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THE TRAVELLING THIRDS.

(IN SPAIN.)

THE California cousin of the Lyman T. Moultons

a name toq famous to be shorn stood apart from the

perturbed group, her feet boyishly asunder, her head

thrown back. Above her hung the thick white clusters

of the acacia,* drooping abundantly, opaque and lumin-

J
ous in the soft masses of green, heavy with perfume.

j All Lyons seemed to have yielded itself to the intoxicat-

1 ing fragrance of its favourite tree.

In the Place Carnot, at least, there was not a mur

mur. The Moultons had hushed in thought their four

variations on the aggressive American key, although per-

* The acacia of Europe is identical with the American

locust.
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haps insensible to the voluptuous offering of the grove.

Mrs. Moulton, had her senses responded to the sweet

and drowsy afternoon, would have resented the ex

perience as immoral; and as it was her pale-blue gaze

rested disapprovingly on the rapt figure of her hus

band's second cousin. The short skirt and the covert

coat of ungraceful length, its low pockets always invit

ing the hands of its owner, had roused more than once

her futile protest, and to-day they seemed to hang

limp with a sense of incongruity beneath the half-

closed eyes and expanded nostrils of the young Cali-

fornian.

It was not possible for nature to struggle triumphant

through the disguise this beneficiary chose to assume,

but there was an unwilling conviction in the Moulton

family that when Catalina arrayed herself as other

women she would blossom forth into something of a

beauty. Even her stiff hat half covered her brow and

rich brown hair, but her eyes, long and dark and far

apart, rarely failed to arrest other eyes, immobile as was

their common expression.

Always independent of her fellow-mortals, and pe

culiarly of her present companions, she was a happy
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pagan at the moment, and meditating a solitary retreat

to another grove of acacias down by the Saone, when

her attention was claimed by Mr. Moulton.

"Would you mind coming here a moment, Cata-

lina?" he asked, in a voice whose roll and cadence told

that he had led in family prayers these many years, if

not in meeting. "After all, it is your suggestion, and I

think you should present the case. I have done it

very badly, and they don't seem inclined to listen

to me."

He smiled apologetically, but there was a faint

twinkle in his eye whiclj palliated the somewhat sancti

monious expression of the lower part of his face. Blond

and cherubic in youth, his countenance had grown in

dignity as time changed its tints to drab and grey, re

claimed the superfluous flesh of his face, and drew the

strong lines that are the half of a man's good looks.

He, too, had his hands in his pockets, and he stood in

front of his wife and daughters, who sat on a bench in

the perfumed shade of the acacias.

His cousin once removed dragged down her eyes

and scowled, without attempt at dissimulation. In a
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moment, however, she came forward with a manifest at

tempt to be human and normal. Mrs. Moulton stiffened

her spine as if awaiting an assault, and her oldest

daughter, a shade more formal and correct, more afraid

of doing the wrong thing, fixed a cold and absent eye

upon the statue to liberty in the centre of the Place.

Only the second daughter, Lydia, just departing from

her first quarter-century, turned to the alien relative

with a sparkle in her eye. She was a girl about whose

pink-and-white-and-golden prettiness there was neither

question nor enthusiasm, and her thin, graceful figure

and alertly poised head received such enhancement as

her slender purse afforded. She wore need I record

it? a travelling-suit of dark-blue brilliantine, short

but at least three inches longer than Catalina's and a

large hat about whose brim fluttered a blue veil. She

admired and a little feared the recent acquisition from

California, experiencing for the first time in her life a

pleasing suspense in the vagaries of an unusual char

acter. She and all that hitherto pertained to her be

longed to that highly refined middle class nowhere so

formal and exacting as in the land of the free.

Catalina, who never permitted her relatives to sus-
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pect that she was shy, assumed her most stolid expres

sion and abrupt tones.

"It is simple enough. We can go to Spain if we

travel third class, and we can't if we don't. I want to

see Spain more than any country in Europe. I have

heard you say more than once that you were wild to

see it the Alhambra and all that well, anxious, then,"

as Mrs. Moulton raised a protesting eyebrow. "I'm wild,

if you like. I'd walk, go on mule-back; in short, I'll go

alone if you won't take me."

"You will do what?" The colour came into Mrs.

Moulton's faded cheek, and she squared herself as for

an encounter. Open friction was infrequent, for Mrs.

Moulton was nothing if not diplomatic, and Catalina

was indifferent. Nevertheless, encounters there had been,

and at the finish the Californian had invariably held the

middle of the field, insolent and victorious; and Mrs.

Moulton had registered a vow that sooner or later she

would wave the colours over the prostrate foe.

For thirty-two years she had merged, submerged,

her individuality, but in these last four months she had

been possessed by a waxing revolt, of an almost pas

sionate desire for a victorious moment. It was her first
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trip abroad, and she had followed where her energetic

husband and daughters listed. Hardly once had she

been consulted. Perhaps, removed for the first time

from the stultifying environment of habit, she had come

to realise what slight rewards are the woman's who

flings her very soul at the feet of others. It was too

late to attempt to be an individual in her own family;

even did she find the courage she must continue to ac

cept their excessive care she had a mild form of in-

validism and endeavour to feel grateful that she was

owned by the kindest of husbands, and daughters no

more selfish than the average; but since the advent of

Catalina all the rebellion left in her had become com

pact and alert. Here was an utterly antagonistic tem

perament, one beyond her comprehension, individual in

a fashion that offended every sensibility; cool, wary, in

solently suggesting that she purposed to stalk through

life in that hideous get-up, pursuing the unorthodox.

She was not only indomitable youth but indomitable

savagery, and Mrs. Moulton, of the old and cold Eastern

civilisation, bristled with a thrill that was almost rapture

whenever this unwelcome relative of her husband stared

at her in contemptuous silence.
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"You will do what? The suggestion that we travel

third class is offensive enough but are you aware that

Spanish women never travel even first class alone?"

"I don't see what that has to do with me. I'm not

Spanish; they would assume that I was 'no lady' and

take no further notice of me; or, if they did well, I can

take care of myself. As for travelling third class, I can't

see that it is any more undignified than travelling second,

and its chief recommendations, after its cheapness, are

that it won't be so deadly respectable as second, and

that we'll meet nice, dirty, picturesque, excitable

peasants instead of dowdy middle-class people who want

all the windows shut. The third-class carriages are

generally big, open cars like ours, with wooden seats

no microbes and at this time of the year all the win

dows will be open. Now, you can think it over. I am

going to invest twenty francs in a Baedeker and study

my route."

She nodded to Mr. Moulton, dropped an almost im

perceptible eyelash at Lydia, and, ignoring the others,

strode off belligerently towards the Place Bellecour.

Mrs. Moulton turned white. She set her lips. "I

shall not go," she announced.
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"My love," protested her husband, mildly, "I am

afraid she has placed us in a position where we shall

have to go." He was secretly delighted. "Spain, as

you justly remarked, is the most impossible country in

Europe for the woman alone, and she is the child of my

dead cousin and old college chum. When we are safely

home again I shall have a long talk with her and arrive

at a definite understanding of this singular character,

but over here I cannot permit her to make herself and

us notorious. I am sure you will agree with me, my
love. My only fear is that you may find the slow trains

and wooden seats fatiguing although I shall buy an

extra supply of air-cushions, and we will get off when

ever you feel tired."

"Do say yes, mother," pleaded her youngest born.

"It will almost be an adventure, and I've never had any

thing approaching an adventure in my life. I'm sure

even Jane will enjoy it"

"I loathe travelling," said the elder Miss Moulton,

with energy. "It's nothing but reading Baedeker, stalk

ing through churches and picture-galleries, and rushing

for trains, loaded down with hand-baggage. I feel as

if I never wanted to see another thing in my life. Of
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course I'm glad I've seen London and Paris and Rome,

but the discomforts and privations of travel far outweigh

the advantages. I haven't the slightest desire to see

Spain, or any more down-at-the-heel European countries;

America will satisfy me for the rest of my life. As for

travelling third class the very idea is low and horrid.

It is bad enough to travel second, and if we did think

so little of ourselves as to travel third just think of its

being found out! Where would our social position be

father's great influence? As for that California savage,

the mere fact that she makes a suggestion
"

"My dear," remonstrated her father, "Catalina is a

most well-conducted young woman. She has not given

me a moment of anxiety, and I think her suggestion a

really opportune one, for it will enable us to see Spain

and give me much valuable literary material. Of course,

I do not like the idea of travelling third class myself,

and I only wish I could afford to take you all in the

train de luxe."

"You are a perfect dear," announced Lydia, "and

give us everything we want. And if we went in the

luxe we couldn't see any nice little out-of-the-way places

and would soon become blase, which would be dreadful,
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Jane at first enjoyed it as much as we did, and I could

go on for ever. No one need ever know that we went

third, and when we are at home we will have something

else to talk about except the everlasting Italy and Eng

land and Paris. Do consent, mother."

This was an unusual concession, and Mrs. Moulton

was a trifle mollified. Besides, if her favourite child's

heart was set upon Spain, that dyed the matter with a

different complexion; she could defer her subjection of

the Californian, and, tired as she was, she was by no

means averse to seeing Spain herself. Nevertheless,

she rose with dignity and gathered her cape about

her.

"You and your father will settle the matter to suit

yourselves," she said, with that access of politeness in

which the down-trodden manifest their sense of injury.

"But I have no hesitation in saying that I never before

heard a gentlewoman" she had the true middle-class

horror of the word "lady" "express a desire to travel

third, and I think it will be a most unbecoming per

formance. Moreover, I doubt if anything can make us

comfortable; we are reasonably sure to become infested

with vermin and be made ill by the smell of garlic. I
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have had my say, however, and shall now go and lie

down."

As she moved up the path, her step measured, her

spine protestant, her husband ran after and drew her

arm through his. He nodded over his shoulder to his

youngest daughter, and Lydia, deprecating further argu

ment, went swiftly off in search of Catalina.
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II.

"LET us get out and race it," suggested Catalina;

but she spoke with the accent of indolent content, and

hung over the door of the leisurely train, giving no heed

beyond a polite nod to the nervous protests of Mrs. Moulton.

That good lady, surrounded by air-cushions, which the

various members of her attentive family distended at

stated intervals, had propped herself in a corner, deter

mined to let no expression of fatigue escape her, and

enjoying herself in her own fashion. The material dis

comforts of travel certainly overbalanced the aesthetic

delights, but, at least, she was seeing the Europe she

had dreamed of so ardently in her youth. Jane sat in

another corner reading a volume of Pater. It was im

possible to turn her back on the scenery, for the seats

ran from east to west and they were travelling due

south, but she could ignore it, and that she did.

They were in a large, open car furnished with

wooden seats and a door for each aisle. The carriage
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was not dirty, and all the windows were open; moreover,

it harboured, so far, no natives beyond two nuns and a

priest, who ate cherries continually and talked all at

once with the rapidity of ignited fire-crackers and with

no falling inflection. The Moultons had taken possession

of the last compartment and sat with their backs to the

wall, but Catalina, disdaining such poor apology for

comfort, had the next to herself, and when not hanging

'over the door rambled back and forth. Mr. Moulton

and Lydia alternately read Baedeker and leaned forward

with exclamations of approval.

But although Catalina had responded amiably to

Lydia's expression of contempt for Spanish methods of

transit, the ambling train suited her less energetic nature

and enabled her to study the country that had mothered

her own. She stared hard at the blue and tumbled

masses of the Pyrenees with their lofty fields of snow

glittering in a delicate mist, the same frozen solitude

through which Hannibal marched two thousand years

ago, longing, perhaps, for the hot, brown plain of Am-

purdan below and the familiar murmur of the bright

waters that rimmed it The sun was hot, and all that

quivering world of blue shimmered and sparkled and

The Travelling Thirds, 2
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coquetted as if life and not death were its bridegroom.

But the Mediterranean, like other seas, is a virago at

heart and only dances and sways like a Spanish beauty

when out where there is naught to oppose her; for cen

turies she has been snarling and clawing the rocky head

lands, her white fangs never failing to capture their daily

morsel, and never content.

Catalina loved the sea and hated it. To-day she

was in no mood to give it anything and turned her

back upon it, her eyes travelling from the remote, dis

dainful beauty of the mountains down over the vineyards

and villages, leaning far out to catch a last glimpse of

that most characteristic object in a.Spanish landscape

a huge and almost circular mass of rock rising abruptly

from the plain, brown, barren, its apex set with a forti

fied castle, an old brown town clinging desperately to

the inhospitable sides. The castle may be in ruins, but

men and women still crawl lazily up and down the per

pendicular streets, too idle or too poor to get away from

the soil, with its dust of ancestral blood. The descen

dants of warriors slept and loafed and begged in the

sun, thankful for a tortilla a day and dreading nothing

this side of Judgment but the visit of the tax-gatherer.
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To escape the calls of the remorseless one, many who

owned not even a little vineyard on the plain slept in

the hollowed side of a hill and made the earth their

pillow.

"Brutes!" said Catalina, meaning the government.

"Why don't they come to America?" asked Lydia,

wonderingly. "Look at that old woman out in the field.

That is the most shocking thing you see in Europe

women in the fields everywhere."

Catalina, indolent in some respects, waged eternal

war with the one-sided. "Your factories are far worse,"

she asserted. "They are really horrible, for the women

stand on their feet all day with a ceaseless din tearing

at their nerves and never a breath of decent air in their

lungs. They are the most ghastly lot I ever saw in my
life. These women are always in the fresh air, with the

quiet of nature about them, and they rest when they

like. I think we are the barbarians we and the Spanish

government."

"Well, well, don't argue," said Mr. Moulton, sooth

ingly. "It is too hot. We have our defects, but don't

forget our many redeeming virtues. And as for Spain,

backward, tax-ridden, oppressed as she is, one sees
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nothing to compare with the horrors that Arthur Young

saw in France just before 1789. Spain, no doubt, will

have her own revolution in her own time; I am told the

peasants are very virile and independent. My love,

shall I blow up that bag behind your head?"

He examined the other bags, readjusted them, and

there being nothing to claim the eye at the moment,

read Baedeker aloud, to the intense but respectful an

noyance of his eldest daughter and the barely concealed

resentment of Catalina, who hung still farther over the

creaking door.

The train walked into a little station of Tordera and

stopped.

"Cinco minutos!" said the guard, raising his voice.

"Five!" said Catalina. "That means fifteen. Let

us get out and exercise and buy something."

"Pray be careful!" exclaimed Mrs. Moulton. "I

know you will be left. Mr. Moulton, please please

don't get out."

Mr. Moulton patted her amiably and descended in

the wake of Catalina and Lydia. They were surrounded

at once by beggars, even the babies in arms extending

their hands. There were few men among them, but
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the women, picturesque enough in their closely pinned

kerchiefs of red or yellow, were more pertinacious than

man ever dared to be. Lydia, fastidious and economical,

retreated into the train and closed the door; but Catalina

disbursed coppers and gave one dirty little Murillo a

peseta. She had spoken almost as much Spanish in

her life as English, and exchanged so many elaborate

compliments with her retinue, in a manner so acceptable

to their democratic taste, that they forgot to beg and

pressed close at her heels as she strode up and down,

her hands in her pockets, wondering what manner of

fallen princess was this who travelled third class and

knew how to treat a haughty peasant of Spain as her

equal. She was buying an inflammable-looking novel

with which to insult Jane, and a package of sweets for

Lydia and herself, when she heard a shrill note of

anguish:

"Mr. Moulton! Catalina!"

Mingling with it was the drone of the guard:

"Viajeros al tren!"

The train was moving, the guard having been oc

cupied at the cantina until the last moment. He was

singing his song unconsciously on the step of an open
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door. Catalina saw the frantic whir of Mr. Moulton's

coat-tails as he flew by and leaped into the car. She

flung two pesetas at the anxious vender, dropped her

purchase into her pockets, and, running swiftly alongside

the moving train, made the door easily.

"I could have caught the old thing if it had been

half a mile off!" she exclaimed, indignantly, as three

pairs of hands jerked her within, and Mrs. Moulton

sniffed hysterically at her salts. "And 'if ever I do get

left, just remember that I speak the language and am

not afraid of anything."

"Well," said Mr. Moulton, tactfully, "just remember

that we do not speak the language and have need of

your services. Suppose we have our afternoon meal?

The lunch at the frontier was not all that could be

desired."

He produced the hamper and neatly arrayed the

top of two portmanteaus with jam and bread and cake.

Catalina placed a generous share of these delicacies on

a tin plate, and, omitting to explain to her astonished

relatives, climbed over the seats and made offering to

each of the other occupants of the car. It had half

filled at the station, and besides the nuns and priests
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there were now several Catalan peasants in red caps

and black velvet breeches, fine, independent men, pre

pared to ignore these eccentric Americans, ready to take

offence at the slightest suggestion of superiority, but en

chanted at the act of this unsmiling girl, who spoke

their language and understood their customs. They

refused, as a matter of course, politely, without servility,

and in a moment she returned to her party.

"You must always do that," she informed them, as

she set her teeth hungrily into the bread, "and when

they offer of theirs you must look pleased with the

attention."

Mrs. Moulton sighed, and when, a few moments

later, a peasant vaulted over the seats and proudly

offered of his store of black bread and garlic, she buried

a frozen smile in her smelling-salts. Jane refused to

notice him, but the other three declined with such pro

fessions of gratitude that he told his comrades the

Americans were not altogether a contemptible race, and

that the one who spoke their language looked like a

devil with a white soul and was worthy to have been

born in Spain. He took out his guitar in a moment

and swept the keys with superb grace while the others
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sang, the nuns in high, quavering voices that wandered

aimlessly through the rich tones of the men. After that

they talked politics and became so excited that Mr.

Moulton was relieved when they all fell out together at

Mataro. He could then take notes and enjoy the groves

of olives and oranges, the castles and watch-towers on

the heights, eloquent and Iberian and Roman, Goth and

Moor, the turquoise surface of the Mediterranean never

so blue as the Adriatic or the Caribbean the bold,

harsh sweep of the coast. Then, as even Catalina began

to change her position frequently on the hard seats,

and they were all so covered with dust that even the

spinster visage of Jane looked like a study in grotesque,

the horizon gave up the palaces and palms of Bar

celona.
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III.

TWENTY-THREE years before the opening of this de

sultory tale its heroine was born on the island of Santa

Catalina, a fragment of Southern California. Her father

had begun life as a professor of classics in a worthy

Eastern college, but, his health breaking down, he be

took himself and his small patrimony to the State which

electrifies the nerves in its northern half and blunts

them in its southern. Jonathan Shore wrote to his cousin,

Lyman T. Moulton:

"I haven't a nerve left with a point on it; have recovered

some measure of health and lost what little ambition I ever pos

sessed. I am going to open an inn for sportsmen on the island of

Santa Catalina, so that I shall be reasonably sure of the society of

gentlemen and make enough money to replenish my library now

and then' my books are on the way. Here I remain for the rest

of my natural life."

But he crossed over to Los Angeles occasionally.

At a soiree he met the daughter and only child of

one of the largest landholders in Southern California,

and danced with no one else that night. She married
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the scholarly innkeeper with the blessing of her father,

who was anxious to pass his declining years in peace

with a young wife. The bride, for coincident if not

similar reasons, was glad to move to Catalina. She was

the belle of her time, this Madelina Joyce, and her dark

beauty came down to her from Indian ancestors. Her

New England great-grandfather had come to California

long before the discovery of gold, bought, for a fraction,

two hundred thousand acres from the Mexican govern

ment, and married, despite the protests of his Spanish

friends, an Indian girl of great beauty, both of face and

character.

The Pueblo bride had lived but two years to receive

the snubs of the haughty ladies of Santa Barbara, her

ardent young husband had shot himself over her grave,

and the boy was brought up by the padres of the mis

sion. Fortunately, he came to man's estate shortly be

fore the United States occupation, and managed to save

a portion of his patrimony from the most rapacious set

of scoundrels that ever followed in the wake of a vic

torious army. This in turn descended to his son, who,

in spite of Southern indolence and a hospitality as

famous as his cellar, his liberal appreciation of all the
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good things of life, and a half-dozen lawsuits, still re

tained fifty thousand of the ancestral acres, and had

given his word to his daughter that they should go to

her unencumbered. This promise he kept, and when

Catalina was ten years old he died, at good-will with

all the world. His widow moved to San Francisco with

freedom and her liberal portion, and Mrs. Shore an

nounced that she must give the ranch her personal at-

, tention. The ten years had been happy, for the hus

band and wife loved each other and were equally devoted

to their beautiful, unsmiling baby. But there were deep

wells of laughter in Mrs. Shore, and much energy. She

wept for her father, but welcomed the change in her

life, not only because she had reached the age when

love of change is most insistent, but because she had

begun to dread the hour of confession that life on an

island, even with the man of one's choice, was insuf

ficient.

Mr. Shore himself was not averse to change so long

as it did not take him out of California, although he

refused to sell the little property on the island where

he had spent so many happy years.

From the hour Mrs. Shore settled down in the
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splendid old adobe ranch-house she watched no more

days lag through her fingers. Attended by Catalina

she rode over some portion of the estate every day,

and if a horse had strayed or a cow had calved she

knew it before her indolent vaqueros. She personally

attended, each year, to the sheep-shearing and the

cattle-branding, the crops and the stock sales. Once a

year she gave a great barbecue, to which all within a

radius of a hundred miles were invited, and once a

week she indulged herself in the gossip, the shops, and

the dances of Santa Barbara.

In the vast solitude of the ranch Catalina grew up,

carefully educated by her father, petted and indulged

by her mother, hiding from the society that sought

Mrs. Shore, but friendly with the large army of Mexican

and Indian retainers. When she was persuaded by

her mother to attend a party in Santa Barbara she

rooted herself in a corner and glowered in her misery,

snubbing every adventurous youth that approached her.

She adored books, her out-door life, her parents, and

asked for nothing further afield.

When she was eighteen her father died. She rode

to the extreme confines of the ranch and mourned him,
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returning to her life at home with the stolidity of her

Indian ancestors. Mrs. Shore grieved also, but by this

time she was too busy a woman to consort with the

past. Moreover, she was now at liberty to take Cata-

lina to San Francisco and give her the proper tutors in

languages and music. Incidentally, she made many

new friends and enjoyed with all her vivid nature the

life of a city which she had visited but twice before.

She returned in the following winter and extended her

fame as a hostess. Catalina found San Francisco so

ciety but little more interesting than that of the South,

and enjoyed the reputation of being as rude as she

was beautiful. Here, however, her Indian ancestress

had her belated revenge. Her brief and tragic story

cast a radiant halo about the indifferent Catalina, whose

strain of aboriginal blood was extolled as the first

cause in a piquant and original beauty; all her quaint

eccentricities which were merely the expression of a

proud and reticent nature anxious to be let alone

were traced to the same artless source, and when one

day in the park she sprang from her horse and shook

the editor of a personal weekly until his teeth rattled

in his head, her unique reputation was secure.
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The greater part of the year was spent on the

ranch. Mrs. Shore loved the world, but she was a

woman of business above all things, and determined

that the ranch should be a splendid inheritance for her

child. Her time was closer than she knew. In all the

vigour of her middle years, with the dark radiance of

her beauty little dimmed, and an almost pagan love of

mere existence, she was done to death by a bucking

mustang, unseated for the first time since she had

mounted a horse, and kicked beyond recognition.

Catalina resolutely put the horror of those days be

hind her, and for several months was as energetic a

woman of business as her mother had been. She was

mistress of a great tract of land, of herself, her time,

her future. When her stoical grief for her mother sub

sided she found life interesting and stimulating. She

rode about the ranch in the morning, or conferred with

her lawyer, who drove out once a week; the afternoons

she spent in the great court of the old house, with its

stone fountain built by the ancestors who had learned

their craft from the mission fathers, its palms and

banana-trees, its old hollyhocks and roses. Here she

read or dreamed vaguely of the future. What she
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wanted of life beyond this dreaming Southern land,

where only an earthquake broke the monotony, was as

vague of outline as her mountains under their blue

mists, but its secrets were a constant and delightful well

of perplexity. For two years she was contented, and at

times, when galloping down to the sea in the early

dawn, the old moon, bony and yellow, sinking to its

grave in the darkest canyon of the mountain, and the

red sun leaping from the sea, she was supremely happy.

Then, in a night, discontent settled upon her. She

wanted change, variety; she wanted to see the world

Europe above all things; and when her Eastern rela

tives, with whom she corresponded, in obedience to a

last request of her father, again pressed her to visit

them, and mentioned that they were contemplating a

trip abroad, she started on three hours' notice, leaving

the ranch in charge of a trusted overseer and the exe

cutors of her mother's will.

She found her relatives living in a suburb of New

York, their social position very different from that her

mother had given her in California. Nothing saved

them from the narrow routine of the suburban middle

class but the intellectual proclivities of Mr. Moulton,
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who was reader for a publishing house and the literary

adviser of the pseudo-intellectual. Through the con

stant association of his name with moral and non-

sensational fiction, his well-balanced attitude of piety

tinctured by humour, the pleasant style with which he

indited irreproachable and elevated platitudes, his stern

and invariable denunciation of the unorthodox in religion,

in ideas, and in style, and his genially didactic habit of

telling his readers what they wished to hear, he had

achieved the rank of a great critic. As he really was

an estimable man and virtuous husband, of agreeable

manners, sufficiently hospitable, and extremely careful

in choosing his friends, his position in the literary world

was quite enviable. The great and the safe took tea

on his lawn, and if the great and unsafe laughed at

both the tea and the critic that was the final seal of

their unregeneracy.

When Catalina arrived, after lingering for a fort

night in Boston with a friend she had made on the

train, she liked him at once, unjustly despised Mrs.

Moulton, who was the best of wives and copied her

husband's manuscripts, hated Jane, and recognised in

Lydia a human being in whom one could find a reason-
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able amount of companionship, in spite of the magnetism

of the mirror or even the polished surface of a panel

for her complacent eyes. Lydia was innocently vain,

and, being the beauty of the family, believed herself to

be very beautiful indeed. She always made a smart

appearance, and was frankly desirous of admiration.

Like many family beauties, she had a strong will and

was reasonably clever. When the first opportunity to

go to Europe arrived she had reached what she called

a critical point in her life. She confided to Catalina

that she was becoming morbidly tired of mere existence

and hated the sight of every literary man she knew,

particularly the young ones.

"Of course, they are more or less the respectable

hangers-on that give us the benefit of their society," she

said, gloomily. ''Those that scurry about writing little

stories for the magazines and weekly papers it seems

to me a real man might find something better to do.

We know all the big ones, but they are too busy to

come out here often, and father sees them at the Cen

tury and Authors' clubs, anyhow. We hardly know a

man who isn't a publisher, an editor, or a writer of

something or other perhaps an occasional artist. For

The Travelling Thirds* 3
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my part, I'd give my immortal soul to be one of those

lucky girls that go to Mrs. Astor's parties; that's my

idea of life. If a millionaire would only fall in love

with me or any old romance, for that matter!"

"Have you never been in love?" asked Catalina,

afraid of the sound of her own voice but deeply

interested.

"Not the least little bit, more is the pity. I wouldn't

mind even being heart-broken for awhile."

It was this frankness that endeared her to Catalina.

"Jane is third rate, and tries to conceal the fact from

herself and others by an affectation of such of the

literary galaxy as make the least appeal to the popular

taste, and cousin Lyman is no critic," she informed her

self three days after her arrival. "Cousin Miranda is

just one of those American women who are invalids for

no reason but because they want to be, and I suppose

even Lydia would get on my nerves in time. Thank

Heaven, when they do I can leave at a moment's notice."

After four months of the friction of travel, Catalina

had half hoped her relatives would reject her startling

proposal and abandon her to a future full of dangers

and freedom.
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IV.

SHE brushed her hair viciously in the solitude of her

bedroom in Barcelona; fortunately, the composition of

the party always gave her a room to herself.

"To-morrow morning I'll be up and out before they

are awake," she announced to her sulky image. "This

evening I suppose I must walk with them on the Rambla.

Of course, if I had come alone I should have had to

find a chaperon for such occasions, but it would be

some quaint old duenna I could hire. I've never wanted

my liberty as I do here in Spain, and Cousin Lyman

will barely let me wash my own face. I never was so

taken care of in my life
"

She ground her teeth, but nodded as Mr. Moulton

put his head in at the door and asked her if she were

sure she was comfortable, if her room was quite clean

and her keys in proper order. Then he adjured her

not to drink the water until he had ascertained its re-

3*
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putation, and to be careful not to lean over the railing

of the balcony, as it might be insecure; the Spanish

were a shiftless people, so far as his observation of

them went

Catalina flung her hair-brush at the door as he

pattered down the hall to examine the welfare of his

daughters.

"I've a mind to go up and dance on the roof," she

cried, furiously. "One would think I was four years

old. Papa was just like that when we travelled, and if

all American men are the same I'll many an English

man."

After dinner Mr. Moulton, having seen his wife safely

into bed and conscientiously determined to observe every

respectable phase of foreign life, drew Lydia's arm

within his, and, bidding Catalina take Jane's and follow

close behind him, went out upon the Rambla. Upon

these occasions he always took his youngest carefully

under his wing. A wag had once said of her, while

commenting upon the infinite respectability of the Ly-

man T. Moultons, that on a moonlight night, in a boat

on a lake, Lydia might develop possibilities; and it may

have been some dim appreciation of these possibilities
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that prompted Mr. Moulton to favour the beauty of the

family with more than her share of attention. But Lydia

had a coquettish pair of eyes, and under her father's

formidable wing had indulged in more than one inno

cent flirtation. Catalina raged that she was to take her

first night's pleasure in Spain in the companionship of

Jane, and ignored her protector's mandate. Jane, whose

sense of duty increased in proportion to her dislikes,

took a firm hold of the Californian's rigid and vertical

arm, and marched close upon her father's heels.

They promenaded with all Barcelona, in the very

middle of the Rambla, that splendid avenue of many

names above the vaulted bed of the river. For nearly

a mile on either side the hotels and cafe's and many of

the shops and side streets were brilliantly alight. Under

the double row of plane-trees were kiosks for the sale of

newspapers, post-cards of the bull-fight, fans, and curios;

and passing and repassing were thousands of people.

All who were not forced to work this soft southern night

strolled there indolently, to take the air, to see, now

and again to be seen. Doubtless, there were other

promenades for the poor, but here all appeared to have

come from the houses of the aristocracy or wealthy middle
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class. Many were the duennas, elderly, stout, or shrunken,

always in black, with a bit of lace about the head, im

mobile and watchful. Perhaps they towed one maiden,

but more frequently a party.

The girls and young matrons were light and gay of

attire; occasionally their millinery was Parisian, but more

often they wore the mantilla or rebosa. Their eyes were

bright, demure, inviting, rarely indifferent; and making

up the other half of the throng were officers, students,

men of the world, murmuring compliments as they passed

or talking volubly of politics and war. Two young

aristocrats behind Catalina were laughing over the recent

visit of the young king, when, simply by the magic of

his boyish personality, eager to please, he had trans

formed in a moment the most hostile and anarchistic

city in his kingdom, determined to show its insolent

contempt, into a mob of cheering, hysterical madmen.

The socialists and anarchists might be sailing their

barks on the hidden river beneath, they were forgotten,

the mayor hardly dared to show his face, and the

women kissed their fingers to the pictures of the gallant

little king hanging on every kiosk; the men lifted their

,hats.
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It was the most brilliant and animated picture of

out-door life that Catalina had seen in Europe, and the

general air of good breeding, of mingled vivacity and

perfect dignity, the picturesque beauty of many of the

women, the constant ripple of talk and laughter, the

flare of light and the dim shades of the old trees, ap

pealed powerfully to the girl from the most picturesque

portion of the United States, in whom scenes of

mere fashion and frivolity aroused a resentment as pas

sionate as if fed by envy and privation. She had stood

one morning not a fortnight since on a corner of the

Rue de Rivoli and watched carriage after carriage,

automobile after automobile roll round the corner of the

Place de la Concord, each framing women in the extra

vagant uniform of fashion American women, all come

from across the sea for one purpose only, the purpose

for which they lived their useless, idle lives more

clothes. For this they spent two wretched weeks on the

ocean every year the ship's doctor had told Catalina

that the pampered American was the most unheroic

sailor on the Atlantic and they looked unnormal, exotic,

mere shining butterflies whose necks would be twisted

with one turn of a strong wrist in the first week of a
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revolution; a revolution of which, unindividual as they

were, they would be a precipitating cause. But here

there was no exotic class, none but legitimate causes of

separation from the masses; it was the charming faces

one noted, the lively expression of pleasure in mere

living; the garments might be Parisian, but, being less

than the woman, and worn without consciousness, they

barely arrested the eye, and were no part of the picture,

as was the mantilla or the rebosa.

Catalina for once hated no one in the world, and

even became oblivious of the grip on her arm. She

looked about her with the wide, curious eyes of youth.

Few gave her more than a passing glance, for her stiff

hat threw an ugly shadow on her face and every line of

her figure was hidden under her loose coat. But she

noted that Lydia, who in the evening wore a small hat

perched coquettishly on her stuffy hair, was receiving

audible admiration. Suddenly she glanced out of the

corner of her eye at Jane, but that severe virgin was

staring moodily at the ground; her head ached and she

longed for bed. Mr. Moulton, doing his best to be in

terested and stifle his yawns, was glancing in every

direction but his immediate right, and consequently no
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one but his pretty daughter, and finally Catalina, noticed

the handsome young Spaniard who had established com

munication with the blue eyes of the north. Finally the

youth whispered something in which only the word

adorado was intelligible to Lydia, who clung to her

father's arm with a charming scowl.

"Don't be frightened," whispered Catalina. "They

don't mean anything not like Frenchmen."

Not only was the crowd so great that many a flirta

tion passed unnoticed, but heretofore Catalina had not

observed that the cavalier was companioned. When he

whispered to Lydia, however, she saw a man beside him

frown and take his arm as if to draw him away, but

when she reassured the coquette, this man turned sud

denly, his brows still knit but relaxing with a flash of

amusement. Then Catalina took note of him and saw

that he was not a Spaniard, although nearly as dark as

Lydia's conquest. He was an Englishman, she made

sure by his expression, so subtly different from that of

the American. He might have been an officer, from his

carriage, and he was extremely thin and walked slowly,

rather than sauntered, as if the effort were distasteful or

painful. His thin, well-bred face looked as if it recently
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might have been emaciated, but its pervading expression

was humorous indifference, and his eyes had almost

danced as they met hers. He did not look at her a

second time, evidently seeing no profit in the idle flirta

tions that delighted his neighbours, and Catalina, a trifle

piqued, watched him covertly, and decided that he was

a nobleman, had been in the Boer War, was doubtless

covered with scars and medals.
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V.

HE did not haunt her dreams, however, and she had

quite forgotten him as she watched the sunrise next

morning from the long ridge of the Montjuich. Her

cabman was refreshing himself elsewhere and she had

given herself up to one of the keenest delights known to

the imaginative and ungregarious mind, the solitary con

templation of nature. She watched the great, dusky

plains and the jagged whiteness of Montseny's lofty crest

turn yellow. Spain is one of those rare, dry countries

where the very air changes colour. The whole valley

seemed to fill slowly with a golden mist, the snow on the

great peak and on the Pyrenees beyond glittered like the

fabled sands, and even the villas clinging to the steep

mountain-side, the palaces in their groves of palm-trees

and citron, orange, and pomegranate, all seemed to move

and sway as in the depths of shimmering tides. Catalina

had the gift to see colour in atmosphere as apart from
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the radiance that falls on sky and mountain, a gift which

is said to belong only to people so highly civilised as to

be on the point of degeneration. Catalina, with her

robust youth and brain, was well on the hither side of

degeneration, but in her lonely life and dislike of

humankind she had cultivated her natural appreciation

of beauty until it had not only developed her perceptions

to acuteness but empowered them, when enchanted, to

rise high above the ego.

She stood with her head thrown back, her mouth

half open as if to quaff deeply of that golden draught,

fancying that just beyond her vision lay all cosmos

waiting to reveal itself and the mystery of the eternal.

When she heard herself accosted she was bewildered for

a moment, not realising that she was actually in the

world of the living.

"You will ruin your eyes, Miss Shore," a calm but

genial voice had said. "The scene is worth it, but "

"How dare you speak to me!" cried Catalina,

furiously. She advanced swiftly, willing to strike him,

not in the least mollified to recognise the Englishman

upon whom she had bestowed her infrequent approval

the night before.
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His eye lit with interest and a pardonable surprise.

But he continued, imperturbably: "Of course, I should

not have been so rude as to speak to you if I hadn't

happened to know Mr. Moulton rather well. I had a

talk with him last night in the hotel and he was good

enough to tell me your name."

"How on earth did you ever know Cousin Lyman?"

She forgot her anger. "You are an Englishman, and I

am sure Cousin Lyman
" She stopped awkwardly,

too loyal to continue, but her eyes were large with

curiosity. Where could Lyman T. Moulton have known

this Englishman with his unmistakable air of that small

class for whose common sins society has no punishment?

"He usually knows only literary people," she continued,

lamely.

"And you are sure I am not!" His laugh was ab

rupt, but as good-natured as his voice. "You are quite

right. I can't even write a decent letter. But literary

men often belong to good clubs, you know, and one of

the most distinguished of our authors happened to bring

Mr. Moulton to one of mine. He was over some years

ago."

"Oh, I remember." She also recalled the curious
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boyish pleasure which illumined Mr. Moulton's face

whenever he alluded to this visit to England. It had

been his one vacation from his family in thirty years.

"What is your name?" demanded Catalina, with an

abruptness not unlike his own, but unmodified by his

careless good-humour.

"Over." Then, as she still looked expectant, "Cap

tain James Brassy Over, if it interests you."

"Oh!" She was childishly disappointed that he was

not a lord, never having consciously seen one, then was

gratified at her perspicacity of the night before.

"How have I disappointed you?"

"Disappointed me?" Her eyes flashed again. "All

men are disappointing and are generally idiots, but I

could not be disappointed in a person to whom I had

never given a thought."

"Oh!" he said blankly. He was not offended, but

was uncertain whether she were affected or merely a

badly brought up child. Belonging to that order of

men who have something better to do than to under

stand women, he decided to let her remark pass and

await developments.

"I'm rather keen on Mr. Moulton," he announced,
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"and have half a mind to join your party. I was going

to cut across to Madrid, but he says you have made

out rather a jolly trip down the coast and then in to

Granada."

"But we are travelling third class," she stammered,

with the first prompting of snobbery she had ever known.

"We we thought it would be such an experience."

"So Mr. Moulton told me. I always travel third."

"You? Why?"

"Poverty," he said, cheerfully.

Catalina was furious with herself, the more so as

she had descended to the level of her cousins, whom she

secretly despised as snobs. She did not know how to

extricate herself from the position she had assumed and

answered, lamely:

"Poverty? You don't look poor."

"Only my debts keep me from being a pauper."

"And you don't mind travelling third?"

"Mind? It's comfortable enough; as comfortable as

sleeping on the ground."

Catalina's face illumined. For the first time it oc

curred to him that she might be pretty. She forgot the

awkward subject, and asked, eagerly:
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"Were you in the Boer War?"

"Yes."

"All through it?"

"Pretty well."

"Do tell me about it. I never before met anyone

who had been in the Boer War, and it interested me

tremendously."

"There's nothing to tell but what you must have

read in the papers."

"I suppose that is an affectation of modesty."

"Not at all. Nothing is so commonplace as war.

There is nothing in it to make conversation about."

"But you lost such a dreadful number of officers!"

"We had plenty to spare could have got along

better with less."

His cheerfulness was certainly unaffected. The two

pairs of dark eyes watched each other narrowly, his

keen and amused, hers with their stolid surface and

slumbering fires.

"But you were wounded!" she said, triumphantly.

"Never was hit in my life."

"But you have been ill!"

"Oh, ill, fast enough rheumatism."
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Her eyes softened. "Ah, sleeping on the damp

ground !

"

"No. Drink."

For a moment the sullen fires in Catalina boiled

high, then her eyes caught the sparkle in his and she

burst into a ringing peal of laughter. She laughed

rarely, and when she did her whole being vibrated to

the buoyancy of youth.

"Well," she said, gaily, "I hope you have reformed.

The Moultons are temperance rabid and I had rheu

matism once from camping out. I had to set my teeth

for a week. Then I went to a sulphur spring and

cured it. But I am hungry. Isn't there a restaurant

here, somewhere?"

"I was about to suggest a visit to the Cafe Miramar.

It is only a step from here."

A few minutes later they sat at a little table on the

terrace, and while Captain Over ordered the coffee and

rolls Catalina forgot him and stared out over the vast

blue sparkle of the Mediterranean. Above, the air had

drifted from gold to pink a soft, vague pink, stealing

away before the mounting sun. She had pushed back

her hat and coat, and the soft collar of her blouse

The Travelling Thirds, 4
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showed a youthful column upon which her head was

proudly set. She wore no hair on her fine, open brow,

but the knot at the base of the neck was rich in colour.

Her complexion, without red to break its magnolia tint,

was flawless even in that searching light. Her beautiful

eyes were vacant for the moment, and her nose, while

delicate, was unclassical, her cheek-bones high; but it

was her mouth that arrested Over's gaze as the most

singular feature he had ever seen. Childishly red, it

was deftly cut, and resembled what was it? A bow?

Certainly not a Cupid's bow, for that was full and pout

ing. Then he recalled the Indian bows in the armoury

at home. That was it the bow of an Indian bent

sharply in the middle, so sharply that it was really two

half-bows the mouth resembled, and absolutely perfect

in its drawing, in the tapering sweep of its corners. A

perfect mouth is a feature one may read of for a life

time and never see, however many mouths there be that

charm and invite. Pretty mouths are abundant enough,

and mouths that indicate lofty or delightful characteristics,

but rarely is the mouth seen for which nature has done

all that she so generously does for eyes and profile.

But for Catalina she had cut a mouth so exquisite that
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its first effect was of something uncanny, as of an un

known race, and it further held the attention as indicat

ing absolutely nothing of the character behind.

Catalina dazedly removed her eyes from the sea and

met Over's.

"Stop staring at me," she said, with a frown.

He was about to retort that she had been made to

be stared at, but it occurred to him in time that he

understood her too little to invite her into the airy

region of compliment. He had known girls to resent

them before, and they were not in his line anyway. He

merely replied: "Here comes the coffee. I promise you

to give it my undivided attention."

They sat silent for a few moments, keenly appre

ciating their little repast. Coffee always went to Cata-

lina's head, and when she had finished she felt happy

and full of good-fellowship.

"I like you immensely, and hope you'll come with

us," she announced. "I'm rather sorry you are not a

lord, though. I've never seen one."

"Well, I have a cousin who is one, and if you like

to come to England I'll show him to you. He's rather

an ass, though, and you'll probably guy him."

4*
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"You are not very respectful to the head of your

house."

"Oh, he was my fag at school he's two years

younger than I am."

"Is he in the House of Peers?"

" Good Lord, no ! That is, he has his seat, of course,

but I doubt if he'd recognise Westminster in a photo

graph. Gaiety girls are his lay. We married him young,

though, and assured the succession."

"Is he a typical lord?"

"What's that? We have all sorts, like any other

class. I might as well ask you if you were a typical

American."

"Well, I'm not!" cried Catalina, with lightning in

her eyes. "If nature had made me a type I'd have

made myself over. It makes me hate nearly everybody,

but, at least, I love to be alone, and I can always get

that when I want it. I've got a big ranch fifty thou

sand acres and after my mother died two years ago, I

lived on it alone, never speaking to a soul but my men

of business and the servants. That's my idea of bliss,

and the moment I strike the American shore I'm going

back."
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He looked at her with increasing interest a girl of

silences who loved nature and hated man. But he

merely said, with his quick smile: "You are a very

grand young person indeed. Somerton my cousin

has only thirty thousand acres. Of course, he's beastly

poor has so much to keep up. I suppose a ranch of

that size is pure luxury, and blossoms like the rose."

"Much you know about it. I often have all I can

do to make both ends meet. Droughts kill off my cattle

and sheep and dry up everything that grows. My
Mexicans and Indians are an idle, worthless lot, but

sentiment prevents me from turning them off their

grandparents worked on the ranch. It makes me inde

pendent, of course, but I really am what is called land

poor. I'm thinking of dividing a part of it into farms

and selling them, and also of selling some property I

have on Santa Catalina, which has become fashionable.

Then I should be quite rich. Mother could get work

out of anybody, but I am not nearly so energetic, and

they know it. But I am so happy when I am there, and

need so little money for myself that I haven't thought

about it heretofore. Being over here has taught me the

value of money, and I want to come back to Europe
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before long. Then I'll come alone and stay several

years. There is so much to learn, and I find I know

next to nothing. Well, let us go. As long as I am

with the Moultons I suppose I must consider them, and

they probably think I have been kidnapped. Who was

that youth you were walking with last night?"

"The Marquis Zuniga. I met him at the club and

we strolled out together. I introduced him to Mr.

Moulton and he will call this afternoon is quite bowled

over by your golden-haired cousin. I suppose we can

drive back together? It would look rather absurd,

wouldn't it, going down in a procession of two? "
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VI.

THEY were to have remained in Barcelona a week,

but Mr. Moulton, alarmed at the impassioned devotion

of Zuniga to Lydia, decided to leave on the morning

of the fourth day.

"That will be just six hours before Zuniga is up, so

you need not worry about giving him the slip," said

Captain Over, who thought that Lydia would be well

out of the young Spaniard's way. "If Miss Shore will

join me in the morning we can do the shopping for the

family. She speaks Spanish, and I have done this sort

of thing before."

Mr. Moulton, who looked upon Over as his per

sonal conquest, and, despite his good looks, never

thought of him in the light of a marrying man, gave

his message to Catalina, and pattered down the hall to

break the news to his family. He was nervous but

determined. Mrs. Moulton had seen all of Barcelona

that was necessary for retrospect and conversation.



56 THE TRAVELLING THIRDS.

Jane immediately began to pack her portmanteau. Lydia

shot him a glance of reproach, flushed, and turned

away.

"I won't have any decadent Spaniards philandering

round my daughters," said Mr. Moulton, firmly. "If

you were going to marry a Spaniard I had rather it

were a peasant, for they, at least, are the hope of the

country. This young Zuniga hasn't an idea in his head

beyond flirting and horse-racing. He has no education

and no principles."

"I've talked with him more than you have," said

Lydia, with spirit, "and I think him lovely!"

"Lovely? What a term to apply to any man, let

alone a dissipated Spaniard! Have I not begged you,

my love, to choose your adjectives one of the first

principles of style?"

"I don't write," retorted Lydia, who was in a very

naughty mood. "I have no use for style."

"I should never be surprised to see your name in

our best magazines," said Mr. Moulton, with his infinite

tact. "Make this young man the hero of a story if

you like. A clever Englishwoman I met yesterday, and

who has lived in Spain for many years, told me that
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the Spanish youth is the brightest in the world, but

that when he reaches the age of fourteen . his brain

closes up like the shell of an oyster and never opens

again; the reason is that at that age he takes to im

moderate smoking and various other forms of dissipa

tion, the brain from that time on receiving neither

nourishment nor encouragement. I intend to write an

essay on the subject. It is most interesting. And I

thought out a splendid phrase this afternoon. I'll write

it down this moment before I forget it." He whipped

out his note-book. "'The only hope for Spain lies in

the abolishment of bull-fights, beggars, and churches.'

First of all there must be a revolution in which the

most worthless aristocracy in Europe will disappear

forever. I would not have them beheaded, but driven

out. Now, pack before you go to bed, my love, for

we must be up bright and early we have not seen the

cathedral. Shall I help you?"

Jane had finished. Lydia sulkily declined his as

sistance. He kissed them both, and went off to his

nightly jottings and to pack the conjugal portmanteau.

Lydia continued to brush out her golden locks and

to frown at her mirror. She longed for sympathy and
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a confidant, but knew that Jane would agree with her

father, and recalled that Catalina had barely taken note

of Zuiiiga's existence.

"But if he has any sand," she informed herself, "he

will follow me up. And I'll marry whom I please so

there!"

The next morning, having seen the rest of the

party off to the cathedral, Catalina and Captain Over

started down the Rambla Centro in high good-humour;

they shared the exhilaration of moving on, and enjoyed

the novelty of the new housekeeping. They packed a

hamper with cold ham and roast chicken, cake, and

two loaves of bread. Then Catalina bought recklessly

in a confectioner's and Captain Over visited a coffee-

shop. When they had filled the front seat of their cab,

Catalina, after a half-hour of sharp bargaining, bought a

white lace mantilla and a fine old fan.

"These are two of the things I came to Spain for,"

she announced to the bewildered Englishman, who had

shopped with women before, but never with a woman

who was definite, concentrated, driving hard in a straight
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line. As they went out with the precious bundle he

ventured his first remark.

"I had an idea you were indifferent to dress."

"I am and I am not. I had rather be comfortable

most of the time, and I hate being stared at, but when

I dress I dress. I may never wear this mantilla, but it

is a thing of beauty to possess and look at."

"I hope you will wear it, and here in Spain. Are

you part Spanish, by-the-way?"

"No, Indian."

"Indian?" He looked at her with renewed interest.

"Do you mind?"

"No, I don't. It's a good excuse for a whole lot

of things."

"Ah, I see. Well, it certainly makes you different

from other people. You like that and you may be

lieve it."

Lydia was profoundly thankful to leave Barcelona

while her marquis still slumbered; she was too young

and curious not to be glad to travel on any terms, but

to say farewell in a third-class carriage to a member

of an ancient aristocracy was quite another matter.
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She accounted for Captain Over's willingness to travel

humbly by the supposition that he was in love with

Catalina, and did not believe for a moment that it was

his habit.

But Captain Over was not in love with Catalina.

He was still half an invalid, and constitutionally in

dolent, as are most men who are immediately attractive

to women. She interested and amused him, was a

good comrade when in a good humour, and as full of

pluck and resource as a boy. He liked all the family,

including Jane, who was charmed with him, and en

joyed Mr. Moulton's many good stories. It was a

pleasant party and he was glad to join it, but if he

had been summoned hastily back to England, or been

sure that when the journey was over he should never

see these agreeable companions again, he would have

accepted the decree with the philosophy of one who

had met many delightful people in many country-houses

and sat by many delightful women at many London

dinners, whose very names he might forget before he

saw them again. It was a part of his charm that he

appeared to live so wholly in the present, without re

trospect or anticipation, and Catalina concluded it was
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the result of being a soldier, whose time was not his

own, and who was ready and willing to accept the end

of all things at any moment.

The cool, open car in which they moved out of

Barcelona had an aisle down the middle and was new

and highly varnished. Even Jane condescended to re

mark that in hot weather in a dusty country such ac

commodations were preferable to upholstered seats

.which, doubtless, were not brushed once a month. Then

she retired to her Pater, and the rest of the party hung

out of the windows and gazed at the tremendous ridge

of Montserrat cutting the blue sky like a thousand

twisted fingers petrified in their death-throes. It is the

most jagged mass of rock in Europe; Nature would

seem to have spat it out through gnashing teeth; and

surely no spot more terrifying even to the gods could

have been selected for the safe-keeping of the holy grail.

Then once more the train ambled through vine

yards and silver olive groves, past old brown castles on

their rocky heights, glimpses of Roman roads and ruins,

the innumerable tunnels making the brown plains more

dazzling, the sea in glimpses like a chain of peacock's

feathers.
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To-day for the greater part of the trip their com

panions were a large party of washing-women, brawny,

with shining, pleasant faces. They wore blue cotton

frocks and white handkerchiefs pinned about their

slippery heads. On the capacious lap of each was a

basket of white clothes. They gossiped volubly and

paid no attention to the Americans, who, indeed, in a

short time, were so dusty that the varnish of civilization

was obliterated.

They were a gay party. As the day's trip was to

be short, Mrs. Moulton concluded not to feel tired, and

while they were in the tunnels Captain Over made her

a cup of tea under the seat, regardless of the Guardia

Civile who were honouring the carriage with their pre

sence. These personages looked very sturdy and self-

confident in their smart uniforms, and quite capable of

handling the always possible bandit. Catalina audibly

invoked him. She was possessed by that exhilaration

which a woman feels when in the companionship of a

new and interesting man with whom she is not in love.

The great passion induces an illogical depression of

spirits, melancholy forebodings, and extremes of senti-

mentalism, which are the death of high spirits and
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humour. Catalina had some inkling of this, having ex

perienced one or two brief and silent attacks of mis

placed affection, and rejoiced in the spontaneous and

mutual friendship. Outwardly she looked as solemn as

usual, but, perhaps, even hidden sunshine may warm,

for on no day since they left Lyons had the party been

so independent of material ills. Even Lydia came forth

from the sulky aloofness of the morning, and Jane laid

Pater to rest, when, after the excellent luncheon, Cata

lina produced a large box of bonbons.

By this time there was no one in the car but the

Guardia Civile and a young peasant, a brawny, hand

some Catalan, who might have been the village black

smith and a possible leader in the anarchy of his pro

vince. He had the haughty, independent manner of

his class, and, although his eye was fiery and reckless,

the lower part of his face symbolised power and self-

control.

Lydia, having carefully washed the dust from her

face, in a spirit of mischief and breathless in her first

open act of mutiny, left her seat abruptly and offered

the box of sweets first to the military escort, who arose

and declined with a profound bow, then to the young
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peasant. She had stood before the guards with down

cast eyes, but when the peasant turned to her she

deliberately lifted her long brown eyelashes, and the

blue shallows sparkling with coquetry met a wild and

eager flash never encountered before. A blue silk

handkerchief was knotted loosely about her dishevelled

golden head, she wore a blue soft cotton blouse, and

her cheeks were pink. Dainty and sweet and gracious,

what wonder that she dazzled the rustic accustomed to

maidens as swarthy as himself?

"Madre de Dios!" he muttered.

"A dulce, senor?" said Lydia, with the charming

hesitation of the imperfect linguist.

Then the peasant rose, and with the grace and

courtesy of a grandee possessed himself of a bonbon.

But he did not know, perhaps, that it was intended to

go the road of black bread and garlic, for he fumbled

in the pocket of his blouse, brought forth an envelope,

rolled up the sweetmeat, and tenderly secreted it. Lydia

gave him a radiant smile, shook her head, and still held

out the box.

"Eat one," she said; and as the man only stared at

her with deepening colour, she put one of the bonbons
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into her own mouth and motioned to him to follow suit.

This time he obeyed her, and for the moment they had

the appearance, and perhaps the sensation, of breaking

bread together.

"Dios de mi alma!" muttered the man, and then

Lydia bowed to him gravely and turned slowly, re

luctantly, and rejoined her panting family. Mrs.

Moulton's face was scarlet; she was sitting upright; the

air-cushions were in a heap on the floor. Mr. Moulton's

bland visage expressed solemn indignation, an expression

which he had the ability to infuse into the review of a

book prudence warned him to condemn.

"Lydia Moulton!" exclaimed her mother.

"I am grieved and ashamed," said her father.

"Why?" asked Lydia, flippantly. "It is the custom

in Spain to share with your travelling companions, and

last night you said you had rather I married a Spanish

peasant than a Spanish gentleman."

"I am ashamed of you!" repeated Mr. Moulton,

with dignity. "Are you looking for a husband, may I

ask? If so, we will go direct to Gibraltar and take the

first steamer for America."

Lydia coloured, but she was still in a naughty mood,
The Travelling Thirds, 5
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and, encouraged by a sympathetic flash from Catalina,

she retorted:

"No, I don't want to marry, but I do want to be

able to look at a man unchaperoned by the entire family.

I haven't had the liberty of a convent girl since I ar

rived in Europe. I feel like running off with the first

man that finds a chance to propose to me."

Mrs. Moulton, whose complexion during this out

burst had faded to its normal grey tones, the little lines

of cultivated worries and invalidism quivering on the

surface, turned her pale gaze upon Catalina. She stared

mutely, but volumes rolled into the serene, contemptuous

orbs two seats away.

Mr. Moulton, in his way, was a rapid thinker. "My

dear," he said, gently, to the revolutionist, "if we have

surrounded you it has not been from distrust, but

because you are far too pretty to be alone among for

eigners for a moment. At home, as you know, you

often receive your young friends alone. I am sure that

when you think the matter over you will regret your

lapse from dignity, particularly as you have no doubt

disturbed that poor young man's peace of mind."

Lydia seldom rebelled, but she had learned that
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when her father became diplomatic she might as well

smite upon stone; so she refrained from further sarcasm,

and, retreating to a seat behind the others, stared

sullenly out of the window. She was not unashamed of

herself, but longed, nevertheless, to meet again the fiery

gaze of the Catalan "the anarchist," she called him; it

sounded far better than peasant. Zuniga dwindled out

of her memory as the poor, artificial thing he no doubt

was. At last she had seen a blaze of admiration in the

eyes of a real man. She was not wise enough to know

that it was nothing in her meagre little personality that

had roused the lightnings in a manly bosom, merely a

type of prettiness made unconventional by the setting

and the man. But the impression was made, and had

she dared she would have sent an occasional demure

glance towards the young peasant behind her; as it was

she adjusted her charming profile for his delectation.

They entered the long tunnel which the train tra

verses before skirting the bluffs of Tarragona. Spain

does not light its railway carriages before dark. Lydia

had thrown her arm along the seat. Suddenly she be

came aware that someone, as lithe and noiseless as a

cat, had entered the seat behind her. She was smitten

5*
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with sudden terror, and held her breath. A second

later a pair of young and ardent lips passed as lightly

as a passing flame along her rigid hand.

"Dueno adorado!" The voice was almost at her

ear. Then she knew that the seat was empty again.

Her first impulse had been to cry out; she was terrified

and furious. But she had a quick vision of a melee

of knives and pistols, the Guardia Civile and peasant,

reinforcements from the next car, and the death of all

her party. It was the imaginative feat of her life, and

as the train ran out of the tunnel she congratulated her

self warmly and put on her hat as indifferently as Jane,

who had never known the kiss of man. She swept

past her admirer with her head high and her lids with

their curling lashes low.
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VII.

"An!" exclaimed Captain Over, "this is Spain! Who

is going to sit with me in front?"

Catalina made no reply, but she ran swiftly to the

big, canvas-covered diligence, climbed over the high

wheel before Over could follow to assist her, and seated

herself beside the driver with the most ingratiating

manner that any of her party had seen her assume.

Over placed himself beside her, the others took posses

sion of the rear, the driver cracked his whip, and the

six mules, jingling with half a hundred bells, leaped

down the dusty road towards the steep and rocky heights

where Tarragona has defied the nations of the earth.

Then it was that Over laughed softly, and the innocent

Moultons learned what depths of iniquity may lie at the

base of a ranch-girl's blandishments. As they reached

the foot of the bluff the delighted youth who was answer

able to Heaven for his precious freight abandoned the

reins. Catalina gathered them in one hand, half rose
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from her seat, and with a great flourish cracked the long

whip, not once, but thrice, delivering herself of sharp,

peremptory cries in Spanish. The mules needed no

further encouragement. They tore up the steep and

winding road, whisked round curves, strained every

muscle to show what a Spanish mule could do. They

even shook their heads and tossed them in the air that

their bells might jingle the louder. Mrs. Moulton and

Jane screamed, clinging to each other, the portmanteaus

bounced to the floor, and Mr. Moulton would have

grasped Catalina's arm but Over intercepted and reas

sured him. And, indeed, there were few better whips

than Catalina in a state notorious for a century of reck

less and brilliant driving. She drove like a cowboy, not

like an Englishwoman, Over commented, but he felt the

exhilaration of it, even when the unwieldy diligence

bounded from side to side in the narrow road and the

dust enveloped them. In a moment he shifted his eyes

to her face. Her white teeth were gleaming through

the half-open bow of her mouth, tense but smiling, and

her splendid eyes were flashing, not only with the plea

sure of the born horsewoman, but with a wicked delight

in the consternation behind her. She looked, despite
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the mules and the dusty old diligence, like a goddess

in a chariot of victory, and Over, who rarely imagined,

half expected to see fire whirling in the clouds of dust

about the wheels.

As they reached the top of the bluff the driver in

dicated the way, and they flew down the Rambla San

Carlos, past the astounded soldiers lounging in front of

the barracks, and stopped with a grand flourish in front

of the hotel.

Catalina turned to Over, her lips still parted, her

eyes glittering.

"That is the first time I have been really happy

since I left home," she announced, ignoring her pre

cipitately descending relatives. "I feel young again,

and I've felt as old as the hills ever since I've been in

Europe. I'll like you forever because you approve of

me, and I haven't seen that expression on anybody's

face for months."

"Oh, I approve of you!" said the Englishman,

laughing.

They descended, and she challenged him to race

her to the parapet that they might limber themselves.

He accepted, and, in spite of her undepleted youth, he
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managed to beat by means of a superior length of limb.

The victory filled him with a quite unreasoning sense

of exultation, and as they hung over the parapet and

looked out upon the liquid turquoise of the sea, sparkling

under a cloudless sky, its little white sailboats dancing

along with the pure joy of motion, he felt younger and

happier than he had since his cricket days.

"I think we had better not go to the hotel for a

time," he suggested. "I am afraid that Mr. and Mrs.

Moulton are in a bit of a wax. Perhaps after they

have rested and freshened up they will forgive you, and

meanwhile we can explore."

So they wandered off to the old town until they

stood at the foot of a flight of ancient stone steps,

wider than three streets, that led up to the plaza before

the cathedral. Crouching in the shallow corners of the

stair were black-robed old crones who looked as if they

might have begged of Caesar. Passing up and down,

or in and out of the narrow streets, to right and left

were young women of languid and insolent carriage, in

bright cotton frocks and yellow kerchiefs about their

heads, young men in small clothes and wide hats,

loafing along as if all time were in their little day, and
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troops and swarms of children. These attached them

selves to the strangers, encouraged by the caressing

Spanish words of the girl, followed them through the

cathedral, and out into a side street, chattering like

magpies.

"You look like a comet with a long tail," said Over.

"I'll scatter them with a few coppers." He paused as

she turned her head over her shoulder and regarded

Jiim with a wondering reproach. For the moment her

large brown eyes looked bovine. "Do you want these

little demons to follow us all over the place?
" he asked,

curiously.

"Why not?"

"Tarragona is theirs," said Over, lightly. "They

would annoy most women." He hoped to provoke her

to further revelation, but she made no reply, and they

rambled with occasional speech through the ancient

narrow streets, followed by their noisy retinue, the little

Murillo faces sparkling with curiosity and foresight of

illimitable wealth in coppers.

But even Catalina forgot them at times, as she and

her companion stopped to decipher the Roman inscrip

tion on the foundation blocks of many of the houses.



74 THE TRAVELLING THIRDS.

Although the houses themselves may have been younger

than the huge blocks with their legends of the Scipios

and the Caesars, they were old enough, and the steep

and winding streets, with the women hanging out of

the high windows and sitting before the doors, all bits

of colour against the mellow stone, were no doubt much

the same in effect as when Augustus and his hosts

marched by with eagles aloft.

Catalina, who had the historic sense highly deve

loped and had found her happiness in the past, in

fected Over with her enthusiasm, and he followed her

without protest to the outskirts of the town, and looked

down over the great valley beneath the heights of Tar

ragona, then up past the Cyclopean walls, those stu

pendous, unhewn blocks of masonry which still, for a

sweep of two miles or more, surround the old town.

"What a place to hide from the world!" said Cata

lina. They had turned into a little street just within

the wall, and seated themselves on an odd block to rest,

their exhausted retinue camping all the way along the

line. Opposite them was a high and narrow house, its

upper balcony full of flowers, and an arcade behind

suggesting the dim quiet of patio with its palms and
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fountain, its shadows haunted with incommunicable

memories of an ancient past. "The new town we

drove through with its fine houses is too commonplace;

but this any one of these eyries what a nest! I could

live quite happy up there, couldn't you?"

"For a time." He was too frankly modern to yield

unconditionally. "But I must confess I can't think what

artists are about."

When they reached the plaza Catalina turned to the

children and solemnly thanked them for the great plea

sure and service they had rendered two belated strangers.

They accepted the tribute in perfect good faith and

then scrambled for the coppers.
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vm.

OVER and Catalina walked hastily to the hotel; they

had but half an hour in which to make themselves

presentable for dinner. Preparation for this function,

however, was not elaborate. A tub and a change of

shirt and blouse was all that could be expected of

weary tourists travelling with one portmanteau each;

their trunks were not to leave the stations until they

reached Granada. Catalina invariably appeared in her

hat, ready to go out again the moment the meal was

over if she could induce Mr. Moulton to take her. To

night the others sat down to their excellent repast in

the cool dining-room without her. Mrs. Moulton and

Jane were disposed to treat Over with hauteur, but

thawed after the soup and fish. Mr. Moulton had long

since recovered his serenity and expressed regret that

he had not accompanied the more enterprising members

of the party. Only Lydia, who had put on her prettiest
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blouse and fluffed her hair anew, was interested in

neither dinner nor Tarragona.

"Off your feed?" Over was asking, sympathetically,

when Mrs. Moulton, who was helping herself to the

roast, dropped the fork on her plate. The others fol

lowed the direction of her astonished eyes and beheld

Catalina but not the Catalina of their habit. Hers

was the largest of the portmanteaus, and it was evident

,that she had excavated it at last. Gone were the stiff,

short skirt and ill-fitting blouse, the drooping hat and

shapeless coat. She wore a girlish gown of white nun's-

veiling, made with a masterly simplicity that revealed

her figure in all its long grace, its gentle curves, and

supple power of endurance. Only the round throat

and forearms were revealed, but the lace about them

and the calm stateliness of her carriage produced the

impression of full dress. Her mass of waving chestnut

hair, with a sheen of gold like a web on its surface,

was parted and brushed back from her oval face into a

heavy knot at the base of the head. Around her throat

she wore a string of pearls, and falling from her shoulders

a crimson scarf.

She walked down the long room with a perfect
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simulation of unconsciousness, except for the lofty car

riage of her head, which concealed much inward trepi

dation. Her broad brow was as bland as a child's,

and her eyes wore what an admirer had once called

her "wondering look." Never had her remarkable

mouth looked so like a bow, the bow of her Indian

ancestors. A beauty she was at last, fulfilling the un

easy prediction of her relatives. The few other people

in the dining-room stared, and Captain Over, who had

risen, stared at her hard.

"Ripping! Ripping!" he thought. Then, with a

shock of personal pride: "She no longer looks like a

cow-boy. She might be on her way to court."

It was characteristic of Catalina that she did not

even sink into her seat with one of those airy remarks

with which woman demonstrates her ease in unusual

circumstances. She made no remark whatever, but

helped herself to the roast and fell to with a hearty

appetite. Neither did she send a flash of coquetry to

Captain Over; and he, with an odd sense that in her

incongruity, and the hostility aroused in two of the

party, she stood in need of a protector, began talking

much faster than was his wont, and even condescended
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to tell Mr. Moulton an anecdote of the late campaign.

Having gone so far he hardly could retreat, and indeed

his reluctance seemed finally to be overcome. Very

soon the company had forgotten Catalina, and Catalina

came forth from herself and hung upon his words.

Given her own way she would have been a man and a

soldier, and like all normal women she exalted heroism

to the head of the manly virtues. Over told no stories

wherein he was the hero, but unwittingly he unrolled a

panorama of infinite possibilities for the brave race of

whose best he was a type. At all events, he made

himself extremely interesting, and when he was finally

left to Mr. Moulton and cigars, Catalina walked blindly

out of the front door of the hotel, reinvoking the pic

tures that had stimulated her imagination. She was

recalled by the pressure of a small but bony hand on

her bare arm. She turned to meet the cold, blue gaze

of Mrs. Moulton. That gentlewoman was very erect

and very formal.

"You cannot go out alone!" she said, with disgust

in her voice. "I am surprised to be forced to remind

you that this is not California. It would be impossible

in your travelling costume, but dressed as for an even-
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ing's entertainment in a private house you would be in

sulted at once. As long as you travel with us I must

insist that you give as little trouble as possible."

If she hoped for war, feeling herself for once secure,

she was disappointed. Catalina merely shrugged her

shoulders and, re-entering the hall, ascended the stair.

She recalled that her room opened upon a balcony,

which would answer her purpose.

The balcony hung above a garden overflowing

with flowers, surrounded on three sides by the hotel

and its low outbuildings, and secluded from the sloping

street by a high wall. She paced up and down

watching the servants under the veranda washing their

dishes. They all wore a bit of the bright colour beloved

of the Iberian, and they made a great deal of noise.

Suddenly Lydia took possession of her arm and related

the adventure of the afternoon.

"Is it not dreadful?" she concluded. "A peasant!

But to save my life I cannot be as furious as I should

nor help thinking of it. I feel like one of those prin

cesses in the fairy tales beloved of the poor but wonder

ful youth."

"It is highly romantic," replied Catalina, drily. "The
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setting was not all that it might have been, and I have

seen too many picturesque vaqueros all my life to be

deeply impressed by a handsome peasant in a blouse;

but I suppose any romance is better than none in this

Old World."

She felt vaguely alarmed, and half a generation

older than this silly little cousin whose suburban ex

perience made her peculiarly susceptible to any sem

blance of romance in Europe; but as Lydia, repelled in

her girlish confidence, drew stiffly away from her, Cata-

lina relented with a gush of feminine sympathy.

"I really mean that a bit of romance like that makes

life more endurable," she asserted. "And you may be

sure that your marquis would not have been so delicate.

I wonder who he is! He certainly is a personage in

his way. Of course, you'll never see him again, but it

will be something to think about when you are married

to an author and correcting his type-written manu

scripts !

"

Lydia, mollified, laughed merrily. "I'm never going

to marry any old author. Let the recording angel take

note of that. I'm sick of mutual admiration societies

and all the rest of it. If I can't do any better I'll ma-

The Travelling Thirds. 6
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nage to marry some enterprising young business man

and help him to grow rich."

Catalina, who had had her own way all her life, never

theless appreciated the colourless shallows in which her

cousin had splashed of late in the vain attempt to reach

a shore, and replied, sympathetically:

"Come back to California when I go and live on

my ranch for awhile. Out-of-doors is what you want;

a far-away horizon is as good for the soul as for the

eyes. And you'll get enough of the picturesque and all

the liberty you can carry
"

She paused abruptly and Lydia caught her breath.

In the street below was the sound of a guitar, then of

a man's impassioned voice.

The girls stole to the edge of the balcony and looked

over. There was no moon, and the vines were close.

The street was thick with shadows, but they could see

the lithe, active figure of a man clad in velvet jacket

and smallclothes. His head was flung back and his

quick, rich notes seemed to leap to the balcony above.

Catalina had forgotten that her candles still burned.

Their rays fell directly on the girls. The man saw them

and his voice burst forth in such peremptory volume,
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ringing against the walls of the narrow street, that heads

began to appear at many windows.

"It is that peasant we saw on the train to-day," said

Over's amused voice behind the girls. "He was in the

cafe a moment ago and is got up in full peasant finery.

You made a conquest, Miss Lydia."

Catalina felt her companion give an ecstatic shiver,

but omitted to pull her back as she leaned recklessly

over the rail Her own spirit seemed to swirl in that

glorious tide. She threw back her head, staring at the

black velvet skies of Spain with their golden music, then

turned slowly and regarded the old white walls and

gardens about her, the palms and the riot of flowers

and vine, invoking the image of Caesar himself prowling

in the night to the lattice of inviting loveliness in a

mantilla. She wished she had draped her own about

her head, and wondered if Over shared her vision.

But he was merely marvelling at her beauty, and

wondering if he should ever get as far as California.

He would like to see her in that patio she had de

scribed to him, with its old mission fountain, its gigantic

date-palms through whose bending branches the sun

never penetrated, the big-leaved banana-tree heavy with

6*
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yellow fruit, the scarlet hammock, the mountains rising

just behind the old house. She had described it to

him only that afternoon, and he had received a vivid

impression of it all, and of the deep verandas and the

cool, austere rooms within. It had struck him as a de

lightful retreat after the strife of the world, and he won

dered if under that eternally blue sky, in that Southern

land of warmth and colour, where the very air caressed,

he could not forget even the broad demesne of his an

cestors, a demesne that would never be his, but where

he was always a welcome guest. She had told him that

her estate her "ranch" went right down to the sea;

it was, in fact, a wide valley, closed with the Pacific at

one end, and a range of mountains immediately behind

the house. It had seemed to him the ideal existence

as she described it, a perfect balance of the intellectual

and the out-door life, of boundless freedom and un

varying health; and all in an atmosphere of perfect

peace. He had envied her at the moment, but had

philosophically concluded that in the long run a man's

club most nearly filled the bill. He fancied, however,

that he should correspond with her, and one of these

days pay her a visit.
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"Best remember that this is the land of passion, not

of idle flirtation, Miss Lydia," he said, warningly, as the

music ceased for a moment. "What is play to you

might be death to that Johnny down there."

For answer Lydia plucked a rose and dropped it

into a lithe brown hand that shot up to meet it.
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IX.

CATALINA threw on her dressing-gown and leaned

far out of her window. The very air felt as if it had

been drenched by the golden shower of the morning

sun, and so clear it was, it glittered like the sea.

Across the narrow way was a stately white house,

doubtless the "palace" of a rich man, and behind it,

high above the street, was a beautiful garden, at whose

very end, in an angle of the stone wall, stood a palm-

tree. Beyond that palm-tree, so delicate and graceful

in its peculiar stiffness, was a glimpse of blue water.

Far below was a cross street in which no one moved as

yet, and beside her were the balcony and garden of the

hotel and the vines hanging over the wall.

Catalina sang, in the pure joy of being alive, a snatch

of one of the Spanish songs still to be heard in Southern

California.

"Buenas dias, senorita," broke in a low and cautious
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voice, and Catalina, turning with a start and frown,

saw that Captain Over was looking round the corner of

the balcony.

"If you will come out here," he continued, "I will

make you a cup of coffee, and then we can go for a

walk."

Catalina nodded amiably, and, hastily dressing her

self, opened her long window and joined him. He had

brought his travelling-lamp and coffee-pot, and the water

was simmering. With the exception of a man who was

cleaning harness in the court below, they seemed to be

the only persons awake. The air was heavy laden with

sweet scents, and the garden in the fresh morning light

was a riot of colour. The Mediterranean was murmur

ing seductively to the shore.

"This is heaven," sighed Catalina. "Why can't

one always be free from care like this the Moultons,

to be exact. Let's you and I and Lydia run away from

the rest."

"When I run away with a woman I shall not take

a chaperon," said Over, coolly.

Catalina could assume the blankness of a mask,

but upon repartee she never ventured. "Am I not to
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do any of the work?" she asked. "I am sick of being

waited on. At home I often make my own breakfast

before my lazy Mexicans are up, and saddle my horse.

I do a great deal of work on the ranch, first and last,

for I believe in work and I didn't get the idea from

Tolstoi, either. I don't like Tolstoi," she added, de

fiantly. "He's one of those gigantic fakes the world al

ways believes in."

"Well, I've never read a line of Tolstoi," admitted

Captain Over, who was carefully revolving his coffee-

machine, "so I can't argue with you. But work! This

is all the work I want."

"Don't you love work?"

"I don't."

"But you do work."

"At what?"

"Oh, in the army and all that."

"My orderly does the work."

"You are so provoking. There is all sorts of work

you must do yourself."

"Well, why do you remind me of anything so

painful, when I am doing my best to forget it? You

are not an altruist or a socialist, are you?"
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"I'm not anything that someone else has invented.

I believe in work, because idleness horrifies me; some

primal instinct in me wars against it. The civilisation

that permits idleness in the rich and in those with just

enough to relieve them from work, with none of the re

sponsibilities and diversions of great fortunes, is no

civilisation at all, to my mind. Of course, I believe in

progress, but I believe in hanging on to the conditions

which first made progress possible; and when I saw

those carriage-loads of ridiculous women and finery in

'Paris I wanted to go home and till the soil and restore

the balance. How good that coffee smells!"

He poured her out a steaming cup. He had

raided the kitchen for cream and bread, and he car

ried sugar with him. No orderly had ever made better

coffee.

"What women?" he asked, smiling into her still

angry eyes. They were seated at a little table close to

the railing and the vines hung down in her hair. Her

theories might be crude and somewhat vague, but at

least she thought for herself.

She described the morning in the Rue de Rivoli

and the procession of American butterflies.
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"What can you expect in a new republic of sudden

fortunes?" he asked. "Someone must spend the money,

and the men haven't time."

"Then are your women something besides nerves

and clothes your leisure women?"

"I don't wish to be rude, but they are. I am, of

course, only comparing them with your idle class. I have

had no chance to meet any other until now. But I

have met scores of rich American women and girls in

London and at country-houses, and I've come to the

conclusion that what is the matter with them aside

from lack of traditions is that their men leave them

nothing to do but spend money and amuse themselves.

With us rich women and poor are helpmeets, and what

saves our fast set from being as empty-headed as yours

is that they have grown up among men of affairs, have

heard the great questions discussed all their lives.

Then, of course, they are far better educated, and often

extremely clever something more than bright and

amusing. Many of them are pretty hard cases, I'm not

denying that; but few are silly. They have not had

the chance to be, and that is where ancestors come in,

too serious ancestors. Personally, I have never been
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sensible to the famous charm of the American woman,

and although there are exceptions, naturally I am only

generalising they strike me in the mass as being shal

low, selfish, egotistical, nervous. I suppose the funda

mental trouble is that they have so much that an im

possible ideal of happiness is the result, and they are

restless and dissatisfied because they can't get it. Pos

sibly in another generation or two they may develop

the sort of brain that makes the women of the Old

World well balanced and philosophical."

"Weren't you ever tempted to marry an heiress?"

"I never saw one that would look at me, so I've

been spared one temptation, at least."

Catalina had finished her coffee. She leaned her

chin on her hands and gazed at him reflectively. "I

should think you could get one," she said, quite imper

sonally. "If you weren't such a practical soul you'd be

almost romantic looking, and you're quite the ideal sol

dier, besides being a guardsman and well-born. I think

if you came to Santa Barbara I could find you a rich

girl. Quantities come there for the winter, and they are

always delighted to be asked to a ranch."

"All women are match-makers," he said, testily.
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"A poor fellow I left out in South Africa got off just

one epigram in his life 'There are two kinds of women,

living women and dead women.' I believe he was right

Shall we go and see if they will let us into the arch

bishop's palace?"
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X.

"QuiEN quiere agua? Quien quiere agua?"

The shrill cries of the water-carriers smote upon

grateful ears as the dusty, sun-baked train paused at

Fuente, a little station on the zigzag between Valencia

,and Albacete. They were young, misshapen girls, the

hip that supported the gourd at least three inches

higher than the other, with a corresponding elevation of

shoulder. All along the train, hands were waving en

couragingly, accompanied by cries of "Aqui! Aqui!"

and the glasses were rapidly filled and emptied. But

few ran over to the cantina where the wine of the

country was sold; and the amount of water that is dis

pensed at every station in Spain should encourage those

whose war-cry is temperance and who are prone to be

lieve that the southern races are lost. But water is

precious in Spain, and must be paid for. At every

station old women are waiting with buckets to catch the
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discharge from the engine not, it is to be hoped, for

traffic.

Even the Moultons, who had exhausted Captain

Over's aluminum bottle and had prejudices against un

certified water, passed out their own cups and drank

thirstily. No one was in his best temper. Valencia is

a dirty, noisy, ill-mannered city, and after two sleepless

nights they had been forced to rise early or remain an

other day. Moreover, the handsome peasant had fol

lowed them with a melodious persistence that was caus

ing Mr. Moulton serious uneasiness. It was impossible

to appeal to the Guardia Civile, for the man did no

thing that was not within his rights; for the matter of

that the stranger in Spain is practically without rights.

The man his name, it was now known, was Jesus

Maria a name common enough in a land without

humour never even offered them the usual courtesies

of travel. Nevertheless, he managed to make his pre

sence felt in a hundred ways independently of his

voice and guitar, as well as the subtle intimation that for

the stern frown on Mr. Moulton's brow he cared nothing.

"I don't wish any trouble, of course," Mr. Moulton

had said to Over that morning, "but I am seriously con-
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sidering the plan of continuing the journey to Granada

in a first-class carriage. Lydia has already begun to

suffer from the annoyance, and it is abominable that a

refined, carefully brought up girl should be subjected to

such an experience. The marquis was bad enough

but this! Even when her back is to him I am sure she

feels his rude stare. I can assure you, Over, a pretty

daughter is a great responsibility; but although I have

had to dispose diplomatically, of course of several

undesirable suitors, I never even anticipated anything

h'ke this. It is preposterous."

"The first-class idea is not bad; it would emphasise

the difference between them; it is rather a puzzle to

him, I fancy he is a Spaniard, remember that we

travel in his own way and yet regard him from a superior

plane."

Captain Over, as he stood with Catalina at a booth

on the platform buying substantial tortillas made of eggs,

meat, and potatoes, repeated the conversation. "He

thinks they have never communicated in any way," he

added. "What is the best thing to do? I don't fancy

telling tales, but it seems to me Mr. Moulton should be

warned."
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"Oh, Lydia can take care of herself," said Catalina,

carelessly. "She is a little flirt and quite intoxicated

with what she calls an intrigue. It is the first time she

has ever done any thinking for herself you can see

what Cousin Lyman is; he'd feed us if we'd let him. If

we were Moultons, we'd be taking a little fling our

selves. Here she conies."

Lydia found a place beside them in the crowd

that was clamouring for the old woman's hot tor

tillas.

"Mother says there is not enough bread," she said.

"Jane is afraid of the beggars and father has dis

appeared, or I suppose I should not have got this far

alone. Talk about the freedom of the American girl!

I'd like to write a book to tell the world how many dif

ferent kinds of Americans there are."

"You can't deny that you are a spoiled child,

though," said Over, banteringly, and then he scowled.

The young peasant had joined the group and was

quietly demanding a tortilla. He no longer wore his

peasant blouse, but the gala costume he had bought or

borrowed in Tarragona. He was a superb figure of a

man, and every woman on the platform stared at him.
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He looked haughtily aloof, even from Lydia, but Over

saw her hand seek her little waist-bag and suspected

that a note passed.

"He certainly is a man," he said to Catalina, as

they walked back to the train; "looks more of a gentle

man, for that matter, than a good many we dine with.

Still, it can't go on; so set your wits to work, and we'll

get rid of him between us."

But for Jesus Maria the afternoon would have been

delightful. They were ascending, and the air was

cooler; the great plain of La Mancha was studded with

windmills, and its horizon gave up the welcome and

lofty ridges of the Sierra de Alcatraz. But the cavalier

when not smoking the eternal cigarito strummed his

guitar and sang all the love-songs he knew. Mr. Moul-

ton coughed and frowned and ordered Lydia to turn

her back; but open remonstrance might have meant the

flashing of knives, certainly the vociferating protest of

female voices, for the car was crowded and the peasants

were delighted with the concert. At Chinchilla, how

ever, there was a diversion, and love moved rear

ward.

A man leaped into the train. He wore a belt of

The Travelling Thirds. 7
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three tiers, and each tier was stuck full of knives. Mrs.

Moulton screamed; but he was immediately surrounded

by the peasants, who snatched at the knives and bar

gained shamelessly. In a moment he thrust them aside,

and, making his way to the strangers, protested that he

had reserved his best for them, and flourished in their

faces some of the finest specimens of Albacete long,

curved blades of steel and long, curved handles of

ebony or ivory inlaid with bits of coloured glass and

copper. Catalina and Captain Over bought several at

a third of the price demanded. The Catalan had

followed the huckster, and under Mr. Moulton's very

nose he bought the longest and most deadly of the col

lection. After several playful thrusts at the vender, and

severing a lock of his hair, he thrust it conspicuously

into his sash, and with a lightning glance at poor Mr.

Moulton returned to his seat. Here it was evident that

he related deeds of prowess; once more he flourished

the knife, and his audience uttered high staccato notes

of approval.
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XI.

THEY arrived at Albacete before nightfall. It was

too small a place for the omnibus, but several enter

prising boys appropriated the hand-luggage, and, with

out awaiting instructions, made for the one hotel of the

Alto. This proved to be so far superior to the hotel of

the small American town that it appeared palatial to

the weary travellers. It stood, large and white and cool,

on the Alameda, whose double row of plane-trees

formed an avenue down the middle of the long, wide

street. It is true the beds were not made, water ap

peared to be as precious as at the stations, and the

servants as weak of head as of ambulatory muscle; but

the rooms were large and lofty and clean, and the

supper was eatable. Mrs. Moulton and Jane, after a

brief ramble, sought what to both was become the end

and aim of all travelling bed and quiet; and Mr. Moul

ton, leaving the other two girls in charge of Over, soon

followed their example.
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"I saw that scoundrel leave the train," he mur

mured, as he left Over at the foot of the staircase,

"but he has gone off to the diversions of the new town,

no doubt, and will be occupied for a few hours at

least"

The girls had wandered to the doorway and were

looking out into the dark Alameda. Over exchanged

a glance with Catalina and drew Lydia's hand through

his arm.

"Miss Shore is tired," he said, "but I am sure you

will enjoy another stroll. At all events don't leave me

to moon by myself." And Lydia, flattered by the un

usual attention, surrendered with her charming animation

of word and feature.

They walked beside the Alameda down to the quaint

old plaza, surrounded by white houses of varied archi

tecture, deserted and dimly lit with the infrequent lamp.

When Englishmen are diplomatic they are the most

subtle and sinuous of mankind, but when they are not

they are the bluntest. Over said nothing whatever until

he had enjoyed the half of his pipe, and then he

remarked, "I say, you must drop that man send him

about his business without any more loss of time."
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Lydia, who had been prattling amiably, stiffened

and attempted to withdraw her arm.

"What are my affairs to you?" she asked, haughtily.

"For this trip I am your big brother. I should not

merit the friendship of your father if I did not make

this affair my own. Brothers are always privileged to

be rude, you know: you are not only playing a silly

game, but a dangerous one. That man will try to kid

nap you he is only one degree removed from a bandit."

Lydia's eyes flashed, and he hastened to rectify a pos

sible mis-step. "How would you like to live in the side

of a hill with your lord to escape taxes and cook his

frijoles three hundred and sixty-five days of the year?

If he didn't beat you, he certainly would not serenade

you; and even in a country where water is more plenti

ful than in Spain suppose you induced him to emi

grate it is doubtful if he would ever take a bath "

"You are a brute!"

"Merely practical. He would insist upon having

his beans flavoured with garlic, and he doubtless smokes

all night as well as all day. He may be a good enough

sort in the main, but there is no hope here for a man

to rise above his station in life. If there were a revolu-
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tion he would probably be in the thick of it and get

himself killed; and if he followed you to America fail

ing to kidnap you he would probably open a cigar-shop

on the Bowery."

He had expected tears, but Lydia drew herself up

and said, coldly: "I don't think I am in danger of being

kidnapped. Strange as it may appear, I feel quite well

able to take care of myself, and if with you on one side

and father on the other I can't vary the monotony of

life with a little flirtation well, if you were a girl, sur

rounded by goody-goody people as I have always been,

you might be tempted a little way by something that had

the glamour of romance."

"Girls must find life rather a bore," said Over,

sympathetically. "And I only wish your hero were

worthy of you, but, take my word for it, his romantic

picturesqueness is only skin clothes deep. No man is

romantic, if it comes to that. I met a long-haired poet

once, and when we got him in the smoking-room he was

the prosiest of the lot."

"There is no such thing as romance, then?" asked

Lydia, with a sigh.
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"Not when you are 'up against it,' to use a bit of

your own slang."

As the radiating streets were dark they paced slowly

about the plaza. For a time Lydia was silent, and

Over drew thoughtfully at his pipe. Finally he asked,

curiously :

"Do you women really get any satisfaction out of

that sort of thing talking with your eyes and exchang-'

ing an occasional note? I mean, of course, unless you

have a definite idea that it is going to lead to some

thing?"

"We like any little excitement," said Lydia, dryly,

"and the littlest is better than none. I suppose you are

too masculine too British to understand that!"

"Well, yes, I am, rather. I fancy what is the matter

with girls is that they don't have to work as hard as

boys don't have so many opportunities to work off

steam. As for this Johnny, he must be a silly ass if he

is content with singing and sighing and rigging himself

out. If he isn't there lies the danger. He'll rally his

friends and carry you off. Nothing could be simpler."

"I should be quite like Helen or Mary, Queen of

Scots!"
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"Good Lord!"

She flushed under the lash of his voice, but in a

moment raised her eyes softly to his. "You are so

good," she murmured. "Really like a brother, so I

don't mind telling you that I am fearfully interested

but not so much in the mere man as in the whole thing.

It has all seemed so romantic, at least. I don't believe

an American girl ever had such an experience before.

However, I will set your mind at rest since you are so

good as to take an interest in poor little me I haven't

the slightest desire really to know the man. I should be

disenchanted, of course, for I could not stand common

ness in the most beautiful husk. But there is some

thing in one quite independent of all that of one's up

bringing, one's prejudices, of commonsense can't you

understand? the primeval attraction of man and woman.

I have been quite aware that all this could come to no

thing, but it has been something to have felt that way

for once in a well-regulated lifetime; to have been primal

for a fleeting moment is something, I can assure you."

Over groped in the depths of his masculine under

standing. "Well, I suppose so. But what of the man?

It is a mere experience to you, but it may be a matter
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of life and death to a poor devil who is nine-tenths fire

and sentiment."

"He, too, has something to think about for the rest

of his life."

"And you fancy that will satisfy him?"

"It will have to."

"You might have spared him."

"There can be no romance without a hero."

"Upon my word, you are the greater savage of the

two!"

"I told you I enjoyed being a savage for once in

my life."

Over made no reply, and if Lydia's glance had not

dropped to the uneven pavement, she would have seen

his eyes open wide with incredulous amazement and then

flash with anger. As it was, she wondered why he

hurried her back to the hotel and then practically ordered

her up to her room. He stood on the lower step of the

stair until he heard her greet Jane; then he left the hotel

and walked rapidly down the street again. In a moment

he met Catalina.

"Oh," he said, with an awkward attempt at mas

culine indifference, although his eyes were blazing.
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"Are you out alone as late as this? Isn't it rather

risky?"

"I've been walking with Jesus Maria," she replied,

coolly. "What a baby you were to walk off through

these lonely streets with Lydia! I supposed, of course,

that you would talk to her in the hotel. Don't you

know that man would have been mad with jealousy if

he had seen you? Then there would have been a fine

rough-and-tumble if he hadn't got a knife into your back

first. He came along with that everlasting guitar under

his arm just after you left, and I told him that Lydia

was ill, and asked him to take a walk with me. We'd

better give him the slip as soon as possible; he's off his

head about her."

"What a little brick you are! What did he have to

say?"

"I explained to him that he could never hope to

marry Lydia, and elevated the family to the ancient

aristocracy of America. It made no impression on him

whatever. He expressed contempt for the entire race,

barring Lydia, whom he takes to be an angel. I con

cluded that disloyalty was the better part, and told him

that Lydia was nothing but a little American flirt trying
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to have a sensation. That made even less impression

on him he believes that she is ready to fly with him

at a moment's notice. I did more harm than good, and

I shall speak to Cousin Lyman to-night."

Over stared hard at her. "That was very brave of

you. Aren't you afraid of anything?"

"Not of greasers!" replied the Californian. "I've

dealt with them all my life. I treated this one as an

equal, and made him forget Lydia in talking about him

self. He's a revolutionist, hates the queen because she

doesn't go to bull-fights, despises the king, anathematises

all monarchies and aristocracies, and talks like a Fourth-

of-July orator about the days when Spain will be a

republic, and one of his own sort possibly himself

will be president. I never heard so much brag in

America. But he's full of pluck. Now, you go and

call Cousin Lyman out into the hall, and we'll have a

consultation."
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XII.

THE upshot of the conference was the decision that

on the following morning the Moultons should con

spicuously enter a third-class carriage of the train bound

for Baeza, and while Captain Over, on the platform,

talked with Catalina in the doorway, they should slip

out of the opposite entrance, cross the track, and take

the train for Alcazar. The Alcazar train, the landlord

assured them, left two minutes earlier than that for

Baeza, so that Catalina, in the confusion of the last

moments, could join her relatives unobserved. It was

the habit of Jesus Maria to saunter down late, and even

then to engage in conversation on the platform. Catalina

had told him they intended to spend the following night

at Baeza, and he was under the impression they were

bound for Seville. Captain Over would take Catalina's

place in the doorway, covering her retreat, and await the

rest of his party in Baeza.

It was a programme little to the taste of any of
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them, but Over heroically proposed it, and it seemed to

be the only feasible plan.

In Spain there is apparently no law against crossing

the tracks, nor in leaving a train on the wrong side.

On the following morning Catalina, having reserved a

first-class compartment on the train for Alcazar, the six

members of the party, portmanteaus in hand, filed down

to the station and entered a third-class carriage on the

southern train. In a few moments Over descended

leisurely and lit a cigarette. Catalina leaned forward to

chat with him, then stood up, her bright, amused glances

roving over the country people who were bound for a

fair in a town near by. The peasants were interested

in themselves and contemptuously indifferent to strangers.

The Moultons, including the mystified and angry Lydia,

descended and crossed the track unobserved. Catalina,

one hand on her portmanteau, was ready to make a

dash the moment she heard the familiar drone, "Viajeros

al tren." It might be expected within the next five

minutes, and it might be belated for twenty.

"There he comes!" she murmured. "If he should

take it into his head to enter the train before it starts!

We will tell him the others are late. What a pity you
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don't speak Spanish; you could engage him in conversa

tion! He is looking glowering at me! Do you sup

pose he suspects?"

"It is not like you to lose your nerve," began Over,

but at the same moment his glance moved from the

Catalan's face to hers, and he smiled. She looked, if

anything, more impassive than usual. "My knees are

shaking," she confided to him, "and my heart is gallop

ing. It is rather delightful to be so excited, but still

thank Heaven!" Jesus Maria had met an acquaint

ance. They lit the friendly cigarito and entered into

conversation.

"They are walking down the platform," said Catalina,

anxiously, a moment later, "and the other train is not

so far back as this; however, Cousin Lyman will no

doubt keep the door shut. There, he's turning. I'd

better make a bolt. Good-bye. Au revoir "

"Tell me again exactly what I am to do. I don't

want to run any risk of missing you."

Catalina glanced over her shoulder. There was such

a babble, both in the car and on the platform, that it

would not be difficult to miss the singsong of the guard.

The other train was still there.
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"Do not go to the town. It is miles from the sta

tion; there is sure to be an inn close by. If we don't

arrive to-morrow night, of course, you will have a tele

gram ;
in any case, don't wait for us, but go on to Granada.

You can amuse yourself there, and we are sure to turn

up sooner or later. Have you that list of Spanish words

I wrote out?" He looked forlorn and homesick, and

Catalina laughed outright. "Better go straight to

Granada," she said.

"Viajeros al tren!"

"Take my place quick!" whispered Catalina. She

let herself down on the other side, dragged her heavy

bag after her, and ran. She had a confused idea that

the northern train was closer than it had been, but did

not pause until she came to the first-class carriages.

Then she saw that the train was empty. At the same

instant she heard a whistle, and glancing distractedly up

the track saw a train gliding far ahead.

There was not a moment to be lost. It was the

guard of the southern train that had sounded his warn

ing cry, and she ran back, dragging the heavy port

manteau it held the day's lunch, among other things
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and almost in tears. It had been an exciting morning,

and she had slept little the night before.

She stopped and gasped. The train was moving

slowly, it is true, but far too rapidly for a person on the

wrong side with a heavy piece of luggage. She dropped

the portmanteau and, drawing a long breath, called with

all the might of lungs long accustomed to the ranch cry:

"Captain Over! Captain Over!"

The door of a carriage was opened instantly. Over

took in the situation at a glance, leaped to the ground

and ran towards her, caught up the portmanteau, and,

regaining his compartment, flung it within. Catalina

followed it with the agility of a cat, and in another

moment they were panting opposite each other.

Catalina fanned herself with her hat; she would not

speak until she could command her voice.

"How was anyone to know they would run another

train between?" she said, finally. "Poor Cousin Lyman!

He must be frantic. Cousin Miranda, no doubt, is de

lighted. It is my fault, of course no, it is yours; you

should not have engaged me in conversation at the

critical moment."
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"I will take the blame and the best of care of you,

besides."

She was looking out of the window at the moment,

and he glanced at her curiously. She was quite un

embarrassed, and what he had dimly felt before came

to him with the force of a shock. With all her intellect

and her interest in many of the vital problems of life,

she was as innocent as a child. She might not be

ignorant, but she had none of the commonplace in-

quisitiveness and morbidness of youth, and he recalled

th#t she had grown up without the companionship of

other girls, had read few novels, and little subjective

literature of any sort. She had never looked younger,

more utterly guileless, than as she sat fanning herself

slowly, her hair damp and tumbled, the flush of excite

ment on her cheek. Over felt as if he had a child in

his charge, and drew a long breath of relief. He knew

many girls who would have carried off the situation, but

their very dignity would have been the signal of inner

tribulation, and made him miserable; with Catalina he

had but to have a care that she was not placed in a

false position; and, after all, the time was short, and

The Travelling Thirds.
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they were unlikely to meet anyone who even spoke the

English language.

She met his eyes, and they burst into laughter like

two contented and naughty children.

"I'm so happy to get rid of them I can't contain

myself," announced Catalina. "So are you, only you

are too polite to say so. I could have done it on pur

pose, but am rather glad I failed through too much

zeal. Do you understand Lydia?" she asked, abruptly.

"I don't waste time trying to understand women,"

he replied, cautiously.

"I thought perhaps she confided in you last night.

She has tried to unbosom herself to me, but I have not

been sympathetic. I don't understand her. I am half

a savage, I suppose, but I could go through life and

never even see a man like that."

"I can't make out if she loves him."

"Oh, love!" Catalina elevated her nose the higher

as the word gave her a vague thrill. "You can't be in

love with a person you can't talk to outside of poetry.

Would you call that sort of thing love?"

"No. I don't think I should."

"I fancy it is a mere arbitrary effort to feel roman-
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tic." She stood up suddenly and looked over the

crowded car, then turned to Over with wide eyes.

"He is not here!" she said.

"Doubtless he is in the next car, or he may have

jumped off when he discovered the exodus."

He searched the other cars when the train stopped

again, and returned to report that Jesus Maria was

missing. Catalina shrugged her shoulders. "We did

our best," she said, "and I, for one, am not going to

bother. We'll have them again soon enough."

The great, sunburned, dusty plains were behind

them to-day, and the train toiled upward through tre

mendous gorges, brown, barren, the projecting ledges

looking as if they had but just been rent asunder, so

little had time done to soften them. In the defiles were

villages, or solitary houses, poor for the most part; now

and again a turn of the road closed the perspective with

a line of snow-peaks. The air was clear and cool;

there was little dust. Their car gradually gave up its

load, until by lunch-time only one man was left, and

he gratefully accepted of their superfluous store. He

looked, this old Iberian, like the aged men who sit in

the cabin doors in Ireland; the same long, self-satisfied

8*
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upper lip, the small, cunning eyes, the narrow head of

the priest-ridden race. He had done nothing, learned

nothing, in his threescore and ten, braced himself pas

sively against the modern innovation, and could be

cruel when his chance came to him. He cared no more

for what the priests could not tell him than he cared

that Spain could not make the wretched engines that

drew her trains. On the whole, no doubt, he was

happy. At all events, he was extremely well-bred, and

took no liberty that he would not have resented in an

other.

But Catalina forgot him in the grand and for

bidding scene, and she leaned out of the window so

recklessly that more than once Over, as if she were a

child, put his hand on her shoulder and drew her in.

He began dimly to understand that Catalina had some

thing more than the mere love of nature and apprecia

tion of the beautiful common enough in the higher

civilisation. She tried, but not very successfully, to ex

press to him that the vague desire to personify great

mountains, the trees, and the sea, which haunts imagina

tive minds, the deathless echo of prehistoric ancestors,

\vhose only revenge it is upon time, was doubly insistent
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in one so recently allied to the tribe of Chinigchinich,

whose roots were in Asia.

Of immemorial descent, with the record in her

brain, perhaps, of those ancestors who personified and

worshipped the phenomena of nature before the evolu

tion of that first priesthood on the Ganges and the

Euphrates, the Nile and the Indus, she had rare mo

ments of primal exaltation. It is a far cry from those

marvellous first societies and the vast orderly and

complicated civilisation, worshipping mysterious and un

seen gods, that followed them, to the Chinigchinich

Indians of Alta California; and yet, crushed, con

quered, almost blotted out, these remnants, in their

very despair, reverted the more closely to nature. The

beautiful Carmela was the child of Mission Indians who

fled back to their mountain pueblos and savage rites

when the power of the priests in California was broken.

Every inherited instinct had waged war against the

Christianity which, in nine cases out of ten, was

pounded into them with a green-hide reata. They

called the child Carmela, after the Mission of Carmel,

merely because they liked the name; but she grew up

a pagan, and a pagan remained during the few years
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of her life. And she was as pure and good, as loyal

and devoted, as any of the women descended from her,

heedful of the wild inheritance in their blood lest it

poison the strong and bitter tide of New England

ancestors. Catalina was the first to feel pride in that

alien strain which did so much to distinguish her from

the million, and was conscious that she owed to it her

faculty to see and feel more in nature than the average

Anglo-Saxon.

Over, in the almost empty car, lit by a solitary and

smoking lamp, listened attentively as she groped her

way through the mysterious labyrinths in her brain, ex

pressing herself ill, for she was little used to egotistical

ventures. It cannot be said that he understood, being

himself a typical product of the extremest civilisation

that exists in the world to-day; but he saw will-o'-the-

wisps in a fog-bank, and thought her more interesting

than ever.
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xni.

THE train was two hours late. It crawled into the

dark little station of Baeza, and Over and Catalina sat

down at once in the restaurant, leaving the problem of

the night until later. But, hungry as the Englishman

was, that problem dulled the flavour of fair repast.

How was he to protect the girl from curiosity and

speculation, possibly coarse remark; above all, from

self-consciousness? It would be assumed at the inn,

as a matter of course, that they were a young couple,

and he turned cold as he pictured the landlord con

ducting them upstairs to the usual room with a bed in

each corner. He heartily wished it was he who spoke

the Spanish language and that his companion was

afflicted with his own distracting ignorance; but he

must interpret through her, and to discuss the matter

with her beforehand was, to him, impossible. For the

first time he wished she were with the Moultons in

Alcazar.
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Catalina did not share his embarrassment. With

her hat pulled low that she might attract the less at

tention, she was eating her dinner with the serenity

of a child. As he seemed indisposed to conversation

she did not utter a word until the salad was placed

beside them, and then she met his disturbed and rov-
/

ing eye.

"You look fearfully tired," she said, smiling. "While

you are drinking your coffee I will go and talk to that

man behind the counter and see what can be done

about to-night. You look as if you ought to be in bed

this minute."

"Ah!" He was taken aback, and still helpless. "I

must ask you not to talk to anyone unless I am with

you. They would never understand it. We had better

cut the dessert and the coffee and secure what rooms

there may be. I suppose most of these people are going

on, but a few may remain."

They went together to pay their score, and Catalina

asked the functionary behind the counter if there were

rooms above for travellers. He replied, with the

haughty indifference of the American hotel clerk, that

there were not. She demanded further information,
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and he merely shrugged his shoulders, for it is the way

of the Spaniard to know no man's business but his

own. But Catalina stood her ground, told him she

would stand it till dawn, or follow him home; and

finally, overcome by her fluency in invective, he unwill-

ingy parted with the information that behind the sta

tion across the road there was a small inn above a

cantina.

"I am half-way sorry we did not leave a message

for Mr. Moulton and go on," said Over, as they stood

in the inky darkness and watched the train pull out of

the station. "Probably, however, he would never have

got it well, there is nothing to do but make the best

of it."

They crossed the sandy road, guided by the

glimmer of the cantina. Here they found the host

serving two men that would have put the Guardia

Civile on the alert. He greeted the strangers politely,

however, and called his wife. She came in a moment,

smiling and comely, followed by a red-haired girl hold

ing a candle.

Catalina, warned by her recent interview, uttered a

few of the flowery amenities that should lead up to any
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request in Spain. The woman, beaming with good-will,

took the candle from her daughter's hand, motioned to

the girl to take the portmanteaus, and, without apology

for her humble lodgings, piloted them out into the

dark, through another doorway, and up a rickety stair.

Over, feeling as if he were being led out to be shot by

the enemy, saw his worst fears verified. She threw

open the door of a tiny, blue-washed room, and there

were the two little beds, the more conspicuous as they

were uncompanioned but for a tin washing-stand. It

opened upon a balcony, and, despite the bareness, it

was so clean and inviting it seemed to make a personal

appeal not to be judged too hastily. Over was unable

to articulate, but Catalina said, serenely, "We wish two

rooms, senora."

"Two!" cried the woman, and Over understood

both the word and the expression of profound amaze

ment.

"Yes, two." There was no voluble explanation from

Catalina. She looked the woman straight in the eyes

and repeated, "Two rooms, and quickly, please; we are

very tired."

The woman's eyes were wide with curiosity, but
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before Catalina's her tongue lost its audacity. She re

plied promptly enough, however.

"But I have no other. It is only by the grace of

God I have this. The train was late, the diligences

were put away for the night; there were many, and my
house is small. I see now, the senor is the senorita's

brother but for one night, what matter?"

Catalina turned to Over. "There is no other room,"

she said.

Over went into the apartment, and, lifting a mattress

and coverings from one of the beds, returned to the

hall and threw them on the floor.

"I shall be comfortable here," he said, curtly, glad

of any solution. "Go to bed. I prefer this, anyhow,

for I didn't like the looks of those men downstairs.

Good night."

"Good night," said Catalina, and she went into the

room and closed the door.

"The English are all mad," said the woman, and

she went to find a candle for the hallway guest.

It is doubtful if either Over or Catalina ever slept

more soundly, and the bandits, if bandits they were,

went elsewhere to forage. At dawn Catalina was dressed
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and hanging over the balcony watching the retreating

stars. She heard a mattress doubled and flung into a

corner. The room was in order. She flashed past

Over and down the stairs. "Go in and dress," she

called back. "There is plenty of water, for a wonder."

And he answered, "Stay in front of the window,

where I could hear you if you called."

Early as it was, the woman and her brood were in

the kitchen at the back of the house, and she agreed to

supply bread and cream for breakfast and make a

tortilla for the travellers' lunch.

Over came down in a few moments with his coffee

pot and lamp, and they had their breakfast on a barrel-

top in front of the inn, as light-heartedly as if embarrass

ment had never beset them. Life begins early in Spain,

notwithstanding its reputed predilection for the morrow,

and as they finished breakfast several rickety old diligences

drew up between the inn and the station.

There were no passengers for the three little towns,

and Over and Catalina went in one of the diligences to

Baeza, twelve miles distant. They spent a happy and

irresponsible day roaming about the dilapidated sixteenth-

century town, and divided their tortilla out in the country
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in the great shadow of the Sierra Nevada. They re

tained their spirits over the rough and dusty miles of

their return, but lost them suddenly as they approached

the station. The train, however, was three hours late

this evening, and they philosophically dismissed the

Moultons and enjoyed their dinner. They lingered over

the sweets and coffee, then paced up and down the plat

form, the Englishman smoking and feeling like a truant

schoolboy. Nevertheless, he was not sorry that the end

of the intimacy approached. The results of propinquity

might ofttimes be casual, but that mighty force was in

variably loaded with the seeds of fate, and he knew

himself as liable to love as any man. With the oddest

and most enigmatic girl he had ever met, who allured

while striving to repel, as devoid of coquetry as a boy

or a child, yet now and then revealing a glimpse of

watchful femininity, to whom nature had given a well-

nigh perfect shell; and thrown upon his protection in

long days of companionship he summed it up curtly

over his pipe. "I should make an ass of myself in a

week."

He had had no desire to marry since the days of

his more susceptible youth he was now thirty-four
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and, although rich girls had made no stronger appeal to

him than poor girls, he was well aware that the dower-

less beauty was not for him. He was too good a soldier

and too
.
much of a man to be luxurious in taste or

habit, and, although a guardsman, he was born into the

out-of-door generation that has nothing in common with

the scented lap-dogs made famous by the novelists of

the mid-Victorian era. But when not at the front he in

dulged himself in liberty, many hours at cricket and golf,

the companionship of congenial spirits, a reasonable

amount of dining out, and an absolute freedom from the

petty details of life. Travelling third class amused him,

the English aristocrat being the truest democrat in the

world and wholly without snobbery. Single, his debts

worried him no more than bad weather in London; but

married, he must at once set up an establishment suited

to his position.

He had distinguished himself in South Africa, and

his county, rich and poor, had, upon his return, at the

very end of the war, met him at the station and pulled

his carriage over the miles to his father's house, some

two thousand men and women cheering all the way.

There had been so many in London to lionise since thav
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war, to which pampered men had gone in their heydey

and returned grey and crippled, that when he went up

for the season he was merely one of a galaxy eagerly

sought and feted; but life had never slipped along so

easily and pleasantly, and after three years of hardship

and many months of painful illness, it had made a double

appeal to a battered soldier, still half an invalid. He

had dismissed the serious things of life as he landed in

England, and devoutly hoped for a five years' peace.

Therefore was he the less inclined to fall in love, valuing

peace of mind no less than surcease for the body.

Catalina was by no means penniless, and certainly would

make a heroic soldier's wife; but they had not a tradi

tion in common, and he saw clearly that if he loved her

at all he should love her far more than had suited his

indolent h'abit when not soldiering. Hence he welcomed

the return of the Moultons, and even meditated a retreat.

"A moon in the Alhambra would finish me," he

thought, glancing up at the waxing orb fighting its way

through a stormy mass of black and silver.

A bell rang, a whistle the only energetic thing about

a Spanish train shrieked and blustered above the slow

ing headlight of an engine approaching from the north.
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"You stand here by the Thirds and I'll go up to

where the Firsts will stop," began Catalina, but Over

held her arm firmly within his.

"No," he said, peremptorily, "you must not be by

yourself a moment in this crowd. You would be spoken

to, probably jostled, at once, and no doubt a rough lot

will get out. We will both stand here by the restaurant

door."

"I am not afraid," said Catalina, haughtily.

"That is not the point."

"I was near coming to Spain by myself."

"What has that to do with me?"

She gave a little growl and attempted to free her

self by a sudden wrench, but he held her, and she

stood sullenly beside him as the train wandered in and

gave up its load. In a few moments she had forgotten

her grievance and stared at him with expanded eyes.

"Let us go to the telegraph-office," he said. "Mr.

Moulton must have sent a message." But at the office

there was naught but the official and the cigarito and

polite indifference.

"They missed the train, that goes without saying,"

said Over. "They are sure to arrive in the morning, I
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should think, as they can travel comfortably enough at

night first class. Will you ask what time the morning

train arrives?"

It was due nearly an hour before the train would

leave for Granada.

"You will hear your nightingales to-morrow evening,"

said Over, cheerfully. "The Moultons will never stay

here all day."

With this assurance they parted, Over sleeping in an

other little blue-washed room the entire fonda had been

reserved for the Moultons and the next morning they

drank their coffee from the barrel-top, while their kind

and now indifferent landlady made tortillas for the

party.

The train arrived on time, and without the Moultons.

In the telegraph-office the gentleman of leisure was still

smoking, but after inquiring indolently into Over's name

and rank, and demanding to see his cards and corre

spondence, he produced a telegram. It read:

Toledo, Hotel Castilla. MOULTON.

"Toledo!" cried Catalina. "I want to go to Granada!

That is what I came to Spain for. If they go north that

The Travelling Thirds. 9
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far they won't come south again they will take the

steamer at Genoa. I won't go."

"It is by no means certain they won't return; it is

only a matter of a day. Doubtless they are still dodging

Jesus Maria. I think we had better join them. . It is

useless to expect explanations by wire. Granada can

wait a few days, and Toledo, in its way, must be quite

as interesting."

"Well, I'll soon find out," announced his companion.
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XIV.

DURING the journey to Toledo Catalina stared sulkily

out of the window or slept with her head against the

side of the car. She ignored Over's attempts to con

verse until, with chilling dignity, he retired to the op

posite end of the compartment and wondered how he could

have thought of love in connection with a bad-tempered

child. He was delighted at the prospect of reunion

with the orthodox Moultons, and understood something

of their serene contempt for originality. It is true that

Catalina asleep, with the deep vermilion on her cheeks,

her tumbled head drooping, looked so innocent and

lovely that she set him to wondering regretfully why

there was no such thing as perfection in woman; and

from thence it was but a step to imagine Catalina with

the qualities and training that would make her the

ideal of man. There was no harm in indulging one

self in idyllic imagining, by way of variety, Over con

cluded; doubtless it was good for the soul.
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Whatever the motive, his imagination performed un

accustomed feats during the drowsy afternoon, while

his companion slept and the other occupants of the

car, few in number, smoked and said little. It pic

tured Catalina ten years hence; she would then be

thirty-three, an age he had always found sympathetic in

woman; she would have seen the world, have adapted

herself to many new conditions, and in the process

learned self-control, pared off the jagged edges of her

egoism, and supplemented her beauty with a distinction

of manner and style that would compel the homage of

the best societies of the world.

He had seen what she was capable of, and he

suspected that she was ambitious. It was her love of

solitude and dislike of mere men and women that had

swathed her so deeply in her crudities; but if she car

ried out her intention of living for some years in Eng

land and Europe, and cultivated the right sort o!

people, the transformation was almost certain. Perhaps

it would be worth while to ask his mother to take can-

of her in England. Lady "Peggy" Over was a clever

warm-hearted woman of the simple, old-fashioned aristo

cracy, who offered her sons no assistance in choosing
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their wives, and had the broadest tolerance for the

vagaries of young people. With her lively mind and

humour she would win upon Catalina at once, and

her complete honesty of nature would finish the con

quest of a girl whose hatred of sham was almost

fanatical.

Catalina opened her eyes upon him, half awake, and

he asked her, impulsively: "What is your ambition?

What do you want?"

She answered, sleepily, but without hesitation, "To

have four children."

He was too astonished to speak for a moment; then

he asked, feebly, "Is that all?"

"No," she said, now quite awake. "I want to meet

all the most interesting people in the world, and read

the most interesting books, and show a lot of other

people what frauds and useless creatures they are; but

I love children as much as I detest most people, and

I'll never be contented till I have four. I don't see

why you look so dumfounded! What is there so re

markable in wanting children?"

"Oh, nothing," he said, soothingly. "Perhaps we

can see Toledo in a moment."
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Mr. Moulton met them at the station. His face

was flushed and his manner perturbed, but he shook

their hands cordially and protested that he had never

been so glad to lay eyes on anyone.

"Let us walk up," said Catalina, and she strode on

ahead. The men followed, Mr. Moulton talking with

nervous volubility.

"Of course I did not blame you, my dear Catalina,"

he reiterated. "Such a contretemps in Spain is easy

enough. Mrs. Moulton is still a little upset, but you

know what er invalids are, and I beg you to be

patient
"

"It won't worry me in the least. But why this

change of front? Why didn't you come to Baeza?"

"That wretched peasant saw us as I was craning

my neck looking for you, and reached the train in three

bounds. Of course, we were safe in the first-class car

riage, and at Alcazar I had a brilliant idea. We drove

to the hotel, as usual, with all our baggage, and that

mountebank I shall never pronounce his impious name

supposed we were settled for the night. After dinner

I told the landlord through the kind medium of a
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Frenchman who spoke both English and Spanish

that, being much annoyed by this creature, we had

determined to change our itinerary and go direct to

Madrid where we could call upon our minister to pro

tect us. We then took the night train and were under

way a good hour before it was time for the man to

appear with his guitar. I even bought tickets for

Madrid, and as we changed cars at midnight we were

practically unobserved. We are very comfortable, and

are in time for a grand///*?."

"How is Lydia?" Catalina asked, dryly.

"The poor child is very nervous, but most thankful

,to be rid of the man. By-the-way, I telegraphed as

soon as I arrived in Toledo."

"This is Spain," said Over.

The hint of Mrs. Moulton's displeasure had fallen

on heedless ears. They were crossing the Alcantara

Bridge that leads through the ancient gateway of the

same name up to one of the most beautiful cities to

look upon in the world. Toledo, the lofty outpost of

the range of mountains behind the raging Tagus, is an

almost perpendicular mass of rock on all sides but one,

its uneven plateau crowded with palaces and churches,
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tiny plazas and narrow, winding streets, a mere roof of

tiles from the Alcazar, which stands on its highest point,

but from below a wild yet symmetrical outcropping of

the rock itself. Founded, so runs the legend, by a son

of Noah, certainly the ancient capital of the Goths and

the scene of much that was terrible and romantic in

their history, a stronghold of the Moors, who left here

as elsewhere their indelible imprint, and later of the

sovereigns of Castile, equally inaccessible from the vega

and the defile of the Tagus, it was one of the most

impregnable cities in history so long as a man was left

to dispute the gates on the steep road rising from the

plain. It is to-day a sarcophagus of ancient history,

compact, isolated, little disturbed by the outer world,

yet with an intense and vivid life of its own.

Catalina hung over the bridge and stared down into

the rocky gorge where the river had torn its way, and

soldiers of every nation of the ancient world had been

hurled, cursing and shrieking and praying, from the

beetling heights above. Impervious to Mr. Moulton's

kindly hints, she led them through the old streets of

the Moors, streets so narrow they were obliged to walk

like stalking Indians, but with beautiful old balconied
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houses on either side, and glimpses of luxurious patio

within
;
not pausing before the broad grey front of the

hotel until the trio of cousins had awaited her some

fifty minutes.

Mrs. Moulton was so far the reverse of a cruel and

vicious woman that she had been, for the good of her

soul, too amiable and self-sacrificing for at least thirty

years of her life. Not fine enough to have developed

loveliness of character, there had, perhaps, been too

few opportunities for reaction, or, if occurring, they had

been conscientiously stifled. A good woman, but not

of the most distinguished fibre, the effacement of self

for the few she loved had been but a higher order of

selfishness, and when for the first time in her life a

positive hatred possessed her it found her without that

greatness which ignores and foregoes revenge. Cata-

lina, it must be confessed, would have tried the pa

tience of far more saintly characters than Mrs. Moulton,

and when to a natural antipathy was added the daily

jarring of long-tried nerves the wonder was that the

crisis did not come sooner.

But Mrs. Moulton was accustomed to self-control

and to the exercise of the average amount of Chris-
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tianity. Moreover, she had her standards of conduct,

and held all exhibitions of feeling to be vulgar. There

fore, in spite of her growing and morbid desire to

humble Catalina, she might have forborne to force an

issue, and perhaps, had circumstances favoured the

alien, have grimly, however unwillingly, triumphed once

more over self.

But these last days had unravelled her nerves. To

passionate sympathy for her pale and persecuted

daughter, misled in the first instance by the daily

example of a barbarian, had recently been added a

night of hideous discomfort, when, not one of the four

speaking a language but their useless own, and without

the invaluable Baedeker, they had fled from a ridiculous

peasant, changing trains at midnight, waiting hours at

way-stations, arriving at Toledo in the grey, cold dawn,

hungry, worried, exhausted, to find neither omnibus nor

cab at the station.

As Mrs. Moulton toiled up the steep road through

the carven gates of terrible and romantic memory, she

had heartily wished that modern enterprise had blown

up the rock with dynamite or run an elevator from the

Tagus. It was then that her hatred of Catalina who
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at least with her knowledge of foreign languages had

been an acceptable courier became an obsession, and

she could have shrieked it out like any common virago.

The emotional wave had receded, but left a dark and

poisonous deposit behind.

It was easy to convince herself that Catalina had

lost the train at Albacete on purpose. When her hus

band had received Captain Over's telegram she had

assumed that the Englishman had persuaded the girl

to return, eager, no doubt, to be rid of her She was

not prone to think evil, arid had one of her daughters or

the approved young women of her circle been left with

a" young man at a way-station for two days and nights,

she might have given way to nerves but never to sus

picion. But as the crowning iniquity of the author of

her downfall, it gave her the opportunity she had coveted,

and she burned to take advantage of it.

When Catalina finally announced herself, Mrs.

Moulton was standing in the middle of her bedroom

and Jane was reading by the window. The latter

nodded as the prodigal entered, and returned to her

book.

"Well," said Catalina, amiably, "how are you all?
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I am glad you are rid of the peasant at last. Where

is Lydia?" She paused, blinking under the cold glare

of Mrs. Moulton's eyes. "What is the matter?" she

asked, haughtily. "Cousin Lyman said you were angry,

but you must have known how I was left. I am sorry

you didn't have Baedeker with you." This was an

unusual concession for Catalina, but something in

the bitter and contemptuous face made her vaguely

uneasy.

"You were left on purpose," said Mrs. Moulton, de

liberately.

Catalina made a quick step forward, the breath hiss

ing through her teeth. She looked capable of physical

violence, but Mrs. Moulton continued in the same cold,

even tones:

"You remained behind in order to be alone with

Captain Over for two days and nights. You are not

fit to associate with my daughters. You are a wicked,

abandoned creature, and I refuse I absolutely refuse

to shelter your amours. If you appeal to my hus

band I shall tell him to choose between us."

Catalina fell back, staring. Innocent she might be

but not ignorant. It was impossible to mistake the
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woman's meaning, and in a flash she understood that

by the evil-minded evil might be read into her ad

venture. It was then, however, that she showed herself

thoroughbred. Her anger left her as abruptly as it had

come. She drew herself up, bowed impersonally, and

left the room.

Mrs. Moulton, trembling, sank into a chair, and

Jane, protesting that her parent had behaved like an

empress, fetched the aromatic salts. But Mrs. Moulton,

having unburdened her hate, had parted with its sustain

ing power, and was flat and cowed in the reaction.

"Does it pay?" she demanded again and again.

"Does it pay?"
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XV.

FOR two days Catalina disappeared. Mr. Moulton,

distracted, appealed to the police. He knew that his

wife had been severe, but the wicked words of her

utterance were never repeated to him. But Mrs.

Moulton, although spiritually debased, loved Catalina

none the better for her condition, and protested that no

one was so well able to take care of herself, even de

manding that they move on and leave her in charge of

the consul. To this Mr. Moulton would not hearken,

and he and the equally disquieted Englishman patrolled

the streets and haunted the headquarters of the police.

The day of the fete dawned and nothing had been

seen or heard of Catalina.

Over was alone when he saw her. The narrow

streets were packed with people, and, turning aside to

make way for a religious procession, he had become

separated from the Moultons. He walked slowly, his

head thrown back, gazing at the gay and beautiful sight
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above him. From every high window and balcony

costly brocades and tapestries, embroidered shawls and

Oriental carpets depended. The brown old houses,

craggy as their high perch itself, warmed into life with

the flaunting colour. In the balconies were aristocratic

men and women, the latter wearing the mantilla, held

high with a comb, caught back with a rose. It was an

enchanting sight; and above all was the dazzling blue

and gold of the sky. Through the chatter of the good-

natured crowd wandered the strains of solemn music,

and his was the only alien face.

He was staring upward at a little balcony from

which hung a magnificent blue silk shawl, embroidered

and fringed with white, and admiring the mantillas and

roses, the languid fans and fine eyes above it, when

Catalina came through the window behind and looked

down upon him. She, too, wore a mantilla, the white

mantilla of Spanish lace he had watched her buy in

Barcelona. A red rose held it above her left ear, and

in her hand she carried her fan. She had also assumed

the lofty dignity of the Spanish woman of high degree,

and she had never looked so beautiful. For a moment

she returned his gaze stolidly, and he fancied she meant
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to cut him; then she bowed, said something to one of

her companions, pointed to the stern, brass-bound door

below, and disappeared.

A moment later the door opened and he was shown

into the patio, a shadowy retreat from the glare and

noise of the street, full of palms and pomegranates,

roses and lilies, with a cool fountain playing, and many

ancient chairs of iron and wood.

Catalina was standing by the fountain looking as

Spanish as if these old walls had encircled her cradle.

She shook hands with him cordially.

"I have had a bad time," she said, "and hated

you, as well as the Moultons, but it was unreasonable

and I am over it. You were as nice and kind as

possible, and I shall always remember it. Don't ask

me what that dreadful woman said. I shall forget it,

but I shall never speak to any of them again, and I

should be glad if you would tell them so, and that I

shall remain here until they leave."

His mind grasped at once the substance of Mrs.

Moulton's diatribe; he had given the subject no thought

before. He turned hot and then cold, and involuntarily

took a step nearer to the girl, with a fierce instinct of
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protection. Catalina may have understood, for a spot

of colour appeared on her high cheek-bones, but she

continued, calmly:

"Of course you want to know where I have been

and what I am doing in this house. When I left the

hotel I went directly to the archbishop and told him as

much as was necessary, using as passport a circular

letter the fathers of the mission of Santa Barbara had

given me. He brought me here at once. The Senora

Villena has this beautiful house, but is poor and so

kind. I have enjoyed the change, I can tell you."

"You certainly are more in your element. I am glad

it ,has turned out so well. I have been very uneasy."

"Have you? Did you think I had thrown myself

into the Tagus, or was wandering about roofless with

my big grip in my hand?"

"It was my knowledge of your good sense, familiarity

with the language, and winning manner when you

choose to exert it that permitted me to go to bed at

night. Nevertheless, you are not the woman to travel

alone in Spain. What are your plans?"

"What are the Moultons' plans?"

"They have had enough of Spain of travel, for

The Travelling Thirds. IO
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that matter and they are still in dread of Jesus Maria.

They will go from here to Barcelona, take a boat for

Genoa, and remain there until their steamer arrives.

They say that Italy will feel like home after Spain."

"Then I shall go from here to Granada. Perhaps I

can persuade someone to chaperon me, but if not I

shall go alone. Nothing shall cheat me out of Gra

nada."

"If you find no one else I shall go with you."

The red spots spread down to her throat, but she

lifted her head higher. "No," she said, "I suppose it

does not look right."

He cursed Mrs. Moulton for shattering the serene

innocence of the girl; nevertheless, something even more

captivating had replaced it. "I shall go," he repeated,

"unless I can persuade you to return to America with

your relatives. Then my mind will be at rest. But as

long as you are alone in Spain I shall do my best to

protect you. If you forbid me to travel with you, well

and good. I shall merely follow that is to say, be

your companion on the trains. In the towns we need

not meet unless you wish it. You can always put your

self under the protection of the woman of the house
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and employ a duenna. But do adopt me as a brother

and dismiss all nonsensical ideas from your mind."

For the first time her eyes fell before his. She

turned away abruptly. "You are very good," she said.

"Come upstairs and meet the senora and her daughter.

They are charming people."

A few moments later, as they were standing on the

balcony, she said to him: "They are taking me to the

bullfight this afternoon. Shall you go?"

"Possibly. But I am surprised that you wish to go.

It is a beastly exhibition and no place for you."

"I am going," she said, imperturbably. "It is a

part of Spain, and I should as soon think of missing a

religious festival like this. Besides, I have seen bull

fights in southern California. You may as well come

with us. Of course, Cousin Lyman is not going."

"Probably not. Very well, I will go with you, if

your friends will have me. I must lunch at the hotel

with the Moultons and set their minds at rest; but it is

an hour until then. Would you care to walk about the

streets and see the crowd?"

The Senora Villena was very large and the day was

10*
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warm, but she amiably consented to walk as far as the

cathedral in the wake of her guest.

"I have not been out alone since I came to her,"

said Catalina, with a sigh, as she walked beside Over

up the street. "At Granada I know of a pension, and

liberty will be sweet again."

Over's eyes twinkled as he looked at the face be

tween the soft edges of the mantilla.

"Your new role is vastly becoming. I had no idea

that two days of Old-World discipline could effect such

a change. You look as if you had always walked with

a duenna at your heels."

"So I have, nearly always. I never was on the

street alone in my life until my mother died. You think

me improved?" she added, quickly.

"I did not say that."

"I have always thought your bluntness the best

thing about you I like the short skirt and covert coat

best," she said, defiantly.

"They do very well to disguise you on the train;

but if I never saw you again I should prefer to re

member you as you are now or as you were that night

in Tarragona. You hardly deserve your beauty, you know."
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And then, in a new spirit of coquetry, born' perhaps

of the mantilla, into whose silken mesh many a dream

no doubt had flowed, she lifted her chin, dropped her

eyelashes for a second, flashed him a swift personal

glance. Before he could adjust himself to the new

phase, however, she had dismissed it and remarked that

she hoped not to meet the Moultons; and, unaccount

ably perturbed, he replied that they were sure to be

fatigued and resting for luncheon.

It would have been easy to avoid them in the

dense crowd packed into the plaza before the cathedral,

waiting for the procession to pass. Over and Catalina

paused a few moments to look at the superb gobelins

with which the facade of the cathedral was hung, and

then ran the gamut of the beggars and entered the cloister.

"I shall go into the Chapel of the Incarnacion and

pray," said the Senora Villena, "and meet you here in

half an hour no?"

The Cathedral of Toledo is one of the world's

treasures, and all the world should see it; but for those

who would or must read the sights of Europe a hun

dred descriptions of this vast, complex dream in early

Gothic and late Renaissance and baroque have been
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written; and the best is forgotten at the end of an

hour's visit.

It was almost deserted, and Over and Catalina

walked slowly towards the Capilla Mayor, through the

rich brown silence of the nave, whispering occasionally,

but overpowered by the forest of shafts uplifting an

immensity of vaulting before which the eye reeled.

The centuries of carving, as various as the peoples that

had come and gone, crystallising even the broken voice

of the Moor, melted into a harmony comparable only,

said Catalina, to the wonders of a Californian mountain-

forest of redwood and pine, madrono and oak, and

giant ferns as delicate as the lace of her mantilla.

There were high vaultings, too, where the sun never

ripened the moss on the earth, and endless cryptograms

wrought before the hand of man had taken the message

of the gods.

Over replied, promptly: "I don't believe half you have

told me about California. Next year I shall obtain leave of

absence and visit it that is, if you will be my cicerone."

"Why not this year?"

"Shall I?"

"It is all the same to me, but I may not be there
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next year. I need Europe. Of course, I know that I

am a sort of cowboy."

"Ah!" He hardly knew whether to be gratified or

not. "Don't desert your ranch altogether nor sur

render all the individuality it has given you. If you

should be the great lady in Europe and ranch-girl at

home -what a fascinating combination!"

"Well, I can be anything I choose, and on five

minutes' notice, too."

"I am sure of it but which is the real you? I

think I know then I am all at sea."

She gave him another swift, upward glance, but she

replied, sedately: "The worst, of course. That is what

people always decide when a person suddenly reveals

himself in a bad light. Twenty other sides may have

been exhibited, but it is the revelation of the worst that

always inspires the phrase, 'At last he has shown him

self in his true colours.'
"

"Then you are too philosophical to condemn Mrs.

Moulton utterly?"

"She has taught me the extent of my philosophy,

so I forgive her and ignore her existence."

He made no reply, for he saw the Moultons not
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three yards away. They were in the Capilla Mayor,

their necks craned in a vain attempt to register a per

manent impression of the gorgeous colouring, the pha

lanxes of saints, the riotous beauty of carving on wall

and arch and tomb. While he hesitated, Mr. Moulton

brought down his tired eyes and they rested on Cata

lina. He gave a sharp exclamation of pleasure and

hurried fonvard, his hand outstretched. Catalina had

included him in her wrath, but she forgave him instantly,

and simultaneously conceived a stroke of revenge. Mrs.

Moulton and Jane retreated, but Lydia ran to Catalina

and kissed her.

"Where have you been?" she cried. "We have been

just wild. How perfectly sweet you look in that mantilla !

"

Catalina explained, and Mr. Moulton drew a long

sigh of relief. "I shall never worry about you again,

my dear child. And now tell me what you wish to do.

I trust you will become reconciled
"

"I shall remain in Spain perhaps for some months

I have cancelled my passage. But I shall like to see

you again. Will you come to the Casa Villena imme

diately after luncheon? I have a little plan to propose

to you."
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"Certainly I will but is your decision irrevocable?"

"Quite. Perhaps I shouldn't keep you now. And

my duenna must be waiting for me."

She nodded and turned away, but Lydia followed

and took her arm.

"I can go back to the hotel with Captain Over,"

she said to her father, and the two girls walked down

the nave with heads together, oblivious of the half-

amused, half-sulky man in their wake.

"Well, what of Jesus Maria?"

"I have given up all hope of ever seeing him again."

"Hope? Do you want to?"

"I do and I don't. Of course, it had to end sooner

or later, but well I was fascinated! And there is

so little to look back upon! However, it was great fun

imagining what things might happen, and all the while

to be quite safe under the paternal wing. I suppose if

I had seen him alone I really wouldn't have kissed him

I probably should have run away in disgust but I

enjoyed it all in imagination. Now, I shall be rather

relieved when I am safely out of Spain, for I know that

he was quite serious. When we were running away

from Albacete and then from Alcazar, I felt as serious
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as he did I was really romantic and love-lorn but I

took myself in hand when I arrived here, and now I am

quite sensible again."

"What a tangle! Is that the way people fall in

love and out again?" Catalina felt puzzled and de

pressed. Life suddenly seemed commonplace, love a

sort of cap-and-bells, to be worn now and again when

convenient.

"Well, I wish you good luck," she said. "Write me

when you are really engaged, and I'll send you a lot of

jewels from our California mines tourmalines and chry-

soprases and turquoises and garnets and beryls. I have

jugs full of them."

Lydia's eyes expanded. "Jugs full! They cost

frightfully in New York. Will you really send me

some?"

"Dozens."

"What a fairy princess you are! I am only begin

ning to appreciate you, and now you are throwing us

over for good and all!"

"Good-bye," said Catalina, kissing her. "At two,

Captain Over, and don't forget to bring Cousin Lyman.

And make no confidences," she murmured.
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XVI.

"BUT, my dear Catalina why, of course, I cannot

go the idea is preposterous
"

"Now you are talking by the book. Why was

Europe made except for the American to play in and

refresh himself for the same old duties at home? And

for a man of your intelligence to balk at a bull-fight
"

"It isn't that I exactly balk I mean I am not

squeamish and I could look away at the worst part

but I do not approve of bull-fights, and think it wrong

to lend my countenance "

"The bull-fight will go on just the same; and no

one race is good enough to condemn the customs of

another. See the world impartially and then go on your

own gait. Besides, you have come to study Spain, and

how can you pretend to know it unless you see it at its

most characteristic amusement? Don't look at the arena

if you had rather not but think of the opportunity to

see Spain en masse at its very worst!"
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"There is much in what you say, but great

Heaven! suppose it ever were known in America that

I had been to a bull-fight! I should lose the confi

dence of a million people I might be driven out of the

Church"

"There aren't a dozen Americans in Toledo and

the bull-ring holds five thousand people. You can sit

in the back of the box. No one will be looking at

anything but the bull-fight, anyhow."

Mr. Moulton drew a long sigh. He wanted very

much to go to the bull-fight; and away from his family

and alone with Catalina whom he could never hope

to influence in this holiday crowd of dark, eager faces

he felt almost emancipated and reckless. Over was

ahead with the Senora Villena and her daughter, and

they were slowly making their way up the Calle de la

Puerta Liana towards the Plaza Ayuntamiento. They

reached it in a moment. It was so crowded with cabs

and large, open carry-alls, waiting to take people to the

bull-ring, that there was little room for foot-passengers.

The carry-alls were very attractive with their six mules

apiece, hung with bells and decorated with worsted fringe,

and Mr. Moulton sighed again.
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Before the archbishop's palace a cab awaited the

Sefiora Villena. It held but three seats, and she turned

with polite hesitation to Mr. Moulton and Captain Over,

as they all stood, united at last, beside it.

"I am so sorry," she said, "but I fear
"

"We are going in one of those omnibuses," said

Catalina, promptly. "I am simply dying to go that way

with the crowd; and of course you will not object,

sefiora, so long as my cousin is with me."

The sefiora smiled, very much relieved. "Bueno,"

she said. "And I will await you at the entrance to the

sombra."

"You are a little wretch," said Over as Mr. Moul

ton, flushed and excited, tucked the seiiora and her

daughter into their cab.

"It won't hurt him, and he will be sure to let it out

to Cousin Miranda."

"Oh, I see!" He laughed and went to the emptiest

of the rapidly filling carry-alls to secure their seats.

Catalina followed immediately, holding Mr. Moulton

firmly by the arm. But that beacon-light of American

literature had the instinct of the true sport in the depths

of his manifold compromises. The die was cast, he had
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weakly permitted Catalina to commit him, and he would

enjoy himself without his conscience.

And it would have been a far more conscience-

stricken man than this to have remained unaffected by

the gay animation that quickened the very mules.

The venders were shrieking their wares; men and

women, their hard faces glowing, were fighting their

way good-naturedly towards the omnibuses, whose

drivers cracked their whips and shouted invitations at

so much a head. And then, suddenly, in a corner of

the plaza appeared the picadores in their mediaeval

gorgeousness of attire, astride the ill-fated old nags.

It was the signal to start The picadores wheeled

and led the way to the north, the cabs rattled after;

then the willing mules were given rein, and, jingling all

their bells, plunged down the narrow streets to the

highroad, scattering the foot-passengers, who, a motley

crowd of men, women, boys, girls, infants in arms,

streamed after. On the rough, dusty highway they

passed i ooo more trudging towards the Plaza de Toros,

eating and drinking as they went. They were come

from the surrounding towns, many from Madrid, and

even they led children by the hand and carried infants
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blinking in the strong sunlight. They cheered the

picadores, who responded with the lofty courtesy of the

mediaeval general on his way to the wars. Far below

there was not a sign of life on the great vega, nor in

the villas on the mountain- slopes. All the little world

about seemed to be crowded upon the knotted heights

of Toledo.

When Catalina and her cavaliers arrived at the

Plaza de Toros other crowds were struggling through

the entrances, but at the door on the shady side, where

tickets were high, there was no one at that moment but

the Senora Villena and her daughter.

- They went up at once, the Americans and the

Englishman as curious to see the crowd as the bull

fight. As the box was Catalina's she had no difficulty

to persuade the Villenas to occupy the front seats; she

sat just behind with Captain Over, and in the obscure

depths of the rear Mr. Moulton felt himself to be blest

indeed.

"It seems incredible that they bring children here,"

he said, as his untiring gaze roved over the rapidly

filling amphitheatre. "No wonder they are callous

when they are grown; but I'll not believe they can see
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such a sight unmoved at their tender years. I shall

watch them with great interest."

It would be half an hour before the entertainment

began, but only the boxes were reserved; long before

the signal nearly every seat was occupied, from the

vulnerable lower row up to the light Moorish arcade

through which the sky looked even bluer than above.

It was a various and picturesque sight to foreign eyes.

Scarcely a woman wore a hat. There were many

mantillas, of a texture and pattern so fine there could

be no doubt of the breeding of the owners. A few

wore the black rebosa, but by far the greater number

were bareheaded, their hair very smooth, and ornamented

with high combs, flowers, or pins. There were enough

handsome Spanish shawls on the shoulders of the

women this fiery day to have furnished a bazaar

brilliant blue shawls heavily embroidered and fringed

with white, black shawls, white shawls, red shawls, all

of silk, all embroidered and fringed. And it was al

ready a thirsty crowd. Venders were forcing their way

between the seats, selling water out of jugs and wine

out of skins, and even here the water made a wider

appeal than the wine. It was anything but a cruel sea
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of faces, hard though the Spanish type may be. Many

a group of women had their heads together, gossiping

no doubt, while the men waited in stolid expectation

of the treat in store, signalled to brighter eyes, or dis

cussed the chances of the day and the talents of the

espadas who would do the bulls to death.

"They all now take the sacrament," the senora in

formed Catalina, who translated for the benefit of the

two men. "Last night they confessed and fasted, and

their wives pray until the fight is over."

Mr. Moulton snorted, then reminded himself that he

was pleasuring, and ordered his critical faculty into the

depths of its shop.

"By Jove!" said Over.

"Somebody you know?" asked Catalina. "Heavens,

what a caricature!"

"She is a ripping nice woman, and a countrywoman

of your own a Mrs. Lawrence Rothe, of New York.

I met her about in London. Remember, now, she told

me she was coming to Spain. She's a bit made up,

but what of that? So many are, you know. You

should see London at the fag end of the season."

"A bit!" Catalina lifted her nose with young in-

The Travelling Thirds, 1 1
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tolerance. "Her hair looks like a geranium-bed. Is

that her son? He is rather good-looking."

"That is her husband; they have been married

several years. He's quite a decent chap keen on

horses he looks older than he is thirty I fancy.

Still, I'm rather sorry for him."

"I should think so. She must be fifty."

"That is severe of you. She's probably getting on

to forty-five not more. I'm told she was a ripping

fine woman five years ago, but she has had a lot of

trouble all her children refuse to speak to her, and she

got a divorce to marry Rothe. She's really very jolly.

If you will excuse me a minute I'll go and speak to

her."

The woman, who was adjusting herself at some

pains in the next box but one, was extremely tall and

thin, and her blazing locks, admirably coiffe'e as they

were above her broken but still handsome face, excited

the comment of others than Catalina. She had sacri

ficed her face to her figure and had reached that

definite age when women dye their hair with henna.

But even forty is an age when the entire absence of

flesh makes a woman look not youthful but like an old
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maid; and scarlet hair, that would harden a young face,

is a search-light above every hollow and patch of manu

factured surface. In the case of Mrs. Rothe, however,

so distinct was the air of good breeding with which she

carried her expensive charms, so proud, yet retiring, her

manner, and so perfect her taste in dress, that she ran

no risk of being mistaken for a cocotte. She was

stamped deeply and delicately with the brand of the

New York woman of fashion, the difference between

whom the same may be said of the small groups of

her kind in other great American cities and the

average "stylish" American is as marked in its way as

the difference between the Parisian and the French pro

vincial; indeed, the juxtaposition is even more un

fortunate, for the Frenchwoman of the provinces is

frankly dowdy, and hence escapes looking cheap. Even

Catalina, in a moment, felt her unwilling admiration

creeping forth to the subtle charm of perfect poise and

grooming, the firm yet tactful suggestion of a race apart

in a bulk of eighty millions of mere Americans.

Mrs. Rothe was talking to Over with a great show

of animation, and her companion a virile, good-looking

young man, evidently college-bred had greeted the
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Englishman with an enthusiasm suspicious in the travel

ling husband.

"She is going to Granada next week," whispered

Over, significantly, as he took his seat once more beside

Catalina. "I have asked if I may take you to call on

her to-morrow."

"Yes," said Catalina, absently. The president of

the occasion, the mayor of Toledo, had entered his box;

the mounted police, in crimson and gold, to the sudden

rush of martial music, were careering about the arena

driving the stragglers to their seats. A moment later

came the Paseo de la Cuadrilla, the procession of all the

bull-fighters across the arena to the foot of the presi

dent's box the espadas and their understudies, the

banderilleros, the picadores and chulos, all gorgeous in

the gold-embroidered short clothes and brocades of old

Spain. None of them looked young, in spite of pic

turesque finery and pigtails, and their smoothly shaven

faces may best be described by the expressive Ame

ricanism "tough;" but between bull-fights they do not

live the lives of model citizens, and may be younger

than they look; certainly their calling demands the agility

and unbrittle brain-cells of youth.
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The president, who received them standing, bowed

with much ceremony and then cast a key into the arena.

It unlocked one of the dark cells, or toriles, adjoining

the arena, where the first of the angry bulls was bellow

ing for light and space and dinner.

The picadores, with one exception, retired, this hero

of the first engagement taking his stand by the door

whence all had emerged. The espadas, banderilleros,

and others of lower estate, scattered at safe distances

from the door of the toril, near which stood a chulo to

direct the attention of the bull to the picador, lest he

fly first at the unmounted men and disappoint the

spectators of their whet of blood.

But the bull might have been rehearsed for his part.

As the door of his toril was cautiously opened he flew

'straight at the blindfolded horse without a side glance

or a roar; and not waiting for the teasing prod of the

picador's pike, he bored his horns into the luckless ani

mal's side and dragged out his entrails.

Catalina closed her eyes and turned her back she

felt horribly faint then looked at Mr. Moulton. He

also had turned his back, and his profile was green.

Nevertheless, he had the presence of mind to observe a



I 66 THE TRAVELLING THIRDS.

small boy of seven or eight years, whom he had singled

out for psychological investigation. The boy looked

bored.

"The worst is past for the moment," said Over to

Catalina, and under cover of her mantilla he took her

hand. "They will take the poor brute out, and the

rest is pure sport" And Catalina, in a tensity of emo-

tion, held fast to his hand during the rest of the per

formance, quite unconscious of the act

The bull, meanwhile, had dashed for the glittering

figures in the middle of the arena, his red horns looking

as if they would rip the earth did they encounter no

thing more inviting. Then came the graceful, agile

antics of the banderilleros. After the chulos, with their

flirting capes, had tormented and bewildered the bull

for a few moments, first one banderillero and then an

other received him in full charge, leaping aside as he

lowered his horns to gore, and thrust the barbed darts,

flaunting with coloured ribbons, into the back of his

neck. One man leaped clear over the bull, planting his

darts in his flight The next went over the wall of the

arena into the narrow passage below the front row of
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seats, the bull in full tilt after him, but diverted by a

chulo before he reached the wall.

It was true sport, and Catalina had forgotten her

horror and was leaning forward with interest, when she

gave a sharp cry and dug her nails into Over's hand.

The picador, instead of retiring with his stricken horse,

had leisurely ridden down the arena to see the sport,

and there he sat serenely, the bright entrails of the poor

brute upholding him hanging to the ground. But only

for a moment. A young horse could have stood no

more, and the old hack reserved for the sacrifice by an

economical people suddenly sank and expired without

a, shiver. He had not uttered a sound as the bull

ripped him open, but he had started and quivered

mightily; he had been dying ever since, and collapsed

in an instant.

Catalina cowered behind her fan. "I wish I had

not come!" she gasped into Over's ear. Mr. Moulton

was in need of consolement himself. "Why didn't you

tell me?"

"I had never been to a bull-fight, and you told me

you were an old hand at it."

"That was only child's play. And all the accounts
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of bull-fights I have ever read gave me the impression

that the brutality was quite lost in the picturesqueness.

This is hideously business-like."

"That expresses it. And there is no enthusiasm as

^et, because there has not been enough blood. It will

take two more mangled horses to rouse them. Do you

want to go?"

"After this act. I'd never sit through another; but

I'll see this through."

The bull, the blood streaming from the wounds in

his neck where the banderillas still quivered, plunged or

darted about the arena, striving to reach his tormentors;

but, charge with the swiftness of the wind as he might,

the leaping banderilleros either planted their darts or as

dexterously plucked them out

Suddenly the president rose and made a signal.

The chulos and banderilleros enticed the bull to the

right of the arena, and then the espada of the first en

gagement, hitherto posing for the admiration of the

spectators, brought forth his sword and red muleta, and,

walking with a sort of jaunty solemnity to the foot of

the president's box, dedicated the death of the bull to

the functionary whose honour it was to preside over this
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Corridas de Toros. He then walked over to the bull

and waved the red cloth before his eyes.

In descriptions of bull-fights, especially when the

espada is the hero of the tale, this final episode is al

ways pictured as one of great excitement and involving

a terrible risk. As a matter of fact, it is deferred until

the bull is nearly exhausted. He has some fight left in

him, it is true, and an inexperienced espada might

easily be tossed. But those that oftener meet with death

in the bull-ring are the banderilleros, who plant their

darts as the bull charges. The legs of the picadores

are padded, and they are always close enough to the

Wall to leap over if the bull brings the horse down.

Nothing could be tamer than the final scene in the

first act of to-day's continuous performance. The espada

danced about the bull for a few minutes, waving his

red rag, and then, as the brute stood at bay with his

head down, looking far more weary than belligerent, he

stepped lightly to one side and drove his sword through

the neck in the direction of the heart, a very neat and

decent operation.

The bull did not drop at once, and there was no

applause. He stood as if lost in thought for a few
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moments, and the espada was forgotten; he had failed.

Then the bull turned, wavered, sank slowly to earth.

Another door flew open and in rushed a team of four

mules abreast, jingling with gala bells. The bull was

dragged out at their tails, and his trail of blood covered

with fresh sand.

Catalina rose and bent over her duenna. "We will

go now, senora," she said. "But you will remain, of

course. I shall be well taken care of."

The Senora Villena looked up with polite amaze

ment. "You go? Are you ill, dear senorita? It has

only begun. There are many more bulls to kill."

"I have had enough to last me for the rest of my
life. Hasta luego."

It was not at every bull-fight that the senora sat in

a box, and she settled back in her conspicuous seat

thankful that the very bourgeois Sefior Moulton had

accompanied her singular charge.

As they were leaving the box Catalina saw that

another picador had entered and stood precisely as his

predecessor had done, with the profile of his blindfolded

horse towards the door of the toril. Fascinated, she

stood rooted to the spot, some deep, savage lust slowly
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awakening. Again the door of the toril was cautiously

opened; again a bull, as if he had been rehearsed for

the part, rushed straight at the helpless horse and

buried his horns in his side. Catalina fancied she could

hear the rip of the hide. But this bull was more power

ful than the other. He lifted horse and rider on his

horns, and the picador, amid the belated enthusiasm of

the multitude, leaped like a monkey over the wall as the

torn horse was tossed and fell cracking to the ground.

"Well," said Over, "have you had enough? They

say, you know, that the horror soon passes and the

fascination grows."

"I am glad to know it was not my Indian blood. I

can now understand the fascination, but I shall never

come again, all the same."

"We are none of us so far from savagery Miss

Shore, Mrs. Rothe."

They were in the passage behind the boxes, and

Mrs. Rothe, who was pallid with disgust and delighted

to express herself to a sympathetic woman her young

husband had sulkily torn himself from the ring walked

out with Catalina anathematising the Spanish race. As

they emerged, Mr. Moulton, green and very silent, dis-
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appeared. When he returned he was still pale, but

normal once more, and after a speech of five minutes'

duration, in which, ignoring the finer flowers of his work

ing vocabulary, he consigned Spain to eternal perdition

Catalina had driven off with Mrs. Rothe he was quite

restored, and celebrated his recovery by a long pull at

a wine-skin.

"I believe I am quite demoralised," he said, cheer

fully; and then, in company with Over and young Rothe

whose wife had amiably bidden him stay he returned

to the ring.
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XVII.

I SAW that horse standing in the middle of the arena

every time my mind was off guard!" said Catalina. "I

woke up suddenly in the night with the hideous vision

painted on the dark. I thought it was a judgment on

me for going that I should be haunted by it for the

rest of my life. I believe it was Velasquez that banished

it, but now I see it only at intervals."

"Perhaps," said Over, "we were wiser in going back.

Our savagery was glutted and the imagination blunted.

I was never so bored in my life as at the end of two

hours of it, and I haven't thought of it since."

They were down in the crypt of the Escorial, in the

Pantheon de los Reyes. Mrs. Rothe had offered to

chaperon Catalina, and after two days of sight-seeing in

Toledo had returned to Madrid to prepare for the trip

south. She had seen the Escorial, and Catalina had

come out alone with Over to the grim mass of masonry
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growing out of the Guadarrama Mountains, which from

a distance looks like a phantom casino for dead pleasures.

They had wandered over it leisurely, lingering in the

cell, with its scant leather furniture, where Philip II. in

his monastic arrogance had received the ambassadors of

Europe, and peering through the little window of the

inner cell upon the same sight that had held his dying

gaze as he lay where they, as a great concession, were

permitted to stand a high-mass in the chapel beyond.

Then they had descended the fifty-nine steps into the

black-and-gold vault where lies the dust of Charles V.

and his successors to the throne of Spain, together with

the queens who reigned, or mothered kings.

It is an octagonal apartment, with eight rows of

niches, the kings on the right of the altar opposite the

entrance, the queens on the left. Every sarcophagus,

wrought in precisely the same elaborate pattern, is of

black marble heavily encrusted with gold. The hand

ful of dust that once was chief of the Holy Roman

Empire is in the sarcophagus on a level with the top of

the altar, and below him is Philip II. There is none of

the picturesque confusion, the vagaries of different epochs,

nor the lingering scent of death of the Kaisergruft in
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Vienna. It might have been built yesterday, but it

has the sombre richness, the lofty dignity of Spain

itself.

There were only two empty niches, and the guide

informed his patrons that they awaited the young king

and the late Queen Isabella.

"Where is she now?" asked Catalina. "Why is she

not here?"

"Oh, she must remain in the Pudridero for ten

years," said the guide, indifferently. "It is the custom.

For some it is only five years, but she was very fat."

, Thus was explained the purity of the atmo

sphere.

They ascended thirty-four of the steps and wandered

through that white marble quarry, so brilliant, so new,

so cheerful, where lie the lesser dead of the House of

Spain. There are rows and rows and rows of them. In

one octagonal, snow-white mass, exactly resembling a

huge wedding-cake, the dust of many children has been

put away, and the gay coat of arms embellishing it seems

cut there to cheer the little ones in their last sleep.

Many of the glistening sarcophagi are as yet without
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inscription, awaiting, no doubt, time and the Pudri-

dero.

Above, in the Sacristia and Ante-Sacristia, they were

shown the magnificent vestments and altar-cloths with

which the uneasy Isabella, as age waxed and time waned,

propitiated Church and saints. And what she had been

was discreetly forgotten; she had descended into the

Pudridero fortified with the odour of sanctity.

They dismissed the guide and walked down the

foot-path to the lower town. For a time they preserved

the tranquil silence which is so pleasant an episode in

friendship; for although this friendship was barely three

weeks old, they had enjoyed so much in common, and

companioned each other through so many annoyances,

quarrelled and made up so often, discovered so many

points of sympathy and disagreement, they had come to

take their intimate association as a matter of course,

while still their mutual interest deepened.

Over stole a glance at his companion as she looked

aside into the gardens. She had restored the short

skirt to favour, but to gratify Mrs. Rothe, who was

shocked that so much beauty should go to waste, she

had bought a grey silk blouse and a soft grey hat. Stil!
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she looked more like the aggressive Catalina to whom

he had grown accustomed before the brief, distracting

interval of the mantilla. He was well again after these

three weeks of almost open-air life, much heat, and un

interrupted freedom, and carried his tall, thin figure with

military erectness, while his keen eyes seemed always

laughing and there was a tinge of colour in his dark

face. He now not only looked the handsome, highly

bred, intelligent Englishman who might have had an

Italian or Spanish ancestor, but his magnetism was alive

again, and the observant Catalina noticed that women

stared at him and occasionally lay in wait.

The hotel in Madrid where they were all stopping

was full of travellers and of deputies, many of whose

wives were handsome, and dressed like women who

looked to life to furnish them with much amusement

Catalina speculated and occasionally flew into a rage;

for this trip in Spain he was all hers, if she never saw

him again, and she was ready to spit fire upon possible

rivals.

She was not in her most amiable mood to-day. The

hotel was on the Puerta del Sol, the noisiest plaza in

Europe. If the throngs that haunt it ever go to bed

The Travelling Thirds* 12
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they must get up again at once, and Catalina, whose

rest was broken, wondered how Spain had ever acquired

the reputation for indolence. Moreover, it was quite

true that the horrors of the bull-ring had haunted her

almost to the point of obsession, and as she was too

philosophical to wish the done undone, she took refuge

in wrath against herself for not meeting the inevitable

with her usual stolidity. She prided herself greatly upon

her Oriental serenity, and looked upon her temper as a

mere annex, which, no doubt, would be absorbed in

time.

She turned suddenly with a little frown.

"There's an end to our travelling third. I broached

the subject last night, and Mrs. Rothe looked as if I

were stark mad. She has no snobbish scruples, but I

suppose the poor thing has never been uncomfortable in

her life. She asked me politely if I could not afford to

go in the luxe that runs between here and Granada

once a week, and, of course, I had to admit that I

could. But I hate it. Couldn't we go third and meet

her there?"

"I am afraid we have no good excuse and it would

take nearly two days by the slow trains. I rather
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think you should be thankful for the solution of Mrs.

Rothe."

"You need not preach. I am. But when I come

back to Europe I'm going to pretend to be a widow

and travel by myself."

"Are you so in love with liberty?"

"Yes, I am."

"Well, I have always thought highly of it myself,"

he said, lightly. "How do you like Mrs. Rothe, on the

whole? Don't you find her a good sort, in spite of her

foibles?"

"Follies, I should call them. Yes, I like her, if

only because she has taught me that a person may be

foolish and yet be wise; decorate herself like a cocotte

and yet be a lady; violate half the rules one has been

brought up on and yet be more estimable than the

wholly virtuous Cousin Miranda, for instance."

"Those would be dangerous deductions for some

girls, but you have a ripping strong head. You ought

to be as grateful for that as for your beauty."

"I wish you'd stop preaching."

"I never preached in my life," he said, indignantly.

"I was merely thinking aloud uttering an obvious

12*
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fact. I might add that I wish your temper was in

the same class with your good looks and common-

sense."

"Well, it isn't. Do you approve of second mar

riages ?
"

"Never given a thought to the subject. If ever I

married it would not be with the divorce court among

the future possibilities."

"I was not thinking of divorce although Mrs. Rothe,

in a way, suggested the question. But I wonder how

it feels to be married to a second man, especially if

you were in love with the first and most youthful

marriages are for love. I picked up an old volume of

Hawthorne the other day and came across the phrase,

apropos of a second marriage, 'the dislocation of the

heart's principles.' You never forget a phrase like that.

And I have been wondering."

"One is so different at twenty-five and thirty-five. It

is almost like being reborn. And so many youthful

marriages result in disillusion and disappointment you

can hardly blame the victims for taking another try at

it. There is such a thing as sacrificing too much, and

I fancy Mrs. Rothe has. Still, there is something magni-
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ficent in the big gambler, and Mrs. Rothe must have

more courage than weakness to stake all on one

throw."

"I don't know that I blame her if she never was

happy before; but sometimes first love is real love I

mean, of course, when it is; mere fancies don't count.

But if one has any brain and a moderate amount of

experience, one must know when one has been through

the real thing. I am thinking now of two people who

have been married long enough to find out. It is, no

doubt, a matter for speculation before that; and that is

the reason so many girls marry and are happy, even

though they have broken their hearts several times

you see, women live the life of the imagination until

they can live in fact. But when one has actually lived

for some years with a man and loved him and he dies

that is what I mean. Don't you think it is the

second-rate person who marries again? I have a theory,

in spite of Hawthorne, that mistaken marriages don't

count I mean so far as the soul, the inner life, is con

cerned, but that the real one counts forever, and that

consolement with another partner presupposes shallow-

ness and a lack of true spirituality. Fancy being equally
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happy and in deepest accord with two men. It is dis

gusting."

"It certainly is unideal. And every Jack has his

Jill.
I don't doubt that don't in the least believe a

man could be equally happy with any one of a hundred

charming and intelligent women not if he wanted the

best out of life. But it is fortunate, perhaps, that the

majority don't do any deep imagining. Then you think

yourself capable of being faithful to a memory?" he

added, curiously.

"I know I could be and happy, in a way; cer

tainly far happier than if I settled down into a com

monplace content with another man. It is the inner life

that counts, nothing else."

"How do you know these things?"

"How did you know you would be brave in battle

before you were ever in one?"

"Didn't. Was awfully afraid I'd funk it."

"Well," she said, laughing, "perhaps that wasn't a

fortunate comparison. But one can have intuitions with

out experience, especially if one lives a more or less

solitary life, and thinks. However, I have visions

of myself as an old maid on the ranch with half a
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dozen adopted children. Falling in love is too hard

work."

"Is it?
"

"Well it has always seemed so to me." She co

loured, more angry with herself than with him. "I don't

pretend to any great amount of experience, but you are

so ridiculously literal."

"You make cocksure assertions, and then get in a

rage if I treat them respectfully. When I don't, you

hiss at me like a snake. I don't complain, however, for

I am now a qualified and hardened subject for matri

mony."

"I suppose you mean that I will make all other

women seem like angels. You will have something to

thank me for."

"If any man ever has the courage to propose to

you, and you bend so far as to accept him, and his

courage carries him as far as the altar, is it your inten

tion to nag him through life as you have nagged me in

the past three weeks?"

"Have I nagged you?" She turned her wondering

eyes upon him. "I never so I thought have treated

anyone so well."
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"Great God!" But he was nonplussed at her sudden

change of front, as he always was. "There have been

times," he continued in a moment, "when you have

been quite the most charming woman in the world."

Her wondering eyes were still on his, the rest of

her face as immobile as the Sphinx. He blundered

along.

"I have been on the verge of proposing to you more

than once."

"Why didn't you?"

"You have a way of breaking the spell just at the

critical moment. I am never sure whether the you I

am sometimes in love with is really there or only as

sumed, like one of your rarely worn gowns. There are

times when I think you have every possibility, and others

when I believe you to be merely a more subtle variety

of the American flirt."

"Well, I'm sorry you didn't propose," she said,

sedately. "Now I suppose you never will. You would

have been quite a feather in my cap."

"That means you would not have accepted me?"

"Did you imagine I would?"
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"There have been times when I did." He was now

goaded into boldness.

"Well, you're just a conceited Englishman!" she

cried, furiously. "If I thought you meant that I'd never

speak to you again!"

"Now I know where I am," he said, serenely.

"This, after all, is the only you I am at home with."

"Well, don't speak to me again for twenty-four

hours. I can't stand you. Thank Heaven, there is the

train!"

Some hours later he found her sitting at the draw

ing-room window of the hotel looking down upon the

most characteristic sight in Madrid the afternoon pro

cession of carriages.

From four o'clock until any hour of a fine night,

while the national stew simmers on the back of the

stove, the wealth and fashion, and those that would be

or seem to be both, drive out of the Calle de Alcala to

the great paseos and parks, and back through the nar

row Carrera San Jeronimo in an unbroken line that be

wilders the eye and creates the delusion of an endless

and automatic chain. There are more private carriages

in Madrid than in any city in the world, and in bright
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weather their owners would appear to live in them, in

different to hunger or fatigue. Those who have Paris

gowns exhibit them, those who have not hide their

poverty under the always picturesque mantilla; but few

are so poor as not to own a turnout. A woman of any

degree of fashion in Madrid will sell her house if ne

cessary, her furniture, her jewels, and live in two rooms

with one or no servant, but have her carriage and her

daily drive she will; for to lose one's place in that dis

tinguished chain would be to lose one's hold on the

world itself. So long as they can see and be seen daily

in the avenues they love, bow to the same familiar faces,

and criticise the gowns of friend and foe, the olla po-

drida can burn and the frock under the mantilla be

darned and turned, the daughters dowerless, and even

theatre tickets unavailable. They have, at least, the best

in life; and then there is always the long morning in

bed and the bull-fight. And who would not envy a

people so tenacious of the desirable and so bravely

satisfied ?

Catalina was at the window on the Carrera San

Jeronimo, and there was no one else in the sala at the

moment. Over approached in some trepidation, not
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having been spoken to since the final word on the slope

of the Escorial; but Catalina, diverted by the bright

birds of paradise on their homeward flight, looked up

and smiled charmingly. She wore one of her white

frocks, and a string of pearls in her hair, and stirred

the languid air with a large black fan. In a strong light

she was always beautiful, and in the late, sun-touched

shadows of evening, with her pretty teeth showing be

tween the red, waving line of her lips, she looked very

sweet and seductive.

"I suppose I ought to apologise," said Over, who

had had no thought of apologising.

"You did say very rude things, but I squared them

by losing my temper. If we begin to apologise
"

She shrugged her shoulders and lowered her lashes to

the hats and mantillas below.

He took the chair before her. "Let us talk it out,"

he said. "What do you think? Is this close com

panionship of ours going to end in love, or are we the

usual passing jests of propinquity? I admit I have

never been so hard hit in my life; but at the same time

I am not completely floored. Perhaps that is only be-
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cause I am too contented in a way. If we were

separated for a time, I fancy I'd know."

"Your sense of humour must have flown oft" with

your national caution. I never before heard of a man

asking a girl to straighten out his sentiments for

him."

"I don't care a hang about traditions. If I love

you I want to marry you, and if I don't I'd rather be

shot. I am talking it out in cold blood when I can,

and this unromantic spot, with all that infernal clatter

down there, is as good a place as any. Besides, I

don't want you to think that I am not capable of being

serious of appreciating you. Life would be unthink

able happiness if we loved each other "

"You take for granted that if you managed to

reach the dizzy height, I should arrive by the same

train." She spoke flippantly, but he saw that she had

broken the sticks of her fan.

"I told you once before to-day that I believed

every Jack had his Jill.
If I loved you it would be for

what you had in you for me alone I know what the

other thing means. You are as much in doubt as I

am. As for myself, I perhaps would be sure if you
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were not so beautiful; but there are times when you

blind, and I don't intend to make that particular kind

of a silly ass of myself."

"Well," said Catalina, rising, "I have a fancy we

will find out in Granada by moonlight in the Alhambra

and all that sort of thing. One thing is positive we

are in the dark at present, and the conditions are not

illuminating. Here comes Mrs. Rothe." As she moved

off she turned suddenly. "If you should continue in

definitely in this painful state of vacillation," she said,

sweetly, "you may consider these two little conversa

tions decently buried. For my part, I like friendship,

arid we have become quite adept at that."



I QO THE TRAVELLING THIRDS.

XVIII.

"Tms is Granada Granada Granada and we are

living in the Alhambra somehow I always pictured the

Alhambra as a mere palace, not as a whole military

town where thousands lived; and to be actually domi

ciled in one of its old streets its old, steep, narrow,

crooked streets I don't quite realise it, do you?"

"I shall feel more romantic when I have cleaned up

and someone has stolen my pipe."

"Oh, I hate you!" said Catalina, but she forgot him

in a moment

She had persuaded Mrs. Rothe to go to a pension

instead of a hotel she had heard of one frequented

mainly by artists and with less difficulty than she had

anticipated, for it was the season of travelling Americans,

and her erring but sensitive chaperon was weary of

being stared at. The front windows of the pension

looked upon a street whose paving-stones and walls had

echoed the tramp of Moorish feet for nearly i ooo years,
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and are still as eloquent of that indomitable race as if

the Spanish conquerors had never passed under the

Gate of Justice. In an angle at the back of the house

was a garden with a long, latticed window in its high

wall, and beyond were the great shade-trees of Alhambra

Park. There was a sound of running water and the

hum of drowsy insects, but it seemed as quiet as a

necropolis after the long flight from the station behind

the jingling mules into Granada, and the following drive

over the rough streets of the city up to the heights of

the Alhambra.

Catalina's room had windows on both street and

garden, and she could look down into Over's room in

the other side of the angle, on the floor below. The

garden, although the kitchen opened upon it, was full

of sweet-smelling flowers and rustic chairs, and at one

end was a long table where a man sat painting. There

were no palms here, for Granada is 2000 feet above

the Mediterranean and the eternal snows are on the

Sierras behind her.

"I suppose, then," said Catalina, after a half-hour's

dreaming, "that you don't mind if I go for a walk with

out you?"
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"Oh, do wait! I'm quite fit now."

"I'll meet you down in the street."

On her way through the quaint, irregular house she

met a tall, fine-looking girl, who half smiled and bowed

as if welcoming her to the pension. For a moment

Catalina wondered if by any chance her family could

have bought out the Spanish proprietors, but dismissed

the thought. The girl was not only unmistakably

American, but of the independent class. She wore a

blue veil about the edge of her large hat, and her

ashen hair in a single deep curve on her forehead.

Her white shirt-waist and white duck skirt were ad

justed with a perfection of detail that suggested the

habit of a maid or of time and concentrated thought.

Her features were good, and in spite of a hint of selfish

ness and rigidity about the mouth, and a pair of rather

cold grey eyes, her smile was very sweet. But her

claim to distinction was in her grooming, her beauty

mien, and in her subtle air of gracious patronage.

"She looks like a princess and yet not quite like a

lady," thought Catalina. "What can she be?"

Over joined her, and as the two grey, harmonious

figures walked down the street Catalina turned suddenly
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and looked at the pension. The girl in white was lean

ing from one of the upper windows. But this time the

cool grey eyes had no message for one of her own sex.

They dwelt upon the Englishman's military and dis

tinguished back. Catalina thrilled to the vague music

of unrest deep in some unexplored nook of her being.

The second response was a snapping eye which she

turned upon Over.

"I met an American girl as I was coming out that

I have taken a dislike to," she announced. "She has

a most absurd patronising manner, and looks as if she

were trying to be the great lady but couldn't quite

make it. I prefer the Moultons, who are frankly sub

urban."

"I thought the Moultons very jolly poor souls. I

suppose they have reached the haven of an Atlantic

liner by this."

"Did you see that girl?" asked Catalina, sharply.

"What girl? Oh, in the pension, just now. I

passed a rather stunning girl on the stairs but there

are so many girls! Shall we wander about outside a

bit before getting the tickets?"

The great red towers of the Alhambra were before

The Travelling Thirds, 1 3
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them, and Catalina forgot the Unknown. There hap

pened to be no one else in the Plaza de los Aljibes as

they entered it, and the afternoon was very warm and

still. They lingered between the hedges of myrtle, the

flower best beloved of the Moor, and disdaining the up

start palace of Charles V. looked wonderingly at the

featureless wall that hid so much beauty, and in its

time had secluded from the vulgar the daily life and

gorgeous state of the most picturesque court in Europe,

and such harems of varied loveliness as never will be

seen again. Only the Tower of Comares, rising sheer

from the northern wall of the Assabica Hill, is as visible

from the plaza as from the courts, of whose life it was

once a part.

"It was from that window that the Sultana Ayxa la

Horra, the mother of Boabdil el Chico, let him down to

the Darro with a rope made of shawls so that he could

escape from Granada before his dreadful old father

murdered him," volunteered Catalina. "But of course

you have read all about it there never was a more

delicious book than The Conquest of Granada."

"Never heard of it, and am densely ignorant of the

whole thing. You will have to coach me, as usual."
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"Then I suppose you don't know that we should

have no Alhambra to-day hardly one stone on another

if it hadn't been for Irving an American! How do

you like that?"

"You know I have no race jealousy, and I had just

as lief it had been Irving as any other Johnny. What

difference does it make, anyhow? We have the Al

hambra. It's like bothering about who wrote Shake

speare's plays."

"That doesn't interest you?"

"Not a bit. The plays don't much, for that matter.

I'm glad our literature has them, but all that sort of

speculation seems to me a crying waste of time and

mental energy. Let's have the lecture. What did you

say your black's name was?"

"Black! Boabdil had beautiful golden hair and

blue eyes." And she sketched the vacillating fate of

that ill-starred young monarch while they sat on a bench

opposite the great facade of the Alcazaba, that once

impregnable citadel swarming with turbaned Moors. To

Catalina they were almost visible to-day, so vivid was

her historical sense; and, as ever, she caught Over in

the rush of her enthusiasm. He always invited these

13*
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little disquisitions, less for the information, which he

usually forgot, than for the pleasure of watching the

changing glow on Catalina's so often immobile face.

Moreover, she was invariably amiable when roaming

through history. Her voice, in spite of its little Western

accent, was soft and rich and lingered in his ear long

after she had fallen into a silence which presented a

contemptuous front to such masculine artfulness as he

possessed.

To-day, after they had passed through the little

door of the Alcazaba, she fell abruptly from garrulity

into a state of apparent dumbness; but Over walked

contentedly beside her in the warm and fragrant silence

of the ruin. Except for the ramparts and the two great

watch-towers where the Moor had contemplated for so

many anxious months the vast army and glittering camp

of Ferdinand and Isabella on the vega beyond Granada,

and the sheer sides of the rock on which the fortress

was built, there was little to suggest that it had once

been the warlike guardian of the palace. It rather

looked as if it had been the pleasure-gardens of a pam

pered harem, with its winding walks between terraces of

bright flowers, its fountains, overgrown, like the frag-
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ments of wall, with ivy, and its grottos, always cool, and

of a delicious fragrance; while from every point there

was a glimpse of snow mountain or sunburned plain.

After they had rambled in silence for an hour Cata-

lina emerged from her centres and suggested that they

go up to the platform of the Torre de la Vela. From

that high point, famous for having been the first in

Granada to fly the pennons of Aragon and Castile, they

saw the perfect rim of hills and mountains that curve

about the city and its vega. On the tremendous ridges

and peaks of the Sierras, no less than on the blooming

slopes of the lower ranges fc
there once were watch-

towers and fortified towns, the outer rind of the pome

granate which the Spaniards stripped off bit by bit until

they reached the luscious pith that so aptly symbolised

the delights of the Moorish stronghold. The fortresses

are gone, but the eternal snows still glitter, the Xenil is

as silvery as of yore, while the sloping city of Granada

itself presents an indescribably ancient appearance, with

its millions of tiles, baked and faded by the centuries

into a soft, pinkish grey, its streets so narrow that one

seems to look down upon a vast roof, from which crosses

and towers rise like strange growths that mar the har-
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mony of a scene otherwise perfect in line and delicate

colour. The solitary tower of the cathedral rises from

the mass of roofs like a mere monument above the

tombs of Ferdinand and Isabella, who, for all they lie

in consecrated stone, have ever about them the phantom

of the ancient mosque.

Above the roofs the very air was pink; and out on

the shimmering vega to the western hills the sun was

seeking to pay his evening visit On the right, or north,

of the Alhambra, across the river Darro, was the Albaicin

on a steep mountain spur, once both sister and rival of

the palace hill, "the whole surrounded by high walls

three leagues in circuit, with twelve gates, and fortified

by 1030 towers." It was, in general, faithful to Boabdil

el Chico, Catalina informed her companion, thirsty for

knowledge, and was the scene of terrific battles between

that whim of destiny and his unrighteous old father

Muley Aben Hassan. To-day it is given over to thou

sands of gypsies, who are faithful to nothing but their

nefarious and ofttimes murderous instincts. But by far

the most imposing objects in the extensive panorama,

after the snow mountains, were the mined towers of

the Alhambra itself. Besides the three in the fore-
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ground, and Comares, of romantic memories, was a line

in varying stages of picturesque decay, extending along

the precipitous bluff overhanging the Darro. Between

were gardens of glowing flowers, narrow streets, ruined

walls, wild patches of wood where the cliff-side jutted;

and on the south side of the Alhambra hill, parallel

with the Darro, the dense park of elms planted by the

Duke of Wellington.

"There is the town of Santa Fe," said Catalina,

pointing to a speck on the edge of the vega. "Fer

dinand and Isabella caused it to be built when they

were in camp. The articles of Granada's capitulation

were signed there, and their contract with Columbus.

Over there in the Sierras, somewhere, is the spot where

Boabdil turned to take a last look at Granada, and

was reproached by his mother who was far more of

a man than he was for weeping like a woman for

what he could not defend like a man. When I was a

child my mother used to sing me to sleep with 'The

Last Sigh of the Moor.' "

And she suddenly trilled forth with an abandon

ment of sorrow which startled Over more than any

phase she had yet exhibited.
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"'Aye, nunca, nunca, nunca mas vere!' That

means, 'Aye, never, never, never more to see,'
" she

translated, practically. "How close it brings the island

of Santa Catalina, undiscovered by the tourist then,

and our lonely little inn! My mother always sang me

to sleep in a big rocking-chair, and my father sat by a

student-lamp and read, frowning until she had finished.

It all seems a thousand years ago."

"Did you miss your parents much?" asked Over,

curiously.

For a second it seemed to him that he saw a win

dow open in the depths of her eyes. Then she turned

her back on him. "I don't live in the past," she said.

"Let us go down into the park. It will be dusk in a

few moments, and the nightingales will sing."

They lingered awhile among the terraces watching

the sun go down, then descended through the Gate

of Justice into the park. There the steep aisles were

dim, there was the murmur of running water, and

in a few moments the nightingales burst forth into song.

Over and Catalina sat down on a grassy bank.

There appeared to be no one in the park but them

selves. The man looked up, half expecting to see
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turbaned heads and flashing eyes on the towers and

ramparts above; or the glittering cavalcade of Ferdinand

and Isabella crowding through the Gate of Justice; or

the faithless wife of Boabdil stealing out to her fatal

tryst with Hammet of the Abencerrages. In the warm

duskiness of the wood under the watch-towers and

ramparts, and the fountain of Charles V. beside them,

the music of nightingale and distant waters thrilling the

soft, voluptuous air, it was easy to imagine that the

walls of Granada had yielded to neither the Spaniard

nor to time. They were the most romantic moments

he had ever known; and the Alhambra is the most

romantic ruin on earth, the one where the modern world

seems but a bit of prophetic history, and 400 years are

as naught.

But there came a moment when he retraced his

flight and stole a glance at Catalina. If she were as

thrilled with the sense of his nearness as he with hers

in these glades of the teeming memories, she gave no sign.

With her head thrown back and eyes half closed she

appeared to be drinking in the delicious notes of the

nightingales. She was quite as beautiful as any of the

captive sultanas who had whiled away the hours for
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their fierce lords in the mysterious apartments above

and startlingly like. Such women, white of skin, dark

and sphinxlike of eye, with delicate features and tender

forms, were sought throughout the East to tempt the

sated appetite of the Moorish tyrants. Just so had

women with wistful, upturned profiles listened to the

dulcet notes of the nightingale floating down from the

trees beside Comares into the spacious courts beneath

their narrow windows, dreaming of the lovers they would

never see. How like she was! In looks, yes; but

he laughed outright as his fancy pictured Catalina

as even the reigning favourite of a harem where a

mistaken monarch sought to filch her of her liberty

and bend her will. His abrupt, half-conscious laughter

rent the spell of the evening, and Catalina sprang to

her feet

"I forgot to ask the dinner-hour," she said. "But it

must be time. I am starved."

She walked rapidly up the hill, and Over followed,

conscious that he had thrown away one of the exquisite

moments of life, and hardly knowing, now that the

intoxication had passed, whether he would have it so

or not.
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XIX.

THEY found the guests of the pension at dinner in

the garden. There were ten or twelve people at the

table, and Over and Catalina were conscious of a con

spicuous entrance; and a certain familiar lighting of the

eye in those facing the door heralded them as a dis

tinguished young couple on their honeymoon. Catalina,

whose spirits had ebbed far out, frowned and took the

vacant chair beside Mrs. Rothe, that at least she might

not be obliged to talk to a man, and Over sat himself

beside the husband. In a moment Catalina saw her

mistake; there was but one person between her cavalier

and the blonde young woman who had inspired her

with distrust.

The American girl sat at the head of the table with

the air of a hostess entertaining her guests. She was

perhaps twenty-six, but she had the aplomb of a woman

who not only has been a gracious hostess for many

years, but has exacted and received much tribute. She
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wore a thin black gown which became her fairness

marvellously well, and had dressed her smooth, ashen

hair both high and low. Her long back was straight

without effort, and if her shoulders were a shade too

broad her waist and hips were less mature. Everybody

else looked dowdy in comparison, even Mrs. Rothe

suffering an eclipse.

But if her toilette was triumphant, her manner was

more so. On one side of her sat a Frenchman, on the

other a Spaniard, opposite Captain Over a German,

and she addressed each in his language, taking care

that none should suffer at the expense of the other;

and it was manifest that they all adored her. She

was, in fact, a brilliant figure, and if her sweet smile

was somewhat mechanical, and her fine, grey eyes keen

and passionless, her swains were too dazzled by her

manner and her handsome appearance to detect the flaws.

Catalina cocked her ears, but found neither wisdom

nor cleverness in the remarks that fell from the thin,

well-cut lips. It was the girl's linguistic accomplish

ment, her bright manner of saying nothing, and willing

ness to hear men talk, that were responsible for the

delusion that she was a brilliant woman. Catalina's
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curiosity could no longer contain itself, and she turned

abruptly to Mrs. Rothe and spoke for the first time.

"Who is she?" she asked. "Have you heard?"

"Her name is Holmes, and I heard her sister, that

dowdy little artist over there, call her Edith."

"I wonder who what she is?"

"Nobody in particular, I should think."

"But she she dominates everything."

"That is the American girl a certain type. You'll

see a great many of them if you go about enough.

This specimen was born with a respectable amount of

good looks, a high opinion of herself, and some

magnetism. On her way through life she has acquired

what some call autorite, others bluff. She probably

has no position to speak of at home she never would

wear her hair in that Florodora lump on her forehead

if she had but she has made a great deal of running

in summer and winter resorts, and in Europe. The

study of her life is twofold: dress and how to please

men while deluding them that they are graciously per

mitted to please her. Her knack for languages stands

her in good stead, her tact is almost never quite

perfect; for she too often makes the mistake of snubbing
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women. She knows the value of every glance, she has

a genius for small talk and dress probably she has

not an income of a hundred and fifty dollars a month,

and her sister has to dress like a sweep to help her

out and I should be willing to stake all I have that

she dances to perfection. She is the sort of girl that

men delight to make a belle of, not only because she

flatters them and is always 'all there,' but because

she does them so much credit. But they usually are

quite content to swell her train, and forget to propose.

What she is on the lookout for, of course, is a rich

husband; but every year she becomes more and more

the veteran flirt, more polished and mechanical, and

less seductive, and will end by taking anyone she can

get."

"She is a type, then. I fancied her unique."

"Dear me! There are hundreds like her."

"All the same, I can't take my eyes off her. She

fascinates me. I don't like her but I think I'd like to

be like her."

"Heaven forbid! She is a very second-rate person,

my dear, and your beauty is real, while hers is only a

matter of effect. She fascinates you because she is
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young and successful, and you see her like for the first

time. But she is nothing in the world but a man's

woman, and while as chaste as an Amazon I suppose

Amazons were chaste has probably been engaged

several times the type is sentimental I might add,

experimental. I caught Lolly hanging over her this

afternoon, and she will doubtless put him through his

paces. It won't hurt him; she is not the type that men

die for not even what the French call an alltnneuse

just a plain American flirt."

"She has style," sighed Catalina.

"Of a sort," said the New-Yorker, indifferently.

Then she turned suddenly to Catalina with the charm

ing sympathy of glance and manner that blinded her

friends to the poor ruin of her face. "How you could

rout her if you would!" she said. "Don't you know,

my dear, that the woman who receives that sort of

promiscuous adulation is always the woman who wants

it, who works for it? Given a decent amount of natural

charm, and any determined woman can be a belle.

But it means more work and self-repression, more

patience with bores as well as with the wary, than you

would ever give to it. And it means popularity with
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men and nothing more; no depth of accomplishment or

interest in anything vital; and under that assumption of

glorified independence she is really a slave, afraid to

relax her vigilance lest she lose her hold, never daring

to be absent-minded or careless in her dress. Of all

the girls I have ever known you have the least reason

to envy anyone so banish the cloud!"

Catalina glowed, and reminded herself of the oppor

tunities thrust upon her to be the belle of a season that

she had spurned with less than politeness; but in a mo

ment her brows met and she lost her appetite. Over had

been drawn into the magnetic current at the head of the

table. Miss Holmes was leaning forward as if graciously

permitting the stranger to enter, yet herself lured by the

wisdom it was a comment on the narrowness of

Moorish streets that flowed from his lips.

"What idiots men are!" thought Catalina, viciously.

"I suppose if I hung on his words like that he'd not

hesitate a minute about being in love with me. But

I'd like to see myself!"
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XX.

AFTER dinner Catalina went up to her room to brush

her hair her head ached slightly and sit for awhile

by herself before the evening walk. As a rule, she was

the first to be down, but to-night she had a perverse

desire for Over to come or send for her. She was sud

denly tired of meeting him halfway, of being the frank,

almost sexless, comrade; she wanted to be sought and

made much of. Miss Holmes might be a second-rate,

but she was an artist, and Catalina was not above tak

ing a leaf out of her book.

"I'd rather be a hermit and have small-pox than

bother forever as she does, according to Mrs. Rothe;

and flatter men not I! But I think I should be more

feminine and difficult"

Her hands trembled a little as she burnished her

hair, and once her eyes filled with tears; but she brushed

them off with a scowl, and still refused to think. She

had been too much with Over, and their friendship had
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run too smoothly for her thoughts to have been tempted

to revolve about him when alone. There were times

when she turned cold and then hot if he came upon

her suddenly, and his touch and glance had thrilled her

more than once. But she had kept it steadily before

her that this was but a summer friendship and that in

a short time she would be in California and he in Eng

land. It is true that her imagination supplemented the

separation with a meeting in one country or the other

not later than a year hence, but she had not permitted

her mind to dwell upon the significance of his audible

self-analysis in Madrid, holding that when a man doubted

the depth of his sentiments the time had not come to

take him seriously. Moreover, to speculate upon the

significance of a man's attentions was not only indelicate

but put her in the class with other girls, and nothing

distressed her more than to approach the average. There

fore, had she never sought to discover what lay beneath

her daily pleasure in Over's society and her matter-of-

fact assumption that for the time he was hers.

Nor would she permit herself to analyse her sense

of disappointment to-night. Her soul had been floating

on the high, golden notes of the nightingales, and not



THE TRAVELLING THIRDS. 2 I I

alone; it had plunged down with a velocity that left it

sick and dizzy, but as Catalina banged the large pins

into her hair she still refused to demand the reason.

The people were talking in the garden. She shut

her window overlooking it and sat down before the one

opposite. The moon had not risen; the street, lit by a

solitary lamp, was full of shadows. It was easy to con

vert the shadows into swarthy men with turbaned heads

and flowing robes, but she was not in a historical mood.

Even a man with a long Spanish cloak folded closely

about him and holding manifestly to the heavier shadows

failed to arrest her attention. In spite of her admirable

self-control her mind wondered uneasily why Over did

not call her, how he was occupied; for the time was

passing.

Her eyes wandered to the height behind the Albaicin.

There were lights; they might be watch-fires. It was

not so long ago that that turbulent quarter had rung

with the clamour of battle, of civil strife, that its gates

had been secretly opened to Boabdil in the night, and

his father or uncle been defied to come over and redden

its streets. What were four centuries?

"I shall always have that pleasure, that resource,"

14*



2 I 2 THE TRAVELLING THIRDS.

thought Catalina, arrogantly. "I can always take refuge

in the past on a moment's notice. Where on earth can

he be? Does he suppose I don't want to walk as I

haven't gone down? Or is he too interested
"

Her spine stiffened. She listened intently, then

stood up silently and looked down. Over and Miss

Holmes were standing in the doorway of the pension,

talking. Catalina could not distinguish the words. Over

had a low voice of no great carrying power, and Miss

Holmes had neglected none of the charms that man

finds excellent in woman. But he was leaning to her

words in a fashion that denoted interest, and oblivion

of all else for the moment. In a flash Catalina realised

just how attractive he was to women.

Still talking, they moved from the doorway into the

street, and then down in the direction of the palace.

Catalina leaned out with a gasp, hardly believing the

evidence of her eyes. For a moment astonishment

routed other sensations. Was it possible that Over was

on his way to visit the Alhambra for the first time by

moonlight with another woman? that he was going for

his evening walk at all without her? Never had he

thought of doing such a thing before; they went off to-



THE TRAVELLING THIRDS. 213

gather, frequently alone, every evening. Even in Toledo

he had come directly to the Casa Villena after dinner,

and sooner or later, by one device or another, had managed

to carry her off for a stroll. But there he was, com

placently walking down street with another woman, and

not so much as a backward glance. And the other

woman had white lace about her head and shoulders,

and no doubt looked like a Lorelei. The only beauty

she had ever heard Over praise was the beauty of fair

women, which was as it should be. And Englishmen

laughed at American distinctions. If this girl were

second class, how was Over to find her out on a moon

light night in a tricksy frame, how discover that she

wore her hair like a shop-girl? Doubtless, if he thought

at all about the matter, he would elevate Miss Holmes

above herself in the social scale. She at least did not

suggest the cow-boy.

And still he did not turn his head. Perhaps he

was only strolling for a few minutes with the new ac

quaintance, waiting for his usual companion to descend.

Catalina leaned farther out. In a moment they passed

the old mosque and disappeared.

She fell back from the window, unable for a mo-
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merit to think coherently; the blood was pounding in

her head. Her impulse was to run after them and

twist her rival's neck. She panted with hate, with the

desire for vengeance, with the lust to kill. She stood

like a wooden idol, but she boiled with the worst

passions of the ancient races behind her. She -con

ceived swift plans of vengeance. She would make

friends with the girl, poison her peace of mind, kill her

if she could not inveigle her into killing herself. The

malignant, treacherous nature of the aboriginal controlled

her, obsessed her. Civilisation fell away; she was

capable of the worst; she cared nothing for conse

quences. Literally, she wanted the enemy's scalp.

Then, without premeditation, she wept stormily, like an

undisciplined child or a savage beside itself. And

then the obsession passed and she was horrified.

It was not thus her imagination had dwelt upon the

great revelation. She had visioned love among the

stars, and had expected groping, perhaps to find it

there. But to discover it in a fit of jealous rage, writh

ing in the most ignoble of the passions, her soul shriek

ing for revenge she descended to the depths of dis

couragement, humiliation. She doubted if she were
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worthy of being loved even by a mere man for the

moment she despised the entire sex for Over's weak

ness and inconstancy. Of course, like others, he had

succumbed to this enchantress, who didn't even wear

her hair like a lady, and was therefore unworthy of

even the rage she had flung after him. She longed to

despise him so hotly that her love would be reduced to

a charred ember, and thought she had succeeded; then

it flamed all through her, and she sprang to her

feet.

"There is one thing I can do," she thought, and lit

the candle. "I'll leave to-morrow. Never will I go

through this again, and never will I see him again if I

can help it"

She had the instinct of all wounded things, and a

terror of the emotions that had torn her. Pain she

could stand, and had a dim foreshadowing that in

solitude she might attain that dignity of soul that sor

row and meditation bring to great natures, but never

the passionate conflict of emotions that confused her

now. As she locked her trunk there was a knock on

her door. She answered mechanically, and Mrs. Rothe

entered.
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"What"

Catalina, who was sitting on the floor, sprang to her

feet Her hair was disordered and her eyes red.

There was no use attempting to conceal anything from

this keen-eyed woman, whose sufferings were stamped

in the loosened muscles of her face. She stood silent

and haughty. She would deny nothing, but nothing

was further from her mind than confession.

"May I sit down?" asked Mrs. Rothe. "Have you

a headache? I was afraid you must have, as you did

not come down."

"My head doesn't ache, but I am sick of Spain. I

am going to start for home to-morrow."

"Oh, I am sorry. It will be dreary without you.

And I thought it so enchanting here. Can't I induce

you to change your mind?"

Catalina sat down on her trunk, but she shook her

head. "I want to go home," she said.

Mrs. Rothe turned her kind, bitter eyes full upon

Catalina. "Don't run away," she said. "It is un

worthy of you. And this means nothing. What is

more natural he being a man than that he should

accept the minor offerings of the gods when the best is
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not forthcoming? Moreover, when a man has talked

steadily to one girl for three weeks" she shrugged her

shoulders "that is the way they are made, my dear,

the way we are all made, for that matter, as you will dis

cover in time for yourself. It is better to accept men

as they are, and early than late."

"I never want to see another man again and this

was our first night in Granada. There was had been

for weeks a tacit understanding that we should do

every bit of it together
"

"But you disappeared. No doubt he thought you

were indisposed
"

"I wanted him to come after me, for once."

"Oh, my dear, men are so dense. When they love

us desperately they rarely do what we most long to

have them. If I don't sympathise with you well, I

think of my own throes, not only at your age, but so

often after. It is so easy to fall in love, so difficult to

remain there. You can marry Over if you wish and

two or three years hence the pity of it!"

"Do you mean that no love lasts?"

"In tenacious natures like yours it may. Neverthe

less, there will be times when he will bore you, get on
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your nerves, when you will plan to get away from him

for a time. A few years ago I still clung in the face

of experience to my delusions. Then I would have

held your hand and wept sympathetic tears. Now, I

can only say, go in and win, but don't break your

heart over an imagined capacity for love at an in

terminable high pitch."

"You must have loved Mr. Rothe when you married

him," said Catalina, with curiosity, and feeling that Mrs.

Rothe had opened the gates and bade her enter.

"I did," said the older woman, dryly. "For what

other reason, pray, would I make a fool of myself, and

disgust and antagonise those whom I had loved so

long? What a fool the world is!" she burst out.

"And writers, for that matter! They are always harp

ing on the death of the man's love, upon the punish

ment that will be visited upon the woman of mature

years who marries a man younger than herself! I am

capable of the profoundest feeling, and I have never

been able really to love a man in my life. I have de

luded myself again and again, and invariably the man

has disappointed or disgusted me. This is my third

husband. The first died, but not soon enough to leave
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me with a blessed memory. The second, whom I had

found irresistible, developed into a gourmand with a

bad temper. I lived with him for fifteen years. When

I met Rothe I was forty, the beginning of the most

critical period in the life of women of my sort when if

not happy we would stake our souls for happiness. It

seemed to me that I could not continue to live without

love, and yet that I could not die unless I had, if only

for a day, loved to the full capacity of my nature.

When I met Rothe and he fell head over heels in love

with me I was a very handsome woman five years ago

I was at first flattered; then his ardour struck fire in

nie and I made no effort to extinguish it. It was what

I had waited for, prayed for, and I encouraged it,

fanned the flame. I was convinced that it was the

grand passion at last; and I went out to Dakota. I

gloried in the sacrifice, gloated over it. And in spite

of divorce and scandal I suppose I was happy for a

time."

"And now?" asked Catalina, breathlessly. She had

forgotten Over and Miss Holmes. Never had she been

so close to living tragedy. Mrs. Rothe, in her negligee

of pale yellow silk and much lace, her ruffled petticoat
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and slippers of the same shade, indescribably fresh and

dainty, and, in the light of the solitary candle, a beauti

ful woman once more, was to Catalina the very embodi

ment of "the world," and for the moment far more

interesting than herself.

"Now! I hate the sight of him. I am bored be

yond the power of words to tell. I have to remind

myself that he is not my son, and when I do not long

for my own son, who was far brighter, I long for a man

of my own age to exchange ideas with, who will under

stand me in a degree. There are a few women with

eternal youth in their souls, but I am not one of them.

I am tired of all his little habits; the very expression of

his face when he smokes a cigarette with his after-

dinner coffee gets on my nerves. I am sick of making-

up and pretending to be interested in the things that

interest a young man. I want to be frankly myself

of course, I should hate growing old in any case, but I

am sick of being a slave that is what it amounts to

when you don't dare to be yourself. But I must keep

up the farce lest I lose him, and the world laugh

and once more remind itself of its perspicacity. I give

him a long rope; he is still fond of me; my pride
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mounts as everything else fades away. There you

are !

"

Catalina had hardly drawn breath during this jere

miad. She no longer had any desire to run from her

own pain. After all, what had Over done but take a

walk with a strange girl in her own absence? She

had beaten a mole-hill as high as a mountain. But

she could think of nothing to say. In the bitter misery

before her there was the accent of finality, and com

ment would have been resented if heard.

"I have told you all this," said Mrs. Rothe, "partly

because the impulse after five years of repression was

irresistible, partly to show you that the great tragedy

of a woman's life is when not the man, but she, ceases

to love. Better far death and desolation, and a great

memory, than a nature in ruins, and the magic that

would rebuild gone out of hope forever. As for you

congratulate yourself that you are able to feel and

suffer as you have done to-night. Over is a better

sort than most. Marry him and prove that you are

of greater and finer stuff than I. I should be de

lighted. And if this girl should develop into a rival
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of a sort, welcome the stimulation, and show your

mettle"

"I won't fight over any man!"

"Certainly not. Simply be more charming than

she is. Nothing could be easier. You could not make

the mistake of eagerness if you tried, but you can be

obliviously delightful and you know him far better

than she does, and have no machine-made methods.

Now go to bed and sleep, and ignore the episode in

the morning. You went to bed with a headache and

neither knew nor cared what Over did with him

self."
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XXI.

THUS it came about that the next morning, not

long after dawn, Catalina was leaning out of her garden

window humming a Spanish air when Over pushed

aside his curtain and looked up expectantly.

"Coffee?" he whispered. She nodded. He pointed

down to a little table in the window in the wall. They

stole like conspirators through the dark house and down

to the garden. Over was first at the tryst, and never

had he greeted her with such effusion. He held her

hand a moment and gazed solicitously into her eyes

with an entire absence of humour as he tenderly de

manded if she had been ill or only tired the night

before, and assured her of his disappointment in being

cheated of their walk. His conscience hurt him, and

he felt the more penitent as he saw that disapproval

in any of its varied manifestations was not to be his por

tion. For Catalina looked nothing short of angelic.
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Her eyes were a trifle heavy, as if with pain, but her

beautiful mouth curled and wreathed with sweetness.

She wore for the first time a white blouse and a duck

skirt, and about her throat she had knotted a scarlet

ribbon. The fine, soft masses of her hair looked as if

spread with a golden net that caught the fire of the

mounting sun, and she looked several years younger,

fresher, more ingenuous than Miss Holmes, though older

than herself.

She ground the coffee while he boiled the water,

and when he alluded, with an enthusiasm that was

almost sentimental, to their first coffee-making in Tarra

gona, recalling the solitary palm against the blue sea,

her face lit up and her lips parted. So, all in a night,

had their attitude of almost excessive naturalness to

wards each other dissolved into the historic duel of the

man and the maid. Both were acutely sensible of the

change, yet neither resented it, for it heralded the new

chapter and its unfolded mysteries. Catalina had the

advantage, for she understood and he did not; he only

felt the subtle change, and the conviction that she was

even more provocative than during the episode of the

mantilla.
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"No one in the world can make such good coffee,"

she said, politely, as she sipped hers and looked through

the bars at the dark arbours of the park. "I still had

rather a headache when I awoke, but this is all I need.

Did you go for a walk last night?"

She held her breath, but he replied, promptly: "I

walked round a bit with Miss Holmes that fair girl

who sat at the head of the table. But the moon rises

late and there was nothing to see. I was in bed by

ten o'clock. I hope you will be quite fit to-night so

that we can see the Alhambra by moonlight together.

I am very keen on that."

"So am I," and she gave him an enchanting smile,

but without a trace of self-consciousness. "How do

you find Miss Holmes? I long to meet her. She at

tracts me very much."

"Oh, she is very jolly. Can talk about anything

and has the knack of your race and sex for putting a

fellow quite at his ease. You are certain to like her.

She has given up her home life and wanders about

Europe for the sake of her sister, who is an artist; has

a deuced fine nature, I should say. What?"
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"Nothing. Shall we take a walk? We can't get

the cards for the palace for an hour or two yet"

"I hoped you would feel like a jolly long walk this

morning. \Ve really had no exercise yesterday, and

after that ride from Madrid I feel as if I'd like to be

on my legs for a week."

They walked for two hours along one of the country

roads behind the Alhambra, racing occasionally, glimps

ing many beautiful vistas, lingering for awhile before

the Generalife, the summer palace of the Moorish kings;

Catalina gloating over the profusion and variety of the

flowers, not only in the famous garden, but cropping

out of every crevice of the walls themselves. As they

sat in the warm sunshine of one of the terraces she

gave him another little lecture on the history of Granada

in a curiously exultant voice that made him oblivious

of the useful information she imparted. Never had he

been so attractive to her as in this new role of the

mere man endeavouring to propitiate his goddess, and

happiness bubbled and sparkled within her; if by

chance their eyes met her lashes played havoc with

the expression of hers. She radiantly felt that he

belonged to her; she obliterated the future and forgot
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the seductress. She informed Over that it was Granada,

Spain, the golden morning, that made her happy, and

was careful to remove any impression he might harbour

that she was making an effort to please him; for pride

and a diabolical cunning stood her in the stead of

experience. She merely had put her moody, un

disciplined side to rest and exhibited in high relief

her luminous, exultant girlhood; and Over stared and

said little.

But she was determined that if he did address her

it should not be in direct sequence to her wiles, for she

had a passionate wish to be sought, to be pursued. She

would continue to dazzle him with the jewels of her

nature and make him forget the weeds and clay that

had inspired him with uneasiness, but she would go no

further.

"Come!" she exclaimed, springing to her feet. "We

can get into the Alhambra now, and I simply cannot

wait any longer."

"Do you know," she said, as they walked down the

hill towards the fortress, "I have had an uneasy sense

of being watched ever since I came here? I was con-
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scions of it several times while we were exploring

yesterday, and last night as I sat by my window for a

few moments before I went to bed" she stammered,

caught her breath, and went on "I felt it again; and

in the night I woke up and heard two men talking

under my window. I suppose there was nothing remark

able in that, but they stood there a long time, and one

of the voices, although it was pitched very low, sounded

dimly familiar. This morning, just before we reached

the highroad I had again the sense of being watched

I am very sensitive to a powerful gaze."

Over, who was probably afraid of nothing under the

sun, was looking at her in alarm. "You know I have

always said that you must not go out alone in Spain,"

he said, authoritatively. "And there is danger quite

aside from your beauty. Not only are all Americans

supposed by the ignorant, rapacious lower classes of

Europe to be phenomenally wealthy, but Californians in

particular. And doubtless California is a legend with

the Spaniard. I am not given to melodrama, but there

is a desperate lot over in the Albaicin."

"I don't see what could happen to me in broad

daylight, and certainly I am not going to run after
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you or 'Lolly' every time I want to go out. What a

bore!"

"Not for me. I wish you would promise
"

"Well, I'll be careful," she said, lightly. "I have

no desire for adventures of that sort. They must be

horribly dirty over in the Albaicin, and after our ex

perience with Spanish banks it might be some time be

fore I could be ransomed."

The Albaicin might be dirty and abandoned to

wickedness, but they decided, as they leaned over the

parapet of the Plaza de los Aljibes before entering the

palace, there was no doubt of its picturesqueness. Far

beneath them sparkled the Darro, and beyond it, parallel

with the Alhambra Hill, rising from the plain almost to

the very top of the steep mountain spur, was another

vast roof of pinkish-grey tiles. But here they could dis

tinguish one or two narrow streets, mere cuts in a bed

of rock, from their perch, and high balconies full of

flowers between the Moorish arches, a glimpse of bright

interiors, the towers and patios of a great convent where

the nuns walked among the orange-trees and the pome

granates, the roses and geraniums. Not a sound rose

from the ancient city; it might have been as dead as
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the turbulent race that made its history. It lay steep

ing, swimming, in the pink light that seemed to rise

like a vapour from its roofs. It looked like some huge

stone tablet of antiquity, with hieroglyphics raised that

the -blind might read.

"I shall come and look at this in every light," said

Catalina, "so if I disappear you will know where to find

me."

They entered the palace through the little door in

the non-committal wall, and, after bribing the guide to

let them alone, lingered for a time in the Court of

Myrtles, where the orange-trees no longer grow beside

the pool, but where the arcades and overhanging gallery

are as graceful as when the court was the centre of life

of the Comares Palace, first in this group of palaces.

Then, through an arcade that abutted into a fairy-like

pavilion, they entered the Court of Lions.

Probably the Alhambra is the one ruin in the world

where the most ardent expectations are gratified. From

a reasonable distance the restored arabesque patterns on

the walls, like Oriental carpets of many colours, and

raised in stucco, present the illusion of originals; and all

else, except the tiles gaudy in the primal colours, on the
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many roofs which project over the arcades into the

courts, and the marble floors, are as the Africans left it.

The twelve hideous lions upholding the double fountain

in the famous court must have been designed by artists

that had never penetrated the African jungle nor visited

a menagerie, and, as the only ugly objects amid so

much light and graceful beauty, serve as an accent

rather than a blot. Upholding the arches of the arcades

that surround the court are 128 pillars so light and

slender, so mellowed by time, that they look far more

like old ivory than marble. Above the arches the

multicellular carving again looks like old ivory, and

through them are seen the gay convolutions of the

arabesques on the walls of the corridor. Above the

cluster of shafts at the eastern end, which forms one of

the two pavilions, the florid roofs multiply and rise to a

dome of all the colours. Overhanging the north side of

the court in the second story is a long line of low

windows. They once gave light and glimpses of history

to the captives of the king's harem.

" You must half close your eyes and imagine silken

curtains waving between those slender pillars, which

were meant to simulate tent-poles," said Catalina.
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"And Oriental rugs and divans in those arcades, and

the lounging gentlemen of the court, and turbaned

soldiers keeping guard, and women eternally peeping

through the jalousies above. They must have seen this

court red a thousand times: Muley Aben Hassan had

two of his sons beheaded by this very fountain to please

a new sultana; and when they weren't beheading under

orders they were flying into passions and killing one

another. And the women could look straight into that

room over there where Boabdil had the Abencerrages

killed because one of them, as I told you, fell in love

with his sultana. Do you see it all?"

"I confess I don't," said Over, laughing. "But I

see quite enough too much would make me apprehen

sive. How would you have liked that life?" he asked,

curiously, as they crossed to the Hall of the Abencer

rages. "I mean to have been the sultana of the

moment, of course, not one of those captives up

there."

"I should probably have been nothing but devil,"

replied Catalina, dryly. "It would have given me some

pleasure to stick a knife into Muley Aben Hassan, and

to have applied a sharp stick to Boabdil."
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They stood for a few moments in the lofty room

its domed ceiling like a cave of stalactites, its foun

tain and ugly brown stains, and then Catalina shuddered

and ran out.

"I can stand courts where murder has been* done,"

she said, "for the sky always seems to clean things up.

But that room is full of a sinister atmosphere. I

should commit murder myself if I stayed in it too

long."

The impression vanished and she moved her head

slowly on the long column of her throat, smiling with

her eyes, which met Over's.

"I hate ugly fancies and atmospheres," she said,

softly. "And the rest of the palace looks like a plea

sure-house; only I. wish there were furniture and cur

tains it seems to me they could be reproduced as

successfully as the arabesques and roofs. Now one re

ceives the impression that they slept and sat on the

floor."

They were entering the Room of the two Sisters,

opposite the Hall of the Abencerrages, once the chief

room of the sultana's winter suite. There are two slabs

of marble in the floor that look like recumbent tomb-
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stones. What their original purpose was legend sayeth

not, unless it was to give an easy designation to a room

which needs no such trivial spur to the memory. For

the ceiling of this great apartment is one of the curio

sities of the world. The dome is like a vast bee-hive,

its 5000 cells wrought with the very colours of the

flowers from which the ambitious builders brought their

honey sweets. It might be a sort of Moorish heaven

for the souls of bees, those tiny amazons who alone have

demonstrated the superiority of the female over the

male.

Catalina mentioned this conceit, and Over laughed

grimly.

"When women are willing to do all the work " he

began, and then lifted his hat. Miss Holmes entered

the room from the sala beyond.

She came forward with a smile of welcome, her

manner quite that of a chatelaine welcoming the stranger

to the halls of her ancestors.

"I am so glad I happen to be here," she said. "I

know you are people whom guides only bore. I have

lived in the Alhambra three weeks now, and am think

ing of offering my services at the office; but you may
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have them for nothing." She included Catalina in her

smiling gaze. "I hope your headache is better," she

added, politely.

"Yes, thank you," replied Catalina, who longed to

scratch her. She reminded herself of her new role,

however, and gave her a dazzling smile that filled her

eyes with warmth and accented the grey coldness of

the orbs, which, like her own, faced Over. "How I

envy you for having been here three weeks!" she said.

"I feel as if I couldn't wait to know, to be familiar with

it all. Do you live in Spain?"

, "If you call boarding in pensions frequented by

artists of all the nationalities, living in a country, I have

been here a year."

She piloted them through the rooms, reciting the

information that lies in Baedeker, adroitly compelled by

Catalina's intelligent questions to address the lecture to

her. By the time they reached the queen's boudoir in

the Torre del Peinador, Catalina noted that the guide

chafed visibly at being compelled to ignore the man,

and it was evident by her wandering glances and the

inflections of her voice that she not only admired the

Englishman's good looks, but appreciated his social
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superiority over the gentlemen of the brush who so

often were her portion at pensions. Here, however, it

was obviously the woman who would be interested in

the perforated stone slab in a corner of the floor, which

may have been built to perfume a queen or merely to

warm her, and as she and Catalina disputed amiably,

Over leaned on the stone wall of the narrow bal

cony and looked at the splendid view of Albaicin and

mountain.

Then Catalina whimsically determined to give the

girl the opportunity she craved. Her interest in the

conversation perceptibly waning, Miss Holmes was

enabled to transfer her attentions to the man, and, with

battery of eye and glance, convey to him her pleasure

in dropping history for human nature. When his at

tention was absorbed Catalina descended softly into the

long arcade which overhangs the Darro, and, after wan

dering about at its extremity for a few moments and

getting her bearings, sat down on the window-seat that

looks upon the Patio de la Reja, with its neglected

fountain and cypresses. They must pass her on their

way to the Sala de los Embajadores. She was not

sorry to be alone, and felt happy and secure, experienc-
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ing a passing moment of contempt for men in general,

so easy were they to manage a mood which assails

every charming woman at times, and even on the heels

of doubt and despair. But Catalina's spirit was too

buoyant not to comprehend ideality in its flight, and

she stared unseeingly at the dead walls and saw only
V

what she had divined in Over.

She waited a long while. Coming out of her reverie

with a start, she wondered how long it was and drew

out her watch. It was half-past eleven, and, making a

rapid calculation, she was driven to conclude that her

cavalier had been absorbed by the enchantress for fully

ah hour.

She was too proud to go after them, but her fingers

curved round the window-seat in the effort to restrain

herself, and her spirits plunged into an abyss of dull

despair, emerging only on jealous and torturing wings

to drop again. She realised the mistake she had made

in the exuberance of her happy self-confidence; for a

girl like Miss Holmes can make heavy running in an

hour. On the steamer and in the various pensions

where the Moultons had lingered she had often seen

what no doubt was this same type of girl retire into a
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corner with the man she had marked for her own and

talk or listen hour after hour; and Catalina had spe

culated upon their subjects, wondering that one human

being could interest another for so long a time without

the exterior aids of travel. The man had always looked

as engrossed as the girl, and Catalina was forced to

conclude that the mysterious arts were effective, and

wished it were not forbidden to listen behind a curtain,

but only that curiosity might be satisfied she scorned

arts herself. Now she wondered distractedly what this

ashen-haired houri was talking about to make Over

forget his very manners; but none of the long, desultory

conversations, followed by the longer silences peculiar

to her experience with him, threw light on the weapons

of this accomplished ruler of hearts; although the bare

idea that they might be leaning over the parapet

side by side in a familiar silence brought Catalina to

her feet and turned her sharply towards the arcade.

But at that moment she saw them coming.

Over was a little ahead of his companion, who was

smiling with her lips, and he came forward with some

anxiety in his eyes.

"I only just missed you," he said. "I thought you
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were there in the room lost in one of your silent moods.

When did you come down?"

"Only a little while ago," said Catalina, sweetly,

and she saw the eyes of the other girl flash with some

thing like fear. She also noted that her cheeks were

flushed.

"You have got a little sunburned," she said, with

concern for a fine complexion in her voice. "It is much

cooler down here. Have we time to go into the Sala

de los Embajadores?"

And Over was made subtly aware of the second-

rate quality of Miss Holmes's accent.

They entered the immense room, whose dome is like

a mighty jewel hollowed and carved within, where Boab-

dil drew his last breath as king of Granada; and before

Miss Holmes could open her lips, Catalina, with all the

picturesqueness of vocabulary she could command at

will, described several of the scenes of which this most

historical room in the Alhambra was the theatre; not

only throwing into low relief the academic meagreness

of the other girl's knowledge, but insinuating its super

erogation. Meanwhile she missed nothing. She saw

the girl's colour fade, her expression of almost super-
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cilious self-confidence give place to anxiety, and as she

turned away and stared out of one of the deep win

dows, it rushed over Catalina sickeningly that Over, in

the span of an hour, had captivated her heart as well

as her fancy. He must have made himself very fas

cinating! Catalina bungled her centuries; Miss Holmes

in love would make a formidable rival.

The girl turned suddenly with mouth wholly super

cilious and the light of war in her eyes. Catalina's face

was as impassive as a mask. Miss Holmes walked de

liberately towards Over, her mouth relaxing and humour

in her eye, but Catalina was too quick for her. She

might be an infant in the eyes of this accomplished

flirt, but she had imagination and a brain capable under

stress of abnormal rapidity of action. She had pulled

out her watch and was facing Over.

"The palace closes at twelve for the morning," she

said, without a quiver of nervousness in her voice. "It

wants but a few minutes of twelve, and we never care

for luncheon until one. Would you care to go down

and make the usual futile attempt at the poste restante

or are you tired?"

"Tired? Let us go, by all means. I have had
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exactly one letter since I arrived in Spain. There surely

is a batch here."

"I expect rather important ones." She turned to

Miss Holmes. "Good morning," she said, gaily. "And

thank you so much. We are the hungriest people in

the world for knowledge." And she
t
marshalled the

unconscious Over out, he lifting his hat mechanically

to Miss Holmes, while admiring the sparkle in Catalina's

eyes and the unusual colour in her cheeks.
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XXII.

As they walked down the Empedrada, the most

shadowy of the avenues in the park, Catalina's ungloved

hand came in contact with Over's and was instantly

imprisoned. For a moment she lost herself in the

warm magnetism of that contact, wondering somewhat,

but filled with a new sense of pleasure. But as she

turned her head and met his steady gaze, half humorous,

half tender, she made her obedient eyes dance with

mischief.

"Beware of the Alhambra," she said, lightly.

"I am not afraid of the Alhambra," and although

she turned her hand he held it fast.

"Aren't you?"

"You are very provocative."

She longed for the mantilla which had given her

such confidence in Toledo, but swept him a glance

from the veiled splendour of her eyes.
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"I don't know whether I mind having my hand

held or not."

But if this were diplomacy it failed; he tightened

his clasp.

"I am not sure that I know you."

"I have heard you say that a good many times.

You are not very original."

"I was thinking of to-day, particularly."

"Why to-day?" The wondering expression held

her eyes. "I have never felt more natural, nor happy.

I feel as if the mere blood in my veins had turned to

that golden mist we saw on the vega this morning. I

adore Spain!"

She spoke the last words in such a passion of relief

that he brought his face closer to hers.

"I believe I'd give my soul to kiss you," he whis

pered. There was no humour in his eyes, and he

looked the born lover; arid the glades of the "sacred

grove" looked the very bower of lovers. But Catalina's

moment of response was over. Humiliated and furious

with herself, she vowed on the spot that she would

never again lift an eyelash to fascinate him. Love

seemed lying in the dust, rocked back and forth by
16*
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her experimental foot. He should come to her of

his own free will, or go whence he came with Miss

Holmes, if he chose. She would be loved and wooed

ideally, or die an old maid. But to bait to manoeuvre

to cross swords with a rival! For the moment she

hated Over, and he might have departed on the in

stant with her blessing.

She had snatched away her hand and was almost

running down the hill. He made no effort to recover

her until they reached the Gate of Granada, and then

they walked sedately down the white hot street to

gether.

"Miss Holmes, it seems, has arranged rather a

jolly affair for to-night," he said. "A dance in the

Alhambra in the Court of Lions. She has per

mission from the authorities, and has engaged some

musicians. The moon rises at ten, and we will dance

for two or three hours. How do you like the

idea?"

"Well enough. I am not overfond of dancing."

"I am sorry. I hoped you would give me the first

waltz."

"Well, I will if I dance. But dancing is not my
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forte, and I hate doing anything I don't do well. I

suppose you don't dance any better yourself, though.

Englishmen never do."

"Indeed! How many Englishmen have you danced

with?"

"Well, I have heard they don't."

"I natter myself I dance rather well. It would be

more like you to judge for yourself."

"I'll see."

They reached the post- office after a hot walk

through the town, there to meet with the usual official

stupidity, or indifference, at the window of the paste

restante. In vain Catalina adjured the somnolent per

son leaning on his elbows to look carefully through

the R's and S's and O's. He replied that there was

nothing, but that there might be on the morrow;

the manager of the pension had already spoken to

him.

They left the post-office with bristling tempers.

"It is a relief to hate something in Spain," cried

Catalina. "And I hate the post, the telegraph, and the

banks. There is a cab. I have had enough of walking

for one day."
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XXIII.

AFTER luncheon Miss Holmes put her arm through

Catalina's. "Come into my room and talk to me a

little while," she murmured. "I am so tired of all these

men."

Catalina had stiffened at the contact, but pride

made her yield at once. She turned with a smile in

her eyes, and the other girl exclaimed, impulsively,

"You are the most beautiful thing I ever saw in my

life!"

"Oh!" said Catalina, melting; but it was char

acteristic that she merely accepted the tribute as her

due and did not return it in kind.

The two girls presented an edifying spectacle for

the eyes of puzzled man as they walked off, arm in

arm; moreover, at the finish of an hour's chat in Miss

Holmes's cool little room they were very good friends,

for women may hate each other as rivals but like each
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other as human creatures of the same sex. They have

so many feminine interests in common, that man often

dips over the horizon of memory while the mind is alive

with the small and normal, only to resume his sway

when it is vacant again.

Miss Holmes, sitting on the floor, her hands clasped

about her knees, proved to be much like any other

girl, and entertained Catalina with lively anecdotes

of her experience in Europe. Unconsciously she re

vealed much that evoked Catalina's sympathies. She

made her own clothes, and it was evident that her

life was harried by small economies whose names Ca

talina barely knew. She was a piece of respectable

driftwood in Europe anchored to a still more re

spectable sister, and the more remarkable that she

still was able to suggest a young woman of the leisure

class.

"Of course I must marry," she said, shrugging her

shoulders. "Unfortunately, the only man I ever wanted

to marry is a prince without a cent you meet scions

of all the nobility in pensions; but that, of course,

means that they are as poor as you are. I suppose that

you independent as you are won't marry for ages?"
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"I have no intention of marrying at present," replied

Catalina, without the flicker of an eyelash.

"Lucky you! I haven't either, for that matter, al

though my prince threatens to descend upon me; and

if he does She lifted her shoulders again. "Women

are idiots when they fall in love. Marriages ought

to be made by the state according to fitness. How

do you like my scheme for to-night?" she added, ab

ruptly.

"It is a stroke of genius. Fancy having a dance in

the Alhambra by moonlight to carry away as a memory!

Are you fond of dancing?"

"I adore it. It is the one thing I can do to per

fection. I have actually been proposed to half a dozen

times on the strength of my dancing."

Catalina turned cold. "What an odd reason for

proposing! A man cannot dance with his wife."

"Well, you see, a man's head sometimes swims with

his feet. Given a man who is fond of dancing and he

is apt to think a woman perfection who dances to per

fection."

Catalina rose abruptly. "I must go upstairs and

rest for to-night I have been on the go since day-
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break. Thank you for asking me to your pretty room,"

she added, with the charming courtesy she had at

command. "You have what the French call the gift of

installation, and this looks as if you had always lived

here. I can't even keep my room tidy."

"You have always had servants to keep it tidy for

you," said the other, with her quick, sweet smile. She

shook Catalina's hand warmly. "Come in often," she

said, and there was no doubting her sincerity. "And

put on your most becoming gown to-night. It will be

a pleasure to look at you."

But although she was attracted to Catalina, and

admired her beauty with the eye of the connoisseur,

she had made up her mind to marry Over. Her love

for the worthy but impoverished prince who had fol

lowed her about Europe for half a year was a fiction

of the moment, but Over had carried her off her feet.

She had met scions of the continental aristocracies by

the score, but it was her first adventure with an Eng

lishman of the higher class who looked as if he would

love with difficulty and make love with ardour. She

had held his attention during the morning immediately

in the wake of many sensations quickened by Catalina,
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and it is possible that some of their exuberance may

have overflowed to her. She recalled that his eyes

had sparkled and melted and dwelt ardently upon her

own, that his tones had been laden with meaning more

than once, that he had uttered many spontaneously

complimentary things. She looked upon Catalina as a

lovely and somewhat clever child who could have no

chance in the ring with herself, but she had taken

pains to make certain that her young affections were

not involved. She might have hesitated before break

ing an engagement. It must be added that she cared

not at all if Over were rich or poor. An English

aristocrat, handsome, charming, a guardsman her heart

ached with the romance of it.



THE TRAVELLING THIRDS. 25!

XXIV.

AFTER supper they sat about the table in the garden

until nine o'clock, the men and several of the women

smoking; and there was much talk of art, of books, of

travel, gossip of the studios, of politics. Until the day

before it had been a party grown intimate through the

association of several weeks, and to-night, at this their

third meal, the three Americans and the Englishman

glided insensibly into the circle. It was a new society

for all of them, and they were interested according to

their respective bias.

Rothe was somewhat surprised to find that untidy

artists could yet be gentlemen, not to say men. His

wife felt a sympathetic interest in the individual, and

wondered if all these nice people were very poor and

what their particular form of poverty was like; she had

never come across artists in her charities. She longed

vaguely to help them in some way without giving
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offence. And then she envied them their illusions,

their faith, their enthusiasm, and wondered if the

fount of eternal youth from which these endowments

flowed washed from apprehension the everlasting petti

ness of mortal life. Over was always interested when

he was not bored, and Catalina pulsated with curiosity

and thanked Heaven anew for her deliverance from

the Moultons. She had spent the afternoon reading

to Mrs. Rothe, then had taken a nap, ignoring Over's

existence.

But she sat opposite him at the- table and looked

very pretty in the candle-light, her arms extended,

her hands clasped, her lithe body erect, her attitude

one of absolute repose; the eyes, only, smiled occa

sionally above the serenity of the rest of her face.

Once both she and Over became conscious that they

had drifted from the conversation and were listening

to the nightingales singing in the park beyond the wall.

He met her eyes with a flash in his own, but she

flashed defiance in response, and turned her attention

to the German artist who was disputing hotly with the

Frenchman, pounding the table and apoplectic with

excitement. Miss Holmes with her admirable skill
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calmed the raging waters and scattered them into

various channels. She was in white to-night with a

black silk scarf about her shoulders and one end over

her abundant fair hair; and the eyes of her devotees

rarely left her face. The prince actually had arrived

in the afternoon, and occupied the place of honour

beside her, although she had contrived that Over should

sit on her left; and she had played them against each

other or thought she had throughout the evening.

The prince was a thick-set, melancholy looking

man of middle years who had some reputation for

historical research, a position of solid respectability

wherever he went, and a turn for severe economy.

His inconsiderable power to add to the gaiety of the

world was further depressed by the sense of his folly

in falling in love with a penniless girl, but he glowered

across at Over and resolved anew to win her if they

had to rusticate on his meagre estate for the rest of

their lives. She was the only woman who had ever

lifted the weight from his spirit, made him forget for a

moment the contemptible condition into which, through

no fault of his, his ancient family had fallen. If it

had not been for this condition it is possible that he
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might long since have turned his back on the tempta

tion of the American girl, for he held republics in such

scorn that he would not have hesitated to break faith

with the citizen of an illegitimate nation, as one wholly

outside his code of honour and inherited sense of con

duct. But this girl had brought sweetness into his

life and he was grateful to her, and in his manner

loved her.

She had considered him in her clear-eyed fashion,

had pictured herself as his companion, well loved, no

doubt, and with the entree to the best intellectual so

ciety on the Continent; but she knew him to be far

more selfish than any man she had ever met, and with

a pride which, no matter how he might love and ad

mire her, would never permit him to forget that he was

a prince and she a plebeian; it is only just to add that

she might have belonged to the flower of American

aristocracy and he would have made no distinction.

It was always a risk for an American woman to marry

a European aristocrat with his uncontrollable sense of

social superiority not only over the inhabitants of the

United States of America, but over those of every other

nation but his own; and to marry one who took life
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seriously and was as poor as a church mouse was no

thing short of foolhardy. But a prince was a prince,

even if he were not the head of his family, and to be

come an indisputable princess was a great temptation

to the self-made American girl had been until she met

Over. Now she would have sacrificed a prince of the

blood with a malachite mine in Russia.

She had made herself very charming to Over

throughout the evening, drawing him out, showing him

to the others at his best, and he had been somewhat

stimulated by the dull glow in the black, opaque eyes

opposite. As they separated to dress for the party he

asked Catalina once more to give him the initial dance*

and when she refused, positively, he immediately and

eagerly asked the same favour of Miss Holmes. After

a moment's sprightly thought and hesitation he was

gratified.

Like most Englishmen of his class he was fond of

dancing, although he regarded it as a sort of poetical

exercise, and on the whole preferred golf; and one

good dancer was much the same to him as another.

He was far too practical to feel any desire to hold a

particular girl in his arms in a public room where other
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men held other girls in conventional embrace; but this

Catalina could not know, and ran up to her room angry

and hurt.

Nevertheless, she dressed herself with elaborate care

in an evening gown recently made in Paris, a white

chiffon spangled with gold. It revealed the slim round

ness of her neck and arms, and clasped her beautiful

figure like mere drapery on a statue. She put a white

rose on either side of the mass of hair she always wore

low on her neck and found a long scarf of golden

tissue to protect her when the night grew chill.

When she joined the others in the sala there was

a murmur of admiration, rising high among the artists,

which she received with absolute stolidity. Over came

forward at once.

"What next?" he murmured. "You surpass my

expectations. I can say no more than that. But you

must put that scarf about your shoulders directly you

go out or you will take cold."

"Practical Englishman! I never had a cold in my

life."

"Wonderful young person! Put it on at once. We

are starting."
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Miss Holmes looked like a Lorelei with an American

education, in pale green. Her sister was draped in

sage green, and the other artist of her sex in red and

yellow Spanish shawls. Mrs. Rothe wore an elaborate

blue gown with an air of doing the occasion all the

honour possible. Over, Rothe, and the prince wore the

conventional evening dress; the foreign artists were in

their velvet jackets, with the one exception of the

German, who had got himself up in the property costume

of a Spanish grandee.

Miss Holmes draped a white lace shawl about her

head and shoulders. "Come!" she said. "It is time

to start." And she led the way down the dark street

with her prince. She was to dance many times with

Over, and amiably gave the brief interval to the ad

mirer who was much too serious for even the stately

quadrille.

Over and Catalina brought up in the rear. She

drew close to him with a little shiver.

"I still have that sense of being watched," she

said. "I can't understand why I should be so silly as

to notice it. I am usually afraid of nothing never

had a nerve before." But she did understand, and
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resented. Over had roused and quickened all her

femininity, and she longed for his protection, wondered

at her former boy-like indifference to sympathy as to

peril.

Over drew her hand through his arm. "It may

be nothing and it may mean a good deal. Mind you

do not wander off by yourself in the palace. If you

do I shall be hunting for you, and that will spoil

my evening. This dance has upset our plans, but

we must have a stroll together through some of those

old courts and corridors before the party breaks up."
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XXV.

THE moon hung directly over the tower of Comares.

In the arcade beside the Room of the Two Sisters

was a mass of bright cushions and an Oriental carpet.

Here Mrs. Rothe enthroned herself, and the melancholy

and disgusted prince kept her company.' The musicians

fiddled and strummed in the pavilion at the top of

the court. Wind was rising in the trees on the steep

hill-side above the Darro, and the nightingales sang.

The great rooms around the court, the low chambers

above, were black with shadow, but the open spaces

about the lions were lively with whirling figures and

the chatter of women. The original party, which was

too rich in men, had been reinforced by several American

girls from another pension, and all had entered into

the gay spirit of the night except Catalina, who stood

alone in the pavilion opposite the musicians, frankly

miserable, and furious with herself for daring to suffer.

17*
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Over had danced no less than six times with Miss

Holmes, whose dancing would throw a Hebe out of

court She was the triumphant belle of the evening

no sultana in her little hour had ever held prouder

sway in these halls of the Moors; and where they, in

deed, had been glad of one doubtfully devoted heart

she was lightly spurning half a dozen. The men im

portuned her between dances, the foreigners extra

vagant in their admiration
,

*

Over consoling himself

with manifest discontent when she gave her hand to

another.

He had just completed his sixth waltz with her

when Catalina had her inspiration. He had not looked

at her since the dancing began. There was only one

way in which she could compel his attention, and

although her shyness rose to arms, her knees shook,

and her breath came short, she set her teeth and

glided down the arcade to the pavilion of the mu

sicians.

It had been understood that after the first hour

and a half there was to be an interval for lemonade

and sweets and rest, during which they would sit on

the cushions and admire the opposite arcade and the
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airy grace of the pavilions under the light of the

moon.

"It must have been here that Muley Aben Hassan

and Boabdil used to sit with their courts while the

minstrels or whatever they were in those days tried

to amuse them, and the nautch-girls danced, and the

captives above envied the captives below," Miss Holmes

was beginning as they arranged the cushions, when

several of the party gave a low cry, and the hostess

paused with her mouth open. A figure had risen be

fore them in the moonlight, slim, young, veiled, the

very eidola of those forgotten women the number of

whose heart-beats had depended upon the nod of a

tyrannical voluptuary. Only her eyes, long, dark, ex

pressionless, were revealed above the gold tissue of

her veil, and Over alone recognised her instantly. He

had missed her as they assembled, and was about to

go in search of her when she appeared. He held his

breath, and the others, one or two of the girls giggling

hysterically, hardly knew whether to be frightened

or not.

Then the low, soft, dreaming strains of music crept

over to them and she began to dance. She had known
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the old Spanish dances all her life and loved them

with all the wild blood in her, despising the more the

conventional whirl of the drawing-room. She danced

none of these to-night, however, but an improvisation,

born of her knowledge of Moorish traditions, the place,

and the hour.

As Over realised what she purposed he stepped

forward with the intention of stopping the performance,

enraged that other men should be in the audience,

but arrested by his distaste of a scene. In a moment

he sank down on his cushions, wondering that he had

doubted her, for it was apparent even in the first few

moments that in spite of the graceful abandon of her

dancing there was to be nothing to suggest the coarse

ness of the women that had danced on that spot be

fore her.

But if the swinging and swaying and bending and

whirling of her body were without suggestiveness they

were the very poetry of beauty. The scarf was bound

about her head and over her face below the eyes,

but she held a point in either hand, her arms some

times extended, at others describing curves that made

the delicate tissue flutter like the many wings of tiny
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birds. The spangles on her dress, the diamond buckles

on her slippers were 1000 points of lights, for the

moon was poised directly overhead and flooding the

court. The perfume of the scarf stole into the senses

of the staring company and completed the illusion,

delicately brushing with sensuousness what was other

wise an expression of the rhythm of life, the dream

ing of an ardent but virginal soul. So a nautch-girl

may have danced for the first time before a king,

ignorant then of what was expected of her, dissolving

in the joy of rhythmical motion, of innocent pride in

her own young beauty.

The arches between the company and the dancer,

the fountain above the lions rising in a silver veil be

hind her, and beyond it the white, shining arches with

their moving shadows, the distant warbling of the night

ingales, the swooning music, the Oriental mystery in

the eyes above the veil not one of her audience but

surrendered himself, although, in superficial fashion, all

had recognised her.

And then, while their senses were locked, while

they were hardly conscious whether they slept or waked,

a strange and terrible thing happened. From the Room
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of the Two Sisters beside them the figure of a man

leaped like a sword from its scabbard, caught the

dancer in his arms, and disappeared whence it had

come.

There was a fatal moment of incredulity; then Over

leaped to his feet and ran into the dark room. But he

had no idea which way to turn, and had lost himself in

the Sala de los Ajimeces beyond when he heard Miss

Holmes cry, sharply:

"He mustn't go alone, and at least I know every

foot of the palace. The man will make for the under

ground rooms or climb out of one of the windows and

down the hill to the Albaicin."

The word completed Over's horror, but as he hastily

rejoined the party, now voluble in the Room of the Two

Sisters, he despatched Rothe and the Spanish artist for

the police, and then with little ceremony ordered Miss

Holmes to lead the way.

.

Catalina, in that leap from the dark room to her

swaying form, dreamy with its own motion, had re

cognised Jesus Maria; but in the swift flight that followed

her face was pressed so hard against his shoulder that
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she could neither see nor cry out. Her feet struck

against narrow walls, but her arms were pinioned in

that strong, deft embrace, and rage inwardly as she

might, he controlled her as easily as if she were bound

with cords. It was only when she felt him lift her

slightly as he vaulted over a window-ledge that she

found her opportunity. With a swift writhe of her body

she freed her hands and beat upon his face with all her

strength, which was not inconsiderable. He was stumbling

down the steep declivity below the Comares Tower, and

he paused a moment to take breath.

"What do you want?" she cried, furiously.

"Money?"

He pressed his left hand over her mouth and

dexterously caught both her hands in his right.

"Yes," he said, grimly. "The senor your uncle can

bring that with the golden seiiorita. It is you or she

and the money, too. Keep quiet!" he said, violently.

"If you cry out I will run a nail through your tongue."

Catalina knew there was no time for any such

ceremony at the moment, and the moment was all she

had. With another sharp wrench she freed her head

and hands, struggled to press her knee against his chest,



266 THE TRAVELLING THIF

and clawed his face with her sharp nails. The cliff was

but little off the perpendicular, irregular of surface, and

a wilderness of high shrubs, rocks, and trees. For a

man to make the descent in daylight and unen

cumbered was no mean feat; but to endeavour to ac

complish this at night, the moon hidden more often than

not by the trees and Comares, with a struggling woman

in his arms, tried even the superb strength and skill of

the Catalan. He set her down and -attempted to wind

the long scarf more tightly about her mouth and throat

and to bind her hands. But she was too quick for

him. She made no attempt to run away, knowing the

futility, but she braced herself against a rock and fought

him. She felt not a spasm of fear, but she thrilled

with the consciousness that she fought for more than

her liberty undefiled; she fought for freedom to fly back

to Over and have an end of subterfuge and delusion.

In those moments, as she fought and kicked and

scratched like a wild-cat, she had a vivid and serene

vision of herself as Over's wife. She knew it to be writ

as clearly as if the hand of destiny traced it on the

silver disk above, and while her body obeyed its primal

instincts her soul sang.
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The Catalan was desperate. He cursed his folly in

not stationing his confederate on the Darro instead of in

the hovel in the Albaicin; but he had feared confusion

and felt contemptuously sure of his ability to manage a

mere girl. But he had had no experience of girls whom

ranch life had made vigorous and fearless, and whose

fathers had taught them the principles of boxing.

Catalina parried his attempts to give her a stunning

blow as deftly as she filled her nails with his skin and

hair, and she was so well braced he could not trip her.

Once he made a sudden dive for her feet with his

hands, but she leaped aside and his nose came in con

tact with the rock.

Suddenly he turned his head. Far above, in the

windows of the Hall of the Ambassadors, from which he

had made his escape, he heard the sound of voices.

That moment was his undoing. With the leap of a

panther Catalina was on his back. She pressed her

knees into his sides, dragged his head back with one

arm, while with the other she pounded his unprotected

face. He gave a mighty shake, but he might as well

have attempted to throw off a wild-cat of her own

forests. He might exhaust her in time, but so long as
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she had strength she would hang on, and with a low

roar, that portended hideous vengeance, he started once

more down the bluff.

As Edith Holmes led the race through the many

corridors and apartments that lay between the court and

the Hall of the Ambassadors she knew that the game

was hers if she chose to play it. There was but one

place in Granada where an outlaw would be secure,

and that was in the Albaicin, and she knew the

Alhambra too well not to be sure of the route Catalina's

abductor would take. But it was simple enough to

persuade Over that the man would be more likely to

take an underground route, escaping at the favour

able moment by some opening known only to his

kind.

The descent to the baths was on the way to the

Hall of the Ambassadors, and as she ran down the long

corridor her brain whirled with the obsession of the

place, and she fancied herself for a moment one of the

favourites who had reigned here in the days of Moorish

splendour until a fairer captive threatened her own youth

and beauty and love of life with a silken cord and a

brief struggle in one of the chambers above. Over's
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apparent devotion during the first part of the night had

roused in her all the passion of which she was capable,

and she could feel his hot, short breath on her neck

as they ran. She had watched his surrender to Cata-

lina's beautiful dancing and his wild, instinctive leap to

her rescue with bitter jealousy and fear. In a flash she

had seen Catalina for what she was a girl to rouse all

the romantic passion in a man; and in all her loveliness,

her ideal womanhood, and her changing moods, she had

been his constant companion for three weeks in Spain!

But thrust out of sight the creature of a gypsy

internationally besmirched Her feet turned to the

threshold leading down to the old Moorish bath, where

ten minutes could be wasted. But the American girl in

her suddenly revolted. Another American girl was in

hideous peril, and she shuddered with disgust even more

than with pity.

She whirled about. "Prince," she whispered, "you

and Helmholtz go down there and search, but I feel sure

he has gone out of one of the windows." And she ran

on to the Hall of the Ambassadors.

They reached it at last and hung out of the windows.

Far below a faint sound came to their ears, but they
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could not determine its nature. An instant later they

heard a short but infuriated roar, followed by the sharp

call of a woman. Over was already on the other

side of the window when Miss Holmes caught his

arm.

"Don't!" she cried, hysterically. "It is almost

certain death. He is sure to have confederates!"

Over gave her a look of haughty surprise and

shook her off. The Frenchman thrust a pistol into his

hand.

"I never go without one here. Don't hesitate to

shoot."

Over groped and stumbled down the hill, but with

far more agility than the encumbered Catalan. There

was no path, the thick brush and rocks were every

where, and the moon made the shadows under the trees

the heavier. But when a thin Englishman has spent the

greater part of his life on his feet and out-of-doors he is

little likely to lose his balance or skill even on a steep

wilderness designed by the cunning Moor as a pitfall for

the enemy.

He was half-way down when the way cleared and

he saw, several yards beneath him, a curious, stumbling
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figure, half black, half white. In an instant he suspected

its meaning, and although he was obliged to laugh he

paused and gave a sharp halloo. Catalina answered

him with what breath was left in her, and he heard the

glad note in her broken cry. He ran on, but in a mo

ment the man stopped abruptly and endeavoured once

more to shake off his burden. Catalina leaped from his

back and ran to one side, bracing herself once more.

Over aimed his pistol and fired. The man gave a wild

scream of pain, tumbled to his knees, regained his feet,

and fled. Catalina ran up the hill a few steps, then,

suddenly exhausted, leaned against a tree. But Over

bore down upon her, and when she saw his eyes she

opened her arms.

THE END.
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Northanger Abbey, and Persuasion i v.

Emma i v.

"Autobiography of Lutfullah,"
Author of: -vide E. B. Eastwick.

Avebury, Lord: vide Sir John
Lubbock.

Bagot, Richard.
A Roman Mystery 2 v. Casting of Nets
2V. The Just and the Unjust 2 v.

Donna Diana 2 v. Love's Proxy i v.

The Passport 2 v.

Baring -Gould, S.
Mehalah i v. John Herring 2 v.

Court Royal 2 v.

Barker, Lady: v. Lady Broorne.

Barrett, Frank.
The Smuggler's Secret I v. Out of tho

Jaws of Death 2 v.

Barrie, J. M.
Sentimental Tommy 2 v. Margaret
Ogilvy iv. Tommy and Grizel 2 v.

The Little White Bird i v.

"Bayle's Romance, Miss," Au
thor of: -vide W. Fraser Rae.

Baynes, Rev. Robert H.
LyraAnglicana, Hymns and Sacred Songs
i v.

Beaconsfield, Lord: vide Dis

raeli.

Beaumont, Averil (Mrs. Hunt).
Thornicroft's Model 2 v.

Bell, Currer (Charlotte Bronte

Mrs. Nicholls), f 1855.
Jane Eyre 2 v. Shirley 2 v. Villetta

zv. The Professor i v.

Bell, Ellis & Acton (Emily,

-j- 1848, and Anne, \ 1849,

Bronte).
Wuthering Heights, and Agnes Grey 2 v.

Bellamy, Edward (Am.), f 1898.
Looking Backward i v.

Benedict, Frank Lee (Am.).
St. Simon's Niece 2 v.

Bennett, Arnold.
The Grand Babylon Hotel I v. The
Gates of Wrath i v. A Great Man i v.
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Benson, E. F.
Dodo iv. The Rubicon i v. Scarlet

and Hyssop i v. The Book ofMonths i v.

The Relentless City i v. Mammon
& Co. 2v. The Challoners i v. An
Act in a Backwater i v. The Image in

the Sand 2 v.

Besant, Sir Walter, f 1901.
The Revolt of Man i v. Dorothy
Forster 2 v. Children of Gibeon 2 v.

The World went very well then 2 v.

Katharine Regina i v. Herr Paulus 2 v.

The Inner House I v. The Bell 01

St. Paul's 2v. For Faith and Freedom
zv. Armorel of Lyonesse 2 v. Ver
bena Camellia Stephanotis, etc. i v.

Beyond the Dreams of Avarice 2 v.

The Master Craftsman 2 v. A Fountain
Sealed I v. The Orange Girl 2 v.

The Fourth Generation i v. The Lady
of Lynn 2 v.

Besant, Sir Walter, j 1901, &
James Rice, f 1882.

The Golden Butterfly 2 v. Ready-
Money Mortiboy 2 v. By Celia's Arbour
2 V.

Betham - Edwards, M.
The Sylvestres i v. Felicia 2 v.

Brother Gabriel 2 v. Forestalled i v.

Exchange no Robbery, and other No
velettes iv. Disarmed i v. Doctor

Jacob iv. Pearla I v. Next of Kin
Wanted i v. The Parting of the Ways
iv. For One and the World I v.

The Romance of a French Parsonage
iv. France of To-day i v. Two Aunts
and a Nephew i v. A Dream of Mil
lions iv. The Curb of Honour i v.

France ofTo-day (SecondScrirs) i v. A
Romance of Dijon I v. The Dream-
Charlotte iv. A Storm-Rent Sky i v.

Reminiscences i v. The Lord of the

Harvest I v. Anglo-French Reminis

cences, 1875 1899 i v. A Suffolk Court

ship iv. Mock Beggars' Hall I v.

East of Paris i v. A Humble Lover i v.

Barbara Brocklebank, M.D. i v.

Bierce, Ambrose (Am.).
Jn the Midst of Life i v.

Birchenough, Mabel C.

Potsherds iv.

Bisland, E. : v. Rhoda Brough-
ton.

Bismarck, Prince: vide Butler.

Vide also Wilhelm Gorlach

(Collection of German Authors,

p. 29), and Whitman.

Black, William, f 1898.
A Daughter of Heth 2 v. In Silk At
tire 2 v. The Strange Adventures of a
Phaeton 2 v. A Princess of Thule2v.
Kilmeny i v. The Maid of Killeena, and
other Stories i v. Three Feathers 2 v.

Lady Silverdale's Sweetheart, and other
Stories i v. Madcap Violet 2 v.

Green Pastures and Piccadilly 2 v.

Macleod of Dare 2 v. White Wings
2v. Sunrise 2 v. The BeautifulWretch
iv. Mr. Pisistratus Brown, M.P. , in

the Highlands ; The Four Macnicols ; The
Pupil of Aurelius I v. Shandon Bells

(with Portrait) 2 v. Judith Shakespeare
2V. The Wise Women of Inverness,
etc. i v. White Heather 2 v. Sabina
Zembra 2 v. The Strange Adventures
of a House-Boat 2 v. In Far Lochaber
2 v. The New Prince Fortunatus 2 v.

Stand Fast, Craig-Royston ! 2 v. Donald
Ross of Heimra 2 v. The Magic Ink,
and other Tales I v. Wolfenberg 2 v.

The Handsome Humes 2 v. Highland
Cousins 2 v. Briseis 2 v. Wild Eelin 2 v.

"Black-Box Murder, the,"
Author of.

The Black-Box Murder i v.

Blackmore, Richard Doddridge,

f 1900.
Alice Lorraine 2 v. Mary Anerley 3 v.

Christowell 2 v. Tommy Upmore
2V. Perlycross 2 v.

"Blackwood."
Tales from "Blackwood" (First Series)
iv. Tales from "Blackwood" (Second
Series) i v.

Blagden, Isa, -j- 1873.
The Woman I loved ,

and the Womnn
who loved me; A Tuscan Wedding i v.

Blessington, Countess of (Mar

guerite Gardiner), ) 1849.
Meredith i v. Strathern 2 v. Me
moirs of a Femme de Chambre I v.

Marmaduke Herbert 2 v. Country
Quarters (with Portrait) 2 v.
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Bloomfield, Baroness.

Reminiscences of Court and Diplomatic
Life (with the Portrait of Her Majesty
the Queen) 2 v.

Boldrewood, Rolf.

Robbery under Arms 2 v. Nevermore
2 v.

Braddon, Miss (Mrs. Maxwell).

Lady Audley's Secret 2 v. Aurora
Floyd 2v. Eleanor'sVictory 2 v. John
Marchmont's Legacy 2 v. Henry Dun-
bar 2V. The Doctor's Wife 2 v.

Only a Clod 2 v. Sir Jasper's Tenant
2 v. The Lady's Mile 2 v. RupertGod-
win 2 v. Dead-Sea Fruit 2 v. Run to

Earth 2 v. Fenton's Quest 2 v. The
Levels of Arden 2 v. Strangers and
Pilgrims 2v. Lucius Davoren 3 v.

Taken at the Flood 3 v. Lost for Love
2V. AStrange World 2 v. Hostages
to Fortune 2 v. Dead Men's Shoes
2 v. Joshua Haggard's Daughter a v.

Weavers andWeft I v. In GreatWaters,
and other Tales i v. An Open Verdict

3V. Vixen 3 v. The Cloven Foot 3 v.

The Story of Barbara 2 v. Just as I

arrf 2v. Asphodel 3 v. Mount Royal
2V. The Golden Calf 2 v. Flower and
Weed iv. Phantom Fortune 3 v.

Under the Red Flag i v. Ishmael 3 v.

Wyllard's Weird 3 v. One Thing
Needful 2 v. Cut by the County i v.

Like and Unlike 2 v. The Fatal Three
zv. The Day will come 2 v. One
Life, One Love 2 v. Gerard 2 v.

The Venetians 2 v. All along the River
2v. Thou art the Man 2 v. The Christ

mas Hirelings, etc. i v. Sons of Fire

2V. London Pride 2 v. Rough Justice
2v. In High Places 2 v. His Darling
Sin i v. The Infidel 2 v. The Conflict

2v. The Rose of Life 2 v.

Brassey, Lady, j 1887.

A Voyage in the " Sunbeam "
2 v.

Sunshine and Storm in the East 2 v. In
the Trades, the Tropics and the Roaring
Forties 2 v.

"Bread -Winners, the," Author

of (Am.).

The Bread -Winners i v.

Bret Harte: vide Harte.

Brock, Rev. William,
-j- 1875.

Sir Henry Havelock, K. C. B. I v.

Bronte, Charlotte: -vide Currer
Bell.

Bronte, Emily & Anne: vide

Ellis & Acton Bell.

Brooks, Shirley, \ 1874.
The Silver Cord 3 v. Sooner or Later

3v.

Broome, Lady (Lady Barker).
Station Life in New Zealand r v.

Station Amusements in New Zealand
iv. A Year's Housekeeping in South
Africa i v. Letters to Guy, and A Dis
tant Shore Rodrigues I v. Colonial
Memories i v.

Broughton, Rhoda.

Cometh up as a Flower i v. Not
wisely, but too well 2 v. Red as a Rose
is She 2v. Tales for Christmas Eve
iv. Nancy 2 v. Joan 2 v. Second
Thoughts 2V. Belinda 2 v. Doctor

Cupid 2v. Alas ! 2 v. Mrs. Bligh
i v. A Beginner I v. Scylla or

Charybdis? i v. Dear Faustina I v.

The Game and the Candle i v. Foes in

Law iv. Lavinia i v.

Broughton, Rhoda, & Elizabeth

Bisland.

A Widower Indeed i v.

Brown, John, | 1882.

Rab and his Friends, and other Papers i v.

Browning, Elizabeth Barrett,

f 1861.

A Selection from her Poetry (with Por

trait) iv. Aurora Leigh i v.

Browning, Robert, f 1889.

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 4 v.

Bullen, Frank T.

The Cruise of the " Cachalot" 2 v.
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Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton,

t i873.

Pelham (with Portrait) i v. Eugene
Aram I v. Paul Clifford i v. Zanoni
iv. The Last Days of Pompeii iv.

The Disowned I v. Ernest Maltravers
iv. Alice iv. Eva, and The Pilgrims
of the Rhine i v. Devereux i v.

Godolphin and Falkland i v. Rienzi
iv. Night and Morning I v. The Last
of the Barons 2 v. Athens 2 v. The
Poems and Ballads of Schiller i v.

Lucretia 2 v. Harold 2 v. King Arthur
2v. TheNewTimon, and St. Stephen's
i v. The Caxtons 2 v. My Novel 4 v.

What will he do with it? 4v. Dramatic
Works 2v. A Strange Story 2 v.

Caxtoniana 2 v. The Lost Tales ofMile-
tusi v. Miscellaneous ProseWorks 4V.
Odes and Epodes ofHorace 2 v. Kenelm
Chillingly 4 v. The Coming Race i v.

The Parisians 4 v. Pausanias, the Spar
tan i v.

Bulwer, Henry Lytton (Lord

Dalling), j 1872.
Historical Characters 2 v. The Life of

Viscount Palmerston 3 v.

Bunyan, John, \ 1688.

The Pilgrim's Progress i v.

"Buried Alone,"

(Charles Wood).
Buried Alone i v.

Author of

Burnett, Mrs. Frances Hodg
son (Am.).

Through one Administration 2 v. Little

Lord Fauntleroy I v. Sara Crewe,
and Editha's Burglar I v. The Pretty
Sister of Jose i v. A Lady of Quality
2V. His Grace of Osmonde 2 v.

Burney, Miss (Madame D'Ar-

blay), f 1840.
Evelina i v.

Burns, Robert, f 1796.

Poetical Works (with Portrait) i v.

Burton, Richard F., -j- 1890.

A Pilgrimage to Mecca and Medina 3 v.

Bury, Baroness de: -vide "All
for Greed."

Butler, A. J.
Bismarck. His Reflections and Re
miniscences. Translated from the great
German edition, under the supervision of
A. J. Butler. With two Portraits. 3 v.

Buxton, Mrs. B. H., f 1881.

Jennie of "The Prince's," 2 v. Won
2v. Great Grenfell Gardens 2 v.

Nell on and off the Stage 2 v. From
the Wings 2 v.

Byron, Lord, f 1824.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v.

Caffyn, Mrs.Mannington (Iota).

A Yellow Aster i v. Children of Cir
cumstance 2v. Anne Mauleverer 2 v.

Caine, Hall.

The Bondman 2 v. The Manxman
2v. The Christian 2 v. The Eternal

City 3v. The Prodigal Son 2 v.

Cameron, Verney LovetL
Across Africa 2 v.

Campbell Praed, Mrs.: -vide

Praed.

Carey, Rosa Nouchette.
Not Like other Girls 2 v. " But Mon
must Work" I v. Sir Godfrey's Grand
daughters 2 v. The Old, Old Story 2 v.

Herb of Grace 2 v. The Highway of

Fate 2v. A Passage Perilous 2 v. At
the Moorings 2 v.

Carlyle, Thomas, f 1881.

The French Revolution 3 v. Fre
derick the Great 13 v. Oliver Crom
well's Letters and Speeches 4 v. The
Life of Schiller i v.

Carr, Alaric.

Treherne's Temptation 2 v.

Castle, Agnes & Egerton.
The Star Dreamer 2 v. Incomparable
Bellairs I v. Rose of the World i v.

Castle, Egerton.
Consequences 2 v. "La Bella," and
Others i v.
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Charles, Mrs. Elizabeth Rundle,

-j- 1896: vide Author of "Chro
nicles of the Schonberg-Cotta
Family."

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa,

j-
1880.

Oliver of the Mill i v.

Cholmondeley, Mary.
Diana Tempest 2 v. Red Pottage 2 v.

Moth and Rust i v.

Christian, Princess: -vide Alice,
Grand Duchess of Hesse.

"Chronicles of the Schonberg-
Cotta Family," Author of (Mrs.
E. Rundle Charles), f 1896.

Chronicles of the Schonberg-Cotta Fa
mily 2V. The Draytons and the
Davenants 2 v. On Both Sides of
the Sea 2 v. Winifred Bertram I v.

Diary of Mrs. Kitty Trevylyan i v.

The Victory of the Vanquished I v.

Tfre Cottage by the Cathedral and other
Parables i v. Against the Stream 2 v.

The Bertram Family 2 v. Conquer
ing and to Conquer i v. Lapsed, but not
Lost i v.

Clark, Alfred.

The Finding of Lot's Wife i v.

Clemens, Samuel L. : v. Twain.

Clifford, Mrs. W. K.

Love-Letters of a Worldly Woman I v.

AuntAnne 2 v. The Last Touches, and
other Stories i v. Mrs. Keith's Crime
iv. A Wild Proxy i v. A Flash of

Summer i v. A Woman Alone i v.

Woodside Farm i v.

Clive, Mrs. Caroline, -j- 1873:
vide Author of" Paul Ferroll."

Cobbe, Frances Power,
-j- 1904.

Re-Echoes i v.

Coleridge, C. R.

An English Squire 2 v.

Coleridge, M. E.
The King with two Faces 2 v.

Coleridge, Samuel Taylor,

t l8 34-
Poems i v.

Collins, Charles Allston, \ 1873.
A Cruise upon Wheels 2 v.

Collins, Mortimer, \ 1876.
Sweet and Twenty 2 v. A Fight with
Fortune 2 v.

Collins, Wilkie, f 1889.
After Dark i v. Hide and Seek 2 v.

A Plot in Private Life, etc. i v. The
Woman in White 2 v. Basil i v. No
Name 3 v. The Dead Secret, and other
Tales 2v. Antonina 2 v. Armadale
3V. The Moonstone 2 v. Man and
Wife 3v. Poor Miss Finch 2 v. Miss
or Mrs.? i v. The New Magdalen 2 v.

The Frozen Deep i v. The Law and the

Lady 2v. The Two Destinies i v. My
Lady's Money, and Percy and the Prophet
1 v. The Haunted Hotel i v. The
Fallen Leaves 2 v. Jezebel's Daughter
2 v. The Black Robe 2 v. Heart and
Science 2 v. "I say No," 2 v. The Evil
Genius 2 v. The Guilty River, and The
Ghost's Touch iv. The Legacy of Cain
2 v. Blind Love 2 v.

"Cometh up as a Flower," Au
thor of: -vide Rhoda Brough-
ton.

Conrad, Joseph.
An Outcast of the Islands 2 v. Talcs
of Unrest i v.

Conway, Hugh (F. J. Fargus),

t 1885.
Called Back i v. Bound Together
2v. Dark Days i v. A Family Affair

2v. Living or Dead 2 v.

Cooper,James Fenimore (Am.),

t i85i.
The Spy (with Portrait) I v. The Two
Admirals i v. The Jack O'Lantern iv.

Cooper, Mrs.: vide Katharine,

Saunders,,
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Corelli, Marie.

Vendetta ! 2 v. Thelma 2 v. A
Romance ofTwo Worlds 2 v. "Ardath"
3 v. Wormwood. A Drama of Paris

2v. The Hired Baby, with other Stories

and Social Sketches I v. Barabbas
;
A

Dream of the World's Tragedy 2 v.

The Sorrows of Satan 2V. The Mighty
Atom iv. The Murder ofDelicia i v.

Ziska iv. Boy. A Sketch. 2 v. The
Master-Christian 2v. "Temporal Power"
2v. God's Good Man 2 v. Free

Opinions i v.

Cotes, Mrs. Everard.
Those Delightful Americans i v.

"County, the," Author of.

The County i v.

Craik, George Lillie, f 1866.

A Manual of .English Literature and of

the History of the English Language 2 v.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss

Mulock), f 1887.

Dinah M.

John Halifax ,
Gentleman 2 v. The

Head of the Family 2 v. A Life for a

Life 2v. A Woman's Thoughts about
Women I v. Agatha's Husband I v.

Romantic Tales i v. Domestic Stories

iv. Mistress and Maid i v. The
Ogilvies iv. Lord Erlistoun i v.

Christian's Mistake I v. Bread upon
the Waters I v. A Noble Life I v.

Olive 2v. Two Marriages i v. Studies

from Life i v. Poems i v. The
Woman's Kingdom 2 v. The Unkind
Word, and other Stories 2 v. A Brave

Lady 2 v. Hannah 2 v. Fair France
iv. My Mother and I I v. The Little

Lame Prince i v. Sermons out ofChurch
iv. The Laurel-Bush ;

Two little Tinkers
iv. A Legacy 2v. Young Mrs. Jardine
2V. His Little Mother, and other Tales
and Sketches i v. Plain Speaking i v.

Miss Tommy i v. King Arthur i v.

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May).
Lost and Won I v. Faith Un win's

Ordeal I v. Leslie Tyrrell i v. Wini
fred's Wooing, etc. iv. Mildred I v.

Esther Hill's Secret 2 v. Hero Tre-

velyan I v. Without Kith or Kin 2 v.

Only a Butterfly I v. Sylvia's Choice
;

Theresa 2 v. Anne Warwick I v.

Porcas 2v. Two Women 2 v,

Craik, Georgiana M., & M. C.

Stirling.
Two Tales of Married Life (Hard to

Bear, by Miss Craik : A True Man, by M.
C. Stirling) 2 v.

Craven, Mrs. Augustus: -vide

Lady Fullerton.

Crawford, F. Marion (Am.).
Mr. Isaacs i v. Doctor Claudius iv.

To Leeward r v. -A Roman Singer
iv. An American Politician i v.

Zoroaster i v. A Tale of a Lonely Parish
2 v. Saracinesca 2 v. Marzio's Crucifix

1 v. PaulPatoff 2 v. With thelmmortals
iv. Greifenstein 2 v. Sant' Ilario

2v. A Cigarette - Maker's Romance
iv. Khaled i v. The Witch ot Prague
2 v. The Three Fates 2 v. Don Orsino
2v. The Children of the King iv.

Pietro Ghisleri 2 v. Marion Darche i v.

Katharine Lauderdale 2 v. The Ral-
stons 2v. Casa Braccio 2 v. - Adam
Johnstone's Son i v. Taquisara 2 v.

A Rose of Yesterday I v. Corleone
2 v. Via Crucis 2 v. In the Palace of

the King 2 v. Marietta, a Maid of
Venice 2 v. Cecilia 2 v. The Heart
of Rome 2 v. Whosoever Shall Offend...

2 v.

Crockett, S. R.
The Raiders 2 v. Cleg Kelly 2 v.

The Grey Man 2 v. Love Idylls I v.

The Dark o' the Moon 2 v.

Croker, B. M.
Peggy of the Bartons 2 v. The Happy
Valley i v. The Old Cantonment, with
Other Stories of India and Elsewhere i v.

Cross, J. W.: -vide George
Eliot's Life.

Cudlip, Mrs. Fender: vide A.

Thomas.

Cummins, Miss (Am.), -j-
1866.

The Lamplighter I v. Mabel Vaughati
i v. El Fureidis iv. HauntedHearts i v.

Gushing, Paul.
The Blacksmith of Voe 2 v.

"Daily News."
War Correspondence, 1877, by Archi
bald Forbes and others 3 v.

"
Dark," Author of.

Dark i v.
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Davis, Richard Harding (Am.).

Gallagher , etc. I v. Van Bibber and
Others i v. Ranson's Folly i v.

De Foe, Daniel, y 1731.
Robinson Crusoe i v.

Deland, Margaret (Am.).

John Ward, Preacher i v.

"
Democracy," Author of (Am.).

Democracy i v.

" Demos,"Author of: vide George
Gissing.

"Diary and Notes," Author
of: -vide Author of "Horace

Templeton."

Dickens, Charles, f 1870.

The Pickwick Club (with Portrait) 2v.
American Notes I v. Oliver Twist i v.

Nicholas Nickleby 2 v. Sketches i v.

Martin Chuzzlewit 2 v. A Christmas

Carol; The Chimes; The Cricket on the

Hearth i v. Master Humphrey's Clock
i Old CuriosityShop ; Barnaby Rudge, etc.)

3 v. Pictures from Italy i v. Dombey
and Son 3 v. David Copperfield 3 v.

Bleak House 4 v. A Child's History of

England (2 v. 8 M. 2,70.) Hard Times
iv. Little Dorrit (wi th Illustrations) 4 v.

The Battle of Life ; The Haunted Man
iv. A Tale of two Cities 2 v. Hunted
Down

;
The Uncommercial Traveller i v.

Great Expectations 2 v. Christmas

Stories, etc. I v. Our Mutual Friend

(with Illustrations) 4 v. Somebody's
Luggage; Mrs. Lirriper's Lodgings ;

Mrs.

Lirriper's Legacy I v. Doctor Mari

gold's Prescriptions; Mugby Junction i v.

The Mystery of Edwin Drood (with

Illustrations) 2 v. The Mudfog Papers,
iv. The Letters ofCharles Dickens, ed.

by his Sister-in-law and his eldestDaughter
4V. Vide also Household Words, Novels
and Tales, and John Forster.

Dickens, Charles, & Wilkie
Collins.

No Thoroughfare; The Late Miss Hol-

linglord i v.

Disraeli, Benjamin, Lord Bea-

consfield, f 1881.

Coningsby i v. Sybil i v. Contarini

Fleming ^vith Portrait) i v. Alroy i v.

Tancred 2 v. Venetia 2 v. Vivian
Grey 2 v. Henrietta Temple i v.

Lothair 2 v. Endymion 2 v.

Dixon, Ella Hepworth.
The Story of a Modern Woman iv. One
Doubtful Hour i v.

Dixon, W. Hepworth, f 1879.
Personal History of Lord Bacon i v.
The Holy Land 2 v. New America 2 v.

Spiritual Wives 2 v. Her Majesty's
Tower 4 v. Free Russia 2 v. History
of two Queens 6 v. White Conquest
2v. Diana, Lady Lyle 2 v.

Dixon, Jr., Thomas, (Am.).
The Leopard's Spots 2 v.

Dougall, L. (Am.).
Beggars All 2 v.

Dowie, Menie Muriel.
A Girl in the Karpathians i v.

Doyle, Sir A. Conan.
The Sign of Four i v. Micah Clarke
i v. The Captain of the Pole-Star, and
other Tales i v. The White Company
2v. A Study in Scarlet i v. The
Great Shadow, and Beyond the City I v.

The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes 2 v.

The Refugees 2 v. The Firm of
Girdlestone 2 v. The Memoirs of Sher
lock Holmes 2 v. Round the Red Lamp
i v. The Stark Munro Letters i v.

The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard I v.

Rodney Stone 2 v. Uncle Bernac I v.

The Tragedy of the Korosko i v. A
Duet i v. The Green Flag i v. The
Great Boer War 2 v. TheWar in South
Africa I v. The Hound of the Basker-
villes iv. Adventures of Gerard i v.

The Return of Sherlock Holmes 2 v.

Drummond, Professor Henry,
t 1897.

The Greatest Thing in the World ; Pax
Vobiscum

;
The Changed Life i v.

Dufferin, the Earl of.

Letters from High Latitudes I v.

Duncan, Sara Jeannette: -vide

Mrs. Cotes.
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Dunton: -vide Th. Watts-Dun-
ton.

Earl, the, and the Doctor.

South Sea Bubbles i v.

Eastwick, Edward B., \ 1883.

Autobiography of Lutfullah i v.

Edgeworth, Maria, -vide Series

for the Young, p. 29.

Edwardes, Mrs. Annie.

Archie Lovell 2 v. Steven Lawrence,
Yeoman 2 v. Ought we to visit her? 2 v.

A Vagabond Heroine I v. Leah : A
Woman of Fashion 2 v. A Blue-Stock

ing i v. Jet : Her Face or Her Fortune ?

iv. Vivian the Beauty I v. A Ball

room Repentance 2 v. A Girton Girl

zv. A Playwright's Daughter, and
Bertie Griffiths i v. Pearl-Powder i v.

The Adventuress i v.

Edwards, Amelia B., \ 1892.

Barbara's History 2 v. Miss Carew
2V. Hand and Glove i v. Half a Mil
lion of Money 2 v. Debenham's Vow
2V. In the Days of my Youth 2 v.

Untrodden Peaks and Unfrequented Val

leys iv. Monsieur Maurice i v. A
Night on the Borders of the Black Forest

iv. A Poetry-Book of Elder Poets

iv. A Thousand Miles up the Nile 2 v.

A Poetry-Book of Modern Poets i v.

Lord Bracken bury 2 v.

Edwards, M. Betham-: vide

Betham.

Edward, Eggleston (Am.).
The Faith Doctor 2'v.

Elbon, Barbara (Am.).
Bethesda 2 v.

Eliot, George (Miss Evans

Mrs. Cross), f 1 880.

Scenes of Clerical Life 2 v. Adam
Bede 2 v. The Mill on the Floss 2 v.

Silas Marner I v. Romola 2 v. Felix

Holt 2V. Daniel Deronda 4 v. The
Lifted Veil ,

and Brother Jacob I v.

Impressions ol Theophrastus Such I v.

Essays and Leaves from a Note-Book
iv. George Eliot's Life, edited by her

Husband, J. W. Cross 4 v.

"Elizabeth and her German
Garden," Author of.

Elizabeth and her German Garden I v.

The Solitary Summer i v. The Bene
factress 2 v.

Elliot, Mrs. Frances, \ 1898.
Diary of an Idle Woman in Italy 2 v.

Old Court Life in France 2 v. The
Italians 2 v. The Diary of an Idle

Woman in Sicily i v. Pictures of Old
Rome iv. The Diary ofan IdleWoman in

Spain 2V. The Red Cardinal i v.

The Story of Sophia i v. Diary of an
Idle Woman in Constantinople i v.

Old Court Life in Spain 2 v. Roman
Gossip i v.

"
Englishwoman's Love-Let

ters, an," Author of.

An Englishwoman's Love-Letters i v.

Erroll, Henry.
An Ugly Duckling i v.

Esler, E. Rentoul.

The Way they loved at Grimpat i v.

"Essays and Reviews," the

Authors of.

Essays and Reviews. By various Authors
i v.

"Estelle Russell," Author of.

Estelle Russell 2 v.

Esterre- Keeling, Elsa D'.

Three Sisters I v. A Laughing Philo

sopher iv. The Professor's Wooing i v.

In Thoughtland and in Dreamland
iv. Orchardscroft i v. Appassionata
iv. Old Maids and Young 2 v. The
Queen's Serf i v.

"Euthanasia," Author of.

Euthanasia i v.

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, j- 1885.

Jackanapes ;
The Story of a Short Life ;

Daddy Darwin's Dovecot I v. A Flat

Iron for a Farthing i v. The Brownies,
and other Tales i v.

"
Expiated," Author of.

Expiated 2 v.

Fargus, F. J. : vide Hugh Con-

way.



Tauchnitz Edition. Complete List. II

Farrar, F. W. (Dean), j 1903.
Darkness and Dawn 3 v.

" Fate of Fenella, the," Authors
of.

The Fate of Fenella, by 24 Authors i v.

Felkin, Alfred Laurence: vide

E. T. Fowler.

Felkin, Mrs.: -vide E. T. Fowler.

Fendall, Percy: vide F. C.

Philips.

Fenn, George Manville.
The Parson o' Duraford 2 v. The
Clerk of Portwick 2 v.

Fielding, Henry, j 1754.
Tom Jones 2 v.

Findlater, Mary and Jane: vide

Kate Douglas Wiggin.
Five Centuries

of the English Language and Literature :

John Wycliffe. Geoffrey Chaucer.

Stephen Hawes. Sir Thomas More.
Edmund Spenser. Ben Jonson. John
Locke. Thomas Gray (vol. 500, published
1860) I v.

Fleming, George (Am.).
Kismet iv. Andromeda 2 v.

Forbes, Archibald, -j- 1900.
My Experiences of the War between
France and Germany 2 v. Soldiering
and Scribbling i v. Memories and
Studies ofWar and Peace 2 v. Vide also
"
Daily News," War Correspondence.

Forrest, R. E.

Eight Days 2 v.

Forrester, Mrs.
Viva 2v. Rhona 2 v. Roy and Viola
2V. My Lord and My Lady 2 v. I

have Lived andLoved 2 v. June2V.
Omnia Vanitas i v. Although he was a

Lord, and other Tales i v. Corisande,
and other Tales i v. Once Again 2v.

Of the World, Worldly i v. Dearest
2v. The Light of other Days i v.

Too Late Repented i v.

Forster, John, f 1876.
The Life of Charles Dickens (with Illus

trations and Portraits) 6 v. Life and
Times of Oliver Goldsmith 2 v.

Fothergill, Jessie.
The First Violin 2 v. Probation 2 v.

Made or Marred, and "One of Three"
iv. Kith and Kin 2 v. Peril 2 v.

Borderland 2 v.

" Found Dead," Author of: vide

James Payn.

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft
(Mrs. Alfred Laurence Felkin).

A Double Thread 2 v. The Farring-
dons 2v. Fuel of Fire i v. Place and
Power 2 v.

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft
(Mrs. A. L. Felkin) & Alfred

Laurence Felkin.
Kate of Kate Hall 2 v.

*

Fox, Caroline, j 1871.
Memories of Old Friends from her Jour
nals and Letters, edited by Horace N.
Pym 2 v.

"Frank Fairlegh, Author of

(F. E. Smedley), f 1864.
Frank Fairlegh 2 v.

Francis, M. E.

The Duenna of a Genius I v.

Frederic, Harold (Am.), \ 1898.
Illumination 2 v. March Hares i v.

Freeman, Edward A., f 1892.
The Growth of the English Constitution

iv. Select Historical Essays i v.

Sketches from French Travel i v.

Froude,JamesAnthony, j 1894.
Oceana i v. The Spanish Story of the

Armada, and other Essays I v.

Fullerton , Lady Georgiana,

t 1885.
Ellen Middleton I v. Grantley Manor
2V. Lady Bird 2 v. Too Strange not

to be True 2 v. Constance Sherwood
2v. A Stormy Life 2 v. Mrs. Geralds'
Niece 2v. The Notary's Daughter i v.

The Lilies ofthe Valley, and The House of

Penarvan i v. TheCountessde Bonneval
i v. Rose Leblanc i v. Seven Stories

i v. The Life of Luisa de Carvajal i v.

A Will and a Way, and The Hand-
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kerchief at the Window 2 v. Eliane
2 v. (by Mrs. Augustus Craven, translated

by Lady Fullerton). Laureutia I v.

Gardiner, Marguerite: vide

Lady Blessington.

Gaskell, Mrs., f 1865.
Mary Barton I v. Ruth 2 v. North
and South i v. Lizzie Leigh, and other

Tales I v. The Life of Charlotte Bronte
a v. Lois the Witch, etc. i v. Sylvia's
Lovers 2 v. A Dark Night's Work
iv. Wives and Daughters 3 v. Cran-
ford iv. Cousin Fhillis, and other Tales
i v.

"Geraldine Hawthorne," Author

of: vide Author of " Miss

Molly."

Gerard, Dorothea (Madame Lon-

gard de Longgarde).
Lady Baby 2 v. Recha I v. Ortho
dox iv. TheWrong Man i v. A Spot
less Reputation i v. A Forgotten Sin I v.

One Year i v. The Supreme Crime i v.

TheBlood-Tax i v. Holy Matrimony
iv. The Eternal Woman i v. Made
of Money i v. The Bridge of Life i v.

The Three Essentials i v. The Im
probable Idyl i v.

Gerard, E. (Emily de-Laszowska).
A Secret Mission i v. A Foreigner 2 v.

The Extermination of Love 2 v.

Giberne, Agnes.
The Curate's Home i v.

Gissing, George, f 1903.
Demos. A Story of English Socialism 2 v.

New Grub Street 2 v.

Gladstone, Rt Hon. W. E.,

f 1898.
Rome and the Newest Fashions in Re
ligion iv. Bulgarian Horrors, and
Russia in Turkistan, with other Tracts
i v. The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern

Problem, with other Tracts i v.

Glyn, Elinor.
The Visits of Elizabeth i v. The Re
flections of Ambrosine i v. The Vicissi

tudes of Evangeline I v.

Godfrey, Hal (Charlotte O'Conor-

Eccles).
The Rejuvenation of Miss Semaphore i v.

Goldsmith, Oliver, j 1774.
Select Works (with Portrait) I v.

Goodman, Edward J.
Too Curious i v.

Gordon, Julien (Am.).
A Diplomat's Diary i v.

Gordon, Major -Gen. C. G.,

ti885.
His Journals at Kartoum. Introduction
and Notes by A. E. Hake (with eighteen
Illustrations) 2 v.

Gore, Mrs., f 1861.

Castles in the Air i v. The Dean's

Daughter 2 v. Progress and Prejudice
2v. Mammon 2 v. A Life's Lessons
2v. The Two Aristocracies 2 v. Heck-
ington 2 v.

Grand, Sarah.

Our Manifold Nature i v. Babs tho

Impossible 2 v.

Grant, Miss.
Victor Lescar 2 v. The Sun-Maid 2 v.

My Heart's in the Highlands 2 v.

Artiste 2 v. Prince Hugo 2 v. Cara
Roma 2 v.

Gray, Maxwell.
The Silence of Dean Maitlandzv. The
Reproach of Annesley 2 v.

Grenville: Murray, E. C. (Trois-

Etoiles), f 1 88 1.

The Member for Paris 2 v. Youn<.j
Brown 2 v. The Boudoir Cabal 3 v.

French Pictures in English Chalk (First

Series) 2 v. The Russians of To-day
iv. French Pictures in English Chalk
(Second Series) 2 v. Strange Tales
i v. That Artful Vicar 2 v. Six Months
in the Ranks i v. People I have met i v.

Grimwood, Ethel St. Clair.

My Three Years in Manipur (with Por

trait) r v.

Grohman, W. A. Baillie.

Tyrol and the Tyrolese I v.

Gunter, Archibald Clavering

(Am.).
Mr. Barnes of New York i v.
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Guthrie, F. Anstey : wi&rAnstey.

"Guy Livingstone," Author of

(George Alfred Laurence),

f 1876.

Guy Livingstone I v. Sword and
Gown iv. Barren Honour i v.

Border and Bastille i v. Maurice Dering
iv. Sans Merci 2 v. Breaking a

Butterfly 2 v. Anteros 2 v. Ha-
garene 2 v.

Habberton, John (Am.).
Helen's Babies & Other People's Chil

dren iv. The Bowsham Puzzle i v.

One Tramp ; Mrs. Mayburn's Twins i v.

Haggard, H. Rider.

King Solomon's Mines iv. She 2v.

Jess 2V. Allan Quatermain 2 v. The
Witch's Head 2 v. Maiwa's Revenge
iv. Mr. Meeson's Will i v. Colonel

Quaritch, V. C. 2 v. Cleopatra 2 v.

Allan's Wife i v. Beatrice 2 v. Dawn
2v. Montezuma's Daughter 2 v. The
People of the Mist 2 v. Joan Haste 2 v.

Heart of the World 2 v. The Wizard
iv. Doctor Therne I v. Swallow
2 v. Black Heart and White Heart,
and Elissa i v. Lysbeth 2 v. A Winter

Pilgrimage 2 v. Pearl-Maiden 2 v.

Stella Fregelius 2 v. The Brethren 2 v.

Haggard, H. Rider, & Andrew
Lang.

The World's Desire 2 v.

Hake, A. E.: vide Gen. Gordon.

Hall, Mrs. S. C., j 1881.

Can Wrong be Right? i v. Marian 2 v.

Hamerton, Philip Gilbert,

1-1894.
Marmorne i v. French and English 2 v.

Hardy, Miss Iza: -vide Author of

"Not Easily Jealous."

Hardy, Thomas.
The Hand of Ethelberta 2 v. Far
from the Madding Crowd 2 v. The Re
turn of the Native 2 v. The Trumpet-
Major 2v. A Laodicean 2 v. Two on
a Tower 2 v. A Pair of Blue Eyes 2 v.

A Group of Noble Dames i v. Tess

of the D'Urbervilles 2V. Life's Little

Ironies I v. J ude the Obscure 2 v.

Harland, Henry.
The Cardinal's Snuff-Box i v. The
Lady Paramount i v. My Friend Prospero
i v.

Harraden, Beatrice.

Ships that pass in the Night i v. In

Varying Moods I v. Hilda Strafford,
and The Remittance Man I v. The
Fowler 2 v. Katharine Frensham 2 v.

Harrison, Agnes.
Martin's Vineyard I v.

Harte, Bret (Am.), -j- 1902.
Prose and Poetry (Tales of the Argo
nauts : The Luck of Roaring Camp ;

The Outcasts of Poker Flat, etc.

Spanish and American Legends; Con
densed Novels; Civic and Character

Sketches; Poems) 2 v. Idyls of the
Foothills iv. Gabriel Conroy 2 v.

Two Men of Sandy Bar i v. Thankful

Blossom, and other Tales i v. The
Story of a Mine i v. Drift from Two
Shores I v. An Heiress of Red Dog,
and other Sketches i v. The Twins of

Table Mountain, and other Tales I v.

Jeff Briggs's Love Story, and other Tales
iv. Flip, and other Stories I v. On
the Frontier i v. By Shore and Sedge
iv. Maruja i v. Snow-bound at

Eagle's, and Devil's Ford i v. The
Crusade of the "Excelsior" I v. A
Millionaire of Rough -and -Ready, and
other Tales I v. Captain Jim's Friend,
and the Argonauts of North Liberty i v.

Cressy i v. The Heritage of Dedlow
Marsh, and other Tales i v. A Waif of

the Plains i v. AWard of the Golden
Gate iv. A Sappho of Green Springs,
and other Tales i v. A First Family of

Tasajara i v. Colonel Starbottle's Client,
and some other People i v. Susy i v.

Sally Dows, etc. I v. A Protegee of

Jack Hamlin's, etc. i v. The Bell-

Ringer of Angel's, etc. I v. Clarence
i v. In a Hollow of the Hills, and The
Devotion ofEnriquez i v. TheA ncestors

ofPeter Atherly, etc. i v. Three Partners

iv. Tales of Trail and Town I v.

Stories in Light and Shadow I v. Mr.

JackHamlin'sMediation,andotherStories
iv. From Sand-Hill to Pine I v.

Under the Redwoods i v. On the Old
Trail i v. Trent's Trust i v.

Havelock, Sir Henry: vide Rev.

W. Brock.
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Hawthorne,
f 1864.

Nathaniel (Am.),

The Scarlet Letter i v. Transforma
tion (The Marble Faun) 2 v. Passages
from the English Note-Books of Nathaniel
Hawthorne 2 v.

Hector, Mrs.: vide Mrs. Alex
ander.

" Heir of Redclyffe, the," Author
of: -vide Charlotte M. Yonge.

Helps, Sir Arthur j 1875.
Friends in Council 2 v. Ivan de Biron
2 v.

Hemans, Mrs. Felicia, f 1835.
Select Poetical Works i v.

Hewlett, Maurice.
The Forest Lovers i v. Little Novels
of Italy iv. The Life and Death of

Richard Yea-and-Nay 2 v. New Can
terbury Tales iv. The Queen's Quair ;

or, The Six Years' Tragedy 2 v. Fond
Adventures i v.

Hichens, Robert
Flames 2 v. The Slave 2 v. Feliz 2 v.

The Woman with the Fan 2 v. The
Garden of Allah 2 v.

Hobart Pasha, Admiral, j 1886.

Sketches from my Life i v.

Hobbes, John Oliver.

The Gods , Some Mortals and Lord
Wickenham i v. The Serious Wooing
1 v.

Hoey, Mrs. Cashel.

A Golden Sorrow 2 v. Out of Court
2 v.

Holdsworth, Annie E.

The Years that the Locust hath Eaten
iv. The Gods Arrive i v. The Val

ley of the GreatShadow I v. Great Low
lands iv. A Garden of Spinsters i v.

Holme Lee: vide Harriet Parr.

Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am.),

t '894.
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table
iv. The Professor at the Breakfast-
Table i v. The Poet at the Breakfast-
Table iv. Over the Teacups i v.

Hope, Anthony (Hawkins).
Mr. Witt's Widow i v. A Change
of Air iv. Half a Hero i v. The In
discretion of the Due 'less i v. The God
ia the Car i v. The Chronicles ofCount
Antonio I v. Comedies of Courtship
iv. The Heart of Princess Osra i v.

Phroso 2 v. Simon Dale 2 v. Rupert
of Hentzau I v. The King's Mirror
2V. Quisante i v. Tristram of Blent 2 v.

The Intrusions of Peggy 2 v. Double
Harness 2 v. A Servant ofthe Public 2 v.

Hopkins, Tighe.
An Idler in Old France I v. The Man
in the Iron Mask i v. The Dungeons
of Old Paris i v. The Silent Gate i v.

" Horace Templeton," Author of.

Diary and Notes I v.

Hornung, Ernest William.
A Bride from the Bush i v. Under
Two Skies I v. Tiny Luttrell i v.

The Boss of Taroomba i v. My Lord
Duke i v. Young Blood i v. Some
Persons Unknown i v. The Amateur
Cracksman I v. The Rogue's March i v.

The Belle of Toorak I v. Peccavi i v.

The Black Mask i v. The Shadow of
the Rope i v. No Hero i v. Denis
Dent iv. Irralie's Bushranger and The
Unbidden Guest i v. Stingarce i v.

A Thief in the Night i v.

"Household Words."
Conducted by Charles Dickens. 1851-56.

36 v. NOVKI.S and TALKS reprinted from
Household Words by Charles Dickens.

1856-59. ii v.

Houstoun, Mrs.: 7>zirfe
" Recom

mended to Mercy."

"How to be Happy though
Married," Author of.

How to be Happy though Married i v.

Howard, Blanche Willis (Am.),

j 1899.
One Summer i v. Aunt Serena i v.

Guenn 2 v. Tony, the Maid, etc. I v.

The Open Door 2 v.

Howard, Blanche Willis,

f 1899, & William Sharp.
A Fellowe and His Wile i v.

Howells, William Dean (Am.).
A Foregone Conclusion i v. The
Lady of the Aroostook i v. A Modern
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Instance 2 v. The Undiscovered Country
I v. Venetian Life (with Portrait) I v.

Italian Journeys i v. A Chance Ac
quaintance iv. Their Weddingjourney
iv. A Fearful Responsibility, and
Tonelli's Marriage i v. A Woman's
Reason 2 v. Dr. Breen's Practice i v.

The Rise of Silas Lapham 2 v. A Pair

of Patient Lovers I v. Miss Bellard's In

spiration i v.

Hughes, Thomas, f 1898.
Tom Brown's School-Days i v.

Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs. Argles),

t 1897.
Molly Bawn 2 v. Mrs. Geoffrey 2 v.

Faith and Unfaith 2 v. Portia 2 v.

Loys, Lord Berresford, and other Tales
iv. Her First Appearance, and other

Tales iv. Phyllis 2 v. Rossmoyne
2V. Doris 2v. A Maiden all Forlorn,
etc. iv. A Passive Crime, and other

Stories i v. Green Pleasure and Grey
Grief 2V. A Mental Struggle 2 v.

Her Week's Amusement, and Ugly
Barrington i v. Lady Branksmere 2 v.

Lady Valworth's Diamonds I v. A
Modern Circe 2 v. Marvel 2 v. The
Hon. Mrs. Vereker i v. Under-Cur-
rents 2 v. In Durance Vile, etc. I v. A
Troublesome Girl, and other Stories i v.

A Life's Remorse 2 v. A Born Coquette
2V. The Duchess I v. Lady Verner's

Flight i v. A Conquering Heroine,
and "When in Doubt" I v. Nora
Creina 2 v. A Mad Prank, and other

Stories I v. The Hoyden 2 v. The
Red House Mystery i v. An Unsatis

factory Lover i v. Peter's Wife 2 v.

The Three Graces i v. A Tug of War
iv. The Professor's Experiment 2 v.

A Point of Conscience 2 v. A Lonely
Girl iv. Lovice i v. The Coming of

Chloe i v.

Hunt, Mrs.: -vide Averil Beau
mont.

Hunt, Violet
The Human Interest i v.

Ingelow, Jean, j 1897.
Off the Skelligs 3 v. Poems 2 v.

Fated to be Free 2 v. Sarah de

Berenger 2 v. Don John 2 v.

Inglis, the Hon. Lady.
The Siege of Lucknow i v.

Ingram, John H.: vide E. A.

Poe.

Iota: -vide Mrs. Mannington
Cafryn.

Irving, Washington (Am.),

t 1859.
The Sketch Book (with Portrait) I v.

The Life of Mahomet I v. Lives of the
Successors ofMahomet i v. Oliver Gold
smith iv. Chronicles ofWolfert's Roost
iv. Life of George Washington 5 v.

Jackson, Mrs. Helen (H. H.)

(Am.), f 1885.
Ramona 2 v.

Jacobs, W. W.
Many Cargoes i v. The Skipper's
Wooing, and The Brown Man's Servant
iv. Sea Urchins i v. A Master of
Craft iv. Light Freights i v. At Sun-
wich Port iv. The Lady ofthe Barge I v.

Odd Craft i v. Dialstone Lane i v.

James, Charles T. C.

Holy Wedlock i v.

James, G. P. R., f 1860.

Morley Ernstein (with Portrait) I v.

Forest Days i v. The False Heir i v.

Arabella Stuart I v. Rose d'Albret
i v. Arrah Neil i v. Agincourt i v.

The Smuggler i v. The Step-Mother
2V. Beauchamp i v. Heidelberg
iv. The Gipsy i v. The Castle of

Ehrenstein I v. Darnley i v. Russell

2V. The Convict 2 v. Sir Theodore

Broughton 2 v.

James, Henry (Am.).
The American 2 v. The Europeans
iv. Daisy Miller; An International

Episode ;
Four Meetings i v. Roderick

Hudson 2V. The Madonna of the

Future, etc. I v. Eugene Pickering,
etc. iv. Confidence I v. Washing
ton Square, etc. 2 v. The Portrait of a

Lady 3 v. Foreign Parts I v. French
Poets and Novelists i v. The Siege of

London; The Point of View; A Pas
sionate Pilgrim i v. Portraits of Places

iv. A Little Tour in France i v.

Jeaffreson, J. Cordy.
A Book about Doctors 2 v. A
Woman in spite of Herself 2 v. The
Real Lord Byron 3 v.
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Jenkin, Mrs. Charles, f 1885.
"Who Breaks Pays" i v. Skir

mishing iv. Once and Again 2 v.

Two French Marriages 2 v. Within an
Ace iv. Jupiter's Daughters i v.

Jenkins, Edward.
Gini's Baby, his Birth and other Mis
fortunes ; Lord Bantam 2 v.

"Jennie of 'The Prince's,'"

Author of: vide B. H. Buxton.

Jerome, K. Jerome.
The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow
iv. Diary of a Pilgrimage, and Six

Essays i v. Novel Notes i v. Sketches
in Lavender, Blue and Green i v.

The Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow
iv. Three Men on the Bummel I v.

Paul Kelver 2 v. Tea-Table Talk i v.

Tommy and Co. i v. Idle Ideas in 1905
i v.

Jerrold, Douglas, f 1857.
History of St. Giles and St. James
zv. Men of Character 2 v.

"John Halifax, Gentleman,"
Author of: vide Mrs. Craik.

Johnny Ludlow: vide Mrs.

Henry Wood.

Johnson, Samuel, ( 1784.
Lives of the English Poets 2 v.

Jolly, Emily.
Colonel Dacre ^ T.

"Joshua Davidson," Author of:

-vide Mrs. E. Lynn Linton.

Kavanagh, Miss Julia, f 1877.
Nathalie 2 v. Daisy Burns 2 v.

Grace Lee 2 v. Rachel Gray i v.

Adele 3 v. A Summer and Winter in

the Two Sicilies 2 v. Seven Years, and
other Tales 2 v. French Women of

Letters i v. English Women of Letters

iv. Queen Mao 2 v. Beatrice 2 v.

Sybil's Second Love 2 v. Dora 2 v.

Silvia 2V. Bessie 2 v. John Dorrien

3v. Two Lilies 2 v. Forget-me-nots
2v. Vide also Series for the Young,
p. 39.

Keary, Annie, f 1879.
Qldbury 2V. Castle Daly a v.

Keeling, D'Esterre-: vide Es-
terre.

Kempis, Thomas a.

The Imitation of Christ. Translated
from the Latin by W. Benham, B.D. i v.

Kimball, Richard B. (Am.), f
Saint Leger i v. Romance of Student
Life Abroad i v. Undercurrents I v.

Was he Successful ? i v. To-Day in New
York i v.

Kinglake, Alexander William,

f 1891-
Eothen i v. The Invasion of the
Crimea 14 v.

Kingsley, Charles, f 1875.
Yeast iv. Westward ho 1 2 v. Two
Years ago 2 v. Hypatia 2 v. Alton
Locke iv. Hereward the Wake 2 v.

At Last 2v. His Letters and Memories
of his Life, edited by his Wife 2 v.

Kingsley, Henry, -j- 1876.
Ravenshoe 2 v. Austin Elliot i v.

Geoffry Hamlyn 2 v. The Hillyars and
the Burtons 2 v. Leighton Court i v.

Valentin I v. Oakshott Castle I v.

Reginald Hetherege 2 v. The Grange
Garden 2 v.

Kinross, Albert
An Opera and Lady Grasmere I v.

Kipling, Rudyard.
Plain Tales from the Hills r v. The
Second Jungle Book i v. The Seven
Seas iv. "Captains Courageous"
i v. The Day's Work i v. A Fleet

in Being i v. Stalky & Co. i v. From
Sea to Sea 2 v. The City of Dreadful

Night iv. Kim I v. Just So Stories I v.

The Five Nations i v. Traffics and
Discoveries i v.

Laffan, May.
Flitters, Tatters, and the Counsellor,
etc. i v.

Lamb, Charles, \ 1834.
The Essays of Elia and Eliana i v.

Lang, Andrew: vide H. Rider

Haggard.

Langdon, Mary (Am.).
Ida May i v.
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"Last of the Cavaliers, the,"
Author of (Miss Piddington).

The Last of the Cavaliers 2 v. The
Gain of a Loss 2 v.

fcaszowska, Mme de: vide E.

Gerard.

Laurence, George Alfred,
Author of: vide "Guy Living
stone."

Lawless, the Hon. Emily.
Hurrish I v.

"Leaves from the Journal of

our Life in the Highlands:"
vide Victoria R. I.

Lee, Holme,
-j- 1900 : -vide Harriet

Parr.

Le Fanu, J. S., f 1873.
Uncle Silas 2 v. Guy Deverell 2 v.

Lemon, Mark,
( 1870.

"\Vait for the End 2 v. Loved at Last
2v. Falkner Lyle 2 v. Leyton Hall,
and other Tales 2 v. Golden Fetters

2 v.

"Letters of Her Mother to

Elizabeth, the," Author of:

vide W. R. H. Trowbridge.

Lever, Charles, f 1872.

The O'Donoghue i v. The Knight of

G wynne 3 v. Arthur O'Leary 2 v.

Harry Lorrequer 2 v. Charles O'Mal-

ley 3V. Tom Burke of " Ours" 3 v.

Jack Hinton 2 v. The Daltons 4 v.

The Dodd Family Abroad 3 v. The
Martins of Cro' Martin 3 v. The For
tunes of Glencore 2 v. Roland Cashel

3v. Davenport Dunn 3 v. Confessions
of Con Cregan 2 v. One ofThem 2 v.

Maurice Tiernay 2 v. Sir Jasper Carew
2V. Barrington 2 v. A Day's Ride
2V. Luttrell ofArran 2 v. Tony Butler

2v. Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v. The
Bramleighs of Bishop's Folly 2 v. A
Rent in a Cloud I v. That Boy of Nor-
cott's I v. St. Patrick's Eve ; Paul
Gosslett's Confessions i v. Lord Kil-

gobbin 2 v.

Levett-Yeats, S.

The Honour of Savelli i v. The
Chevalier d'Auriac i v. The Traitor's

Way iv. The Lord Protector i v.

Orrain i v.

Lewes, G. H., f 1878.
Ranthorpe i v. The Physiology of
Common Life 2 v. On Actors and the
Art of Acting i v.

Linton, Mrs. E. Lynn, -j- 1898.
The true History of Joshua Davidson
iv. Patricia Kemball 2 v. The
Atonement of Learn Dundas 2 v. The
World well Lost 2 v. Under which
Lord? 2v. With a Silken Thread, and
other Stories I v. Todhunters' at Loan-
in' Head, and other Stories I v. " My
Love 1

" 2v. The Girl of the Period,
and other Social Essays i v. lone 2 v.

Lockhart, Laurence W. M.,

-(
1882.

Mine is Thine 2 v.

Loftus, Lord Augustus.
Diplomatic Reminiscences 1837 - 1862

(with Portrait) 2 v.

Longard, Mme de: vide D.
Gerard.

Longfellow, Henry Wads-
worth (Am.), f 1882.

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 3 v.

The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri

3v. The New-England Tragedies i v.

The Divine Tragedy i v. Flower-de-

Luce, and Three Books of Song i v.

The Masque of Pandora, and other Poems
i v.

Lonsdale, Margaret.
Sister Dora (with a Portrait of Sister

Dora) i v.

Lorimer, George Horace (Am.).
Letters from a Self-Made Merchant to his

Son iv. Old Gorgon Graham i v.

"Lost Battle, a," Author of.

A Lost Battle 2 v.

Lubbock, Sir John (Lord Ave-

bury).
The Pleasures of Life I v. The Beau
ties of Nature (with Illustrations) i v.

The Use of Life i v. Scenery of Switzer
land (with Illustrations) 2 v. Essays and
Addresses 1900-1903 i v.
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"Lutfullah": vide Eastwick.

Lyall, Edna, f 1903.
We Two 2V. Donovan 2 v. In

the Golden Days 2 v. Knight-Errant
2v. Won by Waiting 2 v. Wayfaring
Men 2v. Hope the Hermit 2 v.

Doreen 2 v. In Spite of All 2 v. The
Hinderers i v.

Lytton, Lord: vide E. Bulwer.

Lytton, Robert Lord (Owen
Meredith), y 1891.

Poems 2V. Fables in Song 2 v.

Maartens, Maarten.
The Sin of Joost Avelingh i v. An
Old Maid's Love 2 v. God's Fool 2 v.

The Greater Glory 2 v. My Lady
Nobody 2 v. Her Memory i v. Some
Women I have known i v. My Poor
Relations 2 v. Dorothea 2 v.

MAulay, Allan: -vide Kate

Douglas Wiggin.

Macaulay, Lord, Thomas
Babington, y 1859.

History of England (with Portrait) 10 v.

Critical and Historical Essays 5 v.

Lays of Ancient Rome i v. Speeches
av. Biographical Essays I v. Wil
liam Pitt, Atterbury i v. (See also

Trevelyan).

MCarthy, Justin.
The Waterdale Neighbours 2 v.

Dear Lady Disdain 2 v. Miss Misan

thrope 2V. A History of our own Times

5 v. Donna Quixote 2 v. A short

History of our own Times 2 v. A
History of the Four Georges vols. i &
2. A History of our own Times vols.

6 & 7 (supplemental) . A History of the

Four Georges and of William IV. Vols. 3,

4 & 5 (supplemental).

Mac Donald, George, y 1905.
Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 v. Annals
of a Quiet Neighbourhood 2 v. David
Elginbrod 2 v. The Vicar's Daughter
2V. Malcolm 2 v. St. George and
St. Michael 2 v. The Marquis of

Lossie 2v. Sir Gibbie 2 v. Mary
Marston 2 v. The Gifts of the Child

Christ, and other Tales i v. The Prin
cess and Curdie I v.

Mackarness, Mrs., y 1881.
Sunbeam Stories i v. A Peerless
Wife 2v. A Mingled Yarn 2 v.

Mackay, Eric, y 1898.
Love Letters of a Violinist, and other
Poems i v.

MC Knight, Charles (Am.).
Old Fort Duquesne 2 v.

Maclaren, Ian.

Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush i v.

The Days of Auld Langsyne i v. His

Majesty Baby I v.

Macleod, Fiona.

Wind and Wave i v. The Sunset of Old
Tales i v.

Macleod, Norman, y 1872.
The Old Lieutenant and his Son I v.

Macpherson, James, y 1796:
vide Ossian.

Macquoid, Mrs.

Patty 2v. Miriam's Marriage 2 v.

Pictures across the Channel 2 v. Too
Soon iv. My Story 2 v. Diane 2 v.

Beside the River 2 v. A Faithful

Lover 2 v.

"Mademoiselle Mori," Author

of (Miss Roberts).
Mademoiselle Mori 2 v. Denise i v.

Madame Fontenoy i v. On tlic

Edge of the Storm i v. The Atelier du

Lys 2V. In the Olden Time 2 v.

Mahon, Lord: vide Stanhope.

Maine, E. S.

Scarscliff Rocks 2 v.

Malet, Sir Edward, G.C.B.,

G.C.M.G.

Shifting Scenes i v.

Malet, Lucas.
Colonel Enderby's Wife 2 v. The
History of Sir Richard Calmauy 3 v.

Malmesbury, the Earl of, G.C.B.
Memoirs of an Ex-Minister 3 v.

Mann, Mary E.

A Winter's Tale i v. The CeJar
Star i v.

Mansfield, Robert Blachford.
The Log of the Water Lily i v.
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Mark Twain: vide Twain.

"Marmorne," Author of: vide

P. G. Hamerton.

Marryat, Capt., f 1848.

_"acob Faithful (with Portrait) I v.

1'ercival Keeneiv. Peter Simple iv.

aphet in Search of a Father i v.

'Monsieur Violet i v. The Settlers in

Canada i v. The Mission i v. The
?iivateer's-Man i v. The Children of

.he New-Forest i v. Valerie i v.

Vlr. Midshipman Easy i v. The King's
Jwn i v.

Marryat, Florence, j 1899.

Love's Conflict 2 v. For Ever and
Ever 2V. The Confessions of Gerald
Estcourt 2V. Nelly Brooke 2 v.

Veronique 2 v. Petronel 2 v. Her
Lord and Master 2 v. The Prey of the

Gods iv. Life and Letters of Captain

Marryat I v.' Mad Dumaresq 2 v.

Ko Intentions 2 v. Fighting the Air
2v. A Star and a Heart

;
An Utter Im

possibility iv. The Poison of Asps,
and other Stories i v. A Lucky Disap
pointment, and other Stories i v. "My
own Child" 2 v. Her Father's Name
2 v. A Harvest of Wild Oats 2 v.

A. Little Stepson i v. Written in Fire

2 v. Her World against a Lie 2 v.

A Broken Blossom 2 v. The Root of

M Evil 2 v. The Fair-haired Alda 2 v.

With Cupid's Eyes 2 v. My Sister the

Actress 2 v. Phyllida 2 v. How they
loved Him 2 v. Facing the Footlights

(with Portrait) 2v. A Moment ofMad
ness, and other Stories i v. The Ghost
of Charlotte Cray, and other Stories

iv. Peeress and Player 2 v. Under
the Lilies and Roses 2 v. The Heart
of Jane Warner 2 v. The Heir Pre

sumptive 2V. The Master Passion 2 v.

Spiders of Society 2 v. Driven to Bay
zv. A Daughter of the Tropics 2 v.

Gentleman and Courtier 2 v. On Cir

cumstantial Evidence 2 v. Mount Eden.
A Romance 2 v. Blindfold 2 v. A
Scarlet Sin i v. A Bankrupt Heart 2V.

The Spirit World i v. The Beautiful

Soul i v. At Heart a Rake 2 v.

The Strange Transfiguration of Hannah
Stubbs iv. The Dream that Stayed
2V. A Passing Madness i v. The
Blood of the Vampire I v. A Soul on

Fira iv. Iris the Avenger i v.

Marsh, Mrs. Anne (Caldwell),

t i874-
Ravenscliffe 2 v. Emilia Wyndham
2V. Castle Avon 2 v. Aubrey 2 v.

The Heiress of Haughton 2 v. Evelyn
Marston 2 v. The Rose of Ashurst 2 v.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, f 1899.
Mrs. Mainwaring's Journal i v.

Bcnvenuta i v. Lady Alice I v.

Dayspring I v. Life's Aftermath i v.

In the East Country I v. No. XIII; or,

The Story of the Lost Vestal i v. In
Four Reigns i v. On the Banks of the

Ouse iv. In the City of Flowers i v.

Alma iv. Under Salisbury Spire I v.

The End Crowns All i v. Winchester
Meads i v. Eventide Light i v.

Winifrede's Journal I v. Bristol Bells

iv. In the Service of Rachel Lady
Russell iv. A Lily among Thorns i v.

Penshurst Castle i v. Kensington
Palace i v. The White King's Daughter
iv. The Master of the Musicians i v.

An Escape from the Tower i v. A
Haunt of Ancient Peace I v. Castle

Meadow i v. In the Choir of West
minster Abbey i v. The Young Queen
of Hearts i v. Under the Dome of St.

Paul's iv. The Parson's Daughter
i v.

Mason, A. E. W.
The Four Feathers 2 v. Miranda of

the Balcony i v. The Courtship of Mor-
rice Buckler 2 v. The Truants 2 v.

The Watchers i v.

Mathers, Helen (Mrs. Henry
Reeves).

"Cherry Ripe!" 2 v. "Land o' the

Leal " iv. My Lady Green Sleeves 2 v.

As he comes up the Stair, etc. i v.

Sam's Sweetheart 2 v. Eyre's Acquittal
2v. Found Out iv. Murder or Man
slaughter? iv. The Fashion of this

World (80 Pf.) Blind J ustice, and "Who,
being dead, yet Spcaketh

"
i v. What

the Glass Told, and A Study of a Woman
iv. Bam Wildfire 2 v. Becky 2 v.

Cinders i v.
" Honey

"
i v. Griff of

Griffithscourt i v. The New Lady Teazle,
and Other Stories and Essays i v. The

Ferryman i v.

Maurice, Colonel.
The Balance of Military Power in

Europe I v.

Maurier, George du, f 1896.

Trilby 2V. The Martian 2 v.



20 Tauchnitz Edition. Complete List.

M axwell,M rs.: v.M issBraddon.

Maxwell, W. B.
The Ragged Messenger 2 v.

"Mehalah," Author of: -vide

Baring-Gould.

Melville, George J. Whyte,
t 1878.

Kate Coventry I v. Holmby House
2v. Digby Grand i v. Good for No
thing 2V. The Queen's Maries 2 v.

The Gladiators 2 v. The Brookes of

Bridlemere 2 v. Cerise 2 v. The
Interpreter 2 v. The White Rose 2 v.

M. or N. I v. Contraband I v.

Sarchedon 2 v. Unclejohn 2 v.

Katerfelto i v. Sister Louise I v.

Rosine I v. Roys' Wife 2 v. Black
but Comely 2 v. Riding Recollections i v.

Memorial Volumes: vide Five

Centuries (vol. 500); The New
Testament (vol. 1000); Henry
Morley (vol. 2000).

Meredith, George.
The Ordeal of Richard Feverel 2 v.

Beauchamp's Career 2 v. The Tragic
Comedians i v. Lord Ormont and his

Aminta 2 v. The Amazing Marriage
2 T.

Meredith, Owen: vide Robert
Lord Lytton.

Merrick, Leonard.
The Man who was good i v. This

Stage of Fools i v. Cynthia i v. One
Man's View i v. The Actor-Manager
iv. The Worldlings I v. When Love
flies out o" the Window i v. Conrad in

Quest of His Youth i v. The Quaint
Companions i v.

Merriman, Henry Seton,j- 1903.
Young Mistley i v. Prisoners and

Captives 2 v. From One Generation to

Another i v. With Edged Tools 2 v.

The Sowers 2 v. Flotsam i v. In
Kedar's Tents i v. Roden's Corner
iv. The Isle ofUnrest iv. The Velvet

Glove i v. The Vultures i v. Barlasch

of the Guard i v. Tomaso's Fortune, and
Other Stories i v. The Last Hope 2 v.

Merriman, H. S., & S. G. Tallen-

tyre.
The Money-Spinner, etc. i v.

Milne, James.
The Epistles of Atkins i v.

Milton, John, j 1674.
Poetical Works I V.

"Molly, Miss," Author of.

Geraldine Hawthorne I v.

"Molly Bawn," Author of: -vide

Mrs. Hungerford.

Montgomery, Florence.
Misunderstood i v. Thrown To
gether 2V. Thwarted r v. Wild Mike
i v. Seaforth 2 v. The Blue Veil

iv. Transformed i v. The Fisher

man's Daughter , etc. I v. Colonel
Norton 2 v. Prejudged i v. Aa Un
shared Secret, and Other Tales i v.

Moore, Frank Frankfort.
"I Forbid the Banns" 2 v. A Gray
Eye or So 2 v. One Fair Daughter
2v. They Call it Love 2 v. The
Jessamy Bride i v. The Millionaires i v.

NellGwyn Comedian i v. A Damsel
orTwo iv. Castle Omeragh 2 v. Ship
mates in Sunshine 2 v. The Original
Woman I v. The White Causeway i v.

Moore, George.
Celibates I v. Evelyn Innes 2 v.

Sister Teresa 2 v. TheUntilled Field i v.

Confessions of a Young Man I v.

Moore, Thomas, j 1852.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v.

Morgan, Lady, j 1859.
Memoirs 3 v.

Morley, Henry, j 1894.
Of English Literature in the Reign of

Victoria. With Facsimiles of the Signa
tures of Authors in the Tauchnitz Edition

(v. 2000, published 1881) i v.

Morris, William.
A Selection from his Poems. Edited

with a Memoir by F. Hueffer x v.

Morrison, Arthur.
Tales of Mean Streets i v. A Child

of the Jago i v. To London Town i v.

Cunning Murrell I v. The Hole in the

Wall i v. The Green Eye of Goona i v.

Divers Vanities i v.

Muirhead, James Fullarton.
The Land of Contrasts i v.

Mulock, Miss: vide Mrs. Craik.

Murray, David Christie.

Rainbow Gold 2 v.
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Murray, Grenville : -v. Grenville.

"My Little Lady," Author of:

vide E. Frances Poynter.

New Testament, the.

The Authorised English Version , with
Introduction and Various Readings from
the three most celebrated Manuscripts of

the Original Text, by Constantino Tischen-
dorf (vol. 1000, published 1869) i v.

Newby, Mrs. C. J.
Common Sense 2 v.

Newman, Dr. J. H. (Cardinal

Newman), | 1890.
Callista i v.

Nicholls, Mrs. : -vide Currer Bell.

"Nina Balatka," Author of:

vide Anthony Trollope.

"No Church," Author of (F.

Robinson).
No Church 2 v. Owen : a Waif 2 v.

Noel, Lady Augusta.
From Generation to Generation I v.

Hithersea Mere 2 v.

N orris, Frank (Am.), f 1902.
The Octopus 2 v. The Pit 2 v.

N orris, W. E.

My Friend Jim I v. A Bachelor's
Blunder 2 v. Major and Minor 2 v.

The Rogue 2 v. Miss Shafto 2 v. Mrs.
Fenton i v. Misadventure 2 v. Saint

Ann's iv. A Victim of Good Luck
iv, The Dancer in Yellow i v.

Clarissa Furiosa 2 v. Marietta's Mar
riage 2V.- The Fight for the Crown
iv. TheWidower i v. Giles Ingilby iv.

The Flower of the Flock i v. His
Own Father i v. The Credit ofthe County
iv. Lord Leonard the Luckless i v.

Nature's Comedian i v. Nigel's Vo
cation iv. Barham of Beltana i v.

Norton, Hon. Mrs., f 1877.
Stuart of Dunleath 2 v. Lost and
Saved 2v. Old Sir Douglas 2 v.

" Not Easily Jealous," Author of

(Miss Iza Hardy).
Not Easily Jealous 2 v.

"Novels and Tales": -vide

"Household Words."

O'Conor-Eccles, Charlotte: -vide

Hal Godfrey.

Oliphant, Laurence, j-
1888.

Altiora Peto 2 v. Masollam 2 v.

Oliphant, Mrs., f 1897.
The Last of the Mortimers 2 v. Mrs.

Margaret Maitland i v. Agnes 2 v.

Madonna Mary 2 v. The Minister's

Wife 2V. The Rector and the Doctor's

Family i v. Salem Chapel 2 v. The
Perpetual Curate 2 v. Miss Marjori-
banks 2 v. Ombra 2 v. Memoir of

Count de Montalembert 2 v. May 2 v.

Innocent 2 v. For Love and Life 2 v.

A Rose in June i v. The Story of

Valentine and his Brother 2 v. White-
ladies 2V. The Curate in Charge i v.

Phoebe, Junior 2 v. Mrs. Arthur 2 v.

Carita 2 v. Young Musgrave 2 v.

The Primrose Path 2 v. Within the
Precincts 3 v. The Greatest Heiress in

England 2 v. He that will not when he

may 2 v. Harry Joscelyn 2 v. In
Trust 2V. It was a Lover and his Lass

3V. The Ladies Lindores 3 v. Hester

3V. The Wizard's Son 3 v. A
Country Gentleman an'd his Family 2 v.

Neighbours ontheGreen i v. TheDuke's

Daughter i v. The Fugitives i v.

Kirsteen 2V. Life ofLaurence Oliphant
and of Alice Oliphant, hisWife2 v. The
Little Pilgrim in the Unseen i v. The
Heir Presumptive and the Heir Apparent
2v. The Sorceress 2 v. Sir Robert's

Fortune 2 v. The Ways of Life i v.

Old Mr. Tredgold 2 v.

"One who has kept a Diary":
vide George W. E. Russell.

Ossian.
The Poems of Ossian. Translated by
James Macpherson i v.

Ouida.
Idalia 2V. Tricotrin 2V. Puck 2v.

Chandos 2V. Strathmore 2V. Under
two Flags 2v. Folle-Farine 2 v. A
Leaf in the Storm

;
A Dog of Flanders ;

A Branch of Lilac; A Provence Rosa
iv. Cecil Castlemaine's Gage, and other

Novelettes i v. Madame la Marquise,
and other Novelettes i v. Pascarel 2 v.

Held in Bondage 2 v. Two little

Wooden Shoes i v. Signa(with Portrait)

3v. InaWinterCity iv. Ariadneav.
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Friendship 2 v. Moths 3 v. Pipistrello,
and other Stories i v. A Village Com
mune 2 v. In Maremma 3 v. Bimbi
iv. Wanda 3 v. Frescoes and other
Stories iv. Princess Napraxine 3 v.

Othmar 3v. A RainyJune(6oPf.). Don
G esualdo (60 Pf.) . A House Party i v.

Guilderoy 2 v. Syrlin 3 v. Ruffino.and
other Stories i v. Santa Barbara, etc.

iv. Two Offenders i v. The Silver

Christ, etc. i v. Toxin, and other Papers
iv. Le Selve, and Tonia i v. The
Massarenes 2 v. An Altruist, and Four
Essays i v. La Strega, and other
Stories i v. The Waters of Edera i v.

Street Dust, and Other Stories i v.

Critical Studies i v.

"
Outcasts, the," Author of: -vide

"Roy TelleL"

Parker, Sir Gilbert
The Battle of the Strong 2 v. Donovan
Pasha, and Some People of Egypt I v.

The Seats of the Mighty 2 v.

Parr, Harriet (Holme Lee),

f 1900.
Basil Godfrey's Caprice 2 v. For
Richer, for Poorer 2 v. The Beautiful
Miss Barrington 2 v. Her Title of
Honour i v. Echoes of a Famous
Year i v. Katherine's Trial i v. The
Vicissitudes of Bessie Fairfax 2 v. Ben
Milner's Wooing I v. Straightforward
2v. Mrs. Denys of Cote 2 v. A Poor
Squire i v.

Parr, Mrs.

Dorothy Fox i v. The Prescotts of

Pamphillon 2 v. The Gosau Smithy, etc.

iv. Robin 2 v. Loyalty George 2 v.

Paston, George.
A Study in Prejudices i v. A Fair
Deceiver i v.

Paul, Mrs.: wifeAuthor of "Still

Waters."

" Paul Ferroll," Author of (Mrs.
Caroline Clive), f 1873.

Paul Ferroll i v. Year after Year i v.

Why Paul Ferroll killed his Wife I v.

Payn, James, f 1898.
Found Dead i v. Gwendoline's Har
vest iv. Like Father, like Son 2 v.

Not Wooed, but Won 2 v. Cecil's Tryst
i v. A Woman's Vengeance 2 v.

Murphy's Master i v. In the Heart 01

a Hill, and other Stories i v. At Her
Mercy 2 v. The Best of Husbands 2 v.

Walter's Word 2 v. Halves 2 v.

Fallen Fortunes 2 v. What He cost Her
2v. By Proxy 2 v. Less Black than
we're Painted 2 v. Under one Roof
2V. High Spirits i v. High Spirits

(Second Series) i v. A Confidential

Agent 2V. From Exile 2 v. A Grape
from a Thorn 2 v. Some Private Views
iv. For Cash Only 2 v. Kit : A Me
mory 2v. The Canon's Ward (with
Portrait) 2 v. Some Literary Re
collections i v. The Talk of the Town
iv. The Luck of the Darrells 2 v.

The Heir ofthe Ages 2 v. Holiday Tasks
iv. Glow-Worm Tales (First Serifs)
I v. Glow-Worm Tales (Second Series)
iv. A Prince of the Blood 2 v. The
Mystery of Mirbridge 2 v. The Burnt
Million 2 v. The Word and the Will
2V. Sunny Stories, and some Shady
Ones iv. A Modern Dick Whitting-
ton 2v. A Stumble on the Threshold
2v. A Trying Patient I v. Gleams
of Memory, and The Eavesdropper i v.

In Market Overt i v. The Disappear
ance of George Driffell, and other Tales
iv. Another's Burden etc. i v. The
Backwater of Life, or Essays of a Literary
Veteran I v.

Peard, Frances Mary.
One Year 2v. The Rose-Garden i v.

Unawares i v. Thorpe Regis i v. A
Winter Story i v. A Madrigal, and
other Stories I v. Cartouche I v.

Mother Molly i v. Schloss and Town
2V. Contradictions 2 v. Near Neigh
bours iv. Alicia Tennant I v. Ma-
dame's Granddaughter I v. Donna
Teresa i v. Number One and Number
Two iv. The Ring from Jaipur i v.

Pemberton, Max.
The Impregnable City i v. A Woman
of Kronstadt I v. The Phantom Army
iv. The Garden of Swords i v. The

Footsteps of a Throne i v. Pro PatriS i v.

The Giant's Gate 2 v. I crown thee

King i v. The House under the Sea i v.

The Gold Wolf i v. Doctor Xavier i v.

Red Morn i v. Beatrice ofVenice 2 v.

Mid the Thick Arrows 2 v.

Percy, Bishop Thomas, f 181 1.

Rcliques of Ancient English Poetry 3 v.
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Philips, F. C.

As in a Looking Glass i v. The Dean
and his Daughter i v. Lucy Smith i v.

A Lucky Young Woman i v. Jack and
ThreeJills i v. Little Mrs. Murray i v.

Young Mr. Ainslie's Courtship iv. Social
Vicissitudes i v. Extenuating Circum
stances, and A French Marriage i v.

More Social Vicissitudes iv. Constance
2v. That Wicked Mad'moiselle, etc.

iv. A Doctor in Difficulties, etc. I v.

Black and White i v. "One Never
Knows" 2v. Of Course i v. Miss
Ormerod's Protege i v. My little Hus
band iv. Mrs. Bouverie i v. A
Question of Colour, and otherStories iv.

A Devil in Nun's Veiling I v. A Full

Confession, and other Stories i v. The
Luckiest ofThree I v. Poor Little Bella

iv. Eliza Clarke, Governess, and Other
Stories I v. Marriage, etc. I v. School

girls of To-day, etc. i v. If Only, etc. I v.

An Unfortunate Blend i v.

Philips, F. C. & Percy Fendall.

A Daughter's Sacrifice i v. Margaret
Byng i v.

Philips, F. C. & C. J. Wills.

The Fatal Phryneiv. The Scudamores
iv. A Maiden Fair to See i v. Sybil
Ross's Marriage I v.

Phillpotts, Eden.

Lying Prophets 2 v. The Human Boy
iv. Sons of the Morning 2 v. The
Good Red Earth i v. The Striking Hours
iv. The Farm of the Dagger i v.

Piddington, Miss: videAuthor of

"The Last of the Cavaliers."

Poe, Edgar Allan (Am.), j 1849.
Poems and Essays ,

edited with a new
Memoir by John H. Ingram I v. Tales,
edited by John H. Ingram i v.

Pope, Alexander, j !744-
Select Poetical Works (with Portrait) I v.

Poynter, Miss E. Frances.

My Little Lady 2 v. Ersilia 2 v.

Among the Hills I v. Madame de
Presnel I v.

Praed, Mrs. Campbell.
Zero iv. Affinities i v. The Head
Station 2 v.

Prentiss, Mrs. E. (Am.), f 1878.
Stepping Heavenward I v.

Prince Consort, the, j 1861.
His Principal Speeches and Addresses

(with Portrait) I v.

Pryce, Richard.
Miss Maxwell's Affections i v. The
Quiet Mrs. Fleming i v. Time and the
Woman I v.

Pym, Hor. N.: v. Caroline Fox.

Queen, H. M. the: vide Victoria

R. I.

Quiller-Couch, A. T. (Q.)

Noughts and Crosses i v. I Saw Three
Ships iv. Dead Man's Rock i v. la
and other Tales i v. The Ship of Stars
i v. The Adventures of Harry Revel i v.

Fort Amity i v.

Rae, W. Fraser, j 1905.
Westward by Rail i v. Miss Bayle's
Romance 2 v. The Business ofTravel i v.

Raimond, C. E. (Miss Robins).
The Open Question 2 v. The Magnetic
North 2v. A Dark Lantern 2 v.

"Rajah's Heir, the," Author of.

The Rajah's Heir 2 v.

Reade, Charles, f 1884.
"It is never too late to mend" 2 v.

"Love me little, love me long" i v.

The Cloister and the Hearth 2 v. Hard
Cash 3v. Put Yourself in his Place 2 v.

A Terrible Temptation 2 v. Peg Wof-
fington iv. Christie Johnstone I v.

A Simpleton 2 v. The Wandering Heir
iv. A Woman-Hater 2 v. Readiana
iv. Singleheart and Doubleface I v.

"Recommended to Mercy,"
Author of (Mrs. Houstoun).

" Recommended to Mercy
"

2 v. Zoe's
"Brand" 2 v.

Reeves, Mrs.: -v. Helen Mathers.

Rhys, Grace.

Mary Dominic I v. The Wooing of

Sheila I v.

Rice, James: -v. Walter Besant.

Richards, Alfred Bate, j 1876.
So very Human 3 v.
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Richardson, S., -j- 1761.
Clarissa Harlowe 4 v.

Riddell, Mrs. (F. G. Trafford).
George Geith of Fen Court 2 v. Max
well Drewitt 2 v. The Race for Wealth
2v. Far above Rubies 2 v. The Earl's

Promise 2 v. Mortomley's Estate 2 v.

" Rita."
Souls iv. The Jesters i v. The Mas-
queraders 2 v. Queer Lady Judas 2 v.

Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray:
vide Miss Thackeray.

Roberts, Miss: -vide Author of

"Mademoiselle Mori."

Robertson, Rev. Frederick W.,

t I853-
Sermons 4 v.

Robins, Miss: vide Raimond.

Robinson, F.: vide Author of

"No Church."

Ross, Charles H.
The Pretty Widow i v. A London
Romance 2 v.

Ross, Martin: -vide Somerville.

Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, \ 1882.
Poems iv. Ballads and Sonnets I v.

" Roy Tellet."

The Outcasts i v. A Draught of

Lethe i v. Pastor and Prelate 2 v.

Ruffini, J., f 1 88 1.

Lavinia 2 v. Doctor Antonio i v.

Lorenzo Benoni I v. Vincenzo 2 v.

A Quiet Nook in the Jura i v. The
Paragreens on a Visit to Paris i v.

Carlino, and other Stories i v.

Russell, W. Clark.
A Sailor's Sweetheart 2 v. The "

Lady
Maud" 2v. A Sea Queen 2 v.

Russell, George W. E.
Collections and Recollections. By One
who has kept a Diary 2 v. A Londoner's

Log-Book i v.

Sala, George Augustus, \ 1895.
The Seven Sons of Mammon 2 v.

Saunders, John.
Israel Mort, Overman 2 v. The Ship
owner's Daughter z v. A Noble Wife 2 v.

Saunders, Katherine (Mrs.

Cooper).
Joan Merryweather ,

and other Tales
iv. Gideon's Rock, and other Tales
iv. The High Mills 2v. Sebastian I v.

Savage, Richard Henry (Am.),

t J 903-
My Official Wife i v. The Little Lady
of Lagunitas (with Portrait) 2 v. Prince

Schamyl's Wooing i v. The Masked
Venus 2V. Delilah ofHarlem 2v. The
Anarchist 2 v. A Daughter of Judas
iv. In the Old Chateau i v. Miss
Devereux of the Mariquita 2 v. Checked
Through 2 v. A Modern Corsair 2 v.

In the Swim 2 v. The White Lady of
Khaminavatka 2 v. In the House of His
Friends 2V. TheMysteiyofaShipyard2 v.

A Monte Cristo in Khaki i v.

Schreiner, Olive.

Trooper Peter Halket of Mashona-
land i v.

Scott, Sir Walter, f 1832.
Waverley (with Portrait) i v. The
Antiquary i v. Ivanhoe I v. Kenil-
worth iv. QuentinDurward i v. Old
Mortality I v. Guy Mannering I v.

Rob Roy i v. The Pirate i v. The
Fortunes ofNigel I v. The Black Dwarf

;

A Legend of Montrose i v. The Bride
of Lammermoori v. The Heart of Mid-
Lothian 2 v. The Monastery i v. The
Abbot iv. Peveril of the Peak 2 v.

Poetical Works 2 v. Woodstock i v.

The Fair Maid of Perth i v. Anne of
Geierstein I v.

Seeley, Prof. J.R., M.A.,f 1895.
Life and Times of Stein (with a Portrait
of Stein) 4v. The Expansion of Enjj-
land iv. Goethe I v.

Sewell, Elizabeth.

Amy Herbert 2 v. Ursula 2 v. A
Glimpse of the World 2 v. The Journal
of a Home Life 2 v. After Life 2 v.

The Experience of Life 2 v.

Shakespeare, William, -f
1616.

Plays and Poems (with Portrait) (Second
Edition) 7v. Doubtful Plays I v.

Shakespeare's Plays may also be had in

37 numbers, at Jt 0,30. each number.

Sharp, William: -vide Miss
Howard and Swinburne.

Shelley, Percy Bysshe, f 1822.
A Selection from his Poems i v.
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Sheppard, Nathan (Am.), f 1 888.
Shut up in Paris I v.

Sheridan , Richard Brinsley,

f 1816.
The Dramatic Works i v.

Shorthouse, J. Henry.
John Inglesant 2 v. Blanche, Lady
Falaise I v.

Slatin Pasha, Rudolf C., C.B.
Fire and Sword in the Sudan (with
two Maps in Colours) 3 v.

Smedley, F. E. : vide Author of

"Frank Fairlegh."

Smollett, Tobias, y 1771.
Roderick Random i v. Humphry
Clinker I v. Peregrine Pickle 2 v.

"Society in London," Author of.

Society in London. By a Foreign
Resident i v.

Somerville, E. CE., & Martin
Ross.

Nnboth's Vineyard I v. All on the

Irish Shore i v.

"
Spanish Brothers, the," Author
of

The Spanish Brothers 2 v.

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon),

t 1875-
The History of England 7 v. Reign
of Queen Anne 2 v.

Steel, Flora Annie.
The Hosts of the Lord 2 v. In the

Guardianship of God I v.

Steevens, G. W., f 1900.
From Capetown to Ladysmith i v.

Sterne, Laurence, j 1768.
Tristram Shandy i v. A Sentimental

Journey (with Portrait) I v.

Stevenson, Robert Louis,
-j-

1 894.
Treasure Island i v. Dr. Jekyll and
Mr. Hyde, and An Inland Voyage i v.

Kidnapped i v. The Black Arrow i v.

TheMasterof Ballantrae i v. The Merry
Men, etc. i v. Across the Plains, etc. I v.

Island Nights' Entertainments i v.

Catriona i v. Weir of Hermiston I v.

St. Ives 2 v. In the South Seas 2 v.

Tales and Fantasies i v.

"Still Waters," Author of (Mrs.

Paul).
Still Waters i v. Dorothy I v. Do
Cressy i v. Uncle Ralph i v. Maiden
Sisters i v. Martha Brown i v. Vanessa
i v.

Stirling, M. C. : vide G. M. Craik.

Stockton, Frank R. (Am.).
The House of Martha I v.

"Story of a Penitent Soul, the,"

Author of.

The Story of a Penitent Soul i v.

"Story of Elizabeth, the,"Author
of: vide Miss Thackeray.

Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beecher

(Am.), j 1896.
Uncle Tom's Cabin (with Portrait) 2 v.

A Key to Uncle Tom's Cabin 2 v. Dred
zv. The Minister's Wooing i v. Old-
town Folks 2 v.

"Sunbeam Stories," Author of:

vide Mrs. Mackarness.

Swift, Jonathan (Dean Swift),

t T 745-
Gulliver's Travels I v.

Swinburne, Algernon Charles.
Atalanta in Calydon : and Lyrical Poems
(edited, with an Introduction, by William

Sharp) iv. Love's Cross-Currents I v.

Symonds, John Addington,

t 1893.
Sketches in Italy I v. New Italian

Sketches i v.

Tallentyre, S. G. : v. H. S. Merri-

man.

Tasma.
Uncle Piper of Piper's Hill 2 v.

Tautphoeus, Baroness, f 1893.
Cyrilla 2 v. The Initials 2 v. Quits
2V. At Odds 2 v.

Taylor, Col. Meadows, \ 1876.
Tara ;

a Mahratta Tale 3 v.

Templeton: vide Author of

"Horace Templeton."

Tennyson, Alfred (Lord), f 1 892.
Poetical Works 8 v. Queen Mary
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iv. Harold i v. Becket ; The Cup ;

The Falcon i v. Locksley Hall , sixty-

Years after ; The Promise ofMay ;
Tiresias

and other Poems i v. A Memoir. By
His Son (with Portrait) 4 v.

Testament, the New: -vide New.

Thackeray, William Make
peace, f 1863.

Vanity Fair 3 v. Pendennis 3 v.

Miscellanies 8 v. Henry Esmond 2 v.

The English Humourists of the Eighteenth
Century i v. The Newcomes 4 v. The
Virginians 4 v. The Four Georges;
Lovel the Widower I v. The Adventures
of Philip 2v. Denis Duval i v.

Roundabout Papers 2 v. Catherine
i v. The Irish Sketch Book zv. The
Paris Sketch Book (with Portrait) 2 v.

Thackeray, Miss (Mrs. Ritchie).
The Story of Elizabeth i v. The Village
on the Cliff I v. Old Kensington 2 v.

Bluebeard's Keys, and other Stories i v.

Five Old Friends i v. Miss Angel i v.

Out of the World, and other Tales i v.

FulhamLawn, andothcrTales iv. From
an Island. A Story and some Essays i v.

Da Capo, and other Tales i v. Madame
de Sevigne; From a Stage Box; Miss
Williamson's Divagations i v. A Book
of Sibyls iv. Mrs. Dymond 2 v.

Chapters from some Memoirs I v.

Thomas a Kempis: v. Kempis.

Thomas, A. (Mrs. Fender Cudlip).
Denis Donne 2 v. On Guard 2 v.

Walter Goring 2 v. Played Out 2 v.

Called to Account 2 v. Only Herself
av. A Narrow Escape 2 v.

Thomson, James, j- 1748.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) I v.

"Thoth," Author of.

Thoth i v.

"Tim," Author of.

Tim i v.

Trafford, F. G.: v. Mrs. Riddell.

Trevelyan , Right Hon. Sir

George Otto.

The Life and Letters of Lord Macaulay
(with Portrait) 4 v. Selections from the

Writings of Lord Macaulay 2 v. The
American Revolution (with a Map) 2 v.

Trois-Etoiles, vide Grenville:

Murray

Trollope, Anthony, j-
1882.

Doctor Thorne 2 v. The Bertrams
2v. The Warden I v. Barchester
Towers 2 v. Castle Richmond 2 v. The
West Indies i v. Framley Parsonage 2 v.

North America 3 v. Orley Farm 3 v.

Knchel Ray 2 v. The Small House
at Allington 3 v. Can you forgive, her?

3v. The Belton Estate 2 v. Nina
Balatka i v. The Last Chronicle 01

Barset 3 v. The Claverings 2 v. Pliineas
Finn 3 v. He knew he was right \ v.

TheVicar of Bullhnmpton 2 v. Sir Harry
Hotspur of Humbletliwaite i v. Ralph
the Heir 2 v. The Golden Lion 01

Granpere I v. Australia and New Zea
land 3V. Lady Anna 2 v. Harry
Heathcoteof Gangoil i v. The Way \ve

live now 4 v. The Prime Minister 4 v.

The American Senator 3 v. South Africa
2v. Is He Popenjoy ? 3 v. An Eye for

an Eye I v. John Caldigate 3 v. Cousin

Henry i v. The Duke's Children 3 v.

Dr.Wortle's School I v. Ayala's Angel
3 v. The Fixed Period i v. Marion Fay
2V. Kept in the Dark i v. Frau Froli-

mann, and otherStories I v. Alice Dug-
dale, and other Stories I v. La Mere
Bauche, and other Stories i v. Tho
Mistletoe Bough, and other Stories I v.

An Autobiography I v. An Old Man's'
Love i v.

Trollope, T. Adolphus, f 1892.
The Garstangs of Garstang Grange 2 v.

A Siren 2 v.

Trowbridge, W. R. H.
The Letters of Her Mother to Elizabeth

iv. A Girl of the Multitude I v. That
Little Marquis of Brandenburg i v.

Twain, Mark (Samuel L.

Clemens) (Am.).
The Adventures of Tom Sawyer i v.

The Innocents Abroad
; or, The New

Pilgrims' Progress 2 v. A Tramp Abroad
2v. "Roughing it" I v. The In
nocents at Home i v. The Prince and
the Pauper 2 v. The Stolen White
Elephant, etc. I v. Life on the Mis

sissippi 2V. Sketches (with Portrait)
iv. Huckleberry Finn 2 v. Selections

from American Humour i v. A Yankee
at the Court of King Arthur 2 v. The
American Claimant i v. The i oo

Bank-Note and other new Stories I v.

Tom Sawyer Abroad I v. Pudd'nhead
Wilson i v. Personal Recollections of

Joan ofArc 2 v. Tom Sawyer, Detective,
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and other Tales i v. More Tramps
Abroad 2 v. The Man that corrupted
Hadleyburg, etc. 2 v. A Double-Bar-
relled Detective Story, etc. i v.

"Two Cosmos, the," Author of.

The Two Cosmos i v.

"Venus and Cupid," Author of.

Venus and Cupid i v.

"Vera," Author of.

Vera i v. The Hotel du Petit St.

Jean I v. Blue Roses 2 v. Within
Sound of the Sea 2 v. The Maritime

Alps and their Seaboard 2 v. Ninette I v.

Victoria R. I.

Leaves from the Journal of our Life in

the Highlands from 1848 to 1861 I v.

More Leaves, etc. from 1862 to 1882 i v.

"Virginia," Author of.

Virginia I v.

Vizetelly, Ernest Alfred.
With Zola in England I v.

Walford, L. B.
Mr. Smith 2 v. Pauline 2 v. Cousins
2V. Troublesome Daughters 2 v.

Leddy Marget i v.

Wallace, D. Mackenzie.
Russia 3 v.

Wallace, Lew. (Am.), f 1905.
Ben-Hur 2 v.

Warburton, Eliot, f 1852.
The Crescent and the Cross 2 v.

Darien 2 v.

Ward, Mrs. Humphry.
Robert Elsmere 3 v. David Grieve

3v. MissBretherton I v. Marcella
3 v.

Bessie Costrell i v. Sir George Tressady
2v. Helbeck of Bannisdale 2 v.

Eleanor 2 v. Lady Rose's Daughter 2 v.

The Marriage of William Ashe 2 v.

Warner, Susan vide: Wetherell.

Warren, Samuel, f 1877.

Diary of a late Physician 2 v. Ten
Thousand a- Year 3 v. Now and Then
iv. The Lily and the Bee I v.

"Waterdale Neighbours, the,"

Author of: v.Justin M cCarthy.

Watts-Dunton, Theodore.

Aylwin 2 v.

Wells, H. G.
The Stolen Bacillus, etc. iv. The War
ofthe Worlds I v. The Invisible Man i v.

The Time Machine, and The Island of

Doctor Moreau i v. When the Sleeper
Wakes I v. Tales ofSpace andTime i v.

The Plattner Story, and Others i v.

Love and Mr. Lewisham i v. TheWheels
of Chance i v. Anticipations i v. The
FirstMen in the Moon i v. The Sea Lady
i v. Mankind in the Making 2 v. Twelve
Stories and a Dream i v. The Food of
the Gods iv. A Modern Utopia i v.

Westbury, Hugh.
Acte 2 v.

Wetherell, Elizabeth (Susan

Warner) (Am.), f 1885.
The wide, wide World i v. Queechy
2v. The Hills of the Shatemuc 2v.

Say and Seal 2V. The Old Helmet 2v.

Weyman, Stanley J.
The House of the Wolf i v. The Story
of Francis Cludde 2 v. A Gentleman of
France 2 v. The Man in Black i v.

Under the Red Robe i v. My Lady
Rotha 2 v. From the Memoirs ofa Minis
ter of France I v. The Red Cockade 2 v.

Shrewsbury 2 v. The Castle Inn 2 v.

Sophia 2v. Count Hannibal 2 v. In

Kings' Byways i v. The Long Night 2 v.

The Abbess of Vlaye 2 v. Starvecrow
Farm 2 v.

"Whim, a, and its Conse

quences," Author of.

A Whim, and its Consequences i v.

Whitby, Beatrice.
The Awakening of Mary Fenwick 2v.

In the Suntime of her Youth 2 v.

White, Percy.
Mr. Bailey-Martin iv.-TheWestEnd2v.
The New Christians i v. Park Lane 2 v.

The Countess and The King's Diary I v.

The Triumph of Mrs. St. George 2 v.

A Millionaire's Daughter I v. A Pas
sionate Pilgrim iv. The System 2 v.

The Patient Man I v.

White, Walter.

Holidays in Tyrol i v.

Whiteing, Richard.
The Island ; or, An Adventure of a Per
son of Quality iv. No. 5 John Street i v.

The Life of Paris i v. TheYellowVan i v.

Whitman, Sidney.
Imperial Germany I v. The Realm
of the Habsburgs i v. Teuton Studies
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iv. Reminiscences of the King of

Roumania, edited by Sidney Whitman i v.

Conversations with Prince Bismarck,
edited by Sidney Whitman i v. Life of

the Emperor Frederick 2 v.

"Who Breaks Pays," Author
of: vidf Mrs. Jenkin.

Whyte Melville, George J.:

vide Melville.

Wiggin, Kate Douglas (Am.).
Timothy's Quest IT. A Cathedral

Courtship, and Penelope's English Ex
periences iv. Penelope's Irish Experi
ences iv. Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm
1 v. The Affair at the Inn i v. (By K. D.

Wiggin, M. &J. Findlater, and Allan

McAuIay.)

Wilkins, Mary E. (Am.).
Pembroke i v. Madelon I v. Jerome
zv. Silence, and other Stories i v.

The Love of Parson Lord, etc. i v.

Wills, C. J., -vide F. C. Philips.

Winter, Mrs. J. S.

Regimental Legends i v.

Wood, Charles: -vide Author of

"Buried Alone."

Wood, H. F.
The Passenger from Scotland Yard I v.

Wood, Mrs. Henry (Johnny
Ludlow), f 1887.

East Lynne3 v. The Chann ings 2 v.

Mrs. Halliburton's Troubles 2 v.

Verner's Pride 3 v. The Shadow of Ash-

lydyat 3 v. Trevlyn Hold 2 v. Lord
Oakburn's Daughters 2 v. Oswald Cray
2 v. Mildred Arkell 2 v. St. Martin's
Eve 2v. Elster's Folly 2 v. Lady Ade
laide's Oath 2V. Orville College I v.

A Life's Secret I v. The Red Court Farm
2v. Anne Hereford 2 v. Roland
Yorke 2 v. George Canterbury's Will

j

2v. Bessy Rane 2 v. Dene Hollow
2V. The Foggy Night at Offord ; Martyn
Ware's Temptation; The Night -Walk
over the Mill Stream i v. Within the
Maze 2 v. The Master of Greylands 2 v.

Johnny Ludlow 2 v. Told in the

Twilight zv. Adam Grainger i v.

Edina 2 v. Pomeroy Abbey 2 v. Court

Netherleigh 2 v. (The following by
Johnny Ludlow): Lost in the Post, and
Other Tales i v. ATale of Sin, and Other
Tales iv. Anne, and Other Tales i v.

The Mystery of Jessy Page, and Other
Tales iv. Helen Whitney's Wedding,
and Other Tales I v. The Story of

Dorothy Grape, and Other Tales i v.

Woodroffe, Daniel.

Tangled Trinities i v.

Woods, Margaret L.
A Village Tragedy i v. The Vaga
bonds iv. Sons of the Sword 2 v.

Wordsworth, William, ) 1850.
Select Poetical Works 2 v.

Wraxall, Lascelles, j- 1865.
Wild Oats i v.

Yates, Edmund, f 1894.
Land at Last 2v. Broken to Harness 2 v.

The Forlorn Hope 2 v. Black Sheep
2 v. The Rock Ahead 2 v. Wrecked
in Port 2v. Dr. Wainwright's Patient
2 v. Nobody's Fortune 2 v. Castaway
2v. A Waiting Race 2 v. The yellow
Flag 2 v. The Impending Sword 2 v.

Two, by Tricks i v. A Silent Witness
2v. Recollections and Experiences 2 v.

Yeats: vide Levett-Yeats.

Yonge, Charlotte M., -j- 1901.
The Heir ofRedclyfte 2 v. Heartsease

2v. The Daisy Chain 2 v. Dynevor
Terrace 2 v. Hopes and Fears 2 v.

The Young Step-Mother 2V. The Trial

2v. The CleverWoman of the Family
2 v. The Dove in the Eagle's Nest 2 v.

The Danvers Papers ; The Prince and
the Page I v. The Chaplet of Pearls
2V. The two Guardians i v. TheCaged
Lion 2 v. The Pillars of the House 5 v.

Lady Hester I v. My Young Alcides
2V. The Three Brides 2 v. Woman
kind 2v. Magnum Ronum 2 v. Love
and Life i v. Unknown to History 2 v.

Stray Pearls (with Portrait) 2 v. The
Armourer's Prentices 2 v. The Two
Sides of the Shield 2 v. Nuttie's Father
2V. Beechcroft at Rockstone 2 v.

A Reputed Changeling 2 v. Two Penni
less Princesses i v. That Stick i v.

Grisly Grisell i v. The Long Vacation
2V. Modern Broods i v.

"Young Mistley," Author of:

vide Henry Seton Merriman.

Zangwill, I.

Dreamers of the Ghetto 2 v.

"Z. Z."
The World and a Man 2 v.
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Barker, Lady (Lady Broome).
Stories About : i v.

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa,

f 1880.

Ministering Children i v.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock),f 1887.
Our Year i v. Three Tales for Boys
iv. Three Tales for Girls i v.

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May).
Cousin Trix, and her Welcome Tales i v.

Edgeworth, Maria,
-j- 1849.

Moral Tales i v. Popular Tales 2 v.

Kavanagh, Bridget & Julia,

t 1877.
The Pearl Fountain , and other Fairy-
Tales i v.

Lamb, Charles & Mary, j- 1834
and 1847.

Tales from Shakspeare I v.

Marryat, Captain, f 1848.
Mastennan Ready I v.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, f 1899.
Rex and Regina I v.

Montgomery, Florence.
The Town-Crier; to which is added:
The Children with the Indian-Rubber
Ball i v.

" Ruth and her Friends," Author
of.

Ruth and her Friends. A Story for Girls i v.

Wood, Mrs. Henry, f 1887.
William Allair i v.

Yonge, Charlotte M., f 1901.
Kenneth; or, the Rear-Guard of the

Grand Army I v. The Little Duke.
Ben Sylvester's Word I v. The
Stokesley Secret i v. Countess Kate i v.

A Book of Golden Deeds 2 v. Friars-

wood Post-Office iv. Henrietta's Wish
iv Kings of England I v. The
Lances of Lynwood ; the Pigeon Pie i v.

P'sandQ'siv. AuntCharlotte'sStories
ofEnglish History i v. Bye-Words iv.

Lads and Lasses of Langley, etc. I v.

Collection of German Authors.

5/ Volumes. Translations from the German, published with universal

copyright. These volumes may be imported into any country.

Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume.

Auerbach, Berthold, f 1882.

On the Heights, (Second Edition) 3 v.

Brigitta i v. Spinoza 2 v.

Ebers, Georg, \ 1898.
An Egyptian Princess 2 v. Uarda
2v. Homo Sum 2v. The Sisters [Die
Schwestern] 2 v. Joshua 2 v. Per

Aspera 2 v.

Fouque, De la Motte, f 1843.

Undine, Sintram, etc. I v.

Freiligrath, Ferdinand, \ 1876.
Poems (Second Edition) i v.

Gorlach, Wilhelm.
Prince Bismarck (with Portrait) I v.

Goethe, W. v., f 1832.
Faust iv. Wilhelm Meister's Ap
prenticeship 2 v.

Gutzkow, Karl, f 1878.
Through Night to Light i v.

Hacklander, F. W., f 1877.
Behind the Counter [Handel und

Wandel] I v.

Hauff, Wilhelm, \ 1827.
Three Tales i v.

Heyse, Paul.

L'Arrabiata, etc. iv. The Dead Lake,
etc. iv. Barbarossa, etc. i v.

Hillern, Wilhelmine von.
The Vulture Maiden [die Geier-Wally]
iv. The Hour will come 2 v.
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Kohn, Salomon.
Gabriel i v.

Lessing, G. E., f 1781.
Nathan the Wise and Emilia Galotti I v.

Lewald, Fanny, f 1889.
Stella 2 v.

Marlitt, E., f 1887.
The Princess of the Moor [das Haide-

prinzesschen] 2 v.

Nathusius, Maria, t 1857.
Joachim v. Kamern, and Diary
Poor Young Lady I v.

of a

Reuter, Fritz, f 1874.
In the Year '13 i v. An old Story o

my Farming Days [Ut mineStromtid] 3v

Richter, J. P. Friedrich (Jean

Paul), f 1825.
Flower, Fruit and Thorn Pieces 2 v.

Scheffel, Victor von, f 1886.
Ekkehard 2 v.

Taylor, George.
Klytia 2 v.

Zschokke, Heinrich, j- 1848.
The Princess of Brunswick - Wolfen-
biittel, etc. i v.

Students' Series for School, College, and Home.

Ausgaben
mit deutsehen Anmerkungen und Special-Worterbiichern.

Br.= Broschiert. Kart. = Kartoniert.

Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton,

t 1873-
The Lady of Lyons. Von Dr. Fritz

Bischoff. Br. M 0,50. Kart. Jt 0,60.

Burnett, Frances Hodgson
(Am.).

Little Lord Fauntleroy. Von Dr. Ernst
Groth. Br. ^1,50. Kart. Jt 1,60. An-
merkungen und Worterbuch. Br. Jt 0,40.
Sara Crewe. Von Bertha Connell. Br.

Jt 0,50. Kart. Jt 0,60. Anmerkungen
und Worterbuch. Br. Jt 0,40.

Carlyle, Thomas, f 1881.
The Reign of Terror (French Revo
lution). Von Dr. Lttdwig Herrig. Br.

Jt 1,00. Kart. Jt 1,10.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock),

f 1887.
A Hero. A Tale for Boys. Von Dr.
Otto Dost. Br. Jt 0,80. Kart. Jt 0,90.
Worterbuch. Br. Jt 0,40.

Dickens, Charles, \ 1870.
Sketches. First Series. Von Dr. A.

Hoppe. Br. Jt 1,20. Kart. Jt 1,30.
Sketches. Second Series. Von Dr. A.

Hoppe. Br. ^{1,40. Kart.^i, 50. Worter
buch (First and Second Series) . Br. J6i,oo.
A Christmas Carol in Prose. Being

a Ghost Story of Christmas. Von Dr.
G. Tanger. Br. Jt 1,00. Kart. Jt 1,10.

Eliot, George (Miss Evans
Mrs. Cross), f 1880.

The Mill on the Floss. Von Dr. //.

Conrad. Br. Jt 1,70. Kart. Jt 1,80.

Ewing,Juliana Horatia, j 1885.
Jackanapes. Von E. Roos. Br. ^0,50.
Kart. M 0,60. Worterbuch. Br. Jt 0,20.

The Brownies
;
and The Land of Lost

Toys. Von Dr. A. Miiller. Br. Jt 0,60.
Kart. Jt 0,70. Worterbuch Br. Jt 0,30.

Timothy's Shoes ; An Idyll of the

Wood; BenjyinBeastland. Von E. Koos.
Br. Jt 0,70. Kart. Jt 0,80. Worter
buch. Br. Jt 0,30.

Franklin, Benjamin (Am.),

t r 790.

His Autobiography. Von Dr. Karl
Feyerabend. I. Teil. Die Jugendjalire
(17061730). Br. Jt 1,00. Kart. Jt i, 10.

II. Teil. Die Mannesjahre (1731 bis

I 757)- Mit einer Beigabe : The Way to

Wealth. Von Dr. Karl Feyerabend.
Br. Jt i, 20. Kart. Jt 1,30.

Freeman, Edward A. f 1892.
Three Historical Essays. Von Dr. C.
Balzer. Br. Jt 0,70. Kart. Jt 0,80.

Harte, Bret (Am.), f 1902.
Tales of the Argonauts. Von Dr. G.

Tanger. Br. Jt 1,40. Kart. /$ 1,50.



Latest Volumes. November 1905.

Stingaree. ByE.W.HoRxuxc.
1 vol. -38 1 8.

The exploits of the magnanimous
"gentleman bushranger" who is one of

the most original conceptions of the great
Australian romancist. The stories teem
with highly original and dramatic episodes.

Queer Lady Judas. By
"RlTA." 2 VOls. -

38ig/2O.
"Rita" is one of the most remorse

less exposers of the vanity and immorality
of modern female society, and in her pre
face to the present book she warns the

"mere man" that it may destroy some of

his cherished illusions.

A Modern Utopia. By H. G.

WELLS, i vol. - 3821.
This is a serious work, treating of the

future of the human race, and may be con
sidered as a further development of the

general ideas broached in "Anticipations
"

and "Mankind in the Making."

Rose ofthe World. By AGNES

& EGERTON CASTLE, i v.-3 8 2 2 .

An Anglo-Indian romance of peculiar

piquancy with a highly original plot. The
authors afford us an unusual delicate study
of female character.

A Dark Lantern. By ELIZA

BETH ROBINS (C. E. RAIMOND).
2 vols.- 3823/24.
A psychological study of those traits of

character and temperament which some
times attract man to woman and woman
to man. Miss Raimond has already shown
in "The Open Question" a rare intuitive

and descriptive power.

Idle Ideas in 1905. By
JEROME K. JEROME. ^.-3825.
Readers and admirers and they are

many of "Idle Thoughts of an Idle

Fellow," will welcome this new series of

anecdotal and chatty articles on things and

people of our own day. Mr. Jerome's
humour is as young and healthy as ever.

The Rose of Life. By M.
E. BRADDON. 2 v.- 38 2 6/2 7.

The veteran authoress has delighted
the world of novel-readers with another
modern story of love and hate, plot and
intrigue thoroughly worthy of the pen that
sketched the far-famed "

Lady Audley."

The Watchers. By A. E. W.
MASON, i vol.- 3828.
A tale of mystery and adventure on the

Scilly Isles. The author of " The Four
Feathers" gives us renewed evidence of
his power of developing startling and ori

ginal situations.

The Old Cantonment, with
Other Stories of India
and Elsewhere. By B. M.

CROKER. i vol. -3829.
A collection of seventeen short tales of

various countries. India especially is pic

turesquely described, and the whole volume
offers light and agreeable reading.

Miss Bellard's Inspiration.

By W. D. HoWELLS, i vol.-

3830.
A bright and witty American love-

comedy, in which hopeful youth and grey
experience play the chief roles. A new
novel by the celebrated author of " The
Rise of Silas Lapham."

The Ferryman. By HELEN
MATHERS, i vol. -3831.
An Anglo-American novel, in which

the two nations are compared and criti

cised with considerable insight, and a vital

question is mooted which has occupied
humanity for many a year.

The Image in the Sand. By
E.F.BENSON. 2 V.-3832/33.
This is no society novel, but a power

ful modern-day psychic romance, in which
the materialised spirit of a long-dead

Egyptian plays an important part.



Latest Volumes. November 1905.

Love's Cross-Currents. By
ALGERNON CHARLES SWIN

BURNE, i 01-3834.
A youthful work by the greatest of

living English poets.
" Love's Cross-

Currents" is a family love-drama told in

a series of letters, in the style of which the

author's poetic gift is continually traceable.

The Sunset ofOld Tales. By
FIONA MACLEOD, i vol.-3835.
A collection of tales and episodes of

old Gaelic life and mythology, specially
selected by the authoress for the Tauchnitz
Edition.

The Improbable Idyl. By
DOROTHEA GERARD, i vol.-

3836.
A story ofan English family in Austrian

Poland. Madame Longard de Longgarde's
descriptions of the manners and customs
of the inhabitants are most interesting.

Tales and Fantasies. By
ROBERT Louis STEVENSON.

i vol. -3837.
Three stories which will be welcomed

I

by all lovers of Stevenson. Here is all the '

old charm of style and certainty of effect
j

of the great modern master of romance. I

Colonial Memories. By LADY

BROOME.- i vol.- 3838.
A collection of highly interesting me

moirs of many and varied climes. Lady
Hroome is herself at once a diplomat of

no mean order and a delightful racon-
teuse.

The Passport. By RICHARD

BAGOT. 2 vols.- 383^49. *j[

Mr. Bagot, already the author of more
than one delightful Roman romance, here

gives us another tale of lay and priestly

intrigue in the Eternal City.

criticisms of
'>rn society

"atient

The Patient Man. By PERCY
WHITE, i vol - 3841.
Mr. White's trr

the follies and var
are always full of
Man " he has dr

"
fe-

like portraits.

A Servant of k .

By ANTHONY HOPE.

3842/43- .

In this carefully executed study 01

modern society life, Mr. Hope depicts the
character and life of an actress at once

respectable and fascinating.

Divers Vanities. By ARTHUR
MORRISON, i vol. -

3844.
A collection of genre tales dealing

with the seamiest side of society. It is an

astounding problem how Mr. Morrison has
attained to such a consummate knowledge
of thieves' jargon and thieves' tricks.

Starvecrow Farm. By STAN

LEY J.WEYMAN. 2 v.- 3845/46.
A tale of love, hate, and adventure in

the Lake Country at the beginning of the

last century, when the example of the

French revolutionists had unsettled the

lower classes in England.

A Thief in the Night. By
E. W. HORNUNG. I VOl. -3847.
"Raffles," the "Amateur Cracks

man," or gentleman burglar, and the hero
of "The Black Mask," here comes to life

once more and again performs prodigies
of the housebreaker's art.

Ayesha. The Return of

'She.' By H. RIDER HAG
GARD, f 2 VOls. -

3848/49.
Mr. Haggard's world-renowned story

of " She," a romance based on the ancient

theory of the transmigiation of souls, is

worthily completed in this stirring sequel.

The Tauchnitz Edition is to be had of all Booksellers and

Railway Libraries on the Continent, price Ji 1,60. or 2 francs

pi r volume. A complete Catalogue of the Tauchnitz Edition is

attached to this zvork.
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