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were an illusion ? Had he not best go back before he
knew ?

'But I have never yet done anything through fear.'
said the king.

ffis wife was sitting by the fire alone, her face hidden,
her long hair falling round her like a veil At the first
sight of her, a pang of self-reproach shot through him.How could he ever have doubted ?

She was wearing a ring that he had given her—a ring
she wore always, and the light sparkled and flashed
from the jewel Except for this, there was nothing
bright 111 the room.
He ardently desired to comfort her. He wondered

why all her ladies had left her. Surely one might have
stayed with her on this first night of her bereavement ?
She seemed to be lost in thought. If she would only
speak, or call his name ! But she was quite silent.A slight noise made the king start. A secret door
in the wall opened, the existence of which he had
thought was known only to himself and his queen,
and a man stood before her.
She put her finger to her lips, as though to counsel

silence, and then threw herself into his arms.

T u^°" *^*^® come,' she said—' Oh, I am so glad

!

1 had to hold his hand when he was dying. I was
frightened sitting here by myself. I thought his ghost
would come back, but he will never come back any
more. We may be happy always now,' and drawing
the rmg from her finger, she kissed it, weeping, and
gave it to him.

When midnight struck, the watchers wakened with
a start, to find the king lying stark and stiff, as before,
but a great change had come over his countenance.

• We must not let the queen see him again,' they said.


