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CHAPTER XXIV,

ME part of the Interview with
the commanmdant which bad
resnited In their release the
joster told his companion as
they sped down the sloping pluin in the
early siivery light which transformed
the dewdrops and grarsy molsture into
wvells of mist. Behind them the chiatean
was slowly fading from view; the town
had aiready disappeared.

“I'pon the strenglh of the letter from
the emperor thoe vicomte took the re-
aponaibility of allowing us to depurt,”
explained the fool, “In It his majesty
referred to hile mespage (o the king, to
the part played by bim who took the
place of the duke, and what he was
pleased to term my services to Francls
and himeelf."

So much the plalsant related, but he
did not add that the commandant, with
Triboulet’'s words In mind, had ot first
demurred about permitting the jestress
to go. “Vral Dien!" that person had
excinimed, “If what the dwarf sald be
true? To croms the king! And yel he
had ndded cynieally, “it sounds most
unlike. DIl Aladdin flee from thie genil
of the lamp? Buch a inngician is Fran-
ols. (Chatenn, gardens—'tia clearly an
fnvention of Triboulet'sa!" And the fal-
1acy of this conclusion the duke's plak
sant had not sought to demonstrate,

Without questien the soung girl lis.
tened. but when he had finished her
features harvdened. Intunitively she di-
.vioed a gap in the narrative-herself!
| From the dwarf's slur te Caillette's
gentle look of surprise constituted a
'patural span for reflection. And tle
'}‘lll"l faol, seelng her face turn cold,
}lttrlbutnd it perhaps to another rea-
son. HMer story recurred to him: she
{wn no lenger & noameless josiross; an
dmmeasurable (istance separuted u
!mrro plaisant frou the survivor of one
‘of the noblest, If mort unfortunate,
;familles of Irance. She huad not an
‘lwem the night hefore when he had
‘addressed her as the daughter of the
constable; miotienless as a statue hud
she gated after him, and, remember-
fug the manner of their parting, he
. mow Inoked at her enriously,

“All's well that ends well,” he sald,
(“but I must crave indulgence, Lady
{Jacgueline, for having brought you in-
to such peril.”

8he flushed. “Do you persist in that
{foolishnean i’ she returned quickly.

“Do you deny the right to be so
called?™

“Did 1 not tell you the constable's
wlaughter is dead?"

“To the world! But to the fool—may
e not nerve her?’

“Poor service!" she retorted.
gredited mistress!"”

“Ope 1 am minded for,” he replied,
@ sudden flash in his eyes.

8he looked away. Her lips curved.

“For how long?" she sald. half mock-
ingly. and touched her horse hefore Lie
rould reply.

What werds had her action checked
on his lips?

To serve her seemed n happiness that
drowned ail other {lls; a seifish bhond
of subordination. Her misfortunes
dignified her. Her worn gown was
dearer in his oyen than courtly splen-
dor, the disorder of her halr more be-
coming than nets of gold and coifs of
Jewels. We forgnt their danger. The
broad plain Iay like a pleasure garden
before them.

At thi- sight of a bush, white with
flowers, she uttéred an excinmatien of
pleasurs and breke off a braneh cov-
ered with fragrant bloasems as they
rofe by. Out of the depths of this
storehoune of Aweets o plundering
humming bird flashed and vanished,
& jewel from nature's crown! Sbe held
the branch to her face, and he glanced
at her covertly, Bhe wae all jestress

“A dls.

ugain. The cadeuce of that measurcd
motion shaped itself to an anclent
Iyriec in keeping with the song of
birds, the blue sky aud the wild roses.
“Hark, hark!
Pretty lark'
Little heedest thou my pain”
He bent his hend, listening. He
pould searcely hear the words., Was

It a sense of new security that moved
bher, the reaction of their narrow ea-
rape, the knowledge they were leuving
the obateanu and all danger behind
them 7

“"Hark, hark!

FPretty lark!"

Boom! Tar in the dintance gounded
khe discharge of a caunobn, I's Irom
voice the antithesin to the poet's dainty
pastoral, As the report reverherated
over the valley, from the grass in-
Rumernble lpsects uroze; the din died
sway, the disturtwd oarth dwellers
#ank back to earth ugnin. The song
oeaned from the young girl's lips, and,
gacing nquickly back, she could just dis-
tloguleh above one of the purapets of
the chuteau a wrenth, alrendy nearly
dissolvad In the hlue of the wky. The
genter, who had also turned in his sad-
e, met her loek of luquiry.

Y1t sounds like a signal of nome kind,
@ salute, perkaps,” he pnid. ;

“Or a call to armn?’ she suggested,
Apd be made no answer, "It menns-
pursuit!”

#ilent they rode en, but more rapid-
Is. With pale face and composed mien
she kept by his side; her resolute ex-
pression reanssured him, while her
glance sald, “Do not fear for me'
Graduslly had they been descending
frem the higher slopes of the ceuntry
of whieh she chateau mount was the
loftlest peint and now were passing
through the lower wtreiches of land.

Here the bighway rau sbove flelds
faundate@ by rvecent rains apd
marehes converted Wmeo ahining lakes.
Qut of the water upross a grove of
trees, spectral-like; sareaming wild
fow)l skimmed the surface or eircled
above. The pasteral peace of the
meadows, garden of the wild flower
and home of the seng bird, was replac-
od by a waste of desclation and wilder-

‘b_c_u. loog they Gashed on through

the loneliness of thut land--n depress:
fng fMight. Put more depressing than
the abandoned amd forlorn aspect of
the scenr was the consclousness thnt
their ateeds hnd become rond worn
and were unable to respond. Long.
long, they coantinued this pace, o
stralned porlod of suspense, and then
the fool drew rein,

“Lonk, Jacqueline,” he sald.
river!"

Before them, fed by the rivilets from
the distant bills, the fonming current
threatened to overflow its banks, Al
ready the rising waters teuched the
flimay wooden structure that spanned
the torrent. Contempiatively he re-
garded it and then, placing his hand
for © moment on hers, sald encourag-
Ingly:

“Perhapg, after nll, we are borrewlng
trouble?"

+ Bhe shook her head, “If I #ould but
think it she answered. Something
acemed to rise in her throat. "A mo-
ment [ forgot and—was not unhappy!
But now 1 feal as though the end was
closlng about ua"”

He tightened his grasp.
worn with fatigne—fanciful™
plied.

*The end!” ahe repeated pnssionate.
Iy. “Yes, the end!” and threw off his
hand. “Look!"

He followed her eyes. “Waving
plumes!” he cepied. “Aud drawing
nenrer!  Come, Joequellne, let us ride
on!"

“How?' she answered In a lifeless
tone. *'Tlie bhridge will not hold."

For answer he turned his horse to it:
procecided slowly across, 1t wavered
and bent., ller wide opened eyes fol-
lowed him, Once she lifted her haud
to her bhreast and then became con-
sclous he stood on the opposite bank.
culling her to follow, She started, A
strange smile was on her lipe. and,
touchiog her horae shaeply, slie oheyed,

1% it to denth he has called me?"” she
asked herself,

“The

"You are
he re-

In her cars sounded the awash and

eddying of the current. Bhe closed her
eyes to keep from falllng, when she
feit a hand on the bridle, and In A mo-
ment had reached the opposite shore.
The joster made no motion te remount,
but remained at her horse's head, close.
Iy surveying the rond they had travel-
ed

“Must we go on?' she said mechan-
feally.

“Only one of them can cross at o
time,”" he ansawered, without stirring.
“It Is better to meet them here,"”

“Oh,” she spoke up, “if the waters
wonld only rise a little more and carry
awny the hridge!”

He glanced quickly around him,
welghing the sleuder chance for sue-
cess If he made that lnst desperate
stand. and (hen, grasping a loose plank,
begnn using It s a lever pgainst
one of the weikened supports of the
bridge. Soon the henm gave Wiy anil
the straeture, now held but at the mid-
dle and one wide, had already hegun to
pag when from around the curve of
the highway appeared Louis of Hoch-
fels and a dozen of his followers,

The free baron rode to the brim of

the torrent, regarded the flood and
the bridge and stopped.” He was
mounted on a black Spanish barb

whose glisiening sldes wore flecked
with foam, A ecloak of cloth of gold
fell from his hrawny shonlders; his
heavy, red face loaked out frem be
neath w somhbrero fringed with the
game metal, A gleam of grim recoller
tion shone from his bloodshot eyes as
they rested on the fool,

“OUh, thers you are!” he ahouted, with
savage =ati=’action. “'Out of the fry-
Ing pan into t&e five, ov, rather -for yon
escaped the fagots nt Notre Dame—out
of the fire luen the frying pan!"

Above the tumult of the torrent his
stentorinn tones were plainly heard,
Without response the jeater Inserted
the plank hetween the atructure and
the middie support. The other, per
celving lilg purpose, uttered nn execru-
tion thut wns drowned by the currem
and Irresolutely regarded the means
of communication Letween tha two
ghores, ohiviously undetermined about
trusting hix great bulk to that fraglle
Intermedinm. Here was a temporary
check on which he had not caleulated.
But if he demurred about crossing
himself the free horon did not long
display the same infirmliy of purpos:
regarding his followers,

"Over withh you!™ he cried angrily t¢
them:, “The lghtest first! Fifty pls
toles to the fiest across!” And then
ealllng ont to the fool: “In half au
hour you, my fine wit eracker, shall lic
hanging from a branch. As for tiu
mald—-she is & witeh, | am told—we
will teat her with drewning."

Tempted by their lender's offer, ont
of the troopers, o Inok, muscular look
ing fellow, at once drove the spurs Intc
hia horse. Rack and forth moved tik
lever In the hands of the jeater, T
soldler was midwny on the hridge
when It sank suddenly to one side. A
moment it acted as & dam; then bridge
horse and rider weore awept away witl
a crash and carried downward witl
the driving floud. Valnly the troope:
sought to turn hin ateed toward ti
nliore; the debrin from the structure
soon swept him from his saddie, Birik
Ing oul mtrongly, he suceeeded In eateh
Ing o tralling branch from a tree on
the bank, but the torrent gripped his
body flercely and, after a desperatc
atrugmle, tore him away.

As hia helplesn follawer disappeared
the free haron gave a brief commani
and he and his troops postad rapldl;
down the bank. The young mirl breath
ed a sigh of relef. Her syea wers ve'
full of awe from the death struggh
she had witnessad. Fascinated, he
goxe had rested on the drownin(
wretch—the pale facs, the look of ter
ror—hut now she was called to a reall
sation of their own situation by the
abrupt departure of the aguad en the
opposkite shore.

“They have gone!" she crled m sur

phise u-!h-e pnrzy vanished among the

“But not far" The jeatér's glance
was hent down the astream. “Hee
where the torrent broadens. They ex-
pert to And a fording piace.”

Once more they set forth; he know-
fng full well that the free baron and
hin men, accustomed to the mountain
torrents, unbridled by the melting
gnows, wonld In all likelihood soon find
a way to croas the freshet. His mind
mirgave him that he had loosened the
bridge at all. Would it not have bheen
better to foree the conflict there, when
he had the advantage of position? Hut,
right or wrong, he had made his cholee
and munst abide by it

To add to his discomfiture, hin horas,
which at first had Ilagged, now began
to limp, and ns they proceeded this
lamencan became more apparent, With
a twinge of heart he plied the spur
more strongly, and the willing but
broken crenture responded ns best it
econld. Again It hastened its pace,
reeming In A measure to recover
strength and endurance, then, without
warning, lurched, fell to ita knees and
quickly rolled over on Ita side. Jne
queline glanced baeck; the animal lay
motionless; the rider was valnly en:
deavoring o risre, Pale with appre
lienslon, she returned and, dismount

Bridge, horse and rider were swept away.

ing. #tood at the head of the prostrate
animal, Determinedly the jester strug:
gled, the perspiration standing on his
brow in beads. At length, Lreathing
hard, he rested Lis head on hid elhow,

“Here am I caught to stay. Jacque:
line,” he said, “The horse Is dead. But
you—you must still go on.”

With elasped hands she atood lnoking
down at him, 8he seareely knew what
he was maying; her mind seemed in |
stupor; with apathetic eyes she gnzed
down the rond. But the aceldent had!
happened In a little hollow, so that the!
outlnok in either direction along the!
highway waa reatricted.

“My emperor {n both chivalrons and
noble,” eontinned the plaisant quickly.
“Go to him., You must not wait here
longer. 1 did not tell you, but I think
the free baron will have no diffienity in
cronsing. You bave no time to lose,
Go, and—goodby!"

“But—he bad a long way to ride—
even if he could cross,” she sald, and
she dropped on her koneen and took his
head in her nrins,

The round of horses’ hoofs beat up:
on the alr,

“Jacqueline go! Thers Is yet time!"

Abruptly she arore, He held out his
hand for a lust gquick premsure. a god-
speed to thls stanch mald comrade
of the motley,

“God keep you, mistress!"

Standing in the rond gazing up the |
hollow, she nelther saw his hand nor |
caught hie words of farewell. An ex-|
pression of bewllderment had over-
spread her features, Quickly she glanc-
ed in the opposite direction.

“fee, see!” ahe exclalmed excitedly.

But he was past respnnse, Over-
come by paln In a last desperate at-
tempt to regaln hin feet, he hud loat
consclongness. As he fell haeck, ahove
the hill in the direction sahe was look-
{fng uppeared the black plumes of a
band of horsemen.

“No: they are not"—

Her glance rested on the jester ly-
ing there motionless, nnd, hastening to
his side, she lifted his head and placed
it in her Inp. Bo the troopers of the
Emperor Charles—a small squad of
ontridera- -found her sitting In the

pord, her hnir disordered about her,
her face the whiter agalnst that black
sbroud,

CHAPTER XXV,

N an sminenre commanding the
surrounding country an un-
wonted spectacle that same

By day had presented {taelf to
the ustonished geaze of the workers in

i neighboring vineyard. Gleaming

with erimson nnd gold, a number of

tents Liad appeared ns by magic on the

mount, the temporary encampment of a

rich and numerous eavaleade. But it

wans not the splendent aspect of this
unexpected blvoune itself so much as
the colors and designs of the finge and
banners floating above which aroused
the wonderment of the tillers of the
moll. Hers gleamed no salamander
with its legend, “In fire am I nourish-
od; In tire I die,” but the less magnile-
quent and more dreaded coat of arms
of the emperor, the royal rival and one
time Jaller of the proud French menarach.

Above, on the mount, as the sun
clinibed toward the meridian was seat-
ed In one of the largest of the tents

a man of resolute and stern mien, whoe

gased refiectively toward the fertile

plain outatretching in the distance, Hia
grizzled hair told of the after prime of
life. He was almply, even plainly,
dresard, although bis garments were
of fine wmaterial, and from his neck
hung n heavy chain of gold. Hins doub-
let lacked the prolomged and gro-
teaque peak and waa less puffed, slash-
ed and banded than the ceat worn by
these gallants of the day who looked to
Italy for the latest extravagances of
fashion. His bhat, lying carelessly on
the table at his elbow, was devold of
aigret, jewels or plume, a head cov-
ering for the campaign rather than the
court. Within reach of his band stoed

a heavy golden goblet of massive Ger-

man workmanship, the solid character

of which contrasted with the drinking
vesseln after Cellinl's patterdr affected

by Francls. This he rajsed “h"q

drank deeply, repiaeed the gobled

L

the table and sald as much to bimseit
as to those around him:

“A falt land, this of our brother!
Bmnll wonder he likes to play the host,
even to his enemies, We may conquer
him on the ensanguined field, but he
conquers us, or Henry of England, on
& field of cloth of gold!"

“But for your majeaty to put yout-
#elf In the king's power?’ ventured a
courtier who wore a begemmed tor-
sade and a clonk of Genoa velvet.

The monarch Jleaned back In his
great chair, and hin face grew harsh.
An he st there musing his virllity and
fron figure gave him rather the appear-
ance of the aoldier than the emperor.
This Impression his surroundings fur
ther emphnsized, for the walls of the
tent were covered, not with the gor-
Reoua colored gobelina of the pleasure
loving French, but with severe and
stately tapestries from his native Flan.
ders, depicting In somber shades vari
oun reenes of martinl trlumph, When he
ralsed his head he cast a look of om-
inoun displensure upon the lastspeaker.

“Had he not once the English king
benenth his roof?' answered the mon-
arch. “At Amboise, whers we visited
Francis some years ago, was there any
restraint put upon us?”’

A grim amile crossed his features at
the recollection of the gorgeous fotes
in his bonor om that other occasion.
Perhaps, too, he thought of the excite-
ments beld out by those servitors of the
king, the frull and fair ladles of the
court, for he added:

“Saints et salntea! 'Twan a palace of
pleasure, not n dungeon, he prepared
for ws. But enough of thin! It is time
we rode on. Let the cavalcade, with
the tents, foliow behind.”

“Think you, your majesty, If the
princees be not yet married to the pre.
tender, ahe is like to espouse the true
duke?’ asked the courtier as a wol-
dler left the tent to carry out the or-
ders of the emperor,

Charles arose abruptly, "Of a surety!
He must have loved her greatly, else"—

The clattering of hoofs drawing near-
er Interrupted the emperor's ruming-
tions, and, wheeling sharply, he gazed
without. A band of horsemen appear-
ed on the mount,

“The outriders!" he said in surprise,
“Why have they returned?’

“They are Liearing some one on n 1it-
ter,”" answered the attendaut noble,
“and—cap de Dieu—there is a woman
with them!"

As the troopa appronched, the em-
pevor strode forwarid. Out in the sun-
light his face appeared older, mora
careworn; hut, although it cost him an
effort to walk, his step was unfaltering.
A moment he surveyed the men with
peremptory glance and then, casting
one lnok at their hurilen, uttered an ex-
clamation. His surprire, however, was
of short duration. At onee his fea-
turea resnmed thelr enstomary rigor.

“What docs this mean?' he usked
shortly, addreasing the leader of the
soldiers, *'Is he badly hurt?”

“That T cannot say, your majesty,’
replied the man. “A horse fell upon
his leg. which is badly brulsed, and
there may be other injuries'”

“Where did you find him?'" eontinued
the ecmperor, -till regurding the pale
face of the plalsant

“Not far from jiere, your majesty.
The woman was sitting in the roand,
holding his head.”

Charles' glinee awiftly sought the
jeatress and then returned,

“They were being pursued, for short.
Iy after we come a squad of men ap-
peared from the opposite direction.
When they sow us they flad. The wo-
man Insisted upon being brought here
when she learned of your majesty’'s
presence."

“Take the (njured man into the next
tent and rec lie hag every care. Awr for
the woman, 1 will speak with her
alone."

“Your majesty’'s orders to brenk
eamp’-- hegan the courtier.

“We hnve changed our mind nnd will
remain here for the present.” And the
emperor without further words turned
and re-entersd his pavilion.

A shadow fnll across the tapestry,
and he gaw Liefore him. kneeling on the
rug. the figure of a woman. [or her it
waR an Inauspicious nterruption, With
nlmost a frown Charles surveyed the
young girl, 'Me reflection of dark col.
ors from the hingings and tapestries
softened the pallor of her face. Her
balr hung nhont her In disorder. Hm
figure, though meanly garhed, wus re
plete with youth and grace. Rllent she
continned in the posture of a suppliant,

“Well 7 mild the monarch finally In a
harsh volee,

Rlowly she lifted ber head, Her donrk
eyes rested on the ruler steadfastly,
fearleasly. *Your majesty commanded
my presence,” she auswered.

“Who are you" he nsked coldly,

“1 am called Jacquellne. My father
wna the constnhle of Dubrnls.™

Incredulity replaced every other emo
tion on the emperor's features, and, ap
proaching her, be gnzed attentively in-
to the countenance she so frankly up-
lifted. With calmmness she bore that
piercing scrutiny. His dark, troubled
soul, looking out of his keen gray eyes
mét an equally lofty apirit.

“The constable of Dubroia! You his
daugbter!"” be repeated. "The consta:
ble wasn a proud, haughty man; yea,
overprond, In fact. You know why he
fled to me?”

“Yen, sire,” she anawered, flushing
resentfully.

“To persuade me to espouse his eause
agninst the king. Maay times bhave
my good brother Framcis and myself
gone to war,” he gdded refiectively and
pot without a certain complacency
“but then were wa engaged in tronbie
in the east, to keep the Mobhammedans
from overrunning our Christian lapd
How could I oblige the constable by
fighting the heathen and the bellevers
in the gospel in one breath? Your fa
ther—for 1 am ready to belleve him
such by the evidence of your face and
especially your eyes—aceussd me of it
tle falth. But I bad elther to deser
him or Europe. His cause wan lost
*Twas the fertune of war. The fate ol
great famlliea becomea subservient te
that of nations.”

He spoke an if rather presenting the
case to himself than to ber, as though
he sought to analyse hin own action
through the mediym of time and the
trend of larger events. Atteatively
she watehed him with desp. serious
oyss, and, catching bLer almost accus
ing look and knowing how perhaps he
sbufied with history, hin brow grew
darker, He wan vislbly annoyed M
her, his own consclence, be kuew pol
what,

“] did not eomplain, your majesty*
she snld prondly,

Her answer aurprised him. Again he
observed her attire, the pallor of hm
face, the dark circles heneath her oyes
Grimly he marked theme migns of pov
erty, those marks of the weariness ang
privations she had nndergone.

“Was it not your intention to meel
me, to beg an asylum, perhaps?' he
went on, leas mternly.

“Not to beg, your mnajeaty; to ank,
yes. But now—not that!"

“Yral Dieu!” muttered Charles
“Thera Is the father over again! 1i
ins strange this maiden, clothed almos!
in ragn, should claim such illustriom
parentage,” he continued to himnaelf as
he walked reatlessly to and fro, “Uf
Is more strange 1 ask no other proofs
than herself—the evidence of my eyea
Where did you come from,” he added
aloud, pnusing before her—“the courl
of Francis?"

“Yen, sire.”

“Why did you leave the king?"

“SWhy—hecause"— Her hands clinch
ol. The gray eyea continued to prohe
ber. “Becnuse 1 hate him!"

The emperor's face relaxed. A gleam
of humor shone in his glance. “Ilate
him whom so many of your sex love?
hie replidd,

Through her tresmea he aaw her face
turn red. Panslonately she arose
“With your majesty’'s permission |

will go."
“;o!" he sald abruptly. ‘“Where car
you go? You are momewhat quick o

temper, like— Hnave I refused you
aught? [ could not serve your fa
ther,'" he continued, taking her hann
anid not ungently detaining her, “but 1
may welcome his daughter, though ne
cessity, the ruler of kings, made me
belpless in his behalt."

A In a flash her resentment faded.
Halt paternally, halt severely, be sur
veyed her,

“Bit down here,” he went on, indl
cating n low atool. “You are weary
and need refreashment."

Bllantly she obeyed, and the emperor,

touching a bell, gave a low eommnnd
to the servitor who nppeared. Ina few |
moments meat, fruitsa and wine were
set before hor, and Charles, with
passive face, listened to her story, or
as much ns she cared to relate. When |
she had finished, for some time he of. |
feredl no comment,

“A strange tale,” he mald finally. |

*Bnt what will eur nobles do when la.
dien take mere fools for knight er
rants "

“He s no mere fool,” she spoke up
impulsively.

The emperor shot a quick lonk at her
from beneath his lowering brows,

“l mean—he is brave—and bas pro.
tected me many times,"” she explained
fn seme confusion.

“And mo you, knowing what you
were, remained with a poor jester, n|

IW ,

—

“"He & no mere fool "

clowp, rather than leave him to his
fate?' continued Charles inexorably,
recalling the words of the outsiders,

Her face became paler, but she held
her head more proudly. The spirit of
the jentress sprang to her lips,

“It Is only kinge. sire, who fear to
cling to a forlorn caune.'

“God alone knows the hearts of mon-
archs!" he said somberly.

MNoved by his unexpected lenlency
and the aspect of his cheerlessness, she
immediately repented of her response.

“You need reat,” he sald, “and shall
have a tent to yourself. Now go!" he
continued, plaring bis hand for a mo-
ment, not unkindly, on her head. "I
shall give orders for your entertain.
ment. It will be rough hospitality, but
you are used to that. I am not sorry,
child, you hate our brother Franmcls if
it bias driven yeu to our court.”

CHAPTER XXVI,

LTHOUGH the daughter of the
constable received every at-
tention commensurnte with
the cheer of the camp, the

day passed but slowly. With more or
leas interest she viewed the diversified
group of soldlers drawn by Charles
from the various countries over which
be ruled—the brawny troops from
Flanders, the alert looking guards re-
crulted from the mountains of Spain,
the men of Friedwald, with muscles
tough as the fibers of the fir in their
native forests. KEven the orient—sug-
geitive of many campaigns—bad been
drawn upen, and the bright garbed
olive skinned attendants, morving
among the tents of purple or crimson,
blended pleturesquely with the more
solid masses of color.

For the Flemish soldiery who had
brought the fool and herself into the
camp the yourg girl bad a nod and a
word, but it was the men of Friedwald
who especlally attracted her attention,
and unconsciously she found herself
pleturing the land that had fostered
this stalwart and rough seldlery. A
rocky, rugged region surely, with vast
forests, unbroken brush! Yonder ar-
morer polishing & joint of steel seemed
lHke a survivor of that primeval epoch
when the tress were roofs and the
ground the universal bed. Once or
twice she passed him, curiously not-
ing his great beard and giantlike
limbs. But he minded her not, and
this, perbaps, gave her courage to
pauase,

“What sort of country in Friedwald 1*
she said abruptly.

“Wild,” he anawersd.

“In the duke liked?' she went on

| noas of heart had taken

For all the Information he wenid vol-
ttiteer the man might have been Dir.
Rabelnls' model for Inconicism, and a
moment slie stood there with a slight
frown. Then she gaged at him medi.
tatively, Tap, tap, went the tiny ham-
mer in the mighty hand, and, Innghing
softly, she turned. These men &f
Friedwnld were not unpleasing in her
eyen,

Twice had she appronched the tent
wherein Iny the fool, only to lenrn that
the emperor wan with the duke's plal-
mant. “A slight relnpse of faver,” had
sald the Italian leech an he blocked the
entrance and stared at her with wick-
&d, twinkling eyes. 8he need be under
no apprebenaion, he had added, but to
her quick fancy his glance sald, “A
maid wandering with a feol!"

Apprehenslon? No. It could not he
that she feit but a new sense of lonell-
ness, of that lsolation which contaet
with strange facea emphasized. What
had come over Lier? she nsked herself,
she who had been so self suflicient, |
whose nature now reemed fillsl with |
sudden yearning and restiessness, im- |
patisnco—she knew not what. 8he who
thought she had partaken so abundant- ‘
iy of life's eup abruptly discovered re- \

newed sources for dirguictude, With
welling heart she watched the sun go
down, the glory of the widely radint-
Ing huen give way to the pall of night.
Upon her young shoulders the mantle
of darknesr seomed to rest ao heavily
she bowed her Iend In her hands,

“A mald and a fool! Ah, foollxh
mald!" whispered the wanton bhreeze.

The pale light of the stars piayed
npon her, and the dews fell until, In-
voluntarily shivering with the cold, she |
arose. An she wealked by the emperor's |
Auarters she noticed a Bgure ailhouet-
ted on the canvas walls. To and fro |
the shadow moved, shapeless, gro- |
teaque, ynot eloquent of life's vexation
of mpirit, Turning inte her own tent,
the jeatresa lighted the wick of a sllvey
lamp. A faint aroma of perfume swept |
through the air. It scemed to snothe |
ber—or war It but weariness?—-and |
shortly she threw herself on the silken |
eouch aud sank to dreamless slumber,

When she awoke the bright hued '
dome of the teut was aglow in lhr_\i
morning sun., The reflected radlance
bathed her face and form,

Heor heavi-
wings. The
little lamp was gtill burning, but the
fresh fragrance of dawn had replneed |
the subtle odor of the oriental essence.
Upon the rug a single streak of sun- |
shine was creeping toward her, In the |
brazler which had warmed her tent the |
glowing bark nud elnuomon had turned
to colil, white ush,

Through the girl's veins the blood
coursed rapldly. A few moments she
lay in the rosy effulgence, restfully
conscions that danger had flsd and
that she was bulwarked by the em-
peror's favor, when a sudden thought
broke upon thig half wakeful mood and
caused her to spring, all alert, from
ber couch. 1o dress with ler had
never been a mntter of great duration.
The hair of the jeeunlatrix naturally |
rippled Intn such waves ns were the |
envy of the court ladies. Her supple
flugers adjusted garment after gar-
ment with awift preclsion, while her
figure needed no device to lend grace
to the investment.

Boon, therefore, had she left her tent,
making her way through the awaken-
ing camp, In the royal kitchen the
cook was bending over his fAres, while
on assistant mixed a beverage of bar-
ley water, yolks of eggs and senna
wine for Charles when lLie sbould be-
comae nroused. Those couortiers al-
ready astir cnst mnany gleoces in the
girl's direction as she moved toward
the tent of the fool,

Hut if these gallants were madulous

L gantly

she was correspondingly Indifferent.
Angiety or loyalty —that stanchneas of |
heart which braved even the {ronical
eyes of tha black robad master of med- |
fcine—drove ber again to the alliug
jester's tent, and. remembering how |
gbe had ridden Into camp and into the |
august emperor's favor, these fondlings
of fortune Jooked significantly from
one to the other.

“A jot less fever, sollcltons maid,”
eald the leech In answer to the iIn-
quiries of the jestress, and sbe endur- i
ed the glance for the news, although
the former sent her away with her face
aflan:e

“An the leech ot her in, he'd soon
have to let the patient out,”” spoke up
a galiant. “Her syes are n sovereign
remady, where bolus, pllls and all vile
potiona might fail."

“If this be a sample of Francia' dam-
eeln, T care not how long we are In
reaching the Low Countries,'" answered '
a second.

To this the first replied In kind, but |
soon hnd these gallants matters of
more serious moment to divert them.
for it began to be whispered about
that Louls of Hochfels had determinvl
to push forward. The unwonted netiv- |
ity In the camp ere long gave credence
to the rumor. The troopers commencd
looking to their weapong. Bquires hur |
ried here and there, while near the
tenta stood the bhorses, saddled anl
bridled, undergolng the scrutiny of the
grooms,

fome tlme, however, elapsred §cfore |
the emperor himself appearcd. Noth-
ing In the bead roll or devotionnl offer-
ing of the morning had he overlookaed,
The divers dishes that followed had
been scrupulously partaken of, and
then only—as a man not to he hurried
from the aitar or the table—had he
emerged from his tent, Ills glance
mechanlcally awept the catp, noting
the bustie and stir, the absence of dls-
order, and Anally rested oun the girl.
For a moment from his look it meemed
be might have forgotten her, and she,
who had involuntarily turned to him
#0 sollcitounly, on a sudden felt chilled,
as confronted by a mnsk. His volce,
when at length he spoke, was bard,
dry, matter of fact, and it was Jacque-
line whom he addressed.

“You slept well?”

“Yes, nire,” she anawered.

“And have already been to the fool's
tent, I doubt not."

The mask became half quissical, halt
friendly, as her cheeks mantled be.
neath his regard. Was it but qulet
avengement against a jeatréess whose
tongue had been unsparing enough,
even to bim, the day before? Certes,
hére stood now only a rosy maid, rob-
bed of her spirit, or a folle, struck wit-
less, and Charles' face softened, bhut
immediately grew stern as bhis mind
abruptly passed from wandering jes-
tress apd fleelug fool to matters of
more moment,

Under vow to the Virgin the emperor
had aunounced he would notdrawsword

himnelf that day, but seated beneath &
canopy of velvet overlooking the vale
ley he go fur compromised with cone
Relenee ax personully to direct the praps
arntlons for the confliet. On his sahla
throne, surronnded by funereal hangs
ings, how white and furrowed, how
liarnssed with many cares, he nppesred
in the glnre of the morn to the young
girl! Wan this he who held nearly all
Europe In his palin? Who between
martiul commands talked of holy ore
ders, the apostolic see and the seveg
rpacramenta to his priestly confessor}

And from sloof she studied him, witly
new donbts dnd mikgivings, her
thonghts running fast, and anon hent
ker ayes to the hill on the other nide of
the valley. In her condition of mind,
confused am before A crinls, It was a
distinct relief when toward noon word
wins brought that the free baron was
uppronching. Roon, not far distant, tha
tortege of Loule of Rochfels wan seen;
nt the front. flushing bhelmeta and
hreastplates; hehind, a cavaleade of la«
dies on horseback and litters, abova
which flouted many fings and banuers.

Would he come on? Wanld he turn
buck? Many opiulons were rife,

O eried 4 puge with golden balr,
“there will be no Lattle uftor all,"
And truly, coufrontiid by the aspect

| of the emperor's camp, the marauder

had ar first hesitated, Bt if the dans
gers before nim were gront those bes
bind were greater, Accordingly, leavs
ing the cavaleade of the princess, hop
mijds and attenduuts, the free Luron
of Hochfels, surrounded by his own
trusted. teoops, dashed forward arro-
inte the valley, beut upon
sweoping aside even the opposition of
Charles himself,

“"Yonder's a daring knave, your maj.
esty " with somie perturbation obeerved
the prelute who stoud nenr the empeare

| or's ¢halr.

“Certes, ho tilts at fame or deatb
with a bold lance,'” replied Charles,
“Would that Robert of Friedwald were
there to ery him gu'ts,"”

While thus he spoke, az eslm as
thouglh secluded i one of Lis monose
tery retreats, welghing \he affalrs of
state, nearor atd nearver drew the sol-
diers of Louls of I'"falz-Urfell- roughly
calenlating, a numericslly ae
strong us the amperor’'s own gaurd.

The young girl, Linr face now white
and drawn, watched the approaching
band. Would Clharles never give the
signal? Imperturlinble sat the mounts
ed troopers of the emperor, awniting
the word of commnnd, At length, when
her hreath began to come fast and
sharp, Charles raised his arm. In »
solid, stendy body his inen swept an
ward. The girl strove to ook away,
but eould not,

Bothi bands, gaining in monmentum,
met with a cranli. That ulee symmetry
of form and orderliness of movement
were sticeeeded by a tangle of men nni
horkes, the bLiristling arriy of lances
hind vnoished, and swords aud weapons
for hand to hand warfare threw a play
of light amlid the jumble of troops and
steeds, flags and baouers. With sword
red from carnnge Louis af Hoolifo]«
drew  his men around Lim. hurling
them against the firm front of (‘harles’
veteruns. It was the crucial moment,
the turning point In a struggle that
could not be prolonged, but would be
rather sharp, short and declaive. It
his men ralled at the ouset all was
lont. If they guined but a little ascend-
ency wow their mastery of the feld
became falrly assured. Great would
be the reward for success; the fruits
of victory—the emperor himself. And
savagely the free baraon cut down a
stalwart trooper. His bilade pierced
tle throat of nunther,

“Clenr the way to Charles!" he cried
exultantly, “He is our guerdon!'

Bo terrible that rush the guard of
Bpmin on the right and the troopa of
Flanders on tlie left hogan to give way.
Only the men of Friedwald stood, hut
with the breaking of the forces an ench
Bide it was Inevitabla they, too, must
soon be overwlelmed. Involuntarily,
ar the quick vye of the emperor deteet.
ed this slgn of lmpending disaster, he
half started from his chale. His hand
songht hig slide  In his eves shone a
steelw light. The prelate quickly croas.
ed himself and raised his hend as If in
prayer.

foren

“The perance, sire Le murmured,
but hifs volee tromblad
Mechanically Charles  replaced his

blade. "Yeu, better & kingdom lost,"
he miuttered, “thun a hroken vow,"

Yot after &y many battles won in the
fleld and diet, after titenle contasts
with kinge in Christendom and Roly-

man in the east, to fall by the mockery
of fato into the grasp of a thieving
monntain rifler--

“Ambition, power, we sow but the
eanl!" whispered satlety,

“Vainglory (8 a sleeveless errand.’
murmnured the spirit of the Augellant

Yet he guzed half flercely at his
priestly adviser, when suddenly his
gloomy eyve hrightensa; the inutility of
ambition was forgotten; uncousclously
he clasped the arm of the joculuteix
who had drawn near. Hlie grip wns
llke a gauntlet. Even Iu her tense,
striined mood she winced.

“The fight 18 not yet lost!" he ex:
elaimed,

Af he spoke the figure of a knight
fully armed, who had made his way
through the avenue of tents, was seen
swiftly descending the hill. Upon his
strong Arabian steed the rider's ap-.
pearance and bearing signaled him ns 8
soldier apart from the rank and file ot
the guard. His coat of arms, thnt
of the house of Friedwald, was richly
embiazoned upon the housings of his
courser, Whence had he come? The
nttendanta and equerries had not seen
him iu the eamp. Only the taciturn ar
morer of Friedwall looked complacent:
Iy after bim, stroking his great beard
a8 one well satisfled. As this late com-
er approached the acene of strife the
flanks of the guard were wavering yet
wore perflously.

“A miracle, gire!” eried the preiate.

“But one that partakes more of earth
than heaven," retorted Charles, with
ready irony.

“Who is he, sire?’ breathlessiy asked
the young girl. At her feet whimperad
the blue eyed page. holding to ber
skirt, all his courage gone.

But ere he could answer—If he had
seen it to do so—from below, out of the
vortex, came the clamorous shouts:

“The duke! The duke!"

The master of the mountain pass
heard also and felt at that moment &
sudden thrill of premonition, The
guerdon, the quittance—conid it be pes-
aible after all the end wus not far?
He could pot believe it, yet a paroxysm




