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¢ The chain snapped right across, and precipitated horses and riders headiong
| into the flooded moat.”
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THE ATTACK ON THE INN.

The bright moonlight of a fine, clear
night in summer shone across a street
m London town, throwing into bold
relief the figure of the burly night-
watehman as he walked in the middle
of the cobble-paved way.

“Near twelve, and a fine night!” he
called, and his bellowing voice went
rumbling round roofs and gables.

When the sound died away, if
seemed as. if the silence was of a
deeper quality than before. Inte this
deeper silence the quickly-nearing gal-
loping of horses %roke with furious
clamour. The startled watechman had
barely time to retreat fo a friendly
doorway for chelter when a knight,
fully armed, came clattering along the
street, closely followed by a cavalcade
of shouting men.

- The first rider drew rein sharply at
the door of the White Lion Inn, and
heat furiounsly on the panels with the
head of his hatftle-axe, Casements
were flung open, nightcapped heads
appeared along each side of the street,
and questions were bawled in scores of
voices. ;

Mine host of the inn jerked out his
head angrily.

““What want you, roysterers?”’ he
demanded. ““ What mean you, dis-
turbing honest folk thus?”’

“Open! Open, sirrah!”’ ecried the
knight, ceasing his knocking. “ Open!
Canst thou not see that ’tis a matter
of life and death with me? Open, in
the King's name, before these ruffians
are upon me, or I will split the door !’

He raised the axe to deal another
crashing blow at the stout eak, ig-
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noring the troop of men who had fol-
lowed him. As the landlord drew in
his head, minded to open the door, five
of the men charged at the solitary
knight. One with a swinging sweep
of hkis halbert sent the knight’s wea-
pon spinning from his hand,

Will Fitzjohn turned to face his foes,
two ewords clanging on the steel of his
mail shirt as he turmed. His own
sword leapt out, and one of the blades
flew high above its owner’s head, the
other snapped between point and hilt.

The solitary knight’s sword was a
blade of the famous Toledo steel, of
wonderful temper and toughness, and
as he defended himself desperately it
flashed amongst the medley of weapons
and steel caps like a Hlash of light. The
mounted men endeavoured to close
with Fitzjohn, Lut they could nutémss

the length of that lightning swor

Two- more horsemen, riding lei-
surely, now reined up on the egge of
the ° disturbance, watching the
struggle.

The knight’s tall figure made him a
good mark for attack, and only his
consummate skill as a swordsman
saved him from being quickly over-
powerad by his nine assailants, Two of
them he had already put out of action,
and so hot was the combat that none
of them heard some one within the inn
grawiug back the heavy bolts of the

Cor. <

Swerving round too suddenly, Filz-
john’s horse stumbled and fell beneath
him. He recovered his feet, still
sword in hand, and tried to get his:
back to the wall. A guick elamour of
blows was rained on his mail, hix
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B!ade, and the ﬂuteri Milan steel of his r

visor. ~wound on his shoulder
weakened him, and a heavy blow on
the head sent him reeling backwards.
As he fell, one of the men dismounted
to secure him, and their leader
shouted : 0.

“Gon de Brissac wins! Open, land-
lord, in the name of the Cardinal!”

The door, that had been opened ever
80 little, was reclosed with a bang.

* Gramercy !’ cried one of the two
newecatners. “ Can we stand by and
see tho knight butchered? - Are we
going to let a foreign knave pink an
Englishman, Guy, my boy?”? g

““Not so!” cried the other.  We
don’t know what the guarrel is, but
it will keep our muscles in F_ract]ce if
we give this brave fellow a little help.
Have at them ! :

Sprmgmg from their horses, cloaks
wrapped round their left arms and
swords in their right hands, the two
plunged into the melee, striking out
with eool dexterity. Guy Hathersden
beat down the first man that opposed
him, and Henry Wilton brought down
his blade on the T'rench knight’s
helmet with such foree that Gon de
Brissac staggered back like a drunken
man. In a trice Will Fitzjohn was
afoot again. ;

“*Twas well done, friends,” he said.
““1 ghall owe you for that. If you will
help me to get inside the inn, and have
five minutes’ talk with some one there,
it may be a good night’s work for you.”

“Good or not, ’tis a merry one!”’
eried Wilton, plying his blade with
reckless humour.” “ Now for the door,
Guy, and let our friend get in whilst
we keep these fellows busy.” :

Iitzjohn attacked the door again,
but even as he belaboured it, it was
suddenly opened, and ecager hands
drew him within. Before it could he
closed there was a great rush of the
French knight’'s men, and the two
cavaliers had plenty to do to guard
themselves and prevent the entrance
being forced.

“Stand aside!” roared Gon de
Brissac, angrily. “This is no concern
of yours, interferers. We are Car-
dinal’s. men, and the knight, with
sundry low companions, is seeking to
ruin our master. Stand aside, and let
us follow him !’ i

“Not s0, good Brissac!” gaid Guy,
grimly, with a flourish of his sword.

“Cardinal’s or King’s men are all one
to us when we see a gentleman set upon
by nine cowards. No, we prefer to
give him time to breathe.”
The Frenchman paused, irresclute,
< Then he waved baclk
is men.

““As you please, fools!’”’ he said. I
have help on the way, that must soon
be here, and then you may find time
to repent your obhstinacy. You shall -
not escape the Cardinal, even if you
escape me.”’

““We have no quarrel with Wolsey,”
said Henry Wilton. ““We are only
freelances who love fair play, and if
the knight has treasonable designs on
the Cardinal, he will get no further
aid of us. But we gave him our word
that we would let him have a breath-
ing time, and that we will do.” g

“That is chivalrous, forsooth!”
said ‘De Brissac. ““But swhilst we
delay here, they may be making their
escape at the back. And all we want
are certain papers they possess. We
care little for their lives. And here
are the rest of my men. Now, stand
out of the way, or take the conse-
quences.”

A dozen men-at-arms, afoot, had
forced their way through the curious =
crowd that blocked the streets, and the
whole force advanced upon the inn
door. ' :

“I am minded to see the end of
this,” said Guy to his friend. " How
if we join De Brissac? We may he
able to see that the knight has a fair
chance. And Wolsey is powerful.”

““And a bad enemy,”’ said Wilton.
“T am with you.”

They stood back, and De Brissac's
men belaboured the door. It held
firm. and all seemed strangely guiel
within the house.

“Let go at the oak, Guy,” said Wil-
ton. “The birds have flown safa
enough.”’ ]

The two joined at the omnslaught,
and under the crashing blows of battl
axes the beams cracked, the panels
split, the splinters flew, and the Dlolts
and bars jarred and loosened. s

Crash, crash! -
ton’s heavy blows the main timber
gave way, the lock-case fell shattered
to the floor, and the door was open. |
With an ugly rush the Cardinal’s
| men pushed past the free-lances and
dashed into the dark passage, the

for a moment.
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sereams of frightened maidservants
heralding their entry. Guy and Wil-
ton dashed in after them, followed by
the watechman and some of the bolder
- spirits in the crowd.

“T trust we gave him time enough,”
:aid Guy Hathersden. “If he has not
rot elear by now, ’tis not our fault.
ah!z

His exclamation was caused hy
another sudden crashing and uproar
af soundd proceeding from the dark in-
cerior—a sound of heavy hodies fall-
ing, of - woodwork splintering and
sreaking, a perfect babel of eries and
‘mprecations, and the clash of steel
on steel.

“Come on!” cried Guy. “ There is

hot work doing there, and more in
this might’s business than we ima-
gined.”
They ran quickly down the passage,
others close behind them, gained the
foot of the stairs, and began to
ascend.  Half-way up Guy stopped
suddenly and threw himself back,
laughing immoderately.

£ Ey our Lady, this is good!’ he
cried, :

To explain his amusement, we must
relate how Will TFitzjohn and his
friends in the inn had made nuse of the
brief time at their disposal.

CHAPTER .II

4 USEFUL LANDLORD.—THE GAP IN THE
= STAIRS.

Some time hefore the attack on the
inn two men were sitting in an upper
room, talking earnestly. Their names
were John Gillian and Andrew Sleed,
who were both friends of Will Fitz-
john—friends, although but men in his
service, for every one who was not an
enemy of jovial Will was his friend.
They were waiting for him, though
they did not expect him to come with
quite so much noise. A sum of money
lay spread out on the coverlet of the
undisturbed hed.

“That,” said John Gillian, “is our
means of defence—that. and the sword
of Toledo steel, and our wits. We shall
need them all before we reach the
coast, unless we
suspected.”

get away tonight un- |

“Are you so sure, friend Gillian,”
asked Sleed, * that the King of France
will pay our master well for these
letters of the Cardinal that he hopes
to purloin? Why not take the shorter
way of giving them direct into Henry’s
hands?? 3

“Not so short and easy, seeing with
what a cloud of Wolsey's spies Henry
is surrvounded,” said Gillian. “ And
if T understood gur master aright, the
point of the whole matter is this—that
Louis shall have seen the Istters. He
will make sure that they ave sent to
Henry, and then the fat will be in the
fire, and we shall see the downfall of
my Lord Wolsey, and Fitzjohn will
come into his own lands and rights
again.”

“I cannot see, for the life of me,”
said Sleed, with a qgueer expression
lurking round the corners of his un-
pleasant mouth, “that our wunder-
taking is so hazardous. TFitzjohn will
come here as an ordinary, helated
guest. We have secured this room.
overlooking the river, and our boat
is lying snugly ready in the shadow of
the house. We have hut to go down
the rope and make our eseape. Onca
on the river our way is clear.”

“I wish it were so simple as that,”
said Gillian, shaking his head. “ Look
you, Andrew Sleed—it is like this.
Will Fitzjohn is suspected already,
hence his sudden haste fo act. Tha
letters may bhe missed any inoment
and a hue and ery raised. There is
a F'renchman in the Cardinal’s servica
—Gon de Brissae by name—whom our
master once offended deeply, and ha
is sure to be put on our track. Then
Wolsey has other enemies on ths
watch, and if Gon de Brissac is after
us, they will suspect something very
near the truth, and join in the hunt
for. their own purposes. The King
himself may have spies at work, too.
King Charles of Spain has sent a man
over here—one Don Sigiente, as noise-

less and tireless as a shadow—andif

we are hunted, he will be sure to be
of the pack. I tell you, all depends on
Fitzjohn reaching here unseen.

not, a few yards start on the water
will not avail us much, and we shall
be three runaways, with heavy prices
on our heads, most likely.”

“And where shall we land if we
are pursued?”’ asked ' ndrew Sleed.
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“ Hard by the boat steps we wot of,”
said John Gillian. *“Frem there a
lans runs out into the open country
by the Till Brook, and I have it in
mind that the old monastery there
will make a good hiding-place.  When
the searchers have gone further afield

we can come out and pursic our jour- |

ney. But hark! Dost hear that?
Fitzjohn, by all the saints, with the
hue-and-cry hard at his heels! Now,
unless we ean get him inside guickly,
we are undone!”

'Then came the challengeat the door,
the opening of the window in the next
room as the landlord put out his head,
and the smashing blows ‘of Will’s
battle-axe. And then the rear of Gon
de Brissac’s voice above the tumultl

““That’s the Cardinal’s Frenchman
gure enough,” said John Gillian.
“ And methinks mine host was awake
and about very rapidly. I should not
be surprised if the fellow was listen-
ing at our keyhole. And now he’s
going down to open the door to all and
sundry.  We must etop that. Only
Fitziohn must be let in.”

As he spoke he opened the chamber
door and peered into the dark well of
the stairway. :

““Tandlord,” he called. “ A word
with you. Come up here a.- few
minutes.”

Boniface, his fat cheeks blanched
with fear, obeyed,

“ (entlemen,” he spluttered,  what
ean I do for you? If you want me fo
stand siege to a riot like this, I cannot
please you. Hark to that wood-
chopper belabouring my best front
door, sirrabs!- And if you have any
idea of escaping from the window
without first settling your scores,
would warn you mot. - Faith, as the
door must be opened, you shall go
down and do it yourselves.”

“Mhank you much, landlord,” said
John Gillian, Sleed laughing mali-
ciously. “You are comewhat too
knowing and susrji:uicmus.
perate men, in danger of death, and
not overburdened with riches. Soms
day we will return and pay you well,
but not to-day.” :

““ X murrain on ye!’” cried Boniface.
“ Pay yeshall, and now, or——
help I’ -

His cry was drowned by the uproar
outside as i
‘and Sleed and dragged into the cham-

We are des- |

Help! §

he was seized by Gillian |

AND BSKIEE.

ber. One of them slipped a rolied
kerchief into his mouth and effectually
gageged him. In a trice he was bound
to the foot of the bed.

“Now,” said Gillian, “I bhave a
plan. I will ~go down and let our
master in at the right moment, while
you must be cutting cut the ends of
three or four of the stairs, half-way
up. The wood isdry and near rotten,
and when our friends the enemy coms
u% they will go down—into the pantry,
That will give us some time. - And
what lights there are we must put out.
Now to work.” .

Leaving the infuriated and fright-
ened but helpless landlord a prisoner,
they were quickly downstairs, and
Qleed was attacking the dry, worn
boards of the stairway with his
dagger.  John Gillian blew out a lamp
and a rushlight that two of the ser-
ving-maids carried, and going to the
door softly drew back the bolts, lis-
tening meantime to the elamour out-
side. He was on the point of opening
when De Brissac shouted victoriously,
and back went the main bolt. Then
the two freelances interfered, and Gil-
lian was able to let his master in
gately. vt = =

In'a few words each explained the
situation, and the hands of knight and
retainer grasped in the darkness. The
door 1ve-secured, they went up the
stairs carefully. By this time Sleed
had done his work, and the steps they
had to leap over were only held up by
a few splinters.

“Now we had better get in (fe
boat,” said Gillian.

“ Marry, not yet,” said Fitzjohn.
“ <Pz a great idea of yours, John, and
stiff and sore as I am. I must stop and
see the fun. Twill be a2 run on the
pantry, forsooth! = And ‘here they
come: ‘Quiet’ is the werdl T only

| hope the two brave fellows who he-
| friended me have saved theiv skins.”
Flushed with anger at the delay,
' Glon de Brissac and his following burst
| in, and after -hastily searching the
| lower rTooms came
stairs.. The three watchers on the
landing above held their bieaths.
Up they came, crowding together,
and so hurriedly that tliere was noc
- drawing back. A splutter of smash-
ing, eplitting wood, a erashing, &
janele of armour and weapons, and a

rushing for the

b e Bl
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wild chorus of yells of astonishment
and rage. The foremost man was
nearly at the top of the ]prepared steps
before he burst through, and so the
whole troop fell through the gap into
the dark eellar beneath, landing un-
invited in cans of milk and great
dishes of fresh butter. An indescri-
bable scene of confusion followed as
the exasperated men found their feet
in the darkness, and discovered that
the cellar door was bolted on the out-
side, and the gap in the stairs was too
high to be reached.

Will Fitzjolin, who loved a joke,
da'rpf'ed Gillian soundly on the back.

“1 thank thee, John, for this sight.

It hath done me zood.” he said. “ Now |

we will go.”

“But first take the key within and:

lock up mine host,” said Gillian.

As soon done as said, and the three

men swung themselves down the rope

- into the boat. Fitzjohn took the tiller

ropes and Sleed and Gillian the oars.

few vigorous pulls and the boat

- shot out of the shadow of the inn into

the white sheen of the moonlight on
the open river. :

“I would have f{g'n@ren somewhat to
stay and see our friends’ faces when
they burst into the chamber and find
only mine host, bound and gagged,
with his red eyes bulging from his fat
face!” said the knight, laughing.
“Well, friends, do we land at the
steps, or go further on?”

“I would I were sure the landlord
did not overhear -us,”’ said Gillian.
“But we must risk that, and land.
They know we are on the water now,
-and will soon be after us, therefore let
us get on dry land. And your shoul-
der, knight, needs a little careful at-
tention before we go much further,
This way, Andrew.” S

They soon reached the damp, moss-
grown steps, and leiting the hoat go
adiift, sprang ashore. %[urr}'mg on,
they gained the shelter of a church-
yard, and here they halted whilst Gil-

lian, deft as a physician and gentle as |

a woman, dressed Titzjohn’s wound
and bound it up. It caused more delay
than expected, and the sky grew pale
with nearing dawn.

“ We must be going, and putting our
best legs first,”’ said Gillian. *“'Tis a
gdod hour’s walk to the brook.”

“I wish I had arranged to have
horses waiting for us,” said Fitzjohn.
“But I have not your head, John. Do
you know the old menastery that you
spoke of P’

“Well;” said Gillian. “’Tis a most
decrepit yet large ruin out in the
fields. Haunted it is at times, and
shunned by most folk. The Rudbury
Sye wood adjoins it, and the moat
yet takes water from the Till Breok.
If we can but gain it unknown, we
are safe.”

They hurried on through the eool
fresh air of dawn, and were at last
at the brookside, near the wooden
bridge. ~ Not far away rose the grev
ruins of the monastery, hedged about
by giant oaks. But asthey stepped on
the bridge a shrill ery of “Taily-ho!”
broke out behind them. They were
pursued by a troop of mounted men!

CHAPTER TIT.
FRESH FOFS.—THF HOLLOW TREE.

- “Now, a thousand maledictions on
that prying landlord !’ said Gillian.
“He heard us mention the ruin, and
here is Gon de Brissac close upon us!
And yonder, if I mistake not, comes
ancther troop on our track.”

“That will be Don Sigiente,” said
Fitzjohn. ““Ie has spies everywhere,
and will have learned what is afoot.
And I fancy those two who befriended
me in the street are with the French-
man. No: doubt he has talked them

- over to his service. This looks bad for
us.now, John.”

“Yet I despair not,” said Gillian.

t “I know this neighbourhood well. If
we can but reach yonder clump of oaks
we may yet trick them all. This is
no time for your sword, knight, but
for my cuunning.”

“So it seems,” replied the knight,
regretfully. “JT.ead on.”’

They - dashed across the hridge,
skirted a field, and reached the wel-
| coma cover of a hedge, that sheltered

them nearly all the way (o the group
~of noble ocaks for which they were

making. - Looking back from this
point of vantage, they could plainly
see their foes racing along.
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“ A close race!” said Slecd, pointing
back., ““The Spaniard is endeavour-
ing to get to the hridge before the Car-
dinal’s men. There is no love lost be-
tween them, I trow.”

Tt was indeed a race—a stern
struggle. The brook was deep here, and
now in flood, and both parties of horse-
men were straining  every nerve to
reach the bridge first. Nearer and
nearer they drew, their paths con-
verging. The earth flew in dusty puffs
from the hoofs of the horses. Gon de
Brissae, having the advantage of the
start; was leading, but Don Bigiente,
on a magnificent hlack horse, rapidly
drew up to the Fremchman. It was
now meck and neck. As Don Sigiente
reached the end of the bridge, by a
supreme effort De Brissac charged
~traight into him. The horses crashed
together, both coming down, and the
hand-rail of the bridge snapped off
with the sudden shock. Steeds and
riders were at once precipitated into
the turbulent flood.

Gon de Brissac managed to grasp
the woodwork and hang on grimly, his
horse being swept from under him,
whilst Sigiente came gasping to the
surface lower down, and pulled him-
self out by the aid of a projecting

tree.

The troops halted, laughing at their
leaders, and a truce was called.
© ““We can’t all cross over together,”
gaid Guy Hathersden to the French-
man,- ©To take turns will be guicker
in the end. We will go first, and the
others can follow when they have re-
covered their drenched leader. The
q}uarr_\-' is out of sight already, you see.
they will be well hidden in the ruins
by now.”

All that was said was quite audible
to the fugitives.
“Na g0, . said John Gillian,
“though it is well that you should so
think, my fine friends. This way,
comrades, and net a word or a sound.”
. He went round the largest tree of
the group, and suddenly disappeared.
It wae hollow—a staunch old monarch
of the woods—and although the open-
ing was so narrow that it was difficult
for the  knight to squeeze through,
there was ample room in the dry, davk
interior. And  as the cpening faced
westward, away from the brook and
the ruin, it seemed a safe hiding-place,

The nine horsemen, ineluding Bris-
sac and the two freelances, were soon
at the clump of caks. Here, as luck
would have it, they dismounted, and
consulted amongst themselves.

“We had hest tether our horsés
here,” said Henry Wilton, “and leave
a man to guard them. “ Bight of us
will be few enough to go thoroughly
over the ruins.”

“ Yes—six within and two to guard
the drawbridge,’”’ said Gon de Brissae.
“ Leonard can stay with the horses,
for they will be no use to us-inside. In
faith, when we have lain hands on the
knaves, we had befter keep them
within and prepare to stand a siege.
This Spanish hound will not let us get
clear without a struggle, and with
only an equal force, and hampered
with prisoners, we should fare 1ll in
a fight. So be ready, Leonard, and
when you hear a double blast on the
bugle, do you meunt and ride to my
lord the Cardinal, and bring help.
Confound these foreign spies! = Weo
shall have the whole countryside up.’”

T understand,’”’ said Leonard.

The Cardinal’s men left their horses
and hastened towards the monastery.
Leaving two to guard the rotting
drawbridge, the other six disappeared
within the ruing. At the same moment
Don Sigiente and his eight men drew
rein at the clump of oaks, and saw
how things stood.

The Spanish knight had  recovered
f:'o;n his sudden deousing, and-laughed
raily.

: “Por Dios!” he said to Leonard,
“pbut your master is foolish! = Not
counting vou, he has but cight men to
guard three prisoners. 'The game is
ours. We will tie up our steeds here,

and quietly wait De Brissac coming

out. It is kind of him to be so cour-
teous. as to save us more trouble.
Adios for the moment, senor I

T.eonard, looking to his saddle-girth,
chuckled to himself as the Spaniard
and his men strolled towards the ruins
and exchanged bantering greetings
with the sentries at the moat, The
minutes passed quickly, but no sign or
sound came from the ruins. Now and
then a steel cap appeared on the walls,
and an arm- or weapon waved reas-
suringly.

Nearly half an hour had gone when
Johu Gillian crept out carefully and
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BY SWORD

reviewed the situation. Going back
as  silently, he whispered to the
others:

“T1t is time we were going. Wemay
not get another chance.”

“Iow? We should be seen, of a
surety. This Leonard is on guard.”

“Yet now is our time, or never
said @Gillian. “ We are quite two
hundred yards from the ruin, and
here are good horses ready. That
means a start it would be foolish to
throw away. And the odds are that
we shall be discovered here, secon or
late. As to the sentry, leave him to
me. Come on.” :

Leonard was startled by a sound be-
hind him, and turned to face the three
men. Before he could give the alarm
John Gillian said :

“Don’t wnove, sirrah! We are reso-
lute, and three blades will be in you
if you make a sound. We are going to
steal a mount apiece, and want you
to help us.”

The soldier stared, nonplussed.

“You can do naught else,” pursued
John, coclly. “If you betray us, you
would give us into the hands of the
Spaniard, and how would that serve
your master? How would that help
the Cardinal? Come, now, unloose a
trio of steeds.”

. Leonard, eeeing the force of the ar-
gument, unwillingly complied.

“Now, comrades,” said Gillian,
“ take each a herse by the hridle, and
walk towards the bridge, keeping in
the cover of this clump of trees as
much as possible. Once on the bridge,
mount, and ride for. the wood. I will
follow, but first I have a little more
to do. Stay not to ask questions.”

“You are a wonderful (fellow,
John,” said the kmnight. as he and
Sleed“movcd away. ‘“Parry not too
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Gillian looked at his knife and then
at Leonard.

“ This is a very sharp tool, and just
what I need,” he said. ¢ Wateh me.”

He stood behind the nearest horse,
slipped the blade under the saddle-
strap, and gave a quick, shearing cut.
Another at the bridle-rein, and the
thongs fell limp and loose.

“You would prevent pursuit?’’ said
Leonard. “I am armed; remember.”
_ ““Raise the alarm, then, and give us
into the hands of your master’s

AND SKILLL.

his work.. “ Yes, I fancy there will
need to be a visit to a saddier’s befoxe
you come in sight of ns again.” )

Saddle after saddle, bridle after
bridle, he cut loose. Now hut two re-
mained uncut. Suddenly Leonard gave
a cry. @illian had been seen by one
of the Spaniard’s men, and several
were running towards the oaks. Two
more swift slashes—two more, and his
worl was done. Just as ILeonard,
thinking it as well to capture at least
one of the trio, rushed towards him,
John Gillian leapt on the horse he had
chosen and spurred away, sendin
back a loud laugh of good-humoure
triumph.

CHAPTER, 1V.

AT CLOSE QUARTERS.—THE BURNT
) 'BRIDGE,

The Spaniards ran a short way after
him, and one shot a guarrel that
whizzed uncomfortably past his head;
but John was going strong., and soon
outdistanced all pursnit. As he gal-
loped over the bridge and turned off
for the wood, he cast a glance hehind,
and saw Gon de Brissac’s men emer-
ging helter-skelter from the postern of
the monastery. Soon he overteok his
comrades, and at the tale he told jolly
Titzjohn was convulsed vith mirth.

“Taith,” said he, ““ your wit gives me
more good than iny swordsmanship;
and T'am longing to have more exer-
cise out of that, for since the Irishwar
and the campaign in Flanders I've
heen like a fish out of water. Weshall
beat the motley crowd that are after
us yet, my merry John. = Gadzooks!
T'o he at the oaks now, and hear them
roundly abusing each other and vent- .
ing their spleen on that poor Leonard !
Twould be better than a play!”

““We shall laugh with yet greater
ease when once we have the letters
safely across the water,” said Andrew
Sleed.

“True,” said Gillian, scherly.

The trio cantered on along the brook
side, over a stretch of open ground,
and then entered the weod by a bridle-
path. Well within the cover of the
trees, they halted, and, resting, made



a simple meal of the provender Sleed
had brought. in his wallet. It was
noon - when they mounted again and
rode off, shaping their eourse round
to the southward, and towards the
coast, After an hour’s journey they
heard the sounds of a party ceming
through the woed.

“Pursued again? exclaimed Fitz-
john. “/They have lost no time,”

They drew rein, and Sleed elimbed
a tall tree. From its leafy wvantage-
point he had a good view around, and
was soon dewn again.

© *"Pis (he Cardinal’s man, De Bris--

sac,” he Teported. :“ He has about a
dozén men with him now. Wea must
have heen seen coming into this part
of the wood, for they are spreading
out like the heaters at a hunt. They
will sight us in ten minutes if we stay
here.”

*“Bad news,” said John Gillian.
“VWeo must retreat hefore them as
carefully as we can, and keep on the
alert.  *The wood is a long one, and
neither we nor they can travel fast in
it-ll
“ At any cost, we must reach Rud-

bury Sye before nightfall if we are to
< keep our horvses and get any sleep)”’

said Fitzjohn. I know an innkeeper
there who owes me a service, and he
willy put us up and ask no gues-
tions.”
““Let us be going, then,” said Gil-
lian—** though, from .onz late expe-
‘ rience, weought to be careful of inns.”
Until the middle of the afterncon
they kept ahead, but by then they were
hot, tired, and thirsty, and their
animals in as had a plight.
““ We must push on to the river and
give them a drink, and ocurselves, too,
at the wooden bridge,” said the knight.

““ And the more need, by the Rood,” |

gaid Gillian, “since our foes have got
wind of wus. Can’t yeu hear them
céming, hard a-pelt?”’

““Twas that half-wirted
passed,”’ said Sleed.
of us.” Forward!”

John Gillian relapsed into silence,
his honest face wearing a preocoupied
expression.

yokel we

“It would te glorious!™ he said,.

presently. There is no_other cross-
ing for a good distanee. It is in flood,
too, with the heavy rains up country,
and tho timber will be fnir{?y dry yet,

“Ie has spoken |

| will
| friends, and gain a little

fare.
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after the long drought and ;vith this
hot sun.” .
asked the

“What mean
knight.
2 “Why, only this,’” replied Gillian.
I have flint and steel on me, and tha
bridge over the viveris wooden. 'They
cannot cross anywhere else for miles
each way, and ford or swim they can-
not, for the violence of the flood. We
burn  the bridge behind wus.

) rest and
resplte. What say you?” "
“A bold thing to do, but I like the
thought,” said Witzjehn. “We ghall
need to he quick, for they are closeon
\us.}’
Ag the knight spoke the three horse-

you !

' men galloped clear of the wood and

bore down on the bridge.
Now for the trvick!” said Gillian.
He dismounted at the further end,.

. oot under the lee of the dry, rickety

structure, and struck flint and steel
repeatedly. He pot a spark at last,

b and fired the tinder, and with its flaro

lit a little heap' of dried grass against
the woodwork., A flame leapt up—=a
pale red tongue of flame, looking very
queer in the full-light of day—and
seized on the 1eady timber. In a very
short time wreathing sheets of fire
were curling over the end of the
bridge. A cloud of pungent smoke
arose, and the doomed beams eracked

| and charred:

Not satisfied, Gillian patiently set
to work and lit it in another place, and
another. That done, although Gon de

| Brissac and his cavalcade were mnow

out of the trees and thundering dowi
upon the smoking bridge, he coolly
mounted his horse and joined his wait-
ing companions, who sat watching.
“Now we had best go.” he said.
“Not yet " 'eried Fitajohn, fingering
his sword-hilt. ‘“I must see how they
My blade may be needed yet.”
Their pursuers swept down ‘at full
speed, their leader apopleetic with
rage at the bold stratagem.
“ You shall smart for this, knaves !"*
he dcriod, foreing his horse on the
bridge. !

“Cross at your peril!” shoufed
Fitzichn. “It will not bear youi
weight. And i you do ‘cross, by

chance, I am ready for you!”

De Brissae hesitated a moment, and
his men, reining in their gteeds, drew
back from the drifting smoke. But
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just then there was a wild “* Halloa !”

shind them, and another troop came
out of the wood, hot on the trail, Don
Bigiente leading. Seeing them, the
Frenchman grew reckless.

“Over the bridge!” he shouted. “I
will not be heaten a third time! "Twill
Lear yet, but mot for long. Over!
Over, I say! Let the Spaniard follow
if he can!”

Some of his men hung back; some
Eould not make their horses face the

To.

““ A murrain on ye, dolts!’” cried De
Brissae, who was not short of courage.
“If yo won’t come, I will go alone.
Now, who follows?”

He put spurs to his horse, making

the animal spring forward with the
eruel pain, and right on the bridge he
went, in the teeth of the curling
flames. Three were as daring as him-
self, and were close behind. They
reached the middie of the span, half-
choked with the pungent smoke; then
—crash!
. +The frail structure had burnt so far
as to be unable to bear their united
weight. It broke asunder, and horses,
riders, and blazing beams were thrown
into the strong flood. There was a
nissing, and spluttering, and splash-
ing, and the standing fragments of the
bridge were still red with fire.

One of the men, struck by a falling
log, and stunned, was washed away b
the turbulent eurrent and drowned.
De Brissac and the other two, with the
help of their comrades, were saved,
faring no worse than a fright and a
wetting.

As they crawled out, spaked, helmet-
less, ridiculous, Don Sigiente and his
troop. wheeled round and cantered
away north, bound for the bridge a
Croud, five miles off. ;

Will Fitzjohn, with great gusto,
roared across the river:

“By my halidom, De Brissac, but
this is a great day! Never since I
was in Ireland have I seen such doings.
I wish you better luck next time! If
vou care not to follow the Spaniard,
there is a ferry at Stalford, as far the
other way. You are a poor hand at
vour business, or you would not have
et so many get wind of it. Look be-
hind you.’ :

The Cardinal’s man turned, to see
three men, armed for stern fighting,
and mcunted on steeds that looked
nothing for pace, but showed signs of
good staying power, riding towards the
burnt bridge.

“Yonder is Luke Thorpe, a most
pertinacious King's man, determined
to capture us himself,” pursued the
Imight. “Put him off the scent, if
you can.: And till our next meeting,
De Brissac, au revoir !’

With this, the three fugitives swung
round and started off at a swinging
pace, resolved to malke the most of the
time they had now gained, Gon de
Brissac and his troop, after a brief
delay, decided for the ferry, and
thitherwards also turned Luke Thorpe
and his men.

Rustics and veomen, leisurely work-
ing in fields by the riverside, wondered
what was afoot—whether there was a
rebellion or an invasion. Many, hear-
ing that it was a man-hunt, shoolt
their heads sagely, and said it would
soon be over, there were g0 many ou
the track.

But honest John Gillian thought
otherwise, having a shrewd idea that
their very number would aid the
escape of his master. Whilst the
‘hunters were yet going diverse ways to
bridge and ferry, the hunted men were
interviewing the innkeeper at Rud-
bury. They had had a long, hard ride,
and needed food, and drink, and sleep,
and hefore dawn—before any of their
pursuers could have time to overtake
them or get news of them—they must
be saddled again @ and beginning
another stage of their adventurous
southward journey.

CHAPTER V.
A TRAITOR’E PRICE-

. Quietly, with many whispered can-
tions to the landlord of the inn, the
trio of pilgrims mounted and rode off
in the cool night under the stars and
moon. Dawn was already tinging the
sly-line, but still it was dark enough
to travel without fear of heing recos-
unized. In no mood for talk, they rode
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on in gilence.  Whenever they met
wayfarers—helated roysterers or early
clodhoppers—they drew rein in tho
neavest friendly shadow, and waited
until the road was clear again.

Morning found them not far from
Stalford, There was a fair being held
in the village, and the roads gave pro-
mise of being busy. The travellers
decided fo rest and hide until dusk, in
a ferny hollow hetween high banks—
a waste piece of ground. Fitzjohn—
too notable a figure, and ever too ready
with the soldier’s argument of cold
steel—remained to look after the
animals, whilst John Gillian and An-
drew Sleed went different ways to the
village to procure food. Going sepa-
rately, they were not so likely to he
suspected. After parting with Gillian
at a cross lane, Sleed quickened his
Ea.cc, an unpleasant smile wrinkling

is features, and a hoarse, dry chuckle
rattling in his throat.

“*195 odds on some of them having
crossed by the ferry, and having
reached here,” he muttered to himself.
“TIf so, T shall be in luck. This fools’
chase has gone quite far enough for
me, and I have no mind to be strung
up at the finish.” If momney is to be
made hy giving information, the
sooner the better, say I.”

When he reached the village green,
which was now alive and noisy with
jugelers, gipsies, quacks, play-actors,
mountehanks, pedlars, and villagers, a
company of horsemmen were saddling
at the door of the Green Vine. Their
leader chucked a pert serving-maid
under the chin, and, turning round as
he laughed at her saucy remonstance,
caught sight of Andrew Sleed.

“ \What ! he roared. By the fleur-
de-Iys, I have seen that varlet before!
He was at the bridge. Seize him!
Don’t let him slip away this time.
\\gmre one is, the others can’t be far
off.” ; }

“Nop need to secure me,”’ said An-
drew, stepping up to Gon de Brissac
before any one could lay hands on

him. . “Twas you I sought.”
““Aha! A pretty story, forsooth!

The trapped bivd is very clever !’

“ Indeed, sir knight, you wrong me,
I was looking for you. I am afoot, and
unarmed, and my eole wish is to de-
liver up these men—Will I'itzjohn and

John Gillian—to justice. I take it
that you want to hand them over to
the Cardinal?”

Of a surety, sirrah,” said Gon de
Brissae, grimly. “So you have come
to betray your friends and to save your
own sorry skin? Can you lead us to
them at once?”

“That I can—at a price.”’

“Oho! At a price! Listen to 'the
knaye! Well, thy terms#”

“Pirst, a puarantee of my liberty
and safety; second, a promise of em-
}Jloyment in the Cardinal’s service;
. last, a payment of fifty gold nobles.”

“You pitch your requirements
high !’ gaid Gon de Brissac. ' “And
what if I give you nothing but a good
trounecing, and you find yourself in
the stocks or the pillory?” ;

“Then you will know mnothing, sir
knight. Not a word will you get out
of me, by fair means or foul, except at
my price. Bethink you. My figure is
none too high for what you will get
for the capture.” :

“You are a clever scoundrel,” said
the knight. © “Out with your know-
ledge now, and no more nensense.’”

“Your promise,” urged Sleed.
.“ Your promise first!”

“Go to! Lead on to the hiding-
place, knave!”

“Your promise!” persisted the
traitor.  ““ See, yonder comes TLuke

Thorpe, the King’s spy. Shall T sell
my secret to him?”

S Tead on!” cried the knight. I
accept vour terms. You shall be paid
your full and due price,.on my honour *
as a gentleman. Landlord, a horse for
this friend of mine, guickly.”

Andrew 'Sleed was  scon mounted,
and under his guidance the troop of
free-and-easy martialists rode out of
the village, jesting and laughing. At
o discreet distance, suspecting that
they were keen on the trail, " Luke
Thorpe and his men followed. And
gkulking along Dbehind walls and
hedgerows, as fast as he dare go, went
John Gillian. He had reached the
village soon after Sleed, and had seen,
from some way off, the latter’s action.
He stuck to the rear of the pursuers,
and cameup to the edge of the dingle
as/Gon de Brissac’s men dismounted.
and, leading their horses; surrounded

the hollow. - Wriggling along the
ground under cover of somo low
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bushes, John Gillian reached a point
where he . could see right into and
aeross the hollow, and yet remain him-
self unseen. :

T'wo horses were leisurely cropping
the grass, but Fitzjchn was not visible.
The French kn.i%:]?t’s men swarmed all
over the hollow, but found no one.

““He has heard us. He is hidden,”
gaid Sleed, edging away from the men-
at-arms.

“You will keep near me, knave!”
eried De Brissac, warningly. “If you
have misled us, so that your friends
may gain time, it will go hard.with
you. Go carefully, men, and let not
the fellow escape. he so much as
moves a finger, let drive! And the
two we are after—dead or alive, we
must hayve them.” S

The soldiers, enjoying the hunt, tho-
roughly explored the hollow, forming
themselyes in a cirele and gradually
converging upon the great tree that
stood in the middle of the grassy space
at the bottom. The search proved in
vain, and hope reyived in John Gil-
lian’s heart. Fitzjohn was certainly
not there. i
de Brissac’s angry orders, the men
wens over the ground, but without
result.
a look of fear, and a chill of dismay
seized him. He again endeavoured to
slink away, but the knight saw him.

““ Hold this churl!” he cried. *I
thought he would want to take to his
heels. Now, my fine traitor, youshall
ke paid your price. Bring here the
ropes we had for securing our pri-
soners.”

“But I left the knight here,” said
Sleed, wriggling ineffectually in. the
the firm grasp of two soldiers. ““And
these are two of our horges.”

“T doubt it not, most. clever scant-
o'-grace,” said De Brissac, calmly
ferocious. ““Nor do I doubt it that
the men we seek are far enough by
now. They may he masquerading as
Punchinellos on the wvillage green
whilst we are fooling here. And you
want to leave us, to chuckle over our
discomfiture, indeed?  String him up
to this oak, my merry men. . There
will be meat for the ravens before
jong, and at least one of the three pre-
cious vagahonds will be laid by.”

The knight was wound up lo a high
pitch of fury. and was ready for any

Once more, obeying Gon

On Andrew-Sleed’s face grew.

eruel deed. Sir Henry Wilton and
Gluy Hathersden, who were with him,
grotested againet his summary action,

ut he ignored them, and repeated his
grim order. :

Andrew Sleed trembled like a man
with the ague. He would cheerfully
have betrayed his friends to death, but
a personal experience of the same
medicine seemed not so pleasant. Heo
pleaded for mercy, protested his
good faith, - whined like 'a heatgn
eur. ;

Gon de Brissae, his chagrin some-
what relieved by having a vietim to
vent ‘his rage upon, roared with un-
feeling mirth. v

“Up with him, men!’ he cried.
“TLet us see if he can kick his heels
as well as he can work his lying
tongue. It will be practice for us
bhefore we get hold of his friends.
Gramercy, but what excuse have 17
Plenty. Did I not lose two or three
aood men in that murderous inn? Up
with him, shriven or unshriven, and
let him have his reward! Didn’t I
promise him, on my honour, that I
would pay lim his price?” ey

As the rope tightened round the
luckless wretch’s neck, and was pulied
suddenly, swinging him off his feet,
his eries ceased abruptly. He dangled,
a queerly-jerking figure, in the shadow
of the great tree. Wilton and Hathers-
den turned away, and after a few
coarse jests at his expense, the execu-
tioners followed. .He heard, along
with the horrible drumming in his
ears, the clink-clank - of their ac-
coutrements as they rode off. [0
heard them shouting of what they had
done to Luke Thorpe and his two men,
and then an awful silence fell upon
him. Life was cheap in Merrie -
land in the days of bluff King Hal.

Per how long he swung there, suf-
fering agony of dy and terrer of
mind, he did not know, for uneon-
sciousness soon intervened. It was
not really very long, and he awoke pre-~
sently to find himself lying on the
grass, a dampness as of eold water on
his face, and John Gillian bending
over him, pouring fiery spiriti down
hig throat. g

When he tried to speak, John Gil-
lian bade him keep silence. :

“1 know. all, renegade!” he. said,

sternly. Stand up—von are able
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now—and listen to what I am going
to tell you, Andrew Sleed. I had my
fears of you last night, for you talk
in yonr sleep, and that was one reason
why I wished us to go alone to the vil-
lage. ¥ saw you accost the knight, I
followed you here, I heard all' that
was said, and saw you strung up.
When they had all ridden away, 1 was
in two minds as to whether it was
worth while cutting down such a piece
of carrion, but, as you see, I decided
to loose you. 1 had rather not have
the crime of letting you die for want
of help upon my soul, and sooner or
later you are bound to meet your de-
serts. But I have done with you from
now, Andrew Sleed. You are no
friend of mine. Go your own way,
and don’t eross my path any more. And
mark this well! 1f ever you try to
betray us again, I will kill you like a

e i

noxious heast!
Only: too glad to escape so easily,
beth from vengeful foe and justly-
angered friend, Andrew Sleed slunk
away without a word of gratitude.
“ And
the knight.”

CHAPTER VI.

THE DUEL.—THE ESCAPE,

John Gillian, after making sure that
the Cardinal’s men and the King’s
men were well ocut of the way, riding
hack towards the village. set to worlk
to examine the ground carefully.
Fitzichn had promised t6 await the
return of his companions, and the bold
“knight was a man of his word. He
was also a lover of danger, and fond
of using his.sword, and not likely to
have run away. He must have been
surprised and taken prisoner and led
away. His mount was the only horse
missing: There were many hoofprints
and footprints in the hollow, and one
trail leading away from the hollow in
an opposite direction to that in which
lay the village. Fitzjohn was a pri-
soner, that was certain. . Who could

- have taken him, unless Don Sigiente
had chanced upon him?  Gillian’s
heart sank., He had heard the knight
tell of a guarrel he had had with the

now,” said Gillian, “to find.

wily Spaniard, and how the latter had
been made to eat humble pie.
now his master was in the Fa.niard’s

-caver, and the Spaniard would get the
etters. A

One thing that puzzled John Gillian
was a knife-mark on the great oak in
the middle of the hollow—a broad gash
deep in the gnarled bark. He felt
that this was the knight’s doing, and
had a meaning, but what it was he
could not guess.

“ Nothing to do but to follow,” he
said, ruefully. “ Never shall it be said
of John Gillian that he forsook a
friend.”

He picked the better of the two
horees and led it out of the dingle.
Crossing a piece of springy turf, he
gained the main road, and trotted
steadily southward, making for the
nearest village of size,

It was late that night when they
ambled, both horse and rider dead
tired, into the hamlet of Little Wane-
leigh. A few inquiries on the way
had been sufficient to assure him that
he was on the right track. The horse
had cast a shoe, and whilst he was
having it replaced at the smith’s forge
he gleaned ihe information from that
worthy that a knight and seven men,
with a prisoner, had put up for the
evening at the Black Dog Inn.

‘“And a right jovial knave seemed
the prisoner, and a sour-faced  fo-
reigner was the knight” said the
smith, as he beat the glowing iron and
the sparks flew around like golden
rain, “And, by the King's erown,
Little Waneleigh is full to-night, for
yonder come two more visitors—well-
favoured gentlemen, too—and they are
trying the Pig and Pipe across the
way. Is there aught stirring, stran-
ger, that you know of ?”

“ Nothing: public, good smith,” said
Gillian, “ that I have knowledge of.
Buft you have made me most curious,
and I must stay here overnight. As
the inns may he full, where would you
advise me to gquarter myself and my
horse?”

“With me, if you are mnot too
proud,” said the smith.

The matter was settled, and, forti-
fied by an ample, if homely meal, Gil-
lian sallied forth to do what he could
for his friend. He knew for certain

now who were the knight’s captors,
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and he knew who the two last-comers
were. In the light of the hostelry
lamp he had recognized: them as the
two swordsmen who had joined Gon
de Brissac. Doubiless they had been
disgusted by that buliy’s ways, had
left him, and followed close on Gil-
lian’s heels. The village was full of
foes now, but already John Gillian’s
fertile brain-was busy with a scheme
to get advantage out of that dangerous
state of affairs.

There was no time to lose hefore the
inns closed. He walked boldly into
the Pig and Pipe—right into the best
room—and exchanged greetings with
the company. The two swordsmen
looked at bim curiously, but did not
at first recognize him. After some
casual = gossip, he
Hathersden and said, meaningly:

“Did you know, sir, that a Spanish
lknight is housed at the Black Dog, and
has with him an XEnglish prisoner?
Do vou think it bearable that an
honest Englishman should be thus
harried about the country by a fo-
reigner ?”’ ;

“What! A prisoner? And by a
Spaniard !’ cried Guy. “XEnow you
Lheir names?’’

“ Will Fitzjohn and Don Sigiente,”
said Gillian.

The two men sprang to their feet.

**And you sre one of his friends,”

ied Sir Henry Wilton. I remember
peing yvou al the bridge. A pretiy
kettle o’ fish is this, I vow! And you
want us to rescue-your friend, sirrah?
You fancied you might both escape in
the confusion,eh? Well, it was a bold
scheme, and one that I admire. But
we have been with Gon de Brissae long
enough to know your game, and we
have decided to hunt you on our own
account. Here you are to hand, and
you can consider yourself our pri-
soner.”

“I’m not so sure of that,” said Guy
‘Hathersden. It might not be far
wrong for us to use this man’s help in
securing the other, = We may mnever
have a better chance. He can try to
carry his own idea out if he likes now
we are forewarned. And, after all, if
wo can lay hands on Fitzjohn and the
papers, we can let this witty fellow go
tree. Now is our time, for the

turned to Guy

; Spaniard and most of his dogs shonld
be somewhat hazy and sleepy by this.
Will you help us, girrah?”

“That I will,” said Gillian.

““And that we will, whatever the
gﬁuar‘-rel may be, if it be to help au
Englishman against a foreigmer!”
shouted several of the company.

“Then soon there will be music on
the night wind stealing!” laughed Sir
Henry Wilton. . ** prisoner, I
pledge you failure of your pretty plan
in this tankard of prime hippocrass.”’

All drank to the toast, even John
Gillian himself, and, the tankards
drained, the three men, with a motley
array of churls and serving-men at
their heels, trooped out of the inn and
down the village street to the Black
Dog Inn. 3

They crowded in throngh the open
doorway, thronged the passage, and

eered into all the rooms. The land-
ord, frightened by their rough entry,
retreated behind his jars and flagons,
and asked their business meekly. They
ignored him, having found Don
Sigiente and his men, as well as the
prisoner. They were all sitting round
a table in a back room, the table set
with pots and tankards. In front of
the don stood a great wine-cup full to
the brim. Fitzjohn, sitting, bound,
near the window, was enduring the
Spaniard’s cowardly taunts as best he
could.

Gillian, Wilton, and Guy Hathers-
den rushed in, and in an' instant
rapiers were out, and chaos and mad
riot Teigned.

Don Sigiente sprang to his feet and
drew his long, thim blade, lungine
fiercely at Guy Hathersden as the
latter’s sword flashed before him.

The others leapt up at that, more or
less clumsily, according to the amount
they had imbibed. The table was
averturned, and pots, cups, and bottles
flew in all directions. e don’s great
cup described & fine curve in air, and
bestowed its red contents on one of his
own men. The unfortunate individual
gx}ekgld ghastly, as though drenched in

ood.

In the confusion John Gillian made
his way to Will Fitzjohn’s side and cat
his bonds. The knight seized his own
fine blade—which had been lying on
the table for Sigiente to gloat over—
and stood ready fo plunge into the
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fray. QGillian, whose quick eyes had
taken the measure of the situation, re-
strained him. ot

“ At your back,” he said, “is only a
Jatfice window, with the casement
open and big encugh to get through.
1f T could but put out the light, we
might eecape that way. I have it! Be
reedy, and when I spring up and
seize this great pot of marjoram that
stands on the window-ledge, do you
thrust yourself ont and make for the
stables. I will follow, if I can.”

“A desperate hazard, but I am
ready for it—after I have reckoned
with this Spanish bound,”’ said Fitz-
john. “How ceme you here?”?

“MToo long a story,” said Gillian.
““One question, though, should we be
parted. Have you the letfers yet?’

““No,” said Fitzichn, with a smile.
“They are in'the tree in the hollow—
the tree I marked for you.”

(illian was satisfied, and putting
his back to the wall gtood on the de-
fensive. The confusion was somewhat
abated now, and in the middle of the
room—some ono having dra§ ed the
overturned table aside—Guy Hathers-
den was holding the Spaniard at bay
and preventing him reaching Fitzjchn.

“Back, men!” cried Don Sigiente.
“Put down your blade, lmight.
have no guarrel with you. Iet me but
have it out with this boorish churl
and prisoner of mine. If I win, I have
him; if he wins, let him have a round
with yﬁu-salf. Is it agreed, or think
you he dare notp”’

Fitzjohn's blood boiled at the sneer-
ing words and tone. ;

““T will teach you a lesson, don ¥’ he
cried, fiorcely. *‘ You shall eat your
own words! T can deal with you. Let
this be my affair, gentlemen.
need te malke the room a shambles.”’

““Let it be so, then,” said Guy, drop-
ping his sword.

“Defend yourself I’ eried Fitzjohn,
crossing the don’s blade ““ And if you
win, you can take me for a slave!”

““ And let the fight be to the death !’
shrieked the Spaniard, his face livid,
his lips working with fremzy. The
wine he had . drunk had roused hisfiery
Southern blood and hate to a fierce
heat of passion. -

“Guard !’ he shouted; and as the
hlades leapt hungry te the light, the

duel beoan,

No

Soon the fight waxed fast and
furtous. Fitzjohn was a truly mag-
nificent swordsman, cool, audacious,
iron-nerved. His true Toledo blade
was keen and strong, and at each en-
counter and thrust and parry proved
itself the hardier weapon ¢f the two.
But the knight was rather stiffi from
his binding, and the wound in his

shoulder was mot yet well. 'The
Spaniard’s vapier, too, was of exqui-
site workmanship, and its owner

skilled in the lore of steel,. What he

lacked in strength and daring he at
first made up for in recklessness and
rapidity.

ut and

;ﬁarry and thrust—ticrece,
quarte—slash, hael, the blades crossed
and rang, their shearing edges hiss-
ing as they slid along each other.
Their blows clanged and clattered on
breastplates and steel caps; they
clashed angrily at each foiled stroke
and counter-stroke.

Don Sigiente was the first to brealk
through. Ho feigned a tierce thrust
—between the ribs—and Fitzjohn,
warding it off, felt next moment the
touch of the keen point like a spark
of fire on his arm. It was only a flesk'
wound, not deep, but it roused him,
for the first time, to a sense of his
danger. The Spaniard had death in
his eyes. Only one of them would be
alive when the duel was finished.

Gradually the Englishman’s greater
reserve of strength began to tell. The
Spaniard was forced back on the de-
fengive, and thongh his rapier yet
gleamed wickedly, and was as cunming
as a steel gerpent, he was desperats
and mere rash. He felt that he was
losing ground, and had et his
. match af last. I

The onloskers drew long breaths as
they realized that the duel was ap-
proaching its crisis. en-at-arms,
yokels, waiters, all stoed silent, mo-
tionless, absorbed.

o good time to adventure my
plan,” muttered Gillian. * But, be«
gshrew me, I would see the end of
this '

Theeyes of the combatants werse
riveted teogether, every nerve :
sense was strained to the uttermost.
A misecaleulation, a slip of hand or
foot, a moment’s hesitation, and one
would have glimpsed his last view of

earth.  Shrilly, in the quiet .of the
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room, the steels rang and hissed: the
swift motion of them was dazzling to
the eyes. ¥

Don Sigiente, growing more despe-
rate, and suddenly sick with despair,
struck out fiercely and rashly, at the
same moment kicking one of the fallen
tarkards towards Fitzjohn, hoping to
startle him to a false move. 'The
knight saw the dishonourable action,
and shortened his blade’s sweep.

Then, so quickly that the motion
could scarcely be followed, lie made
his master-stroke. The rapier flew to
meet it, but was useless against the
force of that strong blow. With a
sibilant shiver, the delicate bar of
steel  snapped at the hilt. @ TFitz
john’s sword, pressing resistlessly om,
pierced the Spaniatd to the heart.

He fell, and for a moment the
silence in the crowded room was the
silence of death. :

“ Now !"” cried John @illian, rising
and seizing the great pot of marjoram,
“ Geot behind me, Will, and make the
best of the chance.”

The watchers, uncertain what to do,
stared at John in hesitation. With
steady aim, he flung the huge pot,
plant and all, at the solitary lamp that

urned in a sconce on the wall, and
shouted :

““'o'the door, comrade !”

The room was plunged into darkness
and chaos. To the door, pell-mell,
yushed all the men, drawing their
weapons to bar the way of the pri-
soners, and the landlord’s hoarse voice
rose above the tumult, bawling for
lights in the name of all the saintsin
the calendar.

Meantime, both Fitzjohn and Gil-
lian were through the window and
in the garden, free once more,

CHAPTER VIL

THE ENIGHT EXPLAINS,—THE BLOOD-
HOUND,

%A mount, and away!” cried John
Gillian  at the stable door. ‘“Lucky
the ostler had mot gone to bed. And
here he comes. Sirrah, thy keys!”

Before the drowsy servant could
gather his wits, John had snatched the

out |

bunch of keys from his hand, and ig-
noring his protests, our heroes wers
quickly in possession of a good horse
apiece. Ag the knight sprang upon
his steed, John Gillian slammed ths
stable door behind him, locked it, and
placed the keys in his jerkin. The
ostler now rushed at him, but Joha
was in the saddle too soon.

“That last little trick will delay
them some time,’’ he said, as, with the
knight, he put his horse to the gallop,
heading northward. “ They will not
come far after us afoot.’”

Glanecing back over their shoulders,
they saw a group of infuriated, ges-
ticulating men in the village street, in
the full glow of the lamp-light stream-
ing fr%: the open doorway of the inn.

“And now, friend in need, how came
you to my rescue s0 happily?” asked
Fitzjohn. -

“’Tis simply told,” answered Gil-
lian; and as they rode along, fiank by
flank, he related the story of hisdoi
since leaving his friend in the ea.rfg
morning.
“And, b‘y the body o’ me,” he ex-
claimed, “T have leit yonder honest
smith without paying for his food or
his services! Well, he must keep the
horge. Et will be a good bargain for
him, after all.”’

“But a murrain on that Andrew
Sleed ) broke out Fitzjohn. “T could
find it in me o wish you had left him
swinging. Mercy is wasted 'on such
scurvy dogs.”

“¥Yet I could not bring myself to it,”
said (Gillian. ““To run him th B
in fair fight would give me much satis-
faction, I vow, but I could not leavs
him there to die. And I have given
him fair warning. And now let us
find a..hy-pzth, for this main road will
never do.”

““ And whither, after we have re-
gained the packet?”

““Leave that until then,” said John.
“ By we reach thedingle again and you
have teld me your story we shall be
in need of a g sleep, and where
shall we find a better spot?”’

They rode on in silence through the
summer night, making across countiry
as well as they could by the waning
light of the moon. At the top of the
first lomg rise they paused to listen,
and the regular sound of hoof-beats,

_faint, but unmistakable, is heard.
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““They are on our track,” said Gil-
Han. ““We must baffle them somehow,
for we cannot go any further south
without the papers. See, the road
divides here. We will separate here,
one taking each way, and riding on
a little ‘distance. en we will leap
the wall and come back to this spot
over the fields. In this copse we can
hide eacsily whilst they go past.”

The stratagem mseemed to answer
well. At the fork of the road two of
the pursuers s%fa.ng from their horses
and examined the dry dust of the road-
way. Puzzled by the traces of two
igolated riders, they divided into two
bodies, one taking each turn. The
fugitives, now safely hid in the shel-
tering copse, waited until the last
sound of the pursuit had died away in
the distance, then took to the road
once more. At the first cross-lane they
turned off to the right. The daybreak
neared.

They reached the  dingle without
mishap or interruption. The horses
were tethered well out of sight of stray
passers-by, and the two men sought a
still more eheltered nook in which to
obtain a necessary rest. They were
both dog-tired, worn out with mearly
twenty-four hours’ continuous wake-
fulness and anxiety and open-air
riding. They were nodding as they
elipped ' off .their saddles. But first
the papers. - . ;

Fitzjohn put his hand into a slit
high uz in the oak tree. To his dis-
may, though his arm went in up to
the elbow, he could not feel the packet.
His groping fingers clutched empty
air. The hollow in the tfunk was evi-
dently a large one, and the packet had
fallen to the bottom, out of reach.
They widened the opening with their
knives, until Gillian could get hisarm
in up to the shoulder, but still in vain.

“ Beshrew me, but I can do no more
until I have had a sleep,” said he.
“The place is safe enough.”

“So I thought when you both left
me,” said Fitzjohn.
have been had not that Spaniard I
have settled charniced to ride past jﬁls’c
when my horse whinnied. I had
searcely time to get my blade out and
dodge behind this tree when I saw the
foreigner and his seven men coming
for me. Thoughts went like lightning
through my brain. T shouldl%e cap-
tured by a man who hated me, and lose

“ And so it would’

the letters. And
palpably useless.

et resistance was
: en I saw this hole
in the tree, slipped the packet in
before they saw me, and turned toface
them, T .ejy; would have run me
through without parley, I do believe,
if I had not thrown down my blade and
asked. their business, saying that I
didn’t recognize them either as King’s
or Cardinal’s men.

“*Hand me those papers, whatever
they may be,” said Don Sigiente. ‘ You
don’t trick me twice, senor.”

““That I will not;’ said I.

“‘Why not? Caramba! Why not?

¢ Because I have no papers, senor.’

“ “Pretty story! Search the liar!’

“1 was roughly ‘handled, and very
thoroughly searched, but of eourse in
vain. The Spaniard was in a terrible

Tage.

*““If you have them not, you know
where they are, and I shall find means
to wring the truth out of you,” said he.
‘1 am no trifler. Out with the truth!”

“<T have given the letters into the
hands of one of my friends,’” said I,
feigning reluctance. ‘They have both

ne on by way of West Hide and

roud, leaving me here with the
horses to rest awhile and get my
wound well. As ‘they will have got
fresh mounts by this, they will take
some catching. So you can do your
worst !”

“Sigiente believed the tale.

“‘Then we will start at once,’ he
said. “ We shall overtake them, fear
not. Mount your horse, and come with
us. Lest you should not like our com-
pany on the road, we will bind you to
the saddle. I have a fancy that you
will be of great use to us as a decoy
when we come near your friends; and
a.ls.o,,I have a quarrel of my own with

“There was mnothing to do but
comply in silence, and we rode away,
I hoping, yet hardly daring to hope,
that I should see you again soon. And
go to Little Waneleigh, and the Black
Dog, and the fatal duel. You are a
cunning rogue, John Gillian, ‘and.
henceforth I count you my friend and

ual, as mon to man. However this
adventure may end, we will share
equally in the fruits of it. And now
to sleep.”

'l“ Ay, to sleep,” said Gillian, drow-
sily.
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The interest of the soldier’s tale had
kept them awake, but, the tale ended,
their weary eﬁelids closed, and in a
few seconds they were asleep on a
mossy bank, well concealed by a thick
fringe of blackberry brambles.

Sir William Fitzjohn—to give him
the full title he so seldom heard, and
little for—wag the first to wake.
He lifted his head drowsily, listening
in a dreaming sort of way; then aﬁ
at once his lethargy vanished.
shook Gillian cautious! ﬁ :

“Qd’s daggers, John!” he whis-

pered. “We have spoilt all by our
glumber! Look there!™

The sun was now high, his golden

i eaves

beams piercing the canopy of
and li.gﬁting up the secluded hollow.
Peering through the bushes, the two
men saw a sight that made them grasp
their sword-hilts with the desperation
of despair. !

Six men were standing mear the
hollow tree, holding animated con-
verse. One was Imle Thorpe, the
King's spy, and with him were two
men-at-arms, and a forest-leeper, or
reeve, with two attendants clad in
Lincoln green. One of the latter held
a straining bloodhound by the collar.

“*Tis in the XKing's pame, I tell
you,” Thorpe was saying, impatiently.
*“Loose the dog, man!”

“T like not risking Brutus, Master
Thorpe,” the reeve said. * The knaves
may be lying hid not many paces off,
with knives drawn, and *tis a valuable
dog.” :

“They are not here now,’” said Luke
Thorpe. ™ They are not fools. Put the
dog on the trail, now he has smelt
something of their former presence
here, and let us be after them,”

“But these are their horses, and not
long since hard ridden,” said one of
the men in green. “‘And what means
this hacked and chipped hole in the
tree?”

“That I will find out if T have to
cut the oak down,” said Luke Thorpe.
““As to the horses, their riders may
have been here,-but they would be
dolts to remain. Let go the dog,
sirrah, in the King’s name! 'Look
how he strains to be off.”

“That is because he is strong on the
scent,” replied the reeve. *‘ Depend
upon it, they are not far away.”

“Loose him, timid!” ecried the
King’'s man. ‘“ What ave a dozen dogs
to the King’s business?’’

Thus urged, the reeve reluctantly
gave the signal, and his man let go
the animal’s collar. The great brute,
nose to earth, gave tongue at once, and
went loping over the sward, straight
towards the epot where the fugitives
were hidden. The reeve gave a shout,
and unslinging his long bow as he ran,
followed, and the others were close be-
hind.

““ We must setile the brute first,
come what may,” said Fitzjolin. “ One
good stroke ought to finish him, and
then we must elimb out of the hollow.”
_As the bloodhound’s mose appeared
in an opening in the bramble bushes
the knight’s sword flashed quickly.
John Gillian’s also reached him, and
Brutus rolled over dead, with scarcely

a sound.
i ““A bad day for Brutus!” said Gil-
ian.

Next moment they were scrambling
up the bush-grown bank for dear life.
An arvow whizzed past TFitzjohn’s
head, missing wonly by an inch;
another passed Gillian so near that
he felt the draught of its flight, and -
heard the whirr of it like an angry
hornet in his ear. They reached the
top safely, and then a lucky thing hap-
pened.

A large section of the bank side,
loosened by their frantic struggles,
broke and slid back—a veritable land-
glide on a small scale. Our heroes,
being topmost, saved themselves hy -
clinging to the roots of a tree; the
pursuers found their feoting give way
and were swept back, rolling over and
over in the dry earth and priekly
brambles. Thev were mot seriously
hurt, but the delay gave the fugitives
a little more time—a chance to get
a good start. !

et they did not take advantage of
the chance.
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CHAPTER VIIIL

BETWEEN TWO FIRIS.—GON DE BRISBAC
I8 USEFUL, g

TFitzjohn gave utterance to maledic-
tions low but deep as he clung to the
gnarled roots of fhe tree, for across
the very field upon whose edge they
were, a troop of seven horsemen were
galloping. ' “Already they had heard
the disturbance in the haollow, .and
swung along easily, laughing and
shouting. Too well did the hunted
men know the mewcomers. Don
Sigiente’s men had not been thrown
off the track, after all, and were bent
on avenging their master, And with
them, in quest of further sport, came
Wilton and Guy Hathersden. Bix foes
on foot below, seven on horseback
above!

“ Well, we have had three stirring
days,” said Fitzjohn. ;

“And I am not so sure that the stir-
ring times are over yet,” said John
Gillian. ** We may hold out awhile,
and if we can manage until nightfall
we nay escape again.”’

“How, in the name of St. George?”

“Why, just this. We can surrender
ourselves to either party. They are
fairly egual, and neither will give
way. Leave it to me.”

The riders were soon at the edge of
the hollow, and dismounted. The two
hunted men crouched under the roots
of the big tree. Luke Thorpe and his
following were already halfway up the
crumbling slope when they caught
sight of the six newcomers at the top.
This was John (illian’s chance.

“My very good friends, above and
below,” he said, raising his voice, I
pray you to keep your distance. We
do not desire your company. And I
give you both this warning—if either
of you advance to take us, we will at
once surrender to the other party.
Fixed as we are, that will be easy.”

“ By the Cardinal’s frock,” eried Sir
Henry Wilton, with a huge laugh,
“you are the right sort of man for
your present occupation! Well, com-
rades, we shall have to camp here and
wait awhile, that’s clear. Bring out
the venison pasty.” }

As though made hungry by the allu-
sion, Luke Thorpe and the reeve came
to a similar decision, and sat down to

2 Et e M )

a rough-and-ready meal in the hollow.
When they had done, the reeve showed
that he had leen exercising his some-
what cumbrous wits.

““ Master Thorpe,” he said, “if only
because these men have killed Brutus,
I will help you to lay hands on them.
Do you stay here with your men and
mine, and keep a strict watch, whilst’
I go to the village. I will bring back
as many sturdy fellows as I can, and
we will bafle the soldiers and have
these troublesome knaves secure befors
compline, fear mot.”

Qur friends could not hear this, but
they saw the reeve hasten away, and
guessed for what purpose.

“TI like not that,” said the kmight.
““We are only putting off the evil hour.

‘hy not give ourselves up the
swordsmen above? 'The two free-
lances, at least, would befriend us if
they knew all my story.”

£ I’erha.ssso; but not the Spaniard’s
men,” said Gillian. ““As fo doing no
good by waiting, there I think other-
wise. An hour may bring us a good
chance. A fight tween our foes
would please me best, and there will
almost surely be a tough struggle if
the reeve returns with enough men,
When they are fully occupied with
each ofther we may move.”

It was weary work waiting. The
sun passed the zenith, flooded the
hollow with light, and began his de-
cline. Both parties of foes were
watchful of the fugitives and of each
other. With a portion of the food in
John Gillian’s wallet, the two men
crouched uncomfortably under the
tree rools made a meal of sorts, but
were parched for need of a drink,

The reeve was much longer than he
had intended, and it was near angelus
when he arrived with his fresh men.
They numbeéred twenty-five—all stout,
hearty fellows—and this gave Luke
Thorpe thirty, all told. He divided
them into three parties—ten to creep
round the hollow to the right and ten
to the left, and so to take the Spa-
niard’s men, if possible, by surprise.
The remaining ten were to guard the
foot of the slope until this had been
effected, and then to charge up and
secure the fugitives. The horsemey,
having seen Chis new forece arrive,
though mnot aware of ‘how it was
divided, made ready for a desperate
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effort to eseize the hunted men.
Mounted, with swords drawn, the odds
did not trouble them in the least.

Fitzjohn and Gillian, crouching in
the shadows, listened intently to every
sound, their weapons ready. With
every moment of delay their chances
increased. Very slowly the two groups
of men crept round the hollow, and
were almost upon the horsemen before
they were discovered. As a riot of
shouls broke out, the ten men below
began to ¢limb the slope. Several of
those above leapt down into the
bushes to escape the horses. It
seemed that our friends must. be cap-
tured this time.

Suddenly the wild galloping of reck-
lessly-spurred horses came from the
lower entrance to the hollow, and a
troop of martialists, lances and swords
waving, burst into the dingle, forcing
their way through shrub and under-
growth. Foremost amoengst them—for
there was yet just suflicient light—
Gillian recognized the red face of Gon
de Brissac. '

“Gon de Brissac!’ the French
knight shouted. “ Gon de Brissac
wins! Ride down the scurvy hinds!”’

‘“A Brissac! A Brissac!” his men
cried as they charged headlong upon
the astonished Luke 'I'horpe and his
raw reeruits.

“Now is our time!’ cried Gillian,
excitedly. ““This way—to the right!
"T'will go hard with us if we cannot
shift for ourselves in all this mad

. bluster,”

They rushed out of their hiding-
place, any sound they made now
rowned in the general uproar of the
conflict that was raging about them.
Men were fighting wildly on the level
sward, amongst the brambles on the
slope, and along its upper edge, and
scarcely knew for what they were
striving, or could tell friend from foe.

And right into the melee now came
Wilton and Hathersden, leaping their
steeds down the declivity, their five
men close behind them. ‘They passed
c}ns-e to our heroes without seeing
[hem.

“Gadzooks!” Wilton was saying,
“hut it is an altogether fine evening!
What in the name of Mary is Gon de
Brissac doing here?”’

“That’s beyond me,” said Hathers-
den.  ‘“But there’s one thing I very

much fear—that in all this turmoil
our two clever rascals will contrive to
absent themselves.”

‘Brissac’s Rresence can be quickly
explained. After his exploit of hang-
ing Andrew Sleed, the ¥rench knight
had received reinforcements and
searched the mneighbourhood fran-
tically. Returning to Rudbury Sye
late that afterncon, disappointed, he
had seen the reeve and his gathering
marching to the hollow, had divined
that they were on the track of the fugi-
tives, and had promptly followed and
joined in the fray.

“If they do not get away, they will
not be worth their salt,” said Wilton.
“And that being so, why stay here?
Let us get out into the open, and leave
all these fools fo their folly. Then, if
the foxes come out, we shall be able
to lay them by the heels quickly. It
is no ‘honour fighting a crowd of
yokels.”

““Morbleu, most excellent?’ gaid
Hathersden; and the cavalecade made
the best of their way out of the dingle.

““Good for us that we heard that,”
said Fitzjohn,

The hunted men were meeting but
indifferent luck so far. A dozen
enemies were c¢lose about them, and
others closing in. Here and there rival
foes were clashing pike on sword, bill
on rapier, axe on armour. 'Time and
time again, aided by the confusion and
the growing dusk, Fitzjohn and Gil-
lian gained a yard or two, and escaped
capture by a hair’s-breadth. At last -
they reached the level grass in front
of the great tree, and hiding behind
a thick bush prepared to dash across
to the other side for life and liberty.
No one was between them and the spot
they wished to reach. Would they
gain it unseen?

" No. There was a shout, and a rush
of men hehind them. They were dis-
covered.

“Now or never I” gaid Gillian. “Up
the tree!* "Tis our only chance.”

They had the start across the open-

ing by a dozen yards. A forester and

a man-at-arms were behind them, and
Gon de Brissac himself saw them and
charged furiously down. :

“Across to yonder side!” shouted
Gillian, and darled into the shadow
behind the great tree. A hand in the
slit, a foot, and he was up. Fitzjohn
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followed, both being made agile by
desperation,

Hearing John’e shout, their nearest
.pursuers swerved from the dirvectline,
thinking to cut them off, and so did
not see the stratagem. The two
climbed as high as they could, and
took breath again. It was a very leafy
tree, and they were not likely to be

seen. !
“ Indeed,” whispered John Gillian, |
““if we have patience to wait, we are |

safe, and shall be able to resume our
journey to-morrew. They will soon
get tired of looking for us and of
mauling each other. It is fortunate
that we were driven up here.”

By midnight the hunt was over.
The hunters had become convineced
that their guarry had got clear away,
and the dingle, save for tho reeve an
a couple of men who had made a fire,
was deserted.

““They will '&’ive up the wateh b
morning,” said Fitzjohn, “ And
hope they will be tired before then,
for my throat is as dry as a flour-bin.”

Alas! for the frailty and futility of
human hope! With dawn came Luke
Thorpe and two woodmen armed with
axes. The King’'s man was resolved to
find out the mystery of the slit in the

oak. He pointed to it, not knowing
that qur heroes were hidden in its
branches.

“ Cut me that tree down,” he said;
and the axes got to work.

CHAPTER IX.
A CLEVER TRICKE.—A BTERN CHASE.

Not a word could the hidden men
utter, so overcome were they with sur-
prise at the new turn of events.
Luke Thorpe could have been made
aware of their thoughts concerning
him and his highly inconvenient
curiosity, his ears would doubtless
have tingled uncomfortably.

It was evident that he intended fo
investigate the oak thoroughly. The
woodimmen plied their axes with ra-
pidity and skill. The tree was jarred
m every bough and fibre, and the two
men had to hang on grimly to pre-
vent being thrown off. It seemed cer-

' the axe,

tain that they would have to come
down, and the packet would be dis-
covered. Time passed, and a great
inroad was made into the stout trunk.
It vibrated horribly with each succes-
sive stroke. At last Gillian could
stand the strain no longer.
“This will not do,” he said. “We
must be going. I have looked round,
and all is in our favour.”
“It looks

“How?” asked Fitzjohn.
very black to me.”

“Black it surely will be if we stay
here. As yet they are not half-way.
through, and the tree will stand long
encugh if not molested further. We
must jump down whilst we can give
them a surprise, and run for yonder
two horses. Only Ymke and the reeve
rode here, luckily for us. Once in the
saddle, we can laugh at them.”

“But the papers, John?”

“ Art thou dull, sir knight?’’ asked
Gillian. “ When they see us, they will

{ leave off hatching at this poor tree,

and the papers will snug enough
till we can come back for them. And
now to stretch our cramped legs. This
way down, and carefully, for we want
to keep sound limbs.”

They worked themselves along a
bough until they were mear to the
trunk, then, each nerving himself for
the effort, they let themselves down
by the arms as low as possible. The
distance- they had to drop was fully,
ten feet. They were on the side of the
tree furthest from their unsuspecting
enemies. They let go together.

The earth was soft and powdery, and
they were actually down, had re-
covered their balance, and were run-
ning towards the two grazing horses
before they were seen. Luke Thorie
was the first to get his senses in work-

ing order. - :

*Hal’ he eried. “After them,
lads! Stop them! Try a cast with
od Ben! So thatis the mys-

No need to do any

tery of the tree.
more cuftting now. ’Sdeath! The
had a good

knaves will escape us yet!”
He was right. They

start, and made good use of it. One
of the woodmen sent his axe flying
after them, in obedience to Luke’s
order, and the wugly missile went
etraight for John Gillian. He looked
round, and sprang aside just in time
to avoid it. A few more agile sprints,
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and they had geined the horses, were
mounteg, and away.

~ Beveral arrows were sent after them
by their irate foes on foot, but no
harm was done. They were free,
horsed, thundering right merrily
across country, talking  hedges . an
ditches jovously, their thirst now
almost forgotten. :

““How now, friend?” asked Johm
Gillan, as they reached a high-
way well out of sight of the running
men, and drew rein to consider their
plans. “Is it fated that we are ever
to he taken?” / 4

“Never will T despair again,” said
Fitzjohn. “ And yet, friend, this can-
not be our luck always. We are tired,
hungry, and thirsty, and the country
all around us may be infested with
enemies. Where is Gon de Brissac,
and the Spaniard’s ‘memn, and those
two jolly freelances?”’

“0Od’s daggers, but you are a Job's
comforter!” said Gillian.  Yet, gad-
zooks, you  are right! Here come
some of the individuals you have
named. if T mistake not, and in hot
haste, too. We must move again.”

A party of horsemen just
emerged from the yard of a ]arge
farmhouse near the roadside—a party
of about a dozen—and were coming on
at a swinging gallop. There was the
glitter of steel about them, and the
armour and helmet of the leader shone
like a moving speck of fire in the sun-
light. A shout went up from this
cavalcade as the hunted men dashed
away. Titzjohn glanced hack gver his
shoulder. :

“’is Gon de Brissac,” he said.
““ We don’t want to be served like An-
drew Sleed, and the odds are too
hea’\'y for a fight. On, friend Gillian,
on!”

No urging meeded Gillian. The
animals fairly flew, striking up clouds
of dust with every pounding hoofbeat.

Tields, gates, trees, hevels slid rapidly
past. Neck by neck the horses raced
alomg. Fresher than the steeds of

Gon de Brissac, they galned for a
time, increasing their lead. It was
a question now, barring accidents, of
the staying power of thé.]:ors,es.

On, on went the tearing chase. It
was a hot day, and the pitiless sun-
light glared fiercely on roadway and
countryside. 'There was no shadow,
no shelter; no pause, no breathing-

time. The pace was the pace that
kills, and before long the horses
showed signs of distress, and took
wind laboricusly. Grim, implacable,
both pursuers and pursued kept on.
At a eross-road, nearly riding down
a ragged mendicant who shouted male-
dictions they heard mnot, our heroes
turned off abruptly to the right. The
red roofs of the village of Low Clune
glowed in the cumlight, and beyond
rose the cool greem of a well-wooded
hill.- There, ahead, was shade, water,
and a chance {o outwit the relentless
trackers. One mniore spurt, one su-
preme effort, and they would gain the
shelter of the trees well in time.
They dashed through the quiet
hamlét, "and scattering a wildly-
clucking flock of poultry on the village
green, dropped into a canter as they
mounted the bridle-path into the cool
wood. They were under the rustling
canopy of leaves hefore (lon de Brissat
thundered into Low Clune. Leaping -
from their saddles, they led the ex-
hausted animals to a little hrook he-
side the path, and quenched their own
thirst as well. ' Then, having no morea
present use for the brave creatures
that had served them so well, they left

them, and plunged amongst the trees.
“That water was nectar,” said Gil-
lian.  “I feel a new man. Now we

must go warily, Here is another
brook. We will wade some distance in
it, so that thers may be mo trace of
us. Then we will strike out for tho
other side of the wood, and look out
for a suitable hiding-place. It is folly
to go far in the open as yet.”’
“You would make a good foresier,
John,” laughed the knight. “Hark!
They are on the bridle-path! Let
them come! fancy we are safe
enough at present.”
. Their success so far had made Fitz-
;&h.n, once go dubious, jubilant again.
e would not have felt so secure, how-
ever, could he have seen another troop
of horsemen who were at that very
moment, riding soberly towards the
village. This troop branched off to
the left before they reached the houses,
taking a lane that wound round the
wooded hill. ; g
“We shall get them right surely,”
said one of these. “ They are sure to
ge through the wood whilst Gon de

‘Brissac and his men are locking for

them.”
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The speaker was Guy Hathersden.
The Spaniard’s men, bent on avenging
their late master, had gladly taken
service under the two freclances.

Meantime, leaving Gon de Brissac’s
men searching frantically and fruit-
lessly in the dense wood, the runaways
made their way out to the other side.
'T'here was an open patch of ground,
then an orchard and a farmhouse.
Ghe house was silent, no yokels were
about, and there was a large granary
attached. . Why not hide there?

The two men raced across the &
ciimbed the ladder to the loft, drew
it up after them, and closed the door.
Thinking that at last they were safe,
they threw themselves down for a
needed rest. With the ladder in, and
s0 no visible means of access to the
granary, who would suspect their
whereabouts?

But from a bend in the lane half
a mile away Guy Hathersden’s keen
eyes had detected the two moving
figures, and had seen where they dis-
appeared. Some time later, just as a
couple of Gonde Brissac's martialists
showed themsclves at the edge of the
wood, the seven troopers reined up
their horses under the gramary door,
and Sir Henry Wilton eried, humo-

rously :

““ Good day, friends! It has been a
long hunt, but I think we have you at
last. It will do our eyes good to see
such admirable fellows again. ~ We
will do you no harm, though these five
followers of the late Don %igiente are
somewhat angry. Come down with

you both, and the quicker the better !’

CHAPTER X.
WEEN FOES FALL OUT.

Cantiously the rough door eopened,
and John Gillian’s head appeared.

‘s easy enough to see us, sir sol-
dier,”” he gaid, ‘“but as to coming
down, that is another matter. We
are quite comfortable ns we are, thank
you all the same.” !

“But man,” eried Guy Hathersden,
impatiently, ““ye are run to earth!
We are bound te have you, soon or
late, if we have to starve you out. And

we could bring you out by main force,
if we wished, if you do not choose to
hand us the State papers that so many,
folk are after.”

“Good friend, I know you mean us
no harm, and that you once aided the
knight my master, and are bul seek-
ing to advantage yourselves by fore-
stalling some of the others, but I tell
you we are very saug up here, and
here we will stay. As to the papers,
we have none.”

The troop below laughed loud and
leng at this speech of John Gillian’s.

A pretty story, forsocth!’ said
Wilton:  We helieve you, of course
—te be excellent romancers! What is
your object in thus defying us”’
~ Fitzjohn bad now joined Gillian, and
it was his turn to smile.

““You will .soon see,” he said. “I
like not to proveke strife, but, fised
as we are, I see no other way.”

Then raising his powerful voice, ho
called out: ;

“Help! Help! TLouis of France
and the Cardinal! Help !’

The effect of this strange cry . was
quickly apparvent. The two fellowers
of Gon de Brissac, who were watching
the scene, at once knew that they had
heen forestalled by other searchers,
but that it was not yet too late. They
answered the appeal by winding a
blast on a bugle-horn.  The Krench
knight, with his full foree, would soon
be on the scene,

“By Leo X.; said Wilton, *“ you
b are a pair of clever knayes!?

““Clever or not, they will fall into
our hands or these of the Cardinal’s,”
said Gruy Hathersden. ‘“And I do not
feel like survendering the gumarry, to
that Premch bravo. Pshaw! We are
seven pgood men—see, he has only a
dozen. We will stand here, under the
lee of the granary; ’twill be a good
place. And I faney our prisonerswill
not jump down whilst the fighting is
on—if fighting there need he. Gon de
Brissae s a knight, afeer all, and he
may admit our right of prior capture.”

“That he will not, from all T kknow
of him,” said Wilton. “ And here he
comes, 1'idin$ as though ten thousand
furies wore behind him.” /

That was how De Brissac felt.
Beaten and outwitted at every turn in

this strange man-fiunt, he was worked
up into furious passfon. At the head
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of his dozen troopers, he charged head-
long upon the little group reined 1.:19
with their backs to the swooden build-
ing. ;

“Here ocomes a madman!” eried
Wilton, flourishing his blade in the
sunlight. “ Hold, De Brissac! Parley!
We claim the rats in the granary as
ours, for we discovered them first, and
though we are ready to uphold our
claim, we bear you no malice, and
wish no warfare.”

“TFor King and Cardinal !’ shouted
the irate kmight. ““ Emough of your
lawyer’s chatter! Defend yourselves!”’

“Tf 'you will have it, then,” said
Wilton, coolly; and wurging his horse
forward to meet the Frenchman, he
dealt such a swiftly-whirling blow
with his sword that Gon do Brissac’s
long lance was cut in twain. Another
moment and swords were plying
furiously on visors and mail—clang-
m%, ringing, rattling merrily. g

t was not easy to see which side
would have the advantage. If Gon de
Brissac had the most men, the others
were fresher; if his were mcre fiery,
the others were more resolute.

Soon two horses were down—one
rider fighting afcot, and the other
lying still, face upwards, having
struck his last stroke on earth. He
was ono of the Frenmchman’s troof).
Guy Hathersden received, very early
in the struggle, a cut on the leg, that
caused him to act on the defensive.
Gon de Brissac was not finding Sir
Henry Wilton such an easy prey as
bhe expected, and both the knights
were exchanging a fair number of cuts
and bruises.

It surely could not last !oni this
mad turmoil of elanging blows, hoarse
shouts, unding horse-hoofs, and
hammered armour, without numbers
beginning to tell. Despite the skill
and valour of the two freelances, they
began to feel hard pressed. Eagerly
watching from the loft, Will Fitzjohn
could stand it no longer.

““ Body o’ me, Gillian,” he cried, 1
am for below, to lend a hand at the
game! Help me with the ladder. Ef
we have to be taken, I may as well get
a hit of exercise first.”

John Gillian could at that moment
find no sufficient reason to deter his
companion, and in a trice the ladder
was down, and Fitzjohn, sword in

hand, plungod into the fray, fighting
alongside Guy and Wilton. Ie took
the brunt of De Brissae’s attack at
once, and the French knight was only
saved from his heavy arm by a des-
perate rush of his own men.

Two of the defenders and two of the
assailants were down now, and, count-
ing Fitzjohn, the odds were ten to six.
But the six never lost heart a moment.
They laughed and jested as they
thrust and parried, their blades
whirling and flashing merrily in the
sunlight, and Fitzjohn’s great voice
aver and anon roaring out above all
else, 3

3 lieautifull}r done!’ he eried, to
one of Wilton’s strokes. ““And clever
of you, Gluy, boyee! By the Cardinal’s
hat, we will tire them ocut yet!”’

But the conflict was'not over so soom.
Gon de Brissac and his men were not
sportsmenlike.  They fought to kill.
Tired of a frontal attack which
seemed of no awail against the superb
defence of the three invineible swords,
they separated. Six kept up the direct
onslaught, engaging the defenders’ at-
tention; the other four rode off, two
on each side, with, the intention of
coming round by the sides of the
granary and taking their opponents
in flank. .

“The sun is going down; it will soon
be twilight,” said John Gillian to him-
golf, ““It is time we were going, if
I can but get Pitzjohn to leave his fa-
vourite - amusement again. Howbeit,
I will try the effect of these sacks
first.”

Honest John had been thoroughly in-
vestigating ‘the granary, an
found, not only a way of escape, but
several sacks that had once held flour,
and had not been over well shaken.
Armed with one of these sacks, holding
it mouth downwards, but eclosed, he
opened  the door wide, and, lying flat
on the floor; leaned out. In the heat
of the fight the six defenders had
moved a  little way out from the
ladder, and their enemies had a chance
to take them in the rear.
_Unsuspecting #f any action on Gil-
lian’s part, Gon de Brissac’s men met
just under the door. John Gillian
seized the opportune moment,
dropped his sack right over the head
of one of the riders. Another looked

up at that, astonished, but before he
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could move John had lowered another
pack upon him. As the men were
riding with their arms down, the sacks
slipped well over their shoulders.

Their comrades, whilst they were
gtruggling furiously with the sacks,
glan upwards, to see John Gillian
convulsed with mirth. When the two
men were released they were pitable
objects, yet their comrades could not
help laughing in their turn. The irri-
tating flour had got inside their
helmets, filling their eyes and half
smothering them. They were like
millers in armour. Gon de Brissac
would be short of their aid for a little
time, at any rate.

And Gon de Brissac himself, at this
very juncture, rashly daring to press
too stromgly forward, had received a
home-thrust from Fitzjohn’s prac-
tised, tireless hand. He reeled, and
would have fallen from his saddlehad
not one of his men saved him, and the
shout of laughter at the exploit of the
four-sacks stayed his foe’s sword. It-
was not a fatal wound, but enough to
put him out of the combat. S
"4 And now, friend,” called Gillian,

“Jeave sword-play for /awhile. We
have made the fray more even, I
fancy. Come up here, and take
breath.” &

Titzjohn saw his companion’s face,
and read more in it. He suddenly ran
~out of the struggling group, and before
Tie could well be stayed was up the
ladder and in the grangry once more.
A vigorons pull, and the ladder was
up after him.

“ And now?” he asked.

“T have loosened these three planks
at the other end of the loft,’”” said John
Gillian. “ We have only to let our-
selves down quietly, and make a bold
bid for freedom on foot. They are not
likely to suspect or to hear us, for
though the fight will not be so furious,
they will soon be at it again.”

The programme was guickly carried
out, and the fugitives reached earth
safely. Keeping in the shadow of the
empty farmhouse, they ran lightly/
over the untilled land. Lucky it was
for them that the farm was thus de-
serted. G

They gained a leng field adjoining
an overgrown orchard. As they hur-
ried along in the shade of the privet
hedge, the clash and clatter of stecl

on steel was still distinctly audible.
Suddenly it ceased, and a medley of
incoherent shouts came on the even-
ing air.

‘ They have been round the granary
and found the ladder. They will be
after us!”’ eried Gillian. *° Fool that
I was not to hide the ladder! On!
on! We must cross the orchard with-
out them getting sight of us.”

CHAPTER XI1.

THE HELP OF BIMON EHEAYES.—IN THR
MILL - RACE.

Into the ' meglected, weed-grown
planting under the shadow of the
apple trees they dashed headlong. It
was growing hazy with nearing dusk,
and they had every hope of being able
to baffile their pursuers again in the
dark. Their plan was to procure food
and drink somewhere, horses if pos-
sible—though their funds were run-
ning low—and then double ‘hack,
avoiding villages, towards the hollow
where the all-important papers were
yet securely hidden. %

Fields, copses, lanes they passed,
and the pursuers did not come in
sight. At the door of a solitary cot-
tage on the edge of a dark common
they felt that they could not go any
further. They were tired out. John
Gillian knocked boldly on the door.
The inmate of the cottage, a burly,
pleasant-ficed plonghman, opened {u
them. Seen against the flickering

low of the freshly-kindled rushlight,

is form seemed huge and uncouti.

“Friend,” said Gillian, “can you
find hite and sup for two worn-out tra-
vellers? We can pay.”

“Marry, and come in, and be wel-
come to a meal,” said the ploughman,
after looking at them closely. *Ye
have an honest as well as a tired ap-

rance: The women folk be away,
ut I will do the best I can.”

He brought out a huge piece of cold
meat, with bread and cheese, and a
tankard of home-brewed ale, setting
it before them somewhat awkwardly.
In those days even the common la-
bourers were well paid and well fed.
hHe regarded them quizzically as
they ate.
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“Y will be straight with you,
guests,”” be said, at last. “Are you
not the two men for whom such ahue
and ery was raised at Little Wane-
leigh, where a Spanish knight was
neatly pinked?”’
| ““We are,” said Fitzjohn, after a
little thought. “I was the one who
fought with him. Now you kuow, is
it in your mind to inform wupomn us,
neighbour ?"’ :

“Not 1,” said the ploughman.
“ What sort of man do you think me?
I have heard that the Cardinal has
some men ond‘;our track, and for that
alone I would help you if 1 could.”

“Then you are no favourer of Wol-
sey?!l i

‘Marry, no. He is but a cunning
schemer who seeks to gain overmuch

ower in England. Give me bluff
%ing Hal’s dominanze, say I, for he
is a fellow of sound sense, and a friend
of the common folk.”

“Then you will be doing him a food
turn by helping us,” said Gillian,
“We also are against the Pa}pa.l
Legate, and if we can but get safely
out of the country with 'certain
Fal ers, we shall bring about hisdown-
R -l?

« And some of those on our track are
not so far behind us even now,’’ added
Fitzjohn. Think you we shall be
safe here, friend what's-thy-name?”

“Simon Hayes,” said the labourer.
“ Yes, you will be safe here, I fancy.
But lest you fear, I will go out and
stand . at the gate awhile. Eat and
rest in peace, and if they come T will
give you warning.”

“ig pood of you, good Simon, for
we are dog-tired, I vow,” gaid Gillian.

Their host went out, closing the door
behind him, and leaned idly upon the
garden gate, goemingly indifferent to
everything, but very much on _the
alert. Not a sound escaped his keen
hoaring—the lowing of cattle in dis-
tant pasturages a byres, the chirp
and hum of insects, the steady rust-
ling of the wind in the treetops around
the solitary cottage.

Satisfied at last that no pursuit was |

coming this way, he turned about,
striding back towards the deer. His
hand was almost upon the lateh when
he stopped, listening. The sound of
nearing horse-hoofs heating rapidly

u%on the dusty road broke into the
other sounds.

He stepped swiftly within. One on
each side of the table, lying back in
the onken chairs, the two tired men
were hoth asleep. They woke at his
entrance, and sprang up, hands to
Weapons.

“here are travellers coming, and
in a hurry,” said Bimon. ‘I canhear
four or five horses, or my skill is at
fault. Get you to the back door, ready
to strike out across the common if
they should chance to desire to enter.
In that case I will try to eome and
guide you, for there are dangerous,
swampy places to pass. Should I mnot
be able to come, make as straight a
course as you can for the light you
will see—'tis burning in the house of
my brother James, who keeps the miil
on the stream. Yet I do mot think
they will stay here.”’

“"You have our thanks, good Simon,”
said Gillian.

The cottager went back to the gate,
reaching it just as a ﬁroup of riders
emerged from the purple shadows that
were now dense on field and highway.
He ho;ﬁed they would dash past, but
no such fortune.- '[he horsemen were
expert ~ trackers, and overlooked
nothii\ig. There were five of them—
Guy Hathersden, Henry Wilton, and
three of the men who had served
under Don Sigiente.

“We did well to let De Brissac's
men take the other turn,” said Guy.
“This is just a likely lane, and a
likely hut for our friends to shelter
in. We will soon see. Good even, my
cottager friend. Have you seen aughc
of two footsore wanderers this way "

“ Wavfarers are not so scarce that
T take mnote of all,” replied Simon,
carslessly. ““ What kind of men are
these that you are in search of, pray?”

“Ho, ho, my friend, you know too
much already!” cried 'Wi}ton, spring-
ing out of the saddle. “ Who told you
we were searching for them? Come,
let uws pass within, and see for our-
selves.” :

Moyed by the point of the knight’s
ready sword, Simon drew back sul-
lenly, as slowly as he dared, mutter-

ing:

“Pirebrands and churls, to invade
an honest man’s house in this
fashion! Go in, and find what you
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ean. I will stop here, and give you
a free haund.”

His real motive, of course, was to
wait and slip round to join the fugi-
tives at the back. Xeen on the scent,
four of the men burst in at the door-
way, loaving one man, Leonard Hawke
by name, to guard the horses.

As the searchers entered the first
room ' the hunted men were hurriedly
gtepping out of the room beyond,
liaving heard and recognized  the
voices of their ememies. Through the
pateh of tilled ground, through a gap
in the eurrant-tree hedge, they broke,
and there, .running, Simon Hayes
joined them. :

“ Quick, follow me!” he said. “ This
way P J

At that very moment a shrill whistle
jarved the night air. Leonard Hawke
had seen the cottager’s action. There
was ghouting and bustle round the
house, and Wilton cried out:

“The hack way, all!  The hound has
tricked us!”’ :

The three men needed no spurring
on mow. 'They raced along, Simon
Hayes leading. ~After them came the
hunters, afoot, eager and excited. But
Simon knew the ground perfectly; and
Jed on without hesitation, whereasthe
pursuers had {o look to the path.
After a hundred yards or so they
turned back, disgusted, for their
borses, having lost much valuable
time.

The fugitives redoubled their efforts
at that, and were more than half way
across the common, and could hear
the rush of the water in the mill-race
before the duil pounding of heofs re-
wounded behind them. 'Lhe river was
expected to fall daily, and the mill,
aglow with light, was working the
nicht through.

Tor all their desperate endeavours, §
the five horsemen were almost upon
them as they reached the bank of the
dammed-up mill-water. The flood was
};ouri.ng heavily down the sluiee to the
humming, undershot wheel. It gleamed
faintly between the fringing willows
that overhung it.

“ No time to rouse the folks!” eried
Gillian. * Let us take to the willows.
We ghall be hidden well there.”

“And I will try and put them off
the scent,” said Simon. °‘They will

He kept his ground on the hridge
over the sluice, whilst John Gillian
and Sir William Fitzjohn darted inte
the shadow of the wilfows, each climb-
ing quickly into the bushy, leafy
crown of an overhanging tree. 'There
they clung, panting, for the moment

afe.

The flushed riders dashed up fu-
riously, and heset Simon with queries
and angry threats. But he was
stolidly defiant, and from the open
doorway of the mill his brother James
and two stalwart men emerged.

“Can T not come here for aid against
robbers?”’ asked Simon Hayes, sarcas-
tically. - :

“Would you fool us, knave?”’ cried
Sir Henry Wilton. ' * You did not
come alone. They are not far off.
Spread out, all of you. Keep your eyes
open.”

The miller, astonished at the
number of his strange visitors, was
about to speak, when there was a
splash in the sluice, a cry for help,
and a dark object was for a moment
seen gliding under the bridge, and on
towards the humming, churning
water-wheel. « Then, before any one
could take action, there was another
cry, and. John Gillian stood before
them. 1

Will Fitzjohn had lost his foot and
hand-hold on the tree by an incautious
movement, and had fallen into the
swiftly - flowing  sluice! He was
being swept, helpless, to hig death
under the mighty wheel. Even if
he were not drowned, a single blow
from one of those heavy paddles would
beat the life out of him.

CHAPTER XII.'
CAPTURED.—FITZIOHN'S ETORY.

“Stop the wheel!l” cried Gillian,
frantica.lliy.

The miller took in the situation at
once, and darted into the mill build-
ing. In a short time the great wheel
slowed and stopped, and a man was
sent to the floodgate above the sluice,
to divert the water. Inch by inch the
surface loweved, and the nine mon,

scarce do me any damage.”.

forgetting all enmity, prepared teo
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rescie the body. Sir Henry Wilton,
who declared himself a good swimmer,
was let down with a rope into the dark
culvert leading to the wheel.

“ Tt is possible that the iron hars
fixed across to keep back drifting
boughs and Jogs may have caught and
held him,” said the miller. * Jack
gays there is mo sign of him about the
wheel or the pond.”’

The miller’s idea was correct. When
swept down, Fitzjohn did not lose his
wits. Keeping himself as rigid as pos-
gible, he slipped safely under the
bridge without grazing either side;
then he struck out with all his force,
fichting against the strong current:

He could only reduce his speed a
little, but that was something gained.
He was driven with a fearful shock
against the row of iron bars, and had
the water been an inch higher, would
have gone over them to a fearful
fate.

As it was, he stood in the darkness,
clutching the iron bars with grim de-
termination, deafened by the roar of
the flood, and struggling bard to re-
gain his breath. And he was there
when Sir Henry Walton, wading and
‘splashing, groped his way towards

im in the black culvert. ' As they
touched eaeh other, Wilton gave a
start. Fitzjohn spoke first.

““ No bones broken, friend! But get
me out of here. *[is wet and weary
work waiting.” 7

The other’s laugh rang and rumbled
in the hollow spacé. :

“Come ouf with you, then!” he
cried. ““Stick to me, and come on.
The water is low enough to walk. And
now we have you at last, *tis likely we
are to keep youw.” ;

It is most probable,” said Fitz-
jobn, lugubriously.

Once the two were safely back on
dry ground the eluice was opened
nzain, the water rushed in, and the
mill began to throb and hum with
worl. . Much precious time had al-
ready been lost.

The fugitives were captured at last,

here was no doubt of that, and even |

John Gillian made upr his mind to
accept the inevitable. The miller and
his men had no mind to interfere or
to mateh themselves against the five
well-armed ~ maitialists, and Simon

Hayes, ceeing all his efforts on behalf
of our heroes of no avail, took his wav
back, slowly and thoughtfully, to his
lonely cottage acrass the common.

His dripping garments drying, fto-
gother with those of Henry Wilton’s,
by the miller's hospitable fireside, Sir
Willtam Fitzjohn made up his mind
to o course of action he had long fore-
seen as a forlorn chance.

““Friend Gillian,” said he, the
time has come to speak openly to these
brave fellows, and try to get them on
our side. It is well that they are cur
captors, and not De Brissae or Luke
Thorpe.”

“Iam not sasure that we could not
contrive to escape again,” said Johm
Gillian, with a sly twinkle in his eye.
“But have it your own way. I feel
tired out. And these are, as you say,
brave men—persevering, capable, and,
as we have just had proof, charitable
to a foo in distress.”

“It will need to be a strange tale
to bring us over to your aid, and to
turn us against King and Cardinal,”
gaid Sir Henry Wiltoh. ‘‘ And these
nien of Don Sigiente’s, though now in
our service, will not be so easily won.”

‘Yot if T can show how the Car-
dinal, for pure sspite and the fur-
therance of his unserupulous greed,
has injured innocent men, and has,
moreover, - sent messages to  Pope
Leo X. that no loyal subject of King
Henry eould send, will not that shake
your resolve, knight?” asked Fitzjohn.
“You are honourable gentlemen—can

‘you act in the sefvice of one who

knows not’ real honour?”’

Wilton was more moved by this than
he cared to shew.

“1 will not yet answer,”’ he replied.
“Make good your words.” ;

“Morbleu!” cried Guy Hathersden,
smacking his sheathed sword violently
on the table, and frightening the eat
that was dozing beneath almost into
a fit. © *“ Meorbleu! but if this man’s
story be true, he is safe from me. I
have had much doubt of Wolsey’'s
doings for some years.”

Titzjohn's face was already smiling,
and John Gillian beamed with satis-
faction.

“Go on with your tale,”” said Wil-
ton, curtly,
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T will,” = said  Fitzjohn, “It
amounts to this, The Cardinal has
tobbed my father of a fortune that
was left to him by Teord Haltoun of
Beauclere — left to him  because,
although a common knight, hehad the

d, or bad, luck to marry a great
i;:gy. Youn may all perhaps remember
the stir that was made over the mar-
riage of Lady Beaueclere's eousin?’’

His hearers mnaodded, and Guy
Hathersden started, a new light in
his eyes.

“The same name!” he muttered.

“ As I gaid,”’ continued Fitzjchn,
“ Wolsey robbed my father of this for-
tune by legal quibbles and other
tricks. Then the lands on which
stands our castle at Bindon adjoin
some of his own, and bar the way to
a good trout stream, My father re-
fused the beggar’s price he offered for
this land, and even the higher price
he came to later on, but Wolsey was
not to be beaten. A law action on
some ohscure guestion was hegun, and
though my father fought his hardest,
the whole force of the legate's wealth
and influence was teo much for him.
Also it went against him that his
views on religion were not popular—
he was a Lollard. In the end, the
Cardinal won, and added the desired
estate to his already vast possessions.
My father died, a ruined and stricken
man, ieaving me to poverty and a use-
less knighthood. ~ At his bedside,
%roung as I was then, I yowed to

. humble the proud Cardinal to the
dust; and John Gillian, my playmate
then and my staunch friend now,
vowed to help me. So also did one
other, Andrew Sleed by name, who has
proved a traitor.

“Pretending ignorance of the Car-
dinal’s ill-will, 1 took serviece under
him. Perhaps it eased his conscience
a little to take pity on me. As the
years passed, I got very high in his
esteern, and secured John Gillian a
place near me. Then I watched Wol-
sey’s letters, waiting for a chance to
expose him to the King by exhibiting
his treasonable messages te the Pope,
that I might strike him down utterly.

e chance came at last, after I had |

let many Eromlsing letters go by.
expected the letters being sent on a
certain day, and warned Gillian and
Sleed to be ready for flight, as we had

long arranged. I geized four missives,
and hastened to join my friends, so
that we could take them to Franece and
put them direct into the hands of
King ILouis. He will be certain lo
send them to Henry, and Henry,
furious at Louis having seen them, will
end the Cardinal’s career in a
moment. Also we thought, being in
France, we should be well out of the
way of trouble, and might enlist in
one of the Free Companies in the
south-west provinees.

“1 reached the White Tion Inn, but
the letters were missed too soon, and
Gon de Brissac was quickly put on
my track by Welsey, whose acute mind
doubtless penetrated my plot at gnce.
Others got wind of the affair, too, and
spies are clever at putting two and
two together. The rest you know.” ;

““1f all that be true,’” said Sir Henry
Wilton, slowly, “I admit that I can
no longer aid the Cardinal, or try to
thwart your scheme. But the proofs
—the proofs!” ]

“You have my word, knight—my
solemn word-—that everything that I
have spoken is the truth,” said Will
Fitzjohn,

“And mine,” added John Gillian.

““ Gramercy, but I believe it,”” cried
the man named Leonard. “The tale
rings {rue, and Don Sigiente, I will
maintain, was fairly fought, and met
his end throogh his own undue pas-
sion.” :

_“But proofs — proofs!”’
Wilton.

“That is where I cannot do mors
than stake my word at present,” said
Will Fitzjohn. * The four letters will
bear my last part out, but for the
rest, I am dependent upon papers that
are either at Bindon Castle or in
Wolsey’s possession.”

“Till T-can see them, then, I must
decline to assist you,” said Sir Henry
Wilton, firmly. “It would be both
unfair and very rash to go against the
Lord Cardinal on hearsay alone.”

repeated
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CHAPTER XIIT.

THE VOW OF THE BWORDSMEN.—IHE
TRAITOR AGAIN.

Guy Hathersden was the first to
break the silence.

“ Would you not take my word in
evidence?’ he asked. “1I know now
that what Sir William Fitzjohn has
told ms dis a _true tale. Had I
known his full name sooner, and that
his father was connected with the
Beauclerve affair, I would mnot have
stirred a step in this pursuit, unless
it had been to have bafled the Car-
dinal.”

“ Heaven be praised for this!” cried
John Gillian.

“1 must take the word of two honest
men,"” said Sir Henry Wilton. “If
you assure me, Guy, 1 am convinced.”

“1t was just after woe came back
from the Irish wars that I heard the
full truth of the story,” said Guy
Hathersden. “And it was proved to
me, too. Popular as the Cardinal is
with many, and genercus as he is with
his wealth, he'has not been over-honest
in his methods of acquiring riches. I
know of others he has robbed as
shamefully as our friend Fitzjohn.”

“Then,” said Wilton, deliberately,
“I am no longer a friend of Wolsey,
but an enemy. IFrom this moment it
shall not be said that I lifted a hand
to help the thieving son of an Ipswich
butcher. And more—I am with you,
good sirs, and will help to see you safe
to I'rance.” :

“Stap me, that’s honest talk!”’
roaved Fitzjohn.

“Then let us take a solemn vow,”
said Guy Hathersden, quietly. “ These
with us are brave and smart fellows,
and can ride a horse and handle a
sword with the best. We will make
ourselves a brotherhood.”.

The three martialists declared their
readiness at once, having been much
impressed by the jovial knight’s story,
anE all seven men stood up solemnly
in a circle, their seven swords raised
aloft.

] “Hold a moment!” said John Gil-
ian.
Ye are arraying  yourselves against
the power and cunning of the strongest
man in England, and also, for a time,
against the King, or at least his spies.

“Mhink well what ye are doing. .

AND SKILL.

And even success may mean exile for
a while. Think well.”

“We have made up cur minds,”
.said  Quy, decisively. “ We mnever
draw back from an honest purpose
becatuse of difficulties and dangers.
And France is a pleasant land for a

soldier to pass away his exile. And
this is our vow:
“ Brothers of the Sword! We

hereby pledge each other, one and all,
upon our sacred honour to stand by
each other through good or ill fortune
until France be gained safely or death
overtake ws. And in particular do
woa pledge ourselves to aid Sir Wil-
liam Fitzjohn in his purpose and pro-
tect him in person. And this vow we
seal with our lips upon our trusty
blades! So be it! And death to him
who fails to keep his word and
honour!” i

As the last words left his lips, each
of the seven men raised his sword and
kissed it on the hilt. And so was
formed the Brotherhood of the Bword.

“ And now,” said Wilton, “what
ghall be our next move? Could we not
see these treasonable letters of Wol-
sey’sP?

““ Qur next move must be to get the
saiud letters into our hands again,”
said Jehn Gillian, with a merry
twinkle in his eyes. *‘ They are at pre-
sent inside an old oak tree in the
dingle where you so nearly trapped us
hefore. Had not Fitzjohn left them
there, they would have fallen inte Don
Sigiente’s hands.”

And Gillian velated hriefly the story
of their adventures around the old
tree. Loud and long laughed the five
men, to whom it was all news.

““ Marry, but 'tis as good as a play |
eried Sir Henri Wilton. * Well, ‘tis
plain we must be in the saddle early,
so the more rest we get to-night the
better. That pestering French knight
may be after us before long, and I
don’t think Luke Thorpe will be far
behind.”

““And from what we heard at Low
Clune,” said Guy, “I fancy a cousin
of Don Sigiente’s—Don Sancho by
name—will scon be on ocur track.”

“By the Rood !’ -eried Fitzjohn, his
strong voice filling the room, “it is -
well we have gained help for our
cause! It is like to be a tough under-
taking even now. Here we are, tired
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AND SKILL.

out. Not very far off Gon de Brissac’s
troop are looking for us. Somiewhere
between here and the dingle Luke
“Thorpe is on our trail. Anywhere
about we may meet Don Sancho with
a prime gang of cutthroats. And, to
mend matters, 1 shall be very much
astonished if my lord the Cardinal,
seeing how things are going, does not
put an additional force in the field at
a moment’s notice. So we have some
merry and lively work before wus,
gentlemen,”

“With our number, I doubt not the
result,” said John Gillian. “ And now
T advise vest, and a start in the dawn.
Good miller, right well will we pay
vou for reom fo stretech” our tired
limbs. ' Ah!”

e started forward. The others fol-
lowed his gaze. A dull, white object,
seen only for a moment, vanished from
outside the window. It was a human
face! They were spied upon; their
loud talk had been overheard. With
one accord ‘they rushed to the door-
way and out into the night. A dark
ficure moved in the denser shadow of
the mill wall. ] ;

“Mhere's the eavesdropper! There’s
the cullion!” c¢ried Gillian, “He
must not escape!”’

Gillian, Leonard, Wilton, and Guy
raced after him at once. He kept
close to the mill, seeking what shelter
he could find. Fitzjohn and the others,
seeing this, turned hack and ran the
other way round. At the door of the
shed abutting over the wheel the pur-
sued man heard them coming to meet
him, hesitated, tried the unlocked
wooden door, opened it, and darted
within. Moo late! The trackers were
close upon his heels, and followed him
in. He retreated to the furthest
corner, slipped on the damp stones,
clutched wildly at the revolving
wheel, and fell headlong to his fatein
the foaming water. A shriek of fear,
a quickly-stified ery, and all wasover.

Again the wheel was stopped, and
this time it had claimed a wvietim.

With long hooks they drew out from

under it a mangled body. A cry of
astonishment burst from Fitzjohn and

Gillian.

“Andrew Sleed!” they exclaimed,
simultaneously.

He it was. Not satisfied with his
first effort to betray his friends, and

tempted by the reward offered for
their discovery by Tuke Thorps, he
had tracked them down, and was in-
tending to betray them again.

“The traitor! The ingrate!” said

Gillian, }ra,thfully. “And after I
had saved his miserable life!”
. “He is dead enough mow, and that
is justice,”” said I'itzjohn, turning the
body over. ° But what’s this? Blood
on his belt-knife, and on this riding-
whip! un round to the stables,
T.eonard, and sea if the horses are
safe. I fear foul play.” : i

Leonard rushed off, and quickly re-

turned.

“Bad news! Maledictions on the
carrion !’ he shouted. “The wretch
has hitched his own mount to the
stable door, and then knifed all im
the stable! They are all as dead as
worried dormice, the miller’s two as
well as our five.”

“*Sdeath! Then we are stranded.
Teon thousand thunders! A pretty
penny we shall have to pay now, by
criss-cross !’ cried Will Fitzjohn.

“The sooner we are away from here
the better for our kLealths,” said
Wilton. “ We don’t know what ac-
complices this fellow may have had,
nor how near our foes may he.” z

“It is my thought also that we
move,” said John Gillian.

Determined not to be caught un-
awares, the Brotherhood of the Sword
acted upon the idea at once. = The
miller was paid handsomely for his
loss and his trouble, and the seven
men, tired as they were, marched off
into the night. Guided by his direc-
tions, they made for the hamlet of
Richerclose, where, towards daybreak,
they knocked up mine host of the
Taberd. i

Four hours’ sleep, a hearty meal,
and a wash, and they were new men.
The hamlet was searched for mounts,
but could only furnish three sorry

n S

aﬁAnd these look as though they
couldn’t carry the weight of their own
woes, let alone a mountain of flesh
like Fitzjohn ! said Guy Hathersden.
“Well, 'tis plain we must go on foot—
at least. until we come to a hetter spot
than this.”

The seven men started at once in
the direction of ILow Clune. They
orossed the common, avoiding Simon
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Hayes's cottage, and came in sight of
the deserted farm whewe they had
waged fight with Gon de Brissac, by
compline. They were tramping aiong
the side of a field, in full view of the
house, when a warning shout was
raised. Before they could take cover,
half a dozen men rushed out of the
house and towards the outbuildings.
One man, not so agile as the others,
lagzed behind.

“Uon de Brissac himself, by my
halidame !”” cried Will Fitzjohn. “ He
has done well to get over his trouncing
50 quickly.  They must have made
this house their headquarters.” .

““ Torward ”  cried John Gillian.
“They are running for the stables
yonder, and we are almost as mear as
they are. A dash for it, and the horses
are ours !

CHAPTER XIV

A FQILED FRENCHMAN.—A TIRELESS
ENEMY.

The ecager men charged forward,
leaping over fences and ditches. Guy
Hathersden, too hurried, stumbled at
2 broken railing, and fell face down-
ward into a nettle-grown hollow. He
was too angry, and the rest too earnest
to he amused by the misadventure,
and he was afoot again instantly, with
smarting hands and cheeks, and dash-
ing after his comrades. :

it was a race—an almost neck-and-
neck race. As the swordsmen sprang
over the low farmyard wall, not a
dozen paces frem the stable doors,
Gon de Brissac’s hirelings were about
the same distance off. But the latter’s
weakness was telling upon him; he

had stopped, holding his sides, and
one of his men with him. !
“QOn!’ cried Gillian, excitedly.

“There are not a dozen of them!”

“We will deal with them—you and
T, Wilton,” said TFitzjohn. " You
others get the horses out and saddled.
The game is ours already.”

As the French knight's men came
on with an ugly rush, the tried blades
of the two gallant swordsmen flashed
ont. The rush was suddenly checked,
despite the odds being eight to two.
fhe hirelings had had experience of

]

those two blades hefore, and hung
back, hesitating. Meantime, Gillian
and the rest were busy in the stables.

“These might be a pack of craven-
hearts, forsooth!” cried the jovial
Fitzjohn. “ Come on! Let us fryour
steels for a joust or two. It is
exercise for the arm muscles.
my blade is at your services.”’

Gon de DBrissac, recovered some-
what, raved at his men, but still they
hesitated. Another man, buckling on
armour, came running out of the house
to join in the fray, but the attack was
delayed until too late. = 'There had
been twelve good horses in the stalls,
and now seven of them, fully saddled,
were outside, and five of them had
riders. Of the five left within, not
one would be ridden mntil fresh har-
ness counld be got. John Gillian had
repeated the trick that had served
him so well at the hollow tree near the .
ruined monastery.

Leonard and Guy, swords out, urged
their new steeds forward. Wilton
and Fitzjohn slipped behind them and
mounted. Then all seven faced about,
and with a ringing cheer put their
horses at the farmyard wall. Gon da
Brissae, apoplectic with rage, roared
out fluent curses in choice French.

Taken by a sudden after-thought,
Titzjohn dropped behind as the others
cleared the wall, and urged hi
Er:;ncmg mount close up to the angry

night. His sword flashed—a master
strok Gon de Brissac’s helmet,
but loosely put on, went clanging on
the cobble-stones. The language
evoked by this act was frightful. As
he turned and galloped after his
friends, Iitzjohn laughed:

“TIt is a rare sight for the damosels
who thought thee so*young, is thy bald
pate, sir meddler!”

““ Neatly done, but-it will make him
a worse enemy than before,” said Guy
Hathersden.

“What care I?” said the jolly
knight. “Such as he are better as
enemies than friends.”

Now the troop galloped along in the
dusk, light of heart once more, sing-
ing snatches of song. Through the
copse path they went, clattered
through Low Clune, and pounded
merrily along the King’s highway. At
a wayside hostelry they got refresh-
ment for man and beast. and learnt

See,
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items of news that sobered their mood
somewhat; then out again they went
into the night. Their course was now
shaped towards the dingle where the
papers were hidden, and they were
all resolved, as they raced on under
the flickering stars of a velvet sgky, to
get the letters out of the . oak hefore
dawn. For this purpose Gillian had

rocured a stout axe from the inn-
teeper. Once they secured the papers
again it would be oh, for the sunny
south, the coast, a ship, and la belle
T'rance; and then, confusion to my
lord the Cardinal. ;

The news that had damped their

irits and made them busy with
thought was this—Luke Thorpe was
at Rudbury Sye, together with a
knight named Sir Thomas Dene, who
was also in the King's service, and
a following of about twenty men. He
had spies all over the neighbourhood.
Don Sanchos, breathing fire and
slaughter, was at or near Waneleigh,
with half that number, systematically
searching the countryside. And some
one of influence—some great man—
Wolsey himself, it was rumoured—
was either on the way towards or had
already arrived at Bindon Castle with
a large retinue.

“By my faith,” said John Gillian,
“they are all around us! Whichever
way we stir we shall encounter some
of them. They cannot fail, hefore
long, to hear of our adventures at the
mill and the farm, and of our attempt
to huy horses. Even the procuring of
this hatchet may bring a bornets’ nest
about our ears.”

“ But the worst of all is the coming
of the Cardinal,” said Fitzjohn. * We
might bafile all the rest, but him not
ga easily. He will read the design of
all our movements just from hearing
of them, I know him, and am com-
?elled to admire his hrain, much as

hate him. And there is this to be
remembered, also—thers are papers
at Bindon. Castle, I doubt not, that
would prove his villairy, and make
good my claim to my rightful title and
estates.” :

“But would you have us lay siege
to a-castle, friend, with our scanty
foree?”’ asked Wilton.

“ Not go; but granted that Wolsey
has not yet reached the place, it would
be easy to gain an entrance, for it has

-ghall do it.

been much neglected of late, and is
cared for only by three old servitors,
s0 I have heard. I would risk much
for those scrolls and déeds, yet T like
not to endanger others.”

“Tush, man!’ cried Guy Hathers-
den. “ What of our vow? Are we
not Brothers of the Sword? Your
wishes are ours. - First we will get
hold of these letters, then we will ride
hard for Bindon Castle, and having
done our best will hope to get there
before my lord Legate,’’ :

““I devoutly hope so,’’ said John Gil-
lian. “And there is this advantage
on our side—that though our way lies
right between Luke Thorpe and Don
Sanchos, we are about as far from
Bindon as Wolsey’'s town house is. He
will not hurry, with a retinue, and a
day’s start would not forestall us.”

“That is good,” assented Fitzjohn,
cheery once more. “ I believe we
And here we are at
the dingle. . Softly, mow, lest that
pertinacious Luke should have left
any ono on senfry duty. Omne of us
had better remain up here on guard.
Now for the axe.”

Leonard elected to stay by the horses
and keep a wood look-out. The other
six plunged into the darknness of the
hollow and made for the oal tree, find-
ing it easily. Though cut half-way
through, it still stood erect and strong.
With a jest at the memory of their
last sight of the spot, John Gillian
lifted the axe aloft. ~His brawny arms
whirled, the sharp iron eame down,
the chips flew. He aimed at the slit,
widening and deepening it, and when °
he paused for breath, Fitzjohn took
up the axe. The slit grew wider and
lower, and Fitzjohn said:

“We ought to get at the papers
soon. ’Twill ke a very cavern of an
opening 1™

But neither the woodeutters at work
nor Leonard on the watch were aware
of a man lying under a bush not o
dozen paces from the oak who was
watching their movements and listen-
ing to their conversation. He had
heard them approach the dingle, had
hastily secreted himself, and was now
reaping the reward of his patience.
Still as a log, lying in a dense shadow,
his presence was utterly unsusp‘ected.

“Mhere, that will do,” said Gillian
at last. “Now for the packet!”
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He slipped his arm into the wide
opening right up to the shoulder.
When %e withdrew it, a cealed parcel
was in his The letters were
recovered !

“:0d’s daggers, sirrah, but, that is
Juck !’ eried Fitzjohn, over-loudly.
“Now to saddle and off and success
to our ride to Bindon! With your
help, good friends, we shall win yet.
Down with the Cardinal! And I will
pledge you all in a bumper of hippo-
crass at the first inn we clap eyes on!”

They turned about and scrambled
out of the hollow. The unseen watcher
muttered to himself :

85 ho! They have made friends
with those two freelances and their
following. And the letters were in
the tree all this time. Am I so very
clever, to have scented a mystery, and
lain in wait for their return every
day, off and on, and yet never searched
that slit myself? However, I know
two things—they ride to Bindon, and
they will stay to drink success to their
plan at the first inn on the way. Let
me think. That will be the Flagon, at
Hurlam. Good! The Flagon shall be
our mnext meeting-place, my merry
gentlemen.”

As the sound of their horses’ hoofs
on the turf denoted that the swords-
men were mounted and riding off, the
spy crawled out from under the bush
and stretched his cramped limbs. Te
then hurried away towards the vil-

hand.

age. .

Soon after daybreak, two men, at
the head of a troop of twenty well-
armed, well-mounted wearers of the
King’s uniform, rode out from Rud-
bury Sye. One of the two leaders was
a gaunt, grim-faced knight named Sir
Richard Dene; the other was the man
-who had E%Bd' upon our heroes. His
name was Luke Thorpe.

CHAPTER XV.
A TFINGER - END.—AT THE FLAGON.

Meantime the seven
were cheerily trotting along their
way. Secure, they imagined, o
several hours’ freedom from molesta-
tion, they did not hurry, but beguiled
the journey with quip and jest and
lively laughter. The fresh air of the

swordsmen

morning was ceol and invigorating,
and they felt full of confidence. At
the porch of the Flagon, in the one
wide, grass-grown street of straggling
Hurlam, they drew rein at last.

“In here,” said Fitzjohn. “ We
will drink a stoup apiece to our suc-
cess.”

The inmates of the rest-house had
but just bestirred themselves. The
ostlers bustled about, the serving-
maids eyed the riders saucily, and
mine host came to the door rubhing
his fat hands together. All seven men
trooped in, obtained a reom for them-
selves, and after it had been swept
out, sat down and stretched their tired
legs under the long table.

Their long wakefulness and the
morning air told upon them. Affer
gome talk they bezan to nod drowsily,
pazing at each other between half-
closed eyelids before the tankards
were empty. 3

“Body o’ me!” eried John Gillian,
who was sitting with his back to the
open window overlooking the bowling-
green. “1t is_a sound sleep that
would do me most good. Yet I would
rather we were a little further on our
journey. Let us cee the letters, Fitz-
john, and ascertain if they have got
much damage from the stay in the
old oak.”

“Here they are,” said the jovial
knight, fetching the packet out of his
jerkin and placing 1t on the board.
“They are as good as new. But for
one or two specks of hrown dirt you
would say they had been in my hold-
ing all the time.”

“It is a small packet of paper to
bring about the downfall of so great
a man as my Lord Wolsey, or to risk
our tough hides for,” mused Sir
Henry Wilton. “Why not let the
King see them direct, instead of try-
ing to take them out of the country?
Would he not be moved as much?”

. %L am_ mot sure,” answered Iitz-
john. “He might, or he might not.
But once let him know that Louis of
France has seen them, he could not,
for very shame, keep Wolsey in his
service. If he saw them alome, the
Cardinal might, with his oily tongue,
righten himself in Henry’s esteem.
And small as the packet is, what
would not Gon da Brissac, or -Don
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Sanchos, or Luke Thorpe
sass it this very moment?

None of the drowsy men knew that
st that precise instant the last-men-
iioned of their foes was close at hand
—wae just outside the open window,
peering in through the thick mantle
of ivy that overgrew one side of the
casement. This foe had lost no time.
His men had already surrounded the
house, and he had spoken to the land-
lord and brought him over to his aid.

Here was an opportunity not to be
missed. He could reach the table by
an efiort, and to secure the coveted
packet would be even hetter than se-
curing the men. As Fitzjohn’s hand
went towards the letters to pick them
nup, Luke Thorpe bent forward, thrust-
ing his long arm over Gillian’s shoul-
der. The prize was almost within his
grasp.

But leaning forward, he had cast
a skadow into the room even before
John Gillian was aware of his action.
{’itzjohn’s blade flashed out: of  its
sheath, and rose and fell—chep!-—on
the table. Luke Thorpe saw the flash
of the steel, and snatched away his
hand. i

It was all done so quickly that mo
one saw the severance, but close beside
the cut that the sword made in the

’giva to pos-

table was the first joint of a human

finger | Bwiftly as the spy had drawn
_ back, Fitzjohn’s blade was swifter,
and had taken toll. An instant’s hesi-
tation on either side, and the letters
would have been lest, or a hand would
have graced the board

The King's man, furidus at his mis-
adventure, drew his own sword, and
stood in full view of the open window.

““Butchering cullions!” he shouted,
livid with pain and rage.

der, in the King's mame! You are
trapped at last. I have the house sur-
rounded, and you cannot escape.

Throw down yeur arms, if you value
your lives! Surrender, I say!?’

‘““Never!” roared Fitzjohn, pocket-
ing the letters. “ Never!’ . |

'The King's man raised a silver
whigtle to his lips and blew a shurill
Vilast upon it. Before the swordsmen
Tiad time to burst out {ihrough the
vindow he was joined by Sir Richard
IJene and seven stout men-at-arms,

i friends!"  eried  the

‘ Burrender,
knight—a grey-htived, wiry-leoking

“ Surren-

| soldier. “I wish you mo harm, for
you are all tough fellows, but your
time has come. men are all
around you, and if you show fight we
shall have no mercy for such outlaws.”

“Being a soldier and a gentleman,
I am not used to heing addressad
thus,” said Sir Henry Wilton. *If
for no other reason than your inso-
lence, I would not surrender. What!
You think you can save yourselves the
trouble of overmastering us? Mot so.
You must win what you take!”?

““Yes, my fine popinjays and grizzled
gallants,” langhed Will Fitzjohn, *°if
you want us so pressingly, pray come
in and take us! We are waiting. Onl
I warn you that our blades are of go
steel and in skilful hands. Pray enter,
gentles!”

The jovial soldier of fortune took
off his helmet and made a sweeping,
mocking bow of invitation. But the
nine men outside hesitated. Not one
of them cared to be the first to face
those seven ready swords.

“We must have a little patience,”
muttered Luke Thorpe to his comrade.
“When they are driven out from
within, we can take them hero in the
open casily.” ¢

“In that case,” said John Gillian,
““we will bid you farewell for awhile.”

‘Springing forward, he shut the case-
ment with a bang, and hasped it.

“ Where now ?’’ asked Fitzjohn.

' “To some upper room,” said Gil-
lian. “OQOur cnly hope is to stand a
siege.”’

“To what good 'will that tend?”
asked Leonard.

“Why,” said John Gillian, it will
ga hard with us if we cannot get hold
of some provender for a day or two.
And delay is in our favour. Don
Sanchos and De Brissac will get to
hear of this, and they will be buzzing
around Luke's men like a lot of wasps.
Then will be our chance to escape yet
once more.”

“ Good for wvou, boyee!” cried Fit- °
john. “ Betwixt my sword and your
brains, friend Gillian, we shall go far.
Come on, then!”

He flung the door wide open, to find
the passage full of staring men and
maids, the shifty-eyed landlord stand-
ing mear the bar, and Dene’s men
clustering in both back and front
doorways. Straight across the stone-
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flagged passage was the fecot of the

stalrs.
“Up, my merry men!” cried Fitz-

john. I will take the rearguard.”

Mine host stepped forward angrily
as the seven men rushed clattering up
the creaking stairway, Fitzjohn Tast.
Sir Richard Dene's men came jostling
plong the passage, and a crash of
breaking glass heralded the forceful
entry of the kmight himself, with the
others outside, into the room the
swordsmen bad left.

“Down with the scurvy varlets
shouted  Sir Richard, waving his
sword, but mnot venturing
stairs himself. ;

Luke Thorpe, more practical, cried
quickly :

“Back to the doors, some of you!
Guard the rear and the front of the
bouse, and wateh the upper windows!”

Obeying the knight's injunction,
half a dozen men, voeiferating volubly,
went; blundering up the stairs affer
the hunted swordsmen. The staircase
was parrow—eo narrow that two
people could scarcely ascend it abreast
—and near the top it teok a sharlp,
sudden turn. In that dim angle,
where each 'stair thinned off to

! nothing st the inner end, one man
could do battle with a hundred.

This was Fitzjahn’s post. His keen
sword was ready, and when the fore-
most enemy appeared, the trusty
blade whirled and flashed and de-
scended. The other's weapon clattered
and slithered downstairs, and the
man, ecaught across the breastplate
by the full force of the blow, lost his
balance. Throwing out bis arms to
save himself, he clutched two of his
fellows and brought them down with
Iim. The three were ﬂunﬁ,r with irre-
sistible impact, upon the three behind,
and the whole six—a frenzied, strug-

gling, shouting mass of humanity—
went thundering down the stairs am
rolled violemtly into the passage,
sweeping the cautious King’s knight
off his feet.
dropped micely into a bucketful of
water that an ostler had left near the
door, and he received the full benefit
of its cooling contents. ;

iy indeed a hot morning or I
should marvel at your choice of liquor,

gir Lknight!”” said Will Fitzjohn, who
had adventured halfway down to see

12

on the |

As he fell, his head"

the full effect of his lucky stroke. A
couple of arrows flew, but he was back
again in safety as they quivered in the .
wainscot.

CHAPTER XVI.

THE HOLE IN THE WALL.—THE RACE TO
BINDON CABTLE,

“The first skirmish is ours, friend
Gillian,” he said. “I¥ think we are
safe for awhile.”

“And for more than a while, if a
plan that I have just concocted can
be earried out,” said John Gillian.
“Hold the stairs, and let me have a
free hand, without asking questions,
and I promise you all to see Bindon.'™

“We will hold the stairs, fear not,”
eried Fitzjohn. “ Sir Richard Dene’s,
ardour is somewhat cooled already, T'
vow, and his hirelings will be chary;.
of .coming up here uninvited.”

The boast was no vain one. The
men-at-arms had had enough of stair-
way fighting for the time being, and'’
both Sir Richard Dene and Luke
Thorpe, thinking their guarry run to!
sarth and safely cornered, decided to
lodge at the inn forthe day and night,
an{ trust to hunger and thirst doing
their work. ;

Placing sentries at front and at back!
of the inn and at the foot of the!
stairs, they sought to kill time by
drinking mine hest’s best brew in the
large room. The landlord was irate
pnough at the invasion of his house
and the loss of the upper roems, but
Luke Thorpe flourished his authority
and Sir Richard Dene flourished his;
money, and the bar was thronged withi!
curious village folk, whe must needs
spend, so he held his peace. !

“ At the most, landlord,” cried!L
the King’s man, *“we will relieve you|
of our presence by to-morrow. ey
will come to their senses by them, Ii
can assure you.” !

Luke Thorpe reckoned without:
taking John Gillian’s wit into account. |
Whilst the soldiers were carousing)
confidently below, their enemies above
were preparing leave the inn. Tha|
Flagon was an old building, adjoining
old buildings on each side, and the
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upper walls were in. a decrepit con-
dition. John Gillian went the round
* of the rooms, tapping all the walls,
and discovered (wo, as he expected,
that were merely lath and plaster.

“These  will . soon " be . hroken
through,” he said to Guy Hathersden.
“ Nor need we make much noise over
it. Then our way out will be clear.”

“But what of the people in the next
house?"” asked Guy. * And if they do
not give the alarm, we shall be in the
street without horses.”

“Whoever the meighbours are, it
will go ill with us® if my tongue or
your swords can’t quiet them,” quoth
Gillian. ““As to horses, the Flagon
stables are not large enough for ours
and theirs, so some will be housed at
the Willow Tyee further up the road.
We are not known there. What easier
than to help ourselves?”

“And when are we to make the at-
tempt?”’

“As scon as it is dark, and hefore
the folk retire to hed,” sanid Gillian.
““1I would not disturb their sleep.”

The day passed without any note-
worthy incident until the middle of
the afternoon,

stairs, took as much rest and sleep as
they could. Just as the heat of the

day began to abafe somewhat, there .

was the clatter of a cavalcade in the
street, a noisy entry into the inn, and
an altercation in the passage.

One rough voice roared ouf above
all the others, and the listeners on the

“ stairs knew at once whose it was.

“Gon de Brissac!” whispered @il
lian. “That is good! There will he
one foe less outside whilst he stops
here, and whilst the tumult lasts we
can be pulling the wall down. ’*Twill
be dusk scon.” :

“And ‘tumult’ is hardly ‘he word
for  it!' laughed Will
“Hearken to them!”’

The uproar was prodigious.
Richard Dene had imbibe

Sir

relsome in his cups.  Luke Thorps
resented the French knight’s inter-
ference, and Gon de Brissac him »if
was furious with rage to think that
he had been forestalled.

Words ram high. The Kins's men
erdered the Cardinal’s retainers out
of the inn; De Brissae swore that he

and the fugitives, |
though taliing turns to watch the-

Fitzjohn. i

not wisely |
but too well, and he was always quar- |

\

would sack the place if turned out:’
and the landlord, between his desira .
to please his guests and welcome the
newcomers, was at his wit’s end.
_“Make thyself scarce, thou fat,
limping loon " hiccoughed Sir Richard
Dene.  “Run, waddfe, amble, crawl
out of my sight, thon addle-pated
Frenchman! Vanish, or I will bap-
tize thee in this good liguor!™

Gon de Brissae replied with a furious
oath, his hand on his sword-hilt, and
before Luke 'Thorpe could stop him
the drunken knight lurched forwar<
and dashed the contents of a foaming
tankard full in the ¥Frenchman’s red
face. :

Swords and daggers were out in-
stantly, and an indeseribable riot
began—a free fight between the rival
factions—during which the lower
rooms of the inn were made a scene
of wreckage. The Cardinal’s men
fought the more fiercely, but their
opponents were the more numerous
anﬁ in possession, and gradually drove
them towards the door. It was a close-
quarters, vindictive struggle, and
more than one man was laid etiff and
stark upon the sanded floor before the
melee was over.

And meantime the meglected pri-
soners upstairs were working hard,
unheard. Whilst the row was at its
height, a tidy-sized hole was made in

| the lath and plaster wall of one of the
{ bedrooms, and they were ready for

flight.

“First we will rig up a barricade on
the stairs,” said thoughtful John Gil-~
lian. “Then we will fasten the door -
of this room on the inside.”

Beds, tables, chairs, boxes—every-
thing movable—was seized and fixed
in position. The stairway was com-
Eletely blocked, and the room deor was

eld fast by a great heap of heavy fur-
miture within,

“Now  for ' the
Fitzjohn.

One by one the seven men stepped
through the hole in the wall, finding
themselves in an empty bedroom. The
door of it was unsecured, and in single
file they stepped out, and went can-
tiously and silently down the dim
staircase of the quiet house. They
went slowly hboth because of caution
and becanse it was growing dusk. For-

adventure!” said

tune favoured them beyond their
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wildest hopes.
kitchen, into which they stepped was

The large room, or

entirely deserted. A pan of porridge

was bubbling on the fire, and hali-'
eaten pieces of bread and cheese lay,

on the rough table.

“The house folks are all out at the
front, looking on at the fight in the
inn,” gaid Guy. “We are in luck’s
Ivag. But there is no time to he
OS ‘JJ

T'he back door opened upon a cobble-
ga.ved yard, divided from the inn yard
¥ a high wall. A gatewn}y out of this
opened upon a dark alley that ran
parallel to the high road. In less
time than it can be told, the seven
men were running down the alley,
and were soon in the village street.
Protected by the gathering darkmess
and the interest still attracted by the
uproar within the TFlagon, they
reached the Willow 'Tree safely.
Claiming to be some of Sir Richard
Dene’s men,; who had come for their
horses, they were soon mounted again.
Tossing some coing to the ostlers, they
started off, throwing caution to the
winds. :

CHAPTER XVII.

TITZJOHN'B SWORD GLEAMA.—THE DRAW-

BRIDGE BREAKS.

Surely their troubles were over for
a little while now ! Surely their escape
might not” be noticed for: hours! l.:ﬁt
was not {o be. They were not clear of
the village when they met a madly-
galloping cavalcade of about a dozen
ien. Neen even in the dusk, they
looked a gang of villainous cutthroats.
Our friends would have passed them,

~ but one of the riders threw his horse
‘almost upon its haunches, and called

a halt.

“Madre de Dios!” he shouted.
*“These are the very men we seek—
seven of them, as we heard yester eve.
They  have escaped all the others.
Seize them, dead or alive!®’

“Don Sanchos, by the Rood!” said
Sir Henry Wilton. “ What say you,
friendas?”

“T'm for fight, but I will please
Gillian, and run for it said Fitz-

" john. “Our horses are fresh, and
theirs are blown.” 2

The Spaniard’s men tried to close
upon . their enemies, but the seven
swordsmen broke through their line
with - a “rush, and got clear away,
pounding along for all they knmew in
the direction of Bindon. Don Sanchos,
spoiling the night air with fearful im-
srecations, followed at their heels as:
fast as his tired animals could go.
On through the night pursued and
pursuers went, but at daybreak Don
Sanchos was out of sight.

A rest, food and drink for man and
beast at the first inn, and our friends
were in the saddle again, hopeful of
suceess at last.  But before noon,
having obtained fresh horses some-
where, and spurring them on unmer-
cifully, Don Sanchos came within
sight once more. Both parties put
their hardest into the race, and over
the drowsy eountryside, quivering
under the heat of the unclouded sun,
the mad pursuit went on. On they
tore, Don Sanchos now gaining, now
losing ground, and at last the grim
towers of Bindon Castle were visible
in the distance, as the fugitives topped
a long hill. As Fitzjohn raised in his
saddle, peinting exultantly, one of the
men gave a low cry, lurched forward,
and fell heavily from the saddle.

John Gillian, who was nearest, was
afoot and beside the fallen man in-
stantly.

“Sunstroke,” he said, locking up at
his companions, after a brief exami-
nation. ‘‘ This is a&)retty to do, with
]tl!lllalt Spanish hound coming up the

e

“ 1t is clear we cannof leave him,”
said Gu)}(l Hathersden, ““and yet he
may be hours before he recovers—if
he recovers at all.”

“°If he recovers at all,” said Gillian,
his hand over the man’s heart. **Tis
a bad case, forsooth. My advice is to
leave him by the wayside, well hidden
by yonder bushes, and take his horse
along with us. We can leave word in
Bindon village for the chirurgeon to

an,c,l attend to him. We cannot wait

ere.

“T am of your idea,” said Titzjohn.
“To-leave him in the shade will be
the best we can do for him.”

The others agreeing, this was done,
and. the troop, now six only, were in
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the saddle again, and galloping down
the hill before Don Sanchos, hot and
furious, reached ‘the top.  Through
the sultry afternoon, along the wide
valley, by highway and lane and
bridle-path, the stern pursuit went
on, Sanchos slowly but surely gaining.
As our friends dashed: into the one
long, straggling street of Bindon the
Spaniard and his hirelings were
within speaking. distance, and lashing
their horses on unmercifully. A burly
man-at-arms, on a raking chestnut
mare, was leading by several yards.

“0d’s daggers, but I will stop
him !’ eried Fitzjohn, glancing over
his shoulder. “ Do you leave a mes-
sage for the physician, Gillian—leave
it with the smith yonder—and I will
keep them busy.”

He wheeled round as he spoke, and
met the man-at-arms in full career,
Liefore the latter Tealized his in-
tention or had time to draw his wea-
pon. A flash of steel, a ringing stroke,
another and another, and horse and
rider went down in a struggling heap.
-And the man would never breathe
again. Fitzjohn drew back, unhurt,
&8 the rest of the Spaniard’s troop
dashed up. Some threw their steeds
hack on their haunches in time, but
five of them eame to grief over the
fallen horse and man.

* Better-have let us alone, senor,”
said Fitzjohn, as he turned and rode
hard after his companions.

John Gillian had fulfilled hig errand
meantime, and the six men were
guickly racing up the approach to the
old castle.

All was quiet. The drawhridge was
down, and theres was no sign of life
about the place save a curl of smoke
rising from one of the chimneys. They
had reached their goal in time. An
effort, and they would be in and in
Bogﬁgﬁsion, and Don Sanchos would be

a

Over the drawhridge, noting the
gleam of deep water in the wide moat,
the horsemen went carefully. An old
man—the gate porter, who had been
dozing in the archway, suspecting
nothing untdward this hot evening—
came forward with angry protestis,
but the six men were already masters
of the place.

“Down with the porteullis!’ eried

Gillian. 1T tell you. friend, we mean

no harm, hut we must keep these
bandits out.”

The Spaniard’s troop were alreadsy,
at the end of the drawbridge, and Don
Sanchos-was boiling with rage.

“The portcullis will not come down,
sirrahs,” said the porter, shaking his
head. ‘It is broken, and we have had
no orders lp repair it.”

“Up with the bridge, then, or the
will be in!’ egaid Gillian. :

““Alas! one of the chains is even now
at the blacksmith’s, having new links
put in,’” the porter said. * But fear
not. The bridge itself is rotten, and
if they crowd on it, ’twill snap like
touchwoed.” ; :

“Then I will keep the gate,’ said
Fitzjohn, who still had his trusty
sword in his right hand. ‘“ Give me
all the room you can, for there is unly
striking space for one man here.
am longing for a little more practice
at fencing.”

““ Have it your own way,” muttered
John Gillian, * but I shall not be far
behind you.”’

Don Sanchos, cailing upon his men
go follow him, now set his horse at the

ridge.

“Have a care, sir knight!” said
Fitzjohn, mockingly. < The timber ig
none too strong, and though you
douhtless need a wash, you might not
relish one in the moat.”

“Look to yourself, hraggart!” criecd
Don Sanchos. ‘I will soon settle with
you! Stay back, men, whilst T make
crows-meat of this glib-tongued run-
away! Now!l? :

He urged his steed forward, bending
low, eye along sword edge. Cutthroat
and bravo, he was a skilled hand with'
a blade, and net short of reeckless cou-
rage. Will Fitzjohn waited his onset
coolly, making a splendid picture as
he sat there upon his horse, the late
afternoon sunlight filling the archway
and throwing up every detail of im-
mobile man and animal into bold re-
lief. As the Spaniard reached him,
Fitzjohn’s right arm went up, the
horse swerved, and the sword of
Toledo steel gleamed like a bar of
silver in the sunlight.

Down came the gleaming steel, but
quickly as it flashed the Spaniard’s
blade flashed to meet it, and diverted:
the blow. The crossing edges bit and
hissed along ~each other: as they
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parted and met again, rapidly and
furiously, a fire of sparks glittered
from them.

Now began a game of skill between
two masters of the art of swordsman-
ship. Hand for hand and eye for
eye, they seemed well matched in force
and keen quickness. Kach plied the
other with a steady rain of blows and
thrusts; each parried the blows and
thrusts of the other with consummate
deftness and certainty. Their horses,
prancing and curveting to every move
in the game, danced to the music of
the ringing steel. The issue seemed
even, but John Gillian, watching in-
tently for some minutes, let his fea-
tures relax into a smile.

Mg not Don Sanchos T would care
to change places with,” he said, turn-
ing to his anxious-faced companions.
" See how Fitzjohn plays with him!
Lock at that! Not half the stroke he
could have dealt! It will scon he over,
and Don Sanchos will trouble us no
more. Ah, did I not tell you?"

““Gramercy,  ‘twas . a  master-
stroke I’ cried Wilton.

Fitzjohn, biding his time, had

" paught the angry Spaniard momen-

tarily off his guard, and lunged out

with his shining bhar of sharp Teledo |

gteel at his foe’s sword-arm. The Spa-
niard’s blade fell from his hand as he
staggered back from that stern hlow,
making his horse retreat alse, Two—
three backward steps 'the animal
made, slipped on the edge of the creak-
ing bridge, and fell headlong into the
slimy water of the mwoat, carrying its
wildly-shouting rider with it to its un-
expected bath. Titzjohn at once backed
his steed into the arch of the gateway.

“Good don,” he cried, mockingly, to
the floundering lnight, who was en-
deavouring to keep out of the way of
the frightened, struggling horse, “I
trust you are enjoying your swim this
hot day! The water may not be over-

clean, but at sueh short notice I could
not have it any better. If it suits you,
make all speed out, and I will he most
joyful to repeat the dose.” .

The brothers of the sword joined in
uprearious mirth at this sally, and
Don Banchos, as he was helped out by
his men, spluttering the foul ooze
and slime out of his mouth, was in a
paroxysm of uncontrollable rage. :

“ Charge over the bridge!” he cried,
his voice a hoarse seream. ‘ Charge!
Hew the rogues down!”

“Let them come!™ said John Gil-
lian. *“No mneed to waste strength or
steel on them. The timbers are dry-
rotten, and will let them in. My one
fear whilst you and the drenched rat
yonder were hammering each other on
the bridge was that it would not hold
together long enough.”

Fitzjohn drew back at that, and the
six men stood waiting. On came tho
dozen riders in a compact mass, dash-
ing upon the drawhridge helter-
skelter, and after them, on foot, the
infuriated knight.

A thunderous trampling. a hollow,
resounding clatter of pcunding hoofs,
and the cavalcade were on the long
timbers of the old and decrepit bridge.
It creaked, it groaned, it split; itgave
way and listed to one side, and then,
with a sudden, dramatic effect, it
snapped right acress, and precipitated
horses and riders en masse into the
flooded moat.

CHAPTER XVIII,
THE NEWCOMERS.—THIE SIEGE.

Two of the nearest riders made a
desperate effort to gain footing on the
fragment of the drawbridge that pre-
jected from the gateway, but in vain.
Down they went with the others imto
the wild chaos of horses and men
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vile water. Don
Sanchos, drawing back at the last mo-
ment, managed to save himsel{ from
a second immersion, and so was able
to help some of his men to ¢limb out
of danger. These helped others, hut
when the work of rescue was done the
troop was smaller by two than before
the rash charge. And the horses were
§till in the moat.

1 like not to see the poor heasts
struggling so,’’ said Titzjohn. * Can-
pot we get them out?” Ee

“If we 'have any long planks,
gurely,” said John Gillian.  “ What
can’ you find us, porter?”

“ Just what you want,” said the old
man. “I have some long timbers in
the courtyard that will. more than
reach across. If these be let down,
they will make a sloping way up which
the hLorses can walk. And good it is
{hat we have plenty of provender and
fodder, if so be we must stand a siege,
as seems likely, judging by your ways
of going on, most imperfinent stran-
gers.”’

“Put a check on thy habbling
tongue, old Curiosity,” cried Will
Titzjohn, “and show wus these tim-
bers.”’

The planks were found and placed
in position, and one by one, as the
noble animals grasped the situation,
the dozen horses were coaxed up the
steep slope and led through the arch-
way into the courtyard.
niard and his men watched the opera~
tions sullenly, without attempting to
hinder or interfere,
signs of leaving the spot. A erowd of
villagers and peasants were around
them now, noisily inquisitive, and

struggling in  the

Don Sanchos was scon in close conver- |

sation with the armourcr and black-
smith, o

A siege it will be, I fear,” said
Guy Hathersden.  “We ‘are a very

The Spa- |

but showed no.

weak garrison, especially if the don
enlists the village in his service.”

“But still we shall render a good
account of ourselves,” replied Fitz-
| john. “I know Bindon Castle, and it
will go very hard with usif we cannot
hold it until a good chance of escape
offers. We have John Gillian with
us, and his cunning head is worth a
dozen.”’

“If we have only Don Sanchos to
deal ‘with, I fear not,” said Gillian.
“But by to-morrow or the day after
there may be others camped ogutside—
not t¢ mention the Cardinal. How-
ever, here we are, tired and thirsty,
and night coming on. Let us have
speech  with the garrulous porter
again, and find out our resources.”

This sound advice was followed. The
night passed without adventure or
alarm, and, excépting to the two men
who took turn at sentry duty on the
wall, the rest under a roof proved very
welcome to the fugitives. Except the
aged porter and his wife, there were
uo inmates of the castle, and there
was no lack of food and water for men
and horses.

Morning broke with a cloudy sky
and a summer shower, and wup till
noon nothing untoward happened. The
Spaniard and his reduced troop—a de-
jected band on foot—went round the
castle several times, but found no vul-
nerable place to assault.  The moat
was everywhere wide and deep and
well flooded, and the walls were strong
and high. There were not many such
castles neglected.

By noon John Gillian had repaired
the porteullis and it was in working
order. The little garrison were in the
archway of the gate tower inspecting
it, when a sudden outbreak of shout-

: ing in the village took them to the top

of the wall. From there they had a

wide view of the green plain, the clus-
tering houses of Bindon, and the onen
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space before the castle. Into this open
space a troop of about thirty men were
riding, pennons fluttering from their
Jances, and their leader resplendent
in gay attire. And hard on their heels,
a sober contrast, rode Luke Thorpe
and Sir Richard Dene, with their
men. iz Fo \

“Od’s bodikins! ~ Whom' have we
here?”? said Fitzjohn. ¢ This first
knight is not the Cardinal, that iscer-
tain, fat as he'is. ~And that helmet,
with visor down to hide his face, goes
not well with. that fancy garb.”

“Marry, tbut I am nonplussed
cried John Gillian. * He has a good
retinue, and is doubtlegs the ono of
whom we heard rumcur, and he is
evidently in league with Luke Thorpe
and that braggart Dene. Friends, we
are run to earth at last, T do fear, and
raust prepare for a sorry time.”

We are Prothers of the Sword,”
gaid Sir Henry Wilton. ° We shall
quit ourselves like men, Let no more
be said of that.”

“Tt is good to hear such words,”
gaid Fitzjohn, much moved: “ The
siege of Bindon Castle is like to be
well remembered.” :

There was nothing to do but exa-
mine the defences carefully, take
turns at sentry, and wait for develop-
ments, The newcomers, who had
pack-mules with them, set up a large
tent in view of the gate, but just out-
side bowshot, and made a camp. After
a sharp passage of words, they ap-
peared to make friends -with Don
Sanchos, and the whole assembly of
men—now sixty strong—prepared to
lay siege to the castle. A cordon of
sentries, within speaking distance of
each other, was drawn around the
walls, and the horses were lkept near
the camp, ready saddled. Several
arrows and quarrels were lot fly at the
battlements, partly to get bowshotdis-
tance and partly to test the garrison.

(e

To these our friends made no re-
spanse, keeping themselves silent and
unseen. 2

No further action was taken that
day, but just as night fell, to the as-
tonishment of the curious villagers,
another troop of soldiers rode up in
haste.

“Gon .de Brissae!” cried Gillian.
peering through an arrow-slit inthe
wall. ““I can’t see his face, but I can
hear his voice. e will he wanting to
settle his feud with Sir Richard Dene,
perchance,”

Judging by the uproar that ensued,
this seemed probable, but next morn-
ing discovered the whole of- the be-
glegers, ineluding the mysterious
stranger of the closed visor, actingin
unison.

“ Well, they are all here, known and
unknown,” said Fitzjohn to himself.
“TNow to test our defences.”

The first assault was made upon the
gateway. = Long and stout timbers
were brought and pushed -across the
moat so as to rest on the remnants of
the broken drawbridge, and in spite
of the arrvows the six defenders rained
upon them the besiegers sueccessfully
accomplished this, No sooner were
tho planks firmly fixed, however, so
that men could walk over, than Gil-
lian and Wilton, expoging themseives
to the arrows of the attackers, rolled
soma heavy stones to the edge of the
wall and threw them cver upon the
new  hridge.

Crash, crash 'went the ponderous
missiles, and the timbers bemt and
snapped under the shock. Four of the
planks were broken, and the fifth dis-
lodged, and {wo men who had started
to cross wete precipitated into the
water. 3

“ One success to us ! erigd Wilton, as
he and Gillian sprang down to shelter
from the shafts that were whizzing

jaround them.
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Another attempt was made in an
hour, but was repulsed as easily, and
an effort to swim the moat and climb
the wall in another place was defeated
hLy Fitzjohn's sword skill. Threemen
that at length gained the wall top
locked their last on earth, and no one
dared 1o follow them. So the day
passed. ' But what when the night
rame?

CHAPTER XIX.

THE GATE I8 CABRIED.—TEE FINAL
STRUGGLE.

The b siegers were evidently disin-
clined to risk their skins in a night
attack, for all was quiet until the
dawn of the second day. Then, assoon
as it was light enough to see clearly,
the main body made a forward move-
ment towards the castle. Along with
them came a number of villagers, who
appeared to be rolling freshly-felled
trees before them.

““Now the siege draws to its close,”
said Gy Hathersden. ‘“They are
going to fill the moat up with these

tree-trunks, and it will be little use.

throwing stones over them. And gee
how carefully each man carries a
shield of some sort.”

“They intend fto go surely, if
slowly,” observed Fitzjohn. ““Is there
no hope for wus—no way of escape,
friend Gillian? I have found the
papers I needed to complete the proof
of the Cardinal’s guilt, and to make
my own title clear to my rightful heri-
tage. Tt would seem ill to be baulked
at the last.”

“As yet I see no way,’”’ confessed
Gillian, “All we can do is to fight,
and see if the fortune of war puts a
chance before us. Look! They are
about to have speech with us.”

‘One of the troopers, riding ahead,
blew a shrill blast on a buzle as he ap-

proached the entrance. John Gillian
and Fitzjohn stood on the wall, and
the latter asked the rider what his
message might be.

“What I have to say is guickly
told,” the man replied. “In the name
of my master, who wishes to be called,
for the monce, the Unknown Knight, I
demand the complete and immediate
surrender of Bindon Castle. Your-
selves you must deliver up as pri-
soners, to be dealt with as he may sece
fit, and he will account obedience to
this summons muech in your favour.
But failing ohbedience, he will take
the castle by force,  and the conse-
quences thereof shall be upon your
own heads. All present in our camp
are under his leadership—Gon de
Brissac, Don Sanchos, Sir  Richard
Dene, and the others. I call upon you,
therefore, to surrender at once.”

“ We refuse, upon such terms,” said
Fitzjohn, curtly. “As honourable
gentlemen, who have been hunted like
beasts of prey by various crews of cut-
throats and ruffians, we disdain to sur-
render unless your master—who can
have no quarrel with us, having suf-
fered no harm at our hands—will
pledge us his word that our persons
shall be inviolate from his motley
tribe of assassing. If he pledge us
that, he can have the castle. Go tell
him our word.”

““I was bidden to say,” answered the
messenger, “that he would grant no
terms excepl those offered, and would
brook no delay.”

“Then waste no more time,’” cried
Will Fitzjohn, angrily.  “Tell your

‘meddling unknown master that what

he wants of us he must gain at the
sword’s point, and we scorn and ‘defy
him! Tell him we had as lief die
fighting as by treachery.”

“ And tell him,” added John Gillian,
“that we fear mno man and no men,
least of all a hombastic buffoon whoins
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terfores in quarrele not his own, and is
gochary of hisown hide that he comes
at the rear of his varlets, instead of
leading them! And tell him that the
thing we fear most is that his helmet
should slip off, for his face must surely
be of an ugliness enough to scare the
very saints, so well he guards it from
view! Tell the lazy loon that.”

“T will convey vour answer,” said
the man, turning. “ It will please my
master, doubtless.” “

Ife had no nced to repeat it, how-
ever, for the besieging force, with the
‘Unknown Knight bringing up the
rear, were well within range of sound,
and John Gillian bhad shouted his
seathing insult in mo gentle voice. '

“T heard,” said the Unknown. T
shall not forget. If they are so ob-
stinate, let them suffer the penalty.
There is more in this business than I
can yet well see, and T am resolved to
fathom it. And ‘twill be as fine a bit
of rough sport as I have seen for many.
a long day. TForward, and force an
enfrance at any cost! And you, good
Luke Thorpe, keep a watchful eye on
De Brissac. He is o Cardinal’s man,
forsooth.”” }

The party came on, ecarefully but
regqlutely, and kept up such a heavy
rain of arrows upon the wall-top and
the gate-towers that the villagers were
able to bring up their supply of tim-
bers undisturbed for the moest part.
@Gillian got one or two shafts home,
but dared not expose himself much,
and the work wont steadily on. . The
great tree-trunks were bound to-
gether with strong cords, and one by
one lowered into the meat. A floating
vafi, reaching across, was soon made,
and on this more long logs were
placed, and still more, and there was
no more trouble in spanning the first
obetacle. Wilton and Leonard heaved

‘geveral heavy stones over, but these

merely lowered the raft a little, and

were soon pushed off. and out of the
shower of arrows that assailed the two
daring defenders Leonard received
one in the left arm.

The old porter and his wife attendad
to the wound, and whilst it was being
cleansed and hound wup, the hesiegets
seemed strangely quiet. What were
they going to do next?

“The porteullis is strong, and they
have no siege appliances,” said Fitz-
john. “I wonder how they think to
batter it in?"’

The intentionsof the attacking party
were not long in showing themselves.
The floating bridge finished to their
satisfaction, the villagers retired to
the camp, returning with a dozén
long ladders. Some of these were
roughly constructed, bearing marks of
hasts, but ‘they were strong and ser-
viceable, The plan was to atlack tha
gateway and towers in a dozen places
at once with these sealing-ladders.
The assailants could portion off four
men to each ladder easily, whilst they
Iknew the defenders numbered only
six. The end was in sight.

“Priends,’” said Titzjohn, “I will
maka one last appeal. Gillian, I

" know, will not listen to reasen, and

leave me, but you four neced not im-
peril your lives further. = You have
stood by me well so far, and truer and
merrier gentlemen I never wish to
know; but why not surrender at once,
and save vourselves?  Tor myself T
care not.”

'The four men did not speak for a
few moments. Then Sir Henry Wil
ton said:

*We are mot the sort of scurvy
knaves who leave their friends swhen
in-danger. We have taken a vow, and
we are brothers. Die we must, somsa
day. What odds? Let us die to-day,
if it comes to that, fighting in a good
cause,”

“And go say T’ “And 11" “And
I eried the others
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“Then ' to the walls!” cried Fitz-
john. “ We will topple some of their
precious ladders over, and then retive
to the keep.”

Some of the besiegers were nearly
at the top already, and a wild scene
of confliet ensued. Arrows and quar-
rels flew around as thickly as hail,
and swords and battle-axes shone and
smote ruthlessly. Three of the ladders
were overturned and one was broken,
and TFitzjohn drove hack the men wha
were climbing a fourth., But up the
remaining eight  thirty men' success-
fully mounted. The wall was lost and

‘the gateway won. The defenders
abandoned their positions and run
for the keep.

As they ram, the besiegers close on
their heels, an arrow struck Guy
Hathersden in the back, piercing him
to the hearf. He sank to the ground
with a sharp cry. Leonard, pausing
to glance at him, fell the next moment
to Sir Richard Dene’s sword. As the
others crowded into the narrow door-
way of the keep, Gillian leading, Wil-
ton next, and Fitziohn third, Don
Sanchos pushed to the front and
brought down the fourth man with
a vicious stroke of his axe. The three
survivors had not time to close the
heavy door, and into the dark keep
the victoricus besiegers pursued them,
eager to bring the struggle to a final
issue.

“At last we have the rats in a
hole !’ shouted Gon de Brissac to his
men, as he pushed his ponderous form
through the doorway. * And see to it
that we secure the chief of the varlets,
Fitzjohn, at any cost! Haste! Hastel”

CHAPTER XX,

AT BAY.—THE TRAP -5TONE.—PRISONERS
OF THE KING.—THE END.

The Cardinal’s man was too hasty
and too sanguine. The three des-
perate men that he thought within his
grasp were not yet quite beaten. As
they ram, panting, up the winding
staircase in the thickness of the wall,
Sir William Titzjohn cried:

“Let me lead! I know a good place
to stand !’ z

Heo led his companions up and up.
past the seeond floor, to a third-storey
chamber—a great space overgrown
with ‘moss and grasses, and open fo
the sky. One side of this space nal-
rowed to a passage scarcely two feet in
width, and in this cul-de-sac the fugi-
tives eame to a standstill, Voices, ex-
cited and confused, were rapidly near-
ing, and they would soon be dis-
covered. Iitzjohn knelt down and felt
along the lowest course of the stone
wall. ;

“The stone in front of me—this one
that reaches across the passage—is
balanced on pivots,” he ‘explained.
. “* This edge nearest us rests on afirm
ledge, the other edgze on—nothing. If
is held secure by this strong wooden
bar that projects from the wall. I
have only to push this in—so!—and
the trap is set. Whoever walks on the
stone from the-other side will go down,
‘right through a gap in the wall, to one
of the dungeons underground. - My
father’s oldest servant told me of this,
and showed me how it worked. Neow
we can but wait—and shall not wait
long.”

He had scarcely finished speaking
and rvisen to his feet when the fore-
most pursuers burst into the roofless
room and rushed towards the three
men. Others came, pushing the first

comers forward, but at sight of the
three sharp swords barring the narrow
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way, the crowd hesitated. Numbers
would be no advantage there, and no
man caved to throw himself info the
breach. About a dozen paces from
the trap-stone they stood, undecided,
and the men at hay laughed grimly.
¢ Come. why hang back, men-
hunters?’” eried John Gillian. * You
will surely be killed if you do come on,
but that's your trads, forsooth! What!
Frightenad ¢f three rusty blades?”

The men made an uneasy movement,
and several took a step forward, hut
at this mement CGon de Brissac and
his treop avrived. The Cardinal’s man
took in the situation quielly.

“Stay !’ he shouted. *No need to
waste a man over them. We have
eight or nine good archers amongst us.
We will wing them whera they are!
Twill be good enough for them!”

At his command nine ef the men
drew out their bows and fitted shafis
to them.

“Mhis is ill indeed,” said Fitzjohn.

“We have no shiclds, and our mail is
hacked and loose. Let us rush out
on them, leaping the stone. It will be
a more honourable end.
The arvchers were pulling out their
bows to shooting streteh alveady, but
before a shaft could be loosened or a
man could move, & voice from behind
them—a, great, strong, hearty voice—
cried, commandingly

“Hold 1

More men had crowded up the stair-
way and inte the room, and at their
head was the Unknown
stalwart,. burly,
man, who spoke as-one who must be
obeved. At the sound of his voice John
Gillian stavted, and an expression of
surprise, followed by a cunning smile
and then by a look of abject fear,
passed over his face,

“T will have no murder, Gon de
Brissac!” went- on the Unknown
Knight, sternly. “Take your men in
fair fight if you can. If vonder knight

Knight—a |
broad - shouldered §

will come out and meet you man to

'man, and beat you, he and his friends

| shall go free.
| determination well.

I like their courage and
But if you ean

| beat him, he shall be your prisoner.”

Gon de Brissac hesitated a moment,
but Titzjohn, sword in hand, stepped

| forward, clearing the trap-stone by a

long stride, and faced him.

“1 am ready,” he said. “T thank

| you for the offer, Sir Unknown.”

: grim earnest.
| from the first

i

The Frenchman, though the gleam
of the Toledo steel shone warningly
in hig eyes, was forced to the combat,
and blade rang on blade at once in
There was no doubt

who would be the

| vietor. Fitzjohn fought with all the

force he had, wasting neither time nor
strength in faney elegance of stroke or

! parry. He turned. the heavy blows
| and fierce thrusts of the Cardinal’s
| man with ease, and pressed him so
sorely that after fwo wounds Gon de

| The fear made him reckless.

Brissac felt that his end was near:
Holding
his own awhile, by a severe effort, he

i so moved that he was facing his own

men, and Fitzjohn had his back te

_them. Ome of the men stood forward,

- with sword held before him.

1f he

' could but drive Fitzjohn baek upon
this blade, seemingly by accident, De

} The
| master well, waited in silent readiness
. to do his part.

Brissae thought, all might yet be well.
soldier, who understood his

But the wunspoken stratagem was
understosd by others, too. Fitzjohn,
noticing how near De Brissac was to

| the fatal stone, dvew back, not wish-

ing to force his enemy upon it. As he
stepped backwards, the soldier behind

| lifted his outstretehed blade a trifle

higher, and moved expectantly.

“>Ware treachery! Behind you!”
eried the Unknown Knight, in anger.

| And John Gillian, the guaint look of

fear yet on. his face. called. sharply:
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“Guard - yourself, Titzjohn! " Drive
the dog this way!”

Startled by the sudden double warn-
ing, Titzjohn struck out forcefully.
The shining har of Toledo steel rasped
and rang along the other blade, broke
it near the hilt, and sgent the remnant
spinning from its owner’s hand. A
quick twist, and its keen point was at
the Frenchman's throat. De Brissac
recoiled, staggering back from @ the
pursuing steel, and trod heavily on the
trapstone.

The great slab gave way beneath his
weight, turning swiftly on its pivots.
With a wild ery of terror and a vain
attempt to cluteh the edges of the gap

" through which he fell, Gon de Brissac
was hurled down to darkness and
death!

For one brief moment there was
deep silence in the roofless room. Then
Fitzjohn leapt over the black .chasm
and joined his two companions. The
three pulled the stone hack to its
place and, with the trap thus set
again, waited. Don Sanchos was the
first to speak.

“It was not a fair victory, sire,” he
said, addressing the Unknown. “1I
claim the prisoners mine,”

“I saw all,” replied the masked
knight, in his héarty voice. “De Brissac
brought on his own death. Men, seize
that traitor who would have struck a

gallant knight in the back! Now I
claim the prisoners mine. My throee

bhrave fellows, will you surrender to
me? I makeno promise of merey, but
shall please myself how I treat you.”

A hasty refusal was on Fitzjohn's
tongue, but Gillian checked him.

“Leave this to me,”” he said. I
will get you both well out of this
plight. I have always managed to
bring you out of trouble safely, have
Inot? TLeave it to me, and agree with
all T say.

“So be it!’ Fitzjohn answered; and
Sir Henry Wilton added, “ But you
will be a miracle-worker this time, i’
faith, if you succeed ™

John Gillian bent down, placed tha
wooden bar in. its slot, fastening tha
stone carefully, and walked across the
room. 4

“We surrender ourselves inte your
hands without conditions, your Ma-
jesty,” he said. “To an Unknown
Enight we would not have capitu-
lated, but to King Henry we gladly
give ourselves up, knowing his juzt
judgment and good heart, and also
because it is in his cause we have suf-
fered.”

“ What, vou know me?”’ asked the
King, throwing back the visor of his
helmet and laughing jovially. ““How
was 1t?”’

“1 knew your Majesty’s voice at
once. I heard it often at Windsor.”

“ Your ears have served you in good
stead, friend what’s-thy-name. Now
tell me, if you can, how you got your-
self and your friends, after so mauch
blood-letting, into this predicament—
through my service. There is plenty
of time. You seem glib of tongue.
Tell me your adventures. “Twill be
good hearing, I vow!” 3

“John Gillian is my name,” that
worthy replied, “and I am friend of
this knight, Sir- William Titzjohn, in
whose quarrel we are brothers. Yet
his quarrel is with the Cardinal—
hence Gon de Brissac’s attentions—
and to ruin Wolsey will be to rid your
Majesty of a traitor. We have papers
and letters that prove him a thief to
his fellow-sabjeets, and an. enemy of
yoursell and England. It is for these
letters that we have been pursued so
relentlessly, and have been in daily
fear of our lives.”

“0d’s daggers !”” cried King Henry.

“Had we not been clever fellows,”
pursued John Gillian, with a smile,
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“we had been crows’-meat long enow!
This is how we bave fared, your Ma-
jesty.”

He then related, with as few words
as possible, the stirring history of the
long man-hunt which had come to an
end in Bindon Castle. King Henry
listened attentively and approvingly,
ever and anon bursting into fits of up-
roarious merriment as John told how
the hunted men had foiled their foes
again and again. When the tale was
done, the King looked hard at the
speaker.

“ And what would you have done
with the letters, had you escaped,
friend, pray?”’ he asked.

“ Brought them to your Majesty,”
answered John Gillian, without flinch-
ing. ““What else could we do?”” /

“You toolk a strange way to find
me!”’ said Henry.

“What else could we do?” said Gil-
lian. “TFrom the moment Fitzjchn
secured them we have been, as I have
told vou, so sorely beset that our whole
aim has been to guard our own skins.
But when I heard your voice here, I
knew our troubles were over. The
letters are here, and I doubt not the
knight will be glad to part with
them.”’

Gillian’s two companions had heard
his clever speech with amaze, but saw
that his was the only way, and the
idea of getting the packet to T'rance
must be abandoned. Stepping for-
ward, Sir William ¥Titzjohn said:

“Here are the letters written by
Wolsey, your Majesty; and here are
the papers which I have found in this
castle, proving the wrong done to me
by the Cardingal. The matter is now
in vour hands, sire.”

King Henry took the packet, opened
it, and examined the contents in
gilence. The smile faded from his face
as he read, and his brow wrinkled to
a - stern frown. The men waiting

around, friends and foes, watched him

eagerly. At last, still frowning, ho
fastened the packet and thrust it into
his jerkin.

“Of these things T will think and
decide at leisure,”” he said, slowly.
“ At present I will say no more. For
the rest, my three good fellows, you
are free either to take service under
me oOr go your Own ways. You Imay
have been hasty and interfering in
these matters of State, but you meant
well, and have proved yourselves loyal
subjects. As for these others, who
have harrvied youw so sadly, they ecan
go free algo, excepting the traitor we
have a prisoner; but they must not
strain my displeasure by further hos-
tilities. You, Sir William Fitzjohn,
shall decide this knave’s fate.”

“T had one request to male, sire,
and now I have two,” said Fitzjohn.
“I wish to enter your service as soon
as may be, and that you have already
granted. Now I would ask of you the
life of this man. He did but obey his
master’s unspoken command, and has
no emnity for me. Let him go scathe-
legs.**

““Have your way, knight,” said King
Hal, who was a generous-minded man.
“The varlet can go. And as the day
is getting on, and venison pasty and
good ale await us at the village inn,
we may as well be moving hence. That
is, after I have had word with this
saucy dog again.”

And the Dbluff monarch, trying to
keep a stern face, pointed a fat fore-
finger at Jehn Gillian, who cowered
uncomfortably before him.

“I have pardoned you once, hut I'

have qtﬂl to judge you_ on anothel
issue,” said the King., “I remember

too well how you spoke of me to the
herald:- I sent to demand your submis-
sion. You it was, John Gillian, wha
called me a bombastic buffoon, indeed!
I was chary of my hide, and a coward
to boot, forsaoth! You feared lest my
helmet should fall off my wugly face!
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I was a lazy loon, too! Deny it if you
can. Tell me, John Gillian of the
sharp  tongue, whether my face
affrights you now? Tell me how I
ought to deal with you, sirrah!”

Gillian, wineing under the on-
slaught, cleared his throat resolutely.
As well be hung for a sheep as a lamb,
he reflected.

“I can tell you nothing more, sire,
than I have already told,” he an-
swered, looking the Eing boldly in
the face. I am an honest man and
a loyal subject, and what I said I said
in ignorance. I spoke to a nameless
person, and had you not heen the King
my words had stood. And I dare to
add, your Majesty, that if I had been
in yonr place and you in mine, you
would have spoken every whit ‘as
sharply.”

The held speech sumited the merry
monarch well.

“By my halidom, John Gillian, I
like your 'froward ways!” he cried.
“Gramercy, ‘tis not often I meet a

THE

man go freely spoken. Pardon? You
were never in danger, friend. Hold
your peace! You and your comrades
have given me the rarest two days’
sport I ever had! Come with me, and
let us attack the venison that awaits
us.” -

The Spaniard, with the French-
man’s troop and the Cardinal’s men,
had all cleared away by this time, and
our heroes, searcely able as yet to rea-
lize the good fortune that had hefallen
then, joined the King's train of atten-
dants and left the castle. = Before
nightfall Henry gave his promise to
set Fitzjohn’s affairs to rights, but
bade them leave the greater matter of
the Cardinal’s position for him to deal
with when he was ready.

And thus came to an end the Bt1r-
ring adventures in which Fitzjohn’s
sword and Gillian’s gkill had served
each other so well.

As to how the King dealt with the
Cardinal, that is told in the history
hooks.
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