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by VICTOR

ROUSSEAU

Illustrated by M. BRUNDAGE

CHAPTER |

The Queen’s Mission

H EN I cut the long notch against
Wthe shorter ones in the woodwork
of the wainscot of my cell chamber, |
realized w ith amazement that | had
been just six months a prisoner in the
grim Tower of London. But for my
daily tally, I had lost all count of tim e,

so hopeless seemed my prospects of

enlargement.

Somewhere w ithin those m assive

walls lay the nine-days queen, Lady

Jane Grey, and her youthful husband

Elsew here, according to report, the

Lady Elizabeth, Queen M ary'’'s sister,

whom she had hated bitterly all her life.

And, in her palace at W hitehall,

Queen M ary reigned, with her blood-

hounds, Bishop Gardiner of W inchester,

and Bishop Bonner of London, already
loathed and execrated for her cruelties
against those of the Reformed Faith

The block was busy in those days. |
could see the crowds gathering about it
on Tower Green from the slit in my
stone walls almost daily. That Lady
Jane Grey would go to it, and the Prin -
cess Elizabeth, too, seemed a foregone
conclusion.

Six months | had lain in the Tower
That | had not been brought to trial, |
attributed to the fact that there was no
evidence of treason against me, for |
had sided neither with Queen Jane
nor with Queen M ary. But once, in the
reign of the late Edw ard Sixth, my late

father, moved by curiosity, had attended

a meeting of the Reformers, and lis -
tened to a sermon by M aster M iles Fen -
wick,who denied the transubstantiation
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4 GOLDEN FLEECE

of the elements in the M ass. Though

we retained the ancient faith, that inci-

dent had been enough to m ark me down

when M ary rose to power

I sighed as | made the long notch
that completed my six months' tally,
and wondered how many years | would

be le ft to rot within those walls, or

whether the block and the axe would be
my fate.

The cruelties of M ary, her reported

infatuation for Philip of Spain, with

whom she was in treaty to m arry, had

reached me through the babbling of

Tower attendants | had heard, too,

that all Kent had risen against her, un-

der the leadership of Sir Thom asW yatt,

who had been an intim ate of my fath-

er's,and | hoped that the bloody Queen
would be dethroned, and the Lady Eliz -

abeth become Queen of England.

For my father, Sir Amyas Knyvet,

had been a kinsm an of the Boleyns, her

m other's fam ily, and once,when | was a

boy, in old King H arry's day, he had

presented me to the Lady Elizabeth in

her apartm ent at W hitehall Palace.

She had extended her hand graciously

to me, and, as | knelt, | saw with adm i-

ration her shapely head, with its m asses

of red-gold hair, and her face, not beau-

tiful, but animated with all the charm

of girlhood.

“So this is your son Kenneth?"” she

asked my father. “M arry, | see him in

you, line for line.”

“l trust Your Highness sees more,”

replied my father. “For here and now |

pledge him to be your loyal servitor.”

How could we guess then that King

H arry's son, the sixth Edward, would

die in boyhood, leaving the succession

contested between M ary and Lady Jane

Grey, a poor child who was but a tool

of the am bition of others?

Y EYES had grown dim from the
M darkness of my cell. There

sm all for a

w as
an aperture in the wall, too

m an to squeeze through, but wide

enough to adm it the w intry blasts that

made me huddle in my cloak I rose

from my settle, went to it, and looked

out.

It was araw, blustering January eve-
ning; and great flakes of snow were fall-

ing so ftly Sheer down, eighty feet

down, | saw the sentries pacing the

courtyard. Beyond it were the mighty

battlem ents, and, beyond these, the dark

flow of the turbid Thames, with the

houses of Southwark on the further

side. Spanning the river, | could see
London Bridge, the only bridge below
Kingston, and the houses upon it, lean -
ing crazily above the river. | saw a

movementas of troops upon the bridge,

dim med for me

but my eyes were too

to distinguish anything clearly, beyond

the Tower walls.

The snow was drifting down more
thickly The short winter day was
wearing to a close I had candles and

tinder-box, but my mood was for the

darkness, and | sat looking out through
the little aperture. Lights were spring -
ing up along London Bridge, and dot-
ting the black masses of Southwark.

Butthe darkness in my cellwas like that

in my own heart.

Then suddenly | heard a key thrust

into my door, and it grated open. “M as-

ter Knyvet!” called a voice. And then,

“M ake lights quickly, varlets!”

| recognized that voice It was that

of the stern Lieutenant of the Tower,

Sir John Brydges, and, wondering why

he should have come to my cell, and

half-filled with hope, | turned. AlIm ost

in an instant flints were struck, and my

candles were alight, flickering upon the



THE QUEEN’S MERCY

Kenneth Knyvet

bare walls and the wainscotbelow them
and showing me my bed, my settle, and
my chair.

“Here is M aster Knyvet, Madam e,

spoke Sir John.

STARED like an oafas two ladies, I had never seen the Queen at close
I two men in bishops’' robes, and a quarters before Som ething less than
third man, wearing along, furred gown, forty years of age, she was not so harsh
came into the chamber But the sightof of feature as she had been said to be.
the forem ost lady, clad in som bre black, There was the sternness of her father,
w ith fair hair piled up under a white old King Harry the Eighth,in her com -
wim ple, brought me instantly to my m anding features, but there was also a
knee For she was Queen M ary of Eng - brooding melancholy, the memory of

land years of oppression ather father’scourt,
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her mother's forced divorce

The maid-of-honor who accompanied
her seemed unknown to me. Black hair
bound back beneath her hood, dark
eyes that met my own with a proud and
som bre gaze It was the presence of

the three gentlemen that filled me with

astonishment alm ostas greatas M ary'’s

The m an in the furred robe was
Renard, the Spanish ambassador, and
the Queen’'s chief adviser. The tw o

prelates were old Gardiner, Bishop of

W inchester, and a red-faced, ruffianly-
looking man, Bonner, Bishop of Lon-
don.

“Rise, M aster Knyvet, rise!” said
M ary, in her deep man’'s voice. “This
is no court. | thank you, SirJohn. You
m ay leave us for the space of a half-
hour.”

And w ith complete composure she

seated herself upon my settle, her maid

behind her, and the two prelates one on

either side.

“W ell, M aster Knyvet, you marvel to
see us here?” asked the Queen. “Be as-
sured | know of you and your treach -
eries, sir.”

*M adam ,” | answered w ith som e
heat, “I protest you never had a truer

subject than m yself, for the news of the

late civil strife had barely reached my

home when Lord M aidstone was sent to

arrest me.”

It was young Lord M aidstone who

had come with a troop of horse, before

my servants had time to offer any de-

fense— he to whom my father had once

lent five thousand pounds, yet unpaid

“M arry, M aster Kenneth, | may come

out of season,” he had said, “but | hold

a warrant for your arrest, issued by the

Lords of the Council.”
H e had tugged at his little beard, and
I knew he was thinking now that the

five thousand pounds need never be
repaid
O f this, of course, | said nothing to

the Queen, who made no reply to my

protestation, but fixed her dark, sombre

eyes upon my face, as if hardly aware of

m e She was brooding; she seemed to

me all fire, but like a fire that has failed

to flare up, and is smouldering withijn

itself at glowing heat

IV/TADAM E," said Bishop Gardi-

-1-VJ- ner’'s grave voice, “perhaps |

might be perm itted to inform the young

man as to the purpose of Your Grace's

visit.”

“H a, yes! Hark, M aster Knyvet,

would you seek your enlargement from

the Tower?” M ary asked me.

“So far as a true man may, who has
com m itted no offense against Your
Grace,” | answered boldly.

“You may tell him my Lord Bishop,”
M ary addressed Gardiner. At that mo-
ment | saw the maid-of-honor looking
at me strangely. She was reading my
face, as | had been studying the
Queen's, but for what purpose | could
not divine

“W ell, M aster Knyvet, | shall come
to the point quickly,” said Gardiner.
“There is a detestable traitor in Kent,
by name Sir Thomas W yatt, who was,

I think, known to your father.”

“M y father knew many gentlemen

about the court,” | answered.
“Aye, but a crony of his!” Gardiner

shook his finger at me. “W ell, Her

Grace, to avoid civil strife, has con-

sented, much against her inclinations, to
parley with this traitor, sending a letter

to Sir Thom as at his camp at Rochester

tom orrow, by the Lady Catherine Pel-
ham here.”
Catherine Pelham ! | knew the maid
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now. She had form erly been an attend -
ant of the Princess Elizabeth, so that
her presence here with Queen M ary
amazed me.

“The advent of the Lady Catherine
w ill convince Sir Thomas of our good
w ill,” continued Gardiner blandly. “And
yours, as the son of Sir Amyas Knyvet,
w ill confirm that im pression in the trai-
tor’'s mind The letter delivered, you
w ill be free to return to your estates,
unattainted. How say you, sirrah ? Do
you ride with Lady Catherine tom or-

row, escorted by two men-at-arms ?"’

| seemed to see a faint signal in the

girl’'s eyes that | should accept the offer

But | had no idea of refusing. A fter six

m onths in the Tower, liberty was very

sweet

"1'll go, if it be her Grace’'s com -

mand,” | answered.

“Good,” nodded M ary “W ell, Excel-

lency?” It was to Renard, the Spanish

ambassador, that she turned.

But at that moment a knocking

sounded at the door, and Bonner, open -

ing it— for it had been left unlocked —

disclosed Sir John Brydges and tw o

guards w ith flam beaux standing outside

Bowing deeply, | watched the proces-

sion leave my cell, the door of which
was locked on me again. My mind was
aw hirl

W hy had the Queen of England vis-
ited me in person ? W hy had | and the

Lady Catherine been selected for a

m ission along roads that were beset

by marauders?

Then somehow into my mind there

came the picture of the Princess Eliza -

beth, as | had seen her years before at

W hitehall— the Lady Elizabeth, now

languishing in the Tower, under threat

of the block. And in my heart | cursed

the bloody Queen, who was making me

a tool of statecraft whose purpose was

obscure to me.

CHAPTER 11
Ambuscade

hardly light when the two

T W A S
I guards came to conduct me to the
office of the

Lieutenant in the court-

yard. In the raw, chilly air two horses,

one with a man's, one with a lady’'s sad-

dle, were being led up and down by

grooms, their breath coming from their

nostrils in gusts of vapor. In the Lieu -

tenant's office was Lady Catherine Pel-

ham ,in riding-habit, standing, fingering
a switch.

“Here is the letter, Lady Catherine,”

said Sir John, handing the girl a long
paper, heavily sealed. “Your task, sir,”
he said to me, “will be to ensure that
Lady Catherine reaches Sir Thomas
w ith this paper intact.

“N ow listen closely. H is Grace the

Duke of Norfolk has gone outto engage

the enemy, if it must come to a fight.
You w ill find him encamped this side of
Rochester. He has been informed of
your advent, and w ill give you all facili-
ties to approach the traitor. The letter
delivered, you will conduct the Lady
Catherine back safely, and make your
report, bringing whatever m issive the
traitor entrusts you with You under-

stand? Then here is your sword, sir!”

He smiled grimly as he handed me

the weapon, scabbard, and belt that had

been taken from me when | entered the
Tower I quickly strapped them on me.
Also he gave me two pistols, telling me

that they were primed, and for use in

case of attack by ruffians along the road.
into the pockets of my

These | thrust

greatcoat.
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surprise that it

totally

unpre-

pared My own assailant was a tall,
fierce fellow of the Reforming sect— |
could see that from the desperate look
upon his face Happily he thrust so
w ildly that the point of his poniard
m erely ripped the shoulder of my doub-
let, and next moment | had drawn and

thrust him through the throat.

H e fe ll back, vomiting blood and
curses But my horse, rearing, all but
unseated me, and, before | could regain

control of it, had bolted between the
houses, whose occupants had suddenly
disappeared, and down a deserted alley.
By the time | could regain command of
it, I was alone, in the silence and the

falling snow.

| spurred m y beast desperately
around the bend of the alley, and then |
saw thatmy two men-at-arm s were put-
ting up a good fight, for the blows of
the poniards seemed to glance harm -
lessly off their arm or, while two of their
assailants lay stretched upon the

ground

But apparently more men had joined
the company of the assassins, for the
two were beset on all sides. And, as |
watched, | saw the Lady Catherine
dragged bodily from her horse by a fel-
low of enormous stature, swung upon
his own, despite her ineffective thrusts
w ith her little dagger, and carried aw ay.

I had no time to hesitate. The two
men-at-arm s seemed to be holding their
own fairly w e ll. M y own duty was
toward Lady Catherine, and the pre-
cious document she carried. | galloped
furiously in the wake of the fellow who
was abducting her. Suddenly his horse
stum bled over the rough cobbles and
fell, and | leaped from mine and en -
gaged him as he rose, while Lady Cath-

erine stood panting by

He towered over me, and he had a



THE QUEEN’S MERCY 9

sword as well as a poniard. Cloak over

the left arm , he came at me in the

approved style, and showed him self no

mean swordsm an. For a half-minute

our swords slithered and swung, gliding
in and out like serpents

Court-trained, | could have sworn it

— but my father had taught me the m as-
sword too

tery of the long for six

m onths in the Tower to have destroyed

it. | had him at the end of that half-
m inute My sword went under his
guard and pierced his chest, and | heard

the point grate upon his backbone.

He dropped in a heap, the sword and

poniard fe ll from his hand, and he

looked up at me with the piteous
of the dying.
“M aster Knyvet!” he whispered, as |

bent over him

“So you know me, do you?” | asked

“That paper— foolllt is notwhatyou

think it is. Possess yourself of it, if— if

you wish the Lady Elizabeth well for it

means her death-warrant - he

gasped for breath, and the blood poured

from his lips— “1 joined those wretches

to thwart them That paper— see that it

be not delivered —

H e groaned, stretched him self, and

died . | looked up at Lady Catherine,

who stood huddled against a shop-front,

her face w hite with fear But it did not

seem to me to be fear of the danger

through which she had passed.

“That paper, Lady Catherine,” |
asked her, “are you sure that it is safe
w ith you ?”

“Safe enough, M aster Knyvet— and it
stays with me,” she answered coldly.

men-at-arms had killed

assailants, and the

UR Tw O
O four of their

rest had fled. They came galloping back

to find us, and shouts of relief broke

from their lips as they discovered Lady

Catherine and m yself beside the dead

m an

W e rode on. Once in the open coun-

try, there was little to fear from am -

buscades Butl wondered who the dead

man had been, and why he had warned

me of some plot against the Lady Eliz-

abeth, whom | had sworn to serve when
I was a boy.

And the attackers— w hy had they

wanted to get that paper so much?

Lady Catherine rode beside me, her

face averted, and we exchanged hardly

a word. So along the old Roman W ay,

through squally weather and a thicken -

ing fog, and on through Southfleet,
where we stopped for a stoup of French

wine apiece,and some bread and cheese.

On again, while the weather grew
viler, and the sleet beat in our faces. It
was beginning to grow dark soon after
three o'clock, and | saw that there was
no chance of getting anywhere near
Rochester that night.

“W e m ust tarry somewhere over-
night,” | said

Lady Catherine flared out at me "l
say our orders are to reach the Duke of
N orfolk’'s camp, and we halt not till we
get there, she answered.

“W e cannot ride with you at night

over these roads, for the countryside is

full of marauders,” | answered And, in
fact, we had passed several farm -houses,

burned and stripped by the robbers who

infested that part of Kent.

“M aster Knyvet speaks the truth,
M istress,” said Hubert Jones, one of
the tw o men-at-arm s, a dark-faced,

scowling fellow. “W e dare not take you

along these roads after dark. But there

is an inn at Shorne where you will lie

com fortably, and, in the morning, we

shall reach Rochester speedily.”
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“l say | have my orders and w ill press
on,” the girl cried.

“And | have mine,” | said, “w hich are
to see that your letter to Sir Thomas
W yatt is delivered. Therefore, we lie at
the inn at Shorne.”

She gave me a furious look, then
shrugged her shoulders. And now, as
we rode on, the trot, trot of a horsem an
behind us began to be heard. He rode
steadily, apparently bent upon keeping
us at the same distance

“Rein in,” I commanded, “and let us
see who the fellow is.”

As we stopped, he stopped, then cam e
on again slowly, stopped again, out of
sight in the fog, yet near enough, |

thought, for him to hear us

“*Ride on, fellow,and show yourself!”

I called.

There was silence, and then horse
and rider came into view A little
wizened countryman, riding a steed
that was evidently not his, for the trap -

pings alone showed that it belonged

to a man of quality.

“W here go ye, gentles?” he quav-
ered “l am bound for Canterbury, but
it is ill work traveling at night, and
your company would make me feel as-
sured. | have a horse that | am bring -
ing back from M aidstone, and these
brigands would slit my throat for it.”

“W e go to the inn at Shorne,” |
answered. “If you wish, you may ride
w ith wus.”

“That do | gladly,” he answered,
“for | am a peaceful man, and unac-
customed to arms.” And he fell into a
trot behind us.

A m ile more, and a stretch of horn-
beams appeared beside the road, and a
long building with lig h ts. It needed
only the bush hanging over the door

FLEECE

to show that this was the inn. And
so we all reined in, and I ham mered
on the heavy knocker.

H E sly-faced landlord who opened
T to us had a pistol in his hand,
ready to present it.

“Put that away, fool,” | cried. “Here

are we five, a lady among us, seeking

food and shelter for the night

| pushed the door open and en -

tered, followed by Lady Catherine and

our two men, Jones and Clynes. The

landlord’'s fat wife and a dark-faced

serving-wench appeared from a rear

room

“Your pardon, sir, your pardon,”

stam mered the landlord. “There be so

m any thieves and m arauders in these

parts since the rebellion began, that |

scarce dare open my door to anyone.

Also my victuals are poor.”

“W hat you have will serve,” | an-

swered. “A room for this lady, and

the best at your disposal. And serve

her supper there.”

The landlord’'s wife, with sm irks and

bows, came forward and escorted Lady

Catherine up the stairs, a candle in

her hand, while the landlord wushered

us into the room behind the great

hall, and the dark-faced wench began

laying a passably clean linen table -

cloth.

A joint of boiled beef, with turnips,

and flagons of ale refreshed wus H av-

ing seen the landlord’'s wife carry her

supper up to Lady Catherine, | fell

to w ith the rest. The Ilittle man who

had joined us gobbled his food fur-

tively. | distrusted him for all his

protestations. And, looking at Clynes

and Jones, the men-at-arm s, who had

laid aside their hauberks and were rap -

idly getting drunk, | believed that they
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“Know you the nature of that letter the Lady
Catherine carries to Sir Thomas Wyatt, Master?”

were a pair of thoroughpaced scoun - the more silent
drels. came, and when |
I was uneasy for Lady Catherine. | silent, | distrust him
was disturbed about what the dying Finally, without
m an had said to me, that the paper man arose and left
meant the Lady Elizabeth's death - for a moment or
warrant I was convinced now that him It was
| was being used as a tool in Gar- but | could hear
diner's statecraft, and that, whatever in their stable
Lady Catherine knew, she would tell Then suddenly
me nothing. gallop of hoofbeats,
M oreover, the drunker they grew, vision of the little

Jones

pitch-dark
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upon his horse, and riding hard in the

direction of Rochester.

“H alt or I fire!” | shouted, convinced

now that some treachery was at w ork.

And, as he only galloped harder, |

discharged one of my pistols in his

direction.

He was already too far away; the

ball missed, and then there was only the

distant sound of his horse's hoofs, thud -

ding along the road.

CHAPTER [

Rogues and Traitors

H ER E sounded a hiccoughing be-

I hind me, and, turning, | saw the

man Clynes, a sandy-haired Londoner,
and the landlord behind him staring
in affright at my still sm oking pistol.

“The knave has fled,” |I said. “W hat
his game was, | know not, unless he
is spying for someone

“Pooh, it is nothing,” answered
Clynes. “A countryman, afraid of us,
probably, and thinking that we should
cut his throat for that horse of his.

M aster Knyvet, afew words with you.”

I waved away the landlord and went
into the great hall of the inn, ensconc-
ing m yself beside the wet, smoking
logs that filled the chimney. Stretched

out on a settle was the other guard,

Jones, a black-haired W elshm an, ap-

parently dead drunk, and snoring.
Squatting beside me, Clynes looked
into my face with an impudent grin.
“Know you the nature of that letter
that the Lady Catherine carries to Sir
Thomas W yatt, M aster?” he asked
“W hat |l know about it is no business

of yours,” | answered.

He stroked the stubble on his face
“Yet it might very well become the
business of both of us,” he answered.
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“Know you that old Gardiner would
pay alm ost the value of the crown
jew els to ensure that the letter is stolen

on the way?"”

“You seem to know a lot about it,”

I retorted.

“And w hy not,” he replied coolly,
“seeing that | am one of the Tower
guards? A m an picks up a bit here
and a bit there, and so it goes It may
be that there is more to that letter
than you dream of.”

“It may be,” I retorted, “but that
is not my business.”

“And think you that you can trust
to the Queen’'s promise to enlarge you,
once that letter is delivered? I tell
you,” he cried in a sudden passion,
“that letter was meant to be stolen

on the way.That was the purpose of the

attack upon us in Southwark. And,

ifJones and | refused to play thatgam e,

it is because we can see a better profit
for us.

“Lo ok at it this way, M aster
Knyvet,” the rogue continued “Sup -
pose that there were five thousand
crowns to be split among the three of
us, on condition that the letter is
handed over to certain parties. W ould
you prefer to take your chance of death
on the block, or to take your share of
the five thousand and seek the nearest
boat for France, and safety?”

I had the most intense curiosity as
he spoke in these parables, and yet
the leering, fam iliar attitude of the
rogue m ade m e want to strike him
down. | pretended to reflect, waiting
for him to com m it him self further.

“That letter in our possession,” he
continued, “means five thousand crowns
from those who would not willingly
see the Princess Elizabeth sent to the
block. But we must take possession
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of it and depart at once, or— it w ill be

the Southwark ambuscade over again.”

“W hat,” | cried, “has that letter to

do w ith the Princess Elizabeth?”

He laughed derisively. “l1 see you
are a very innocent lam b, M aster
Knyvet,” he answered. “Come, to earn
the money forthwith, it is only neces-
sary to take the letter from that little
shrew wupstairs, and to depart. Have
it as you w ill. But let me have your
answer, yea Oor nay. W ill you stand
in with true men who would save the
realm of England, or go to your death

like a fool?”

“On the block?” | cried.

“No, now!” he bawled, springing to
his feet.

UNDERSTO OD naught of all this,
Ibul my anger overcame me. “You

rogue, you damned roguel!” | cried. |

struck him in the face and sent him

reeling back.

I'n a trice he had whipped out the
sword that hung at his belt, and lunged
so fiercely at me that | was forced to
leap aside to escape his thrust Then,
as | engaged him, | found myself at

play with a good, resolute swordsm an,

such as | had not expected Clynes
to be.

At the same instant the second fel-
low, Jones, who had evidently been
shamming drunk, and must have been

listening to every word of our conver-

sation, staggered to his feet, drew his

sword, and then came at me from the
other side I was forced back, hard
pressed, with the two blades pointing
at me. N either was quite my equal,

but Clynes was the better of the tw o,

and my life seemed to measure itself

in seconds as | thrust and parried w ith
w all.

my back against the

Then fortune saved me A's the two

made at me together, the man Jones

stum bled over the heavy andirons, and

at the same time Clynes momentarily

relaxed his guard, his elbow jogged

by his companion’'s fall

I had him then I thrust, and my
sword passed through his doublet and
buried itself to the hilt in his body

He screeched once, a horrible bubble
of blood came from his lips, and then
he w as down, writhing in his last
agonies I had to bend my sword al-
m ost double— luckily it was of Toledo
steel— before | could withdraw it to
meet the second rogue, Jones. I saw

the men flinch, but my blood was up,

and | was in no mood for further parley.

Seeing w hich, either maddened w ith

fear or fortified by avarice and desire for

the gold crowns, Jones came at me with

great slashing strokes that the edge

of my finer rapier could parry only with

difficulty.

But this was brute force, not swords-

m anship, and | had been trained in
the new Italian style. The issue was
never in doubt in my own mind. A
thrust— a slash— a thrust again, and |
had got through the sweep of Jones’
heavy blade, and pierced him through

the throat.

He dropped and died without a cry,
falling across the still writhing body
of his companion So there | stood,
panting, m y blood-stained sword in

my hand, and the landlord, paralyzed

w ith fear, gibbering in the doorway
between the tw o rooms H is w ife
cam e running in, saw the dead men,

and set up a wailing, throwing her

apron over her head.

“l have nothing, nothing,” babbled

the landlord, flinging him self upon his

knees before me. “O nly three crowns in
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the drawer, for last month | had to pay
the Queen’'s taxes, and likew ise taxes to
Sir Thom as W yatt.Take them in God's
name and begone, else this is like to be

a hanging m atter for me

“Those two men were rogues, who
deserved their fate,” | answered. ot
any man question how they came by
their death, you may say that M aster
Kenneth Knyvet slew them on the

Queen’'s business.”

And, as he knelt, still gibbering with

fear, | called to the dark-faced m aid,

who was wailing in the kitchen door-

way, “Bring a candle and conduct me to

the lady's chamber! Hurry, hurry!”

W A ITED , while she stum bled over
1settles and benches in her eagerness
to obey me. | must have looked a fear-
some object, with my dripping blade
In fact m y long im prisonm ent, the

strange mission that had been assigned

to me, and the killing of the two rogues

had combined to throw me into a sort of

frenzy.

The landlord came running up, and
snatched the candle from the m aid'’s
hand “This way, sir, this way,” he
chattered. Somewhere above m e |
heard Lady Catherine’'s door open
so ftly .

“You w ill not harm the lady, M as-
ter?” whined the landlord.

“l am here to protect her, fool,” | an-
swered. “Light the way upward, and

tell her that | must have an im mediate

interview with her.”

He went up the stairs ahead of me,

tripping and stum bling, and | followed

him to the top of the flight, and saw a

gloomy corridor in front of me. At the

end of it was an open doorway, in which,
looking as composed and calm as ever,

stood Lady Catherine

The landlord, still half-crazed with
fear, shouted, “He has slain the two
men-at-arm s, M istress, and dem ands
immediate speech with you. I'n God'’s

name, give him everything you have of

value, and let him begone.”

“Everything save one thing, and,

again, one thing more than he m ay
expect,” came Lady Catherine’s quiet
answer.

I hurried forward and shouted over
the landlord’'s shoulder, “Lady Cather-

ine, this m atter is too urgent for play of

speech. | m ust talk w ith you in -
stantly

“So?"” she returned. “But you have
had the whole day to talk with me.
Think you to gain possession of what
hath been entrusted to me?”

“No, Lady Catherine, but—

The frightened landlord had ducked
back between my legs I stood facing
the girl alone. | saw the beauty of her
even then, the straightness of her fea-
tures behind her, through the open

door, a bed, and a table, from w hich the

supper dishes had notyet been removed

And then, as | ran toward her, sud -
denly a pistol appeared in Lady Cath-
erine’'s hand.

W ithout the least warning, she aimed

it straight at my head, and pulled the

trigger. | felt a violent concussion on
the tem ple as the room resounded with
the force of the explosion; the candle
that the landlord held behind me sud-

denly became a wavering halo about the

two of us

I heard the landlord screech, | felt my

knees give under me— then | was aware
that!| was lying upon the floor, half-w ay
across the threshold of the room ,unable
foot, with the girl

to stir hand or

standing over me.
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Catherine

W A S almostunconscious, and yet |
I had a dim sense of Lady

dragging me into her room, and then |
saw her bending over me as | lay upon
the floor, the same look of aw ful com -
posure in her eyes.

The room dim ly lit by two candles,

showed her in the wine-colored dress

The pistol, discharged, lay upon the

table. In the girl's hand was now a lit-

tle dagger
landlord'’s

Downstairs the wife was

still w ailing hysterically, the shriller
voice of the maid chiming in. There
was a dull pain in my tem ple | placed
my hand to it, still half-conscious, won -
dering how | had survived, and | felt the
slight groove in the flesh that had been
made by the glancing bullet. It was

hardly even a flesh wound, but the im -

pact of the heavy m issile had tem porar-

ily paralyzed me.

| felt the blood dripping down my
face, but | was rapidly recovering my
faculties, and | could move my hands
and feet again. Lady Catherine wiped
my cheek with her kerchief.

“So, M aster Traitor, you have killed

my guides, and thought to steal the

letter?” the girl hissed at me. “You

stand in the shadow of death— yes, for |

w ill dispatch you instantly with this

dagger if you make a move.”

“It was those two men who were the

traitors, not I,” | answered, feeling my

tongue thick in my mouth “l am bound

by my pledge to see that that letter is

delivered to Sir Thomas W yatt—
But | fell to wondering how a propo -

sal from Owueen M ary to discuss term s

of peace could send the Lady Elizabeth

to the block

“ say you are a traitor,” she cried
hotly. “Think you | did not know how
m any are eager to use this letter? That

was why it was my determination to

push on to Rochester tonight. W hy did

you slay our two men-at-arm s?”
“Because,” | answered, “they pro-

posed that | should procure the letter

from you, and divide five thousand

crowns which would then be given us.”

She b lanched and drew back
“Treachery everywhere!” she muttered
“W hat then? How know I that you
speak the truth?”

I told her of Clynes’ statem ent that
the letter was meant to be stolen from
us on the way, which had been the

occasion for the attack on us in South-

wark, also that the five thousand crowns

had been offered by the partisans of the
Lady Elizabeth. “In God's name what
is in that letter?” | demanded.

“As to that, | think you know,” she
answered coolly. “A proposal for a
treaty between Owueen M ary and the
traitor, W yatt. W ell, | shall push on at
once

“Lady Catherine, will you put your

trust in me,and perm it me to help you ?”

I asked

“Trust you? How can I trust you
w hen | know not what your designs
are?”

“N evertheless, you must trust som e-

one, or you are undone,” | replied, sit-

ting up and wiping the blood from my

cheek. “Let us get our horses and ride

without delay for Rochester.”

W ith this | drew my second, undis-
charged pistol from my greatcoat, and
handed it to her. “Here is my guaran -
tee of faith,” | said.

She looked keenly into my face, then
suddenly helped me to my feet.

“Enough, M aster Knyvet, | will trust
you to convey me to Rochester,” she
said.

I got upon my feet, The effect of the
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concussion was passing away, and | felt
as strong as ever.
“Then let us get our horses and ride

without delay,” | answered, fingering in

my bag beneath my arm for a gold piece

w ith w hich to pay the landlord.

But, even as | spoke, my heart sank,

for, trot-trot, | heard a troop of horse-

men riding along the road

CHAPTER (R
Death Strikes
stairs.

down the

E H U R RIED
WThe landlord’'s wife was

ing corner,

still shrill-

hysterically in a the land -

lord, cringing as he saw me, took a step

forward as if to speak with me, then

seemed to change his mind and stopped.

The two dead men lay in a red, ghastly

heap beside the fireplace, in which the

wet logs were still sending up a sm oul-

dering blaze.

At the sight of the bodies, my com -

panion seemed to lose her composure

for the first time. She uttered a little

cry, clutched my arm , and looked into

my face in appeal

Trot-trot! The riders were coming

fast along the road. W ould there be

time for us to get our horses from the

stable and make our escape? That ques-

tion was answered the next moment,
for, as we darted toward the door, there
came a sudden gallop, and six or eight
men drew up outside the inn.

They saw us instantly in the light
that streamed out, and shouted trium -
phantly. In another instant they were
off their horses and pouring pell-mell
in at the doorway. H alf of them were
gentlemen, in rich, rain-stained cloaks
— no common m arauders these The
other half seemed to be varlets.
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“*Ha, Lad}'- Catherine,” shouted the
foremost, “ye know what we have come
for Therefore yield it up to us and go

free and unharmed,whereverye w ill

He was a young lordling, insolent in

demeanor,and a little flushed w ith wine.

H e cam e on confidently; stopped at

the sight of me standing with sword
drawn, ready to meet him ; then his eyes
fell on the tw o dead men, and he
blanched and uttered an oath, “S'death,
what have we here ?”

H e drew back as | lunged, and |
w hispered to Lady Catherine, “Out the
back w ay! Get your horse from the
stable and ride!”

N ext moment the lordling had recov-
ered his self-possession, and we were
hotly engaged, the others crowding on
behind him but they were unable to
pass him without destroying his stand,
and thus placing him at my mercy.
Among them suddenly | recognized a
face that made my head reel

“W ell met, Lord M aidstone!” | cried.

It was he whom my father had be-

friended, and who had arrested me,com -

ing against me among the others, like
any common thief. “Have you come to
return the money that you borrowed?"”

I shouted

“Knyvet!” he shrieked. But he did
not press forward, and all the w hile the
front lordling and | continued our
passes Once the point of his sword
pricked my doublet And then | had
him w ith a quick disengage, as they
term it nowadays, and my point went
through his shoulder.

He staggered, and fell back into the
arms of the man behind him momen -
tarily upsetting him . | cast a sw ift look
backward. Lady Catherine -was still
standing by m e; she had made no at-
tem pt to follow my instructions. But
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behind her | had seen the landlord,
creeping tow ard m e, arm ed w ith a
heavy fagot that would have brained
me.

As | turned wupon him like a flash,
he dropped it with a cry, and ran,

screeching, back toward the rear of the

inn. But that turn of mine had lost me

my hold of the door. Three more gentle-

men were almost upon me, their var-
lets behind them . Yet so fierce was my
onset that, seeing the wounded lordling
leaning against the jamb and gasping

for breath, they hesitated

Il saw Lord M aidstone, his little black

beard outthrust, standing with blade at

the parry.

“Do what | bade you!” | cried to
Lady Catherine sharply. “1 w ill hold
the stairs, and, if they get the letter

from me, it will be from my dead body.”

This much to make my assailants

think the letter was in my own posses-

sion, and to divert their attention, and
enable Lady Catherine to escape. But
to my dism ay she cried:
| left the letter upstairs, where |
had hidden it!” And darted past me,
and up the dark stairs behind
back just in time again,

LEAPED
I for three swords w'ere at my vitals,

and behind the swordsmen were the
varlets, wielding clubs. I thrust, leaped
back, and ran for the narrow stairs,

where a man might hold his own for a

w hile . | heard Lady Catherine running

into her room above.

M y assailants were all young men—

Lord M aidstone, the oldest of them,

barely thirty— and doubtless deeply en-

meshed in m atters political. I was still

uncertain what their purpose was in

attem pting to obtain the letter, but

now all my mind w as set upon the

necessity of protecting Lady Catherine

in her possession of it."

I was mad, | think, for I raved and

taunted them as they stood at the foot

of the stairs, watching the shadow-play
of my weapon upon the w all “Go get
him, my lord M aidstone!” | heard one
of them say. But he drew back, and
suddenly two of them were upon me,

their points thrusting upward, and for
a moment | thought | was pierced, as a
blade flashed past me.

Then the blade of the second man

caught in my doublet, and, before he

could withdraw , | had thrust fiercely at

him . A very miracle of dexterity saved
him , for he let his sword fall and flung
him self backward. Instantly, as his

com panion attem pted a disengage, |

parried, and, w ith a quick riposte,
pierced his arm above the elbow
And | stood there, taunting Lord

M aidstone to come on, and seeing the

little huddled group in the light of the

room below

“Take him , varlets, take him !” Lord
M aidstone roared

“Take him yourself, my lord,” panted
the man whom I had wounded in the
arm

But they remained there, scowling,
and then | saw the man whom I had
wounded in the doorway coming slow -
ly toward us, the blood dripping from
his showulder

“Parley, M aster Knyvet,” he called.
“W e mean no harm to you or Lady

Catherine, only that le tter for Sir

Thomas W yatt we are sworn to have.

Five thousand crowns for you, on the

honor of a gentlem an, if you surrender

it, and the money is in my saddlebags

By the Rood, man, has Bloody M ary
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bewitched you, that you would die for

her?”

“That letter you shall never have,”

cam e Lady Catherine’s high, clear

voice, and | was conscious of her stand -

ing a foot or two above me. “W e ll

fought, M aster Knyvet,” she cried .

“These men be rogues, not honest gen -

tlemen. Aye, my Lord M aidstone,” she

went on in ringing scorn, “on whose

side are you playing, traitor that you

have always been? W hat, are you con-

tent to let the others die, while you

look on ?”

The taunt went home, and he came

on, mad w ith rage, rushing at me furi-

ously, so that |I was hard put to it to

defend m yself. H e w as a traitor, |

knew , 6 to every cause, but he wielded an

honest sword. He drove me back to the

next step, and the next, and | heard

Lady Catherine's coarse, heavy breath-

ing alm ost in my ear

Then, with an adroit twist of the

w rist, | disarmed my opponent, sending

the sword flying from his hand H e

tum bled to the foot of the stairs, shout-

ing. And there | stood, facing the four

of them again, two of them wounded,

and my confidence rose higher.

Then one of the varlets yelled, and |
saw a heavy footstool in his hand H e
flung it; it caught me in the chest and
knocked me breathless

T TH AT instant, all seemed lost.
AYeIIing curses, the w hole pack
rushed me. | was still trying to regain
my foothold on the greasy, slippery
stair when | heard the roar of a dis-
charged pistol above me.

| saw Lady Catherine bending over
m e the sm oking pistol in her hand
And the varlet had slipped to the bot-
tom of the stairs, with a blue hole in his

forehead, and nothing much to the back

of his head, and he would never speak

nor move again.

That seemed enough for our gentle-

men, one dead, two wounded, and three

more varlets scurrying to and fro like

rats at the foot of the staircase. In

another moment they had vanished.

“W e must get away from here,” |

cried to Lady Catherine, “Your win -

dow, M istress!”

I pulled her back up the stairs with

me. But already | could hear the

stealthy movement of feet on the back

stairs of the inn. And, at the turn of

the passage, beside Lady Catherine’s

room , | ran into the varlets, and

guessed thatthe gentlemen were not far

behind

One of the forem ost varlets swung at
me viciously, but his club only grazed
my shoulder. N ext instant my sword
was buried deep in his vitals, and, with
a shriek of pain, he dropped. The others
howled and bolted I turned to Lady
Catherine.

“You have that letter, M istress?” |
asked

She nodded, pointing to her bodice.

“Then into your room, in heaven's
name, and drop from the window!”

| pushed her inside, followed, and
bolted the stout oaken door behind us.
I ran to the window and looked down.
To my consternation | discovered that
there was neither vine nor tree accessi-

ble The inn was built on the side of a

hill, apparently, and the wooden w alls
ran straight down to an enormous w ell.
D ark though the night was, | saw that

there was no possibility of landing any-

w here save in several feet of icy water.

Lady Catherine,beside me, had taken

in the situation, too “W eil, we 'are un -
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done,” she said. “That letter— | shall dent that the party were bent on secur-
destroy it, if they overcome us. But it ing that letter at any cost
is vital that it be delivered.” Crash!! The door rocked upon its
I wondered for the tenth time what hinges. Another assault, and one of
the letter contained, and how much the hinges broke N ow the door swung
Lady Catherine knew about its con- crazily, with a space at top and bot-
tents ; whether she was a willing or un- tom , and a fierce shout of exultation
w illing tool of Gardiner. went up.

But this was no time to wonder, for a To rush out would be im possible, but

thunderous blow upon the door indi- I could still hold that doorway, wait for
cated that our attackers had begun the the door to fall. And then | discovered
final stage of their assault. It was evi- why they had drawn off, and the mean-
dent that a heavy log of wood was being ing of the shout of exultation. For one
used against us, for at each thunderous of the varlets came back into my vision,
blow the stout door quivered. and | saw that he was carrying one of

the great arbalests, or cross-bows, that

PAUSE. A voice called, “Hark, had been on the saddles of Clynes and
ALady Catherine! W e, as you Jones
know, mean you no harm ,h and shall let Helpless to open the door, had | tried
you go at once if the letter is delivered, to, since it had stuck fast against the
but the man must pay. He shall pay— jamb and the floor, | saw the fellow
, .
by God, he shall pay! W ill you come coolly set up the instrum ent on its
out like a man, M aster Knyvet?” he .
y stock, and proceed to wind up the mech-
called . “Or do you think a woman's . .
anism . In its groove | saw the square
farthingale shall protect you ?”
bolt, or quarrel, ready to shoot m e
That was Lord M aidstone's voice. | down,so soon as the door gave— a dead-
made him no answer. W e stood with-
ly weapon, more dangerous than a
in the room side by side, | sword in .
pistol-ball.
hand I had no fresh priming for the

Shouting, two other knaves swung
useless pistols.
their bulk against the door again The
The thunderous attacks upon the
first blow'- hardly budged it, but the sec-
door continued, and at each blow it
ond sent it flying inward, com pletely off
shivered upon its hinges. Then a crack
its hinges.
appeared in the light of the candle,

running alm ost from top to bottom , I cried out, and firtng Lady Cather-

ine to the floor And then, before the

and through it | could see the two var-
lets wielding the log, the wounded m an w ith the arbalest could aim , |
men, Lord M aidstone, and, at the bend hurled m yself into the m idst of the little
of the passage, the landlord, with a group, rendering the man with the arba-
candle in his hand lest powerless to shoot for the moment.
I ran to the candle in the room and Lord M aidstone rushed at me. Owur
extinguished it. In the darkness there blades crossed; he began giving ground
would be a better chance of overcom ing | was shouting madly, he was now cool
the varlets, unacquainted as they were and collected, and he repeatedly seemed

w ith weapons of skill But it was evi- about to lay his guard open, yet always
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managed to foil my thrusts. He was

the best swordsm an of all of them , and

I was so engrossed in thrust and parry

that for a moment or two | did not un-

derstand what his purpose was.

Then | discovered it. He was giving

ground before me, so as to lead m e

directly in front of the arbalestier, who

stood with the great bolt in the notch,
and finger trem bling on the trigger.
The rest had fallen back, and were
watching me intently But at that m o -
ment there sounded the hoofbeats of
other horses without, and | heard the

landlord scream ing:

'Tis W yatt's men, God ha’' mercy

upon us! I saw the red cross on their

sleeves!”

W AS almost in front of the man
I w ith the arbalest

when | saw my
danger | leaped aside as he pulled
the trigger, and | felt the wind of the

great quarrel as it rushed past my head,

and there came a great crash as it col-

lided w ith the stone wall of Lady Cath-

erine’'s room Then, as Lord M aidstone

turned and fled, | thrust at the knave

w ith the infernal m achine, and he

dropped yelping, and went sprawling

along the corridor in his own blood.

N ext moment knaves and gentlemen

alike were gone, and | was standing be-
side Lady Catherine, breathing hard,
and listening to the sounds of fighting

outside the inn

I heard the troop of horsemen ride

up to the inn door, the mad gallop of

our late adversaries into the darkness—

it seemed that they had got free Then

roars in the hall below, “A W yatt! A

W yatt!”
I shouted back— but

what, I know

not. And | took Lady Catherine by the

hand, and we descended the stairs to-

gether, to find the landlord, his wife,

and the wench gone, and the hall filled

w ith a troop of lusty young men, with

arm s in their hands and red crosses

upon their sleeves

One of them ,who was armored, came

running forward, and doffed the steel

casque that he wore. “M istress, | am

Sir Harry Courtenay, and we have been

aw aiting you,” he cried.

“l remember you, sir,” she answered
w ith cold com posure

“You are the Lady Catherine Pel-
ham ?

Yes

“You are unharmed? And what you

brought with you is safe? Now God be
praised. W e heard that Lord M aidstone
had gathered a troop of men to take pos-

session ofit, whereby our enterprise had

been placed in jeopardy. W ith that in
his hands, he could have made him self
the chief power in the State, owning
allegiance neither to Queen M ary nor

to the Lady Elizabeth, the accursed
dog!”

“You should have taken him ,” said
Lady Catherine.

“A pest on him and his men! W ho
could find them in this darkness? They
got their horses and slipped away. |

fear we shall encounter more mischief

from them Your name, sir?” he ad-

dressed me.

“l am Kenneth Knyvet, son of the late
Sir Amyas Knyvet, lately released from
the Tower, in order to accom pany Lady
Catherine to Sir Thom as's camp, he and
my father having been friends. But we
were to have had safe-conduct from the

camp of the Duke of Norfolk.”

“O h the Duke, the D uke!” he scoffed
“That part will not be necessary, as you

shall see tom orrow . W e hold all north -
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ern Kent, and London will rise at our
appearance as one man against Queen
M ary | have had the honor of presen -
tation to your father, sir Come, let us

begonel”

CHAPTER V

The Letter

E RO DE hard, but dawn was in
Wthe sky before the town of Roches-
ter came into sight, with the remnants
of its Rom an walls, and the river M ed -
way winding through it, spanned by its
single bridge. Just outside the w alls
were the tents of Sir Thomas W yatt's
levies, toward w hich w e pricked our
horses. Some half-mile distant | could
discern another line of tents, the camp
of the old Duke of Norfolk, who had

come out to fight for M ary, unless term s

of peace were arranged

The faintcries of the sentries on either

side were audible as we rode toward Sir

Thomas's cam p. The lines were so near

each other that it was evident a collision

might occur at any moment, and the

restless stir on either side showed that

this was anticipated.

Challenge and countersign, and we

were passed through W yatt’'s lines, then

we dismounted outside Sir Thomas's

square tent in the midst of his encam p -

ment,and a page was announcing us

He came out, a thin, gaunt, sparsely
bearded man, with a certain fanaticism
in his aspect, and stared at us; but, at
the sight of Lady Catherine, he doffed
his hat and bowed.

“M adame, you have it?” he asked
“Then your arrival is the best fortune
that has come to me since | was com -
pelled to take up arm s against the
Queen, to prevent this Spanish m ar-

riage.”

GOLDEN FLEECE

Lady Catherine sm iled coldly. “1
have it,” she answered. Butl could see
that she looked troubled And | had a
still stronger suspicion that treachery
was afoot That Lady Catherine was
not only a toolof Gardiner, buta willing
tool

Indeed, in those days it was difficult
for a man not to play the traitor, so

shifty and com plicated was the political

scene. But | wondered what was the
secret, and | was beginning to doubt
whether the letter contained any such
proposals for a treaty as Gardiner had
pretended to me.

And | saw Lady Catherine glance at
me in the old furtive way, as if she had

forgotten our fight together at the inn,

as if she distrusted me again. Once

again, she was playing a game that was

obscure to me.

In another moment, four of W yatt’s

officers, sum moned from their tents, had

arrived in his marquee, The young
officer who had come to our rescue at
the inn briefly described the fight.

“And you killed all these men?”
W yatt asked me.

“1 had that good fortune,” | replied

“This gentleman is M aster Kenneth
Knyvet, the son of Sir Am yas Knyvet,”
said Lady Catherine.

Sir Thom as's brows unbent. “I knew

your father,” he said to me. “He was a
good friend of mine Therefore | trust
his son in all things.” And he gave me
his hand.

He had a charming manner, and that
sim ple gesture of his made me his man,
I was ready to serve him to the death
against the bloody Queen— save for my
promise to return.

“Enlarged from the Tower for the
tim e, but on parole, so that he might
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accompany me,” Lady Catherine con-
tinued

“And he understands— ?” began Sir
Thomas.

I am afraid that M aster Knyvet's

sword is sharper than his wits,” said

Lady Catherine

H E went on, in that measured voice
: ; of hers, “1 can vouch for this gentle-

m an's courage and loyalty,buton which

tartly

side he stands, | do not know. And |

am the most wretched woman alive, Sir

Thomas,” she went on, “seeing that my

brother lies in the Tower, in grave
jeopardy of his life

“Aye,buttake courage, M istress,” an -
swered Sir Thomas. “W e shall save

him , and all who lie there unjustly, and

Bonner and Gardiner shall feel the keen

edge of the axe, and the reformed reli-

gion shall be restored. Take courage

And now— the paper?”

Lady Catherine drew it from her

bodice, a long piece of vellum , heavily

sealed “Her Royal Highness, the

Princess Elizabeth, whom | have at-

tended since her im prisonm ent, but with
some liberty of movement, entrusted me

w ith this,” she said, “to deliver it to you,

as jmu already know.”

It was my turn to stare at Lady Cath-

erine. She was lying in the most de-

liberate way N othing about Gardiner,

no hint that the letter contained pro-

posals of peace from Queen M ary!Lies,

lies! | could not understand

“H a! W ell, now we shall see,” said
W yatt, and broke the seals upon the
le tter. Holding it up to the pale sun-
light that had begun to creep into the

tent, he read aloud, for the benefit of his

o fficers:

“To ourright trusty friend and coun -

sellor, Sir Thomas W yatt, greetings

from Elizabeth, the rightful Queen of

England, seeing that our elder sister,

M ary,was declared incapable of inherit-

ing the crown by parliament, in the

reign of our father, King Henry Eighth

“Know you, Sir Thom as, that | lie in

the Tower, in jeopardy of my life, hav-

ing done no wrong. N atheless, if you

advance sw iftly and certainly, London
w ill rise in your favor to the last man
I have already been in com munication
w ith several captains of the train-bands,
and they assure me that not a man but
w ill join our cause And, when we are
Queen of England, your services shall

not be forgotten.”

Underneath, in great black letters, the

signature “Elizabeth

W yatt read the letter out slowly,
w hile we all listened spellbound But |
gasped as | listened. If ever a docu-

ment would send its writer to the block,

this one would— even Elizabeth,6 sister

of Queen M ary and heir-apparentto the

throne. N ever was a more treasonable

paper penned.

This, then, was the supposed proposal

for peace that M ary and G ardiner had
sent to Sir Thomas W yatt. But why?
And why had Lord M aidstone and his
men made such a frantic effort to re-
cover it? And why the ambuscade in
Southwark? My head whirled, and |
could see nothing, save that Lady Cath-
erine was playing some game of her
own, and that | had somehow been
trapped on a fool's mission. Aye, and

that | was bound by the terms of my
parole to Gardiner and the Queen

| could see one thing — that Lady
Catherine had lied — lied cold-bloodedly

to Sir Thom as,in making him think that

the paper had come from the Lady

Elizabeth without passing through

M ary’'s and G ardiner’'s hands!
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IR THOM AS W YATT refolded the

paper and placed it in the pouch he

wore beneath his arm pit. “W ell, gen-

tlem en,” he said exultantly, “this letter

assures us of sw ift victory Today we

shall make a speedy ending of old N or-

folk and advance on London, where we
shall proclaim our Lady Elizabeth
Queen.

He turned to me, as if suddenly re-

mem bering me. “W ell, M aster Knyvet,
what is your pleasure?” he asked me.
“1f you be of a mind to join the forces
of the Duke of Norfolk, you shall be

conve)red thither under a flag of truce.

If you are minded to venture all upon

my victory, join with me. If you are a
prudent man, you w ill take horse and
fly for one of the coast ports, and there
aw ait the issue. If you need gold—

| told him that | had a few gold coins
left, that | had had in my possession
since entering the Tower | added

“1f you w ill allow me, Sir Thom as, |
shall gladly serve under you, for I have
no reason to love Queen M ary, and | am
not certain whether my parole is valid,

since | have been betrayed.”

“You have been betrayed?” he de-

manded

I blurted out, I understood that this

paper was a proposal for a treaty be-

tween yourself and the Queen.”

At which they all went into a roar of

laughter, and | saw Lady Catherine

sm iling at me, as if | had been a child.

But Sir Thom as's face brightened, and

he clapped me on the shoulder.

“H ark, M aster Knyvet,” he said

“This letter from our Lady Elizabeth,

affixed to the doors of the G uildhall, will

turn the last waverer in our favor. And,

since I remember your father well, |

offer you a post as one of my personal!

bodyguard. N atheless, if you prefer to

place yourself in the power of M ary

again, that is your affair

| thought and made my decision in a

moment Since Gardiner had lied to

me, | considered that my parole was no

longer binding.

“1 w ill join you, Sir Thom as,” | cried.
“W ell said,” he answered, clapping
me upon the shoulder. “You shall have
no reason to regret it. W o If!” he called

to the page. “See that this gentlem an’'s

horse is that he him self has a

meal, and sleep, until he is called upon.

Today,” he added, “in my opinion we

shall find the road to London open to

H E sun had risen high in the sky,
I though its pale beam shardly pierced
the fogs that lay overthe marshes. From

the little tent in which | rested | could

see Sir Thom as's forces being drawn up

in battle order Trum pets were sound -

ing up the hill, where | could see the
Duke of Norfolk's men mustering also
That day, | knew, the fate of England

would be determ ined

I had not slept, from trying to puzzle

out the m ystery of the substituted let-

ter. I had been watching the tent that

had been assigned to Lady Catherine,

but | watched it for hours, and it must

have been about the hour of noon when

| saw her emerge, and stand, as if irreso -

lute, in the entrance.

I pushed aside the folding entrance

of my tent and went toward her, across

the soggy ground. The whole camp

was in com m otion M en were buckling

on swords and cuirasses, and testing

harguebuses and arbalests, horses were

being saddled, and | saw an equal stir

in the lines of N orfolk. | saw Sir

Thomas W yatt standing among some
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of his officers, but nobody paid any at- H E looked at me as if | had been a
tention to me. Schild. “Because,” she answered,

I went up to the tent “Lady Cath- w ith a derisive sm ile, “to constitute
erine ! | addressed her. treason, it is essential, under the law,

W hether ornot she had seen me com - that a letter be delivered or sent, not
ing, she started. “W ell, sir?” she ad- merely found in an apartment in the
dressed me coldly. Tower, w here m any prisoners have

“1t is necessary that | have speech com m itted their secret hopes to paper,
w ith you.” unharm ed. That is why the letter was

“It is not necessary.” sent.”

“It is very necessary,” | said

“And you,” | said, “were the Lady
“W ell,” she asked, turning away to-

Elizabeth's maid.”
ward a little grassy mound behind the

tent, “whatis itthatyou would say?"” Speak not of that, she cried n a
harsh voice. “My brother lies in the

“That we are at cross-purposes,” |
Tower in jeopardy of his life. That be-

burst out. “That the le tter w hich

ing so, what is the Lady Elizabeth to
Bishop Gardiner gave me was a fraud

me?
and a delusion | have thrown in my lot
with Sir Thomas W yatt, because my “Now | shall tell you, fool that you
parole was illegally exacted.” are! That letter was forged by one of
“W ell, whatis that to me?2” she asked Gardiner's secretaries, who hath a knack

of im itating handwriting, and it was
“l demand to know whether you had

designed to bring the Lady Elizabeth
knowledge of the contents of that let-

to the block. Because | had been her
ter, why | have been treated as a dolt,

m aid, and your father had been a friend
w hen I have done my best to play a

of Sir Thomas's, we were selected for
man's gam e

the mission.

I went on, “Aye, it was you who car-
ried the lying letter. And | demand the “It had been planned that the letter
truth .” should be taken from me in the am bus-
. . . . cade at Southwark. So much | gathered,

“You fool,” she said, with withering
. . though it was not told to me. Since

scorn “Since you have cast in your lot
. . that failed, it is at least in Sir Thom as's

w ith Sir Thomas, | can tell you now
hands, and w ill be taken from him — he

Did you really think that Queen M ary
w ill never let it o— it will be taken

was in treaty with him ? And have you 9

from him w hen he is captured. For

not w its enough to know thatthat letter

E | d i I It M
is a forgery, of which the Lady E]liz- ngflan s more oya °© Queen ary

than you suppose, and this mad venture
abeth has not even heard?”

of his w ill fail.
She angered m e so | could have
shaken her “So you are a traitress “As for Lord M aidstone and his
through and through,” | cried . “ A companions,and their attem pt to obtain
forgery! To incrim inate the Lady the letter, they blow neither hot nor
Elizabeth! And why the trouble of de- cold, but are out for their own ad -
livering it to Sir Thom as, when all that vantage. Had they obtained that let-
was necessary was to deliver it to the ter, they would have dickered and bar-

Councilin London?"” gained for higher rank, and money
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Therefore | fought beside you at the
inn.

“Now , if W yatt be captured, with
this letter in his possession, | have
Queen M ary’s promise to enlarge my
brother. C all m e traitress, call m e
what you w ill, you understand the situ -
ation now.

Her bosom heaved, the strange calm -
ness of her voice was in strange con-
trast to her em otion “You smile !” she
cried in sudden anger “You smile, sir!
W hat is the jest? Pray tell me

“The jest, M istress, is this,” | an -
swered “W hen | was a boy | pledged
my troth to the Lady Elizabeth, who
is of my own family And, had | had
a sister in the Tower, who might have
been enlarged by treachery, maybe |
had acted as you have done. But now
my sole desire is to see bloody Queen
M ary flung from the throne of Eng -
land

“To w hich A m en!” she cried in a
loud voice.

“M eanw hile,” | added, “the best-laid

schemes of treachery are apt to go

astray You plan to betray my Lady
Elizabeth, and | w ould die for her
You and | have not the same purpose,
therefore.”

She caught my arm “W hat will you
do, then, sir, what will you do?” she
cried .

“Keep my own counsel,” | answered.

‘1t seems to me, Lady Catherine, that
we are in the hands of God, and m ust
w ait upon events.”

| turned away. But | w as re -
solved that Gardiner’s forged docu -
ment should never send my Lady Eliz-

abeth to the block— even though it
was years since | had seen her, and it
was unlikely that she had any remem -

brance of me.

o W | could see a stir in the royal
N cam p The old Duke of N orfolk
had got his men m arshalled, and a
gap opened in the centre of them k re-
vealing eight field-pieces trained upon
us, a form idable battery. Added to

w hich the forces of the old Duke, over-

lapping Sir Thomas's on either wing,
appeared considerably stronger.

One of Sir Thom as's aides galloped
up to me “To horse, to horse, M aster
Knyvet!” he cried. “Sir Thomas has
sent me for you, remembering your
father. H e and his bodyguard woill,
please God, bear the brunt of the com -

ing battle.”

| saw a page standing w ith m y
horse, and | ran to it and leaped into
the saddle, leaving Lady Catherine
staring darkly after me I had neither

cuirass nor helmet I could- see in a

moment that Sir Thom as had amassed

a considerable force of Kentish yeomen,

w ith w hich he meant to break the
Duke of Norfolk’'s lines. | rode to
where he sat upon his mount, in the
centre of our line, some fifty gentle-
men drawn up about him and took my
place among them . To right and left

| saw our soldiery, grim but confident,

even though m any of the peasantry
were armed with nothing but scythes.
I'n the light of the early afternoon,

I could see the royal troops advancing.

I could see the masses of the royalist

infantry, the white coats of the Lon -

don train-band regiment, and, in the

centre, the Duke’'s grim artillery, wait-

ing to open up on us

“Forward!” Slow ly our ranks ad -

vanced, first a thin line of skirm ishers,
then tw o lines of supports. On the
rig ht, our Kentish horsemen were
fuming at the delay. W ith Sir Thomas
and his little band, | rode forward in
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the centre, straight toward the guns,

whose discharge, if truly aimed, would
have wreaked havoc among us. I could
see the Dwuke’'s gunners blowing their
m atches. And then suddenly a roar
arose on the royalist left, and I saw
the white-coated Londoners discharg -

ing their harquebuses and arbalests—

not against us, but into the air.

Brett, their captain, and Harper,
second in command, rushed forward,
shouting, “A W yatt, A W yatt, we be
all Englishm en!”

Instantly this defection threw the
royalist ranks into confusion. A
shower of missiles from our own ranks
began to take toll of them , and our
w hole force rushed forward, or gal-
loped with all its might, shouting and
cheering.

None of the guns was fired. I could

see the old Duke of Norfolk— he was

uncle to two of King Henry's beheaded
queens, and must have been eighty if
he was a day— pulled bodily upon his
horse Then, with some half-dozen of

his o fficers, he galloped from the field.

And the two armies were interm ing -

ling, the royalists throwing up their

caps and shouting for Sir Thomas.

Seldom w as victory secured more

cheaply, for we had lost but one man

by a chance bolt, some twenty of the

Duke's men had been killed, and the

rest were with wus, cursing the bloody

Queen in London, and shouting for

my Lady Elizabeth

Guns, money, baggage, equipment,

everything had fallen into Sir Thom as'’s

hands as spoil of war. And only Lon -
don lay between him and victory.

| heard him roar exultantly, “The
day is ours. On the morrow we move
on London. God save our Queen, Eliza-

beth!”

Ah, but | saw Lady Catherine be-
side m e She had ridden into the thick
of the battle, and she sat her horse,

that same inscrutable look in her eyes.

W hat did it portend?

CHAPTER Vol
London Bridge

R O D E at
I among the

Lady Catherine'’s

horsemen who led the

long procession, the footmen and the
captured field -guns bringing up the
rear. “W here w ill you go now?"” |

asked her

“To London, to save m y brother,”

she returned. “W here would you have
me go?”
The presence of a woman among

us was discom forting, and yet we could

not leave her behind us, for Rochester

was unsafe, once our troops had evacu-
ated it, all Kent was unsafe and filled
w ith m arauders.

“l hear Sir Thomas intends to nail
that lying proclam ation to the G uild-
hall doors,” | said.

“W hereby his downfall comes,” she
answered. “Hark, M aster Knyvet, my
brother's life means more to me than
anything in the world

“Lady Catherine,” | said, “you speak
as if Queen M ary still ruled England,

whereas this victory has destroyed her

last hopes of holding her throne.”

“You thin k so?” she asked, giving

me one of her dubious glances

“1 am sure of it. Sir Thomas will

be received by the citizens of London

w ith open arm s, the Queen will join

Bonner and Gardiner in the Tower,

and your brother and the other victim s
of Queen M ary w ill be set free.”

“You think so? I tell you, M aster
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Knyvet, we shall find the gates of Lon -

don <closed, aye, and this m otley sol-
diery of Sir Thom as’'s w ill melt away
like a dream And you— what will you
do? Even could you escape, can you
hope to regain your lands? A h, listen
to me, listen to me,” she pleaded, with

a strange, moving insistence. “W e

have been good comrades, you and I,
and we have sealed a pact that should
have been friendship in that fight at
the inn

“Aye, Lady Catherine.”

“Then trust Queen M ary I tell you
that this conspiracy w ill fail, and Lon -

don w ill never open her gates to Sir
Thom as. Let us enter the city, and
inform Gardiner that his mission has
been accom plished.”

“1f that forged letter be nailed to
the doors of the Guildhall, or found
in Sir Thom as's possession, it w ill send
an innocent woman to the block,” |
said. “Have you no conscience, Lady

Catherine?”

“Too m uch to let my brother die.
D id | forge that letter, or was | any-
thing but the bearer of it? No, | car-
ried it to save my brother’'s life A h,
well, you must go your way, and |
must go m ine.”

She fell into a dark, brooding silence.

And so we rode on, cam ping that night

in Dartford, w here bonfires burned,

and all the inhabitants acclaimed us

The following day we pitched cam p

in Southwark, not far from the Tham es.

Here we received messengers from

across the river, who informed us that

all was confusion in the Queen’'s coun -
cil; it had hardly been possible to se-
cure more than a thousand men to

enlist against us. Press on, they said,

and London would fall before us.

“And London Bridge?” asked Sir

Thomas.

“They have raised the draw bridge

and stationed a few men with a couple

of culverins on the far side, but there

are no guns in the gatehouse, and the

defending force can easily be overcome

by a sudden sally, and forced to lower
the chains.”

Sir Thomas drew me aside. “Tim e
means all to us,” he said. “W ill you

adventure on a reconnaissance with me
tonight?”
answered.

“Aye, and gladly,” 1

THOM AS had a

IR
: ;two

der arm s,

force of some
thousand men assembled un-

together with the captured

field -pieces when we two set forth into
the bitter cold of the January night. It
was strange to see the m yriad lig h ts

of London across the turbid river, and

the great mass of the Tower which I-

had come to know so well. And noth-

ing but that slender bridge divided wus

from the city which seemed ready to

drop into our hands like a ripe plum

Silently Sir Thomas and | stole be-

tween the lines of houses, which were

barred and shuttered. N ot a lig ht

showed on the bridge itself, nor in the

gate-house, w hich commanded the

draw -chains, and rose, dark and squat,

in the middle of the long, slender arch.

Huddling against the houses, w e

advanced, until the dark gatehouse
stood before us. High up was a win -
dow . Sir Thom as leaped, clung to the
sill, and gained it, and | followed him
The window was not even barred. It
opened at our tug, and before wus, in

the faint light that came through, we
saw the stairs that led down into the
porter’'s lodge.

Cat-like, and sw ord in hand, Sir
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Thomas led the way, | following him, ment | saw a gunner’'s linstock begin
until the glow of a low fire came to to smoulder. I dragged Sir Thomas
our sight. W e stopped at the entrance back to where the old porter and his
to the lodge There were the old porter w ife still crouched, terrified, in their
and his wife, both fully clothed, but chairs. By now trumpets were sound -
wearing their nightcaps, and nodding ing from the other side, and the notes
in their chairs, one on either side of the were being taken up by bugles from
fire . A nd there was no sign of any the Tower
troops in the gatehouse Then from the London side of the
As | leaped down beside Sir Thom as, river the guns of the royal forces

the porter and his wife started out of opened, from the W hite Tower, the

their sleep, and stared at us; the woman Devil's Tower, and all the bastions,

let out a screech of terror. aimed, not at the gatehouse, but at our

Sir Thom as brandished his sword. encampment on the Southwark side of

. . . the river, of whose location it w as

“0On your lives be still,” he advised
. evident that the enemy had accurate

them . “1 am Sir Thomas W yatt, and

. inform ation .

I have my troops behind me. One cry
from either of you means death.” “Back!” ! cried, as Sir Thom as
. . stood raving like a man distraught in

M uted with terror, they cowered in
the porter’'s lodge. “W e must go back.

their chairs. | saw that there was noth-

There is no advance this way.”
ing to fear from them , and sw iftly we y

made our way out through the further W ith that he seemed to regain his
gate, to w hich great chains were drawn self-possession. “Aye, we must go
up over winches. back,” he answered. “W e cross the
. . R Thames by Kingston Bridge. W hat
Sir Thomas wuttered a m alediction.
. m atters a little more delay, when we
The chains were severed, and the draw -
) R have all England w ith us?”
bridge had been cut away for a dis-
tance of a dozen yards. And, looking So we crawled back, while the guns
ceased to boom , and once m ore w e

across the b lack gulf beneath w hich

the river rolled, | saw the dusky stood outside the gatehouse. A cloaked

mouths of four gaping cannon, and an and hooded figure w as aw aiting us

officer keeping watch with the guard. there,and | recognized Lady Catherine.
N either force nor skill could enable us “W hat said I, Sir Thomas?” she
to effect an entrance into the city by cried . “There is no approach this way.
way of London Bridge. You are but wasting tim e . But do

At the same moment they saw us you send M aster Knyvet as an em issary

and th e hoarse challenge rang out, to the Queen, that bloodshed may be
“Stand and give the countersign, or averted.
we fire!” He tugged at his beard, staring at
“Sir Thomas W yatt and the realm both of us, and Lady Catherine drew
of England!” shouted W yatt, mad with me apart and whispered:
passion “1f he <can be constrained to send
you, tell her that her task has been ac-
TH ERE followed a loud shout from complished, and the Lady Elizabeth's

across the gap. Alm ost in a mo- letter is in Sir Thom as’'s possession So
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shall m y brother and yourself both

gain your freedom

“Aye, and the Lady Elizabeth?"” |

asked.
“W hat is her fate to you ?”

‘Ol am of Boleyn blood, and have

pledged my faith to her.”

“H ark, M aster Knyvet,” she said
very earnestly. “lt were better to
trust to the Queen's mercy than to go

w ith Sir Thomas into a trap, for his

tatterdem alion arm y w ill melt away
like snow in spring Sir Thomas has
that paper. Leave him to his fate.

Save my brother and yourself.”

Sir Thom as interrupted us w ith a
loud cry

“She speaks well,” he shouted ol
seek no bloodshed. D o you go to
Queen M ary, M aster Knyvet, and con -
vey to her my terms of peace. I must
have command of her person, and of

the Tower, that this Spanish m arriage

m ay be averted . A fter w hich, Her
Grace shall find me ever an obedient
and loyal subiject. Go, take a boat

from the wharves, make straight for
W hitehall Stairs M eanwhile | shall
cCross by Kingston Bridge, and you
may meet me there with the Queen's
answer.”

| saw the dark look that Lady Cath-
erine cast at me. She knew that | would
never cease to work for Princess Eliza -
beth And her brother’s life hung upon

the issue.

H E news that there was no pas-
I sage over London Bridge had

spread through our forces, and dis-
pirited them . W ith London in sight,
and yet barred, to many everything

seemed lost.

Orders were issued for an im m ediate

slow ly made

up-river toward Kingston N ei-
or equipment were to be

weapons and am m unition,

food as each man could

pack, and four of the eight
that were light enough to

ith the pace Sir Thom as

aw ait your answer here, if
your errand a speedy one,”
Thomas to me, “for my troops
more com fortably by day
the Queen that, if you be not

before dawn, I march with -

descended som e stairs to one
and deserted wharves, and

of them | found a solitary row -

an-hour you should be at
Stairs,” said W yatt. “In -
sentries that you must see

instantly in my behalf. My

ill remember— possession

and of the Tower N ow

God be with ye.”

unshipped the oars and began to
into the dark gash of the

m aking for W hitehall Palace,

where the Tower loomed

guns had ceased to fire, but

that the guardians of the
on the watch. In the

Pool lay a dozen or more

merchantmen, heedless of the

And it was strange that

pulling a rowboat against the
should hold in his hands the

destiny of England.

like a dream to me, as |
my way toward the Lon -
nce | was seen from the
a harquebus cracked, and

t whistling past me, but

in the deep gloom of the
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Strange that one man, pulling a rowboat against the cur-
rent, should hold in his hands the destiny of England.

night, and the shadows cast by the

great arches of masonry.

| was a young man, my comr radeship

w ith Lady Catherine at the inn had

made her glamorous in my eyes, and yet

| realized that our aims lay hopelessly

apart. For only by the defeat of W yatt,

and the discovery of the forged letter,
purported to have been sent by E/liz -
abeth, could Lady Catherine hope to

save her brother from the block. To do

w hich, she was willing to be a party to

the treachery.

And |, who had not seen the Princess
Elizabeth in the past eight years, re-
membered her girlish face in W hitehall

Palace, and the masses of red-gold hair,

the shapely hand she had extended to

me, and my boyish pledge of loyalty.

N ot even the glamor of Lady Catherine

Pelham should force me to abjure that
pledge.

I was nearing W hitehall Stairs now,
and saw the great Palace looming up
before me. Out of the murk | saw can -

non drawn up, and sentries patrolling

the wharves. Suddenly there came a

sharp challenge.

I did not answer it, but continued

rowing steadily toward the Stairs |

saw men aiming harquebuses at me, but

| "guessed they would not fire upon a

single oarsm an.

So | pulled the boat alongside the

w harf and cried to the officer in charge,

“ am an envoy from Sir Thomas

W yatt, and must see Her Grace the

Queen at once

And then | stepped ashore

CHAPTER Vol

W hitehall Palace

until long later that |1

of the terror and confusion

T W AS not
I learned

aroused in London by the news that

W yatt's troops were on the Southwark
side of the river.

N or that a little after midnight, that

is to say, an hour or so earlier, that
Queen M ary had been called from her
bed by Bishop Gardiner and informed

that all was lost; her barge was in wait-
ing, and she must flee im m ediately.

She sent for Renard, the Spanish am -
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bassador. “Shall I go or stay?” she
asked him

“Unless Your Grace desires to throw
away your crown,” he answered, “you
w ill rem ain here till the last extrem ity.
Your flight will be known, the city w ill
rise, seize the Tower and free the prison -
ers the heretics woill m assacre the
priests, and your sister, Elizabeth, will

be proclaimed Queen.”

The lords of the Council, hastily sum -
moned, were of divided opinions O nly
Lord Pembroke cried that he would de-
fend her to the last.

This scene was happening in W hite -
hall Palace when | was escorted through
the gardens beside the Thames, and in
by a back way, to the great chamber in
w hich Queen M ary sat, with the lords
grouped about her.

M y message had preceded m e |
could see a sudden stir as | entered, all
heads were turned to look at me in the
candlelight; only the Queen watched
m e, im passive on her chair of state, till
of a sudden she recognized me, and a
ringing laugh of mockery broke from
her lips.

“W hy, 'tis M aster Knyvet, the son of
that heretic, Sir Am yas!” she cried.

“N o heretic, Madame, though | was

im prisoned in the Tower six months for

a cause | wot not of,” | answered.

“H a!” she cried, with her fierce Tudor
anger. “You question our justice, sir?”

“Not yours, Madame,” | answered,
“but that of some gentlemen who are
present.” And | looked about me, and
saw the white, uncertain faces— Pem -
broke's, Courtenay's, Arundel's, Gar-

diner’'s, and the butcher-face of bloody

Bonner, Bishop of London.

Standing easily beside the Queen'’s

chair was Renard, the ambassador of

Scam ,who had advised M ary notto flee.
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He was wearing the same long, furred

robe that he had worn when he came to

my cell in the Tower, and his eyes were
bent earnestly upon my own.

“W ell, sir, that is not our present
business,” said the Queen “You bring
me proposals from that detestable trai-
tor, Sir Thom as W yatt?”

“Aye, Madame,” | answered boldly,
for | was desperate enough to be reck-
less. “He demands the guardianship of
your person, and possession of the
Tower, that your projected m arriage
w ith P hilip of Spain may be avoided.”

Loud cries ofindignation rangthrough
the room I had never seen men so
moved Only Renard continued watch -
ing me with the same im passive expres-
sion in his eyes | saw the Queen turn
toward him with a helpless gesture. H e
bent, and whispered in her ear

“Aye,” she cried, “1 will speak with
M aster Knyvet and your Excellency
apart!”

H E rose from her chair with great
Sdignily,and moved into a little ante-
room, Renard beckoning to me to fol-
low him . | saw Gardiner step forward,
and Renard wave him back. In another
moment | was facing the Queen, and

Renard was at her side again, as alw ays.

He was the personal representative of
the Em peror Charles, her cousin, and
perhaps nearer to her than anybody.

But of course | did not know that it
was he who had persuaded M ary to
rem ain at W hitehall, when hope had
largely been abandoned

“W ell, M aster Knyvet?” asked the
Queen. “Think you that M ary of Eng -
land would for one moment consider
such proposals as you have brought to

me?”
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“M adame, | have but acted as a hum -

ble messenger of Sir Thomas,” | an-

swered “M y task is but to receive your

reply and transm it it to him

"W hat does he plan, if 1 refuse?”

Does he think to storm the Tower?

Does he think my guards and the Lon-

don train-bands are traitors?” she de-

manded.

I was silent, and she went on, “How

large a force does this miscreant com -

mand ?”

“That, Madame, is not within my au-

thority to answer.”

“W hat? You speak to me of author-

ity, you who were released from the

Tower tocarry Sir Thom as a message—

a message— ?"

She broke off in some confusion there,
for she could see | knew what the con-

tents of the letter had been, and that |

was aware | had been used as a tool in

Bishop Gardiner’'s statecraft. And then

heaven knows what madness came over

me, to speak as | did, but | bent upon
one knee before her.
“Your Grace,” | said, “my father and

| were ever true servants of yours, and
it was through the lies of a traitor, my
lord M aidstone, that | was arrested and

confined w ithin the Tower. Belike,

Your Grace, three-fourths of those who

have been placed in the same jeopardy
are innocent, and would rally around
your throne. | am no m an of Sir

Thomas's; | have but obeyed the

that was placed upon me

Her face seemed to soften somewhat,

and for the first time, beneath the set

mask of middle age, | saw something of

the charm and beauty of her sister,

som ething that life had robbed her of,

w ith its cruelties. I went on, reckless

now:

“M adame, X know not whether it is

my kinship to the Boleyns that was the

cause of my confinement, but, when |1

was a boy, | pledged m yself ever to be

the loyal servant of the Lady Elizabeth

-—----—--not in any treasonable conspiracy,

but so far as a man can serve a kins-

woman in all lawful ways. M adam e,

release her from the Tower, rally your
subjects around you, let there be a gen -

eral amnnesty, and | w ill return to Sir

Thomas with the most joyous news in
the world, which will bring the rebellion

instantly to an end.”

| had gone too far. I had meddled in
statecraft. I saw Renard looking as
black as thunder He bent to whisper
in the Queen’'s ear, but she stood aside

from him

“You are audacious, M aster Ilvnyvet 1"

the Queen cried “And you have con-

fessed more than enough to send you to

the block — the gallows, rather, since

you are not of noble birth. I should

commit you to the common hangman

forthwith, but that, | suppose, an em is-

sary’'s person is sacred, even though he

come from a detestable traitor like Sir

Thomas W yatt.

“Return, return at once, sir, and tell
him that the Queen will notparley with
him , but w ill meet him man for man
and gun for gun ! And look to yourself,
when as you fall into our hands again 1’

A RDIN ER was in the room , subtle
( ;and sly, moving toward the Queen
this man’'s mission re-

“M adam e, since

mains in doubt,” he said, “he should be

returned to the Tower

“No, my lord Bishop,” she answered

decisively. “He has come as an em is-
sary from a traitor, but, nevertheless, as

an emissary. I charge you to see to it
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that he be returned safely to the place
from which he has come.” And, turning -
aside from me, she spoke in a low voice

to Renard, whereat | knew that my des-

perate plea for the Princess Elizabeth
had failed And | preferred liberty with
Sir Thomas to the stone walls and
wainscoting that | had come to hate so

during my six m onths’ im prisonm ent

The Queen spoke again Aye, we
defy all traitors,” she said. “W e have
returned that message. See to it, my

lord Bishop, that this man be perm itted
to depart unscathed

So | went back into the Council
Room , facing the dark, scowling faces,

Pem broke’'s,Courtenay’'s,Arundel’'s;and

God knows that all of them had been
traitors to Queen M ary when they
thought Queen Jane’'s star was in the
ascendant. | saw now that only a vic-
tory on the part of Sir Thomas could
save my Lady Elizabeth.

I walked through the Council Room
with Gardiner, and he accompanied me
to the head of the stairs. And then |
had like to have died, for a man rushed
at me, sword in hand, and. in the dark-
ness, 1 recognized Lord M aidstone

God knows whether it was the five

thousand pounds he owed my father, or

some natural antagonism, but his face

was distorted with rage as he slashed at

me, and yet | could see he was looking
over my shoulder, as if to signal som e-
one, and had no intention of pressing
his attack home. | leaped aside just in
time as a dark figure, wrapped in a
cloak, hurled itself at me, and | saw the
dagger gleaming in its hand.

I thrust as | leaped, and pierced the
assassin through the side, so that he
dropped, flailing and moaning. And |
backed into the bushes, and there was

Bishop Gardiner at my side, protesting:
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“*No, no, my lord M aidstone, he hath

Her Grace's perm ission to depart.”

“W ould you let such a detestable trai-

tor go free, my lord Bishop?” shouted

M aidstone

‘It is the Queen’'s command,” an -
swered Gardiner.

“Then rest assured that | shall be at
the foot of your gallows when you are
hanged, and then cut down alive for
dismem berment!” Lord M aidstone
shouted.

“Aye.,” | answered, “1 think that we
shall meet again.”

And | went on with Gardiner, toward
the Stairs. But, in the brief space that
I had been in the Palace,London seemed
to have come to life. Bells were ringing

from church steeples, couriers were gal-
loping to and fro A squadron of horse
was gathering in front of the Palace,

and behind them was an im mense, silent

crowd

W ere they for Sir Thomas or Queen

M ary? That | could not know wuntil the

m atter was put to the issue.

| entered my boat, and rowed hard

toward the Southwark shore. I had

hardly dreamed that | should escape

thus easily, after placing my life in

jeopardy.

Half-an-hour later | was with Sir

Thomas and his force upon the South-

wark shore. I gave him the message

that | had received from the Queen

Fie tugged at his beard. “Then let

the accursed woman perish!” he shout-

ed “You ride with us, M aster Knyvet?”

“1 ride with you,” | answered For |
saw that only the success of Sir
Thom as's enterprise would save the
Lady Elizabeth from the block And, if

it failed, | meant to possess myself of

that forged letter of Gardiner’s.
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CHAPTER Vol

The Ride on London

O O KIN G back, as our
I wound itself from the

Southwark, | was

column un-
houses of

amazed to see that

not more than some fifteen hundred of

our troops remained. The rest,disheart-

ened, had stolen away in the darkness

Lady Catherine spurred her horse be-

side mine “Aye, and what did | tell
you"” she scoffed “That this crack-
brained enterprise must fail. SirThom as

goes like a wild beast into a trap, and his

tatterdem alion arm y w ill melt away like
snow in spring. N ow, if you have any
sense, M aster Knyvet—-"

“W hat then?”

“1 am ready to vouch for you, and

say you have fulfilled your compact.”

“And the Lady Elizabeth?”
“Let her die!” she cried violently.
“Yes,” | said, “you have ever been a

traitress.”

She swung toward me in her saddle.
“l am no traitress,” she answered “But,
between her life and my brother’'s, |
have told you which | choose. Leave

Sir Thomas, leave him to ride to his

doom . I will go with you wherever you

choose to take me, and we will subm it

ourselves to the Queen’s mercy when

this enterprise has reached its end, its
inevitable end.
“l shallride with Sir Thom as,” | said
“You think to get that paper?” Her
voice w as bitter. “A h, w hat is the

good?” she cried “W ords, words, and
we two must be enemies, Leave nie,
M aster Knyvet, leave m e!”

So | fell back a little from her bridle,

and we rode on in silence. In my mind

was the sole determination to get that

paper from Sir Thomas, and save the
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Princess from the

block. O f the issue
of the approaching fight |, too, had little
doubt, as | saw our little force steadily

dwindling in the darkness

The day dawned slow ly, with the
same wild, wintry weather, and a great
splash of saffron where the sun should

have been. A cold rain lashed our

horses There was a brief halt, perforce,

to rest them Then on again, until we

entered the little town of Kingston, to

find every house barred, and the town

apparently deserted.

Stretching across the Thames, which

was much narrower now, | saw the
bridge In the center, some thirty feet
of it had been hewn away, and our ap -
proach was met with scattered harque-
bus fire from a small detachment of
royalist troops upon the other shore.
The guns were hurriedly brought up,

and a few rounds dispersed our ad-

versaries. There was a string of barges

opposite, and three of our men swam

across the icy water, attached ropes to

them , and towed them over, placing
them in position to fill the gap in the
bridge.

From a sawmill, beams and planks
were procured, and laid across, and

w ithin an hour or two a road was made

of sufficient strength to bear the weight

of our artillery .

T W AS late afternoon when atlength
I we assem bled our forces on the north

bank of the Tham es. The crossing had

been accom plished, but now barely

more than a thousand men remained

w ith us, desperate and proscribed men

who preferred the risk of the enterprise
to inevitable death upon the gallows
The weather was growing even wilder,
a gale whipped the Thames, the road

was a morass Tim e and again the guns
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stuck fast, and fresh horses had to

attached to drag them forward.

H is officers pleaded with Sir Thom as
to leave the guns behind, and press on
without them Everything, they told

him ,6  depended upon speed. But he, with

dogged obstinacy, insisted that the guns

should accompany us, and sometimes

they would stick tw o or three times

w ithin a hundred paces.

Tim e was passing, passing, and |

could see that Sir Thomas, having en-

tered upon his desperate scheme, had

become besotted. He was mad,perhaps

we were all mad, a thousand men at-
tacking the greatest city on earth My
madness, at least, had a method behind
it. “Keep Faith,” is my fam ily motto.
1 meant to keep faith, at all cost, with
my m istress in the Tower, though
doubtless she had long since forgotten
me.

M eanw hile, brooding and silent, Lady
Catherine rode a good distance away

from me

None of us could guess what had hap-

pened at W hitehall since 1 had le ft,

hearing Queen M ary's resolute defiance
of Sir Thom as. As | learned later, there
had been more disputations, and this
tim e Lords Courtenay and Arundel
joined Renard in their advice to her to
rem ain.

M eanwhile, drums were summoning
the train-bands to muster at Charing
Cross. The conduct of Pembroke de-
term ined the decision of the young lords
and gentlemen about the court By
eight in the morning ten thousand men
were stationed along the open fields be-
tween Piccadilly and Pall M all, and

four squadrons of horse were in ambush

at Hyde Park Corner.
Of all this we knew nothing, as we
pressed steadily on, dragging the cum -
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brous field-pieces;all our horses,pressed

into service as draught-beasts in turn,
sweating and fatigued, and wuseless for
battle

Those guns, always those guns!Tim e
and again Sir Thomas's officers im -
plored him to leave them , arguing that
the four pieces of light artillery would
count fornothing unless London opened
her arm s to us. Alw ays they were met
w ith the same unyielding refusal. And
time was passing

There were now no more than eight
hundred men in our little, desperate
army. Lady Catherine still rode apart
from m e; she had not spoken a word to
me since our last argument W e were
all weary and spent for lack of sleep
and food, and | think wre all knew the
doom that was at hand. All the future
seemed as black as the moonless night

through which we were now riding, our

horses walking slowly, that our infantry

might keep up with them , and every-
thing splashed with mud.

And even our eight hundred was de-
creasing Harper, w ho had played
traitor to the Duke of Norfolk, and
joined us, had ridden away, to win a

pardon by carrying to M ary news ofour

desperate plight Brett, the second

traitor, had galloped south to make for

one of the Channel ports On through

the second night— on toward London !

AY dawned at
D storm of wind

hear the

last, in the same

and rain, and now

we began to faintly sounding

bugles and thudding drum s of the royal-

ists, and knew that the issue was being

set.

That faint, incessant rolling of the

drums must have troubled the nerves

of many among our little force. It rose,

it fell, but it went on and on, and never
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low, marshy

W e were entering the outskirts

a farm , and
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threw down their arms and cried fo
quarter. | shouted, and strove to ge
our horse into line for a charge I cried
and waved my sword. But, to my

amazement, W yatt was
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H e

t

turned

he shouted

rode

up the s
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in his saddle.
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ildhall.” And

e chance,

think, to have retrieved the day by a

charge upon

Pem broke’'s h

orsemen, for

they were all disordered, and most of
them engaged in taking prisoners. But
W yatt's fatal obstinacy had sealed our
doom .

For, while the halfofour horse would

have followed me, the rest rode after
W yatt, and | saw thatwe mustperforce
follow him , in the last hope of arousing
the city, leaving our infantry to its fate

And there was Lady Catherine at my
side, her eyes fearless and wide, and

fixed on mine in a derisive sm ile.

I knew that she meant to see that
forged document nailed to the G uildhall
doors, or, in default, see that it was
taken from Sir Thomas or his dead

body.

| felt a surge of bitter hate against

her. I shook my fist at her, and cried
out My cries were lost in the uproar,
but | could see her smile of understand -

ing as she spurred her horse up the

street in W yatt's wake.

So | followed him ,k and we left halfour
little arm y prisoners in the hands of the

royalists.

UDDENTLY, from a hidden nook
Samong the trees, a battery of guns
opened, and the round-shot knocked
four of our men and their horses into
broken heaps. W yatt, mad with desper-
ation, spurred his horse straight at the
guns, and we followed, cutting down

the gunners, and sending the company

in headlong flight.

But now on the right the London
train-bands, in their white coats, were
coming up, w hile the streets were
crowded w ith citizens, watching our
four hundred desperate horsemen, as if

it had been a play.

W yatt rose in his stirrups and waved
his sword “To the G uildhall!” he cried
“Ont!t O nt”

He saw the train-bands forming, and,
to avoid engaging them 6 led our pitiful
four hundred down toward Saint James.

Here, however, the crowds pressed so
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thickly about us that we were forced

into separate ways. And, looking at

them , it was im possible to say whether

they were for W yatt or for Queen M ary.

They were gaping, open-mouthed, at

the sight of us, and | think hardly a man

among them had any principle for either

side. They were watching a show Yes.

I knew that And I spurred tow ard

W yatt's side He was a madman, but

he should not take my lady Elizabeth

to the block with him

W e were herded by the mob down

a narrow street. W hen first | looked

back, there might have been fifty of

us, but presently there were but

twenty-five. Through the staring m ut-

tering crowds w e rode, and alw ays

close beside me was Lady Catherine

| knew her errand, and she knew mine

That last ride had become a sort of

comic tourney by the time we forced

our way through the citizens who stood

thick along Pall M all. Not a man ad-

vanced, not a hand was lifted for or

against us. M ute, gaping, they watched

us, reluctantly giving way a pace or
two when we forced our horses into
their midst

So on to Charing Cross, where |
saw a company of archers fitting ar-
rows to their bows, to aim at us. But
the press was too thick for them to fire
Sir Thomas turned his horse aside and
rode along the Strand, past Tem ple
Bar and Fleet Street, and so we moved
toward Ludgate, with only a tiny troop
of our men following us, and the
crowds pressing ever more thickly.

| wondered, and | wonder still what
w as in W yatt's mind D id he still
count on London rising in his favor?
W e were like rats being driven into
a trap, riding on and on, forced on by
the m ultitudes w h o were swarm ing
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about us, eager to see the show out
to its ending.

And so we came to Ludgate, and the
gate was closed against us.

\ VAUNT, traitor, thou shalt not
-t\- come in here!” cried Lord How -
ard, the o fficer on guard, as W yatt
ham mered madly against the iron bars
The crowd pressed still more thickly
about wus W e were ended now |
saw some of our troop leap from their

horses and try to flee into the by-streets,

but they could not force their way

through the mob. Behind the Ludgate

stood a troop of harquebusiers, with

their fingers pressed to the triggers

of their weapons, ready to fire

“l have kept touch,” said Sir Thom as,

and slowly got down from his horse.
H e made his way a little apart, and
sat down on a bench outside the Belle
Sauvage Yard, and the dozen or so of
us who still remained with him dis-
mounted too, and we took up our sta-
tions about him w ith our swords
draw n.

My time had come now | touched
Sir Thom as on the arm, and, as he
turned his vacant eyes upon my face,
as if he did not know me, whispered,
“Sir, that letter from the Lady Eliza-
beth— it must be destroyed You
would not send her to the block?”

“No,” muttered W yatt, “no.”

But still he made no movement H e
was too far lost to recollect that it was
in his possession So | reached beneath
his arm pit and tugged at the pouch
he wore there And then, as | held it
in my hand, Lady Catherine snatched
it away from me.

She sprang at me with such vicious
fury, that she all but got the pouch out
of my hand. The strings of it came
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She was desperate, she was at
my face with raking claws . ,

apart, and there, on top of the docu-

ments, many of which were destined

to send others to the block, | saw the

forged paper, with the name of Eliza-

beth in great black lettering.

Lady Catherine tore at it, and a cor-

ner cam e away. She was desperate,

she was at my face with raking nails,

and | struck her with my fist upon the
cheek, and sent her staggering back.
There | stood, the paper in my hand,
with Sir Thomas, witless as if he had

become demented, seated upon his

bench in La Belle Sauvage Yard, and
the spectators thick about us, amazed
to see a man and a woman fighting
so desperately

Suddenly someone shouted, “'Tis the

papers of the traitor! Seize them !I”

There followed a surge among the
crowd, some pressing toward us, but
others holding them back, and crying
out that it would be well if all treason -
able papers could be destroyed, that
too much blood had already been shed
in England. And, in the midst of the

argument, Lady Catherine came at me

again, and | dealt her a buffet that

stretched her upon the ground.

The m ob cried out angrily at me
for that, but, God help me, there was
nothing welse that | could do. I tore

the stiff paper in half, and | tore the

halves across again, and then | tore

each fragment separately, and let them

float away upon the wind. So sw iftly

they flew, and so sm all had | torn them,

that 1 knew they could never be recov-

ered and patched together, and | had

saved the Lady Elizabeth.

a d vy Ca th er in e was on her
I feet again, and stood confronting
me, a red flush staining her cheek where

I had struck her

*Fool, fool!” she cried. “You shall

go to the gallows for the knave you

are! Friends,” she cried to the popu-

lace, “that paper was from the Princess

Elizabeth to this traitor, Sir Thomas

W yatt, making her privy to his con-
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spiracy against our Sovereign Lady,

Queen M ary!”

“M arry, then, how comes it that you

rode with him k& M istress?” asked one

of the crowd

She made no answer, but ran to the

Ludgate, and began to hammer on it.

“Let me in,” she cried. “l1 am on the

Queen’'s business, and must be taken

instantly to W hitehall.”

Slow ly, slowly the gate began to
open. | watched, as if in some wretched
nightm are, seated now beside Sir

Thomas, and our steeds standing by, all

our men gone, and the crowds pressing

more and more closely upon us. Then
the Lady Catherine was gone through,
gone out of my life forever But in

my heart was a great joy, for | realized

that | had played the part | had meant
to play.

W ell, from the first we had been des-
tined to be enemies, and | should never
see her again And | felt an im mense

trium ph that | had destroyed the forged

document and outwitted Gardiner and

the bloody Queen.

Through the m ob 1 saw som e of

Pem broke’'s horsemen trying to force
their way toward us. “Yield ye ! Yield
ye!” they were crying. And then, with
one of those sudden shifts of feeling
that seize upon crowds, the mob was

threatening us and screaming death to

the traitor.

Our horses had already been seized
and led away. On foot, with my sword
in my hand, | followed Sir Thomas,

expecting every moment to feel a dag-

ger in my back

I think he knew not whither he was

going, but he forced a passage through

the crowd with his sword, Pem broke's

horsemen still trying to reach us

through the narrow streets. Back we

went along Fleet Street as far as

Tem ple Bar, which is the entrance to

the city, and there a royal herald stood,
tricked owut in all his uniform

H e cried to W yatt, “Sir, ye were
best to yield. The day is gone against

you Perchance ye may find the Queen

merciful.”
For a few moments Sir Thom as stood

m otionless, while the crowd watched

h im then he sighed deeply and handed

the royal messenger his sword

But a man burst through the crowd,

raging toward me, as | was in the act

of surrendering mine “*Death to the

traitors! he cried, and thrust at me
And | recognized M aidstone

At the sight of him a sudden fury
filled me. I gave him point for point,
w hile the mob fell back, some crying

for the one of us and some for the other.

But, as our swords clashed, | knew

that M aidstone’s double-dealing w as
over | felt that supremacy a swords-
man knows, when he has right, justice,
and honor behind him , and a treach -
erous sword before.

| clashed through his guard, and
pierced him to the heart He dropped,
and | withdrew my sword and stood
glaring about me over the body of
the dead man. Then silently | reversed
the weapon and handed it to the herald

N ext moment Pem broke’s guard had
burst through, and we were surrounded,

and being led back through the Strand

to W estm inster. From a window in

W hitehall Palace, they say Queen M ary

herself watched us, and now the throng

all for her, and howling about us.

And so to W hitehall Stairs, and thence

by barge to the Tower, Sir Thomas

and |I.

W e ascended the dripping steps, and

walked between our guards to where
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the Lieutenant, Sir John Brydges,
aw aited us.

It was not to Sir Thomas he ad-

dressed him self, but to me, “Ha, M aster
Traitor, so you are back!” he said .
“This tim e, | warrant you, we shall

find a keener medicine for you than

the last Away with him 7
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CHAPTER I X

Prisoner of the Tower

w as dun -

T W AS not to my own cell that |
I taken, but to one of the

geons at the level of the water, little

better than an oubliette, and dim ly
lighted by a tiny opening overhead.
W ater dripped constantly from the
w alls. For bed, | had a paillasse of
straw ; for food, bread, water, and a
little meat. Heat there was none.
And there | lay, while the weeks
went by, awaiting the end. | knew that

I must be tried by a petty jury before |

could be condemned, but | saw no hope
of an acquittal, and | knew that no
explanations of State would even be
allowed. | guessed that | was like to

be tortured, to exact confession of the

Lady Elizabeth’'s com plicity in the up-
rising . But | w as resolved that no
word of im plication should pass my
lips

For one long spell I lay there, alter-

nately shivering and burning with fever,

believing that my death was at hand,
and that | should escape them all. But
slowly | began to mend, and now | had
nought to lo ok forward to, save the

half-hanging and the knife of the execu -

tioner

Sometimes the face of Catherine

would come before me, scornful, furious,
and, though | knew | loved her, | would

not have exchanged my fate for the

lot that she had bidden me play. Day

after day, night after night went by,

hardly distinguishable in my dungeon,

yet each morning | looked eagerly for

the summons that would be the be-

ginning of the end, even though it must

mean first the rack.

I had faintly heard the joy-bells of

London pealing for the royal victory.

I wondered sometimes why my trial

and execution were deferred But for
the most part | rem ained in a dull
apathy.

The fellow who brought me my daily

rations must have been under strict

orders not to com municate w ith me,

for he had never spoken a word to me

— nor | to him . But there came one

day— how long after my im prisonment

began, | do not know — when, after

setting down my coarse fare in the half-

light, he stopped in the entrance, and

stood looking at me, and grinning.

“W hat is the matter, fool?" I snarled

at him

“E h , great news, M aster Knyvet,

great news,” he answered. And, as |

only looked at him in silence, he added

“Lady Jane Grey and her husband

felt the edge of the headsman’'s axe

upon their necks som e days agone,

and this morning that detestable trai-

tor, Sir Thomas W yatt M aybe there

w ill be a score more, for the Queen’'s

blood is up, they say. But for you

comm on rogues the gallows, seeing

you are not even knight, let alone of

the nobility. A h, and it is a pretty

sight to see the gibbets, and the

wretches dangling from them in Saint
Paul's Churchyard, and on London
Bridge. So perish all enemies of our
Queen Be prepared, M aster Knyvet,
for your time is short.”

“And the Princess Elizabeth?” 1
asked “Has that foul monster in
woman's form put her to death like-
wise ?”

“Treason, treason!” he roared. “A sk

me not concerning secrets of State, but

be ready to meet your doom. A h, the

rack w ill disjoint those pretty lim bs
of yours, M aster Knyvet, and you shall
be half-hanged, then drawn and quar-
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tered So die all Queen M ary’'s ene-
m ies !”

And he went out, leaving me to my
reflections. At least, | thought, the
end was close at hand.

HE news that M ary had perm itted
I the execution of

a girl of eighteen, who had

Lady Jane Grey,

been made

queen against her inclinations, showed
me that there was no spark of pity in
M ary's heart, though W yatt's execu-
tion was the natural penalty for a re-
bellion that had failed For myself—

no mercy, of course; yet why was |

kept here?

I must have passed into one of the

torpors that affected me, for suddenly

| started up at the sound of a key

grating in my cell door, and discovered

that it was night again.

Guards stood there with flambeaux,
and, among them ,b, the Lieutenant, Sir
John Brydges, who looked at me in his
stern manner

“Come, M aster Knyvet,” he said

“Your presence is required elsewhere

To the rack, | thought, to the tor-

ture-chamber underneath the Tower.

But | answered nothing, only gathered
my cloak about me and limped toward
the door, for | could hardly stand from
weakness, let alone w alk. As | moved
out of that horrid place, a guard with
a halberd fell into step on either side
of me.

Yet | perceived that | was not being
conducted down toward the torture-
dungeon, but up a long, winding stair-
case, leading into a turret, and thence
into a room There, in the entrance,
| stopped in amazement The room,
w hich was fairly furnished, was filled

with a number of people, and warmed

by a cheerful fire, which, after m y

weeks in the dungeon, was intolerably

hot.

I saw red-faced Bonner, Bishop of
London, and Lady Catherine, whom |
had thought never to see again, wear-

ing a cloak with miniver, another lady,

Renard in his furred robe, and tw o

gentlemen with dark faces and pointed

beards, wearing big Spanish ruffs. And

the Queen herself, leaning upon the
arm of a Spanish cavalier, who wore
an order upon his breast

I knew him at first sight. It was
her betrothed, Philip of Spain. I saw

her glance up into his face with an ex-

pression at once so loving and so piti-
ful, so different from the harsh lo ok
she custom arily wore, that my amaze-
ment only permitted me to fall upon
one knee before her And I waited,
not even raising my eyes to hers

“W ell, sir?” That voice was harsh,
the voice of the woman who had sent
hundreds to their death, by the gibbet
and axe, and at the stake. “W ell, sir,

touching on your murdering of my lord

M aidstone ?”

But that was the purring of the cat

when it plays with its victim Queen

M ary had not come to the Tower to

speak about Lord M aidstone
My lord M aidstone was a rogue,
M adame,” | replied. “It was to avoid

repayment of a debt to my father that

he persuaded the lords of the Council

to arrest me. He tried to assassinate
me on that night when | was sent as
em issary to you at W hitehall Palace,

hiring a bravo to dispatch me in the

back, while he attacked me with his

sword.
“M oreover, my lord M aidstone had it

in mind to secure a certain document

of State, not to place it at the dis-

position of Your Grace, but to use it
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to further his own ends, whereby

Your Grace's orders were jeopardized.”

“Ha, you speak boldly, M aster Kny-

vet! W ell what of the com m ission

w ith w hich we entrusted you?”

“M adame, | strictly fulfilled it, as |

call Lady Catherine Pelham to w it-

ness N atheless, had | known that |

was being used as a tool by the Coun-

would not mention Gardiner’s

name— “1I m ight have preferred the

"He— speaks— boldly,” w hispered

the Queen in Spanish, to Philip, upon

whose arm she leaned.

again. “The

H E turned to me
:;Queen of England k"

w ith

she said,

“looks not favor upon a subiject

who betrays her, and joins the forces

of a detestable traitor

My anger overcame me. I had risen,

| stood respectfully before her, but |

would speak— | would speak, and after-

ward they could rack me and gibbet me

if they chose.

“M adam , that was a forged letter,”

I said “Your Grace was betrayed by

false counsellors.” | had sense enough

to say that, although of course M ary

had been privy to the forgery. “"And,

even had | not Boleyn blood in me,

| would be no party to sending an

innocent woman to the block W here-
fore | fulfilled Your Grace's com m ission
to the letter, and afterward acted as
seemed best to me

“How now? How now? Darest speak
so to Her Grace?” stuttered Bishop
Bonner “M adam e, this fellow's inso -
lence overrides all bounds

N ow hitherto | had seen Queen M ary
only as the stern-mannered daughter
of old King H arry the Eighth, 6 the very
soul of a man embodied in a woman.

And for a moment, as she knit her
heavy brows in amazement at my au-
dacity, | anticipated nothing but the
utm ost torture as my destiny. And
then, to m y astonishment, suddenly
she began to weep

Aye, and she clung the more closely
to the arm of her betrothed, while he

stood there with his attendantcavaliers,

so much younger than the poor Queen,
so obviously disconcerted by her re-
liance on him For to him the English

m arriage was a matter of statecraft,

and to M ary— well, she was a woman
| saw the ladies, Lady Catherine among
them b looking at me aghast

“Oh, | am tired,” cried M ary. “1 am
tired of the plots, the treacheries that
encompass me, the blood that | have
been compelled to shed to save my
realm Guide me, my lord,” she cried to
P hilip, speaking in English now, though

he understood hardly a word of our

speech. “Plelp me to be a mild and
gentle queen, for all this was none of
my desire Let us go, my lord prince,
let us go.” She turned to Bishop Bon-
ner “Deal you with this man as | have
required of you,” she said.

And she passed out of the chamber
w ith P hilip, and the two cavaliers, and
the lady who attended her. Only Lady
Catherine remained, at a signal from
Bonner And we three rem ained there,
hearing the tread of the royal party
along the corridor, while two guards
rem ained outside the door with hal-
berds

ISH O P BO NNER strode to the
B door and closed it in their faces
H e cam e up to m e and stood sur-
veying me as if | had been some queer
anim al, coarse, red-faced and yet not
without a certain look of joviality and
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Lady Catherine

good-humor. He was a bloody ruffian,

and yet | had heard of this trait in him
before.

“M aster Kenneth Knyvet, if God

ever created another fool so reckless

as yourself, I have yet to

he said “You betrayed your

you com m itted high treason, and you

dared to insult Her Grace to her face.”

“W ell, my lord Bishop,” | answered,
“you were doubtless aware that | was
sent on a false mission, aye, and like

to be assassinated before | had passed

through Southwark.”
He waved the reply aside as if it had
seem ed

no significance. And yet it

meet him ,”

trust,

to amuse him coarse ruffian though
he was.

N ow listen, sir,” he said “Her Grace
has been advised that enough blood
has been shed to atone for W yatt's

foul conspiracy, and, since P hilip of
Spain hath arrived in England, she s
in a merciful mood. You have had
the narrowest escape | wot of, since

you were to have been racked, as soon

as sufficient evidence had been pro -

cured against another prisoner, and

your evidence would have sent her to
the block.”

“l should never have opened my lips,”

1 said
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H e sm iled as | had been a child;

Bonner knew, if anybody did, the

power of the rack.

“This, sir, is no m atter of secret

statecraft,” he continued, “wherefore

I may speak freely. Her Grace hath

lately become reconciled with her sis-

ter, and it is deem ed unadvised to

pursue the m atter further. And, since

you have been pardoned for your share

in that traitor’s rising, and there exists

nothing more against you, you are free

to depart for your estates.”

I could hardly see him then M y

knees were weakened, but, through the

haze that filled the room, | saw Lady

Catherine smile kindly at me.

Bonner clapped me upon the shoul-

der “You are a very fortunate young

man, M aster Knyvet,” he said “Come!

Horses are waiting at the Tower gate,

and you may be on your way so soon

as you w ill.”

A's in a dream , not daring to believe,

| followed him from the chamber, and

the halberdiers followed us, and so we

went downstairs until we reached the

office of Sir John Brydges.

The stern features of the Lieutenant

relaxed a little as he looked at me. He

gave me his hand. “*Good fortune,
M aster Knyvet,” he said, “and see that
you come not here again, for the Tower
is no inn, and there be few ways of
egress herefrom, save by way of the
Green.”

He meant the green space on w hich
the scaffold stood.
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And yet | could scarce believe that |

was free, until I found m yself stand -

ing beside Lady Catherine and a young

man, with six saddled horses, and three

attendant groom s.

“M y brother,” said Lady Catherine,

and began to sob. “*Fare you wellnow,

M aster Knyvet.”

the crisis of my

o w here was
N career For | the

the

forgot young

m an and groom s; | only knew

that, if | left the Lady Catherine now,

| should never see her again. So | took

her hands in mine

“It is hard to part after our com -

radeship, even though it was one of

h ostility,” | said “l go to my estates,

three days’' journey distant, and m ay

never return to London.”

“And | to my brother’'s” she

swered, and looked about her at the

silent streets, over which the dawn was

just beginning to break

“W ell, sir, and if | agreed w ith you—

what then?” she asked

“*Ride with me, Lady Catherine, and

your brother, too. Aye, let wus rid e

together, as we rode with Sir Thom as.”

“But not that way,” she answered,

shuddering But | saw a sudden ten-

derness in her eyes, a sudden yielding,

as if a mask had fallen from her.

“l love you, Lady Catherine,” | said

“And w ill you beat me, sir?” she

answered. “Ah, Kenneth!” she added

so ftly.
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CHAPTER |

N O W fell softly upon the Roof of
: ;the W orld from Ileaden gray clouds

that seemed to hang no more than an

arrow -flight above the trail Every-

where there was an extraordinary hush.

N o w ind blew. The snow -crystals

floated down so ftly and covered up cer-

tain unsightly objects by the trail’s

edge. There was a donkey, gray and

stiff, already half-buried The drifting

flakes made a paler coating over his

angular hind-legs and bit by bit blend -

ed him w ith the pure white pall that
covered all things nearby. A little far-
ther on there was a man He sat bolt

upright, half-naked and agonized, as-

toundingly lifelike in his misery. But

he was dead, of course M ost things

were dead along this trail, because it

was the year of our Lord 1220 and the

M ongols had passed this way a year

since, and there was nothing left living
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w hich once had lived here W hat few
things yet moved obeyed the orders of
the Destroyer, Ghengis Khan, King of
Thrones and M en, or else they died
And unless they happened to be M on-
gols— the keen, wiry riders of Chepe
N oyon or Subotai, or broadfaced
Buriats or Kurgiz — even those who
obeyed the orders of the Great Khan
did not live long

The two armed men who watched
the trail, therefore, were anomalous
Their shapeless sheepskin clothing
gave no clue of race, but neither of
them had the slit-like slanted eyes of
M ongols Their faces were weather-

worn,but though the eyes of the sm aller

man were brown enough, those of the

larger huddle of sheepskins were blue

They lay in silence, regarding the

trail with the indifferent calm of men

who wait without especial hope.

The big man yawned and shifted his

sword for greater com fort.

“A-ah!” he grunted. “This quest of

thine is folly, Peter

“lIt may be,” assented Peter, “but it

an oath. It was thy oath also,

And Damara is not slain

trust him ,” rum bled the

an. “l do not trust him now .

heads, and those who follow

not be fixed firm on our necks

w ithin a thousand miles. This is folly !I”

But he settled him self more com fort-

ably

T

the

to watch the trail.

H ER E came a vague, indeterm in -

ate noise from somewhere am id

drifting snow. The sm aller man,

Peter, held up his hand for silence The

sound grew slowly nearer. It was hard

to say of just what it consisted. The
soft shuffling of bare, weary feet Pant-
ing breaths. Coughings, of men from
the warm lowlands of Kharesm ia— it
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was to be Persia in later days— dying
slowly upon their feet as the thin, icy
air ate into their lungs. And there were
groans, perhaps, and mutterings w hich
were akin to babblings, certainly But
there was no song.

A vague mass appeared through the
m isty veil of falling snow M en They
came slowly onward. Some of them
were clothed, and some were half-naked
and blue with the cold Some tramped
resolutely, their heads bent Som e
staggered One fell, abreast the two
watchers. He struggled to his hands
and knees, and collapsed again. The
others of the desolate train moved
drearily aside as they passed him

There came a slim figure, walking
doggedly It was more fully clothed
than the rest. It held its head high
W hen it came to the fallen m an it
paused. It offered to help him wupright
again. The watchers heard but a muted
murmur of voices, but the man in the
snow shook his head resignedly. He
lay still, the picture of exhaustion and
despair

That pause was holding back the
m ob. A murm ur arose, with terror in
it Those beyond the youth pushed him
on. Some few of them even managed
to run a few dragging steps in their
haste not to cause delay. The terrible,
lim ping procession filed onward.

And then the guard came into view.
It was one man, one man only, on a
long-haired_, shaggy pony, sm aller than
the horses of Europe. A broad, squat,
fur-swathed figure, riding negligently
w ith a slender lance slung behind him

That rider saw the man lying in the
snow He moved, and the red lacquer
of his armor showed beneath his furs.
The lance came around He did not
spur his horse It moved on at the
same even walk. But the rider did rein
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in at the fallen man There was a chok-
ing cry as the lance went home. It
drew back and went home again. Three
tim es.

The rider raised the lance-tip and
went on at the sam e even, leisurely
walk behind the hopeless mob of foot-
sore men.

Up on the hillside something like a
struggle was going on. The big man
had unslung his bow and strung it be-
fore Peter realized the purpose of his
movement But lie seized his com -
panion in a savage grip

“Foo I he snapped in a whisper.

“W hat is this?”

There was a chok-
ing cry as the lance
went home.

“11 kill yon

big man angrily.

devil—

“Fool!” snapped

him ? These captives have

and W€ could
would go on to

tion and bleat

killed by arrows

the guard there

“W e can slay

“Fooll!” snapped

tim e “Thou

They would slaughter
thing within a hundred m

beat off the M ongol

H E big m
I rum bling. The

faded away in the

ist of falling

51

the

poor

ill
spirit
They
sta -
as

Then

third
M ongols!
living

w e

furiously,
pony-mounted guard

snow.
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The faint, indeterm inate sound of the
trudging captives died away with him
The tw o w h o w atched the trail,
scowling, seemed to forget it. W hich
was as well, because there were many
such trains of hopeless ones in thatyear
of our Lord 1220 The armies of the
Destroyer, Ghengis Khan, had invaded
Kharesmia. And having invaded it, the
M ongols did not only conquer it. They
destroyed it. The handsomer women
they kept alive — for a tim e The
stronger men they worked to death at
their siege-engines. O ther men, and
children, and women too old to be de-
sirable, they butchered Only a very
few fo Ik were spared and sent back
across the Roof of the W orld to Kara-
korum and they were artisans w ho
made things such as no Mongol was
ever able to contrive. They traveled
in just such hopeless trains as these,
too dispirited to attem pt flight. It
would have been hopeless in any case.
The Mongols had slaughtered not only
human beings; but even the wild beasts
were few and shy and half-starved
where the Horde had passed.

Slowly the leaden skies grew darker.

The gray twilight of the Roof of the
W o rld deepened into darkness. The
two who watched the trail arose, half-
buried in snow, and shook themselves
free of the clinging stuff

“1f more such convoys come,” said
Peter, “we could not tell Dam ara in the
dark.”

The big man grunted an assent. The
tw o of them attacked a steep slope.

During their climb Peter was silent, but

when he had reached the top he said

abruptly:

“It is my thought that we shall never

find Dam ara in this fashion.”

“Good!” grunted the big man “Then

we stop this folly and look to our own
heads?”

“N o !” snapped Peter. o begin a
greater folly. | become a captive of the
M ongols.”

“H ah!” growled the big man “M ad
and ever yet more mad! 1'll break thy
head for thee yet

But he made no move to carry out
his threat. They forced their way
through the feathery snow for half a
m ile or more Then an abrupt decliv-
ity, a silent greeting by a bundle of
sheepskins which was a man on watch,
and they half tum bled and half slid
down into what should have been no
more than a dream It was an encam p -

ment of some forty hard-bitten ruffians

neither dead nor subject to the orders
of the Kha Khan who was Lord over
Life and Death and M aster of Kings
On the Roof of the W orld, in the year
1220, w ith Kharesm ia being turned
painstakingly from a populous empire

into a grazing-ground, the existence of
such a force was something close to
sheer im possibility.

CHAPTER [

urT m any
B pened in

M uham m ad of

im possible things hap-

those days. W hen the

Em peror Kharesm ia

marched northward to meet the M on-

gols, it had seemed im possible for him

to be defeated. In his army were four

hundred thousand men, and the M on-

gols had had a march of twelve hundred

m iles to reach his dominions The Em -

peror M uhammad felt, so confident of

success that in his train he carried the

Georgian Princess Thamar to be m ar-

ried to his son Jelel-ed-Din. A bride

of such beauty would be a suitable re-

ward for the bravery Jelel-ed-Din

w ould doubtless display. A nd . the
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Kharesm ian prince did display that

bravery in full measure. But the army

of the Em peror Muhammad lost one
hundred and sixty thousand men in its
first battle with less than one-fifth of

the M ongol horde. Bokhara was taken

and sacked within three days of the
appearance of the M ongols before its
w alls. Sam arkand fell in exactly two
weeks

W ithin two months of the appear-

ance of the first M ongols in Kharesm ia,

the Em peror Muhammad was a fugitive

in full flight across three kingdom s, be-
ing hunted by two ftUManNsS of Mongols
under Chepe Noyon and Subotai. Jelel-
ed-Din was fighting desperately with
armies that melted away about him
careless of such things as rewards for

valor, seeking only to preserve his life
and lands. And the Princess Thamar
had vanished from human sight in the
welter of captives which were regarded
by the M ongols exactly as so many
dom estic anim als. This, it was said,
annoyed the M ongol Khan He would
have added her either to his own harem
or to that of one of his generals. And

that was nearly an im possibility, too
that even the most vagrant fancy of the

Destroyer should not instantly be grati-

fied . But the most im possible thing of
all was the exploit of Peter Fletcher
and his companion Hugh.

They had come into Kharesm ia with

a party of Persian m erchants led by

Dam ara. He had encountered the pair

in Antioch, though no man and least

of all them selves could have told why

they were wandering in the East. H e'd

proposed a splendid coup to them , no

less than the raiding of the treasury of

the Em peror Muhammad. They had

raised a guard for Dam ara’'s merchant-

caravans, Peter bullying the O riental

swordsmen into the use of longer and

straighter swords as well as the habit

of using the point in addition to the

edge, while Hugh hammered into the
archers the practice of drawing their
bows to the ear instead of the breast

only. That guard, they and Damara

considered, would be a good nucleus

for the force needed to raid an Em -

peror’'s treasure-house and make a hard -

riding escape afterward.

And the approach of war seemed to
fit in with their plans. The caravan-
guard of ruffians expanded into a troop
of two hundred as hard-bitten fighters
as a man could desire It joined the
army of the Em peror M uhammad, and
Peter and Hugh and Damara counted

on seasoning it with a little fighting, re-

warding it with a little loot, and then
carrying out their original plan when
they had a close-knit and veteran force

at their backs. They,like the Em peror

M uhammad, could see little m ore than

pleasurable fighting in the inroad of

this M ongol Ghengis Khan But like

the Em peror, they learned better.

of their num -

H EY lost one-fourth
I ber in the first battle,

w hich cost
the army of Kharesmia one hundred
and sixty thousand men. They lost a
few more, hanging on the flanks of the
M ongols before Bokhara. They le ft

Sam arkand with the Em peror him self,

but by this time Peter and Hugh rea-

lized what the Mongolinvasion actually

meant Damara had been left behind in
Sam arkand. W hen Samarkand surren -
dered and the fall of the Em pire of

Kharesmia was a self-evident fact, the

looting of the Em peror’'s treasury was

less their objective than the saving of

their own lives from the ruthless butch-

ery of the M ongols. But there was a

m atter of an oath they had taken with

Damara.
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So,while all other men fled before the

M ongols, Peter led his dwindling force

tow ard them . H e fought four times

against Mongol patrols and learned one

very useful bit of inform ation about

their strategy. A M ongol force, de-

feated, ran away only to bring a greater

force to avenge it, so that the only way

to escape utterly ruthless and wutterly
m erciless pursuit was to destroy every
M ongol who knew of their existence.
And by the time they had assimilated
that necessary policy, there were just
forty men left of the orginal two hun-

dred, and Kharesmia was a desert with

festering heaps of ashes and corruption

where citae~-"and 'hum an beings had
stood.” The forty "men w ho followed
Peter were the only men under arm s,
not M ongols, within half a thousand
m iles about And naturally, they did
not expect to live.

W hen he led them wup into the moun-
tains Hugh m iu'hiured, but the men
came grimly. They expected to die, yet
under Peter’'s headship they would see

fine fighting beforehand W hen he

camped them dangerously close to the

caravan-road that led twelve hundred

W orld to

m iles over the Roof of the
Karakorum , they settled down watch -
fully They thought, perhaps, that he

intended to raid one of the treasure-

caravans carting the loot of Sam arkand

back to the yurts and urdus of High

A sia. Yet when he let first one, and

then another go by unmolested, they

murmured not at all. They had come to

have a blind and unquestioning faith in

him — and there was not one of them

who now had home or wife or kindred

surviving to divide his loyalty. They
were dead men who happened also to
be grim fighters, and they waited to see
what price Peter would exact of the

M ongols for their lives.

As Peter and Hugh, then, half stum -

bled and half slid down into the hidden
encampment, Peter was greeted with
the wide, admiring grins of men who
follow' without any reason save blind
faith. There was horse meat cooking
upon tiny, smokeless fires. Peter had
learned from the Mongols this trick of
letting one's commissary department

carry one. There was m are’s m ilk.

There was a little— a very little— bar-

ley. The best of it was brought to the

two leaders

Lik e sensible men they ate hugely.
It was only after the first fine edge of
hunger w as taken o ff that Hugh
grunted

A H ! M Y belly groans! N ow,

A Peter, this fine scheme of being

made captive by the M ongols?”

“Thou also,” said Peter, and grinned

“The truth is, Hugh, that we swore an

oath to stand man to man with Dam ara

and he with us in the m atter of the
Em peror’s treasure. Eh?”
“True,” grow led Hugh. “And the

Em peror’s treasure being gobbled up by

the M ongols, and Damara being en -

slaved with the rest of Sam arkand, we
are freed from that oath and good rid -
dance. | did not trust the m an!”
“Thou art free, it may be,” conceded
Peter, “but I am not. And therefore |
go to find Damara among these slave-
caravans. It is true | had a better plan,
but since | must go alone, | go into the
horse-post station two leagues up the
trail and say that | wandered from
those who guarded me, and beg food

and the high honor of licking the feet of

w hatever filthy M ongol herdsm an
chooses to kick me—

Hugh growled angrily.

“Thou must go alone?” he snapped
wrathfully “Stand up and | will bash
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itym sj- 1p)

n

thy head in I come with thee, OF
else — >

“W o ell, then,” said Peter equably,
grinning again. “1 tell my plan Thou,

Hugh, art an ape. A mighty, red-haired
ape, and I am thy trainer. And w e
travel that | may display thy tricks be-
fore the Great Khan of these murderers
W herefore w e need not be guarded,
and—

“l an ape!” roared Hugh.

“Aye,” grinned Peter. “Such an ape

as these M ongols never saw before.

Now hearken! W e leave Ali in com -
mand of these our men, with orders to
risk nothing but to keep wus in sight.
And we take those crimson-dyed sheep-
skins w e looted three weeks agone,
and—

H is voice dropped a little in his ear-
nestness as he sat cross-legged, like a
M ongol him self, m aking an occasional
gesture while Hugh listened dubiously
Hugh demurred freqguently as the plan
unfolded, and com plained bitterly that
he would not be able to carry his bow,
butatlast he gave a sheepish and grum -
bling consent Yet when Peter called
an especially hard-bitten Kharesm ian
warrior from his cam pfire— the m an
having been a tailor in early days—
Hugh still grumbled and growled

But it was, nevertheless, a plan he
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could find little flaw in The Mongols

were abysm ally ignorant save of cattle

and of fighting. They were brutal, they

were murderous, and in all m atters save
war they were gullible. And, in addition
for the success of the plan, the caravan -

trails carried other traffic than m erely

the trains of hopeless prisoners, trudging

toward unending slavery in the yurts of

their brutish conquerors. There were

also couriers, bearing falcon tablets and

the dispatches of the orkhons— teaders

of the Horde— and there were learned

men of Ugur, useful as astrologers, and

Cathayans for secretarial duties, and

gray-robed Nestorian priests from the

now-conquered country of W ang Khan

to make magic upon suitable occasions

These traveled the post-routes of the

Khan over the Roof of the W orld, and

w ith them there were now and again

Arm enians,greatly daring yet tim orous,

and Thibetans hastening to join the

Horde, and sometimes Jews trudging

the Great Khan's way behind one or

two donkeys laden with stuff for barter.

These were subject to pillage at will,
but they throve by trade under condi-
tions w hich would seem to make all
trade im possible

year of our Lord 1220, how -

N T H E
I ever, im possibilities seemed to have

changed about and become the com -

monplace And so the coming of a foot-

sore, whim pering man with a great red

sham bling beast behind him held fast

by a tethering chain, was accepted at

its face value by the sleepy M ongol

guard of a dozen men in the horse-post
station on the Kara Tau. From the
Kara Tau this road wound east and

northward to the Gate of the W inds,

and beyond that it threaded its way

through m ountains and across w id e

plains to Karakorum , the mud-built city

w hich was the capital of Ghengis Khan

Therefore, strange things were to be

expected upon it. True, no man had

ever seen such an ape before, taller than

a Mongoland walking with a sham bling

gait. It had fur like that of a sheep save

for its redness, it had glaring blue eyes

w hich stared from a mask-like, woolly

face, and it wore parts of the clothing

of men, with its crim son fur showing
through the rents. No man had ever
seen such an ape before, nor heard such

uncouth cries as it uttered. But the ape

and its m aster were on the way to Kara-

korum Therefore the M ongol horse-
post master sleepily ordered that they
be given food, and shelter in the sheds
w here the- captives lay. Then he went

back to sleep,and ape and m aster picked

their way among the freezing, half-
starved artisan-slaves on their way to
High A sia— and death

But, weary as they seemed, the ape

and its m aster were in no haste to sleep.
W hile the ape squatted on its haunches

and peered suspiciously about, its m as-

ter tried to talk through chattering

teeth He whimpered of his sufferings

to those who had ten times as much to

w ail of Few answered him . Al were

half-frozen. Some were dying. N one

were more sheltered from the softly

drifting snow than the M ongols consid-

ered proper for dom estic anim als.

But the ape’'s master whimpered and

babbled on. And presently he was talk-

ing of a great man called Damara, who

had admired the tricks of his ape in

Sam arkand. A great man,a high officer,

called Damara. And had none heard of
him ?

A voice said scornfully, in fine A ra-
bic

“Dam ara? Damara? Yea, | know the
man! A merchant. A coward. A trai-
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tor! A thief! He passed by this post-
station no later than today.”

Peter Fletcher shifted his position
The great ape followed closely, sham -
bling among the prone bodies in the
snow beneath the shed-roofs. Peter
bent down and grunted in English:

'Tis a little cocklebur, alad!” M etal
scraped softly, as if a dagger had been

jerked out to be held at someone’s
throat, Peter went on softly in his own
Arabic. “Yea? Thou knowest of Da-
m ara? Then tell, lest this blade of mine
slip down and spoil a sla've for the
M ongols!”

EETH seemed to lock, in the dark-
Tness of the sheds which sheltered
the shivering slaves. The voice said
defiantly:

“Strike, then!”

And Peter grunted softly to him self,

“A h! I know thee now, lad! Today,
w hen one fell beside the trail tw o

leagues hence, a lad offered to help him

rise That showed spirit as this defiance
shows W as it thou, lad?”

The locked teeth loosened. The voice
of the youth said grudgingly

“Aye

Peter squatted com fortably beside
him . The huge red ape loomed up on
the other side Peter explained in Eng -
lish

'Tis the lad, Hugh, who would have
helped that poor devil the guard butch-"
ered. He hath spirit. It were a pity to
slay him — or send him on to whatever
hell these devils of M ongols com e
from

“Art a fool,” grumbled Hugh. “Tw ice

over W ring from him news of Dam ara
and let us begone.”
But Peter grinned in the darkness

57

“Lad,” he said, “w e be men w h o

fought for the Em peror Muhammad

But two furlongs distant, we have forty

armed men not yet subject to the M on-
gols. Now do you cry out to the guard
and babble this, and mayhap they will
give thee a gnawed bone for rew ard -
after slaying us.”

A pause. The figure of the huge red
ape grew tense. The youth gasped
so ftly:

“Take me with thee, soldier! O h,
take me w ith thee ! | beg thee by A llah!
Let me but have a sword—

Peter grunted again.

“W e have no room for children,” he
grow led. “l spoke to wurge thee, be-
cause | like not tortures. W e seek
Dam ara. W here then is he?”

The youth seemed to swallow. Then

he spoke through clenched teeth

“1f it be to slay him , know that he is

riding upon a drom edary, because he is
wounded He goeth to the Great Khan
to reveal to him knowledge of the treas-
ures of Antioch and Jerusalem and
Tiflis. For earnest of this he strove to
secure the Princess Thamar as a gift to
the Great Khan when Samarkand sur-
rendered, and it was then that a sword
slit his thigh. Two hours before dark-
ness he passed us slaves. Go, then, and
it may be he will be in the next horse-
post station, where thou mayest slay
him

Peter stood up.

“Aye, we go.” He seemed to finger
the dagger in his belt. “W ilt give the
alarm as we go— for the reward of a
gnawed bone ?”

The youth cried fiercely

“Slay me and be sure of silence! |

care not, if | may not go with thee from
these dogs of M ongols.”
Peter laughed softly, looking at the
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huge figure of the ape. The ape rum -
bled and growled in its throat

“H ah,” said Peter,chuckling. “W hat
sayest, Hugh?”

“l bash thy head in,” growled Hugh,
“if this lad goes not with us!”

“Fool!” said Peter, grinning. “W e
both be fools Come then, lad, and
walk softly.”

H E snow had ceased, now, but
Tthere were vagrant little eddies of
wind beginning to stir fitfully A's the
trio moved cautiously from the sheds

in w hich the captives lay exhausted

and like logs the duty-men of the M on -

gol guard were talking in their guttural

speech to one another They stared

off into the darkness with an air of

stolid weather-wisdom These winds
presaged to the M ongols a storm such
as they knew in High Asia, a buran,
a black snowstorm , in which only folk
like M ongols could live, and only such
mounts as the shaggy ponies of the
Altai Thur would not freeze hard as
stone.

Peter, too, knew the signs of bad

weather. Little m urm urings came from

the darkness of the mountains high

overhead Already wind-devils tore at

those high peaks, shrieking. Presently
they would com e down and fill the
passes with a strangling fog of ice-

crystals and go screaming among the

desolate mountain-flanks. W hen this

came about the captives Karakorum -
bound would die, and the guard w ho
guided rather than watched them
would shrug, and yawn, and go com -

fortably to sleep in one of the felt yurts

of the horse-post stations. W hen the

storm ended he would go leisurely back

to the ravaged plains of Kharesm ia for

another allotment of artisans to herd

into the passes again.

H alf a mile from the horse-post sta-

tion, Peter caught the youth by the

arm as he stum bled

“W alk!” he growled. “W e have no

room for weaklings!”

“1— | am no weakling!” gasped the
youth fiercely. “1f | fall, leave m e!”
The great ape slung the slim figure
to his shoulders without a word. It

seemed to Peter that he uttered a grunt
of surprise.
“H o h!

Thou'rt—

But he stopped, and went on without

another word. And Peter trudged be-
side him , watching behind for a sign
of alarm at their departure, and plan-
ning busily ahead.

But there was no alarm The watch
of the M ongols was sluggish and in -
different. They would have watched
cattle with more care, because cattle
would serve as food for the armies
of the Great Khan Captives were do-
m estic anim als of lesser value, and
there was more than a superfluity in
the <cities yet unravaged because yet
unreached And there was no danger
of their captives' escape. There was
nowhere for them to escape to. A1l
Kharesmia was a desert. A Il the moun-
tains were stripped of game. A cap -
tive who fled the slave-caravans was a
captive who died— unless he tried to
pilfer food from a horse-post station,
and then he was tracked down and
slaughtered with dispatch

So there was no alarm , the more
especially with the coming of the buran

so near. Peter and Hugh and the youth
went on, and their footprints behind
them were blurred by dancing eddies.
W ith the coming of the storm they

would be blotted out

H EN the stam ping
I low -toned hail. The

altogether.

of ponies and a

bivouac of the
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forty had been moved to be near the

adventuring of their leaders Little fires

of dried dung warmed the interior of
sheepskin tents, and Peter led briskly
to one of them Hugh put down the
youth he had carried and m uttered
briefly in the lad’'s ear

“Feed him ,” said Peter abstracted]ly.
“He "will not have been overfed, |
think. And let AIli come to me here
W e move tonight and ride far before
.the dawning.”

“1n the buran?" demanded Hugh.

“W hy not? It would hide the trail
of an army, let alone forty men who
need concealment And we are hard
enough to endure a little cold!”

Hugh grunted, looking at the youth
they had brought from the captive
train. He was half-starved and thin
and frail W hen food was brought to
him he ate voraciously, but with a

peculiar daintiness. H e did not look

up w hile the two or three under-officers

of the forty came to the tent and re-
ceived Peter's orders in the bastard
Arabic of Kharesm ia He paid no heed
as M ongol ponies squealed outside on
being caught and saddled, or while
men tore down tents and made ready
for the second move of the night with

the m atter-of-fact celerity of old cam -

paigners. The youth ate.

“H aste!” said Peter im patiently.
“They come for this tent Canst ride?”

“Aye,” said the boy with more than
a hint of defiance “And use a sword,
too! In my country even women ride
better than the Turks

Hugh chuckled. Peter half-smiled.

“How old are thou, cockerel?”

“Sixteen,” said the boy defiantly,

“and my father trained falcons for the

King of Georgia, who was father to the

Princess Thalm ar I ride hard, sol-

dier!”

ETER grinned even w hile he shook
Phis head disparagingly at the boy's
slight figure. In the year of our Lord
1220 one was a man at sixteen. It was

necessary, because at forty one was

elderly, and at fifty old indeed.

“1 w ill give thee to the care of two
troopers,” he grunted. “They will aid
thee somewhat, but not to the peril
of their own lives.”

Hugh growled unexpectedly.

“N ay, Peter. The lad rides w ith us
H e hath spirit G ive him a sword.
At least a dagger! It is my will. And
he hath not warm clothing. He shall
have somewhat of my sheepskins. This
ape’'s dress warm s me enough

Peter looked at Hugh, so he did not

see the hot flush on the boy's face, nor

his frightened glance at him

“Soft-head,” he grunted. “1 swear,

Hugh, thou'rt fool in proportion to thy

bulk! Thy clothes? He will be lost

enough in m ine! Come, lad.”

It was no more than five minutes

later that the cavalcade rode off, and

it was a motley crew indeed Peter

and Hugh rode on ahead with the lad
between them . And behind them
trailed forty men upon Mongol ponies
— shaggy sm all beasts, astoundingly
sure-footed — and beside each one there
was a spare mount, and there were
tw enty extra horses besides Those
last were laden, though lig htly, w ith

such few supplies as they had gleaned

behind the M ongols, and the trivial loot

they clung to through all vicissitudes.

And now the buran struck, in a

screaming wall of needle-sharp snow -

flakes and a wind whose utter frigidity

cut through even sheepskins. The noise

it made was desolate and despairing.

Bare skin exposed to it grew raw

was shredded by the razor edges of

the snow Each breath drawn into a
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man’'s lungs stung and hurt like fire,

save when he flung his arm s before

his face and breathed through the

odorous sheepskin fleece of his gar-

ments. Peter leaned over to shout in

the lad’'s ear, warning him of this. But

the boy had lifted up his face and was

crying loudly

“W e should follow the traill! W e

can slay any we come upon, and we

w ill not miss the horse-post!”

Peter thumped the lad warm Iy upon

the shoulder.

*Good lad! W e turn now!”

The boy shouted again, fiercely

“l have traveled many days. I know
how these posts be contrived. Let me
go with thee to slay Dam ara

And Peter grinned in his sheepskins
as he bent his head to the blasts that
tore at them The cocklebur thought

they planned to slay Dam ara? Let him

think so, then Peter him self did not

care overmuch for this m atter of D a-

m ara’'s turning traitor m erely because of

capture. But then, Damara had gone

into Kharesmia with the two English-

men to make a raid upon the Em peror’s

treasury. There was no code ready-

made to fit the case. A soldier should

not betray his em ployer to another em -

ployer of soldiers. That was not proper

Even thirteenth-century soldiers’ ethics

condemned that. But, on the other

hand, Dam ara and Peter and Hugh had

privately declared war upon the Em -

peror Muhammad, and stratagem s were

not to be too much decried. Such faith -

ful service in battle as they had given to

that Em peror was sim ply so much to

his gain. W hat Dam ara had done was a

m atter for his own honor, even if Peter

would never have thought of doing it.
But Peter and Hugh were bound by
oath to help him They would rescue

him from these M ongols and debate the

fine points later.

N O W beat upon them like a solid
: ;wall W ind tore at them with freez-
ing, clutching fingers. Cold seeped

through the thick sheepskins like water

through abank of earth. They grew stiff

in their saddles Their lungs burned

Sheer breathing was a torment. For un -
ending,age-long hours they fought their

way. It was madness to fare forth in

such an icy tem pest. To essay ajourney

of fifteen miles was stark lunacy. Even

M ongols on the business of the Khan

would not be guilty of such folly.

And faintly, through the screaming

of the bUran,there came the tinkling of

bells. A rider, a Mongol, came reeling

toward them upon a shaggy pony, still

half-m asked by clinging snow when he

was only five yards away. A courier of

the Khan, as the bells proved. He raised

his arm and shouted and drove on.

Hugh killed him . And the youth
struggled out of his saddle and fum bled
in his garments for the falcon tablet
that proved his errand w hile Peter
swore furiously at him for the delay.

But then the youth fought his way back

into the saddle and the cavalcade went
on, the leaders a hundred yards ahead.

And there were more long tortured
hours yet, before the faintest of gray

light appeared all about them Then the

youth pointed through the thick mist of

screaming snow. There were the clum sy

felt yurts of the horse-post guard and

the sheds for hay and barley. This was

a larger post than the previous one; the

seat of a daroga, the governor of a dis-

trict of the horse-post There would be

many men here, besides Dam ara.

easy m atter to m ake the

T W AS no
I arrangements that had to be made,
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in the screaming tumult of the storm
The three leaders turned their horses
and floundered back to the following
men. By signs— seen only of the near-
est— Peter turned them from the trail.
Floundering, gasping, freezing, he

herded his troopers into the slight shel-

ter of a vast heap of boulders where the

wind was lessened to a mere icy gale.
Here they were probably no more than
three hundred vyards from the horse-
post station, but in the tumult of the

buran there was no danger of discovery.

No man, not even a M ongol, would be

abroad in such a blizzard if he could

stay w ithin Peter's voice roared orders,

and Hugh's stentorian bellow repeated

them

The men were to dismount Every

man to huddle between two horses for

the warm th of their bodies. No shelters

to be made. Two men to the trail as
watchers, to be relieved every five m in -
utes lest they freeze to death If the
leaders were pursued on their return,
the men would know what to do.

It was still m ore than half dark.
Dawn was a faint graying of the black-

iness, no more, and only the eerie lum i-

nescence of the snow distinguished the

world from the dark figures of men. A ir

and sky and ground alike were dirty,

sordid gray. The earth, as a sole dem ar-

cation, showed a lesser smother of

sw irling snow than the air above it.

Peter and Hugh saw their orders

obeyed The) turned and floundered on
foot back to the trail again. A's they
reached it, som ething clutched at
Peter's foot. It was the boy, stum bling,
who had grasped at him as he fell.

“l— | come,” he gasped when Hugh
hauled him roughly to his feet. ‘‘I have
traveled long upon this road. | w ill
show thee

Peter’'scold-stiffened features cracked

into a grin at Hugh. Hwugh rumbled in
his throat. The two of them ,k then, put
shoulder to shoulder and forced their

way against the blast of the bUran,with
the slighter figure of the boy struggling

desperately to come after them in the

lee of their bodies.

It seemed an hour, and was actually

nearly half of that before the dark yurts

of the M ongols loomed up as shadows
There were six of them , and their wind -
ward sides were caked with the buran's
burden of snow"’ Huge tents, they were,
braced about their walls by a lattice-
work of poles which held the heavy felt
as firm as masonry against the storm
To leeward the felt itself was visible.

And to leew ‘ard were the doorways.
They were closed by stiff curtains,
lashed down, but the three smelled the
transient reek of pungent smoke and
even more pungently stinking bodies.
The Mongols were not a cleanly race
Then the icy breath of the buran biew
away that reek and clutched at their
very lungs to freeze them

The boy clutched at Peter’'s shoulder

“N ot here!” he gasped above the

screaming of the storm “They scorn all
who are not M ongols, even traitors. H is
yurt w ill be small. Come!”

fought their way past the first

H EY
I of the YUTrts.

There were no figures
on guard outside There should have
been no need. In such weather even

cattle died, and assuredly no human be-

ing could survive save clad in such gar-

ments as the M ongols reserved for

them selves alone

A squat figure loomed, coming from

the horse-herds. The boy lunged toward

him ,  but Peter struck first. The Mongol
died. The boy cried outin angry protest
at having been forestalled in the killing,
shook him

and Peter wrathfully
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“H o Id thy tongue, cocklebur!” he
growled. “W e seek Damara.”

The slim figure tensed with passion,
then pointed. Some ten yards distant a

sm alleryurtstood vaguely visible in the
half-light, its top bellying and bagging

in the gusts of the buran.

“He will be there!” panted the boy
“All those of the Horde who are not
M ongols are placed in such yurts as

these.”

Peter flexed his sword reflectively be-
tween his mittened hands Hugh pulled
out a monstrous curved yataghan. There
yurt with

might be Cathavans in the

Dam ara, or those Urgese astrologers who

traveled with their wide black hats and
yellow cloaks in the wake of the Khan's
arm ies. Such folk might need attend -
ing to.

But when they slashed the felt cur-

tain at the door and leaped within, there

was but one man visible. He crouched

by a dimly smouldering fire with a stiff-

ened leg stretched out behind him and

carefully covered w ith filthy skins. He

cringed at their entrance, and at Peter'’s

trium phant roar of laughter he

blanched But then, as Peter clapped

him roughly on the shoulder, Dam ara

gasped, and choked, and at last grinned

uneasily in response to Peter’'s guffaws.

“H ah! W e have found thee, D a-
m ara !” grinned Peter. “How bad is thy
leg? Canstride?”

There was a little stir at the back of

the tent. The youth darted forward like

a flash, the dagger Hugh had given him

flashing in the faint light of the fire

Hugh went to him rum bling.

“A slave,” said the boy fiercely,

though his voice shook “Shall | slay

him also? My blade is at his throat!”

“N ay!” chuckled Peter. “Thou dost

not understand, cockerel. Dam ara is a

friend. There is an old oath that we
three stand together And w e have
come to rescue him from these M ongol
devils. Canst ride, Damara? W e have
horses—

The boy flung him self forward, his

eyes blazing, his breast heaving.

“Thou'rtatraitor,too?” he demanded
thickly and still. “And

more fiercely

lured me—

“H ush, bantling,” grow led Hugh.
“*Hush! W e be no traitors. If Dam ara
hath turned his coat, 'tis his affair, not

ours.”
N ow Damara saw the boy He shook
and went white. He licked his lips. And

Peter said im patiently:

“*Speak, man! Canst ride? If not,
'tw ill be a sharp business getting thee
clear. Hugh and | can carry thee to the
horses—

“*N -nay, Peter. I— | do not wish to
go,” said Dam ara, shakily “No, | will
not go. 'Tis true | have changed em -
ploy, but this Great Khan w ill overrun
the world. | shall hold high office under
him , when once | have speech with him
Ye know my tongue, Peter and Hugh.
Ye know — "~

Peter swore His eyes grew cold

“There be not many men, Damara,

who hold to an oath behind the M ongol

lines. W e swore to stand with thee and

thee with us W e have kept our oath

W e are here to carry thee clear of these

devils. I say we are here to aid thy
escape, or die with thee in trying!”

A gain Damara licked his lips.

“N -nay, Peter. N ay, Hugh. l— 1
w ill not go. | am safe I shall be in high

favor with the Khan I shall have news

to tell him —

“Aye!” growled Hugh. “Of Antioch

and Jerusalem and the treasures there-

He rumbled an oath
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from the slum s of the O rient and spat
disgustedly. “H o, Peter, let us go from
this carrion! W e are freed of our oath,
assuredly!”

“Aye.” said Peter grimily, “we are
freed of it.”
‘*Tflwould speak a moment with this
-lI- boy,” said Damara in a sudden

eagerness “Such a young one as he

would go far in the em ploy of the Great

K han Lad, | would speak in thine
ear.”

Peter's face was dark as a thunder-
cloud He struck im patiently with the

point of his sword at the dirt floor of

the yurt.

“Speak, then !I” He added in a furious
irony. “l take it, Dam ara, thine honor
w ill hold thee from reporting to thy
JVliongol friends aught of our good faith
w ith thee 17

But Damara was whispering in the
youth's ear, his eyes glinting as if in

m ingled fright and menace. Hugh

watched the boy’'s face in amazement,

The firelight showed the changes upon

it. Fierce rage, then horror, and then a

blaze of emotion Hugh could not even

guess at. Suddenly the boy broke from
Dam ara’'s grasp and went to the back of

the yurt. He

flung him self down on the

ground

“l stay,” he said in a muffled voice,
"w ith Damara. I thank thee, friends,
for thy help | stay and serve the Great

Khan for the rewards | shall gain.”

There was silence for an instant w hile

the wind shrieked over the top of the

tent It seemed as if a sob came from
the boy. But Peter was filled with a
vast, an explosive, a terrific rage.

"'“Thou, Damara,” he said savagely,
“look well and gain high rank w ith
m any guards, because some day | shall

tear thy traitor’s throat out! And thou,
lad —
The boy sat up. There were blinding

tears in his eyes He half-screamed at

them

“Go!” Tthe cry was fierce and savage

and despairing. He sobbed.

Hugh tugged at his shoulder and

Peter stum bled out into the storm

again. Twice he halted irresolutely, and

Hugh dragged him on, rum bling indis-

tinguishably amid the screaming wind.

Hugh seem ed impelled to a terrific
haste H e ploughed onw ard w ith
m ighty strides, and ever and again he

turned to stare behind him wiping the

snow from before his eyes with his m it-

tened paws to see more clearly.

UDDENLY Peter began to curse,
Strudging through the snow w ith
the wind thrusting angrily at his back

“The fool! The coward! The pol-
troon ! The foresworn!” he raged. “W e

fought through half a thousand m iles to

save him , and he is at ease and a
traitor!”

Hugh gazed behind, and growled.

“l told thee wast a fool,” he grum -
bled. “I did not trust Dam ara.”

“And the lad,” raged Peter, more sav-

agely yet. “A lad of spirit! Of courage 1
Yet he but listened to Damara’'s foul
m outhings and turned like a wom an—

“H a h !” grunted Hugh, staring be-

hind; “They com e, Peter! Dam ara

hath set his devil friends upon us Out

sword ! W hen they see us, we lead them

to our men. Aye?”

“ slay a few first,” snarled Peter,

beside him self with wrath. “Hugh, that

lad —

“Um ph!” grunted Hugh. “If that lad
changed lik e a woman, Peter, it was
w ith good reason The lad is a woman
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| knew it when | picked him wup to carry
him .— A h! N ow to slay a few and
then—

The heavy curved sword he bore
snipped off the head of a slender lance

Peter leaped in The Mongols had come

charging without order to kill two men.

But with the screaming of ten thousand

devils about and above and all among

the mountains, the pair on foot let red

blood flow from the leading horsemen,

then leaped to the saddles in their places

and charged savagely upon others of

the men who came charging from the

horse-post station. Yelling trium phant-

ly, Peter and Hwugh slew three before

they turned tail and fled — to where

their men were mounting, fitting arrow s

to their bows and waiting the labored
charge of the M ongols.

“Slay them , lads!” roared Peter,
aflame with blood-lust. “K ill these dev-
ils and we have loot and to spare Out
swords! At them !”

Out of their lurking-place came the
forty in a merciless, arrow -sw ift charge.

Arrow s did spring out before them

unanswered They were ready, warned,

and raging. The Mongols were taken
by surprise and armed only with their
lances. M oreover, the snow left no
room for strategy. It was a fight of
sword and shield against lances, at first,

w ith no speed behind the lances to m ake

them deadly. The Mongols were at a

hopeless disadvantage They were even

outnumbered But at that there was

some pretty fighting before the last of

them was cut down

H E light was brighter by a little
I w hen the forty moved upon the
horse-post station. It was a necessary

move, of course, because the only way

to prevent pursuit by a strong M ongol

force was to kill every M ongol who

knew of their existence. Peter's face

was set and grim Hugh rumbled com -
fortably.

ol m ind m e now,” he grow led in
Peter's ear “W e said naught of having
men with us. Damara knew it not. He

thought us alone.”

“He will learn otherwise,” said Peter

grim ly. “Art sure, Hugh, that the lad

was indeed a woman?”

Hugh roared w ith laughter, then

waved his arm s as they thundered down

upon the nearest yurtlike an avalanche.

N o figure came out to face them ,k be-
cause the report had been of two men
only, fleeing through the snow. The

crunching of the ponies’ hoofs was as-

sumed to be the slaughter-party return -

ing— if it was heard at all, what with

the screeching of the w ind and the

vastly more entertaining m atter tow ard

in that same Yyurt.

Inside that yUI’t there was reeking

smoke and filth and priceless rugs and

em broideries looted from Kharesmia. And

there were all of twenty men crowded

about the smouldering fire of dried

dung and thorns. Short, squat, greasy
anim als, these M ongols, clad in long
wadded coats with hanging girdles, or

in cloaks of the richest of looted furs.

Some of them were hung with the jew -

elry of slaughtered women. Al of them

were befouled with grease and smoke

and abominations unspeakable. They

leered at a slender figure— straight as

one of their own lances— which stood

defiantly with tight-locked Ilips in the

reeking tent of felt.

“But NOYON— m aster— Lo rd!” cried
Damara desperately, “1 say she is the
Princess Tham ar, w hom the Great

Khan him self desireth!”

The daroga, m aster of horse-post sta
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tions for a district, hiccoughed so -
em nly. He was drunken and foul and
bestial, as all M ongols were entitled to

be three times in each month by the

Law of Ghengis Khan's own prom ulga-

tion.

“That— hie— is as it may be,” he pro -

nounced owlishly “But thou art not a
M ongol, and all men save M ongols are
liars. Also the Great Khan hath said
that the women of Kharesm ia— hie— are
our slaves. W herefore— hieflwillmy—
self see how she compares with other
slaves w e have had, and after, m y
men—

He staggered to his feet and reached

out an amorous, filthy paw. And then
Peter and Hugh and their hard-bitten
fighters came pouring into the yurt.
They wasted no breath in shouting.

Theijr struck in a deadly and a savage

silence. To the stench of unwashed

bodies and the reek of the dung-fire

there was now added the thick, salty

smell of spilt blood To the howl!l of the

tem pest overhead there was now added

the screech of metal on metal, and the

panting breaths of fighting men, and
now and again a shriek. And this was
such fighting as no'M ongol liked.

On horseback the M ongol was a good

man even in a melee On foot he was

not so good. And without room for

archery, nor a chance for trickery to

the M ongols of the yUI’t

gain advantage,

fought desperately but w ith failing
hearts. There was no room even for
skilled sword-play, while the men who

follow ed Peter and Hugh were m en

w ith blood lust hot within them ,k with

defeat behind them and death before

them , and filled with a desperate hatred.

A gainst their swords the half-drunken

M ongols could not stand at all Even

the soberer ones had short shrift And

w hen icy wind poured in through a

slash in the felt of the yurt itself, and

short squat figures went howling out

into the storm , they were set upon by

other and taller figures which met them

w ith fierce joy and shut off their voices

in mid-shriek.

fighting more

H ERE was but little
I w ithin theyurt.There were only so

many men to be killed Then Hugh
bellowed an order and led all save four
men outside to search for other prey.
Peter stood in the shambles he had

helped to m ake with his bloody sword in

his hand His eyes were like very cold

flames indeed And Damara whimpered

protests and pleas, and babbled hyster-

ically copious explanations.

“Be silent!” said Peter grim ly H e
looked at the slim figure w ith tig h t-
locked lips. “Lad,” he said harshly,
“they have stripped thee of thy sheep-
skins. W e ride far. Take warm cloth -
ing from these.” He kicked at a crum -
pled figure on the floor. “And arm thy-
se lf!”

The tight-locked lips unlocked.

“l have armed, soldier,” said the de-

fiant voice which had seemed that of a

lad of spirit and much promise.- “1 have
a dagger again. And | am a woman, sol-
dier. These carrion would have made
sport of me But why should | choose
thee rather than— these?”

“Art what | say thou art!” roared
Peter. “Art a lad till we be clear of
these devils! Thou hearest!”

He scowled until the defiant, storm vy

eyes grew queerly soft. Then the lad—

girl — woman — smiled trem ulously at
him and bent down to salvage heavy
furs from the heaps by the filthy yurt
w all. Peter turned to the four men
who remained.
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“He hath a wound,” he said grim ly,

jerking a hand at Dam ara. “Bind him

carefully. M ount him, and wrap him

warm ly Then w ait.”

He scowled again at the girl. She

struggled into thick deerskin garm ents.

A dagger clanked at her waist. She

stared at him defiantly.
“And now?”
“Dam ara,” raged Peter, “what did he

say to thee, to make thee foresake us?”

“Forsake theel” cried the girl an-
g rily. “N ay! I had told thee he was
a traitor! H e w hispered in m y ear
that if | departed w ith thee he would

send his slave to the nearest yurt,w arn -

ing the M ongols that the Princess

Tham ar fled with two armed men! He

whispered that thou wouldst not be-
lieve me if | denounced him , and if
he told thee | was a woman | would
be sport for thee and all thy m en!
And he swore that if | rem ained |
would be unharmed until I was given
to the Great Khan him self! And |
could save thy life, and | had a
dagger

Peter swore savagely.

“And then—

“He and his servant seized me ere

I knew it, and disarmed me, and the

slave fled to the post-guard, bab -

bling.

“That slave is dead,” growled Peter,

“and it is in my mind that Dam ara

w ill be also, ere m any hours pass

Come!

He strode outside Hugh came wad-

dling toward him grinning . He had
a nasty sword-cut across his cheek, but

he chuckled.

“Fifty men, Peter,” he rumbled con-
tentedly. “All dead. Tw o hundred
horses. Food for weeks, and loot of

arm s and stuffs and wine

Peter waved an arm

“Five men down the road,” he com -
manded “Slay all who come along
it Five men yonder, the same orders
N ow gather thy looters, Hugh, and
mount these M ongols we have killed.
W e take two fresh horses for every
M ongol, and no more W e leave no
dead M ongol to tell of resistance to
the Khan. W hen more of the devils

come, they will find split blood and
the post-guard gone. 'Tw ill seem as
if they went forth to hunt down some

poor devils who by accident were left
alive . There will be no news or pur-
suit of us. The Mongols will wait for
word of them

Hugh grunted sardonically.

“H o h! | wondered! 'Tis sim ple,
with but a buran to tlive through and

a thousand and a half miles to go O h,

it is

IS voice bellowed above the w hin -
I Iing tum ult of the storm . M en

to il

sim ple!”

began to under his direction.

Peter stared upward at the skies, and

cocked his ear to the scream ing of

the wind.

“The buran eases,” said the clear
voice of the girl.

“Aye.,” grunted Peter. “'Tw ill grow
worse later. And we cannot stay here
W e are but forty And thou—"

‘Ol am the Princess Tham ar,” said
the girl evenly, meeting his eyes. “My

father was King of Georgia. My guards

fought off this Dam ara when he would

have seized me for the Khan as Sam ar-

kand surrendered, and | hid among
the people
“Aye,” said Peter drily, “as the son

of a trainer of falcons!”

“l was a lad, lest | be shamed,” said

the girl fiercely, “and a trainer of fal-
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cons lest | be butchered, And | can
ride with any of thy men, or thee, and
I can die!”

Peter grunted again

“W e ride for Tiflis,” he said briefly.
“Some of us will live. Some of us w ill
die I shall tell my men thy father
the king w ill ransom thee richly.”

The girl said defiantly

is dead. H e died in battle.

T
®

There will be no ransom H is king -
dom is ashes, now.”

“Nonetheless,” growled Peter, “1 lie
lest | need to slit throats for thy safety.
My men are hard men, lass, but | need
them . Hugh can be trusted, and me—
perhaps. But we be a hard-bitten crew .
Yet it may be we will get with thee to
safety.”

The girl laughed without mirth as

Hugh lumbered up beside her.

“And then what? Shalll serve wine
to soldiers in a tavern? Remember,
soldier, | w as a princess. | am a

woman without land or home or hus-
band. I think it were easier to ride o ff

in this buran—

“N ay!” grow led Peter. “There is
Hugh, and here am | W e liked thee,
as a likely lad W e like thee no less
now — as a likely lad And the three

of us, with forty men behind us, w ill
fare not ill as long as swords clash

in this world of ours Eh, Hugh ?”

The girl suddenly put out her hand

“In my father’'s country,” she said
suddenly, her voice very grim and
fierce, “there is a castle~old and tum ble-
down. It is hard to come at, and it is
sm all, and | think not the M ongols
w ill ever come to it. High in the moun-

tains it is, and there is but a tiny vil-
lage near, and it is raw and bleak and
harsh in all that country. But with

forty swords a man could hold it and

raid the fertile lands beyond the hills,
and it is in my mind that one could
live well there, fighting often, since MY
father the king hath died and his king -
dom is overrun by the M ongols.”

“H ah! A hold to fight from ?” de-
manded Hugh keenly. “W ater? For-

age?
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U G H stam ped aw ay. H e cam e
H b.ack w ith three horses. Great
m asses of the knife-edged snow clung
to the furs he had looted from som e
fallen M ongol The forty hard-bitten
troopers were formed up, now, ranged
in the apparently undisciplined but
actually well-designed form ation of
troops ready for a forced march with
four spare horses to each man The
M ongol dead hung stiffly from saddles

they would vacate beyond the first

m ountain-flank. W hat loot there was,

and what provisions, loaded the pack-

anim als not too heavily. Snow flung

past them in sw irling clouds The hoof-

print of a pony lasted only while his
hoof rem ained in it. The flying snow
erased it instantly afterw ard.

The girl sprang to the clum sy Tatar
saddle Hugh put a great paw on her
shoulder.

“Lass,” he rumbled. “Peter was ever
a fool H ast given him a castle, and he

hath taken it. But the poor fool know -

cth not what else thou hast given him !”

The girl flushed Then she flung back
her head and laughed

“But thou,” she said chuckling, “thou
must not tell, Hugh! 'Tis for him to
learn of— and take!”

She wheeled her pony aside as Peter
reached for her wrathfully But she

spurred forward and took her place con -

fidently between the two of them when

they led their cavalcade away from the

horse-post station w hich now w as

em pty of living men The snow swirled

past them and the wind screamed above

them The buran,the black ice-storm of

High Asia, swept through the passes of

the Kara Tau. Twenty yards distant,

all things dissolved into a fleeting w hite

m ist. A hundred yards behind the caval-

cade, there was no sign that it had ever

been The snow had obliterated the

trail

They swung off the post-road that

came from the desolated plains of Khar-

esmia and led to the Gate of the W inds

and thence to Karakorum They rode
steadily. W hen the grisly cargo some
of the ponies bore was jettisoned, they
went faster. Sheepskin-clad, alert,
toughened now to be a match for even

the M ongols in endurance, they began

a ride of fifteen hundred miles through

territory held by the horde that had re-

duced Kharesm ia to heaps of ashes and

corruption.

They rode hard, with the wind trying
to strangle them and the cold to congeal
their blood. Hugh scanned the way,
worried, as best he could. It was need -

ful to find a sheltered spot in which to

bivouac through the rest and worst of

this buran. Presently he turned relievedly

to Peter, pointing. Then he growled.

Peter and the sm all slim figure were
riding close together Close together
indeed. Their heads were merged as
one It was clear that Peter now knew
that the Princess Tham ar, in addition
to a castle, had given him her lips. H e
was taking them

“Hoh!” growled Hugh. He roared in

Peter's ear ‘*Here we camp, Peter!”

Peter looked up It w as he w ho
looked ashamed The girl smiled at
Hugh with eyes like stars.

“Fool!” grumbled Hugh. “W ert ever
a fool, Peter! And there will be naught
but more of this folly until the storm
blows out.” He paused, and laid a mon-
strous paw on the girl's shoulder. “Aye,
lass,” he rumbled. “Else | w ill bash his
head in !”

Then he swung in his saddle and bel-

lowed furiously,

"Dismount!”



Rodger Alyard hesi-

O R a second
I tated by the little cherry tree behind

the garden w all “Life's a fight,” he
m uttered “Only the daring deserve the
fair.” He glanced up at the grim frown -

ing battlements of Castle d’'lvry, at the
flashing lights reflected off m any a pol-

ished cuirass of pikem an and arquebu
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“Who is tie?
he hidden?”

Where is
he snarled.



ts % Benediction

sier, guardians of this powerful strong - There she sat, in the little rose arbor
hold as she had promised H is heart stopped,
He slung six feet of polished yellow then catapulted eagerly. I'n her shim -

yew -bow to his back, grasped his quar- mering apple-green gown she looked
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like some forest nym ph strayed from

her woody kingdom Golden brown

hair that glinted red in the brilliant sun -

light, cascaded over her shoulders and

bespoke a northern heritage. Cherry

lips relieved the dazzling whiteness of

her skin. A low cut bodice revealed the

curve of snowy breasts that swelled

virginally Ysabeau de Lore, scion of a

noble house, now a ward, and virtually

a prisoner of her lecherous stepfather,

Alyard’'s hand on the stave gripped

tight. A fierce love hunger shone from

his eyes

He looped long Ham pshire legs over

the rough wall and dropped silently,

w ith woodsman’'s cunning, to the green -

sward . Slight as was the sound, she
heard it and turned frightened blue
eyes in his direction. Three quick

strides and he crushed her in his arm s.

In the wrenching ecstacy of that em -

brace he seemed oblivious of the fact

that for a sim ple Ham pshire gentlem an
to be caughtin a love tryst within these

sacred walls meant death Archers and

arbalesters there were in plenty to pin-

cushion his skin, and guards and men-

at-arm s to finish the work, while grim

French noblemen turned their wrath on

the girl. He gave no thought to the

enorm ity of his offense nor to its conse-

quences, but the girl seemed instinc-

tively aware of both Hoarse shouts

brought him b ack to Paris and the

garden of one of the most powerful
nobles of the realm
An arbalest bolt thudded to the

ground at his feet Desperately she

pushed him from her. The tender love-

light faded from his clear grey eyes to

be replaced by a hard flinty glitter. H is
Even his

face stiffened H is jaw set

tawny yellow hair seemed to raise on

his head like a crest.

“Run!” Her frightened eyes pled
w ith him . “M y stepfather is a hard
m an He's sworn that | m arry d’'Es-
touteville tom orrow . H e'll kill, torture

you.”
“M arry d'Estouteville— that old toad

— tom orrow ?” H is breath caught, his

Only d’Estouteville

stood erect, a long ar-

row embedded in his
chain mail.
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voice deepened in angry astonishment
“Run! Run! She stifled a scream
Two men-at-arms darted at them from

the trees. Alyard reached for his quar-

ter-stave against the tree, grasped it

firm ly with both hands near the m iddle

A quick step forward and he parried a

sword thrust from a black-bearded sen -

eschal. The stave whistled as it swung

once around his head, straightened, and

found its m ark at the base of a brown

neck. The man staggered and collapsed

at his feet. He ducked low under the

swinging blade of the guard on his

le ft, twisted on his hips, and jabbed
w ith the blunt end of the stave at the
open throat. The m an choked and

stepped back. Again the w histling hum

of the quarter-stave around his head,

the solid thud of good oak on a pock-

m arked neck, and the man dropped like

a poled steer

H-H -H!” He heard Ysabeau's
Osharp intake of breath. H e
wheeled

sharply. To his le ft stood

G illes d’'Estouteville him self, his crag -

gy, hawk-face fairly spitting furious

m alice. W ith him panted three archers

leaning on their crossbows, resting

after their run. “Shoot me that mad

Englishm an,” he snarled. “Ysabeau, go

to your room Your father and | will

settle with you later

She sank back in the bower instead

and watched with fear-filled eyes the

half played drama before her

Alyard had already dropped the quar-

ter-stave, bent the long yew-bow across
his left leg, and snapped the braided
linen cord in place From his sheath
he pulled four cloth-yard arrows and
w ith a single quick movement of the
hand thrust them point down into the

ground . The crossbowmen had fitted

the four-edged quarrels in slot and were

cranking their cumbersome weapons
In the time that it would take to name
the four apostles slow ly, the cord
twanged shrill and high, like a swarm
of angry bees— one, two, three, four

times. Three archers clutched at shafts

just above their gorgets. Only d'Es-
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touteville stood erect, a long arrow em -

bedded in his chain m ail.

Alyard turned to the g irl; kissed her

lingeringly. “M eet me here tonight,” he
said quietly.
“l dare not. D 'Estouteville’'s brother

Robert is provost of Paris. W ithin half

an hour the entire police of the city w ill
be hunting you.” She trem bled a little
in his arms. The thud of feet sounded
along the wall, the clash of arm s, and
the patter of m any men running.
“Tonight,” he said, and kissed her
full on the lips. His whole body quiv-
ered in sudden responsive ecstacy.
“Tonight then,” she breathed, “al-
though it means torture and ..." For a

moment she fingered his tawny yellow

hair, then turned and ran lightly down
the path

Five strides took him to the wall. A
high peach Iim b, a long swing, and he
stood atop, crouching a little under the
swarm ofarrows and arbalest bolts that
showered thick around Twice more
the yellow bow strained, the linen cord
twanged sharply. Howls of pain and

rage floated up to him During the sud -

den scurry for cover, he dropped to the
ground and w as o ff lik e a streak
through the narrow crooked streets
b uilt alm ost to the castle walls— a veri-
table tangled rabbit warren— crowded,
swarming, turbulent.

H IS was Paris, the fifth of June,
T1462— the feast of Corpus Christi,
La Fete Dieu. The whole town, gar-
nished and bedecked w ith green
branches, waved like a forest. From
every window hung rich cloths and tap-

estries to welcome the passage of the

body o f G od. The tw o hundred

churches and convents of the city were

singing and saying their masses and the

offices of the feast.

Alyard had been only partially able
to shake off his pursuers. He darted
through narrow alleys, twisting and
turning, taking advantage of every
stratagem but still d'Estouteville and
a half dozen archers hung on tena-
ciously. Near the cloister of St. Benoit

he espied a reposoir, a tem porary altar

lovingly ornam ented w ith silks and

flowers and lighted tapers. Q uickly he

burrowed under the green branches and

pulled a fold of eastern silk about his

lank body Through achink he watched

d'Estouteville and the hue and cry

sweep past and turn down a side street.

It was sweltering hot under the little

altar He could see the colored proces-

sions along the Rue St. Jacques— the

w hite-robed singing men, the children

strew ing flowers, the m onks, friars,

wardens, beadles, and court dignitaries;

the thurifers with silver censers tossing

clouds of white fragrant sm oke; the
rich cloth-of-gold canopies, and finally
the Host itself in its precious mons-
trance

At length the hot afternoon waned.

Q uickly he mingled with the swirling

crowd. From the M ule Tavern across

the rue St. Jacqgues came the sounds of

careless voices and a rude stave of rau-

cous song Carefully he elbowed his

way through the holiday throngs to the

tavern. A gustof hot sticky air greeted

him , heavy with the reek of spilt wine

and stale ale He pulled his hat well
down over his face, found a deserted
corner, ordered wine, and began plan-
ning his night's adventure. First he
must get Ysabeau out of the castle to
some place of safety. The simple state-
ment brought a wry smile to his lips.
Castle D 'lvry housed well over a hun-
dred armed and trained retainers, had
stood nine m ajor sieges, and without

artillery was considered close to im -
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pregnable The castle was alarmed and

expectant. Alyard stood not only alone,

but was a hunted man, a foreigner, a

marked man

“Life's a fight,” he grinned feebly at

the motto of his house Another he had

adopted for this cam paign, “O nly the
daring deserve the fair,” brought a gri-
mace of exasperation. H is face grew
steely hard— his fighting face “By the
glory of God,”»he swore the mighty
oath, “Ysabeau would leave the castle
this night.” She had told him enough

of her stepfather’'s sadistic cruelty and

that of his boon companion d’'Estoute-

ville to convince him of the necessity of

haste. The marriage tomorrow ... he

ground his teeth. They must have sus-

pected their former meetings and ad-

vanced the date

became aware

UDDENLY Alyard
S of a man seated at the table beside

h im a man whose stealthy coming had
hardly awakened his forest trained ears

“Kind sir, a share of your goodly
wine,” the stranger whined, leering side-
wise from bloodshot yellow eyes. The
man was of medium height, but thin to

em aciation with along razor nose above

loose sensuous lips. Under his left nos-

tril ran a puckered jagged scar. A high
bald forehead sloped back to coarse
black hair as though it had suddenly
dropped below tim ber line. H is long
gallows face seemed a com posite of all
the rakes, bullies, sneakthieves, burg-
lars, quacks, beggars, mummers, and

rascals that infested Paris at that time

Alyard shoved the wine towards him

repulsed by the man's appearance, yet

somehow attracted by the strong elu-

sive personality. The stranger seized

the wine with a flourish, drained it at a

gulp. Amused, Alyard called for a bot-

tie of Beaune, only to see it vanish as
before
*Francois de M ontcorbier, sometimes

Des

Loges, but to you, kind sir, plain
Francois Villon, at your service.”

“The poet?” Alyard started. H alf of

Paris was singing this man’'s verses,

yet villainy had been newly coined from

his name.

Atyard grinned at the sorry
apparition.
“Poet and M aster of Arts,” the man
continued with a strange gleam in his
yellow eyes. “Scholar in thieving and

lechery; master in advanced burglary;

champion cozener and picklock.” H e

commenced a rollicking ballad full of

thieves' argot and strange jargon but

w ith an irresistible gusto in its perfect
swing and rhyming.

“H ush!” Alyard silenced him w ith
difficulty. “You draw attention to me.

H alf the police of Paris are on my trail,”

and he told the story of the afternoon in

the garden. “Tonight,” he continued, “1
must get the maid to a safe place.”
“Break into the Castle d’'lvry! W hat
a conceit!” Villon blew through his
nostrils and capered wildly with his

heels under the table Suddenly he
stopped. “Archers! The watch!” H e
shot a quick glance at the door. “Q uick!

Follow m e!” They dropped to hands

and knees and scrambled under tables

to the scullery, and out the kitchen
door Villon dived into a black dirty
alley. Alyard followed, grum bling,
“*Crawling and ducking with a six foot
bow and quarter-stave is tripping hard
w o rk They crossed the rue St.

Jacques and emerged in the shadow of

St. Benoit cloisters by the stone bench

under the great clock. Villon led the
way along the w all At a tiny door he
inserted a key, and they tiptoed past a
snoring old priest, up to an attic room

under the eaves
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“You'll be fairly safe here 1"l be
back in an hour,” Villon said and left
hurriedly. The room w as evidently

Villon's bedroom , dirty and frow sy,

what Alyard could see of it in the dark.

He peered through the tiny window at

the stars. He felt suddenly helpless and

alarm ed. W hat if this m ad rascally

poet had gone for the police? Undoubt-

edly a reward had been offered Som e -

thing in the man’'s m anner had inspired

confidence, however, and he pushed the

m atter from his mind. Some sixth sense
to Id him that Ysabeau was in grave
danger and he fretted like a caged lion
at his enforced inactivity

hour and a half Villon re -

N A N
I turned. “The crim inal

provost, the

lieutenants, the archers, and half the
guard are poking their pig noses into
every tavern, brothel, and lodging

house on the left bank, searching for

you.” His hands shotoutin sw ift vivid
pantomime. He made a quick circling
m otion around his neck and choked and

gurgled suggestively. For a time he

danced and capered and threw his heels

about the tiny room , snarling and spit-
ting curses at the police Suddenly he
stopped; his w ild mood seem ed to
change “Come!” he said sim ply and
led the way down-stairs.

Outside the darkness closed in on
them — heavy, silent, m ysterious. They
moved sw iftly through the narrow
high-walled streets that Villon seemed
to know so intim ately. Twists and

turns, until Alyard lost count, brought

them in the deep shadows of fruit trees.

Above loomed the grim silhouette of
Castle d'lvry — menacing in its so lid
frowning im m ensity. Tw o slinking

shadows moved in the gloom of the
trees.
“Gehon, prince of picklocks,” intro -

duced Viillo n jocularly A stum py

broad-shouldered dwarf grimaced and

blew so ftly through his sparse red
beard

“And Coline nim blefingers,” contin-
ued Villon, indicating a thin scarecrow
of a man “*M any a duck Coline and |

poached from the city moat. He wasn't

thin then He, he, he,” the poet shook

w ith silent nervous laughter. “H is belly

swelled like a cask, aye, and wriggled

and squirmed with live fowl under his

long tabard.”

“Hush, fool!”" snarled Coline. “W e ’'ve

work to do.”

“Double guards on the walls and a

sqgquad of archers hidden behind a rose

bower in the garden,” growled Gehon

“Ysabeau! Did you see her?” Alyard

asked anxiously.

“l saw no wenches,” Gehon answered

curtly

A gain Alyard looked up at the high

black walls, noted far above the walls

the narrow arrow slots that did service

for windows, listened to the measured

tread of the sentries on the protruding
fighting top. The project seemed im pos-
sible . “No daring, no maid,” he mur-
mured “Let’'s go.”

H EY seemed to understand all the
Tproceedings A tall ladder slid
silently against the w all; up went Co-
line with a rope about his waist. Alyard
could see him gain the wall and like
some human squirrel continue up the
corner of a tower, holding by fingers
and toes long hardened to this sort of
w ork. He paused at a narrow window
slot, tried the bars, then drew him self

to a window above His dark form bal-

anced for a second, then squatted on a

tiny ledge The faint rasping creak of a

file sounded for several minutes, then

the straining grunt of a prying bar and
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the shrill sgqueak of ancient iron hinges.
The crouching figure flattened and
hugged the wall A moment later @

rope dropped silently at their feet Ge-
hon made it fast to the tree trunk. A I-
yard seized the line and started up hand
over hand lik e a cat. The window
loom ed above him , higher than he
thought. Coline dropped a hand under
his arm pit and helped boost his wide
shoulders through the narrow slit that
served for window. Inside was some
kind of a chamber, stone floored and
inky dark. The window blackened and
Villon stood beside him

“M ight be a candlestick or a silver
cup at hand,” he whispered “Coline
w ill wait atthe window; Gehon below.”

Alyard felt his way to the door fol-
lowing Villon's cat-eyed progress along
a narrow hall to the main part of the
castle, then through an antechamber
and along another long corridor. They
could see a faint light now and hear the
low murmur of voices. Softly, as he
would stalk a deer, Alyard approached
the strange sounds He applied his eyes
to a crack in the door and recoiled in
horror

Ysabeau lay on her back, her body
stretched tight across a low trestle, her
hands and feet bound to iron staples in
the floor M ost of her clothes had been
torn from her and lay in a disordered
heap on the stone floor beside the bench.

Alyard growled in his throat like an
anim al. H e tried to fight down the
wild red berserk rage that swept over
him ; fought to rem ain cool and steady
H is clenched fist sought the sword
at his belt. Villo n's hand grasped
his arm . “W ait!” he hissed W ith in -
finite caution he began to open the
door. Alyard quivered with im patience

Slowly, silently, the great door swung

on |ts hingeS. A m assive oak and Ieather

Two slinking shadows moved
in the gloom of the trees.

7
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chair, inside and a little to the left, stood

between the door and the two figures

that stood over Ysabeau. Alyard began

to crawl towards it, holding tightly to

his sword to prevent a clanking.

A short black-bearded man removed

the horn funnel from Ysabeau'’'s mouth

and stepped back. D 'Estouteville set

down the water jar and shoved his face

close to hers “W ho is he? W here is

he hidden?” he snarled. She moaned a

little and shook her head Blackbeard

ram med the funnel back between her

teeth and grasped her nose between
thum b and forefinger. D 'Estouteville
lifted a large pipkin of water and again
began to pour slowly.

“The question ordinaire,” Villon

face working convulsively

“It's a form of torture for crim inals

Il've had water poured into me that way

until my heart and bowels felt like to

burst.”

Ysabeau held her breath until her

face darkened, then she choked and

swallowed.

ITH a bound Alyard was on the
Wpourer. H is sword knocked the
pipkin from D 'Estouteville’s hand.

Raging lik e a wild m an, in quarters

too close for thrust, he brought the

heavy sword-guard down hard on the
ugly head. The man's knees buckled,
his jaw dropped W ithout a sound he

crum pled at Alyard's feet Villon had

aimed a downward slash with his dag-

ger at Blackbeard’'s chest, but the man

had jum ped back.

*“Ho! The guards! A m oi! A moil!”

he bellowed

At the sound Alyard spun on his

heel He thrust lightning qgquick at the

heavy black beard The man choked,

spat blood, and slid to his knees.

Villo n had already cut Ysabeau's

bonds and was helping her to a sitting

position on the trestle. Shouts and cries

echoed through the halls The clank
of arm s and the thud of many feet
warned them just in tim e . Alyard

dum ped the bundle of clothes into her

lap, seized her in his powerful arm s,
and darted down the hall.

“This w ay!” shouted Villon, and
they dashed across the antechamber
and down the long hall toward the
window. Armed guards seem ed to
spring like m agic from every direction.
Two with drawn swords barred their
way.

“M ille diables,” gasped Villon, spit-
ting curses.

No time now to draw a weapon or

slacken speed. Alyard threw him self

at their legs, twisting slightly in the air

to protect Ysabeau. Down in a sprawl-

ing heap they dropped. Desperately
Alyard struggled to his feet, thrust
Ysabeau into Villon’'s arm s, and jerked

his sword. Two gquick blows and the

guardsm en were down again From

the corner of his eye he saw Coline and

Villon slip a noose under Ysabeau's

arm s and a sling under her thighs.

Archers and men -at -arms w ith

torches poured down the hallw ay

A gain he bent the yew-bow, stepped

out of the shaft of moonlight from the

window, and dropped four arrows in

quick succession to the right and left

of the torches. Lights sizzled on the

floor as guards scampered out of that

path of death
The window stood clear and em pty.
Alyard made it in two bounds, slung

the bow over his back, pulled down his

leather sleeves to cover his palm s, and

slid rapidly down the rope The four

aw aited him under the trees. W ith

one slash of his dagger Villon cut the

rope. H is nim ble hands darted to his
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pouch, produced twelve silver spoons.
Four he gave to Coline; four to Gehon-
“Scatter!” he whispered. “Saave qUI
peut.” He gazed sardonically at Ysa-
beau in Alyard'’'s arm s. “Comel! The
Pomme de Pin is close, and the land -

lord’'s a friend of mine
them the castle

volcano”™ spewing

RO M behind
Ferupled lik e a
forth a raging mass of guards, archers,

and half clothed retainers. A hundred

torches lighted the scene to a smoky

yellow brightness. Hurriedly Ysabeau

threw her clothes around her and they

darted into the narrow street in the
wake of Villon. “There they go!” A
dozen watchers pointed them out. A
shouting tum bling mob, half soldiers,

half Paris gutter-sweepings, took wup

the chase. Deeper and deeper they bur-

rowed into the Paris underworld, fol-
lowing Villon in a mad twisting pant-
ing dash A shaft of light from a dirty
window, a raucous ribald song, pro-
claim ed the tavern. They elbowed
their way towards a dim ly lighted cor-
ner w hile Villon sped in search of mine
host.

Ahead of them moved a swarthy Ilit-

tle man who mumbled under his breath.

Alyard caught a fleeting glim pse of

dull metal falling, heard the tiny thud

as it struck the floor He stooped and

retrieved a little leaden image of a saint

w ith arm s outstretched to form a cross
He touched the man in front of him,
The fellow turned quickly, irritation

showing in every line of his ugly thin -

lipped face H is eyes, bright and com -
m anding, bored through Alyard like a
gim let.

“W ell! he said harshly

Alyard handed him the leaden saint.
The m an’s expression changed. H e

grasped the tiny image as if it were of

gojd. H is hand rose to his greasy hat

and fastened it back in the em pty place
beside the eleven other leaden saints.

“The true cross of St. Lo ,” he gasped,

then crossed him self hurriedly and
mumbled a sheave of prayers. “D rin k
a stoup of wine with me,” he continued

harshly and sat him self down at a cor-

ner table

A religious fanatic, thought Alyard

I'd best humor him . He helped Ysa-
beau to a chair across from the little
m an

A hubbub sounded around the door

D 'Estouteville, a bandage about his
head, followed by a crim inal lieutenant,
a greffier, and a dozen archers, began
forcing his w ay through the crowd
straight towards Alyard'’'s table. In -
m ates crowded b ack from them as
though they carried a graveyard sm ell.

The lieutenant dropped a heavy hand

on Alyard’'s shoulder. “You're under

arrest,” he added roughly. Trium phant
m alice gleamed in D 'Estouteville’s
eyes The greffier droned from a heav-

ily sealed parchment

RO M across the table watched the
I ugly little man, his thin Ilips tight,

his eyes baneful.

“Plold,” he said commandingly.

*“W hat now, fellow ?” The lieutenant

turned angrily H is eyes caught the

little m an’'s greasy hat with the twelve

saintly images oflead across the crown,

the 1long swarthy face below “The
Kin g !" he gasped

“The King!The King!” A n earthen
bar-pot smashed on the rough stone
floor as a slack-jawed tapboy stared

dum bly. The noise ceased alm ost mag -

ically. Caps doffed; knees bent;
wenches curtsied.

“Yes, the King! Surprised to see me
here?” Louis asked harshly
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“But of a certainty no, your M aj- “I flght beside
my man,” she
esty,” the lieutenant stam mered. In - said quietly.
deed he had no right to astonishment
for the escapades of Louis X |I in broth-
els and mean taverns were bywords of yard's neck.
all Paris. ‘A crim inal! But that's different.”
The lieutenant gulped, hesitated, This time the King hesitated.
gained a sm all composure “The man “He has killed a dozen of your M aj-
is an Englishman, a crim inal,” he add - esty’'s subjects with that long yellow
ed hastily bow,” d'Estouteville added, seeing a

Ysabeau slipped her arms about Al- quick advantage.
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Louis's eyes traveled to the six feet

of polished yew wood on Alyard's back.

“By St Pol, 'tis more than my police
have done.” H is face Ilined in quick
hard decision “Train me *e company
in the handling of the long-bow and
you may have your freedom w ith a
purse of gold to boot......a very sm all
purse,” the miserly King added.
Alyard’'s arm tightened about Ysa-
beau “*Gladly, your M ajesty. And

Ysabeau?"”

“She is promised to me,” interrupted

d'Estouteville.

“Forget the wench,” commanded the
King .

For answer Alyard bent the bow
across his left leg, strung it, pulled his
half-filled quiver around to the front

H is face grew hard and bleak. Ysabeau
jerked a dagger and ranged by his side

“1 fight beside my man, she said
quietly.

“King Solomon

has been believed that

LW AYS it
A King Solomon’'s mines

rich. The

were fabu-

lously fact is that they were

of such low grade that if operated at

present m iners’ wages the returns

would not cover the costs of produc-

tion .

The mines were not easy of access

M any miles of barren desert had to be
crossed W ater was a major problem
The country King Solomon invaded
was full of savage tribes of blacks, who
were continually on the war path I'n
order to insure water for the caravans
to and from the m ines, and for the

working of the gold sluice-boxes, a gar-

rison of soldiers had to be stationed at

each water hole, or well to prevent the

blacks from poisoning the water.

The King ejm d them w ith silent

amusement. “W ould’'st battle the whole

of France?” he queried

“Life's a fight,” said Alyard hardily
“l stormed the castle for the maid and
| keep her.”

“A most saintly daring,” murmured
the Kin g . “You deserve the girl
O liver!” he called. “O liver le D ain!”
A man came running. “Fetch a priest
to the palace and prepare a wedding

chamber.”

The King beckoned the tw o and
they followed him out through the low
doorway Over the heads of the arch -
ers Alyard caught a glim pse of Villon's
baldish head. He drew a gold piece
from his slim purse and spun it in the
air He saw a claw -like hand reach
out and clutch the coin. An im prom ptu
verse like a benediction followed them
from the tavern and echoed along the
narrow streets.

Was A Miner”

King Solomon's sluice-box method of

washing auriferous earth was very sim -

ple and quite sim ilar to the present day
boxes. For lining these sluice boxes
King Solom on used sheepskins with
the wool clipped to about three-eighths
of an inch in length Seven skins were
used to each box The top skin was
removed each day and the other six
moved to the top of the box, a new skin
being added to the bottom The skin
that was removed was tightly rolled
and sent to King Solomon's tem ple,
where it was burned and the gold that
had stuck to it in the sluicing b o x
recovered from the ashes

The top skins thus collected were
called “The Golden Fleece.”

— B. J. Knight- A. B. Branham



circuit through the heavens since the

beginning of the fam

“Aye, the choice is in the
hands of the All-father.”

and feeble, casting pale shadows

Upsala, m any sacrifices had been

the gods that the land might

become warm . The first year

and horses had been given. The

and third years, Lapp and Fin -

thralls, and the third and fourth,

the altars ran red w ith the noblest blood

of Svithiod. A Il to no avail
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The fifth

w inter had been worse
than all. Snow fell constantly. Notwild
sw irling snow carried by howling bliz-
zards from Finnm arken— just a soft
hushed falling from the heavens— to
pile up to incredible depths

spattered horsem an rode

M U D
Athrough the

Upsala to be

portals of stockaded

imm ediately surrounded

by a sqguad of men. Reining his horse

back on its haunches, he raised a m ailed

arm in greeting.

“l am from Berig, King of Gothland,

w h o comes to the sacrifices,” he an-

nounced. “l bring a message to Don-

ald, Drott of Upsala.”

“Aye, we've been waiting you these

many days,” replied the Gate captain,

“but we expected you to com e by

w ater; the M alar is open

“Open here, yes, but there is ice in
the narrows. W e beached the ships
and came overland.”

The G ate captain mounted a horse
and guided the messenger to the skaale
of Donald.

Donald, middle-aged, strongly knit,
sat on his high seat surrounded by his
hirdsm en, among them Svarte, chief
keeper of the A esir temple

The messenger made a scant bow
The rivalry between the Swedes and

Goths for dominance in the peninsula

was intense, and the obeisance was

more of a tribute to Donald’'s office as

Drott of the Aesir faith than to his king-

ship of the Svear.

“You com e from Berig?” Donald
queried

“Aye.” the messenger answered.
“Berig and a thousand carls w ill be
here within the hour H e asks that
quarters be ready for his host.”

*“He comes well boun,” Svarte inter-
rupted sourly.

“Berig is w e ll boun wherever he
goes,” the messenger returned tartly
“A's befits the king of the Goths,”

Donald hastily added.

He gave orders to his hirdsmen who

departed to prepare for the housing of

the Gothic host, and the messenger was

given meat and ale at a table well out
of hearing of the high seat, leaving
Donald and Svarte alone

“And now, Priest, | will hear what

you have to say,” the Drott told Svarte.

“Know you then, Donald,” Svarte
was surly, “that last evening and far
into the morning | stood by the waters

of the sacred spring— and ever was the

reading the same Berig must go to the

altar. Tonight, while he is a guest in
this skaale | w ill prepare and m inister
to him a draught, and then, as he sleeps,
I will carve a rune to Odin upon his
breast.”

“Butwhy not the casting of lots as is

the custom ?” demanded Donald. “1I like
not this method of choosing a sacri-
fice.”

Svarte's eyes narrowed apprehensive-

ly as he peered at Donald. Usually

pliable to the priest, yet the king was a

dangerous man to cross. And he could

be stubborn. But the stake was worth

the risk. Avarice was plainly written

across Svarte's face. In the event of

Berig’'s death on the A esir altar, his

gear would become the property of the

tem ple

“Hearken to me, Donald,” the priest

whined plaintively, “if the fam ine is to

end, you must allow me to do as the
gods command If you do not, more
evil will come upon us.” Through half
closed lids, Svarte cunningly watched

the perturbed Drott.

Came a burst of shouting from w ith -

out: “Berig and his host approach.”
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“W e go to welcome him ,” said D on -

ald. “W e shall talk more later.”

A C K ," cried the
B gate to the

townspeople

captain of the

tattered masses of

who milled about the en-

trance to the stockade. “Back! Back!

M ake way for the Gothlanders,” and his

men rode their mounts into the crowd,

forcing the gateway clear.

To the clash of shields and the clank

of mail, the Goths came into Upsala.

Berig, a huge bear of a man in his late

tw enties, bearded and m oustachioed,

rode at the head of the column

Donald and his bird spurred along-
side in token of friendship, riding w ith
the Goths to their quarters, and after
seeing them properly housed, Donald
and Svarte returned to the king's
skaale.

“Priest, | like this scheme of yours
even less now,” said Donald from his
high seat.

Svarte's forehead w as suddenly
beaded w ith an icy sweat.

“Donald,” he defended him self, “the
scheme is not mine | sim ply read
aright the message of the gods

The Drott's eyes smouldered A re-
ply was on his lips when a hide curtain
at the far end of the hall was thrown
aside and Auda, his daughter, came

toward the high seat She was a girl of

some twenty odd years, blue-eyed, fair,

graceful.

“You interrupt im portant business,
Auda,” the Drott w as curt, “what
brings you here?”

“Forgive me, father, I thought you
were alone.” She cast a timid glance
at Svarte; in all Svithiod, Svarte was
feared “l would speak of the alruna
Lapp maid.”

“Aye, what of her?” the king asked

“She has been fey since yester even. |

could not waken her this morning. But

after Berig's host came, she roused and

told me of a strange dream She stood
on a high m ountain in Skane from
where she saw the blood of a king

sprinkled on the altar. Then the sun

came into the heavens and the land was

warm again with summer. The cattle

grew fat, and deer and bear once more

ranged the forests of Gothland and

Svithiod —

“Tell me, Auda,” Svarte broke in
eagerly, “did the alruna woman see the
face of him who was laid on the altar?”

“Aye,” the girl replied “The face
was that of Berig, King of the Goths.”

“The gods have spoken through the
alruna woman,” Svarte shouted tri-

um phantly, his swarthy face flushing.

“*So it would seem m oodily returned

Donald.

“The wench has earned the silver

bracelet | prom ised her,” mum bled

Svarte as he paced the length of the

hall. “Now to bend this stubborn
Donald.”

N TH E skaale assigned to Berig,
I Swen, aged Finnish thrall, long in

captivity to Berig's house, polished the

G othic king's shield. Fie rubbed the
gleaming metal with tallow and wood-
ashes, keeping up a steady flow of talk.
And Berig listened

“And w atch Svarte,” Swen adm on -
ished "l don’'t trust the priest. He has
an evil fishy eye for all his holiness.
Like father, like son, and | well remem -
ber his sire who was keeper of the tem -

ple before him They had a saying in

Upsala then, that to acquire wealth,
was to face the priest from the top side
of the altar Berig of Gothland w ill do
well to keep clear of Svarte

“You're a calam ity monger, Swen,”
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Berig laughed. “Ever since we leftVes-

tervik, you've harped on the danger |
face at Upsala. W hy should Svarte
single m e out from the other chief-

tains ?”

“W hy? W ho is the wealthiest king

in all Scandinavia? W ho is famous for

his war-gear, horses, ships, silver and

gold? Is it Berig of Gothland or some

petty savage from N orrland? Answer

me that. Is not this Thing proclaimed

by Donald one at which a sacrifice w ill

be chosen from among the kings in or-

der that the famine be lifted from the

land? And are not the goods of the vic-

tim forfeit to the tem ple? And who s

tem ple keeper? I's it not Svarte, the

greediest man in Svithiod? Calam ity

monger or no, | feel it in here— deep,”

Swen tapped his breast.

“You're an unbelieving old infidel,

Swen,” Berig lightly replied “Perhaps
Svarte might choose you— hmmm, not
a bad idea at that. Odin would give
you welcome. Although a heathen,
you've always held your place in the
shield wall— and the all-father loves a
stout heart.”

“W hen | die, | die by my own gods,
and | go to the heaven ofmy ancestors,”

grow led the old slave. “N o fear of

Svarte choosing me. The earth is drip -

ping with the blood of Finnish thralls
these past five years. No. It will be a
great one this time— and mark me, a
m an of wealth.” H e blew upon the
shield and wiped away the condensed
vapor. “W atch the priest well if you
would again see Gothland. Those are

my words— | stand by them

Berig seemed little im pressed

Swen stood the shield on end “1 go
w ith you to the council tonight,” he as-
serted “l have an eye for plots and a

keen nose to scent them out.”

T W AS evening. Berig and a score
I of Scandinavian kings

of Donald.

were guests

in the skaale
Everything in the hallwas suggestive

of a rude society and barbarous war-

like times. The skaale was large, capa-

ble of feasting three hundred men. At
one end of the main hall, a huge fire
blazed on an open hearth, the sm oke

escaping through a hole in the roof

The rafters and walls were smoked to

a deep rich brown and were hung with

weapons and trophies. The center of

the hallwas open, but on each side were

tables w hich in norm al tim es had
groaned under the weight of the heavy
food and ale so beloved by the north-

men.

Tonight, no huge banquet faced the

guests. Seriously, the chieftains ate the

scant food, drank the flat beer and dis-
cussed the forthcoming sacrifice.

Far into the night the discussions

waxed and waned Argum ents ensued

m-swords were drawn and Donald was

at his w its’ ends to keep peace. Finally,

he raised his hand and called for silence.

Swords went back into scabbards re-
luctantly and the babble of voices
ceased.

“Aesir folk,” he began, “as Drott of
the faith, | would speak to you. | have

heard you discuss the cloud under w hich

our land lies. Though now it should be

spring, the snow does not cease On all

sides it is as high as the w all that circles

Upsala. Above us is no warm th, no
sun, no stars. Snow-and cold only. Ice
— death — hunger-death draw near.

Babes suck at dry dugs and the people

boil their leather gear and drink the

broth. And not only in Svithiod, but

over the entire land, starvation stalks.

Even today word comes that the hun-

gry thralls of Snor of Sala devoured

their master.
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“W e have gold and silver, but it is of

no use. W e can buy no food because

there is no food to be bought The

Frieslander merchants are fearful of ice

and snow. They come no more to our
shores

“The people mutter. They say a great
one m ust go to O din to intercede.
Svarte, reader of runes says the same
thing. One of us,” the Drott’'s eye swept
the hall, “must go. And we leave the
choice to O din. Tonight, aye, at this
very time, you w ill drink of consecrated
ale, and O din w ill choose from you
w hile you sleep. On that one w ill he
carve a rune, and that one shall be
placed upon the altar before the people
tom orrow M en of the north, as D rott
of the faith, I com mand that you drink
of the ale that Svarte w ill pass to you.”

“A h! As | thought,” Swen whispered
to Berig.

“Silence,” Berig retorted roughly.
“You know not of what you speak
Svarte is of another world

“Aye, but of N iflheim not Asgard,
King of the G oths.”

“H ush

The ale was passed. King after king

quaffed deeply.

“And now the King of the G oths,”

leered Svarte, holding the brim m ing

horn before Berig

“Aye,” Berig took it. “The choice is
in the hands of the All-father.” H e
drained the horn at a gulp

“Your turn, Donald.” The replen -
ished horn was handed to the Drott, a

shrewd move on Svarte's part.

The chieftains were aghast

“N ot the Drott,” cried one.

“Aye, the Drott too,” Donald replied
“He should be the last to refuse the
trial The gods may take notice of his
advancing years and place their m ark
upon him 7 H is eyes surveyed the

priest, and a chill, not entirely of the

cold, creptup Svarte's back.

The thralls cleared the tables, turning
them into beds, and the chieftains pre-
pared to snatch a few hours sleep before

m orning.

Reserved for the m ore prominent

were sleeping chambers in the sides of

the hall. To one of these, Berig and

Swen were conducted

Swen took off Berig’'s mailand spread

the sleeping skins. The Gothic king's

eyes were heavy and Swen watched him

anxiously.

In the hall, the fire died away to a bed
of red coals— and the noise of men in
deep slum ber resounded through the
skaale. Berig slept deeper than all.

ONALD of Svithiod could not
D sleep He loathed the part he was
playing. He loathed Svarte. Aye, the
ways of the gods were strange. An ill
defined suspicion of Svarte's m otives
plagued him tie dismissed it when he

thought of the Lapp girl's dream A h !

H e had not questioned the girl. H e

would go to the women's bower and talk

to her Rising and stepping carefully

to avoid snoring sleepers, he tiptoed

down the side of the darkened skaale.

Swen, wide awake, on a bench near

Berig's chamber, watched a furtive fig-

ure approach In the dim light he did

not recognize the Drott. It would have

m ade little difference if he had Berig's

safety was uppermost in his mind. H e

moved softly from the bench to an elk-

hide curtain that hung over the entrance

to Berig's room . A's he crouched in the

dark, he drew from his belt a sm all hand

ax.

Donald continued along the hall, stop -

ping atintervals to reassure him self that

he was notwakening his guests. W hen

opposite Swen's hiding place, he stum -
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bled over a bearskin and fell toward the

thrall Swen struck the king with the

flat of the ax and felled him unconscious
to the floor

The little yellow man listened to hear
if any of the sleepers had been aroused

by the scuffle Aside from a medley of

snores, all was silent. He shook Berig.
The king of the Goths w ould not
awaken. The drugged ale lay heavily
upon him Swen scratched his head.

He couldn’'tcarry the king. He was too

heavy. Swen w as old— he was also

sm all. Rapidly, he mulled things over.

Aye,that was it. Go to where the Goths

were housed Find W ulf, Lawgiver.
Tellhim. W ulf would know whatto do.
H e lifted floor and

Donald from the

placed him on the couch beside the

drugged Berig If anyone entered the
room ,his suspicions must not be aroused
by finding the unconscious Drott on the

floor

W EN left the skaale. Finding the
S Goths was difficult. It was pitch
dark and the streets, or what answered
for streets in Upsala— winding, narrow
rabbitwarrens— were knee deep in slush
and mud.

A fter an hour of m iry tram ping, Swen

knocked on the walls of a house where

he thought the Goths were quartered.
A score of men rushed into the street
w ith drawn swords and axes.

Swen's heart leaped w ith joy They
were Berig’'s countrymen.

“Down weapons,” he cried “1 am

Berig's man I seek W ulf.”

“The frost devils take you,” cried a

red bearded Goth, “W hy not seek him

at decent hours instead of coming when

men are deep in slum ber, hammering

like Thor. l've a mind to take an ear
off, Berig’'s man or no
Swen barked,

“1f you do,” “Berig w ill

take off your ugly head, but enough of
this blathering. The king is in danger
W here is W ulf?2?”

The occupants of a nearby house,
wakened by the clamor, came pouring
out W ulf was among them

Swen told him what had happened.

W u If donned his m ail. To Eric
Broken Nose,Jarl of Vestervik, he gave

orders to have the men roused andboun,
but to rem ain in their quarters.
“It may be, Swen,” he said, “that you
bounced your ax off some sleep-walking
jarl that meant no harm . If so, Berig

may have an explanation to make to-

m orrow, and, if the fellow is badly hurt,

one less thrall who is too quick with his

ax.
Swen joke. “The

ignored the grim

king is in danger,” he repeated “The

priest eyed him Ilike a troll,then drugged

him . W hy shouldn't he awaken ?”
“W e shall go see— you and |I. W e
can get into the skaale unseen W e

want no fight unless it is forced on us.

FTER the chieftains had retired,
A Svarte waited in the stables until
the skaale appeared quiet He then en-

tered and sought the chamber of Berig.

The priest's entry was made shortly

after Swen's encounter with Donald and

w hile the Finn was hunting for the

Goths

W ith the sharp point of his dagger,
Svarte cut two parallellines on the hairy
breast of the sleeper. The cuts were

about four inches long and deep enough

to start the blood flowing freely The
priest then returned to the stables,
mounted his horse and galloped toward

the tem ple

W EN and W ulf tiptoed into the
: ;king's skaale. A Il was quiet. N oise-
they made their Berig.

lessly, way to
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Everything seemed to be the same as

when Swen had left. Donald still lay
w here he had been placed— beside the
king of the Goths.

“l think we'd better lug this fellow o ff
somewhere,” W ulf said, indicating the
figure of Donald, “then we'll keep watch
for the rem ainder of the night. Things
are not as they should be, but | don't
wantto call down Berig’'s wrath in case
we mishandle them. Go find a place

where we can put this fellow

Swen was gone but a few moments

“There's an empty chamber at the
end of the hall,” he whispered when he
had returned

Lifting the Drott, they carried him to
the room — the same one from which he

had departed to interview the Lapp girl

Sharing the same bench, W ulf and

Swen watched over Berig until a gray -

ing sky cast a pale light into the skaale.

A sleeper stirred. W ulf nudged Swen.

“1'l1l leave now, k" he whispered. “
have a man outside as soon as | can. I f
the king doesn’'t wake, send me word.”

Swen nodded.

Shortly after W ulf had eased out of
the skaale, thralls came in, kicked the
fire em bers into life and put on fresh
wood. O thers began the preparations

for the morning meal.

Swen again tried to waken Berig

A fter m any shakes, Berig yawned,

stretched and opened his eyes

“l could swear by the gods, if my
head is any sign,” Berig grunted, “that
I emptied too many horns last night.
This flat beer of Svithiod is a potent
brew ,” then suddenly remembering,

“Swen,you old heathen, did you see any

O din marks on me— any carvings or

runes?”running his hands over hisbody

“N o, | can't find any. N ow, old ca-

lam ity howler, how do you answer

that?”

Swen,notknowing whatto say, made

no reply. W ho was the man he had hit

w ith the ax?
greeted the

ONALD
D w ith a constrained air

right tem ple was a lump the

chieftains

Above his

size of an

egg. And every few moments his hand
w ould steal absent mindedly to his
breast. H e appeared abstracted and

m elancholy, this in marked contrast to

the other chiefs who were in high spir-

its They had all examined them selves
thoroughly, but could find no trace of
an Odin mark.

Auda was at the breakfast board to

do honor to the visiting kings. From

the glances thrown at her by Berig, it

was plain to Donald, who watched both,

that the King of Gothland found her

good to look upon. And with a woman's

intuition, Auda sensed the adm iration
in Berig's glances. Aye,he wasn't hard
to look at either. It was the first tim e

the girl had seen the Gothic king.

A trem or of fear ran through her as

she remembered the sinister dream of

the Lapp girl and the way Svarte had

interpreted it.

Svarte, who had returned from the

tem ple to wait upon Donald, marked

the exchange of glances between the

three He shrugged his shoulders. “

trust,” he said suavely, to Berig, “that

the King of the Goths slept well last

night; that the holy ale brought him

pleasant dream s ?'?
“Aye, Svarte, indeed it did.”

“And you feel fit this m orning?"”

“Aye Fit for folk play or hewing.”

A puzzled look came into the priest’s

eyes

T W AS mid morning. The dim sun
Iw

as wellup in the eastern sky.

At the M ora Stone, outside the tern-
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pie, was assem bled the miserable popu-

lace of Svithiod. The site was a natu-

ral am phitheater, several hundred

yards in diam eter. In the center was

a space about one hundred feet in cir-
cum ference, separated from the rest of
the area by ropes Inside the ropes

were fourteen flat topped stones, twelve

in a circle around two in the center

The twelve stones were chairs for the

Law -G ivers; the thirteenth was for the

Drott; the fourteenth, grim , dark

stained, was the Aesir sacrificial altar.

The people m illed about There

were a score thousand. Thralls, dark

of skin, eye and hair, slant-eyed and
high cheek-boned, clearly of M ongolian
origin, gave way before their blonde
m asters w ho crowded close to the
ropes. Carls, bonder, stor-bonder,
haulds, jarls and kings waited stolidly
for the ceremony to begin Sweden

was tremendously populated, and de-
spite the inroads made by famine and
disease, a great Sacrifice and Thing
drew immense crowds.

A murmur ran through the crowd.
Donald, his hird, and the chief kings
were approaching. The people gave
way and the party dism ounted from
their horses. Donald stepped over the
ropes and took a seat on one of the
central stones

“The Alsharjar of Svithiod and
Gothland w ill take their places,” he
intoned

Twelve graybeards seated them -
selves.

N ext the keeper of the tem ple
would be called. Expectantly, every-
one waited. Ensued a breathless hush.

Suddenly, with exclam ations of sur-

prise, the front ranks pressed into the
ropes Those in the rear craned their
necks. Aye. Som ething was happen-

ing. Donald waved back Svarte, who

looked perplexed. The priest hesitated

and again started for the altar. Donald
fixed him w ith steely blue eyes “Back,
Priest, back, | say. | talk to the folk
first. A fter that— you,” then facing

the assem bly, the Drott continued.

“Svear and Goths, had | addressed

you yesterday, it would have been with
heavy heart, heavy with the sorrows
of my people. Today, however, | can
talk to you with a lighter heart. A
new time approaches for all.

“You know of the sacrifices we have
m ade H ow w e have given of our

horses, our oxen, our thralls, yet the

gods would not be appeased M any

times has Svarte, keeper of the tem ple,

consulted the oracles. Only recently

have the readings become clear. The

blood of a great king m ust be sprinkled
upon the altar if summer is to come
again.

“In this land there are many kings,
but only two who can count a thou-

sand score subjects, Berig of Gothland,
and I, Donald of Svithiod. Plainly
the oracles meant one of wus. N ay,

hear me out,” as some of Berig's haulds,

alarm ed, forced their way through the

press toward Berig.

T'VONALD held his arms aloft for

silence and waited. The crowd
m illed, then settled down Donald con-
tinued. “Last yule | made known

throughout the land that a great Thing

would meet at Upsala this month. My

brethren, you are now assem bled at

this Thing Shortly, a king w ill go
to the altar and sum mer will come
once more. That is why | say a new
tim e approaches. For know you, folk
of the Aesir, that Odin him self, came
to my skaale last night. One eyed,

gray bearded, dressed in cloudy kirtle,

he came from behind an elk-hide cur-
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tain and with the spear, Gugne, carved
unto him self a rune— on— my breast.
It is I, Donald, who shall go to the
altar!” W ith quick movements of his

hands, the Drott tore open his tunic,

and displayed to the gaping m ultitude,

two dark, bloody scars.

“Odin told me of many things,” he
resumed, “among them the reason for
punishing the Svear and the G oths.
This I may not tell, but | may tell
of other things Odin'’s commands to
the folk. Hear them then

“The people have grown very nu -
merous since the days of N jord. It is
only a m atter of time until many folk
hewings w ill result from overcrowding.
The land will not support the increas-

ing numbers.

“Far to the south is Romland, a
rich country. The winters are m ild
w ith little snow. There are rich burgs
w ith tens of thousands of folk. There
are fertile plains on which food grows
in plenty— and many thralls to work
them There is gold and silver There

are skaales as large as all Upsala and

on the southern sea there are many
merchant ships laden with rich cargo
The Romlanders are not of the Aesir.
Once, they were great warriors, but
now they are weak, pitiful and full of
sloth . Their men of war are slaves
A thousand of the Svear and Goths
may well subdue ten thousand Rom -
landers and take to themselves their
goods and Jlands Hearken ye to the

words of Odin.

“Berig shall take to wife, Auda. He

shall gird him self for war and build

ships of lig ht draught to pass the

portage from the river that flows north

to the river that flows south N ext

spring, when the ice is out, with as

m any of the Goths and Svear as can

be boun, he will sail southeast over

the Baltic and seek the land of the

Rom landers. There, if the A esir faith

be kept, shall he and his children and

those who follow him , build great king -

dom s. If the Aesir faith be not kept,
“Know you - - - that Odin himself-—carved
arune - e-0on - - - my breast. It is | who shall

go to the attar!”
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then shall the Goths perish from the w ith the gods these many years— you
earth. shall go with m el N ay, let him not
“Domar, my son who is now in Fin - escape,” he called as Svarte struggled
land, shall be Drott of Upsala and in the grasp of two burly hirdsmen.
king of Svithiod when he returns.” “In his place as keeper of the tem ple,
Intently, the old Drott's eyes passed | appoint Sklar of M alar.” The old
over the sea of faces before him . They king gestured toward the sacrificial
came to rest on Svarte's bewildered, stone, “and now, brethren, | ask Sklar
frightened countenance to o fficiate at the altar in the first cere-
“Aye, Svarte,” he said, with som e - mony of his new office
thing of satisfaction in his voice, “it
is a long journey to Asgard— | should (NEXT M 0oNTH: "The Coming of the
have company. You have communed GOthS”)

THE EMPIRE BREAKERS

H ILE these tales do not pretend The thread of kinship between the
Wto be historically accurate, in Goths and the Swedes is very evident
their broad features they are as near in the Eddas. And Jordanes, the Goths’
the actual truth as any other account own historian, relates that his people
of the great Gothic trek from N orthern came from Scandia, that is to say, the
Europe to the softer lands of the south Scandinavian peninsula, to the Euro -

That the Goths originated in Sweden pean m ainland in three ships under the
is an arbitrary statem ent However, command of a king named Berig
m any if not all historians incline tow ard The real history of the Goths begins
this theory. Certain it is, in race and about 245 A .D. when they were living
religion, the Goths were very close to near the mouths of the Danube “The
the Swedes. The immense quantities of Rune of Odin,” in w hich the hegira
Rom an trinkets found in Swedish starts, is placed about the year 100
burial mounds, the thousands of rune- A .D during the reign of Donald, the
carvings, and Swedish folk-lore, are fourth Yngling Drott to rule at Upsala.
indicative, at least to this writer, that That Donald was a contemporary of
the Goths came from the western shore Berig is a liberty of the writer How -
of the Baltic and the adjacent islands, ever, from all data available, Berig, if
Gothland, etc The southern part of he ever existed at all, must have lived
Sweden today bears the name of Goth- at about this tim e
land. The title of the Swedish king is: The five-year famine and the sacri-
“King of the Swedes, Goths and fice of Donald are part of Swedish fo lk-

W ends.” lore . RAEmberg
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HE HOW L ofwind through mean m isery and, somehow, accentuated the
Tstreets and a rain that crashed like curious depression that held him
the explosions of storm cast waves, the He had a premonition of his doom.
clanking of cranes and donkey engines, H e did not think of it as such— he
winches rattling above the Ilugubrious sum med it up as a hunch. He had a
moans of tug-boats in the river squall— hunch that the

coppers would get him

those were the last sounds A If Andle- for this night's job out at Richm ond.
ham heard in life . H e listened and Every time he had experienced such a
cursed them . They added to his sodden num bing emotion, after some crim e, he
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had rem arked it. And every time, sure
as agun, he was “lifted” and sent down
for another stretch.

He halted, irresolute, at the mouth of

the alley which opened on to Hackwell

Rents, Limehouse. He had half a mind

to nip into the FOX and Grapes and have

a drink to lessen his depressed state of
m ind Then he decided not to His kit
of tools was on him , together with all
the plunder he had gathered in Rich -
mond. Sm all silver articles filled his
side-pockets, a gold watch and twenty

pound-notes bulged his hip-pocket, and

the am azing haul of jewels he had made

was stuffed in the front of his wet cap
Like as not there would be a couple of
“flatties” in the pub— generally were
And they got suspicious of noticeable

bulges in Limehouse gents’' wear.

The idea was to get the whole issue
carefully hidden under his floorboards,
then go out again

A If Andleham touched his cap front
and felt the shapes of the gem s secreted
there. A fter their touch he forgot his
forebodings — chuckled and thrilled .
Perhaps, after all, it would pay to keep
off the booze altogether to-night. To
think over the readiest way of getting
rid of those sparklers would demand a
clear mind.

Real beauties they were! M aybe
rubies — they glowed redly. M aybe
opals — yes, more like opals, now he
came to remember But then, again,
were opals red? It didn't really m atter.
H is im m ediate concern was to get hom e
out of this filthy N ovember storm then
he could examine his haul at leisure.
He walked on, but stopped alm ost as
soon as he had started. Odd. He could
have sworn that som ething had brushed
all about him and plucked at his pre-
cious cap

FLEECE

Yes! There it was again! Andle -
ham 's hair bristled with sudden fear and
he gulped. Just like a blinking fish tug -
ging at a line, it was— a queer jerking
that no wind could do.

That cap of his was real “Lim ey.”
It had an elastic head-grip to hold it
tenaciously. W hen a fellow had to run

from the coppers a loose-fitting cap w as

dangerous headwear. Once blown off

— and there was possible evidence of

identification left behind

N o, it wasn'tthe wind. W ind had not

the sickening faculty of beating about

one’'s head like invisible velvet folds

that. suffocated

The strange unseen force altered. A n -

dleham had just sufficient tim e to sense

the threatening change before he was

rendered oblivious to all things, alw ays.

The plucking ceased and the ghostly
velvet folded no more about his head
Instead of these there was a crashing
fall of light in his brain and — death
Everything near to him went down in
ruins. Bricks flew , glass broke in
tin kling splinters and slates dropped in
showers. Then along roaring of break-
ing walls began, and AIf Andleham had

that for requiem

LICE and firemen had to dig his

o
I body out of a hundred tons and more

of rubble; that collapsed brickw ork

w hich had been the em pty warehouse

over the alley-way leading to Hackw ell

Rents.

Rodney Ogden of the Dally Wire ar-

rived at the wreckage just as they cam e

upon Andleham and he helped, vari-

ously, until the rem ains were placed in

a mortuary-car. Then he sought out

Inspector Bulm ers, whom he knew to

be a garrulous good sort, always eager

to fatten the news of the day.
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“Have | got the name right?” Ogden
asked, as an opening “Andleham 2"

“Yes, Andleham by name and 'andle
‘'em by nature,” Inspector Bulm ers
grunted. “D 'you know what they've

found on him already?” He told Ogden

about the silverw are, the watch, the

notes and the burglar’s kit, but made no

m ention of the “rubies” in the cap.
“Y 'see, he must have been doing a job
only a few hours before he was killed.
Probably coming home from it.”

“Any idea as to where?” Ogden felt
there might be some sort of a story in
the manner of this thief's death

“W ell, I did hear that the watch is
engraved Y '’know, a presentation piece

— something about the so-and-so fac-

ulty of somewhere-or-other university
giving it ‘as a token of our gratitude and
regard to Professor Hector W ins -
lowe." "

Ogden jumped as he recognized the
name as that of one of the most im por-
tant living physicists. He recalled that
W inslowe lived at Richm ond. Since he
was a man with many of the habits of a

recluse, it would probably be difficult to

get hold of him

“Sure W inslowe is the fellow s
name ?”

“Certain,” answered Bulm ers. “But
if you'd like to nip along to the station
you can tell 'em |'ve given you perm is-
sion to— " He broke off as a sergeant
approached and saluted “Now, what,
Sum m erson? W hat's that— his cap?”

“Yes, sir.” Sum merson held it out.
“And look what he had stowed away in
its front! Had a nice haul, eh, if he'd
lived to enjoy it.”

"Phew! Rubies, by gum !”

Ogden looked carefully at the seven
big gem s w hich Sum m erson passed

over. He disagreed with the inspector’s

definiti

9%

on of them They were more like

fire-opals

“Fun

from

tered

done m

a frous

of them —

“N o -

Then v

is

The

before

and

dubiou

“Aye,"

I'm inc

a professor’'s house,”

re-exam

ny things to have been taken

Bulm ers mut-

“Now, | wonder, had that bloke

ore than one job? Can’'timagine

ty old scientist being the owner

can you, Ogden?"”

0-0,” Ogden hesitatingly agreed.

entured : “If they Al gem s, that

police officers exchanged glances

taking the gems over to a light

ining them They grunted,

sly.

said Bulm ers," If they are!

lined, like young Ogden here, to

doubt it, now .”

"M e,

“Can’t
they're

globes

too,” Sum merson concurred
exactly explain it, but they—
more lik e queer little glass
of— something —
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“Precisely what | thought!” Ogden,
too, was at a loss for an adequate de-
scription. “They’'re not gems so much
as spheres, transparent spheres, filled
w ith — curious light, don’'t you think?
Like bottled fire-flies— eh?”

FIREM AN came up to them . He
A appeared ill at ease and lit a ciga-
rette, brushing Ilime and filth from his
uniform

“Another one of them bloomin’' mys-
terious blow-ups,” he said as he nodded
at the mountainous rubble “Gor’, it's
gettin’ real queer! Four of 'em since
July. No fire; nota bloomin’trace— an’
still there’'s charred wood and even
bricks what've bin through it.”

“Through fire, you mean?”

“Yus. Anyway, just the sime as if
they 'ad.” He picked up a broken frag -
ment. “'Ere, look at this.” He pointed

to well-defined calcinations on the edges

of the brick, where it had split. “See?
Exac'ly the sime as bricks go after
they've cracked with a real honest-to-
goodness blaze. A n ‘inferno’ as you
paper fellers calls it. And he grinned

at Ogden.

“1It certainly does look burnt,” Ogden

agreed. “Probably there's been a fire

in this property years ago and some of

the not-too-badly burned bricks were

used in the new building afterwards.”

“N ot on yer blinkin’' life, sir! It

wouldn't be allowed Inspectors would-

n't stand for it. You bet that these
bricks has just got marked Ilike this,
tonight— NOW— just afore they tum bled
down

‘Four of 'em since July,”” Inspector
Bulm ers quoted. “How d'you m ake
that out? Four what?”

“Four separitcases o’ collapsed build-

ings which 'as 'ad bricks and wood

messed abaht like this little lot, Inspec-
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tor. W e chaps’'asourown weekly paper.

W ell, y'see, one or two articles have bin

printed in it, written by experts— dealin’

w ith this funny business W hat can't

be bottomed is 'ow all the signs of fire

can be found on rubbish what 'as col-

lapsed where no fire 'as bin, an'— " H e

stopped and carefully stamped out his

cigarette “Lum me, here’'s the chief

I'm o ff!”

Rodney Ogden made a mentalnote or

tw o . That fireman’'s journal ought to
prove interesting Then there w as
som ething distinctly odd about the
whole affair. Here in Limehouse, with
this building apparently brought down
by the wind and yet with marks of fire
on its ruins, the dead man, and these
seemingly precious stones, there was

the beginning of a first-class m ystery.

“W ell, Inspector, if | might go on to
the station —

“Aye, lad You hop off. Tell 'em to
help you all they can. Let me know if
there's anything else. 'Bye

ODNEY OGDEN went to the po-
lice station

“Yes, Professor Sir Hector W ins-
lowe, F.R.S., has been robbed. He has
just been on the 'phone. Little rabbit of
a fellow, evidently. He didn’'t seem at
all upset about his loss— said he’'d iden -
tify his property in due course.”

“About Andleham's death,” Ogden
said “How did your ‘little rabbit’ take
that news?”

The station sergeant m editatively
pulled at his moustache H is face al-
tered, slow ly.

“You're a queer sort of cuss, Ogden!
N ow that's damned funny! It didn't
strike me at first— butnow it does!” He
sat up. ‘Rabbit’ be hanged,” he said
“W hen | told him that the burglar had
been killed just as he got to his own
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house in Hackwell Rents, he

‘Naturally’— natu-
rally, mind you'! ‘N aturaIIyJusn as if

laughed,

quiet like, and said

he— he had expected it.”

“
A sort of sneer?”

“Yes! You've gotit. A sneer. Damn
it, Ogden, | shouldn't wonder if— if—
“If what?”

“"Oh, nothing Silly ofme. How could

that professor have any hand in A If

Andleham's death and all that general

sm ash-up? It isn’'t sense

“But,” said Ogden, as he turned to go,

“it has touched your— police instinct,

what he had ex-

O N TRARY to
( : pected from a reputed recluse of
testy found him -

tem perament, Ogden

self adm itted alm ost at once to W ins-

lowe'’'s house.

The famous Sir Hector might have
been a village shopkeeper, or a respec-
table artisan in second-best clothes, at
first sight. Really he was disappoint-
ing a tubby fellow, baldish and ruddy,
w ith big calloused hands and a strag -
gling, gingery moustache It was only

when he turned his peculiar, deep-set

blue eyes on one that some indication of

the man’'s intellect could be gleaned:;

they stared without appearing to see, as
though their owner were

deep in some

thought of scientific im port.

Had it not been that here was a man

dubbed Knight and entitled to call him -
self a Fellow of the Royal Society, Rod -

ney Ogden would have classified W ins-

lowe as slightly mad.

“Regarding the recent robbery, | pre-
sume, M r.— er— "— W inslowe looked at
the card in his hand— “Ogden? W ell, |
can give you ten minutes. Please don't

make it more.”

Ogden sat for half of one of those

m inutes in com plete silence. W inslowe

appeared disconcerted by the steady
pause. But Ogden did notcare. He had
allowed his intelligence to play on this
problem all along the road from Lim e -

house to Richmond, and as a result he

was now determ ined on an alarming

course of inquiry.’
“Come,

come, M r. Ogden—

“N ot altogether the robbery, Sir Hec-

tor.” Ogden tried his hardest to let the
inflection of those words convey more
than he dared wutter. He spoke coldly,
meaningly. “1 am much more interested
in what has arisen since the robbery. In
short, | think you ought to know more

about the robber. o r, do

you?”

fate of the

“Now, what the devil do you mean

by that?” There was much that was

purest bewilderment in the scientist’s

tones, but something else w hich w as

not “W hat should | know — details of

the fate of Whatrobber2”

*Of one Alfred Andleham 6 the sneak-
thief who burgled your place tonight,
sir He lived in Hackwell Rents, Lim e -

house Evidently he was nearing his
home after looting you when, as the
police have told you, he was killed — pre-

sum ably by the collapse of a w all.”

“*Poor fool.” The professor sighed,
and lit a cheap cigarette. “A — a windy
night.”

“*However windy a night it may be,”

said Ogden, “1 fail to understand how a

solidly built warehouse over an alley

could collapse like that Remember, the

very fact of there being an alley-way

there would preventanything short of a
able to exert a full blast

typhoon being

on the property.”
“1'm afraid, M r. Ogden, you're wast-
ing that ten m inutes.”
“Oh, no,

I’'m not, Sir Hector. I'm
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using it in my own way— in a way you

scarcely expected

“Damme, sir, you are im pertinent.

Whatpaper do you represent?”
“The Daily Wire.”

“Do you want me to ring up your

editor and ask for your withdrawal from
my house? For that's what | will do if

you don’'t—

“l'm really notinterested, Sir Hector.

I am doing my job to the best of my

ability. I am m erely trying to trace a

connection between Andleham'’'s burg-

lary and his death Ogden was sure of

him self now Inform ed by that self-

same instinct that had informed the sta-

tion sergeant of something else under-
lying the apparently simple facts, he
knew w ith a wvital certainty that this

scientist had not been in the least sur-

prised by the report of Andleham s

death. M ore than this, he appeared
frightened And w hy should he be
frightened?

“Good God, man! Do you— do you
fully realize your im putation? Are you
— you suggesting —

“Suggesting nothing, Sir Hector.
Please don’'t get excited All I would
like to know is this— what manner of
things were those ruby or opal-like

bulbs which Andleham apparently col-
lected here tonight?”
“And whatifl decline to answeryour
question ?”
“Then | shall take it as being a duty,

outside of all newspaper work, to ask

the authorities to have them <carefully
exam ined You see, Sir Hector, | was
on the scene of the collapse almost

w ithin five minutes of its happening,

and | helped to withdraw Alf Andle-
ham 's body from the wreckage.”
“woen—well?”
“l noticed seven distinct and livid im -

pressions, very like recent burns, on his

forehead.” Sir Hector had changed

color, and his fingers moved nervously.
“Later on, the man’'s cap was retrieved.
Hidden in the front of it, just above its

peak, were seven sm all globes. Now |

wonder what they did to him to burn

him like that?”

“W hat on earth could they do, man?"”

“That's what I'm asking you.”

“1f,” Ogden went on, “they were re-
sponsible for those strange scars on
Andleham's head, they might also be

responsible for the curious calcining of

bricks and tim ber in the wreckage ofthe

warehouse For, Sir Plector, although

the disaster was apparently caused by

the high wind, distinct traces of fire

were found in the rubble afterwards.”

IN SLO W E
uneerly

“Probably

looked at the reporter

fires of long ago. Rebuilt

property in which the bestofthe injured

brickwork was taken for incorporation.”

“That was my theory, but it was dis-

counted. The L.C.C people don't allow

it. Besides, in two or three recent col-

lapses of otherproperties—NOton windy

nights, sir— the same phenomenon of

burning, where no fire had been, was

reported upon. A Il of those other col-

lapsed buildings, Sir Hector, were de-
cayed and em pty properties— and each
collapsed at night, when it was abso-
lutely certain that no human being was
in or about them

“The— the ten minutes are up, M r.
Ogden

“And so”— Ogden got to his feet
grim ly— “is your dangerous game, Sir
Hector! | warn you | shall ask for the
opal things to be thoroughly investi-
gated, and | shall continue to inquire

until I discover what connection there
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was between them and that collapse and

Andleham's death.”

He made for the study door. Sir Hec-

torreached it before him And Sir Hec-

tor smiled— a slightly threatening sm ile.

It was Ogden who felt frightened now.

“Pray don't be in such an angry

haste, my good Ogden,” he said. “Com e,

sit down again— and |’'ll tell you all you
want to know. It appears— ah— you
have at least a trained brain. Do sit
down! Really, | insist. Have som e

w hiskey and a sm oke ?"

Slowly Rodney Ogden returned to

the chair and sat down

The professor had opened a case, vel-

vet-nested Ilike a jewel casket. It dis-

played ten more of the lovely iridescent

red globes

“Those are the same as the— ah—

objects recovered from the body of

Andleham , | presume?”

“Yes, Sir Hector. They are.”

“W ell, they're tubes.” Ogden looked

puzzled “Exactly as one has tubes re-

ceiving radio transm issions, rectifying

them , intensifying them , and so on— so

w ith these They are receptive to trans-

m issions of the wultra-short and terrifi-

cally penetrative rays of— er— O ctave

Seventy-Five

. "W hich,” said Ogden with an attem pt

at good humor which he scarcely felt,

“is so much Greek to me, of course.”

“Im agine a piano’'s keyboard,” went

on the scientist irrelevantly “You have

the bass notes, the notes of low vibra-

tion, on your left hand as you face it,

and the treble or high-vibrating notes

to your right— eh?”
“Q uite.”

“Then imagine the piano’'s keyboard

as typifying N ature’'s stupendous ar-

rangement for the harm onies of its

various radiations of force— a kind of

keyboard of the Universe, with science
sitting down to play it.”

“Yes. That's a good illustration |
can follow your drift

“nght' Then deep down on your left

hand you have the slow and low -fre-

quency, weakly penetrative rays of heat

and infra-red. About middle C— say its

perfect fifth and seventh, you have

allotted the wave-band of visible light.

3ou

ultra-violet

N ext, its octave and tenth provide

w ith the allotm ent of the

rays

“Remember, as your rig ht hand

creeps up this keyboard of ours, the

rays are becoming fiercer and more dan-

gerous as well as sw ifter and shorter.
Sofup you go, now, through X-rays,
hard X -rays and the rest, to the highly

penetrative and oddly m ysterious radia-
tions of Gam ma and Cosmic— and both
of these might be said to be among the
very foundations of earth’'s prim al plan;
among her

greatest and best-guarded

secrets

“Cosmic rays, for exam ple, unlike
others w hich proceed from the sun,
come from oOUtSide the Universe They

pass through the icy depths of space to

penetrate the earth’'s crust to an enor-
mous depth
“And, M Ogden, even their mys-

teries are dwarfed by the rays of the

succeeding octaves. In O ctave Seventy-
Five, for instance, | have discovered a
range of radiated force w hich— in inten -
sity, speed and deadliness— is sim ply

m iraculous. Even the mysterious Cos-

m ic radiations cease to excite awe when

considered in their relation with those

of Octave Seventy-Five

“Deadly?”

baffled

Ogden queried, after a

somewhat pause. “You said

that, didn't you ?”

“l did 1 W hereas the Cosmic ray can
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penetrate four and a half meters of solid
lead, the rays of O ctave Seventy-Five, |

have proved, can pass through sixteen-

point-three m eters And whereas the

Cosmic rays can stun and eventually

kill a— a tadpole, a young frog or a

newly-hatched chicken,according to the

volume employed, | have proved that

radiations of Octave Seventy-Five can

— can—

HECTOR

IR
: ;by his

stopped. Carried away

task of explanation, he had
swelled to the im portant role of a nat-
ural teacher. Brought by his own fer-

vent words to the brink of an obvious

confession, he was alarmed by his own

fo lly.

Therein came Rodney Ogden’'soppor-

tunity. In a few curt phrases he could

have confounded the professor beyond

all hope of re-establishment of poise. Al
said w as:

he needed to have

1l see— you have proved that the
m uch more powerful radiations of
O ctave Sevent)r-Five can kill more than
tadpoles, frogs and day-old chicks. In

short, by deliberate experiment, you

have satisfied yourself that human be-

ings can be destroyed, and that at a dis-

tance, by emanations of your newly

discovered force You have, | take it,

produced the veritable Death Ray at

last? Alfred Andleham was your first

victim — and you killed him only be-

cause he carried your strange ‘receiv-

ing-tubes The four buildings which

have collapsed since Ju ly were also

selections for experiment. I presume

that by some means you secreted ‘re-

ceiving-tubes’in each, in turn, and then

radiated your O ctave Seventy-Five's
ray— destroying them ?”
But he kept the thoughts to him self,

casually selected another cigarette and
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looked at W inslowe as though nothing

surprising or incrim inating had been

mentioned. He wanted the whole story

now more than an im mediate denoue-
ment.

The scientist altered his mien in a
second. He was suddenly urbane and

sure of him self.

“Of course,” he said, “1 have a very

long way to go in my researches, M r.

Ogden, but | can assure you already of

one tremendous discovery.” He waited

a little while for Ogden’'s reaction to

that, and marked it Alm ost pom pously

he beckoned to the reporter to get to his

feet. “Come along, M r. Dally Wire—

see the transm itting mechanism first.”

Ogden exulted— this was an oppor-

tunity beyond imagining. His luck was

definitely in— but in the middle of his

exultation there came an uneasy sense

of warning. The scientist was suddenly

too anxious to share his knowledge

N evertheless, he followed into a labora-

tory.

H E transm itter was disappointing
I It resem bled nothing more than an
ordinary equipment.

X-ray discharge

Less imposing, in fact; certainly very

much sm aller. A horned globe of glass,

a few cathode tubes, a chrom ium steel

cylinder and a maze of colored wires—-

that was all.

W inslowe pointed across the labora-
tor}tto a tall and naked pole which was
charred at its tip. The transm itter faced

this pole.

“Have you got that box of tubes, M r.

Ogden 2"
“No, | left them on your table—
“Ah, you'll have to excuse me, then.”

W inslowe went for the case, and re-

turned. “lt's useless working without

them ,” he said “l want to show you
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Brought by his own fervent words, to the brink of an obvious confession, he was alarmed by
his own folly.

what happens when a volume of these

new rays is em itted.”

“ls there danger in—

“Pah! N one, absolutely nonel”
W inslowe w as harsh and irritab le .
“Such nonsense”— and here he was on

the defensive again— “is beyond me.

W hy showuld there be danger?”

“W e ll,” Ogden trangquilly replied,
“isn’'t it true that all ray discharge is
dangerous, more or less? Even sunlight
can kill, y'know.”

“Oh, | see what you mean. N o, you

needn’'t get alarmed. As a matter of

fact, these radiations of Octave Seventy-

Five are more disturbing to the entities

of space and time than

"Eh? Say

anything else
that again, sir

time?"

Rays hav-

ing effect on

space and
The strange blue eyes turned on him

Still indulgently, talking as though to a

child, Sir Hector W inslowe softly an-

swered

“Both space and time are merely

thoughts in the wuniversal mind. The

radiations of O ctave Seventy-Five have

the odd faculty of disturbing them

That's alll”
“But— but—

“The most elementary principles of

this subject would be far beyond your

mental range, M r. Ogden. I don't want

to be rude, but you would not under-

stand. W ould you mind?” He passed

one of the strangely glowing bulbs to

Ogden and pointed to a clip at the top of

the pole “You're much taller than |

am — would you slip that into the recep -

tacle you see there?”

G D EN 'S flesh crept. Hesitantly he
Otookhold of the “tube.” If his first
theory was

tenable and correct if a

transm ission of the rays of O ctave

Seventy-Five had been received by the

“tube” in Andleham 's cap with severity

enough to kill him , here he was now

placing him self in the same set of cir-
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cum stances. If Sir Hector released this

“Death Ray” of his— he might be killed

as Andleham was killed. And it could
all be explained aw ay as “an unfor-
tunate accident.”

But he placed the tube on the stake,
then laughed at him self for a nervous
fool

A Il that happened was legitim ate e x-
periment. No stealthy would-be homi-
cide here Only an eccentric little m an
w ith gingery w hiskers, playing his

laboratory tricks.

W inslowe flicked a switch and the

transm itter pulsed with a green bril-

liance there was a deep throbbing and

the air vibrated w ith sudden heat. Then

another lever was touched

The tube on the stake moved as if a

shot had struck it. It looked furious

w ith sw irling fire, and burning could be

sm elt as the woodwork round it charred.

Professor W inslowe laughed and shut
off power.

“That's all,” he stated. “Not much
doubt about force of radiation being
transm itted and received, is there?”

“It's there all right,” Ogden agreed,
“but to what particular end ?”

“Thanks for the open mind.” W in s -
low e looked pleased. Then he said:
“That little radiation, most probably,
woill have upset the tim e-spacing of

some incident in a day as yet rem ote to

us. Somewhere, in what we would call

the dim future, some men,or maybe ani-

m als, will have found their concrete

existences dissolving as the fabric of a

dream

“But— |— | sim ply can’'t begin to un-

derstand you, Sir Hector! Plow can

Tim e be touched by--

“Plow can the functioning of your

brain cells, purely a chemical procession

of cause and effect, be touched by the
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em otions we call fear, or laughter? |

sim ply cannot explain to you. You are

a Press reporter, Ogden, not a

m athem atician. W e don’'t think in the
same language, sir!”

“Then, Sir Hector— Ogden's face
went suddenly red— “you’ll forgive me
if I say,outright, | think it's all so much
pure bunkum . | sim p ly won't, and
shan't, stom ach it! Damn it all— it's not
to be thought of--m "

In his earnestness he had leaned for-
ward and his upperbody was now above
the box which held the nine receiving
“tubes.” A devilish change came over

the scientist.

“N ot to be thought of— eh?” he

snapped “Not to he thOUght Of, you
say?” Plis hand darted to the transm is-
sion lever. “Then, damn you for an in -

quisitive fool, experience it!”

“Gol”

gO0— and

The lever was pressed

Ogden saw the nine tubes glow with

radiance. Then he staggered back and

sank into unconsciousness. And, after

a few minutes, a haze grew on the floor

w here his body had been

G D EN awoke
They saw him from the b lu ffs
above the white long shoring of sunlit
sands, awaken— this strange man who

appeared to have been cast there by the

sunny seas So the people who saw him
awakening hurried down to his side, to
aid.

Four men and tw o women. To
Ogden's bleared sight they appeared
Elizabethans in dress and manner.

Three of the m en had sm all pointed

beards and flowing hair, the fourth was

a young golden-haired giant, haw k-

nosed, clean-shaven of cheeks.

To Ogden their speech resem bled his

idea of w hat the tongue of Queen



One of the women brought him a beaker of aromatically
flavored wine; he drank it, watching her—and slept.
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Elizabeth's day might have been It had
a northern “burr” and singularly short-
chopped vowel sounds with all ending
consonants pronounced most clearly.

Alm ost “actor talk” his dazed brain in -

sisted .

W here was he? How had this come

to pass? W here, now, was W inslowe

and his damnable machine— where that
laboratory in the big and isolated R ich -
mond house— where was England?

For this was not England. Those

b luffs above the serenity of the sum mer

shore were alive w ith sem i-tropical
vegetation. Behind them were stone
and tim ber built houses, Tudor in type

of architecture. He had left England in

the dark of a November night of fog and

rain; here the sun burnt down on him

from a cloudless sky It was im possible.

“W ho— who are you— people?” he

asked weakly “W here am 12 Where?”

“| knew ,” said the suddenly exultant

young giant, looking down at him , “that

he was of our race!” Then he bent and

lifted Ogden, and laughed. “Q uiet, good
fellow — you are hurt. Tim e can be,
later, for all you wish to know.”

Ogden blushed. Those wenches were

looking at him as they might have re-

garded a little broken-legged boy. And

he, considered a “fine figure of a man”

in his tw entieth century, seem ed a

puling creature in this stranger’'s grasp.

These women were such lovely things

— again there was a distinctly medieval

style of dress to show off their beauty.

NoOt etizabethan No,that would not

serve. The Elizabethan period, to his

knowledge, was not responsible for this

delightful sim plicity of their garb.

They wore semi-volum inous gowns of

softest wool; the younger in dove grey

and the elder in a clear deep sapphire

blue Their low-necked bodices were
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foamed about by lace. Some kind of

sm all corsetting — a criss-crossing of

tasselled cords binding these— accentu-

ated their waists Their hair was worn

long and under sm all knitted caps;their

shoes were quilted over thin, hard,

leather soles.

He watched the men Closely-fitting

trunks and tanned leather baldrics were

worn, long and open, over shirtings of

the same fine lawn that the women dis-

played. Plaited belts, quilted shoes with

heavier soles than the women's; the

elder men with thin gold rings in their

ear lobes; the younger man's neck tied

about with aloosely arranged scarf held

by the virgin-gold wire-weave of a
Turk'’'s-head knot.

They bore him into a house of cool
w ide room s and lo w ceilings w hich
abounded with amber-hued woods and
glowed with flowers and long carpets
and dyed skin rugs. The men put him

to bed. One of the women brought him

a beaker of arom atically flavored w in e ;

he drank it, watching her— and slept
A m yas Thirgasson, the giant, told
him that he slept for two days. Adm it-

tedly the wine was drugged by a decoc-
tion of tansy, hemlock and poppy-heads,

but he slept, apparently exhausted, be-

yond any length of influence that

soporific mixture might have exerted.

Two days— and on the third, listening
for hours to Amyas, who smoked a kind
of churchwarden pipe and talked rever-

beratingly, with many a slow rum ble of

laughter, Rodney Ogden learnt of won -
der.

IT appeared that this land was Green -

tand. Nova Anglia, they called it.
And it also appeared that the time was
somewhere about 2438 A .D O ctave
Seventy-Five must have done all its in -
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or it, and shifted his

tim e-plane for some five

dred years

into “th

e

theorists,

Ein

ture .

stein

from on

H

e

into th

future.”

c

e

and al

alibre w

had m

strata o

hun -

e future Yet, NO,not

Granted that a
I the theories, o
ere right— NOt th
erely been trans

f endured time t

Il the

f the

e fu -

lated

o an-

other, since, according to scientists, all
tim e, past, present and future, is coeval.

Just as a fly may enter a railway car-
riage at a platform as a train moves o ff;
and precisely as that fly may begin to
buzz about that com partment— carried
in complete calm over a hundred miles
of territory at forty, fifty, sixty, even
seventy miles an hour— leaving the car-
riage at another station without any
knowledge of the journeying in differ-
ent space-planes it had made, so with
Ogden's experience in these tim e -
planes O nly he had knowledge. For
hours now, Amyas had made him aware

of the m

“From

said he,

“yo

the

u, M aster

iracle .

what | ¢

carefully

reign

0 h,

fifteen

three.

n

before

o

, Elizab

- fifty to six

'm of th

an make of your tale,”

weighing his w

Ogden, must be a m

the great Elizabet

ords,
an of

h

eth’'s reign was about

teen - hundred -

and -

e twentieth centu ry —

uineteen-thirty-eight.”

sw e

“T

That is as | say,” Amya
he Elizabeth | refer to w
m aiden then. That w

‘“Yeal
red .
a sm all

be

the

W a

outbreak of

P

<o t zvhat?”

A m yas

the Seventy Y

's eyes regarded him with

e

s an -

ould

as at

ears’

sur-

repeated his last sentence

am plified it:

first year

said, sm

of the Seventy Y

iling. “Surely,

it had been well begun, even in

prise. H

and
“The

W ar,” he

ter,

day H e

sighed

and filled his pipe

ears’

M as-

your

am reputed to be a good scholar,” he
said . “History— and that is a difficult
subiject, since m ost records are lost— is

one of my chief studies.”

It appeared that war had begun in
Spain in 1936 and, one by one, most of
the nations of Europe had been drawn
into it. And, contrary to all that had
been said by various “experts,” civiliza -

tion was not destroyed.

By some strangely final certitude of
commonsense the belligerents contrived
to isolate the different theatres of war,
as they arose It seemed, in final anal-
ysis, that mankind realized that some-
thing greater than internecine struggle
impended, and reserves were deliber-
ately kept to combat this, w hen it

should come to pass

It came out of the Far East, with a
Japanese assault on China and Russia
and India launched sim ultaneously with
tw o cunningly maneuvred thrusts of
power at Am erica and Awustralia. The
weakened Occidental nations were well-
nigh conquered by their own stunned
thoughts, at first And, for nearly five
years, Oriental troops succeeded in oc-
cupying half the world.

Then, with one accord, ancient en-
m ities forgotten in one blood-banded
brotherhood, the United States of Eu -
rope sent a common army into the bat-
tle, along the vast front which extended
from the Carpathians to the U rals.

For half a century that struggle con-
tinued

“lt might have continued alw ays,”
said A myas, very solemnnly, “had not
the Creator, in His awful wisdom , put

an end to His children’'s play

O DNEY OGDEN questioned this.
IE A m yas told him that a day cam e

when the earth grew dark. The dark-
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ness persisted for many days and a
great wind began to sweep the structure
of the earth.

And w ith the typhoons came w ild
earthquakes and tidal waves upon the
oceans of the earth.

On the seventh day there was sound—
a sound that split the rocks as a hatchet
blade cleaves wood. A stupendous note
of Heaven that shattered the m ighty
Him alayas to low rubble and wrought
w ith intense heat to bring to roaring
pools of molten metal even the founda-
tions of the earth.

M en had said that in these days they
heard the voice of God crying aloud, re-
m ote and mournful, beyond H is tem -
pests and the m ajesty of H is dom inion
of destruction.

On the ninth day the sound that had
shocked the earth and the darkness that
had confounded it, ceased; and m en
knew no more of what had come to
them , destroying them

“Yet,” said Am yas,as he putaway his
pipe, “our wisest sages are all agreed
that Earth was partially destroyed by
Ero s ==

“The dark planet, running in invisibil-

ity between our globe and M ercury,eh?”

A myas lifte d his eyebrows and
smiled.

“Oh, so you knew it existed, then?"”
Ogden nodded. “SO,yes,the tiny one
It flew out of its orbit, taking those nine
days to reach us, and plunged into the
Indian Ocean between M adagascar and
Java, filling all that space which had
previously been fringed by India’s

southernmost shores, M alaya, the W est-

ern Awustralian seaboard and the Ant-
arctic— from the Enderby to South Vic-
toria Lands.”

A fter a while Ogden asked a shaky

question:
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“W ell, Am yas, and what do your rec-
ords tell you about whathappened after
that aw ful catastrophe? Apparently
some men survived

“Yes. That is most true.” Am yas
pondered for a while to compress his
tale to some order. “The planet, striking
the globe, threw it from its axis. | have
told you how, previously, the heat gen -

erated by the approaching disaster

caused those terrible storms of wind

and the mountains to fall and m elt.”

“Then, over all the lands of the earth

that had been, the waters came pouring.

A frica, India and Australia— the Am er-
icas, most of Russia and all Europe—
lie under the ceaseless tides.

“Our world today consists of those
lands which, in your day, were terra
incognitaf the Arctic zone our Nova

Anglia is your so-called Greenland. Our

colonists are now beginning to reap the

rewards of their settlem ents and work

in the territories you would have known

as Baffin Land, Northern Alaska and
Canada and the rem ote N orthern Siber-
ian Islands.

“Remember, the great heats melted
away all glaciers and the ‘eternal snow -
cap from our lands. The new tilt of the
earth’'s axis brought this newer, virgin
continent into something like the cli-
m atic conditions enjoyed in sem i-trop -
ical countries of old Our rains come in
their season; our sun is alm ost per-
petual— but the globe now being seven-
tenths a sphere of water, we are tem -
pered from extrem es.”

“Our London— Paris— New York—
Berlin— Vienna— all lOst?”

“For ever, Master, Laus Deo! They
are the homes of fishes and the serpents
of the deep— fitting doom for them ,k |
say!”
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“W hat have you" — Ogden’'s voice

rose, angrily— “in place of them , then?"”

Am yas Thirgasson gotto his feet and

stretched out his massive arm s.

“Peace,” he said, “most perfect hu -
m an— peace.”

I'n the tim e that followed Rodney
Ogden learned much of this land of
peace

A m yas and the tall gold girl in the

dove-grey gown, his sister Helva, took

him about. He went northwards along

the straight and stone-paved roads by

coach. Relays of horses, as in the eight-

eenth century days of England, fed the

stage. W arm welcoming inns and roar-

ingly jovial com pany made the journey

a fascinating thing.

The Thirgassons had clad him in the

garb of their day. He passed in speech

and soon in conduct for one of them -

selves.

He learned of the essentials of exist-

ence in this thawed-out territory that

had been Greenland.

ETA LS, precious and otherwise,
M were in prim eval abundance. The
age-long glaciers, in their m elting, had

scuffed the land until most veins of ore

w'ere bared to sight, and took little find -

ing and less working. Silver and copper

were used for dom estic ware. Gold was

a substance for ornamentation and for

coinage— as always. Platinum irid ium

and palladium were “the doctors’ met-

als

Iron was scarce. Ships were of wood

They were beauwutiful! G alleon-like,

tall, at nights their stern lanterns threw

squares of crim son, green and yellow

fire in their wakes. In the day tim es, the
sails boomed and thrum m ed diapason to
the incessant their

harping of rope-

work. Tall lovely craft— and none of

war.

Yet war was in that land of peace.

It appeared that the northern terri-

tories, and those of Siberia, Baffin Land

and Northern Canada, were overrun by

a savage race. Compounded of Japa-

nese, Mongoloid and Russian strains—

eventually absorbing into their mongrel
scope the

pure-bred strain of Eskim os

and isolated fam ilies of Am erican Red
Indians— these morons were perpetual-
ly dangerous. They

were squat, long-

armed, bent of knees and shaggy. O g-
den saw one captive, and thrilled to the
certainty that here he was looking on a
living representative of what in his day

scientific folk called the Piltdown man

This fusion of M ongoloid and Eskim o

and Indian strains had set back the
clock of racial progression to its first
hour. These savages were prim itives
from the very birth of time. He said as
much.

“Yea,"” said Amyas, laughing, “our
wise men agree on so much. But, poor

souls, they are really harmless. You see,

M aster Ogden, their minds are dark.

W hen we wage war on them we do not

seek to kill, so much as to capture—

“What_ capture scum like that!” Og -

den shuddered and pointed to one, aim -

lessly shuffling about a building, pluck-
ing weeds and rubbish from its gar-
dens A creature like that is better
dead

“N ay, not so, M aster Ogden.” The

giant Am yas smiled and explained him -

self gently. “1 said to you their minds

are dark. W hen we take them in the
frontier fights we feed them — they fight
for food— we house them — they w ill
risk life itself for a warm hole in the
ground— and we train them in menial
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decencies, as one does with a puppy
dog.”

“And with what result?”

“Service, M aster Ogden. A dum b,
warm , grateful but perfect service. D id
they not teach you, in your mighty age
of steels and wonders and winged m a-
chines, that the primal law of all hu-
m anity is ‘thou, too, being man, must
be my brother’?”

“l— I''m afraid not]” Ogden laughed,
harshly. “The thing won't work N ever
has. Never w ill.”

o B said Amyas Thirgasson, very
so ftly, “am five hundred years older
than you, Rodney Ogden— and Heaven
has weptits fill above this globe of ours,
between us.” He paused and looked at
his sister, Helva, standing by. Then his
face flushed, and his cold eyes glowed.
“W hat hast thou had, M aster Ogden, in
thy time with us, save service, brother-
hood— and love ?”

Rodney Ogden bowed his head

moment's reference to “steels

H AT
I and winged m achines”

made Ogden

pursue another track. HOW did these
people contrive to suffer Ilife without
such aids? Had they the radio? H ad
they internal com bustion engines— oil,
rubber, concrete, explosives?

All, Thirgasson said in answer to
him under control of the State.

And what was meant by that?

The tall galleons each carried radio
of a simple form The central ruling
powers permitted this, under license.
Rem ote territorial o fficers were also
linked to headquarters, in Nova Anglia,
by radio com m unication. O n certain
great occasions, either of em ergency or
proclam ation, it was permitted to the
people to gather in certain halls to listen
to the broadcast voices of their rulers.
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But no general transm ission

kind was sanctioned M usic wa

sidered too perfect an art to

effects prostituted by

chanical means. News was a th

this land, reduced to barest bon

Am yas explained, their wise men,

have

of any
s con-

its

second-hand me-

ing, in
es— as

point-

ing back to the failure of the past civili-
zations, indicated the gquick dissem ina-
tion of all kinds of news, relevant and
irrelevant, as being one of the main con -
tributory factors of the twentieth cen-
tury's fall from grace.

Ogden, recalling that he was a re-
porter, was both amused and annoyed

O il, in a crude state, was the fuel of
various sim ple machines, these also be-
ing strictly |lim ited and controlled by
license of the State. It was held as truth
that unlim ited and illim itable machine-
power had likewise contributed to the
fall of previous civilizations.

Ogden put a question upon the sub -

ject of rule

How was Nova Ang“agov—

erned? Had it a parliament, a king, a
royal fam ily?

It had not —-none of these, said
A myas

Parliam ent, Amyas slowly contended,
was a congregation of political units
elected by that most dangerous and
disastrous of means— public fervor and
em otion. O f royalties and royal fam ilies
there were none; accident of birth had
ceased to count in its combat with in-
cident of circum stances.

Nova Anglla was ruled by a Trium -
virate These were sages, doctors of
law and economics and philosophy; men
w ho had been trained from earliest
childhood in the State colleges existing

solely to breed governors.

Boys were selected in their chil
years and, by a rigid process of
tion, continued through seven

dhood

selec-

-year
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stages of ever intensified education until
they entered the final courts of juris-
prudence and civil direction . Here,
round about their fortieth years, they
served one further ten-years practice of
adm inistration — and ultim ately, from
the last handfulofthose who had passed
every stringent test, three were chosen
to com mand the State until their deaths

“And — and 3ou tell me that way
worksf”

“Even as Ancient Greece found it to
‘work’, as you call it,” Am yas quietly
answered, “so do we. Ours is an age
comparable, exactly, with that of the

Athenians at their noblest prim e.”

“Damn it all, have you had to get
back to the dawn of history to— to suc-
ceed ?”

“H as not each m an to enter into
greatest glory— even as a little child?”
asked Am yas Thirgasson. “Can you not
determine for yourself, M aster O gden,
that, to use one of the saws of your day,

‘First thoughts are best thoughts'?”

o dn ey o gden gave it up. H e
|2 ceased to fret or argue. He ac-

cepted this m arvellously joyful exist-
ence as his own, and wished for no
other. W henever he thought back to
his own day he felt fearful and de-

pressed Surely no further accident of
those am azing rays of Octave Seventy-
Five could succeed against him ? Surely

nothing could pluck him back?

He wished to stay; he had to stay
This sister of Am yas was a greater lure
than the peace ofNOVaAng“a.He loved
her and knew that she loved him
Am yas, and the whole Thirgasson fam -
ily, approved. If only he could rem ain—

remain— for ever.

H e tried to convince him self he

would, and could And to combat the
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uneasiness of his spirit, he threw him -

self more whole-heartedly int

existence. He studied it.
Here, among them in this g

was a new Shakespeare— not

the dominant spirt of a verita

Helva

of poets and dram atists. E x a

o his new

olden age,

alone, but

ble brood

ctly as in

the great days of G loriana; precisely as

the first Queen Elizabeth see

med to be

fated to act as lodestar in a constellation,

of brilliant writers, artists,

dram atists — so now. Here

poets and

he heard

Spenser once again, and clanked can-

nikins with a latter-day M arlowe, roy-

stering, robustious. He heard
cool nobilities of rare Ben
heard wonder speak in words

to their task as bee-velvets to

again the
Jonson;
as perfect

the bee.
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Here, too, a Rem brandt had arisen —
offset by the jaundiced gloom and ma-
jesty of a Velasquez. Here was the im -
m ensity of a Beethoven and there spun
round him the monumental delicacies
of a Chopin; the love-anguished ca-
dences of a Schubert; the wizardry of
Grieg.

Ogden sat by him self and made up his
mind that of course this peaceful per-
fection of existence was the cause of the
phenomenal abundance of genius.

But Amyas laughed and asked if Eliza -
beth of sixteenth-century England had

lived with her giant-minds in peace?

“N ay, M aster Ogden! Rather say to
yourself, ‘Here is full cycle!” Think back
to ancient Greece and countyour times,
sir From Homer and Pindar to Shake -
speare .. . from Praxiteles to Rem -
brandt . . . from some forgotten singer
at the courts of Athens to our singers
and m usicians full cycle, M aster O g -
den—fU”CyCle.Maybe the Creator hath
turned the ring of life upon his finger,
and— lo— its jewels gleam together

on our day.”

G DEN worked and laughed and ate

and slept his fill, as joyous as a
child. He learned to bind the leathers
of books, to shape and dress tim bers,
stones and furs. He watched the women
weaving cloth and took a hand at the
dye-tubs he played games and swam

and went hunting.

I'n the long tw ilig ht evenings, he
talked to Helva It was June, and they
were pledged to m arry after the harvest
was garnered Their home was being
built, and already its gardens were
ablaze with flowers and soft with green-

ery

Those evenings were velvety with

languors and slow dream s. Helva would

sit at
rageou
w atch

his side,

sly all the

the glit

w hile

spinning,

flirting out-

And he would

ter of little

puffs of floss-silk flew

of the

dista ff,

rushing wheel

to be

sparks as the

round

the amber

caught from the

and turned

to thread.

Sometimes— less often now— he re-
called a place called London, and the
roar of buses through its streets.

Then, one day, he felt a plucking all
about him . It was like the bodily drag
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writhed over the fates of Andleham and the night watches he sat and trem bled
Rodney Ogden. and talked w ith the scientist.

He had never, deliberately, intended Perhaps W inslowe found something
to kill AIf Andleham ; it was his own irresistib le prom ised by Ogden'’s ac-
choice of the queer hiding-place in his counts; they called it peace M aybe
cap-for the “gem s” that had brpught it scientific zeal influenced him even more
about M aybe, again, some chord of deepest

Ogden’'s case was vastly different. hum anity began to vibrate in his w ith -
The reporter’s alteration in time-planes ered soul as he listened to Ogden's
partook, now, of a crim inal act. Sir m ourning for the rare love he had lost,
Hector intended to rectify the position. w ith his Helva ... Maybe Sir Hector
H e had perfect control over his ap- feared to rem ain and face the charges
paratus ; Ogden should be brought back that would arise over Andleham 's death
from his five hundred years’'journey. and over the destruction of those prop-

Unsteadily but confidently the scient- erties.
ist set to work. At ten past two on that W hatever it w as, full m orning
icy February m orning Ogden w as dawned to show its February light on
brought back; and Ogden raged— gib - further m ystery Both W inslowe and
bered in furious madness to find him self Ogden were now for ever missing from
returned that isolated Richm ond mansion;and a

W inslowe cowered from him . Am - strange machine, wrecked beyond all
azed by the younger m an'’s alm ost hope of repair, was all that the au -
dem oniacal mien, he promised . . . any- thorities ever had to connect with Sir
thlng if only Ogden would tell him , Hector W inslow e’'s final acts before his
calm ly, Why he raged dissolution. .. No more, ever, on this

Ogden took his chance. Throughout earth, in this tim e.
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THE LASS 0
EITTEH CREEK
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Illustrated by
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en tlem a n c o I by perked
G jaded nostrils and sniffed. From
one of the lesser places on down the
street a crowd of bearded grangers,
cowpokes, and slattern-faced women
pushed outthe door, dragging a protest-
ing figure w ith them . The crowd

tram ped around a corner and disappear-

112



THE LASS O’ BITTER CREEK 113

ed in the alley, from which huge, bil- heads to the girl. “That's about the
lowing clouds drifted out to hang above way | putit,” he smirked through even
the little tow n lik e a tinted Paisley w hite teeth.

shawl. Smoke! And in it, Gentlem an The Lass o' Bitter Creek flicked eye-
Colby smelled excitem ent! lashes demurely.

Pulling the sorrel back from the hitch “Ahem kb gentlemen,” Colby warmed
rail, he jogged down to where the smoke to his subject, “it seem s to me you peo-
drifted out and turned in. The crowd ple are takin’' advantage of this girl.
formed a close-packed circle about a Harrum ph! O ffhand 1'd say, from her
girl of perhaps eighteen and beautiful, looks, she don’'t know nothin’ about
brazenly eyeing her silent captors. To stealin’. It ain’t in her eye A fair trial
one side, but dangerously near, an iron by jury would be the fair way to settle
kettle bubbled and sputtered its aw ful this. Put the evidence out front, |I'd say,
brew over a well-built fire. Gentlem an and show it to light of day.”

Colby sniffed again. Tar! “Gor-a-mighty! Did ye hear that?”

Colby edged in, coughed, and touched the bull-necked leader blurted to the
a surly granger's shoulder. “W hat's the crowd. “Did ye hear what this pilgrim
trouble, if 'm not buttin’in ?” he asked says?” His eyes rolled skyward “A
brightly. trial! And he means it!”

“Trouble?” the granger snarled, and Gentlem an Colby looked over to note
pointed “There's yer trouble! The the effect on the girl Her long brown
Lass o' Bitter Creek. As troublesome a lashes shaded blushing cheeks!
critter as ever went through a man's “M ay | ask,” Colby smiled, “what, if
pockets!” any, are the charges?”

Gentlem an Colby cocked an apprais- “Stealin’,” Lige roared. “W hy thet
ing eye in the girl's direction. And the strum pet—
appraisal reflected a vision he had “Hold on there!” Colby stopped him
fought away too many times of late; of short. “Stealin's a mighty high crim e
a place by the side of the road, a cow to be accusin’ a girl that age of. W hy,
or two,and a woman to make it homey. that lass wouldn't steal the hair off a

“W hy, she doesn't look so all fired dead m an's head Bein’' modest is more
troublesome,” he mused. “1'd adm ire to to the point!
say | 've seen w orse!”

The granger’'s blue jowls dropped in IG E and the granger conferred. The
stark amazement. “Lige,” he howled to L restless crowd sneered surlily at
the leader of the band, “Here's a cove the gentlem an, shifted uneasily, and
as says she don’'t look troublesome! w aited .

Seen worse he says!” Lig e stepped forward, planted feet

Lige stalked through the crowd, now wide apart, and spoke “Stranger, we
turned and staring at this apparition ain't exactly havin’' delirium trem ens
bold enough to debate a lost cause so over a fool pilgrim buttin’in on a good
arrogantly. chore and speakin’ his piece. For all

“Did we understand you to say this perfect things has a flaw, a scratch un -
heifer don’'t look bad?” he asked the derneath the surface ye might say, that
gentlem an sharply. shows up mighty tremendjous sometimes

Colby leered across the glowering when polished off in the sm ooth A nd
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lots o' times the other side o’ the ques-

tion makes interestin’sm all talk around

a supper table, if fer nothin’ else after-

ward. N ow me and'Henry has been

sizin’ you up and from yer looks we'd

say you was a gentlem an o' chance.
Innocent ye says! W al, they’'s ways o’
puttin’ yer marbles in the ring ’'thout
talkin 1" Lige stopped for effect

“N ow here's how our deal stacks up,”
he continued. “You to play Henry here

a game o’ poker. W e the people, repre-

sented by Henry, puts the girl up fer
our chips. You to put up thet sorrel.
If you win, the lass goes free, pervided

always o' course ye both shags out o’

town afore sunup. If Henry wins, the

pot biles again! And no argufyin’about

the sorrel. Put out or take out, and

speak yer choice!”

Gentlem an Colby smiled. The Lass o’

Bitter Creek sent a burning look over

the crowd that worked wonders. That

home, a cow or two, and a woman to

m ake it homey were taking shape
Colby appeared to study a moment.
“Very well,” he purred, “where do we

play the game ?”

“W hy up to the Rim fire Saloon 'll be

as likely a place as any,” Henry an-

swered belligerently.

“Then come on, boys,” Colby Ililted,

the light of love in his eyes.

The humming mob swarmed out of

the alley and up the street to the saloon

Inside a space was cleared and the

gentlemen went to w ork Colby leaned

in and stretched across the table. Henry

drew three and raised the ante Colby

shoved a stack of blue chips in and laid

down his cards. Henry bellowed

hoarsely and called for a new deck The

game was on. The close-packed crowd

sim m ered down; the sw ift lightning -

like, yet casual plays lulled their senses.

The feel of cards in Colby’'s long w hite
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fingers brought the surging desire to

win as it always had before. That home,

its cow or two, and someone to make it

homey, were lost in the shuffle.

EN R Y shifted uneasily A lo w

babble of voices down the bar

came floating up to break the silence in
Another voice

the room close by took

up the murm ur and the spell w as
broken. Henry was losing. Something
rustled behind, the soft white hand of

the Lass o' Bitter Creek disappeared

from Colby’'s shoulder, and heavy boots
shuffled together behind the rustle of
silk. Colby glanced back. The girl was

gone. The crowd edged in, intent only

on the play. Gentlem an Colby returned

to his first love and reached for another
card

An hour passed Two. Henry picked

up his hand and laughed harshly, to

send his dwindling chips out and spread

cards on the green baize cloth. Colby

met his three aces with a busted flush.

Henry looked up snarling. Slow ly his

features contorted. His mouth opened.

“W here’'s the girl?” he bawled.

M ute faces broke into whispers, then

howls. Colby reached instinctively for
his derringer. The seething crowd
surged toward the door carrying Colby

along with its tide.

O utside, staunch citizens deployed,

some running around to the alley, some

beyond, some up the street. Colby dis-

entangled him self and stepped over to

look to the sorrel. Henry rolled Offthe

crowd's outer fringe and bumped to a

stop at the rack.

Eyeing Colby, he panted, “Guess you

know what kind o' stealin’ she special-

ized in, don’'t you ?”

“N ot horse stealin’?” Gentlem an

Colby gulped, and looked to the horse-

less hitch rail
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r|~ H ERE were two prisoners in the They were aboutthe same height and
A little gloomy and ill-ventilated ce Il; build; but one was dressed in the gar-
and, standing at the doorway, was a ments of a priest and the other in
gaoler, clad in a ragged and dirty uni- clothes which, though old and badly
form of the Republic and sm oking a worn, had once been in the height of
disgusting clay pipe He looked at the fashion Both were calm , but whereas
two men the priest was serenely so, his com pan-
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ion’'s attitude was more in the nature

of a contem ptuous indifference.

The gaoler blew a cloud of pungent

sm oke from his pipe and spat out into

the corridor.

“One of you has got to die/' he said
briefly.
H e spoke w ith a blunt matter-of-

factness that was quite devoid of m al-

ice, but which was far more horrible

than any calculated cruelty would have

been.

“l am afraid | do not see w hy.” The

more gaily-dressed prisoner— who an-

swered, here at any rate, to the name

of Dignon— looked coldly at the gaoler.
“Monsieur le cure assures me he is inno -

cent of any crime. As for myself, per-

haps | cannot speak so surely, but cer-
tainly | have done nothing to m erit
death W hy must one of us die?”

The gaoler laughed, again with that

horrible way of taking things for grant-

ed. Plainly this discussion of death w as

a matter of daily routine to him and he
seemed to think that the victim should
see it in the same objective light as
him self.

“l have my orders,” he said, shrug -
ging his shoulders. “lt should have

been the Due de Varennes; but as he's

given us the slip, one of you m ust take

his place. This Varennes, you see, has

been a great nuisance to the Republic.

Lord knows how many heads he has
stolen from the guillotine! But Paris
got too hot for him . So what does he
do?” H e grunted disgustedly. “He

comes down here to Toulon and cheats

our guillotine.”

"H ow very unfortunate,” said D ig -
non coldly.

The gaoler nodded, as though de-
lighted that his prisoner should realise

the trials to w hich good republicans
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were subjected. “He plays us the very

devil of a game. W e’'re not so sm art in

Toulon as they are in Paris; we don't
fret if an aristocrat here and there slips
through our fingers, for there’'s plenty
more. But with this fellow it's a dif-

ferent story

E SEEM ED to be waiting for en-
I Icouragement‘ but Dignon w as
finger-nails, and

moodily studying his

the priest looked at him w ith stony
disapproval.

“It’'s those Com m issioners and Citi-
zens and Lord-Knows-W hat in Paris

that cause all the trouble,” grum bled

the gaoler. “They can’'t let well enough

be. You'd think they’'d be glad enough

to be rid of their Due de Varennes. But
no !'they can’'t rest till his head’'s in the
basket. So they tell US to get it for
them .” He swore suddenly and filthily
atthe meddling Citizens of Paris. “They

send down a Revolutionary Com m is-

sioner to see that we do get his head

And if we don't, as like as not our own

would go instead.”

Dignon looked at him w ith a sneer.

“*So we are to save your heads for you,
I take it?”

“Someone has got to be the Due de

Varennes and go to the guillotine. And

as the slippery devil escaped right
through our fingers this m orning, it
can't be him self.”

The priest said very gently: “But
why us, my friend?"”

“You were the nearest. You have
the figure, too; that's im portant, you
see. It's no good cutting off the head
of some fat citizen when they all know
that the Due de Varennes was tall and
slim lik e yourselves. And the face
doesn't matter, for it never looked the
same twice
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Dignon made a gesture of disgust.

“"One would have thought you could
have taken the trouble to choose some-
one a little more worthy of death N ot

that life in your little paradise of Equal-

ity holds much for us. S till, in justice

to the guillotine—

“Wehad no time to choose Besides,

you are both well fitted enough to die,

if it comes to that. The Republic has

no love for priests.” He turned sullenly

to Dignon. “And as for you,;you didn't

exactly help us w hen the Due de

Varennes slipped past us this morning,
did you?"”

Then he seemed quite suddenly to tire

of the conversation.

“That's how it is,” he said with final-

ity . “And you m ay Ilike it or not, as
you please

One of you goes to the

guillotine in half an hour If you can
settle between yourselves, well enough.
1f not, | shall have to choose.” And
then, with a begrudging magnanim ity,
he added: "The other one goes free.”

prisoners were silent for

O TH the
B a while after the

gaoler had left

them

The priest stood facing the high
barred window through which a miser-
able stream of light reached the cell,

and his head was thrown back as if con-

sciously to catch the light on his face

at a more direct angle. It showed the

rather prominent bones of his face, and

the clear blue eyes that were at once

a symbol of honesty and courage.

Dignon, though clearly not afraid,
seemed to lack something of his peace
of mind. But he said, lightly enough:

“It seems that one of us must die,

m vy friend

The priest inclined his head gravely,

and Dignon laughed. “A common
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enough fate. M ost of us come to it in

the end; and the end is often early these
days.”

He walked a few paces about the cell.

“But | must confess | would find the
situation more supportable with a pinch
of snuff.” He looked inquiringly at the
priest. ol don't suppose you could

oblige a dying m an, monsieur le cure?

have not my own box with me

The priest took a box from his pocket

and passed it across to the other. “A

worldly failing of mine,” he admitted

w ith a smile. Then a frown troubled

for a moment the serenity of that sm ile.

“l wonder,” he said slowly, “which of

us w ill be taking snuff tom orrow .”

Dignon looked m editatively at the
snuff-box as if that would supply the
answer. He said suddenly:

“So far as | am concerned, | shall die
without regret. Death solves a lot of
problem s. Life only makes them

But the priest shook his head “You

do not believe what you are saying, my

son.”
“W hy not? H as life been so good
to you that you hate to leave it?”
“Yes! | see much in life that | should

be loath to lose I love life because it is

life; because it is movement, and feel-

ing, and being. I have been happy on
this earth, my son.”

“You are lucky.”

“Do notmistake me.” The priest was
gently reproachful. “l have been wun-
happy too. But unhappiness at least
is life; and it is life that m atters.” H e
looked at Dignon with some pity, and

much interest. “And you? Has life used

you so ill, then?"”

Dignon shrugged his shoulders. “N o,
monsieur le cure,” he said frankly, *it
is I who have used life ill.”
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E W O U LD have said no more per-

H haps, but the priest’'s eyes invited
confidence

“There is little enough to tell I am
a failure; that is all— a failure ,” he
added, “not only from the worldly view
but from your view too.”

He turned away from the priest, his
head slig h tly lowered. Then, after a
pause, he said:

“l have wasted my life. And need-
le ssly! Because success did not come
for the asking, | have wasted my years

in a silly welter of self-pity. | dreamed,
monsieur le cure; and because my
dream s did not at once come true, |
killed them

“And your dream s?” The priest
spoke with infinite care, lest his words
should hurt.

Dignon laughed harshly, w ith a
cruelty towards him self.

“Liberty!Equality! Fraternity!They

were dreams,” he said

There was a silence.

“N ot the mockery of it they are m ak-
ing now,” went on Dignon. “Not
hatred, and death, and anarchy. That
is false; and I would fight it w ith all
m y power. | wanted to m ake them
worthy of liberty before they fought
for it; to teach them equality of spirit
instead of jealousy and hatred. I had
a talent for words”— he paused, hope-
lessly— “and because | met with laugh-
ter, and ignorance, and indifference, |
killed it. | killed it with drinking and
pretending not to care Then it was too
late; it would not come to life again;
and | was left with nothing buta hatred
of myself.”

The priest spoke with deep wunder-
standing. “The world is very hard for
dreamers, my son.”

“ could have forgiven the world,”

answered Dignon slowly “There was a
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woman | could not forgive. She laughed
at me, and mocked my ideals. And in-
stead of proving to her that she was
wrong— | proved that she was right.
That is why | hate m yself.”

H EN suddenly, as if regretting in -
Ttensely his confession, he said,
savagely

“Now say you despise me, and have

done with it

The priest seemed to be in some diffi-
culty. Perhaps he feared to give the
advice that was so easy to prescribe
and so hard to follow . Perhaps he
asked him self what right he had to give
advice at all or to deny the other’s
tragedy and m inim ise his ills. He fin-
gered the girdle at his waist, as if his
cloth excused his presum ption, made it
a duty, even, to speak his mind. And
he said kindly:

“lt is not for me to despise you;
neither is it for you to do so You are
still young. Even if your dreams and
am bitions are dead, you are alive; you
can fight other battles; you can win.”

“The repentant sinner,” sneered
Dignon. “I can redeem my foolish past,
can 12" H e shook his head bitterly
“You flatter m e, monsieur le cure. 1 am
not the man you take me for. I am
weaker than that; self-hatred and self-
p ity have eaten too far into my soul
There is only one way | can atone for
my wasted life

“And that?”

“By a death that is not so useless as
my life has been.

The sun, stream ing w ith a sudden
brightness through the miserable win -
dow, lent a grotesque em phasis to this
talk of death It was a reminder that
outside was sky, and trees, and flow -
ers: life— for ONE€ of them

The priest upturned his face again
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to the sun's rays, stretching out to its

beatitude. Then he looked at Dignon

com passionately.

“You are very generous, monsieur.

But I will not let you sacrifice yourself

for me.”

Dignon turned on him w ith an at-

tem pt to belittle his own virtues. “1 do

not think of you, but of the world A

priest can be of service to it; |I cannot.
That is all.”

“So much is true,” said the cure
slow ly “1 CaN be of use to the w orld;
there are souls in jeopardy that need
m e But even they, | think, would wish
m e to give you at least an equal
chance.” He took a coin from his pocket
“Let us spin for who is to die. Kin g
Lowuis, it shall be m e; the shield, your-
self.”

Dignon answered him with a sort of

m ocking contem pt

“Very well, then. Since |
cannot let you die for me, it
must be this way ..
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‘1 am not doing this to save your
precious skin I am doing it because |
want to die.” H is voice rose quickly.

1 want to die; don’'t you understand

that? | am not m aking a sacrifice; | am

even se lfish if you lik e . But since |

w ish to die and you do not, then in

God’'s name why argue?”

“Because | do not believe that in your
heart you do wish to die.”

“ls it for you to say what | want?
Leave me to judge that, and meddle
w ith your own affairs. You w ish to
live; you have said as much I do not.

That finishes it

The priest shook his head obstinate-

ly ;and Dignon turned on him with furi-
ous im patience.

“Listen to me! This is the peace |

have been longing for, the end of my
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m isery and despisem ent. Oh, yes! |
have longed for death often enough
N ow, when it is so easy, you deny it to
me, you snatch it away. W hat right

have you? Wha\right,lask you?” He

paced violently up and down the cell,
stam ping and gesticulating. “1 w ill not
have it, I tell you. It is I, and | alone,
who shall die!”

Throughout this dem onstration the
priest had rem ained im perturbable and
calm . He took the coin between his
finger and thumb. “I1 will let you take
a chance. That is all | can do

For a moment Dignon hesitated.
Then he said, in a cool voice quite dif-
ferent from that in which he had raved

and storm ed:

“Very well then. Since | cannot let
you die for me, it must be this w ay ...

He drew his clenched fist back de-
liberately and sent it sm ashing into the
face of the priest, who crum pled up in
a heap on the floor, a trickle of blood
running from his cut lips and cheek

W hen the gaoler came he was still
unconscious. “W e have settled,” said
Dignon, grim ly “Our good priest s
having a little sleep | shall have a
long one

H E priest had recovered when the
Tgaolercame to free him , but he was
w hite-faced and weary. His eyes asked
a mute question.

The gaoler nodded “H e's dead.

W ent to the guillotine as brave as the

best of 'em . I’ swear he touched all

the ladies’' hearts— though they daren’t

show it

“He was a very brave m an,” said the

priest, slow ly “He sacrificed him self
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for me, because he thought | was more

use on this earth than he was M ay

God make me worthy of that sacrifice!”

H E gaoler laughed gruffly “M ore
Tuse than he was! That's a fine
story he told you!”

“W hat do you mean?”

“1 mean, my friend, that Monsieur
Dignon, as he called him self, was none
other than the Due de Varennes him -
self, the man we were after.”

“Dignon Varennes?” The priest

looked at him in astonishment.

“That's right. The man who escaped

was a decoy. W e caught the real m an”
— he laughed— “by mistake. So he died,
m vy fine priest, not because he thought
you could be any use, with your preach -
ing and prating, but because he was too
much the confounded aristocrat to let

another man die in his place.”

The priest w as still unconvinced.
“Are you sure ?" he asked.

“Sure! He told us him self at the guil-
lotine. And if that don't satisfy you"”—

he plunged a hand in his pocket and

drew out an object— “what about this?
‘E .V ." on it; Edouard Varennes; and a
coronet. Anyone would know that a
man with that in his pocket was the
Due de Varennes

Slow ly the priest nodded “Yes,yes,
of course anyone would know.”
He looked suddenly away. W hen he
turned again he glanced at the silver
box in the gaoler’'s hand, and said: “I

wonder,would you grant me a pinch of

this snuff before |I go. I am in need of
it;and | lentmy own to a friend— a very
noble friend — who did not return it
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EW IS W ETZEL was the first fa-
I mous bully of the N ational Fron -
tier The most competent woodsm an

of the W heeling neighborhood on the

Upper O hio river, no other character

ever excelled him in personal feats of
w ild crafting “The figh-tin'est bully, the
sportin’'est Indian hunter, the best
danged man of his day,” in the end he
stood pathetic and disgraced. H is fa-
ther w as John W etzel (W hitzell,
W itzell, etc.) and he was born below

Catfish, now W ashington, D C.,on the
Potomac river in 1760.
In 1772 the W etzel fam ily joined the
Silas Zane party to go to Col. Ebenezer
“The fightin’est bully, the sportin’est

Indian hunter, the best danged man
of hisday_” where a thousand acres of rich bottom
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Zane's Fort W heeling, lately built,
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land waited each fam ily, the prize acre-

ages on Mingo Bottoms. John W etzel

led the way to the head of Little W heel-

ing creek. W hen the company stam -

peded there W etzel’s saddle girth

broke; and, with his friends, he lost his

way when he tried to short-cut. The

bottoms were all claim ed w hen he

reached the fort; so taking up a hill-
claim , he became a meat hunter instead
of a farmer. His four sons became hunt-

ers, too.

The land was alive w ith deer, elk,
buffalo, bears, wild turkeys and other
game from squirrels to wolves. M oney

was in the meat and skins, but hunters

took their lives in their hands every trip

out they made In 1774,John and M ar-

tin, his eldest son, were hunting. Lewis

went out of the cabin at dawn, and a

gunlock clicked — he saw an Indian top-
knot— the flash of powder in a pan
Lewis ducked back, but the bullet hit

his breast bone. Two Indians grabbed

him and his eleven-year-old brother, Ja -

cob, and kidnapped them Tw o days

later they raised a sunken canoe hidden

in M ¢cM ahan's creek, and that night

camped far north of the O hio.

Lewis W etzel's fortitude, despite his

wound, won Indian adm iration. The

captives slept between the warriors, a

rope over them . At Big Lick, the boys

escaped, taking spare moccasins and a

rifle, Lew is’' first own weapon, a flint-

lock, of course. H e practiced till he

could stand with his back to a tree, the

weapon unloaded, run fifty yards at top

speed, stop, turn and shoot— hitting a
target center, till then an wunheard of
feat.

H EN in August, 1777, Mingoes,
WShawnees and W yandottes, with
drove the settlers

painted renegades

to the Kentucky Stockades, Lew is
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W etzel was on the firing line at W heel-

ing, his mother also shooting A hand -

ful of settlers won against hundreds of

raiders. W etzel, 17 years old, had com e
to full stature, dark of com plexion,
sharp featured, his black eyes famous
for their flash; lithe and wiry, 5 feet 9

inches tall, he weighed 140 pounds.

W hen Col. Crawford led an army of

eager scalp hunters into the Indian

country north of the O hio, emulating

Capt. W illiam s’ raid on the M ission

Indian towns, Lew is W etzel went

along The warriors ambushed and dis-

persed the raid, Craw ford was captured

and tortured. W etzel escaped, but
Thomas M ills abandoned a horse and
asked Lewis to go back for it.

“Bad business!” W etzel warned, but

they went and found the anim al tied to

a tree. M ills started to run to the ani-
mal. W etzel wrarned him

“H o Id on; let's see about this!”™ but
M ills seized the line.

An ambush blazed away, and M ills

dropped dead W etzel killed the Indian

who jumped to claim the scalp. In -
stead of five or six Indians breaking
cover, two score warriors took after
W etzel, who stepped lightly The race,
one of the most famous of the O hio

valley, was the most surprising in the
history of the Revolutionary period. In
a half mile all but the fleetest Indians
were left behind in the tall tim ber. Six
w arriors were put to desperate efforts
to overtake the fugitive whose b lack

hair was bundled in a knot on his head,

the prize scalp of his race.

W hen W etzel heard pounding steps
close, he turned like a rabbit in the air,
came down with his rifle leveled, drove

a bullet into the wide chest of his pur-

suer, turned and fled the pursuer next

behind, yelling the battle cry o f:

‘“Lew is W etzel! Lewis W etzel!”
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Then w ith in a few rods W etzel,
screeching his name, again turned in
the air, came down sliding backwards

and killed the next Indian And this he

carried on wuntil the last Indian in the
chase clapped his hand to his mouth
and with loud yells of dism ay fled to
tell the warriors that Lewis W etzel
was the Devil and his gun was always

loaded. And W etzel turned back to pick
up his scalps at $100 per, the bounty on
Indians on the Frontier at W heeling.

Having been paid, he swaggered

around, his sweethearts, who were le-

gion, taking down his hair and combing
it, jet-black and reaching in waves to
his knees. Carousing, shooting in
m atches, wrestling, drinking, W etzel
alternated meat killing, Indian hunting,
and sprees in town. Every autumn he
slipped into the Indian country alone
w ith his powder-horn full of fresh loads,
solid lead bullets run in hot molds, and

a supply ofrifle-ham m er flints, his knife

sharpened and his tom ahawk ready for
business. H is b lack hair freshly
combed, his sweethearts kissed fond
farewells, even after Indians were no

longer legitim ate game he defied the

protective law s meant to save them

from unnecessary extinction.

summer of 1786, retaliation

N T H E
I of Indians for vengeance exacted by

relentless Borderers, brought”~ raids to

the M ingo Bottom s and outskirts of

W heeling clearing. M ajor M ¢cM ahon of

Beech Bottom raised twenty hunters,
including Lew is W etzel, to hunt the
m iscreants. W hen north of the Ohio,
they found fresh Indian signs, the com -
pany all headed for home but W etzel.

“l'm not going home like a fool,” he
declared, “w ith m y fingers in m y
mouth, now that we've found Indians.

1'll get a scalp or lose m ine!”
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Sharp cold night came on W etzel
dug a hole in the ground, built a fire in
it, broiled a chunk of meat for supper,
and when the moisture was all steamed

out of a cover of sand thrown over the

bed of coals, he wrapped his blanket

around him , and, huddled over the warm

earth, slept soundly. A Il the following

day he hunted Indians

The w arm smell of a streamer of

sm oke led him to a camp where two

blankets, a sm all fcettle, and a sm oul-

dering fire-pit were prom ising. Am -

bushed, W etzel awaited his quarry. At

sunset an Indian came, beginning sup-

per Another Indian came, and the tw o

ate A fterw ards, the two laughed and
sang, telling stories— careless of noise
and blazing firelight shim m ering high
on the tall tim ber trunks, flickering on
the broad leaves. About 9 o'clock, one

Indian took a flaming torch to go watch

a salt lick for deer The other rolled up

in his blanket to sleep Just before
dawn, W etzel— sorry both Indians
weren't there— crept in to stab the
sleeper to the heart. “l1 didn’'t use the
tom ahawk because the hunter would
have heard the blow!” he said

Thus W etzel came in with a $100

scalp to jeer the frightened M cM ahon

and his band of hunters! W etzel taunt-

ed and mocked the bravest as well as

the most cowardly bullies of the Fron -

tier Those w ho dared resent, he

crashed on their backs, bitten, gouged

and pum meled m ercilessly; in a land

where bushwhacking was the com mon,

accepted practice, none even dared try

to get him in that way Boy and man,

warned by the flash in the pan, or the

click of a setting lock, he ducked and
dodged bullets like a loon, a helldiver
or a grey wolf, slyer than the slyest
Indian
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scouted for Gen Josiah

ETZEL '
WH arm er, frontier army command -

er at Pittsburg-, from 1785 on Several

soldiers disappeared at W heeling, and

W etzel was sent to solve the m ystery.

The men wentup W heeling creek hunt-

ing, and never returned. W etzel took
a bag of parched corn and jerked veni-
son, and followed up the creek trail to
the gorge w here steep w alls, dense

cover and wild turkeys prevailed. H id -

den in the brush at dawn, W etzel, im i-

tating a flock of turkeys coming down

from a tree roost, shaking brush, utter-

ing pUt—pUtS,and flapping wings. Pres-

ently he spied the tall feather of an

Indian’'s top-knot coming to kill a tur-

key gobbler. W etzel shot him through

the head He was an old grey warrior,

cunning, brave and alone, and his cave

contained the -weapons and uniform s of

the lost soldiers.

General Harm er w as negotiating
w ith the Indians, seeking peace
W etzel's father and a neighbor went

hunting deer for a winter supply of

jerked venison. They loaded a canoe

and dropped down M iddle Island Creek,

starting up the O hio, hugging the shore

to gain speed in the reverse eddies N ear

Capitama they were fired on from am -

bush. W etzel was hit low in the body

“Lie down!” he told his companion,

and paddled out of range, dying.
Lewis W etzel swore vengeance. H ar-

mer summoned Indian Chiefs to Fort

Harm er across the O hio from M arietta,

W hen Chief George W ashington, a re-

nowned peaceful Indian, came dressed

in big-talk regalia, W etzel ambushed

him on the trail to the fort.

“The Chief rode away scratching his
back as if he'd been stung by yellow
jackets!” W etzel said.

The Indian rolled off bis horse, dead,
at the fort. Harmer ordered W etzel’s
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arrest. W etzel fled, and w hen Capt.

Kingsbury caught him at a shooting

match, M ajor M ¢cM ahon and other good

fellows freed him . Gen. Harm er learned
W etzel was on M uskingum Island at
Ham ilton Carr's, and a boatload of men
caught him in a drunken stupor. Prep -

arations to hang him began, but Bor-

derers threatened Civil W ar if W'etzel

was hanged for killing an Indian. A Il

W etzel asked was a tom ahawk and to

be turned loose in a circle of Indians!

W hile Harm er procrastinated, W e tz-

el lay in chains. He begged to be al-

lowed to exercise; his ankle irons were

removed, and he was put under a guard

in the fort clearing, where he raced up

and down, a little further away weach

dash— and finally jum ped into the

woods. W etzel claimed his closest call

from Death was thatnight, while swim -

m ing the O hio in the heavy handcuffs.

IN 1789, the challenge to W etzel's

suprem acy w as echoed. Conrad

M ayer claim ed to be the best, The
Bully, now. W etzel was hunting up
W heeling creek when just as he shot
at a deer, another shot smoked. A dog

ran to the victim and W etzel kicked it

aw ay The owner charged in, the men

fought nip-and-tuck. W etzel won. It

was Conrad. They shot at targets, ran

races, jumped— perhaps the greatest

duel of bullies— and W etzel won. The

tw o shook hands in “eternal friendship.”

Then they went to M ayer's home and
found the cabin burned, his parents
dead and his foster-sister an Indian cap -
tive The two Borderers took the trail
and came upon the raiders’ camp The

girl sat weeping by the fire, and the tw o
pursuers slipped up, tom ahawked a ren -
egade painted w hite, killed four Indians

and rescued the girl, a most famous

O hio valley exploit.



Staked out, wrists and ankles each hound to a peg, the
doomed Wetzel waited in the drag of the slow night.
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W etzel went alone on his annual

autumnal Indian hunt, after due cele-

bration and having his hair combed.

He woke up an Indian captive on a pole,

carried into Sandusky Towns lik e a

deer. The Champion bully and Indian

still-hunter was at last subject to an
Indian Council's mercy.

“This man is brave,” an old Indian
whose son W etzel had killed said. “Let
me adopt him instead of my son !”

M any voices rose in opposition:
“W etzel would make a bad son!” The
opposition prevailed; the captive was

condemned to die by torture at the

women's hands. Staked out, wrists and

ankles each bound to a peg, the doomed
W etzel waited in the drag of the slow
night. A knife slit the back of the wig -
wam . The old Indian cut W etzel loose,
restored the Bully's weapons and,
mounting a horse, led W etzel over the
D ivide and waved him to go home.

hen the Indian turned his back,
W etzel shot him dead.

“He made me walk while he rode,”
W etzel said. “That's agood horse, too!”

The boss Indian killer! M en cele -

brated with him , butall his sweethearts,

the girls of M aysville, W heeling, Pitts-
burg, from the Alleghenies to the M is-
sissippi, scorned him . No man dared
speak, but women's taunts drove him
down the O hio to Spanish N ew O r-
leans. There he resumed his popularity
w ith women, and the husband of one of
them tricked W etzel into a dungeon,
where he suffered in chains for nearly"
a decade, till at last word of his plight
w on interposition from the United

States government, and he was brought

to Philadelphia, where he took the trail

over the Allegheny mountains into his

o ld stam ping grounds on the Upper

O hio . H e w as neither forgotten nor

forgiven, though he w as faded and
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breaking from the years-long privations

of the dungeon cells.

Joining - John M adison, brother of

James (president-to-be), while looking

over lands for a speculation on the

Lower Ohio, he robbed an Indian cache

of supplies. Surprised, they were at-

tacked. M adison was killed, but W etzel

made his escape.

A has-been now, W etzel joined P hilip

Sikes, a relative, and settled east of
N atchez in the wildest part of the coun -
try, w here he died, his race run in

forty-eight }fears. But he had not lived

in vain.

General “M ad”

H EN
WW ayne w as sent to

Anthony

avenge the

tragic disaster of Sinclair’'s defeat, he
took conscripts from the dives of the
O hio tow ns and trained them into
whooping, charging dem ons; their
“slouching gait became an elastic

tread.” No army in the history of Am er-

ica was ever better trained according

to the needs to come. One feat of every
m an in the army astonished and de-
lighted the frontiersm en; W ayne
taught nearly a thousand men to start
running with em pty flintlocks, load at
top speed, turn in m id -air, and com e
down facing back, to shootto hit targets
on the tree trunks they had started
from This was W etzel's contribution
to the feats and history of his day.

W hen W ayne found the Indians at
Fallen Tim bers, they were pitch-forked
out of their ambush, shot as they ran
and cleared for all time out of the tall

tim ber of the old Virginia N orthwest,

the land where Lewis W etzel had

ranged in the heydey of his daring, skill

and fame. From the height of his good

name he crashed to the depths of dis-

grace— a great man brought down by

his ingratitude to an enemy for his life.



AN OPEN FORUM FOR OUR READERS

Ariadne may have been forgotten by Theseus,
but not by her modern audience, as witness:

Just finished reading your last edition of
GOLDEN FLEECE . CONGRATU-
LATIONS!

I have read all of Mr. Clason’s mystery
stories but this “Ariadne Speaks” beats any-
thing he has ever written. Get more from
that fellow and please remain a good friend
to H. Bedford-Jones1 You've got a swell
mag . .. just keep it HISTORICAL AD-
VENTURE . . . pure and unadulterated.
Best of luck.

Ruth E. Sclmlse, Germantown, Pa.

Let me congratulate you on the story
“Ariadne Speaks” in the February issue. |
think it is the best story | have ever read
in GOLDEN FLEECE and shows a back-
ground of historical research and study for
which most authors do not take the time.
I'm sure it will appeal to many lovers of
HISTORICAL ADVENTURE, and we
will be looking forward to a sequel for
surely you will not leave Ariadne and
Theseus Now.

Edward Allen, Elmhurst, IlI.

At last a magazine devoted solely to
HISTORICAL ADVENTURE! I'll be a
devoted reader as long as you keep away
from the modern bosh. Your “Ariadne
Speaks” was sheer beauty.

Marjorie Bennett, Los Angeles, Cal.

| want to congratulate you on your maga-
zine which is informative about history, in
addition to being interesting—so that one
does not feel as if time were wasted after
reading. ... | liked particularly “Ariadne
Speaks,” which struck me as being very
beautifully written—almost like poetry—and
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yet a very clear story. | would like to see
more like this. Good luck to you.
Robin McKown, New York, N. Y.

The editors of GOLDEN FLEECE are
to be congratulated on adding Clyde B.
Clason to their list of contributing writers.
As an ardent admirer of Mr. Clason’s work
in the field of detective stories | was most
interested in his story of ancient Greece
(Crete), “Ariadne Speaks” in your Febru-
ary issue.

As was to be expected, | enjoyed Cla-
son’s story very much and was only disap-
pointed in the fact that it did not go on and
on. | suspect that Mr. Clason has more to
tell us of the interesting adventures of
Ariadne and Theseus and | hope to see more
of them in forthcoming issues.

Herman Gould, Brooklyn, N. Y.

“The Bath of King Minos” will shed further
light on the ancients just as soon as we can
crowd it into an issue of GOLDEN FLEECE.
(You have no idea of’ the difficulties the editors
have in keeping the stories within the bounds of
128 pages. They want to overflow all over the
place, but we have an over sized shoehorn and
a blue pencil to stuff them back in with.) It
does sound as if the really ancient peoples
must have been pretty clean with all their baths.
You know Crete had astoundingly modern ideas
on sanitation and plumbing. The much later
Mongols of Murray Leinster’s fine story,
“Swords and Mongols,” on the other hand, were
probably as afraid of water as many a small
boy of to-day would be if left to his own
devices.

Just discovered GOLDEN FLEECE
and what a magazine! You now have an-
other steady reader anxiously awaiting the
March issue.
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Would like to see some more horse yarns
by Kenneth Wood and adventure stories by
Don Wimmer. . . . Wishing your magazine
every success.

Ann Anderson, Philadelphia, Pa.

Our old friend Anonymous writes from Chi-
cago:

Another line or several on the February
issue.  Your complete novel by Bedford-
Jones was most outstanding and the best one
of the issue.

Also enjoyed the shorts—"“Thunder Bolt,”
“Ariadne Speaks,” and “Mojave Gunpow-
der.” “Thunder Bolt” was particularly good.

Your illustrator, Maurice Archbold, Jr.,
is one to hang onto. He's got something.
The illustrations for “Ariadne Speaks” are
his best in the issue. Your Miscellaneous
Department rather fulfills my hopes of its
being a permanent idea. “The Big Thicket”
was most absorbing. My work deals with
the territory surrounding this thicket; and
I have friends who can tell a great deal
more of this jungle-land. It’s a fascinating
place, this state of Texas. Keep up the
good work.
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those countries. As an illustration, | cor-
respond regularly with the Rector of a
boys’ “Manual Arts High School” in one
of the larger cities of Colombia, and he is
always asking me to send him more maga-
zines for his boys to read; they have a
four year course in English, and he finds
magazines such as yours of great help in
their classes.

From a careful perusal of the story, it
is quite evident that Mr. Eldredge has
made quite some research, or has lived in
Southern California and is familiar with
some of its history. It is quite evident,
also, that he knows little of the Spanish
language. It is possible, and in many in-
stances quite probable, that all these errors
are not those of the author, but of the
typesetter. For your edification, and for the
author’s benefit, | will point out the most
glaring, starting with the beginning of the
story.

We lack room for the harrowing details,
so must omit them.

It’s just too bad that authors won’t sub-
mit their scripts to some one who knows
the language they are trying to use in their
stories. They could save many errors, and
make a much more presentable story—and

Coincidence department: We have two char-
acters this month (one oif-stage) with the good
old-fashioned name of Amyas. Does anybody
ever wear that name now ?

it wouldn’t cost them anything but a little
postage at the most.
Frank Morris, Los Angeles, Calif.

Last evening | read “Mojave Gunpow-
der,” in the February issue of GOLDEN
FLEECE. Then a little further over, |
ran across your statement in regard to the
Spanish used in that particular story. Mr.
Eldredge, the author of the story, has
given us a dandy yarn—it's too bad that
it was spoiled by the very thing he was
trying to use to give it a true atmosphere.
Yes, the Spanish. To one who reads,
writes, and speaks the language of the
Dons, it just about ruins the story. And,
odd as it may seem, there are many mil-
lions of people in the United States who
know enough Spanish to see the many
palpable errors this story contains. In ad-
dition, there are many more millions of
people, in the countries south of the Rio
Grande, to whom Spanish is their native
tongue. Every country south of the
United States uses Spanish for their na-
tional language, except one country. That
one country is Brazil, in which Spanish is
not the native tongue. They speak Portu-
guese. It is really surprising how avidly a
magazine like GOLDEN FLEECE is read
in those Spanish-speaking countries, too. |
know, because | have direct contacts in

Amen, says we, but the really painful thing
about this is that our friends betrayed us. We
don’t know Spanish; they claimed to, and seem
to have added touches of their own. We, com-
ing down with the flu, didn't much care if the
characters spoke Choctaw, but we’ll know bet-
ter next time.

Somebody’s very interesting and appreciative
letter about “Tomorrow at Ten” has gotten
away from us, but the author’s comments are
at hand:

This is to thank you for your kindness in
sending me the two originals from the
“Tomorrow at Ten” illustrations. Because
| had spent considerable effort in writing
this yarn | was gratified to find its tone So
effectively sustained by Mr. McCauley’s
pictures.

HISTORICAL ADVENTURE has a
special fascination for many readers; and it
seems to me that interest is heightened by
frequent illustrations. | found the horse
story most entertaining. As for Ariadne—
Theseus did throw the bull around Athens—
but isn’t that just like a doll? Why couldn’t
she let bygones be bygones?

Robert Griffith.
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