
CARLETQN COE!. IS 
HAVE t CLOSE CALL

so gréait a sacrifice as the One she would 
offer, though but a few moments ago I 
had asked for it.

“No, dear lady,” I cried, “I am not 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 X 
may break and crumble them, that I may 
cast them into the fire of passion and 
consume them to feed my own desire. X 
am not really so vile 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 iheir apparent to the throne. He is a 
just and noble man. If I resigned the 
throne to him—but why talk of such mat
ters?” and she laughed bitterly.

“There would still be your oath, I 
said.

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

Centreville, Carleton county, June 20.—*
A! bad runaway accident occurred here to* 
day. 31i'bs Perkins, daughter of S. Peri 
kins, who has been in poor heak'h ior sev
eral weeks, and her aster,. Misa Cora Per-» 
kins, took a drive in the afternoon to
wards Greenfield. It was a beautiful dajj 
and it he 4oye was much enjoyed until the 
suddei^zinterruption at the Ritchie Hall, 
Hgj^eeveral men of ithe district were re*

■*+ ‘pairing the road. They wei*e blasting anti 
1C not having guards or t lie "To ad barricaded, 

the young ladies drove within a rod of the 
rock into which «the, “charge" had been 
placed and Itihe fuse was already burning. « 
They made an attempt to turn and in this 
succeeded. But just as they were turned 
the “charge” exploded. Rocks flew about 
'them. One of the young ladies fell out, 
the horse ran away and presently precipi
tated the either. The horse ran all the 
way to Centreville, a distance of about * & 
three miles. It could not make the turn 
into the stable at the hotel and .struck 
against the plate glass window in the store 
occupied by W. F. Dibblee & Son, break
ing it in pieces.

John Smith, of William^town, saw the 
.horse coming and was trying to get out of 
the way. -He failed, however, and was 
knocked through the window and badly, • 
though not fatally, injured. The young 
ladiçs had a wonderfully narrow escape 
and were not injured beyond a bad shak
ing up. The horse was injured and the 
wagon badly 'broken.

f
“My oath ?” she repeated, and again sli 

laughed. Then she flushed red, and 
elendhed her hands. “W-hy do we talk 
like fools,” She cried; “this is no time to 
sfieculaite on the death Of another man, 
still less on the death df the man whose 
strong arms and keen brain have set me 
on my throne. Our paths lie 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, J am but a woman 
with a woman's heart."

I knelt at her feet and kissed her hand. 
“I will serve you with all the strength of 
my body and soul,” 1 replied; “if love is 
anything more than' à thing of" earth, 
anything better than mere possession and 
happiness. Though my hand may 
touch yours again, it will always be near 
to defend you. Though my lips may never 
breathe a word in ypur ear beyond the 
chatter of a courtier or the advice of a 
statesman, yet they are always- at your 
service to give you counsel -find . upho'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 I left her, 
with trembling limbs and a heart that 
burned like the flames of hell. As I strode 
along the courtyard to my chamber, 1 
passed the chapel door. It was open, and 
within I saw the gigantic form of a man 
kneeling before the altar with a great 
sword pressed to his lips. The sunlight 
streamed through the windows and fed 
on -(lie steel of his armour, and the blaz
onry of his shield which lay beside him. 
It nvas Sir Thule de Brie keeping a lonely 
vigil with bis God.
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KING'S COLLEGE CLOSING.
I

The Reconstruction x>f the Faculty Hat 
Made Many Changes

t

Windsor, N-. S., June 2^—The gover
nors of Kings College had à long session 
on Wednesday, from 3 p. m. until mid
night. About twenty-five members werti 
present. The work of reorganization, 
which had been in the hands of a com
mittee, was submitted. 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, science; W. If. Salmon, M. 
A., of Queen’s College, Cambridge, 
London, England, physics' and math * 
ies; Prof. Bober, in modern languages, Xni£ 
a new professor in engineering to h 

: pointed. The college course- wil 
hrranged to work out affiliation 
Gill.
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(To be continued.)
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The encoetiia service was .hem in the 
Windsor palish church at 10.30 la. n,. to
day. /Simassie Captures Frce-for- 

All in Straight Heats 
in 2141-2.

Convocation hall was fille 
o’clock. The chancellor, Justiq 
presided, Vice-Chancellor Dr. j 
sisting. Many prominenL^yrmlf. were 
present, and the,' governors and graduatta. 
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 
Rev. A. P. Shatford; W. B. Stewart^/as 
valedictorian. JÊ&

at 2.30 
Hodgson, 

rilletts as-

»

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 Alveroton, owned by E. LeRod Willis, 
was badly out of it, finishing no better than 
last in any of the five heats. The fight for 
first money in this class was between Ciayson 
Jr and Drusil, but the latter proved the bet
ter stayer and won out. The fastest haltf of 
the day, 1.09%, was made in the final heat in 
the 2.20 class.

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

The following is a summary:—

2120 Trot and Pace.

Drusil, J. T. Prescott, Sussex.. ..12211 
Ciayson Jr., Hebert, Moncton.. ..21122 
Annie Brevet, Thos. Raymond, St.

John............................................... :...3 4 3 4
Sunol Prince, H. A. McArthur,

Sussex....................................... i...........
Lord Alverston, E. LeRoi Willis,

Sydney........... ........................... ...........
Time—2.25% ; 2.23; 2.24%; 2.24%; 2.24.

2.40 Trot and Pace.

Guinnia P, A. B. Etter, Amherst..........1
Harry, D. W. Wilbur, Moncton............ 2
Dewy Guy, Fred. Warren, iSpringhill. .3 3 3 
Miss Arrowwood, Thoe. Raymond, Fair-

fllle......................................
Time—2.30; 2.29%; 2-96.
The free-for-all and the 2.26 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 moot 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, tihe new Halifax mare, who made 
her first appearance in a maritime race.

In the first heat of the free-for-all, Simas- 
sië- lowered the record from 2.16% 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 closély 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.
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Hopewell Hill News
. Hopewell Hill, June 22.—A large 
tier of Relatives and friends attended the 
funeral of the late Abram Bray, of Low
er Cape, which took place yesterday af
ternoon. A short service was held at the 
house, after which the body was taken 
to bhe Baptist church at Louver Gape, 
where a sermon mas preached iby the. pas- 
tor, Rev. Dr. Brown.

Miss Bertha L. Watt returned oh Mon- 
day 'from Fredericton, where she has been 
attending Normal School.

Oarleton O’Boyle, a bright little boy, 
six years of age, grandson of Jas. O’Boyle, 
of Chemical Road, died on Monday a short 
jtiimj after undergoing an operation for in- " 
Iternal trouble. The, funeral took place yes
terday , interment being in the new ceme
tery hei-e. Rev, Allan W. Smithers, of 
■the Church of %jg^*d, conducted 

ivtwV" jCjf

num-

. thoservices.
Simassie, Frank Boutillier, Halifax...
Helen R., F. Warren, Sprjngbill............
Tonita F., A. B. Etter, Amherst..........
Gtlty, E. LeRoi Willis, Sydney.. ... 

Time—2.14%; 2.14%; 2.16%.

2.25 Trot and Hace.
:\i\ • ■ r V‘ • . ' '

Viola Mac, A. J. McManus, Memram- 

Casamira, D. W
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Surtax . Weddings.
Sussex, N>. B., -%unc 23-(SphciaI)-A

quiet wedding took place this afternoon 
at the residence of Mir. and Mrs. J. W. 
loster when their daughter Ola May 

.united in marriage to Hazen Carmichael, 
of rAmherst. Rev. Air. (Jump performed! 

ith.e eenmeony. The bride received many- 
beautiful and (lastly presents, the groom’s 
l>eing $100 in gold and a gold locket and 
chain. Mr. and Mrs. Carmichael left by 
C. P. R. for Amherst, where a reception 
was given them this evening.

At the residence of the bride’s ]>a rents: 
at Hillsdale, Chas. 1). MeKnight. formerly 
of Mill Stream, hut now of Boston, was 
united in marriage to Julia E. bneiwooO, 
the ceremony was «ai» I noted by Rev. B. 
H. Nobles, of Sussex:\Mi1, and Mrs. Me
lt night left today for fhoir future Rhine 
in Boston.

il l
Wilbur, Moueton^,.. 

Kickapoo, Alder A. ‘Black, Amherst...
Estill Boy, Fred. Warreu, Spriiighill. .4 4 
Verly, R. Hebert, Moucton,.

Time—2.20%; 2.23%; 2.21%.
The officials of the race were <*. iM. Haich, 

Boston, starter; W. F. 'Linton, Truro* Sheriff 
Sterling, Fredericton; Dr. Oaikius,. Ssekville, 
judges. The timers were Hod. F; J. Sweeney, 
O. P. King, Sussex; G. B. Willett, ^Moncton.
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f !f been a> city of the dead. Not a living be

ing dioried in aK i(a ,broad- eirclefof walla 
and hens*. Not a sound of any descrip
tion came !to my listening ears. It was 
a scene of singular peace and Ibeauty. One 
cannot see anything (like it in England, 
where rest only comes with darkness, and 
tihe first gleam of light awakens ell the 
toil and tumult of the day.

Tor myself there was no rest that night, 
nor could any scene on earth bring peace 
to my fevered brain. Two days hence my 
dear lady woukî be formally crowned 
Queen of Asturnia, and Count Guy of 
Slarmorel would lead- her to the altar. Qut 
there on toe 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 with 
scarlet cloth glowed aggressively in the 
sunlight. A quarter of a mile away from 
the cadtle the Great Abbey reared its 
maimed am) patched towers against the 
sky. It had been found impossible to re
store so gréât a work of art to ita former 
.perfection in so short a time. But the 
workmen had done their 'best, end it was 
under that vaulted roof that Count Guy 
of Mu-morel would be made the King 
Consort, of Asbumia. On the donjon keep 
of fee Castle, Side by side with the stand- 

fee Royal House, floated the ah- 
rmâ of the Marmorels. There was 

nothing wanting to remind me of my pain, 
ahd l' savagèlÿ let the iron sink into my 
soul, keeping my vigil as though t were 
some knight on the ève of a great battle.

Then my meditations were broken in 
upon by the faint sound of an opening 
door, and some soft stow footsteps along 
a distant part of tbq roof. As I listened, 
they came nearer and then they stopped- 
I could see nothing, but part of the bat
tlements were bid from observation by a 
new square tower ,of great height with 
overtopped fee one on which I stood. Tor 
ten minutes there was silence, and then 
there came the sound of a woman sobbing 
as though her -heart would break.

A woman’s tears are no concern of mine 
and they only played a fitting accompani
ment to my thoughts. But a few minutes 
later there came a sharp cry of terror, 
and a oall for help. I swung myself swift
ly off the tower on to the wall below, 
ran along ft for a few yards,, passed along 
fee phfapet which skirted' the base of the 
new tower, and emerged on the part of 
the wall which had previously been hiuden 
from -my sight. There for a few seconds 
I saw nothing. Then I caught sight of 
some white figure gripping tihe stonework, 
■pnd there came another cry for help. 1 
dashed to tihe edge, and caiught hold of a 
pair of -white wrists. Beneath me dangled 
the body of a woman. In her terror and 
frenzy she was too weak to raise her head, 
but I saw the jewels on her fingers. My 
heart went cold with terror, for tihe great 
ruby of Astiumia was flashing its crimson 
rays into my face, and I knew who hung 
there between life and death. But I 
thrust ad thoughts of -who it was from my 
head. All my nerves and strength were re
quired to save her.

Telling her to hold on for a few seconds 
longer, I loosed her wrist and quick as 
thought leaned over the edge and gripped 
her tight under the

“Hull yourself up as much as you can,” 
I said, and I strained 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 face was level with my own and 
her golden hair brushed my cheek. It was 
mo time for thoughts of love, but I confess 
that my pulse quickened as her lips almost 
touched my own.

“Put your arms around my neck,” 1 
cried, “I have you tight.” She did so, 
and loosing my hold, I caught her by the 
waist, threw all the weight of my body 
and Strength of my limbs backwards, and 
drew her over the edge. She sank ex
hausted on to the «tone roof, and I stood 
over her for a minute in silence; all the 
horror of the moment obliterated with the 
burning thought that I bad held her in 
my embrace,that her arms had been round 

a my neck, and that her lips had been so 
close to mine.

I know not what thoughts were in her 
own mind, hut whet she raised her head 
from the stone, and looked me in the eyes, 

one her face was not pale with the .terror of 
what she had escaped, but red with a 
deep flush of shame and wet with tears.

CHAPTER XXXVII.

and deliberately, and the feel of the buff 
in my fingers seemed tp give: me strength 
and hope. She must have seen the move-, 
ment of my hand,and divined my thoughts" 
for a look of horror crossed her face, and 
she shrank from me, as one would shrink 
from ' some loathsome reptile."

“You would die yourself,” 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 
ait my feet than that you should do this 
.thing.”

I flushed with shame, but murder was 
in my heart; and if I could have tom my
self away from the spot, no fear of death 
or -dishonor nor even the hatred of her I 
loved would have stayed my hand. But 
the sorrowful amd 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 passion stung me to 
speech.

“I will meet Count 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 certain. But you 
shall see with your own eyes that 1. do 
not fear him.”

“He will not fight you.”
“He shall, or I 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. “Strength of purpose has nerved 
many a weak arm before now. I am not 
afraid. iMy clearest 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 amu looked 
ait her. Her head was bowed, and I saw 
nothing but the crown of her golden hair. 
1 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 her 
hands were pressed to her face, and that 
her whole frame was ahakdn with sobs. 
In a flash I turned sharply on my' heel 
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. Bhe 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 faoe.

“if you tight 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 friend. I have 
not many of them.”

“Many have died in your cause,” I an
swered, still not raising my eyes,“one more 
or less will scarcely matter.” And as I 
spoke, I despised myself, for I had made 
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 have only your happiness at heart,” 
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 cry, 
and buried her faoe 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 oried, “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. I look 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 part 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 a-nd 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 answered 
slowly, “for you and for love, if it were 
-not -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 should you sacrifice yourself?” I 
cried. “Count Guy would rule this king
dom without you by his side. He is urm 
in the saddle now. He has risen by your 
name. -He wo-uld not care if you left 
him. He does not love you.”

“Count 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. Ho 
died himself for the sake of the work that 
I must finish. And Count Guy—Count 
Guy lovés me with all his heart and soul.”

“Yet, if Count Guy 
whispered. “No, you mistake me, it will 
not be by my hand. But if he were, 
dead—”

“If Count Guv wore dead,” she replied 
slowly; “if Count Guy were dead it would 
he impossible lor me to bo your wife, if J 
remained Queen of Asturnia. No one of 
alien 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 Guv were dead”—she stop
ped, and I looked eagerly into her face, 
which glowed with love. Then a feeling of 
shame swept over me. 1 could not accept

end the queen of more than this paltry 
kingdom, but etill a woman. It was the 

swqtnjm that -made me start on -tins expedi
tion. It was the woman that drew the 
hearts of my men after her like a magnet 
draws splinters of steel. It was the wo
man that wound Count Guy Marmorel 
about her fingers, and made him>a traitor 
.to his king. It -was a woman! that a mom- 
inent 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.—Forgive me, forgive me, I do not 
know what I am saying. I am road, but 
you have made me so.” And, flinging my
self on my knees at her feet, I took one 
of her hands and kissed it reverently. This 
time she did not draw it front my clasp.

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

“If she loves the man she is to marry,” 
I said sternly. “If dhe loves th 
is to marry,” "and I searched her face with
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Otto Thoriasgen, myself, and 500 nobles 
and knights of the kingdom, wife their 

■ sqhirfe and ladies ; à veritable sea of flash
ing steel, and nodding plumes, and fair 
.faces; and- heraldic blazonry. Behind, these 
came the remnant of our little expedi
tion, 150 sailors, half of them halt and 

nned," a string df grey matims and 15- 
pounders, and four wagons filled with 
those still too sick to walk. Behind them 
came, a long stream of men-at-arms, 
archers, and spearmen; the great army 
tj|at had wrested the kingdom from the 
Red King; shorn of half its original mem
bers- toy death, but to some extent aug
mented. by those who had flocked to fee 
Queen’s standard after the fall of Av- 
ranches.

As they passed through the gates and 
along the new-built streets, a roar of 
welcome rose from fee crowd, men feU 
on feeir knees and invoked- a blessing, 
women wept and, held up their children 
to see the Queen go past. It was indeed 
a scene worthy of remembrance—the oc
cupation of a new city born from a pile 
of shattered ruins, fee inauguration of a 
new era of peace and prosperity, a bridal 
procession, a -march of triumph. Yet to 
me, who rode in its midst, and watched 
the 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 lust and ambition. I looked into the 
heart of the Queen, 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 
» mere pandering to the-powers feat be. 
And lastly I saw, stepping aide by aidé 
with the brilliant throng, the ' long col- 
umne of ,those -who had died, that this 
day might come; many of them comrades 
of mine, and all of them the victims of 
the lust of. power.

But the people

CHAPTER XXXV.—Continued.
' They have in this eohhtry a parchment 
of marvellous fineness prepared from the 
■kin of some sea bird, and ink of a most 
excellent quality. Night after wight I have 
covered these sheets up with writing, "ind 
have’ now brought the narrative up tb the 
present date. Henceforth, I shall con
tint»-it from time to time, putting down, 
as often as 1 can find leisure to do so, snCli 

. -evepfe iy9hty inteest you., This will cit
able me to close the. story at almost’ any 
moment/hod leave you as complete a 
record as possible. I am impelled to "dp 
this :by ho! fdoEsh fear of death or dis
aster; but common sense tells me fee un
certainty of life in a land where human 
existence seems to be held cheap toy both 
Nature and man.

I know that under the circumstances, 
Cordeaux, you will not smile at any faults 
of diction you may find in what I have 
written. You are, I know, a stylist; and 
-unevenly balanced sentences jar on your 
sensitive ear. But yoq will take this as a 
plain tale of fact, told by a man who has 
seen and heard'the things he writes about 
and who has endeavored, however feebly, 
to convey his own impression to your 
mind.

My thoughts are much with you tonight, 
end have drawn me away from the thread 
of my own story. I do not know what I 
would not give to be in my own library, 
with you in the opposite chair, our cigars ; 
well alight, and our conversation on an 
Edit» Princeps or a rare volume from the 
press of Wynkynr de, Worde. How long 
those days seem, and in what far off lend, 
were .they passed. But I have had much 

. to tipi tWtful for, Oondeaçx. I have cast 
aside the: «reams of a scholar for fee real
ities of life. Phare hawked back to the 
primaeval passions of man. I have gone 
forward into the finest arena for the strife 
of human intellects—fee world ofl 
statecraft and government. I have loved,
I have slain, I have eat in councils of 
state, and have framed the laws of a king
dom.

I think yon would hardly know roe now; 
end perhaps -would hardly care to do to- 
Both mind and body have been so tough
ened and hardened with the blows of cir
cumstances, feat my fermer seti seems 
like a picture of my boyhood.

And yet tonight. I cannot keep you from 
my thoughts, and it seems as though I 
were for the moment the bld Dr. Silex, 
of Hanbury House, scholar, pedant, in-i 
collector of books. Up tp ndw I have 
avoided all personal intercourse in my 
narrative. 1 have told, it as an aufeor 
telle his fiction to the world not as as 
one friend writes to another. My purpose 
has been to gain your undivided attention 
to my story, and not to pain you wife 
personal thoughts of one -whom yon may 
look upon as dead. But tonight it 
different. The past rises -before me, and 
1 have not been able to resist the tempta
tion of adding these few lines to my nar
rative. If you care to publish this story 
to fee world you can cut them out, for 
they will toe of little intereet to any but 
yourself.*

I am lonely and wretched and home
sick tonight, Cordeaux. Perhaps it is that 
I have a moment’s freedom from work; 
for I have now finished my business of 
fee state and also my formal narrative 
to you of all that has taken place. At 
last I have leisure to think, and for fee 
hint time for many months my thoughts 
have wandered to England. It is now 11 
p. m., by Greenwich mean time. The son 
is etill circling round the horizon, and fee 
light is beginning to weary me. From the 
window of fee tower in which I ait, 1 can 
see afar off a thin blue line of sea, and 
beyond that the white glitter of'the 
eternal ice. It is the wall of my prison. 
[But my eye follows etiU further south, 
and I see you reading in your study, with 
the lamplight on your faoe; and I jean al
most smell fee scent of fee roses coming 
in from your garden. I tell yon, Cordeaux, 
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 tiring tomb.

Bat enough of this. A trumpet call on 
the battlements has roused me to my 
true seif again. I am tempted to put my 
pen through ad the words I have writ
ten. But on second thoughts I am leaving 
them. It will do .you good to know that 
for a moment Dr. Silex has been his old 
self—weak and sentimental.'

That trumpet call is fee signal for me 
to go. The troops are gathering in thé 
courtyard, and I can hear the clattering 
of their arms. We all have to be in Av- 
ranches tonight, for fee Queen enters her 
fortress -home tomorrow; and a week from 
then she is to be crowned Queen of As- 
tunfit and married to Count Guy of Mar, 
morel.

God bless you, Cordeaux, and keep 
memory of me in your heart.
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eager eyes.
“Love is not everything,” she replied; 

“if it were so, there would he no marriage 
the day after tomorrow. I have sold my
self for thie freedom of my people. I am 
prepared to carry out fee bargain. I am 
proud enough to offer the price without 
taint or blemish.”

“It is -too great a sacrifice,”1 cried. “Oh, 
my dear lady, I am nothing to you—noth
ing. I kn<yyr bow to bear my own pain, ior 
I know that I could be nothing to you. 1 
have borne it in silence till now. But the 
eight of you so near to death has wrought 
me up to so great a tumult that my bpe 
have opened. I would my tongue had been 
bitten out before i spoke. But, having 
spoken, I will say ail feat lies in my heart. 
I do not plead for myself. Have I not said 
that I am nothing? I only plead for you to 
save yurself from a fife 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 is worse -than the mere sale of an 

innocent girl to a vman Harden" V in vne 
and cruelty,” I continued. “This 
should be your bitterest foe. He dashed 
your father from Ids throne, he accom
plished his deafe; for aught I know, he 
may have slain him with his own hand.”

“Even if it were so,” she answered, ”1 
have concluded the bargain with open 
eyes. I shall be satisfied if my price has 
not been in vain. I ask no 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, Shutting out miles and miles of 
fertile country from our view. The sun
light gilded it all so that field and tree, 
wall end tower,' rock anti stream glowed 
like some scene from fairyland.

“My country/’ she said simply; “there 
is not an acre of it that is not dear to 
me. Not n peasant toiling in its fields 
whose liberty I would not give all to 
purchase. How much has been given for 
me; how many- lives, how many ruined 
homes. And ko^v tittle I have to give. Do 
you ask me tp,shrink from the 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 
lànJd under the sea, so long as it left us 
two free to do what we desire.”

“You speak of Asturnia,” she answered 
in a cold, even voice; “fee country that 
iqeans so much to me, and—and yon are 
mistaken—if you think—that I am not free 
to do as I 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 T-hora,” I said quietly, “it is a 
waste of time to argue with me. You have 
only to say T do not desire your presence; 
even if I were a 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. I followed her, and she 
turned on me with flashing eyes in which 
the team still sparkled.

“How dare you?” she cried. “Oh, my 
God, Why do you speak to me like this? 
Have you no sense of honor, no spark of 
manhood left in you? If you come a step 
nearer to me, I will throw myself from 
fee battlements. It will not ibe the first 
time the thought has -been in my mind.”

“‘Not the first time?” I gasped, recall
ing how I had found her. “You do not 
mean

“I mean that already I have Stood on 
the edge in hesitation. Half swaying in 
my mind, I leant outwards, xi-epenting, 1 
drew hack, but too late. I slipped; 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 silence, 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 fee life that lay before her. 
Only the single thought that she was de
serting her defenceless people had altered 
her purpose. I saiw the whole truth, and 
in a flash her ewret heart had -been laid 
.-bare to me. I had misjudged her. I knew 
•feat she regarded Count Guy with indif
ference, if not with absolute aversion. But 
I had not dreamt of such a misery as this. 
During the past week she had smiled on 
her courtiers, and -borne herself as a 
proud and triumphant queen. Now 1 
knew the truth, and my lieart was so 
overwhelmed with fear and grief that 1 
could sot say a word to comfort her in 
her sornW or dissuade her from her pur-

ard of 
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mannone of these things. 
From the depths of despair they had bean 
raised to fee heights of hopeful enthu- 
siam. Their city -had risen from a heap 
of.-broken maaooary to a fair town. Their 
oppressor was dead. The knights who still 
scowled, haughtily at them from under 
feeir visors were held in a grip more 
powerful than feeir own. The dawn of 
liberty was fit hand. And she who had 
done all this and Who was to be fee 
guardian of their rights, was riding 
through feeir town today to take np her 
residence in their midst. Small wonder 
feat the men cheered and fee women 
wept for very joy.

When the procession had entered the 
castle, the whole town was given up to 
feasting and' revery. For fee first time 
for many years the poorer classes had 
plenty, of money in their pockets. The 
liberal wàges paid by fee Princess to ex
pedite the rebuilding of Avranches, had 
enabled a naturally frugal people to put 
by considerable sums in their leather 
purses. And they spent it now right 
royally. The meanest" cottage was stocked 
with food: Huge fires blazed on the heart- 
stones. The luscious smell of baking meat 
permeated the darkest and humblest 
streets. The sound of laughter rang out 
even from those homes that were still 
fihadowed by death.

eeema

CHAPTER XXXVI—(Continued.)
The castle itself was a scene of gorgeous 

splendor. No one under the. rank , of a 
knight or Ms lady was lodged within its 
walls. The1 squires and attendants had 
to find -accommodation in the inner.oircle 
of the fortifications,and Itihe open 'ground 
between (this wafl and. -the castle was wtite 
-tilth the -tents of fee Queen’s Guard, 
body of men recruited from her otiri pri
vate estates, and bound .to her by personal 
and feudal ties. Probably never in fee 
history of Asturnia had so many people, of 
high rank been gathered' together in 
bmldmg. It was an heraldic education to 
note fee devices blazoned on the long fines 
of Shields, which by the custom of the 
country were hung found fee walls of fee 
courtyard. On many of them I saw fee 
lioncels of Anjou, and recognised armorial 
bearings still - bp me in England -by the 
greàlt families of Norma.ii descent.

The warlike spectacle of so many steel- 
clad men and so great an array of swords 
and lances was heightened hy the presence 
of a host of gorgeously attired laities. Up 
to -this time I had seen very few of the 
fair dames and daughters of Asturnia. 
During the war and fee subsequent settle
ment of the kingdom they had remained 
in their castles; out now -they burst forth 
into .the sunlight like butterflies, and flock
ed to do homage to feeir new Queen. Her 
coronation was in trutih a -triumph for 
their sex. No woman had reigned in this 
country for one hundred and fifty years, 
when Margaret of Saubancon had wrested 
the sceptre from fee hands of a feeble and 
half-witted brother. It was true that fee 
new Queen was to -be married to a consort 
but no one who knew "her intimaltely had 
any doubt that, although her husband 
might govern fee. kingdom by 
arris, she herself Wodld hold 
through the love of her people.

-For six days fee festivities continued ; 
banquet followed -banquet, and every night 
some new and splendid entertainment was 

. it devised and carried out by Count Guy 
of Marmorel. Everyone seemed to have 
given themselves over to pleasure, and 
thrust aside fee serious affairs of life. 
Tourneys were held in the plain, largess 
was scattered broadcast to the poor, the 
troubadours sang a thousand songs prais
ing the heaifty and virtues of the new 
Queen. Everywhere there was the sound 
of laughter and music. The Queen herself, 
on the eve of her sacrifice, smiled and 
jested with the merriest of her courtiers.
I watched her closely, and could detect 
no shadow on her beautiful face.

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

About twelve at midnight I went out 
on the baittlemen-ts of the castle, and 
walked ajong to the very place where we 
had made (Sir last stand against the fur
ious waters of the flood. Everyone had re
tired to rest, the last Sounds of music and 
laughter had died away, and the whole 
building was wrapt in silence. Beneath 

i. ■ i my feet lay the city sleeping in- the broad
bT.S?r «?hn °or^eau,t^1 have de- light „f day. Its empty streets glared 

^ *h»e in the mutshmo, ■■ It irnght havel

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 wife questioning eyes. Then 
she glanced swiftly round fee castle. My 
own eyes followed hers, and I perceived 
that here under fee 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 obaelete ideas 
of fortification, was very high, pierced 
-wife loopholes, and had a sort of broad 
ledge running along its inner side, 
looked out on the city -below, but were 
absolutely hidden from the rest of the 
castle. I was surprised that no one be
side myself had heard her cries, but this 
was probably due to the fact of her posi
tion against fee wall. As she hung down, 
her face was close to it, and the stone 
would deaden fee sounds to anyone with
in the castle.

“God has been doubly gdo to me,” she 
said slowly. “He has preserved me from 
death, and”—then she hesitated. I looked 
at her inquiringly, and my heart 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 whait 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 firS dies under a 
deluge of water.

“It is the duty of a servant to be
y We i
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fee throneCHAPTER. XXXVI. 

The Day of Triumph.
July 16th—Sx days ago fee Court en

tered Avranches wife ajl fee mfetney and 
civil pomp that a nation could display, 
was a day of genefil rejoicing, (pie whole 
poplation of the town, how restored, to 
feeir former homes, thronged fee streets 
end filled every available inch of, rqof o£ 
window along the toute. The Queen rode 
a white horse, and" she was clothed in a 
sparkling dress of white and gold. Her 
beautiful face was flushed with the keen 
air, and the excitement of the moment. 
In her hands she bore a small golden 
casket, set with precious gems. It con
tained all that was mortal of John Silver, 
the Lord of Argeotenil. She had resolved 
feat his ashes should enter the city in 
triumph, and feat the next day should 
be set apart for a solemn service to his

silent,” I answered coldly; “ever 
trained lackey can hold his tongue.

She looked up at me with a pained ex
pression on her face. “Are you angry with 
me, Sir Edward?” she said. “1 am sorry 
if I have displeased you.”

T’lie tenderness in her voice once more dead,” I"sent the -blood surging through my veins. 
The thought that within a few hours I 
should lose her for ever broke down the 
barrier of my self-restraint. I moved closer 
to her and caught her hands in mine.

“Angry? Displeased?” 1 said quickly, in 
a low voice; “these are no words for one 
who loves you wife ail his soul.” She drew 
her hands sharply from my fingers, and 
shrank back from me. Then she. ,-raiqed 
herself to her full height and"looked me 
straight in thg eyes.

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

“The Queen,” I cried hoarsely; "aye,

pose.
“My dear lady,” I said brokenly, “my dear 
-lady—-if only I could help you—if you 
would only let me help you. Surely there 
is a way.”

She came

memory.
By her side rode Count Guy of Mar- 

morel, his dark eyes fla-Queg. from faoe to 
face as he passed; his steel-clad figure 
erect upon bis horse, and fee white plumes 
of lie helmet in the dancing sunlight'. A 
fine figure. o£ a map, indeed. Behind them 
rode tjir Thule de Brie, Lord Fulk of 
Brabançon, Sir Hugh de -La Perche, Sir

-towards me from feeslowly
parapet. “There is only one way,” she 
said, “and God mercifully stood in my 
path.”

Swiftly my mind went hack to, that 
night when I had wrestled with my own 
evil -thoughts by the battlement of the 
camp, and ipy hand instinctively moved 
to the revolver at my side.

“There is another way,” I said slowly
;
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