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get away, while I remain here?” she whispered,
in agitated tones.

¢ Huslh ! They come!l”

¢ This way, if yuu please,” said the servants,
in o strangely hushied tone, ag if cunscivus of
impending trouble.  °

Lord Langton leaned out, gave his hand to
hig sister with stately grace aud courtesy, that
quite made the scrvants forget the stains and
threadbare patches of the vivlet coat, and followed
the lacquers through a corridor lined withsoldiers
in o hall, up a grand flight of stairs to a saloou,
and there met the king, who bad around and
behind bim a throng of courtiers and millitary
oflicers of rank, in full uniform,

At the firstmoment of recognition Lord Lang-
ton kuelt on onc knee, then rose, advanced till
quite near, and until a signal for pause was given
by the Lord Chamberlain. Then he again knelt,
and so knecling spake,

4 Sire, I have but now escaped from the Tower
to satisfy the devotion of the noblest wife with
which man was ever blessed. I have fulfilled my
promise to her. :

“Iam ready to go back at your royal word,
bnt I come before you now to entreat for the life
aud release from prison of as true and loyal a
subject as your majesty possesses iaroughout
these realms. 1 do humbly assure you sire, that
I know more than onc worthy adherent of King
Ja——of—the Pretender—ywho hath been won
to your majesty’s service by the loyalty and
loyally used influence of Sir Richard Constuble.
Sire, I, a true, though doomed servaat, do entreat
Your majesty not to let so honest and good a
gentleman be lost to you and to his country.”

A dead silence followed the escaped p. isoner’s
earnest and impassioned voice,

The king’s round cyes lost a little of their
stare of amazement, and drooped their lids with
alook of dark and sullen displeasure,

<« Come, sir,” snid he, at last,in a low, guattural
tonc, that could scarcely be beard by any but
himself and his kneeling suppliant, # you fancy
you have some right to ask thisat our hands, Be
so kind as toinform us what that is.”

Lord Langton hesitated, his check flushed.
Would he not, perhaps, gain all by ventaring a
single hint tbat none but the king nced under-
stand ?

« Have I n right, then, sire,” he said, ina
voice lower than the king’s,  tocntreat at your
bands a life in return for the life your majesty
received at mine 7

[n an instant he saw his orror, for the king’s
face lighted up with cuuscious and exultant
cunning. It was evidently what be had most
wisled to wring from kim, and with no very
tender, purpose, as the unhappy prisoner soon

saw.

“ So, getlemen,” snid His Majesty, “ behold
the hero of the black mask, who was kind enough i
to prefer driving us out of the cuuntry W murder-
ing us inour coach® Nou duubt Le thinks be can
demand the life of every rebel in the country as
his just reward. His own life he makes no

meation of, Zvabtless, ke inks that cusured
already.”

** Sire,” cried Lord Langion, romg passivaates i
15, ¢ X confess I did thik once wal o king's
life might be worth two of his subjects’ lives, I
confess noWw my bitter mistuke.  One Lfe, huw- |
cver, I do ic your majesty’s presency, and in the
presence of_these gentlemen, solemnly entreat
and demeand a8 the prico of my service to you—
the life of jour luyal servanty, Sic Richard
Constable,”

The king made & sign, and the prizoner was
led asway to the place frum wheace Le Liad come, |

That day week Sir Richard Cunstablc was
rcleased, and the sentence of imprisonment for life
was passed ob Stephen Lord Langton,

CRAPTER CXIV——TUE EVB OP SUCCESS.

It 1s.0 bitter «~cning in December, close upon
Christinas time, end Humphrey Arkdale, biswife,,
and “prectice st rowod the cellas fre Lsteniog
to the waits. C

Humphrey keeps tinic to musicby yingling some
half pence hie has ready ia hus band for the sing.
ers. He leans Vack iu his vak cibow-chair, hus,
head tlrewn 0 vne side, Lus lips repeating softly’ ;

.8“.

the words of the carel, while his cyes look to-
wards Joan with alight in them, and an expres.
sion of thaukful almost ccstatic hope, such as
as mught bo in the eyes of n belated traveller
who, after beng beset with terrors all the lung
dark night, begins at last to sce tho dawn,

Jenkyus, waving the stick with which he is
stirriug & new dye over tho fire, turns half round
towards his master, his pale face beaming with
sympathy and exultant pride,

Joau also smiles as sho leans over her work,
with hands clasped in reverence to the sacred
words, but there is neither joy notr peaco in her
smile ; tho lips wreatbe, and there ouly is the
smile, The cyes, downcast, dry, and bright,
seem at times to have no expression in them but
oue of apathy or heavy stupor.

But now and then, as & diunken man goes
reeling home from the ¢ George,” and gives a
derisive shout or groan in passing Humphrey's
door, there flashies something in Joau's eyes like
lightning over aleaden sky, and her hands clasp
one another more tightly.

Sometimes the shouts or groans are accompa-
pied by words which make Arkdale’s cheek
flush, Somectimes it is his own name—sometimes
the word ¢ inventor,” coupled with some not
very flattering epithets, .

% Shout away, my lads,” ho'says, softly. ¢« By
the mass, Joan, they make me feel a'most a great
man already 1” .

Joan looked up with a cold, wondering
glance,

“ Do not jest, I pray vou,” said she.

“ And do nut, you, Joan," answered Hum-
phrey, ¢ tako these things <o much to beart. [
shatl brave the storm ; don't be afraid for me.”

Joun's lips moved slightly, as if mutely and
half contemptuously, answering—

“ Fer you

Then, with an imnatient hand, she snatched
ber work up, and stitced with a vehemence that
made the sharp click ofher ncedle audible to ber
listle stepson in his crib, and be smiled at the
sound and kissed her cloak that covered him,
for e knew jt was his garment she was stitch-
ing.

Joan, as if the caress had reached her heart,
ros¢ and went tuwards the crib, knelt @ .wo, and
laid her bead against it.

She heard Arkdale go to the door as the waits
ceascd—heard bim give them moncy, and wish
them a merry Christimas, then the door closed,
and, glancing sharply round, Joan saw that
Humphrey bad gone out,

Her face turned a shade more pale, and it was
evident that the cuntempt she bad felt a few
moments befure as Lo lus safely, was replaced by
most painful anxicty.

¢ Jenkyns,” said she, rising and pushing back
her haury which Dock's fund little band bad puiled
abuut bea face, “surely ‘us scarce safe for your
master to go abread Wwenight, bes best wathiu
dours, when be's made Bolton streets what they
are.”

Jenkyns was busy preparing bottles for his
dye, whuch he bad set on the swnes (o cuvl. As
be could not auswer his mistress reassuriogly, |
being very anxious himsclf, he judged it bust to g
proteud o be wo _muck vecupred 10 answer at

Joaa went to the dvor and drew the boit.

* Dv you koow where your wmaster has gone,
Jenkyns 7"

13 Eh ?’1

Joau repeated ber quesuivn,

“ To get seme o' Buodle’s men to go along
with us to-morrow.”

As be.spuke hojerked bus bead in we daecuon
of & lurge, luugrsuaped vbject, cuvercd up avar
the wall,

Joan, who.was passing close by thisas Jenkyns
8poke, shuvered and drew. her skart close to ber,
that he might not touch i, but stood still and
stared at at as as.f her eyes were charmed o the
spot..
prinkyns lovked ot her and shrugged.his

the more it'll set you agen it. Come, leave it
bide—leave it bide.”

She came back listlessly to her seat by the fire,
but her bluc cyes, full of weary yeot restless pas-
siun, were drawn incessantly, as b, a loathsume
fascinattion, to the same object.

“Tell me, Jenkyns,” cricd she, suddenly throw-
ing down her work—* tell me, am I asleep and
dreawing, or is this all true? Do Ihearmy has-
baud called such names as I and mine called
Hargreaves? Has one of those vile things—
those destroyer. of the peor—been made uunder
the same roof with me—at this. fireside, where I
dare sometimes to bo happy ?  Has it been mado
here, [ say, by the hands that give mo my daily
brend—the hands t'wt put this ring upon my
finger? Ob!Jenkyns, am Idreaming, lnd—oh
am 1 dreaming? or is fhis true, true, true; nmi
docs ¢ stand there finished—finished for its
work ?”

And sho rose and stood looking at it, with her
palins pressed to her terples,

“ Finighed, sure cnough,! muttered Jenkyns,
adjusting his funnel in the bottle, # and a good
Jjob too, I should say. Ifit had been about much
longer, we sliould 'a stood a chance of havin’
our very limbs worked into it, as well ag the
saucepans and brooms.”

Joan threw herselfin the chair by the table,
and laid her head on her arms,

“ Jenkyns,” said she, in o low, half:stifled
voice, ¢ I feel asif to-morrow would never come,
or as if I should never live to see it. 'Tis bad
enough tq have had the thing here, growing and
growing into life all this weary time, but oh! to
sce it dragged out into the ligh* o’ day—out be-
fore their savage cyes, in reach of their hands.
They will tear thy master to pieces, Jenkyns. 1
know their poor desperate hearts, and oh, lad,
they will—they will!”

 Come, conte, mistress,” said Jenkyns, ¢ you
mustr’t be‘afeard if we aint.”

“But] am; and, 'tween that and shame, my
heart is a'most broken. I wonld he were in now
~—I would he were int”

“ Why, you'd do nought but rail at him if he
was,” asgerted Jenkyus, consolingly.

Joan did not answer, but sat looking into the
fire with her bands clasped in her lap.

At last Joan's eyes turned *lowly from the fire
to the door, but not for a minute afterwards did
Jenkyns hear a foorstep, and it was yet another
minute ere he recognised it as bis master’s, and
rose to open the door.

As soon as Arkdale came in be tarned and
barzed the door again. Without glancing direct-
1y towards bim, Joan could sce that he and Jen-
kyns looked at each other significantly, and that
Arkdale touched higa right shoulder and made a
wry facc. Then he came to the fireside, flashed
but smiling.

“ Well, I've secured four of Boodle's best men
for te-morr. W mornisg,” said he. * Aad now,
Jenkyns, be off, 1ad, for I shallivok for thy ugly
phiz right early.”

' Get your supper first, 1ad,” commanded lus
mistress, setticg a plate of porridge before him,

“ Do they scem pretty quictish thero now
asked JeaRyns, ia a whisper, io Jicating with his

{ rorridge-spoon the ¢ Royal Geoege.”

On the pretence of reaching theale jug, Hum-
phrey leant across and asswered, io a luw
voice—

“ Quict! Yes; and'I saw a score of hands
sbakiag over the bench—sume compact had'yust
been made between: them.”

¢ Peaceable ?° .

“ Yery, my 1ad, judgiag by the grips of the
Land they, gave one anvther, and the groxls,”

Joan gave o sharp, short sigh, end "turned to
ibo fire, . .

Arkdale Iooked.at her anxiously, and shook his
head 2adly at Jeakyns, to wam him into silence.
Tossing off his alc hastily, ke deew his'chair close
to.Joan’s and took hier hund. o

¢ Comc, lass, he sald; tedder)y, “ times aro

shoulders;

# Come, mistress,” sad he,. coasingly, as-bo,

kit a cork w mako 1t the. night maze for:the buttlo,
Le.held, ¢ let st aluno. It's liko burnt purndge,
you know—~the.mure you lovk at 1t and smell it,

‘on the turd for thée now ; .thec'lt -be & carriage
ilady ero thee know'st.woll where thee att.. And
:with thy silks and, gewgaws:'to sot theo off,.

;ishall have a pack of fine gallants casting sheep’l
liéycs atthee, snd yonderingwhere.the deate s



