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THE QUEEN’S PRISONER. 11

“ How do you account for their disap-
pearance ? ”

“The Quelgos, seiior. They are a
jealous people. We are near their fron-
tier. Two miles further down the valley
stands a big white cross that was put
there many years ago. Beyond that no
stranger may go and live.”

“We are safe at this place?”

Once more Almores shrugged his
shoulders.

“1 leave you here?  he asked.

“ Well, no. The fact is, Almores, it
is our purpose to go into the Quelgo
country.”

Almores nodded, but evinced no sur-
prise.

“You will go with us?” Fornishire
asked.

Almores, still watching the top of the
spur, did not appear to have heard the
question. Following the direction of
the guide’s eyes, Fornishire saw a tree
sway strangely, then with a crash, which
was only faintly heard where they stood,
it fell into the valley.

“ What the devil does that mean?*
demanded Fornishire, turning again to
the guide.

The face of Almores had grown livid,
and he turned toward Fornishire a pair
of frightened eyes.

“I will go with you,” he murmured
tremulously, “and may heaven help
us!”

“ What does it mean, I ask you? ” de-
manded Fornishire, pointing with one
hand to the fallen tree and laying the
other on a revolver in his belt.

His voice brought Coakley and Miguel
to his side. )

The guide, making the sign of the
cross on his breast, said solemnly:

“It means that Juan Almores has
come once too often to the country of
the Quelgos; it means, sefor, that
among those who are with you now
there is not one who will learn to love
God’s bright sunlight again.”

CHAPTER V.
THE ROAD TO VANTOREDOS.

For several moments all eyes were
turned toward the spur from which the
tree had fallen.

“ It was a signal, then? ” said Forni-
shire.

“ Yes, sefior, it was a signal,”” Almores
answered.

“To whom?”

“To me.”

“ And you were watching for it?”

“ A signal, yes; but no such signal as
that, senor.”

“ What was the signal you were ex-
pecting ? ”’

“Smoke from a fire of green
branches—a sign that I should desert
you at dawn. Had the smoke been
from dry sticks, I was to persuade you
to return.”

“You were prepared to betray us,
then? ”

“Yes, sefior. My life belongs to those
who rule the Quelgos, for they have per-
mitted me to live. They had com-
manded me to guide to this place all
persons who should seek such guidance,
for it was their wish that all who had
heard of their treasure should come
within their power.”

“ And what do you understand by the
fall of the tree?”

“ A death sentence for us all. None
of us will be allowed to return. The
last day many of the rocks and bushes
we have passed have sheltered Quelgos
who have watched all our movements.
Among us some one has done something
to excite their displeasure, and they will
no longer repose confidence in me. The
fall of the tree, which was dislodged by
Quelgo spies, is worse than a death sen-
tence.

“ When the masters of the Quelgos
hate, they do not shed the blood of their
enemies. There is an axiom that ¢ They
whom the gods would destroy they first
make mad.” It is so with the Quelgos.”

“ Who are the masters of the Quel-
gos?”

“ A race of white people who inhabit
the kingdom of Vantoredos.”

As he spoke, Almores gazed at Forni-
shire with a curious, searching expres-
sion. '

“ Are
asked.

“Yes,” Almores answered, still look-"
ing at Fornishire. “ They are as civil-
ized as ourselves. Though few of them

they civilized?” Coakley










































THE QUEEN’S PRISONER.

In five minutes more the room as-
sumed the characteristies of a veritable
oven. Its occupants were faint and
almost blinded by the moisture in their
cyes. Each breath was more painful
than that inhaled before.

The victims of this diabolical form of
torture had removed their coats and
placed them beneath their feet. The
odor of burning cloth increased the op-
pressiveness of the death chamber.

Swaying from side to side, as their
parched lips and tongues gave utterance
to curses on the pitiless wretches who
had condemned them to this fate, the
four made desperate efforts to maintain
upright positions.

To fall upon the heated floor now
meant the beginning of the more acute
stage of the death agony.

With a maniacal cry, Miguel sudden-
lv grappled with Almores and attempted
to throw him down. Coakley staggered
to one of the walls, and, with a hoarse
shout, smote it vigorously with his fists
and feet.

Then a wonder happened.

The wall which Coakley had attacked
moved outward, then fell with a re-
sounding crash, the roof rose, and once
again the faint blue glow was visible
through thé bars. There was a sudden
inrush of cool air, and with frenzied
shouts the four men staggered out. Two
fell just outside the lowered wall. A
third ran further, then stumbled half-
way down a flight of steps and lost con-
sciousness.

The fourth continued on his flight
until he came to a dark tunnel in
which two boats were lying. He leaped
in one, whipped out his knife, cut the
painter, then seized an oar and pushed
the little vessel off.

“ Seiior! Senor!”

A dark figure had passed the uncon-
scious man who lay upon the stairs, and,
standing at the landing-place, shouted
frantically and waved his arms.

“ Wait, senor! Wait!”

Fornishire—for it was he—shook his
oar threateningly, and gave voice to a
wild, incoherent shout of defiance.
Then, throwing himself to the deck of
the boat, he leaned over the gunwale
and scooped up some water in his hands.
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The heads of several cavern serpents
were raised above the sluggish tide, but
he saw them not and—drank.

CHAPTER XI.
WHERE TUE TIDE FLOWED.

A woMAN’S cry—strident with terror
—awoke a hundred echoes in a great,
dark cavern faintly lighted by blue rays
which, here and there, seemed to ema-
nate from some substance embedded in
the frowning roof and walls.

“In God’s name, come!
Rodriguez, Kenneth—here!”

Near the center of the lake that cov-
cred the cavern floor a black boat was
drifting.  As the cries cchoed through
the place something stirred on the deck
of the little craft, then a white face,
ghastly in the dim, blue light that fell
upon it, was slowly raised.

“Help!”

The dark figure of a man on the deck
rose slowly to its knees. Then the man
leaned over the gunwale of the boat,
and, scooping up some water with his
hands, raised it to his lips and brow.

“Will no one help me?”

The man started, then recached for an
oar that lay on the deck. Using this de-
liberately in the manner of a canoe
paddle, he headed the boat toward the
place from which the sound appeared to
come. ’

The silence that followed was broken
only by the swirling of the water around
the blade of the oar.

The boat moved slowly, now through
blue rays and now through shadows.
Once more the man heard the cry, and
he mechanically answered it with a
hoarse shout.

Two or three minutes later the bow
of the boat struck one of the cavern
walls. The figure of a woman leaped -
toward him.

The boat swayed from side to side
so violently -that he thought it must
overturn. . '

Iour large, yellow eyes, gleaming in
the darkness,.moved slowly toward him,
as the boat drifted broadside on to the
wall.

McNair,
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stood motionless—looking after him as
he strode off in the direction of the
cliffs. -

“ The fool—the poor fool!”” she mut-
tered.

She paused, then added: <« Still, his
armn is strong and long. I would that
there were more such in Vantoredos.”

She seated herself beside the stone on
which Fornishire had placed the fish he
had caught and cooked. By this stood
a cup of water.

Her face clouded and she hesitated as
she looked at the meal that awaited her.
Then with an exclamation of impatience
she shrugged her shoulders.

“Bah! He is only a man, and the
things he gives me are my own.”

Then she ate heartily.

CHAPTER XIV.
AN UNKNOWYN QUANTITY.

ForNISHIRE, at work on a hut for
himself, glanced from time to time to-
ward Tarnavesta, whose actions puzzled
him.

Grasping a stout stick in one of her
hands, she walked slowly along the foot
of the cliffs with her gaze fastened on
the ground.

“Jor a woman who so dislikes my
company, she seems to bear up pretty
well when she is confronted with a

situation that promises to make me her

companion for life,” IFornishire re-
flected.

The American paused in his work,
and, leaning against the side of the new
hut, he gazed thoughtfully toward the
gloomny mecuth of the cavern.

“ Who is she, anyhow ? ” he muttered.
4 Why is she lying to me? She knows
that there is some way out of this place,
and is trying to keep the knowledge to
herself. What is it she is seeking
now?”

'Tarnavesta had stooped and raised
something from the ground. For sev-
eral moments she looked at it attentive-
ly, then with the object still in her
hands she retraced her steps to a small
tree near which Fornishire had seen her
loitering a few minutes before.

Later in the morning, when the young
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woman had retired to the hut, the
American sauntered over to the tree.
At its foot he saw four reddish stones.
He examined them carefully, then shook
his head and left them where he found
them. '

He spent the next two hours casting a

-line into the lake, with the result that

he landed six more fish. Thinking that
Tarnavesta might be asleep in the hut,
he did not disturb her in the course of
his preparations for luncheon.

He cooked one of the fish for himself,
and found it extremely palatable, de-
spite its lack of seasoning. '

It was not until nearly five o’clock in
the afternoon that Fornishire again saw
Tarnavesta. She was approaching, not
from the hut, but from the direction of
the waterfall.

As her eyes met his she smiled.

“Am I too late for dinner?” she
asked.

“No.
minutes.” .

He went to the stream and from the
cool waters he drew out one of the fish
he had caught.

As she saw it she frowned and
shrugged her shoulders impatiently.

“No—no more of that to-dav,” she
said. “ Have you nothing else?”

“ Nothing except the goat’s flesh.”

She sighed wearily as she seated her-
self beneath the tree.

“I'm very sorry,” he went on. “ As
vou are doubtless aware, I am a stranger
in Vantoredos. Had you done me the
honor of visiting me in my own country,
I might have been able to offer you a
greater variety, but under the circum-
stances——"

“T°1l take the fish,” said Tarnavesta.

He went over to his fireplace and
placed the fish on the iron top, then add-
ed more fuel to the smoldering blaze.

This done, he lighted a second fire,
and over this he hung a picce of goat’s
flesh.

Tarnavesta, sitting in a graceful atti-
tude, watched him thoughtfully.

“The duties of cook are not new to
you,” she said as he again approached
her. '

“No. Most of the men in my countr
know  something of them.” '

I will have it ready in a few
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succumb, our predicament was discov-
ered, and we were released. You, how-
ever, ran too fast, and got away.

* While your mother’s adherents were
sceking voun, Coakley, Miguel, and I
were captured by six soldiers of the
palace guard. Coakley fought like a
madman, and the six were slain. Then
Coakley dizappeared. Miguel and I got
to one of the boats, and while con-
ccaled in one of the caverns we heard
two guards who were seeking you call
across the cavern to some of their com-
rades that Carasima had escaped, that
Seiior Coakley was with her, and that
vou had been proclaimed king.

“ Hour after hour we drifted on until
at last, this morning, we came to some
rapids. I kept the power on, and Miguel
with his oar supplemented my work at
the tiller. Then we shot out of the
cavern into the sunshine and heard you
. calling to us.” ‘

“ Sefior, senor!”

The words came from the lips of
Miguel, and were followed by a series of
low growls that caused Fornishire to
look sharply over his shoulder.

Two long, lithe, yellow bodies were
creeping toward where the three men
were sitting. Then a puma leaped
through the air, and Miguel’s derringer
barked. ]

The puma missed Fornishire by about
a yard. Miguel fired again, and the beast
sprang backward with a yelp of pain.
Then 1t limped off, but as it regained its
mate the two brutes looked back,
snarled, and. showed their rows of
gleaming teeth.

“ Bv heaven, sefior, the place is alive
with ’em!” cried Almores.

“ Have they not attacked you before,
sefior ? ” asked Miguel wondering.

% There were none in the valley until
a few minutes before you left the
cavern.”

“Is there no way out of here? ” asked
Almores, glancing at the lofty cliffs that
surrounded them.

“Yes,” said Fornishire. “ We will go
out by the way these big cats have come
in.), -

“Do you know the way, sefior?”
Miguel asked anxiously.

Fornishire laughed boisterously.
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“ Not yet,” he said. “ But he’s a fool
king who doesn’t know his own coun-
try. Come, Miguel-—come, Almores!
Let us find the way!”

Almores laid his hand on one of
Fornishire’s arms.

‘“ Stay, seior, let us think,” he said.
“The puma is a coward when his belly’s
full, but these brutes look as if they
had had no meat for several hours. Let
us think. From what direction have
they come?”

“ They’ve come trooping in from some
point in the cliffs just above the water-
fall. There was none at the other end of
the valley until shortly before I woke
vou. Come, let us find their gate.”

Almores looked dubiously toward
where Fornishire had pointed, then he
tightened his grip on the American’s
arm.

“ Not yet, sefior,” he protested. “It
is too light now. When we leave the
valley the pumas shall lead the way.”

“ The pumas lead! Hang it, man, are
you mad ?”

“ They shall lead and we shall follow,
sefior—when the darkness conies. The
sun already is going down. We will cook
the rest of the goat’s flesh and take it
with us.”

Twice or thrice during the long wait
that followed the prowling beasts ap-
proached so near that the three men
found it necessary to drive them away.
Immediately after one of these inci-
dents, the American turned to Almores
and said gloomily:

“ 0ld man, this valley is beginning to
look smaller than it did before, and
something tells me that we and these
big cats are going to be pretty well ac-
quainted by morning. I can almost
fancy that I see smiles on the faces of
twenty-seven pumas.”

“ They never smile at their own jokes,
sefior, but it may be that they will smile
at ours,” replied Almores.

CHAPTER XVIIIL.
A PRISONER OF THE QUEEN.

TwiLIGHT came at last. The goat’s
meat was wrapped in Fornishire’s old
canvas coat, and each of the three men .
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to offer goat’s flesh to Tarnavesta in the
valley, shall enjoy the hospitality of
* Griselda, queen of Vantoredos.”

CHAPTER XIX.
THE QUALITY OF MERCY.

A rrLusu of anger and humiliation
woverspread Fornishire’s face. )

“The devils who do your sweet,
womanly will must take me first,” he
said, and as the man in the cuirass ad-
vanced, Fornishire aimed his derringer
at his head.

The hammer fell on an empty shell.
The American’s ammunition was ex-
hausted.

The officer laid a hand on Fornishire’s
shoulder, but as he did so one of the
American’s fists shot out and the Van-
toredosian went reeling to the floor.

The man quickly rose, and, unsheath-
ing his sword, ran toward his adversary,
but ere the blow fell, the queen had
seized his wrist.

“Stop!” she commanded, with flash-
ing eves. “ Would you strike down in
my presence an unarmed man who de-
fended me when your dull ears were
deaf to my calls? Put up that sword,
lest T test your courage by directing you
to fall on the blade.” -

She turned to Fornishire and took
him by the arm.

“(Come,” she said. Then, addressing
the humiliated officer, she added:
“ Rodriguez, lead the way to the guard-
room.”

Then conducted by the queen and pre-
ceded by Rodriguez, Fornishire ascended
the stairs between two lines of wonder-
ing-cyed, steel-clad men.

At length they came to a low-
ceilinged room about twelve feet square.
Here, in obedience to a gesture from
the queen, Rodriguez left them. Step-
ping into the apartment with the pris-
oner, Griselda closed the door.

“ Well,” she asked, “what has the
king presumptive of Vantoredos to say
to me now?” ~s '

Fornishire smiled bitterly as he an-
swered :

“Only this: That as king I shall one
day be glad to reciprocate the hospital-
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ity which, as queen, you offer me to-
night.”

Griselda drew back a step, and a
stricken look came into her eyes.

“It would he only such hospitality as
might be afforded by a tomb,” she said
in a low voice.

There was something in her attitude
that impressed IFornishire as being al-
most pitiful.

“God forbid!” he exclaimed with
feeling. “The world’s tombs already
hold too much that is young and beau-
tiful.”

She drew herself up proudly and
again looked at him with flashing eyes.

“ And so you, a prisoner, make bold
to pity one who is a queen? ” she asked.

“Yes, for she has such grievous sins
to answer for that I marvel greatly to
hear her speak so calmly of the hospital-
ity of the tomb.”

- She started, and a wan, frightened
look settled on her face.

“You blow hot and cold with singular
facility,” she murmured.

“T have been exposed so often to both
extremes since I have been in Vantore-
dos that I think you can scarcely blame
me for having absorbed some of the at-
mosphere of my environment.”

“You think I should fear the tomb.
May I ask you why??”

“You planned to compel a mother to
destroy the mind of her son.”

“1I did not know you then.”

FFornishire looked at her blankly.

“ And you believe that that is suffi-
cient excuse for an act of barbarity
which would shock the moral sense of
every creature that is capable of rea-
son?”

As he spoke, Griselda’s face grew col-
orless, and she shrank from the gaze of
his flashing eyes.

“When I said I did not know you
then, I meant that I did not know you
were her son.”

Fornishire looked at
lously.

[ B‘lt »

“The late king, my husband, had
caused me to believe that for ten years
the young man known as John Forni-
shire was my half-brother.”

“Your half-brother!”

her incredu-
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with a box, the bell rang, and Ben heard
a knock at his door.

Ben set the box upon the table, fished
into his vest pocket for his knife, and
cut the silk cord. There was revealed
before his astonished gaze the orchid.

What orchid? Why, the only one
spoken of that winter—the one that had
drawn the crowds to the windows of
‘“ Hartley, the I'lorist,” the one of fabu-
lous value.

It was unmistakable, for Ben had seen
it many a time and oft, and, besides,
Ben knew Hartley himself, whe had
given him an inkling of its value.

Ben searched for the card. *‘ From an
admirer,” in a feminine hand, was all
that could be learned.

Any one who knows anything about
matinée idols knows that Ben Stockton
immediately ascribed the gift to the
genus matinée girl, with the trifling dif-
ference, mayhap, that this one went the
others a little better and hence argued
herself a little more of a fool.

But Ben surely was tickled. Here was
just what he’d been pining for.

He squinted at his dress shirt to see
if it would stand another wearing, de-
cided no, and began pulling away at the
studs.

An hour or so thereafter he was ush-
ered into the Calvert drawing-room and
caught the swish of skirts on the stairs.

*“(lood-evening, Miss Calvert.”

Ben rose hastily, but with due regard
for the orchid box tucked carefully
under his left arm.

* Good-evening, Mr. Stockton,” an-
swered Miss Calvert cordially as she
shook hands. “ How cold it must be
outside.”

“ Quite so,” assented Ben, whose
hands were chill from nervousness.

“ Miss Calvert, 1 trust that, in kecp-
ing with the season, you will allow me
the honor.” Ben passed over the box
with Delsarte grace. None could bow
better ‘than Ben—in a play.

Miss Calvert smiled her pleasure and
toiled at Ben’s hard knot. Ben came to
her relief with his blade.

Softly nestled in fern and {issue lay
the orchid. Miss Calvert started at
sight of the renowned flower.

“Yes, Miss Calvert, it is the Hartley

orchid; but what could be more fitting
than that the one flower should go to
the one woman ? ”

“You overwhelln me, Mr. Stockton.”

“ Nonsense, Miss Calvert; it’s but a
poor tribute, and the only thing at all
that has lifted it above the common-
place has been the difficulty I expe-
rienced in forcing Hartley to part with
it. He finally consented, however, and
so I now have my pleasure in the realiza-
tion that the things that are dearly
hought are those that are really worth
while.” ,

But Ben’s pleasure was short-lived.

A chilliness was creeping into that
well-heated drawing-room. Something
was wrong.

Miss Calvert’s eyebrows had lifted.
Conversation lagged and topics grew
choppy.

Ben grew uneasy, rose, and backed
himself, hat to breast, out into the eve-
ning air, murmuring the while a lame
well-wishing for the festal morrow.

Once on the street, his thoughts flew
fast.

What was the matter? Why had the
glow of genuine cordiality faded into re-
pressive dampness ?

Then came the awful realization!

Maybe—oh, ye gods—maybe she.
Bella Calvert, was the one who had sent
that orchid to him!

“All over,” cried Ben. ‘ Everlast-
ingly gone; queered forever!

e fingered madly for a mateh.
started a cigarctte, and wandered aim- .
lesslv in the abandon of despair. But
the verv completeness of the wreck of
his hopes of Bella scemed, somehow or
other, to lend some comfort.

Suddenly Ben stopped short.

His right fist rose and slapped its way
into his left palm in an emphasis to the
startling of a stray cur.

“It’s worth a trial!” cried Ben.
will do it.”

Aimlcssness gone, he made straight
for Hartley, the florist.

Hartlev himself was in.

Ben wheedled, Ben cajoled, Ben
whined for the name of the one who had
bought the orchid and sent it to him.

Ben must knew for sure in order to
carry out his scheme.

«’ I













































NO WAY OUT.

is what put the murderous thought in
his head. Poorlad! 1 may have driven
him to it! Wo is me! But I can’t be-
lieve he did it; I can’t believe it, Mr.
Perriam.”

“Your confidence is exceedingly com-
mendable, but unfortunately the facts
are all against him, Mrs. Jarvis,” replied
Perriam coldly. ‘

“ And will they arrest him?” asked
the horrified Mrs. Jarvis.

“ They expect to, in a few hours. He
can’t get very far away. The police
have the drag-net out for him. Hasn’t
he showed up here at all?”

“ Not since he left the house this
morning. Oh, poor young man! Poor
young man! I hope they won’t catch
him. I really do.”

Perriam shrugged his shoulders im-
patiently and climbed up-stairs to his
room.

When he came down half an hour
later he had changed his clothes, even to
his hat. He called a cab and told the
man to drive him to a house situated in
the sixties.

The cab drew up before a plain-
looking brown-stone house, the resi-
dence of Mr. Robert Adrian, silk mer-
chant.

“ Mr. Adrian in?” inquired Perriam
of the maid-servant who answered the
ring.

“Yes, sir. He has just arrived home
from down-town. What name, please?”

The reporter took out a card-case and
extracted therefrom a pasteboard, neatly
engraved:

MR. RiCHARD PERRIAM.
The Star.

Two minutes afterwards the servant
reappeared and told the reporter that

Mr. Adrian would be pleased to see him

in the library.

Perriam followed the girl up-stairs.

“ Hello, Perriam!” said Adrian cor-
dially, as the reporter entered. “ How
are yotr? Glad to see you. Have a
seat, and make yourself comfortable.
Here, have a smoke. They’re imported,
and good.”

“This is purely a business visit, Mr.
Adrian,” said Perriam gravely.

“I.
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wWant you to bear in mind that what I
have to say fo you now is said only in
my capacity as representative of the
Star.”? :

“ You used to be glad enough to come
here in your personal capacity once upon
a time, it seems to me,” said the old man
with a chuckle.

“I know,” replied Perriam, wincing,
“but you know why I ceased visiting
the house, Mr. Adrian, and it’s not ex-
actly fair for you to mention those days.
I have been trying my hardest to forget
them.” '

“ Well, well. It was only my joke,
young man. I didn’t think I was going
to make you feel bad. I thought you
had forgotten all about Rosa by this
time.

“You must not feel sore at her. A
woman’s heart . is an uncontrollable
thing, you know.

“ First of all, when you came around
to the house to interview me, and I in-
troduced you to Rosa, I thought she
kind of took to you. It seems, however,
that I was mistaken. Well, it can’t be
helped.

“You had my good wishes, and if you
had succeeded in winning Rosa you’d
have got my consent, for I think a
father should let his daughter marry
where her heart is set, provided it’s a
man of good character. Now, it seems
since Rosa refused you she has gone and
fallen in love with a certain young fel-
low——”

“ Arthur Ladd.”

“ Exactly. Do you know him?”

“It is about him that I have come
to speak to you, Mr. Adrian.”

“ Ah, you want to tell me something
against his character,” said the old man
sharply. '

“1I again remind you of the fact that
I am speaking purely in my capacity as
reporter for the Star,” said Perriam
hastily. “‘I don’t want you to think for
a second that I would come here per-
sonally to injure a successful rival in
love.”

“ Proceed,” said Adrian.

“ First, I must ask you a question. Is
Arthur Ladd formally betrothed to
your daughter Rosa? ”

“ Conditionally, he is.”
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improve himself and to be in touch with the thought of

the day—that he cannot afford to miss a single issue of

MUNSEY'S MAGAZINE. He cannot afford, I repeat,
to let ten cents stand between him and MUNSEY'S
MAGAZINE.

I want you to get the habit of reading MUNSEY'S

MAGAZINE. Do you know that ninety per cent. of
the reading of the world is done from habit? We read

this paper or that or the other from habit, and the same
is true of magazines. We read everything from habit, or

we have the habit of reading nothing.

— -
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repaired to the Alhambra, and in the
Court of Lions—the scene of the
protessor’s absent-minded exploit—
Columbus made ready to regain his
own era.

Trenwyck had brought a cup and a
flask, and the don watched with melan-
choly eyes the preparations that he was
making.

“ Providence,” said the don, “ never
intended that a man should hve other-

wise than in his own times.”

“I have come to that conclusion,”
answered Trenwyck.

“The people of this age have great
knowledge, but I question the use to
which they are putting a good deal
of it.”

“ Even at that, don,” said Trenwyck,
“isn’t it better to err with knowledge
than to bide in ignorance and supersti-
tion?”

“ There is no excuse for a man to err
when he knows better.”

“ But when a lot of men try to burn
a fellow-being simply because he says
the earth is round

“The Lord made us ignorant and
prepared us to receive knowledge by
glow degrees. The stake and fagot are
evidences of the upward tendency. As
I told his lordship, the judge, that time
we were mulcted of the ten dollars,
while willing to discover your country,
nothing could hire me to live in it. Is
the mixture ready? ”

“Yes. Pick up the satchel of gold
and hold it firmly.” Columbus obeyed.
“T hope that you have the flask for the
major?”

“It is in my pocket.”

“ And the powders for the profes-
sor?”

“I have them also,
wyck.”

% Tell my frlends I shall await them
at the Siete Suelos.”

“T will.”

«“ Then good-by, don, and good luck
to you.”

“I am grateful for your many kind-
.nesses, sciior. Farewell to you.”

And Columbus took the glass and
drank, and at that moment a gleam of
sun struck downward into the Court of

THE

"Senor Tren-

THE ARGOSY.

Lions—and the century knew him no
more.

It was ten o’clock that evening when
four strangers presented themselves at
the Siete Suelos and asked for Tren-
wyck.

When he appeared they fell upon h1m
in an abandon of joy.

““ Where’s Blinkers? ” inquired 'I‘ren-
wyck, apprehension in his voice and
manner.

“He’s made up his mind to stay a
while longer,” explained the major.
“ Possibly he’ll sail with Columbus—it
is hard telling what he’ll take it into his
head to do. Gad, but it’s good to get
back!”

The major sank, beaming, into a
chair.

Tapscott then handed Trenwyck a
letter.

“It’s from Blinkers,” he said. “ He
asked me to give it to you, to which I,
of course, assented.

Trenwyck unfolded the parchment
and read as follows:

Dear TREN:

The boys are off, and it’s high time, for
they’ve all got nervous prostration wait-
ing for Columbus to get back. I’m not
worrying much, for my popularity still
continues. If the tobacco holds out, I
think now I shall sail with Columbus
and see whether he lands on Cat Island
or Watling Island. In that way I can
help the historians out of .a pretty bad
muddle. Think you can struggle on with-
out me for a spell ?

Don’t feel hard about it, old chap, but
I didn’t make any mlstake in fixing up
those two drinks at the old tower. Your
‘ Mistakes of Bonaparte’ is the rankest
thing that ever got into print, and I felt
sure that if you stopped off at that Pen-
insular Campaign, you’d only write some-
thing that would make a bad matter
worse. That’s the truth, and Pm glad
it’s out. Yours devotedly,

BLINKERS.

P. S.—Zayda, the Moorish girl, was
down from the Alpuxarras the other day
to say good-by to Abu Hafiz. He and the -
other two renegades were neatly gar-
roted. Zayda sends her regards, and is off
to relatives in Barbary by the next
galley. ‘ T.B

END.
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