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A king's pawn.

Leaping on a point of rock, the ruffian poised ahuge 3tone against his shoulder and slung it full athe d o„th with all his migh,-s„ch: stone andsuch a strength as would have dinged a hole in thevery wall, to say nought of a man's frail ribs. By themercy of God his foot slid as he launched the mi^s leTurmng on h,s palm it left his hand askew, and fall
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-'^ 'he King bounded cross hefloor u,tj the farther wall stayed its progress. Bu

aside that the stone might pass. Marcel slipped hi^
, staggered, and fell upon his knees, snap^ng hblade short off at the hilt as he fell
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" De Montamar's sword, quick," I cried; but the
m.sch,ef was done. The rabble was on us with asavage rush that meant murder, and in a «ash murderwas wrought, but not on us
^Seeing the two blades ready, the fellow who facedme .„ the second rank thrust the man in front of himBheer upon my point, and with such fore, that theht jarred agamst his ribs. With a piteous scream

forward, hung his whole dead weight upon me bearin"down my arm. That was the opportunity lookedTr!In a wmk the fellow behind drove his point full amy exposed breast.

"One!" he cried, barino
" One !

"

his teeth in a gnn.


