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CHAPTER X—Continued.

“You would know more of the fair
Constance,” he said. “That is natural. She
s fair of face, and hath a sweet voice;
but, Master Roland, take my advice and
seek not her company. You canmot help
her. She is in danger of her life, and a
price is set upon her head!”

“What hath she done?” I asked.

- “Many things. She is the davghéer of
Master John Leslie, who is the bosom
friend of Master Hugh Peters, who was
friend and chaplain of Oliver Cromwell.
Master John Leslie hated the late King
more than any man in the kingdom, and
ook a principal part in the beheading of
Charles. He is a great Independent,Master
Rupert, and he gave his daughter in mar-
riage to Sir Charles Denman, a man old
enough to be her father, but who is also
a great Independent, and who fears as
much as he hates the thought of the com-

_ing of Charles IL.”

He hesitated here, and looked towards
me as if he expected me to speak, but 3
held my peace, for I knew he was only
at the beginming of his story.

“Do you know the rest?” he asked.

#No.” I replied, “I know mothing.”

He heaved a sigh like one well satisfied.
*Ah, thou art a simple youth, after all,”
he said; “thou knowest nought of what
thath been taking place.”

“Well, tell me,” I said sharply, for 1
grew impatient at his slowness.

“Oh yes, I will tell thee. It is a part
of the bargain, and I will tell thee. When
it was know that General Monk seemed
to favor the coming of the mew King,
Master Leslie, Sir Chanles Denman, and
his wife conceived @ echeme for the mur-
dering of Monk. They believed they would
be doing good service. They knew that if
Charles came back, in spite of all the
promises he might make, it would go hard
with those who took part in the death of
the new King’s father. The question was,
who was to do the deed? The presence of
Master Leslie or Sir Charles Denman,
men known to hate the royalty, would
destroy any chance of succes. So they

_settled upon the wife of Sir Charles;whose
person was unknown either to Monk or
his retminers. Well, the plan was carried
out,; Master Roland, that is, the attempt
was made. The woman, mever dreaming
of disobeying either ther husband or
father, and also mad with fear as to what
ehould take place if Charles Stuart came
back, attempted the deed. If Monk was
killed, Lambert would have power—you
follow, Master Roland? Oh," it was mot a
bad plan, and had it succeeded—well me-
thinks there would not be at this moment
& gaping crowd waiting to welcome an-
other Stuart. But it did mot succeed—that
is, not fully. Mark you, she did succeed
in reaching the room where Monk lay
esleep. She stabbed young James Carew,
who acted as Monk’s secretary, ay, and
so badly that he hath mot yet recovered ;
but Monk awoke before she was able to
harm him muech. Oh, but she made a des-
perate fight. ‘She wounded Monk in  the
arm, and fled. Moreover, so clevegly had
she arranged everything that she managed
to escape, and although every attempt
hath been made, she hath not yet been
captured.” ! ’

“But how dare she ride abroad?” I
cried.

“That woman would dare anything,”
cried the old man. “Besides, Monk de-
scribed a woman different from the
beautiful Constance. You see, she had
taken steps to alter her appearance be-
fore she attempted the deed. Nevertheless,
the thing hath been traced to her. ' Mr.
John Leslie is even mow in prison, while
spies be everywhere trying to track dowm
Sir Charles Denman and his wife. Not
that guilt hath been proved agaimst Sir
Charles on that count, nevertheless his life
is mot worth ten groats.”

“But how dare he ride to the Barley
Sheaf while it was yet daylight?” I cried.
“l saw him myself.”

“Sir Charles bath many friends; be-
sides, what kind of mam did you see?”’

“A tall strong man with an iron grey
beard and a grey ashen countenance; one
who speaks with a nough harsh voice.”

“Sir Charles had a yellow beard, brown
hair, and hath a sweet mellow voice,” he
replied. “Ay, but his is cleverer than any
playactor in London. Besides, he knows
that just now the search is somewhat lax,
seeing that every one is at Dover waiting
to welcome the new King.”

“Phe—then: >

“Ah, more I may mot tell you. Ay, and
seek to know mo more, Master Roland.
The chase cannot last long; she wuli be
taken, and then God have mercy on her!”

*  “And Sir Charles?” .

A cloud crossed his face, and that
harsh, cruel look which I had seen in his
eyes when first we met came back.

“Who knows?”’ he snarled. ‘“Whokmows
if he—but enough of that, Master Roland.
There is something of more importance.
IThere is that for which you came hither;
your. fate, and perchance mine, depend on

" ghat.”

CHAPTER XI.

“You want the King's marriage con-
ttract,” he said presently; “you desire ‘the
proof that Charles Stuart was married to
Lucy, Walters, and thus be able to prove
that the boy who is new with the King’s
mother is the mext heir to the English
throne?”’ .

I nodded my head in the affirmative, all
the time watching the old manm’s eyes,
jinto which a cunning sinster expression
had come.

“It is a great thing, a great thing,” he
cackled. “Fancy, the Duke of York would
give hig fingers to get hold of it. And yet
only you and I have the secret of it.”

“QOnly you at present,” I urged.

_ “Ah, yes, only I, only I, but I need
you, and you shall know. Ha! ha!” and he
laughed like & man tickled. “But we must
bide our time,” he continued presently.

“What do you mean?’ I asked.

«It is mo use removing it from its pres-
ent hiding-place until the proper time,”
he said. “Suppose you had it in your hand
now. What would you do with it? Would
you go o the King, and say, ‘Look, here
is the marriage contract between you and
Lucy, Walters?” Such would be the act of
a fool. And you are mot & fool—no, you
ara not a fool!” e :
L“Butlmwﬁkmmxbmnﬁu."-lcned,
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“and T must be assured that the thing is
not a hoax.”

“Ay, that you shall,” he replied; “‘come
with me.”

He rose, took a candle in his hand, and
made his way towards to the door.

“Whither?” I asked.

“To ‘the hiding place,” was his answer,
and he gazed anxiously around the room.

Even in those days,  I. possessed. a
fair amount of caution, amd thus, while L
unbolted the door, kept cloge o him, so
that at no moment should he be able to
betray me. :

Outside the door, he stopped and lisben-
ed. Even in that lonely place and at that
awesome hour, he seemed apprehensive
Jest some oné should spy upon our actiofis.
But he had no need to fear. All was silent
as death. The house was empty, and el:;;y{
eound that we made echoed and re ec
through the empty chambers.

“All is well,” he said as if to himself,
and then he led the tway down a flight of
stairs which I had not hitherto noticed.
Presently gve came to dark cellar, which
I saw was hewn out of the rock. We were
mow underneath the foundations of the
house, and my heart beat fast at the
thought I was near placing my thand upon
the precious document, which my father
declared would make my fortune.

“Who could find us here Master Ro-
land?” he cackled again; “not one in
fifty. But old Solomon is Wise, and he
dooes not live at Pycroft Hall for mought.”

Whereupon he held the candle close to
the floor, as if searching for something.

“Do you see anything?”’ he asked.

“Nothing,” I replied. :

“Think you there is aught beneath
here?” P

“Beneath here? No, we are already in
the bowels of the earth.”

“Ah, that is good!” and again he cackl-
ed like a mam twell pleased with himself.

Presently I eaw him pressing the
ground hard with his heel, and then, as
if by magic, there opened close by my, feet
a dark aperture.

“Descend,” he cried, “descend!”

“We will go together, Father Solomon,”
I made answer.

“Ah, you do not trust me. A good
youth, a cautious youth.”

Still holding the candle in one hand, he
came close to the dark hole in the
ground, from which came a musty ill-
smelling air, and then he put this left foot
into the hole, while I held his right arm.

“That is well,” he said, and then I saw
the staves of a ladder. s

One, two, three, four steps he went
down, until I was almost dragged into
the darkness in my endeavor to hold him
fast.

“Come, come, Master Roland; but mind,
it meeds a brave heart.”

I confess it here, I hesitated before fol-
lowing. How it may appear to those who
read this I know not, but at that moment
I seemed to be in a ghostly dream. Bvery-
thing had Hecome mnreal to me save the
shadow of a great terror. The old man,
with his head sunk between his shoulders,
was such a creatute as only comes to one
in a nightmare; the King’s marriage con-
tract existed only in the wild imaginings
of foolish men. A thousand dangers sug-
gested themselves, nameless dangers, and
therefore all the more terrible, and try
as I might I could not keep from trem-
bling.

“Afraid, Master Roland, eh? Ay, and
well thou mayst be, for this hole is full
of lost spirits. Hark!- do you hear
them?” 1 v |7

To my excited imagination, I fancicd
1 heard distant wails, and I felt my blood
run cold. ‘

“And yet only yesternight the fair Con-
stance took this road, and &he was nob
afraid.”

He said this tauntingly, which caused

anger to take the place of féar. I still git

held his right arm, the hand of which
grasped one of the staves of the ladder,
and his words .made my grasp the tighter.

“] will come with you, Father Solo-
mon.” I said, “but mind, if you betray
me I will send you to hell with all your
sins upon your head.”

With that I placed my foot upon the
ladder, but in so doing T had to relax my
hold mpon him. I heard him cackling to
himself while he went farther and still
farther into the darkness. ‘

I had not descénded more than six
steps before I heard a moise above me,
and then I knew that the trap door which
had li¥ted was closed again, and that in
all probability the secret of its opeting
was only known to the man whose breath
could be distinctly heard just beneath me.

‘As may be imagined, I lost no time in
going down the ladder, and the moment
my feet touched the ground I grasped the
old man’s arm again. .

“Ha, ha!” he laughed. ‘“This is rare
sport, eh? Do you know where you are?
*Twill be a fine tale to tell Charles. Ten
fathoms wunderneath the foundations of
Pycroft Hall, with Father Solomon! Do
you think you'll ever see daylight again,
Master Roland?” :

“If I do mot, you wﬂn}o %1 replied;
and then I looked aroudd®Mé-and Tound
myself in.a narrow tunnel, which per-
chance. was three feet wide and high:
enough for a man of short stature to stand
upright.

“Goed boy, courageous boy, well he de-
serves to get what he seeks! But oh, he
will see rare sport before he puts his hand
upon the King’s marriage contract.”

“Where it it?” T asked, still holding his
night arm.

“I must be free, and you must follow
me.”

“No,” I replied. “Whither you go 1
will go. And I shall not lose my hold
upon you till T see daylight.”

He lJooked at me savagely, and lifted his
left hand, in which he held e candle, as
if to strike me. Then the angry look
passed away, and I saw the cunning leer
come in his eyes again.

“A good boy, a brave boy,” he said
coaxingly. “Ah, we are friends. I can-
not do without him,” peitherycan he do
without me.  Youth ‘and , strength
and wisdom tegether, what withstand
i

He led the way along the tinnel, which
I followed, still holding him fast. How
far we went I could not calculate, for al-
though the time eeemed long, it might

fonly in reality have been short. At
, length, however, we came to a broad place,
! such as 1 have been told miners make un-
| derground when digging for mineral.

“The time and the place, Master Rol-
and,” he said; “now let us search.”

He held up the candie, and 1 saw that
all around me were dark roads leading
from the cavern where we stood. Whither
they nvent T knew not. I seemed like a
man standing on a place where many
cross. roads met, only we were in the
bowels of the earth, and the roads seemed
to lead only into greater darkness.

“A grand place to bury a secret, eh?
Anything would be safe here, eh? But
there is nothing done in silence but shall
be proclaimed on the housetops.”

He placed the candle in my hand, and
then began to peer cautiously around the
sides of the cavern.

“Ah!” he said at length. “You wanted
to see, and you, ghall see. TLucy mamried
{Prinee: iCharlesstio; - King Charles—and
{Lucy gave the contract to the priests, and
the priests gave it go old Father Solomon,
and old Solomon waited—waited till his
dream. should be fulfilled. Do you know
this place, Master Roland? Once upon a
time miners digged here for gold. Oh,
it was years ago. Whoever dreamed of
gold being found five miles from Folke-
stone? They dug, and dug, and dug. They
are dead, but their work lives. Féncy
those old men digging here ages ago. But
they left a grand hiding place. Only one
miat’ knows the secret of these caverns.
1. old Solomon. The man who is left
alone here never sees the light again. Ha,
ha! But it is a fine place to die!”’

Presently he seemed to have discovered
the place he sought, and then he took the
candle from my hand. I saw a adark hole
in the side of the cavern, into which he
put his hand, from which he drew a black
box.

“You wanted to see it, and you shall
see it,” he said. Then he pressed a
spring in the box, and the lid flew open.

“Read, read!” he cried.

I saw a piece of parchment which was
emblazeoned ‘with a rude tracing of the
Lion ,and ;the Unicorn. 'This he took, and
}with ¢rembling fingers unfolded it.

{ “ReXd! 'Reald! he'criéd again.

{ It was written in French, but in such
8 crude fashion as to make it difficult to
read. But I saw these words—“‘Marriage
Contract between Charles Stuart, King of
England and Scotland, and Lucy Walters,
of Ros Martat, in the County of Pem-
broke, Wales, daughter of Richard Wal-
ters.”” After this there were many lines
which seemed to be meaningless, but at
the bottom of the page I saw writing by
other hands. I saw the words—

Charles Stuart, By the Grace of God
King of England and Scotland.

Lucy Walters.

Pierre Rousseau. ‘

Francois Abelard.

I saw, too, that Pierre Rousseau was
stated to be a priest of the Roman Cath-
olic church nvho had performed tue sac-
rament of marriage, and that ¥rancois
Abelard, a brother of the Benedictine Or-
der, had witnessed thereto.

“There, you have seen it; now let me
put it away.”

“No,” I replied, “let me read it again;
I would commit the writing to memory.”

He paid no heed to me, however, and
before I well knew what he was doing he
had struck the paper from my hands. The

in its hiding-place again.

“You have seen,” he cried. “Oh, it is
rare fun. Now, then, you must swear fo
what I dictate, or you will never again
see the light of the sun.”

“Swear what?”’ I cried, for I felt angry
with myself for having allowed him to
put the thing back into its hiding-place.

“You must swear that you will obey
me in all that appertains to this.”

“That was not in our bargain,” I cried.

“But it must be,” he cried. “Swear, or
you die.”

“No,” I said, “I will not. And do not
think to frighten me. I will keep fo my
bargain faithfully, but if you in aught
do fail on your part, then will I come
hither alone, and I will act withéut you.”

“Ah!” he cried, and there was a fear-
some look in his eyes. ‘“You defy me,
eh?”’

“Yes, I defy you!” I cried, for the sight
of the parchment had set my blood on

fire.
. { We had moved away a4 few steps from
.the place where he had put the black vox,
-but I kept my eye on-the spot, so that
I might know if; again, i

“Ah, we must be friends,” he said
wheedlingly. ‘“Come, my son, I have more
to tell you.” s

I followed him a few steps, and then
again I looked back over my shoulder to
mark the place where thé precious docu-
ment was hidden; but this, as will be seen,
led to my undoing, for no sooner did he
note my action than with a sudden wrench
he leapt from me, and blowing out the
candleé, he left me in utter darkness.

1 stretched out my hands to grasp him,
‘but he was gone. 1 stopped and listened
to catch . he sound of his retreating foot-

for the place seemed to be¢ full of the
sbund of footsteps,, now coming from one
direction, and now from anether. Moaore-
over, he wore dloth-soled shoes, which
made but little noise, so that 1 was utterly
unable¢ to locate him. Presently. I thought
I heard him cackling, as I had heard him
more than once before when he was well
pleased with himself. Without an in-
stant’s delay I rushed to the spot from
whence I thought the sound came, but only
tp strik¢ my head with a terrible vhud
against the rocky -site"of the cavern.

{What happened after that I do not
know. I have a vaguc rcmembrance of
falling to the grotind, and then rising and
staggering away in #he darkness, but
whether this was only fancy or fact, it is
not fcr me to say, seeing that nothing was
clear to me.

Presently, when I woke to conscious-
ness, 1 found myself lying in the darkness.
Not a ray of light came to me anywhere,
meither did T possess any meang of kindling
one. My head ached, and my whole body
seemed racked with pain. How long I
had lain there 1 knew not, neither was 1
ablé to caleulate. AN 1 knew was that I
was in as sad a plight as any man could
be. But I determined not to give up hope.
If there was a way into this place, there
must also be a way out, and so I set to
work to try-and find cut my whereabouts.
I was not long befcre I touched the side
of the cavern, close to which I groped
until I camne to an opening.

“Thig will lead back to the house,” 1
reflected, and buoyed up with this hope,
and keeping my’ hand. by the side of the
tunnel, I followed its windings for some
distance, only to come to a sudden stop.
for I fouhd that the place ended here. 1
therefore returned again, determined to
| enter each Tevel in turn until T should

steps, but could hear nothing to guide me,
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box closed with a snap, and he placed it

|
|

l

again find my way ‘back to the man whose
wits had been keener than my own.

The sccond tunnel was shorter than the
first, and ended in the same way, so again
I returned to the large cavern, and keep-
ing ever to the right hand, so as not to
enter any one of them more¢ than once,
I again groped along in the datkness.

Even then I {ried to find the piace into
which the old man had put the black box,
but in this I was unsuccessful. Had I a
light, I felt sure 1 could have found it,
for 1 had marked the place carefully; but,
as I have said, 1 was in utter darkness,
neither had 1 means of obtaining light.

After a time 1 was well-nigh despairing,
and I felt sure that old Solomon intended
the place to be my grave. The more 1
tried to find my way out, the more con-
fused I became. Still I was young and
strong, and youth does not for long give
way to hopelessness. !

Of the thoughts which passed through
my mind, or cf the plans 1 made, as well
2s of the schemes of vengeance, 1 medi-
tated upon 1 will not speak. For while
they were: doubtless mitural, they thad so
little of sens¢ in them that they are not
worth recording. Only one plan, indeed,
promised aught, and that was to lic still
until old Solomon came to seek me, as I
felt sure his curicsity would compel him
to do. But that was given up, for, as I
reflected, it would be terrible to lie there
in the cold and. in the darkness; besides,
he would doubtless wait until Jack of food
had so weakened me that he avould be
able to work his will on me. !

I therefore continued to examine 'each
level or tunnel in turn, and in this I had
to manifest great care, - fors there were
many pitfalls which would easily lead to
a man’s death. How long I remained in
the darkness I know not, neither for that
matter do I care to dwell upon the en-
deavors I made while there to find my
way to the light, for even now, after the
lapse of years, I shudder to think of my
sufferings during that terrible time. For
if there is one thing harder than another
to bear, it is bo be alone in black dark-
ness such as I was. 1 have faced death
more than once, I have experienced im-
prisonment in’' a ‘noisesome evil-smelling
cell, I have had to stand face to face with
dread alternatives; ibut at no time do I
remember such utter despair as I felt then.
And this any man who hath imagination
can easily believe. For I had no other
prospect than a slow death amidst dark-
ness and loneliness. Could I have heard
human voice, I do not think T should have
minded so much; but nothing could I hear
cave the echo of my own sighs, while the
?arkness was so great that it could be
elt.

Moreover, I presently grew faint and
weak. 1 needed food sadly, while¢ even
worse than hunger was the thirst that
presently got hold of me. My body grew
stone cold, and yet my throat becaine
parched and burat.

“This must be hell,” I thought to my-
self. “I am become like the rich man in
the New Testament—ay, I am worse than
he, for I cannot gee ong afar off to whom
I can cry.” 1 :

Presently, however, in spite of my suf-
fering 1 fell asleep, and when I awoke I
felt better. My head ceased to ache, and
‘although I felt very weak, my tongue had
become cool again.

“Thank God,”’ I cried out in my joy.
“0, great Lordy-who didst suffer for the
gins of the Wworld, be pleased to help me
in my dire disttess.”

But no answer came to my prayer: only
silence, a great and terrible silence, filled
the place. Nevertheless, my prayer gave
me hope. If God lived, I reflected, T was
in His keeping here in the bowels of the
carth as truly as if I was aboveground.
This feeling put new heart into me, and
I determined to’make another effort.

I had now no knowledge concerning the
levels I had explored, but I kept on pray-
ing for guidance, and ere long I found my-
self in another tunnel, although whither
it led I no more knew than a child but
last night born.

I could not help reflecting, however, that
‘the air grew purer, and presently I' put
my foot in a pool of water. Giving no
;time to reflection as to whence this water
came, 1 knelt down and took a long deep
draught, and immediately I felt a new
‘man. A great confidence posscssed me,
the hideous time which I had been passing
lost~much of its terrors, and while I was
still in black darkness, I felt sure 1 was
moving towards the light. :

I therefore pressed onward,. feeling the
air grow purer and purer at €ach step,
and then I fancied that, instead of gazing
into black darkness, I saw a darkness
that was grey. I held my hand before me,
2nd thought I could see my fingers move.
'This inspired me avith still greater hope,
and after a time my hope became a cei-
tainty. I could even see the sides of the
tunnel in which I walked. A few min-
utes later a streak of light, very small but
very distinet, reached me." I realized,
moreover, that a little stream of water
trickled along the bed of the tunnel in
which 1 walked, and ere long 1 saw whav
appeared to me to 'be a small hole whivh
led to the light.

At this time my heart filled with a great
joy, and in spite of my weakness'1 shout-
ed aloud for joy. 1 bethought me of the
Psalms which I had heard the Puritans
sing: “Such as sit in darkness and in the
shadow of death, being bound in affliction
and iron; they fell down and there was
none to help; then they cried unto the
Lord in their trouble, and He saved them
out of their distress.”

Never surely did man thank God as I
thanked Him then, and when, a littl¢ later,
I crept out of the level through a hole
scarce big enough for a man to drag his
body through, I could scarce breathe for
very joy. 1 heard the birds singing, and
looking above me I saw the sunlight piere-
ing the trees which grew above me. Then
I think I fainted, for I remember falling
down, while all became dark again.

When I woke I found myself lying where
I had fallen, and although I was terribly
weak, 1 had still strength enough to look
ercund and take motice of my surround-
ings. I saw that that mouth of the level
out of which I had come was closed by a
great heap of fallen debris, save for the
hole through which I had come. It was
much overgrown toe, and a man might
pass it a hundred times without seeing it.
There wag another thing which struck me
also. Not a footmark of any sort was to
be seen, not a suggestion of any sort that
any one had visited the place. Huge
heaps of stones and rocks were around,
but they had become overgrown by buskes
and trees. The place eseemed far away
from ‘human- habitation.

“Fathcr Solomon knows nothing ef this
entrance,” I reflected. “and he believes
that he left me there to die. Weill, all
the better; the time may come when I
can make use of my knowledge.”

After making careful examination, I
rose, and found my way slowly from the

%lace 1 took what I belicved was the sea-
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ward direction, and after walking well-nigh
a mile through a wood, I saw a cottage
among some fields. It was with much
difficulty that I reached it, but I succeed-
od at length, and presently saw a peasant
woman lighting a fire ountside the cottage
door. :

“What’s o’clock, good dame?” I asked.

“Six o’ th’ mornin’ ” she made answer.

“Then perchance you can give me some
breakfast,” I said.

“I’ve nothing but milk and bread,” she
answered, looking at me suspiciously.

“for which I will pay you well,” I re-
plied, taking a coin from my pocket.

The sight of the money altered her be-
havior with wondrous quickness.

“It’s all ready,” she replied. “Th’ milk
is boilin’ and the bread be in the dishes.
My man will-not be here for a minute or
two, but there’s no need for you to wait,
young master.” .

Hunger mgde me ravenous, and I gave no
thought, to, others. I.doubt not the bread
was black.and heavy, but the milk was
sweet, and I partook of it greedily.

When I had finished it.seemed to me as
though my strength had come back to me
as if by a miracle.

“Will ye ’a’ more, young master?”’

“Presently, presently,” and I gave her
the coin I had promised.

*“Ah, here be my man comin’;” and I
noticed a farmer’s man come up, who
looked at me wonderingly.

It was at this time that T realized the
condition of my clothes. They were cov-
ered with dirt; and catching reflection of
my face in a bucket of water, I saw that
it was much bruised and smeared with
blood. ~

“I will have a wash,” good dame,” I
said, ‘“‘after whiegh I would like to talk

| with you.”

“Ay, and ’ere’s water, master, "’she said;
and I washed myself while she looked on
in silence.

OHAPTER XII.

“Servant, sir.” The man saluted me as
he spoke, and moved a step nearer.

. “Thank you for a good breakfast,” I
said, “I have been 9ut ‘all night, and lost
my ‘way among the woods.” g

| “Basy enough to'do,” he Téplied, nodding
towards'the great forest from which I had
come. 4 . -

““To whom do they belong?”’ :

He sheok his head. “Pycroft Woods,” he
added presently.

“And no one lives at Pycroft Hall, 1
suppose?”’

“No one but the devil.”

“I saw a great heap of stones in the
woods.”

“Ay, it is said there was a great mine
at one time.”

Beyond this the man could tell me noth-
ing, though I asked him many questions.
I also made inquiries in a roundabout way
concerning Pycroft Hall, but he only shook
his head. Evidently he knew nothing of
it. @ also asked him concerning the day
of the week, and I found that I must have
been fully thirty hours alone in the bowels
of the earth. I concluded that old Solo-
mon had not paid a visit to me, neither did
he believe that I should be able to find
my way- out.

After a time I felt sleepy, and the wom-
an having offered me a bed whereon to
rest, I fell into a slecp, from which I did
not wake until past noon.: After the dame
had given me a meal consisting of boiled
bacon and potatoes, 1 felt strong enough
to walk back bo Folkstome, which after
giving the woman another coin, I did.

I found that my absence had caused no
surprise. at the Barley: Sheaf; indeed, the
news that the King was to land at Dover
the next day but one seemed to drive ad
other thoughts from their minds. I made
many inquiries, but could hear nothing of
either Sir Charles Denman or his wife.
The woman had come mysteriously into
my life and had passed out of it again just
as mysteriously. And yet I thought much
of her. I felt in a way which I cannot
explain that my life was linked with hers,
and that some time in the future I should

"see her again.

The following morning I had my horse
saddled and started for Dover. I had
much company on the way, for, as it seem-
ed to me, the whole countryside had
emptied itself in order to be at Dover to
welcome the new King. When I arrived
at -Dover town, moreover, T found a great
uproar; in truth, no fair I had ever seen
provided such food for sport and carnival
as Doyer town proyided that day. In the
inns and, faverns there wagsnuch drinking,
while,: in the; streels; booths and shows
were. eyerywhere in evidence. On every
hand the people were shouting and singing.
Every street was festooned with flowers
and flags, while it appeared that every one
was glad that the reign of Puritanism was
over, and that they would have a King in-
stead of a governor to reign over them. I
noticed, too, that in the booths there
were plays representing the downfall of
the Puritans, while fhe great butt of most
of the jokes were those who dressed in
the dark sober fashion of the times of Oli-
ver Cromwell, and quoted Psalms with a
pious sniflie.

“God save His Most Gracious Majesty
King Charles the Second!” many cried.

“Ay, ay,” was the response. “We shall
have a merry life under the King. Plenty
;0 drink, plenty to cat, and plenty of
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“Down with the Psalm-singing hypo-
crites!”

““As though cock-fighting, dog-fighting,
and bull-baiting hath not always been an
Englishman’s sport.”

“The King loves it, I hear.”

: “Ay, and he loves to kiss a pretty girl,
00.”

“Well,  what’s. the harm in that?”

“None at.all. He’s young and comely,
and loves his pleasure as a king should.”

“It’ll go hard with the sour-faced Psalm-
singers, I hear.”

“Well it ought. Did they mot kill the
King’s father? I hear that at least five
hundred are to be hanged.”

“But what about the Act of Oblivion?”
“Marry! as though the King will care
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aught about the Act of Oblivion. The
thing is, the country will be able to enjoy
itself.”

“Well it ought. After a man hath been
to church once a week, he's done enough
religion. After that let him enjoy him-
self.”

All this and much more I heard as I
passed along the streets; in truth, much
of what I saw and heard is mot fit to re-
cord here, for many of the people might
have just been let out of Bedlam, so little
did they seem to care for what was clean
and decent. Moreover, no notice was
taken of these things. There was neither
law nor order, while, if some man should
say a word rebuking them for winong-doing
he was immediately pounced upom, as a
sour-faced Puritan. Such was the differ-
ence which was already manifest, even be-
fore the new King had set his feet on Eng-
lish soil.

It was now the twenty-fourth day in
May, and many reported that they had
seen a number of vessels bearing the
King’s retinue far away at sea, but that
he would not arrive until the following
morning, as he desired to enter the town,
not when the people were tired and dusty,
but as they appeared after a night of rest

‘and sleep, and when their finery was not

bedavered by a day’s jostling.

I remembered that my father had told
me he intended being in Dover on the
twenty-sixth of the month, but I imagined
that he would make diligent- inquiries con-
cerning the coming of the King, and would
surely be in Dover before it was too late
for him bo offer his welcome.

I therefore made my way to the Iox
and Hounds, which I found to be very
full of people, and for a long time I was
unable to gain any answer to my mquiries,
but I discovered presently that not only
had Master Philip Rasheliffe been to the
inn, but he had also left word for me, in
case T should call, to wait for him in a
private room which he had hired.

1 followed the servant to this room, and,
being left alone, was about to review the
events which had taken place since I had
left my home a few days before. Appar-
ently I had accomplished nought, but real-
ly I had accomplished amuch, especially if
there was trath in what old Father Solo-
mon had told me. Although I have said
nothing concerningit here, I had thought
much before returning to Folkstone with-
out again seeking out the old man and
accusing him of treachery. I reflected that
it would be best for him to think of me
as dead, for if I went to him, he would
take some other steps for hiding the preci-
ous document, and then all through which
I had gone would be in vain. Only onec
thing tempted me to go back to Pycroft
Hall and again descend into those dark
regions underground, and that was the
dread that he had treated the woman call-
ed Constance as he had treated me. But,
although the thought fretted me sorely,
the more 1 reflected, the stronger was my
conviction that she had left the house by
some other means.

(To be continued)

Along the Dardanelles,

*Tis all along the Dardanclles
Some funny sights there are;
You’ll see a Russian merchant ship
With harmless mast and spar—
But wait a bit
And see how it
Becomes a man-o’-war!

'Tis all along the Dardanclles Iy
Some funny things they do;
A cruiser labelled ‘‘merchant ship”
Quite easily goes through.
But call a raft
A ‘‘battle craft”
And they’ll torpedo you.

**Tis all along the Dardanelles,
Some funny vessels pass,
Steam freighters floating Russian flags
(With cargoes labelled ‘‘glass’’— i
But fairly hot
To get a shot
‘At foreign ships that pass.

When all along the Dardanelles
Your gallant vessel fares,
1f you behold a battleship
Fear not its warlike airs;
But when you scan
A merchantman
It’s time to say your prayers.

‘the Dardapelles

y rules there are,
determine when -a ship

t for peace or war;

Jhen e’en a tug

A gun may lug

d be a ‘‘tug-o’-war.”

—Wallace Irwin.

Halifax Lad Has Foot Amputated.

Halifax, Aug. 3—Barclay Waddell, the
fourteen-year-old son of W. II. Waddell
principal of the Arnold School in this city,
had one of his feet so badly crushed by a
car going over it at Pictou Landing yester-
day, that it had to be amputated.

The value of the jewefiry in Lord Ayles-

gornecomeroe

10 COAL STRICE LIKELY,

Umpire Wright's View of the Situ-
ation.

Washington, Aug. 2_Carroll D. Wright,
commissioner of labor of the department
of commeree and labor, expressed the
opinion today that no strike of the an-
thracite mines would result from the con-
tention which has arisen between the op-

crators and’ miners concerning the ap-

pointment by the miners of a chockqvqgh—
ing boss in various collieries. Mr. Wright
called at the White House¢ to present to
the president his annual report on wagcs,
an abstract of which already has been pub-
lished. At the conclusion of his interview
with Uhe president, he talked briefly about
{he pending difiiculty between the anvhra-
cite operators and miners. By agreement,
he is the umpire to whom all disputes
which may arise over the carrying into
effect of the anthracite coal strike com<
missicn’s award nay be referred. The -
award provided that if in any colliery the
miners desired one of their number as a
checkweighing boss, whose duty it ‘should
be to proteet the interest of the miners in
the weighing of coal taken out by the col- .
liery, he should be appointed. Iis pay was
to be assessed pro rata upon the miners
of the colliery receiving the benefit of his
services.

In the colliery of the Coxe Brothers at
Wilkesbarre, and at other collieries, a ma-
jority of the men have asked for a check-
weighing boss. The proposition hias becn
objected to by the operators, because all
ot the men in the collieries did ngt ask
that the ecal be check-weighed. The oper-
ators maintained that only the men who
requested the checking should be assessed
to pay for the weigher’s: sevvices. Lhe
matter wos referred to Mr. Wright as um-
pire, and he decided that the assessment
should be made on all of the men em-
ployed in'any given collicry. The decision
was not satisfactery to the operators, who
suggested that unut%mr umpire be named
to pass upon the subject. 'I'he reason for
the objection of the operators is not clear
to Mr. Wright. IT¢ regards such a’'plan
as perfectly fair to both sides. Under the
provisions of the award, if the men who
do nct ask for the checking boss object to
paying their portion of the assessment
they may be discharged. It is simply a
case of enforement eof a rule of the ma-
jority. Mr. Wright expressed a belief that
no ‘strike would arise drom the present
confention, and he thought the operators
would abide by his decision.

SEVEN OF BEAR RIVtR
 YACHTING PAR!Y DEAD.

(Continued from page 1.)
lies might go out with the obb tide.
Mhe affnir has caused a gloom over the
town tonight and great sympathy is ex-
pressed for Capt. llerseys wife and his
lange family, he being the only one of the
panrty kncwn here.

Some Doubt Ab)ut Identity of the Dead.

It is an odd coincidence that Mrvs. Her-
sey's father, mather and brather were all
drowned a fow years ago under similar
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cincumstances. It is hoped that more par- e

ticulars can be learned at the inquest to-
morrew. Vidito will be the prineipal wit-
ness if he 'has sufficiently recovered to
give evidence. It is said that Mrs. Vidito
was a relative of Mrs. ‘'O'Riley and it i8
also reported that it is*Mrs, Leach that
was drowned instead of Mis. O'Riley.
Ncbody present tonight could pesitively
identify the bodies recovercd.

The band, which ‘had just commenced
playing on the down town stand, was
called off, so horrorstricken were the
large crdtd of Digby people and summer
visitors on the strest when they Jearned
the sad news.

Vidito Crezed With Grief. A

Vidito is crazed with grief at the loss
of his wife and child. 3

Gieo. Leach as he lies in the baggage
room of the station tonight appears like
a well built man of considerable weight,
probably nearly 200 pounds. He had in
his pocket when found $270 in cash, °~

O+e of the Victims.

Nascnville, R. 1., Aug. 4—Geonge Leach,
who was. drowned ncar Digby (N. S.) thig
afternoon, was the manager of the Nason-
ville woolen mill in this town. Mr. Leach
left Saturday on a vacaticn trip. TFor
severnl years he had been connected with
the woolen mill here. He lived at Ye
Arnold Inn, Upion Village, North Smith-

" bury’s estate is estimated at £170,£0). The
ltfamﬂx gems alone are valued at £30,000,

l}eld. He was unmarried. b or souhy
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