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CITAPTER XV,

“There be many things known only to
God,” he replied solemnly, “and God’s
ways are mot our ways, mneither His
thoughts our thoughts, yet will we. trust
Him though He slay us.”

“Know you aught of this woman?’ I
nsked.

“1 know nvhat all men know,” he ans-
wered. “I know that! she was on her
way to Bedford to:visit her father, who
is a man of substance:in Bedford, as well
as in ‘London, and that while coming
hither she was taken by the minions of
Monk, and dragged to gaol.”

“From whence did she come?”

“From the south, somewhere.”
® “But had.she no protector?”
| “She had none. She was taken during
the night.”

“But surely she could not travel from
the south om foot.”

“Nay, she rode a good horse.”

I wanted to ask other questions, but I
was afraid, for I knew not wno the man
was, and I dared not trust him so far
as to lead him to think I knew anything
cOn rning her.

now you aught of her, young mas-
fter 2

“I have come from the south, I ans-
wered, “and it was said that she had
been seen not twenty miles from where
)the king landed but yesterday.”

“Ay, poor child, I fear me that this led
her to think she wou]d be safe here. For
you are mistaken in believing that a war-
rant is out against her father. It is mot
true. It hath Deén-préved that Master
Leslie had mneither part nor lot in the at-
tempt to murder Monk, and in proof of
my words he may be seen in Bedford
town, although in sore grief that his
daughter is now awaiting such a fearful’
end.”

“But he would have sheltered her, ay,
and have sought to thide her, had she

greached his house,” I said.

“Did not the early Christians hide each
other in Rome?’ he asked. “And did not
-men hide their faithful friends in the time
of Mary?”

“But they were innocent?”

“And is not she innocent?’

At this I did mot speak, although there
seemed but little doubt, as I gathered from

.the words spoken to the king that proofs’

of her guilt were unanswerable.

“Nevertheless,” he went on, ‘“although
Master John ILeslie is a man of station.
and wealth, he has been much insulted
these last three days. DMen wag their
heads as he passes by, especiflly those’
who are godless, and rejoice because they
believe the coming of the king will mean
godlessmess and licentiousness. Ay, and
whatéver be the state of things in Lon-
don, it scems as though the devil is un-
chamed Drunkenness and -vice walk
naked and not ashamed, while many who
I thought were founded in the faith have
joined the hosts of those who love mot the
Lord.”

By this time we had entered the town,
end I began to look around me for some
inn where I could find fodder for my
thorse and a supper for myself.

“Stay you long 4n Bedford, young mas-,
"El‘?”

“I hope my. stay may be brief,” I re-
plied. “Will you show me to the best
inn the tdwn affords?”

““The place least free from reproa,ch,and'
mwhere men of standing gather is The,
Bull,” he replied, “but me thinks even
that will scarce be a fitting place tonight:
for a wellbehaved youth, as you seem:
to be.”

“And why?” I asked.

“Because, as I told you, the whole town,
gince the news of the coming of the king,
hath been a scene of drunkenness amd:
revelry ‘Wherever there is much a]e,theref
is much deviltry, whether it be drunk at:
The Bull or elsewhere. HBven the ostlers.
cannot be got to attend to their duties,
therefore I fear you will have to groom
and feced your horse yourself. As for
sleep, I much fear me that you will not
be able to obtain it. I will e’en call with
you so that you may see for yourself, and
if the place is given over to carousal, then
if you can think of naught better, I will
gladly offer you a bcd in my own poéor
home.”

“Thank you, good friend,” I made ans-
wer. “I trust I may not meed to take;
ndvantage of your good mature; all the!
game [ am grateful to you, and would like
to know the name of one who hath
profiered such Kindness.”

“My name is John. Bunyan,” he re-
plied, and I minister to God’s people m
tthis town.

“You are then an Tndependent preach—
er?” 1 asked.

“That is the work to whxch I am
icalled,” he replied, “and God hath so
blessed me that T who was a vile simner;
have been” able to point a great multitude
o the Lamb of God which taketh away
the sing of the world.”

We presently passed by a low-pitched
square building, to which he pointed.

“That is our Meeting House,” he said,.
¢and if you are here next Lord’s Day I
ghall be glad to see you, so that you may
thear the Word of Life.” !

I do not know why it was, but although
my father had not influenced me to lean
eithey towards, tlle Episcopal Church or
towards the Dissenters, I felt prejudiced
against hjm. I determined therefore that
nothing should induce me to sleep at ais'
house, and when we presently reached
The Bull, and I found the place given over

‘o drinking and revelry even as he had

said, I persisted in having the room of-
fered 10 me.

“Methinks we shall meet again, young
master,” he said, as he walked away.
“Giod hath a purpose in bringing people
. ftogether, and although when I went out
° this evening to speak words of comfort
to a sick member of my flock, I had no
premonition that I should meet you, yet I
believe God had a purpose in it, for truly
1 can see that thou art not far from the
Kingdom.”

It was some time before I was able to
obtain an ostler to feed and groom wmy
horse; at, length, however, I succeeded in
go doing by the promise of extra pay-
ment, and then having satisfied myself on
. this scom, I found my way to the Inn
nmn, in the hope of eupper, But in this

L

I found great difficulty. Drink was plen-
tiful enougch. but something to eat was a
different . tfer. Kveryone in the house
seemed , 700 husy in supplying drink to
those who came hither to drink the king’s
health i0.be able to care aught for the
needs of a traveler such as myself. Af
length, however, I obtained some boiled
beef and bread, and avith this I had to
be content, and after partaking thereof,
I found my way into a room where I was
told the people of quality ha.d congre-
gated.

Little notice was taken of my coming,
until it became known that I had come
from London town, after which I became
a, person of great importance, and was
plied with many questions. These I ans-
wered freely emough. TFirst because my
answer could arouse mo suspicion, and
second because I thought I should there-
by lead my questioners to talk about the
woman who was imprisoned at Bedford
Gaol. In this I found T had conjectured
rightly, and when, presently, I found that
one of those who talked with me was mo
Jess a person than the governor of the
gaol, I rejoiced greatly that I had mot
accepted the hospitality of Master John
Bunyan.

“Ah, but it is a feather in my cap,”
said this man whose mame I found to be
John Sturgeon, “and I doubt not that
when all the happenings reach the king’s
ears he will be mightily pleased with me.”

I saw that he had been drinking freely,
and that he weighed not his words. Move-
over, he seemed to be a man of choleric
temper, and did not brook opposition
from any one.

“And how may that be, Master Stur-
geon?” I said. “Think you the king will
have so little to do when he arrives at
Whitehall that he will pay heed to the
imprisonment of what you have called a
Puritan Woman?”’

“Surely you have not lived in London
or you would not speak so foolishly,” he
cried. “Suppose, 1 say, suppose she had
killed General Monk, would the king have
been welcomed back? I tell you no. There-
fore will the king bear‘in mind all who
have had aught to do with the capture of
such a one.”

“Ay, but,” I urged, “the governor of
the.gaol is not the constable who caught
her coming hither?”

“Again you speak like a fool, young
master, or you would know that I am a
sman of authority in Bedford. Moreover,
was it not I who had Master John Leslie
watched? Did I not mote his looks of
uneasiness, and did not the inquiries I
made concerning him {lead me to place
men along the roads to London? Ah,
but it was by the merest shave that they
took her. For what was she dressed like,
think you? As a witch? Nay, but as a
saucy young spingald. Moreowver, she car-
ried things with a high hand, and threat-
«ened Jonathan Wild, the biggest constable
in Bedford, to horsewhxp him. But her
voice betnyed her, for one of the men,
although she hath lived much in .Lond«m,
and is but little knowr in Bedford, recog-
mized her face in the moonlight, and then
‘having suspicions, pulled off her headgear,
whereupon her hair fell down her back

At this there was much laughter, and
many coarse jests.

“Ah, well,” went on Master Sturgeon,
“I never did like Master Leslie, for he sent
many a good fellow to Bedford Goal,
simply because they were mnot straight-
laced Puritans, like himself. Things are
changed now, and mayhap that I shall
have even him under lock and key.”

“How did ehe get her horse and her at-
tire?’ I asked.

“That L cannot tell,” he replied, “but
I doubt m~. it avill all come out when she'
is tried.”

““When and where is the trial to be?”’

“In Londou; T do hear. This, I think,
is a shawme, jor why should all the fun be
in dondon. Still the deed was done there,

and mayhap the king, who loves a pretty
face, may wish to be at the trial.”

Although much more was said, there
was little of importance; moreover, I
found that men were too eager to talk
of the events which were to take place
in London because of the king’s coming,
to pay much heed to the woman who had
attempted the life of General Monk, wife
to Sir Charles Denman though she might
be.

Still I kept in the room unfil well-nigh
midnight, when Master Sturgeon rose to
go. I was told that he boasted of being
able to carry more drink than any man in
Bedford, mevertheless T saw that he stag-
gered somewhat on leaving the inn. As

.he put on his hat a plan was suddenly

born in my mind, and without weighing
its value I followed him into the street,
determining to make my first attempt that
very night to obtain the liberty of the
woman into whose company I had been
so strangely thrown.

Master Sturgeon had walked but a few
steps when I came to his side.

“l am a stranger in Bedford, Master
Sturgeon,” 1 said, “therefore the company
of such a wellknown-man as yourself is
of great interest to me, and if I may, I
will ¢’'en walk a little way with you.”

“Ah, it is you, Master Stranger?’ he
made answer, “and you have seen I am
a man of no mean jmport in the town?
Ah, well, you are a young man of pene-
trati=n.”

“IKvery one here seems to know you,” T
said,

“How can it be otherwise?” he said,wiih
half-drunken gravity. “Am I not the
father of the town? It is true that many
would say that Master Leslie is of great-
er importance than I, because he is a jus-
tice, and because he comes of an old fam-
ily. But what of that? I am here a'ways
and he is only here sometimes. And be-
sides—will mot this drag him down, and
lift mne up? MHe will say, of course, that
Sir Charles Denman egged her on, and not
he; that may be true; but why was she
on her way to Goodlands, which is the
name of Master Leslie’s house? You sce,
she was hardly ever seen at Balford.
None of the family liked the plece. Mas-
ter TLeslie came sometimes, anl erowed
it over people who have made the town,
but his wife and children considared them-
esdlves too high and mighty to come.”

“Master Leslie hath other children,
then?” : t

#Ay, that be hath.”

“How many ?”

“As to that I lmo\w not; for, as I have |
said, he lived mmuch in Lonlon, and -was
_gle'lt friends with old Noll
he did come here, he shcwed what a
strong Puritan he was, going sometimes
to hear the tinker, and at othes to hear
Master Gaystone, who is as great a Pres-
byterian as ever lived. Wowd you mind
ta,lmn:g my arm, young masiec? My head
is clear emough, but T seem to see the rvad
rising up- before me.

T took his arm, and contirued to ply
him with questions, for though he stam-
mered and hiccuped much, he seemed de-
sirous of ‘talking. ‘Moreover, he was not
so drunk but that he understood what
he was saying.

“And Sir Charles Denman. Know you
aught of him?”’

“Nay, nml:img much. A great friend of
Master i.cslie’s and a bigoted Puritan. A
money lover, too, and one, I am told, who
is as secrct as an oyster. Men have won-
dered that a maid so young and so fair to
look upon should have married him; buv
no man can tell what a woman will do.”

“Is she, then, so very beautiful?”

“Ay, that she is. When 1 saw her
brought into the goal, I fair started. It
seemed impossible that one so young and
so fair could. attempt to murder a man.
but there it is, no man may say what
these' Puritans will do.”

“The king may thank his stars he hath
such a zealous officer in this town of Bed-
ford,” I said, trying to play upom his
vamity. “It ought to be made known what
a valuable subject he possesseth.”

“Ah, you see that! What I fear is that
my part will not be meantioned to His
Majesty. Why, a man hath been knight-
ed fer less!”

“Many’s the time,” I said; “yet would
you believe that, although I was at Dover
yester morn when the king landed, and
although I heard an officer tell him that
the woman was captured, your name Wwas
mever once mentioned?”

“You at Dowver! You heard men tell
the news to the king!” he cried.

“Ay, and I spoke to the king,” I made
answer; “but I left him at Canterbury,
for I desired to reach London Town last
night, having affairs of importance to
transact.”

“And the king spoke to you, young mas-
ter. Tell me, did the king speak to you?”

“Ay, that he did,” I replied. “Why
not?”’

» My mews seemed to startle him so that
his voice lost some of its thickness, and I
thought he became soberer.

“T fear I have taken liberties with my

betters,” he said solemnly.

“Oh, as to that I take no aaccorunt 2
rephed _ “It was mnot for me to hlazon it
abroad that I had spoken to the king,
or to tell them that he asked me if I de-
sired a favor, therefore you would think
of me as you would think
of any other traveller coming into town.
Still, I saw that you were a man of au-
thority, and I desired to speak with you.”

“Tell me, young master,” he said eager-
ly, “hath the king sent you here? Are
you here for anything like statecraft?”

“As to that, Master Sturgeon, young as

am, I am old enough to hold my peace
on such matters. Only this I will say;
1 have a stronger hold on the king than
many whose names are bandied from
mouth to mouth, and a word from me
will in time to come aeigh much with
him.”

“Your name, worshipful master, what
might your nama be?” °

“As I said before, a man doth net
shout his name to the people when he
hath important affairs to perform,” I re-
plied.

“If there is aught I can do for you,
young master,” he said, ‘“‘say the word
and John Sturgeon is at your command.”

T had measured my man rightly. Vain
as a peacock when sober, and a iool 1n the
bargain when his brains were muddled by
drink, T saw that I could work my will
with him df I played my game ecare-
fully.

‘We were passing by a gloomy building
as we spoke, and he moted my intarest
in it.

“The gaol, young master the gaol. Would
you like to see it? Tomorrow I will be
at your service, and I will show you, ay,
I will showv you the beauteous daughter
of Master John Leslie.”

“Tomorrow,” 1 replied slowly: ‘‘tomor-
row .l ought to be far frort Bedford, Mas-
ter Sturgeon; yet methinks the king would
be interested to know that I saw the wo-
man safely guarded. As ysu said some
time ago, had General Monk been killed,
LLambert would have been 'master, and
then I doubt much if Charles would have
been brought back. You say you have no
one above you in this goal, Master Stur-
geon? You are the sole master here?”’

“Ay, the sole master,” he replied with
pride. ‘“Any command T make is obeyed.
Either in town or county gaol, John Stur-
geon is chief man.”

“Then would I visit the gaol, and see
this woman before I go to bed tonight,”
I made answer.

I saw that my rcquest had startled him.
Perhaps doubis came into his mind con-
cerning my request. Perhaps never in "his
life had he a prisoner of sgch importance.
Mostly the people under care would
be thieving vagrants,: or perhaps occa-
sionally some low-browed murderer. ‘inis
woman, however, made him realize his im-
portance more than ever. She was the
daughter of one of the chief men in the
neighborhood, and the importance of her
capture was not confined to the little
town in which he lived.

“I would rather it should be tomorrow
if it please you, young master,” he said
presently, and I could see that his judg-
ment, muddled as it was by drink, was
still sufficiently clear -to know that my
request was not unaccompanied by danger
to him.

“I do not think I need trouble you to-
morrow,” I replied. “If I desire to see
the gaol then, it is probable I shall be
accompanied by one of the justices of the
town. But tenight all ds quiet, and per-
c¢hance I might be enabled to take back a
better report to london, than if I saw
things under the guidance of a justice.”

“Oh, I will see to it, young master,” he
said hurriedly.

“The turnkeys will be either dxunl\ or
asleep, but I can open all doors. Come
with me. Not but T would rather it had
been tomorrow,. for the ale was stremg,
and try as I may 1 cannot help beeing
sleepy.”

He led the way into the gaol court-

yard, a small and, as T plainly saw in the

moonlight, an ill-kept place, and then pro-
ceeded to open the door which led into
the building.

The place was silent as death. In the
distance [ heard the moise of those who
were still at their carousals, as well a3
those whom he had passed in the sireets,

But when

| Some were singing the songs which had
been composed about the coming of the
king, others were quarr elling, while others
still were shouting in their drunken rev-
elry; but here all was as still as death. I
saw that Master Sturgeon spoke truly
when he said the strong ale had got into
his head. ‘He fumbled much with his keys,
and in truth seemed well-nigh asleep:

“You will speak well of me to the kimg.
young master,” I heard him mumble; “ay,
and you ought for there is mot in all the
king’s realm a more zealous subject of His
Majesty. God save the King!”

'Ho.v smany gaolers have you here?” }
askéd, my ‘heart beating fast, for now that
I had ounce entered the gaol the reality
of what I was trying to do came to me
with more vividness than ever.

“How many?’ he wreplied solemnly,

“not many; besides, doth not the king
ride to London today? And have they
not been drinking the king’s health, even
as I have?”’

“And is it not right to dnink the king's
health?” I made answer.

“Right? ay, that it is. Besides,
of ale would make me awake again.
thought of.”

Without even stopping to lock the door
behind him, he made his way to a room
near the entrance, where after much ado
having lit a candle, he found a jar of
ale.

“Jiggins of the Bull says he brews the
best ale in Bedford,” he said, “but this
is better;” and he drank a dLep draught

“Come and let me see the prisoner,” I
said, for I feared he would soon be too
drunk to render me any service.

‘Plenty of time, plenty of time,’ he
said sleepily. “Let me pull myself to-
gether a bit. Her door is the second on
the right, and the key is there,” and he
pointed to a key hanging on the wall. “I
don’t Jike Master leslie, he hath mever
treated me as one man of gquality should
treat another; but I had to put her in the
best cell. Oh, she hath a good bed, and
good victuals, For what saith her father"
‘Nothing  is proved against her yet,’ he
saith, “‘so I had to be careful. But you'll
tell the king, - young master. It was be-
cause of me that she was taken, and—
but that ale is good; I will e’en have
another drink.”

A minute after he sat down in an arm-
chair which stood close to the open ﬁre-
place,

“A man may rest in his own noom,
king or no king,” he went on with sleepy
gravity. ‘“Besides, am [ mot the governor?
Who dares ask me questions? Kven the

a aup
Well

| justices say, ‘Ah, we must leave all things

to Master Stm'ge(m Amnd they may, they
may. The king’s most trusted servant—
that’s what I am.” Won’t you urink,
young master? There’s mno hurry. Her
door is close by, and the key is handy.
I always wee to that. I always have my,
own keys for my own use. Ah, Master
Leslie will soon know who’s master now.
The father of Bedford, that’s what I am.”

I let him wander on. If he had spoken
trul)l there whs mo mneed of imterruption,
for, as some ome at the Bull had said,
there would be few men in Bedford sober
that night. The king had given com-
mands that the people should drink his
health, and tlére was no reason to sup-
pose that they were slow in obeying his
royal will. I doubted not that the gaolers
had made the most of the king’s bounty,
even as others had, and if so, there was
little fear of being disturbed.

I saw that- ‘Master Sturgeon was re-
garding me jn a dazed eort of way, as
#hough he wondered why I was ithere, but
by ithis time the liquor had got too strong
a hold upon his brain for him to think
of asking questions. He lay back heavily
in his chair, and I-saw that he had great
difliculty in keeping his film-covered eyes
open. A few ‘minutes later he was fast
asleep, and I was in Bedford Gaol wibh-
out & guide to conduct me whither I
would go.

Taking the key he had dindicated from
the mail on which it bung, I made my way
out of the room, holding the candle in
my hand. But Master Sturgeon paid no
heed to me, and to all appearances he
would sleep for many hours to come.

Once outside the door, 1 carefully” turn-
ed the key in the lock, and ithen I sil-
ently walked along the passages, taking
care, however, to make mo sound. It was
seem-mglzy in my power to set dat liberty
every prisoner in the gaol, but I thought

tred in the woman whom I had accom-
panied from Folkstone Town to Pycroft
Hall. Indeed, I doubt if there were many,
prisonens to be liberated, for I had “heard
at the inn that all save those who had
committed serious crime had been liber-
ated in order ito show forth the king’s
clemency.

At-the second door I sbopped and lis-
tened. All was silent as death. Not a
sonnd was heard in the owhole dark
gloomy huilding. Even the noise of the
revelers from the outside did mot Teach
me here. I did not stop to consider the
danger of carrying out the plan that had
been born in my mind. I did not consider
that if I was caught in the act of seeking
to liberate Constance Denman my own
liberty would be at stake. I was simply
filled with an eager desire to look on her
face again, ito hear her voice, and to give
her liberty. All the fears and doubts
which haunted me through ithe day troub-
led me no longer. The madness of this
seeking out a woman of whom I knew so
little troubled me not one whit. My heart
was young and warm, and at that mo-
ment the desire to find the king’s mar-
riage cgntract with Lucy Walters was of
far less importance to me than to be-
friend the woman who was accused of
trying to murder General Monk.

As I said, I stopped and listened in-
tently. The candle in my hand cast flick-
ering shadows along the gloomy passage
in which I stood. The air felt cold and
dead. The silence .was wnearthly, and
only the beating of my own heart broke
the still ness of the might.

I did mot knock at the door at once.
What, I reflected, if Master Sturgeon was
not as drunk as he appeared? What if he
awoke, and discovered that I had locked
thim .in his poom? Would he not cry
aloud, and arouse some sleepy official,
who would be doublless within call?
Loose as had been the discipline in pris-
ons sinoce the coming of the king had
been proclaimed, phere must be still some
semblance of order remaining. I therefore
crept back to his door again and listened.
Yes, there could be no doubt about it.
He was breathing heavily like a man who
would. not awake for several hours. I
therefore found my way back again, and
listened at the door,in which he aaad the
woman was cmnfnel

| there was a mu\'C‘m(‘nt within, I heard
the rustle of a \\om.l.n-s dress, I heard
some one singing. . I listened if possible
more silently, and heard a voice, a wo-
man’s voice, ~ I will write down what I
)

not of them. All my interest was cen-

| safe,”
Yes, there could be no doubt ahout it, !

N. B, WED\TE D&Y, AI’GUbT 1y 1901
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heard, for alb‘xovugh I deem it an .111 judged
act, as a rule, to repeat a woman’s pray-
ers, yet becauwse it may -show that I had
reason for believing in the woman’s inno-
cence in spite of all that had been said
to her diecredit, I will even do so. F
the woman was praying.

“Great Judge of men,” she said, “'l‘hon
who art God over all, and hast in all
ages been kind to those ¢hat trust in
Thee, be pleased to deliver me. For 1
am sorely set about with danger. Thou
knowest the thoughts of my heart, Thou
understandest why I am brought to this
condition. Thus because Thou under-
standest all things I come to Thee with
confidence. Be pleased to set at mought
the cunning devices of men, and even as
the doors of the prison were thrown open
to the Apostles of old time, be pleased
to open the doors of my prison. But if
it is Thy will that I should suffer, help
me to deport myseif evenr as ome whoo
trusts in Thy merey through the merits
of Christ, who died for the world.”

At this there was a silence, and after
waiting a moment I made a slight moise
at the door, so that she might be pre-
pared for my coming. Then I put my lips
to the keyhole, and spoke. “Be silent and
fear mot,”” I said in a whisper.

“Whoo is there?” I heard her say.

“A friend,” I replied," “be mot afraid.”
~ Upon this I put the key in the" door,
and to my delight it opened wide. A mo-
ment later I stood within the woman’s
prison house.

Dim as was the light of the candle, for
a moment it dazzled her eyes, so that
she could mot see plainly, but ere long
she made out who 1 was, and then I saw
that she was overcome with eastonish-
ment.

“Master Rashcliffe!” she said in a frigh-
tened whisper.

“Yes,” I made answer.

“How came you here?”

“To deiver you—if I can.”

For a moment she seemed too over-
wheimed for further speech, but.present-
ly I saw that she conquered her @ston-
ishment, and I thought I saw that half-
angry, half-defiant look whieh I had de-
tected when I first overtook her on the
road outside Folkstone.

“Do you know you vun great danger?’
she asked.

“Perhaps,” I veplied, for somehow her
presence seemed to make me slow of
speech.

“Then what led you to enter these
walls?””

“I have told you,” I replied,

“But how could you gain entramce?”

“Amother time I will tell you, but there
is mo time now. Once vutside ithe town,
I can tell you concerning this and many
other matters, but now your llberty is
my chief concern.” .

She looked up into my face as Athough
she would read the sbory of my life there-
in, and as she did so I was able to sece
her more plainly than ever i§ had been
my lot to do.
at the inn had meant when he said she
was fair to ook upon, for she possessed
a beauy such as I had never seen beiore.
And yet she was different from the beau-
ties of Charles’ Court, concerning whom I
had theard my father speak. Hers was
the beauty of a woman who I felt was as
pure as the angels. Concerning this many
may, smile, and eay that I saw her with
the eyes of foolish boyhood. Yet al-
though many years have passed since then,
and although many harsh judgments have
been formed concerning the deed of which
she was accused, I hold fast to what I say.
Her eyes had all the innocence of the
eyes of a child. der face was as free from
marks of passion and guilt as were the
faces of which artists dreamt when they
painted pictures of the Mother of Christ.
Nevertheless, hers was not the face of a
child. It was strong and resolute. There
was meither fear nor shminking in ther gaze
as she turned her eyes to my face. Won-
der there was, even amounfing bo aston-
ishmenit, but there was more. I saw that
#his woman with such a beauteous face
was capable of deeds of daring and sacri-
fice. That Joan of Arce, the story’ of
whose deeds had so inspired my imagina-
tion, years before, was mnot capable of
greater daring than she, and that this wo-
man wow'd follow the call of God as faith-
fully as did the Maid of Orleans more than
two hundred years before. Moreover, her
presence suggested mo weakness, I saw
that though barely twenty years of age,
she was not weak, nor of delicate appear-
ance. The blood of health coursed through
her veins. Ier hands were firm, the light
of her eyes burned steadily. Moreover,
she was mot cast in a emall mould, rather
she was “taller than most- women, and was
perfeatiy proportioned.

All this I saw at a glance even albhough
it has taken me some time to set it down
on paper, and if I had ever hesitated m
my . determination to save her from the
doom which awaited her, it had now flown
to the winds. For I knew that her life
was mot worth a silver groat. General
Monk had determined on her death, and
in spite of all italk about the king’s clem-
ency, it was freely said that he would
show no mercy on those who had aught
to do with his father’s death. Moreover,
as it was given out that both Sir Charles
Penman and Master Leslie were much im-
plicated in this maltter, the woman wiho
was &0 closely conmected with them both
could expect no mercy.

“You know the meaning of what I told
you when we wtood together outside Py-
croft Hall,” she said quietly. “You know
of whalt I am accused now?”

“Y o2

“And you believe it?”

“I believe nothing unwot'thy of you.”

“But you have heard of the proofs.”

“Ay, I bave heard; but I know nought
of them. Fhey are nothing to me. I prom-
ised to befriend you, and I have come to
fulfil my promise,”

“But can you?”

“Ay, I can.”

I meant what I said, for at that mo-
ment all difficulties appeared as mothing.

“You can take me outside ithese prison
walls?”

ll‘[‘y.’,

“And after that?”

“After that I know not. Perhaps you
have plans in your own mind, but if you
have not I can save you.”

Perhaps the confident way in which I
spoke gave her pourage; moreover, I saw
by the flash in her eyes that she compre-
hended what to many other women would
have seemed mysterious. - Flor she was no
woman of dull inteliigence, but one who
thought quickly and to purpose.

“If I can reach my father's house I am
she said.

“Your father’'s house? That surely -is
the first place men will go when they hear
of your escape from here.”

“Nay, it is not. They will never beligve
that I should go thither now. If they do,

it will pot matter; I shall be safe there,

I saw now wht the man:

! and even'my father will not know of my
presence.” -

“You have trusty servants, and there
are seeret places at Goodlands,” I said.

She gave me a glance which made my
heart “burn, although I knew not why.

“But for an accident T s]muld have taken
refuge there,” she said. “While I was at
Pycroft it was given out that I had been
recognized in the neighborhood, and en-
deavours were made to capture me. So I
made my way to Dokring, where I made
myself known to those whose business it
was to take me. But I escaped from there,
leaving no trace behind, and hoped to
reach my father’s house.”

“But how did you do this?”

“I have many friends.”

“But why did you make yourself known
at Dorking?”’

She looked at me steadily and seemed
on the point of speaking; but no word®
escaped her lips.

“And did Sir Charles Denman accom-
pany you?”’ I said.

“No,” she replied, and there was, as
I thought, anger in her tones. “No, he
did not.”

Why it was I did not know, but I re-
joiced at this.

“And you do not know where he is
now ?”’

“\o, I do not know,” she answered.

She paused a moment, and although it
was a joy beyond the telling to be with
her and hear her speak, it came to me
that mot a moment was to be lost if I
was to lead her to liberty.

CHAPTER XVI.

“There is no time for furth®r question-
ing,” I said, “even although there are
many things I would ask you,” and then
in a few words I told her how I had been
able to come thither. She said no word
while I spoke to her concerning this, not
even to ask a question; mevertheless what
I said convinced her that never again
would she have such a favorable oppor-
tunity of escaping, so without any ado we
found our way outside the goal without a
single mishap. Indecd, so easy was the
escape from Bedford f(Gaol that I have
wondered many times since concerning our
good fortune. But as I have said, the
coming of the King, and the carousals
consequent thereupon, had caused many
things to be turned topsy-turvy, so thai
we got outside the pnison gates without
so much as a single word spoken tq us.
For that matter, I believe that no man
shve Master Sturgeon ever dreamed that
I had ever entered the place, and no man
knew when I went out.

Once outside the prison gates, she drew
a deep breath, and then I saw her lips
move as if in prayer. She had brought a-
cloak with her, which she now threw over
her head, and then she hurried rapidly
into the street. We were in the very heart
of the town, yet saw we no man, for the
tinte was now past midnight, and most
of the revellers had gone fo sleep.

“Which way would you go?”’ I asked.

“Along the Woburn Road,” she whisp-

ered. “But stay, we must not go as
though we were followed. May 1 take
your arm, Master Rashcliffe?”
" 1 felt every fibre of my body tingle as
her hand rested on my left arm, and I
feit that it should go hard with the man
who tried to take her from me. I saw
to it, thercfore, that my sword was loo:e
in its sheath, and that my pistols were
easy to command.

“If once we can cress the river we shall
be safer, I think,” she said. -.e town
lies this side the miver, and once away
from the bridge shall be less likely to
meet any who might moleat us.”

The night was quiet, ] remember. Not a
breath of wind stirred, and the mooun
| having been hidden by the passing clouds,
there was but little light.

We had not gone above twenty paces
along the road,, which I think the towns-
people called the High Strcet, when we
met two men, who, as' I judged. were peo-
ple of authcrity.

“Who are you and where go you?”’ one
asked.

“Who are you and where go you?” I re-
torted quickly. i

“Who am I?’ he asked.-“I am the
town clerk. Now tell me who you are.”

“Sir Willinm Bilton is the chief man
in Bedford,” said my companion in a
whisper.

1 caught her meaningz, and spoke so
loudly as T dared. “If a guest of Sir Wil-
liam Bilton may not walk through the
town to see how it behaves on the day
when the King arrives in London without
bting stopped by the town clerk, it is
passing slrmntre I answered. \Ioreover,
I will see to it that he knows concerning
the matter.”

The man’s tone changed in a moment.
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I hope no offence, young master,” ue
said humbly.
pay my humble respects to Sir William,
and to tell him that I only seck to do my
duty ?”’

“That is very well,” I answered in a
tone of offended dignity. “I find no fault
with a zealous officer of the town, never-
theless I thought a man in your position
could distinguish between a drunken
brawler and a man of quality.”

e | crave your pandon worshipful sir,”
he said, “but I have had much trouble <o-
night, fur nearly . every constahle and
night watchman is drunk. Therefore, al-
though there is much license at %u(h a
time, vet for the good mme of the town
1 must €'en do my duty.”

“Ay, T see that, and T will at the first
opportunity I have tell Sir William what
a fithful town clerk he has. Moreover,yon
may not take a crown amiss with which
to drink the King’s health, also that of
Sir William.”

A moment later we were left alone
again, and then we walked slowly down
the street. Had T been alome I think I
should have hastened, but my companion
pressed my arm, and bade me in a whisper
to go slowly.

1 heard the two men talking together,as
though they doubted who we were, but
presently they decided to go on their way,
and great was my delight as Theard
their retreating footsteps. 3

A minute later we reached the river,
which was crossed by means of a roughly
built bridge. I noted that the river ran
slowly here, and was perchance a little
more than forty yards wide. On our left
was a dark building, which looked grim
and forbidding, standing as it did upen
the river bank.

“That is the town gaol,” said my com-
panion. “I hoped when @ was taken that
I should have been imprisoned there. Then
would I have escaped two days ago.”

“How?” 1 asked.

“] would have crept out by one of the
windows, and swam across the river,”
she answered.

“But how could you have crept out by
the windows?”’

“I'here are those within that gaol who
would do aught for mg” she answered.

This she said as we crossed the bridge,
eaerly Moking around her as she spoke.

We still Kept straigit on perhaps a
hundred yards. or more whem she sudden-
ly, took & turning to tle right.

s Andg Jwhere go we aww-—l.mly
man?” I asked. -

She gave a start, anl then stood still

as I mentioned her mnane.
“Nay, not that,” she Said‘allnost hoarse-
1y. |
- “It is not easy to spak to you unless I
call you by your name, I said.

“Nay, but call me nit by his name. ITe
hath been the cause o! all our troubles!”

She spcke these worls with such bitter-
ness of voice that slp might not have
been the same womdf who had been
speaking a few momens before.

“But he is your huband,” I said al-
most brutally. \

She hesitated a few Qcom].,, dand then,
still holding my arm, sle walked by :ny _
side along the road.

“There be many reasds which lead a
woman to call a man hupand,” she said.
*“Not every woman lovesthe man whose
names she bears, and —" here she stop-
ped again like one who eemed to fear
she had said too much. ‘“Besides,” she
went om, “certain subjectsare painful. I
can go faster if you wish)

“l am sorry if I have gid auzht to
make you angry with me, Ldy _—

“Comstance,” she sa.'id, “C.‘\] me Mistrass
Constance. Nay, you have dac nought to
make me angry. Hark! whatis that?”

(To be continued, Pe

WOTHER O GusHR
STRUCK 0T Y0UE

Aug

Den-

Moneton oil
Petroleum Company is meported tobe the
best looking well yet struck. Mbuager
Shaw was jubilant over the new wel and

was the largest of the sixty odd well so
far opened. The oil flowed in very p-
idly anmd it promises to be a great po-
ducer.

A Costly Bank Site.
Wiinnipeg, Aug. 15—(Special)—T he Bank
of Montreal has bought a $200,000 site, on
it will erect a magnificent bank

Cholera Inﬂmtum.
the time.

1 finally decided to try Dr. Fowler’s Wild Strawberry.
a bottle and it did her so much good thatl got another bottle and by
the time it was finished she was completely tured. As for myself, it has

The doctor gave her up;

you ' what
Wild Strawbgrry has done for me and
mine. A year'ago my little girl, now
nearly three years old, was attacked by
It was in the hot sewson and she was teething at

saved me from inflammation of the bowels scveral times.
- bou.le in the house and cannot recommend it too hlghly =
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EASICKNESS, SUM-
AND ALL

n is Harmless, Reliable_and
ectnal.

f is almost lnstanta.neous.‘

Given Up by Dootor and Mether.

Mss. MaXwELL BARTER, Grand Casca-

pedia., Que., writes :
“1 take great pleasure in telling
g;. Fowler’'s Extract of

in fag, I did so myself.
I procured

I always keep

“Will you be plea«ed to

says the flow after being mitro-glyceined |
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