+7 ~his next assailant. S

NSNS NN

lustrated by The

CHAPTER IX.—Continued.

. . Such ventures as these where an as-
* pirant for fame would wait for days at
a cross-road, a ford, or a bridge, until
some worthy antagonist should ride
that way, ‘were very common in the
old days of adventurous knight erranty
and were still familiar to the minds of
all men because the stories of the ro-
mancers and the songs of the trouv-
eres were full of such incidents.. Their
actual occurrence, however, had be-
come rare. There was the more curi-
osity, not unmixed with amusement, in
the thoughts of the ¢ourtiers as they
watched Chandos ride down to the
bridge and commented upon the some-
what singular figure of the challenger.
His build was strange, and also was
his figure, for the limbs were short for
so tall a man. His head also was sunk
forward as if he were lost in thought
or overcome with deep dejection.
. “This is surely the Cavalier of the
Heavy Heart,” said = Manny. “What
trouble has he, that he should hang his
head?” g8
_ “Perchance he hath ‘a weak neck,”
said the King. -
“At least he hath no weak voice,”
the Prince remarked, as Nigel's an-
swer to Chandos came to their ears.
“By our lady, he booms like a bittern.”

Kinneys

the wood, and then finally having
made sure. of its poise and weight laid
it carefully in rest. under his arm.
Then gathering up his bridle so as to
have his horse under perfect com-
mand, and covering himself with the
shield, which, was slung round -his
neck, he rode out to do- battle.
Now, Nigel, young and inexperienc-
ed, all Nature’s aid will not help you
against the mixed craft and strength
of such a warrior. - The day will come
when neither Manny nor evén Chandos
could sweép you from your saddle; but
now, even had you_ some less cum-
brous armor, your chance were small.
Your downfall is near; but as you see
the famdus black chevrons on a gold-
en ground your gallant heart whicH
never knew fear is only filled with joy
and amazement at the honor done you.
Your dowiifall is near, and ‘yet in your
wildest dreams you would never guess
how strange your downfall is to-be.
Again with a dull thunder of hoofs
the horses ‘gallop over the soft water-
meadow. Again with a clash of métal
the two riders meet. It i8 Nigel ‘now,
‘taken clean in-the face of his helmet
with the blunted spear, who filles back-
ward off his horse and falls clanging

on the grass. ek
what is’ ‘this?
Manny has threwn up his hands in

As Chandos rode back again to the
King, Nigel exchanged .the old ash
_spear which had been his father's for
one of the blunted tournament lances
<which he took from the hands of a
“stout archer in attendance.. He then
-rode down to the end of the bridge
where a hundred-yard stretch of green
sward lay in front of.shim. At the
same moment the Squire of Sir Walter
Manny, who had been hastily armed
by his comrades, spurred forward and
took up his position. ‘ s

The King raised his hand; there was

a clang from the falconer's horn, andthead.

the two riders, with a thrust of their
heels and a shdke of 'their bridles,
dashed furiously at each. other. .In
the centre the green strip of marshy
meadow-land,-with the water squirting
from the galloping hoofs, and the two
crouching men, gleaming bright in the
evening sun, on one side the half circle
of motionless horsemen, some in steel,
some in velvet, silent and attentive,
dogs, hawks, and horses all turned to
stone; on the other the old peaked
bridge, the blue lazy river, -the group
of open-mouthed rustics, and the dark

old manor-house with one grim face|young man!

which peered from the upper window.
" A good man was' John Widdicombs,
but he had met a better that day. Be-
fore that yellow whirlwind of a horse
and that rider v'ho was welded and
riveted to his saddle his knees could
not hold their grip. Nigel and Pom-
rs were one flying missile, with all
heir weight and strength and energy
centered on the steady end of the
lance. Had Widdicombe heen struck
by a thunderbolt he could not have
flown faster and farther from his sad-
dle, Two full somersaults did  he
make, his plates clanging like cymbals,
ere he lay prone upoh his back:
°  Por a moment the King lodked grave
at that prodigious fall. Then 'smiling
once more as Widdicombe staggered to

his feet, he clapped his hands loudly in}

applause.  “A  fair course .and ‘fairly
run!” he cried. ‘“The five scarlet roses
bear themselves in peacé even as I
have seep them in war.  How now, my
good Walter? Have you another Squire
or will you clear.a path for us your-
self ?” ¥ : ;

Manny choleric face -‘had tyrned
darker as he observed'the mischance
of his representative. He beckoned
now to a tall knight, whose gaunt and
savage face looked out from his open
bassinetes an eagle might from a
cage of steel

“Sir Hubert,” said he, “I bear in
mind the day when you overbore the
Frenchman at Cden. Will you not be
our champion now ?” ;

“When I fought the .Frenchman,
‘Walter, it was' with naked weapons,”
said the knight sternly. “I am a sol-
dier and I love a soldier’'s work, but
I care not for these tilting tricks which
were invented for nothing but to tickle
the fancies of foolish women.”

“Oh, most ungallant speech!” cried
tife- King. “Had ‘my good consort
heard you she would have arraigned
you to appear at a Court of Love with
a Jury.of virgins to answer for your
sins. But I pray you jo take a tilting
spear,  good  Sir Hubert!”

“I had as soon take a peacock’s fea-
ther, my fair Jord; but I will do it, if
you ask me. Here, page, hand me one
of those sticks, and let me see what
I can do.”

But Sir Hubert de Burgh was not
destined to test either his skill or his
luck.. The great bay horse which he
rode was as unused to this warlike
play as was its master, and had none
of -its master’s stoutness of heart; so
that when it saw the leveled lance, the
gleaming figure and the frenzied yel-
low horse rushing down . -upon it, it
/swerved, and turned and galoped furi-
ously down the river-bank. Amid
roars of laughter from the rustics on
the one side and from the countries on
“the other, Sir Hubert was seen, tug-
ging vainly at his bridle, and bounding
onward, clearing gorse-bushes and
‘heather clumps, until hé was but a

ering, quivering gleam upon the
.dark hillside. Nigel, who had pulled
Pommers on to his very haunches at
the instant that his opponent turned,
*saluted with his lance and trotted back
to the bridge-head, where he awalited

~ “The ladies would say that a judg-
ment had fallen upon our good Sir
Hubert for his impious words,” said
the King. 4

“Let us hope that his charger may
be broken in ere he venture to ride out
beiween two armies,” remarked . the
Prince. “They might mistake the hard-
ness of his horse’s mouth for a soft-
ness of the rider’s heart. See where
he rides, still clearing every bush upon
his path.”

“By the rood!” said the King, “if the
bold Hubert has not increased his re-
pute as a jouster he has gained great
honor as a horseman. But the bridge
is still closed, Walter. How say you
now? Is this young Squire never to
be unhorsed, or is your King himself
to lay lance in rest ere his way can
be ‘cleared? By the head of Saint Tho-
mas! I am in the very mood to run g
course with this gentle youth.”

“Nay, nay, sire, too much honor
hath already been done him,” said
Manny, looking angrily at the motion-
less horseman. “That this untried boy
should be able to say that in one even-

-ing he has unhorsed my Squire angd
seen the back of one of the bravest
knights in' England is surely enough
to turn ‘his foolish head. Fetch me g
spear, Robert! I will see what I can
~ make of him.” .

The famous knight took the spear
when it was brought to him as a mas-
ter-workman takes a tool. He bal-
anced’ it, shook it once or twice in the

 But good heavens!

horror and the lance has dropped from
his nerveless fingers. From all sides,
with cries of dismay, with oaths and
shouts and ejaculatioris to the saints,
the horsemen ride wildly in. Was ever
S0’ dreadful, so sudden, so complete, an
end to a gentle passage at arms?
Surely their eyes must be at fawlt?
Some wizard’s trick has been played
upon them to deceive their senses. But
no, it was only two clear. There on
the greensward lay the trunk of the
stricken cavaller, -and. there, a good
dozen ya}-ds beyond, lay his helmeted

“By the Virgin!” cried Manny wildly,
as he jumped from his horse, “I would
8ve my-last gold piece that the work

this evening should be umdone. How
came it? What does it mean? Hither,
my Lord Bishop, for surely it smacks
of witchcraft and the Devil.” :

‘With a white face the Bishop had
sprung down beside the prostrate body,
pushing through the. knot of horrified
knights and squires. J

“I fear.that the last offices of the
Holy Church come too late,” said he in
a quivering voice. “Most unfortunate
How sudden an end! In
medio vitae, as the Holy Book hag it
—one moment in the pride of his youth
the next his head torn-from his body.
Now God ‘and his saints have mercy
upon me and guard me from evil!”

The last prayer was shot out of the
Bishop with an energy and .earnest-
ness unusudl in his.orisons. It was
caused by the sudden outcry of one of
the Squires, who, having lifted the
helmet from the groun
again with a scream of ‘horror. ..
“It is empty!” he cried. “It weighs
@s lght as a feather.” 3 A

“'Fore God, it is true!” cried Manny,
laying his hand on it. “There is no
one in it.

of the next?”

‘the better to” comsidér the’ point. “If
foul fiend is abroad,” sdid hé, “my
place is over yonder by the Knight's
side. - Certes - that  sulphur-colored
horse hath ‘a very devilish look. I
could have sworn- that' I saw ‘both
smoke and flame from its nostrils. The
beast is fit to bear a suit of: armor
which rides' and fights and yet hath
no ‘man within it” . °

“Nay, not too fast,” father Bishop,”
said one of the knights. “It may be all
that you say and yet come from a
human workshop. When I mada ‘a
campaign in South Germany I have

devised by an armorer, which could
both ride and wield a sword. If this
be such’a one—"

tle courtesy,” said a booming ‘woice
from the figure upon, the ground.

At the words even the valiant Manny
sprang into his saddle. ' Some rode
madly away from the horrid trunk. A
few of the boldest lingered.

“Most.»f all,” said the voice, “would
I thank the most noble knight, Sir
‘Walter Manny, that he should deign to
lay aside his greatness and‘condescend
to do a deed of arms upon so humble)
& Squire.” b

“'Fore God!” said Manny,  “if. this
be the Devil, then the Devil hath a
very courtly tongue. I will have him
qut of his armor, if he blast me!” ,

So saying he spranng once more
from his horse and plunging his hand
down the slit in the collapsed gorget
he closed it tightly upon a fistful of
Nigel's yellow  curls. * The groan that
came forth was enough to convince
him that it was indeed a man  who
lurked within. , At the same time his
eyes -fell -upon . the hole-in the mail
corselet which had served the Squire
as a vizor, and he burst into-deep-
chested mirth. The King, ‘the Prince
and Chandds, who hdd watched the
scene from a distance, too much am-
used by it to explain or interfere, rode
up weary - with Jaughter, now. that all
was discovered. } "
“Let him out!” said the King, with
his hand to his side. “I pray you to
unlace him and let him out!
shared in many a spear-running, but
never have I been nearer falling from
my horse than as I watched this one.
I feared the fall had struck -him sense-
less, since he lay so still.”

Nigel had indeed lain with all the
breath shaken from his body; and as
he was aware that his helmet had
been carried off, he had not understood
either the alarm or the amusement
that he had caused. Now freed from
the great haulberk in which he had
been shut like a pea in a pod, he stood
blinking in the ilight, blushing deeply
with shame, that the shifts to which
his poverty had reduced him should be
exposed to all these laughing courtiers,
It was the King who brought him com-
fort.

“You have shown that you can use
your father’s weapons,” said he, “and
you have proved also that you -are
the worthy bearer of his name and his
arms, for you have within you that
spirit for which he 'was famous. ' But
I wot that neither he nor you would
suffer a train of hungry men to starve
before your door; so lead on, I pray
you, and if the meat be as good as this
get?ire it, then it will be a feast in-

eed.”

X.

How the King Greeted His Seneschal
;. of Calais. ;

It would have fared ill with the good
name of Tilford Manor-house and with
the housekeeping of the aged Dame
Ermyntrude had the King’s whole reti-
nue, with his outer &dnd inner mar-
shal, his justiciar, his chamberlain and

cast it down :

With what have I fought,|:
father Bishop? Is it ;of this-world or|

The Bishop clamberéd 6i “his’ horse]:

seen at Nuremberg a cunning figure,{

“I thank you all for your very gen-|

I havel.

air, ran his eyes down it for a flaw in

his guard, all gathered under the onej

roof. But by the foresight and the
gentle management of Chandos this ca-
lamity was avolded, so.-that some wers
quartered at the great Abbey and oth=
ers passed on to enjoy the hospitality
of Sir Roger FitzAlan at Farnham
Castle. Only the King himself,. the
Prince, Manny, Chandos, Sir Hubert
de ‘Burgh, the Bishop and two or three
more remained behind as the guests
of the Lorings. = X

But small as was the party and
humble the surroundings, the King in
no way relaxed that love of .ceremony,
of elaborate form and of brilliant col-
orings which was one of his charac-
teristics. The sumpter-mules were un-
packed, Squires ran hither and.thither,
baths smoked in the _bed-c bers,
silks and satins were unfolded, gold
chains' gleamed and clinked, so. that
when at last, to the long blast of two
court: trumpeters, the -company took
their seats at the bolrd, it was the
brightest, fairest scene which those old
black rafters had ever spanned.

The great influx of foreigns. knights
rﬁxo hmti cgnt?h llr; thzi: splendor from
All parts of Christendom, to take part
in’ {%e opening of the 'ﬁ-;’l’md ) oweﬁf
‘Windsor ‘six years before, and to try
their luck and their skill at the tour-
nament connected with it, had deeply
médifled the English fashion of dress,
The old tunic, over-tunic and cyclag
were too sad and simple for the new
fashions, so now strange and brilliant
cote-hardies, = pourpoints, courtépies,
paltocks,' hanselines and many other
wondrous - garments, party-colored or
dispered, with looped, embroidered or
escalloped edges, flamed and glittered
round the King. He himself, in black
velvet and gold, formed a dark rich
centre to the finery around him. On

his right sat the Prince, on his left the
Bishop, while Dame Ermyntrude mar-
shaled the forces of the household out-
side, alert and watchful, pouring . in
her dishes and her flagons at the right
moment, rallying her tired servants,
encouraging the - van,. hurrying the
rear, hastening up  her reserves, the
tapping of her oak stick heard every-
where the pressure was the greatest.

Behind the King, clad in his best,
but looking drab and sorry. amid the
brilliant. costumes round him, Nigel
himself, regardless of an aching body
and a twisted knee, waited upon his
royal guests, who threw many a merry.
Jest at’ him over. their shoulders as
they still chuckled at the adventure of
the bridge.

“By the' rood!” said King Edward,
leaning back with a chicken-bone held
daintily between the courtesy fingers
of his left hand, “the play is too good
for this country stage. You must to
Windsor with me,- Nigel, and, bring
with you-this great suit of harness in
which you lurk. There you shall hold
the lsts with your eyes in your midriff,
and unless some one cleave you to the
waist I see not how any harm can
befall you. Never have I Seen so small
a nut in so great a shell.” :

The Prince, looking back with laugh-
ing eyes, saw by Nigel's flushed and
embarrassed face that his poverty hung
heavily upon him. “Nay,” said he
kindly, “such a workman ‘is surely
worthy of better tools.” £

“Angd it is for his master to see that
he has them,” added the King. “The
court armorer will look to it that the
next time your helmet is carried away,
Nigel, your head shall be inside it.”

Nigel, red to the roots of his flaxen
hair, stammered: out some words of
thanks.

ohn Chandos, however, had 'a fresh
suggestion, and he cocked a roguish
eye as he made it: “Surely, my_lidge,
your bounty. is little needed ‘Th this
case. It is the ancient law of arms
that if two cavaliers start to joust,
and one either by maladdress or mis-
adventure fail to meet the shoggk, then
his arms become the property of him
who still holds the lists. This being
so, methinks, Hubert de Burgh,
that the fine hatlberk of Milan and
the helmet of Bordeaux steel in which
you rode to Tilford should remain with
our young host as some small- re-
membrance of your visit.”

The suggestion raised a general

chorus of -approval and‘ laughter, ‘in
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which all joined, save only Sir Hu-
bert himself, who, flushed with anger,
fixed his: baleful eyes upon Chandos’
mischievous and smiling, .

“I said that I did:mot play that fool-
ish game, and I know mnothing of its
laws,” said he;- “put. you know well,
John, that if you 'would have a bout
‘with. sharpened spear: or-sword, where
two ride to the ground, and only away
f{gm it, you have not far to go to find
- “Nay, nay, would yoéu ride to the
ground? Surely you best walk, Hu-
bert,” said Chandos. =~ *“On your feet I
know well - that ¥ should . not- . sée
your back as we have seen 1t today.
Say what you will, your, horde has
played you false and:I claim your suit
of harness for Nigel Loring.’ -y <

“Your  tongue - is- @verlong, John,
and I am weary of its endless clack!”
said Sir Hubert, 'his _yellow muStache
bristling from a scarlet face. “If you
claim my harness; do you yourself
come and -take it. If there is.a moon
in.the sky you ;may . try- this very
night when the board is ‘cleared,” ' °
‘¢ 5Nay, fair sirg,”"érled the Kin
Sfling trom ong B-fhe Sthey, ML
matter must be. followed  ngo . further.
Do-Fou fil a bumper of Gascony; Fohn,
and you also,  Hubert. Now pledge
each other, I pray “you, as good and
loyal comrades who' would scorn  to
fight save in your King’s quarrel. We
can spare neither of you while there
is 80 much work for brave hearts over
the sea. As to this. matter of the
harness, John Chandos ‘- speaks truly
where it concerns & joust in the lists;
but we hold that such'a law is scarce
binding in this, which was but a’ way-
side passage and a gentle trial of
arms. On the other-hand, in the case

i

“You double’ traitor!”

of your Squire, Master Manny, there
ga.rtx be no doubt that his suit is for-
eit.” £
“It is a grievous:Bearing for him, my
lege,” said Walter Manny; “for he -is
a poor man and hath been at sore
pains to! fit himselfsfor. the wars. Yet
what you say shall be done, fair sir.
So, if you will come to me .in the morn-
ing, Squire Loring, John Widdicombe's
suit will be handed over to you.”
“Phen with the King’s leave, 1 will
hand it back to-him,” ‘said ‘Nigel,
trounbled and stammering; “for indeed
I 'had: rather never ride to the wars
than take from a brave man his-only
suit of plate.” »
 ""There spoke your father’s spjrit!”;
cried the King. “By the rood! Nigel,
I like you full iwelk . Let the matter
bide in my hands. But I marvel muech
that Sir Aymery the” Lombard hath not
come to us yet fr ‘Windsor.” *
From the mbf‘n’en%x’l‘loﬁ his arrival at
Tilford, again and .again K King Ed-
ward had asked most eagerly whether
Sir Aymery had c¢ome, and ‘whether
there was any news of him, so. that
the courtiers glanced at each gther in
wonder. For Aymery was known to
allvof them as a famous mercenary of
Italy, lately appointed Governor of
Cdlais, and this sudden and urgent

ASummons from the King might well

mean some renewal of the war with
France, which was the dearest wish of
every soldier. Twice the King had
stopped his meal and sat with sidelong
head, his wine-gup in his hand, lis-
tening attentively when some sound
like the gtter of hoofs was heard
from outside; but the third time there
could be no mistake. The tramp and
jingle of the horses broke loud upon
the ear, and ended in hoarse voices
calling out of the darkness, which were
answered by the -archers posted as
sentries without the door.

“Some traveler has indeed arrived,
my liege,” said Nigel. “What is your
royal will?” ;

“It can be but Aymery,” the King
answered, ‘‘for it was only. to him
that I left the message that he should
follow me hither. Bid him come in, I
pray you, and make him very welcome
at your, board.”

Nigel cast open the door, plucking a
torch from its bracket as he did so.

Half a dozen men-at-arms sat on their |

horses outside, but one had ‘dismount-
ed, a short, squat, swarthy man with-a
rat face and quick, restless brown
eyes which peered eagerly past Nigel

into the red glare of the well-lit hall

“I' am Sir: Aymery of .Pavia,” he
whispered. “For d’'s sake, tell me!
is the King W'lih W Dag gd;t—;‘ xon

“He is at table, fair si %¥Ha’fe. bids
you to enter.” S

“One moment,  young man, one mo-
ment, and a secret word.in tV(&m.u' ear,
Wot you why it is that theoHing has
sentifor me 7T AR NINAL YREY

Nigel read terror in ‘the dark cun-
ning eyes which glanced in sidelong:
fashion into his. “Nay; I know not.”

“IL “would I knew—I would I was
Sure ere I sought his presence.”

“You have but to cross the threshold,
fair ‘sir, and doubtless you will learn
from ‘the 'King’s own lips.”

Sir Aymery seemed to gather him-
self as one who braces for a spring
into ice-cold water. Then he' crossed
With a quick stride from the darkness
(into the light. The King stood up and
held out his hand with a smile upon
his long Handsome face, and yet it
seemed to the Italian that it was the
lips which smiled but not the eyes.

“Welcome!” cried Edward. - ‘“Wel-
come to our worthy and faithful Sene-
schal of Calais! ' Comnie, sit here before
ime at the, board, for I have sent for
'you_ ‘that' I may hear your news from
over the sea, and thank you for the
care that’you have taken of that which
is' as dear to me gs wife or child. Set
a place for Sir Aymery there, and
give him food and drink, for he has
Eidc.len‘ fast and far in our service to-

BY 22

Throughout the long feast-which the
skill of the Lady Ermyntrude had ar-
ranged, Edward chatted lightly with
the Italian as well as with the barons
near. him. Finally, when the last dish
was removed and the gravy-soaked
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rounds: of .coarse bread which served
as plates had been cast to’ the dogs,
the wine-flagons were passed round;
and old Weathercote the minstrel en-
tﬁred timidly with his harp in the hope
that he might be allowed to play be-
fore the King’s majesty. But Edward
had other sport afoot.

“I pray you, Nigel, to send out the
servants, so that we may be alone. I
would have two men-at-arms at every
door lest we be disturbed in our de-
bate, for it is a matter. of privacy.
And now, Sir Aymery,  these ' noble
-lords as well as I, your master, would
fain hear from your own lips how all
goes’” forward -in France.”

The Ttalian’s' face was calm; but he
lookéd restlessly from one to another
along the line of his listeners.

“So far as I know, my lege, all is
guiet on the French marches,” said

L )
| “You hawe not heard then that they
have mustered or gathered to a head
with the intention of breaking the
truce and making some attempt upon
our dominions?” ;
it":Nay, sire, I have heard nothing of

“You set my ‘mind much at ease,
Aymery,” said the King; “for if noth-
ing has come to your ears, then surely
it cannot be. It was said that the
'wild Knight de Chargny had come
down to St. Omer with his eyes upon
my precious jewel and his mailed
hands ready to grasp it.” i

“Nay, sire, let him come. He will
find the jewel safe in its strong box
with a goodly guard over it.” ;

“You are the guard over my Jewel,
Aymery.” .

“Yes, sire, I am the guard.

“And- you are a.faithful guard and
one whom I can trust, are you not?
You would-not, barter away that which
is so dear to me when I have. chosen
you out of all my army to hold it for
me?”’

“Nay, sire, what reasons ean there
be  for such questions?  They touch
my honor very nearly. You know that
I would part with €alais only when I
parted with my soulk”

“Then you know mnoth of
Chargny’s” attempt? =~ lpg' %

“Nothing ' sire.” 3

“Liar and villain!” yelled the King,
springing to his feet and dashing his
fist upon the table "until’ the'glasses
rattled again. *“Seize him, archers!

| Straightway I sent for this man’ that

|:God’g - dignity?” he crlad.
e fello?ﬁ'ml}g Tol;ver,ta Tew turns of the

either elbow, lest he do himself a mis-
chief! Now do you dare to. tell me to
my face, you' perjured Lombard, that
You know nothing of de Chargny and
his plans?”

“As ‘God is my witness I know
nothing of him!” The man’s lips were
white, and he spoke in a thin, sighing,
reedy voice, his eyes wincing away
from the fell gaze of the angry King.

Edward laughed bitterly,” and drew
a paper from his breast. “You are the
Judges in this case, you, my fair son,
and you Chandos, -and you, Manny,
and you, Sir Hubert; and you also, my
Lord Bishop. By my sovereign power
I make you a tourt that you may
deal justice upon this man, for by
God’s éyes I will not stir from this
room until'I have sifted the matter to
the' bottom.  And first I would read
you . this letter. It is superseribed to
Sir-Aymery. of Pavia, nomme Le Lom-
bard, Chateau de Calais. -Is not that
your name and style, you rogue?”

“It is. my .name gire; but no such
letter has come to me.”

<“Else had your villainy never been
disclosed. It- is signed ‘Isidore de
 Chargny. - What - says .my enemy . de
Chargny to my trusted servant? ' Lis-
ten!: ‘We could not come with the
last moon, for we have not gathered
sufficient strength, nor have we been
able to -colect the. twenty thousand:
crowns which aré your price. ‘But with
the'next turn of the moon in the dark-
est: hour 'we will come and you will be
paid your money at the small postern
gate with'.the rowan-bush beside  it.
‘Well, rogue, ‘what say you now?”

“It is a forgery!"” gasped the Italian.

“I pray you that you will let me see
it, sire,” said Chandos. ‘“De Chargny
was my ‘prisoner, and so many letters
passed ere his ransom was paid that
his script is well known to me. Yes,
yes, I will swear that this is indeed
his. If my salvation were at stake I
could swear it.”

“If. it were indeed written by de
Chargny it was to dishonor me,” cried
Sir Aymery. ;

“Nay, nay!” said the young Prince.
“We all know de Chargny and have
fought against him. Many faults he
has, a boaster and a brawler, but a
brave . man and one of Greater
heart and higher of enterprise does not
ride beneath.the lilies of France. Such
a man would never stoop to write a
letter for the sake of putting dishonor
upon one of knightly rank. I, for one,
will never believe it.” 9 ¢

A gruff murmur from the others
showed that they were of one mind
with the Prince. The light of ‘the
torches from the walls beat upon the
line of stern faces.at the high table.
They had sat like flint, and the Italian
shrank from their inexorable eyes. He
looked swiftly round, but- armed men
choked every entrance. The shadow of
death had fallen athwart his soul.

“This letter,” said the King,
given by der Chargny to one

“was
Dom

| Beauvais, a priest of St. Omer, to carry

into 'Calais. - The said priest, smelling
a reward, brought it to one whois my
faithful ‘servant, and so it came to me.

he should geme, to: me.,, Meanwhile the
priest has returned so that de arg-
ny may think that his-message isin-
deed delivered.” 5

“I knows nothing 'of it,” :sald 'the
Italian doggedly,” licking ‘'his dry: ‘lips:

A ‘dark flush mounted to theé'King's
forehead, and. his eyes were gorged
with his wrath.  “Nd more of this, for
“Had we this

rack would tear a confession from his
craven soul. But why should we need
his word for his own guilt? You have
seen; my lords, you have heard! - How
say you, fair son? Is the man guilty ”
¢ “Sire, he is guilty. ;

! “And you, John?* And you, Walter?
And you, Hubert? °And- you, my Lord
Bishop? You are all of one mind, then.
He is guilty of the betrayal of his
trust. And the punishment?”

“It can only be death,” said the
Prince, and edch in turn the others
.nodded their agreement.

“Aymery of Pavia, you have heard
your doom,” said Edward, leaning his
chin upon his hand and glooming at
the cowering Italian. “Step forward,
you archer at the door, you with the
black beard. Draw your sword! Nay,
you white-faced rogue, I would not
dishonor this roof-tree with your blood.
1t is your heels, not your head, that we
want. Hack off those golden spurs of
knighthood with your sword, archer!
'Twas I who gave them, and I who
take them back. Ha! they fly across
the hall, and with them every bond
betwixt you and the worshipful order
whose sign and badge they are! Now
lead him out on the heath afar from
the house where his carrion can best
lie, and hew 'his scheming head from
his body ‘as a warning to all such,
traitors!” £

The Italian, who had slipped from his
chair to his knees, uttered a cry of
despair, as an archer seized him by
either shoulder. Writhing out of their
grip, he threw himself upon the floor
and clutched at the King's feet.

“Spare me, my most dread lord,
spare me, I beseech you! In the name
of Christ’'s passion; I implore your
grace and pardon! Bethink you, my
good and dear lord, how many years I
have served under your banners and
how many -services I have rendered.
Was it not ‘I who found the ford upon
the Seine two days before the. great
battle? Was it not I also who mar-
shaled the attack at the intaking of
Calais? I have a . wife and four chil-
dren in Italy, great King, and it was
the thought of them which led me to
fall from my duty, ‘for this money
would have allowed me to leave the
wars. and. to see them once again.
Mercy, my ‘liege, mercy, I implore!”

The English are a rough race, but
not a cruel one.. The King sat with
a face of doom; but the others looked
askance and fidgeted in their seats.

“Indeed, my fair ligge,” said Chan-
dos, “I pray you that you will abate
somewhat of your anger.”

Edward shook his head curtly. “Be
silent, John. It shall be as I have
said.?

“I pray -you, my dear and honored
JMege, not to act with overmuch haste
in the matter,” said Manny. “Bind
him and .-hold him until the morning,
for other counsels may prevail.”

“Nay, I have spoken. Lead him
out!”

But the trembling man clung to the
King’'s knees in such a fashion thatthe
archers .could not disengage his con-
vulsive grip, ‘Listen to me a moment,
I implore Give  me but one min-
ute to pled® with you, and then .do
what you will.”

The King leaned back in his chair.
“Speak and have done,” said he.

“You must spare me, my noble Hege.
For your own sake I say that you
must spare me, for I can set you in the
way of 'such a knightly adventure. as
will- gladden your heart. Bethink you,
sire, that . this de Chargny and his

them a message they will surc.
to the postern gate. Then, W
placed our bushment with sk
shall have_such a capture ang

Som as will fill your coffers.
his comrades should be wortt
hundred thousand crowns.”

Edward spurned the Italian
from him with his foot untj )
sprawled among the rushes, |, '
as he lay there like a wounded
his dark eyes never left the
face.

“You double traitor! You woy
Calais to de Chargny, and then in tur
you would sellde Chargny to me, 1.
dare you suppose that I or anv non
knight had such a hucksters .
to think only of ransom where I
to be won? - Could I or any trye
be so_caitiff and so thrail?’ Yo
sealed your own doom. Lea?
out!”

“One instant, I pray you, my fair arid
most sweet lord,” cried the Prince
“Assuage your wrath yet a little whils,
for this man’s rede deserves perhaps
more thought than we. have given i
He has turned your moble soul sjcy
with his talk of ransoms; but look at
it, I pray you, from the side of hopor
and where could ‘we find such hope of
worshipfully winning worship? Ipray
you to let me put-my body in this aqg.
venture, for it is,one from which, it
rightly handled, much advancement iy
to be gained.”. .

Edward looked with sparkling eyes
at the noble youth at his side. "“Never
was hound mo¥e keen on the track of
a_ stricken hart than you on the hope
of honor, fair son,” said he. “How do
you conceive - the matter in your
mind!” :

“De Chargny and his men will bs
such as are worth going far to meet,
for he will have the pick of France un.
der his banner that night. If we did
ag this man says and awaited him with
the same number of lances, then I can.
not think that there is any spot iy
Christendom where one would rather
be than in Calais that night.”

“By the rood, falr son, you are
right!” cried the King, his face shin.
ing: with the thought. “Now which of
you, -John Chandos or Walter Manny,
will take the thing in charge?’ He
looked mischievously from one to the
other like a master who dangles 3
bone betwixt two fierce old hounds.
All they had to say was in their burn-
ing, longing eyes. ‘“Nay, John, you
must pot. take it amiss; but it is Wal-
ter's turn,’ and he shall have it.”

“Shall we not:all go under your bane
ner, sire, or that of the Prince?”

“Nay, it is not fitting that the royal
banners of England should be advanc-
ed in so small an adventure. And yet,
if you have space In your ranks for
two more ‘cavaliers, both the Princs
and I would ride with you that night”
* The young man stooped and Kissed
his father’s hand.

“Take this man in your charge, Wal-
ter, and do with him as you will
Guard well lest he betray us once
again.  Take- him from my sight, for
his - breath - poisons the room. And
now,. Nigel, if that worthy greybeard
of thine would: fain twang his harp
or sing to us—but what in. Ged's zame
would you have?”

.He had turned, to find his young host
upon his Kknee and his flaxen head
bent in intreaty.

“What is it, man? What do you
crave?” :

“A boon, fair liege!”

“Well, well, am I to have no peace
tonight, with a traitor kneeling to me
in front, and a true man on his knees
behind? Out with it Nigel ‘What
would you have?”

“To come with you to Calais.” _

“By the rood! your request is fair
enough, seeing that our plot is hatched
beneath your' very roof. How say you,
Walter? Will you take him, armor and
all?” asked King Edward.

“Say rather will you take me?” said
Chandos. - We two are rivals in honor,
Walter, but I am wvery sure that you
would not hold me back.”

“Nay, John, I will be proud to have
the best lance in Christendom beneath
my banner.”

“And I to follow so knightly a lead-
er. But Nigel- Loring is my Squire,
and so he comes with us also.”

“Then that is settled,” said the King,
“and now there is no need for hurry,
since there can be no move until the
moon ‘has changed.  So I pray you to
pass the flagon once again, and to
drink with me to the good knights of
France. May they be of great heart
and ‘high of enterprise when we :\:1
theet once miore within the castle wall
of Calais!”

4 ran.
He ang
1 a gobq

away

Mman
have
him

Xl.
Iin the Hall of the Knight of Duplin

The King had come and had gone.
Tilford Manox-house stood once more
dark and silent, 'but joy and content-
ment reigned within its walls. In ono
night every trouble had fallen away
like some dark curtain which had shug
out the sun. A princely sum of money
had come from the King’s Lreasure”.
given in such fashion that there cou;d
be no refusal. With a bag of gw._d
pleces at his saddle-bow Nigel rode
once more into Guildford, and n%,nt a
beggar on the way who had not caus8
to bless his name. . -

There he had gone first to the g’1
smith and had bought back cup @
salver and bracelet, mourning \IHt
the merchant over the evil chance \tb;{
gold and gold-work had_for ce}t:a‘;
reasons which only those in the ‘!'f:"%
could fully understand gone up in V&
ue during the last week, so that :
ready fifty gold pieces had to be D
more than the price which Nigel
received. In vain the faithful ,‘a.\".‘"\\ _
fretted and fumed and]dlnuue‘;.“(‘l‘m%

er that the day would come WHtH
I}::a¥nlght.v feather a shaft in the nhf1
chant’s portly paunch. The money D¢
to be palid. )

Thence Nigel hurried to Wat 2
armorer’s, and there he bought t‘.‘;)
very suit for which he had yearnej‘cxﬁ e
short a time before. Then and w"vl
he tried it on in the booth, W at an
his boy walking round him with s
ner and wrench, fixing bolts and twist
ing rivets. ) o

“How -is that, my fair sir L:I'! L
the armorer as he drew the bassi ek
over the head and fastened it to 1]<1__
camail which extended to ‘th_e shmé.\ :
ers. “I swear by Tubal Cain th? \
fits you as the shell fits the Cm}l)"
finer suit -never came from Italy ot

Spain.”

the

To be Continued.
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Where Money Was Useful
Mr. Ghout—AIll my money cannot
give me health, doctor. .
Dr. Bolus—No, perhaps not; but T
is of inestimable value, nevertheless.

comrades know nothing of their plans

Selze him this instant! Stand cloge by

f

having gone awry. ‘If I do but send

It gives your, physicians great cont~
dence $

Frﬂly; March Z

n John Kernan d
M:;:‘:oe, Germany, whe
for tre ent for cance
to -secure aid from phy
nila ‘and elsewhere in 4

¢ - the. -heroes of Rud
of  “The Rhyme of t
’pcubd away; the
Capt. Thomas
Snow, -are living at Yo
were the victims of Kery
in the adventure at Rol
scene of the episode. W
2 small isle, or islet, ly
ten miles from Cape P;
Sagahlien coast in the
and until the island wa
Japan ~during the rece
maintained a guard th
the ‘sedl-rookery which
home of many thousand
and now scantily occup!
the many raids and dep
the herds of recent yeay
by Japanese adventurer:
the lesson ‘well from
raided the lslands,year
It was "J«'ﬂ:)nny(’i Ke.T
remembered as J¢
23‘ et “bank in t}le
and stole 8,700 sealskins
the other two sealers,
had laid plans for an g
irito the belief that his
reached the'seal-island Y
er sedlers’ crews werg
guard of the seal-isl
schooner; which was paij
a gun-boat patrolling
grounds; -for, as the p{
stove-pipe seen througl
mist, it shows:like a
Kernan was & blusterin
cap, and he could swear
orman.  Those who rer
ing in his resorts in Bl
this mest, and many arg
of the short, but hard-
American, when:

«__the crews of all the
In the house of Blood

“Johnny” Kernan was
migrants who piled into
from Ireland, and he v
as a United States ci
went to San Francisco.
gaged in pelagic sealing
suit of the fur-seal was
dustries of that city—
fined to Victoria, B.C,
the. Pacific. In the ea
became Captain Kerna
sealing schooner out of
When the United Stat
began ‘t0 place restricti
sedling, preliminary
sealing‘at sea, Kerna
with many other sealers
kohamia,” where he becd
of “two sealing schoong
ward -acquired two BI
the ““Sailors’ Home” an
can House,” where “tI
of all the ports from
Clyde” ‘carousing dail
winches were noisy and
lighter-coolies worked c4
ed hulls anchored insig
watér which vessels the
of the Bloedtown resortg
WOTK™ as ag&in.

” Johnny Kernan was [j
hama when Rudyard K|
theré from India whe
writer was coming to
literary world and T. M.
hearted exile who coy
chandlery store near t
is' the friend of every
visited the place, procur§
the raiding of Robben b
That story, Kipling co
variations, into a thrilli
every .sealing man kno
know .several schooners ¢
is a-well-thumbed book
the plaee of this poe
usage of its owners. T
spice to the adventure,
two, which had no place
—but he followed the nf
the story in part.

‘“Away by the lands of
Where the paper lante
And the crews of all the
In the house of Blood
At twilight, when the I
Brings up the harbor
‘And ebb of Yokohama B
Swings chattering thro
In Cisco’s Dewdrop Dinj
They tell the tale ang
£ a hidden sea and a
When the Baltic ran

-ern. light
And the Stralsund fough

“The Northern Light”]
was. .the Schooner Arctig
Capt. Johnny Kernan w§
“Baltic” was the Mys
Pyne, and the “Strals
Silver Fleece of Capt. Si
ver .Fleece is now the
other' Maru, and the -Ar
tery are lost. The Arct
bassed into the possessio
and was re-named, was
Shanketan, the souther
Kuriles a few years ago
tery went down off P4
more northern island of
4gq years before.

The three sealers, C4

yne and Snow heard
bated removal of the R
8uard from Robben banl
o raid the place in th
tween the taking away
and the return of the
thres _schooners were o
kohama bay and with cr
€se, with one or two A1
different vessels, they s
lie in hiding until the t
Russian gun-boat shoull
away .the armed guard
viovsk,

Fog covered the three
31“3 fog Johnny Kernan
b e low-lying island w
arked noisily on the ha
;?d the lookout log hous!

Bhest point was empt

ussian flag still floated
}3010- {The guard had go
:nded several boats’ cre
T‘;ne_d with flenching-kni

€. slaughter commen
Seal after seal being clul
%"d the raiders were

lood  as they skinned
Tapidly, piling the valuab
fog lifted while the mas
Progress and on the ho
Mmade out a schooner b
c X : It was th
t}?lpt' Pyne. Kernan v
shnk' and he hurried off

outing to the mate
aWay -t6 the back of t
fo_me back next day. Th
D close ‘and to Capt. P
;“eﬂnt he saw the guard
o leld glass on the beac
oming. His glasses n
;'i:?n Plain, standing to

]!lr rifles at their shd
‘ Ouses and loose trouse
amiliarly Known as the
v;‘"hv'-‘ Soldiers, cheesebo

‘:‘"‘ beak.: He also

Sslam. flag flying fro




