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'CHAPTER XXXV.—Continued,

' They have in this tountry a parchment
of marvellous fineness prépared frdm ‘the
skin of some ses bird, and ink of 'a_most

€xcelient quality. Night after Wight T have’

covéréd these sheets up with in‘xﬂ'bg and
have now brought the narrative up to the
present date. Henceforth, I shall ¢on-
tinfie it frym time to time; putting dowm,
as often as 1 can'find leistire to do ®o, suéh

. eveplls ¥duhay intérest you, This will efi-

~
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able me “to elose the story at alingst any
momient;* ¥nd  leave you a8 complete’ a
record as poasnble I am impelled - to do
this ‘ny‘mo‘&o’ﬂaﬂ fear of death or dl!-
aster; but common senSe tells me' t!
certainty of life in a land where’ humnn
existence seems to be held cheap by both
Nature and man,

I know that under the circumstances,

Cordeauz, you will not smile at dny faults

ofdictimyonmayﬂnd‘mwlmtlhave
written. You are, I know, stylist; -and
nmeven!y balanced sertences Jar on your
gensitive ear. But you will take this as a
plain tale of fact, told by a man wWho Yas
seen and heard’ rt.he things he writes about
and who has endeavored, however feebly,
to convey his own impression to your
mind,

Mx thoushts are much with you tonight,
end have drawn me away from the thread
oimyo'wnstory.ldo nothnowwhatI
would not give to be in my awn hbrary,
With you in the opposite chair, our cigars
well alight, nnd our o

press of Wynkyn: de, Worde., How long
those days seem, and; in ‘what; far off land
rwere _paased, But I have had much

fpl&ﬂo . I have cast

fpr the real-
mea of lee i have h
primaeval passions of man. I have gone
forward info the finest arena for the st.nfe
of  human* ‘intellécts—the - ‘off
statecraft and government. I have loved,

‘I have slain; I'have #it in councils of
state, and have framed the laws of a king- .
dom. ; )

1 think yon would hardly know me now;
and. perhaps wonld hardly care to do s0.
Both xmnd and, body heve been so tough-

and hardened with the blows.of cir-

nmhqces that my'former ‘self seems
like a picture of my hoyhoed.

And,.yet tonight, I cannot keep you from
my. thoughts, and it: seems as though I
meforthemmnen‘ttbeb]d,l)r Silex,
of Hanbury, House, scholar, pedant, and
colisqboroﬁbooh Uptpndw:[hvo
avoided all personal intereourse in -my
marrative, © I, have told; it es en aufhor
tells his fiction to the world; not as as
one friend writes to another, My purpose
has been to gain your undivided attention
o my. story, andnottoptunyoumth
personal thoughts of one whom you may
look upom as dead. But bomgbt it seems
diffevent, The past rises before me, and
.'thenotbeenabhtomuthe tempta-
tion of adding these few lines to my nar-
rative. If you care to publish this story
#to the world you cam cut them out, for
they. will be of little interest to any but
yeourself.*

I am lonely md vreu:bed and home-
sick tonight, Cordeaux. Perhaps it ia that
I have a moment’s freedom from work;
for I have mow finished my business of
the state and, also my forinal narrative
to you of all that has takenm place. At
last T have leisure to think, and for the
first time for many months my thoughts
have wandered to England. It is now 11
p. m,, by Greenwich mean time. .The sun
is etxllclmlmg round the horizon, and the
light is beginning to weary me. From the
window of the tower in which I sit, I can
see afar off a thin blue line of sea, and
beyond that the whité glitter of the
eternal ice. It is the wall of my prison.
[But' my eye follows still further south,
and I see you reading in your study, with
the lamplight on your face; and I can al-
most smell the scent of the roses coming
in from your garden. I teil you, Cordesux;
that if it were not for the woman I love
I would crawl out across the ice and try
to make for the mainland, preferring my
chance of death to this living tomb.

But enough of this: A trumpét call on
tthe 'batt.lemenu Ms roused me to my
0 put my

.

That trumpet céll is the ugnal for me
to go. The' troops dre gathering in the
courtyard, and T can bear ‘the clattering
of ‘their arms. We all have to be in Av:
ranches tonight, for the Queen enters her
fortress home tomorrow; and a week from
t.henehemmbecrowned een of As-
turmia and mamed to Ommt tuy of Mar-
morel. |

God bless you, Cordemx, and keep some
memory of me in yeur heart.

The Day of Triumph.
July 16th—Six days. ago the' Court en-

ter ‘Avrang esvgtl;\allthe axy and
civil pomp 't upatwn oould digplay, It
was a day of gen: lreloxcmg '.Inuw le
poplation of the Town, now I tg
their former homes, thron; e streets
end filled every aguln;ﬂe mch mof or,
window along the ‘route. The mde

¢ white hotse, and she was clothed in a
sparkling dress of white a,nd gold Her
beautiful face was flushed with the keen
air, and the excitement of the moment.
In hber hands she bore a small golden
casket, set with precious gems. It con-
tained all that was mortal of John Silver,
the Lord of Argenteuil. S8he had resolved
that his ashes should mi’ei' the city in
triumph, and that the next day should
be set apart for a solémn service to lns
memaory.

By her side rode Count Guy of Mar-
morel, his dark eyes flashing, from face to
face as he passed; his ltee!-clad figure

t upon his horse, and
is felmef in’ the &hc' simhéht A

ﬁne figuze, of a map, i them
rode §ir, Thule o Thule de’ Brie, Iog% of
meanmn, Bir Hugh de Ta Perche, Sir

s!r John Cordeaux—I have de-
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lex iz

ersation on en’
Editio Princeps or a rare volume. from. the

ed back to the

Otto Thorlassen, myself, and 500 nobles
‘and knjghts of the kingdom, with their
sh*nireﬁ ‘and‘ladies; ‘d veritable sea of flash-
ing steel, ‘and ‘nodding plumes, and fair
.faces; and: heraldic blazonry. Behind these
.came the remnant of our little expedi-
‘tiom, 150 sailors, half of them halt and
‘malmed;” a String of grey maxims and 13-
pounders, and four wagons filled' ‘with
those still too sick to walk. Behind them
came.. -, long stream of men-at-arms,
archers, and spearmen; the great army
that had wrested the kingdom from the
Red King, horn of ‘half its original mem-
;hers-Qy “death, but to some extent aug-
mented; by, those, who had flocked to the
Qneena standard after the fall of Av—

q \

As. they paased through the gates and
along the mew-built etreets, a roar .of
welcome Tose from the crowd, men fell
on their knees and imvoked a blessing,
women wept and . beld up their “children
to see the Queen go pm If.wu indeed
‘a scene worthy of remembrance—the oc-
.cupation of @ mew-eity born from a pile
of shattered ruins, the inaugaration of a
.mew’ era of peace and prosperity; a bridal
procession, a march of triumph. Yet to

=

tvbe faces round me, it was but the hol-
low mockery of all it seemed. I looked,
as it were, into the heart-of.Count. Guy,
.and’ only saw the base fulfilment of sor-
did lnst and ambition. I Jooked into the
heart of the Queén, and saw—God: knows
what I saw, but it was nothing of joy
and peace. I looked into the hearts of the
knights, and saw pride and insolence, and
a mere pandening' to the.powers that be,
And lastly ‘I saw, stepping eide: by side
with the brilliant throng, the' long col-
umne of those who had died that: this
day might, come; iany of them comrades
of mine, and all of them: thc vnctnns of
the lust of. power.

~But the people saw none of these things.
Eromi the depths of despair they had Been
meised to the heights of hopeful 'enthu-
siam, Their icity had risen from a heap
of ibroken masonary to a fair town. Their
oppressor was déad. The knights who still
scowled.’ thm!mly “at them ' from under
their: visows’ were' held in a grip more
powerfal tham their owm: The dawn of
liherty was'at hand. Amd she ‘who had
done all this and who was to be the
guardian of their rights, was Triding
throngh their thn today to take up her
residénce in “their midst. S8mall wonder
that the men  cheered " and ‘the women
‘wept for very joy.

‘When' the procession had entered 1..he
castle, the whole town was given up %
feasting and Tevery. For the first time
for many years the poorer classes had
plenty of money in their pockets. 'The
}iberal whges paid by the Princess to ex-
pedite the. rebuilding of Avranches, had
enabléd a nattirally frugal people to put
by considerable sims in their leather
purses. And’ they spent it now right
mynlly The meanest” cottage was stocked
with food: Huge fires blazed on the heart-
stones. The luscious smell of baking meat
permeated”
streets. The sound of laughtér rang out
even from those homes that were still
shadowed by death. '

CHAPTER ZXXVI—(Continued.).

The castle itself was-a ecene of gorgeous
sp]endor No one under the wank of &
knight or Ms lady was ]odged within ite
walls. The' squires and attendants had
to find accommodation in the muer circle
of the fomﬁcmoné,and ‘the open
betweéen (this wall 'and. the castle Was ‘wihite
with the tents of the' Queen’s ard, a
body of men récruibed’ from her own pri-
vate estates, and bound to her by personal
and feudal ties. Probably never in -¢he
hngﬂory of ‘Asturnia hed ed mahy le. of
high' rank béen gatheéréd” together in one
building. It was an heraldic education to
note the' devices blazoned on the long lines
of ehiélds, ‘which by the custom of the
country were hung round the walls of the
courtyard. On many of ithem I saw the
lioncels of :Anjou, and recognised armorial
lbearings sbxll borne in England by the
gredt families of Norman descent.

“The warlike spectacle of so many steel-
clad men and. 60 great an array of swords
and larices was lieightened by the presence
ofshndtofgotgem:dyabhredladnes Up

to this ime I had eeen very few of the
fmr dimes and daughters of Asturnia.
Duriflg the war and the subsequent sevue-
mentt of the kingdom they had remained
in their castles; but now they burst forth
into the snnhght like butterflies, and. flock-
ed to do homage to their new Queen. Her
coronation was in truth a triumph for
their' séx.” No worhar had reigned in this
country for one hundred and fiffy years,
when, Margaret of Barbancon had. wrested
the iceptre from the hands of a feeble and

‘half-witted brother. It was true that the
new Queen was to be married to a gonsort
but mo one who Lnew ‘her intimaltely had
any doubt that, 'although her husband
might govern the kingdom by the force of
arms; " dhe ‘herself wodld hold the throne
through the love of her people.

/For six days the festivities continued;
‘banguet followed banquet, and every might
some new-and splendid entertainment was
devised and carried out by Count Guy
of Marmorel. Everyone seemed to have
given themselves over to pleasure, and
thrust aside the serious affairs of life,

was .scattered broadcast to the poor, the
troubadours ¢ang a thousand songs prais-
ing the beauty and virtues of the mew
I Queen. Everywhere there was the sound
of laughter and music. The Queen herseif,
on the eve of her sacrifice, smiled and
jested with the merriest of her countiers.
I watched her closely, and could detect
no shadow on her beautiful dace.

But tonight, Cordeaux, this night of July
16th, I have crushed the fair outside of
the dead sea fruit, and seen ithe ashes
within. Moreover, it has given me a single
hour of the fiercest joy a man can have.

Albout ‘twelve at midnight I went out
on 'the battlements of the castle, and
;wn]lmd ajong to the very. place where we
had made ‘6ur last stand-against the fur-
jous waters of the flood. Everyone had re-
dtired to rest, the last sounds of music and
laughiter had died away, and the wihole
building was wrapt in eﬂence. Bengath
‘my feet lay the city sleepmg in! the broad
light of day. Tts emjpty it.ngts glared
white in ‘the wamshite,™ Tt might have

me, who rode in, its midst; and watched

the darkest and humblest'

ound,

 Tourneys were held in the plain, largess |
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been a city uf the dead. Not a hvmg be-
/ing mhoved i all aps broad: ¢ixcle;of walls

and housés. Not a sound “of any descrip-
tion came to my listening ears. It was

a scene of singular peace and beauty. One ;

‘cannot see anything like it in England,
where rest only comes with darkness, and
the first gleam of light awakens all the
toil and ‘tumult of the day.

For myself there was no rest that might,
nor could any scene on eanth bring peace
to my fevered brain. Two days hence my,
dear ‘lady would be formally crowned
Queen of Asturnia, and Count Guy of

Marmorel would lead. her to ithe altar. Qut.

there on “he plain were the preparations
for a grand feast and tourney, transcend-
ing in size and magnificence anything pre-

‘viously witnessed in the country. 'The

long rows of seats and stands covered witih
scarlet; cloth glowed aggressively in the
sunhgﬁ)t A quartér of a mile away from
the cadtle the Great Abbey’ reared its

maimed’ and patched’ towers against the

sky.” It had been found impossible to re-
store so great a work of ant to its former
perfection in eo short a time. But the
workmen had dome their best, and it was
under that vaulted roof that Count Guy
of Marmorel would be made the King

-Ooneom of Asturnia. On the donjon keep

o£ the dastle, side by side with the stand-
a.ﬁd uf the Royal House, floated tthe ah-
clent  drms of the Mrmore]s There was
nothdng wanmng ‘to remind me of my pain,
‘ahd T gavagely let the iron sink into my
soul, keeping my vigil s though I were
somé knight on the eve of a great baftle.

Then my meditations were broken in
upon by the faint sound of an opening
door, and some soft slow footsteps alpng
e distant part of the roof. As I listened,
they came nearer and then they stopped.
I could see mothing, but part of the bat-
tlements were hid from observation by a
new square ‘tower of great height with
overtopped the one on which I stood. For
tten minutes there was silence, and then
there came the sound of a woman sabbing
a8 though her-.heart would break.

A women’s tears are no concern of mine
and they only played a fitting accompani-
menit to my thwghu But e few minutes
later there catie a sharp cry of terror,
and a"call for help. I swung myself swift-
ly off the tower on to the wall below,
ran along it for a few yards, passed along
ﬂm phitapet which skirted' the base of the
new tower, and emerged ‘on the part of
the wall which had previously been hiaden
from my sight. There for a few seconds

I saw mothing. Them I caught sight of |

some white figure gripping the stonework,
aud there came amother cry for help. 1
dashed to the edge, and caught hold of a
pair of white wrists. Beneath me dangled
ithe body of a woman. In her terror and
frenzy she was too wetlk to raise her head,
but I saw the jewels on her fingers. My
theart went cold with terror, for the great
ruby of Asturnia was flashing its crimson
rays into my face, and I knew who hung
fthere between life and death. But 1

‘thrust all thoughts of who it was from my

head. All my nerves and strength were re-
qmred to save her.

Tellmg her to hold on for a few seconds
longer, ‘I loosed her wrist and quick as
thought leaned over fthe edge and gripped
heér tight under 'the arms.

“Pull yourself up as much as you can,’
I said, and.T etrained my muscles to ‘the
utmost. A year of fighting against man
and Nature has made 'a man of me, Cor-
deaux, and, as you know, my physique af-
forded the -possibilities of development.
With a tremendous effort I drew her up
till her fdce was level with my own and
her golden hair brushed my cheek. Tt was
o time for thoughts of love; but I confess
that my pulse quickened as her lips almost
touched my own.

“Put wour arms around my meck,” 1
cried, “I have you tight.” She did so,
and loosing my hold, I caught her by the

| waist, A#hrew all the weight of my body

and etrength of my limbs backwards, and
drew her over ‘the edge. She sank ex-
hausted on to the etone roof, and I stood
over her for a minute in silence; all the
horror of the moment obliterated with the
burning thought that I had held her in
my. embrace,that her arms had been round
my neck, and that her lips had been so
close to mine.

I know mot- what thoughts were in her
own mind, but when ‘she ‘zaised her head
from the stone, and looked me in the eyes,
her face was not pale with the terror of
what she had escaped, but red with a
deep flush of ehame and wet with tears.

CHAPTER XXXVII., =~
Queen or 'Woman.

July 16th (continued.)—Her embarrass-
ment lasted but a few seconds. I held out
my hand and raised her to her feet. She
looked at me with questioning eyes. Then
she glanced ewiftly round the castle. My
own eyes followed hers, and I perceived
that here under the shelter of the new
tower, we were free from all' observation.
This part of the wall was indeed, a sort of
well between the two towers; and the in-
side parpet constructed on obselete ideas
of fortification, was very high, pierced
with loopholes, and had a sort of broad
ledge running along its inner side. We
looked out on the city below, but were
absolutely ‘hidden from 'the rest of the
castle. I was surprised that mo one be-
side myself had heard her cries, but this
was probably due to the fact of her posi-
tion against the wall. As she hung down,
her face was close to it, and the stone
would deaden the sounds to anyone w;th-
in the castle.

“God has been doubly goo to me,” ghe
said slowly. “He has presérved me from
death; and”’—then she hesitated. I looked
at her inquiringly, and my hedrt beat veky
fast indeed. “And by the hands of a trusty

'friend and servant,” she continued with
‘her eyes fixed on the ground.' “One who

will not speak of what he has seen, or tell
of what he has done.”

My heart grew cold as ice, and the pas-
sion died out of me, as fird' dies undet a
deluge of water.

“lt ds the duty of a servant to' be
silent,” I answered coldly; *“every wel
trained lackey can hold his-tongue.”

She looked up at me with a pained ex-

| pression on her face. “Are you angry w:th
me, Sir Edward?”’ she said.

“l am scrry
if I have displeased you.”
The tenderness in her voice once mure

‘sent the blood surging through my veins.

The thought that within a few hours 1
should lose her for ever broke down the
barrier of my self-restraint. I moved closer
to her and caught her hands in wmine.

“Angry? Displeased?” I said qui¢kly, in
a low voice; ‘“these are no words for one
who loves you with all his soul.” She drew
her hands sharply from my fingers, and
shrank back from me. Thep she. raiged
herself to ‘ler full®height and:logked me
straight in t Ves. :

“You forget yourself, Sir Edward,” she
said. “I am the Queen of Asturnia.”’

“The Queen,” 1 cried hoarsely; “aye,

and the queen of more than this paltry
kingdom, but etill a woman. It was the:
swoman that made me starton this expedi-
stion. It was' the woman that drew the
hearts of my men after her like a magnet
draws splinters of steel. It was the wo-

' apan. that wound Count Guy Marmorel

about her fingers, and made him a traitor
Jto 'his king. It was a womar! that @ mom-
went ago hung between life and death,
who might even now have been less tnan
the meanest beggar in ail the world, and
who is yet so thankless to her God that
she talks of queens and kingdoms, while
she is still trembling on the threshold of
life.—Korgive me, forgive me, I do not
know what I am saying. I am mad, but
you have made me so.”” And, flinging my-
self on my knees at her feet, I took ome
of her hands and kissed it reverently. This
time she did not draw it from my clasp.

“Sir Edward,” she said quietly, I was
wrong. My rank is nothing. And such l:z
it is,” you have given it to me. But t!
day ‘after tomorrow I am to be the wife
of 1Count Guy of Marmorel. Even the
mheanest beggar in the world might be ex-
cused some maidenly pride on the eve of
her marriage.”

“If she loves the man she ig to marry,”
I said sternly. “If she loves the man she
is to marry,” and I searched her face with
eager eyes.

“Love is not everything,” she replied;
“if it were so, there would be no marriage
the day after tomorrow: I have sold my-
self for the freedom of my people. I am
prepared to carry out the bargam I am
proud enough to offer the pnice without
taint or blemish.”

“It s too great a sacrifice,”I cried. “Oh,
my dear lady, I am nothing to you—-noth-

I know that I could be nothing to you. 1
have borne it in silence till now. But the
sight of you so near to death has wrought
me up to so great‘a tumult that my lips
have opened. I would my tongue had been
bitten out before I spoke. But, having
spoken, I will say all that lies in my heart.
I do not plead for myself. Have I not said

save yurself from a life of misery.”

“To break my word?”

“I know this Count Guy of Marmorel,”
I continued. “A brave man, but hard as
the rocks of this island. He will break
your heart. He will break your heart.”’

“I have pledged my troth to him.”

“It i8 worse than the meére sale of an
innocent girl to a\man nhatden=l in vice
and cruelty,” I continued. ‘“This man
should be your bitterest foe. He dashed
your father from his throne, he accom-
plished his death; for aught I know, he
may have slain him with his own hand.”

'“Even if it were 80,” she answered, *1
have concluded the bargain with open
eyes. I shall he satisfied if my price has
not been in vain. I ask mo more than
this.” She turned round and pointed to the
silent city, and the fair valley with its
golden corn, and the ring of mountains
beyond, dhu'bting out miles and miles of
fertile country from our view. The sun-
light gilded it all so that field and tree,
wull and tower, Tock and stream glowed
like some scene from fairyland.

“My country,” she said simply; “there
is mot an acre of it that is mot dear to
me. Not o peasant toiling in its fields
whose liberty ‘I wonld mot give all to
pumhase.”ﬂow much has been given for
me; how many:lives, how many ruined
homes And hoy tittle I have to give. Do
you ask me to,,shnnk from  tthe giving?”’
and she ‘turned upon me with - an almost
fierce look in her eyes.

“Your happiness is dearer to me than
a thousand kingdoms,” I cried. “I would
the earthquake had sunk +this accursed
land under the sea, so long as it left us
‘two free to do what we desire.”

“You speak of Asturnia,” she answered
lm a cold, even voice; “the country that
means so much to me, and—and you are
mistaken—if you thmk—t’hat I am not free
to do as T desire.” I looked her in the
face, and she lowered her eyes to the
ground. Her cheeks flamed crimson in the
sunlight, and her two hands were pressed
closely to her breast. I moved a step near-
er to her.

“Lady Thora,” 1 said quietly, “it is a
waste of time to argue with me. You have
only to say ‘I @o not desire your presence;
even if I were & poor woman, I would not
stop to speak to you’ Why waste time
in defending your actions to one who has
no right to judge them?”

For answer she walked away to the
edge of the parapet and buried her face
in her hands. 1 followed 'her, and she
turned on me nwith flashing eyes in which
the tears still sparkled.

“How dare you?” she cried. “Oh, my
God, why do you speak to me like “this?
Have you no sense of honor, mo spark of
manhood left in you? If you come a step
nearer to me, I will throw myself from
the battlements. It will mot be the first
time the thought has been in my mind.”

“Not the first time?”’ I gasped, recal!-
ing how I had found her. “You do not
mean: o4

“I mean that already I have sbood on
the edge in hesitation. Half gwaying in
my mind, I leant outwards. ..epenting, 1
drew back but too late. I dlipped; grasp-
ed the air; falling, caught the stone; and
too late repeneted of my wickedness.
From that moment till you came, I lived
my, whole life through. The vile desertion
of my duty flamed before my eyes as 1
looked up to heaven, and cried to it. 1
prayed, and my prayer was answered.
“What do you think could turn me from
my duty now ¥’

I stood in eilence, too horrified at what
she had told ‘me, to .make any reply.
Love, duty, empire shank away into noth-
ing before this one awful reality—that: a
young girl had contemplated death rather
than endure the life that lay before her.
Only the einglg thought that she was de-
serting her ‘defenceless people had altered
‘her purpose. I eaw the whole truth, and
in a flash her gecret heart had tbeen laid
bare to me, I had ‘migjudged her. I knew
Fthat. she regarded Count Guy with indii-
ference, if not with absofute aversion. But
I had not dreamt of such a misery ag’ this.
During the past week she had smiled on
her courtiers, ‘and ‘borne 'herself as a
proud. and tnumphanft queen. Now 1
knew the truth, and my heart was so
overwhelmed “with fear and grief that 1
could say a word .to comfort her in
her so&ov) or 'dissuade her from her pur-

"Mv dear Jady,” I said brokemly, “my dear
dady—if only I could help  you—if you
would on]y let me help you. Surely there
is 3 way.

She came slnwly towards me from the
Pﬂl'ZIT)Et “There is only one way,’” she
said, “and God mercifully stood in my
path e

Swiftly my mind went ‘back to, that
night when T had wrestled with my own
evil thoughts by the battlement of the
camp, and my -hand instinctively movul
to the revolver at my qule

“There -is another way,” I said slowly

ing. I know how tq bear my own pain, for |,

that I am nothing? T only 'plead for you to,

‘I must finish.

and deliberately, and the feel of the butt’
in my fingers seemed, to givé. me strength
and hope. She must have seen the move-,
ment of my hand,and divined my thoughts
for a look of hormx- crossed her face, and

.she shrank from me, as one would shrmk

from ' some loathqome reptile.”

“You would die yéurself,” I said in a
reproachful voice, “yet you would not let
one who loves you die on your behalf.”

“Not die in dishonor,” she replied. “Sir
Edward, I have read your thoughts. You
are too old a friend to mind plain words.
What you meditated would set me free
and lift the burden off my life. Yet I
tell you that I would rather see you dead

‘at my feet than that you should do this

thing.”

I flushed with shame, but murder was
in my heart; and if T could have torn my-
self away from the spot, no fear of death
or dishonor mor even the hatred of her I
loved would have stayed my hand. But
the sorrowful and noble expression of her
face held me like an iron chain, and be-
neath her glance I saw myself as vile a
thing as ever crawled this earth. I avert-
ed my eyes, feeling that I was not fit to
look upon the woman I loved, Then the
bitterness of my paesnon stung me to
speech.

“I will meet Coiint Guy of Marmorel
tomorrow in fair and open field,” ‘I- said.
“I have made up my mind that he must
die—and die tomorrow before he chains
you- to his life. It was not because I
‘feared him that the vile thought of murder
came to me. It was rather that I might
make the result more centain. But you
shall see with your own eyes that 1 do
not. fear him.”

“He will not fight you.”

“He shall, or 1 will shoot him like I
would a dangerous beast.”

“If he does fight you, the result is cer-
tain.”

““The result is in the hands of God.” I
replied. “Stremgth of purpose has merved
many a weak arm before now. I am not
afraid. My dearest lady, I will leave you.
I have told you the secret of my heart,
and I ask your forgiveness for having done
so. My only wish is for your happiness.
It has always been so since I
first met you. I ask you to remember
this, however great my offence has been.”
I came up to her, and raising her hand
to my lips,  kissed it fervently. Her

"fingers were cold as ice,  and she did not

speak. Then I raised my ‘eyes anu looked
at her. Her head was bowed, and I saw
nothing but the crown of her golden hair.
I loosed her hand, and turning away from
her, strode towards the place from whence
I had come. As I reached the corner
where the narrow ledge ran past the new
tower. I looked round, and saw that ber
hands were pressed to her face, and that
her whole frame was shakeén with sobs.
In a flash T turned sharply on my~heet
and recrossed the wall. Before I had
covered half distance she looked up and I
stopped, not daring to gaze in her face
for fear of ,what I might see in her tear-
stained features. She came quietly to my
side, and laid her hand on my arm.

“Promise me you will not fight Count
Guy tomorrow,” she said in a low voice.
I was silent and still was afraid to look
upon her face.

“If you fight him,” she continued, “you
will die. There is not his equal in this
kingdom—save one. Your efforts will be
useless, and—I shall lose a lmend I have
not many of them.” ~

“Many have died in your cause 2 T-an-
swered, still not raising my eyes ‘one more
or l&s will scarcely matter,” And as I
spoke, I despised myself, for I had maile
a wild guess at the truth, and was only
trying to confirm the hopes and famcies in
my brain. .

“Promise me you will not fight,” she
repeated, almost pitifully.

“I thave only your happ'iness at heart i

I replied; ‘“your marriage with Count Guy
of Marmorel will bring you lifelong
misery.”

“Promise me you will not fight,” she
murmured, “and—you will give me all the
happiness in your power.”

My heart beat like a sledge hammer,
the blood rushed to my head so that I
could scarcely hear or see. Then I rais-
ed my face, and seeing all the glorious
truth in her eyes, caught her in my arms
and pressed her lips to mine,

She broke away from me with a ery,
and buaried her face in her hands.

“Is it true?” I cried hoarsely. “Is it
true? Oh, my God, is it true! This one
moment is the crown of my life. I will
wear it till death, though it pierce me
like a crown of thorns. My dearest, my
queen—my queen,” and advancing to her,
I would have taken her in my arms again.
She stepped back, and holding out her
hands to stop my advance, smiled at me
through her tears.

"“No, no,” she cmied, “that is over and
done with. You know the truth. I would
not have told you, except to save your
life. It only remains for us ‘to forget.
We have much need of courage, you and
I. Ilook to you to help me in the battle.”

“I cannot forget,” I answered. “Oh, my
dearest one, let me take you away from
this. Let us hide in some lonely and deso-
late pant of the country. Give up your
crown and your kingdom of sorrow, and
let us live in happiness. Let us go forth
on the eternal ice, and try and reach
Europe. A relief expedition cannot be
far off now. Will you not give up all for
me—and for love?”

“I would give up all,” ‘she amswered
slowly, “for you and for love, if it were
mot that I have sworn an oath to a dead
man, and I will keep it to the bitter end.
I would-give up all, but my path has been
marked out'for me by God, and I must
tread it apart from you. My country and
my people claim all that I have to give
them.”

*“Why 'showld you sacrifice yourself?” I
cried. “Count Guy would rule this king-
dom without you by his side. He is urm
in the saddle mow. He has risen by your
name. He would not care if you left
him, He' does not love you.”

' “Countt Guy would rule them,” she re-
plied, “but their happiness is in my hands.
I have my father’s work to do. He be-
queathed’ it to me as an inheritance. He
died himself for the sake of the work that
And Count Guy—Count
Guy loves me with all his heart and soul.”

“Yei, if Count Guy were dead,” T

whispered. “No, you mistake me, it will
not be by my hand. But if he wered
dead—""

“If Count Guy were dead,” she replied
slowly; “if Count Guy were dead it would
be impossible for me to be your wife. if 1
remained ‘Queen of Asturnia. No one ol
alién race could share the throne of this
country.. Not'a lord or knight, nor even
a peasant 'in ‘the kingdom would suffer it.
Yet, if-Count Guy were dead”’—she stop-
ped, and I looked eagerly into her face,
which glowed with love. Then a feeling of
shame swept over me. I'could not accept

so great a sacrifice as the ome she would
offer, though but a few moments ago L
had asked for it.

“No, dear lady,” I cried, “I am npt al-
together vile and selfish. In a moment of
passion I was blind. But now I see what
I have asked of you. The love of your
country, your hopes and plans for its
happiness, your oath to a dead man, your
ambition and the better part you have
chosen, All these I have asked, that I
may break and crumble them, that I may
cast them into the fire of passion and
consume them to feed my own desire. I
am not really so wvile a thing as that.
Forget that I havé for a moment believed
myself to be so.”

“Yet, if Count Guy were dead,” she
murmured, “Count Thule de Brie is still
the heir apparent to the throne. He is a
just and noble man. If I resigned the
throne to him—but why talk of such méait-
ters?”’ and she laughed bitterly.

“There would still be your oath, 1
said. G

“My oath?”’ she repeated, and agaffi she
laughed. - Then she flushed -red, and
clenched her hands. “Why do we talk
like fools,” she cried; “this ds no time to
speculate on ' the demth of another man,
still less on ithe death 4f the mamn whose
strong arms and keen brain have set me
on: my throne. Our paths ke apart. I
have had to choose between my love and
my duty. I have chosen the latter. My
dear one, I look to you to help me\jn
this weight of sorrow. I am afraid of
temptation. After all, | am but a woman
with- a woman’s heant.”

I knelt at her feet and kissed her hand.
“I will serve you with all the strength of
my body and soul,” I replied; “if Ilove is
anything more than a thing of  earth,
anything better than mere possession and
happiness. Though my hand may never
touch yours again, it will ‘always be near
to defend you. 'lhough my lips may never
breathe a word in ypur ear beyond the
chatter of a courtier or the advice of a
statesmam, vet they are always:at your
sérvice to give you oounsel 7and- wpho'd
your will." I will try to be as brave as
you. Good-bye, my dearest one.”

I rose to my feet and clasped her to me
in one long embrace. Then T left’ her,
with trembling limbs' and a heart that
butned like tthe flames of hell. As I strode
along the courtyard fo my chamber, 1
passed the chapel door. It was open, and

swithin I saw the gigantic form of a man

kneeling: before the' altar with & great
sword pressed to his lips. The sumlight
streamed * through the windows and fell
on ‘the steel of his armour, and the blaz-
onry of his shield which lay beside him.
Itawas Sir Thule de Brie keeping a lonely
vigil with his God.
(To be continued.)

MARITIME RECORD
BROKER AT MONCTON

Simassie  Captures F_rre-fbr-‘
All in Straight Heats
in2141-2,

Moncton, N. B., June 24—(Special)—About
1,000 people attended the first day’s racing on
the exhibition speedway and witnessed a
good race. The 2.20 class. was especially
good, five heats being required, the favorite,
Lord Alverston, owned by E. LeRoi Willis,
was hadly out of it, finishing no better than
last in any of the five heats. The fight for
first money in this class was between Clayson
Jr and Drusil, but the latter proved the bet-
ter smyer and won out. The fastest half of
the day, 1.09%, was made in the final heat in
the 2.20 class.

In the 2.40 class, Guinnia
straight heats; Harry second.

The following is a summary:—

2i20 Trot and Pace.

P. won in

Drusil, J. T. Prescott, Sussex.. ..1 2 2 1 1
Clayson Jr., Hebert, Moncton.. ..2 1 1 2 2}
Annie Brevet Thos Ray‘mond Sst.
b 4 8 4 3
343 4
Lord Alverston, E. LeRoi Wallis.
Syduey.. c.iliail o sl ke 55566

Time—2.26%; 2.23; 2.24%; 2.24%; 2.24.
_ 240 Trot and Pace.

Guinnia P, A. B. Etter, Amherst...... 1
Harry, D. W. Wilbur, Moncton.. 2

Dewy Guy, Fred. Warren, Spring .3
Miss Arrowwood, Thos. Raymaond, Fair-
4

Time—2.30; 2.29%4;.2.25.
The free-for-all and the 2.2 class will take
place tomorrow.

Moncton, N. B., June 26—(Special)—The two
days’ races held by the Moncton Exhibition
Association were a great success. The at-
tendance was large, fully up to expectations,
and everything passed off mogt satisfactorily.

Saturday’s races were witnessed by more
than 2,000 people, and the event of the day
was the breaking of the maritime record by
Simassie, the new Halifax mare, who made
her first appearance in a maritime race.

In the first heat of the free-for-all, Simas-
sie: lowered the record from 2.15% to 2.14%,
and the new mark was also equalled by her
in the second heat. The last quarter in the
first and second heats was done in 31% sec-
onds, or a 2.07 clip. In the opinion of many,
Simassie could have lowered the record to
2.12 or lower if she had been called upon to
do so. She showed wonderful “bursts of
speed and her fast work was the sensation
of the day.

In the 2.25 class, Viola Mac won in straight
heats, being closely pressed by Kickapoo in
the first and Casamira in the second and
third. The fast time of 2.20% was made in
the first heat of this race, the first quarter
of the heat being done at a 2.16 clip.

The summary is-as follows:— .

Free-For-All

Simassie, Frank Boutillier, Haj#faz....
Helen R., F. Warren, Springhill.
Tonita F., A. B. Etter, Amherst.. ....
Gilty, E. LeRoi Willis, Sydney.. ....

Time—2.14%%; 2.14%; 2.16%.

2.23 Trot and Pace

Viola Mac, "A. J. Vchanus, Mamrlm-
COOK.. liiinbos ivinsas rorovpoviblpdiat

. Gom boi
e O B

RS D

Casamira, D. W. Wilbur, Moue&on,‘
Kickapoo, Alder A. ‘Black, Amherst..
Estill Boy, Fred. Warren, Springlnll
Verly, R. Hebert, Moncton,.

Time—2.20%; 2.22%; 2 'I’/

‘The officials of the race were G. M. Haich,
Boston, starter; W. F. Linton, Truroj Sheriff
Sterling, Fredericton; Dr. Oajkivs, -Sackville,
judges. The timers were Hon: F; J, Sweeney,
0. P. King, Sussex; G. B, Wllli.‘ct, Mouctan.
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CARLETON COUNTY . IES
HAVE A CLOSE CALL

Their Horse Frightened by Careless
Blasting — One Pitched Out and
the Horse Carried Through Plate-
glass Window.

Centrevn]]e, Carleton county, June 20.—
Al bad runaway accident occurred here to<
day. Miss Perkins, daughter of S. Pers
kins, who has béen in poor health for sev:

kins, took a drive in ﬁhe afternoon to
wards Greenfield.- If was a beautiful day
and the drjve was much en.]oyed uutil the
sudden, -interruption ‘at’the Ritchie Hill,
Hejper'several men of the district were res

iring the road. They. were: blasting and
not having guards or'thie road barricaded;
tthe young ladies drové within a rod of the
rock into. which ithe “charge” had been
placed and ithe fuse was already burning.
They made an attempt to turn and in this
succeeded. But just as ‘they were tummed
the “charge”’ exploded. Rocks flew about
them. One of the young ladies fell out,
ithe horse ran away and presently precipi«
tated the other. The horse ran all the

three miles. It could not make the turn
into ithe stable at the hotel and .dtruck
against the plate glass window in the store
occupied by W. F. Dibblee & Son, break-
ing it in pieces.

John Smith, of Williamstown, saw the
horse coming and was trying 'to get out of
the -way. He failed, however, and was
knocked ‘through the window and bad‘ly;’
though not fatally, injured. The
ladies had a wonderfully narrow escape
and ‘were not injured beyond a bad shak-
ing up. The horse was injured and the
wagon ‘badly broken.

KING'S COLLEGE CLOSING.

* “ Ji ¥
The Reconstruction ‘of - the Foculty Hes
Made Iﬂ_ay »Chmge:
; P

Windsor,” Nz 8.; June 23—The gover-
nors of King's (o]kge had 4 long session
on Wednesday, from 3 p. m. until mids
night. About twenty-five members werd
present. The work of reorganization,
which had been in the hands of a com-
mittee, was submitbed. The reconstruction
of the faculty resulted in Ian Campbell
Hannah, M. A., Trinity College, Cam-
bridge, being chosen president; Dr. Wil-
letts, vice-president and professor in clas-
'sics; Dr. Vroom, professor in divinity;
Dr. Kennedy, scignce; W. H. Salinon, M.
A, of Queen’s College, Cambridge, and
Lundon, England, physics' and math:ny
ies; Pref. Bober, in medern languages,
A mnew professor in engineering to }
;pointed. The college course- il
iarranged to work out affiliation

Gill.

day.

Convocation hall was fille at 2.30
o’clock. The chancellor, Justigh Hodgson,
presided, Vice-Chancellor Dr. RVilletts as-
sisting. Many promine; ople were

| present, and the,’ 0% ‘graduates,

were on the platform. Prizes of the Col-
legiate School. were. presented, and de:
grees conferred. ;

Dr. Silas Alward,’ dean of the law school,
gave an address, The alumnae orator was
Rev. A. P. Shatford; W. B. Stewart
valedictorian.

FRETHING CHILD

When a child frets
contmuous'ly the root o

regulate the l'b v
vent diarrhoeay
ach, and pro
The Tablets
a mew born Qa . Mick, Echo
Bay, Ont., say nk Babvq Owa
Tablets ‘bhe 'bwt medlcme in the world for
the " ailments of h}tt)e xmes No mother
should be “without _Sold. by all
druggists or sent zml @b 25 cents a
box by writing"The Dr. Wiliams' Medi-
cine Co., Brockville, Ont.
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* Hopewell Hill News

. Hopewell Hill, June 22.—A large num-
ber of gelatives and friends attended the
funeral of the late Abram Bray, of Low-
er Qape, which took plice yesterday. af-
ternoon. A short service was held at the
house, after which the body was taken
to the Baptist church at Lower Cape,
where a sermon was preached by ithe, pas-
tor, Rev. Dr. Brown.

Miss Bertha L. West returned on Mon-
day from Fredericton, where she hus been
attending Normial Schoo]

Oarleton O’Boyle, a bright little boy,
siX years of age, grandson of Jas. O’Boyle,
of Chemical Road, died on Monday a short
timg after undergmng an operation for in-
fternal trouble. The funeral took place yes-
terday, m'terment bemg in the new ceme-
ttery. Here, Rey, Allap W. Smithers, of
the Church jof %&d conducted the

. 1 of the Superior
School, agi he pulpit of the
Methodist "chi Wday evening, in
the absence , Rev. Mr. Ising.

y ”eddlngs

Sussex, N 'B., “June 23‘(Sp‘*<ul)—:
quiet wedding took place this afternoon
at the residencé of Mr. and Mrs. J. W-
Foster when theip daughter Qla May was
united in marriage to Hazen Carmichael,
“of Amherst. Rey. Mr. Camp performedt
ithe cermeony.'The bride received maay
_beautiful and costly presents, the groom’s
‘being $100 in gold and a gold locket and
chain. Mr. and Mps. Camnichael left by
C.'P. R. for Amherst, where a reception
fwas given them this evening.
At the residence of the bride’s parents:
.at Hillsdale, Chas. D. MecKnight, formerly
of Mill Stream, but now of Boston, was
united in marriagze to Julia K. Suerwood,
the ceremony was @anducted by Rev. B.

. Nobles, of bmse\\Ml and Mrs. Me-
l\lught left today for ‘their future Mme
in Boston.

15 cents in el 2 corn enshions
free and o woaf the Corn Cream.
Dept. 6, S ury, Bowmanville, Ont.

“Two things make my wife mad.’ * AT
sare they?” “To get ready for company ti
‘dosen’t come, and to have compary ¢
when she isn’t ready.”

eral weeks, and’ her ﬁster Miss Cora Per«
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