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towards Ermyne castie. Two hours of brisk
riding brouglit tbem to ils gale. The Duke,
with great courtcsy, conducted them into the
building and througbi the different apartments.
Last of ail, he led them lu the chief tower, at
the door of whielh ho addressed De Clisson.

ISir Oliver," said lie, 'lI know of no man
thîs side of the sea, who is a bottcr judge of ar-
chitecture than yourseif. Wherefore, 1 pray
you ascond the stairs and examine the building
of the tower. If in your opinion it ho well, I
arn content, and if any thing ho amiss, it shial
bo rùforilied aftor yonr dcviee."

IlWith righit good will," roplied De Clisson.
"Please go bJfore ami I will follow you."

"Nay," said the Duke, "lgo you up alono,
and iii tise mean timie I wili talk witls the Lord

De Clisson, who snspectcd no treachery, and
-who mniglit probably feel tiattered at the high
opinion tue Dukçe exprcssed of his judgnîent
and taste, ascended the stairs wîîhout further
parloy. Whien hoe had arrived above the first
stage, armed men who were lying in ambusbi
in a chamber, openied the door, and while som-e
of tisons descended to secure the door beneath,
otîsers followed him, and rudoly pushing him
int a chanîber, ftcîted hini xviiuth lroe boîts
of iron.

IlIn doing, thus do you obey the orders of the
Duke 1" said De Clisson.

"'Ay," replied one of the mon, with an insult-
ing laugh, Iland you will, 1 doubt not, have
tisue to form, at least, one sievice for the altera-
lion of the tower, before your labours are eut
short by the gibbet.''

They now witlsdrew, ansI iocking the door,
ieft the prisoner to his osvn bitter reflections.

1,luatever those wluo aceomipanied De Clis-
sion to the castie mniglit think of tise Dnke's
treachcry, they neither uîîtere.d remonstrance
or made tise sliglitlost allusion to their late comn-
panion's fate. Soon afterwards, i company
wiîhi the Duke, shiey mounted thecir hiorses and
tlepartod, having first uirank so tleoply of the
wine-cup, as, in a great measure, to overcoune
the, unoomforlable feeling of restraint occasion-
cd by thse fate of De Clisson. They hiad uîot
procoeded more than biaîf a dozon miles, whien
they bcheld a page, on a coal-black jennet adi-
vancing with a speed that denotcd hiîni to ho on
an errand of no litie moment. As ho drcw
near hoe slarkencd bis pace, and îbey began.to
imagine that ho wisbed to bold some conver-
sation with tbem, but just before he arrived
against tlieforcmost horseman, he lighlly pros-
ised bis spurrcd licols against tue sies of ls

jennel, and nt the samc limie pulling lus cap
over his brow and burying tise lower part of
lits face in tlîc bosom of lis doublet, ho shot by
thomn with thie swiftness of an arroxv. Tbouffh
they called on him to stop, hoe gave îhem no
heed, and whien at last it was deided by the
Duke of Britîany 10 send a servant in pursuit
of lu, tlue waving plumes of bis cap vanislied
benoath the brow of a distant bill.

"lLot bim go," said tise Duke, "lfor by the
brigbit eyes and sauecy tonguc of the Lad y Ami-,
ra, it can bo no miortal that rides at sueh a rate,
but somoc elfiin kinz, and if we ivould romain
froc from t1w poNver of luis misehiievous prankis,
it is l)ost that 'vo let him ho at liberty 10 pur-
sile bis niad course aecording- to bis own hu-
miour."

"Elf or mortal, il was a riglut dainty foot
îvbich ho pressed agrainst the foam-covcred
coat of bis little Arab stecd," said Lord Dela-
val, Iland I wvould lay a louis d'or against a
sou, that the Lady Amnira, biersoîf, wvould find
bier tocs sorely pinehoed in one of his slipp)ers.>

"lThere's flot a page Ibis side tue se-a," said
the Duke, Ilthat can ivoar the Lady Amiira's
slippers, îvhich you wvill ho ready to, açknow-
ledge wiscn you sec lier iii tise lialsof trmyne
castle, or, If you are not ready to do so, there
are sharper arguments than words, of whicb
wc will not ho chary."

The page, in the mean lime, was d-.awing 10-

wards the castie whcrc De Clisson was a pri-
soner. The last light of day was fast fading
from the west as lio dre wv up becatb the shel-
tcr of somec birces that drooped over a ruvu-
lot. IHe sprang, froin bis panîing stcod, andi
stood a moment as if irresouute.

"If De Clisson bas already fallen bcneath
tIse daggor of the assassin," hoe murmurosi, lialf
audibly, but wvithout flnishing tIme sentence, be
presseid bis liand against luis brow as if there
wore madncss in tise timouglit, wvhiie the boat-
ingc'sofbhis heart migbit almost bave beenhoiard
beneatb bis siUzen doublet.

There ivas a calmnannd placid bcauîy in the
surrounding scorne, that seemed 10 mock tise
agony of bis excited feelings. The mioon was
up, weaving lier web of silvery radiance with
the decpening shades of twiligbî, and tinging
witli ber fairy ligbit flhc glossy foliage of the
birches that sisivered at every breath of air.
The noisy sounds of the workmîîen wbo iiad
toiied durimîg tlue day on tIse massive, bumîf-
finishcd structure, wvhicb formod tise unly gloo-
miy objoot in the scorne, wre now busbed, and
each isad retired 10 the bosons of lais fanuiiy to
enjoy bis cuslomiary season of repose. The


