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Carnegie, a recreant and villain knight and foul enemy
of mine, a disgrace to his name and rank, but a brave

man. So long as he lived I could never say that my
life was safe from his machinations. Thank God, thert

is an end of him and his evil doings
!"

Walter was twice wounded in the fight, but upon

neither occasion seriously, and he was soon able to take

part in the tournaments and games which the Prince

of Wales instituted partly to keep his men employed,

partly for the amusement of the citizens of Liu-« s,

outside whose walls his army lay encamped.

The prince was now obliged to remind the king of

his promise to pay his troops; but nothing was farther

from the mind of the treacherous monarch than to carry

out the promises which he had made in exile. He dared

not, however, openly avow his intentions; but, trusting

to the chapter of accidents, he told the prince that at

Burgos he could not collect a sufficient sum; but if the

army would march into Leon and take up their quarters

near Valladolid, he himself would proceed to Seville,

and would as soon as possible collect the money which

he had bound himself to furnish. The plan was adopted.

Edward marched his troops to Valladolid, and Don
Pedro went to Seville.

Some time passed on without the arrival of the pro-

mised money, and the prince was impatient to return

to Aquitaiue. Don Henry had gathered a force in

France, secretly assisted by the French king, and had

made an inroad into A(]uitaine, where he obtained

several successes, and was joined by many of the

disinterested nobles of that province.

" You were right," the prince said to Walter one day;
" this treacherous king, who owes his kingdom to us, in-

tends to break his plighted word. I know not what to


