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Synopsis of Preceding Chapiers.
EHamon Garcin, known ns ¥l Sarria, having

lores through ihe window.
fiscated and be
the same (ime
Heolle Hiatr, e
inn quarrel, Is alded by John
Englishning.
Haitassr, abbot

Hugent and her iitle dn , In tha in

of the church, Ba goute for the camp of Th-
brera, the Caritst Gememal, they pass thy
hame of E! Harria, who lsarss that Dalores
was not false %0 him, apd that his downfall

alive by Luls’ brother, Tamas whey Ml Sarria
falls upon him El Sarrip rpecues bis ehild
and takes It to the Convent of the Holy Inne-
cents, whers Concha s Immured. Then, aided
by Rolio Blalr, be clicumvests Fernandes and
finds Dolores.

With Rollo now for a time the tale runs
more briskiy, He set off for the Venia.
where he found Etenne and John Mor-
timer sitding st meat.

“Good morning, friends of mine” he
gried, “you are in excellent case, 1 see,
John, 1 have made arrangements for you
to go and visit some vineyards today. Old
Gasper will gulde you with Dis gun over
bis wvaliant ahoulder. You can pick up
m“ about wipe buying without doubt
As to you, Etienne, mon vieux, I found
your Concha and I am golng to sea her
mynelf in half an hour. Sball 1 give her
your lover™

“What!" cried Saint Plerre, "“you jest—
it eannot be my cruel, cruel little Conchita
who fled from me and would not take tho
smallest notice of all my letters and mes-
sages. Whero ia she?™

“She is at the nunnery of the Bisters of
Mercy outside the village. Poor Etlenne,
1 uwm indeed sarty for you. With your re-
ligtous views, It will b¢ Impossible for you
to make Jove to & nun!"

“Would I nolt,” cried Btienne eagerly,
“mon Dien, only procurs me a chance and
I will let you see! But a nunnery s a
hard nut to crack. How do you propose
to manage (t?

“I intend to make friends with the Lady
Buperior,” sald Rollo, confidently.

“You have a letter of Introduction to
her, doubtiess T’ sald Etlenne.

“l do mol at present even
name, but all iIn good time!”
youth, cooly.

“For stark assurance commend me to &
Beot,” cried Btienne, with enthusiasm .

“Btlenne.”" sald Rollo, soddenly check-
tng bis gluses in midalr as an jdea occurred
to him, “lend me that ring of your salnted
unole's, Lthe one with the picture of Don
Carlos."

The young Frenchman indolently drew
it from his finger, laid it on the polished
marbie top of the table, and with hia
forefinger fiipped it across to Rollo.

“What shell 1 say to your Concha—that
Is if 1 chance to see hor?T' sald Rollo, as
be brushed his clothes and saw to ihe
neainess of his neck ribbon,

Etlenne held down his head.

“Indeed.” he sald a Httie relyctantly, 1
am nol s anxious that you should say
anything at ail about me. The lHitls mink
did not treat me 50 very well when [ came
thisn way on my last visit to my uncle,
And to tell the truth, there Is an exceed-
ingly preity girl llving only threa doors
from the Venta., I have already spoken
to her, and she has smiled at me thrice
over the fence.”

“That leaves me a freer hand with
Concha, then" murmured Rollo to hims
self, an he stuck his hat on the back of
hiz heat end strode out Into the stable
yard, smillng to himself.

Hp had his horse brought out and saa-
died. Then hs mounted and rode down
the village strest toward the comvent of
the plous Bisters of Mercy, He smiled
10 himself as he rode, for he wondered
how he would succesd with this good
mother superior, and what manner of girl
he would find that wiocked, tricksome
Concha to be, whose name was In all
men's mouths with a certain approving
flavor, as of pleasant naughtiness to be
alternately meolded and eajoled. One
thing this Master Rollo was as sure of
&8 that he wius a8 Scol. And that was—
he never could, would or shouid fall tn
love with such a girl

So Rollo rode up with & clatter of spurs
and accoutrement to the gate of the con-
vent. Dismounting he advanced briskiy
to the gate and knocked loudly upon It
with his riding whip,

In a few moments a sour-faced portreas
opened the lttie square wicket and looked
through at him,

“1 must see the mother supertor imme-
diately an Important business,” quoth lhe
brisk youth, slapplng hi= waistcont and
settiing the hilt of hi= sword In a busl-
ness-lke manner, as If he had all Ms life
been In the habit of making carly morn-
ing calls upot mother ‘superiors.

The poriress laughed.

"A Biely gtory,” she sald. “that I am to
trall across the yard and leave my busi-
ness here to fetch the lndy superior from
her devotions to see a young man at the
Bate™

“If you do not admit me," Rollo went

know her
sajd ihe

ROLLO LIFTED CONCHAS' HAND AND KISSED IT.

the portress, opening the great door sud-
demly, and the young man found himself
forthwith within the Convent of the Holy
Innocents.

The Lady Superior proved to be a wo-
man of aboul &5 or @ years of age, In
person stout snd rublound, & smile of
good humor habitually reprossed wupon
her lips, and & mouth slightliy pulled
down at the corners, contradicting the
Arst tmpression of her jovial countenunce,

"“You are young, Colonel,” she said
frowning upon Reollo's good lpoka with a
oortain affectatlon of gloom quite foreign
to her natare—"very young to be the mes-
senger of a King!™

*1 can, Indeed, hardly clalm that hon-
or,” sald Hollo, amiling and bowing, "‘but
I have the honar to belong to the army
of Carlos Quinto, and to be entrusted
with & most serious mission on his be-
half by my good friend, Don Haltasar
Varela, prior of the Abbey of Montblanch,
a hame probably known to you ™

“How oan 1 asssist you?' she sald.
“Commnand me. There W nothing con-
sistent with the order and discipline of
this house that 1 will not grant to you."
Rollo bowed.-grandly.

“I thank you In the name of my mas-
ter,” he sald; “the King will not forget
fitly to reward hir falthfu) servants, 1
ask what s, Indeed, somewhay irregulsr,
but Iz, nevertheleas, necessary, There la
& man of this place who, for the King's
cause, has become an cutlaw—one Ramon
Garcla—"

The prioress rose from her eseat Indig-
nantly.

“He Is a murderer—in Intent, {f not in
Act,” ahe sald. "He Is no true man, but
& villaln—"

“Many men have been called 80" sald
Roillo, aadly, “who for the King's sake
have borne reproach giadly—of whom this
Ramon, called El Sarria, is one. What he
has done hes been dome by order of our
Don Carlos—"

“Indeed, that s true, my lady," Inter-
Jected g very pretty and unconventional
young pereon, rising suddenly from be-
hind certatn frames of embroidery, where
the had been at work unseen; “‘the gen-
tleman refers to that same Ramon Garcla
whose lotters recommendatory | had the
honar of submitting to you this morning
Te kil] In the King's name |s surely no
tin, else were soldiering a sin, and your
reverend worthiners knows that, shriven

on unabashed, “not only the lady superior |
will suffer, but the cause which all good |

Christians have at heart” 3

|
He suddenly thrust his bare hand ciose |

1o the wicket and showed the ring which;

Etlenne had glven him.

Do you know this™' he sald

At his first threatening motion the wom.
an had mechanically withdeawn, but now
curioalty brought her agmin closer 1o the
grating, on percetving that Rollo made
attempt to Intrude his hand within,

““These are the royal arms of Spuin, are
they not?™ she snid, and dropped an invol-
Untary courtesy.

Then Reilo played bis trump eard, The
ring was made with a certaln sccret
spring beneath the stone, which whon
touchad =prang up lke the 114 of a box,
and o beautiful little miniature was re-
vealed, encircled with hair of a dark
brown caolor.

“Do you know who this 157 he sald.

“His absolute Majesty, Curlos Quinta!™
muid the portresa with a desp reverence.

"Well, then,” Rollo went on, “take this
ring and with it the halr of the anointed
and Christian king. It Ir a great trust,
bt I give it into your hands. Carry it
reverenily as & token to the Lady Super-
for that a messenger from the King walte
to speak with her!

The head of the portress disappeared
from the young man's sight with the
prefundity and compess of the reverence
with which she received the image of the
sovercign of all Cathaolle hearts,

As the young man stood drumming his
fingers upon the window sill, suddenly the
mort plquant face In the world appeared
&l the wicket.

“Better that you should look to your
horse,” a palr of red lips said, In the soft
Southland speech of Andalusls, *"The en-
tero Is chaflng himself to pleces on a too
tight curb™

“Thazk you, senoritai!” sald Rollo, his
heart instantly disturbed within him, for
he was a merciful man by nature and
consisiently merciful to his beast. Then
he turned about, loosened the curb., and
looking over his horse, notlced that the
tall strap, also Jathered the animal, where-
upon he eased that. Then, with & smil.
Ing countenance, he turmed for approval
to the face st the wickel, but he was too
inte. His mentor had vanished,

The door of the porter's lodge was op-
ened and he caught the heavy rusile of
cloth clogging itself about unwontedly
hasty unkies

““The Mother Buperior walts!™ gasped

|

or unshriven, the soldlers of Carlos Quinto
g0 stralght to heaven, And none can
deny that, while on earth, a handsome
uniform covers & multitude of sine. '

“Hush, hush, hush!" eried the shbess,
holding up her handas In horror; “your
talk savors of the world, and, indeed, that
reminds mé—how In the world came you
here T

“I wns seated at the embroidery,” sald
the girl, demurely: “'you sel me the task
yourself, 1o be ready for our Lady of the

no | Plllar's festival on Tuesday next.”

“Well, child, well, you can go now.”
#ald the abbess, with a nod of Jdismission,
I would speak with this young Mman
alone."

girl east a look at Rolle which re-
mained with him long.

He held up his hand almest Involun-
tarlly.

“If this damosel is by any chance the
Benorita Concha Cabezos, as I have some
reason (o suppose, though I have never
before seen the young lady, It might be
advantageoun If she remainel. She was
formerly, as I am informed, in the family
of Don Ramon Garcis, and can assist
my mission very materinlly.”

Then Rolio opened out his plans In so
far as they concerned Dolores, showling
the prioress how [mporiant it was for the
succens of the arduous mission on which
they had been dispatched that El Sarcia

should leave no anxieties behind him, and |
besesching her for the sake of the King's

cause to recelve Dolores within the cone
vent as she had alroady reeelved her
child,

The prioress contidered a while, dAnd,
after many dublous shakings of the head,
finally agreed.

"It i= Indeed gravely Irregular,’” she
sald, “but In these untoward Limes the
King's rervice overrides all 1 will re-
celve Dolores tGarcia.”

“And 1f It be your will T will arrange
the detalls wih Senorita Concha," suid
Rollo, promptly. "1 need nol, In that
case, further detain the noble and rever-
end prioress.’”

The lady superior bent a quick, sharp
look upon the palr, but Reollo was grave
and high of demeanor, as became the
envoy of a King, while Concha sat at her
embroldery as demurs as a mouse.

“You will de your best, Conocha,” sha
enld, gravely, admonishing that maiden
with her forefinger, “‘to further he objects
of this young man. And, above all, be
sure to show him the deference due to
his rank and mission!"

“Yea, my lady superior!” sald little Con.
cha Cabesgos, "I will treat him as If he

were the King's own high majesty In per-
son.*"

"A very proper spirit!” sald the prioress,
nodding and gelng out. “Cultivats It, my
young friend.”

1 will,” said Htla Concha, and dropped
& courtesy behind her back, which, alas,
was not without a certaln wicked sug-
gestion of conteropt for Kings and digni-
ties and thelr emis=aries,

CHAPTER XVIIL

YAt your ambassadorial servica!™ =zaid
the Senorita Concha, bowing still lower
and holding out ber skirts at elther side
with a prettyish exaggeration of defer-
ence. “Whit commands has your Socot-
tish exceéllency for poor Mttle Concha?

“Ahem™ sadd Rollo, moreTHan B 1l
puzsled “‘they are pot so much commuands
as—as—1 thought you might be able o
belp me.”

"Now we are getting at 1t]" sald Concha
Cabezos, nodding with “a wise alr.

“l must be on my guard with thia
girl!” though: Rolle, I can almost bring
mysglf to belleve that—yet it sometimes
reems Impoasible—that—the girl is chaf-
fing me—me!"

“F wished to pee you!" he went on.

The girl courtesled again, bringing her
hands together in a little appeal almost

childish. It looked natural, yat Rollo
wans not sure, But at any rate the sen-
sation was o new one. He began to

think of what he had heard in the Ven-
in. But no—the girl looked so sweel and
demure—such babylsh smlles wickered and
dimpled about the mouth—all scented of

fresh youth lke a June hay fleld. No,
ahr—we must have been traduced. Not
that matterad in the least to him. He

was onsed In triple steel. His heart waas
adamant. Or at least as much of it
ns he hiad not left in the possession of
Peggy Ramsay—and when he came (o
think of it—several others!

But the girl's expresslon altered so soon
a8 she heard the service -that was pe.
quired of her, and gha followed with rapt
attention the tale of the garrisoning of
the Miil House of Barris, and the dlpe
need of her former misiress and friend,
Dolores Gagcela,

Little Concha’s coquetry, her exper-
menting upon all and sundry who came
near her, her moods and whims, transieni
o8 the finws that ruMe the ripple, breathe
upon and agaln set sparkling the surface
of & mountain tarn—all these dropped
from the Andalusian malden at the
thaught of another's nead. A moment be-
fore, this young forelgm soldler, with the
handsoeme face and excellent opinion of
himaelf, had bren but fair game to Concha
—a prey marked down, not from any
fell Intent, but for the due humbling of
pride. For Concha was interested [n
bringing young men\to a sanse of their
position, and mostly, if may be confessed,
it did them a vast deal of good.

But in that moment she became, {pstead,
the eager lstener, the ready, self-sacri-
ficing comrade, the friend a= falthful and
reliable as any brother.

“Lot me sce—lel me see” she mur-
mured thoughtfully. "“"Walt! 1 will coms
with you. (8Bhe took a glanse at the
young cavailer armed cap-a-ple, and
thought doubtiess of the horse chafing
and shaking its accoutrements In tha
shade of the porter's lodge.) No, 1 will
not come with you, 1 will follow immedi.
ately, and do you, sir, return as swiftly
as possible to the Mill House of Barria!"

And without thoe slightest attempt at
coquetry, Concha showed Rolle to .the
door, and that arrogant youth, slightly
bewlidered and uncertain of the march
of events, found hims=elf presently riding
away from the white gate of the monas-
tery with Etienne's ring upon his finger
and a belie! cryatallizing In his heart
that of nll the maligned and misrepre-
sented beings on the earth, the most ma-
Hgned and the most innocent was lttle
Concha Cabegos,

The Mill House remalined as he had left
It when he rode away. The sunshine fell
broad and strong on {is whitewashed walls
and green rhutters, most of them closed
hermetically nlong the front, as was the
custom in Sarria, till the power of the sun
was on the wane.

Ag Rollo went down the lttle slope past
the corner of the garden, where Ramon
had spoken first with La Giralda, it
seemid to him that aver'the b roofs
of the Mill House he caught the glimmer
of something cool and white. He halted

his horse and stood momentarily up in his

stirrup«, whereupon (he gllmmer upen
the roof seremed to change suddenly Lo red
and then as swiftly vanished,

Certainly there was something wrong.
Rollo hurried on, glving the three knocks
which had been agreed upon at the closed
outer door of the house. It was opened
by La Gilralda.

"Who s signaling from the roof?' he
nsked hurriedly.

The old gypsy stared at him, and then

“WITH MY LIFE AND MORE,” HE SAID.

glanced npprehensively at his face It
had grown white with sudden anxiety.

"A touch of sun—you are not accostomed
—¥you are not of ths country to ride about
at this tme of day, No one has heen slg-
nallng, Don Ramon 1s with his wife,
walting for you; and, as 1 think, not find-
Ing the time long, 1T will bring you & drink
of wine and water with a tisane In it
very judiclous in cases of sun-touch!”

But Roilo was not to he appeased till
he had summoned El 8arria and with him
examined the strong room where the pris.
onera were kent as before, Don Luls sat
Hstlessly by the table. his brow upon hia
hand, He did pot look up or speak when
they entered. But his brother moaned on
% Tl wounded head and complained
that La Tia had drunk all the water.
This being replenished, Don Tomas wan-
dered off' Into mutiered confidences con-
cerning his early . travels, how he had
made love to the Alcalde’'s dpughter of
Granada, how he had fought with a con-
trabandista at Ronda fair—with other
things too intimate to be hers sot down,
even returning, however, to his plea that
the Tia Elvira had defrauded him of hia
falr share of the water jug.

“Nay, not #0,” sald the Tia soothingly,
“*every drop of the water you have drunk,
Don Tomas, But it Is your head, your
poor head. I turned the pomltice and,
with the water he speaks of molstensed t
leaves afresh."

Had Roilo but followed the direction o
her gase he might have had his doubts of
Ln QOiralda’s theory of sunstroke to ex-
plain the algnaling from the roof. For
thers, clearly to be seen out of the half-
open trap-door, was a llttle scarlet strip
of cloth stirred by the wind and doubtlesy
conspleuous from all the neighboring hills
about the village of Sarria.

But Rollo, eager to get to his task of
arranging transport for the evening, wso
that Dolores might be taken in safely and
comfort 10 the Qonvent of the Holy Inno-
cents, was already turnlng to be gone,

“Bring wine and water!” cried Rolle ta
La Oiralda, “and Don Luis, In an hour
1 will trouble you to take & littis tour of
the premises with me, just to show that
all Is right."

Bo Rollo Blalr and his companion with-
drew into Lhe cool saloon of the Mill
House without having seen the [itile
waving strip of red upon the roof, As
soon as they were gone, however, Don
Luis leaped up, and with a long Nshing
pole he flaunted a strip of white besjle
the red, waving it this way and that for
a long time, till In the close atmospheérs
of the strong room the sweat ralned from
him in great drops,

Then he leaped down at last, muttering,
“If the General is within 2 miles, aa [
think he Is, that gught to bring him to
Barria. The angels grant that he is in
time.""—there he paused a moment, and
then added with a bitter smile—"'or the
devils elther, 1 am npot particular, so
be that he come!"

CHAPTER XIX.

A long strip of Moorish-looking wall
and certaln towers that glittered white
in the sun, advertised to Rello that he
approdched the Venta of Sarria. With-
out, that bullding might have passed for
the palace of a grandee; within+but we
know already what It was llke within,

Rollo was Impatient to find his com-
panions, He had just dacoversed that he
had most seurvily neglected them, and
now he wog all eagerness to make amends,
But the house place of the Cafe de
Madrid was tenanted only by the vallant
and a clean, silently moving mald.

Rollo's questloning produced nothing
:mt a nlespy grunt from Don Oasper Per-
o0,

“My eompanions—whera are they " aald
Rollo hastily. He had much on his mind
and wished to dlspatch business,

“Your companions—nay, [ know nothing
of them," sald the veteran. “True it Ia
he of the stouiness desired to buy my
wine, and when 1 gave him a sample, fine
a8 jced Mansanilia and strong as the
straw wine of Jeres, he spat it forth upon

Rollo lsughed a Httle gt this deseription
of John & method of doing busi-
ness, but he was eager to find his com-
rades, so he hastlly excused himself

But as he passed Into the aroaded
“patio” of the Inn the sllent maldservant
passed him with & fAash of white cotton
gown. Her gruses shoes made po nole on
the pavement. Bhe was beckoning him
to follow her., There could be no doubt
of that, Bhe turned abruptly through a
low doorway, upon the top of which
nearly knocked out his brains, i

The Scot fellowed down a flight of steps,
beneath blossoming oleander bushes, and
found himself presently upen a narrow
terrace walk divided from a neighboring
garden by a Inttice of gresn.painted wood.

The sllent maldservant Jerked her

thumbd ‘a little contemptupusly over her
shoulder, elevated her chin., and turning
on her hoel disappeared agaln inio her
own domalns.

A Mitle to the right the path bent some-
what, and round the corner Rollo could
hear a hum of volees. [t was n thin Al-
poection alse that the sllent handmaid of
Gaspar Perico's kitchen had jerked her
thumb.,

Rollo moved slowly anlong the path. and
preacntiy he came In alght of & pretty
damsel on the farther side of the trellls
paling, deeply enguged In o most interest.
Ing conversation.

Her hand had bean drawn through cona
of the diamond-shaped apertures of the
green trellis-work, which proved how
small & hand it was. And, 50 far as the
young Beot could judge from varioua con-

' rt, |
dributory movements on the lady's part, | o S0 C o

It was at that moment being puassionately
kissed by some person unseen. J

“What fools!"™ he muttered, turning on
hin heel, adding as an afterthought, “and
enpecially at this time of Gay.”

He was waiking off in high dudgeon,
prapared to give the sllent mald a plece
of his mind, Indeed 8 sample most un.
plensing, when something In the tone of
the lover's voloe atiracted him.

“Falrezt’ Maria, never have I loved be-
fore,” the wvolcs was saving. *1 have
wandered the world herelofore, careless
and haarifree, that I might have the more

to offer to you, the pearl of girls, the
all incomparable Marla of Sarria!™
The fair hand thrust through the lal-

tices was violen(ly agftated at this polnt
Its owner had caught sight of Rollo
standing on the pathway, but the lovers
grasp was ted firm. As Rollo loaked a
head was thrust forward and downward—
As It wers into the pleture. And there,
kneeling on the path was Moasleur Ei-
lenne, lately Brother Hilar.o, of Mont-
blunch, fervidly kissing the hand of re-
luctant Beauty,

Aa Rollo, unwilling to Intrude, but se-
crotly resoiving to give Master Lovelaco
no peaced for some time, was turmning
sway, a sharp exclamation from the giri
cuused the kneeling lover to look up, She
snatched her hand through the Interstices
op the instant, fed upward through tho
rores and fuchslg bushes with a w»wift
rustle of skirts, and disappeared Into a
pelghboring “houne.

Etienne de Salnt Plerre rose in a lele
urely manner, dusted the knees
riding bresches, twirled his mustache and
looked nt Rollo, who stood on the path
regarding him,

“Well, what in the devil’'s pame brings
you here?' he demanded.

The mirthful mood In which he had
watched his comrade kneel was alrcady
past with Rollo,

“Come outside and I will well you,”™ he
sald, and without making any further,ex.
planation or asking for any from Etienne
be sfrode back through the courtyard of
the Venta, and out into the =unlit road,

Then, turning to his frlend, who =
continued to =cowl, he sald abrupily
"Where Is Mortimer?"

Nay, that I know not—looking for an-
othar meal, I suppose,” answered the
Hitle Frenchman, shrugging hils shoul-
ders, one higher than the cther.

Raollo glanced at him from under his
Eloomy brows,

*Nay," he sald, “this |s serfous. I need
your help., Do not fail me tonight, and
help me to find Mortimer. 1 had not the
smallent Intention of Intruding upon you,
It Ix not for myseif,"” gnd forthwith, in a
low wolce, he told his tale, the French-
man assenting with a nod of the head ax
each polnt was made elear to him.

Unconscloualy they had strolled out of
the village In the direction of the Convent
of Holy Innocents, and they were simost
ugder Its walls when the lttle Frenchb-
n, looking up suddenly, recogniaed
h & start whither he Waa being led
“Let ua turn back,” he sald hastily. 1
% forgotten an engagement'
had’ not left the white walls of

& nvent behind bofore they were
hailed in English by a stentorian veloe,

“Heore, you fellows!" it sald “‘Herw's
a whale storehouse of onlons as big as
a factory—strings and sirings of ‘em. 1
wanted to go Insids tp mike an offer for
them, and; the old witch at the gato
slammed It In my fuce.”

Looking around they saw John Mortl
mer standing on one leg to eke out his
Flature and squinting through a hole In
the white-washed wall,

“Just lock there!" he cried pagerly.
“DId you ever see the llke of that—a hun-
dred double strings hung from the celling
to the floor right across, And the factory
of onfons there—a solid cargo, T tefl you,
and 1 want to trade, T belleve that I
eottld make my thousand pounds quicker
that way, and onlons are as good nanf
wine any day! Look in—look in!™

Ta satisfy his friend, Rollo applied his
ove to the aperture, and saw that one of
the convent bulldings was Indeed Nlled
with onlons, ar John Mortimer hnad said,

“A thousand pounds, Rolio,”" moaned
John Mortimer, “and that old wreteh at
the wicket only laughed at me and
snapped the eatch Iin my face”

Rollo took his friend's arm and drew
him away.

“This s not the time for It,”" he =aid
soothingly, “Walt, We are golng to the
Convent tonight, The Mother Superior
has permitted the lady on whose accenunt
we are here to be removed there after
dark. and we want your help.”

“Can I speak to the old woman about
the onlons, then?"

“Certainly, If there is an apparfunity.”
sald Rollo, smiling.

“Very well, then.” said Mortimer, “T'm
your man, 1 don't mind doing a little
cloak-and-dagger for trimmings, butl busl
ness le business.™

The three friends procesded Ventaward,
and just as they passed the octrol gate,
a muleteer went In before them, And as
he &ntered he tossed his hand casually
townrd Gasper Perioo, who sat In the re-
treat of custom calmly reading an old
newspaper,

“Now, that's curious,' sald John Morth.
mer; “that fellow had a red and white
cioth in his hand. And all the time when
1 was skirmishing about alter those
onjors In the nuns' warchouse, they were
waving red and white flugs up on the hlils
over there—wigwag, Ilke that!™

And with hin hand he Hlustrated the
frregular and arbltrary behavior of the
fiags upon the hills which overlooked the
village of Barria ta the south,

At the sound of hiz words Rollo started
and his countenance changed. It was
then no mere deloslon of the eye and
brain that he had setn when he entered
the prepincts of the Mill House of Surria,
as La Giralda would faln have persuaded
him. The thought started a doubt in his
mind.

Who was that o woman? And what
caune had el Sarria for trusting her? None
at all, ar far as Rollo knew, save that
ahe hated the Tia Elvira. Then that fllck-
er of red and white on the hillside to the
south among the seattered boulders and
Juniper bushes. and the favor of the same
eolor in the muleteers’ hand as he went
through the gate!

Verily Rollo had some matter for roflec.
tlon as, with his comradeés on elther hand
of him, he strolled slowly back to the
Venta.

And outsige, though they knew It nat,
the red and white penpon was still fiving
from the roof of the MIll House of Sarria,

i

and on the bifls to the south, through the

white sun glare, Mickered at Intervals an
answering signal.

Meanwhils, {n a hushed chamber, the
outlaw sat with his wife's hand In his
and thought on nothing, smve that for

him the new day had come
CHAPTER XX.
Upon the villags of Sarvla and upon (t»

circ ing mountaing night descended wilth
Orlontal swiftness, The whits houscs
grow biurred and indistinet. Red roofs
green shutters, dark window squares took
on the same shade of indistingulshable
purple

In the Ml House nf Sarria thoy were
not jdie. ymon Goareta and Rollo had

conatruciad a carrying couch for Daolores,

where, on a rd pliant framewnrk

ef the great thut prew

along the canai edge=, har mattress might
1

CANAN

Very gently, and, as were, In one
place, ke n swaddled nfant, Dolopes was
Hfted up upon the hastily arranged ambu.
Iance, The four bearers fell In La
Giralda locked the dJonrs of the MIN
Houxe, and by a cfrcuftous route, which

avolded the village and lta barking curs,
they procecded In the direction of the con-
vent bulldings

Ax often as the fool of any of the hear-

ers slipped upon a stone, Raman grew
mick with apprehension, and in 3 whisper
over hi= = . b wonhl Inquire of
Bolures If ull was well

“All 1= w beloved,” the voles, wenk
and feabls, would repiy. “You are here—
¥ou ure not angry with me. Yes all s
wall.™

They moved slowly through the dark-

nesx, [a Giralda with many crooning en-
couragements walilng upon Dolores. now
Niting un the eorper of a coverlld and
now anxiously adiusting a plllow

They were noon paseing under the east-
arn sile of the comvent,

“Ah, 1 can smell them,” murmured John
“a hunsdred tons If not more.
1 wonder If 1 could not lackle the old
lady tonight about them™

At iast they were at the Httle white
cawl of the porter's lodpe, out of which
the black bars of the wicket grinned with
a semblance of ghastly mirth,

Rollo knoeked gently, The parcl siid
back nolsslessly and there was the face
of Concha Cabezos dimiy revealed, No

longer mischlievous or even piquant, but
drawn and pale with anxlety,
“There are bad peaple hepe,'”
peredd, “whe have persuaded
Buperior that you are Imposters

she whis-
the Lady
She will

nol receive or keep Dolores Garcia un-
leses whe Is satlsfied-—"

“SWhat?' came fromn the rear In a
thunderous growl

“Hush, 1 bld you'' commanded Rollo
sternly. “"Remember, you have pht thls

in my kands” And the outlaw fell back
silenced for the moment, his heart, how-
ever, revolving death and burnings,

“*Trust me with your papers—your orné
dentials,” sald Concha quickly., “These
will eonvince her. [ willi bring them to
you ot the Mill Houss tomirrow morn-
Ing!'”

Rollo ran his knife
of his coat where he
et popsessions

“Thete,” he sald "Romember—do not
let them out of your sight & moment. 1
am putting far more thun my own life
Into your hands.”

“1 will che
lous thing In the world. And now I wil
go and show them to the Lady Superior.’

“Not
e omized. '
Barrla; “or by
convent to tha

round the stitching
arried these sacred-

came the volce of el
heaven 1 will burn your |
ground. She shall not ba

you T

| keft here in the damyp dews of the night.” ‘

“No, no,"” whispeted Concha, “she shall
bel ald in the lodge of the portress, and
La Giraldn shall wateh her tHll her own
chamber Iz ared, and | have eased

prey
the mind of the Lady Superior

The great bare woere drawn
guve back with many creakings,
through the great b
gate they curried D
flower-scented darkneas of

The boits |

and |

into the warm,
the portress’

-

8

¢ was lall on a bed, and the moment

b

after Colic turned earnestly upon the
four men.

"Now £90," alke sald, "this instant! 1
also rlakidd more than you know!

Go be
“Can I not stay with her tonight
plended &l Sarria, keoping the Ump hand,
wet with ¢hill perspiration, close in his
“Go! Go, I say!" sald Canchn. “do,
or It may be too late. Ses yonder!"

pa

light burned for & long moment and then
vunished. |

The three young men went out, but ol
Sarrla Ungered, Kneeling by wl!r'sl
bodside, Rollo went buck and touched
him on his shoulder.

“You must come with us—for her sake!™
he sald. And he pointed with hix finger.
And obediently at his wornd the g!:lntl
arcse ard went out. Rolla followed guick-
Iy, but as he went a ittle palm fel]l on
hls arm and & low volee whispered in
nis ear

"You trust me, do you not?”

Rollo iifted Concha's hund
sleeve amd kissed [t

“With my lfe—and more!"” he sald.

“*What more?T' queried Coancha

“With my friends lives," he anawered.

And us he went out with no other word
Concha breathed a sigh sofltly and turned
toward Dolores. BShe somehow as
if the tables were belng turned upon her.

Outside there wns a kind of walting
hush In the alr—an electric tension of
expectation, or g0, at least, it seemed to
Rollo,

As they marched along thae road toward
the MIill House, they saw a ruddy glow
toward the south,

“Something 1s on fire there' sald John
Mortimer,

“They are
the hills” commented Etlenne, from his
larger exporien<e. 1 ghink we had bet.
ter clear out tonight.'

“That,” sald Rolle fArmly, “is impos-
sible so far s I am concerned. [ must
witlt at the MIll House for the papers
Rut do you three go on, and I will rejuin
you omorrow.”

“I will atay,"”
Rollo'a words
him.

*And L' erfed Etitnn
that a Saint Plerre
friend ™

“And 1" sald John Mortimer, “to look
nfter the onlons.”

The Mill House w
they had lefu ix,

lils

from his

felt

sald el Sarria, as soon as
had been Interpreted to

over forsook a

as silent and dark as

“Leét us go and =e¢ that all ts right.”
sald Mollo, and led the way Inge the large
room where they had found Latls Fer-
nandez. He walked up to the window,
a dim oblong of blackness, only
| Bgyptlan than the c¢hamber Itself, He
stopped t0 strike his fMint and steel to-
gether into his tinder box, and even as
the smmll, glittering point winked Rallo
felt his throat grasped back and front by
difféerent pairs of hands, while others
clung (o his knees and brought him to
the ground

"Treachery! Out
the open!™ he ecried
as well as he could
| Angers,

But behind him there
of a mighty combat. Furnlture was over-
#el or broken with a sharp, crashing
noise, as {t was trampled underfoot

“Show a Hght there,” cried a
yolce, In a tone of command

A lantern wus brought from an
rootn, and there on the floor, In the grasy
of thelr captors, wers Eamon Garcla, still
heaving with his mighty exertions, and
Rollo the Beot, who liy very quiet so
soon as he had assured himself that pres.
ent resietance would do no good.

“Bring in the others,” commanded the
voice aguin, “and let us see what the
doga look Hke*™

Mortimer and Etienne, having been can.
tured In the hall, while trying to unloek
the outer door, were roughly hauled into
the room. Rllo wins permitted 1o rise,
but the glant was kept on his back while
they fastened him up securely with
ropes,

Then Luls Fernandez came in, an evil
amile on his durk, handsome face, and
behind him a ltile, thick-set, active man

with you, ladz—into
to hls companlona,
for the throttiing

arose the sound

quick

more like campfires behind |

k gap of the main |

lodge. |

And on & hill awey (o the west a rﬂ!|

rish them as the most pree- I closing
' enwrapped.

. You have taken in my Dglores | 0

inner |

in some milltary dress of light materisl

, Vshall it be zald |

| cal-late ail

iesm |

The uniform was unfamiliar to Rolie
who, for a moment, wis In doubt whelhe
ke was in the hands of the Cristinos o
in those of the partisans of Don Carlox

Bur a glance about the chamber esased
his mind. The white bolnas of (he
Basque provinces mingled with the red
of Navarre told him that he had been
captured by the Carlists.

Well" sald the little dark man with
the ecurly halr, biack and kinked like
negro'sy, "“gite an account of yourselves
and of your provecdings in this village.*

“We are soldiers in the service of hin
Excallency, Don Carfos"” sald Rollo, fears
lessly. We are ou our way to the camp
of Genern! Gabrera on a mission of lme
partanoy.

Luis Fernandez looked aecross at hig

companion, who had seated himsell cares
le=sly In a large chair by the window.
“Did T not tell you he would say thar?™

he suid. The other nodded. “On o miss
slon to General Cabrera.” repeated the
chlef of Rollo's coaptors. “Well, them,
doubtiess you can prove your stilemens
by papers and documents. Lot ms ses

your credentinls.*™
“] must know frst to whom [ have the
honor of spenking,” Rolis, firmiy.
You shall.’ "sald the man in the chale,
“1 am General Cubrern, in the service of
his Absolute Majesty Carles V oof Spain,
i sve credentials,

i 10 e

L shail be glac your
sir,"

Then It Rashed upon
papers were In
bezos,

"1 can indved glve you a messige, and
that Instantly.”" sald Rollo, "but 1 am
unfortunately provented from showing
you my c¢redentiale till the morning. They
are at present' at the « In the hamds of
i Ifriend—"

Raollo that all his
the hands of Concha Ca=-

Here Rollo stammersd and came to &
full stop. Lals Fernandez laughed scorns
fully,

“Of gourse.” he =ald, “What id T telf

you, General? He has no gredentials™

Cabrora struck his clenched fist on the
tahie,

“Bir." he sald, “you are a strange mes-
scnger. You pretend a minsion to me,
and when asked for your credentinls, you
ell us that they are in Me hunds of &
friend. Tell us wyour friends name, and
how you came to permit doguments of
valoe o me, and to the enuse for which
you say that you are tighting, to full inte
any hands but your owsn."”

Rollo saw that to refer th the Convent
of the Holy Innocents or to mention Cone
cha's name, would Infallibly betray tha
niding place of Dolores 10 her socmies,
s0 he could only relterate his former an-
FWer.

“l am unfortunately prevenfsd by mp
honor f(rom revealing the nume of my
friend, or why the documents were s0
entrusted. But If your excelloncy will
walt till the morning, | promise (hat yow
shall be abundantly satistied.'

“1 am not scoustomed to wait for the
morning,” wsaid Cabrera. “There i3 no
slackening of reln on the King's service.
But I have certaln information os to who
you are, which may prove more pertinent
o the occasion and perhaps may presvent
any delay whatsoever.”

Cabrers lelsurely rolled
clgareite, giving great
the paper

and lighted &
attention 1o the

of which It was

in

“Seuren them!" commandsd Cubrers

ldenly, In a sharp (one of anger, In
which the latent crueity of his nature
Cuma out,

Thelr captora, with no great dellcacy

of handilng, begun to overhaul the con,
tents of the pockets of the faur, They ox-
amined their boots, the lining of thels

coats und ripped up the seams of thelr
Willsteonls.

UCpon Ramon nothing at all was found
cxcepdl the ament of & idhill Issusd
by the Natle ¢t General offering a re-
wurd for his capture.

But In the outer pocket of Rollo Blalr
wig found a far more compromising doc-
ument. When draw It formh

the scarcher

from his coat, the eyes of Luls Fernandes
gleamed with triumph .

Cabrera took the paper and glanced IR
over carviessly, but as soon as hi= eye
fel)] vpon the sigy ire  the fashion of
his countenance changed. He leaped 0
his feet

“Nogueras!” he crial “You ame In
correspondences with Nogueras, the vil-

lain who, In cold biood, shot my poor old
mother for no crime but that of having
borne me! Have the fellow out lnstantly
and shoot him!™
Rollo steod a moment
then he recovered himself
“General Cabrera,” he “this Is &
trick. I have had no correspondence
with Nogueras, 1 gad not even heard his
pame. Tnis has been dropped in my pock.
et by some traltor. 1 hold & commission
in the service of Don Cuarlos, snd 1 have
had no communication with his enemies™
Cubrern took up the letter again and
read aloud:
“Ta the young Englishman of the Fore

dumbfounded,
and spoke,

Bald,

elgn Legation, Pretending Ssrvice With
Don Carlos: You are ordersd to obtaln
any !sformation ax to the movements of

the brigand Cabrera and his men, by pen-
etrating into their district, and If possi=
bie jolning their organization, You wiil
report the same to me, and this pass will
hold you safe with pll servants and well-
wishers of the Government of the Queen
Regent, NOGUERAA"

The Varlist commander, whose volee had
been rising a= he read, shouted rathep
than uttered the name of the murderes
of h's mother.

More than one Carlist soldier glanced ag
his neighbor with a jook which asald,
pinin ss printed proclamation, It is all
ovar with thse foreigners!™

At last Cabrern stopped his promenade.
He folded his arms and stood looking up
at Rollo.

* “The moming'—1 think you sajd—well,
I will give your friend till the morning
to be ready with proofs of your Innocence,
But it not, so soon as the sun rises over

the Dbills out there, you four shall be
shot for sples and traltors, Take t(hem
awnyl'"

“{To be continued.)

WASKN'T HUNTING ALLIGATORS

Thus Ahbljah Informed the Smart
ity Clerk.
“City folks think they're =0 smart!™

sald Abljak Polts with fine scorn. “They
they need to do is just to
Eive jlook at n mnn, and then tell
where he was born and where ho's going;
but they miss the mark sometimes™

“I bet they missed it on you, pa.” sald
the youthful ecounterpart of Mr. Potts,
who was testing the powers of a three-
blade knlfe, a souvenir of his parent's re.
cent trip to Hoston

“They did.'" sald Mr. Potts,
Iy:; “‘that’'s just whapy they did Firnt
thing 1 set out to get me was a new
valise. My old bag has busted beyond
repalrs after all thess yeoars.

“Well, sir, I stepped Into a lather store
along with Cy that very morning, and
the clerk come forward polite ensugh,
though he cast a look at my linen duster

one

triumphant-

that [ didn't exa r ke,
“*‘I want to lock st traveling bags—
valisex' 1 sald.

“"Step this way, sir,” he spoke up, glib
as 1 monkey. 'l ean give you Just what
you want—an exceliont alligator bag for

“My dander rose, but 1 kept & grip on
my feelings and looked at him calm as a
clock.

" "Young feller,” sald I, "Just becaunse
I've got on a linen duster and a eoeol
apeil’s come on, you needn’t decide that
I'm going to Floridy. It just happens.'
sald I, and I guess by the color he took
on that my tone wus pretly sarcastic—
1t Just kBappens said I, ‘that I'm not
a-goin’ to Filorldg, butl to the falr in
Buffalo, New York State, sald L

“Then, long as | dldn't want to be too
severe with him.” sald Mr. Potls lenlent-
¥. "l let him show me some good ribbed
leather bags, and bought that one I
fetched home with me."—Youth's Coms
panlon.



