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CHAPTER 1.

AOW PETER MET THE SPANIARD.
Tt was a spring afternocon in the sixth
yoar of the reign of King Henry VIL of
land. There had bLeen a great show in
, for that day his Orace opened the
pewly convened Parhament, and announoced
to his faithful people—who received the
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sver popular at first—his intention of in-
vading France and of leading the English
armies in person. )

In Parliament itself, it is true, the gen-
eral enthusiasm was somewhat dashed when
allusion was made to the finding of the
needful funds; but the crowds without,
tformed for the most part of persons who
would not be called upon to pay the money,
did not suffer that side of the question to
trouble them. So when their gracious
Nege appeared, surrounded by his glittering
ssoort of nobles and men-at-arma, they
threw their caps into the air and shouted
themaselves hoarse.

The King himself, although he was still
young in years, already a weary looking
man with a fine, pinched face, smiled a little
sarcastically at their clamor; but remember-
Ing bhow glad he should be to hear it,who
ntill sat upon a somewhat doubtful throne,
said & few soft words, and sending for two
or three of the leaders of the people, gave
them his royal hand, and suffered certain
children to touch his robe that they might
be cured of the Evil. Then, having paused
& while to receive petitions from poor folk,
which he handed to one of his officers to be
read, amid renewed shouting he passed on
to the great feast that was made ready in
his palace of Westminster.

Among those who rode near to him was
the Ambassador de Ayala, aocredited to
the English court by the Spanish soversigns,
Ferdinand and Isabella, and his following
of splendidly attired lords and seoretaries.
That Spain was much in favor there was
evident from his place in the procession.

How could it be otherwise,indeed, seeing
that already, four years or more before, at
the age of twelve months, Prince Arthur, the

~pldest son of the King, had been formally
afflanced to the Infanta Catherine, daughter
of Ferdinand and Isabella, aged one year and
nine months? For in those days it was
thought well that the affections of princes
and prinoceases should be directed early into
such paths as their royal parents and gov-
ernors oonsidered likely to prove most
profitable to themselves.

At the Ambassador's left hand, mounted
on a fine black horse and dressed richly,
but simply, in black velvet, with a cap of
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# single pearl, rode a tall cavalier. He
was about five and thirty years of age,
and very handsome, having piercing black
eyes and a stern, clean cut face.

In every man, it is said, there can be
found a resemblance, often far off and
fanciful enough, to some beast or bird
or other creature, and certainly in this case
it was not hard to discover. The man re-
sembled an eagle, which, whether by
chanoe or design, was the crest he bore
upon his servants’ livery and the trappings
of his horse.

The unflinching eye, the hooked nose,
the air of pride and mastery, the thin, long
hand, the quick grace of movement, all
suggested tiit king of birds, suggestad
aleo, as his motto said, that what he sought
he would find, and what he found he would
keep. Just mow he was watohing the in-
terview between the English King and the
leaders of the crowd whom his Grace had
been pleased to summon, with an air of

amusement and contempt.

“You find the scene strange, Marquis,”
said the Ambassador; glancing at him
shrewdly.

® , here in England, if it pleases
your Exocellency,” be answered gravely,
*“Sefior d’Aguilar. The Marquis you
mentioned lives in Spain—an accredited

. emvoy to the Moors of Granada; the Sefior
d’Aguilar, a bhumble servant of Holy
Church,” and be crossed himself, “travels
abroad—upon the Church’'s business, and
that of their Majesties.”

. *And his own too, sometimes, I believe,”
- snewered the Ambassador dryly. “But to
: “be frank, what I do not understand about
y % o Befior d'Aguilar, as I know that you
3 'g abandoned political ambitions, is
. " why you do not enter my profession, and
i on the black robe once and for all.
did I say—black? With your op-
ties and connections it might be
pow, with a hat to mateh.”

The Sefior d’'Aguilar smiled a little as he

You said, [ think, thAt sometimes I
travel on my own business. Well, there is
your answer. You are right, I have aban-
doned wordly ambitions—most of them.

are troublesome, and for some peo-
ple, if they be born too high and yet not
altogether rightly, very dangerous. The
aocorn of ambition often grows into an oak
from which men hang.”

“Or into a log upon which men's heads
can be cut off. Sefor, I congratulate you.
You have the wisdom that grasps the sub-
stance and lets the shadows flit. It is
really very rare.”

4You asked why I do not change the cut
of my garments,” went on d'Aguilar, with-
out noticing the interruption “Excellency,
to be frank, because of my own business. I
have failings like other men. For instanoce,
wealth is that substance of whioh you
spoke, rule is the shadow; he who has the
wealth has the real rule. Again, bright
ayes may draw me, of a hate may seek its
slaking, and these things do not suit robes
black or red.”

“Yet many such things have been done
by those who wore them,” replied the Ame~
bassador with meaning «

*Aye, Excellency, to the discredit of holy
Churoh, as you, a priest, know better than
most men. Let the earth be evil as it must;
but let the Church be like heaven above it,
pure, unstained, the vault of prayer, the
house of mercy and of righteous judgment,
wherein walks no sinner such as I,” and
again he crossed himself.

There was a ring of earnsstness in the
speaker's voice that caused de Ayala, who
knew something of his private reputation,
to look at him curiously.

“A true fanatic, and th e to us a
useful man,” he thought to h y"though
one who kiflows how to make the best of
two worlds as well as most of tBem”; but
aloud he said;

“No wonder that our Church rejoioes in
such a son, and that her suemies. tremble
when he lifts her sword. But, r, you
have not told me what you think of all this
ceremony and people.” v

“The people I know well, Excellengy, for
1 dwelt among them in past years and speak
their language; and that is why 1 have
left Granada to look after itself for a w
-‘mb-nw-day.to'm?-ndnx:
report———" '

e checked himself, then added:

for the ceremony, were I a I
bhave otherwigpe. Why, ‘:1!&
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news with much cheering, since war is |

the same material, in which was fastened |

shook I tell you, Exocellency,
thas the time will come in this land when
those Commons will be king

the

“Whereof the Church, or ita servaut,
doubtless made notes to be used when the
time comes,” broke in de Ayala. “But the
audience is done, and bis Highness beckons
us forward to the feast, where there will be
no heretics to vex us, and, as it is Lent, not
much to eat. Come, Sefior, for we stop the
way.”

Three hours had gone by, and the sun
sank redly, for even at that spring season it
| was oold upon the maershy lands of West-

minster, and there was frost in the air.
| On the open space opposite to the banqguet-
ing hall, in front of which were gathered
squires and grooms with horses, stood and
walked many oitizens of London, who, their
day’s work done, came to see the King
pass by in state. .

Among these wers a man and a lady, the
latter attended by a handsome young
woman, who were all three sufficiently
striking in appearance to attract some
notice in the . The man, a person
of about 30 years of age, dressed in a mer-
chant's robe of oloth, and wearing & knife
in his girdle, seemed over six feet in height,
while his companion, in her flowing, fur
trimmed cloak, was, for a woman, also of
unusual stature.

He was not, strictly speaking, a handsome
man, being somewhat too high of forehead
and prominent of feature; moreover, one of
his clean shaven cheeks, the right, was
marred by the long, red scar of a sword
! out which stretched from the temple to the
strong chin. His face, however, was open
and manly, if rather stern, and the gray
eyes were steady and frank. S

It was not the faoce of a merchant, but
rather that of one of good degree, acous-
tomed to camps and war. For the rest,
the figure was well built and active, and his
voioe when he spoke, which was seldom,
clear and distinot to loudness, but cultivated
and pleasant—again, not the voice of a
merchant.

Of the lady’'s figure little ocould be seen
because of the long cloak that hid it, but
the face which appeared within its hood
when she turned and the dying sunlight
filled her eyes was lovely indeed, for from
her birth to her death day Margaret Castell
~Fair Margaret, as she was oalled—had
| this gift to a degree that is rarely granted to
wWoman.

Rounded and flowerlike was that face,
moet delicately tinted also, with rich and
curling lips and a broad, snow white brpw.
But the wonder of it, what distinguished her
above everything else from other beautiful
women of her time, was to be found in her
eyes, for these were not blue or grey, as
might have been expected from her general
coloring, but large, black and lustrous;
soft, too, as the eyes of a deer, and overhung
by curving lashes of an ebon black.

The effect of these eyes of hers shining
above those tinted cheeks and beneath the
brow of ivory whiteness was so strange
as to be almost startling. They caught the
beholder and held him, as might the sudden
sight of a rose in snow, or the morning
star hangiag luminous among the mists of
dawn,

Also, although they were so gentle and
modest, if that beholder chanced to be a
man on the good side of fifty, it was often
long before he could forget them, especially
if he were privileged to see how well they
matched the hair of chestnut shading into
black that waved above them and fell,
treas upon tress, upon the shapely shoulders
and down to the slender waist.

Peter Brome, for he was so named, looked
a little anxiously about him at the crowd;
then turning, addressed Margaret in his
strong, clear voioe:

“There are rough folk around,” he said;
“do you think you should stop here? Your
father might be angered, cousin.”

Here it may be explained that in reality
their kinship was of the slightest, a mere
dash of blood that came to her through her,
mother. BStill they called each other thus,
sinoe it is & convenient title that may mean
much or nothing.

“Oh! why not?” she answered in her rich,
slow tones, that had in them some foreign
quality, something soft and sweet as the
caress of a southern wind at night. *“With
you, ceusin,” and she glanced approvingly
at his stalwart, soldierlike form, “I have
nothing to fear from men, however rough,
and I do greatly want to see the king close
by, and 8o does Betty. Don't you Betty?*
and she turned to her companion.

Betty Dene, whom she addressed, was
also a cousin of Margaret, though only a
distant connection of Peter Brome. She
was of very good blood, but her father, a
wild and dissolute man, had broken her
mother's heart, and, like that mother,
died early, leaving Betty dependent upon
Margaret's mother, in whose house she had
been brought up.

This Betty was in her way remarkable,
both in body and mind. Fair, splendidly
formed, strong, with wide, bold, blue eyes
and ripe red lips, such was the fashion of her.
In speech she was careless and vigorous.

Fond of the society of men, and fonder
still of theig admiration, for she was ro-
mantio, and vain, Betty at the age of five
and twenty was yet an honest girl, and
well able to take ocare of herself, as more
than one of her admirers had discovered.
Although her position was humble, at heart
she was very proud of her lineage; am-
bitious also, her great desire being to raise
sherself by marriage back to the station
from which her father’s folly had cast her
down—no easy business for one who passed
a8 a waiting woman and was without for-
tune.

For the rest, she loved and admired her
cousin Margaret more than any ome on
earth, while Peter she liked and respected,
none the less, perhaps, because, try as she
would—and, being nettled, she did try hard
snough—her beauty and other charms
Jeft him quite unmoved.

In answer to Margaret's question she
laughed and answered:

“Of course. We are all too busy up in
Holborn to get the chance of so many shows
that . I should wish to miss one. Still,
Master Peter is very wise, and I am always
counselled to obey him. Also, it will soon
be dark.”

“Well, well,” said Margaret, with a sigh
and a little shrug of her shoulders, “as you
are both against me, perhaps we had best
be going. Next time I come out walking,
Cousin Peter, it ahall be with some one who
is more kind.”

Thea she turned and began to make her
way as quiokly as she oould through the
thickening crowd. Finding this difoult,
before Peter could stop her, for she was
very swift in her movements, Margaret
bore to the right, entering the space im-
mediately in front of the
where the grooms with horses and sol
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) { less in liquor.
Why, to my knowledge, last night I

{ had brought with him from that country,
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For a fe xc‘»na-r»-.wtv
unable to esoape from the mob
in behind her, and thus it came
Margaret found herself alone among the
people, in the midst, indeed, of the guard
of the Spanish Ambassador de Ayala, men
who were notorious for their lawleasnese,
for they reckoned upon their master's
privilege to proteot them. Also, for the
most part, they were just then more or
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One of these fellows, a great, red haired
Scotchman, whom the priesi-diplomatist

where he had also been Ambassador, sud-
denly perceiving a woman who appeared
to be young and pretty before him, deter-
mined to examine her more closely, and to
this end made use of a rude stratagem.

Pretending to stumble, he grasped at
Margaret's cloak as though to save himself,
and with a wrench tore it open, revealing
her beautiful face and graceful figure.

“A dove, comrades—a dove!” he shouted
in a voloe thick with drink, *who has flown
here to give me a kiss!® And, casting his
long arms about her, he strove to draw her
to him.

“Peter! Help me, Peter!” cried Margaret,
aa she struggled flercely in his grip.

“No, no, if you want & saint, my bonny
lass,” said the drunken Scotohman, “ Andrew
is as good as Peter,” at which witticism
those of the others who understood him
laughed, for the man's name was Andrew,

Next instant they laughed again, and to
the ruffian Andrew it seemed as though
suddenly he bad fallen into the power of a
whirlwind. At least Margaret was wrenched
away from him, while he spun 'round and
'round to fall violently upon his face.

“That’'s Peter,” exoclaimed one of the
soldiers in Spanish.

“Yoe,” answered another, “and a patron
saint worth having”: while a third pulled
the recumbent Andrew to his feet.

The man looked like a devil. His ecap
was gone, and his flery red hair was smeared
with mud.

Moreover, his nose had been broken on
a cobblestone, and blood from it poured
all over him, while hia little red eyes glared
like a ferret's, and his face turned a dirty
white with pain and rage. Howling out
something in Scotoh, of a sudden he drew
his sword and rushed straight at his ad-
versary, purposing to kill him.

Now, Peter had no sword, but only his
short knife, which he found no time to draw.
In his band, however, he carried a stout
holly staff shod with iron, and, while
Margaret olasped her hands and Betty
screamed, with this he caught the descend-
ing blow, and, furious as it was, parried and
turned it.

Then before the man could strike again,
that stalf was up, and Peter had leaped
upon him. It fell with fearful foroe, break-
ing the Scotchman’s shoulder and sending
him reeling back.

“Shrewdly struck, Peter!
Peter!” shouted the spectators.

Put Peter neither saw nor heard them,
for he was mad with rage at the insult that
had been offered 1o Margaret. Up flew
the iron tipped staff again, and down it
came, this time full on Andrew’s head,
which it shattered like an eggshell, so that
the brute fell backward, dead.

For a moment there was silence, for the
Jjoke had taken a tragio turn. Then one
of the Spaniards said, g'ancing at the pros-
trate form:

“Name of God! Our mate is done for.
That merchant hits hard.”

Instantly there arose a murrour among
the dead man's comrades, and one of them |
cried:

“Cut him down!”

Understanding that he was to be set on,
Peter sprang forward and snatched the
Sootchman's sword from the ground where
it had fallen, at the same time dropping
his staff and drawing his dagger with his
laft hand. Now he was well armed, and
looked so fierce and soldierlike as he faced
his foes that, although four or five blades
were out, they held back. Then Peter
spoke for the first time, for he knew that
against so many he had no chanoe.

“Englishmen,” he cried in ringing tones,
but without shifting his head or glanoe,
*will you see me murdersd by these Spanish
dogs?®

Thers was a moment's pause, then a
voice behind cried:

“By God! Not 1,” said a brawny Kentish
man-at-arms ranged ap beside him, his
cloak thrown over his left arm and his
sword in his right hand.

*Nor 1,* said another. “Peter Brome
and I bave fought together before.”

“Nor 1.” shouted a third, “for we were
born in the same Essex hundred.”

And so it went on, until there were as
many stout Englishmen at his side as there
were Spaniards and Scotchmen before
him.

“That will do,” said Peler, *we want no
more than man to man. Look to the
women, comrades behind there. Now
you murderers, if you would see English |
sword play, come on, or, if you are afraid,
let ns go in peace.”

“Yes, come on, you foreign cowards,”
shouted the mob, who did not love these
turbulent and privileged guards,

By now the Spanish blood waa up and the
old rage hatred awake. In broken English
the sergeant of the guard shouted out some
filithy insult about Margaret, and called
upon his followers to “cut the throats of
the London swine.” Swords shone red in
the red sunset light, men shifted their feet
and bent forward, and in another instant

Well done,
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a bloody fray would have begun.

But it did not begin, for at that moment
a tall sefior, who had been standing in the |
shadow and watching all that passed,
walked between the opposing lines, as he
went striking up the swords with his arms.

SHave done,” said D’Aguilar quietly,
for it was he, speaking in Spanish. “You
fools! do you want to see every Spaniard
in London torn to pieces? As for that
drunken brute,” and he touched the corpse
of Andrew with his foot, “he brought his
death upon himself. Moreover, he was
not & Spaniard-—there is no blood quarrel.
Come, obey me, or must I tell you who I
am?”

“We know you, Marquis,” said the leader

in & cowed voice. “Sheath your swords,
ocomrades; after all it is no affair of ours.”
* The men obeyed somewhat unwillingly,
but at this moment arrived the Ambassador
de Ayala very angry, for he had heard
of the death of his servant, demanding
in a Joud voice that the man who had killed
him should be given up.

“We will not give him up to a Spanish
priest!” shouted the mob. “Come and
take him if you want him!” and once more
the tumult grew, while Peter and his com- ,
panions made ready to fight.

Fighting there would have been also,
notwit ding all that d’Aguilar could
do to prevent it, but of a sudden the noise
began to die away and a hush fell upon
the place. Then between the uplifted
weapons walked a short, richly olad man,
who turned suddenly and faced the mob,
It was King Henry himself.

“Who dare to draw swords in my streets,
befors my very palace doors?” he asked
ia a cold voice.

A dosen hands pointed at Peter.

“Bpeak,” sald the King to him.
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“that man, " and he
86 of Andrew, “tried to do wrong
» this maiden, John Castell's ohild. I,
her cousin, threw him down. He drew his
sword and came at me, and I killed him
with my staff. See, it lies there. Then
the Spaniards—his comrades—would have
out me down, and I called for English help.
Bire, that is all.”

The King looked him up and down.

“A merchant by your dress.” he said,
“but a soldier by your mien. How are you
named?”

“Peter Brome, sire.”

“Ah! There was a oertain Sir Peter
Brome who fell at Boaworth Field—not
fighting for me,” and he smiled. *“Did you
know him perchance?”

“He was my father, sire, and I saw him
slain—aye, and slew the slayer.”

“Well oan I believe it,” answered Henry,
looking at him. “But how comes it that
Peter Brome's son, who wears that battle
soar across his face, is clad in merchant’s
woollen?”

*“Sire,” said Peter, coolly, “my father
sold his lands, lent his all to the Crown and
I have never rendered the account. There-
fore I must live as I can.”

The King laughed outright as he replied:

“I like you, Peter Brome, though doubt-
less you hate me.”

“Not so, sire. While Richard lived I
fought for Richard. Richard is gone and,
if need be, I would fight for Henry, who am
an Englishman and serve Eogland’s King.*
“Well said, and I may have need of you
wvet, nor do I bear you any grudge. But I
forgot, is it thus that you would fight for
me, by causing riot in my streets and bring-
ing me into trouble with my good friende
the Spaniards?®

“Sire, you know the story.”

“I know your story, but who bears witnesa
to it? Do you, maiden Castell, the mer-
chant's daughter?”

“Aye, sire. The man whom my oousin
killed maltreated me, whose only wrong
was that I wanted to see your Grace pass
by. Look on my torn cloak.”

“Littls wonder that he killed him for the
sake of those eyes of yours, maiden. But
this witness may be tainted.” And again
he smiled, adding, “Is there no other?”

Betty advanced to speak, but D’Aguilar,
stepping forward. lifted his bonnet from
his head, bowed and said in English:

“Your Oraoce, there is; I saw it all. This
gallant gentleman had no blame. It waa
the servants of my countryman D'Ayala
who were to blame, at any rate at first,
and afterward oame the trouble.”

Now the Ambassador d’Ayala broke
in, claiming satisfaction for the killing
of his man, for he was still very angry,
and saying that if it were not given he
would report the matter to their Majesties
of Spain and let them know how their
servants were treated in London.

At these worde Henry grew grave, who,
above all things, wished to give no offence
to Ferdinand and Isabella.

“You have done an ill day's work, Peter
Brome,” he said, “and one of which my
attorney must consider. Meanwhile, you
will be best in safe keeping,” and he turned
as though to order his arrest.

“Sire,” said Peter. “I live at Master
Castell's house in Holborn, nor shall I run
away.”

“Who will answer for that?" said the
King, “or that you will not make more
riots on your road thither?”

*I will anawer, your Grace,” said D’ Aguilar
quietly, “if this lady will permit that I
escort her and her cousin home. Also,”
he added in a low voice, “it seems to me
that to hale him toaprison would be more
like to breed a riot than to let him go.”

Henry glanced around him at the great
crowd who were gathered watching this
soene and saw that in their faces which
caubed him to agree with D'Aguilar

“So be it, Marquis,” he said “I have
your word, and that of Peter Brome, that
he will be forthcoming if called upon. lLet
that dead man be laid in the Abbey till
to-morrow, when this matter shall be in-
quired of. FExcellency. give me your arm;
I have greater questions of which I wish
to speak with you ere we sleep.”

CHAPTER II.
JOHN CASTELL,

When the King was gone Peter turned
to those men who had stood by him and
thanked them very heartily. Then he
said to Margaret:

“Come, cousin, that is over for this time,
and you have had your wish and seen his
Grace. Now, the sooner you are safe at
home, the better I shall be pleased.” .

“Certainly,” she replied. *I have seen
more than I desire to see again. But befcre
we go let us thank this 8panish sefior—*
aud she paused.

“D'Aguilar, lady, or at least that name
will serve,” said the Spaniard in his cul-
tured voice, bowing low before her, his
eyes fixed all the while unon her beautiful
faoe.

“Sefior d'Aguilar, I thank you, and so
does my oousin, Peter Brome, whose life
perhaps you saved—don’t you, Peter? Oh!
and so will my father.”

“Yes,"” answered Peter, somewhat sulkily,
“I thank him very much; though as for my
life, I trust to my own arm and to those of
my friends there. Good night, sir.”

*1 fear, sir,” answered D'Aguilar,with a
smile, “that we cannot part just yet. You
forget T have become bond for you, and
must therefore accompany you to whers
you live, that I may certify the place. Also,

| perhapn, it is safest, for these countrymen
| of mine are revengeful, and were I not

with you might waylay you.”

Now, seeing from his face that Peter
was still hent upon deolining this escort,
Margaret interposed quickly:

“Yeos, that is wisest, aleo my father would
wish it. Sefior, I will show you the way,”
and, acoompanied by D'Aguilar, who gal-
lantly offered her his arm, she stepped
forward briskly, leaving Peter to follow
with her cousin Betty. -

Thus they walked in the twilight across
the flelds and through the nirrow stroets
beyond that lay between Westminster and
Holborn. In front tripped Margaret beside
herstately cavalier, with whom she was soon
talking fast enough in Spanish, & tongue
which, for reasons that shall be explained,
she knew well, while behind, the Sootch-
man'’s sword still in his hand, and the hand-
some Betty on his arm, came Peter Brome
in the worst of humors.

John Castell lived in a large, rambling,
many gabled house, just off the main
thoroughfare of Holborn, that had at the
back of it & garden surrounded by a high
wall. Of this ancient place the front part
served as a shop, a store for merchandise,

| and an office, for Castell was a very wealthy

trader—how wealthy none quite knew—
who exported woollen and other goods to
Spain ander the royal license, bringing
thenne in his own sape fine raw Spanish
wool to be manufactured in England, and
with it velvet, silks and wine from Granada;
also beautiful inlaid armor of Toledo steel.

Sometimes, too, he dealt in silver and
copper from the mountain mines, for Castell
was a banker as well as a merchant, or
rather what answered to that description
in those days. It was said that beneath his
sho p were dungeonlike store vaults, buils

! great house, which (n sthe time

and watched at night to see that all was
well, ;

For the rest the living rooms of this house
where Castell, Margaret, his daughter, and
Poter dwelt were large and comfortable,
being new panelled with oak after the
Tudor fashion, and having [deep windows
that looked out upon the garden.

When Peter and Betty reached the door,
not that which led into the shop, but another,
it was to find that Margaret and D'Aguilar,
who were walking very quickly, must have
already passed it, sinoe it was shut and
they had vanished. At his knook—a hard
one—a serving man opened and Peter
strode through the vestibule or antecham-
ber into the hall, where for the most part
they ate and sat, for thence he heard the
sound of voices.

It was a fine room, lit by hanging lampe
of olive oil and baving a large open hearth
where a fire burned pleasantly, while the
oaken table in front of it was set for sup-
per. Margaret, who had thrown off her
cloak, stood warming herself at the fire,
and the Sefior d'Aguilar, comfortably
seated in a big chair, which he seemed to
have known for years, leaned baock, his
bonnet in his hand, and watched her idly.

Facing them stood John Castell, & stout,
dark bearded man of between 50 and 60
years of age, with a olever, clean cut face
and piercing black eyes. Now, in the pri-
vacy of his home he was very richly attired
in & robe trimmed with the costliest fur
and fastened with a gold chain that had a
Jewel in its clasp.

When Castell served in his shop or sat
in his counting house ne merchant in Lon-
don was more plainly dressed; but at night,
loving magnificence at heart, it was his cus-
tom thus to indulge it, even when there was
none to see him. From the way in which
he stood and the look upon his face, Pater
knew at once that he was much disturbed.
Hearing his step Castell wheeled around
and addressed him at onoe in a olear, de-
cided voice, which was his characteristic:

“What is this I am told, Peter? A man
killed by you before the palace gates? A
broil®> A public riot in which things went
near to great bloodshed between the Eng-
lish, with you at the head of them, and the
bodyguard of his Excellency, De Ayala?
You arrestad by the King, and bailed out by
this sefior? Is all this true?”

“Quite,” answered Peter calmly.

“Then I am ruined; we are all ruined.
Oh! it was an evil hour when I took one of
your bloodshirsty trade into my house.
What have you to say?”

“Only that I want my supper,” said Peter.
“Those who began the story can finish it,
for I think their tongues are nimbler than
my own,” and he glanced wrathfully at
Margaret, who laughed outright, while
even the solemn D'Aguilar smiled.

“Father,” broke in Margaret, “do not be
angry with Cousin Peter, whose only fault
is that he hits too hard. 1t is I who am to
blame, for I wished to stop to see the King
against his will and Betty's, and then—-
then that brute,” and her eyes filled with
tears of shame and anger, “caught hold
of me, and Peter threw him down, and
afterward, when he attacked him with a
sword, Peter killed him with his staff, and—
all the rest happened.”

“It was beautifully done,” said D'Aguilar
in his soft voice and foreign acocent. *“I
saw it all, and made sure that you were
dead. The parry I understood, but the way

could thrust again--ah! shat »

*Well, well,” said Castell, “lot us eat
first and talk afterward. Sefior d’Aguilar,
you will honor my poor board, will you not,
though it is hard to come from a king's
feast to a merchant's fare?”

“It is I who am honored,” answered
D'Aguilar; *and as for the feast, his Grace
is sparing in this Lenten season. At least
I could get little to eat, and, therefore,
like the Sefor Peter, I am starved.”

Castell rang a silver bell which stood
near by, whereupon servants brought in
the meal, which was exocellent and plentiful.
While they were setting it on the table
the merchant went to a oupboard in the
wainscoting and took thence two flasks,
which he uncorked himself with oare,
saying that he would give the sefior some
wine of his own country.

This done he said Latin grace and crossed
himself, an example which D'Aguilar fol-
lowed, remarking that he was glad to
find that he was in the house of a good
Christian.

“What else did you think that I should
Ybe?" asked Castell, glancing at him
shrewdly,

“I did not think at all, sefior,” he an-
swered; “but, alas! 'every one is not a
Christian. In Spain, for instance, we have
many Moors and—Jews.”

“I know,” said Castell, “for I trade with
them both.”

“Then you have never visited Spain?"*

“No; I am an English merchant. But try
that wine, sefior; it came from Granadas
and they say that it is good.”

D’'Aguilar tasted it, then drank off his

glass.

“It is good, indeed,” he said; “1 have not
its aqual in my own oellars there.”

“Do you, then, live in Granada, Sefior
d'Aguilar?” asked Castell.

“Sometimes, when I am not travelling.
I have a house there which my mother
left me. She loved the town and bought
an old place from the Moors.

“Would you not like to see Granada,
seflorn’” he asked, turning to Margaret
as though to ohange the sibject. “There
is a wonderful building there called the
Alhambra; it overlooks my house.”

“My daughter is never likely to see it,”
broke in Castell. “I do not purpose that
she should visit Spain.”

“Ah! you do not purpose; but who knows?
God and His saints alone,” and again he
crossed himself, then fell to describing the
beauties of Granada.

He was a fine and ready talker and his
volce was very pleasant, so Margaret
listened attentively enough, w his
face and forgetting to eat, while her father
and Peter watched them both. At length
the meal came to an end and when the
serving men had cleared away the dishes
and they were alone Castell said:

“Now, kinsman Peter, tell me your story.”

So Peter told him in few words, yot
omitting nothing.

“I find no blame in you,” said the mer-
cbant when be had done, “nor do I see
how you could have acted otherwise than
you did. It is Margaret whom I blame,
for 1 only gave her leave to walk with you
and Betty by the river and bade her be-
ware of crowds.”

“Yes, father, the fault is mine, and for
it I pray your pardon,” said Margaret,
so meekly that her father could mot find
the heart to scold her as he had meant to
do.

*You should ask Peter's parden,” he
muttered, “seeing) that be is like to be

you got your smashing blow in before he |:

to
brawl it will probably be done not by the

but he only answered:

“Maybe; but how shall I approach him,
sefior?”

*If you will permit me, that is my task.
Now, to what amount will you go to save
our friend here from inconvenience? Fifty
gold angela?”

*It is too much,” said Castell; “a knave like
that isnot worth ten. Indeed he was an as-
sailant, and nothing should be paid at all.”

“Ah! pefior, the merchant is ooming

seflor. I will come again and
lot how mattersstand. Farewell,
n; may the saints intercede for

oousin of the quick sye and the stalwart

of the room in charge of A man servanh

“Thomas,” said Castell to this servant
when he returned, “you are a disoreet fel-
low; put on your cap and cloak, follow
that Spaniard, see where he lodges, and
find out all you can about him. Go now,
awiftly.”

The man bowsd and went, and presently
Castell, listening, heard a side door shut
behind him. Then he turned and said to
the other two:

“I do not like this business, I smell
trouble ia it, and I do not like the Spaniard,
either.”

. “He seoms a very gallant gentlemau, and
high born,” said Margaret. j
very

himself, then added:

“Daughter, in your wilfulness you have
stirred & great rock. Go to your bed and
pray God that it may not fall upon your
house and crush it and us.”

“Have you ever heard of the new Chris-
tinns, Peter, whom the Spaniards call
Maranos?”

He nodded.

*“$hen you know that a« Marano is a con-
verted Jew. Now, as it chances—I tell you
who do not break secretse—my father was
a Marano.

“His name does not matter—it is best
forgotten—but be fled from Spain to Eng-
land for reasons of his own, and took that
of the ocountry whenoe he came—Castile,
or Castell. Also, as it is not lawful for Jews

motives, they are buried with him.

“Moreover, he converted me, his only
child, who was but 10 years old, and cared
little whether I swore by 'Father Abraham’
or by the ‘Blessed Mary.' The paper of
my baptism lies in my strong box still.

“Well, he was clever, and built up this
business, and died unharmed five and
twenty years ago, leaving me already rich.
That same year I married an English woman,
your mother’s second cousin, and loved her
and lived bapplly with her, and gave her
all her heart could wish.

“But after Margaret's birth, three and
twenty years gone by, she never had her
heaith, and sight years ago she died. You

! remember her, sinoce she brought you here

when you were a stout lad and made me
promise afterward that I would always
be your friend, for exoept your father, Sir
Peter, none other of your well born and
ancient family were left.

“8o when Sir Peter—against my counsel,
staking his all wpon that usurping rogue
Richard, who had promised to advance
him, and meanwhile took his money—was
killed at Bosworth, leaving you landless,
penniless and out of favor, I offered you
a home, and you, being a wise man, put off
your mail and put on woollen and became
a m 'S partoer, though your share
of profit was but small. s

“Now, again, you have changed staff for
stesl.” and he glanced at the Scotohman's
sword that still lay upon a side table, “and
Margaret has loosed that rock of which I
spoke to her.”

“What is the rook, sir?”

“That Spaniard whom she brought home
and found so fine.”

“What of the Spaniard?”

“.Wdt a while and I will tell you.” And
taking & lamp, he left the room, returning
pressntly with a lstter which was written
in cipher, and transiated upon another
sheet in John Castell's own hand.

“This,” he said, “is from my partner
and relative, Juan Bernandez, a Marano,

iy

pame [ will not mention even in cipher,
& very powerful and high born man, ang,
although he appears to be a pleasure seeker

certainly of a dissolute life,
bi‘ot.t fn all Spmq'
has been sent, or is shortly to be sent. from
CGranada, where he is stationed to watch
the Moors as an envoy to the court of Eng.
land to conclude a secret treaty with
Kiog

*‘Under this treaty the names of rish Mar.
anos that are already well known here are
to be recorded so that when the time come-
and the active perseoution of Jews and Mar.
anos begins, they may be given up and
Lrought to Spain for trial before the In.
quisition.

“‘Also he is to arrange that no Jew op
Marano may be allowetl to take refige
in England. This is for your information,
that you may warn any whom it con.
ocerns.'”

“You think that D'Aguilar is this man?*
asked Peter. while Castell folded up the ler.
ter and hid it in a pocket of his robe.

“I do; indeed I have heard already tha: a
fox was on the prowl and that men should
look to their hemhousesa. Moreover, did
you note how he crossed himself like a pries
and what he said about being among good
Christians?

“Also, it is Lent and a fast day, and byl
fortune, although none of us ate ol it, thera
was meat upon the table, for, as you know,
he added hurriedly, “I am not strict in such
matters, who give little weight to forms
and ceremonies.

“Well, he obeerved it and touched fish
only, although he drank enough of the
sweet wine. Doubtless a report of thag
meat will go to Spaih by the next courier.”

“And if it does, what matter? We am in
England and Englishmen will not suffer
their Spanish laws and ways. Perhaps the
Sefior d'Aguilar learned as much as thay
to-night outside the banqueting ha!l. There
is something to be feared from this braw|
at home; but while we are safe in London,
no more from Spain.”

“I am no coward, but I think thers is
much more to be feared, Peter. The arm
of the Pope is long and the arm of the crafiy
Ferdinand is longer, and both of them grope
for the threats and money bags of
heretios.”

“Well,sir, we are not hereticn.”

“No, perhaps not heretics; but we are rich
and the father of one of us was a Jew, and
there is something elss in this house which
even a true son of Holy Church might de-
sire,” and he looked at the door through
which Margaret had passed to her cham.
ber.
Peter understood, for his long arma
moved uneasily and his gray eyes
flashed.

“I will go to bed,” he said:* 1 wish to
think. *

*Nay. lad.” answered Castell, “fill your
glass and stay awhile. I have words tosay
to you, and there is no time like the presen:,
Who knows what may happen to-mor.
row?”

(To be continued.)

QUEEN ALEXANDRA'S MAIDS,

Feur of Them, All Young, Protty and Aee
complished.

The position of maid of honor to the
Queen of England is one of the most coveted
distinotions at the Court of King Edward.
Although far from being a sinecure, tha
position has been made so much easier by
the kindness and tact of Queen Alexandra,
and the advantages of being in the court
oirole are so many that an appointment of
this kind is looked upon as a bit of rare good
fortune. ‘

Queen Alexandra’s household consisia
of only fifteen ladies and six mea—in strik-
ing contrast with thas of the King, which,
says a writer in Town and Cowniry, includes
more than a hundred individuals.

Queen Viotoria bad eight maids of honor,
of whom two were always in waiting; bhut
Queen Alexandra’s known deaire for a less
stately life has prompted ber to reduce the
number to four.

Queen Alexandra delights to surround
herself with quite young, bright and clever
people’ and all four maids are still in their
early youth.

The tradition is that these young women
invariably marry well.

Their position at court br‘nn them into
contaot with highly eligible part; and
an old oustom dating back for centuries
prompta their royal mistress to provide a
do of $5,000 on their wedding day. The

of one of the maids of honor is &
great event in the London season.

When the

Queen holds a drawing room
for the tion of débutantes and
those who have entrée at court, her maids
walk in the royal

and stand immediately around her

lasting two hours. X
readiness at any time to play duets with the
Queen, a dreadful ordeal to even great
artists, as she is a brillliant player.

Then there are charity visits, schools 11
be inspected a multitude of royal duties,
in all of w the n is accompanied
her . At these ';ml(l‘“nnl: the
Queen's ds are almost painfully alert 1o
anticipate the slightest wish of their mis-
tress. At the oconocerts they do not stand,
but sit immediately behind the Queen and

Princesses.

royal
At State balls they occupy the sama
tion. relieve her Majesty of her
uet or her fan if necessary, and adjuse
her great ermine or sable wraps when
draughty corridors are traversed or on the
staironses. are in attendance at all
?l‘r?“ and pul mwonlu.'and hwh»u
ving, as to opening of a charity
bazaar, to the railway station and other

]
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The dutiea of these four young ladies in
'IMI% fmmediately after her Ma)-
caty’s fast. One or more of them
ssmat Miss Koollys in answering the mass
correspondence, which requires Lhe
ability of a Ui . 'Then they must be in
readiness to sing or to play if required. or

take ex tions on back, an exer-
of which her Majesty i fond, and
must y have a good seat and
be adept whips.

They must be skilled in some of her
Majesty's special fads, such as woodoarving
fine art needlework, spinning and poker
work. They must be tactful at all times,
amiable and in fact almost absolute para-

gons.
Their meals are taken with the lords and
Fiavania Lo ot 5 gty i
reques amily at lunch-
eon or dinner. Nine o’clock is the hour
for dinner, and one of the maids of honor.
just before it, must place on the table at
han of the a huge houque!
After dinner the mai Jjoin the royal circle
They enter into the amusements and may
be asked to show their accomplishments
At other courts, it is said, the régine s
still the reverse of t. In Austria
an imperial or ro visit to the opera,
theatre or some such function, is regarded
as a particular penance and a severe trial
?f ch:‘ g;thngl._h and endurance of the um.;:
nw X are com to stan
through &n ~ -
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'ormanoce, and to bear

all the di.oomfonp‘:fuh a smiling counte-

nance, as dg the acrobats and dancers who
ap) on the stage.

'F:rm F‘m';rgu of Austria had a d»-
cided fondness for Wagner and it can ha
well imagined what was in store when
either “Siegfried” or “Tristan” was sunk.
In D, too, the etiquette of the court
is very severs

coluim R i

on to the Throne .
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