
cruel in you !’

At this ‘his Majesty’ wiped his eyes. Then he raised his 
bottle and took another long pull. Then he heaved a sigh.

4 Arrah, ye rogue,’ said he to Harry, 4 ye’ve deludhered that
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so I would, if it wasn’t for the widdy here, that’s a frind in time 
av nade, an’ has a heart that’s worth its weight in goold sove­
reigns.’

‘ His Majesty ’ now took another long, long pull at the black 
bottle.

‘ If it wasn’t that I had that other noble heart til fall back on,’ 
said he, as he wiped his royal eyes with the back of his royal 
hand, ‘ I’d be fairly broken-hearted pso I would. But I’ll be loike 
Tim in the song :

' " Ob, a widdy she lived in Limerick town,
Not far from Shannon water,

An' Tim kept company wid her,
A coortin’ av Biddy, her daughter.

But Mick# M'Graw cut in between,
And run away wid Biddy.

• Begorra !' says Tim, ' the daughter's gone,
So, faix, I'll take the widdy F 

The widdy !
Not Biddy !

The fond and faithful widdy !
Whooroor ‘

Singing this, the jovial monarch caught Mrs. Bussell’s hands in 
his, and proceeded to dance in a manner which was far more 
boisterous than dignified. Mis. Russell, always fond and indul­
gent, lent herself to the royal whim, and danced much more 
vigorously than could have been expected from a person of her 
years. Katie clapped her hands in childish glee. The Carlists 
all applauded. The others looked puzzled. ‘ His Majesty ’ 
finally concluded his little dance, after which Mrs. Russell clung 
to him in a languishing attitude, and looked like a caricature of 
each of those other younger ladies who were all clinging so fondly 
to their respective lovers. The sight of Mrs. Russell in that 
languishing attitude came home to the hearts and consciences of 
the younger ladies, who all relinquished their lovers’ arms, and 
insisted on standing by themselves.

Brooke had listened thoughtfully to all that had thus far been 
said. The Carlist chief was a puzzle to him ; but he saw that 
there was talk of holding to ransom, which to him had an ugly 
sound.

‘ Sir,’ said he, ‘ are we to be kept prisoners in this tower ?’
‘This tower, is it Y said ‘ his Majesty.’ ‘ Begorra, I hope not. 

There’s another tower a dale betther nor this. It’s mesilf that 
'ad be the proud man til let yez all go, an’ yez ’ud all be prouder, 
I’ll go bail ; but in that case, shure to glory, I’d be a loser ; but 
I hope to find yez comfortable quarthers in a foine stone house 
not a thousand modes from this. Ye’ll all be as comfortable as 
ould Dinny M’Divitt in the song :
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• " In a beautiful palace av atone,

Renoided ould Dinny M'Divitt ;
He wore a moat beautiful ring 

That were fixed round his wrist wid a met.
'T» as the judge, shure, that sintiuced him there,

An’ there all the boys wint til view him,
For tlie jury considhered him dull 

At discernin’ twixt ' mayum ’ and * chuum.’
So fill up for the toast, an' I’ll give it :
Here's a health to bowld Dinny M'Divitt !"*

At this the monarch raised the bottle to his mouth and took 
another long, long pull.

From this Brooke gathered that they were to be taken to the 
castle. He asked ‘ his Majesty ’ if this were so.

‘ Begorra, ye’ve hit it,’ said 1 his Majesty.’
‘ Is there anything to prevent our being taken there at once Y 

asked Brooke.
‘Bedad, there’s iverything in loife. Shure, I’ve come on a 

surprise-party til capture the castle.’
It occurred to Brooke that this was a curious way to surprise a 

castle—by kindling torches, dancing, and singing songs ; but he 
made no remark^tipon that. He saw that the chief supposed the 
castle to be defended, and so he hastened to undeceive him.

1 His Majesty ’ listened in amazement to Brooke’s story.
‘ Begorra,’ said he, ‘ here’s another surprise ! Didn’t I say we 

were a surprised party ? Shure, an’ ye’ve all showed pluck, ivery 
man Jack av yez, includin’ the ladies. An’ that same’ll have to 
be considhered in our thraitment wid yez about the ransom. 
Shure, I’ll deduct five per cint, so I will. Nobody shall say 
we’re not magnanimous. But bein’ as there’s nobody there, 
shure, the best thing for us to do is to go over at onct and ray- 
sume possession.’

With these words the monarch retired to give orders to his 
men, and in a short time the whole band, together with their 
prisoners, had passed over and had taken possession.

CHAPTER LX.
IN WHICH THE KINO COMES VcLAIH -HIS OWN.

The party of prisoners was conducted by * his Majesty’ to that 
upper room which had formerly been occupied by the ladies. 
Mrs. Russell clung to the royal person as fondly as ever. It was 
a critical hour in the destinies of Spain.
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1 Where’s Rita,’ cried ‘ his Majesty,’ ‘that cook of cooks 1 It’s 
starvin’ we are. I haven’t seen her anywheres. I’ll go an’ hunt 
her up.’

With these words he hurried out, followed by Mrs. Russell. 
They descenrred the stairs, and their footsteps died away in the 
distance. No one was now with the prisoners except the wounded 
Republicans. ▲

‘ Let us fly !’ said Harry, in a quick, sharp whisper.
He hurried Katie to the chimney, and, clambering up, drew 

her after him. The others followed at once. Dolores came next 
to Harry.

* I know a secret way out,’ said she. ‘ I will show the way. 
Let me go ahead. I know it in the dark.’

‘ Do you ?’ said Harry. ‘ Oh, then go ahead.’
*• Upon this Dolores took the lead along with Ashby ; Harry and 
Katie came next, while Brooke and Talbot brought up the rear, 
these last being full of wonder at this unexpected revelation of 
the passage-pay.

By this time each member of the party had gained a full and 
complete comprehension as well as appreciation of the present 
state of things, both with reference to the old lover, and also the 
new one. Embarrassment had now passed away, and all were 
full of hope, joy, and enthusiasm.

Suddenly a hollow groan sounded through the darkness.
‘ Who’s there V cried Ashby, in Spanish.
‘ Help ! help !’ said a faint voice, in English.
‘ An Englishman !’ cried Ashby, speaking in English. ‘ Who 

are you ?’
‘ Oh, help ! help ! I’m a prisoner. A fiend has me in her 

power ! Once I was named Russell ; but now—oh ! oh ! my 
name is Rita !’

Full of wonder, Ashby felt his way forward, and found a man 
on the floor. His legs ari@ arms were tied. He was almost 
speechless, partly from terror and partly from joy. In a few 
words he told his story, which need not be repeated here. Rita 
had bound him, and had only left him a short time before at the 
sudden noise of their approach. It was not until afterward that 
they understood the whole story, for just then they were in too 
great a hurry to ask questions. A pull from Ashby’s brandy- 
flask partly restored Russell’s strength, but more was accom­
plished by his joy at this unexpected deliverance. Terror also 
came to his aid and lent him strength. and he was now more 
anxious than any of them to fly from this awful prison-house.

Dolores now led the way as before, and they all followed down 
long steps and crooked passage-ways until at last they reached 
the outlet. Here they found themselves in t^e chasm. A hasty 
consultation ended in the decision not to go to the tower for fear



A CASTLE IN SPAIN 295

lest Carlists might be there. They concluded, therefore, to go 
along the chasm for some distance, and then ascend to the open 
country above, and after this to go forward as far as possible that 
same night.

They traversed the chasm in this way, and at length reached 
the top, where they found themselves to be about a mile away 
from the castle. Here the ground sloped gently, descending into 
a broad valley, to which they decided to go. In this direction 
they therefore proceeded as carefully as possible, and had gone 
about two miles in safety, when suddenly they became aware of 
a great noise*, like the quick trot of numerous horses. It was 
advancing so rapidly that they had no time to take measures for 
escape, and, before they could consult together, a troop of horse­
men came over a rising ground in front and galloped straight 
toward them.

A wild look all around showed them the hopelessness of their 
situation. The country was open. There was not a house or a 
fence or a tree or a bush that might afford a hiding-place. Flight 
was useless. They could do nothing now but trust to the faint 
hope that they might be deemed unworthy of attention. But 
soon this hope proved vain. They were seen—they were sur­
rounded—they were again prisoners.

They soon learned that tliis new band consisted of Carlists ; 
that they were on their way to the castle to join the King, who 
had gone on before.

'Jfc King !
■tie knew who that was. Harry was puzzded, as he always 

hadroen, about ‘ his Majesty.’ Dolores also was mystified, since 
she had never believed that ‘ his Majesty ’ was what he pre­
tended to be. Ashby, also, had not believed it, and now was 
more puzzled than any of them. Brooke and Talbot, however, 
were strangers to the pretensions of that singular being who 
called himself King, and therefore hoped that this would turn 
out for the best. As for Russell, he was in despair, for to him 
‘ his Majesty ’ was more dreaded than any other human being, 
with the single and terrible exception of Rita, And now he felt 
himself dragged back to meet him—worse, to meet Rita. Despair 
took full possession of him. All his strength left him, and one 
of the troopers had to give up his horse to the world-worn 
captive.

It was with such feelings as these that the party reached the 
castle, and were led upstairs into the presence of the King.

The first glance which they gave around showed them that 
there had been a slight mistake somewhere.

Down below, the court-yard and the lower hall were full of 
men. Herb there were twenty or thirty, all in the uniform of 
oliicers ; all men of distinguished air and good-breeding ; ail

i
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gentlemen, and far different from the ragged gang whom they 
nad last encountered here.

In the centre of this company stood a man who at once attracted 
to himself the eyes of the party of prisoners. He was of medium 
size, with heavy black moustache, and dark penetrating eyes. 
He had the air of one Mho had always been accustomed to the 
respectful obedience of others ; an air of command which rested 
well upon his bold and resolête face. It was the face of one who 
lived in the consciousness that he was the centre, and strength, 
and hope of a gallant party ; of one who believed himself to hold 
a divine commission to regenerate a fallen country ; of one who 
knew that he alone in all the world held up aloft, at the head of 
an army, the proud banner of (Conservatism ; of one who, for this 
mission, had given up ease and luxury and self-indulgence ; had 
entered upon a life of danger, hardship, and ceaseless toil, and 
every day lived in the very presence of Death ; in short, they 
saw before them the idol of the Spanish Legitimists—the high- 
souled, the chivalrous Don Carlos.

The quick penetrating glance which he threw upon the party 
soon faded away into a pleasant smile.

‘ Welcome, ladies !' said he ; ‘ welcome, gentlemen ! Some one 
spoke of a party of prisoners ; I had no hope of such good fortune 
as to meet with guests. But you must have met with some mis­
fortune, in which case let me help you.’

He spoke in Spanish, of course—a language which is usually 
spoken in Spain ; and a very pretty language it is, too, and one 
which I should advise all my readers to learn ; for they would 
find it uncommonly useful in case they should ever find them­
selves in a castle in Spain.

It was Harry who replied. He told the whole story as far as 
it was known to himself, dwelling especially upon the character 
and actions of that strange being who had played the rôle of 
monarch. Harry’s light and playful nature threw a tinge of 
comicality around the whole story, which was highly appreciated 
by all his hearers. And so it was that a smile began to go round, 
until at length it deepened and developed into laughter, and so 
went on deepening and broadening and intensifying, until at 
last the laughter grew, if not Homeric, at least loud enough and 
long enough for a castle in Spain.

‘ It's the Irishman !’ cried Don Carlos—‘ it’s the Irish guerilla ! 
It’s O'Toole ! The villain ! he shall hang for this !’

Harry was too good-natured to feel revengeful, and was just 
beginning to beg for O’Toole’s life, when suddenly there arose 
behind them the sound of hurried footsteps, followed by wild 
cries. All turned, and a strange figure met their eyes.

It was a woman. She wore a military cloak and an officer’s 
kepi. She looked wildly around
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‘ Where is he l Where is my own onh V she cried—‘“his 
Majesty ?” Where is the hope of Spain V

Bussell saw her. He threw out wide his manly arms—he 
opened his mouth : ‘Jew—li—a-r-r-r-r-r-r !’ With a long, loud 
cry he shouted this name, and rushed toward her.

Mrs. Bussell saw him coming—her lost, lamented lord ! the 
one whom she had mourned as dead ! Was this his ghost ? or 
was he itideed alive ? In any case, the shock was awful for a 
woman of delicate nerves ; and Mrs. Bussell prided herself on 
being a woman of very delicate nerves. So she did what a 
woman of delicate nerves ought to do—she gave a loud, long, 
piercing shriek, and fainted dead away in her fond husband’s 
arms.

Don Carlos gave a grin, and then pulled at his moustache.
‘ Another victim,’ said he to the laughing company. ‘ Oh yes ; 

O’Toole shall certainly swing for this. Discipline must and shall 
be maintained. Send out and catch the fellow. Have him up 
here at once.’

They sent out and they hunted everywhere, but nowhere 
could they discover any traces of the brilliaut, the festive, the 
imaginative, the mimetic, the ingenious O’Toole. He was never 
seen again.

Some say that in the dead of night two figures might have 
been seen slowly wending their way up the path toward the tower ; 
that the one looked like O’Toole and the other looked like Bita. 
It may have been so ; many things are possible in this evil world ; 
and if so, we must suppose that these two gradually faded away 
among the mists of cloud-land that always surround a castle in 
Spain.
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CHAPTER LXI.

IN WHICH THERE IS AN END OF MY STORY.

The illustrious host received his guests with large and lavish 
hospitality. The best that could be afforded by a bounteous com­
missariat was placed before them. The table was laid, the banquet 
was spread, and all the company sat down together.

At the head of the table was Don Carlos.
On his right was Talbot, with Brooke beside her.
On his left was Katie, with Harry beside her.
Next to Harry was Dolores, with Ashby beside her.
Next to Brooke was a priest in somewhat martial attire, whom 

Don Carlos introduced to them as—The Curé of Santa Cruz !
He was a, broad-shouldered, middle-aged man. with strongly 

marked features, eagle eye, and bold and resolute face. This was 
the very man whom Brooke had once personated ; but Brooke 
was just now silent about that particular matter, nor did he care 
to mention to any of his Spanish friends the fact that be was an 
American, and a newspaper correspondent. In spite of the pass­
ports and credentials with which his wallet was stuffed and with 
which his pockets bristled, he had not been recognised by any 
one present ; a fact that seems to show that those papers had been 
obtained from some of the inferior officers of Don Carlos, or 
perhaps from some other correspondent who had fallen in the 
practice of his professional duties.

The Curé of Santa Cruz said grace, and the banquet began.
Don Carlos was a man of joyous soul and large, exuberant 

spirit, with a generous, romantic, and heroic nature. He also 
knew how to lay aside, on occasion, all the cares of his position ; 

/ so now he was no longer the commander of a gallant army, the 
banner-bearer of a great cause, the claimant of a throne. On 
the contrary, he was the simple gentleman among other gentle­
men—/trimii$ inter pares—the hospitable host, chiefly intent upon 
performing the pleasing duties of that office.

He had also showed such an amiable interest in the adventures 
of his guests, that they had frankly told him all that was of any 
interest. Harry had a more confiding disposition than the others, 
and after the ladies had retired he disclosed more and more of 
their affairs, until at last their gallant host had obtained a very 
clear idea of the sentimental side of the story.

‘ Gentlemen,’ said Don Carlos at length, ‘ to-morrow we shall 
resume our march, and I shall be happy to do for you all in my 
power. I shall be sorry to part with you, yet glad to restore you 
to your liberty. A company will take you to the nearest rail-
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way-station, from which you can proceed to your respective des­
tinations. But before you go, allow me to offer you a suggestion 
which I am sure you will not take amiss. You. gentlemen, are 
looking forward to the time when these lovely and amiable ladies 
shall sustain the closest possible relation toward you. You will 
pardon me, I trust, if I hint just now that their position is a 
very embarrassing one, travelling as they are without proper 
chaperonage. In Spanish eyes that is a calamity. Now, the 
suggestion that I was about to make is this, namely, that you 
should free these ladies from this embarrassment by persuading 
them to accept you now as their legal protectors. Surely nothing 
can lie more desirable on all sides. No place can be more fitting 
than this ; no hour more convenient ; no scene more romantic. 
As for the priest, here sits my reverend friend the Curé of Santa 
Cruz—a warrior-priest, an eccentric character, yet a brave and 
noble soul ; and he, let me assure you, can tie the knot so tight 
that it could not be made tighter even by the Holy Father him­
self, assisted by the Patriarch of Constantinople and the Arch­
bishop of Canterbury.’

This suggestion came as sudden as thunder from a clear sky ; 
yet after the first shock it was considered by all present, and 
especially by those most concerned, as—first, ingenious ; then, 
happy ; then, most excellent ; and, finally, glorious. When this 
unparalleled and matchless royal speech was ended the whole 
company burst forth into rapturous applause.

Ashby and Harry, in wild excitement, forgot everything but 
their old friendship and their latest love. They grasped one 
another’s hands with all their olden fervour.

‘ Hurrah, old fellow !’ cried Harry.
* Glorious ! isn’t it, old boy ?’ cried Ashby.
‘ I’ll do it ; won’t you V cried Harry.
‘ I will, by Jove !’ cried Ashby.
And thus that quarrel was settled.
Brooke said nothing, but his eyes grew moist in his deep joy, 

and he muttered and hummed all to himself the words of some 
strange old song which had no connection with anything at all. 
For this was his fashion, the odd old boy ! whenever his feelings 
were deeply stirred, and he fell into that fashion now :

1 " I never knew real happiness 
Till I became a Méthodes» ;
So come, my love, and jine with me,
Fur here’s a parson ’ll marry we.

Come for’ad and jine,
Come for’ad and jine,

This night come for’ad and jine.
A-A-A-A-A-men !'"

During the banquet and the subsequent proceedings, the 
virtuous Bussell had been silent and distrait. Though restored
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to the arms of the best of wives, still he was not happy. There 
was yet something wanting. And what was that ? Need I say 
that it was the lost package with the precious bonds ? Ah no, for 
every one will surely divine the feelings and thoughts of this 
sorrowful man.

And he in his abstraction had been trying to think what could 
be done ; for the bonds were lost to him : they were not in the 
place where he had concealed them. What that place really was 
he now knew only too well. Had that fiend Rita found them ? 
Perhaps so—yet perhaps not. On the whole, as a last resort, he 
concluded that it would be best to appeal to Don Carlos. His 
face indicated goodness, and his whole treatment of the party 
invited confidence ; there surely he might meet with sympathy, 
and if the package had been found by any of the Carlists it 
might be restored.

And so, as the uproar subsided, Russell arose, and walking 
toward Don Carlos, suddenly, and to the amazement and amuse­
ment of all present, flung himself on his knees, crying :

‘ A boon ! a boon, my liege !’
These preposterous words had lingered in his memory from 

some absurd reading of his boyhood.
Don Carlos smiled.
‘ What does he say V he asked.
Harry came forward to act as interpreter.
Russell now told all. Harry knew in part the fortunes of the 

bonds after they had left Russell's hands ; but then they had 
again been lost, so that he could not tell what had finally become 
of them. Of his own part in finding them, and then concealing 
them again, he thought best to say nothing.

Ashby, however, had something to say which was very much 
to the purpose. It seems that Dolores had found the bonds, had 
kept them, and had finally handed them over to Ashby for safe­
keeping. He at once concluded that they were Katie’s, and was 
waiting for a convenient opportunity to restore them. The 
opportunity had now come. This was his simple story, but as 

4 it was told to Don Carlos in Spanish, Russell did not understand 
one word.

‘ Where are they now V asked Don Carlos.
‘ Here,’ said Ashby, and he produced the package from his 

coat-pocket.
‘ Give them to me,’ said Don Carlos. ‘ I will arrange it all. 

Do you know, gentlemen, this is the happiest moment of my life. 
I seem like a kind of J)eus ex machina coming in at the right 
time at the end of a series of adventures to produce universal 
peace and harmony.

‘ I hope and trust,’ sail! Ashby, 1 that “ your Majesty” may be
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the Devs ex machina for all Spain, and interpose at last to pro­
duce universal peace and harmony here.’

‘ Senor,’ said Don Carlos, ‘ you talk like a born courtier ; yet. at 
the same time,’ he added, in a solemn tone, ‘ what you have just 
said is the high hope and aspiration of my life.’

After this creditable little speech Ashby handed over the 
package, and Don Carlos took it. At this sight the lower jaw of 
the venerable Russell fell several inches. This Don Carlos seemed 
to him not one whit better than the other. The bonds were now 
lost to him for ever. That was plain enough. Yet he dared not 
say a word. After all, they were not his, but Katie's. Harry 
knew that, and Ashby also. What could he say? He was dumb, 
and so he crawled back, discomfited and despairing, to his seat.

‘ Gentlemen,’ said Don Carlos, ‘ you must use your utmost 
efforts with the ladies. Everything shall be done that can be 
most fitting to the occasion. We shall have music and festivities. 
It is not often that I have ad ventures like these. Let the old 
castle renew its youth. Let these walls ring to music and song. 
Don’t let the ladies escape you, gentlemen. If anything is want­
ing to your persuasions, tell them—as that rascal O’Toole, my 
double, would say—tell them that it is “ our royal will.” ’

Another burst of applause, mingled with laughter, followed, 
after which Harry, Ashby, and Brooke hurried off to see the 
ladies.

What passed between the different couples on that memorable 
occasion, what objections were made, on the one hand, by shrinking 
modesty, and what arguments and entreaties were put forth, on 
the other hand, by the ardent lovers, need not be narrated here. 
Whether it was meek compliance with a loved one’s wish, or 
dread of Spanish etiquette, or respect for the ‘ royal will,’ or 
whatever else it may have been, suffice it to say that at last the 
delighted swains won a consent from the blushing maidens ; after 
which they rushed forth in wild rapture to spend the remainder 
of the night in prolonged festivities with their gallant host and 
his festive band of cavaliers.

There was one, however, who took no part in all this. Excusing 
himself from the festive board on the plea of ill health, he held 
aloof, a prey to dark and gloomy suspicions. These he com­
municated to Harry before the ‘ evening session ’ began. It 
seemed that the much afflicted Russell, believing the true Don 
Carlos to be no better than the false one, held the firm conviction 
that the bonds had been appropriated by him for his own pur­
poses, and that their proceeds would be squandered on the ex­
travagant schemes of the hopeless Carlist insurrection. But 
Harry scouted the idea.

‘ Keep them ? He keep them?’ he cried. ‘Never! Don 
Carlos is a gentleman.’
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At this Russell groaned and turned away.
Meanwhile the preparations for the coming event were diligently 

carried on. Before morning the ancient chapel of the hoary castle 
was decked out with evergreens brought from the neighbouring 
forest, and everything was made ready for the marriage-feast.

Morning came. All gathered in the chapel, which in its robe 
of evergreens looked like a bower.

The three buglers and one drummer belonging to the troop 
played in maguiticent strains the stirring notes of the ‘Wedding 
March.’

The Curé of Santa Cruz presented an unexceptionable appear­
ance in his ecclesiastical robes.

There, too, was the man who claimed to be the rightful King 
of Spain, surrounded by men who represented some of the noblest 
families of the nation—an illustrious company, the like of which 
none of the principals in this ceremony had ever dreamed of as 
likely to be present at his wedding.

The bridegrooms came, looking, it must be confessed, slightly 
seedy.

Then came the brides, resplendent in their best attire, procured 
from the luggage which had been brought here at the time of their 
capture by O’Toole.

There were no bridesmaids. But Mrs. Russell was present, 
leaning on the arm of her beloved husband, all in tears. And 
why Î Was it from regrets for the lost crown of Spain \ or was 
it merely from the tender sentiment which is usually called forth 
on such an occasion i or was it from the thought of that one whose 
fortunes she had followed for many eventful hours with a view 
to such a conclusion as this ?

No matter.
Reader, let us draw a veil over the emotions of this atllicted 

lady.
The marriages went on. The knots were all tied.
Then came the wedding breakfast.
Don Carlos was in his best mood, lie jested, he laughed, he 

paid innumerable compliments to the ladies, and finally gave the 
whole party an invitation to visit him on some future day at his 
royal court in Madrid. Which invitation, it may be stated 
parenthetically, has not yet been accepted.

After this little speech, Don Carlos handed over to Harry the 
Spanish bonds.

‘ I understand,’ said he, ‘that your lady will soon be of age, but 
under any circumstances, according to Spanish law, the husband 
is entitled to receive all the property of his wife. Take this, 
therefore, and you will thus relieve our aged friend yonder, 
the venerable Seilor Russell, from all further responsibility as 
guardian.’
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Harry took it, and could not help casting a triumphant glance 
at Russell, but that good man looked away. He afterward told 
his wife that he had lost all faith in Providence, and felt but 
little desire to live any longer in such an evil world. Since the 
bonds were lost to him it mattered not who gained them—whether 
Bourbon, bandit, or bridegroom.

At length the hour of their departure came. The luggage was 
heaped up in a huge waggon. Another waggon was ready to take 
the ladies, and horses were prepared for the gentlemen. With 
these a troop of horsemen was sent its a guard.

As they passed out through the gates Don Carlos stood and 
bade them all farewell.

So they passed forth on their way to liberty, and home, and 
happiness ; and so they moved along, until at length the Castle, 
with its hoary walls, its lofty towers, its weather-beaten turrets 
and battlements, was lost in the distance.

v

TIIIS END.

BTLL1NQ END SONS, PRINTERS, GUILDFORD,
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Gallery. 12S Illustrations. Is. Gd.

A Complete Illustrated Catalogue 
to the National Gallery. With 
Notes by H. Blackburn, and 242 
Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 3s.

Illustrated Catalogue of the Luxem­
bourg Gallery. Containing about 
250 Reproductions after the Original 
Drawings of the Artists. Edited by 
F. G. Dumas. Demy 8vo, 8s. 6d.

The Paris Salon, 1884. With over 300 
Illusts. Edited by F. G. Dumas. 
Demy 8vo, 3s.

Boyle (Frederick), Works by:
Camp Notes: Stories ot Sport and 

Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2s. 

Savage Life Crown 8vo, cloth extra 
3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2s. 

Chronicles of No-Man's Land. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Brand's Observations on Pop­
ular Antiquities, chiefly Illustrating 
the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, 
Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With 
the Additions of Sir Henry Ellis. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 
numerous Illustrations, 78. 6d.

Bret Harte, Works by :
Bret Harte’s Collected Works. Ar­

ranged and Revised by the Author. 
Complete in Five Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. each.
Vol. I. Complete Poetical and 

Dramatic Works. With Steel Por­
trait, and Introduction by Author. 

Vol. II. Earlier Papers-Luck or 
Roaring Camp,and other Sketches 
—Bohemian Papers — Spanish 
and American Legends.

Vol. III. Tales or the Argonauts 
—Eastern Sketches.

Vol. IV. Gabriel Conroy.
Vol. V. Stories — Condensed 

Novels, Ac.
The Select Works of Bret Harte, in 

Prose and Poetry. Witn Introduc­
tory Essay by J. M. Bbllew, Portrait 
of the Author, and 50 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Gabriel Conroy : A Novel. Post Sro, 
illustrated boards, 28.
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Bret Harte’s Works, continued—

An Heiress of Red Dog, and other 
Stories. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 
2s. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

The Twlnsof Table Mountain. Fcap. 
8vo, picture cover, Is. ; crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d.

Luck of Roaring Camp, and other 
Sketches. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

Jeff Briggs’s Love Story. Fcap. 8vo, 
picture cover, Is. ; cloth extra, 28.6d.

Flip. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Californian Stories (including The 
Twins or Table Mountain, Jeff 
Briggs’s Love Story, &c.) Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by :
The Reader’s Handbookof Allusions, 

References, Plots, and Stories. 
Fourth Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 
Complete English Bibliography. 
Cr. 8vo, 1,400 pp., cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Authors and their Works, with the 
Dates: Being the Appendices to 
“The Reader's Handbook,’’ separ­
ately printed. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d ; half-bound, 9s.

B re water (SlrDavld),Works by:
More Worlds than One: The Creed 

of the Philosopher and the Hope of 
the Christian. With Plates. Post 
8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d.

The Martyrs of Science: Lives of 
Galileo, Tycho Brahe, and Kep­
ler. With Portraits. Post 8vo, cloth 
extra, 4s. 6d.

Letters on Natural Magic. A New
Edition, with numerous Illustrations, 
and Chapters on the Being ar d 
Faculties of Man, and Additional 
Phenomena of Natural Magic, by 
J. A. Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 
4s. 6d.

Brillât-Savarin.—Gastronomy 
as a Fine Art. By Brillat-Savarin. 
Translated by R. E. Anderson, M.A. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d._________

Burnett (Mrs.), Novels by :
Surly Tim, and other Stories. Post 

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
Kathleen Mavourneen. Fcap. 8vo, 

picture cover, Is.
Lindsay’s Luck. Fcap. 8vo, picture 

cover, Is.
Pretty Polly Pemberton. Fcap. 8vo,

picture cover, la.

Buchanan’s (Robert) Works :
Ballads of Life, Love, and Humour. 

With a Frontispiece by Arthur 
Hughes. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Selected Poems of Robert Buchanan. 
With Frontispiece by T. Dalzibl. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Undertones. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
London Poems. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 6s.
The Book of Orm. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 6s.
White Rose and Red: A Love Story. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
Idylls and Legends of Inverburn. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
St. Abe and hi» Seven Wives : A Tale 

of Salt Lake City. With a Frontis­
piece by A. B. Houghton. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Robert Buchanan’s Complete Poeti­
cal Works. With Steel-plate Por­
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
7s. 6d.

The Hebrld Isles: Wanderings in the 
Land of Lome and the Outer He­
brides. With Frontispiece by W. 
Small. Crown 8vo, clotH extra, 6s.

A Poet’s Sketch Book: Selections 
from the Prose Writings of Robert 
Buchanan. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 6s.

The Shadow of the Sword : A Ro­
mance. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.

A Child of Nature: A Romance. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

God and the Man : A Romance. With 
Illustrations by Fred. Barnard. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

The Martyrdom of Madeline: A 
Romance. With Frontispiece by A. W, 
Cooper. Cr. 8vo,cloth extra, 38.6d.; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Love Me for Ever. With a Frontis­
piece by P. Macnab. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illus­
trated boards, 2s.

Annan Water: A Romance. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.,

The New Abelard : A Romance. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Foxglove Manor: A Novel. Three 
Vols., crown 8vo,

Matt : A Romance. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 3s 6<L [Shortly.

Burton (Robert):
The ^Anatomy of Melancholy. A

New' Edition, complete, corrected 
and enriched by Translations of the 
Classical Extracts. Demy 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7s. 6d.

Melancholy Anatomised : Being an 
Abridgment, for popular use, of Bur­
ton’s Anatomy op Melancholy. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s 6d_
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Burton (Captain), Works by:
To the Gold Coast for Gold : A Per- 
. sonal Narrative. By Richard F. Bur- 
*ton and Vrrney Lovett Cameron. 
With Maps and Frontispiece. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 21s. 

The Book of the Sword : Being a 
History of the Sword and its Use in 
all Countries, from the Earliest 
Times. By Richard F. Burton. 
With over 400 Illustrations. Square 
8vo, cloth extra, 32s.

Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress.
Edited by Rev. T. Scott. With 17 
Steel Plates by Stothard, engraved 
by Goodall, and numerous Woodcuts. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.

Byron (Lord):
Byron's Letters and Journals. With 

Notices of his Life. By Thomas 
Moore. A Reprint of the Original 
Edition, newly revised, with Twelve 
full-page Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.

Byron’s Don Juan. Complete in One 
Vol., post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Cameron (Commander) and 
Captai n Bu rton.—To the Gold Coast 
for Gold : A Personal Narrative. By 
Richard F Burton and Verney 
Lovett Cameron. With Frontispiece 
tnd Maps. Two Vols., crown 8vo, 
-loth extra, 21s.

Jameron (Mrs. H. Lovett),
Novels by:

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each.

Juliet’s Guardian.
Deceivers Ever.

Campbell.—White and Black : 
Travels in the United States. By Sir 
George Campbell, M.P. Demy 8vo, 
cloth extra, 14s.

Carlyle (Thomas) :
Thomas Carlyle : Letters and Re­

collections. By Moncure D. Con­
way, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Illustrations, 6s.

On the Choice of Books. By Thomas 
Carlyle. With a Life of the Author 
by R. H. Shepherd. New and Re­
vised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra, 
Illustrated, Is. 6d.

The Correspondence of Thomas 
Carlyleand Ralph Waldo Emerson, 
1834 t° 1872. Edited by Charles 
Eliot Norton. With Portraits. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 24s.

Chapman’s (George) Works :
Vol. I. contains the Plays complete, 
including the doubtful ones. Vol. II., 
the Poems and Minor Translations, 
with an Introductory Essay by Alger­
non Charles Swinburne. Vol. III., 
the Translations ot the Iliad and Odys­
sey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth 

_extra, 18s. ; or separately, 6s. each
Chattoà Jackson.—A Treatise

on Wood Engraving, Historical and 
Practical. By Wm. Andrew Chatto 
and John Jackson. With an Addi­
tional Chapter by Henry G. Bohn ; 
and 450 fine Illustrations. A Reprint 
of the last Revised Edition. Large 
4to, half-bound, 28s.

Chaucer :
Chaucer for Children : A Golden 

Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. With 
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu­
merous Woodcuts bv the Author. 
New Ed., small 410, cloth extra, 6s. 

Chaucer for Schools. By Mrs. Hi 
Haweis. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 2s

Clodd. — Myths and Dreams.
By Edward Clodd, F.R.A.S., Author 
of “ The Childhood of Religions," Scot 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. [Shortly.

City (The) of Dream : A Poem.
Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra. 6s. [/* the press.

imp, 2s M. \

Cobban.—The Cure of Souls :
A Story. By J Maclaren Cobban.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Collins (C. Allston).—The Bar
Sinister: A Story. By C. Allston
Collins. Post 8vo, illustrated bds.,2s.

Collins (Mortimer & Frances),
Novels by :

Sweet and Twenty. Post 8vo, illus­
trated boards, 2s.

Frances. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.
Blacksmith and Scholar. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. ; crown 8vo, 
cloth<*xtra, 3s. 6d.

The Village Comedy. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 2s. ; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

You Play Me False. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 2s.; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d.

Coïlins (Mortimer), Novels by :
Sweet Anne Page. Post 8vo, illus­

trated boards, 2s. ; crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 3s. 6d-

Transmlgratlon. Post 8vo, illust.bds.. 
2s. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. 6d.

From Midnight to Midnight. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

A Fight with Fortune. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s.
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Collins (Wilkie), Novels by.

Each post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s; 
cloth Ump, 2s. 6d.; or crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, Illustrated, 3s. 64. 

Antonina. Illust. by A. Concanen. 
Basil. Illustrated by Sir John Gil­

bert and J. Mahoney.
Hide and $eek. Illustrated by Sir 

John Gilbert and J. Mahoney.
The Dead Secret. Illustrated by Sir 

John Gilbert and A. Concanen. 
Queen of Hearts Illustrated by Sir 

John Gilbert and A. Concanen.
My Miscellanies. With Illustrations 

by A. Concanen, and a Steel-plate 
Portrait of Wilkie Collins.

The Woman In White. With Illus­
trations by Sir John Gilbert and
F. A. Fraser.

i The Moonstone. With Illustrations 
by G. Du MAURiERand F. A. Fraser. 

Man and Wife. Illust. by W. Small. 
Poor Miss Finch. Illustrated by

G. Du MMirier and Edward 
Hughes.

Miss or Mrs. P With Illustrations by 
S. L. Fildbs and Henry Woods. 

The New Magdalen. Illustrated by 
G. Du Maurier and C. S. Rands. 

The Frozen Deep. Illustrated by 
G. Du Maurier and J. Mahoney. 

The Law and the Lady. Illustrated 
by S. L. Fildes and Sydney Hall. 

Thd Two Destinies.
The Haunted Hotel. Illustrated by 

Arthur Hopkins.
The Fallen Leaves.
Jezebel's Daughter.
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science: A Story of the 

Present Time. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 38. 64.

" I Say No.” Three Vols., crown 8vo, 
31b 64.

Colman’s Humorous Works :
“ Broad Grins," " My Nightgown and 
Slippers,” and other Humorous Works, 
Prose and Poetical, of George Col- 
man. With Life by G. B Buckstonk, 
and Frontispiece by Hogarth. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 64.

Convalescent Cookery : A
Family Handbook. By Catherine 
Ryan. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, 1b. 64.

Conway (Moncure D.), Works
by:

Demonology and Devil-Lore. Two 
Vola,, royal 8vo, with 65 lllusts., 28a.

Conway's (M. D.) Works, continued—
A Necklace of Stories. Illustrated 

bv W. J. Hennessy. Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s.

The Wandering Jew. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 63.

Thomas Carlyle: Letters and Re­
collections. With Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Cook (Dutton), Works by: 
Hours with the Players. With a 

Steel Plate Frontispiece. New and 
Cheaper Edit., cr. 8vo, cloth extra,6s. 

Nights at the Play : A View of the 
English Stage. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Leo: A Novel. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s.

Paul Foster’s Daughter. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s. ; crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 64.

Cooper.—Heart Salvage, by
Sea and Land. Stories by Mrs. 
Cooper (Katharine Saunders). 
Three Vols., crown 8vo.

Copyright. — A Handbook of
English and Foreign Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatic Works. By 
Sidney Jbrrold, of the Middle 
Temple, Esq., Barrister-at-Law. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64.

Cornwall.—Popular Romances
of the West of England; or, The
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited 
by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by 
George Cruikshank. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 64.

Creasy.—Memoirs of Eminent
Etonians : with Notices of tbs Early 
History of Eton College. By Sir 
Edward Creasy, Author of “ The 
Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World.” 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13 
Portraits, 7s. 64.

Cruikshank (George) :
The Comic Almanack. Complete in 

Two Series : The First from 1835 
to 1843 ; the Second from 1844 to 
1853. A Gathering of the Best 
Humour of Thackeray, Hood, May­
hew, Albert Smith, A’Beckett, 
Robert Brough, Ac. Witji 2,000 
Woodcuts and Steel EngttVings by 
Cruikshank, Hine, LandSlls, Ac. 
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, two very thick 
volumes, 7s. 64. each. '

Cruikshank (G 
The Life of C 

Blanchard 
" The Life 
With 84 1 
Cheaper Ed 
ditional Pla 
compiled Bi 
cloth extra, 

Robinson Cr 
production c 
j7 Woodcut! 
by George 
printed. C 
7s. 64. A f<
ftinted on i 
ndia proofs

Cussans.—H
aldry ; with ii 
Pedigrees and 
MSS., Ac. £ 
Entirely New 
illustrated witl 
and Coloured 
cloth extra, 7s.

Cyples—Hea
Novel. By Wi: 
8vo, cloth extra

Daniel__Me
the Olden Tim 
With Illustrât! 
shank. Crown I

Daudet.—Por
The Evangelii 
Daudet. Tram 
Meltzbr. W 
Author. Crow 
3s. 64.

Davenant. —\
Son be ? Hint! 
Choice of a Pro 
their Sons. By 
M.A. Post 8vo, <

Davies (Dr. N.
One Thousand

Crown 8vo, Is. 
Nursery Hints:

Crown 8vo, Is. 
Aids to Long LI

cloth limp, 2s. f
Davies’ (Sir J

Poetical Works, 
to L. in Verse, an 
published MSS.. 
Collected and Ed! 
Introduction and 
A. B. Grosart. 
crown 8vo, cloth t

v
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Cruikshank (G.), continued—
The Life of George Crulkehank. By 

Blanchard Jerrold, Author of 
“ The Life of Napoleon III.,’’ &c. 
With 84 Illustrations. New and 
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad­
ditional Plates, and a very carefully 
compiled Bibliography. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d.

Robinson Crusoe. A beautiful re­
production of Major’s Edition, with 
j7 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates 
by Georgb Cruikshank, choicely 
printed. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
78. 6d. A few Large-Paper copies, 
printed on hand-made paper, with 
India proofs of the Illustrations, 368.

Cussans.—Handbook of Her­
aldry; with Instructions for Tracing 
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS., 5tc. By John E. Cussans. 
Entirely New ana Revised Edition, 
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts 
and Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6<L

Cyples.—Hearts of Gold : A
Novel. By William Cyples. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Daniel. — Merrie England In 
the Olden Time. By George Daniel. 
With Illustrations by Robt. Cruik­
shank. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Daudet__Port Salvation ; or,
The Evangelist. Bv Alphonse 
Daudet. Translated by C. Harry 
Meltzer. With Portrait of the 
Author. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
3s. 6d.

Davenant. — What shall my
Son be ? Hints for Parents on the 
Choice of a Profession or Trade for 
their Sons. By Francis Davenant, 
M.A. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d.

Davies (Dr. N. E.), Works by :
One Thousand Medical Maxims.

Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 
Nursery Hints: A Mother’s Guide.

Crown 8vo, la. ; cloth, Is. 6d.
Aids to Long Life. Crown 8vo, 2s. ; 

cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
Davies’ (Sir John) Complete

Poetical Works, including Psalms I. 
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Un­
published MSS., for the first time 
Collected and Edited, with Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. 
A. B. Grosart. D.D. Two Vols., 
Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 128.

De Maistre.—A Journey Round
My Room. By Xavier de Maistre.
Translated by Henry Attwell. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

De Mille.—A Castle In Spain.
A Novel. By James De Mille. With
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 3a. 6d.

Derwent (Leith), Novels by:
Our Lady of Tears. Cr. 8vo, cloth 

extra, 38.6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2a.
Circe's Lovers. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 3s. 6d.

Dickens (Charles), Novels by :
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Sketches by Box. 1 NicholasNlckleby.
Pickwick Papers. | Oliver Twist.

The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 
(AI ay fair Library.) Post 8vo, cloth 

mp, 28. 6d.
The Speeches of Charles Dickens,

1841-1870. With a New Bibliography, 
revised and enlarged. Edited and 
Prefaced by Richard Herne Shep­
herd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6a.

About England with Dickens. By 
Alfred Rimmer. With 57 Illustra­
tions by C. A. Vandrrhoof, Alfred 
Rimmer, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 10s. 6d.

Dictionaries;
A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, 

Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the 
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.; hf,-bound, 9s.

The Reader's Handbook of Allu­
sions, References, Plots, and 
Stories. By the Rev. E. C. Brewer, 
LL.D. Fourth Edition, revised 
throughout, with a New Appendix, 
containing a Complete English Bib­
liography. Crown 8vo, 1,400 pages, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Authors and their Works, with the 
Dates. Being the Appendices to 
“ The Reader’s Handbook,” sepa­
rately printed. By the Rev. E. C. 
Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2s.

Familiar Allusions: A Handbook 
of Miscellaneous Information ; in­
cluding the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Rnins, Churches, Ships, 
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, 
and the like. By Wm. A; Wheeler 
and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 7i. 6d.
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Dictionaries, continued—
Short Sayings of Great Men. With 

Historical and Explanatory Notes. 
By Samuel A. Bent, M.A. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 7g. 6d.

A Dictionary of the Drama: Being 
a comprehensive Guide to the Plays, 
Playwrights,Players, and Playhouses 
of the United Kingdom and America, 
from the Earliest to the Present 
Times. By W. Davenport Adams. 
A ihick volume, crown 8vo, half­
bound, 12s. 6d. [In preparation. 

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological, 
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d.

Women of the Day: A Biographical 
Dictionary. By Frances Hays. Cr. 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dic­
tionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out- 
of-the-Way Matters By Elif.zer 
Edwards. New and Cheaper Issue. 
Cr. 8vo, cl ex., 7s 6d ; hf.-bd., 9s.

Diderot.'—The Paradox of Act­
ing. Translated, with Annotations, 
from Diderot’s “Le Paradoxe sur le 
Comédien,’’ by Walter Herries 
Pollock. With a Preface by Henry 
Irving. Cr. 8vo, in parchment, 4s. 6d.

Dobson (W. T.), Works by :
Literary Frivolities,Fancies,Follies, 

and Frolics. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 2s. 6d. 
Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentrl- 

citles. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
Doran. — Memories of our 

Great Towns ; with Anecdotic Glean­
ings concerning their Worthies and 
their Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, 
F.S A. With 38 Illustrations. New 
and Cheaper Ed., cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 7s. 6d.

Drama, A Dictionary of the.
Being a comprehensive Guide to the 
Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Play­
houses of the United Kingdom and 
America, from the Earliest to the Pre­
sent Times. By W. Davenport 
Adams. (Uniform with Brewer’s 
“Reader’s Handbook") Crown ”vo, 
half-bound, 12s. 6d. [In preparation.

Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, 
cl. ex., Vignette Portraits, 6s. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson’s Works. With Notes 
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio­
graphical Memoir by Wm. Gifford. 
Edit, by Col. Cunningham 3 Vols. 

Chapman’s Works. Complete in 
Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the 
Plays complete, including doubtful 
ones; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 
Translations, with Introductory Essay 
by A.C.Swinburne; Vol.111.,Trans­
lations of the Iliad and Odyssey.

Dramatists, The Old, continued— 
Marlowe’s Works. Including his 

Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunning­
ham. One Vol.

Massinger's Plays. From the Text of 
William Gifford. Edited by Col. 
Cunningham. One Vol.________

xDyer. — The Folk-Lore of 
Plants. By T. F. Thiselton Dyer, 
M.A., &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
7s. 6d. [In preparation.

Early English Poets. Edited
with Introductions and Annotations, 
by Rev. A. B.Grosart, D.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume. 

Fletcher’s (Giles, B.D.) Complete 
Poems. One Vol.

Davies’ (Sir John) Complete 
Poetical Works. Two Vols. 

Herrick’s Robert) Complete Col­
lected Poems. Three Vols. 

Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Complete 
Poetical Works. Three Vols.

Herbert (Lord) of Cherbury's Poems.
Edited, with Introduction, by J. 
Churton Collins. Crown 8vo, 
parchment, 8s.

Edwardes(Mrs. A.), Novels by: 
A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, illus­

trated boards, 2s
Archie Lovell. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 

2s. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
Eggleston.—Roxy: A Novel. By 

Edward Eggleston. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 2s. ; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Emanuel.—On Diamonds and 
Precious Stones : their History, Value, 
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry 
Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With numerous 
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. _____

Englishman's House, The : A
Practical Guide to all interested in 
Selecting or Building a House, with 
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. 
By C J. Richardson. Third Edition. 
N early 600 Ulusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex. ,7s.6d.

ÉwaTd (Alex. Charles,~FTsTA.),
Works by :

Stories from the State Papers.
With an Autotype Fâcsimile. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

The Life and Times of Prince 
Charles Stuart, Count of Albany, 
commonly called the Young Pre­
tender. From the State Papers and 
other Sources. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with a Portrait, crown 8vp, 
Cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
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Eyes, The.—How to Use our
Eyes, and How to Preserve Them. By 
John Browning, F.R.A.S., &c. With 
52 Illustrations, le.; cloth, Is. 6d.

Fairholt.—Tobacco : Its His­
tory and Associations ; with an Ac­
count of the Plant and its Manu­
facture, and its Modes of Use in all 
Ages and Countries. By F. W. Fair- 
holt, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontis­
piece and upwards of 100 Illustra­
tions by the Author. Cr. 8vo cl ex., 68.

Familiar Allusions: A Hand­
book of Miscellaneous Information : 
including the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, Streets, 
Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the 
like. By William A. Wheeler, 
Author of “ Noted Names of Fiction ; " 
and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 7a. 6d.

Faraday (Michael), Works by :
The Chemical History of a Candle :

Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S. 
Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations, 4a. 6d.

On the Various Forcea of Nature, 
and their Relations to each other : 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S. 
Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations, 4s. 6d. ______

Farrer.^^ Military Manners 
and Customs. By' J. A. Farrer, 
Author of “ Primitive Manners and 
Customs," &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
6s._______________ [In preparation.

Fin-Bee. — The Cupboard
Papers : Observations on the Art of 
Living and Dining. By Fin-Bec. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 2a. 6d.

FitzgeT’ald (Percy), Works by :
The Recreations of a Literary Man ;

or, Does Writing Pay? With Re­
collections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man’s 
Working Life. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6a. 

The World Behind the Scenes.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d.

Little Essays: Passages from the 
Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. each. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tlllotson.
Polly.
Seventy-five Brooke Street.
The Lady of Brantôme.

Fletcher’s (Giles, B.D.) Com-
plete Poems: Christ’s Victotie in 
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth. 
Christ’s Triumph over Death, and 
Minor Poems. With Memorial-intro­
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grqsart, D.D. Cr. 8vo, cloth bds.,6a.

Fonblanque—Filthy Lucre : A
Novel. By Albany de Fonblanque. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a.

Francillon (R. É.)~Novei8 by!
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illust. boards, 2a. each. 

Olympia. | Queen Cophetua. 
One by One.__________
Esther’s Glove. Fcap. 8vo, picture 

cover, la.
A Real Queen. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra. 3a 6d.

French Literature, History of.
By Henry Van Laun. Complete in 
3 Vols., demy 8vo, cl. bds., 7a. 6d. each.

Frere.—Pandurang Harl ; or,
Memoirs of a Hindoo. With a Preface 
by Sir H. Bartle Frere, G.C.S.I., &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2a.

Friswell—One of Two: A Novel. 
By Hain Friswell. Post 8vo, illus­
trated boards, 2a.

Frost (Thomas), WorkaTby!
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. each. 
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
The Lives of the Conjurers.
The Old Showmen and the Old 

London Fairs.________________
Fry.—Royal Guide to the Lon­

don Charities, 1884-6. By Herbert 
Fry Showing their Name, Date of 
Foundation,Objects, Income, Officials, 
&c. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, la. 6d,_____________________

Gardening Books:
A Year’s Work In Garden and Green­

house : Practical Advice to Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Management of 
the Flower,Fruit, and Frame Garden. 
By George Glenny. Post 8vo, la. : 
cloth, la. 6d.

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we 
Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Jerrold. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2a. 6d.

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Jane 
Jerrold. Illust. Post 8vo,cl. lp.,2s.6d. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrold. Fcap. 8vo, illus­
trated cover, la.; cloth limp, la 6d. 

My Garden Wild, and What 1 Grew 
there. By F, G. Heath. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6a. ; gilt edges, 61.
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Garrett.—The Capel Girls : A
Novel. By Edward Garrett. Post 
8vo,illust.bds., 28. ; cr.8vo, cl.ex., 3s 6d.

Gentleman’s Magazine (The) 
for 1885. One Shilling Monthly. A 
New Serial Story, entitled ‘‘The 
Unforeseen," by Alice O’Hanlon, 
begins in the January Number. 
“Science Notes,” by W. Mattieu 
Williams, F.R.A.S., and “ Table 
Talk,” by Sylvanus Urban, are also 
continued monthly.
*„* Now ready, the Volume for July to 

December, 1884, cloth extra, price Ba. Si. ; 
Cases for binding, 2a. each.
German Popular Stories. Col­

lected by the Brothers Grimm, and 
Translated by Edgar Taylor. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by John Ruskin. 
With sa Illustrations on Steel by 
George Cruikshank. Square 8vo, 

_cloth extra, 6e. 6d. ; gilt edges, 7a. 6d.
Gibbon (Chkrles), Novels by :

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Robin Gray.
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the 

World Say P 
In Honour Bound. 
In Love and War. 
For the King.

Queen of the 
Meadow.

In PasturesGreen 
Braes of Yarrow. 
The Flower of the 

Forest. [lem. 
A Heart’s Prpb-

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a.
The Dead Heart.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
The Go(den Shaft.
Of High Degree.
Fancy Free.
Loving a Dream.

By Mead and Stream. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo.

Found Out. Three Vols., crown 
8vo. _____ [Shortly.

Gilbert (William), Novels by : 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Dr. Austin’s Guests.
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke, Costermonger.

Gilbert; (W. S.), Original Plays
by: In Two Series, each complete in 
itself, price 2s. 6d. each.

The First Series contains—The 
Wicked World—Pygmalion and Ga­
latea — Charity — The Princess — The 
Palaceof Truth—Trial by Jury.

The Second Series contains—Bro­
ken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts— 
Gretchen—Dan’l Druce—Tom Cobb— 
H.M.S. Pinafore—The Sorcerer—The 
Pirates of Penzance.

Glenny.—A Year’s Work In
Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to 
the Management of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By George 
Glenny. Post 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6d.

Godwin__Lives of the Necro­
mancers. By William Godwin. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Golden Library, The :
Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth 

limp, 2s. per volume.
Bayard Taylor’s Diversions of the 

Echo Club.
Bennett’s (Dr. W. C.) Ballad History 

of England.
Bennett’s (Dr.) Songs for Sailors. 
Byron’s Don Juan.
Godwin’s (William) Lives of the 

Necromancers.
Holmes’s Autocrat of the Break­

fast Table. With an Introduction 
by G. A. Sala.

Holmes’s Professor at the Break­
fast Table.

Hood’s Whims and Oddities. Com­
plete. All the original Illustrations. 

Irving’s (Washington) Tales of a 
Traveller.

Irving’s (Washington) Tales of the 
Alhambra.

Jesse’s (Edward) Scenes and Oc­
cupations of a Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both Series 
Complete in One Vol.

Leigh Hunt’s Essays : A Tale for a 
Chimney Corner, and other Pieces. 
With Portrait, and Introduction by 
Edmund Ollier.

Mallory’s (Sir Thomas) Mort 
d’Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the 
Round Table. Edited by B. Mont­
gomerie Ranking.

Pascal’s Provincial Letters. A New
Translation, with Historical Intro­
duction end Notes,byT.M’CRiE.D.D 

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete. 
Rochefoucauld’s Maxims and Moral 

Reflections. With Notes, and In­
troductory Essay by Sainte-Beuve. 

St. Pierre’s Paul and Virginia, and 
The Indian Cottage. Edited,with 
Life, by the Rev. E. Clarke. 

Shelley’s Early Poems, and Queen 
Mab. With Essay by Leigh Hunt. 

Shelley’s Later Poems: Laon and 
Cythna, &c.

Shelley’s Posthumous Doems, the 
Shelley Papers, &c.

1
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Goldbn Library, The, continued— 

Shelley’s Prose Works, including A 
Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi, St. 
Irvyne, &c.

White’s Natural History ,of Sel- 
borne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S.

Golden Treasury of Thought, 
The: An Encyclopædia of Quota­
tions from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by 
Theodore Taylor. Crown 8vo, cloth 
pit and gilt edges, 7s. 6d.

Gordon Cummlng(C. F.),Works 
by:

In the Hebrides. With Autotype Fac­
simile and numerous full-page Illus­
trations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra,
81. 6d.

In the Himalayas and on the Indian 
Plains. With numerous Illustra­
tions. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d.

Graham. — The Professor's
Wife : A Story. By Leonard Graham. 
Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, Is.; cloth 
extra, 2s. 6d.

Greeks and Romans, The Life
of the, Described from Antique Monu­
ments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
Koner. Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F. Hueffer. With 545 Illustrations. 
New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d._____ ________

G reenwood (James),Works by : 
The Wilds of London. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
Low-Life Deeps: An Account of the 

Strange Fish to be Found There, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Dick Temple : A Novel. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s.

Guyot.—The Earth and Man;
or, Physical Geography in its relation 
to the History of Mankind. By 
Arnold Guyot. With Additions by 
Professors Agassiz, Pierce, and Gray; 
12 Maps and Engravings on Steel, 
some Coloured, and copious Index. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 4s. 6d.

Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
Pincus. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6d.

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon),
Poems by:

Malden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth 
extra, 8a.

Hake’s (Dr. T. G.) Poems, continued— 
New Symbols. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 6s.
The Serpent Play. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 6s.__________________-
Hall.—Sketches of Irish Cha­

racter. By Mrs. S. C. Hall. With 
numerous Illustrations on Steel and 
Wood by Maclise, Gilbert, Harvey, 
and G. Cruikshank. Medium 8vo, 
cloth extra, gilt, 7a. 6d._________

Hall Cajne.—The Shadow of a
Crime:' A Novel. By Hall Caine. 
3 vols., crown 8vo_____ [Immediately.

H al I iday.—Ëvery-day Papers.
Bv Andrew Halliday. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s.

Handwriting, The Philosophy
of. With over 100 Facsimiles and Ex­
planatory Text. By Don Felix db 
Salamanca. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s.6d.

Hanky-Panky: A Collection of 
Very EasyTricks.Very Difficult Tricks, 
White Magic, Sleight of Hand, Ac. 
Edited by W. H. Cremer. With 300 
Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,4s. 6d.

Hardy (Lady Duffue). —Paul
Wynter'e Sacrifice: A Story. By 
Lady Duffus Hardy. Post 8vo, illust.
boards, 2s.

Hardy (Thomas).—Under the
Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy, 
Author ot “ Far from the Madding 
Crowd.” Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2a.

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Works by :
The Art of Dreee. With numerous 

Illustrations. Small 8vo, illustrated 
cover, Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 64.

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Coloured Frontispiece and Il­
lustrations, 6s.

The Art of Decoration. Square 8vo, 
handsomely bound and profusely 
Illustrated, 10s. 6d.

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. With Eight Coloured Pictures 
ana numerous Woodcuts. Neuf 
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 6s. / 

Chaucer for Schools. Denfy 8vo, 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d._______________

Haweis (Rev. H. R.).—American
Humorists. Including Washington 
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
James Russell Lowell, Astbmus 
Ward,Mark Twain, and BreT Harts. 
By the Rev. H. R. Haweis, M.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
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Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each ; 
post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Garth. \ I Sebastian Stroma.
Ellice Quentin. I Dust.

Prince Saronl’s Wife.
Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. 

Fcap. bvo, illustrated cover, Is. ; 
cloth extra, 2s. 6d.

Crown bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
Fortune's Fool.
Beatrix Randolph. With Illustrations 

by A. Fredericks.
_M IssCadogna. fS/iorf/y.
IMPORTANT NEW DIOGRAPHY.

Hawthorne (Nathaniel) and
his Wife. By Julian Hawthorns. 
With 6 Steel-plate Portraits. Two 
Vols., crown bvo, cloth extra, 24s.

[Twenty-five copies of an Edition ill 
Luxe, printed on the best hind-made 
paper, large bvo size, and with India 
proofs of tlte Illustrations, are reserved 
for sale in England, price 48s. per set. 
Immediate application should be made 
by anyone desiring a copy of this 
special and very limited Edition.]

Hays.—Women of the Day : A
Biographical Dictionary of Notable 
Contemporaries. By Frances Hays. 
Crown bvo. cloth extra, 6s.

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden 
Wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis Gkorok Heath, Author of 
" The Fern World,” &c. Crown bvo, 
cl.ex , 6s ^cL gilt, gilt edges, 6s.

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by :
Animale and their Masters. Post

bvo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
Social Pressure. Post bvo, cloth limp,

2s. 6d
Ivan de Biron: A Novel. Crown bvo, 

cloth extra, 3s. 6(1.; post bvo, illus­
trated boards, 2s.

Heptalogia (The) ; or. The
Seven against Sense. A Cap with 
Seven Bells. Cr. bvo, cloth extra, 6s.

Herbert.—The Poems of Lord
Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with 
Introduction, by J. Churton Collins. 
Crown bvo, bound in parchment, 8s.

Herrick's (Robert) Hesperides,
Noble Numbers, and Complete Col­
lected Poems. With Memorial-Intro­
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
GWsart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index 
of) First Lines, and Glossarial Index, 
&C. Three Ypls„ crown bvo, cloth, I8s.

Hesse - Wartegg (Chevalier
Ernst von), Works by :

Tunis : The Land and the People. 
With 22 Illustrations. Crown bvo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

The New South West: Travelling 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, 
Arizona, and Northern Mexico. 
With loo fine Illustrations and Three 
Maps. Demy bvo, cloth extra, 
14s. [/« preparation.

Hindley (Charles), Works by :
Crown bvo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each. 
Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings : In­

cluding the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Coflee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
With Illustrations.

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap
Jack. By One ot the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindley.

Hoey.—The Lover’s Creed.
By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. With is Illus­
trations by P. MacNab. Three Vols., 
crown bvo.

Holmes (0. Wendell), Works by :
The Autocrat of the Breakfast 

Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post bvo, cloth limp 
28. 6d. ; another Edition in smallet 
type, with an Introduction by G. A 
Sala. Post bvo, cloth limp, 2a.

The Professor at the Breakfast 
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post 
bvo, cloth limp, 2a.

Holmes. — The Science of 
Voice Production and Voice Preser­
vation : A Popular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon Holmes, M.D. With Illus­
trations. Crown bvo, Is. j cloth, Is. 6d.

Hood (Thomas):
Hood’s Choice Works, in Prose and 

Verse. Including the Create of the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustra­
tions. Crown bvo, cloth extra, 7s 6d. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com­
plete. With all the original Illus­
trations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Hood (Tom), Works by:
From Nowhere to the North Pole :

A Noah’s Arkæological Narrative. 
With 25 Illustrations by W. Brun- 
ton and E. C. Barnes. Square 
crown bvo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s. 

A Golden Heart: A Novel. Post bvo, 
illustrated boards, 2s.
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Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu- 
moroue Works, including his Ludi­
crous Adventures,Bons Mots, Puns and 
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illusts. Cr, 8vo, cl. extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.

Hooper.—The House of Raby :
A Novel. By Mrs. George Hooper. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a.

Horne—Orion : An Epic Poem, 
•in Three Books, By Richard Hen- 

gist Horne. With Photographic 
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum­
mers. Tenth Edition, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7a.

Howell.—Conflicts of Capital
and Labour, Historically and Ecc- 
nomically considered : Being a His­
tory and Review of the Trade Unions 
of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in 
their Political, Social, Economical, 
and Industrial Aspects. By George 
Howell. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7a. 6d.

Hugo. — The Hunchback of
Notre Dame. By Victor Hugo. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a.

Hunt.—Essays by Leigh Hunt.
A Tale for a Chimney Corner, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In­
troduction by Edmund Ollier. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2a.________________

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by :
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. each.

ThornlcrofUa Model.
The Leaden Casket.
Self Condemned.

Ingelow.—Fated to be Free : A
Novel. By Jean Ingelow. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2a._______

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs
of. Collected and Edited by A. Perce­
val Graves. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2a 6d.

Irving (Washington),Works by:
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2a. each.

Tales of a Traveller.
Tales of the Alhambra. __

Janvier.—Practical Keramics
for Students. By Catherine A. 
Janvier. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Each
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. ; or post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2a.

The Dark Colleen.
The Queen of Connaught.

Jefferies (Richard), Works by:
Nature near London. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 6s.
The Life of the Fields. Crown 8vo, 
_cloth extra, 6a.

Jennings (H. J.), Works by:
Curiosities of Criticism. Post 8vo, 

cloth limp, 2a. 6d.
Lord Tennyson: A Biographical 

Sketch. With a Photograph-Por­
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6a.

Jennings (Hargrave). — The 
Roslcrucians: Their Rites and Mys­
teries. With Chapters on the Ancient 
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. By 
Hargrave Jennings. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illus­
trations. A New Edition, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7a. 6d.

Jerrold (Tom), Works by:
The Garden that Paid the Rent.

By Tom Jerrold. Fcap. 8vo, illus­
trated cover, la ; cloth limp, la. 6d. 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tov and Jane 
Jerrold. Illust. Post 8vo,cl.lp.,2a.6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants 
we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Jerrold. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2a 6d.

Jesse.—Scenes and Occupa-
tlons of a Country Life. By Edward
Jesse, Post 8vo. cloth limp, 2a._____

Jones (Wm., F.S.A.), Works by:
Flnger-RIng Lore: Historical, Le­

gendary, and Anecdotal. With over 
200 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7a. 6d. 

Credulities, Past and Preeent; in­
cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Divina­
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of 
Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. 
With an Etched Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo cloth extra, 7a. 64.

Crowns and Coronations: A History 
of Regalia in all Times and Coun­
tries. With One Hundred Illua- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Ta. Sd.

Jonson’s (Ben) Works. With
Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir by William 
Gifford. Edited by Colonel Cun­
ningham. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extia,18a. ; or separately,8a. each.

Josephus.TheCompleteWorks
of. Translated by Whistom. Con­
taining both "The Antiquities of the 
Jews " and " The Wars of the Jews." 
Two Vols., 8vo, with 52 Illustrations 
and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 14a.
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Kavanagh—The Pearl Foun­
tain, and Other Fairy Stories, by 
Bridget and Julia Kavanaoh. With 
Thirty Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 
Small 8vo, cloth gilt, 68.

Kempt.—Pencil and Palette :
Chapters on Art and Artists. By Robert 
Kempt. Post 8vo,cloth limp, 2s 6d.

Kingsley (Henry), Novels by :
Each crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. ; 
or post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s

Oakshott Castle. | Number Seventeen
Knight.—The Patient's Vade

Mecum : How to get mos.t benefit 
from Medical Advice. By William 
Knight, M.R.C.S., and EDward 
Knight, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, Is.;

_cloth, Is 6d.
Lamb (Charles) :

Mary and ’Charles Lamb ; Their 
Poems, Letters, and Remains. With 
Reminiscences and Notes by VV. 
Carkw Hazlitt. With Hancock’s 
Portrait of the Essayist, Facsimiles 
of the Title-pages of the rare First 
Editions of Lamb's and Coleridge's 
Works, and numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d. 

Lamb's Complet* Works, in Prose 
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori- 

inal Editions, with many Pieces 
ithcrto unpublished. Edited, with 

Notes and Introduction, by R. H. 
Shepherd. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile of Page of the " Essay on 
Roast Pig." Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 

The Essays of Ella. Complete Edi­
tion. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 

Poetry for Children, and Prince 
Dorus. By Charles Lamb. Care­
fully reprinted troin unique copies. 
Small 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac­
ters. By Charles Lamb, Selected 
from his Letters by Percy Fitz­
gerald Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Lane s Arabian Nights, &c. :
The Thousand and One Nights : 

commonly called, in England, “ The 
Arabian Nights’ Entertain­
ments.” A New Translation from 
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by 
Edward William Lank. Illustrated 
by many hundred Engravings on 
Wood, from Original Designs by 
Wm. Harvey. A New Edition, from 
a Copy annotated by the Translator, 
edited by bis Nephew, Edward 
Stanley Poole, with a Preface by 
Stanley Lank-Poole. Three Vols., 
demy 8vo. cAnth extra, 7s. 6d. each.

Lane’s Arabian Nights, continued— 
Arabian Society In the Middle Ages: 

Studies from " The Thousand and 
One Nights." By Edward William 
Lane, Author of " The Modern 
Egyptians," &c. Edited by Stanley 
Lank-Voolk. Cr. 8vo,clotn extra, 6a.

Lares and Penates ; or, The 
Background of Life. By Florence 
Caddy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Os.

Larwood (Jacob), Works by:
The Story of the London Parks.

With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 3s. Gd.

Clerical Anecdotes. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d.

Forensic Anecdotes Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2s 6d

Theatrical Anecdotes. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d.

Leigh (Henry S.), Works by :
Carols of Cockayne. With numerous 

Illustrations. Post bvo, cloth limp,
2s 6d.

Jeux d’Esprlt. Collected and Edited 
by Henry S.Leigh. Post 8vo,cloth 
limp, 2s. Gd.

Life in London ; or, The History 
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian 
Tom. With the whole of Cruik- 
siiank’s Illustrations, in Colours, after 
the Originals. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
7a Gd. ■

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by : 
Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. each. 

Witch Stories.
The True Story of Joshua Davidson. 
Ourselves : Essays on Women.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s Gd each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Patricia Komball.
The Atonement of Leam Dundas 
The World Well Lost.
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of the Family.
“My Love ! ” 
lone.

Locks and Keys.—On, the De­
velopment and Distribution of Primi­
tive Locks and Keys. By Lieut.-Gcn. 
Pitt-Rivers, F.R.S. With numerous 
Illustrations. Demy ^to, half Rox- 

1 burghe, 16a.
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Longfellow :

Longfellow's Complete Prose Works.
Including " Outre Mer,’* “ Hyper­
ion," “Kavanagh,” " The Poets and 
Poetry of Europe," and "Driftwood.*' 
With Portrait and Illustrations by 
Valentine Bromlky. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra. 7l. 6d.

Longfellow’s Poetical Works. Care­
fully Reprinted from the Original 
Editions. With numerous fine Illus­
trations on Steel and Wood. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d

Long Life, Aide to: A Medical, 
Dietetic, and General Guide in 
Health and Disease. By N. E. 
Davies, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 2s ; 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. [SAor/ly.

Lucy.—Gideon Fleyce: A Novel.
By Henry W. Lucy. Crown 8vo, 
cl. extra, 38.6d ; post8vo,illust. bds.,2s.

Luslad (The) of Camoens.
Translated into English Spenserian 
Verse by Robert Ffrbnch Duff. 
Demy Ivo, with Fourteen full-page 
Plates, cltith boards, 18s.

McCarthy (Justin, M.P.),Works
by :

A History of Our Own Times, from 
the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of i8So. Four 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. 
each.—Also a Popular Edition, in 
Foyr Vols. cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 6s each. 

A Short History of Our Own Times.
One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

History of the Four Georges. Four 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. 
each. [Vol. I. now ready.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2g. each. 

Dear Lady Disdain.
The Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy’s Daughter.
A Fair Saxon.
Llnley Rochford 
Miss Misanthrope.
Donna Quixote.
The Comet of a Season.

Maid of Athens. With ia Illustra­
tions by F. Barnard. Crown 6vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

McCarthy (Justin H., M.P.),
Works by:

An Outline of the History of Ireland,
from the Earliest Times to the Pre­
sent Day. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 

England under Gladstone. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

MacDonald (George, LLD.),
Works by :

The Princess and Curdle. With n 
Illustrations by Iambs Allen. Small 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

GuttaPercha Willie, the Working 
Genius. With g illustrations by 
Arthur Hughes? Square 8vo, cloth 
extra, 3s. 6d

Paul Faber, Surgeon. With a Fron­
tispiece by J. E. Millais. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Ss 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s.

Thomas Wlngfbld, Curate. With a 
Frontispiece by C. J. Staniland. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6(1. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Macdonell.—Quaker Cousins:
A Novel. By Agnes Macdonell. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d- ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Macgregor. — Pastimes and
Players. Notes on Popular Games. 
By Robert Macgregor. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 8s. 6d.

Mac Use Portrait-Gallery (The)
of Illustrious Literary Characters ; 
with Memoirs—Biographical, Critical, 
Bibliographie»!, ana Anecdotal—illus­
trative of the Literature of the former 
half of the Present Century. By 
William Bates, B.A. With 85 Por­
traits printed on an India Tint. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by:
In the Ardennes. With 50 fine Illus­

trations by Thomas R. Macquoid. 
Square 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d.

Pictures and Legends from Nor­
mandy and Brittany. With numer­
ous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 
103. 6d.

Through Normandy. With go Illus­
trations by T. R. Macquoid. Square 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d

Through Brittany. With numerous 
Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. 
Square 8vo, cloth extra, 71. 6d.

About Yorkshire With 67 Illustra­
tions by T. R. Macquoid, Engraved 
by Swain. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 
10s. 6d

The Evil Eye, and other Stories. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Lost Rose, and other Stories. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra 3s. 6d ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s.
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Mackay.—Interludes and Un­
dertones: or. Music atTwilight. By 
Charles Mackay, LL.D. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. _

Magic Lantern (The), and its 
Management : including Full Prac­
tical Directions for producing the 
Limelight, making Oxygen Gas, and 
preparing Lantern Slides By T. C. 
Hepworth. With to Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, ls^ 6d.

Magician’s Own Book (The) :
Performances with Cups and Balls, 
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All 
from actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. Ckemf.r. With 200 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 64.

Magic No Mystery : Tricks with
Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., with fully 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing ; Training of Perform­
ing Animals, &c. With Coloured 
Frontispiece and many Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, clcjh extra, 4s. 6d.

Magna Charta. An exact Fac­
simile of the Original in the British 
Museum, printed on fine plate paper, 
3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 58. _________

Mallock (W. H.), Works by:
The New Republic; or,Culture, Faith 

and Philosophy in an English Country 
House. Post ovo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. ; 
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 2s. 

The New Paul and Virginia ; or, Posi­
tivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d.

Poems. Small 4to, bound in parch­
ment, 8s.

Is Life worth Living? Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 63.

Mallory’s (Sir Thomas) Mort
d’Arthur : The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round Table. 
Edited by B. Montgomerie Ranking. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Marlowe’s Works. Including 
his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunning­
ham. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Marryat (Florence), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64. each ; or, 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
Open ! Sesame !
Written In Fire.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards,2s. each. 
A Harvest of Wild Oats.
A Little Stepson.
Fighting the Air.

Masterman.—Half a Dozen 
Daughter's: A Novel. By J. Master- 
man Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2g.

Mark’Twain, Works by:
The Choice Works of Mark Twain.

Revised and Corrected throughout by 
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d.

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28.

An Idle Excursion,and other Sketches.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28.

The Prince and the Pauper. With 
nearly 2oo Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 64.

The Innocents Abroad ; or, The New
Pilgrim’s Progress : Being some Ac­
count of the Steamship “ Quaker 
City’s ” Pleasure Excursion to 
Europe and the Holy Land. With 
234 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7s. 64. Cheap Edition (under 
the title of" Mark Twain’s Pleasu re 
Trip ”), post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.

A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustra­
tions. Crown 8vo,cloth exfra, 7s. 64. ; 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

The Stolen White Elephant, tec. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28.

Life on the Mississippi. With about 
300 Original Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64.

The Adventures of Huckleberry 
Finn. With 174 Illustrations by 
E. W. Kemble. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 64. ___

Massinger’s Plays. From the
Text of William Gifford. Edited 
by Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s.

Mayhew.—Lond oTT C ha racte rs 
and the Humorous Side of London 
Life. By Henry Mayhew. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 64.

Mayfair Library, The :
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 64. per Volume. 
A Journey Round My Room. By 

Xavier de Maistre. Translated 
by Henry Attwell.

Latter Day Lyrics. Edited by W.
Davenport Adams.

Quips and Quiddities. Selected by 
W. Davenport Adams.

The Agony Column of “The Times," 
from 1800 to 1870. Edited, with an 
Introduction, by Alice Clay. 

Balzac’s “Comedie Humaine” and 
its Author. With Translations by 
H. H. Walker.

Melancholy Anatomised: A Popular 
Abridgment of "Burton’s Anatomy 
of Melancholy.”
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Mayfair Library, continued— 

Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By 
Brillat-Savarin,

The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 
Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies, 

and Frolics. By VV. T. Dobson. 
Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentrici­

ties. Selected and Edited by W. T. 
Dobson.

The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bec. 
Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 

First Series. Containing: The 
Wicked World — Pygmalion and 
Galatea— Charity — The Princess— 
The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
Second Series. Containing : Broken 
Hearts — Engaged— Sweethearts — 
Gretchen—Dan’l Druce—Tom Cobb 
—H.M.S. Pinafore — The Sorcerer 
—The Pirates of Penzance.

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 
Collected and Edited by A. Perceval 
Graves.

Animals and their Masters. By Sir 
Arthur Helps.

Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps. 
Curiosities of Criticism. By Henry 

J. Jennings.
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-T able.

By Oliver Wendell Holmes. Il­
lustrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 

Pencil and Palette. Bjl. Robert 
Kempt.

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac­
ters. By Chas. Lamb. Selected from 
his Letters by Percy Fitzgerald.

Clerical Anecdotes. By Jacob Lar­
wood.

Forensic Anecdotes; or, Humour and 
Curiosities of the Law and Men of 
Law. By Jacob Larwood.

Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob 
Larwood.

Carols of Cockayne. By Henry S. 
Leigh.

Jeux d’Esprlt. Edited by Henry S. 
Leigh.

True History of Joshua Davidson.
By E. Lynn Linton.

Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton. 
Ourselves: Essays on Women. By 

E. Lynn Linton.
Pastimes and Players. By Robert 

Macgregor.
The New Paul and Virginia. By

W. H. Mallock.
The New Republic. By W. H. Mal­

lock.
Puck on Pegasus. By H.Cholmonde- 

LEY-PSNNKLL.

Mayfair Library, continued—
Pegasus Re-Saddled. Bv H. Chol- 

mondeley-Pennell. Illustrated by 
George Du Maurier.

Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H.
Cholmondeley-Pennell.

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By 
H. A. Page.

Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowley. 
More Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh 

Rowley.
The Philosophy of Handwriting. By 

Don Felix de Salamanca.
By Stream and Sea. By William

Senior.
Old Stories Re told. By Walter

Thornbury.
Leaves from a Naturalist’s Note-

Book. By Dr. Andrew Wilson.

Medicine, Family.—One Thou-
sand Medical Maxims and Surgical 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle 
Age, and Old Age. By N. E. Davies, 
L.R C.P, Lond. Cr. 8vo, la,; cl.,Is, 6d.

Merry Circle (The) : A Book of
New Intellectual Games and Amuse­
ments. By Clara Bellew. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 4s. 6d.

Mexican Mustang (On a).
Through Texas, from the Gulf to the 
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri­
can Humour. By Alex. E. Sweet and 
J. Armoy Knox, Editors of “ Texas 
Siftings." 265 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78 6d.

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by: 
Touch and Go. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra,3s.6d.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
Mr. Dorllllon. Post8vo,illust. bds., 2s.

Miller.— Physiology for the
Young: or, The House of Life: Hu­
man Physiology, with its application 
to the Preservation of Health. For 
use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. 
F. Fenwick Miller. Small 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 64._____________________

Milton (J. L), Works by:
The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise 

Set of Rules for the Management of 
the ,Skin ; with Directions for Diet, 
Wines. Soaps, Baths, Sec. Small 8vo, 
Is. ; cloth extra, Is. 6d.

The Bath in Diseases of the Skin.
Small 8vo, Is. ; cloth extra, Is. 6d. 

The Laws of Life, and their Relation 
to Diseases of the Skin. Small 8vo* 
Is. ; cloth extra, Is. 6d.
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MoncrlefT. — The Abdication ;
or, Time STries All. An Historical 
Drama. By W ~$X Scott-Moncrieff. 
With Seven Etchings by John Petite, 
R.A., W. Q. Orchardson, R.A., J. 
MacWhirter, A.R.A , Colin Hunter, 
R. Macbeth,and Tom Graham. Large 
4to, bound in buckram, 21s _____

Murray (D. Christie), Novels
by. Crown 8vb,cloth extra 36 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
A Life’s Atonement.
A Model Father.
Joseph's Coat.
Coals of Fire.
By the Gate of the Sea.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s 6d. each. 
Val Strange: A Story of the Primrose 

Way.
Hearts.
The Way of the World.
A Bit of Human Nature. fShortly.

■

North Italian Folk. By Mrs. 
Comyns Carr. Illust. by Randolph 
Caldecott. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 
7s. 6d.___ ____________________

Number Nip (Stories about),
the Spirit of the Giant Mountains. 
Retold for Children by Walter 
Grahame. With Illustrations by J. 
Moyr Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 
Es.

Nursery Hints : A Mother's
Guide in Health and Disease. By N. 
E. Davies, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, Is. ; 
cloth, Is. 6d. ____

Oliphant. — Whiteladies : A
Novel. With Illustrations by Arthur 
Hopkins and Henry Woods. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s.___________

O’Connor.—Lord Beaconsfield
A Biography. By T. P. O’Connor, M.P. 
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface, 
bringing the work down to the Death 
of Lord Beaconsfield. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d,

O’Reilly.—Phoebe's Fortunes :
A Novel. With Illustrations by Henry 
Tuck. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

O Shaughnessy (Arth.), Works
by :

Songs of a Worker. Fcap. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7s. 6d.

Music and Moonlight. Fcap. 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d .

Lays of France. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 10s. 6d

Ouida, Novels by. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra. 6s. each ; post tivo, illus­
trated boards, 2s each.

Held In Bondage. A Dog of Flandera.
Strathmore.
Chandos.
Under Two Flags. 
Cecil Castle- 

malne’s Gago. 
Idalla.
Trlcotrln.
Puck.
Folle Farine.
T woLIttleWooden 

Shoes.

Pascarel.
Signa.
In a Winter City 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths.
Pipistrelle.
A Village Com­

mune.
Blmbl.
In Maremma.

Wanda : A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 5s.

Frescoes : Dramatic Sketches. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Blmbl : Presentation Edition. Sq. 
bvo, cloth gil^ cinnamon edges, 
7s. 6d. JÇT.

Princess Naprflltine. New and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 6s. [Shortly.

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. Selected 
from the Works of Ouida by F. 
Sydney Morris, Small crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 5s.

Page (H. A.), Works by :
Thoreau : His Life and Aims : A Study. 

With a Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d.

Lights on the Way : Some Tales with­
in a Tale. By the late J. H. Alex­
ander, B.A. Edited by H. A.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Page.

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A
New Translation, with Historical In­
troduction and Notes, by T. M’Crie, 
D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Patient's (The) Vade Mecum :
How to get most Benefit from Medi­
cal Advice. By William Knight, 
M.R.C.S., and Edward Knight, 
L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

Paul Ferroll :
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Paul Ferroll : A Novel.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.

Paul.—Gentle and Simple. By
Margaret Agnes Paul. With a 
Frontispiece by Helen Paterson. 
Cr 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. j post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s.
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Payn (James), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s 64. each ;
post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. each.
Lost Sir Masslngberd.
The Best of Husbands.
Walter's Word.
Halves. | Fallen Fortunes.
What He Cost Her.
Less Black than we’re Painted.
By Proxy. I High Spirits.
Under One Roof. 1 Carlyon’s Year.
A Confidential Agent.
Some Private Views.
A Grape from a Thorn.
For Cash Only. | From Exile.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.each.
A Perfect Treasure.
Bentlnck’s Tutor.
Murphy’s Master.
A County Family. | At Her Mercy.
A Woman’s Vengeance.
Cecil’s Tryst.
The ClyfTards of Clyffe.
The Family Scapegrace
The Foster Brothers. | Found Dead.
Gwendoline’s Harvest.
Humorous Stories.
Like Father, Like Son.
A Marine Residence.
Married Beneath Him.
Mirk Abbey.
Not Wooed, but V/on.
Two Hundred Pounds Reward.
Kit: A Memory. Crown bvo, cloth 

extra, 3s. 64.
The Canon’s Ward. With a Steel- 

plate Portrait of the Author. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64.

In Peril and Privation: A Book for 
Iloys. With numerous Illustra­
tions. Crown 6vo, cloth extra, 6s

[In preparation.
Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), 

Works by : Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 64. each.

Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations.
The Muses of Mayfair Vers de 

Société, Selected and Edited by H. 
C. Pennell.

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten full- 
page Ulusts. by G. Du Maurier.

Phelps.—Beyond the Gates.
By Elizabeth Stuart Phelps, 
Author of “ The Gates Ajar.” Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 64.

Plrkis.—Trooplng with Crows:
A Story. By Catherine Firms. Fcap. 
8vo, p dure cover, Is

Planche (J. R.), Works by :
The Cyclopaedia of Costume ; or, 

A Dictionary of Dress—Regal, Ec­
clesiastical , Civil,and Military—from 
the Earliest Period in England to the 
Reign of George the Third. Includ­
ing Notices of Contemporaneous 
Fashions on the Continent, and a 
general History of the Costumes of 
the Principal Countries of Europe. 
Two Vols., demy 410, half morocco 
profusely Illustrated with Coloured 
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts, 
£7 7s. The Vols may also be had 
separately (each complete in itself ) 
at £3 13s. 64. each : Vol. I. Tub 
Dictionary. Vol. II. A General 
History of Costume in Europe. 

The Pursuivant of Arms ; or, Her­
aldry Founded upon Facts. With 
Coloured Frontispiece arid 200 Illus­
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra 7s. 64. 

Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 187p. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by his 
Daughter, Mrs. Mackarness. Crown 
8voj cloth extra, 6s. _ ___

Play-time: Sayings and Doings 
of Baby-land. By Edward Stanford. 
Large 410, handsomely printed in 
Colours, 63. _____ _______

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious
Men. Translated from the Greek, 
with Notes Critical and Historical, and 
a Life of Plutarch, by John and 
William Lanohorne. Two Vols., 
8vo, cloth extra, with Portraits, 10s 64.

Poe (Edgar Allan):—
The Choice Works, in Prose and 

Poetry, of Edgar Allan Poe With 
an Introductory Essay by Charles 
Baudelaire, Portrait and Fac­
similes. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 7s 64. 

The Mystery of Marie Roget. and 
other Stories. Post Hvo. illust.bds. 2s.

Pope’s Poetical Works. Com­
plete in One Vol. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2a.

Power.—Philistia : A Novel. By
Cecil Power. Three Vols., crown
8vo. _ *_______

Price (E. C.), Novels by: 
Valentina : A Sketch. With a Fron­

tispiece by Hal Ludlow. Cr 8vo, 
cl. ex., 3s. 64.; post 8vo,illust. bds.,2s. 

The Foreigners. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 3s.6d. 
Mrs. Lancaster’s Rival. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 3s. 64.
Gerald. Three Vols., crown “"to.



20 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

Proctor (Richd. A.), Works by :
Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illusts.

Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4a. 6d. 
Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps 

for Every Night in the Year, Draw­
ings of the Constellations, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 63.

Familiar Science Studies. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7a. 6d.

Rough Ways made Smooth : A 
Series of Familiar Essays on Scien­
tific Subjects. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra,6s. 

Our Place among Infinities : A Series 
of Essays contrasting our Little 
Abode in Space and Time with the 
Infinities Around us. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra. 6s.

The Expanse of Heaven : A Series 
of Essays on the Wonders of the 
Firmament. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Saturn and Its System. New and 
Revised Edition,with 13 Steel Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d.

The Great Pyramid : Observatory, 
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus- • 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Mysteries of Time and Space. With 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Universe of Suns, and other 
Science Gleanings. With numerous 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Wages and Wants of Science 
Workers. Crown 8vo, Is 6d.

Pyrotechnist'sTreasury(The);
or, Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By Thomas Kentish. With numerous 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 4s. 6d.

Rabelais’ Works. Faithfully
Translated from the French, with 
variorum Notes, and numerous charac­
teristic Illustrations by Gustave 
Dor6. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s 6d.

Rambosson.—Popular Astro­
nomy. By y Rambosson, Laureate 
of the Institute of France. Trans­
lated by C. B. Pitman. Crown 8vo, 
cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, 
and a beautifully executed Chart of 
Spectra, 7s. 6d.

Reader's Handbook (The) of
Allusions, References, Plots, and 
Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. 
Fourth Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 
Complete English Bibliography. 
Cr. 8vo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Richardson. — A Ministry of 
Health, and other Papers. By Ben­
jamin ward Richardson, M.D., &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Reade (Charles, D.C.L.), Novels
by. Post 8vo, illust., bds., 2s. each ; 
or cr. 8vo, cl. ex., illust ,3s. 6d. each. 

Peg Woffington. Illustrated by S. L. 
Pildes, A R.A.

Christie Johnstone. Illustrated by 
William Small.

It Is Never Too Late to Mend. Il­
lustrated by G. J. Pin well.

The Course of True Love Never did 
run Smooth. Illustrated by Helen 
Paterson.

The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 
ofallTradee; and James Lambert.
Illustrated by Matt Stretch.

Love me Little, Love me Long. Il­
lustrated by M. Ellen Edwards. 

The Double Marriage. Illust. by Sir 
John Gilbert, R.A..and C. Keene. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. Il­
lustrated by Charles Keene.

Hard Cash. Illust. by F. W. Lawson. 
Griffith Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L.

Fildes, A.R.A., and W11. Small. 
Foul Play. Illust. by Du Maurier. 
Put Yourself In His Place. Ulus 

trated by Robert Barnes.
A Terrible Temptation. Illustrated 

by Edw. HuGHEsand A. W.Cooper. 
The Wandering Heir. Illustrated by 

H. Paterson, S. L. Fildes, A.R.A., 
C. Green, and H. Woods, A.R A.

A Simpleton. Illustrated by Kate 
Crauford.

A Woman-Hater. Illustrated by 
Thos Couldery.

Readlana. With a Steel-plate Portrait 
ot Charles Reade.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s 6d. each. 
Singleheart and Doubleface: A 

Matter-of-fact Romance. Illustrated 
by P. MacNab.

Good Stories of Men and other 
Animals. Illustrated by E. A. Abbey, 
Percy Macquoid, and Joseph Nash. 

The Jilt, and other Stories. Illustrated 
by Joseph Nash.

Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Her Mother's Darling.
The Prince of Wales’s Garden Party.
We'rd Stories. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 3s. 6d.

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by :
Our Old Country Towns. With over 

50 Illusts. Sq. 8vo, cloth gilt, 10s 6d. 
Rambles Round Eton and Harrow 

50 Illusts. Sq. 8vo, cloth gilt, 10s. 6d. 
About England with Dickens. With 

FSIllustsTbyALFREDRiMMERandC. A.
Vanderhoof. Sq.8vo,cl,gilt,10s.6<L
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Robinson (F. W.), Novels by : 
Women are Strange. Cr. 8vo, cloth 

extra, CJ. 6d.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 
The Hands of Justice. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 3s. 64.

Robinson (Phil), Works by:
The Poets’ Birds. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 7s 64.
The Poets’ Beasts. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 7s. 6d. [In preparation.
Robinson Crusoe : A beautiful 

reproduction of Major’s Edition, with 
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates by 
George Cruikshank, choicely printed. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6a. A few 
Large-Paper copies, printed on hand­
made paper, with India proofs of the 
Illustrations, price 36s.

Rochefoucauld’s Maxims and
Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Sainte- 
Beuve. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; or,
A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came over from Normandy with Wil­
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
this Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 6s.

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by:
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

Punlana: Riddles and Jokes. With 
numerous Illustrations.

More Punlana. Profusely'Illustrated.
Russell (W. Clark), Works by:

Round the Galley-Fire. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s.

On the Fo’k’sle Head : A Collection 
of Yarns and Sea Descriptions. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Sala.—Gaslight and Daylight.
By George Augustus Sala. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Sanson.—Seven Generations 
of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Edited 
byHENRvSANsoN. Cr.Svo,cl.ex. 3s.6d.

Saunders (John), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Bound to the Wheel.
One Against the World.
Guy Waterman.
The Lion In the Path.
The Two Dreamers
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Saunders (Katharine), Novels
by:

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
Joan Merryweather.
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Gideon's Rock.
The High Mills.

Heart Salvage, by Sea and Land.
Three Vols , crown 8vo.

Science Gossip: An Illustrated 
Medium of Interchange for Students 
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by J. E. 
Taylor, F.L.S., &c. Devoted to Geo­
logy, Botany, Physiology, Chemistry, 
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Phy­
siography, &c. Price 4d. Monthly ; or 
5s. per year, post free. Each Number 
contains a Coloured Plate and numer­
ous Woodcuts. Vols. I. to XIV. may 
be had at 7s. 64. each ; and Vols. XV. 
to.XIX. (18)3), at 6s. each. Cases for 
Binding, Is. 64 each.

Scott's (Sir Walter) Marmlon.
An entirely New Edition of this famous 
and popular Poem, with over 100 new 
Illustrations by leading Artists. Ele­
gantly and appropriately bound, small 
4to, cloth extra, 16s.

[The immediate success of “The 
Lady of the Lake," published in 188.’, 
has encouraged Messrs. Chatto and 
Windus to bring out a Companion 
Edition of this not less popular and 
famous poem. Produced in the same 
form, and with the same careful and 
elaborate style of illustration, regard­
less of cost, Mr. Anthony’s skilful 
supervision is sufficient guarantee that 
the work is elegant and tasteful as well 
as correct.]______________________

“Secret Out" Series, The:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, profusely Illus­
trated, 4s. 64. each.
The Secret Out: One Thousand 

Tricks with Cards, and other Re­
creations; with Entertaining Experi­
ments in Drawing-room or " White 
Magic." By W. H. Crkmer. 300 
Engravings.

The Pyrotechnist’s Treasury; or, 
Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By Thomas Kentish. With numer- 
ous Illustrations.

The Art of Amusing : A Collection ol 
Graceful Arts,Games,Tricks,Puzzles, 
and Charades. B" Frank Bellew. 
With 300 Illustrations.

Hanky Panky: Very Easy Tricks, 
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic, 
Sleight of Hand. Edited by W, H. 
Cremer. With too Illustrations.
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“ Secret Out ” Series, continued—

The Merry Circle: A Book of New 
Intellectual Games and Amusements. 
By Ci.ara Bellew. With many 
Illustrations.

Magician’s Own Book: Performances 
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats, 
Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual 
Experience. Edited by W. H. Cre- 
mkk. 200 Illustrations.

Magic No Mystery : Tricks with 
Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., with fully 
descriptive Directions ; the Art of 
Secret Writing ; Training of Per­
forming Animals, &c. With Co­
loured Frontispiece and many Illus­
trations.

Senior (William), Works by :
Travel and Trout In the Antipodes.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth 

limp, 2s. tid.

Seven Sagas (The) of Prehis­
toric Man. By James H. Stoddart, 
Author of"The Village Life." Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Shakespeare :
The First Folio Shakespeare.—Mr.

William Shakespeare’s Comedies, 
Histories, and Tragedies. Published 
accord ing to the true Original 1 Copies. 
London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard 
and Ed. Blount. 1623.—A Repro­
duction of the extremely rare original, 
in reduced facsimile, by a photogra­
phic process—ensuring the strictest 
accuracy in every detail. Small 8vo, 
half-Roxburghe, 7s. 64.

TheLansdowne Shakespeare. Beau­
tifully printed in red and black, in 
small but very clear type. With 
engraved facsimile of Droeshout’s 
Portrait. Post bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Shakespeare for Children : Tales 
from Shakespeare. By Charles 
and Mar* Lamb. With numerous 
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by 
J. Moyr ÆtMiajj,-.Crown 410, cloth 

* gilt, 6s.
The Handbeqk of Shakespeare 

Music. Being an Account of 350 
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken 
from the Plays and Poems of Shake­
speare, the compositions ranging 
from the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfred Roffe. 
4to, half-Roxburghe, 7s.

A Study of Shakespeare. By Alger­
non Charles Swinburne. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 8s.

Shelley's Complete Works, in
Four Vols., post 8vo, cloth limp, 8s. ; 
or separately, 2s. each. Vol. I. con­
tains his Early Poems, Queen Mab, 
&c., with an Introduction by Leigh 
Hunt ; Vol. II., his Later Poetps, 
Laon and Cythna, &c. ; Vol. III., 
Posthumous Poems,thé Shelley Papers, 
&c. : Vol. IV., his Prose Works, in­
cluding A Refutation of Deism, Zas- 
trozzi, St, Irvyne, &c.______________

Sheridan :—
Sheridan’s Complete Works, with 

Life and Anecdotes. Including his 
Dramatic Writings, printed from the 
Original Editions, his Works in 
Prose and Poetry, Translations, 
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, <)tc. With a 
Collection of Sheridaniâ^ia. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 full- 
page Tinted Illustrations, 7s. 64. 

Sheridan’s Comedies: The Rivals, 
and The School for Scandal. 
Edited, with an Introduction and 
Notes to each Play, and a Bio­
graphical Sketch of Sheridan, by 
Brander Matthews. With Decora­
tive Vignettes and to full-page Illus­
trations. Demy 8vo, cl. bds., 12s. 64.

Short Sayings of Gréât Men.
With Historical and Explanatory 
Notes by Samuel A. Bent, M.A, 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.______

Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Complete
Poetical Works, including all those in 
“ Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial- 
Introduction, Essay on the Poetry ot 
Sidney, and NoteSj by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Three Vols., crown 
8vo, cloth boards, 18s.

Signboards: Their History. 
With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. By 
Jacob Larwood and John Camden 
Hotten. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with 100 Illustrations, 7s. 6d.

Sims (G. R.)—How the Poor
Live. With 60 Illustrations by Fred. 
Barnard. Large 4to, Is.

Sketchley.—A Match In the 
Dark. By Arthur Sketchley. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Slang Dictionary, The : Ety­
mological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. 64.__

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by : 
The Prince of Argolls : A Story of the 

Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Moyr 
Smith. Small 8vo, cloth extra, with 
130 Illustrations, 3s. 64.

j
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Smith’s (J. Moyr) Works, continued— 
Tales of Old Thule. Collected and 

Illustrated by J. Moyr Smith. Cr. 
8vo, cloth gilt, profusely lllust.. 6s. 

The Wooing of the Water Witch : 
A Northern Oddity. By Evan Dal- 
dornk. Illustrated by J. Moyr 

_ Smith. Small 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
Spalding.-Elizabethan Demon­

ology : An Essay in Illustration of 
the Belief in the Existence of Devils, 
and the Powers possessed by Them. 
By T. Alfred Spalding, LL.B. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Speight. — The Mysteries of
Heron Dyke. By T. W. Speight. 
With a Frontispiece by M. Ellen 
Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s

Spenser for Children. By M.
H. Towry. With Illustrations by 
Walter J. Morgan. Crown 4to, with 
Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 6s.

Staunton':—Laws and Practice 
of Chess; Together with an Analysis 
of the Openings, and a Treatise on 
End Games. By Howard Staunton. 
Edited by Robert B. Wormald. New 
Edition, small cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Sterndale.—The Afghan Knife:
A Novel. By Robert Armitage Stern- 
dale. Cr. bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28.

Stevenson (R.Louis), Works by :
Travels with a Donkey in the 

Cevennes. Frontispiece by Walter 
Crane. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

An Inland Voyage. With Front, by 
W. Crane. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 28. 6d. 

Vlrglnlbus Puerlsque, and other 
Papers. Crown bvo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Familiar Studies of Men and Books.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo, 
cl. extra, 6s. ; post bvo, illust. bds., 2a. 

The Silverado Squatters. With 
Frontispiece. Cr. bvo, cloth extra,6s. 

Prince Otto : A Romance. Crown 
bvo, cloth extra, 6s. [In preparation.

St. John^A Levantine Family. 
By Bayle St. John. Post 8vo, illus­
trated boards, 2s.

Stoddard.—Summer Cruising 
In the South Seas. By Charles 
Warren Stoddard. Illust. by Wallis 
Mackay. Crown bvo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d.

St. Pierre.—Paul and Virginia,
and The Indian Cottage. By Ber­
nardin St. Pierre. Edited, with Life, 
by Rev. E. Clarke. Post 8vo, cl.lp., 2a.

Stories from Foreign Novel­
ists. With Notices of their Lives and 
Writings. By Helen and Alice Ziu- 
mern ; and a Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Strutt’s Sports and Pastimes
of the People of England ; including 
the Rural and Domestic Recreations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Pro­
cessions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period 
to the Present Time. With 140 Illus­
trations. Edited by William Hone. 
Crown bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Suburban Homes (The) of
London : A Residential Guide to 
Favourite London Localities, their 
Society, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates, and 
House Accommodation. With Map of 
Suburban London. Cr.fvo,cl.ex.,7s.6d.

Swift’s Choice Works, in Prose 
and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of the Maps in the 
Original Edition of “ Gulliver’s 
Travels.” Cr. bvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Swinburne (Algernon C.),
Works by:

The Queen Mother and Rosamond.
Fcap. bvo, 6a.

Atalanta In Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Chastelard. A Tragedy. Cr. bvo, 7s 
Poems and Ballads. First Series. 

Fcap. 8vo, 9s. Also in crown bvo, at 
same price.

Poems and Ballads. Second Series.
Fcap. bvo, 9a. Cr. bvo, same price. 

Notes on Poems and Reviews, bvo Is. 
William Blake: A Critical Essay. 

With Facsimile Paintings. Demy 
bvo, 16s.

Songs before Sunrise. Cr. 8vo, 10s 6d. 
Bothwell : A'Tragcdy. Cr. bvo,12s.6d. 
George Chapman : An Essay. Crown

bvo, 7s.
Songs of Two Nations. Cr. bvo, 6s. 
Essays and Studies. Crown bvo, 12s. 
Erechtheus : A Tragedy. Cr. bvo, 6s. 
Note of an English Republican on 

the Muscovite Crusade, bvo, Is. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 

bvo, 6s.
A Study of Shakespeare. Cr, bvo, 8s. 
Songs of the Springtides. Crown

bvo, 6s
Studies In Song. Crown bvo, 7s 
Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Cr. bvo, 8s. 
Tristram of Lyonesse, and other 

Poems. Crown bvo, 93.
A Century of Roundels Small 410, 

cloth extra, 8s.
A Midsummer Holiday, and other 

Poems. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s.
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Symonds.—Wine, Women and
Song: Mediæval Latin Students’; 
Songs. Now first translated into Eng­
lish Verse, with an Essay by J. Ad­
dington Symonds. Small 8vo, parch­
ment, 6s.

Syntax's (Dp.) Three Tours :
In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a 
Wife. With the whole of Rowland­
son’s droll page Illustrationsin Colours 
and a Life of the Author by J. C. 
Hotten. Medium 8vo, cloth extra, 
7s. 6d.

Talne's History of English
Literature. Translated by Henry 
Van Laun. Four Vols., small 8vo, 
cloth boards, 30s.—Popular Edition, 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 15s.

Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.L.S.), Works
by;
The Sagacity and Morality of 

Plants: A Sketch of the Lite and 
Conduct of the Vegetable Kingdom. 
With Coloured Frontispiece and ioo 
Illusts. Crown 8vo, cl extra, 78. 6d. 

Our Common British Fossils, and 
Where to Find Them. With nu­
merous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra. 7s. 6d. [In the press.

Taylors (Bayard) Diversions
of the Echo Club: Burlesques ot 
Modern Writers. Post8vo, cl. limp, 28.

Taylor's (Tom) Historical
Dramas: “Clancarty,” "Jeanne
Dare,” “’Twixt Axe and Crown,” 
"The Fool's Revenge,’’ " Arkwright’s 
Wife," “Anne Boleyn,” "Plot and 
Passion.” One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d.
*.* The Plays may also be had sepa- 

rately, at Is. each.
Tennyson (Lord) : A Biogra­

phical Sketch. By H. J. Jennings. 
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68.

Thackerayana: Notes and Anec­
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by William Makepeace 
Thackeray, depicting Humorous 
Incidents in his School-life, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his every-day reading. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d.

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each,

Crosslda.
Proud Malsle.
The Violin-Player.

Thomas(M.).—A Fight for Life :
A Novel. By W. Moy Thomas. Post 

_ 8vo, illustrated boards, 28.
Thomson s Seasons and Castle

of Indolence. With a Biographical 
And Critical Introduction by Allan 
Cunningham, and over so fine Illustra­
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, gilt edges, 78. 6d.

Thornbury (Walter), Works by 
Haunted London. Edited by Ed­

ward Walfokd, M.A. With Illus­
trations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7b. 6d.

The Life and Correspondence of 
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon 
Letters and Papers furnished by his 
Friends and fellow Academicians. 
With numerous Illusts. in Colours, 
facsimiled from Turner’s Original 
Drawings. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d. 

Old Stories Re-told. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2s 6d.

Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 23.

Timbs (John), Works by:
The History of Clubs and Club Life 

In London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, 
and Taverns. With numerous Illus­
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

English Eccentrics and Eccen­
tricities: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 
and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of 
Letters, &c. With nearly 50 Illusts. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Torrens. — The Marquess
Wellesley, Architect of Empire. An 
Historic Portrait. By W, M. Tor- 
rens, M.P, Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 14s.

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

The Way We Live Now.
The American Senator.
Kept In the Dark.
Frau Frohmann.
Marlon Fay.

CrowiP«vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
Mr. Scarborough’s Family.
The LandJ-eaguers.

Trol lope( F ranees E.),Novels by
1 Like Ships upon the Sea. Crown 
\ ?,y°. cloth extra 3s 6d. ; post 8vo, 
'.illustrated boards, 28.
Mabel’s Progress. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 3a. 6a.
Anne Furness. Cr. 8vo,cl. ex., 38. 6d.
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Trollope(T. A.).—Diamond Cut
Diamond, and other Stories. By 
T. Adolphus Trollope. Cr. 8vo, cl. 
ex.. 3b. 6d. ; post 8vo. illust. boards, 2s.

Trowbridge.—Farnell’s Folly:
A Novel. By J. T.Trowbridge. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, 12s.

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

What She Came Through.
The Brlde'e Pass.
Saint Mungo’s City. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 3a. 6d
Beauty and the Beast, Three Vols., 

crown 8vo, 31s. 6d.
Tytler (C. C. Fraser-). — Mis­

tress Judith: A Novel. By C. C. 
Fraser-Tytler. Cr.8vo, cl,ex., 3s. 6d.

Van Laun.—History of French 
Literature. By Henry Van Laun. 
Complete in Three Vols., demy 8vo, 
cloth boards, 7b. 6d. each.________

Viliari. — A Double Bond: A
Story. By Linda Villari. Fcap. 
8vo, picture cover, Is

Walcott.— Church Work and
Life In English Minsters; and the
English Student's Monasticon. By the 
Rev. Mackenzie E. C. Walcott, B.D. 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Map and Ground-Plans, 14s.

Walford (Edw., M.A.),Works by :
The County Families of the United 

Kingdom. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa­
tion, See., of more than 12,000 dis­
tinguished Heads of Families, their 
Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the 
Offices they bold or have held, their 
Town and Country Addresses, Clubs, 
&c. Twenty-fifth Annual Edition, 
for 1885, cloth, full gilt, 50s.

The Shilling Peerage (1885). Con­
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
House of Lords, Dates of Creation, 
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, Is.
Published annually.

The Shilling Baronetage (1885). 
Containing an Alphabetical List of 
the Baronets of the United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 32010, 
cloth, Is. Published annually.

The Shilling Knightage (1885). Con­
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
Knights of tne United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 32010,
cloth, Is, Published annually.

Walford’s (Edw., M.A.) Works, con.— 
The Shilling House of Commons 

(1885). Containing a List of all the 
Members of the British Parliament, 
their Town and Country Addresses, * 
See. 3zmo, cloth, Is. Published 
annually.

The Complete Peerage, Baronet­
age, Knightage, and House of 
Commons (1885). In One Volume, 
royal 32010, cloth extra, gilt edges, 
6s. Published annually.

Haunted London. By Walter 
Thornbury. Edited by Edward 
Walford, M.A. With Illustrations 
by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7b. 6d.________

Walton andCotton’sComplete
Angler ; or, The Contemplative Man’s 
Recreation; being a Discourse of 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by Izaak Walton ; and In­
structions how to Angle for a Trout or 
Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles 
Cotton. With Original Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 
61 Copperplate Illustrations. Large 
crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7s. 6d.

Wanderer's Library, The:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
Wanderings In Patagonia; or, Life 

among the Ostrich, Hunters. By 
Julius Beerbohm. /Illustrated. 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Frederick Boyle. 

Savage Life. By Frederick Boyle. 
Merrle England In the Olden Time. 

By Georoe Daniel. With Illustra­
tions by Robt. Cruikshank.

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
By Thomas Frost.

The Lives of the Conjurers. By
Thomas Frost.

The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 

Low Life Deeps. An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be found there. By 
James Greenwood.

The Wilds of London. By James 
Greenwood.

Tunis: The Land and the People. 
By the Chevalier de Hesse-War- 
teog. With 22 Illustrations.

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindley.

The World Behind the Scenes. By 
Percy Fitzgerald.

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings: 
Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with Ta­
verns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, Sec. 
Py Charles Hindley. With Illuits.*
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Wanderer’s Library, The, continued— 

The Genial Showman : Life and Ad­
ventures of Artemus Ward. By E. P. 
Hingston. With a Frontispiece. 

The Story of the London Parks.
By Jacob Larwood. With Illusts. 

London Characters. By Henry May­
hew. Illustrated.

Seven Generations of Executioners :
Memoirs of the Sanson Family 
(1688 to 1847). Edited by Henry 
Sanson.

Summer Cruising In the South 
Seas. By C. Warren Stoddard. 
Illustrated by Wallis Mackay.

Warner.—A Roundabout Jour­
ney. By Charles Dudley Warner, 
Author of “ My Summer in a Garden.” 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Warrants, &c. :—
Warrant to Execute Charles I. An

exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures, ami corresponding Seals. 
Carefully printed on paper to imitate 
the Original, 22 in. by 14 in. Price 2s. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of 
Scots. An exact Facsimile, includ­
ing the Signature of Queen Eliza­
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imitate the Original MS. Price 2s. 

Magna Charta. An exact Facsimile 
of the Original Document in the 
British Museum, printed on fine 
plate paper, nearly 3 feet long fcy 2 
îeet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 5s.

Ths Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List 
of the Principal Warriors who came 
over from Normandy with William 
the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Price 6s.

Weather, How to Foretell the, 
with the Pocket Spectroscope. By 
F. W. Cory, M.R.C.S. Eng., F.R.Met. 
Soc., &c. With 10 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

Westropp.—Handbook of Pot­
tery and Porcelain ; or, History of 
those Arts from the Earliest Period. 
By Hodder M. Westropp. With nu­
merous Illustrations, and a List of 
Marks. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 4s. 6d.

Whistler v. Ruskin : Art and 
Art Critics. By J. A. Macneill 
Whist/ ’"X 7th Edition, sq. 8vo, Is.

White’s Natural History of
Selborne. Edited, with Additions, by
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. Post 8vo,
cloth limp, 2s.

Willi ams ( W.M attleu, F. R. ASA
Works by ;

Science Notes. See the Gentleman’s 
Magazine. Is. Monthly.

Science In Short Chapters. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

A Simple Treatise on Heat. Crown 
8vo, cloth limp, with Illusts., 28. 6d.

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. [In the press.

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.),
Works by:

Chapters on Evolution: A Popular 
History of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Development. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with 259 Illustrations, 78. 6d.

Leaves from a Naturalist’s Note­
book. Post 8 vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d.

Leisure Time Studies, chiefly Bio­
logical. Third Edition, with a New 
Preface. Crown 8vo, cloth extra 
with Illustrations, 63.

Winter (J. S.), Stories by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Cavalry Life. I Regimental Legends. 
Women of the Day: A'Biogrâ-

phical Dictionary of Notable Contem­
poraries. By Frances Hays. Crown 
hvo, cloth extra, 63.

Wood.—Sabina: A Novel. By
Lady Wood. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

words, Facts, and Phrases •
A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and 
Out-of-the-Way Matters. By Eliezer 
Edwards. New and cheaper issue 
cr. 8vo,cl ex., 7s. Cd. ; half-bound. 9s.’

Wright (Thomas), Works by:
Caricature History of the Georges.

(The House of Hanover.) With 400 
Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broad­
sides, Window Pictures, See. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
0 ”■ —■ «11a ot ins
Grotesque In Art, Literature 
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely 
Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, 
P.S.A. Large post 8vo, cl. ex., 7s.6d.

Yates (Edmund), Novels by: -
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope.
I And at I ne4-
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NOVELS BY THE
WILKIE COLLINS’S NEW NOVEL.
"I Say No.” By Wilkie Collins. 

Three Vols., crown 8vo.
Mn.CASHEL IIOEY'S NEW NOVEL
The Lover’s Creed. By Mrs. Cashel 

Hoey, Author of "The Blossoming of 
an Aloe,” &c. With 12 Illustrations 
by P. MacNab. Three Vols., cr. 8vo.

SARAH TYTLER'S NEW NO\>EL.
Beauty and the Beast. By Sarah 

Tytler, Author of “ The Bride’s Pass,”
“ Saint Mungo’s City,” “Citoyenne 
Jacqueline,” &c. Three Vols., cr. 6vo.

NEW NOVELS BY CHAS. GIBBON.
By Mead and Stream. By Charles 

Gibbon, Author of " Robin Gray," 
"The Golden Shaft,” “ Queen of the 
Meadow,” &c. Three Veils., cr. 8vo.

Found Out. By Charles Gibbon. 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. [Shortly.

NEW flOVEL BY CECIL POWER.
Phlllstla. By Cecil Power. Three 

Vols., crown 8vo.

BEST AUTHORS.
ROBT. BUCHANAN'S NEW NOVEL. 
Foxglove Manor. By Robt. Buchanan, 

Author of " The Shadow of the Sword," 
" God and the Man,” &c. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo.

NEW NOVEL BY THE AUTHOR 
OF " VALENTINA."

Gerald. By Eleanor C. Price. Three 
Vols., crown 8vo.

BASIL'S NEW NOVEL.
“The Wearing of the Green.” By 

Basil, Author of “ Love the Debt,
" A Drawn Game,” &c. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo.
NEW NOVEL BY J. T. TROW­

BRIDGE.
Farnell's Folly. Two Vols., crown 8vo, 

12s.
IIALL CAINE’S NEW NOVEL. 

The Shadow of a Crime. By Hall 
Caine. Three Vols., crown 8vo.

[Immediately

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.
Popular Stories by the Best Authors. Library Editions, many Illustrated, 

crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d each.
BY MRS. ALEXANDER.

Maid, Wife, or Widow ?
BY W. BESANT 6- JAMES RICE. 
Ready Money Mortlboy.
My Little Girl.
The Case of Mr. Lucraft.
This Son of Vulcan.
With Harp and Crown.
The Golden Butterfly.
By Celia's Arbour.
The Monks of Thelcma.
'Twas In Trafalgar's Bay.
The Seamy Side.
The Ten Years’ Tenant.
The Chaplain of the Fleet.

BY WALTER BESANT.
All Sorts and Conditions of Mon. 
The Captains’ Room.
AIITn a Garden Fair.
Dorothy Forster.

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN.
A Child of Nature.
God and the Man.
The Shadow of the Sword.
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Me for Ever.
Annan Water.
The New Abelard.
Matt.

BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet’s Guardian.

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page.
Transmigration.
From Midnight to Midnight. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Blacksmith and Scholar.
The Village Comedy.
You Play me False.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.
Antonina.
Basil.
Hide and Seek.
The Dead Secret.
Queen of Hearts.
My Miscellanies.
Woman In White.
The Moonstone.
Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch.
Miss or Mrs. ?

BY DUTTON COOK. 
Paul Foster’s Daughter

BY WILLIAM CYPLES. 
Hearts of Gold.

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
Port Salvation.

BY JAMES DE MILLE.
A Castle In Spain.

New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the

Lady.
TheTwo Destinies 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves 
Jezebel’sDaughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science
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Piccadilly Novels, continued—

BY J. LEITH DERWENT.
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers.

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. | Kitty.
BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
Archie Lovell.

BY R. E. FRANCILLON. 
Olympia. I One by One.
QueenCophetua. I A Real Queen. 
Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE.' 
Pandurang Harl.

BY EDWARD GARRETT.
The Capel Girls.

BY CHARLES GIBBON.
Robin Gray.
For Lack of Gold.
In Love and War.
What will the World Say ?
For the King.
In Honour E)ound.
Queen of the Meadow.
In Pastures Green.
The Flower of the Forest.
A Heart’s Problem.
The Braes of Yarrow.
The Golden Shaft.
Of High Degree.
Fancy Free.
Loving a Dream.

BY THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.
Ellice Quentin.
Sebastian Strome.
Prince Saronl’s Wife.
Dust. | Fortune's Fool.
Beatrix Randolph.
Miss Cadogna.

BY SIR A. HELPS.
Ivan de Biron.

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thornlcroft’s Model.
The Leaden Casket.
Self Condemned.

BY JEAN INGELOW.
Fated to be Free.

BY HARRIETT JAY.
The Queen of Connaught 
The Dark Colleen.

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Number Seventeen.
Oakahott Castle.

Piccadilly Novels, continued—
BY E. LYNN LINTON.

Patricia Kemball.
Atonement of Learn Dundas.
The World Well Lost.
Under which Lord ?
With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of the Family 
“ My Love ! ” | lone.

BY HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyce.

by justin McCarthy, m.p.
The Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy’s Daughter.
Llnley Rochford. | A Fair Saxon. 
Dear Lady Disdain.
Miss Misanthrope.
Donna Quixote.
The Comet of a Season.
Maid of Athens.

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LL.D. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon.
Thomas Wingfold, Curate.

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins.

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
Lost Rose. | The Evil Eye.

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. 
Open ! Sesame ! | Written In Fire.

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go.

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.
Life’s Atonement, i Coals of Fire. 
Joseph’s Coat. Val Strange.
A Model Father. I Hearts.
By the Gate of the Sea 
The Way of the World.
A Bit of Human Nature.

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whlteladles.

BY MARGARET A. PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple.

BY JAMES PAYN.
Lost Sir Massing- 

berd.
Best of Husbands 
Fallen Fortunes. 
Halves.
Walter’s Word. 
What He Cost Her 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy.
High Spirits. 
Under One Root

Carlyon’s Year.
A Confidential 

Agent.
From Exile.
A Grape from 8 

Thorn.
For Cash Only. 
Some Private 

Views.
Kit ! A Memory. 
The Canon's 

Ward.
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Piccadilly Novels, continued—

BY E. C. PRICE. 
Valentina. | The Foreigner*. 
Mrs. Lancaster’s Rival.

BY CHARLES RE A DE, D.C.L.
It Is Never Too Late to Mend.
Hard Cash. | Peg Woffington. 
Christie Johnstone.
Griffith Gaunt. | Foul Play.
The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
The Cloister and the Hearth.
The Course of True Love.
The Autobiography of a Thief.
Put Yourself In His Place.
A Terrible Temptation.
The Wandering Heir. | A Simpleton. 
A Woman Hater. | Readlana.

BY MRS. J. H RIDDELL.
Her Mother's Darling.
Prince of Wales’s Garden-Party. 
Weird Stories.

BY F. W. ROBINSON.
Women are Strange.
The Hands of Justice.

BY JOHN SAUNDERS.
Bound to the Wheel.
Guy Waterman. | Two Dreamers. 
One Against the World.
The Lion In the Path.
BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 

Joan Merryweather. 
c Margaret and Elizabeth.

Gideon’s Rock. | The High Mills.

Piccadilly Novels, continued—
BY T. W. SPEIGHT.

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.

BY R. A. STERN DA LE.
The Afghan Knife.

BY BERTHA THOMAS.
Proud Malele. | Creselda.
The Violin-Player.

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
The Way we Live Now.
The American Senator 
Frau Frohmann. | Marlon Fay. 
Kept In the Dark.
Mr. Scarborough’a Family.
The Land Leaguers.

BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPE. 
Like Ships upon the Sea.
Anne Furness.
Mabel's Progress.

BY T. A. TROLLOPE. 
Diamond Cut Diamond 

By IVAN TURGENIEFF and Othen. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists.

BY SARAH TYTLER.
What She Came Through.
The Bride’s Pass.
Saint Mungo’s City.

BY C.C. FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress udlth.

BY J. S. WINTER.
Cavalry Life.
Regimental Legends.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. ,
Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each.

BY EDMOND ABOUT.
The Fellah.

BY HAMILTON AIDE.
Carr of Carrlyon. | Confidences.

BY MRS. ALEXANDER.
Maid, Wife, or Widow P

BY SH ELS LE Y BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley Grange.

By W. BESANT 6- JAMES RICE. 
Ready-Money Mortlboy.
With Harp and Crown.
This Son of Vulcan. | My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft.
The Golden Butterfly.
By Celia's Aubour.

By Besant and Rice, continued—
The Monks of Thelema.
’Twas In Trafalgar’s Bay.
The Seamy Side.
The Ten Years’ Tenant.
The Chaplain of the Fleet 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of 
The Captains' Room.

BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notes. | Savage Life.

BY BRET HARTE.
An Heiress of Red Dog.
The Luck of Roaring Camp. 
Californian Stories.
Gabriel Conroy. | Flip.
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued— 
BY ROBERT BUCHANAN.

The Shadow of the Sword.
A Child of Nature.
God and the Man.
The Martyrdom of Madeline.
Love Me for Ever.

BY MRS. BURNETT.
Surly Tim.
BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet’s Guardian.

BY MACLAREN COBBAN.
The Cure of Souls.

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS.
The Bar Sinister.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.

Cheap Popular Novels, continued— 
BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 

Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tlllotson.
Polly.
Seventy five Brooke Street.
The Lady of Brantôme.

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy Lucre.

BY R. E. FRANCILLON. 
Olympia. y | Queen Cophetua. 
One by One.

Pre/aced by Sir H. BARTLE FRERE, 
Pandurang Harl..

BY HAIN FRIS WELL.
One of Two.

Antonina.
Basil.
Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Flhch.

Miss or Mrs. P 
The New Magda­

len.
The Frozen Deep. 
Law and the Lady. 
TheTwo Destinies 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel’sDaughter 
The Black Robe.

BY MORTIMER COLLINS.
Sweet Anne Page.
T ranemlgratlon.
From Midnight to Midnight.
A Fight with Fortune.

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS.
Sweet and Twenty. | Francos. 
Blacksmith and Scholar.
The Village Comedy.
You Play me False.

BY DUTTON COOK.
Leo. | Paul Foster’s Daughter.

BY J. LEITH DERWENT.
Our Lady of Tears.

BY CHARLES DICKENS. 
Sketches by Boz.
The Pickwick Papers.
Oliver Twist.
Nicholas Nlckleby.
BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES.
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell. 

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. | «Kitty.

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON. 
Roxy.

BY EDWARD GARRETT
The Capel Girls.

BY CHARLES GIBBON.
Robin Gray. j Queen of the Mea- 
Fpr Lack of Gold. I dow.

/What will the In Pastures Green 
' World Say ? The Flower of the 

In Honour Bound. Forest.
The Dead Heart. A Heart’s Problem 
In Love and War. The Braes of Yar- 

iFor the King. row-
BY WILLIAM GILBERT.

Dr. Austin’s Guests.
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke.

BY y A MES GREENWOOD.
Dick Temple.

BY ANDREW HALLIDAY. 
Every Day Papers.
BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY. 

Paul Wynter’s Sacrifice.
BY THOMAS HARDY.

Under the Greenwood Tree.
BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 

Garth. I Sebastian Strome
Ellice Quentin. | Dust.
Prince Saronl’s Wife.

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS.
Ivan de Biron.

BY TOM HOOD.
A Golden Heart.

BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER. 
The House of Raby.

BY VICTOR HUGO.
The Hunchback of Notre Dame.
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued— Cheap Popular Novels, continued—

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thornlcroft’e Model.
The Leaden Casket.
Self Condemned.

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free.

BY HARRIETT JAY.
The Dark Colleen.
The Queen of Connaught.

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Cakshott Castle. | Number Seventeen

BY E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball.
The Atonement of Learn Dundae. 
The V/orld Well Lost.
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of the Family.
" My Love I"

BY HENRY W. LUCY.
Gideon Fléyce.

by justin McCarthy, m.p.
Dear Lady Disdain.
The Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy’s Daughter.
A Fair Saxon.
Llnley Rochford.
Miss Misanthrope.
Donna Quixote.
The Comet of a Season.

BY GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon.
Thomas Wingfold, Curate.

- BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins.

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose.

BY \V. H. MALLOCK.
Thé New Republie.

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT.
Open ! Sesame !
A Harvest of Wild 

Oats.

A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written In Fire.

BY J. MASTERMAN. 
Half-a-dozen Daughters.

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorllllon.

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
A Life’s Atonement.
A Model Father.
Joseph’s Coat.
Coals of Fire.
By the Gate of the Sea.

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whlteladlee.
BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY 

Phoebe's Fortunes.

BY OU ID A
Held In Bondage.
Strathmore.
Chandos.
Under Two Flags. 
Idalla.
Cecil Castle- 

malne. 
Trlcotrln.
Puck.
Folle Farine.
A Dog o#f landers. 
Pascarel.

T woLItt leWooden 
Shoes.

Signa.
In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths.
Pipistrelle.
A Village Com­

mune.
Blmbl.
In Maremma.

BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple.

BY JAMES PAYN.
Lost Sir Massing 

herd.
A Perfect Trea­

sure.
Bentlnok’s Tutor. 
Murphy’s Master. 
A County Family. 
At Her Mercy.
A Woman’s Ven­

geance.
Cecil's Tryst. 
Clyffards of Clyflte 
The Family Scape­

grace.
Foster Brothers. 
Found Dead.
Best of Husbands 
Walter’s Word. 
Halves.
Fallen Fortunes. 
What He Cost Her 
Humorous Stories 
Gwendoline's Har­

vest.

Like Father, Like 
Son.

A Marine Resi­
dence.

Married Beneath 
Him.

Mirk Abbey.
Not Wooed, but 

Won.
£200 Reward.
Less Black than 

We’re Painted.
By Proxy.
Under One Roof.
High Spirits.
Carlyon’s Year.
A Confidential 

Agent.
Some Private 

Views.
From Exile.
A Grape from a 

Thorn.
For Cash Only.

BY EDGAR A. POE.
The Mystery of Marie Roget.

/
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued— 
BY E. C. BRICE. 

Valentina.
BY CHARLES READE.

It Is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash.
Peg Woffington.
Christie Johnstone.
Griffith Gaunt.
Put Yourself In His Place.
The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
Foul Play.
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
Autobiography of a Thief.
A Terrible Temptation.
The Wandering Heir.
A Simpleton.
A Woman-Hater.
Readlana. .

BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL.
Her Mother’s Darling.
Prince of Wales’s Garden Party.

BY F. W. ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange.

BY BAYLE ST. JOHN.
A Levantine Family.

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 
Gaslight and Daylight.

BY JOHN SAUNDERS.
Bound to the Wheel.
One Against the World.
Guy Waterman.
The Lion In the Path.
Two Dreamers.

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY.
A Match In the Dark.

BY T. W. SPEIGHT.
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.

BY R. A. STERN DALE.
The Afghan Knife.

BY R. LOUIS STEVENSON.
New Arabian Nights.

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Cresslda. | Proud Malsle.
The Violin Player.

BY W. MOY THOMAS.
A Fight for Life.

Cheap Popular Novels, continued— 

BY WALTER THORN BURY. 
Tales for the Marines.
BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE. 
Diamond Cut Diamond.

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
The Way We Live Now. ~
The American Senator.
Frau Frohmann.
Marlon Fay.
Kept In the Dark.

By FRANCES ELEANOR TROLLOPE 
Like Ships upon the Sea.

BY MARK TWAIN.
Tom Sawyer.
An Idle Excursion.
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent 

of Europe.
A Tramp Abroad.
The Stolen White Elephant.

BY SARAH TYTLER.
What She Came Through.
The Bride’s Pass.

BY J. S. WINTER.
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends 

BY LADY WOOD.
Sabina.

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last.

ANONYMOUS.
Paul Ferroll.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.

Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, Is. each. 
Jeff Briggs’s Love Story. By Bret 

Harte.
The Twins of Table Mountain. By 

Bret Harte,
Mrs. Gainsborough’s Diamonds. By 

Julian Hawthorne.
Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author 

of “ That Lass o’ Lowrie’s.” 
Lindsay’s Luck. By the Author of 

“ That Lass o’ Lowrie’s.’’
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the 

Author of “ That Lass o’ Lowrie’s.” 
Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. 

Pirkis.
The Professor’s Wife. By Leonard 

Graham.
A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 
Esther’s Glove. By R. E. Francillon. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

By Tom Jerrold.

J. OGDEN AND CO., PRINTERS, 1J2, ST. JOHN STREET, E.C.
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GEORGE HOWE,
Specialist tit Sanitarg Hecoratton

41, WIGMORE ST., CAVENDISH SQUARE, W.
AND

29, DARTMOUTH ROAD, FOREST HILL, S.E.
LONDON.

-------- -f---------
/£^HE success attending many years’ use of HYGIENIC 
^ ' PIGMENTS for all purposes of DECORATION 
necessitates devoting the premises, No. 41, Wigmore Street, 
exclusively to SANITARY DECORATIVE ART as 
applied to Simple Colourings and High-Class treatment.

I

IjWEKPTieNTUi FTlIiTp EXHIBITION.
The Sub-Committee of the Executive Council specially 

con»*‘nHoned George Howe to execute the whole of the 
Paper-hanging, and Decoration of the Sanitary

House.
DEPSPMENTg.

House Paint 
Non-ArseniI 

ing PapeJ 
Sanitary 

age.
New Broi-

QUETRY.

NON-Pj

(As liseà

ing, Decoration. 
:al Wall and Ceil- 

ts.
Plumbing, Drain- 

ize Linoleum, Par-

Interior Joinery, Finger- 
Plates.

Decorative Furniture, Up­
holstery.

Textile Fabrics for Curtains 
and Walls.

Painted Glass, Tiles.

The NEW
(A cl

HSONOUS WASHABLE DISTEMPER
For Wall and Ceiling Painting. 

lal the Sanitary House, International Health Exhibition.)

Embossed canvass wall decoration.
\arming old style Decorative Material.)

[Alexander.]



ACKSONTHE BEST REMEDY FOR INDIGESTION.
______________

Mark.

Bold Everywhere. Bottles, Is. lid., 2s. 9d., and 11».

6AM01VMLE
Are confidently recommended as a simple but certain Kemeîyfor 
Indigestion, which is the cause of nearly all the diseases to which 
we are subject, iting a medicine so uniformly grateful and bene­
ficial thafyJÊÊffirith justice Catltd the “ Natural Strengtkener of

“ Norton's Pills ” act as a powerful 
ionitu/Hptntle aperient j are mild in their operation, safe under 
any circumstances, and Thousands of persdns can now bear testi­
mony to the fmefits to be derived from their use, as they have 
been a never-failing Family Friend for upwards of 50 years. j

Sold in Bottles at is. 1 \d., as. 9d., and 11s. each, in every 
Town in the Kingdom.} \ <

ikuTION. - 4T*Îj.fr^~
Be sure to ask for " NÙR TON'S fi/LLS," and do not.

to purchase an imitation.

JACKSON’
The testimor 

substantially exp 
been tried.

ft ©LEAR (30MPLEXI
GODFREY’S EXTRACT OF ELDER FU

bas long been known for its surprising effect in softening, improv^jj 
scrying the Skin, and in rendering the Complexion clear and Li 
rainâtes Tan, Sunburn, Redness, &c. ; cures Pimples, Humour?" 
Eruptions, and by persevering in its use the Skin becomes delicately- 
and smooth. OODFRBY'S EXTRACT OF ELDER FLC 
possesses a delightful fragrance, and is an indispenSàbl* adjunct to - 
and Nursery. ________________T<

THOMAS
Sold by

T>

]
fre

JACKSON'S Su
RÜSMA. It

an



ACKSON’S CHINESE DIAMOND CEMENT.

thing of beauty le a Joy 
for ever.’

meiyfor: 
to which 
md bene- 

thener of 
powerful 
afe under 
iear testi- , 

they have 
years. t

, in every j

JjucfCQixÆ*

Orandma’e China.

w

JACKSON’S CHINESE DIAMOND CEMENT.
The testimony of Public Opinion, after HAlf-a-Century’s trial, is most 

substantially expressed by a steadily increasing demand wherever it has 
been tried. By Inland Post, Is. 2d. •

From the Laboratory of
THOMAS JACKSON, Strangeways, Manchester,

Sold by the principal Druggists at Home and Abroad.

YTY '1

Z/jacksonX
rCHINLEE V
DIAMOND
sVCEMENT/4

’Tp'ron brokenchin/v^ 
ycLASs, earthenware'
'ornament? TOY 5, a. c

IN BOTtÎes AT 6d & 1s

JACKSON'S
For the removal of Hair without a Razor, 

from the Arms, Neck, or Face, as well as 
Sunburn or Tan. At Is., by

RUSMA. The activity of this depilatory is notable. Inland Post,
It is easy and safe. It leaves a whole skin Is. 2d.
and a clean complexion.


