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"This morning at sunrise," said Delia Torre, re-pe«rng my word, with a sneer on his darkly hand-

moTnilr J ^'' •" * '"" " "" "'"' 1"^" 'hi'morning when I passed you, I think. You were

vou u^f?'"• ?T "^ ^""^ '•°e«es were holdingyou up and you had a bare sword in your handw..h^h you were pricking all who came [„ your'

"Bedad, thin, and what was yourself doinR in the

O Meara, before I could speak. His voice was tus-pcously sw«t, a bright glint danced
"

hfs hleey«. and his head was thrown back a trifle all ofwh,ch spelt danger where he was conctrl
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science to see a man that's had his glass? Trulv
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tro.^rIha„ T"'' ^™ ^''"'"•^ "«« "°*ingstronger than water; at sight of wine you raise your
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word—Sir tIu ,
' ""^ y"" """y «"<« myword—Sir John Hawkwood will be remembered

He paused, for wan. of breath, not for wanfof


