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answered nothing, for I was out of 
breath. But Eoftly, my eyes on his, I drew 
out with my left hand my hunting knife. 
If I could beat aside his swerd, I would 
spring upon him and drive the knife homo 
with that hand. So, standing erect in 
bow and stern, we faced one another, the 
man and the boy, the flush of rage and 
exertion on my cheek, a dark shade on his. 
And silently the boats drew together.

Thought is quick—quicker than any
thing else in the world, I suppose, for in 
some drawn out second before the boats 
came together I had time to wonder 
where I had seen his face before and to 
rack my memory. I knew no Master 
Clarence, yet I had seen this man some
where. Another second, and away with 
thought! He was crouching for a spring 
I drew back a little, then lunged—lunged 
with heart and band. Our swords crossed 
and whistled—just crossed—and even as I 
saw his eyes gleam behind his point the 
shock of the two boats coming together 
flung us both backward and apart. A 
moment we reeled, staggering and throw
ing out wild hands. I strove hard to re
cover myself—nay, I almost did so—then I 
caught my foot in Mistress Anne's cloak, 
which she had left in her place, and fell 
heavily back into the boat.

I was up in a moment—on my knees at 
least—and unhurt. But another was be
fore me. As 1 stooped, half risen, I saw 
one moment a dark shadow abovo me, and 
the next a sheet of flame shone before my 
eyes, and a tremendous shock 
away. I fell senseless into the 
the boat, knowing nothing of 
happened to me.

CHAPTER VII.
I am told by people who have been sea

sick that the sound of the waves beating 
against the hull comes in time to be an 
Intolerable torment. But bad as this may 
be It can be nothing in comparison with 
th »grains I suffered from the same cause 
as I recovered my senses. My brain seemed 
to be a cavern Into which each moment, 
with a rhythmical regularity which added 
tho pangs of anticipation to those of real
ity, tho sea rushed, booming and thunder
ing, jarring every nerve and straining the 
walls to bursting and making each mo
ment of consciousness a vivid agony. And 
this lasted long—how long I cannot say. 
But it had subsided somewhat when I first 
opened my eyes and dully, not daring to 
move my head, looked up.

I was lying ou my back. About a foot 
from my eyes were rough beams of wood 
disclosed by a smoky yellow light, which 
flickered on tho knotholes and rude joists 
The light swayed to and Ito regularly, aud 
this adding to my pain I closed my eyes 
with a moan. Then someone came to me, 
and I beard voices which sounded a long 
way off and promptly fell again into a 
deep sleep, troubled still, but less painful
ly, by the same rhythmical shocks, the 
same dull crashings in my brain.

When I awoke again, I had sense to 
know wbat caused this and where I was 
—In a berth on board ship. Tbe noise 
which had so troubled me was that of tho 
waves beating against her forefoot The 
beams so close to my faoe formed the deck; 
the smoky light came from tho ship’s lan
tern swinging on a book. I tried to turn. 
Some one came again, and with gentle 
hands arranged my pillow and presently 
began to feed me with a epoon. When I 
bad swalluwod a few mouthfuls, I gained 
strength to turn.

Who was thia feeding me? Tbe light 
was at her back and dazzled me. For a 
short while I took her for Petronllla, my 
thoughts going bach at one bound to Co
ton and skipping all that bad happened 
since I left home. But as I grew stronger 
I grew clearer, and recalling bit by bit 
wbat had happened In the boat I recog
nized Mistress Anne. I tried to murmur 
thanks, but she laid a cool finger on my 
lips and shook her head, smiling on me. 
“You must not talk,” she murmured. 
“You are getting well. Now go to sleep 
again.”

I shut my eyes at once as »child might 
Another Interval of unconsciousness, pain
less this timo, followed,and again I awoke. 
I was lying on my side now, and without 
moving could see the whole of tho tiny 
cabin. The lantern still hung and smoked. 
But the light was steady now, and I heard 
no splashing without Dor tbe dull groan
ing and creaking of the timbers within. 
There reigned a quiet which seemed bliss 
to mo, and I lay wrapped In it, my 
thoughts growing clearer and clearer each 
moment

On a sea chest at the farther end of the 
cabin were sitting two people engaged In 
talk. The one, a woman, I recognized im
mediately. The gray eyes full of com
mand, the handsome features, the reddish 
brown hair and gracious figure left me in 
no doubt, even for a moment, that I looked 
on Mistress Bertram. The sharer of her 
seat was a tall, thin man, with a thought
ful face and dreamy, rather melancholy 
eyes. One of her hands rested on his 
knee, and her lips as she talked were close 
to his ear. A little aside, sitting on the 
lowest step of the ladder which led to the 
deok, her bead leaning against the timbers 
and a cloak about her, was Mistress Anne.

I tried to speak and after more than 
one effort found my voice. “Where am 
I?” I whispered. My head ached sadly, 
and I fancied, though I was too languid 
to raise my hand to it, that it was band
aged. My mind was so far clear that I 
remembered Master Clarence and his pur
suit and the fight In the boats and knew 
that we ought to be on our way to prison. 
Who, then, was tbe mild, comely gentle
man whose length ot limb made tbe cabin 
seem smaller than it was? Not a jailer 
surely? Yet who else?

I could compass no more than a whis
per, but faint as my voice was they all 
heard me and looked up. “Anne!” tbe 
elder lady cried sharply, seeming by her 
tone to direct the other to attend to me. 
Yet was she herself the first to rise and 
come and lay her hand on my brow. “Ah, 
the fever is gone!” she said, speaking ap
parently to the gentleman, who kept his 
seat. “His head is quite cool. He will do 
well now, I am sure. Do you know me?” 
she continued, leaning over me.

I looked up into her eyes and read only 
kindness. “Yes,” I muttered. But tbe 
effort of looking was so painful that I 
closed my eyes again, with a sigh. Never 
tbeless my memory of the events which 
had gone before my illness grew clearer, 
and I fumbled feebly for something w hich 
should have been at my side. “Where is 
—where is my sword?” I made shift to 
whisper.

She laughed. “Show It to him, AnDe,” 
she said. “What a never die it is! There, 
master knight errant, we did not forget tu 
bring it off the field, you sea”

“But how,” I murmured, “how did you 
escape?” I saw that there was no ques
tion of a prison. Her Jaugh was gay, her 
voice full of content.

“That Is a long story,” she answered 
kindly. “Are you well enough to hear It? 
You think you are? Then take some of 
this first. You remember that knave 
Philip striking you on the head with an 
oar as you got up? No? Well, It was a 
cowardly stroke, but it stood him In little 
stead, tor we had drifted, in tbe excite
ment of the race, under the stern of the 
ship which you remember seeing a little 
before. There were English seamen on 
her, and when they saw three men in the 
act of boarding two defenseless women 
they stepped In and threatened to send 
Clarenoe and bls crew to tbe bottom un
less they steered off.”

“Hal” I murmured, “Good!”
“And so we escaped. I prayed the cap

tain to take us on board his ship, the 
Framlingham, and he did so. More, put
ting Into Leigh on bls way to the Nore, he 
took off mj husband. There he steady 

and when you are better he shall thank 
you.”

“Nay, he will thank you now,” said the 
tall man, rising and stepping to my berth 
with his head bent. He could not stand 
upright, so low was the deck. “But for 
you,” he continued, his earnestness show
ing in his voice and eyes—the latter were 
almost too tender for a man’s—“my wifo 
would be now lying in prison, her life tn 
jeopardy and her property as good as gone. 
She has told mo how bravely you rescued 
her from that cur in Cheapside, and how 
your presence of mind baffled the watch at 
the riverside. It is well, young gentleman. 
It is very well. But these things call for 
ether returns than words. When it lies in 

bar power, my wife will make them. If 
not today, tomorrow, and if not tomorrow 
the day after.”

I was very weak, and his words brought 
the tears to my eyes. ‘ She has saved my 
life already,” I murmured.

“You foolish boy!” she cried, smiling 
down on me, her hand on her husband’s 
shoulder. “You got your head brokeu in 
my defense. It was a great thing, was it 
not, that I did not leave you to die in the 
boat? There, make haste and get well. 
You have talked enough now. Goto sleep, 
or we Shall have the fever back again.”

“One thing first,” I pleaded. “Tell me 
whither we are going.”

“In a few hours we shall be at Dort in 
Holland,” she answered. “But be con
tent. We will take care of you and sond 
you back if you will, or you shall still 
come with us, as you please. Be content. 
Go to sleep nowand get strong Present
ly perhaps we shall have need of your help 
again.”

They went and sat down then on their 
former seat and talked in whispers, while 
Mistress Anne shook up my pillows and 
laid a fresh, cool bandage on my head. I 
was too weak to speak my gratitude, but I

I was too weak to speak my gratitude. 
tried to look it, and so fell asleep again, 
her hand In mine, and the wondrous smile 
of those lustrous eyes the last impression 
of which I was conscious.

A long, dreamless sleep followed. When 
I awoke once more, the light still hung 
steady, but the peacefulness of night was 
gone. We lay in the midst of turmoil. 
The scampering of feet over the deok abovo 
me, the creaking of the windlass, the 
bumping and clattering of barrels hoisted 
in or hoisted out, the harsh sound of 
voices raised in a foreign tongue and in 
queer keys, sufficed as I grew wide awake 
to tall me we were in port.

But the cabin was empty, and I lay for 
some time gazing at its dreary interior 
and wondering what was to beoome of 
me. Presently an uneasy fear crept Into 
my mind. What if my companions had 
deserted me? Alone, 111 and penniless In 
a foreign land, what should I do? This 
fear In my sick state was so terrible that 
I struggled to get up, aud with reeling 
brain and nerveless hands did get out ot 
my berth. But, this feat accomplished, I 
found that I could not stand. Everything 
swam before my eyes. I could Dot take a 
single step, but remained, clinging help
lessly to the edge of my berth, despair at 
my heart. I tried to call out, but my voice 
rose little above a whisper, and the hang
ing and shrieking, the babel without, went 
on endlessly. Oh, It was cruel, cruel! 
They had left me!

I think my senses were leaving mo, too, 
when I felt an arm about my waist and 
found Mistress Anne by my side guiding 
me to the chest. I sat down on it, the 
certainty of my helplessness and tbe sud
den relief of her presence bringing the 
tears ¿o my eyes. She fanned me and gave 
me some restorative, chiding mo the while 
for getting out of my berth.

“I thought that you had gone and left 
me,” I muttered. I was us weak as a 
child.

She said cheerily: “Did you leave us 
when we were In trouble? Of course you 
did not. There, take some more of this. 
After all, it is well you are up, for in a 
short timo we must move you to the other 
boat. ”

“The other boat?” .
“Yes, we are at Dort, you know. And 

we are going by the Waal, a branch of the 
Rhine, to Arnheim. But the boat is here, 
close to this one, and with help I think 
you will be able to walk to It.”

“I am sure I shall if you will give mo 
your arm,” I answered gratefully.

“But you will not think again,” she re
plied, “that we have deserted you?”

“No,” I said. “I will trust you al
ways. ’ ’

I wondered why a shadow crossed her 
face at that. But I had no time to do 
more than wonder, for Master Bertram, 
coming down, brought our sitting to an 
end. She bustled about to wrap me up, 
and somehow, partly walking, partly car
ried, I was got on deok. There I sat down 
on a bale to recover myself aud felt at 
once much the better for the fresh, keen 
air, the clear sky and wintry sunshine 
which welcomed me to a foreign land.

On the outer side of the vessel stretched 
a wide expanse of turbid water, five or six 
times as wide as the Thames at London, 
and foam flecked hero and there by the up 
running tide. On the other side was a 
wide and spacious quay, paved neatly with 
round stones and piled here and there 
with merchandise, but possessing, by vir
tue of the lines of leafless elms which bor
dered it, a quaint air of rusticity in the 
midst of bustle. The sober bearing of the 
sturdy landsmen, going quietly about 
their business, accorded well with the sub
stantial comfort of the rows of tall, steep 
roofed houses I saw beyond tho quay and 
seemed only made more homely by the oc
casional swagger and uncouth cry of some 
half barbarous seaman, wandering aim
lessly about. Above tbe town rose the 
heavy square tower of a church, a notable 
landmark where all around, land and wa
ter, lay so low, where the horizon seemed 
so far and the sky so wide and breezy.

“So you have made up your mind to 
come with us,” said Master Bertram, re
turning to my side. He had left me to 
make some arrangements. “You under
stand that If you would prefer to go home 
I can secure your tendance here by good, 
kindly people and provide for your pas
sage back when you feel strong enough to 
cross. You understand that? And that 
the choice is entirely your own? So which 
will you do?”

I changed color aDd felt I did. I shrunk, 
as being well and strong I should not have 
shrunk, from losing sight of those three 
faces which I had known for so short a 
time, yet which altme stood between my
self and loneliness. “I would rather come 
with you,” I stammered. "But I shall be 
a great burden to you now, I fear.”

“It is not that,” he replied, with hearty 
assurance in his voice. "A week’s rest 
and quiet will restore you to strength, 
and then the burden will be on the other 
shoulder. It is for your own sake I give 
you tbe choice, because our future Is for 
the time uncertain. Very uncertain,” be 
repeated, his brow clouding over, “and to 
become our companion may expose you to 
fresh dangers. We are refugees from Eng

land. That you probably guess. Our plan 
was to go to France, where are many of 
our friends, and where we could live safe
ly until better times. You know how that 
plan v. as frustrated. Here the Spaniards 
are masters—Prince Philip’s people—and 
if we are recognized we shall be arrested 
and sent back to England. Still my wife 
and 1 must mako tbe best of it. The huo 
and cry will net follow us for some days, 
and there is still a degree of independence 
in the cities of Holland which may, since 
I have filends here, protect us for a time. 
Now you know something of our position, 
my friend. You can make your choice 
w ith your eyes open. Either way we shall 
not forget you.”

“I will go on with you, if you please,” 
I answered at once. “I, too, cannot go 
home.” «Ind as I said this Mistress Ber
tram also came up, and I took her hand in 
mine—which looked, by the way, so 
strangely thin I scarcely recognized it— 
and kissed it. “I will come with you, 
madam, if you will let me,” I said.

“Good!" she replied, her eyes sparkling. 
“I said you would! 1 do not mind telling 
you now that I am glad of it. And if ever 
we return to England, as God grant we 
may, and soon, you shall not regret your 
decision. Shall he, Richard?”

“If you say he shall not, my dear,” bo 
responded, smiling at her enthusiasm, “I 
think I may answer for It ho will not.”

I was struck then, as I bad been before, 
by a certain air of deference which tho 
husband assumed toward the wife. It did 
not surprise me, for her bearing and man
ner, as well as such of her actions as I had 
seen, stamped her as singularly self reliant 
and independent for a woman, and to these 
qualities, as much as to tho rather dreamy 
character of the husband, I was content to 
set down tho peculiarity. I should add 
that a rare and pretty tenderness constant
ly displayed on her part toward him rob
bed it of any semblance of unseemliness.

They saw that the exertion of talking 
exhausted me, and so, with an encourag
ing nod, left me to myself. A few min
utes later a couple of English sailors be
longing to the Framlingham came up and 
with gentle strength transported mo, un
der Mistress Anne's directions, to a queer 
looking wide beamed boat which lay al
most alongside. She was more like a huge 
Thames barge than anything else, for she 
drew llttlo water, but had a great expanse 
of sail when all was set. There was a 
largo deckhouse, gay with paint and as 
clean as it could be, and in a compart
ment at one end of this, which seemed to 
be assigned to our party, I was soon com
fortably settled.

Exhausted as I was by the excitement 
of sitting up and being moved, I knew 
llttlo of what passed about me for the next 
two days and remember less. I slept and 
ate and sometimes awoke to wonder where 
I was. But tho meals and the vaguo at
tempts at thought made scarcely more im
pression on my mind than the sleep. Yet 
all tho while I was gaining strength rapid
ly, my youth and health standing me In 
good stead. The wound in my head, 
which had caused great lo6sof blood, heal
ed all one way, as we say in Warwick
shire, and about uooii on tho second day 
after leaving Dort I was well enough to 
reach the deck unassisted and sit tn tbe 
sunshine on a pile of rugs which Mistress 
Anno, my oonstant nurse, had laid for mo 
In a corner sheltered from the wind.

• *♦*•*•
Fortunately the weather was mild and 

warm, aud the sunshine fell brightly on the 
wide river and the wider plain of pasture 
which stretched away on either side of the 
horizon, dotted here and there only by a 
windmill, a farmhouse, the steeple ot a 
church, the brown sails of a barge or at 
most broken by a low dike or a line of 
sand dunes. All was open, free; all was 
largeness, space and distance. I gazed as
tonished. The husband and wife, who 
were pacing the deck forward, came to 
mo. He noticed the wondering looks I 
cast round. “This is new to you?” he 
said, smiling.

“Quite, quite new,” I answered. “I 
never Imagined anything so flat and yet 
in its way so beautiful.”

“You do not know Lincolnshire?” 
“No.”
“Ah, that is my native county,” he 

answered. “It is much like this. But you 
are better, and you can talk again. Now, 
I and my wife have beou discussing 
whether wo shall tell you more about our
selves. And, since there Is no time like 
the present, I may say that wo have de-

1 elded to trust you.”
“All in all or not at all,” Mistress Ber

tram added brightly.
I murmured my thanks.
“Then, first, to tell you who we are For 

myself, I am plain Richard Bertie of Lin
colnshire, at your service. My wife is 
something more than appears from this, 
or”—with a smile—“from her present 
not too graceful dress. She is”—

“Stop, Richard! This is not sufficiently 
formal,” my lady cried prettily. “I have 
the honor to present to you, young gentle
man,” she went on, laughing merrily and 
making a very grand courtesy before me, 
“Katherine, duchess of Suffolk."

I made shift to get to my feet and 
bowed respectfully, but she forced me to 
sit down again. “Enough of that,” she 
said lightly, “until we go back to Eng
land. Here and for tbe future wo are Mas
ter Bertram and Ills wife. And this young 
lady, my distant kinswoman, Anna Bran
don, must pass as Mistress Anne. You 
wonder how we came to be straying in the 
streets alone and unattended when you 
found us?”

I did wonder, for the name of the gay 
and brilliant Duchess of Suffolk was well 
known even to me, a country lad. Hex 
former husband, Charles Brandon, duke 
of Suffolk, bad been not only the one 
trusted and constant friend of King Henry 
VIII, but the king’s brother-in-law, bls 
first wife having been Mary, princess of 
England and queen dowager of Franca 
Late in his splendid and prosperous career 
tbe duke had married Katherine, the 
heiress of Lord Willoughby de Eresby, and 
she it was who stood before me, still young 
and handsome. After her husband’s death 
she had made England ring with her 
name, first, by a love match with a Lin
colnshire squire, and, secondly, by her fear
less and outspoken defense of the reform
ers. I did wonder indeed how she had 
come to be wandering in the streets at 
daybreak, an object of a chance passer * 
chivalry and pity.

“It is simple enough,” she said dryly. 
“I am rich, I am a Protestant, and I have 
an enemy. When I do not like a person, I 
speak out Do I not, Richard?”

“You do Indeed, my dear,” be answered, 
smiling.

“And once I spoke out to Bishop Gard
iner. What! Do you know Stephen Gard
iner?”

For I had started at the name, aftei 
which I could scarcely have concealed my 
knowledge if I would. So I answered sim
ply, 'Yes; I have seen him. ” I was think
ing how wonderful this was. These people 
had been utter strangers tome until a day 
or two before, yet now we were all looking 
out together from the deck of a Dutch 
boat on tbe low Dutch landscape, united 
by one tie, the enmity of tbe same man.

“He Is a man to be dreaded,” tbe duch
ess continued, her eyes resting on her ba
by, which lay asleep on my bundle of rugs, 
and I guessed what fear it was bad tamed 
her pride to flight. “His power in Eng
land is absolute. We learned 
his purpose to arrest me and 
to leave England. But our very house
hold was full of spies, and though we 
chose a time when Clarence, our steward, 
whom we had long suspected of being 
Gardiner’s chief too], was away, Philip, 
bis deputy, gained a clew to our design 
»nd watched us. We gave him the slip 
with difficulty, leaving our Juggage, but 
he dogged and overtook us, and the rest 
you know.”

I bowed. As I gazed at her my admira
tion, I know, shone In my eyes. She 
looked, a« she stood on the deck, an exile 
and fugitive, so gay, so bright, so indom
itable, that in herself she was at once a 
warranty and an omen of better times, 
ihe breeze had heightened her color and 
loosened here and there a tress of her au
burn hair. No wonder Master Bertie looked 
proudly on his duchess.

Suddenly a thing I had clean forgotten 
flashed Into my mind, and I thrust my 
hand into my pocket. The action was so 
abrupt that It attracted their attention, 
and when I pulled out a packet—two pack
ets—there were three pairs of eyes upon 
me. The seal dangled from one missive. 
“5’taLLave you there?” the fluchets asked 

that it was 
determined

briskly, tor she was a woman and curious 
“Do you carry the deeds of your property 
about with you?”

"No,” I said, not unwilling to make a 
small sensation. “This touches your 
grace.”

“Hush!“ sho cried, raising one imperi
ous finger. “Transgressingalready? From 
this time forth I am Mistress Bertram, 
remember. But come,” she went on, ey
ing the packet with the seal inquisitively, 
"bow does it touch me?”

I put it silently into her hands, and she 
opened it and read a few lines, her hus
band peeping over her shoulder. As sho 
read her brow darkened, lier eyes grew 
hard. Master Bertio’s face changed with 
hers, and they both peeped suddenly at 
me over tbe edgo of the parchment, sus
picion and hostility in their glances. 
"How camo you by thia, young sir?” he 
said slowly, after a long pause. ‘ Have we 
escaped Peter to fall into the hands of 
Paul?”

“No, no!” I cried hurriedly. I saw that 
I had made a greater sensation than I had 
bargained for. I hastened to tell them 
how I bad met with Gardiner’s servant at 
Stony Stratford, and how I had become 
possessed ot his credentials. They laughed, 
of course. Indeed they laughed so loudly 
that the placid Dutchmen, standing aft 
with their hands in their breeches pockets, 
stared open mouthed at us, and the kin
dred cattle on tlie bank looked mildly up 
from tbe knee deep grass.

“And what was the other packet?” the 
duchess asked presently. “Is that it in 
your hand?”

“Yes,” I answered, holding it up with 
some reluctance. “It seems to be a letter 
addressed to Mistress Clarence.”

“Clarcnco!” she cried. “Clarence!” 
resting tho hand she was extending. 
“What! Here isour friend again, then. 
What is in it? You have opened it?”

“No.”
“You have not? Then quick, open it!” 

sho exclaimed. ‘‘This, too, touches us, I 
will bet a penny. Let us see at once wbat 
it contains. Clarence indeed! Perhaps 
wo may have him on the hip yet, the arch 
traitor!”

But I held the pocketbook back, though 
my cheeks reddened, and I knew I must 
seem foolish. They made certain that 
this letter was a communication to some 
spy, probably to Clarence himself under 
cover of a femiuino address. Perhaps it 
was, but it bore a woman’s name, and it 
was sealed, aud, foolish though I might 
be, I would not betray tho woman’s secret.

“No, madam,” I said, confused, awk
ward, stammering, yet withholding It 
with a secret obstinacy. “Pardon me if I 
do not obey you—if I do not let this be 
opened. It may bo what you say,” I add
ed, with an effort, “but it may also contain 
an honest secret, and that a woman’s."

"What do you say?” cried the duchess. 
“Here are scruples!” At that her husband 
smiled, and 1 looked in despair from biui 
to Mistress Anne. Would she sympathize 
with my feelings? I found that she had 
turned her back on us and was gazing 
over tbe side. “Do you really mean,” 
continued tbe duchess, tapping her foot 
sharply on the deck, "that you are not go
ing to open that, you foolish boy?”

“Ido, with your grace's leave,” I an
swered.

“Or without my grace's leave! That is 
what j’ou mean,” she retorted pettishly, 
a red spot In each cheek. “When people 
will not do what I ask, it is always grace! 
grace! grace! But I know them now.”

I dared nut smile, and I would not look 
up, lest my heart should fail me and I 
should give her her way.

“You foolish boy!” she again said and 
sniffed. Then with a toss of her head she 
went away, her busband following her 
obediently.

I feared that she was grievously offend
ed, and I got up restlessly and went across 
tbe deck to tbe rail on which Mistress 
Anne was leaning, meaning to 6ay some
thing which should gain for me her sym
pathy, perhaps her advice. But the words 
died on my lips, for as I approached she 
turned her face abruptly toward me, and 
It was so white, so haggard, so drawn, 
that I uttered a cry ot alarm." “You are 
1111” I exclaimed. “Let me call the 
duchess!”

She gripped my sleeve almost fiercely. 
“Hush!” she muttered. “Do nothing of 
the kind. I am not well. It is the water. 
But it will pass off, if you do not notice it. 
I hate to be noticed,” she added, with au 
angry shrug.

I was full of pity for her and reproached 
myself sorely. “What a selfish brute I 
have been!” I said. “You have watched 
by me night after night and nursed me 
day after day, and I have scarcely thanked 
you. And now you are ill yourself. It is 
my fault!”

She looked at me, a wan smile on her 
face. “A little, perhaps,” she answered 
faintly. "But it is chiefly the water. 1 
shall be better presently. About that let
ter. Did you not coine to speak to me 
about it?”

“Never mind it now,” I said anxiously.
■ “Will you not lie down on the rugs 

awhile? Let me give you my place,” I 
pleaded.

I “No, no!” she cried impatiently, and 
seeing I vexod her by my Importunity I 

i desisted. “Tbe letter,” she went on. “You 
will open it by and by?”

“No,” I said slowly, considering, to tell 
the truth, the strength of my resolution, 
“I think I shall not.”

“You will, you will!” 6he repeated, 
with a kind of 6corn. The duchess will 
ask you again, aud you will give it to her. 
Of course you will!”

Her tone was strangely querulous, and 
her eyes continually flashed keen, biting 
glances at me. But I thought only that 
6he was ill and excited, aud I fancied it 
was best to humor her. “Well, perhaps I 
shall,” I said soothingly. “Possibly. It 
Is hard to refuse her anything, and yet I 
hope I may not. The girl—it may be a 
girl’s secret.”

“Well?” she asked, Interrupting me 
abruptly, her voice harsh and unmusical. 
“What of her?” She laid her hand on her 
bosom as though to still some secret pain. 
I looked at her, anxious and wondering, 
but she bad again averted her face. “What 
of her?” she repeated.

‘•Only that—I would not willingly hurt 
ker!” I blurted out.

She did not answer. She stood a mo
ment; then, to my surprise, she turned 
away without a word, and merely com
manding me by a gesture of the band not 
to follow walked slowly away. I watched 
her cross the deck and pass through the 
doorway into the deckhouse. She did not 
once turn her face, and my only fear was 
that she was ill, more seriously ill, per
haps, than she had acknowledged.

CHAPTER VIII.
As the day went on, therefore, I looked 

eagerly for Mistress Anne’s return, but 
6be appeared no more, though I maintained 
a close watch on the cabin door. All the 
afternoon, too, the duchess kept away 
from me, and I feared that I had seriously 
offended her, so that it was with no very 
pleasant anticipations that, going Into that 
part of the deckhouse which served us 
for a common room, to see if the evening 
meal was set, I found only the duchess and 
Master Bertie prepared to sit down to it. I 
suppose that something of my feeling was 
expressed in iny face, for while I was yet 
half way between door and table my lady 
gave way to a peal of merriment.

“Come, sit down and do not be afraid!” 
sho cried pleasantly, her gray eyes still 
full of laughter. “I vow the lad thinks I 
shall eat him. Nay, when all is said and 
done, I like you the better. Sir Knight 
Errant, for your scruples. I see that you 
are determined to act up to your name. 
But that reminds me,” she added in a 
more serious vein. “We have been frank 
with you. You must be equally frank 
with us. What are we to call you, pray?”

I looked down at my plate and felt my 
face grow scarlet. The wound which the 
discovery of my father's treachery had 
dealt me bad begun to heal. In the action, 
the movement, the adventure of the last 
fortnight, I had well nigh lost sight of 
the blot on my escutcheon, of the shame 
which had driven me from home. But the 
question, “What are we to call you?” re
vived the smart, and revived it with an 
added pang. It had been very well, in 
theory, to proudly discard my old name. 
It was painful in practice to bo unable to 
answer the duchess: "I am a Cludde of 
CotoD, nephew to Sir Anthony, formerly 
esquire of tbe body to King Henry. I am 
no unworthy follower and associate even 
for you,” and tojiave insteg4 tojeply; “I 

nave n<5 uarne. I am nobody. I have all ’ 
to make and win.” Yet this was my ill | 
fortune.

Her woman’s eye saw my trouble as I 
hesitated, confused and doubting, wbat I 
should reply. “Come,” she said good na- 
turcdly, trying to reassure me. “You are 
of gentle birth. Of that we feel sure.”

I shook my head. “Nay, I am of no 
birth, madam,” I answered hurriedly. “I 
have no name, or, at any rate, no name 
that I can be proud of. Call me—call me, ■ 
if it please you, Francis Carey.”

“It is a good name,” quoth Master Ber
tie, pausing with his knife suspended in 
the air. “A right good Protestant name!” 

“But I have no claim to it,” I rejoined, 
more and more hurt. “I have all to make. 
I am a new man. Yet do not fear!” I 
added quickly as I saw what I took to be 
a cloud of doubt cross my lady's face. “I 
will follow you no less faithfully for that!” 

“Well,” said the duchess, a mile ugaln 
transforming her open features, “I will 
answer for that, Master Carey. Deeds aro 
better than names, and as for being a uew 
man, wliat with Pagets and Cavendishes 
and Spencers, we have naught but new 
men nowadays. So cheer up!” she con
tinued kindly. "And we will poke no 
questions at yon, though 1 dcubt whether 
you do not possess more birth and breed
ing than you would have us think. And 
if, when wo return to England, as I trust 
we may before wo are old men and wom
en, we can advance your cause, then let 
us have your secret. No one can say that 
Katherine Willoughby ever forgot her 
friend.”

“Or forgave her enemy overqulckly,” 
quoth her husband naively.

Sho rapped his knuckles with the back 
of her knife for that, and under cover of 
this small diversion I had time to regain 
my composure. But the matter left uw 
6ore at heart and more than a little home
sick Aud 1 sought leave to retire early.

“You aro right!” said the duchess, ris
ing graciously. “Tonight, after being out 
in the air, you will sleep soundly, and to
morrow you will be a new man,” with a 
faint smile. “Believe me, I am not un
grateful, Master Francis, and I will dili
gently seek occasion to repay both your 
galiant defense of the other day and your 
future service.” She gave me her band to 
kiss, and I bent over it. "Now,” she con
tinued, “do homage to my baby, and then 
I shall consider that you are really one of 
us and pledged to our cause.”.

I kissed the tiny fist held out to me, a 
soft pink thing looking like some dainty 
seashell. Master Bertio cordially grasped 
my hand. And so under tho oil lamp in 
tho neat cabin of that old Dutch boat, 
somewhere on tbe Waal between Gorcuni 
and Nimuegen, we plighted our troth to 
one another, aud in a sense I became one 
of them.

I went to my berth cheered and encour
aged by their kindness. But tho inter
view, satisfactory as it was, had set up no 
little excitement in my brain, and it was 
long before I slept. When I did, I had a 
strange dream. I dreamed that I was sit
ting in tho hall at Coton, and that Potro- 
nilia was standing on the dais looking fix
edly at me with gentle, sorrowful eyes. I 
wanted to goto her, but I could not move. 
Every dreamer knows the sensation. I 
tried to call to her, to ask her what was 
tbe matter, and why she so looked at me. 
But I could utter no sound. And still she 
continued to fix me with tho same, sad, 
reproachful eyes, in which I read a warn
ing, yet could not ask its meaning.

I struggled so hard that at last tbe spell 
was In a degree broken. Following the 
direction of her eyes, I looked down at 
myself and saw fastened to the breast of 
my doublet the knot of blue velvet which 
she had made for my 6wori hilt, and 
which I had ever since carried in my bos
om. More, I saw, with a singular feeling 
of anger and sorrow, that a hand which 
came over my shoulder was tugging bard 
ut the ribbon in the attempt to remove it

This gave me horrible concern, yet at 
the moment I could not move nor do any
thing to prevent it. At last, making a 
stupendous effort, I awoke, my last expe
rience, dreaming, being of tho strange 
hand working at my breast. My first 
waking idea was the same, so that I threw 
out my anus aud cried aloud aud sat up 
“Ugh!” I exclaimed, trcifibling In the in
tensity of my relief as I looked about and 
welcomed the now familiar surroundings. 
"It was only a dream. It was”—

I stopped abruptly, my eyes falling on a 
form lurking in the doorway. I could see 
It only dimly by the light of a hanging 
lamp, which smoked and buri ?d redly 
overhead. Yet I could see It. It was real, 
substantial—a waking figure. Neverthe
less a faint touch of superstitious terror 
still clung to me. “Speak, please!” I 
asked. “Who is It?”

“It is only I,” answered a soft voice, 
well known to me—Mistress Anne's. “I 
camo in to see how you were.” she con
tinued, advancing a little, “aDd whether 
you were sleeping I am afraid I awoke 
you. But you seemed,” she added, “to be 
having such painful dreams that perhaps 
it was as well I did.”

I was fumbling in my breast while sho 
spoke, and certainly, whether in my sleep 
I had undone the fastenings or had loosen
ed them intentionally before I lay down— 
though I could not remember doing so— 
my doublet aDd shirt were open at the 
breast. The velvet knot was safe, how
ever, in that tiny inner pocket beside the 
letter, and I breathed again. “I am very 
glad you did awake me!” I replied, look
ing gratefully at her. ‘‘I was having a 
horrible dream. But how good it was of 

j you to think of me, and when you are not 
well yourself too.”

“Oh, I am better,” she murmured, her 
eyes, which glistened in tbe light, fixed 
btcadily on me. “Much better. Now go 
to sleep again, and happier dreams to you. 
After tonight,” she added pleasantly, “I 
shall no longer consider you as an invalid 
nor Intrude upon you.”

And she was gone before I could reiter
ate iny thanks. The door fell to, and I 
was alone, full of kindly feelings toward 
her and of thankfulness that my horrible 
vision bad no foundation. "Thank lieav
en!” I murmured more than once as I lay 
down. “It was only a dream.”

Next day wc reached Nimuegen, where 
we 6taid a short time. Leaving that place 
in tbe afternoon, 34 hours’ journeying, 
partly by river, partly, if I remember 
rightly, by canal, brought us to the neigh
borhood of Arnheim on the Rhine. It was 
tlie 1st of March, but the opening month 
belied its reputation. There was a bright
ness, a softness in the air and a consequent 
feeling as of spring which would better 
have befitted the middle of April. All day 
we remained on deck enjoying the kindli- 
noss of nature, which was especially grate
ful to me, iu whom tbe sap of health was 
beginning to spring again, anti we were 
still there when one of those gorgeous 
sunsets which are peculiar to that country 
began to fling Its hues across our path. 
We turned a jutting promontory, the boat 
began to fall off, and the captain came up, 
his errand to tell us that our journey was 
done.

Wo went eagerly forward at the news 
and saw in a kind of bay, formed by a 
lakelike expansion of the river, a little is
land green and low, its banks trimly set 
with a single row of poplars. It was per
haps a quarter of a mile every way, and a 
channel one-fourth as wide separated it 
from the nearer shore of the river, to 
which, however, a long narrow bridge of 
planks laid on trestles gave access. On 
the outer side of the i_ri—facing the riv
er's course, stood a low white house, be
fore which a sloping green terrace, also 
bordered with poplars, Rd down to a tiny 
pier. Behind and around the house were 
meadows as trim aud neat as a child’s 

I toys, over which the eye roved with pleas
ure until it reached tho landward side of 
the Island,, and there detected, nestling 
among gardens, a tiny village of half a 
dozen cottages. It was a scene of enchant 
ing peace and quietude. As we slowly 
plowed our way up to the landing place I 
saw tbe rabbits stand to gaze at us, and 
then, with a flick of their heels, dart off 
to their holes. I marked the cattle mov
ing homeward In a string and heard the 
wild fowl rise in creek and pool with a 
whir of wings. I turned with a full heart 
to my neighbor. "Is it not lovely?” I 
cried, with enthusiasm. “Is it not a peace
ful place—a very garden ot Eden?”

To Continued.

safe cure is 
and Cholera

There is great danger in neglecting 
Colic, Cholera and similar complaints. 
An absolutely prompt and 
found in DeWitt’s Colic 
Cure. Rogers Bros.

NOTICE OF SHLHICF'S SALE NOTICE OF SHERIFFS SALE.

Notice is hereby given that the under
signed, as sheriff of Yamhill county, state 
of Oregon, by virtue of a writ of execution 
and order of sale issued out of the circuit 
court of the state of Oregon, for the coun- ! 
ty of Yamhill, bearing date of May 31st. 
A. 1>. 1895. upon and to enforce that cer
tain judgment rendered by said court on 
the lfltb day of April. A D 1895. in that 
suit therein pending in which the Oregon 
Mortgage Company, limited, incorporated 
under the laws of Great Britain and Ire
land, was plaintiff, and George Sappiug- 
tield. his wife Irene G, Sappingfield, and 
Miltou Shannon were defendants, wherein 
it was ordered, adjudged and decreed by 
said court that said plaintiff. The Oregon 
Mortgage Company. Limited, recover of 
and from the defendants George Sapping
field and Irene Sanpuigficld the sunt of 
$2398.65 in U S. gold coin, and the further 
sum of $1«7 50 taxes, and the further sum 
of $200.00 as attorney’s fees, and the costs 
and disbursements taxed ut $21.00, with in
terest on said several sums of money from 
the 15th day of April. A. D 1>95, at the 
rate of eiglit percent per annum, and for 
accruing costs.

And it apiK-aring to said Court that the 
lefendant Milton Shannon, in the circuit 
court of Yamhill county. State of Oregon, 
oti the 25th day of September, A. D 1'93. 
obtain- d a judgment against the defend
ant, George Sappingtield, for the sum 
of $920.16, with inu-re-t thereon 
from the 25th day of September, 
A. D. 189.3, at the rate of ten per cent |*r 
annum and the further sum of $30 15 costs, 
and also tlie sum of $75 00 as attorney’s 
fees, and said court orderingthe sale of the 
following described real property, to-wit:

The west half of the southwest quarter of 
Sec. ten (10), the cast half of the southeast 
quarter of Section nine (9\ the east half 
of the southwest quarter of section ten 
(10) and the west half of the southeast 
quarter of section tune <9). all situate in 
township live(5) south, range six (6; west 
of flic Willamette meridian, containing 
320 acres.

Now therefore, by virtue of said judg
ment, execution and order of sale, I will, 
on Saturday, tbe 6th day of July, A 1> 
1895, at the hour of one o'clock p. m.of said 
dav, at the court house door in McMinn
ville, Yamhill county. Oregon, sell at pub
lic auction to tlie higheet bidder for cash in 
hand, the above described real property, 
and out of the proceeds of said sale I will 
first satisfy the sums of money found due 
the plaintiff together, with accruing costs, 
and if there be any remainder, then J will 

l apply such remainder to tbe payment of 
I the claim of tlie defendant, Milton Shan
non.

Dated this the 3d day of June, A. D. 
1S95.

W. G HENDERSON. 
Sheiiff of Yamhill County, Oregon.

PBOBATE NOTICE

rpHE undersigned having been by the honors* 
.1 ble county court ot Yamhill conut v. Oregon, 

duly appointed executors of the will of Charles 
Handley, deceased, late of said Yamhill county, 
all persons having claims against the said estate 
are hereby notified to present the same duly ver
ified io J. B. Handley, executor, within six 
months from the date hereof.

McMinnville, Or., June 7.1895.
J. B. HANDLEY, 
E C. HANDLEY, 

Executors.

Tilos. F. OakSH, Henry L. Payne, Heury 
Rouse, Receivers.
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Blisters, 
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Notice is hereby given that the under
signed, as sheriff of Yamhill county, state 
Of Oregon, byvirtueof a writ of execution 
and order of sale issued out of the circuit 
court of the state of Oregon, for the coun
ty of Yamhill. Iiearing date of May 29th. 
A. 1> 1895. upon and to enforce that cer
tain decree rendere«! bv said court on tbe 
loth day of April. A. I» 181*5, in that suit 
therein pending, wherein R. Livingstone 
was plaintiff, and Rilev Smith, his wife 
Emma 0. Smith. Susan E. Crawford. Hen
ry Worden. K. Jacobsou. K. L McMillen. 
Amanda J Warren. W. M. Hamilton. 
Fred Keller and William Malone, partners 
as Keller and Malone. Eiith Fletcher. Ma
ria Martin and J. S Martin were defend
ants, in which it was ordered, adjudged 
and decreed by said court that said plain
tiff, R. Livingstone, have and recover of 
and from said defendants. Rilev Smith and 
Emma C. Smith, the sum of $4903.35 I’.
S. gold coin, with interest thereon from 
April 15th, 1695. at the rate of eight ]er 
eent per annum, the sum of $1’15.0:» attor
ney’s tees herein, ami the costs and dis- 
l.ur-euients taxed at $33.40, and ordering 
that the real property hereinafter described 
lie sold, as b)’law provided, and that the 
proceeds arising from such sale be applied 
to the payment of tbe several tutus «.f 
money as by said court adjudged and in 
the following order, to-wit :

First. To the payment of the costs and 
expenses of said tale and of said suit

Second. To the payment of the sum of 
$1303.35 U S gold' coin, with interest 
thereon ftotu the 15thdayof April.AD 1895. 
at the rate of eight per cent tier 
annum, and the sum of $215.00as attorney’s 
fees, all due the plaintiff R. Livingstone.

Third. To the payment of the sum of 
$1710.65 gold coin. with interest thereon 
from April 15th, 1895. at the rate of ten 
per cent per annum, and the sum of $85 (M) 
attorney’s fees, due tbe defendant Su.-an E. 
Crawford.

Fourth. To the payment of the sum of 
$€13.85 gold coin, with interest thereon 
from tbe 15tli day of April, 1895, at tlie rate 
of ten percent |>erannum, and th« suni of 
$25.00 attorney’s fees, doc the defendant 
Henry Worden.

Fifth. To the payment of the sum of 
$183 65, with interest thereon at the rat«' of 
eight per cent per anninii front the 25(h " ' ' - — - - - t|je (,p_

suni of 
thereon

and the 
the de-

eight per , ______ ____
day of September, A. D. 1893, due 
fenilants Keller<£ Malone.

Sixth. To the paynieiit of the 
$209 90 gold coin, with intereat 
in iu the 15th dav of April. 1895, at the 
rate of ten |>er cent |>er -innum, 
Mini of $15.00 attorney's fees due 
fendant It. Jacobson

Seventh. To the payment of the sum of 
$371 35, with interest thereon front the 28th 
day of September, 1893. at ten per cent per 
annum, and the sum of $115 00, with inter 
est thereon from September 28th. 1893. at 
the rate of eight per cent per aunum. due 
the defendant J. 8. Martin.

Eighth To the payment of the sum of 
$379.80gold coin, with interest thereon from 
April 15th, 1895 at tlie rate of ten per cent 
per annum, and $20.00 attorney’s fees, due 
the defendant R. L. McMillen

Ninth. To the payment of the sum of 
$53.18, with interest thereon from May 13th, 
1 93, at the rate of ten per cent per anntitu, 
the sum of $21.85 costs, and $15.00 attor
ney’s fees, due tlie defendant W. M. Ham
ilton.

Tenth. To the payment of the sum of 
$110.25, with interest thereon from the 2J 
day of July, A. D 1894, at the rate of teu 
per cent per annum, the sum of $24 15‘ 
costs, and $20 00 attorney's fees, due tl.e 
defendant Amanda J Warren.

Now therefore, by virtue of said judg
ment, decree, execution and order of sale, 
and in order to obtain funds out of which 

| to satisfy the sums of money as above 
I stated. I will, on Saturday, the 6th day ot 
July, A. D 1895, at the hour of one o’clock 
p. m of said day, at the court bouse door 
in McMinnville, in Yamliil! county, Ore
gon, sell at public auction to the highest 
bidder for cash in hand, the following de
scribed real property, to-wit:

Beginning at tlie northeast corner of the 
donation land claim of A. J Meredith, in 
township four (4) south of rang«' four (4) 
west of the Willamette meridian, aud on 
the south line of the donation land claim 
of Darling Smith, and running thence east 
(variation 20 deg 45 min. east) on the 
south boundary of said Darling Smith do
nation land < laim and along tlie center of 
county roaii to a stake set at the soittliwe’t 
corner of a tract of land now owned by F. 
W Fenton; thence north along tlie west 
line of F. W. Fenton's land to the north 
boundary line of said Darling Smiili dona
tion land claim ; thence north 89 'leg. 51 
min. west to a point and intersecting the 
east line of Aliio Watt donation land 
claim a« d the southwest corner of Francis 
Fletcln r's donation land ciuim; them e 
south 2 26 chains to tlie southeast corner 
of Aldo WHtt claim ; thence south 62 deg. 
west with tlie north boundary of Smith 
claim 49.55 chains to slake and angle in 
said Smith claim; thence south 82 deg. 
east along the north boundary of tract for 
nierlv owned by Darling Smith to center of 
small creek now there , thence meandering 
up said creek south and along the center 
thereof to a point where said creek sepa
rates into two branches; thence south 2 
deg. east 15 90 chains to a stone and th« 
place of beginning, containing in all 244 80 
acres of land ail situate in Yatnhill coun
ty. state of Oregon.

Dated this the 4th dav of June, A D. 
1895 W <; H ENDERS! >N

Sheriff of Yamhill County, Oregon.

>

W <’ T. U.—Meets on every Fri- 
iay at 3 p. in. in reading room, Union 
block Cl ska G Esaox, Pres.

JiKNlt Gallentise, Sec’y
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TAVERN OF

Gastie Crags
Opens June 1,1895

Geo. Sebonewald, Manager.F□
0

Luxury, Good Cheer, Hospitality, 
Delightful and Healthful Pastimes, 

Matchless Mountain Scenery.

SWEET BRIER CAMP.
E«tabli«hed l»«t year In a romantic dell 

of the Sacramento Can von. Ju»t below and 
in full view of grand old Shasta. It wa, 
a great hit, and promises even more en
couraging result? for tbe present year 
T. J. LoFTt's. at Castella, Is still in charge 
and will answer all inquiries.

A new candidate for public favor thia 
year is

SHASTA VICINO CAMP
Also In the Shasta region,about a mile and 
a half from Dunsmuir It is a genuine 
paradise for hunters, fisher« and seekers 
of health and pleasure. Easy to reach 
(near the rallroa l), sigbtlv. and all the 
necessities of camo life easily procurable.

Al! inquiries about Sharta Vlclno Camp, 
if addressed to W. C. Gray, box 4. Duns
muir, Cal. will receive prompt attention.

CAMPING IN THE
SANTA CRUZ MOUNTAINS

Alma Wrights, Laurel. Glenwood, Felton, 
Ben Ixmiond, Boulder Creek.

REDUCED RATES
During the Camping reason will be 

made by the
SOUTHERN PACIFIC CO.

For full particular, address
E. P KOGERS. Asst.Gen. Pass. Agent, 

Portland, Oregon

Oregon (’entrai & Eastern 
R. R. Co.

YAÙUINA BAY ROUTE
Connecting at Yaquina Bay with the San 

Francisco and Y equina ¿Bay Steam
ship Company.

STEAMSHIP “FARALLON”
A 1, and first-class in every respect. 

' Sails from Yaqnina for San Franciaco 
l about everv eight days. Passenger ac
commodation« unsnrpHsfied. Shortest 

| route between the Willamette valley and 
I California.

Fare from Alban?- or point» west to 
San Francisco:

Cabin.............................................. $12.00
Steerage.....................     8.00

I Cabin, round trip, good 69 day» 18.00
For sailing dates apply to,

H. L. WALDEN, 
Agent, Albany, Of.

EDWIN STONE, Manager, 
Corvallis, Or.

I CHAS. CLARK, Supt,. Corvalll», Or,


