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CHAPTER II.
i The Secret of the Black Box.

I saust eonfess to a somewhat strange
feeling in my heart when 1 looked ‘into
the woman's face. 1-delt sure that she
was tryink to undérstand the méanmer of |
man 1 was, 8o’ that she might thake up |
her mind how far 1. cotld-be of setviee
to her. For, ‘from ! tké very first I could
mot think of her #s @ former sérving Wo-
iman of my mother. Humble of birth she
might be, but I was véry sire’ that her
thoughits were other than: those of a serv-
ing woman, and thet she had mixed. her-
self wp with affairs of importance, Her .
great dark searching eyes, her strongly
moulded face, hér determined mouth all
essured me that -heve was & woran ‘of
far-reaching. plans, and one who would.

stop at nothing to carry those plans into |,

* “More mother than father,” I heard
dhifmtt dgiin, and there she looked
from my father to me.as though she were

I saw youbin $t.'Paul’s Church.’”:

‘I lead tham & week the kitig will be
in ngland,” she said; “and, oh! what a
king!” and then ‘sisé fell to ssanning our’
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son to fight undér Ofomivell?”
“He was a brave, strong man,” replied
the womaf' : :

. “Av, o breve, mipng dhan ¥ you will
e ; son ‘could

“Ay, in Fregch. Basides without ever
having servéd with bhe wars, hzu(tkmws

‘everything of fighting that I could tell.

him, and as for swondcraft, I dowt:h!

thete is a man i London town who
could /starid ‘against - bim.”

. Again the woman looked at me eagerly,
and, then she broke out like ome in anger.

‘“T4 is well, Master Rashcliffe, for, mark
you, if w\hhﬁ I. have discovered is. true,
he , will need all his cleverness, all his

ag : M i oiﬁv'vord-
. W -qpakes, Master
ascheiiffe légs than the throne §
el

L4 A gathe as m B my

father thoughtf

“L,00k you heré,” went on the woman.
“You desive fto: gain back your estates;
ly::& dm, ‘moreover, that your son Ro-:

mot. be a gmw“'t Jackland,
squire lke ydn.’%e%y, discqvered as 1|
came hither that for years this manor
house haith been little béttér than a farm

on your best farms.”

“Ay, it is @0,” cried Wy fathér angrily.
“The very kitchen wenches of twenty
years 4go laugh.at me, and called me
*Landless Raschicliffe.” ”

“And Charles Stuart will never give
you back these lands uniess he is made,”

maid the womsa.: - :

¢ i
James, the new king’s
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Chanles nor James loves either you -or
you'rs."
“And yet I fought for their father,”
‘Baid my father.
“Ay, and like the honest man thou art
 declared that thou couldst never fight for
for him again after the contents of his
papers which were -fou‘nd on Naseby field
were made known,” retorted the woman.
b<T know this, too, that if Clarles had
'gained the victory over Cromwell, thou
 worldst have been beheaded for what
thon didst say at that time. Mark you,
"3 Stuart never forgets, and never forgives
“for all the fair promises that they make,
| Fherefore if ever thou dost get back
thine own, and if ever thy son is to-bg
more than a mere yeoman ploughing his
own fields—ay, and poor fields at that,
‘for (the .best have all been taken away—
hé must be able to force the new kimgs’
hand .
“Ay, I know all this,” replied my father
impatiently, ‘but let us hear what you

'the truth concerning the stramge unings 1
‘ave heand.” :

~ *“It is no use telling of what I know,
tmléss this son of thime be bold enough
“$o make use of it,” replied ‘the woman.

w*m you et yout £ “T am a girl no longer, Master Rash-
theart upol; and whick you tpmdﬁhénfﬁiﬂe; I am not so simple as I was in

thope days when I was waiting maid to
| Midtress Rashcilffe. Enough to say that I
“hive found out sufficient to make Charles
Stuart, who is even now preparing to
conle back to England as king, eaget not
-only to restore thy lands, but to give a
‘Plage of homor:to Master Roland here.

¥ Ay, but that is:not all. The thing which

‘P Mnow to.exist. must be in our hands,
i n our | in such a way that
; able to make our own bar-

; nw.n
F“Bit what

we

1 <1t is e, James, Duke of York, is siot

Fthe next heir to the throne.”

FWell, and what of that?’
“'“This, répHed e womah. “You have
£y of the Welsh girl, Lucy Waiters.”
- “4Ay, 1 have Wéard of her.’

* “4And you Have heard of her som, a lad
FWhich goes by the name of amies Croft?”
Y dad ‘my father, “I have heard
f him; but it doth not matter.”

Ay it it doth matter.”

p: '¢M g

- “‘Becanse he, although Charles Stuart
will doubtléss deny it, " the néxt heir to
tHié throne of England.”

o My father statted tack in amazethent.
< “He iy Charley son,” continued the
woimah.

‘4Ay, 'b‘}t - ”

“‘Charles - married Lucy Walters—mar-:
15ell her in HoMand.”

- “But the proof, the proof!” cried  my
Tathet. i
# ‘47t is this proof.of which I comé to

% | » eaid 'Kdbharine Harcothb. Bit

Fanswer me this; suppose the proof could
be  dbtained, suppose the box containing

‘} thé contract of martiage between Charles

‘Stuart and Lucy ‘Walters could be ob-

§ tained-—what then?”

I For a time my father was silent. Evi-
‘dedtly he regabded the woman's declara-

"I tioh of great import, and I saw that he

carefully ‘considered her words.

'kn?wn,” he said at length.
- 4Nay, that he would nct,” said the wo-
-man with a laugh; “but there is more than

Y that, Master Rashcliffe.”

%Ay, there is,” said my father thought-
fally. “He who eotld be fortunate enough
tto possess that marriage contract would be
able to make his terms not only with the
king, but the king's brother.”

~“4Ah, you begin vo see.”
4The man who possessed such a secret’

{cotld stir up ecivil war in England,” said’
‘I my father; “such a war that might well}
‘make men forget the war between Charles

1 and Cromwell.”
“Ay,” said the woman; “but what is
mdre t6 our purpcse,. Master Rashcliffe,

4 HWe could make the king restors the Rash:

oliffe lands; and gain for his son a place

.} in 'England worthy his name.”
' “And do others know of this secret,

Kidthepine?” asked my father.
. *Yes,” replied the woman; “it hath

§ been guessed at by many.bnt I alone know

where the box- eontaining the marriage

4 contract is hidden. It hath cost me mueh
4-trouble to find out, but at last I have dome

4ty

I looked at the woman as she said this,
and I thought there was a furtive look in
her eyes.

“And how did you find it out?” asked
L my father presently,

“Of that more anon,” replied Katharine
Harcomb. “Enough to eay now that this
18 the secret I promised to tell you,a secret
which should give you the power to make
:your own terms with the king. All now
~lepends on goung Roland here.”

“On me!” I cried, speaking for the first
time, although as may be imagined, I lis-
tenied eagerly to every word which had
‘oeen sppken. . 5
“Ay, on you,” replied the weman, “for
+#hat marriage contract is in hiding. It
.8 hidden in a black box, 1 and

1 As all students of histery know, the
story of the black box containing the max-
-riage contract between Charles II and
Lucy Walters obtained great credence
After the Restoration; indeed, it is prob-
tble ‘that belief in its validity’ bad much
to'do with the Monmouth rebellion at a
‘later date.—J. H. .
nay be cbtained only with difficulty. The
question is, Master Roland, will you un-
dertake the wotk of bringng it hither?”

“How old is the king's son?” I cried,

4 for her story had excited my imagination

and appealed to that love for adventure
which for a long time had been struggling
for expression. e o

“How old?”’ repeated the woman; “he is
a lad of 'about eleven years. At present
he is with the dowager queen.”

“And do you mean that he is the next
heir to the British throne?’ I cried. '
. “Ah, that he is,” veplied ‘the woman;

4 “and the man who ‘can find the mdrriage

contract can go far to be one of the
masters of England.”
. “And if it be not brought to light?”’ |

§ etied, “then if Charles has no other son,

the Duke of York will become king.”
“That is not the thing of import,” re-

; fplied the woman; “the thing that is of

‘weight is this: the man who hath the ee-
eret can make the king obey him.”

have discovered, Katherine; let us kmow |

4 “How cam you to know "theése things?”

¢ @Charles would not desire it to be]

fired my imagination. A great oOVermas-
‘tering' desire camé:ifto my heart to place
oy liand upon.this marriage comtract that

the kin's diséwhed wom, and: even .aé she
spoke. 1’ found myself making plaus for
zoing out inte the world: to uwearth this
eecret. For it must be remembered that
[-was but a 1ad of twenty-three, and that
up to mow, in spite of my many day
dreams, § had been kept mewed up in the,
51d mancr with my father, knowing but
little of what was going on in the great
wondds - | :

Still, T was not so young but that I saw
'many difficulties in the way. I reflected
that wethad only the word of this Kath-
arige Harcomb, who had lived ‘at Rash-
dliffe’ Miinor many years before, and Who,
according to belief, had been " déad " for
some tithe. Where had she beeft "] ‘these
yéears? what were hér motives in ‘s&}iﬁng
out this mystery? and more than ‘all; "why
Kad she chosen my father and niykelf as
the meri to whom she' could’ disdose" this"
momentous seerct? Not that théseé mat-
ters troubled me much. I avas oo, much
‘excited by the stoty of the mystery o
 weigh well thoss “thirigs -iwhith, had- 1

ten yeafw older; 1 should have con:
siddred carefully, Still, they came. into
‘my ind, did I'Wwas' on the point of put-
;_‘im% them to het, when she rosé from her
Fohair afid placed Het hénd ofi iy khoulder,
I reriember even' then .tﬂnlé}% Fow " tall’
“she' was, for as I'staod by ‘the ‘“fifepldce,
ahd ehie camie iip to 1, he' f4cé was Jevel
with mine, and I afh sot's sHbrt nian -

“Roland Rashcliffe,” she said, “will you

undertake this thing?’

I looked at my Fathes,
be pondering deeply. < | ..

“Wheye is it?” 1 asked.

“Where is what?”

“This black box.”

“Before 1.make known where 1t is 1
must have your promise. Nay, Master
Roland, look mot darkly at me, for this
is mo light matter. I dare not maké known
tHe hiding place until I am assured thit
you wuu undertake to go whérever it is,
and thén alone, and in secret, bring it
-hither.”

The iwords pleased me, although they
taised thore quéstions in my mind. I Jiked
the words “alorie and in secret,” even
although I little understood what they por,
tended. ! : . :

-f' asked, : o
~*Y ‘saw the woman called Lucy ﬁlterb
when she was in England,” replied Kath-
arine rcomb; “I saw lier as she was
takeii to the Tower.” ‘

“Youjsaw Lucy Walters!” ' eried.

“Ay, T saw her. No worder Charles
:Stuart loved her, for a more beautiful wo-
man. I.never set my eyes on. Ay, poor
thing, she was neither wise nor priident, as
she found otit afterwards to her cost, but
che as the fairest maid to look upon
‘that ever I clapped my eyes on. It is
true her first beauty had left her, and at
that fithe she was in sore trouble, for she
was on her way to the Tower with sol-
diers oni either side of her; nevertheless,
every man fell ‘in love with her as she
went. ‘The verse:makers’ have called her
the ‘nut brown maid,’ and well they might,
for her’ hair was the color of ripe chest-
nuts when they are picked from the trees
in eatly October. It shone like the dow-
ager queen’s diamonds, and hung around
her hed in great curling locks. Her eyes
wete brown too, and sparkled' like stars;
even tHen roses were upon her cheeks, and'
she walkked like a queen.” =

“But:she was liberated from the Tower,”

France.” :
‘Bt not before I saw her, Master Rash-
cliffe,” replied Katharint Harcomb, “and
tot before she¢ told me that she was

Charles: Stuart’s wedded wife.”

“‘She told- you that?”’

“Ay, she told me that.”

“But 'did she tell you where the marriage
contract was?” asked my father.

“Of that I shall say mothing until 1
' know whether Roland here will undertake
-the work I have spoken of,” and-again
theé wotnan’s dark bright eyes scanned my
face, as though she saw thefe an index
to the thoughts which possessed my -mind.

“Roland,” said my father, “I would &’en
‘talk with Katharine Hareomb alone. Do
you leave the room, and return in an
bour’s time.”

I did not much like this; for, as may
(e imdgined; I was much interested, and
‘wanted' to hear more of what th€ woman
had to tell; but I obeyed my father quick-
ly as évery dutiful son should, and went ]
‘out of the house into the park lands:

The sun had now gone down, but it was
not darlk; neither did 1 think it would be
throughout the whole night. For not only
wag there a mioen; but the sky was clear.
Indeed;, the time was the middle of May,
when the air was clear and the countryside
was beauteous beyond words. It is true
thé roses had not yet appedréd, but the
treées were well nigh in full leaf, for the
| season ‘wus early. Evén. the oaks and the
ashes were covered with- spring leaves,
which-I saw shining in the light of the
moon. | No stars appeared that' night, the
moon was 8o bright; and- no sound did 1
hear save the babbling of the trout stream
that ran through the park, and now and
-then the.titter of a bird which settled
itself to rest. |

I walked along the' grassgrown drive
which led ‘to the gates; wondering about
what the woman Katharine Harcomb had
saitl, and thinkihg if ever the time would |
come when cerriages would be -drawn up
to the house as they were in the days be-
fore the Long Parliamemt, and when niy
old home would be full of gaiety.

" “Thié is a strange happening,” I said to
myself. “Ever since Richard Cromwell
died my father hath spoken of a possible
changeito our fortunes if Charles should
come hack, not because the king would do
aught for us of his own free will, but be-
;:ﬂivse we should gain the power to compel

m.n :

And then as I thought of these things,
in ispite of the way the woman had in-
spiyed my fancy by the story of the king's

) ia%e, the whole thing became like old

wives’ fables, and I was glad that I had
‘not led to make any promise.
T had barely got in' sight of the gate
‘where I had seen old Adam in the earlier
part of the day, when I heard the sound
'of footsteps. . They were not the footsteps
of a man; of that I was certain. They
were mneither firm enough. nor heavy en-
ough. Moreover, they were uncertain,
and, as I thought, feeble. I stopped and
looked ‘along the road, and saw the form
of pWoman coming towards me.

Bright although the moonlight was, 1
could not at first maké out hér age or her
station, but as she drew nearer I saw that
she was evidently old and poor.

“Whither go you, dame?’ I asked as
ghe came up.

“And what is that to you, young mas-
ter?”?

[ might be.the means of doimg justice to4.

f' But this was not thé thought’ wl;ig!f, ‘Wi tinich bent, and that her clothes were

those of ‘one of low degree. I knew by the
way she spoke that she ‘was toothless, for
hér ‘words were not clearly spoken.

“it may be much to me, dame,” I re:

‘plied, “but Whether it be or mo, I would
warn you against going to the house yon-|

der, for, the dogs be let loose of a night,
end' they would make short work of you.”

| She mumbled some words which I could
not understand; then looking up at me, she

said: “And who may you be, young mas

ter?”.

“I am, Master Rashclifie’s son,” I re-
plied. |

At this she gave a start and scanned me
more eagerly than before.

her mumble, “I should a’ known, for did
not Katharine tell me?”

At this I was all ears again, and all eyes
too | for, that matter, for evidently she
knetv something of the woman who was
even then ‘at the house talking with my
father. .

“Dogs or no dogs, T must €'en 20" she
said presently. i .

“Why? is your business of import?’ 1
asked. u

“Ay, or T would ‘ot have come all the
way from St. Paul’s Cross ‘to Epping. For
that matter I should never have got hére
did ‘not & man Coming: hither give me a
lift ‘on his cart., But, young miaster, tell
me. Hath a womas. come to your father’s
house this day?” - -

. “What kind of a womaii?” I dsked.

“A fn who hath forty-five years,
but! carkies ‘them lightly,” she replied; “a
wothan whe hath not the attire of a wom-
an of qua:‘.ity,‘ and yet spesketh as if ehe
were; a woman who years ago lived at

1 Rashcliffe Manor.”

«And if euch 4 woman hath been there?”
T said. .
~“Ulien must I go thithen™ -

“But 'if ‘she hath' beew there, and is

m?’l

‘fThen lack-a-day, I know mot; ay, but
even then Tantst know what she hath told
Master Rashcliffe.”

_ “Come with me” I said; “I will take
you to the house.” . ‘ ‘
- :“But is she there?”’ she asked eagerly.

“Ay, she is there,” 1 replied.

“Thet let us go quickly,” and although
shel stil]l stooped low, she walked by my
gidé at'a 'good speed. ' :

A littie later T
hall, wondering at the meaning of what
was happening; bat little dreaming of what
lay before me. A b

CHAPTER Iil. .

straight to the room we called the library,
I knocked at the door.

“Who is thete?” asked my father,
. “It is I, Roland.”

at me questioningly. I saw that the wom-

chair on' which ehe had sat during the
time 17 had. been in the. room; but ‘the
hard; defidnt look in her eyes had gone.

‘ambunting to terror jn thém. Evidently
my: father had been, qpeuking about mat-
terh 'which  moved her; mightily. She mno

wotd make her own ¥erms; but rathér as

fear. .
“You are back sgon, Roland,” said my

“Nay,” 1 eplied, “but I met an old
womati’ from St. Paul’s Cross who was
coming thither, who declared she must see
Katharine Hareomb. ™

The ivpman started to her feet as I
spoke. .. : s

“Where i she?! ghe cried, “let me see
her without delay.” N

“4Tarry a little,” said my father, “tell
me' mope of this, Roland.” .

8o witliout more ado I told him of my
meeting with the ‘dame, and of what had
padsed 'between us.

“I would speak to her, I would speak to
her alone!” cried Katharine Harcomb like
one beteft of her semses, and she made for
thd doorway as if to pass me. But my
father elosed the door quickly and seemed
to be deep in thought. A moment later I
saw thit hed hiad made up his mind.

“Havle any of the kitchen wenches seen
‘her?” he asked. .

“Nay,” I replied, “I myself opened the
door, and she is sitting in thel hall.”,

““Then do you bring her here, Roland,
and afterward do you leave us again.”

I have no doubt I shewed my disap-
pointment at this, for T was eager to un-
depstarid the meaning of it all. My father
took bt little héed however, so doing his
‘bidding I went to the hall, where the
woman' was still sitting.

Tt was at this timle T called to mind that
T had not heard her mame, so without first
telling ‘her to follow me where my father
was, I said quietly: “What is your mame,
good dame?” -

“Name,” she replied, “when Katharine
Harcomb knows that Mistress Jaine Wal-
ters is here she will not keep me waiting.”

“That is well,” I replied, “will you fol-
‘low mé,” but although I spoke duietly my
hedtt beat quickly for I felt sure that she
was in some way -connected with Luey
Walters, whose &on, Katharine Harcomb
saill, was the next heir to the throne of
England.

No sooner had the library door opened
than I saw the two women exchange
glances; bit T'had no- opportunity of no-
ticing more, for my father gave me a look
which itold me that I must leave them
alone, which I did much to my impatience.

I did not go far away, however. It i8
true I left the house, for cool as the night
had become the air secemed - stifling, so I
stepped on to the grass outside, and began
to ‘walk up and down in the light of the
window /behind which' I knew my father
and “the two women were. How long I
stayed there I know mot, but it must have
been more than an hour, for I noticed that
the moon which stood high in the heavens
when I went out had dropped behind the
trees. In a sense the time seemed long.
To:a lad barely tiwenty-three, to be kept
away from the knowledge of a secret which
promised to vitally affect his future, was
calculated to multiply every minute into
five. Nevertheless I had so much to think
about, ‘that I thought but little of the
time, and that'inspite of my impatience:
The mystery of the box containing the
marriage contract between the new King;
and Lucy Walters, and the woman’s re:
quést that I should go on a voyage of dis-
covery kept me wondering so much, that at
times I almost forgot that I knew very
little of the whole business; and that my
father wis evén .then .talking about t..ese
things ‘with the two womecn who had in

suich an unaceountable way entered my

life. .

By, this time I was able t0 see that she
ol

led her into my father’s

; ﬁiddﬁxg the woman e seated, and going

My father opened the door, and looked:

\ : father;!: “it is not an "hour since you leff
said iy father, “and  went back tolus? . O

CAAHUTAZ (A VL HOL TE HIAHONIY Y

“Ay, ay, T should'a’ known,” I heard |

an’' Katharine Harcomb was sitting on the’

Rather; I thought ‘I ' saw fear; almost

longer sbore the expression of ome who |

one who lived under the shadow of a great

\

The moon had sunk st behind the treesy

A JHg SHT
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when I was staitled by the loud noises of
those within the housé. A ‘ninute latér
I heard my father’s voice.

“kola.nd, my son.”

1 entered :the house: again, and sodn
found myself in the room where I had

left the two “women. 'I could see that
something of importance had passed be-

‘tieen them. The woman Katharine Har-

comb seemed much wfought upon, while
in her eyes was a look which might mean
afiger or terror:

I looked from one to the othér question-
ingly, for I was eager to know what had
lieen said. .

“Roland, my som,” said my father, #you
have long complained of idleness. You will
have no need to complain longer.” -

1 did not speak, although many questions
eame into my mind.

“Ay,” cried the old woman, “and what
is done must be done quickly and in secret,
for remember the Duke of York is already
at work. He knows that my grandson will
be the lawful héir to the throne, and if he
can find the marriage contract, my poor
Lucy’s child will be kept out of his rights.”

“You mean the new King’s brother?” 1
asked, fon I was somewhat taken back by
the vehemence of the dame’s speech,

“Ay, who else?” she replied. “If Charles
dies, will he not claim the crown? Already
it is said that he speaks of “‘what he will do
when he is crowned.” i

“Ag to that,” I.nade answer, “are not
his chances emall? He is but three years
younger than the King, and may not live
as long. Besides Charles may marry
again.” -

“He will,” cried the dame, “he will, but
thete will be no children,” :

_“How do you know?” T asked.

“Y do know, 'and that is emough,” she
replied: “Charles will never have a child
which shall be heir to the throne of Eng:
fand save only the son of my daughter
Luey.” v

although the dame uttered it with much
warmth. I imagined that in spite of the
severe measures which had been taken with
‘witches, and those who professed to fore-
‘tell the future, she ‘had either consulted
some of these peoplé, or was ‘perchance
‘herself a “wie woman.” Not that I paid
much heed to- these things, for my father
although he denied not that some had it
in their power to reveal the future, had
‘generally made light of their professions,
‘and had taught me to treat them with
scorn.

“Be that as it may,” I said. “You have
it that the new King marriéd your daugh-
ter.”

““Ay, T hold to that,” she cried, ‘“‘and
poor and humble as I am, I say that I am
grandmother to him who should be King
of England when his father dies.”

“That remains to be proved,” I said,
for I was eager to get back to the ques-
tion which had been broached by Kath-
arine Harcomb when first we had met
carlier in the evening. j

“Ay, that remains,” replied the dame,
ter Roland Rashcliffe that this is to be
done.”

“But why have you chosen me?” I ask-
&éd, for young though I was, ay and. eager

ment and romance, I could not help ask-
ing why I among all others should. be
ohdsen ; for ithis work. L e

said my father.! “It is enough for you o
know now you have a great work to do,
a fwork which if successfully done will
make you a powet in England?”

“But what is it?”” I asked somewhat im-
patiently, for it seemed to me that I was
asked to do something, the nature of which
was hidden from my eyes.

“To bring hither the marriage contract,”
he’ replied.

%Ay, but where is it?”

“Jt ie in England,” replied Katharine
Harcomb, and then she looked at me with
keen, searching -eyes.

At this T doubt not I made an impati-
ent gesture, for truly they seemed to re-
gard me as & child who might not be
trusted. : e

“Nay, be mot, angry,” said my'fatuer al-
thost gently I thought. And thie sur-
prised me, for although I was a man in
years he had mot ceased to expect absolute

truth he held strongly

and that no one should dare to dream of
qhestioning his will.

But if I was not angry I was impatient.
[ had been on the tip-toe of expectation
for homs, I had been told that I had a
great work to do, and yet I had only re-
ceived hints as to how that work was to be
done. For to be told that the marriage
contract was in England was to tell me
nothing, as anyone can see. Still T held
my peace and waited, wondering what was
to ‘come mext.

“The marriage took place at a place call-
ed The Hagué,” said the old dame with
downcast eyes, “away across the sea in
that outlandish country called Holland. It
was performed in secret by a Papish
priest. The priest had to swear that he
would never reveal the marriage, ngver-
theless my daughter Lucy, for the sake of
het gopd name, so cajoled the priest that
he'drew up the contract, and gave it to
her, unknown to the King. For fear it
should be taken from her ehe determined
to place it in safe keeping.”

At this the woman ceased speaking,
while I, who had been waiting for some
news. which would give me somev..ng like
a reason for action, feit as though she
were conjuring up a story. ¢

“This showed,” she went on presently,
“that my daughter was mot foolish as
some have said, neither was she careless of
her good name.”

“But to whom did she give ‘this precious
document?” I asked, ‘“and where is it
now?”’

“She gave it to one in whom she trust-
ed,” said the dame sourly. “But he be-
trayed her trust. He found out the value
of the paper, and brought it to England:
Since it hath changed hands again; but
Katharine Harcomb hath discovered where
it is now.” '

“Where?”’ 1 asked eagerly.

“It is at the house of Master Elijah
Pycroft, who lives within five miles of
Folkestone town,” said Katharine Har-
comb.

“How do you know ?” T asked.

“L have been told by one who knows,”
she repied mysteriously.

“And who is Master Elijah Pycroft?” I
asked again, for the whole business seem-
ed to be as unsubstantial as a vapor
cloud. < T

“Ay, it is easy to tell you who he is,
but difficult to say what he is,” replied
the woman. “But there be many stories
told a@bout him. Some say he hath sold
himself to the devil, others that he is at
the head of a gang of highwaymen, and
that although he mnever appears among

them, it i8 he who gives them information

‘wd»;s‘he;}tem tﬁeql when they are:in dan-
gert’ 1

' thep——""

'was a lawful wedded wife?” cried the old

I took but little notice of this speech; |

angri.y I thought; “and it is by you Mas-.

to undertake any work which meant move-.

“You ‘shall know some day Roland,”

and unquestiohing obedience from me. In
that every man,
should be. complete  master in his house, 4

-

Have ralo?beni-told that!hé is a
Papist who is a servant of the Pope, and
is plotting to bring England back to
Popery again. But it is he who hath the
contract, and it is he who will maké use
of it, if it be mot taken from him. Some
have it that the priest-who marmnied Lucy

Walters to King Charles is in league with |

him.? | G
* Now this seemed to be a cock-and-bull
story and yet it had enough of meaning
to set my merves a-tingling again.
“What is the mame of the Priest?” 1
asked. “Is his home at The Hague? Be-
cause he ,is the:man to find out first of
all. If he confesses to the marriage,

-

“Do you dare to doubt that my Lucy
dame angrily. ‘‘She that is dead now,
poor child. Why thiok ye that the young
King’s mother, the old dowager queen,
wou.d hav taken the boy, if there was no
marriage?”’ .

«Still it would be well to find him out,”
I urged, “do you know his name?”’.

“That I do,” ecried she. “He ig a
French priest, and was in Holland only by
stealth, seeing that the people who live
in Holland do hate the Priests so much
owihg to their past sufferings. But Lucy
told me his name, she did, ay, she told
me -when she was in England before they
put'her in the Tower. For my Lucy was a |
Catholic at heart, being brought to that
way of thinking while she was in those
foreign parts. He told her hig name, and
told her where he lived.” ;

“Ah,” 1 said, “that is better. Tell me,
good dame.” i !

“He lives at Boulogne,” said the woman,
and his mame is Father Pierre Rousseau,
and I have been told that his Church is
the Church of St. Anthony; but of thdt I
am not sure.” i : -

But' Here at last was something definite
to go upon. Boulogne was only a few
hours’ sail from English shores, and if
Fathet Pierre Rousseau lived theré he
could be easily found out. I imagined
that it would be easy to find out whether
the woman’s story’ were true or false, and
upon this discovery a pian of action eould
ibe ‘formed. :

After this we fell to talking again, but
beyond what I have ‘written, down, little
-of import could be gathered. I saw that
much heed was paid ‘o old wives' stories
if they agreed with 'the desires-of the wom-
en, but'as to well proved facts there seem-:
ed nothing besides these two things. Sl
this was sémething. I could quickly find
out whether Father Pierre Rousseau were
flesh and blood, while the. discovery of
Mastet Elijuhl Pyoroft shoiild also be easy:.

Had I been older, and known-more ofi}

the ways of ithe avorld, T should, I doubt
‘not have asked miany mioTe questions, but

by thi8 timé my whind was all aflime with:|

the  prospect ‘of something to do, while:
the nabure of iy work wis all Hhat' a
youtth 'miight | ask ‘for. Neither did L
troublé mrich ‘as to Why ¥ should be chos-
en. My father had told me that I should]
know: soiie day, and with this T was fain{
content.. T

“It wmay be'#hat this Driest knows more

than he has told you,” I cried at length,{.

“my first business therefore will be to go'
to Bou.ogne, and after that to seek out
Master Elijah Pyeroft.”.

. My father nodded his head approvingly,
and yet I thought I saw .doubt in. his
eyes.. i »
“But what about the coming of the.
King?” I went on. “You told me only bo-
day that we must go to Dover to.meet.
him, .and if, he comes to England on Tues-
day of ne¥t week, there will be no time’
for me to set out on my journey hefore
seeing him.”

“The King will mot. arrive for two
weeks,” replied my father.

“Two weeks?* I said questioningly.

“Ay, two weeks. This dame hath it
that, according to messages which have
been received in London Town, he will not
come until the 27th or the 28th day of the
month. There will therefore be time, if
fortune favors you, to do much of your
work before he comes hither.”

Now: being hot ofwblood, and mot being
aware of the many things which might
liinder me, I was content with' this rep.y,
and determined not to fail being at Dover
when the King should land.

Without wasting time by retailing what
was said further, I hasten on to-say that
by break of day on the following morning
I was on my horse’s back, clad in my gay-
est attire, on my way to Folkestone Town,
whither I hoped to get a passage to the
Coast of France. I was in gay spirits. 1
had pistols.in my bolsters, a sword by my
side, and more money in my pouch than
I ever hoped my father would give me.
Servant I had none, and that for two rea-
sons. The first was, there was nio man in
my father’s house who was fitted for such
a post, éven ‘although I were rich enough
to keep him; but more than this, it was
deemed best that I should go quickly and
alone, so that no one should ‘suspect what
my business might be. Servants, as ad
the world knows, have a way of talking
about their masters” business, and if 1
had ‘one he .might unwittingly endanger
me in my work.

(To be continued)

MW YO SUBWAY
BEATY AUGUST 1

New ork, July 14.—John B. Me-
Donald, the contractor, announced today |
that the subway construction work is now
practically completed and the new transit !
line will be turned over to the Inter- |
borough Company on August 1.

tidd & work to do; end Phat |
‘| was enough. '’ : i SRR ey
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Story Recalled by the Death
of the Old- Time
Minstiel.

IN BURNT CORK DAYS.

New Air Needed for < p «i.| Feature
of a Ferformarncr, aiid Fmmett
Was Given Two. Days to Produce

B Soon Was Being Sung by
Everybody. - .

Dan Emmett ,the old-time minstrel, wio
died at Mt, Vernon (0O.), recently, at ihe
age of 89,was the author of the negro song,
Dixie, which the south adopted as its
special melody, with new words by Gen.
Albert Pike. _

“I wish I.was in Dixie,” meaning the
land south of Mason and Dixon’s line,
was the exclamation of many a poor min-
strel when cold weather and hard times

-sbruck him,

Emme.t made only $500 on the song. The
original words were:

I wish I was in de land ob cotton; old times
dar are not forgotten;
Look away, look away, look away, Dixie
lapd?
In Dixie land, whar I was borm in, early on
one frosty mornin':
Loogl x.liv;vay,,vlbook away, "look away, Dixle
el el oy

et Chorts? s X

Den 1 wish Iwas, in Dixie, hooray; hooray!

In Dixie lafid I'l' took my ‘stdnd, to lib and
die in Dixie. i

Away, away, away down sOuth in Dixie! =

Away, away, away. down south in Dixie!

Ole missus marry ‘‘Will-de-weaber’’; Willum
was a gay deceaber; :
Look away, look away, Yook away, Dixie
land! .
But when he put his arm around her, he
smi asg fierce as a forty-pounder;
Loolk' %‘my. look away, look away, Dixie
and!

His face was sharp as a buftcher’'s cleaber,
bitt dat did not seem to greab ’er;

Look away, look away, look away,'Dixie

i land!

Ole missus acted de foolish part, and died for
a man dat broke her heart;

Look away, look away, look away, Dixie
land! <

Now, here’s health to de next ole missus, am’
all de gals dat want to kiss us;
Look away, look away, look away, Dixie
; land! .
But if you want to drive 'way sofrow, come
and hear dis song tomorrow;
Loo;x‘lgvu, look away, look away, Dixie
and!

Dar's buckwheat cakes an’ Injun batter, '
makes you fat or a little fatter;
Liook away, look away, look away, Dixie
1

'Den hot it down an’ scratch your grabbel; to
Dixie’s land I'm bound to trabbel:
Look away, look away, look away, Dixie
land! i

The truth of the last clause of the say-
ing that some men are born great, others
achieve greatness, and others have great-
ness thrust upon them is exemplified by
“Dan”’ Emmett. When he wrote under
compulsion the catchy music and nonsense
words of “Dixie” he had no idea that he
was producing a work which was to be
the battle song of one side to a mighly
conflict, and which even mnow, wherever
and whenever played, brings the flush of
pleasure to the face of every loyal south-
ron. We are told of the words which were
beaten into plowshares; here was a case
of a measure of peace and jollity convert-
ed into a quickstep of war.

The story of how, in 1859, at New York,
“Dan” Emmett wrote “Dixie” has often
been told. It was a time when burnt
cork was the form of amusement most
popular, and the: old-fashioned negro mel-
ody, generally the work of a white man,
was the vogue 'as “rag time” has beem
since. The exiggnéies of n;performance at
Bryant’s thedtre reqiired a mew “walk
around,” and Emmett, one Saturday night,
was called upon to produce it before Mon-
day evening. The song was soon being
whistled on New York streets, but like
so many others of similar quality it doubt-
less would have been forgotten except
that later, in New Orleans, the promoters
of a large entertainment picked it up at
the last moment as the tume to be used
for a large march and chorus. It struck
the southern fancy, and soon thereaiter
was taken to the battlefields.

Discriminating experts have many tinves
pointed out that ‘“Dixie’” is music of a
low grade—as cheap, childish, and trifling
as “Yankee Doodle.” Doubtless this is
one of the reasons why it became immor-
tal. It was a song such as every one
could sing. Then associations began to
cluster about it. It became identified
with hours of great enthusiasm, and at

. last became one of the symbols of that

most enduring of things—a lost cause.
Time was when the strains of “Dixie” pro-
voked mnorthern choler, but this_period is
happily past, and the old ministrel song
is now the praperty of the mation—neces-
sarily in the repentoire of every band and’
orchestra that™ toots™OF scrapes for the
multitude. 3:”(; 1 :s?gfs e

Tess— ‘What do  you think ‘of my mnew
shoes?Quite nobby, aren!t they?’’

Jess—‘‘Yes, -they are rather knobby, but
I think any first-class chiropodist could re-
move the knobs?’—Philadelphia Press.
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