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unspeakable reUef to him—he lav as if in heaven.
The room was full of the scent of tlowers, and the cool
night air came pleasantly through an open window.A row of wax tapers burned with soft radiance at the
foot of the bed on which he was lying, covered with
a velvet pall, only his head and face exposed. Four
or hve men were keeping guard around him, but thev
hi'd fallen fast asleep.

^

So deep was the fooling of content which he ex-
perienced that ho was loth to stir. Not till the great
clock of the palace struck eleven, did ho so much as
move. Then he sat up with a light laugh.
He remembered how, when his mind was faiUng him,

and he had rallied all his powers in one last passionate
appeal against the injustice which was taking him
away from the world just when the world most reeded
him, he had heard a voice saying: 'I wiU give thee
yet one hour after death. If, in that time, thou canst
nnd three that desire thy life, live !

'

This was his hour, his hour that he had snatched away
froni death. How much of it had he lost already ?He had been a good king : he had worked night and
day for his subjects ; he had nothing to fear, and he
knew that it was very pleasant to live, how pleasant,
he had never known before, for, to do him justice
he was not selfish ; it was his unfinished work that he
grieved about when the decree went forth against him.
let, as he passed out of the room where the watchers
sat heavily sleeping, things were changed to him
somehow. The burning sense of injustice was gone.
i\ow that he came to think of it, he had done very
little. True that it was his utmost, but there weremany better men in the world, and the world was
large, very large it seemed to him now. Everything
had grown larger. He loved his country and his home
as weU as ever, but in the night it had seemed as
if they must perish with him, and now he knew that
they were still unchanged.

Outside the door he paused a moment, hesitating
whither to go fiist. Not to the queer. The veiy

.


