
A Man of His Age
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and putting a lean hand on my knee. " Did vou
give the rascal the slip ?"

tJ'^^?^''^','
"^'^ ^' "^^ ^^^^^ What knowest

thou of La Hake ?"

"No more than the Queen," answered he, with agrm, but no less either, for what's whispered in adog s ear comes out in the wag of its tail ThePnnce of Beam rode into Pau three hours ago. andyou may trust a steel bonnet to skim the gossip and
guess at what is left unsaid. But it's between us andthe Queen, and these common lords and gentry know
naugnt. <
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But my lady V I cried. " If she had heard-"
Why, so she has, and stared out of wu.gow withher eyes fixed on the great gate ever since," said

Roger. " What of La Hake ?"

And there, truly, she was, with her fear still whitem her face, and at the sight Roger got, as I dis-mounted, more hard words than thanks for his
ofticiousness.

"That's the Sieur all over," he said, sourly, his facepuckenng into a frown. "The love of the woman
blnids the service of the man. Good Lord till aman's gone forty he takes a woman to be the
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" ^?^''' ^^''^ ^' ^^'''"§^ ^ moment, " what of Mon-
sieur de Crussenay ?"

" What of him ?" he answered, angrily. " Nauo-htNaught but that the witch hath him 'fast, andtaHake and 'The Black Cat' are as if they never had
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