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THE SUNDAY OREGO
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Synoprls of Preceding Chapter.
Ramon Gercis, kpown as El Barria, having
been Influced Lo belleve that his wife, Dolores,
s unfaithkful, =tabs = vilage fop, Rafusl
Florea, whom b finds presumably kisslng Do-
lored throuzh ihe window. His estates are
conflscated and he broumes & bunted mas. At
the smame time & young Stotch sdventurer,
Raolle Blalr, comes to Sypain, and, during an
fom quarrel, In alded by John Mortlner, an
Englishman. The two mart to visit Don Bale
tasar, abbot of the monastery of Montblanch.

CHAPTER IV.—(Continued.)
(Copyright. 1901, by B. R. CrocketL)

“Swords are not legal tender in the
wine business,'” said tha other, 3
“nor yet when I go¢ home with a knowi-
edge of languages to help sell my futh-
ers gray ecloth. You sre as welcome
as my brother th ths loan,” he added,
“and I gromise you I will accept repay-
ment as gladly from you as from him."

“You make the matter easjer, indoed,”
sald Rollo Biale, recovering his apirits
with & bound. “Here, landlord. can you
change this gold ounce? Or ta the matter
to0 great a one for your petty venta?”

The young man bhad been standing &
littie back, In the shadow of one of the
srcbes, in which were ompty mangers
and the rings of head-stalls, so that he
could not observe the pamning of the
Engilshman’s purse from hand to hand.

“Your servan!, Scnor!" sald the Inn-
keeper, no Bpaniard, dut a French Jew
of Renslllon. “What can I have the
honor of erdering for your excellencies
supper ™

“Order yourself out of my sight!™ cried
the Scol. tmperiously. “We are golng up
to the Monastery to dine with my uncle,
the Abbet!”

The padrone of the Venia fell back a
coupie of pleps, and the two serving men
ceased to grin, and, lnstead, bowed most
obsequiourly.

*He 1n & nephew of the Abbot—perhaps
(fwhe knaws) his son! There will be a fine
doing» out of this night's wark, If he tells
Don Baliasar ail, ae he doubtiess will™

This was the whispered comment of one
servitor in the car <f his master. Said
the nther:-

“Sprak him fair, padrone, for the love
of God! For Il the monks are adverse,
we are apal. Our pipe is as good as out,
And perchance a Yet worse thing: may
happen ™™

And he leaned over till his lips almaost
touched mine host's ear.

“My God!" gasped the Ilatter; “what a
country! Would that I were =afe bick
ngain in mine own houss with green blinds
In Roussillon!™

The Englishman and the Beot were now
walking amicably arm In arm, to and fro
In front of the Inn. The Scot had qulie
recoverad his milltary demeanor, and
again twiried his mustache with an alr.
The wsilver-hilted sword shone no brighter
on the mom of Killlecrankie. The umn.
used spurs tinkled melodlously.

The Inndlord stond with his hands def-
erentially folded, The young men took
not the falntest notics of him, but con-
tinued to pace slowly to and fro.

“My noble lords,” he sald, “I trust
that the unfortunate occurrence of this
eveaing will not prevent thi= house from
having your honors’ cusiom In the fu.
ture, and that you two will saay no word
of all this to the most Reverend Abbot
Den Baltasar!™

*“Maks yoursel! easy on that score’
sald the Scot. “Asx s=orm a= we are round
the corner we will forget that such =

mfuge of fleahltten knaves anywhers ex-

tx out of Pandemonipm™
Lower still bowed the obesquious pa-
drone, for this was his dea of the way

a gentleman should speak to an innkeep-
er. It showed his quality

“Bhall T order a carringe (0 eonvey
your honors up to the Abbey ™' sald the
landiord, preparing to take his leave, 1
know & padrone who has a coach-and-

plx
“Weo will walk an our feel,” roplied
the Beol, no whit abashed, “in pursunnce

of & vow made at Balnmanca.”
The Iandlord withdrew, making an ohels.
anco that wus almost an Orlental salaam.

“*But ll.‘“l' Abbot really your uncle?
Inquired the Englishman, as they set
out.,

“As much as you are,” sald the Beot,

“but. all the same, we shall dine with
kim, or my name i na! Rollo Blalr, of
Blalr Castle, in the Shire of Fife!"

“The Lord send 1! sald the English-
man devoutly: “perhaps In that case, he
will part with his Priorato wine a farth-
ing the gallon cheaper!™

CHAPTER V.

The great monastery of Montblanch was
of regal. oay simost of imperinl dignity.
Of the potencies and pre-eminences of
Montblanch, civil and ecclesiastical, there
was no end. A hundred villages owned
its lordship. The moen were serfs, the wo-
men handmaide. Soul and body they were
bound to thelr masters of the Monastery
of Montblanch, Without permission they
dared neither to wed nor 1o bury, nelther
10 inerease, to multiply, to lay the bride
on the bride bed or the corpse upon the

e,

It was sald, not openly, Indeed, but rath-
er with awesiruck lowering of the volce
and fearful glances (0 right and left, that
when the Inquisition was done away with
In the Spain of the citles and provinces,
the chiefs of the Holy Office had found a

lnst placeofl refuge beneath the gray rocks |

of Mouniblanch, and that whoso offended
agninst the monks of the mountain, or
vefused to them flock or hend, son or
daughter sooner or later entered the doors
of the monastery pever to be seen again
in the Hght of day

Bo at least rom the tale, and as the two
young men ran thelr way upward from
Ban Vicencio, Rollo Blalr told these fhings
to the Englishman as one who belleved
them.

“It i not posnibide,” answered the latter,
scomfully: “‘this is no century In which
such thing can be dane. Who talks of
the rack =nd the Inquisition at this time
of day?™T"

The young SBeot hanlted a sturdy peasant
who ceme whistling down the path, a
bundls of tough reed stems over his shoul-
der.

“DId you ever hear of the black room
of the monastery of Montblunch™ he
sald, pinching his blue overall between
bis finger and thumb.,

The sunbumt Armagonese crossed him-
self and was silent.

“Speak—have you heard?™

The other nodded. and made with his
finger and thumb that “feg of Spain”
which averts the evll eve, but under his
looss blouse, half furtively, as if ashamed
of bhis precaution.

“1 have heard,” he sald, and was silent.

“Do you wizh to enter 1tT" sald Rollo.

“God forbld!" guoth the man, with con-
vietlon.

“And whyT' pursued the Beot, wishful
to make his polnt

“Becaune, of thoss who go In thither,
no one sver comes out”™

The man having thus zpoken, hastened
to betake himself out of sight.

“My object In coming to Bpain s sim.
ple,” =ald the Engtithman, of whom his
companfon had asked a question. “Before
my father retires and confldes to me his
spinning mills at Chorley, he stipulates
that 1 shall make by my own exertions
a clear profit of a thousand pounds. I
on my part have agreed nelther to marry
nor to return till I can do g0 with a thou-
sand pounds thus acquired Iln my hand.
1 thought I could make it an easnlly in the
wine business as In any other of which I
had no knowledge,” concluded the young
man, “and g0 here I am. Can you In any
wey assist me In the buying of good wvint-
ages, out of which I may chance 10 make
& profit? Besides the firm's cradit, I bave
a capital of £L£iWw—of which at present
elght or nine are in a friend's hands.*™

“Gond Lord!™ cried the Beot, “then 1
by my folly have put you by so much Tur.
ther from your happiness. For of course
you have a sweetheart walting for you
on your return?”’

*] have yet to see the woman I would
give & brass farthing te marry, or for
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“THUS FAR AND NO FURTHER!” CRIED THE ABBOTT, STERXLY,

whose mess of pottage 1 would sell my
bachelor’'s birthright.,”

“Fegs," sald Rolle Blair, gazing with
admiration upon his shorter companlon,
and, as was his wont when excited, re-
lapsing Into dialect, “the shoes has nye
pinched the ither foot wi' me, my lad.
No to speak o' Peggy Ramsay, I think 1
hae been disappolnted by ms mony as &
roundglozen o' lasses since 1 left the Lang
Toon O Kirkcaldy.”

“DMsappointed T queried his compamion,
“"how =0, man? Did you not please the
majde?"

“Oh, aye, It was na thot" returmed the
Squire of Fife, inking hi= companion’s-arm
confidentially, “the lasses, to do justice to
thelr good taste, were malstly willing
eneuch, But the fact 1= that aye afore
the ihing gned far eneuch, I come o
words wi' some brither or falther o' the
lnse, and maybe put a knife Into him, or
maybe un ounce o' lead—1 wadna wonder—
o improve his logie!"

“In other worde you are guarrelsome?”
sald Mortimer shortly,

The Scot removed his hand from the
Englishman’s arm and drew himself to
s full height,

“Thore,” he sald, 1 beg to take Issue
with you, sir! Argumentative 1 may be,
and It 1= my nature, but to the man who
fiings In my teeth that 1 am of a quarrel.
some dispoxition, 1 have but one answer.
Bir, recelve my card!”

And with great gravity he pulled from
hls pocket an anclent cardcoase of dam-
aged allver, bulged and dinted out of all
shape, opened it, and burst into a loua
laugh

1 Ceclars I have not one left. I spent
them all on those Arragonese dogs down
there, who thought, I daresay, that they
were goup tickets on the fralluchos” kiteh,
en up there.  And, anyway, it's heaven's
own truth—I1 am o quarrelsome, ungrate-
ful dog! But forgive me, Mr. Mortimer,
i¥s my nature, and at any mte does not
lant long."

“But you have not answered my ques-
tion," =ald the Engllshman, ‘1 am here
te buy wines. 1 am, above all, anxious to
tak¢ over to England some thousand hec.
tolotres of the famous Priorato of Mont-
blanch and any other vintages that will
suit the English murket."

“But hew on a hundred pounds can you
expect to do 80 much?’ asked the Boot,
with an uniooked-for exhibition of native
caution.

“Oh, 1 have enough amount of credit
for anything thmt 1 may buy on account
of the firm. The hundred is my own pri.
vate vénture, and It struck me that, with
your command of the language and my
knowiedge of business, we might be able
to ship some Spanish wines to the Thames
on very favorable terms. I should, of
course, be glad (o pay you the usual com.
mission."™

“Vintages and commlisslons and ship-
ments are so0 much Greek 0 me,” sald
Rollo Blajr, “but If I can do anything to
lessen the debt of obligement under which
you have pluced me, you can count on my
services. 1 am scarce such a fool as my
tongue and temper make me oul some-
times. You are the only man allve I have
tried to pick a quarrel with and falled.”

“1 think we shall do very well together
yet,” sald Mortimer. “The usual commin
slon Is 3 per cent on ell transactions up
to £iM—above, 4"

“Damn you and your commisslons, sir,”
eried Bilalr, hotly: “dld 1 not tell you §f
would do my best, on the honor of a Scot.
tish gentiemanT*

“Very likely,” returned the other, dryly,
“but 1 have always found the benefit of &
clear and early understanding between
partners.”"

They had been gradually ascending the
narrow path  which wound through
clumps of rosemary, broom and bay tree
lnurel, to a sheltered Httle plain, much
of it occupled by enclossd gardens and the
ml-l' white bulldings of the monastery It-
eelf.

F CHAPTER VL

At the great entrance gats they paused,
uncertaln which way tv turn, But =&
chance encounter decided the matter for
t .

“Well —ah, mine good some time
enemy,” cried a shrill, eager voice, “"have
you, forgotten Etionne de Baint Pierre,
and how we ane to fight below the wind-
mill at Montmartre the first time you
come to Parla?'

“Lord, It o the halrbrained French.
man'™ cried Rollo, with some glow of
pleasure In his face. The very talk of
fighting stirred him.

A smallish, siender man, dressed in a
costume which would have recalled the
Barber of Beviile, had it not been for the
oociesiastioal robe thar surmounted and
| 85 It were exlingulshed its sliken gor-

geousness. A great mass of gold set with | have your lfe, Monsieur!

jewels swung at the young man's breast
and was upheld by links as large as those
which sustaln & Mayor's badge of office.

“Ah, I have renounced the world, my
dear adversary,” cried the newocomer, en.
thusiastically, “as you will also, I um
no longer Etlenne de Saint Plerre, but
Brother Hllarin, an unworthy novice of
the Convent of the Virgin of Mont-
blunch!™

“But, sir,” eried Rollo Blalr, “you car-
not take up the religious life without
some small settiement with me. You are
trysted to meet me with the small sword
at the Bultes of Montmartre—you to fight
for the honor of Ssnorita Conchu of Sar.
rin and T to make @ hole in your skin
for the sweet sake of ilitle Peggy Ram-
say, who broke my heart or ever 1 left
the bonny woods o' Alyth to wander on
a forelgn shore!"

“Your claim I allow, my dear Bir
Blair," ecrled the Frenchman, “but the
eternal concerns of the soul come first,
and I have been wicked—wicked—sp very
wicked, But the holy prior—the abbot—
mine uncle, hath shown meé the error of
my ways!”

John Mortlmer turned
till he faced the speaker,

"“Odde—wobe,” he orled, “then there Is
& pair of them. He & this fellow's uncle,
toa!"

The Frenchman gased at him amased
for a moment. Then he clapped his hand
flercely on the place where his aword-hiit
should have been, crying, 1 would have
you know, Monsieur, that the word of a
Saint Plerre i saored. 1 carry in my
velnn the blood of kings!"

And hg grappled flercely for the miss-
Ing sword-hjit, but his fingers encoun.
tering only the great Jjeweled cross of
gold fligree work, he ralsed It to his
Hps with a sudden revulsion of feeling

“Torrentes Iniquitatis conturbaverunt
me, Dolores Infernl circumdederunt me,”

“What: still harping on little Dolores?"
eried Blalr. *I thought little Concha was
your last—before Holy Church, T mean!™

The iittle Frenchman was beneath the
lampe and he looked up at the long, lean
8cot with a pecullarly sweet smile.

“Ah, you sooff.,” he sal, “but you will
learn, yes, you will learn. My uncie, the
prior, will teach you, He will show you
the way, as he has donsa me!"

“it may be w0, sald the Seot, darkly,
“I only wish I could have n chance at
him. T think I could prove him alt In
the wrong about transubstantiation—that
Ie, If T could keep my temper sufficlently
long."

At this moment the colloquy at the ab-
bey gute was broken up by p =omewhat
stout man, also In the garb of a novice,
o long friar's robe being girt uncomfort-
ably tight about his walst, and in his
hand a lantern,

“Monsleur—Brother Hilario, 1 mean—the
holy prior wishes to sprak with you, and
deslres to know whether you would pre-
fer a capon of Zaragoza or two Bordenux
pigeons in your olin tonight™*

“Come, that ls more promising,” cried
the Scot, “we will gladly sccept of your
Invitation to Jdine with you and your
uncle, and give him sll the chance he
wants to convert me to the religiouy lfe.”

“Invitation!™ cried the astonished Broth.
er Hilario, *“did I invite you? 1If so, I
fear I took a liberty. I do not remember
the circumstance.”

“Do you doubt my word?' cried the
Boot, with Instant frowning trucculence;
“1 say the Invitation was Implled If not
expressed, and by the eyves of Reggy
Ramsey, If you do not get us a couple of
covers at your uncle’'s table tonight, 1
will go stralght to the holy prior and
tell him all that I know aof the lttle
Concha of Barria, and your plot against
her mistress—a deal more, T opine, than

directly round

you included in your last confession,
most high-minded friar!"”
“That was before my renunciation of

the flesh,” eried Bt
sgitated.

The Scot felt his elbow touched,

“1 was under her balcony with a létler
last Friday, no further gone.'" whispered
the novice In the cord-begirt robe:
“blessed angels help me to get thix non.
sepse out of his head, or it will be the
death of us, and we will pever see the
Palalis Royale again!"”

“And on what pious prineiples do you
explain the letter you sent last Friday T’
sald Rollo, aloud. ““What If I wers to put
that into the hands of your good uncle,
the prior? If that were 1o happen I war-
rant you would never ride on one of the
white abbey mules in the garb of the
Brothers of Montblanch!"”

Iostead of being astonished and guailing
at his acuteness the young Frenchmun
fired up In the most carnal and unmonkish
fashlon. .

Plerre, manifestly

“"You have been making love to my lttle
Cencha yourself, you Scots rogue, I will

Guard your-
selr™

“ “Your Conchs,” do you say, Master
FriarT' cried Blalr, "und pray who gave
you a right to have Ceonchas on your
hands with the possessive adjective be-
fore them? Is that _ineluded In your
monkish articles of assooiation? Is ador-
| mtion of Mttle Conchas set down In black
and red in your breviarles? Answer me,
that, sir™
[ “No matter, Monsieur,” retorted the
Frenchman; 1 was a man before 1 was
o monk. Indeed, In the latter capacity
I am not full-fledged yet. And I hold
you answerable [f In anything you have
offended agpinst the Indy you have
named, or used arts to her heart
from me!"

*1 glve you my word, T never set eyes
on the wench—but from what I hear—"

“Stop there,’”” cried the second novice;
“be good enocugh to settle that question
later, For me I must go back promptly
with the answer about the capon of
Zaragoza and the two Bordeaux pigeons!"”

The Beot looked st the Frenchman.
The Frenchman looked at the Scot,

“As a compliment to the fair lady the
Senorita Concha, say to my uncle, the
capon Francols!" sald the lover,

“Ard as a compliment to yourself, my
dear brother Hilarlo, say to his Lord-
ship also the two Bordeau plgeons!”

“And the plgeons, Francois!” quoth the
latest additlon to the Brotherhood of
Montblaneh, with perfect serlousness.

CHAPTER VII,

Rello Blair kept his gasconading prom-
fre, He dined with “his uncle,” the ab-
bol, that most wise, learned and Chris-
tien prelate, Don Baltasar Varela,

The Abbot of Montblanch was glad to
seq Milord of Castle Blair in the land of
the Scots. It was not a Christlan coun-
try he had been Informed.

Costly wines were on the table. Siiver
and cut glass of Veniee sparkied on spot-
less cloth. Sflent-sandaled lay brethren
of the arder walted on the prior and his
guests. Course after course was brought
| in, discussed and removed. The Abbot,
Don Baltasar Varela, himsslf ate lttle
He watched his guests' appetites, how-
ever, with manifest Interest, and directed
|the sorvitors with almost Imperceptible
movements of his hand. He appeared to
| favor each one of the thres equally.
| Yet an observer, ms dotached as Don
| Baltasar himself would have detected that
the chief part of his attention was given
| to the young man, Rollo Hlalr, and that
' the prior, with a gentle subtle smile, kept
murmuring to himself at each quiek re.
tort and flash of repartee:
| “'Flery ns a Scot, indeed! A true
praverb! This fellow |s the man we want.
1f g0 we can pay his price. The others—""

Rollo never emptied his glass (and he
did »o frequently), but one of Abbot Hal-
tasar's eyelids quivered, and the glas=p
was Immedlately filled again,

As Rollo's tongue lopsened and his heart
enlarged, the prior, with a twitch of his
| thumb, indleated that the doors wers to
be closed, and turned pgaln to give yet
Eraver and more courteous attentlon to
the conversation of his guest,

Master Blair's muse was the hiatorieal—
and aiax! The autoblographical,

*Through his sword arm I sent Killje.
crankie, that is a better blade than any
forged at Toledo—as I, Rollo Blalr, stand
roady to afirm and make good upon any
man any day In the week!"

"1 agree!" sald John Mortimer. * 'Ti«
better than my only ragor, which Is an
Infernally bad plece of metal, and not
fit to scrape a hog with!™

“And I agree,” sighed Etlenne; "the pe-
malnder of my life I have resolved to de-
vote to contemplation upon holy things,
Vado retro me, Satana!™

The Beot turned upon him like a flash.

“You have renounced the world?’ he
queried. *Did I hear you may?"

The Frenchman nodded. “And fts vani-
tien!”" agreed he, with a twirl of his
chaln.

i
[ “Since Friday night I presume?’ again
|
|
I

e

the fateful questioning. "“Contemplation!"
he laughed aloud: “you will, you say,
pass your days Im contemplation. The
relics of the aaints will serve you from
| this day forth, gentle penitent. " Why,
man, you should go straight to Cologne.
j They have eleven thousand virgins there,
I am told. These might chance to serve
you some while!" -

“Speaking of relies,” s=ald the abbot,
rising to prevent further discourse, *'there
Is & midnight celebration which it Iz my
duty to attend, but do not let that dis-
turb you from fnishing your wine. Son
Hilarlo, I absolve you from attendance,
that you mey keep these friends of yours
In company. When you are weary, touch
this bell and Father Anselmo, my con-
fessor, will show you the treasures and
reliquaries of the abbey. Benedicite, good

gentlemen!™ he sald, and went ocut with

bowed head and a rustie of flowing robe,

“But the wine—the wine! You have
forgotten the wine!" cried John Mortl-
mer, suddenly remembering his purpose
In coming to Montblanch,

"What?" queried the Frenchman, mys.
tified, and moving toward the decanters,
“Does he want more wine? How much
would ratisfy him7T"

“I could take somewhers about sixty
thousand gallons at present, and more
In & day or two!" sald Mortimer.

Mopaleur Etlenne de Saint Plerre fell
back lax with astonishment.

The matier was explatned,

"I can arrange that with my unecle”
sald EtieAne, as soon ns he fully un-
derstood John Mortimer's purpose. *'I un-
derstand something about winex, for 1
ETOW some square leagues of vines on my
lands in France; and I will #e« to It that
your friend does not pay (oo high =a
price for the el Priorato. And now for
the relles! We have wosted too much
time."

He rang the bell and called in the ab-
bol's confessor. Father Anselmo wins &
Enunt, sevére man of more than the aver-
age helght, with black halr, streaked
with gray and fixed and stony eyes. With
him there uppeared a younger and more
Jovial monk, with smnll eves that per-
petually twinkled, and a =mlils that
seemed to cateh ltself up as with o click
each Ume that the stern gase of Father
Anselmo turned his way, This monk was
evidently elther oniy n novice or a Iny
brother on his probiation, for he wore
that habit and carried In his hand a
great bunch of keyvs, which he tinkied
freely, as If In that silent place he took
a certain pleasure In che zound.

CHAPTER VIIL

The severe confersor solemnly proceeded
them, & candle In his hand. Rolio
thought that Father Anselmo had the
alr of perpetually assisting at an excom-
munication, a burning of herstles, or oth-
er disciplinury ceremony of the Holy
Church,

The treasury of Montblanch had Indesed
been most grievously despolled by the
French, accoording to Immemorial custom
of that most Christian nation opon its
campalgns, and only the most used
dishes were now of sllver or plver glit,

The confessor selected two keys from
the bunch and inserted them into & cou-
ple of locks in & small {ron door at the
foot of certaln gloomy ateps.

The Beot, who was [maginative,
thought that he could discern some faint
stirrings of iife about his feet. Accord-
Ingly, he stamped them once or twice,
baving an Instinctlve hatred of lttle
creeping vermin, which, with wasps, were

the only things he feared In heaven or
earth,
But the faint stirring censed, and he

grew Interested In cwiatching Father An-
eelmo and the novice bearing simultan-
e€ourly on the kaye, which turned togethe
er quite asuddenly. Then the confessor
touched a spring concealed behind some
drapery and the door opened.

The paucity of treasures of sllver and
gEold In the treasury of Montblanch was
more than made up for by the extraor-
dinary number of relles of saints which
the monastery posséssed, It was nt thls
point that the novice who appoared to
act #5 a kind of ahowman In orqlnar}' o
the vaults, took up his tale.

“Athanasius, do your duty!" the con-
fessor had sald with a solemn voice, pre-
clsely as if he had been ordering the tirst
turn of the great wheel of the garotte.

And In words that falrly tumbled over
eich other, with haste the custodlan be.
gan his enumeration,

“Here we have a bud from the rod of
Aaron, also the body of Aaron himself;
the clusp of the robe of Elljah, the proph-
et, which Ellsha did not observe when
he pleked up the mantle; alse the afore-
sald Elljah and Ellsha; the stone on
which the angel sat In the Holy BSepul-
ohre; the stone on which Hely St Peter
stumbled when he l#t John outurn him:
the words he sald on that occasion, which
are not included in Holy Writ, but were
embroldered on n handkerchief by his
mother-in-law, probably out of splte; the
atone on which the siinted virgin was
sitting when the angel saluted her.™

Athanasians, the rosy, had only provecd-
ed a0 far with his enumeration when a
groan came am It were from the ground,
and the Scot leaped violently asgide.

“Goodl God!" he eried, “there ls some
one suffering doewn here—through that
door, 1 think. Open it, you black-a-vised
aweep of darkness! 1 am a Presbyterian,
1 tell you, and I wlll have no Torqua-
mada business where Rollo Blalr s

But the dark monk only shook his head
and for the first time smiled.

“The excinmatory stranger s misled
by a curlows echo, which has given this
pince its name, It i called ‘The Gate
of the Groans,’ and our wise predeces-
sors chope the place for the entrance of
their treasure chamber, as giving {gnor-
ant men the Idea that the properties of
the abbey were protected by demons! 1
bad not, however, hoped that the in-
genlous little arrangement would decelve
one o wise nnd experienced ns the cabal-
lero with the long sword, Our novice,
Brother Hilario, will inform his friend

that what I have suld ls well known in

the monastery to be the case!

“l have heard It =0 stated mald
Etlenne, with some reluctance, and speak-
Ing not at all as hls monastle name wouid
Import.

The groans came agaln and again, ap-
parenily from the sarth, and Rollo, not
yot fully econvinced, stamped here and
there with his foot and battered the walla
with the hilt of his sword, tlll he added
& dint or two to the tasseiled basket of

|t

“Killlecrankie,”" as he usually named his |

weapon from the famlily clreumstance be-

fore mentioned. All In valn, however, for |

the walls were solld and the floor be-
neath his feet rang dull and true.

“Follow me!"” sald the sspulchral monk,
curtly, and pointing upward us the sound
of & bell was wafted down to them faint-
ly: ‘that is the bell of midnight. Let us
attend its call!”

They followed thelr gulde through a
masze of dark pas=ages, (1], with a sud-
den “attentlon!” he halted them before
a door, from the other slde of which
came a sound of volees.

The door opened and all the world
seemed suddenly filled with clear singing
and giorious light.

Without the least preparation or prefacs
Father Anselmo ushered the three young
men into the great chapel of the arder of
the Virgin of Montblanch,

The three youths biinked at the sudden
light as they stepped within, and each
of them glanced at thelr dress with the
instinct of those who find théemselves un~
expectedly in crowded places that It must
be disordered, :
. ! g & o T el g ' 5

1t was the secason of pllgrimage, and
many were the penltents who avafled
themaselves of the monks' three days’ hos-
pitality, These were seated about the
dark church on chairs and stools sup-
plied them by the sacristans, and on two
aof these John Mortimer and Rollo pres-
ently found themselves, while Brother
Hilario went off to the gallery ressrved
for novices of his standlng. Now and

then & woman would steal forward and
ndd a tall candle to the many thousand
which burned upon the ailtar, or a man
Kneel at the screen of golden bars, beyond
which were the officlating prlests and
thelr silently moving acolytes.

The churen lay bebind in deep shadow,
only the higher jights shining here oy
A man's head and there on 4 woman's
goiden ornament. The abbot sat to the
right In his episcopal robves with his mitre
on a cushlon beside him: a priest atood
by his chelr with the crosier In his
band.

The brethren of the order could be ssen
In their robes occupying the stalls allot-
ted to them. ‘There was another organ
and cholr far down the church, high to
the right of the pillar, by which the
Young men sal, The presence of thls
&econd cholr was betrayed by s dim i1-
lumination proceeding from behind the
fretted ballustrade of the cholr loft,

With the quick sympathy of his nature
Rollo, foergetting his some time devotion
to his native Preshytery, which, indeesd,
was chlefiy of the controversia] sort, per-
mitted himself 10 be carrled away by
the magnificent swing of the music, the
resonamcee of the organs, now pouring
thelr thunder forth so as 1o shake at gnee
the hearer's diaphragms snd the fretted
roof of blue and gold above them, now

sweet and lonesome s a bird singing
down in the meadows In fhe noon al-
lenpoes Anon Rollo shut his eyes and
the Chapel of the Virgin of Montbianch
Jncontinently vanished. MHe was among
the great congregation of all ithe falth-
ful, he alone withour a wedding gar-
méent,

The Impreselons blurred themselves at
this point. Roilo Blalr was kneeling at
his mother's kneo He thought of his
first sweetheart, who had nearly made
him a minlster, and (perchance) a batter

man. Rollo Rlair's head fell forward
against a plllar-and, while the muaie
thundered and walled nlternate, nnd the

great service gweplt on iis gorgeous way,
the wild Scot, soothed by a lulluby of
sound, siept the sieep of the young,
the tired and({ the heary fres

How long he slumbéred he counld not
tell, but he was awakensd by a violent
thrust in the ribe from the elbow of John
Maortimer,

“Great Jimminy! what's that? Look
man, look!™

Rollo opened his eyes, blearsd with in-
sufMiclent sleep, and for a long moment
mll things danced befare them, a» goats
dance in the light of the moon. He saw

dimly without undemstanding the swing-
Ing altar lamps In, & kind of purple haze,
the richly robed priests, the myriad can.
dles, the dark forms of the worshipers.
But now, Instead of all eyen being turned
toward the brilllence of the golden altar,
It was townrd the door at the dark end
of the chapel that they looked.

He could distinguish a tumult of honrse
volees without, multitudinous angry cries
of men, the clatter of feet, the sharp
clash of arms. A shout or two went off
quite fdear at hand.

“Belge him—take
him!*

Then, shedding te elther slde a surge
of men, ag the bow of a ewift ship casts
a twin wave to right and left, a man
with only seraps of mgs elinging to him
rushed up the alsle of the nave. His
mair was wet and matted about his brow,
There was a gnsh on one shoulder. His
right arm hung useless by hig side. He
wus barefooted, but still In his left hand
he held a long knife of which the steel
was dimmed with blood.

“Fil Barrin! Rl Sarria!™” cried the voloen
beliind him. *“There Is 1 hundred duros
on his head! Take him! Take him!"™

And in a moment more the whole church
win flled with the clangor of armed men,
Hright uniforms filled the doorwars.
Sword bavonets glinted from behind pil-
Iars as eager pursuers rushed this way
and that after him, overturning the
chalrs and frightening the knseling wom-
en.

Stralght up the nisle, turning nelther to
right mor left, rushed the hunted man,
On the steps which led up to the glided
ralling he threw down his knife, which,
with a clang, rehounded onto the marble
fluor of the church

A priest came forward as {f to bar the
little wicket door. But with a bound Eil
Harria was within, and in another be
had east himself down on the uppermost
steps of the high altur Its«If and lald
his hands upon the cloth which bore Sa
Majestad, the high mystefy of the Incar-
nation of Gl

At thls up roan the abbot
from his throne with a ealm dignity he
renched the little golden gate through
which the hunted man bad come# one mo.
ment befors the pursuern, Thesa were the
regular government troops, commanded
by a Christino officer, who, with o naked
eword In his hand, pointed them on.

Biind witn anger and the los» of many
comeades, they wonld have rushed after
the fugitive and sialn him even on the
Holy Plave where he lay

But the abbot of the Order of the Vir-
gin of Montbhlanch =tood In the breach.
They must first pass over his body. He
held mioft a cross of gold with a kind of
stern  deflance The crozler-bearer had
moved avutomatically to hils place behind
him,

“Thua far and no further!™ cried the ab.

the murderer! Hold

and stepping

bot  =ternly. “Bring not the strife of
man (nto the presence of the Prince of
Peince, ‘This man hath lakl hia hands up-
on the horne of the altar, and by Our
Lady and the Host of God, he shall be
Eafel
CHAPTER IX,

The abbot of Montblanch, Don Balta-

sar Varela, wias supposed to be accupled
in praver and meditation But In ecom-
mon with many of his abbaticeal brethren,
he employed hia lelsure In quite other
mutters, In the pecurlty of his chamber
the abbot was another man to the genial
host, the lfberal and well-read churchman,
the courteous man of the world who had
listened mo approvingly to the wild talk
of Rollo, the 8cot, and so condescend-
ingly elinked glnsses with BHrother Hi-
lario, the rich young recruit who had
coms from his native provines to support
the cauze of El Rey Assoluto, Don Carlos
V of Bpain.

+"It s no vea Anselma,' sald the abbot,
gravely wying with the clasp of one of
the open books, In which a few lines of
writing were still wet, “after all, we are

but playing with the matter here. The
cure les elsswhere. We may, Indeed,
keep our petly bounds Intact, sheltering

within a dozen of leagues not one known
unfaithful to the true King. and the prin-
¢iple= of the Catholle religlon: but we
cannot hold evem Armagon with any cer-
talnty. The cltlers whelm us In spite of
ourselves, Zaragos itself is riddied with
sedition, rottenly Jacobin to the core!”
“An accursed den of thleves!” said the
gloomy monk. “God will judge It In his

ime!™
“Doubtless—doubtiess I mont fully
agree,” sald the abbot softly, "but mean-

time It I hi= will that wo use puch means
#s woe hayve in our hands to work out the
divine ends It 18 well known to you
that there ia one man whao Is driving this
estate of Spaln to the verge of a devil's
preciples.””

With a look of dark shrewdnesa the
priest dropped his head closer to his su-
perfor's ear.

“Mendizabel,” he
the Jew of Madrid,

enld, “"Mendizabel,
the lover of heretic

England, the overgrown catspaw of the
money-braker, the gabbler of the mon-
keys' chatter ealled ‘Ubernl principles.®

the evil counclilor of a foollsh Queen.™
“Byen 50" sighed the abbot, “to such

God for a lime grants power o scourge
his very elect. Great la their power—for
a time. They flourish like a green bay

tree—for a time. But doex not the Wise
Man suay in the Seripture, 'Betier Is wis-
dom than many battalions, and a prudent
man than a man of war?” You and I,
father, must be the prudent men."

“But will not our brave Don Carlos
soon rid us of these dead dogs of Madrid ™

#ald the confesmor. “"What af hia great
Generals, Cabrera and Berrador? They
have gained great victories God ha=

been with thelr arms.™

The prior shrugged his shoulders with
a slight but Inconcelvably contemptuous
movement, which Indicated that he was
weiry of the father's line of argument

“Another than yvou. Anssimo, might mis.
take me for a scoffer when I say that in
this matter we must be our own Don Car-
log, our own generals—nay, our own prov.
idence. Now, I hive received from a sure

hand In Madrid, one of us and devoted td
our Interests, an Intimation that so soon
as the present Cortes |s dissolved Mendis
zabel means to abollsh all the convents In
Spain, to selze thelr treasures and reve-
nires, turn thelr occupants adrift and wiih
the proceeds pay enough forelgn merce.
naries to drive Don (Curlos beyond the
Pyrenees and end the war.”

During the speech, which the prier de.
Hvered calmly, tapplag the Iid of his snuff-
box and glancing occasionally at the
father confessor out of his unfathomable
gray oyes, that gloomy son of the church
had gradually risen to his full height. At
each wlow-dropping phrase the ¢xpression
of horror deepened on his eountenance,
and as the abbot ended he jifted his right
arm and pronounced a curss upon Mendi-
zabel, such as only the lips of an ex-in-

quisitor could have compassed, which
might have excited the envy of Torque-
made, the auastere, and even caused &
smile of satisfaction to sit wpon the grim

lips of Ban Vicente Ferrer, the scourge of
the Jewn
The prior beard him to the end of the
anathema,
“And then?"
The Jark mo
as he sat plac

quletly
stared down at his chief,
dly Angering hi= Episcopal

he wifd

nk

ring and smiling. Was |t possible that In
such an awful crisis he remnined une
maoved T

“The day of anathemas s over,” he sald;
“the power of wonds to Joose or to bind,
=0 far as the world s concerned, Is de-
parted, But—asteel can still strike and lead
kKill. We must use means, Father Anseimo

—We must use means—"

He motloned the confessor to a aest and
passed him his snuffbox open, from which
the dark monk took a pinch mechanically

his lps still working, liks the sen after &
storm, In a low contlnuous mutter of
Latin curses.

“1 have found my Instruments!™
prior. “They are within the walls of the
Abbey of Montblanch at this moment.
And we have just two months in which to
do our business!"

The father confessor, obering {he becke
oning eyebrow of his superior inelined his
ear closer, and the prior whispered into it
for some minutes. As he proceeded, doubt,
hope, expectation, certainty, joy, Mtted
acrons the monk’'s face. He clasped by
hands ns the abbot fAnisded,

"God In His heaven defend His poor
chlldiren and punish the transgressor!’

“Amen!” sald the abbot, a Hitle drily,
“and I shall do what T can to sssist Him
upon the earth!™

CHAPTER X.

These were memorable days for all the
three youths, who so unexpectedly found
themselves within the Convent of Mont-
blanch, The Christino solflery, having
fraternized with the abhey cooks, and
having been treated well from the abbey
cellars, departed sbout thelr business,
lraving guards behind them to watch the
exits and entrances of the hill-s¢t mone
aAstery.

Then a peace majestle and appuarently
eternal nx the circle of the mountalns sets
tied down upon Montblanch., Of all the
men who dwelt there, momk and novice,
lay brother and serving man, only twoy
the Abbot Baltasar and the gloomy ¢on.
fessor, knew that the Abbey of the Vir.
gin, after existing 00 years and Increas-
Ing In riches and dignity all the while, had
but elght weaks more (0 live s swesf
clotstered life,

But to the three yvoung men, sliogether
relleved from any cares of mind, body orF
eatate, thése days of peace revealed new
worlds. The sweet-tongued that
called dreamlily to morning prayer awoke
théem In thelr cells. The soft y#t fresh
mountaln aly that eame in through their
open windows, the chanted psmalms In &
strange tongue, the walks to the caves of
the hermits and the sanctuaries of the
salnta up and down the mountuln steeps
had gone far to convinee John Mortimer
that thers wus rellgion In the worid befors
the coming of hix father's primitive Meth-
odiam. Even hair-brnined Roloe grew
le=n argumentative, and It was remarked
that on severnl oceasions he left his long
sword “Killiecrankie” behlnd him when
he went to the conventional chapel

As for Brother Hllario, he became s
saintly that his manservant Francols, who
regretted hitterly the Palals Royale and
ita joys, haunted him with offcers (o con-

sald the

bells

vey misslon or missives (0 |n petite Con=
cha of Sarria with the utmost discretlon—
only to bée repulsed with scorn.

The abbot rultivated the pociety of all

the three youths, but a= the Englishman
apoke littla French gnd no Spanish, as tha
manner of his nation s, their intercourse
wis of course resirioted. Nevertheless
the affale of the Prilirato wine went for.
winrd apace, and the bargain was struck
with the almoner of the copvent at a rais
which satisfied all parties

But the preference of the abbot for the
headstrong Scor of Fife was too evident
to be tgnored, and many were the specula.
Mons among the Lrethren as to what
might be the purpose of Don Baltasar in
thus spending 2o much of his time with &
stripiing heretle.

The abbot sounded
voung man. He me ls Scotilsh caution
with a frank ronfession of his purpase.

1 am putting my life and the llves of

the depths of the

all these good =nd holy men In your
hands, Don Rolle,” he sald. “Any Jday
thers may be a Natlonallst army here,

Thelr outposts nre watching us even now.
A fugitive was pursued to the very altar
of sanctuary the other night!—What, you

saw him? AN, of course, It was fhe night
when our pleasant acquanintanceship bee
gan, Frankly, then, wé are all Carlists
here, Don Rollo. We stund for the Klng

who alone will stand for us"™
“Your secrel, or any secret is safe with

me,”  =ald Rollo, grundly turning his
qulck, frank eyes upon the prior, “*not
death, no, nor torture, could drag a word

from me against my will.”™

The abbut perused him with his eyes
thoughtfully for a moment.

“No, I do not think they would' hd
sald slowly, and without his usual smile.

“Further, I would desire to enlist you
as A recrult,” he went on, after & pRuse,
“There are many Engiish fighting in oue
rank=, buf few of your brave Northern
nation. Don Rollo, we need such men n®
you fre. We can give them a career. In.
deed, T have at present a mission In hand

such as might make the fortune of A
braye man, [t is worth a General's come-
mission If rightly carried through. Not

many young men have such a chanca At
Ah, rogue, rogue, I henrd of your de-
ings the other night down at the Inn of
Ban Vicente. and of how with your sola
sword you held at bay a score of Miquel-
{ten and Arragonese gipsies, smart fellows
with thelr knives all of them."

The abbot paused a lttle ere he made
the plunge. Perhaps even his stesdfast
pulse felt the gravity of the occasion.

Then he began to speak lightly, rapidly,
almos® nervously, with the sharp staccato
utterance with which Don Baltasar con.
cealed his intense emotion.

“The commisaion is 4 great one,” sald
the abbot. ““This great order and all the
servants of God in Spain depend for thelr
lives om you. If you succeed, Don Carios
will a=suredly sit the throne of his
fathers: If you fall, there Is an end. But
it 1 necessary that vou should earry with
vou your two friends, I, on my part, will
glve you a guide who knows every pass
and bridlepath, every cave and sheltare
stone betwixt here and Madrid.™

*Then I am to go to Madrid ™

“Not, as 1 hope, to Madrid, but o La
Granja, where yYour work will awalt you.
It is as you may know, a palace on the
alopes of the Guadarrama Mountains,
much frequenied hy the court of the
Queen Regent at Madrid™

“There Is to be no bloodshed among the
prisoners?’ sald Rollo; “fighting i= very
well, but I am not going to be art or part
in any shootings of unarmed men!™

[

on

“My friend.” sald the abbot, with af-
fectionate confidentiality, lnying his arm
on the young man's aleeve. *I give you

my word of honor. All you have (o do ip
to bring two amiable and Cathollc indies
here, the lady Christinh and her Mttls
mald, They are sager fo be reconciled to
thelr Mother Church, but are prevented
by ev.. counsellors. They will come glad-
Iy enough, 1 doubt not, as svon as they
are informed of their destination.'
(To be comtinued.)




