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CHAPTER XI.—Continued.

Nigel stood in front of a burnished
shield which servéd as a mirror, and
he turned this way and that, preening
himself like a little shining bird. His
spooth breastplate, his wondrous joints
with their deft protection by the disks
at knee and elbew and shoulder, the
beautifully flexible gauntlets and sol-
lerets, the shirt of mall and the close-
fitting greave-plates were all things
of joy and of beauty in his eyes. He
sprang about the shop to show  his
lightnass, and then running out he
placed his hand on the pommel and
vaulted into Pommers’ saddle, while
W at and his boy applauded in the
doorway.

Then springing off and running into
the shop again he olanked 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)hi

his soul or his honor whilst these
arms incased his bedy, and that he
might be Strengthemed to use themr
for noble and bedly 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.
“Benedietus domimus deus meus qui
doeet manus meas ad praelum et
- digitos meos ad bellum!” There spoke
the soul of the knightly soldier.

So the apmor 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 Srmyntrude, who clapped her
skinny hands and shed tears of min-
gled pain and Joy—pain that she
shouwld 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 shounld 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.
Phere 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 meor-
lands where he had dwelled so long.
*hat evening he donned his brightest
tumic, 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 his hawk upon wrist
and his sword by his side, never>did
fairer young gallent or one more mod-
est in mind set forth upon sugh an er-
rand. It was but.the old: Knight of

Duplin. to whom'-he would isay - fare-

well;- _but the Knight of Duplin had
two doughters, - Edith" and Mary, and

Edith was ‘the fairest maid in all the

heather copntr. oAl an 4

Sir John rn, the Knight of

plin, was so. called becailse he h
been present at ‘that -strange battle,
some eighteen years before; when ithe
full’ power  of Scotland had been :for
a moment beaten to the ground by a
handful of of advepturers and mercen-
aries,;; marching under the banner - of
no nation, but- fighting in: their own

. private quarrél.y THeir- exploit fills no
es ‘of history, for it:'is to “the in-
terest -of no natlon to record it, and
yet_the rumor and fame of the great
fight bulked largé in those times, . for
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 hig robust
cqurage and his skill with the weapon
which he had wielded from his boy-
hood, was a p&wer with which even
the mailed chivlry of Europe had
seriously to reckon.

Sir John after his return from Scot-
land had become the King’s own head
‘huntsman, famous through all Eng-
+Jand for his knowledge of venery, un-

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, amid hawks and
hounds, a flagon of spiced wine ever
at his elbow, and his swollen foot
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 tp learn from him that lore
of the forest and the chase which
wnone 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
damaghter, or the strong soul and wise
~eounsel of the older. Never had two

“.more different branches sprung from
the same trunk. Both were tall and
.0f & queenly graceful figure. But there
.mrll resemblance began and ended.

«~ Edith was yellow as the ripe corn,
.blue-eyed, winning, mischievous, with
;a8 chattering tongue, a merry laugh,
-and 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 coyld be 'felt
amid the patting of her velvet touch.

Mary was: dark as night, grave-
featured, plain-visaged, with = steady,
brown -eyes looking  bravely at. the
world from under a strong black arch
of brows, ‘None ocould call her beauti-
ful, and whén her Yair, 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 thé eyes of all, each
the clearer for that hard ‘contrast! And
yet, - here and there, there was ‘ore
who, looking at  hér ' sgirange, strong
face, and at. the passing gleams far
down in-her dark eyes, felt that this
silent woman ;with “her proud bearing
and her dqueenly ‘grace” hid in her
sométhing of strength, of. reserve and
of mystery. which was more to them
than all the-dainty :glitter of her .sis-
ter,

Such were the ladies 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 Thursley Ridge
past that old stone where in days gone
by at the placs of Thor the wild Sax-
ons ‘worshipped their war-god.” Nigel
looked at it with a wary eye and

spurred Pommers 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 ears for
Such things could hear thé scream and
Sob of those whose lives had. been
ripped from them that the fiend might
be ‘honored.  Thor’s ' stone,. Thor's
Jumps, Thor’s ‘punch-bowl<the whols
country-side 'was ‘one im :monument
to the God of ‘Battles, tHough the plous
monks had changed his,uncouth name
for that of ' the Devil: his fdther, so

Devil’s punch-bowli:of which - they
spoke. Nigel:glanced bock*at the old

8rey boulder,” and he felt for an “in-|

stant a 'shudder pass' ‘through ®his
Stout heart. - Was it.the chill of the
evening afr, ‘'or was ‘it that :some-in-"
day when he ‘also might-lie’ bound on
stained pagan’ créew howling - ‘around:

and his sleép:” ' His blood rushed hot
to his face at'the sight, for fearless of
all else, his-spirit rwas attracted and
yet daunted by the -delicate mystery
of woman. To his pure and knightful
soul not Edith alone, but: every wo-

and exalted, with a . thousand mystic
excellencies and virtues “which raised
her far above the rude world of man.
There was joy in contact with them;
and yet there was fear, fear lest his
own unworthiness,  his ‘untrained
tongue or rougher ways should = in
sSome way break rudely upon this deli-
date and tender thing. Such was his

that it was the ‘Devil's: jumips and the.

ner voice had whispered to Him -of theln £

such & rock and ‘have ‘such a.bload=

man, sat_ high and- aloof,’ enthronsd!.

thought ag the white horse cantered||
toward hith; but a moment later his|'

7 N\———

“But how has this hurt you, since
he was no man of thine?”

“He was one of my men, was he not?
And he has made game of me to his
wench. He has told her things about
\me.  He has made me-foolish in her
eves. "Yes,<yes, I- can-read it in her
saffron face and in her watery ‘eyes
when we meet at the church door on
Sundays. She smiles—yes, smiles at
sme! " Nigel, go to him! Do not slay

im, not. even wound him, but lay his
fate open with thy: riding-whip, and
tien’ come back to me and tell me how
I cajn ie{ve you.” %

gel's 1 was haggard with the
Xth?ge‘ for' _d}é’glre ran hot . in

Ty (Vein,- and yet reason hrank
2with horror.:- “By;Saint.Paull - Edith,”
cried, “I.see no,honor nor advance-.

Of any. sort:in this thing which
ave. asked me to ‘do. Is-it for me

one ‘who:“is no- bettér than
v manhood I could

‘and ‘I pray yous
dy,"that you'will set me somie
s R

at.him dn‘eontempt
1”7 _shi

Yés, 'yes, say what you

iR &ll‘ever helieve that you have|
of His_skill: at_fence.and of hisf

heard, 1
-great spirit, and that your heart has
jfailed :you! . You ‘are-right, Nigel
is.~inideed ‘a perilous man,
‘done’ what L asked: he . would . Rave

slain you, and so you have -shown youri
sdom.” )

Nigel flushed ‘and winced under the
words, ‘but.he+said no’:more, for his
mlnd_ was fighting “hard’ within—him,
striving, "to. keep that high image of
woman. which seemeéd for a moment, to
totter on the edge of a fall. -Together
in silence, si@é by side, the little man
and  the' stately woman, the. yellow
charger - and’ t_he “white jennet, passed

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!”

“Whither away this evening?

Sure I am that it is not to see your
friends of Cosford, for when did 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 oming to Cosford.”

for I will go no further,
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 speach! 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

shy ||

J
J'

“Then we shall ride back tofether,|:
How think

|

l

Brocas or the Squire of Fernhurst, hel

would have raved from here to Cos-

ford. They are both ‘more ito my taste]-

than .yot are, Nigel”
Nigel ruefally. '’

“Have I not already lost' it?” said he.

“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.
She will have none of the prattle and
courtesy of Sir George, and yet I love
them well. But tell me, Nigel, why
do you come to Cosford tonight?”

“To bid you farewell.”

“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 the~King goes to France and you
in his train. Is that true?’’ g e

“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,

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.”

They rode in silence through Thurs-
ley village. Then a thought came to
her mind and in an instant her anger
was forgotten and she was hot on a
new scent. o

“What would you do if I were in-
jured, Nigel? I have heard my father
say that small as you are there is no
man in these parts could stand against
you. Would you be my champion if I
suffered wrong?” ¥

“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? My question was of
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 .
Shalford ?”

‘“You mean the small man with the
twisted back?”

“He is no smaller than 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, and I
spoke out of neo discourtesy. What
of the man?”

“He has flouted me, Nigel, and I
would have revenge.” v

“What—on that poor twistsed.crea-
ture?” :

“I tell you that he has flouted me!”
“But how?” :

“lI should have thought that a true
cavalier would have flown to my aiq,
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 othérs who
were as dear to me as himself he left
me, and now he pays court to Maude

of

Twynham, the little freckle-faced hus~
8y In hig village.”

“It is the worse for me, ﬁdith,” said)’

1
“Nay, but you must not Iose heart.”

Lo
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“I know not if what we do is good or ill, but we

up the sandy winding track-with the
gorse and the bracken ‘héad-high on
either side. Soon a path branched off
through a gateway marked with the
boar-heads of. the Buttesthorns, and:
Ithex'e was the low widespread house
heavily timbered, loud with the bark-
ling of dogs. The ruddy Knight limp-
|ed forth with outstretched hand and
roaring voice:

“What how, Nigel! Good welcome
and all hail! I had thought that you
had given over your poor friends like
us, now that the King' had made so
much of you. The horses, varlets, or
my crutch will be across you! Hush,
Lydiard! Down, - Pelamon! I - can
scarce hear my voice for your yelping.
Mary, a cup of wine for  young Squire
Loring!”

She stood framed in the doorway,
tall, mystie, silent, with strange, wist-
ful face and deep soul shining in her
dark, questioning eyes. Nigel kissed
the hand that she held out, and all his
faith in woman and his reverence came
back to him as he looked at her. Her
sister had slipped behind her and her
fair elfish face smiled her forgiveness
of Nigel over Mary’s shoulder.

The Knight of Duplin .leaned  his
weight upon the:young man’s arm and
limped his way across the great high-
roofed hall - to his capacious oaken
chair. “Come, come, the stool, Edith!”
he cried. “As God is my help, that
girl’s mind swarms with gallants as a
granary with rats. Well, Nigel, I hear
strange tales of your spear-running at
Tilford and of the visit of the King.
How seemed he? And my old friend
Chandos—many happy hours in the
woodlands have we had together—and
Manny too, he was ever a bold and a
hard rider—what news of them all?”

Nigel told to the old Knight all that
had occurred, saying- little.of his own
success ‘and much of his own failure,
yvet the eyes of the dark woman burn-
ed the brighter as she sat at her tap-
estry and listened.

Sir John followed the story with a
running fire of oaths; prayers, thumps
with his great fist and flourishes of his
crutch.  “Well, well, lad, you' could
scarce expect to hold your .saddle
against Manny, and you have carried
yourself well. We are proud of you,
Nigel, for you are our own man, rear-
ed in the heather country. But indeed
1 take shame that you are not more
skilled in the mystery of the woods,
seeing that T have had the teaching of
vou, and that no one in broad England
is my master at the craft. I pray you
to fill your cup again whilst-I make

He|
Had you/

And straightway the old Knight be-
8an a long and weary lecture upon the
times of grace and when each beast
and bird was seasonable, with many
anecdotes, illustrations,’ warnings and
exceptions, drawn from hi§ own great
experience.  He also spoke of the sev-
eral ranks and grades of the chase:
how the hare, hart and boar must
ever take precedence over the buck;

the doe, the fox, the marten and the,

roe, even as a knight banneret does
over a knight, while these in turn are
of a higher class to the badger, the
wildcat or the otter, who are but the
Lcommon . populace. of the world -of
‘beasts.” Of blood-stains also he:spoke
—how the skilled hunter may see at a
glance if blood be-dark and ‘frothy,
Wwhich- means a mortal’ hurt; or thimr
and clear, which means. that the arrow,
has struck a bone, "I - ;

“By. such signs;” said ‘he, “you. will
surely: “know ‘whether “to -lay on the

hounds:: and ‘cast 'W 1 the . blinks
which' hinder the 'strieken gtaer in its|Her

flight. . But _above all:- 1 you,-lest

A
lest

leafned “that ‘there 48 no one who can
be said to, know all;?-said he.. “For
example, Nigel, ‘it 18 "sooth that for

every ‘collection of beasts of the forest,

and for -every ‘gathering-of birds of the
air, -there -is ‘thefr.‘own private ‘name
so ' that .none may bé. confused with
another.” P

“I 'know- it, fajr sig”: -

“You know' it,”Nigel,i but you do not

is no way out.”

use of the little: time that is ‘left to
us”

-2

kriow. each separate-name, else are you

4 honey 'in ‘the“tree-trunks.

{secret ‘of which has_ passed..

[Frude - profusion, ‘great -joints' éver on

1and rough French or Flemish wines to
{'wash them down.

/| fashion, and his great oak supper-table

1 come, an old priest, journeying from

must wed them, for there

& wiser man than I had thought you.
In truth none can say that they know
all,  though I have myself picked off
eighty and six for a wager at court,
and it is said that the chief huntsman
of the Duke of Burgundy has counted
over a hundred—but it is in my mind
that he may have found them as he
went, for there was none to say him

nay. - Answer me now, lad, how would,

You say . if you saw ten badgers to-
gether in the forest?”

“A cete of badgers, fair sir.”

“Good, Nigel—good, by my faith!
And if you walk in Woolmer Forest
and see a swarm of foxes, how would
you call it?”

“A skulk of foxes.”

“And 1if they be lions?”

“Nay, fair sir, I am not like to meet
several lions in Woolmer Forest.”

“Aye, lad, but there are other.forests
besides Woolmer, and othér lands be-
sides England, and who can ‘tell how
far afield such a knight errant as Ni-
gel of Tilford may go, when he seées
worship to be won? We will say that
Yyou were in the deserts of Nubia, and
that afterward at. the court of the
great Sultan you wished to say that
you had seen seveéral lions, which is
the first beast of the chase, being the
kiing of animals. “How then would you
say it?” 2 s

Nigel scratehed his . head.  “Surely,
fair sir, I would b’é"&:ontent‘to say that
I had seen a number of ‘lions, -if indeed
I could say aught after, so wondrous
an adventure - ' {ng

“Nay, Nigel, 2 huntsrian’ would have
said that he had;séen a'pride of lions,
and so proved, that. he: knew the lan-
guage of the chase. Now had it been
boars instead of. Iions 7

“One says a singular of boars.”

“And if they be-swine?”

“Surely it is a Herd of swine.”

“Nay, nay, fad, it;#$ indeged sad to
see how little you know. Your hands,
Nigel, were always better than your
head. No man of gentle birth” would
speak of a herd of swine; that is the
peasant speech. If you drive them it
is a herd. If you hunt them it is other,
What call you them, then, Edith?”

“Nay, I know not,” said . the girl
listlessly. A crumpled note brought in
by a valet was clinched in her right
hand and her blue eyes leeked afar in-
to the deep shadows of the roof.

“But you can tell us, Mary?”

“Surely, sweet, sir, one talks of g
sounder of swine.”

The old Knight laughed exultantly,
“Here is a pupil who never brings me
shame!” he cried. “Be it lore of
chivalry or heraldry or woodcraft or
what you will, T can alwaygs turn to

e use ofi:

|Forgotten’ me” yet, and my larder is
‘1 ever full.

Mary. - Many a man can she put to
the blush.”

“Myself among them,” said Nigel.

“Ah, 1ad, you are a Solomon to some
of the. Hark, ye! only last week that!
Jack+fool, the young Lord of Brocas,|
was talking of having seen a covey of |
pheasants in the wood. One - such
Speech would have been the ruin.of a
young:Squiré at the court. How would
you have said it, Nigel?”

“Surely, fair sir, it should. be:a nye
of pheasants,” : 2 .

“Good, Nigel—a nye of pheasants;
even as it is ‘a gaggle of 'geese oOr a
badling of ducks, a:fall of. woodcock. or
a wisp.of snipes"But gieo
ants! What.. ,z ;
made him sit even where yo are sit-
ting," Nigel, ‘and ‘I saw the bottom of
two! pots .of -Rhenish ere I lot:him up.
Even then I fear that he had.-ne great
profit from his lesson, for he was.cast-

ing ‘his foolish eyes af Edith when he
shouyld’ have be% }n{ufg his 1‘1% to
father. . Bt "where is the wench?”

She has gone forth, father.
ever:doth go forth when there

indoons¥.. Butiys ;

e+ tiiemnen: and verderers have not
Blow' . three 'moots on. the
Jorn, Mary, that the varlets may set
the table, for' the growing shadow and
g)y IPosening belt warn me that it is
l oo SR g R A

SXIL

ht the Twisted
3 Shalford.., = .

In -the .days. of' which you read .all
classes,- save perhaps. the -very ' poor,
fared betfer in meat and in drink than
they have ‘ever done since. 'The coun-
try’ was .covered. with '+ woodlands—
there were seventy separate forests in
England ajone, some of them covering
half a ghire. ’ Within these forests the
great beasts of the chase were strictly
preserved; but the smallér: game, the
hares, ‘the-. rabbits;; the birds, ‘Wwhich
swarmed round, the coverts, found their
way_ readily “intg thé ,poor man’s pot.
Ale was very cheap, and c¢heaper still
was ‘the ‘mead ‘which every ‘peasant
could make for himself outlof the wild
There were
many tea-like drinks ‘also; which were
-brewed by the poor &t no: ‘expense:
mellow-tea, tansy tea, and others the

How Nigel Fou Man of

Amid thé richer ¢lasses thére was

.the sideboard, ﬁuge pies, beasts of the
field -and beats of the chase, with ale

But the very rich
had attained to a high pitch of luxury
in their food, and cookery was a sci-
ence in which the ornamentation of
the- dish was almost as important as
the dressing of the food. It was gild-
ed, it was silvered, it was painted, it
was surrounded with flame. From.the
boar and the peacock down to such
strange’food a8 the ‘pornoise”and the
herdgehog,  every . dish had' its own
setting and its own sauce, very strange
and very complex, with . flavorings of
dates, currants, clover, vinegar, sugar
and honey ,0f cinnamon, ground gin-
ger, sandalwood, saffron, brawn and
pines. It was the Norman tradition to
eat' in moderation, but to have a great
profusion of the best and of thé mest
delicate from which to choose. From
them came this complex cookery, so
unlike the rudé and often gluttonous
simplicity of the old Teutonic stock.
Sir John Buttesthorn was of that
middle class who fared in the old

groaned beneath the generous pasties,
the mighty joints and the great flag-
ons. Below were the household, above
on a raised dais the family table, with
places ever ready "fof ‘thése “frequent
guests who dropped from the high
road outside. Such a one had just

the Abbey of Chertsey to the Priory of
Saint John at Midhurst.” He passed
often that way, and never without
breaking his journey at the hospitabled
board of Cosford., ' . 2

“Welcome again,fﬁmh kﬁﬂkr}\than-‘
asius!” cried the burley Knight. “Come
sit here on my right and give me the
news of the country-side, for there is
never a scandal but the priests are
the first to know it.”

The priest, a kindly, guiet man,
glanced at an empty place upon th’eq
farther side of his host. “Mistress
Edith?’ said he.

“Aye, aye, where is the hussy?”
cried her father impatiently. “Mary, 1
beg you to have the horn blown again,
that she.may know that the supper is
on the table. What can the little
owlet do ‘abroad at this hour of the
night?”

There was trouble in the priest’s
gentle eyes as he touched the Knight
upon. the sleeve. “I have seen Mis-
tress Edith within this heur,” said he.
“Ifear that she will hear no horn that
you may: blow, for she must be at
Milford ere now.” ~

“At Milford? What does she there?”

“] pray you, good Sir John, to abate
youar voice somewhat, for indeed this
matter - is | for our- private discourse,
since:it touches the honor of a lady.”

“Her honor?’ Sir John’s ruddy face
had’ tarned redder still, as he stared
at.-the ‘troubled features of the priest.
“Her honor, say you—the honor of my
daughter? Make good those words, or
never set your foot over the threshold
of- Cosford again!”

“I trust that I have done no wrong,
Sir John, but indeed I must say what
I have seen, else would I be a false
friend ‘and an unworthy priest.”

“Haste man; haste!  -What
Devil’s name have' you. seen?”

“Know you'a little. man, partly mis-
shapen, named Paul de la Fosse?”

“I know him well. He is a man of
noble family and coat-armor, being the
younger” brother of Sir Eustace de la
Fosse of Shalford. Time was when I
had thought that I might call him son,
for fhere was never a day that he did
not pass with my girls, but I fear that
hig crooked back sped him ill in his
wooing:”’

“Alas, Sir John! Tt is his mind that
is more crooked than his back. He is
a perilous man with women, for the
Devil- hath given hims such a tongue
and such an eye that he charms them
even as:the basilisk. Marriage may
be in their mind, but never in his, so
that I could count a dozen and more
whom he has led to their undoing. It
is his pride and his boast over the
whele country-sitde.”

“Waell,-well, and what is this to me
or mine?’ -

“Even now, Sir John; as I rode my
mule up the road: I met this man
speeding towards his home. A woman
rode by his side, and though her face

in the
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was hooded I heard her laugh as she
passed me:. That laugh I have heard

T

before, and it was under this very roof
from the lips of Misstress Edith.”

The Knight's knife dropped from his
hand. - But the debate had been such
that.neither Mary nor Nigel could fail
to have heard it..Mid the round laugh-
ter ‘and clatter of voices from below
the little group'at the high table had a
privacy’of thefr own.

. “Fear pot, father,” said the girl—
“Indeed, the- good . Father .Athanasius
hath- fallen /inte ‘error, and Edith will
be with s anoun.: I heard her speak
of ‘this man many -times of late, and
always with bitter words.”

“It is true, sir,” criéd Nigel. “It was
only this very evening as 'we rode over
¥ Mistress. Edith
told' me ‘that' she .counted: him not a
fly, and that she would be glad if he
were beatem .for his evil deeds.”

But the wise priest shook his silvery
locks:  “Nay, ’“there is' ever danger
when, a woman speaks like that. Hot
‘brother to hot'lave. Why
should she ‘speak so if there were not
some bond between them?”

“And . yet,” said Nigel “‘what can
have changed . her thoughts jn ; three
Short hours? She'.was- heré in' the

T hall with us“sinés 1/ canie. By Saint

Paut, 1 will not believe -it!”

‘' Mary's  face darkened. “I call to
.muad,” said.  she, “that a note was
!Tought th her by Tannekin the stable
varlet when you were ‘talking to us,
fair sir, of the terms of the chase.
She read it and went forth.”

Sir John sprang. to his feet, but sank
into his chair again with a groan.
“Would that‘'I were dead,” he cried,
“ere I saw ‘ dishonor come upon my
house, and am so tied with this ac-
cursed foot that I can neither examine
if it be-true, nor yet avenge it! If my
son Oliver were here, then all would
be well. Send me this varlet that I
may question him.”

“I pray you, fair and honored sir,”
said Nigel, “that you will take me for
your son this night, that I may handle
this matter in the way which seems
best. On jeopardy of my honor I wil
do all that a man may.”

“Nigel, I thank you. There is no
man in Christendom to whom I would
sooner turn.”

“But I would learn your mind in one
matter, fair sir. This man, Paul de
la Fosse, owns broad acres, as I un-
derstand, ‘and comes of noble blood.
There is no reason if things be as we
fear that he should not marry your
daughter?”

“Nay, she could not wish for better.”

“It i well. And first I would ques-
tion this Hannekin; but it shall be
done in such a fashion that none shall
know, for indeed it is not a matter for
the gossip of servants. But if you will
show me the man, Mistress ary, I
will take Him out to tend my own
horse, and so I shall learn all that he
has to tell.”

Nigel was absent for some time, and
when he returned the shadew upon
his face brought little hope to the anx-
ious hearts at the high table. “I have
locked him in the stable-loft, lest ‘he
talk too much,” said he, “for my ques-
tions must have shown him whence
the wind blew. It was indeed from this
man that the note came, and had

' brought with him"a spare he¥sé 16r the’

lady.” 4

The old  Knight -groaned, and his
face sank upon his hands.

“Nay, father, they wateh you!” whis-
pered Mary. “For the honor of our
house let us keep a bold face to all.”
Then, raising her young clear voice, so
that it sounded through the room: “If
you ride eastward, Nigel, I would fain
g0 with you, that my sister may not
come back alepe.”

“We will ride together, Mary,” said
Nigel, ‘rising; then in a lower voice:
“But we cannot go alone, and if we
take a servant all is known. I pray
you to stay at home and leave- the
matter to me.”

“Nay, Nigel, she may sorely need a
woman’s aid, and what woman should
it be save her own sister? I can take
my tire-woman with us.”

“Nay, I shall ride with you myself
if your impatience can keep within the
powers of my maule,” said the old
priest.

“But it is not your road, father?”

“The only road of a true priest is
that:which leads to the good of others.
Come, my children, and we will go to-
gether.”

And so it was that stout Sir John
Buttesthorn, the aged Knight of Dup-~
lin, was left alone at his own high ta-
‘ble, pretending to eat, pretendi to
drink, fidgeting in his seat, trying hard
to- seem: unconcermed with his mind
and body in a fever, while below him
his varlets and handmaids laughed and
Jested, clattering their cups and clear-
ing their trenchers, all unconsclous of
the dark shadow which threw its
gloom over ‘the lonely man above the
dais above.

Meantime the Lady Mary upon the
white jennet which her sister had rid-
den on the same evening. Nigel on
his war-horse, and the priest on the
mule, clattered down the rude winding
road which led to London. The coun-
try on either side was a wilderness of
heather moors and of morasses from
which came the strange crying of
night-fowl. <A half-moon shone in the
sky between . the rifts - of hurrying
clouds. The lady rode in silence, ab-
sorbed in the thought of the task be-
fore them, the danger and the shame.

Nigel chatted in a low tone with the
priest. From him he.learned more of
the evil name of this man whom they
followed. His house at Shalford was a
den of profligacy and vice. No woman
could cross that threshold and depart
unstained. In some strange fashion,
Inexplicable and yet common, the man.
with all his evil soul and his twisted
body, had yet some strange fascina-
tion for women, some mastery over
them which compelled them to his will.
Again and again he had brought ruin
to a. household, again and again his
adroit tongue and his cunning wit had
in some fashion saved him from the
punishment of of his deeds. His fam-
ily was great in the country, and his
kinsmen held favor with the King, so
that his - neighbors feared to push
things too far against him. Such was
the man, malignant and ravenous, who
had stooped like some night-hawk and
borne away to his evil nest the golden
beauty of Cosford. Nigel said little as
he listened, but he raised his hunting-
dagger to his tightened lips, and thrice
he kissed the cross of its handle.

They had passed over the moors and
through the village of Milford and the
little township of Godalming, untit
their path turned southward over the
Pease marsh and crossed the meadows
of Shalford. "%ere on the -dark hill-
side glowed the red points of light
which marked the windows of +the
house which they sought. / A sombre
arched avenue of oak-trees led up to it
and then they were in the moon-sil-
veréd clearing in front.

From the shadow of the arched door
there sprang two rough serving-men,

bea_rded and gruff, great cudge]
their hands, to ask who they
what their errand. The L
had slipped from her horse
advancing to the door, but they w. >
barred her way. T
“Nay, nay, our master jpen
mc cried one, with a hoarse |,
Sfand back, mistress, whoeyer
be! The house is shut, and oy,
segs N0 guests tonight.” B

Fellow,” said Nigel, speaking 1.
and clear, “stand back from us! . oo
erﬁand is with your master,”

Bethink you, my children”
the priest, “would it not be be
chance, that I g0 in to him a
Whether .the voice of the Churer ;.
not soften this hard heart? 1“
blgodshed if you enter.”

Nay, father, 1 pray you to stav
for the nonce,” said Nigel. “Any
Mary, do you bide with the good D
for we know not what may be w

Again he turned to the door, g
again the two men barred his
age,
n‘;gﬁnd &acﬁ, I say, back for your

!1” sa igel. “By Saint P,y
should think it shame to 501l 1y “‘;ri
:.Vrﬁlh Such as you, but my soul is o
= htf’l'o man shall bar my path his
he men shrank from leadly
menace of that gentle voicet.he cosdly

Hold!” said one of them,
through the darkness, “is it not
Lt?‘ring of Tilford 7’

“That is indeed my name.”

Had you spoken it I for one woy)q
not have stopped your WaYy. Put éo;::y
your staff, Wat, for this is 4
but the Squire of Tilford.”

“As well for him,” g
er, lowering his cudge
prayer of thanksgivin,
otherwise I should hav
on my soul tonight. But our myse.
said nothing of  neighbors th:Sjm
ordered us to hold the door. I i e
ter and ask him what is his wij» "

But already Nigel was pa
and pushed open the outer cl{)ocfrt. ;:1\5‘:1
as he was, the Lady Mary was at .
very heels, and the two passed t;l:
8ether into the hall beyond, .
In a great room, draped and our
ed with black shadows, with on‘élﬁfﬁd
circle of light in the ceéntre, where two
oil lamps shone upon a smal table , A
meal was laid upon the table, but only
two were seated at it, and there were

(8} ir

, &
his pags.

beering

Squire

‘no servants in the room. At the niear

end was Bdith, her golden hair lou.
and streaming down gqver mz’ns;:;;f;
and black of her riding-dress. i

At the farther end the Ii ht
strongly upon the harsh facegandb:ba:
high-drawn missapen shoulders of ths
lord of the howse. A tangle of black
hair surmounted a high rounded fore.
head, the forehead. of a thinker, with
two deep-set. cold gray eyes twiixklirg
sharply from under tufted brows. His
nose ‘'was ‘curved and sharp, ltke the
beak of some: cruel bird, but below the
whete . of -his -dlean-shaven powerful
face ‘was marred by the loose slab-
bing mouth and : the  round folds of
the heavy. chifn. “His knife in one hand
;nd 2 half-gnawed bome in the other,
afstuehil 1 T: den as o
truders ‘broke in upon his han,

‘Nigel “stopped midway between
door and thl: tibie.'- Hfsyeya; and mg;:
of ‘Paul de ' la Se were piveted upon
each otlfer.. But Mary, with her wo-
man’s soul floeded over with love and
pity,"had rushed forward amd cast her
arms round' her younger sister. Edith
had ‘sprung up from her chair, and
with averted face tried. to push ths
other away from her.

“Edith, Edith! By the Virgin, I im-
f_lozje You to came back with us, angd to
éave ‘this wicked man!” cried Mary.
“Dear sister, you would not break our
father’s heart, nor bring his gray head
in dishonor. to the grave! Come back!
Edith, come back and all is well.”

But Edith. pushed her away, and
her fair cheeks were flushed with her
anger. “What right hawe you over me,
Mary, you who are but two vears old-
er, that you should follow me over the
country-side as though I were a run-
agate villain and you my mistress? Do
you yourself go back, and leave me to
do. that which seems best in my own
eyes.”

But Mary still held her in her arms,
and still strove to soften the hard and
angry heart. “Our mother is dead,
Edith. I thank God that she died ere
she saw:you under this roof! But I
stand for ‘her, as I have done all my
life, since I am indeed your elder. It
is with her voice that I beg and pray
you that you will not trust this man
further, and that you will come back
ere it be too late!”

Hdith writhed from her grasp, and
stood flushed and defiant, with gleam-
ing, angry eyes fixed upon her sister.
“You ‘may speak evil of him now,’
said: she, “but there was a time when
Paul de la Fosse came to Cosford, and
who so gentle and soft-spoken to him
then as wise, grave sister Mary? But
he has learned to love another; so
now -he is the wicked man, and it is
shame to be seen under his roof! From
what I see of my good- pious sister
and her cavalier it is sin for anott
to ‘rifle at night with a man at
side, but it comes easy enough to
Look at your own eye, good
ere you would take the speck
that of another.”

Mary stood irresolute and ge
troubled, holding her pride an
anger, but uncertain how best to deal
with this strong wayward spirit.

“It is not a time for bitter wo
dear sister,” said she, and agail
laid her hand upon her sister's s
“All that you say may be true.
was indeed a time when this m
friend to us both, and I know ev
you do the power which he may
to win a woman’s heart. But
him now, and you do not.
evil that he has wrought, the d
that he has brought, the perju
lies upon his soul, the confider
trayed, the promise unfulfilled-

I know. Am I to see my own
caught in the same well-used
Hags it shut upon you, child?
indeed already too late? For
sake, tell me, Edith, that it is not &

Edith plucked her sleeve from
sister and made two swift steps to t
head of the table. Paul de la Io=se
still sat silent with his eves upon Ni-
gel. Edith laid her hand wupon DIis
shoulder. “This is the man I love, and
the only man that I have ever loved, 4
This is my husband,” said she.

At the word Mary gave a cry of jo).

“And is it so?” she cried. “Nay, then
all is in honor, and God will see to the
rest. If you are man and wife before
the altar, then indeed why should
or any other, stand between you? T-il
me that it is indeed so, and I return
this minute to make your
happy man.”

a

(To be Continued.)
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LADY GORDO!

London, March 9.—
Gordon-Lennnx, siste
Duke of Richmond and
to embark in business
tler,

With a view to dev
bottling industry at ho,
to establish works at B
near Banbury, and hop
to take from local 4
fruit they can supply

In an interview yest
ship spoke hopefully o
her venture.

“Even if it is a failu
Will be a guide as to
Banbury - district
able for frui TON
Posal is to encoura

“Our own country
the enormous den
and ‘bottled fruits, whi
annually.”
 Lady Algernon Gor
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