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measured tread of tire lonely sentinel was the
only sound that broke the stillness. A slighît
rustling was heard among the birches, and a
man emerged frorn their covert.

IlCari you tell me," said the page, IIif the
Constable De Clisson has been here to-day,
in company with the Duke of Brittany 1'

"Thc Duke lias been bore," ho repliod, Ilin
company with several brave lookmng, cavaliers,
but I knew flot their namnes. 1 will conduct
you to yonder sentinel, my pretty lad, and hie
may be aible to tell you."

The sentinel ceased his measurod walk, as
the sligYht and beautifal figure of the page stood
before him.

111 have amessage for Sir Oliver De Clisson,"
said bie, Ilwhîch, if he bc in the castie, 1 must
dleliver to hmm without dclay."

Il Sir Oliver is in the castie and a prisoner,"
ho replied, "and no message can be delivered
ta him, except through his keeper."

IWhere cari I find bis keeper '1" inquireri the
page.

"I1 cannot leave my post," rep]ied the sen-
tinel, "lbut in half an hour my first watch will
ho past, and I will thon show you."

The impatient page was obliged to wait the
haif hour, and the sentinel then pcrformed his
promise. flefore the keepor had time ta reply
to bis requesi, a horsemnan was seen commng
toxvards tire castie at full speed. In a few
momentS 11é ýas beside them.

"Villatet," said lie, "II have a letter for you
which requires immediate attention. It is from
tho Duke of Brittany."

III would ratmor hoe would send ton verbal
messagyes than ono written one," said Villaret,
advancing to a lamp burning near. III have
not hall a çen in my hand simice I was a boy,
and I had ns lief underiake to decipher the
characters within the charmod circle of the
anagician, as. these fine linos.

It was in vain that Villaret held the lottor se
as te receivo the full bonefit of the lamp-light;
the contents, to him, remained an impenetra-
ble rriystery, and hoe was obliged to request the
aid of the bearer, who being botter skilled in
chirography, was aible to read it.

111t is an order," said hoe, "Ifor the oxedution
of tire Constable De Clisson, to-morrew, at
sianrise"

"IImpossible!",
"It is true."
III almost wish that you bad been as igno-

tant ôf writing as myseoif."
"Will you obey the order, timon '
"I dare flot do otherwise. "

During ibis short colloquy, the page had
stood pale nmd motionless, as a marbie' statue,
but bis feelings now, spurning ail contrat, hae
threw himself rit Villaret's foot, and adjured
him by ail ho beldi dear to suifer Do Clisson ta
make bis oscape. Thore was a bewilderîng
swoetness in his broken and passienate toneS
of entreaty, and a wild, almost unearthly
boauty in bis pale, uplifted face, which at. firsi
seemod to chain the faculties of the keepor, as
if ho were spell-bound. Rousing himself, wvith
an effort, hoe raised the knooling page, and ai
the samne time avorting bis face as if hoe feared
thero was fascination ini bis glance, hoe roplied-

IINo, my good bey, I cannot grant yeur re-
quest-if I sbeuld, tho doem intended for De
Clisson will fall on me."

"Fly-gco bcyend the sea, where the Duke
cari have no power over you."

"IBotter die than leave my country."
The page took a purse, well-filled with gold,

and lianded it to Villaret. "'Open De Clisson'a
prison-door," said ho, "'and îhis, besidos wealîlr
moro than you ever drcamod of possossing,
shaîl ho yours."

"I I would take a far boss cloquent tangue
than this gontle boy's," said the bearer of the
letter, IIto persuade me from doing so foui a
deed. I should much rather live in a foreigri
landi with plenty of gold and a good conscience,
than live in my own country wvith no botter
comparions thari povorty and guilt.

Villaret stood musingly. The page feit tira
he was making a final decision in bis owil
mind, wbether to oboy tIre mandate of the
Duke, or to suifer the prisorier to escape, amnd
there was a look in bis large dark eyos, as they
rested upon itii with thoir intense and mourn-
fui gaze, that scmod to say that bis worde
would ho to bim life or deaîh. Ho spake at
last, mildly but firmly-

IlMy poor boy," said hoe, "thec Constable DO
Clisson has been a kind master to you, f0

doubt, or you would net bo s0 anxious to sitvO
limi. I would wil1ingle spare your Ireart 9
pang, but I dare not disobey the orders of tbe,
Duko. If I should, I shall ho bunted like tt
berat of prey. The prisoner must die."

A faint cry bursi from the page. Hie stsg'
gcred back a few pacos, graspod an open doof
to prevent falling, while a sîream of bleod gush'
ed from bis paricd lips.

IlYour wvords have killed him?" said VillOa'
ret's companion. As hespoke, hegeritly'pla5'
ed him on the greund, and supperting bis heed
on bis kneee ho loosened tbe silken doublet
Whiclr was brtttoried closely round bis tlaroat-


