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THE CAR OF DESTINY

Svn,.p«is of Preceding Chapter* at Eni oi Th;, Instilment

CHAPTER VIII.
Over the Border

HERE Iwas in Spain, my Spain thanks
'\u25a0\u25a0• Ropes; and. again thanks to him.
probably out of danger from Carmona's_, suspicions for sometime to come, barring
accidents.

He would make inquiries at Irun hen he arrived
f-.t-re. and. learning that the obnoxious person had
l-een detained according to information received
from him. would pass on triumphant. Even when
fate brought his car and ours together^ as 1 hoped
i: often would, a sight of the two remaining trav-
elers, the American automobilist and his hideously
goggled chauffeur, would cause him amusement
rather than uneasiness.

lie would say to himself that, so far as he was con-
cerned; no harm had been done, even 11 no good had
been accomplished; for if the banished passenger
%vas indeed Casa Trial he hail done well to get rid
of him. If.after all, his quick suspicion had been too
fur fetched, and he had caused the arrest of an
innocent tourist, that tourist would never know to

bom he owed his adventure, and would be power-
less to trouble the Duke ofCartnona. As for Kopes,
when the photograph taken of the years ago by the
|.ohee in Barcelona should reach the police •: "Irun,
it would be seen that t«'u young men who are
i ;-seven. tall, slim, and have dark mustaches,
d'» not necessarily resemble each other in other
detail*. Mr. George Smith would be generously par-
6 wed for having occupied the attention of the
police in place of the Marques ii- ia&a Triana, and
K'ould l»e free to rejoin his fellow travelers.

During the three or lour minutes of discussion
»c had had before making the quick change which
transformed master into man. we had arranged to
Communicate with Ropes by means of advertise-
ments in hi Indepcnaencia." We would forward
money in advance to that journal, enough to pay
fjr several advertisements, and could then telegraph
cur whereabouts at the last minute, whenever the
movements of Carmona's car g?.ve us our cue.

Inspiteofcompunction
c:~. Ropes's account. i
tas happy

—
desperately

fcappy. 1 was free to
\u25a0» itch over the girl 1
!•ved. and who loved me;
\u25a0nd Iwas drinking in the
a:r of the fatherland It
«lid actually seem sweeter

\u25a0\u25a0d more life giving than
»-i any other part of the
r .r1•1 Dick laughed when
Imention I this impres-
lion. and said Iought t<»
try the climate of America
before Ijudged; but he
admitted^ the extraordi-
nary, yet almost indefin-
able, individuality of the
Lindscape, as well as the
Erehitccture, which struck
the eye instantly on cross-
ing the frontier.

""It'spainted glass win-
dow country," ! said —
'
old glass, painted by

tome famous artist who
dieJ in the fourteenth
century, and a little faded—

no,subdued— by time."
"You've hit it," said

Dick. "There is an old-
flass- window- in-a-dim-
cithedral look about the
Sky. Itgives one a rehg-
i»us kind of feeling, or
cnyway as if you'd Im.*
thrown out of the picture
ifyou were too frivolous."

"1 feel far from frivo-
Ijus." said I. "but Iam
txcited. Look here! We'll
be in San Sebastian and
Dot of San Sebastian voon,
if we keeji on. But we
must not keep on;for if
re do we may miss the
tther car, and then I

\u0084

should be as badly otf as ifvi Ropes's place at Irun.
"We know they are going to Seville." said Dick.
•"It'sa long jump to Seville And Carmona may

Clean to travel by way of Madrid, through Vittona
tnd Burgos, or he may mean to take a road which
Ix*vavasseur in Biarritz told me was better, steering

f»r Seville by way of Santander and Salamanca It
depends on whether he wants to stop at the capital.I
suppose. Anyhow, as he is unconsciously making
«ur arrangements as well as his own, there is nothing

t \u25a0 < \u25a0

ic musi halt urn ii he passes ai
our lead

It's .ill the same to me whether we halt or
." said Dirk. "1have more lime than any-

thing else This is your circus; I'm only the pris-
oner's best friend, a-^ they say in a court martial.
But if w<- should \i>> t«» Burgos, 1 have an errand to
.!\u25a0 '. :!' you d>>n't mind• Why should 1 mind?" Iasked.

"It's to call "Ti a young lady
"You never mentioned having frien Is there

"

Angele de la Mole's friend. All1 know i-.
I- i, name ()'l)imm I. I has .t

harmless, necessary father, and a brother in whom
rophetic -~'>ul tells me Angele is inten

papa ami daughter are visitjng brother, who i-.
:n the Spanish arm\ unexplained reason,
and stationed in Burgos I promised to I

ige witha present from Angele to Miss O'Don-
nel if we stopped long enough at Burgos, or, if we
didn't go there, to |>ost it 1 also have a letter
introducing ur-> to papa. Angele said it was po
he might have known yoi so probably lie
lias lived a p >"d d<-a! in Spam at \u25a0 >ne Iime i>r an
or the idea wouldn't have occurred to lu-r. She

: we went t" see the O'Donnels, papa
I in case you t< >ld him really

but Iwasn't to bothei I going out
ir way f<>r theii i i I

didn't mention them until now, when >\u25a0\u25a0

If Iam ona goes in thai direction,
•i to sj rti: \u25a0 there," said I Inthat
we shall s]>i-r.'l \u25a0

•
\u25a0(), and there willbe

for you to call on your O'Donnels; but as for
me, I<lon't know tli.it it would be wise to tak<
si'K-rs int<>my c< mfidence Hut here i

-
S.ni Si-! \u25a0 .

and ht-ro is a caf<- close to where ( irmona
; so let's stop and lie in wait."

CHAPTER IX.
A Stern Chase

WE were on the outskirts "f San Sebastian,
ami to reach the ral<- we turned "iT tin-

main road and r.ui the car into a sidi- stn-t-t
There, without being conspicuous, we could see

"A»k Whether He Knuwi Them by Sight." Dick Commanded

all that passed along the road beyond We had

same vermuth] sitting at a little iron table outside
the cafe" door, to excuse our presence. Every
moment we expected to see the Duke's car shoot
by; but time went on, and it did not come. We
finished our first edition of vermuth, and had a
second, with which we toyed and did not drink, by
way of keeping our place

Dick and 1 were beginning to get restive, and
question each other with raised eyebrows, when the

9

I end >t' i>ur

street X"' a head in the car turned in <>ur direction.
and, laying a couple "t pesetas on the table, we
sprang to the manning of our own road ship.

Now our progress developed into a stern chase.
By a wrong turn in a street we lost the car ahead
for a few moments; hut beyond the town, where
mud, fresh after a recent shower, laj an inch thick m
the road, we came upon the track of the flyin
and we followed, relieved of doubt.

<>n on we went toward the south and the mount-
>l Navarre, and my mind was free enough from

strain at last to exuli in each new glimpse of the
land lor v hich 1 longed

Ever sini 1 \u25a0 is old enough to read, Ihail steeped
nil legend of my own country.

Iknew ;illit^wars, and where they were fougl I I
knew • of the towns and villages, insig-
nificant it? es, perhaps, made famous I>y
greal victories or defeats; and there was time tv
think of them now, as we passed along the way the
heroes of the Peninsular War hail taken; hut there
was no time to linger over landmarks. Rain fell in
swift, fierce downpourings, hut left us dry under the
cover of \u0084;::\u25a0 \u25a0 ar; and, as we sped on, sudden gleams
of sunlight shining on the wet stone pavements of
small brown villages turned the streets to glittering
silver. Thus we ran up the winding road by the
river Urumea. As we ascended, the road did what
they could to : eir evil reputation. The
rain of a few days igo hail been snow in t!-.<- mount-
ains. The \u25a0 the n>;td became lik<

': ling bands, and Warm
.. \u25a0 ,- declared isporting tendency t>>

wait/. J'i. iently the glue liquefied. We
ling thro:;. of yellow SOUp,

es in two great cun
spattering fro-n head to fool the few wa
met. Down the ffoni glass coursed a cataract of
nun!, and Waring could .teer only by looking out
sidew iwn up by the steering wheels, the
yellow torrent thudded on the roof, so that we were

\u25a0 g under a flyii liquid Spanish earth
With the approach to a town, however, the

way improved The place was Tolosa, and at the
bound of our motor in the distant c, a > ry of "Auto-

• \u25a0

'"
\u25a0 ame

Even the \u25a0

!were far m >re
I thai .'ild have

•\u25a0•,1 in this motor fre-
\u25a0 d part of Spain between

I. rritz and Madrid In ;i

1 \u25a0\u25a0
• ht<wn of the ime >ize. iv ihead w

-
•'\u25a0.' !'•

\u25a0 iuined
iut<>mobile |>as .ed ; here'•- were a-- plea led a^ it we

!.ad heetl I 'Ugh ''Illy
a few moment > bef< >re t hey

ha', c had the ji>y of . ee-
irmona's ear }.;•> by.

If it's like tjus in the
:. what must it be south

\u25a0\u25a0! Madrid'" said I "1Icro
they are all wonderfully good
natured,

—delighted with us in
towns and villages,

—
Ibelieve

\u25a0 1 ;,iv u > cc u> if they
hail to,— the road menders give

:v alute , and even the
men whose mule, and donkeys

tened grin as they
« • .\er uj> the silly bea \u25a0' •' faces
« ith their shawls

"
"

Thai 's because we behave
iei ent human being i in
!of marble hearted scor

l>i«>ns," said Dick, with ;in

originality of simile which lit
cultivates

"
When we see that

we art- frightening anything we
slow down, and glide so stealth
ilvby that the creature gets no
excuse for hysterics. I used t<>
think hefore you taughi me to

«ye, and Ihad the experience
1 responsibility myself, that

you wasted time groveling t(/

animal prejudices; but I've
changed my mind."

\u25a0

Ifyou hadn't come t<> feel
that, 1 couldn't have made
over my car to you," said I."

Road brutality would be peculiarly brutal in Spain,
where motoring is anew sport, and the peasants must
be made accustomed to it. Every motorist who
slow-, down for frightened animals, or gets out to
help, is paving the way for future motorists."

'Somehow 1 don't believe Carmona willlay much
pavement for us," said Dick, chuckling."

Monica won't stand it, ifhe doesn't, the beggarI!]
said I.

"
It's his mttier toplease her."

We had lost the trail; but as the country changed


