
TRUE TO HER LOVF.

has given me much, and very much it has taken
away. Now the face of it is to be changed. But in
my heart the memory of it will not change." She
looked across the valley, across the sparkling face of
I.;iKj falti, to the grey walls of Volseni, and kissed
'let hane. " Farewell, Monseigneur! " she whispered
'^e»7 low.

The Uay of Kravonia was done. The head of the
great snake had reached Slavna. Countess Ellen-
burg and young Alexis were in flight. Stenovics
took orders where he had looked to rule. The death
of Monseigneur was indeed avenged. But there was
no place for Sophy, the Queen of a tempestuous
hour.

They set their horses' heads towards the frontier.
They began the descent on the other side. The
lake was gone, the familiar hills vanished ; only in
the eye of memory stood old Volseni still set in its
grey mountains. Sophy rode forth from Kravonia
in her sheepskins and her silver ring—the last Queen
of Kravonia, the last Bailiff of Volseni, the last
chosen leader of the mountain men. But the
memory of the Red Star lived afte. her—how she
loved Monseigneur and avenged him, how her face
was fairer than the face of other women, and more
pale—and how the Red Star glowed in sorrow andm joy, in love and in clash of arms, promising to
some glory and to others death. In the street of
Volseni and in the cabins among the hills you may
hear the tale of the Red Star yet.
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