CHAPTER XVIF—Continued.

They were -in mid-channel. = The
white and green ocoasts of Picardy
and of Kent lay clear upon either side
of them. The wide channel stretched
in front, deepening from the light blue
beneath their prow to purple on the
far sky-line. Behind them was that
thick bank of cloud from which they
had just burst. It lay like a gray wall
from east to west, and through fit
were breaking the high shadowy forms
of the ships of Spain. Four of them
had slready emerged, their red bodies
gilded sides and painted ‘sails shining
gloriously in the evening .sun., Hvery
instant' @ fresh golden spot grew out

of the fog, which blaged like a star|th

for an. instant, and ‘then: surged: for-
ward to show itself as the bragen
beak of the. at red vessel which
bora it. Loeoking back, the whele bank

eloud was broken by the widespread
fhe of noble ships whieh were burst-
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cog Thomas and the Gracs Diéu.

¢ fair as was the ot their
lost friends, and wondrou e appesr-
ance of the Spanish ships, it was not
on those that the eyes of the men of
the silisk were chigfly “bent. A
greal sight lay before them—a sight
whieh: brought them clustering to the
foreamstle with eager eyes and point-
ing fingers. The English fleet. was
coming forth from the Winchelsea
coast’ Already before the fog lifted
a fast:galleass d brought thHe news
down s Channel t the Spanish were
on the sea, and the Kings fleet was
undér; way. Now their loui array of
sails,.gay with the coats and colors of
the towns which had furnished them,
lay ‘bright against the Kentish coast
from,-Dungeness Point to Rye. Nine
and twenty ships were there from
Southampton, Shoreham,
Hastings, Rye, Hythe, Romnsey,
Folisestone, Deal, Dover and Sandwich.
WIith their great sails slued round to
catch‘the wind they ran out, whilst

the Spanish, like the gaHant foes that
they have ever been, turning: their
headslandward to meet them. With
flauniting banners and painted salls,
blaring trumpets and clashing cymbals
the two glittering fleets, dipping and
rising -‘on the long Channel swell, drew
510-?? together. b 4 Z
Kink Edward had been lying all day
{n his:great ship the Philippa, a mile
out from the Camber Sands, waiting
for, the’coming of ‘the Spaniards. Above
ihuge sail which bore the royal

s flew the red cross of England.
..the bulwarks were shown the

of forty knights, the flower of

jsh chivalry, and as ms’lx‘ly pen-
nons floated “from the deck. The high
ends ‘of the ship glittered with the

weapons of the men-at-arms, and the

waist was ocrammed

lare of trumpets burst from' the
sl_‘;i"&a d eYed by

th I
From‘) time to time n.vguuh of nakers Jid
andl
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Thomas Holland. Farther off lay the
White Swan, . bearing the  arms.. o!
Mowbray, the Palmer of Deal; flying
the Black Head of Audley, and the
Kentish man undér 'the® Lord 'Beau-
champ. ' The rest lay, anchored bu’
ready, at the mouth of Winchelse:
Creek. i

The King sat upon:a keg in the for
part of his ghip, with 1ittle ‘John o©
Richmond, ;who' wa&: 0o jmare than :
schoolboy, perched 'upon his knee. Ed-
ward was clad in the black velvel
jacket which was his favorite garb,
‘and wore a small brown-beaver hat
with a white plume at the side. A
rich cloak of fur turned up.with mini-
ver drooped from his shouldérs. Be-
hind him were a score of his knights,
brildant in silks and sarcenets, some

seated on an upturned boat and some| .

swinging their legs from the bulwark.

In front stood John Chandos in: - a
party-colored jupon, one foot raised
upon the anchor-stock, picking at-the
gtrings of his guitar and singing 2
song which he had lsarned at Marien-
burg when last he helped the Tetitonic
knights against the heathen. The King
his knights and .even the archers “in
the wafst them, laughed at the merry
1ilt and joined lustily in the chorus.
while the men of the neighborinx ships
leahed over the side to hearkern to the

chant rolling over the waters, - . }
ut there came a sudden interrup-.

tion to the song. A sharp, harsh
shout came down from ‘the - lookout
tioned in the circular top at - the

end of the mast. - “I spy afsgl_l’eth» Ao

sails!” he cried. 2
John Bunce the King’s - shipman
shdded his eyes and stared at’the.long
fég-bank which shrouded the northern
channel. Chandos, with his fing
over the strings of his " guitar, the
King, the kmxl&t:', all gazed in: the:
same direction. o small dark shapes
had burst forth, and then after some
minutes a third.
“Syrely they are the

said the King.
“Nay, sire,” the seaman answered,

“the Spaniards are greater ships and
are painted red. I know not what
these ‘may be.” :

“But I could hazard a guess!” cried
Chandos. - ¥Surely they aresthe three
ships with my own' men on their way
to Brittdny.” * i

“¥ou have hit it, John,” said the
King. *“But look, I pray you! What
in the name of the WVirgin ‘is that?”

Four brilliant stars of flashing light
had shone out .of the cloud-
bank. The next instant. as- many tall
ships had swooped forth into the sun-
shine. A flerce shout rang from the
King's ship, and was taken up all
down ‘the line, until the whole coast
from Dungeness to Winchelsea echoed
the warlike greeting. The King sprang
up ‘with a joyous face.

“The game is afoot, my friends!”
said he. . “Dress John! Dress Walter!
Quick, all of you! Squires, bring the
harness! Let each tend to himself, for
the time is short.”

A strange sight it was to see 'these
forty nobles tearing off their elothes
and littering the deck with velvets and
satins, whilst the squire of each, as
as busy as ostler before a race, stoop-
ed and pulled and strained and riveted
fastening the bassinets, the leg-pieces,
the front and the back plates, until
the silken ocourtier had become the
man of steel. When their work was
finished, there stood’a stern group of
warriors where the -light dandies had
sung and jested- round Sir John’s
guitar. . low - in  orderly ‘silence the
archers- were mastering under their

-

Spaniards?”

officers and taking their alloted sta-
tions. - A dozen had swarmed up their
azardous post in the little tower in
the tops.

“Bring wine, Nicholas!” -cried the
King. “Gentlemen, ere you close your
visors I pray you to take a last rouse
with me. You will be dry enough, I
promise you, before your lips-are free
once more. To what shall we drink,
John?” :

“To the men of Spain,” said Chan-
dos, his sharp face peering like a
gaunt bird through the gap in his
helmet. “May their hearts 'be stout
and their spirits high this day!™ y
- “Well” said, John!” cried the King,
and the knights'laughed:joyously as
oy - dranlk. “Now, fair sirs, let each
to. his.post! - .I am warden here on
the forecastle. Do you, John, take
charge of the afterguard. Walter,
James, Willlam, Fitzallan, Goldesbor-
ough, Reginald—you will stay with
me! John, you may pick whom you
will and the others will bide with the
archers.” New bear stralght at the
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any fore-and-aft canvas, saveé: Yor
fpdll headspils with which ~avelisel
¢ould be turned. Hence the: lish
‘'fleet had to take a long slant dewn
channel to meet their enemies; but as
the Spaniards coming before "the wind
were equally:anxious to engage there
was_ ‘the -less delay. With stately
pomp and dignity, the two great fleets
approached. %

It chanced that one fine carack had
outstripped its consorts and _came
sweaping along, all red and gold, with
a fringe of twinkling steel, a good-half-
mile before the fleet. Edward logked
at her with a kindling eye, for ‘indeed
she was a noble sight with the blue
water creaming under her gilded prow.

“Phis i a most worthy and debonair
vessel, Master Bunce,” said- he ‘to the
shipman beside him. “I would fain
have a tilt with her. I pray .you to
hold us straight that we may bear her

”

‘Winchelsea,| down.

*If I hold her straigh$, then one or
other must sirk, and it may be-‘both,”
the seaman ' answered.

“I doubt not that with the help of
our Lady we shall do owr jpart’ said
the King. '‘“Hold her straight, master-
shipman as I have told: you.”

Now the two vessels wgre within ar-
row flight, and the boits from. the
crossbowmen pattered upon the- Eng-

lish ship. These short thick devil's
darts' were everywhere humming like
great wasps through the- alr, crashing
against the bulwarks, beating upon the
deck, ‘ringing loudly on the armor of
the 'knights, or with a soft muffled
hthﬁg’d sinking to the socket in a vic-
tim, - g

- "The ‘bowmen along either side of the
Philippa had stood motionless waiting
for their orders, but now there was a
sharp.shout from the leader, and every
‘string twanged together. The air was
full “of their harping, together with
the swish of the arrows, the long-
‘drawn “keening of the bowmen . and
the (short deep bark of the under offi-
3 “Steady, steady! Loose steady!
th_oof.-;whglly together! Twelve score
“paces! Tén_ score! Now eight! Shoot
“wholly - together!” Thelr gruff shouts

ors- Droke ‘through'.the high shrill cry like

the 'deép Toar of a wave through the
howl of -‘the wind.

- As ‘the two great ships hurtled to-
Bether the Spaniard turned a few
: points so’that the blow should be a
glancing one. None the less it was
| terrific. A dozen men in the tops of
the carack were balancing a  huge
stone with the intention of dropping it
/over on the BEnglish deck. With a
scream of horror they saw. the: mast
cracking beneath them. Over it went,
slowly at. first, then faster, until with
-a crash it came down on its side,
sending them flying like stones from a
sling far out into the sea. A swath
of crushed bodies lay across the deck
where the mast had fallen. But the
English ship had not escaped unscath-
ed. Her mast held, it is true, but the
mighty shock not only siretched every
man flat upon. the deck, but had shak-
en a score of those who lined her sides
into the sea. One bowman was hurled
from the top, and his boedy fell with
a dreadful crash at the very side of
the prostrate King upon the forecastle
Many were thrown down with broken
arms and legs from the high castles
_at either end into the waist of the
ship. Worst of all, the seams had
openéd by the crash and the water was
gushing in at a dozen places.

But these were men of experience,
and of discipline men who had already
fought ‘together by the sea 'and by

i

land, so that each knew his place and|

his duty. Those who could staggered
to their feet- and helped up a score or
more of knights @4vho.- were rolling and
clashing in the scuppers unable to
rise for the welght of their armor
The bowmen formed up as before. The
seamen ran to,the gaping seams with
oakum and with tar. In ten minutes
order had been restored and the. Phil-
ippa, though 'shaken - and weakened,
i was: ready for'battle once more. -The

King was glaring round him like a
wounded boar. .

“Grapple my ship with that,” he
cried,” pointing to ‘the crippled Span-
‘l‘;‘;d" “for I would have possession of
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But_already ‘the breeze had carried
them past it, and a dozen Spanish
ships were bearing down full upon
them. ¥ ,

‘“We cannot win back to her, lest
we ' show our flank to these others,”
said. the shipman. :

“Let her go her way!” cried the
gnights. “You shall have better than

er.”

“By Saint George! you speak the
truth,” said the King, “for she is ours
when we have time to take her. These
also seem very worthy ships which are
drawing up to us, and I pray you,
master-shipman, that you will have a
tilt with the nearest.”

A great crack was within a bewshot
of them and crossing their bows.
Bunce looked up at his mast, and he
saw that already it was shaken and
drooping. Another blow and it would

ack| be over the side and his ship a help-

less log upon the water. He jammed
his helm round therefore, and ran his
ship alongside the Spaniard, throwing
out " his hooks and iron chains as he
did so.

They, no less eager, grappled the
Philippa both fore and aft, and the
two  vessels,  linked tightly together,
surged slowly over the long blue roll-
ers. Over their bulwarks hung a

shipman rushed wildly up to him with
fear on his face. o

“Sire!” he cried, “the ship may not
stand against these blows. A few
more will sink her! Already the wat-
er floods inboard.” %

The Prince looked up, and as he did
so the shaggy beard showed once more
and two brawny arms swept down-
ward. © A great slug, whizzing down,
beat a gaping hole in the deck, and
fell, rending and riving into the hold
below. The master mariner tore his
grizzled hair. e

-“Another leak!” he cried. “I pray to
Saint Leonard to bear us up this day!
Twenty of my shipmen are bailing
with buckets, but the water rises on
them r‘% The vessel may not float
another ur.”

The Prince haa snatched a crossbow
from one of his attendants and leveled
it at the Spaniard’'s tops. At the very
instant when the seaman stood erect
with a fresh bar in his hands, the bolt
look him full in the face, and his body
fell forward over the parapet, hang-
ing there head downward. A howl of
exultation burst from the English at
the sight, answered by a wild roar of
anger from the Spaniards. A seaman
had run from the Lion’s hold and
whispered in the ear of the shipman.
He turned an ashen face upon the
Prince.

“It is even as I say, 'sire. The ship
is sinking beneath our feet!” he cried.

“The more need that we should gain

another,” said he. “Sir Henry Stokes,

cloud of men locked together in a des~
perate struggle, sometimes surging
forward on to the deck of the Span-
iard sometimes recoiling back on to
the King’'s ship reeling this way and
that with the swords flickering like
silver flames ' abové them while the
long-drawn cry of rage and agony
swelled up like a wolf’# howl to the
calm blue heaven above them.

But now ship after ship of the Eng-
lish had come up each throwing its
iron over the nearest Spaniard and
striving to board her high red sides.
Twenty ships were drifting in furious
single combat after the manner of the
Philippa until the whole surface of the
sea was covered with a succession of
these desperate duels. The dismasted
carack which the King’s ship had left
behind it had been carried by the
Barl of Suffolk’s Christopher and the

.water was dotted with the heads of

her crew. -An English ship had been
sunk by a huge stone discharged from

an ‘engine and her:r men also were

struggling :in the waves hone having
leisure to lend them a hand. A second
English ship was caught between two

‘of the Spanish vessels and overwhelm-
.ed by a-rush of boarders so that not

a man of her was left alive. 'On the
other hand Mowbry and Audley had
each taken the carracks which were
opposed to them and the battle in the
centre after  swaying this way and

‘that was turning now in favor of the

Islanders. ’
The Black Prince with the Lion, the

iGrace Marie and four other ships- had

swept round ‘to +turn the Spanish
flank; but the movement was seen and
the Spaniards had ten ships with
which to meet jt one of them their
great carack the St. Iago di.Compo-
stella. To. this ship the. Prince had
attached his little cog and strove des-
perately to board her but her side was
so high and the defence so desperate
that his. men could never get beyond
her bulwarks but were hurled down
again and again with a clang and
clash to the deck beneath, Her side
bristled. with crossbowmen, who  shot
straight down on to the packed. waist
of the Lion, so that the dead lay there
in heaps. - But the most dangerous of
all was a swarthy black-bearded giant
in the tops, who crouched so that none
could see him, but rising every now
and then with a hugh lump of iron
petween his hands, hurled it down
with such force that nothing would
stop At. Again and again theése pon-
derous bolts brashed through the deck
and hurried .down into the bottom of
the ship, starting the planks and shat-
tering all that came in their way.
The Printe, ¢lad in that dark armor
which gave him his name, was direct-

ing the attack from the poop when-the

your name. Let me know you that I
may thank you.” :

He had turned to Nigel, who stood
flushed at the" head of the. boarders
from the Basilisk.

“T am but. a Squire, sire, and can
claim no thanks, for there is nothing
that I have done. Here is our leader.”

‘The Prince’s eyes fel upon the
shield charged with the Black Raven
and the stern young face of him who
bore it. “Sir Robert Knolles,” said he,
“I had thought you were on your way
to -Brittany.”

“I was so, sire, when I had the for-
tune to see this battle as I passed.”

The Prince laughed. “It would in-
deed be to ask too  much, Robert, that
you should keep on your course when
much honor was to.be gathered so
close to you. But now I pray you
that you will come back with us to
‘Winchelsea, for well I know that my
father would fain thank you for what
vou have done this day.”

‘But Robert Knolles shook his head.
“I have your father’s command, sire,
and without his order I may not go
against it. Our people are hard-press-
ed in Brittany, and it 8 not for me to
linger on. the way. I pray you, sire, if
vou must needs mention me to the
King, to crave his pardon that I
should have broken my journey thus.”

“You are right, Robert. God-speed
you on your way! ‘' And I-would that
I were sailing under your banner, for
I see clearly that you will take your
people where they may worshipfully
win worship. . Perchance I also may be
in Brittany before the year is past.”

The Prince turned to the task of
gathering :his weary people together,
and the Basilisk passed over the side
once more and. dropped down on to
their own little ship. They peeled her
off from the captured Spanidrd and set
their sail with - their prow for the
south. Far ahead of them were their
two consorts, beating towards them in
the hope of giving help, while down
Channel were a sgore of Spanish ships
with a few of the English vessels
hanging upon their skirts. The sun lay
low on the water, and its level beams
glowed upon- the ‘scarlet’ and gold of
fourteen great carack, each flying the
cross. of Sainit George, and towering
high above the cluster of English ships
which, with brave waving of flags and
blaring of music, were moving; slowly
towards the Kentish coast.

XVII.

How Black Simon Claimed . Forfeit
From the King of Sark.

For a day and a half the all fleet

Sir Thomas Stourton, William, John of
Clifton, here lies our road! Advance
my banner, Thomas de Mohun! On,
and the day is ours!”

By a desperate - scramble a dozen
men, the Prince at their head, gained
a footing on the edge of the Spaniard’s
deck. Some slashed furiously to clear
a space, others hung over, clutching
the rail with one hand and pulling up
their comrades from below. Every in-
stant that they could hold their own
their strength increased, till twenty
had become thirty and thirty forty,
when. of a sudden the newcomers, still
reaching forth to their comrades be-
low, saw the deck beneath them reel
and vanish in a swirling sheet of foam.
The Prince’s ship had foundered.

A.yell went up from the Spaniards
as they.turned furiously. upon the
small band who had reached their
deck. Already the Prince and his men
had carried the poop, and from that
high station they beat back. their
swarming enemies. But Crossbow
darts pelted and thudded among their
ranks till a third of their number
were stretched ‘upon the planks. Lined
across the deck they could hardly keep
an unbroken front to the leaping,
surging crowd who pressed upon
them. Another rush or another after
that, must assuredly break them, for
these dark men of Spain, hadened by
lan endless struggle with the Moors,
were fierce and stubborn fighters. But
hark to this sudden roar upon the far-
ther side of them!

“Saint Geoge! Saint George! A
Knolles to the rescue!” A small craft
had run alongside and sixty men had
swarmed on the deck of the St. Iago.
Caught between .two fires, the Span-
jards wavered and broke. The fight
became a massacre. DqQwn from the
poop sprang the Prince’s’ men. TUp
from the waist rushed the new-com-
ers. There were flve dreadful minutes
of blows and screams and prayers
with struggling figures clinging to the
bulwarks and sullen splashes into the
water below. Then it was over, and
a ecrowd of weary, overstrained men
leaned -panting upon their weapons, or
lay ‘breathless and exhausted upon the
deck of the -captured carack.

The Prince had -pulled up his visor
and lowerasd his beaver. He smiled
proudly as he gazed around him and
wiped his streaming  face. ‘“Where is
the shipman?’ he. asked. “Let him
lead ‘us agdinst another ship.”

“Nay, sire, the shipman and all his
men have sunk in the Lion,” said
Thomas de Mohun, a young knight of
the West Country, who carried the
standard. . “We have lost our ship and
half of our following. I fear that we
can fight no more.”

“It matters the less since the day
is already ours,” said the Prince, look-
ing over the sea. “My noble father’s
royal banner flies upon yonder- -Span-
iard. Mowbray, Audley, Suffolk,
Beauchamp, Namur, Tracey, Stafford,
Arundzal, each has his flag over a scar-
let carack, even as mine floats over this.
See, yonder squadron is already far
beyond our reach. But surely we owe
thanks to you who came at so perilous
a moment te our aid. Your-face I have
seen, and your coat-armor alsa, young

sir, though I cannot lay my tongue to

.

made good progress, but on the second
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morning, after sighting Cape de ‘la
Hague, there came a brisk land wind
which blew them out to sea. It grew
into a squall with rain and fog so that
they were two more days beating
back. Next morning they found them-
selves in a dangerous rock-studded sea
with a small island upon their star-
board quarter. It was girdled with
high granite cliffs of a reddish hue,
and slopes of bright-green grassland
lay above them. A second smaller isl-
and lay beside it. Dennis the ship-
man shook his head as he looked.

“That is Brechou,” said .he, “and
the larger one is the Island of Sark.
If ever I be cast away, I pray the
saints that I may not be upon yonder
coast!”

Knolles gazed acrbss at it “You
say well, master-shipman,” said he.
“It does appear to be a rocky and
perilous spot.”

“Nay, it is the rocky hearts of those
who dwell upon it that I had in mind,”
the ,old sailor answered. “We are well
safe in three goodly vessels, but had
we been here in a small craft T make
no doubt that they would have already
had their boats out against us.”

“Who then are these people, and how
do they live upon so small and wind-
swept an island?” asked the soldier.

“They do not live from the island,
fair sir, but from what they can gather
upon, the sea around it. They are
broken folk from all countries, justice-
fllers, prison-breakers, reavers, escap-
ed bondsmen, murderers and staff-
strikers who have made their way to
this- outland place and hold it against
all comers. There is one here who
could tell you of them and of their
ways, for he was long time prisoner
amongst them.” The seaman pointed
to Black Simon,” the dark man from
Norwich, who was. leaning against the
side lost in moody thought and staring
with a brooding eye at the distant
shore.

“How now, fellow?’ asked Knolles.
«“What is this I hear? 1Is ‘it indeed
sooth that you have been a captive
upon this island?”

“It is true, fair sir. For eight months
I have been,servant to-the man whom
they call their King. His name is La
Muette, and he comes from Jersey nor
is there under God’s sky a man whom
I have more desire to see.”

“Has he then mishandled you?”

Black Simon gave a wry smile and
pulled off his.jerkin. His lean sinewy
back was waled and puckered with
white scars. “He has left his sign of
hand upon me,” said he. “He swore
that he would break me to his will, and
thus he tried to do it But most I
desire to see him because he hath lost
a wager to me and I would fain be
paid.”

“This is a strange . saying,”

Knolles. “What is this wager,
why should he pay you?”
. “It is but a small matter,” Simon;
answered; “but I am a poor man and,
the payment ‘would be welcome. Should
it have chanced that we stopped at
this island I should have craved your
leave that I go ashore and ask for that
which I have fairly won.”

Sir Robert Knolles .laughed. “This
business tickleth my fancy,” said he.
“Ag to stopping at the island, this
shipman tells me that we must needs

said
and

‘wait a day and a night, for that we
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have strained our,planks. But if you
should go ashore, how will you be sure
that you will be free to depart, or that
you will see this King of whom you
speak?” ;

Black Simon’s dark face was shining
with a fierce joy. “Fair sir, I will ever
be your debtor if you will let me go.
Concerning what you asgk, I know this
island even as I know the streets of
Norwich, as you may well believe see-
ing that it is, but a small place and I
upon it for near a year. Should I
land after dark, I could win my way to
the King’'s house, and if he be not
dead or distraught with drink I could
have speech with him alone, for I
know his ways and his hours and how
he may be found. I would ask only
that Aylward the archer may go with
me, that I may have one friend at my
side if things chance to go awry.”

Knolles thought awhile. “It is much
that you ask,” said he, “for by God's
truth I reckon that you and this
friend of yours are two of my men
whom I would be least ready to lose.
I have seen you both at grips with
the Spaniards and I know you. But I
trust you, and if we must indeed stop
at this accursed place, ‘then you may
do as you will. If you have deceived
me, or if this is a trick by which you
design to leave me, then God be your
friend when next we meet, for man
will be of small avaif?”

It proved that not only the seams
had to be calked  but that the cog
Thomas was out of fresh water. The
ships moored therefore near the Isle of
Brechou, where springs were to be
found. There were no people upon this
little - patch, but over on the farther
island many figures could be seen
watching them, and the twinkle of
steel from among them showed that
they were armed men. One boat had
ventured forth and taken¢a good look
at them, but had hurried back with the
warning that they were too strong to
be touched.

“My friend,” said Simon, “will you
come ashore tonight—for I have need
of your help?”

Aylward crowed lustily. “Will I
coime, Simon? By my hilt, I shall be
right glad to put my foot on the good
brown earth once more. All my life I
have trod it, and yet I would never
have learned its worth had I not jour-
neyed in these cursed ships. We will
go one shore together, Simon, and we
will seek out the women, if there be
any there, for it seems a long year
since I heard their gentle voices, and
my eyes are weary of such faces as
Bartholomew’s or thine.”

Simon’s grim features relaxed into a
smile. “The omly face that you will
‘see ashore, S@mkin, will bring you
small comfort,” 'said he, “and.l warn
you that this is no easy errand, but
one which may be neither sweet nor
fair; for if these people take us our
end will be a cruel one.”

“By my hilt,” said Aylward, “I am
with you, gossip, wherever iyou may
go! Say  no. more, therefore, for
am’ weary of living llke a cony in a
hole, and I shall be right glad to stand
by you in your venture.”

That night, two hours after dark, a
small boat put forth from the Basi-

.| Hsk. It contained Simon, Aylward and

two Seamemn.- .-’The . soldiers . carried
their swords, and Black Simon. bore
a brown biscuit bag aver his shoulder.
Under his direction the rowers skirted
the dangerous surf which beat against
the cliffs until they came to a spot
where an. outlying reef formed a
breakwater, Within was & belt of
calm wateT and a shallow cover with a
sloping beach. Here the boat was
dragged up and the seamen were or-
dered to wait, while Simon and Ayl-
ward started on their errand.

With the assured air of a man who
knows exactly where he is andgW¥hither
he is going, the man-at-arms began
to clamber up a narrow fern-lined
cleft among the rocks. It was no easy
ascent in the darkness, but Simon
climbed on like an old dog hot upon a
scent, and the palting Aylward strug-
gled after as best he might. At last
they were at the summit and the arch-
er threw himself upon the/ grass.

“Nay, Simon; I have not enough
breath to blow out a candle,” said he.
“Stint your haste for a minute, since
we have a long night before us. Sure-
ly this man is a friend indeed, if you
hasten so to see him.”

“Such a friend,” Simon answered,
“that I have often dreamed of our next
meeting. Now before that moon has
set it will have come.”

“Had it been a wench I could have
understood it,”” said Aylward. “By
these ten finger-bones, if Mary of the
mill or little Kate of Compton had
waited me on the brow of this cliff,
I should have come up it and never
known it ‘'was there. But surely I see
houses and hear voices over yonder
in the shadow?”

o “It is their town,” whispered Simon.

There are a hundred as bloody-mind-
ed cut-throats as are to be found in
Christendom beneath those roofs.
Hark to that!”

A . fierce burst of laughter came out
of the darkness, followed by a long
cry of pain .

“All-h&llows be with us!” cried Ayl-
ward. “What is that?”

“As like as not some poor devil has
fallen into their clutches, even as I
did. Come this way, Samkin, for
there is a peat-cutting where we may
hide. @ Aye, here it is, but deeper and
broader than of old. Now follow me
close, for if we keep within it we shall
find ourselves a stone cast off the
King’s house.”

Together they crept along the dark
cutting. Suddenly Simon seized Ayl-
ward by the shoulder and pushed him
into the shadow of the bank. Crouch-
ing in the darkness, they heard foot-
steps and voices upon the farther side
of the trench. Two men sauntered
along it and stopped almost at the very
spot where the comrades were lying.
Aylward could see their dark figures
outlined against the starry sky.

“Why should you ‘scold, Jacques,”
said one of them, speaking a strange
half-French, half-English lingo. “Le
diable t'emporte for a grumbling ras-
cal. You won a woman and I got
nothing. What more would you have?”

“You will have your chance off the
next ship, mon garcon, but mine is
passed. A woman, it is true—an old
peasant out of the fields, with a face
as yellow as a kite's claw. But Gas-
ton, who threw a nine against my eight
got as fair a little Normandy lass as
ever your eyes have seen. Curse the
dice, T say! And as to my woman, I
will sell her to you for a firkin of
Gascony.” ~
“I have no wine to spare, but I will
give you a keg of apples,” said the
other. “I had it out or the Peter and
Paul, the Falmouth boat that struck
in Creux Bay.”

“Well, well, your apples may be the
worse for keeping but so is old Marie,
and we can cry quits on that. Come

round and drink he t
iy a cup over the har.
“Heard you ever such vili
cried Aylward, breathing fi
hard. “Did you hear them in
A woman for a keg of apples! X
my heart’s root is sad.for the otha
one, the girl of Normandy. Sure|- .
can land tomorrow and burn all t
water rats out of their nest.”

“Sure I am that if my little n
Squire Loring had the handling
every woman on this island woulg ;.
free ere another day had passed.”

“I doubt it not,” said Simon. i
one who makes an i

errants.
dier and hath only his
view.”

“Simon,” sald Aylward, “the lig
not overgood and the place is
ed for sword-play, but if you wil
out ihto the open I will teach yo,
Whtether my master is a true soldier .
not.”

“Tut, man! you are as foolish your
self,” said Simon. “Hers® we are with
our work. in hand, -and yet you
needs fall out with me on our 1
it. I say mnothing against your
save that he hath the way of h
lows who dreams and fancies.
Knolles looks neither to righ
and walks forward to his ma
let us on, for the time passes.”

purpos

“Simon, your words are neither gooqd
nor fair. When, we are back on ship-
board we -will speak further of this
matter. Now lead on, I pray you, ang
let us see some more of this ten- 1
island.”

For half a mile Simon led the way
until they came to a large house whict
stood by itself. Peering at it from t
edge of the cutting, Aylward could se
that it was made from the wr«
of many vessels, for at each co
prow was thrust out. Lights
within, and there came the sound
strong voice singing a gay song which
was taken up by a dozen others in the
chorus.

“All is well, lad!” whispered
in great delight. “That is the voice
the King. It is the very song he used
to sing. ‘Les deux filles de Pi !
'Fore God, my back tingles at the very
sound of it. Here we will wait until
his company take their leave.”

Hour after hour they crouched in the
peat-cutting, listening to the noisy
gongs of the revelers within, some
French, some English, and all growing
fouler and less articulate as the night
wore on. Once a quarrel broke out
and the clamor was like a cageful of
wild beasts at feeding-time. Then a
health was drunk and there was much
stamping and cheering.

Only once was the long vigil broken,
A woman came . forth from the house
and walked up and down, with her face
sunk upon her breast. She was tall
and slender, but her features could not
be seen for a wimple over her head
Weary sadness could be read in her
bowed back and dragging steps. Once
only they ‘saw her throw her two
hands up to Heaven as one who i3
beyond human aid. Then she passed
slowly into the house again. A
‘mrernit “later ‘the ~door of the hall was
flung open, .and:a shouting stumblir
throng came: crowding forth, X
whoop and. yell, into the silent ni
Linking-arms and striking up a chc
they marched past the peat-cutting,
their voices dwindling slowly away a8
they made for their homes.

“Now, Samkin, now!” crded Simon,
and jumping . out ffom the hiding-
place he made for the door. It had
not yet been fastened. The two com-
rades sprang inside.. Then Simon drew
the bolts so that none might interrupt
them.

A long table littered with flagons
and breakers lay before them. It was
lit up by a line of torches, which flick-
ered and smoked in their sconces. At
the- farther end a solitary médn was
seated. His heaq rested upon his two
hands, as if he were befuddled with
wine, but at the harsh sound of the
snapping bolts he raised his face and
looked angrily around him. It was a
strange powerful head, tawny’ and
shaggy like a llon’s, with a tangled
beard and a large harsh tace, bloated
and blotched with vice. He laughed as
the newcomers entered, thinking that
two of his boon -companions had re-
turned to finish a flagon. Then he
stared hard and he passed his hand
over his eyes like one who thinks he
may be dreaming.

“Mon Dieu!” he cried. “Who are you
and whence come you at this hour oi
the night? Is this the way to break
into our royal presence?”’

Simon approached up one side of the
table and Aylward up the other. When
they were close to the King, the man-
at-arms plucked a torch from its sock-
et and held it to his own face. The
King staggered back with a cry, as he
gazed at. that grim visage. )

“Le diable noir!” he cried. “Simomn,
the Englishman! What make you
here?” / )

Simon put his hand upon his shoul-
der. “Sit there!” said he, and he 1orc-
eod the King into his seat. “Do vou sil
on the farther side of him A)'l\\‘;l:'nk
We make a merry group, do we not.
Often have I served at this table, but
never ‘did I hope to drink at it. Fill
vour cup, Samkin, and pass the flag-
on.”

The King looked from one to
other with terror in his bloodshot ¢
“What would you do?’ he 4 ked.

you mad, that you should come here.
One shout and you are at my mercy.

“Nay,” my friend, I have lived U
long in your house not to know e
ways of it. No man-servant ever
beneath your roof, for you feared
your throat would be cut in the night
time, You may shout and shout, if it
so please you. It chanced thal I we
passing on my way from England
those ships which lie off La Brec
and I thought I would come In ¢
have speech with you.”

“Indeed, Simon, I am right
see you,” said the King, cringir
from the fierce eyes of the
“We were good friends in tI
were we not, and I cannot ¢
that I have ever done !

When you made your way
by swimming to the Lev
was none more glad in heart

“If 1 cared to doff my do
could show you the marks of v haty
friendship has done for me In
past,” said Simon. “It is print
my back as clearly as on my ni¢
Why, you foul dog, there are the i
rings upon the wall to which my hand=
were fastened, and there the stains ul
on the boards on which my blood has
dripped! 1s it not so, you king
butchers? )

The pirate chief turned whiter =
“It may be that life here was =
what *rough, Simon, but if I
wronged you in_anyway,

made amends. What do you as

(To be continued.)
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