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Dr. Silex.

& STIRRING TALE OF
' ADVENTURE,

! CHAPTER XX.
""’ The Carnage.

It looked as though we were caught like
rats in a trap, but <Captain Thorlassen
came to my side and pointed towards the
forts with a smile. The circle of steel was
fJess than half a mile from their walls.

“There is the weak spot in the chain,”
he said. “They won’t stay there léng, if

I know Captain Edwards. A retreat will]

And, by
fore to-

be left open to us if we want it
God, ‘there will be some dead
night.”

Even as he spoke, four “r.hife ' clouds

floated from the forts, and we saw four,

long gaps in the ring of steel. Then the
whole line of battlements began to belch
forth smoke and flame, and the wind
which blew from the sea, carried a thick
white haze between us and the contest.
When it had cleared away and the firing
had ceased, I saw no trace of waving pen-
mon or gay armour between us and our
comrades. d

“I thought so,” said Captain Thorlassen,
#it is our turn nmow. Here, young fellow,”
turning to the Princess, who stood . be-
hind me, “go down to Captain McCaul
and tell him to widen the embrasures so
as to sweep 45 degrees to right and left.
Then tell him to open fire on both- sides
of the castle, but carefully. We shall
want all our ammunition before tomight.”
She went off, only too-glad to be out of
his sight, and he turned to me.

“Who is that lad, Dr. Silex?
to know his face.” |

“He’s on the Skylark,” I replied, looking
out at the forts, as though the matter did
not interest me. “Captain Bulmer told
him off to do a job for me one day, and
he’s rather taken a fancy to me.”

“H’m, he looks a weakling. But lots of
those poor-looking chaps have grit. By
Gad, Dr. Silex, we shall all of us need
grit today.”

“Nothing can stand up against our
guns.” I replied. .

“Niggers have rushed guns before now,”
he said, “and these are no niggers, Dr.
Silex, but better men than you or 1.”

“We shall see,”” I replied laconically;
“strength is not everything.” .

We watched the movements of the
troops around us. Then there was the
boom of guns beneath our feet, and the
masonry quivered. Our work had begun.
‘We watched the shells burst to right and
left of the castle, and they did their work
excellently. And a few minutes after-
wards we saw the long circle of steel be-
gin to close in upon us. As they advanced
we spat out -our shells upon them at the
rate of four a minute, every sot carefully
aimed at the thickest parts of the line
go as to deal the greatest destruction pos-
sible. But though we tore long and ter-
rible gaps in the circle, we could mnot
check its advance. The northern part of
it was apparently advancing without hin-
drance through the streets of the town.
We could see nothing but an occasional
banner, and it was useless to waste am-
munition with so small a hope of fitting
| Our whole attention was cen-
ired on the other three points of the
compass, which lay within the range of
our guns on the south wall, though one
hundred and fifty of our number lined
the other sides of the house, and were
ready to do their best when the time
came.

As the advancing army drew nearer to
us, we could hear the hoarse cries of com-
mand, the groans of the wounded, and
the continual clash of steel. Our rifles
mow opened fire, and swept the whole
circle from left to right like the stroke
of a scythe. But the waves of steel rolled
on, still nearer and nearer, though we
beat them into bloody foam with our
shells and bullets. When we could almost
seéithe faces of our enemies, Captain
Thorlassen gave the order to cease firing.
It was evident, even to me, the most un-
warlike of men, that they intended to rush
us, and that they so outnumbered our
little garrison that we should have to lit-

I seem

-erally blow them back from the walls of

our fortress, or else be overwhelmed. We
had to reserve our ammunition until the
real contest began—a fight not for the
mere honor of the victory, but for our
wery lives.

The ring closed in upon us until it swept
mlong the castle walls, fifty men deep in
close formation. In the front a forest of
ppears, behind these dense masses o bow-
men, and behind these again a triple line
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of knights and nobles, gay with armorial
bearings and golden device. Captain Thor-
lassen watched them with a grim smile.
The advance had stopped, and for a min-
ute_ there was almogt gomplete silence, ",

Then thesmir was darkened, and the'ar-
rows came .rattling against the walls like
hailstones. And a few seconds afterwards
huge masses of rock and iron'beat dgainst
the masonry and sivered part'of ithe para-
pet-into fragments. They were working
their ‘mangonels from the = éadble * walls,
but they seemed unable to pitch-#heir mis-
siles at proper elevation, fot none of them
fell into our courtyard.

Under cover of this fire, a thousand men
detached themselves from the ranks and
ran ewiftly towards us atross the open
courtyard, some bearing ladders and some
huge shields of metal, and every. man of
them armed with a long-handled axe.
Simultaneously, the whole building shook
with the roar of our guns, and the rattle
of our rifles, and for five minutes we
could see nothing but figures leaping out
of a dense. pall of smoke towards us, then
tumbling in heaps against. the very walls.
It was like hell let.loose—the continuous
roar of artillery and rifle, the cries and
shrieks of pain, the bedies of men writh-
ing in a thick sulphurous haze. It seemed
impossible that anyone could live within
our zone of fire. But they came at us
again and again, and the king was evident-
ly determined to pour ‘out: the lives of his
humbler subjects like water. There was

eral ladders were planted pgainst.the walks;
and hurled back again jto the grotund.
Two or three men set foot upon the para='
pets and made good use of their weapons
before they fell riddled with bullets. One,
indeed, jumped down into the courtyard
itself, shattered the ekulls of two ‘men,
and would have annihffated the Princess
herself with one blow of his axe, if I had
not emptied my revolver in his face.

Then we heard the rifles ring out all
round the building, and we knew that
the worst part of the battle had begun.
There were no guns to beat off an at-
tack on the other three sides, but we
mounted a maxim to command two of the
streets, and our men fought like heroes
till their rifles grew hot in their hands.

Captain Thorlassen eame up to me, his
face black with smoke, and his left hand
bleeding.

“We can’t keep this up, Dr. Silex,” he
said hurriedly, the ammunition will run
out. It will be a hand to hand fight before
long, and then, God help us. Thank hea-
ven, the Princess is safe. Here, you young
skulker,” he cried, catching sight of the
Lady Thora, who,  was doing nothing in
particular, “get to the north side and let
fly as well as you know how. Youll get
your head broken in by an axe in five min-
utes, so you may as well make some show
of being a man.”

The Princess turned round and looked
him in the face with a faint smile, and I
saw his cheek whiten. I whispered quick-
ly in his ear.

“My lady,” he stammered, and then,
“Oh, my God—it is too awful. But we
will stick by you to the end, and they
won’t touch you, if you let them know
who you are.”

“Thank you, Captain Thorlassen,” she
replied with quiet dignity, “I would rather
die with you, than fall into their hands.
And T would gladly go to the north wall
if I felt sure I should be of any use. But
please don’t waste time on me, either of
you. I can look after myself.”

“You stay with her, Dr. Silex,” said
Thorlassen; “put her into shelter. I will
come back; but my hands are full just
now.”

I placed her inside the building and re-
turned to the courtyard. A minute or
two later the guns ceased firing, and we
only heard the crack of rifles and the clash
of steel. By degrees the smoke cleared
away, and as' we looked out on the square
an awful scene of death lay before our
eyes. A man could hardly have walked
across the ground to the castle without
stepping on a dead body. In places they
lay in heaps five or six deep, and men-at-
arms, archers, and here and there a knight
and his horse were mangled together in
one broken and bloody mass. The battle
had now shifted round to he other side of
the building, and on this side nothing stir-
red save the limb of a wounded man, or
the wing of some bird of prey. A faint

steam rose from the ground as the sun
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beat upon it, and some distance off we
saw the glint of steel still circling us
round. We had yet to meet the knights
of Asturnia. Only a few of them lay dead
in the square, and they were evidently not
anxious to prove their chivalry by tilting
against a maxim.

The ships and the line of forts were still
fining at the ememy, wherever a sufficient
body of them eame within range, and 1
was glad to notice that there was a clear
path bebween us and (the sea. It rwas time
for us to retreat, for no reinforcements
could save ws, and it was mecessary to con-
duct the Princess out of danger at any
cost.

The battle was raging furiously mnow
against the nonth nwall, and both our max-
ims were sweeping the streets to right and
left. . The guns on the other side were
silent and useless. We learnt from the
gunners that they bad just twenty mounds
left for each gun. Captain Thorlassen
had ordered these to be kept for an em-
ergerncy. )

I left the Princess in the care of some
of the gumners, and sought out Captain
Thorlassen. I found him' on the morth
wall with Sir Thule de Brie. They both
looked grave, and were anxiously scanning
the bown between us and the forts.

“We must go back,” I cried, breaking
in upon 'them; ‘“‘this is useless, and there
is a way open for us. The Princess is here,
and she must be got away at once.”

“Yes,” answered Captain Mhorlassen,
“and in ben minutes it will be too late.
We cannot hold this wall any] longer. The
enemy won’t require-scaling ladders. Their
dead reach nearly to (the parapet.” And
he did mot speak idly. The maxims must
have piled up mnearly two 'thousand men
in that narrow street, and still the stream
of spears and axes poured out in waves
against the wall.

“It must be now,” said Sir Thule de
Brie.

Captain Thorlassen turned to tbhe grimy
and bleeding men ‘who stood near him.

“Who will stay here with me?” he cried
at the top of his wvoice; “the rest must
retreat to the fonts; and we ‘must-cover
the petreat. I may ad well tell you, boys,
that' there is a good chance of our mnot

back. I wanita dozen! of you.”

Ten dozen hands went into thé air, ‘and
fthrige .as many would have answered if
they, bad not been too far off. to hear the
invitation. He quickly picked out a: dozen,

and 1 afterwands dearned that they were

all unmarnied men.

I ttried to persuade him not to wisk his

life in tthis matber, as his authority and
experience were so necessary to the whole
expedition, and 1 instanced the case of a
general on the field of battle. But he
would have none of my arguments. It was
his simple faith that a captain should be
the last to leave this sinking ship, and the
example of generals did not appeal to him.

In less than five minutes every arrange-
ment was complete. We resolved to take
the gun with us, and leave only the two
maxims to hold .the morth avall. The en-
emy on that side would not be likely to
notice the withdrawal of ithe wmain force,
as all our fighting bad been done under
caover, and they had mo means of judging
of the number of defenders left. Our de-
parture would, of course, be noticed from
the castle, and probably by the troops in
tthe distance, but we should get a start oi
these, and might beat them off df they
came too close. It was, however, abso-
lutely mnecessary to keep back the main
attack on the north wall, as if tue firing
thad only ceased for a moment a flood of
men would have been poured over the
parapet, and our flight detected.

At a given signal the gates were flung
open, then we swung into and out the
open square at a steady trot. The guns
brought up the wear, each drawn by
twenty men. They were loaded, and the
rest.of ithe ammunition was ready to hand.
We thought we might have use for them
before we reached the forts, which were
quite a mile away. Fortunately for us our
path was all down hill, and the whole race
would only be a matter of a few minutes.

As we swept past the corner of the
house we heard loud shouts and cries, and
knew ithat we had beer seen. But Captain
Thorlassen had, with edmirable judgment
and self-sacrifice, moved one of the maxims
to command the direct line between the
enemy and us, and mo living thing could
have passed the stream of bullets that
swept the street.

The brave fellows had, however, signed
ftheir death warrant. The morth side, de-
prived of half its defence, was rushed at
last; and looking back we saw the men
fighting and falling round their guns, and
caught a glimpse of Captain Thorlassen
wielding a huge axe against half a dozen
spears. Then ithe maxims ceased fire, and
as we passed round a cormer, the house
was lost to sight.

We were a quarter of a mile on our
road now, passing down a wide street of
birred doors and shuttered windows. The
inhabitants had retreated into their shells
until the storm was over. But many a
gaping roof and broken wall bore evidence
of fheir unhappy position.

The Pnincess trotted bravely by, my, side,
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her face as white as death. I fancy she
was [thinking of Captain Thorlassen, and
the silent maxims,

‘Our own people on the forts had seen us,
and 'we saw that the long line of wall
was bristling with rifles, and that the
muzzles of the guns had been swung into
position.

Mhen, suddenly, behind us we heard the
thunder of hoofs, and the loud shouts of
“Agturnia!” “A Marmorel!” “St. Etoile!”
and other battle cries, and, looking back,
we saw a wave of ateel and pennons sweep
across the square and begin to pour down
the street. The knights of the castle had
been roused from ‘their inactivity, and
were coming to break up our retreat. :

1 grasped the Princess by the arm and
hurried her along. Three shells from the
forts came hissing over our heads and
bunst among our pursuers., The check was
| sufficient to enable us to swing our guns
into. position and prepare for a stand.” It
would have been madness to continue our
flightt. We should have been ridden. down
and'icut to pieces in dess than five minutes.
The| guns on the fouts wpuld be useless
directly our enemies came to close quar:
ters, for every shell would kill as many
friends as foes. The only possible way of
escape was bo administer so severe a check
that our pursuers would abandon the
chase. And this would have to be done
in a few minutes or nve should be cut oft
by the troops with whom we had just
been fighting.

The knights were only ¢wo hundred
yards from us when tthe shells from the
fort burst in their midst. And the muzzles
of our guns were scarcely trained on them
before they recovered from their confusion
and came thundering down the hill. Six
abreast they rode, in glittering armor and
emblazonry of gules, argent and sable, each
man with lance in rest, and a huge sword
or axe hanging frem his side.

We fired our. four-guns, and every rifle
spurifed out its mesage of death, anu the
hail of iron and” lead took them clean
abreast, ploughing.long lanes of dead and
dying through their ranks. I saw the
armor bend and ‘crinkle up like tinfoil
crumpled in a man’s hand. Lances, swords
and morions were grushed infto a shapeless
mass of splintered steel and wood. Men
and horses writhed and slipped and samk.
But. the hearts of-these knights were as
gtrong as their m‘én bands. And out of
tthat hell of destriction came the unhurt
and the wounded,zleaping the dead bodies
of ttheir comrades? trampling them under
foot, spurring their horses as their feet
slipped in the bload, and rushing at us like
an avalanche.

Our rifles spoke 'three times, and our
guns once again before the wave of steel
reached/us. We literally blew it back from
the muzzles of our guns, and the blood
spunited in our faces like rain. Then toere
was a momentary pause, and a silence only
broken by cries and curses and groans.
Then from the shattered column rose the
ery of “A  Mammorell” “A Marmorel!”’
and the remnant flung themselves out of
ithe smoke mpon wus with a fury and
strength that nothing could resist.

The guns formed a barricade for us. I
tell you, Condeaux, I saw two of these
knights seize a fifteen-pounder and fling
it out of their path, crushing one of une
gunners with his own weapon. In less
than a minute they had leapt from their
horses and were among us like terriers in
a pit of rats.

Then began a scene” which beggars all
deschiption. At close quarters, we nvere
children fin their hands. The steel of their
swords- and axes rose and fell in the sun
like flashes of lightning, shearing through
cutlass and rifle as a knife cuts through
cheese. Men fired point blank into the
grim faces-and died before they could fire
again. Sir Thule de Brie had five dead
bodies at his feet; he waited with ‘a drip-

him, and T could see that he was a mark
for every blade: ' Nothing could sbop waese
derrible men. Half a dozen, at least, were
fighting with one arm hanging from its
ghoulder like a piece of loose pulp, and
most of them were streaming with blood.

For my part, I clutched the Princess by
the arm and shrank to the rear. I had no
thought of making a fight, but only con-
sidered how to save her. That was my
small part in the contest. I managed to
extricate her from the melee, and slipped
into a doorway: The door was closed, and
the position could only have given us a
moment’s breathing space. She clung to
my-.arm and looked up in my face. 1 do
not think she was as frightened as I was,
but the sight of the carnage had sickened
her woman’s. heart. I myself knew that
death was near to both of us.

Then suddenly arose the cries of men in

terror and confusion, the shouts of “Re-
treat!” “To the forts.” “For your lives,”
and a tumbling, fighting melee of men
swept past our shelter down the street.
The battle was over. Our brave fellows
had given way at'last, and it was a case
of “Sauve qui peut.”
« Before I could decide to join in the mad
race for life, it was far beyond us, and
from the shadow of the doorway we saw
none of our own men, save those who
were dead.

Then a gigantic shadow passed between
us and the light, and stopped. I laid my
hand on my revolver, and was ready to
fire my last shot into the dark handsome
face that looked sternly at us.

“Yield,” he cried, “guarter or no quar-
ter.” I could not help smiling. It sounded
so mediaeval. But 1 answered him, as
best I could, to the effect that we yielded.

He laid one great hand on cach of us,
and drew us out into the light. I slipped
my revolver back into my pocket. It might
be of use some day to mysclf—or the Prin-
cess.

Our captor was a magnificent man, as tall
as Sir Thule de Brie and dark as night.
His clean-shaven face was streaming with
blood from a nasty cut across the fore-
head, and I saw that his broken helmet

had only just saved him from death—it

ping sword for each knight that came at |

was evidently the work of Sir Thule de
Brie.
hawk, an ~ there was something about his
mouth that 1 did mot like. It was hard
and cruel, and I trembled to think of
what might befall the Princess.

He looked at us both with searching
eyes, and as he did so, my gaze was riv-
etted by his silken surtout. It was torn
into shreds, and blackened with powder,
but I thought I could recognize the ar-
morial bearings worked thereon.. I had
seen them when the herald came into the
main cabin of the Aurora. They were the
arms of Count Guy of Marmorel.

He did not condescend to address us
further, but handed us over to the charge
of two archers, who conducted us to the
castle, and we had the unpleasant exper-
ience of seeing
forts burst all round us.

When we reached the castle, we were—
as fortune,would have it~—thrown into sep-

arate cells; ahtl one of s, at’least, phssed’
the night in thinking of.-the ‘other’s pain. |

CHAPTER XXI."
Prisoners of War.

For three whole weeks I was confined in
the narrow limits of my stone cell, secing
no face but that of the man who brought
me my daily portion of food and water,
and knowing nothing of the fate of the
Princess.

There was a single window in the cell.
It was a thin slit, not more than six
inches in width, and by standing on tip-
toe, 1 could catch a glimpse of the sea,
and part of the forts. The British flag
was still flying from the battlements, and
I saw that my comrades had not aban-
doned their position. The ships were still
in the bay, and I looked at them with
longing eyes, wondering when they would
tarn their bows to the south again. The
discovery of the North DIole seemed to
have sunk into insignificance beside the
stirning events into which| we. had plunged
oursplves., It-appeared ridiculous that men
should trouble themselves about such pal-
try jnatters as geography and exploration.
As far as 1.cauld judge, the Dole lay about
taventy miles from us, but I will venture
to say that the thought of its proximity

éntered into the minds of but few of those |

who had left England to look for it. Other
and  larger matters had risen, before our
eyes, matters not of mere fame, and dis-
covery, but of life and. death.

As far as 1 could see from my tiny win-
dow, hostilities appeared to have ahnost
ceased, and indeed, Cordeaux, a sinzgle day
of such fighting as 1 had witnessed was
enough to glut the most warlike nation cn
earth. Yet I knew that, as far as our
men were concerned, the inactivity could
only be superficial, and that they were
only regaining strength fcr some desperate
enterprise. They knew that the Princess
was either dead or a prisoner, and it was
certain that they would not rest until they
had rescued or avenged her. It was prob-
able that Captain 'Thorlassen was dead,
and that the command had passed to Cap-
tain Edwards, of the Sweltholm. But I
know that her honor was safe in his hands,
and that this rough® Englishman would
éeave no stone unturned to avenge our de-
eat.

Day after day I saw the sun rise to a
lower altitude in the heavens, and day by
day the air grew colder, and the nights
grew longer. &Fron my narrow window
I could see the ice pack forming in the
south, and I watched it creeping up from
the horizon like a long white wall. And
as I gazed on it, my thoughts for the mo-
ment were taken off the immediate events

that confronted me, and I looked into the,
future, and realized that we were beingz.

slowly cut off from our own world by a
barrier that it would be almost impossible
to pass.

But these thoughts were only momen-
tary; I had so much else on my mind that
I was able to think but little of my own
fate. 1 was racked with anxiety about the
Princess, of whom my gaoler had told me
nothing. I did mot even know if she were
alive or dead. I wcndered if her sex had
been discovered, cr if she had managed to
keep her secret in spite of all the many
chances of detection. 1 asked myself how
she would fare at the hands of Count Guy
of Marmorel if he once knew her to be a
woman, and the answer worked like mad-
ness in my brain.

Then one evening my gaoler told me
that it was time I worked for my living,
and catching me roughly by the shoulder
bundled me out of the cell, and gave me
a kick that sent me crashing in a heap to
the bottom of half a dozen stone steps, I
rose almost stunned and trembling in every
limb. My whole soul rose in revolt against
the needless brutality of the act, and if I
had had my revolver 1 should have killed
the. man where he stood. f

He laughed at my white face-and flash-
ing' eyes, and holding me by.the arm in
a grip. like that of a steel viee, hefled me
down several: lonig passages-inta theigreat
hall of the castle,

+ As e ‘entered T heard :loud: laughter,
‘and a .faint scream of pain or. fear. My

‘blopd :ran cold at U‘e sound, for it. was a
woman’s: vaice. d

I found myself in a room of vast propor-
tiops, two hundred feet long, half as wide,

"and quite sixty feet in height. From the

walls hung long lines of drooping banners,
for the most part torn and.faded, but a
few of them bright with armorial devices.
They were doubtless the ensigns of the
various governors of the castle, In times
of peace the place was probably the ban-
queting hall, and reserved for the Governcr
and his officers, but it was now turned
into a kind of barrack room. Stacks of
lances, bows, and battle axes were piled
up against the walls, the tables were lit-
tered with jugs and kmives, and various
remnants of food, and there were at least
three hundred men-at-arms in the room,
some eating and drinking, some playing
games of chance,’ some laughing and sing-
ing uproariously.

- My eyes passed rapidly over: the scene
in search of what I feared to see, until
they rested op a large group of men gath-
ered round a huge fire at the far end of
the hall. Their_tall forms. were silhouet-
ted in a black ring against the blaze, and
I thought I could see the slender figure of
a boy cowering in front of them, and so
close to the flames.that they seemed to
be flickering round his body.

With a sudden wrenchr I tore myself
from the man who held me, leaving a
piece of my sleeve in his hand, and dashed
down the whole length of the hall. There
was a brief silence for a second or two,
then, as the men realized who I was, there
was a loud chorus of laughter, and, as 1
passed, they pelted me with bones and
bits of bread.

One of them put out his leg and tripped
me np, but I rose to my feet again and
no one troubled to prevent me. out an-
other played me the same trick, and yel
another, and by the time I reached the
fire I must have fallen half a dozen times,
and cach fall was greeted with a fresh roar
of laughter. iney were quite good-tem-
pered about my discomfiture. I scarcely
noticed them, but bruised and bleedinz I
reached the fire at last, and ome glan~e
within the cireie of men showed me the
cowering form of the Princess, her face
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hidden in her hands, and her whole body
trembling with rage or terror. Her cap
had fallen off her head, and I noticed with
surprise that her hair had been eut short
like that of a boy. Three or four lances
were pointed close to her body, and she
was forced back to within less than a foot
of the flaming logs. It was a form of tor-
ture not unknown in the rougher days of
our public schools, and these semi-barbar-
ians would probably look on it more as a
form of sport than as any serious cruelty.

But, knowing fho the vietim was, and
seeing the sufferings of a woman, and,
moreover, of the woman I loved, I be-
came for a moment a madman, without
control of my reason or thought of future
consequences. My blood ®boiled in ‘my
veins, and a red light flashed across my
eyes like a stream of blood, and I flung
myself on the men mearest to me with
the fury of a wild beast, tearing them
apart with my hands, and fighting my
way through them with such suddenness
and strength that T was by the side of the
Princess before they could recover from
their surprise. I bore the lances to the
ground with the full weight of my limbs
and hody, and faced them.

“Are you men?” I cried, using their own

language brokenly as best I could, and
freely interspersed with Latin, “to tor-
tare a—boy like this? If you want any-
one to amuse you, you can have me. You
cowards! If any one of you will come out
in the open, I will give him as much sport
as he wants. But a boy—I thought you
were soldiers, and not curs!”
. They withdrew their lances and laughed.
My challenge was so idle and so futile that
it could not help affording them amuse-
ment. Any man of them could have fought
me with one hand tied behind his back.
But at that moment I felt as though I
could have taken on any two of them with
ease,

They understood enough of what I said
to gather what I meant, and the idea
secmed to appeal to them. There were ex-
clamations of approval, and some of them
shouted to their comrades in distant parts
of the room. The crowd round the fire
broke up, and the Princess came to my
side. ‘There were’tears in her eyes, and
her clothes were singed and blackened.

“You must not do this,” she whispered
hurriedly, “they will kill you. 1 must teil
them who I am. I should have done so,
if you had not come.”

“No,” 1 replied sternly, “you shall not
tell them. Do you realize what it would
mean—with these rough men. It would
be worse for you than death.”

“Tlhere is still chivalry in Asburnia,” she
replied, with flashing cyes.

“These are mot knights,” 1 answered,
“but men whose souls have been crushed
out of them by generations of servituac.
You shall not tell them.”

“Come along, Sir Cockerow,” cried. one
of the men, catching me by the arm. “Ycu
have promised us sport, and we meant to
have it. Otherwise, the boy goes back to
the fire.”

He dragged me into the centre of the
room. The men had all left their tables
and had gathered themselves into a wide
ring. ‘Their grim faces were lit up with
the expectation of some unusual amuse-
ment.

Then a heavy bludgeon of oak was thrust
into my hand, and 1 saw the crowd open
on either side of the ring to let someone
through. It was my oppouent, and even
the sense of my unpleasant position could
not prevent me from smiling when 1 saw
his grotesque figure waddle out into the
centre of the room. .

He was a man of about my ewn height,
but so enormously broad and stout that he
seemed a dwarf. Ile must have measured
nearly four feet from shoulder to shoulder,
and about ten feet round the waist. His

i

)

limbs were of proportionate thickness, and

looked like great bolsters of flesh. T am
myself, as you know, a very thin man, and
the sénse of Judicrous contrast had, 1 sup-

pose, prompted them in the choice of their

¢hampion.  In his right ‘hand this mon-
strosity grasped a huge stick about the
thickness of a scaffolding pole. In spite
of his unwieldy flesh, he was, in all prob-
ability, of enormous strength, and a single
blow from that piece of timber would have
becn sufficient to kill an ox. I mnoticed,
however, that he moved slowly, and with
so much ditticulty that it world be im-
possible for him to get near me if I chose
to avoid him.

The whole crowd roared with laughter
as we faced each other. I set my teeth
and gripped my stick more finmly in my
hand. I was determimed to make some
sortof a fizht of it, though I was tempted
to keep well out of the man’s reach, and
I should have done so ii the Princess had
not been there to see me do battle on her
behalz.

1 walked quietly up to swrithin s‘riking
distance ot him, and as he vaised his pon-

derous arm aml weapon t‘g strike me,
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brought my stick' down on his hand with
such force that it would have broken the
fingers of an ordinary man. It might just
as well have fallen on a vubber cushion,
and though I saw the blood spurt up, he
did not lose his hold, and I omly j}lst
sprang back in time to avoid a crushing
blow, which would have probably ended
my career once and for all.

Again and again I struck Iim, now on
the face, now c¢n the legs, mow on the
shoulders, and each time [ went in peril
of my life, but escaped untouched. It was
like beating at the trunk of an oak tree,
and his huge face, which was streaming
with blood, broke out cccasionally into a
broad smile at my puny efforts. .

“How like you being tickied with a
straw, Orbeuil?”’ cried one of tue men to
him, and I have no doubt that ray wlows
were of as little annoyance to him as flicks

with a feather. I wus getting exhausted,

and noticed with some apprehension that
I was less nimble in avoiding his blows.
One of them grazed my shoulder, and an-
other caught my stick with such force
that it fell twenty feet away from me.
I picked it up, before he could reach ity
but I began to be more careful. T did not
close wifh him so offem, and I triod to
tire him out by retreating rvound and
round the ring.

“Phen at last I struck him so fierce o blow
across the top of the head that the stick
broke, and staggzering back from the force
of the concussion, I stepped on the broken
piece and came crashing to the ground.
When I looked up, he was standing over
me, and the huge piece of timber was
raised above his head. There was terrific
applause from the spectators, and I heard
the faint ery of a woman.

“Not with that, Orbenil,” criel some-
one, “not with that. Count Guy wants
the prisoners alive, not dead.” A wman
rushed into the ring and handed him a
slender cudge!, about as thick as an ordin-
ary walking stick. I watched the change
with a faint smile of interest, but with
little satisfaction. It was still a formidabie
weapon in the hands of this giant.

“Now will you yield. Sir Cockerow?” he
cried, with a hoarse chuckle, “and let the
boy go back to the fire.”

“No,” I replied faintly, “I will not
yield.” : e

For answer he caught me across the arm
with the stick, and 1 felt as though it had
been touched with a red hot iron. But
the blow raised me to action. and strug-
gling to my feet, I gripped my leathern
jerkin and pulling wmyself to my feet
caught hold of his stick, with both hands
before he could strike again. The specla-
tors cheered and lauglfed. and for one
moment | saw thé white face of the Prin-
cess peering between the shoulders of two
stalwart men. :

Orbeunil looked: down in my face for a
second with a broad grin, then he caught
hold of the stick with both his hands and
swung me clean off my feet in‘o the air.
I set my teeth and was determined not to
let go, though I could have ecasily dropped
to the ground and escaped.

e held me high avove his head anl
began to swing me slowly round in a circle.
My head swam, and my arnis were nearly

torn from their sockets, but I loeked my

fingers on the bar of oak, and held on like
a drowning sailor to the plank that floats
between him and death.
had let go I should have been swung out
into the circle of spectators like a sack
of coal. Then he suddenly stopped,
and brought me down on the ground with
so great a shock that T lost consciousness.

W‘hen‘l came to they were pouring water
on my face. I saw the Drincess looking at
me with tears in her eyes, and it was
worth any pain to see so tender a look ¢f
pity.

Orbeuil was for finishing the wort he
h:}d begun, and waved his stick lightly over
his hea»d_. But some of the 1;)'~I~l""\"'“'
were against it, and cried out that I had
proved my pluck. It was put to the vete,
and'I watched the uplifted hand: With
strained eyes. Orbeuil gained the lay by
a substantial majority, and the crovd fell
‘b.ac‘k to let him thwash me. It vas de-
cided that he was only to have s dozen
strokes, but I had no doubt in 1Y OWn
mind that he would manage to gv me ail
he wanted in that limited number 1 was
too bruised and shaken to rise aain, and
too proud to ery out for mercy. »

He lifted his stick, but beforehe could
strike, there was a sudden str in the
crowd, and the Princess sprai. to my
side with flaming cheeks and flading eyes,

“You cowards,” she cried in their own
language. “Do you know why {1s man js
suffering at your hands, and ww he wil
not speak to ask anything of _\911'-'” Sh
stopped and faced them ik @ Youm
tigress. I motioned ther to be silent, by
she turned her head, and I sawthat nog
ing would stop her now.

(To be Continued).
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