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By Edwin L. Sabin

CHAPTER XII,

The King is Saved.
OLITARY sat the king, his eyes
S closing not, The queen, wrapped
in the cloak, stirred and mur-
mured, and he started; but she was
quiet again. In her troubled sleep the
duchess uttered a broken sob; the jes-
ter, with chin upon chest, mildly
gnored; but the King's ear was

pricked for only the one spot,

Heavier and heavier settled the
night; the dew dripped, dripped, and
the damp air geeped amidst the pines

~-goaking, saturating. Smoothly the
moonlight arabesque slipped across
the brown pine-needle carpet; cirele,
triangle and equare succeeded by

square, triangle and circle.
of the mystic region surrounding the
little oasis came trotting a nimble
dog:y shape, suddenly stopped, and
stared; its eyes shone green in the
duskiness, The king half arose,
threateningly, and the shape vanished
like a wraith,

Once out

HROUGH the still hours sat the

king, wide-eyed, scarcely winking,
rarely moving, mechanically seeing,
mechanically listening, ever numbly
thinking. The queen fitfully mur-
mured, the duchess moaned and shud-
dered, the jester breathed gutterally;
steadily glided the night away,

The arabesque upon the matted
brown needles grew thin and zhostly,
and the moon, glimpsed through the
branches overhead, wan descending
and half-way down the sky. A little
breeze sighed amidst the tree tops,
The moonlight pattern perceptibly
faded, and around about the king the
forest depths waned from black {0
gray. Birds twittered. The air, awak-
ened by the little [reeze, gently
searched amongst the stately trunks,
veeping out the darkness of the
night and Inviting in the freshness of

the morning,

The king waited, The jester drew
up his knees, moved his head, raised
it, and blinked about him. His eyes

were red, and his large features were
coarsely mottled by the dampness and
hig constricted sleep. He caught the
king's gaze, and yawninz Iinterroga-
tively lifted his brows. The Kking
wanly smiled.

“f am cold,” complained the gueen,
from her wrapping.

The jester stiffly shifted, to arise;
but quicker, the king sprang and kneit
beside her.

“It is morning, pet,” he said, eager-

lv. “You have had a fine sleep. Do
you want to get up? Come; let me
help you up, pet. The sun will warm
you."

The queen turned her face away,

and pouted,

“Not yvou,” she sald. “Where is

that other man—the nice man with
the funny nose?”
“Sir Hugo? He is here,” replied

the king, sadly; and he gave place.
“We must be starting,” declared Sir
Hugo, "“Will the Lady Louise arise?”
The duchess was now sitting up, her
face swollen, and was rearranging her
hair, No one noticed her,
“T am hungry,” asserted the queen.
“We have a short distance to go
first,” soothed the jester. “Then we
will breakfast, Come.”

HE queen, too, sat up; and disen-
gaged herself from the cloak, and

throwing back the hood of her don-
ino, surveyed her face in her hand-
gluss, She drew from her bosom a
rouge-jar, and with many a little
move and pose of the head proceeded
to tint anew her cheeks. The others
patiently bided-—-the duchess with a
cold smile of disdain,

“Come!” sald the
the gueen.

He lifted her to her feet; and stoop-
ing picked up the cloak,

“1 will take it,” spoke the king; and
he did.

It was yet warm with her body, and
he folded it lovingly. '"T'was a pitiful

jester, again, to

substitute  for what once he
sessed, but he humbly accepted
and in It found some comfort.

pos-
it,

HEY set forth;
off, without

Sir Hugo leading
hesitation, through
the trees, the queen, murmuring plain-
tive protests, her slippers already
bursted and torn, essaying to keep by

his side, and the duchess, her gown
draggling with damp, and clinging to
her limbs, mutely trudging at the

king's heels.

Beneath their tread the pine needles
were soft and vielding, Thelr course
was noiseless, save for the swishing
of the duchess’ wet skirt and the
twitehing of it as it bound her ankles;
save for the swinging of some obtru
give branch, and the rasp of a hand
upon bark.

The route was ever tending down-
ward-short climbs being succeeded
by long descents, The jester led con
fidently on. The sun began to pour
his beams amongst the
chill was ousted by humid warmth, as

trees,

soaked earth and follage rapidly diied

The steadfast pace was merciless:
but with only a bare pause, now and
then, nervously to send a searching
glance rearward, into some vale that
they had just traversed, or athwart
some slope, the jester pushed ahend
What upheld the straining queen,
what upheld the plodding duchess, un-
less  that latent strength of spirit
which ig woman’s Intrinsic heritage,
who may tell; but the face of Sir
Huzo was running water, and the
throat of the king was narrowed and
dry.

The party surmounted a little rise,
and lo, before them was spread acros
their way a long valley; the hither
flank, adown which the forest contin
ued, sgloping from beneath their feo!
to a stream below; the farther side
rising steep and rocky, upon the crest

of it the wall of a ecity, beyond tn2
wall roof and spire and tower, heve
and there glinting in the mornh

gun;: issuing from the wall, and flow-

ing obliquely, gradually cutting lower,

a yellow road, and paralleling the
wall, upon either hand of the road, a
long, thin camp-—the hazy blue of

curling smoke, the flutter of pennant,
the occasional gleam of arms pevr
fectly distinet. To the ears upon the
hill-tops was wafted elfin shout, faint
neigh, and far-off biows of a hammer,

At the brink of the stream, below
horsemen were watering their steeds.

VER all was the intense blue of the
beautiful Stecsin sky. Flat against
it, above the city, was Stecsin’s great
red osprey-—banner,
“Thesau!” breathed the kingz,
“And beleagured-—-mark the camp?”
sald Sir Hugo.

“True,” muttered the king, His
eyves flashed. “By 8t Jude,” he ex
claimed, “they shall beleaguer In
vain!"

“18 it there where we get break
fast?” inquired the gueen, mildly, “It

is so far!”
“Ah!” cried the king. “See! A
gortie! St. Jude for Stecsin!”

His chest heaved and his breath ex-
panded his nostrils, A gate in the
wall had magieally opened, and out
into the road was streaming headlong
with gleam of steel, puff of powder,
rearing of horse and jostling of shoul-
der against shoulder, an eruption of
hornets from Thesau's angry hive,

In the camp was hasty mounting of
steed, scampering to and fro, drawing
of blade and puff answering puff. The
men at the water's edze went gallop-
ing upward, spurring and belaboring.

For a few seconds the confusion was
all in pantomime, Then burst upon
the ears of the watchers on the hill-
top the belated, pent-up tidings—med-
ley of trumpet-note and shot and shout

and cheer, subdued but flerce; the
clamor of deadly conflict, In a mass
the Dbattle covered the road, and

surged along, sweeping either slde.
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“T.ook! Behind
Jester, abruptly,

All whirled, so urgent was his tone,
Swiftly scuttling down, from pine
to pine on through the glade that they
had just left, some three hundred
vards to their rear, neared hot upon
their trafl a man's squat, uncouth fig-

us!'" exclaimed the

ure. He shook his arin at them,
“The cricket!” hade Sir IHugo, “DBet-
ter the prince than Del Oro.”

He grasped the queen and dragged

her Into instant flight, Down the
slope, through the gcattered trees,
they sped, the four of them-—stum-

bling, lunzing, sliding, their need pre-
cipitous. Behind them the Cricket
was tolling up the rise, He topped It,

and they heard his hoarse shout uas
he sighted them agaln. The king
glanced rearward, and glimpsed his

apish bulk bowling down with gigantic
strides, eating up the space.
The queen’'s knees gave way
her, she sank, and the mirror
glancing from her nerveless hand;
but 8Sir Hugo passed hig arm about
her, and with clogsed eves she hung in
higs eluteh hore her onwara
The king looked to the duchess, pant
ing at his shoulder; his lips formed
an unuattered offer of assistance, but
she only bravely smiled, from hel
white face, and her head,
They were alimost the river,
(Continued on Pag 12,
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