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Her deep ‘eyes were set

sion,” she sald, very mournfully. ‘“We
Essex people : are sensible, aren't we?
And we have no imagination. Did you
laugh when you saw me proclaimed
and heard us swear?”’

“Good Heavens, na!”

“Then think how my oath and my

love call me to gtrike one klow for;

Monseigneur!” She:hid her eyes be-
hind her hand for g"znoment.-"“{lren

there fifty—thirtystwenty, wlo woulds

count their lives jwell risked? .For
what are'men’s liyes given them?*
“There’s one at .least,.if you will
have it so,”” Dunst@nbury ansavered.
There was a knoek on the door, and
without waiting for a \bidding Zerko-.
vitch came quiekly in; Lpko-

vitch was behind, and with him, Te-

page. Ten minutes- hefore, the ,yalet.
had ridden up to jthe éity gates, wav-

ing his handkeu-hfeg above -his-head.

Sophy gave a cry'of pleasure 'at see

ing him. *“A brave man, who loved
his King and served Monseigneur!"

she said, as she darted forward andi

clasped his hand.

Zerkovitch was as excited and hur-
ried as ever. He thrust a letter into
her hand. “From Stenovics, madame,
for you to read,” he said.

She took it, saying to ilepage with &
touch of reproach:, “Are yon General
Stenovics's messenger now, Monsleux“
Lepage?”’

“Read it, ma.‘:lamg." said he.

She obeyed, and then signed to JLuko-
vitch and. Dunstanbury to read it also.
“It's just what you've heen saying,”
she told ;him with a- faint smile, as she
sank .back in .the high oaken seat. }

“I.am to-add, madame,” gaid Lepage,
“that you will be treated with every
consideration—any title in reasgn, any
provision in reason, too.”

“So the Genegal's letter says.”

“But I was told .to repeat it,” per-
sisted the little man. He looked round
on them. Lukovitch and Dunstanbury

had finished reading the letter and |

wer listening, too. “If you still hesi-
tated, I was to impress ypon you 'that

the guns would certainly be in Slavna

in less than a week—almost certainly
on Sunday. You know the courge of

the river well, madame?"” G

“Not very well above Slavnd, fio.” %

“In that case, which General Steno-
vics's didn’t omit to consider, I was
to remind you that Captain Lukovitch
probably knew every inch of it.”

«I know :it intimately,” said Luko-
vitch. “I spent two years on the  tim-
ber barges pf the Krath.”

“Then you,«sir, will undersgand that
the guns will qert‘alnly not rgaeh Slav-

na not later than Sunday.” He paused
for a moment, seeming to collect his
memory. “By Wednesday evening
Colonel $tafnitz will be at ,Kol;koi.
On Thursday morning he'll start bhack.
On that evening,he ought to reach
Evena, on Friday 'Rapska,” Lukovitch
nodded at each name. lLepage went on
methodically. “On’Saturday sthe Jock
at Miklevpl. Yes, on Saturday the;lock
at :Miklevni!” He paused again and
looked straight ,at Lukovitch. !

“Exactly — the lock at Miklevni,’
gaid that officer, with another nod.

“yes, the lock at Miklevni on Satur-
day. You see, it's not as if the Colonel
nad a large force to move. That
might take longer. He'llibe able to
move his-company @s qui’gk as the
barges travel.”

‘The stream’s  pretty ‘strong, they
travel pretty well,” said Litkovitch.

«But a hupdred men—it's ‘nothing to
move, Captain JLukoyvitch. He looked
round on them again, and then turned
back to Sophy. ‘That's all my mes-
sage, madame,” he said.

here was a sience.

g0 it’s .evident the guns will be in
Slavpa by Sunday,” Lepage conclud-
ed.

“1f they reach: Miklevni on Sat
—any time on Saturday—they
gajd Lukovitch. *“And up here
soon after!”

“The General intimated
Captain Lukovitch.”

«“The General gives us very careful
information,” observed Dunstanhbury,

looking rather puzzled. He was not
so well versed in Stenovics's methods
as the rest. Lukovitch smiled broad-
ly, and even Zerkovitch gave a little
laugh.

“How are things in Slavna, Monsieur
Lepage?”’ the last named asked.

Lepage smiled a little too. “General
/Bte‘nnvim is in full control of the city—
during Colonel Stafnitz’s absence, sir,”

e answered.

“They've quarrelled?”’
vitch.

“Oh no, sir. Possibly General Sten-
ovics is afraid they might.” He spoke
again to Sophy. “Madame do you still
blame me for being the General's mes-
genger?”

“No, Monsieur Lepage, but there's
much to consider in the message. Cap-
tain Lukovitch, if Monseigneur had
read this message what would -he have
thought the General meant.

Lukovitch’s face was full of excite-
ment as he answered her:

«The Prince wouldn’t have cared
what General Stenovics meant. He
would have said that the guns would
be three days on the river before they
came to Slavna, that the barges would
take the best part of an hour to get
through Miklevni lock, that there was
good cover within a quarter of a mile
of the lock—" .

Sophy leaned forward eagerly. “Yes,
ves?” she whispered.

“And that an escort of a hundred |
men was—well, might be—not enough!” i

“And that riding from Volseni—?"

“One might easily be at Miklovn("
before Colonel Stafnitz and the guns
could arrive there!”

Dunstanbury gave a start, Zerko-
vitch a chuckle, Lepage a quiet smile.
Sophy rose to her feet; the Star glow-
ed, there was even color in her cheeks
besides.

“1¢  there are fifty, or thirty, or
twenty,” sh@ said, her eyes set on Dun-
stanbury, “who  would count their
lives well risked, we may vet strike
a blow for Monseigneur and for the
guns he loved.”

Dunstanbury looked round.

-

urday
will,”
very

that also,

cried Luko-

]

“There

“on his ta.qu-

once more. “Yes, that's the conclu-|'

l7striking a blow -in

| movea

' —and there was the joy of that.
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.are three here,” he said.

“Four!” called Basil Williamson from
the doorway, where he had stood un-
obseryed.

“*Five!” cried Sophy, and, for the
Arst ggme since Monseigneur died, she
laughed. !

‘Fiye times five, and more, If we

can get good horses enough!" safd Cap-
tain Lukovitch. ~ :
. 1 should like to join you, but I
Jmust go -back and tell General Sten-
Jvies that you will copsider his mes-
sage, madame,” ‘smiled Lepage.

XXIIL.
JEALOUS OF DEATH.

_In the end they started thirty strong,
Jinclnding Sophy  herself. There were
the ‘“thrze Eagljshmen, Dunstanbury,
Basil Willlamson, and Hgary Brown,
" Dunstanbury’s servant, an old . sol-
dier, a good rider and shot. The rest
were sturdy young men of Volseni,
once destined for the ranks of the
Prince of Slavna’s artillery; Lauko-
vitch and Peter Vassip led thewm, Not
a married man was among them, for,
to his intense indignation, Zerkovitch
| was left behind in command of the
citv. Sophy would have this so, and
notllxing would move Ner; she would
| Bot ;rick causing Marie Zerkovitch to
weep more '‘and to harbor fresh fears
of her, So they rode, “without encum-
brances,” as Dunstanbury said, laugh-
ing—his spirits rose inexpressibly as
the moment of action eame.

Their hotses were &ll that could be
mustered in Velseni of a mettle equal
to the dash. The little band paraded
in the market-place on Friday after-
noon: there they were joined by So-
phy, who had been to pay a last visit
to. Monseigneur's grave; she came
among them sad, .yet seeming more
 serene. &er spirit was the happier for
Monseigneur’s
namo. The rest of them were in high
feather; the prospect of the expedition
‘went far to blot out the tragedy of the
past and to veil the threatening face
of the future. As dusk fell, they rode
out of the city gate,

Miklevni- lies twenty miles up the
course of the river from Slavna; but
the river flows there nearly from north
to south, turning to the east only four
or five miles above the capital. You
ride, then, .from: Volseni to Miklevni
,almost in a straigl# line, leaving Slav-
\na away on .the left. It is a digtance
of i;no more than thirty-five milés or
ther.ibouts,. but the first ten consist of
a precipitous and rugged descent by a
bridle-path from the hills to the val-
ley of the:Krath. No pace beyond a
walk was pessible at any point here,
and for the greater part of the way it
was necsssary to lead the horses.
‘When once the plain was reached,
there was good going, somet.mes over
country roads, somctimes over grass,
to Miklevni.

It was plain that. the expzdition
‘could easily be .intercepted by a force
issuing from Slavna and placing {t=

|

1

did not expect & force to issue frofig
Slavaa, :That would be done only by
the orders of (Feneral Stenovics, wnd
Lepage had gone back to Slavna to
tell the General that his message was
being considered—very carefully con-
sidered—in Velseni. General Stenovics,
if they understood him rightly, would
not move till he heard more. Foy the
rest, risks must be run. If all went
well, they hoped to vYreach Miklevni
before dawn on Saturday. There they
were to lie in wait for Satfnitz—and
for the big guns which were coming
down the Krath from Kolskoi to Slav-
na.

Lukovitch was the guide, and had
no lack 6f counsel from lads who
knew. the hills as well as their sweet-
hearts’ faces, He rode first, and, while
+ they were on the bridle-path, they fol-
t lowed in single file, walking thelr
horses or leading them. Sophy and
Dunstanbury rode behind,” with Basil
Wiliamson and Henry Brown just in
front of them, In advance, some hun-
dreds of yards, Peter Vassip acted as
» scout, coming back from time to time
to advise Lukovitch that the way was
clear. The night fell flne and fresh,
but it was very dark. That did not
_matter; the men of Volgeni were like
cats for seeing in the dark.

The first ten miles passed slowly and
tediously, but without mistake or mis-
hap. They halted- on the edge of the
plain an hour before midnight and
took rest and food—each man carried
provisions for two days. Behind them
now rose the steep hills whence they
had come, before them stretched the
wide plain; away on their left was
Slavna, straight ahead Miklevni, the
goal of their pilgrimage. Lukovitch
about, seecing that every man
gave heed to his horse and had his
equipment and his weapons in good
order. Then came the ward to re-
mount, and between twelve and one,
with a cheer hastily suppressed,, the
troop set forth at a good trot over
the level ground. Now Williamson and
Henry Brown fell to the rear with
three or four Volsenians, lest by any
chance or accident Sophy should lose
or be cut off from the main body.
Lukovitch .and Peter Vassip rode to-
gether at the head.

To Dunstanbury that ride by night,
through the spreading plain, was won-
derful—a thing sufficient in itself,
without regard to its object or its is-
sue. He had seen some service before
He
had known the comradeship of a bold
enterprise—there was the exultation of
that. He had taken great risks before
—there was the excitement of that.
The night had ere now called him to
the saddle—and it called now with all
its fascination. His blood tingled and
burned with all these things. But
there was more. Beside him all the

self astride ute; t
ride the route; but then they) troubled.

way was the Vﬂgu_re of Sophy dim in the
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sarkness, And the dim. silhouette of

her face—dim, yet, as it seemed, hard-

ly blurred; its pallor stood out evert

.in  the . night. She engrossed his
thoughts and spurred his specula-
tions. ;

What thoughts dwelt in har? Did
she ride to death, and wus it a death
she herself courted? It 80, he was
sworn in his #0dl to thwart her, even
to his own death, Shie wad ndt foid
for death, Ris 38ul (Tiell, Pariicndtely
protesting agalhst that loss, -that jm-
poverieiment of the world. Why ‘had
they let her come? She was not a

therefore it was that his mird so hung
on .her, with an attraction, a fascjna-
tion, an overbearing curiosity,
men of Volseni seemed to think

knew her, then, better than he dld!

Save for the exchange of a few
words now and. then about the ifad,
they had net talked; ha i t
et - silence. But she Epdke now, and
to his great pPleasure less sadly than
he Bad eXpected. Her tone was light,
fand witnessed to a whimsical enjoy-
ment which not even mczmory. could
altogether quench,

“This is my first war, Lord Dun-
stanbury,” she said, “The flrai time
I'v taken the fleld in persen ak Hhe
head of my men!”

“Yos, vour Majesty’'s first campaign.
May it be glorious!” he answered,
suiting his tone to hers. .

“My first-and my last, I suppose.
Well, I could hardly have looked te
have even one—in those old days you
know of—could I?"

“Frankly, .1 nover ezpected te hold
my comiieRion as an  officer
from you,” ‘he laughed. *“As it
I'm breaking all the laws in the werld
1 supppse. Perhaps they'll never heat
of 1t ‘!n England, thouzh.”

“Where theke are nhe laws iaft, ¥BH
can break none” &ha gald: “There arl
none left in K¥ay0nia now.. There's
but eae erime—to be weak, and but
| 8Re penalty—death.” «

!for us tonmight!” he cried, sayly.
' “Queen Sophia’s star -shines tonight!”

“Can you see it?” she asked, touch-

. ing her checek a moment,
! “No, I can't,” he laughed. "1 forgot
! —I speke metaphorically.”
l “When people speak of my star,
! always ‘think of this. Ko my
shines ‘tonizht = Ve® 1 think ¥ —
shines brightly Before it sstd! 1 wod=
der if Kravbnia’s star, too, will have
© B Setting soon—a stormy setting!”
| ‘“Well, we're not helping to make it
' more tranquil,” said Dunstanbury.

He saw her turn.her h:ad suddenly
and shgrply towards him; she spoke
, quietly and low.

“I'm seeking a man's life in this ex~
! pedition,” she said. “It’s his er mine
before we pard.”

“I don’t hlame vou for that.”
i1 ~f'0Oh, no!™ The reply rounded almost
ré)mcmptucus; at least {t showed
plainly that her consciénte wis "ok
“And ha won't blafe e,

either. When he 8ees iie, lie’'ll Know
what {t means,"

“And, in fact, 1 intend to holp.
de we all; 1 think."

"It was our oath
' answered. “They think Monséigneur

whll sleep the better for it. But I
know well that nothing troubles Mon-
siegneur's sleep. And I'm selfish
that I wish he could be troubled—yes,
troubled about me; that he could be
riding In the splirit with us tonight,
hoping for our victory; yet very anx-
foum, very anxlous about me; that 1
' could still bring him joy and sorrow,
grew and delight. 1 can't desire that
Monselgneur should sleep so  well
Thay're kinder to him-—his own folk
of Volseni. They aren't jealous. of his
sleep—not jealous of the rteace of
death. But I'm very jealous of it. I'm
to him just now as all the rest are; 1
too, am nothing to Monscigneur now.”

"Who knows? Who can know ”
said Dunstansbury, softly.

His attempted consolation, his in-
voking of the old persistent hope, the
gaving doubt, did not reach her heart.
in her great love of life, the best she
could ask of the tomh was a little me-
mory there. So had told Mon-
ceigneur; such was the thought in her
heart tonight. She was jealous and
forlorn because of the silent darkness
which had wrapt her lover from her
sizht and so enveloped him. He could
not even ride with her in the spirit on
the night when she went forth to
avenze the death she mourned.

The nizht broke towards dawn, the
horizon grew gray. Lukovitch drew in
his rein, and the party fell to a gen-
tle trot. Their journey was almost
doen. Presently they halted for a few
moments, while Lukovitch and Peter
Vassip held a consultation. Then they
jolzged on again in the same order,
save that now Sophy and Dunstanbury
rode with Lukovitch at the head of
the party.. In another half-hour, the
heavens lighteriing yet more they could
discern the double row of low trees
which marked, at irregular intervals,
the course of the river across the plain.
At the same moment a row of squat
buildings rose in murky white between
them and the river-bank. Lukovitch
pointed to it with his hand.

“There we are, madame,” said.
“That's the farm-house at the right
end, and the barn at the left—within
a hundrel yards of the rock. There's
our shelter till the Colonel comes."”

“What of the farmer?” asked Dun-
stanbury.

“We shall eateh him in his bed—him
and his wife” sald Lukovitch, “There’s
only the pair of them. 'They keep the
lock, and have a few acres of pacture-
land to eke out their living. They'll
give,us no trouble. If they do, we can
lock'them in and turn the key. Then
we can lle quiet in'the barn; with a

is,

1

Bo

in Volseni,” she

SO

she

he

woman of whom that could be asked; |

The |
it |
natural that :she should come. They |

id réspieted |

“Neither the crime. nor the penalty

Htd¥

‘-bit— of cloge packing, it 'U take u® ath
JPeter Vassip and 1 will be lock-keep-
ers if anything comes by; we know
ithe work—eh, Peter?”

“Ay, Captain; and the man—Pater’'s
his name. too, hy the way—must give
M8 sometiing to Dide owr sheepskins.”

Boplly turned to Dunstanbury. 8he
Wwas smiling naw,

JAt shoiids very stilple; Agesni's 177
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“Then we wateh our chance for
dash—whon the . Colonel's off
suard,” Lukovitch went on,

“But if he won't oblige us in that
way?” asked Dunstanbury, with a
laugh. ;

“Phen he shall have the reward of
his virtue in a better fight for the
guns,” &ald Lukovitch, “Now, lads,
i ready! Listen, I'm going forwatd with
| Peter Vasrip lieve  dna four.  more
| Well s8etre te iahl aha HiS wite!
tlieré may be a servant-girl on the pre-
mises too, perhaps. When you hear
my whistle, the rest of you will fol-
low. You'll take command, my lord?”
He turned to Sophy. ‘“Madame, will
you comne with me or stay here?

“I'll follew with Lord Dunstanbury,”

she sald. ""We ought all to be in the
Barin hefarae ib'a light?"
VBrireiyt A& Bdrge Mighit coifle up 8F
down the river, you see, and it wouldn't
do for the men on board to see any-
one but Vassip and me, who are to
be the lock-keepers.”

He and Peter Vassip rode off with
their party of four, and the rest wait-
ed in a field a couple of Dundred yarda
trom (He batii—a dip in the ground af-
forded fair ¢Bvel: Bome 6i the men
Legan to disméunt; bt DiunstdAbury
stopped  tHert “1t's  juet that oné
hoevel Knows,” he sald; *“and itUs bet-
ter to be on your horde than oft {f
il casa dliy tréubie Haés Famée;  yod
tnga"

“There ouzhtn't to be much trouble
with the lock-keeper and his wife—or
even with the servant-girl,” said Basil
Williamson.

“Girls can make a difference some-
times,” Sophy sald, with a smile. o ©
did once, in the Streot of the Fountain
aver In Slavna thorel”

Dunktanbury's precaution was amply
justified, for to their aatonishment
the noxt instant a4 rAot rang through
the air, #nd, the ionlent dfter, a loud
¢Fy: A riderlese liorse galloped Wildly
Past tilem: the sheepskin rug d€toss
the saddle marked it as Lelonging to
a Volserian,

“By Heaven, have they got there be-
for us?” whispered Dunstanbury,

“I hope so; we-sha'n’t have to wait,”
said Sophy.

‘But they did

a
his

walit there a mo-
ment. Then came a confused noise
from the lonz, low barn, Then a clat-
ter of hHoofs, tnd Lukovitch wag with
them azaihi but his comrades were
four now, not five,

“ ush! Eilence! Keep covor! he
panted breatllessly, "Stafnitz is here.
alieady: at least, there are men in the
bars, and horses tethered outslde, and
the barges dre on the
tiver,  just absve the rock. The
seht:¥ saw ts. He challenged and fived,
and one of us rlrm-po:l. It must be Staf-

1

nitz!”

Stafnitz it was. General
had failed to allow for the
which his colleague entertained for his
abilities.  If Stenovics cxpected him
back with® Lis guns on Sunday, Staf-
nitz was quite clear that he had bet-
ter arrive Saturday. To this he
strained every nerve. The stream was
with him, flowing strong, but the wind

Stenovies
respect

on

was contravy; his barges had not made |

very good progress. He had pressed the
horses of his company iuto service on
ihe towing path. Stenovics had not
thorgit of that. His 1est at Ragska had
Lieen only long enough to give his men
and beasts an hour's rest and food and
drink. In his pride and exaltation, he
had vecached the lock at Miklevni at
nightfall on Friday, almost exactly at
the hour when Sophy’'s expedition set
out on its ride to intercept him. Men
and horses might he weary now; Staf-
nitz could afford to be indifferent to
that. He could give them a good rest.
and vet, starting at seven the next
morning, be in Slavna with them and
the guns- in the course of the after-
noon. There might be nothing wrong of
! course—but it was no harm to fore-
stall any clese and .clever calculation
of the General’s.

“The sentry?”
bury.

“I had to cut him down. Shall we
be at them, my lord?”

“No, not yet. They're in the barn,

whispered Dunstan-

arn’t they?"

“yes. Don't you hear them? Listen!
mhat’s the door opened. Shall we
charge?”

“No, no, not vet. They'd retreat in-
side,
"They'd have the pull of us. Wait for
them to come out. They must send to
look for the sentry. Tell the men to
lean right down in their saddles—closa
down- -close! Then the ground covers
us. Now then—silence till I give the
word!”’

Silence fell again for a few moments.
They werc waiting for
from Stafnitz's men in the barn. Only
Dunstanbury, hareheaded, risked a8
look over the hillock svhich protected
them from view.

A single man had come out of the
barn. and was looking about him for
the sentry who had fired. .He seented
tn suspect no other presence. Stafnitz
must have been caught in a sound nap
this time.

The searcher found his man and
dropped on his knees by him for a mo-
ment. Then he rose hurriedly and
ment. Then he rose and ran hurriedly
towards the barn, erying: “Colonel!
Colonel!” :

and it would be the devil then.,

a movement,

“Now!"
Lukéviten.

But Duustanbiit} pressed him down
again, saying: “Not yet. Xot yet.”

Sophy laid her hand on his arm.
“Half of us to the barges,” she said.

In their eagerness for the fight, Luk-
ovitech and DuDnstanbury had forgot-
ten the main object of it. But the guns
were what Mongeigneur would have
thought of first—what Stafnitz must
thikié 6F t30=-the aentre of contest and
‘the guerdon of victory:

whispered the impetuous

’

R XXIII.

A Woman and a Ghost.

For the history of this night from the
enemy's side, thanks are due to the
memoyy, and to the unabashed court-
esy of Ldentenant Rastatz, who came
alive, if not with a whole skin, out of
the enesuntet, @nd }Hved to reach mid-
Ol Hge uhidér & Hew regime so unap-
rreciative of his sétvi€es #hat it cash-
jered him for being drunk Within &
year of this date. He ended his years
as - a billiard marker at the Golden
Lion— fact agreeble to poetic justice,
but not otheryise material. While ac-
cupying that capacity he was always
ready to open his mouth provided
he wers dfferded also a Dbetter rcason
£0F 8pénitig it:

Stafnitz and his meh thetght that
their hard work was done; they were
within reach of Slavna and they had
1o reason as they supposed to fear any
attack. The Colenel had indulged them
in something approaching a carouse.
dongd had been sung and  speeches
made; congratulations were freely of-
fered 6t the Calonel; alusions were free-
1y throwh 64t fiot too carelessly velled,
to the precicament in which Stenovics
founid himsef. Hard Work, a g00d sup-
fis¥, and pletitiful wine had its effect.
S4ve tHé semtiles all wero asleep at
ten o'clock, and gaiié t6 Mleep till the
reveille sounded at six.

Their presence was a surprise to their
assailants, who had, pérhaps, approach-
ed in too rash a confidence that they
were first on the ground; but the
greater surprise befell those who had
now to defend the barges and the guns.
When the man who had found the
sentry dead, ran back and told his tale,
all of them, from Stafnitz downward,
conoeived that the attack must come
from Steriovics: none thought of Sophy
atil het Voisenians, There they were,
packed i the barn, separated from
their horses and with their  earbines
laid aside. The carbines wei's easily
caught up; the horses not so casily
reached, supposing an active and skil-
ful enemy at hand outside.

For themselves their position was
good to stand a siege. But Stafnitz
could not afford that. His mind flew to
where Sophy’s had. Throughout, and on
both sides, the guns were the factor
which dominated the tactics of the
fight. Tt was no use for Stafnitz to lay
snug in the barn while the enemy over-
powered the barges (supposing they
tried to fight,) disposed of the sentry
stationed on each deoek and captured
the guns. Let the assallants carry them
off the Colonel's game was up! Who
over the foe was, the fight was for the
guns—and for one other thing, no doubt
—for the Colonel’s life.

“We felt in a deuce of a mess,” Ras-
tatz related, “for we didn’t know how
many they were and we couldn’t see
i any of them. The Colonel walked out
'nf the barn as cool as a cucumuber,
and looked and listened. He called to
{ me to go out with him, and so I did,,
keeping as much behind his back as
possible. Nothing was to be.seen, noth-
ing to be heard. He pointed to the
rising ground opposite, “That must
hide them,” he said. Back be went and
called the first half-company. ‘You'll
follow me in single file out of the harn
and round to the back of it; let there
be a foot between each of you—room
enough to miss. When once you get in
rear of the barn, make for the barges.
Never mind the horses. The second
half company will cover the harses with
their fire. Rastatz, see my detach-
ment round, and then follow. We'll
leave the sergeant-major in command
‘here. Now, quick, follow me!’

“Out he went, and the men began to
follow in their order. I had to stand
in the doorway and regulate the dist-
anco between man and man. I hadn’t
been there two seconds before a dozen
heads came over the hill, and a dozen
rifles cracked. Luekily the Colonel was
just round the corner. Down went the
heads again; but they’'d bagged two of
our fellows. I shouted to Moore to
come out, and at the same time crdered
the sergeant-major to send a file for-
ward to answer the fire. Up came the
heads agaln, and they bagged three
more. Our fellows blazed away in re-
ply, but they'd dropped too quickly—I
don’t think we had any idea of rush-
ing them. For all we knew, they might
be two hundred—or they might be a
dozen. At any rate, with the advant-
age of position, they were enough to
bottle our men up in the barn, for the
moment at all events.”

This account makes whaf had hap-
pened pretty plain. Half of Sophy's
force had been left to hold the enemy,
or as many of them as possible, in the
barn. 'They had dismounted, and, well
covered by the hill, could make good
practice without much danger to them-
solves. Lukovitch was in command of
this section of the little troop. Sophy,
Dunstanbury, and Peter Vassip, also on
foot (the horses’ hoofs would have be-
trayed them), were stealing round, in-
tent on getting between the barges and
any men whom S§tafnitz tried to place
in position for their defence. After leav-
ing men for the containing party, and
three to look after the horses, this de-
tachment was no more than a dozemw
strong. But theyv had started before

Stafnitz’'s men had got out of the barn,

IAz

and, despite the smaller distance the
latter had to traverse, could make a
good race of it for the barges. They
Lad all kept together, too, while the
enemy straggled round to the rear of
the barn in single file. And they had
one great, perhaps decisive, advantage,
of whose existence Peter Vassip, their
guide, was well aware.

Forty yards beyond the farm a small
ditch ram dewn to the Krath; on the
side near the farm it had a high, over-
hanging bank, tHe other side being
nearly level with the adjoining meadow.
Thus it formed a natural trench and led
stralght down to where the first of the
barges Iay. It wouid have been open
to an enfilade from the river, but
Stafnitz had only one sentry on each
barge, and these men were occupied in
staring at their advancing companions
and calling out to know what was was
the matter. As for the bargees, they
had wisely doclared necutradity, deem-
ing the matter no business of theirs;
shots were not within the terins of
r'gntx'ﬂ.ct for transport. Stafnitz, not
drediing of an attack, had not recon-
noitred fis ground. But Lukovitch
knew every inch of it (had not General
Stenovics remembered that?), and. so
did Peter .Vassip. The surprise of
Praslok was to be ayvenged.

Rastatz takes up the tale again; his
narrative has one or two touches vivid
with.a local color.

“When I got round to the rear of the
barn, I found our: fellows scattered
ab@ut on their bellies. The Colonel was
in front on his belly, with his Lead just
raise@ from the ground, looki about
him. I lay down, teo, getting my head
behind a stone whicih chanced to be
near me. I looked about e too, when
it seemed safe. And it did seem safe at
first, for we could hear nothing, and
deuce a man could we see! But it
wasn't very pleasant, because we knew
that, sure enough, they must be pretty
near us somewhere. Presently the Col-
onel came crawling back to me. ‘What
do you make of it, Rastatz? he whis-
pered, Before I could answer, we heard
a brisk exchange of fire in front of the
barn. ‘1 den’t like it I sald. ‘I can’t
see them, and I've a notion they can
see me, Colonel, and that's not the
pleasantest way to fight, is it?’ ‘Gad,
you're right!’ said he, ‘but they won’t
see me any the better for a cigarette’—
and then and there he lit one.

“Well, he'd just thrown away his
match when a young fellow—quite a
lad he was—a couple of wards from us,
suddenly jumped from his belly on to
his knees and caled out quite loud—it
seemed to me he’d got a cort of panic—
quite loud, he called out: ‘Sheepskin!
Sheepskin!” I jumped myself, and I
saw the Colonel start. But, by Jove, it
was true! When you took a sniff, you
could smell them. Of course I don’t
mean what the better class wear—you
couldn’t have smelt the tunje our
lamented Prince wore, nor the one the
witch decked herself out in—but you
could smell a ecommon fellow’s sheep-
skin twenty yards off—ay, against the
wind, unles the wind was mighty
strong.

“ ‘Sheepskins it is!’ said the Colonel
with a sniff. ‘Volsenians, by gad! It's
Mistress Sophia, Rastatz, or some of
her friends, anyhow.” Then he swore
worthily: ‘Stenovies must have put
them up to this! And where the devil
are they, Rastatz? He raised his head
as he spoke, and got his answer. A
bullet ‘came singing along and went
right through his shako; it came from
the line the ditch. He lay down again,
laughed a litle and took a puff at his
cigarette before he threw it away. Just
then one of our sentries bellowed from
the first barge: ‘In the ditch! In the
diteh!” ‘I wish you'd spoken a bit
sooner,” says the Colonel, laughing
again.”

While this was passing on Stafnitz’s
side, Sophy and her party were work=-
ing quietly and cautiously down the
course of the ditch. Under the shelter
of its bank they had been able to hold
a brief and hurried conslutation. ‘What
they feared was that Stafnitz would
make a dash for the barges. Their fire
might drop half his men, but the survi-
vors, when once on board—and ' the
barges were drawn up to the edge of
the stream—would still be as numerous
as themselves, and would command the
course of the ditch, which was at pre-
sent their great resource and protec-
tion. But if they could 'get on board
before the enemy, they believed they
could hold their own; the decks were
¢overed with impedimenta of one sort
or another which would afford them
cover, while any party which tried to
board must expose itself to fire to &
serious and probably fatal extent.

So ihey worked down the diteh ex-
cept two of them. ‘Little as they could
spare even two, it was judged well to
leave these; their instructions were to
fire at short intervals, whether there
was much chance of hitting anybody
or not. Dunstanbury hoped by this
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whole

pcint whers it joined the
ten strong now—and one of them
woman—they mada their way towards
the mouth of the ditch and towards the
barges which held the
sought.

But a diversion, and
one, was soon to come from
of the barn. Fearing that
under Sophy and Dunstanbury
TLaukoviteh determined

the front
the party

be overpowered, ;
on a bold- step—that of enticing
holders of the barn from their shelter.

he himself and an-
disre-
dash

fire at the door;
oth>r man—one Ossip Yensko
| gardiag the risk, made a rapid
across the line of fire from the barn,
for the spot where the horses were.
The fire directed at the door success-
fully covered their daring movement;
they were among the horses in a mo-

trick to make Stafnitz belicve that the !
detachment was stationary in |

the ditch thirty yards or more from the
river. Only |
a |
prize they |

a very effective |

might |
the |

He directed his men to keep up a brisk |

9 ment, ond hard at work cutting the

bands with which they were tethered;
th> animals vere half mad with fright,
and the task was one of great danger.

But the manoeuvre was eminently
successful. A cry of “The horses! The
horses!” went up from the barn. Men
apreared in the doorway; the sergeant-
major in command himself ran out.
Ialf the horses were loose, and stam-
peded along the towing-path down the
river. ‘“The horses! The horses The
cefenders surged out of the barn, in
deadly fear of being caught there in a
trap. They preferred the chances of the
fire, and streamed out in a disorderly
throng. Lukovitch and Yensko cut
loose as many more horses as they
dared wait to release; then, as the de=
fenders rushed forward, retreated, fly=-
ing for their lives. Lukovitch came oft
with a ball in his arm; Yensko dropped,
shot through the heart. The men be-
hind the hill riddled the defenders with
their fire. But now they were by their
horses—such as were left of them—
nearer twenty than ten dotted the
grass outside the bdrn-door. And the
survivors were demoralized; their
leader, the sergeant-major, lay dead.
They releascd, the remaining horses,
mounted, and with one parting volley
fled down the river. With a cry of
triumph, Lukovitch collected the re-
mainder of his men and dashed round
the side of the barn. The ncxt mvment
Colonel Stafnitz found himself attack-
ed in his rear as well as in check from
dhe ditch in his front.

“For a moment we thought it was
our own men,” said’Rastatz, continuing
his account, ‘“‘and Ahe Colonel shouted:
‘Dor®t fire, you fools!” But then they
cheered, and we knew the Volsenian
accent — curse them! ‘Sheepskins
again!’ said the Colpnel, with a wry
‘kind of smile, He didn’t hesitate then;
he jumped up, crying: ‘To the (barges!
To the barges! Follow me!’

“We all followed: it ywas just as safe
to go with him as to stay where you
were! ;We made a dash for it and got
to the bank of the river. Then they
rose out of the ditch in front of us—
and they were at us behind, too—with
steel now; “they daren’t shoot, for
fear of hitting their own. people in
our front. Buu the idea of a knife in
your back isn't pleasant, and in the
end more of our men turned to meet
them than went on with the Colonel.
I went on with  him, though.
I'm always for the safest
place, if there's one safer than an-
other. But here there wasn't, so [
thought I might as well do the proper
thing. We met them right by the
water's-edge, and the first I made out
was the witch herself, in sheepskins
like the rast of them, white as a sheet,
but with that infernal mark absolute-
ly blazing. She was between Peter,
Vassip and a tall man I didn’t know—
I found out afterwards that he was the
Englishman Dunstanbury—and the
three came straight at us. She cried:
‘The King! the King!’ and behind us
we heard Lukovitch and his lot cry-
ing: ‘The King! the King!’

“Our fellows didn’t like it, that's the
truth. They were uneasy in their
minds about that job of poor old Mi-
stitch’s, and they feared A the witch
like the devil. The heart was out of
them; one lad near me burst out cry-
ing. A witch and a ghost didn’t seem
pleasant things to fight. Oh, it was all
nonsense, but you know what fellows
like that are. Their cry of ‘The King!’
and the sight of the woman caused a
moment’s hesitation. It was enough to
give them the drop on us. But the
Colonel never hesitated; he flung him-
self straight at her, and fired as he
sprang. I just saw what happened be-
fore I got a crack on the crown of the
head from the butt-end of a rifle, which
knocked me out of time, As the Col-
onel fired, - Peter Vassip flung himself
in front of her, and took the bullet in
his own body. Dunstanbury jumped
right on the Colonel, cut him on the
arm so that he dropped his revolver,
and grappled with him. Dunstanbury.
dropped his sword, and the Colonel’'s
wasn’t drawn. It was just a tussle.
They were tussling when the blood
came flowing down into my eyes from
the wound on my head; I couldn’t see
anything more; I fainted. Just as I
went off I heard somebody cry: ‘Hands
up!’ and I imagined the fighting was
pretty well over.”

The fighting was over. One sceng
remained which Rastatz did not see.
When Colonel Stafnitz, too, heard the
call “Hands up!” when the firing stop=
ped and all became quiet, he ceased to
straggle. Dunstanbury found him sud-
denly changed to a log beneath him;
his hands were alrzady on *he Colonel's
thiroat, and he could have strangled
him now without difficulty. But when
Stafnitz no longar tried to defend him-
self, he loosed his hold, got up, and
stood over him with his hand on the
revolver in his belt. The Colonel fin=
gered his throat a minute, sat up, look=
ed round, and rose to his feet. He saw
Sophy standing before him; by her side
Peter Vassip lay on the ground, tended
by Basil Williamson and one of his
comrades. Colonzl Stafnitz bowed to
Sophy with a smile.

“] forgot you, madame,” sajid Staf-
nitz.

“1 didn't forget Monseigneur,” she
answoared.

e looked round him again, shrug-
ged. his shoulders, and seemed to think
for a moment. There was an absolute
stillness—a contrast to the preceding
turmoil. But the silence made uncoms-
fortable men whom the fight had not
shaken. Their eyes were set on Staf-
nitz.

“The Prince-died
isaid.

“No; you sent Mistitch to murder
him.” Sophy replied. Her eyes were re=
{ lentless; and Stafnitz was ringed
round with enemies.

“1 apologize for th
I ceally cught to have been killed—it's
just a mistake,” he said, with a smile.
He turned quickly to Dunstanbury:
“You seem to be a gentleman, sir.
Pray come with me; I need a witness."”
ed with his unwounded hand

in fair fight,” he

is embarrassment.

E He point
i to the barn.

To be Continued.




