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SYNOPSIS.

thie robber barons Earl Gernulf,

N ‘Mns.l‘i}':' o‘i‘. Morth, is master of the fief of
Il&d nts, where he lives in the Castle of
Thin fearless, blustering giant returns

o border foray with a eaptive girl of twelva
fro= .whom he estublishes at Spelr as his ward,
] é.]lrd Donnn Sabine. He has murdered her
to be ts and her five brothers. SBhe is an Lperl.
F‘"ﬁm, perdonage, and soon the housohold is
o sost—Dange, Clotildn, the housckeeper;
e her L and Nitldls, malds of honer;
’hnchm. ne chamberlnin; Father Sorges,
shrﬂ;-;;l adwissr; Bubo, n bunchback, and Fir-
i strapping youth of good parentage, Mns=-
o .ﬂu Hridle, She relgns as quesn of Speir
of & and a half years. Firmin sho chooses
b thm{ﬂend. Praparing her for her first com-
gE 2T Sorges learns that she s Renny of
;ﬂ:ﬂ:ﬁr, head of the great house of ancient

unus 1

CHAPTER I11 (Continued).

ATHER SORGES wiped the R\W-nlt from
pis forehend with a red handkerchief; he
gulped down his dismn_i: twice or thrice e
fore be could speak. When at !:uat .h(r was
jeulate there was a different note in his voice
T. gote which annonnced that he had taken a
m,l.ih my gweet and gracious lady,” he said,
uf see it all! He has murdered your father,
mother, berothers, Younare alone.” Suhnm's:nrl
ping; but she heard him. “Renny of Cold-
ot v went on the good Sorges, apparently
::-]I::;;sinn Henven; “Renny of Coldscanr, the
test next the Throne, a child twelve years
old, In the hounse of her father's assassin!" ITo
tarned suddenly. “What of your ki‘nufnlk‘. lady?
What of the Prince Bishop Valeric? What of
Bishop Stephen, my old master? What of your

cousins whom these princes have in ward?”

But she stopped him with a lifted hand.
iBlaise, My futher, knew nothing of these per-
sons, Father, nor they of him. He fif-nir_’ci them
4is lands and would never enter theirs.”
gorges walled. “I might have known, Lord
pelpme! Did ever Renny do else to his brother
ot hate him? Oh, house of sorraw, house of
gttowful fate! Oh, proud house brought low!
Lord God, shall this endure? Madam,” he said,
{urning to the silent girl, “the pity of this fact
overwhelms me. But T will grow stronger by
the merey of the just God. You are ulone but
{or me. Therefore I will be strong, Let us
pﬁ".{"

fgbipe stared at him, but did not see it at all.

“Thank vou, Father,” said she, very much
Renny. “1 have Firmin.” But at this the prieat
Jost hold of himself,

“Tirmin! Fiemin!” he shrilled, “Firmin, that
god! Do you put Firmin up against the Earl
of Pikpoyntz, Madam? As well put up a rag
il Oh, Madam, Madam de Renny, you ire
oad, you are mad! The man will eat you raw,
devour your great inheritanee; you will be as
tield lower in the hollow of his hand. e has
tltin Blalse; now do you think e will stay for
ron? No more o' this, i’ God's name, or 1
thall rave!”

He began to wring his hands, dimly con-
wlous that he was adjnring rock.  Sabine
Inoked him full in the face. Ier unflinching
eres had n eold, bright speck apiece.

“L'ywill never meet the Earl of Pikporntz un.
tilTean come as Renny against his foes,” said
ihe. Whereat Sorges laughed alond—a langh
of agony.

“l bave been a servant af vour father's
brother,” he said, “of Bishop Stephen, of Havi-
bt I know the traditions, the inkredibie
greatuess and rorrow of your high house, You
will meet the Earl, you say—you, ¢hild—and
With Firmin, Fiemin! Firmin! 0 Lord of us
all, what s this 2"

He mocked at her in his distress, more of a
fool for his paing than Firmin could ever have
been. Sabine grew.dryer and dryer, less of an
orphan and more of a queen, with every groan
rlf‘”l\ﬁ Infatnate olg man. ‘ !
8lip BOUup; ehie was very cool indesd, with

0Ut regs ; :
tresentment or gratitude, but plainly mis.
Biress of hop resolve,

i “I think our discussion
Seoncluded,” she

said. “We will go on with

[[]17 £
P preparation  another fime” Then she
“'nlk»-f} o1t

0er to {he
teTrace,

Impagaly,
Amandr
despafr

of the room in her statelivst min-
arm of Firmin, attendant on the
Sorges saw her begin to talk to that
* Fouth; he (hrew his arms np like
OWning, shut his eves and strained his

theoti o
d arongh elenched teeth.
Wwindow wqs

And j!l!] [T

The terrnee
i loadstone, drew him to wateh

He saw the two heads together,

the gis1 .

s hITES leaning, eager, confidential; she was
WMIKINE Virv fucs . n

¥ g ¥ st and, he believed, really ery-
2 i . Y

in kept his; it was hune, but he

1

ooked roun : i

N L round once or twice as if uneisy. Then

)y LT 1
£ i nni

Pt his own . I
n 8 lightly round hier waist, 8he did

W liim ii!'np lils miistress’ arm

00} &

1

of | 10 notice the liberty; the torrent
M Iroubles, voieed ut last, perlups eaeriod

of hep o ;

2 I_" vOWIS, Sorges, frozen to the window,

Ml e nad L

: # do no hing but stare. Mz heart hom-

e, { 3 m
red at his tibs, well-nigh ehoked Lim, Then

1';:::::. :q_ light I.\:ii“il biehind and, t_m-'.-'m.', B

Vs "Ir""‘"ﬁ‘-. Speir has many windows; the

o , the Valley of 8tones over the terraces
Qs fine, @

Thl“ e

o iest whipped his hands belind his hack
gl

derly in ns face; '.Imtdm-‘n' face was streaked
with wer,

“Denr Father Sorges,” safd she with her
hand on her hearr, “ars you going forth on
yoar ereand of merey?”

“loam =0 engaged, mistrosg” ©

“And ean you tell me where to find our lady?
Bhe was with von of Mite”

LRy <3 s

She was; but, as you see, I am alone, or

conld he”

“Ah, she s gone tp meditnte—sour coun-
U e

*God, woman!™ eriaid the old priest, “she is
meditating anything else you choase. e so
good ns to let me pags, Stay! Come with me,
I will give you a note for her, 1 must make a
journey—a long jonrney, my RBaviour.”

“Willingly, my father”

Blanchmains,
sparkling,

all
Snn'g,,ﬁ

ngog,
with a

waited, her eves
futtering hand

such a hurey to feteh at his Stephen of Havi-
lot that he had left the Speir Register. There
then, at lust, she had the whole story to her
hand. . Donna 8abine de Renny of Coldseanr
of Stephen, Bishop of H:I.\"iiu.o

Yo, and there was Valerie, Prince-
Bishop of Grand Fe—also n Renny.
mains grew cheerful, in a chilly gort of way,
for she saw the whole thing,

course! of
conrse!

Blanch-

f‘ui'gi's WS g0
ing to rouse the Rennys; on Firmin's acconnt,
it appenrsd! Well, she wins going to rouse Fir-
It remained to he
seen whose necount wonld get quietus fivst,

min—on her own account.
Rlanchmaing was elear that Babine must not
be Countess of Pikpoyntz if she eonld help it
She did not know, of conrae, that Sorges wis
now equally elear on that poinf. She thought
hie was only afraid of Firmin; she began to see
her way, Should siie deliver the note? If it
discredited Firmin it wounld do no harm, Noth.

the

famons realm, annnis, chronicles, ro-
mances, fuitz ot gestes, Rolls of PMarlinment,
Files of Chancery and oy he rest of such gear

can report me o noble honse more rooted in
pride,
phservance, more blotted with
wicked or more miserable, 1 have searched
There teaditions
about most of the great old fomilies of Jndis;

more furiounsly jnsisting opon prond

||||'1|l]. maore

their folios In vain. are
their names are proverbinl, or svmbolical, if

vou pleage, Thus De Breaute must always
break women's hearts; De Flahanlt hand down
fnordinate desive from father to son; Dotetort
after Botetort be shifty; Melsa profuse with®
whint Melsp spared him; but Renng, it was
suiil, warred upon his own kind, deained his
own hinod, heaped sin upon sin for himself,
killed merey, killedd without
ruth—thieved, lied, debauched, blasphemed

but never abated one jot of his claim to be

without wins

Basilida, Who Had Loved Him in a Wild Beast Fashion, Came Creeping Out.

boteled a couple of slips.  He finally achieved,
folded and tied with silk a longish note,

“There, mistress,” he said, “give that to your
lady in one honr frém now. It is important.
Forget anything you choose, hut forget not
that. 1n one hour from now, if you please.
There, there, my child"—for Blonchmains,
with elasped hands, was kneeling before him—
“there! May God and our Blessed Lady be to
you all that yvou deserve. Wateh over our Lady
Sabine, Dost go indeed.” And zone he was,

Blanchmning sat down in Babine's ehair,
playing with the nofe in her hand, Fiest she
compressed Lier ved Hps, then he Toaked out of
the windows, lnstly she untied the note and sot
hersell to master it

“Pogt!™ she said, “it is in Tatin, Oh, a much
too learned lndy. Well, well, lot ng see. #Di-
lectissimae et honoratissimae suae, Dominne
Sabinae,” read, Ah!l an
wanderod on till she eame to gomething which
made her frown. “Reverendo in Christo patri
Stephiano Havilotiensi Fpiseopo.”
might e bhe?
her breath, literally panted. “Inclyta domus
atque miserrima de Reini)” she read and leapt
into full conviction. Renny! Renny of Cold-
Now she knew with whom she had to
denl. There came a green light into the cyes of
the ehalk faced girl at this phase, which may
have become her and yet not have been very
pleasant. 1t gave her a blank, sightless ap-
pearanee, the look of @ socketed statue, o
tragic mask, Her lipsmoved, buf all the words
to be understood were in French, “Rende pas

she address,  She

Now, who
tur at the next name she canght

seanr!

Reiue,” they were, which uttered =he shook
the gluze from her eyes and resumeod Ler search

for landmarks.  “Fhminium, wmem  1in
probum.” Firmin? Well, Firmin wonld b use
ful. “Imprabum™ was fmprobably @ compll
ment, At the eml were foyr wot Ity
prunge she kopw, e vous san
ghe rend ond was alile to 8mile agaln ot the
}-I'E-nél."!-i simplicity. As glie gernpnlous T

folded and retied tl Hlet “Aln Father Sorges,

Fuatler Sorees,”” she said, with a0 whimsieal

twist of the head, *: you are for sav

must be for gaving mysel

Far some time she sat gtill, twisting her fin
goers, plo hing (rowning, as she pin
zlod; Sho guessed Staphen of Hovilot to be a
kinsmon of Sabine’ of that
pliaee, which liy » West, in
Campfiors, [f &orpe thither, ue
knowing his Westorn suod e
mtghit be, It would IT e wWilths O &
month, 8he knew I8 borse and goessed nt
the rouds. Theee woeks to o, thrie to re
turn —six weeks. Tiwe couigh to tur@ronnd
in —mood! Now, what elee? Sabie: was a
Renny, 7 That must mean Rey of Cold
seaur; for Pikpoyniz wias o lowering fulion

( 4
who flew high for his qn } Ware there any
other Hennya? At gy

caughlupon the book I_\Tnu open@n the table

moment hegy eyes

ing wonld so effectually egg on Sabine, the
little mule, But she was not eertaing it wonld
be safer to deliver it to the fire. This was
done, and then she went ont to wateh the
young couple ole tervace.

Father Borges was in such a hurry to reach
his lodging that he futiered down his six hun®
dred steps three ot o time. His fivat act when
he landed at his door was to thank God very
Leartily that he had not arrived in picees; his
next, to ent o bunch of bread; Lis third, to
forage in his cupboard for g parchment roll,
This turned ont to be a rough map, made by
himself, of the stnges of his journey, muude
forty years before, from Havilot to Speiv. 1Te
now turned his map upside down. *“What I
hnve to deo,” siid he, nunehing his erust, “is
to avoid the Earl's garrison nt Cantacute, 1
musgt oo west (o Marlingbieidge. Boidg then in
Logres, 1 ghall be safe. Then Idrop down the
two rivers to Minstor-Merrow, afterward from
wity Dreanlt,
Blemish—nntil I strike on Joyeulx Saber, It
may take me any time butween three weels and
five, but God will be with me and I shall eor-
tainly gel there  He wag not long over his
equipment; his hreviavy, his clonk, a comb com-
pleted it. Arms he wonld have seorned buad he
lind any within reach.

to city—Cragorn, Buint-Save,

ITe did woenr, howeyver,
his erneifix ontside hig cloak. Then he saddled
his Nea Bitten old ronn, pulled the girtlis a8
tight as he dared and shambled off nlone the
The monntiins closed inon all
hands, the ropring Sar drowned the plod of
Blanchmains had heen right
Il was going o rouse the

western rond.

his horse's hoofs,
in one thing,

Henves—bot not aeninst Fieming

CHADPTER LV,

civia Domus Atgue Miserrima.

e hefore Bis lord (oore-

i o Kingly hamis of
v i Frsttpeliise he wtood with
Prsimtii Loy

el out, fettered with o

tible lsoded to the

ICinge 1 ! of Rty e King sexeral
the ohiadn, I 1 I e ferter thon
ervea I b Bk own chain 1he
g TR 1] e (he trampiets
el i i L it Ropovddelm;
! | t ¢l Wwerald vl
Cany ti HLE, Eres | ity Pedonie
Prim Mor v Blaise por ln prace de
Poionn, | J | v, ey Marle, Consin
u It &l & I'h | his princely person
Wt =eig { vl 1, und 4 Mar®lion
Kriew Wi lfor an e ouglr e choxe 1o Lin
no title®ut Renny of Gl e Bieh wis the
stoln o the Walf 1 e,
[} O wdedd T - il @ LI TR
Tk A they boaste wlieas i
1o the Kinedom of Judis; gad still it held
ry violent death of a Henoy,
“Mrelvtn domus atque wiscrrima,”  wroke

Rorges to his pupll, the ntest Renny; nnd

Tt at the maid, The maid smiled ten- She jubped at it. Fatber Sorges bad bas truly enough wrote be. If the records of a

@ ®

royal; and whether he paltored with God, his
King, his honor or his salyation, never swerved
from the Renny ereed, which was:—“\What 1
need 1elaim, what T elaim I have, what T have
I lioll, “Renie pas Reind,” van the legend of
the house cut deop upon the eseuteheon over
the portal af Coldscanr; “Renle pas Reinl)”
saill every man of them to his brother in turn,
and enforeed it or paid for It with the sword,
Inclyta domus atque miserrima Arrhenensis,
wwieed,  There conld be none more fumous in
the realm of Jadig and none more wretched,
A raee of heroes, inenlealably ancient, very
near the (hrone, handsome a8 some full hned
rank of gods—and hag vidden by o desperata
black fate. So it was with them. From that
fur doy when Budo Reini the Wolf, having
Bareried Maryvilion for twenty miles squaree and
Lt liig erag eastle upon the eambers, brought
into it bis fieree Byzantine wife, DBasilida
Kyriozoe, with lier dyed purple plaits of hair,
lier white faee nnd her geeen eyos—from that
day a doom malignant and perverse sat down
Ly the marriage bed. Not a Renny died in
it, though eavh in turn killed and wag Killed
to call it his, Not n Renny, save Bodo him-
self, so much as died fighting o fair fleld,
Reany after Renny stood in his hall, Qushed
and gplendid, and rooted his etiormous elaim
like n lag at his right hand.  He elnimed 1o
be at onee master of men and glive of lils
own appetite,  For that he always paid dear,
yet the moan who Killed him to abate it set it
up anew. I shall not attempt to follow them
ont In detail; they were many and of divers
degrees inarrogant rasenlity, Let their nnoes
suflice.  Eudo the Wall Lind
litled in some sort of bhatfle,

the grace to be

Troe, he was
shot before the engagement began in
the eye by a shaft from ambuosh and  oambiled
intey a ditelr Lo Le out of fhe

wlha g Joved Wim oo wild beast fashion,

slint

wiy,  Basitida,
vime creeping ogt in the dusk to find him,
Teis sahd that the gound of Ger walliog conhl
B il For two miles over Dinpfleet mnrslies,
She found bim lying defaeed and dishonored
in his diteh, by
Iidoend, I

This served lor turn well enongh,

his sword antarnished nny

They loft

ve ehlidsen bebbmld them 1o fend for than
selvesy and fend they did—with sfecl,  The
hest Blaise followed Budo, PMaise Rl font,
i e was eallide Hiw sons killed Lim wnd sne-

vded o lis inhierivanes, eaeli in turn tredd-
g on hils brother's hody, Atephen, Halero,
11, Blalse [, haviog to brothers
A1 is ehildren ton YUnIR
with
shop of Cragarn, n Kinsmun
He canght the chpreliman@ind bnilt
towee of masonry to lold Om fust.

day

then Blaise

for his i 'Il-ll-°

lon,  pidked (e Phee  fhghiting

L}
I by marringe,
a blind
I'o this
it is ealled the Mitre Tower. The Bishop,
indecd, dicd in i1, but he did manage (o REge
ple with his enc@e, who hnd ¢ome in to revile
him. The pale of them fell I'Q“II the Iadder-
wiy together und broke between them a@rig®
of worthless necks. Blaise 111, Harmin,

Dunstan, then three Halemos in sncoession—
Hulero Wreyneck, HMalero Stiffneck, Halera
Critneck-—the Wydos and the rest of them mosd
he passed over, What was reported of the
horses of King Duncan of Septland would i€
their case. Out of one Rolf and his high-
tminded, I|::".'|]-!'\' wife, Tsotin de ( 'Il.-l'_|1'|‘\‘!l, cams
a fonrrth Blaise hefore Bolf was drowned in his
Qe ditely dark December night. He
wis vilelv alrunk, it seoms; yot ho got nearep
t& 2 hod at home than any of his honse before
[Hhatan IV, mareied his niece, Ribyl
Baskerville, with t#k ¢f a dispensation from
Rome, hut no one ever snw tlie document, This
Rialse wan and middle aged, the bride
Bladse wos ill ronditioned
I foul of the Countess 1sabel de
Forz and had bis tongune cut out hy an adven.

. haby;

] nn
ginnt, ITo fi

turons 1 Ity one Bilomon de Born, DBlalse
sanslang is his name for all timo,
Out of his progeny this history comes, for

he lind many. sons,

These were  their names:—Rlaise, whao
relgned al Coldseaur as Blaise V.: then Otho,
who had acdnoghier Mabilla by his wife, the
heitess of Joyeunlx 8aber, in Chnpflors, and no
other igsne; then Roger, who was killed, with
i1l his sons, fighting ngainst his brother, the
Chieftain, 1Te, tao, 160§ o daughter at home,
Haldis, or THold, to wit, Of these lndies anon;
but there were two other brothers, church-
men both, amnd one of them, the elder, was
Valerie, 'rineeBishop of Grand-Te, and the
other was Bighop Stephen, of Havilot, whom
Sorges had servod,

It was when Blaise V., s0n of Sanslang, had
reigned some dozen years ot Coldseaur with
A wife alive, five sons amd a danghter that
the Barl of Pikpoyntz suddenly erossed hia
borders one misty antomn uight, surprised
the Scaur, reddencd all the sky from edge to
edge with the flimes he set a-going, secured
some thousand head of hlnek eattle and paid
ofl ald senres by eutting down Blaise, his. five
gons and his wife in (heir own hall, This
particular Blaise, by comparison mild man-
nered, was indabitably o scoundrel, but he
wmet his depth
Renny,

lie and his boys—as beecame a
It was fhe lhour of ense and min-
strelsy in the hall, e was wenponless and in
sill; his wife wns by bis side on the dnis; the
chilid, grave eyed Sabine, wns on his knee,
Below sat the retainers and household, all
nnarmed; in the midst & young minstrel was
singing o gong of the Soutl, which privised in
the Muenl Southern fashion the great house,
“mirnculons Nowers of beauty, of honor and
of knightly decds.”

I the hush which followed the sudden burst
of climor ontside the great doors weroe flung
open and Pikpoynty, In full armor, but bare-
headed, as he alwiys wis in bis fighting, strode
meoat the hewd of bis goards. “Renny, you
paigonous thief,” le roared in the tones which
had earned him his nickname, Bull of the
Novth, “I have come to send you to hell!
Bludse, with one sweep of his eye, saw what
his chanees were, e never moved, but “Sit
down, allof you,” he spid (o Lis household, and
was abeyed,  His wife's hand trembled on his
arny, the young men, his sons, insensibly took
|}:|I1l|.‘-: hlll not i ﬁllll.l Inn\f'll,

e your work, Pikpoyntz," said Blaise da
Roenny then, and Pikpoyntz did it. There is no
reason to think that o soul was left alive in
Chak linll but one, That was the child Sabine,
whom you know by this time, a prize he meant
to turn to better wecount than his herd of
ll‘:llTlIl“Ilg eattle,

IFor the faet was that Blaise and his five
sons were the Inst males of the long line of
oo, unlvss vou nre to count the two chureh-
men his brathers, whicl, for obvious reasons,
is forbidden. Valevle, Prince-Bishop of Grand-
Py in Logres was one of these—n grent man,
whose infellect, at least, seandal could never
tarnish,. The other wins Stephen de Renngy,
Bishop of  Havilet, in Compilors—Borges’
frivad of the West, So far, therefors, Pik-
poxuts had swooped to w purpose—~if bis pur
poese had been only to seonr the Beanr.

But hie hind gwooped to still better purpose.
After the males came the women, for Cold:
gegur is o femode e, Donna Bubine beeame
Renny of Coldseaur, wis helvess of all Mar-
vilion ad very aonrriageable. In her right he
cotld posgess hmaelt of her royalty by & clean
title dustend of @ bloody one, and if this woa
not in his mind when he compassed his deed
ol slume he s pot the man whom history res
Alrer Lew, IL 08 tene, enme two other

Mabilla, daoghiter of Otho, and Hold,
dinghter,  Of these he may or may
not binve beard, o algo that Illl"\' wire older
than the hetress and more jnstantly to be
woeddesl, Buot if e knew of thele names he
must knvwn also of thelr conditions,
thut Mabilla de¢ Redoy was suid to be be-
trothed (o the Winge's brother aod that Donna
ol was In the ward of the Prince-Bishop
of Gramd Feo Wisely, 1 think, he chose for the
pird i U hund ;) hawklike, he swooped whera
the hrond lay thickest, The lttle Donua
Babline was the voungest of the cousins, but
as well us the Renud patoe she hns the Renoy
itthewitnnee, And (it wos o whole shire and
marched with Pikpoynta

1 'tior render’s purdon: for {his long
winded digression, but thore wig no help for
it.. You are to deal in this book with the
fortiine of dye thiree consing—theke lust of the
Rennyn, You must know whenee they sprang
in order that you may judge of the length of
then jumping.

And now for Campllors, Father Borges and
Mabilla de Henny.

(o Be Continusd.)

POris,
walen

L

et s e

e e e

e e e i

e

Y




