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Some FashiCHAPTER XI.—Continued. Spurred Pommera onward as he pass

ed it, for still it was said that wild 
fires danced round It on the moonless 
nights, and they who had

he'wM n°oWman8 of*«iWr 7°U’ SlnC6 And ,strai8htway the old Knight be- Mary. Many a man can she put to 
“Hew»» , i. tblne? . ,, «““a long and weary lecture upon the the blush.”

ears for And my men, was he not. times of grace and when each beast “Myself among them,” said Nigel
such things could hear the scream and wench. He haltoldher “things about anecdotes 'Tn® tsea»onable' wi.th many lad. you are a Solomon to some
sob of those whose lives had been me. He has made me fo<5 sh in her excentioli jlustrations, warnings and of tha Hark, ye! only last week that
ripped from thefn that ttie flend might eyes. Yes, yes I c£i read it in her d™wn, from bli* °wn great Jack-tool, the young Lord of Brocas,
be honored. Thor's stone. Thor's saffron faée and i^her waterv eyls S i als° 1spok? th= ®ev" ™.ae t^kto* of having seen a covey of 
jumps, Thor’s muneh-howl^ithé when IV. w"t®ry eyes erai ranks and grades of the chase: pheasants in the wood
country-side was one grim monument Sundays. She smiles—yes” smites at ever tak hare’ ,hart and b°ar ™uat sPeech would have been the rÿin, of .a
to the God of Battles, tJfoUgK the pious me! Nigel, go to him'7 Do not Slav thersnoke*»,Pr5CedeJlCe ovef the younS Squire at the court. How would

ziTt‘l *'k ’pxirishgvz*.*..fis» «s»»» “s»*“*• »“F £-H F5SvsesM8?S-sr-8! «SfSss* s^'Wtrsfe1» âsSSSSS ?
stoned pagan crew howling around ^crjpple? ^ For my, manhood I could surfit Iknow wh^thft to lay on the fug®ritatollsh eeTât S^when^ 

toto* for there, down ^r.^iashta.at.him in eontempt. you shdW'^Il^re h^the^se^of ''’She everyth torti^when there

M jSws t«sw-« àurxë&BS&stag&si Ss#s*ïfeisSr2 as 8BB«piSg sfsp'wstw ss x es »w®5S8hs$« «pss.tC'S^S^P,other than the sàmb fair Edith, whose ever Wtove that you have miy be stomid ” . - #ould a^vo^hel^Niàoi an? «
face hed t;ome to often bt^iit'him b«ayd pfhis„sWU a.t;.feafie; and of hia “Nay, Sir John,* said Nigel. “I “enisOM from thVKtogh^o^vn oha^
and his sleep: His blood rushed hot f ®a* ®P,rt' and that your heart has think that after your teaching I can The- linemen' apid verderers have notto his face at the sight, for fearless of Tou are right,- NgeL He hold-my,place-with M others " fbr5btton™Ze''yS, a^d toy 'tarder is
all else, his spirit was attracted and vf„?”d®®d aT p r?loasv.man. Had you The old Knight shbok his white bead ever full. Blow three moots on the
yet daunted by the delicate mystery -*”}* JYb t„ \ aske* be - v'foaild bave doubtfully. "There js so much to be horn, Mary, that the varlets may set
of woman To his pure and knightful ^fadorn” ’ d y have shown your leafned • that ! there ta no one who can the table, for the growing shadow7 ami
soul not Edith alone, ihut- every wo- be said to. know aft;? sa4d he. “For my loosening belt warn me that it isman, sat high and aloof, enthroned .„?îL®Le*,iy *is!led aS5 w*nce<* under the example, Nigel, it. iM : sôôth that for time/^iv.* /: • »
and exalted, with a thousand mystic d no . more, for his every'collection of b'eiasfs of the forest,
excellencies and virtues -which raised x“Bhting hard : within him, and foi* every gathering; of birds of the
her far above the rude world of man. iV>°. J*eep that l?igl| image of air, there is theft oflrn private name
There was joy in contact with them; ^5raéd for a moment to so that none may be. confused with
and yet there was fear, fear lest his j£J?L'th?*edife ft1L : Together another.” 
own unworthiness, his untrained «l* ÎÎ??6- ? * , y . 6 9tu® man “I know it, fair sir.”
tongue or rougher ways should in nhnr-o-Itl6^ woman, the yellow “You know it, Nigel, but you do not
some way break rudely upon this deli- ar*er ,an<1 •“? white Jennet, passed know each separate name, else are you 
date and tender thing, 
thought
toward hiih; but a moment later his 
vague^ doubts were set at rest by the 
frank voice of the young girl, who 
waved her whip in merry greeting.

“Hail and well met, Nigel!” 
cried. “Whither away this evening?
Sure I am that it is not to see your 
friends of Cosford, for when d}d you 
ever don so brave a doublet for us?
Come, Nigel, her name, that I may 
hate her forever!”

“Nay, Edith,” said the young Squire, 
laughing back at the laughing girl. “I 
was indeed -Coming to Cosford.”

“Then we shall ride back together, 
for I will go no further. How think 
you that I am looking?”

Nigel's answer was in his eyes as he 
glanced at the fair flushed face, the 
young hair, the sparkling eyes and the 
daintily graceful . figure set off in a 
scarlet-and-black riding dress. “You 
are as fair as ever, Edith.”

“Oh, cold of speech! Surely you 
were bred for the cloisters and not 
for a lady’s bower, Nigel. Had I asked 
such a question from young Sir George 
Brocas or the Squire of Fernhurst, he •] 
would have raved from here to Cos
ford. They are both more ito my taste 
than yon are, Nigel.” ,

“It is the worse for me, BditlV said 
of Nigel ruefully. ’ '. - : a

“Nay, but you must not lose heart.” '
“Have I not already lost it?* said he. j 
“That is better,” she cried, laughing. ’

“You can be quick enough when you 
choose, Master Malapert But you 
are more fit to speak of high and 
weary matters with my sister Mary, i 
She will have none of the prattle and j 
courtesy of Sir George, and yet I love j 
them well. But tell me, Nigel, why I 
Jo you come to Cosford tonight?” j 

“To bid you 
“Me alone?”
“Nay, Edith, you and your sister 

Mary and the good knight your fa
ther.”

“Sir George would have said that he 
had come for me alone. Indeed you 
are but a poor courtier beside him.
But Is it true, Nigel, that you go to 
France?”

“Yes, Edith.”
“It was so rumored after the King 

had been to Tilford. The story goes 
that th^King goes to France and you' 
in his train. Is that true?”

“Yes, Edith, it is true.”
“Tell me, then, to what part you 

go, and when?”
“That, alas! I may not say.”
“Oh, in sooth!” She tossed her fair 

head and rode onward in silence, with 
compressed lips and angry eyes.

Nigel glanced at her in surprise and 
dismay. “Surely, Edith,” said he at 
last, “you have overmuch regard for 
my honor that you should wish me to 
break the word that I have given?”

“Your honor belongs to you, and my 
likings beyong to me,” said she. “You 
hold fast to the one, and I will do the 
same by the other.”

roof -,

I T je KnJKht’s knife dropped from his what their’ errand TfuX. 'S'ere 6n1 
hand. - But the debate had been such had slipped from her h! Mar?
that neither Mary nor Nigel could fail advancing to th™door but th 3nd "as 
to have heard it. -Mid the round laugh- barred her way ’ but they rude]v
ter and clatter of voices from below "Nay. nav In,, the little group'at the high table had a more!" cried^one with®»1 hr, rm6ds 1,0 
privacy of their own. "Stand back IT ‘?arse la«8h
„JffW hot, father," said the girl— be! The house is shut IT'" 

indeed, the good Father Athanasius sees no guests tonight*"1’ and our lor'i 
hath fallen inte error, and Edith will "Fello^- gaid £îgei „ 
b® 'us anon. I heard her speak and clear, "stand back’firi^!akl”B i,lv
of this man many times of late, and errand is with your „us ! r'’
always with bitter words." "Bethink vn,, ^, u ,eI'

“tt is true, sir,” cried Nigel. “It was the' priest, "would it nn»llhreï' criel 
only this very, evening as we rode over ohance. tliat I EO in "tn* h.e hçst Per- 
Thurstay Moor th<^ Mistress Edith whether the voiS n? ,h„ and »«, 
told me that she counted him not a not soften this hard ^aart™1? ,llav 
fly, and that she would be glad if he bloodshed if you enter Seart ‘ 1 tear
were beaten for his evil deeds." "Nay, father ! nmwnn , ,
loRdt tbe wise priest shook his silvery tor the nonce/’ said^hgei '“"aÜi h'ra 
locks. Nay, there is ever danger Mary, do you bide with thi’ „ A, Wu,
when, a woman speaks like that. Hot for we know not wha?mat h pries’'
hate is twin brother to hot love. Why Again he turned to th? *? "lthln ’ 
should she speak so if there were not again the two men haJrZi <l00r'
some bond between them?” age. men barred h‘r pass.

“And yet," said Nigel "what can "Stand back. I sav h=ev , hay® changed her thoughts In three lives!" said Nigel 4ybft5„, d your 
short hours? She was- here in the should think it shkme to Paul! I
hall with US 'since I came. By Saint with such aa you T sworiPaul, I Will not believe it!" and no man S?»i, bh* my soul « set,

Mai Ys face darkened. “I call to night” h 11 bar my path this
m*ad." said she, "that a note was The men «hr=„i,• rought t:# her by Tannekin the stable menaced that gentle the deadl? 
ya.net when you were talking to us, "Hold!"
fair sir, of the terms of the chase, through the darknec<= "i thl®m' Peering
She read it and went forth.” Loring of Tilford 7”®®’ iS 11 not sCulre

Sir John sprang to his feet but sank “That is indeed „
Into his chair again with a groan. "Had you spoken™?■Would that I were dead," he cried, not have7stopped your Li?/ °i?e would 
ere I saw dishonor come upon my your staff Wat to? titW?y' Pat do"n house, and am so tied with this a/- but the Squh-L ’ot TWord®n° $trar»'r, 

cursed foot that I can neither examine - a, L.if toX. ?ilf?rd' 
if it be true, nor yet avenge it! If my er lowermLei blm’. Scumbled the oth- - 
son Oliver were here, then all would nravJïXr cudgel wlth an inward
be well. Send me this varlet that I Itha"ks,e>'dn»- “Had it Le
may question him." on L? in , sbou’d haye had blood uc-

“I pray you, fair and honored sir,” aald ?0?2?J t0n*8ht. But our master 
said Nigel, "that you will take me for ordered ^ to hold the^dom® i?v,? be

ter and ask him what is his will.” 6n*
But already Nigel was past them

as hiUw«edt?.P*T the outer d°or sLlft 
as he was, the Lady Mary was .?lejy heels, and the two7 
gether into the hall beyond.

In a great room, draped and curtair 
ed with black shadows, with one vivid circle of light in the ctetre, whereX-o 
oil lamps shone upon a small table 4 
meal was land upon the table, but only 
two were seated at it, and there Xe 
no servants in the room. At the near W.aa ®dlth- her golden hau S 
and streaming down over the 6oarl»t and black of her riding-dress! et

At the farther end the light beat 
hjrv,n5ly upon the harsh face and the

I tar? ^r“Xn ?jfeapen shoulders of the 
I lord of the house. A tangle of Mack

hêi? ®?X0eUntSd a hi*h tmmded fc?,! 
head, the forehead of a thinker, with 
two deep-set cold gray eyes twinkling 
sharply from under tufted brows. His 
Poa® y'®* curved and sharp, like the
LhS»' crtiel blrd’ but below the
Whom of bis otean-shaven powerful
btot WaS ,™arred by the loose slab- 
th?®». mouth and the round folds of 

^\knife to one hand

NigCl stopped midway between the 
and the table. Hte eyes and 

our Were riveted upon
house let us keep a bold face to all." ,Mary> wkh her
Then, raising her young clear voice, so nit,- ®h=?Ul„??°5e^ over with love and 
that it sounded through the room : "If Ï1 ®d forward “nJ °ast her
you ride eastward, Nigel, I would fain hef ^«nger sister. Edith
go with you, that my sister may not "p? UP fro™ her chair, and
come back aiepe." ^ted face tried to

"We will ride together, Mary,” said ?!? ? y from her- 
Nigel, rising; then in a lower voice: Edith. Edith I By the Virgin, I im-
"But we cannot go alone, and if we Plore y?** to come back with us, and to 
take a servant all is known. I prây /"ave this wicked man!" cried Mary, 
you to stay at home and leave the Dear sister, you would not break our 
matter to me.” father's heart, nor bring his gray head

to dishonor,to the grave! Come back! 
Edith, oome Back and all is well."

But Edith pushed her avvav, and 
her fair cheeks were flushed with her 
anger. “What1 right have you over me, 
Mary, you who are but two years old
er, that you should follow me over the 
country-aride as though I were 
agate villain and you my mistress? Do 
you yoursèlf go back, and leave me to 
do that which seems best 
eyes."

Nigel stood in front of a burnished 
shield which served as a mirror, and 
he turned this way and that, preening 
himself like a little shining bird. Hie 
spooth breastplate, his wondrous joints 
with their deft protection by the disks 
at knee and elbow and shoulder, the 
beautifully flexible gauntlets and sel
lers ts, the shirt of mail and the close- 
fitting greave-piates were all things 
of joy and of beauty in his eyes. He 
sprang about the shop to show his 
lightness, and then running out he 
placed his hand on the pommel and 
vaulted into Pommera' saddle, while 
(tv at and his boy applauded in the, 
doorway.

Then springing off and running into 
the shop again he clanked down up
on his knees before the image of the 
Virgin upon the smithy wall. There 
from his heart he prayed that no 
shadow or stain should come upon 
his soul or his honor whilst these 
arms incased his bedy, and that he 
might be Strengthened, to use them 
for noble and bodly ends. A strange 
turn this to a religion of peace, and 
yet for many a century the sword and 
the faith had upheld each other, and 
in a darkened world the best Ideal of 
the soldier had turned in some dim 
groping fashion toward the light. 
"Benedictus domlnus deus raeus qui 
doeet manus meas ad praellum et 

- digltos meoa ad helium ! ” There spoke 
the soul of the knightly soldier.

So the armor was trussed upon the 
armorer’s mule and went back with 
them to Tilford, where Nigel put It on 
once more for the pleasure of the 
Lady Srmjrntrude, who clapped her 
skinny hands and shed tears of min
gled pain and Jay—pain that she 
shoiüd lose him, joy that he should go 
se bravely to the wars. As to her 
own future, it had been made easy for 
her, since it was arranged that a 
steward should look to the Tilford es
tate whilst she had at her disposal a 
suite of rooms in royal Windsor, 
where with other venerable dames of 
her own age and standing she could 
spend the twilight of her days discuss
ing long-forgotten scandals, and whis
pering sad things about the grand
fathers and the grandmothers of the 
young courtiers all around them. 
There Nigel might leave her with an 
easy mind when he turned his face to 
France,

But there was one more visit to be 
paid and one more farewell to be 
spoken ere Nigel could leave the moor
lands where he had dwelled so long. 
That evening he donned his brightest 
tumc, dark purple velvet of Genoa, 
with trimming of miniver, his hat with 
the snow-white feather curling round 
the front, and his belt of embossed sil
ver round his loins. Mounted on lord
ly Pommers, with bis hawk upon wrist 
and his sword by his side, never did 
fairer young gallent or one more mod
est in mind set forth .upon such an er
rand. It was but the old. Knight of 
Duplin to whpm' be would cay fare
well; but the Knight of Duplin had 
■two doughtera, Kdlth and Mary, and 
Edith was the fairest rpald y all the 
heather country. f i

John Buttesthprn, the Knight t 
Duplin, was so called becg-ilse he had 
been present at ' that strange battle, 
some eighteen years before; when the 
full' power of Scotland had been for 
a moment beaten to the ground by a 
handful of of adventurers and mercen
aries, marching under the banner of 
no nation, but fighting in their own 

. private quarrel* Their exploit fills no 
Hages of hlstoir. for It Is to the in
terest of no nation to record it, and 
yet, the rumor and fame of the great 
fight bulked large In those times, tor 
it was on that day when the flower of

• Scotland was left dead upon the field, 
that the world first understood that a 
new force had arisen in war, and that 
the English archer, with his robust 
courage and his skill with the weapon 
which he had wielded from his boy
hood, was a p^W' 
the mailed chivftl 
seriously to reckon.

Sir John after his return from Scot
land had become the King’s own head 
huntsman, famous through all Eng
land for his knowledge of 
til at last, getting overheavy for his 
horses, he had settled in modest com
fort into the old house of Cosford up
on the eastern slope of the Hindhead 
hill. Here, as his face grew redder 
and his beard more white, he spent the 
evening of his days, anjid hawks and 
hounds, a flagon of spiced wine 
at his elbow, and his 
perched upon a stool before him. There 
It was that many an old comrade 
broke his journey as he passed down 
the rude road which led from London 
to Portsmouth, and thither also came 
the young gallants of the country to 
hear the stout knight’s tales of old 
wars, or to learn from him that lore 
of the forest and the chase which 

. none could teach so well as he.
But sooth to say, whatever the old 

knight might think it was not merely 
.his old tales and older wine which 
drew the young men. to Cosford, but 
rather the fair face of his younger 
daughter, or the strong soul and wise 
counsel of the older. Never had two 

/more different branches sprung from 
the same trunk. Both were tall and 
-of a queenly graceful figure. But there 
all resemblance began and ended.

• Edith was yellow as the ripe corn, 
blue-eyed, winning, mischievous, with 

;a chattering tongue, a merry laugh,
-end a smile which a dozen of young 
gallants, Nigel of Tilford at their 
-head, could share equally amongst 
“them. Like a, young kitten she play
ed with all things that she found In 
life, and some there were who thought 
that already the claws could be/felt 
amid the patting of her velvet totich.

Mary was dark as night, grave- 
featured, plain-visaged, with steady, 
brown eyes looking bravely 
world from under a strong bli 
of brows. None oouid call her beauti
ful, and whan her fair sister cast her 
arm round her and placed her cheek 
against hers, as was her habit when 
company was there, the fairness of 
the one and the plainness of the. other 
leaped visibly to the. eyes of all, each 
the clearer for that hard contrast. And 
yet, here and there, there was orie 
who, looking at héV strange, strong 
face, arid at the passing gleams far 
down in her dark eyes, felt that this 
silent woman -with her proud bearing 
and her queenly, grace had in her 
something of strength, of reserve and 
of mystery which was more "to them 
than all the dainty glitter of her sis
ter.

Such were the ladles of Cosford to
ward whom Nigel Loring rode that 
night with doublet of Genoan velvet 
and the new white feather in his cap.

He had ridden over Ttiursley Ridge 
past that old stone where in days gone 
by at the place of Thor the wild Sax
ons worshipped their war-ggd. Nigel 
looked at it with a wary eye jantt
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to sweet simpli
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XII.
How Nigel Fought the Twisted Man of 

, • Shelf or d.
In the ,days of which you read all 

classes, save perhaps the very poor, 
fared better in meat and in drink than
they have ever done since. The coun- | your son this night, that I may handle 
try was

fitte 
and a si

Such was his 
the white horse cantered i im \ covéred with woodlands— I this matter in the way which seems 

there, were seventy separate forests ini best. On jeopardy of my honor I will 
England atone, some of them covering do all that a man may.” 
half a shire. ' Within these forests the “Nigel, I thank you. There is no 
great beas|s of the chase were strictly man In Christendom to whom I would 
preserved',, but the smaller game, the sooner turn.”
hares, the rabbits,, the bfirds, which “But I would learn your mind in one 
swarmed round the coverts, found their matter, fair sir. This man, Paul de 
way readily iiitq the ptior man’s pot la Fosse, owns broad acres, as I un- 
Ale was very cheap, and cheaper, still derstand, and comes of noble blood.

the mead which every peasant There is no reason if things be as we 
could make for himself oùtj ot the wild fear that he should not marry your 
honey in the tree-trujrks. There were daughter?”
many tea-like drinks also, ; which, were “Nay, she could not wish for better,
brewed by the poor at no expense : “It is well. And first I would ques-
mellow- tea, tansy tea, and ^others. the tion this Hannekin; but it shall be 
secret of whiçh has passed." done in such a fashion that none shall

Amid tiré richer çlassës there was know, for indeed it is not a matter for 
rude profusion,; great joints ever on the gossip of servants. But if you will 
.the sideboard, huge pies, beasts of the show me the man, Mistress Mary, 
field an,d beats of the chase, with ale will take him out to tend my own 
and rough French or Flemish wines to horse, and so I shall learn all that he 
wash them down. But the very rich has to tell.”
had attained to a high pitch of luxury Nigel was absent for some time, and 
in their food, and cookery was a sci- when he returned the shadow upon 
ence in which the ornamentation of his face brought little hope to the 
the dish was almost as Important as ious hearts at the high table. ,n 
the dressing of the food. It was gild- locked him in the stable-loft, lest he 
ed, it was silvered, it was painted, it talk too much,” said he, “for my ques- 
was surrounded with flame. From the tions must have shown him whence 
boar and the peacock down to such the wind blew. It was indeed from this 
stbange^ food as the porpoise and the man that the note came, and he 
herdgehog, every dish had its own brotight With him a sfrâre hdtêé to 
setting and its own sauce, very strange lady.”
and very complex, with flavorings of The old Knight groaned, and his 
dates, currants, clover, vinegar, sugar face sank upon his hands, 
and honey ,of cinnamon, ground gin- “Nay, father, they watoh you!” whls- 
ger, sandalwood, saffron, brawn and pered Mary. “For the honor of 
pines. It was the Norman tradition to 
eat in moderation, but to have a great 
profusion of the best and of thé 
delicate from which to choose. From 
them came this complex cookery, so 
unlike the rudè and often gluttonous 
simplicity of the old Teutonic stock.

Sir John Buttes thorn was of that 
middle class who fared in the old 
fashion, and his great oak supper-table 
groaned beneath the 
the mighty joints and the great flag-
ons. Below were the household, above "Nay, Nigel,, she may sorely need a 
on a raised dais the farnily table, with woman’s aid, and what woman should 
places ever ready tor tribrie frequent lt be save her own sister? I can take 
guests who dropped Hi from the high my tire-woman with us" 
road outside. Such a one had Just r ,.vcome, an old priest, journeying from if Xfü„? ?? wAth yoa
the Abbey of Chertsey to the Priory of IJLjSS ®“ keep within the
Saint John at Midhurst. He passed Sriest ® °f my mule* said tbe oId 
often that way, and never without ,,eat"
breaking his Journey at the hospitable» But !t is not your road, father?”
board of Cosford. j ' •, , , “The only road of a true priest is

“Welcome agam^fetiob tfedVr Athan-* that which leads to the good of others
gether.’™7 Chlldre”’ W® W‘" ^ and^tlU^0?“ to^softe? LLrd LLd

nev*er °a ‘scandal^but® the prle'sts^are «And 80 U was that stout Sir John angry heart. "Our mother is dead, 
th? Aral to knSL it’’ “ P 1 1 are Buttesthorn, the aged Knight of Dup- Edith. I thank God that she died ere 

The Driest a kindlv nnlet L,"’ was Ieft aIone at his own high ta- she saw you under this roof! But Iglanced5 at an empty’toace upon tiLl a!?’, pILejendinS to eat, pretending to stand for her, as I haye done all my 
farther side of ^s hosT drink’ Meeting in his seat, trying Tard llfe. since I am indeed your elder. It
Fdith?’ said he Mistress to seem unconcerned with his mind Is with her voice that I beg and pray

“Ave ave where is the hiis«tv->” v,nd bo,dy in a fever« while below him Jou that you will not trust this man 
cried her fathe^imrmtientlv -S'r his varlets and handmaids laughed and further, and that you will come back 
beg you to have the horn blown aeain ?eSted’ flattering their cups and clear- ere it be too late!”

.that she.may know that the suppfr is ^rk 1 sYado^8’whirhnC°thrCl°U8 V£»riîhcd from her grasp> and
on the table. What can the little s”ado.w which threw its stood flushed and defiant, with gleam-
owlet do Abroad at this hour of the dais^bov^ th6 lonely man above the ing, angry eyes fixed upon her sister, 
night?” Ud,ls aDOVe- You may speak evil of him now,”

There was trouble in the priest’s Meantime the Lady Mary upon the sai<* she, “but there was a time when 
gentle eyes as he touched the Knight white jennet which her sister had rid- Paul de la Fosse came to Cosford, and
upon the sleeve. “I have seen Mis- rfn on the same evening. Nigel on who so gentle and soft-spoken to him
tress Edith within this hour,” said he h , war-horse, and the priest on the then as wise, grave sister Mary? But
“I fear that she will hear .no horn that mule» clattered down the rude winding he has learned to love another; so
you may* Wow, for she must be at road which led to London. The coun- now he is the wicked man, and it is
Milford ere now.” ^ try on either side was a wilderness of shame to be seen under his roof ! From

“At Milford? What does she there*>” heather moors and of morasses from what I see of my good pious sister 
“J pray you, good Sir John, to abate w.h*fh came the strange crying of and her cavalier it is sin for another 

yoùr vpice somewhat, for indeed this night-fowl. A half-moon shone in the to ride at night with a man at your 
matter is . for our- private discourse sky between the rifts of hurrying side, but it comes easy enough to 3-011. 
since it torches the honor of a lady ” ’ cloud?- The lady rode In silence, ab- Look at your own eye, good sister, 
“Her'‘honor?” Sir John’s ruddy face ®orbed in the thought of the task be- ere you would take the speck from 

had tdmed redder still, as he stared ■ th1em' the danser and the shame, that of another.”
at the troubled features of the priest. ^ 8;el chatted in a low tone with the Mary stood irresolute and greatly 
“Her honor, say you—the honor of my Priest. From him he learned more of troubled, holding her pride and Ik* 
daughter ? Make good those words, or , © ev*l name of this man whom they anger, but uncertain how best to deal 
never set your foot over the threshold k011°wed. His house at Shalford was a with this strong wayward spirit, 
of Cosford again!” den of profligacy and vice. No woman “jt js not a time for hitter words.

“I trust that I have done no wrong, c°uld cross that threshold and depart dear sisto?” ^aid she and “again "hi1
Siv John, but indeed I must say what ^^®d . a?d ^commün® ,?ashlon’ laid her hand upon her sister s sleeve.
I have seen, else would I be a false and,set common, the man, -All that you say may be true Therafriend and an unworthy priest,” £“b 8!raViS,tW,fted "as indeed7? tlm? w£e„ this man was

“Haste man, haste! What in the tton tor w?men fascina" friend to us both, and I know even as
Devil’s name have- you- seen?’ which ^ °mr y°u do the power which he may have

“Know you a little man, partly mis- Again and again* he han®»? tG ?? w }*" to win a woman’s heart. But I know
shapen, named Paul de la Fosse?” to®a household* aL?to ana üf!? rï n him now, and you do not. I know the

"T know him well. He is a man of adroitLongue and hls cumfing^wit had evl1 that he has wrought, the dishonor 
noble family and coat-armor, being the in some fashion saved him from tae î,hat he ha®. brought, the perjury that 
younger brother of Sir Eustace de la punishment of of his deeds His fam lies upon bls soul, the confidence b"-Fosse of Shalford Time was when I fly waTg”eat in the country, and Ss Ttrtyed’ ‘he promise unfulfilled-all thra
had thought that I might call him son, kinsmen held favor with thé King so 1 1 to see n!r °"?
for there was never a day that he did that his neighbors feared to push »u®h„ 'a ,the same welL“V?®,d I f? r
not pass with my girls, but I fear that things too far against him. Such was F^s j1 shot upon you child. Am I
hi* crooked back sped him ill in his the man, malignant and ravenous, who i???ed, a,ready too lat®,F°r •»» ;. 
wooing: had stooped like some night-hawk and Sa£?’.^?U ineLFdilh’ th?t 1 ls.n0 "l "

“Alas, Sir John! It Is his mind that borne away to his evil nest the golden .iL'fFanrt'mLde tSîf Xîft siens to the 
is more crooked than,his back. He is beauty of Cosford. Nigel said little as ?,„?? p?,,? .?? ?? lFo„e
a perilous man with women, for the he listened, but he raised his hunting- !t?f,d_?f Z*?® tab.®: , nnn v-
Devit hath given him. such a tongue dagger to his tightened lips, and thrice i bis
and such an eye that he charms them he kissed the cross of its handle. Th ? ? j
AtrAri o q • flip hfl ailiqlr Marrioo-A « , . , . SllOUl(16r. X fllS IS L il G nidTl I 10\ 0. cXIitleven, as tne basilisk. Marriage may They had passed over the moors and the onlv man that I have ever loved, i
be in their^mmd but never in his. so through the village of Milford and the This to husband ” said she. *
that I could count a dozen and more little township of Godaiming, until . ... y , ~ ..
whom he has led to their undoing. It their path turned southward over the word Mary gave a cry of 30..
is his pride and his boast over the Pease marsh and crossed the meadows “And is lt so?" she cried. “Nay, then 
whole country-side. ’ of Shalford. rAiere on the dark hill- all Is in honor, and God will see to tho

“Well, well, and what is this to me side glowed the red points of light rest. If you are man and wife before 
or ne * x which marked the windows of -the the altar, then indeed why should f

“Even now, Sir John,' as I rode my house which they sought. A sombre or any other, stand between you? T i 
mule up the road I met this man arched avenue of oak-trees led up to it me that it is indeed so, and I return 
speeding towards his home. A woman and then they were in the moon-sil- this minute to make your father a 
rode by his side, and though her fti.ee veréd clearing in front. happy man.”
was hooded I heard her laugh as she From the shadow of the arched door 
passed me. That laugh I have heard there sprang two rough serving-men,
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“I know not if what we do is good or ill, but we must wed them, for there 

is no way out.”
up the sandy winding track with the a wiser man than I had thought you. 
gorse and the bracken head-high on In truth none can say that they know 
either side.. Soon a path branched off all, though I have myself picked off 
through a gateway marked with the eighty and six for a wager at court, 
boar-heads of the Buttesthorns, and and it is said that the chief huntsman 
tnere was the low widespread house of the Duke of Burgundy has counted 
neavily timbered, loud with the bark- over a hundred—but it Is in my mind 

°f,d°ss' Th® ruddy Knight limp- that he may have found them as he 
ed forth with outstretched hand and went, for there was none to say him
r°2w1®.V2ice: XT. it „ , nay- Answer me now, lad, how would.

What how, Nigel! Good welcome ypu say .if you saw ten badgers to- 
and ali hail! I had thought that you gather in the forest’"
had given over your poor friends like “A cete of badgers, fair sir ’’
us. now that the King had made so “Good, Nigel—good, by my faith!

The horses, varlets, or And If you walk in Woolmer Forest 
Hush, and see a swarm of foxes, how would 
I can you call it?” 

scarce hear my voice for your yelping. "A skulk of foxes”
Mary, a cup of wine for young Squire "And If they be lions?”

. , _ ■ “Nay, fair sir, I am not like to meet
She stood framed in the doorway, several lions In Woolmer Forest” 

tall, mystic, silent, with strange, wist- “Aye, lad, but there are-other forests 
ful face and deep soul shining in her besides Woolmer, and other lands be- 
dark, questioning eyes. Nigel kissed sides England, and who can tell how 
the hand that she held out, and all his far afield such a knight errant as Ni- 
faith in woman and his reverence came gel of Tilford may go, when he sees 
back to him as he looked at her. Her worship to be won’ We will sav that 
sister had slipped behind her and her you were in the deserts of Nubia, and 
fair elfish face smiled her forgiveness that afterward at the court of the 
of Nigel over Mary’s shoulder. great Sultan you wished to say that

The Knight of Duplin leaned his you had seen several lions, which is 
weight upon the-young man's arm and the first beast of the chase, being the 
limped his way across the great high- king of animals. ' How then would 
roofed hall to his capacious oaken say it?’
chair. “Gome, come, the stoo!, Edith!” Nigel scratched' Ms\ head. “Surely
he cried. As God is my help, that fair sir, I would bi’ Vonteiit to say that
girl’s mind swarms with gallants as a I had seen a number of lions! if Indeed 
granary with rats. Well, Nigel, I hear I could say aught after so wondrous 
strange tales of your spear-running at an adventure ”
Tilford and of the visit of the King. "Nay, Nigel, a huntsman wouid have 
How seemed he? And my old friend said that he had seen a'pride of lions 
Chandos—riiany happy hours in the and so proved that he- knew- the Ian 
woodlands have we had together—and guage of the chase Now had it been 
Manny too, he was ever a bold and a boars instead of liqeé’" een
hard rider—what news of them all?” “One says a singular of boars”

Nigel told to the old Knight all that “And if they toe/swine?"
had occurred, saying little of his own Surely it is a herd of swine." 
success and much of his own failure, “Nay, nay, lad, it is Indeed sad to
yet the eyes of the dark woman burn- see how little you know Your hands
ed the brighter as she sat at her tap- Nigel, were always better than vour 
estry and listened. head. No man of gentle birth would

Sir John followed the story with a speak of a herd of swine; that is the 
running fire of oaths, prayers, thumps peasant speech. If you drive them it 
with his great fist and flourishes of his If a herd. If you hunt them it is other, 
crutch. “Well, well, lad, you could What call you them, then, Edith?" 
scarce expect to hold your saddle “Nay, I know not,” said the girl 
against Manny, and you have carried listlessly. A crumpled note brought in 
yourself well. We are proud of you, by a valet was clinched in her right 
Nigel, for you are our own man, rear- hand and her blue eyes locked afar ln- 
ed in the heather country. But indeed to the deep shadows of the roof 
1* take shame that you are not more “But you can tell us, Mary?’’ "
skilled in the mystery of the woods, "Surely, sweet, sir, one talks of a
seeing that I have had the teaching of sounder of swine." 
you, and that no one in broad England The old Knight laughed exultantly
is my master at the craft. I pray you “Here is a pupil who never brings me
to fill your cup again whilst I make shame!” he cried. “Be it lore of
use of the little time that is left to chivalry or heraldry or woodcraft or

what you will, I can alwaygs turn to

ever 
swollen foot
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They rode In silence through Thurs- 
iey village. Then a thought came to 
her mind and in an instant her anger 
was forgotten and she was hot on a 
new scent.

“What would you do if I were in
jured, Nigel? I have heard my father 
say that small 
man in these parts could stand against 
you Would you be my champion if-I 
suffered wrong?"

much of you. 
my crutch will be across you ! 
Lydiard !

i11
Down, Pelamon!

Û

'as you are there is no

:fl
I “Surely I or any man of gentle blood 

would be the champion of any woman 
who had suffered wrong.”

"You or any and I or any—what sort 
of speech is that? Is it a compliment, 
think you, to be mixed with a drove in 
that fashion ? 
you and me. If I were wronged would 
you be my man?”

“Try me and see, Edith!”
“Then I will do so, Nigel. Either 

Sir George Brocas or the Squire of 
Fernhurst would gladly do what I ask, 
and yet I am of a mind, Nigel, to turn 
to you.”

“I pray you to tell me what it is.”
“You know Paul de la Fosse of 

Shalfcrd ?’’
“You mean the small man with the 

twisted back?"
“He is no smaller than
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LADY GORDO I-I
London, March 9.— 

Gordon-Lennox,
Luke of Richmond and 
to embark in business 
tier.

My question was of*
■ With a view to deva 
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In an interview vest! 
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you
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ack arch

venture.
“Even if it is a fallu 

^ill be a guide as to 1 
Banbury district is n 
able for fruit-growina 
Posai Is to
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yourself,

Nigel, and as to his back there are 
many folks that I know who would 
be glad to have his face.”

“Nay, I am no judge of that, aqd I 
spoke out of no discourtesy, 
of the man?”

"He has flouted me, Nigel, and I 
would have revenge."

“What—on that poor twistsed 
ture?"

“I tell 
"But how?

“I should have thought that a true 
cavalier would have flown to my aid, 
withouten all these questions. But I 
will tell you since I needs must. Know 
then that he was one of those who 
came around me and professed.to be 
my own. Then, merely because he 
thought that there were othere who 
were as dear to me as himself he left 
me, and now he pays court to Maude 
Twynham, the little freckle-faced hus
sy lri hit village.”

encourage 
Ohr own country s

the enormous 
and bottled fruits, whi 
annually."
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