ﬁﬂ‘,‘uﬂ the country inn was

for it was rare indeed that|.

g+ of daylight would be wasted
‘time when lighting was so scarce
i ; mdoeg. early as it was
i Dame Elizga began to stir, it
4 that ethers could be earller
ot the door was ajar, and the
med. student of Cambridge had
et himself off, with a mind which
toop Intent upon the high things
ity to stoop to consider the
nence which he owed for bed
B board. It was the shrill outery
the landlady when she found her
‘sand the clucking of the hens,
sk had streamed In through the
«Joor, thet first broke in upon the
bers of the tired wayfarers.
e afoot, it ‘'was not long before
company began to dlsperse. A
mule with red trappings was
#t round from some nelghboring
for the physician, and he am-
i sway with much dignily upon
s ‘road to Southampton .The tooth-
drawer and the gleeman called for a
of 1l ala aplece, and started
for Ringwood fair, the
oM’ jongleur looking very yellow in
is.aye and swollen in ‘the face after
M. overnight potations, The archer,
“Siowever, who had drunk more than
iy man in the room, Was as merry
s s grig, and having kissed the ma-
on and chased the maid up the lad-
br onoe more, he went out to the
Pook, and came back with the wa-
g dripping from his face and hair,
“Hola! my man of peace,”' he
to Alleyne, “whither are you
this morning 7"
X Minstead,” quoth he. “My
Simon HBEdriscon Is socman |
and I go to bide with him for
1 prythee, let me have my
‘spore, good dame.”
{*“Boore, 1" cried she, stand-
@ with upraised hands In front
% the panel on which Alleyne
d worked the night before, “'Say,
r what it is that I owo' tdo tgee.
goopd. youth, Aye, this is Indeed a
m’;run. and with & Jeveret under
claws, as I am a living woman. |
the rood of Waltham! but thy |
touch is deft and dainty.” |
J#And see the red eye of it!" crled
the mald.
[“siave and the open beak.' [
Mand the rufMed wing,' added Hor-1
John. !
By my hiit!" erled the archer, "It
Ahe very bird {tself” ,
T'he young clerk flushed with pleas-
wibe at this chorus of pralse, rude and
dndiscriminate Indeed, and yet =so
heartier and less grudging than
i which he had ever heard from
the critical brother Jerome, or the
short-spoken Abbot. There was, |t
d seem, great kindness as well
rent wickedness In this world, otl
eh he had heard so Jittle that was |
sad. His hostess would hear noth- |
ﬁdof his paylng for bed or ﬁorj
bpard. while the archer and Hordle]
placed & hand upon either|
ou der and led him off to the board, |
. some smoking fish, a dish of |
ach, and a jug of milk were laid |
‘ol for their breakfast. i
*1 should not be surprised to learn, |
‘mon camarade,” mald the soldler, as|
. be hesped a slice of fish upon Al-|
§eyne’s tranchoir of bread., “that you
@ould read written things, since you
fre so ready with your brushes and
Plgments.”
1t would be o whame to the good
mlhvﬂ of Beautieu If T could not,”
He Answered, “seeing that I have
béen thelr clerk this ten years back.”
he bowman looked at him with
respect. “Think of that!" sald
 “And you with not a halr to your
f4ce, and a skin like a girl. I ecan
ghoot three hundred and fifty paces
“with my little popper there, and four|
hendred and twenty with the great
Whr-bow; yet 1 can make nothing of |
nor rend my own name If you |
wWere to set ‘S8am Aylward' up against |
me. In the whole Company there was
only one man who could read, and'
e fell down & well at the taking of
Ventadour, which proves that the
thing i= not suited to a soldier, though
most nesdful to a clerk.”
' "1 can make some show at it,” sald
blg John; “though I was scarce long
& #nough among the monks to catch
. 'the whole trick of I1L"
*"Here, then, is something to try
g upen.” quoth the archer, pulllng a
‘squire parchment from the Inside of
Bis tunic, It was tied securely with a

B,
o Broad band of purple silk, and firmly
sedled at cither end with a large red
“#eal, John pored long and earnestly

ovr the Inscription, with his brows
t 48 one who bears up against
mental strain.
i~ ENot having read much of late,” he
‘sadd, "I am loth to say too much
abhout what this may be. SBome might
IS sy one thing and some another, just
As one bowman loves the yew, and a
‘second wlll not shoot save with the
‘Ml To me, by the length and the
“Igok of it, 1 should judge this to be a
| y‘g from. one of the Psalms'
@ bowman shnok his head, “It
fur moarce likely,” he sald, “that B
‘Claude Latour should send me all the
Acrons seas with nought more
¥ than a psalm-verse, You'have
wiean overshot the butts this time,
fvmon camarade. Glve it to the litte
~ane. I will wager my feather-bed that
Be makes more sense of It."
*Why, it 18 written in the French
igue,” sald Alleyne, "and In a right
¥ hand. Thisis how [Lruns: ‘A
L moull pulssant ¢t moult honore
e chevaller, Bir Nigel Loring de
iristchureh, de son tres fidele amis
r Clrade Latour, captaine de Ia
pmphgule blanche, chatelaln de Bis-
: seigneur de Montcha-
y Yavaseur de le renomme OGas-
JGomte da Folx, tenant les droits
& haute justice, de la mileu, ot
bamse.' Which signifies in our
- *To the very powerful and
Bonorabls knight, Sir Nigel Lor-
of Christthurch, from his very
| friend Sir Clandé Latour,
h . of the White Company.
h of  Biscar, grand lord of
Cgrand. Jord of Montchateay
" of the renowned Gaston,
of Foix. who holds the rights
e, the middla and

 Erant us as good quarters elsewhere

rand

’

“Ah, yes, T know this forest coun-
try well, though 1 was born myself in
the Hundred of ¥asebourne, in the
Rape of Chichester, hard by the vil-
lage of Midhurst. Yet I have not a
word to say against the Hampton
men, for there are no comrades
or truer archers in the whole Com-
pany than some who learned to loose
the strings in these very parts. We
shall travel round with you te Min-
stead, lad, seeing that it is little out
of our way."

*“I am ready,’” said Alleyne, right
pleased at the thought of such com-
pany upon the road. .

“So am not I. I must store my
plunder at this inn, since the hostess
fs an honest woman, Hola! ma cherie,
I wish to leave with you my gold-
work, my velvet, my silk, my feather
bed, my incense boat, my ewer, my
naping linen, and all the rest of it I
take only the money In a linen bag,
and the box of rose-colored sugar
which is & gift from my ecaptain to the
Lady Loring. Wilt guard my treasure
for me?"”

“It shall be put in the safest loft,
good archer. Come when you may,
you shail find it ready for you.” |

“Now, there s a true friend!”
cried the bowman, leking her hand.
“There Is a bonne amle! English land
and English women, say I, and French
wine and plunder. I shall be back
anon, mon ange. I am a lonely man, |
my sweeting, and I must settle some
day when the wars are over and
done, Mayhap you and T Ah,
mechante, mechante! There is la pe-
tite peeping from behind the door.
Now, John, the sun is over the trees;
you must be brisker than this when
the bugleman blows ‘Bows and
Billa**

“Y have been walting thls time
back,”" sald Hordle John gruffy.

“Then we must be off. Adleu, ma
vie! The two livres shall settle the
score and buy some ribbons against
the next kermesse. Do not forget Sam
Aylward, for his heart shall ever be
thine elone—and thine, ma petite!
80, marchons, and may #8t. Jullan

The sun had risem over Ashurst
Denny woods, and was shining
brightly., though the eastern wind
had & sharp flavor to it, and the
loaves were flickering thickly from the
trees. In the High Btreet of Lynd-
hurst the wayfarers had to plck their
way, for the little town was crowded
with the guardsmen, grooms, and
yoemen prickers who were attached
to the King's hunt. The King himself
was staying at Castle Malwood, but
several of his suite had been compell-
ed to seek much quarters as they
might find in the wooden or wattle-
and-daub cottages of the village. Here
and there a small escutcheon, peep-
ing from a glassless window, mark-
ed the night's lodging of knight or
baron. These coats-of-arms could be
read, where a scroll would b mean-
ingless, and the bowman, like most
men of his age, was well versed In
the common symbols of heraldry.

"“There I8 the Saracen's head of Sir
Bernard Broceas,” quoth he, "I saw
him last at the ruffle at Polctiers soms
ten years back, when he bore him-
self like a man, He is the master of
the King's horse, and can sing a right
jovial stave, though In that he can-
not asome night to Sir John Chan-
dos, whe is first at the board or in the
saddle. Three martlets on a fleld,
azure, that must be one of the Lut-
trelis. By the crescent wupon ft, |t
should be the second son of old Bir
Hugh, who had a bolt through his
ankle at the Intaking of Romorantin,
he having rushed Into the fray ere
his squire had time to clasp his sol-
leret to his greawve. There too Is the
hackle which s the old device of the
De Brays, I have wserved under B8ir
Thomas De Bray, who was as Jjolly
as a ple, and a lusty swordsman until
he got too fat for his harness."

Bo the archer gossiped as the three

the stamping horses, the busy grooms
and the knots of pages and squires
who dlsputed over the merits of their
master's horses and deéerhounds. As
they passed the old church, which
stood upon a mound at the left-hand
side of the village street the door was
flung open, and a stream- of worship-

pers wound down the sloping path, |

coming from the morning mass, all
chattering llke & cloud of jays. Al-
leyne bent knee nnd doffed hat at the
sight of the open door; but ere he
had finished an ave his comrades
were out of smight round the turve
of the path, and he had to run to over-
taks them.”

‘“What!" he sald, “not one word of
prayer before God’'s own open house?
How can ye hope for His blessing
upon the day?'

“My friend,” sald Hordle John, "I

va prayed so much during the last

o months, not only during the day,
byt at matins, lauds and the like,
when 1 could scarce keep my head
uppn my shoulders for nodding, that
1 1 that T have somawhat over-
prayed mypell.”

“How can a man have too much
religlon?" “cried Alleyne earnestly.
“It 1» the ome thing that avalleth. A
man s but a beast as he lives from
day to day, eating and drinking,
breathing and sleeping. It is only
when he ralses himself, and concerns
himself with the immortal spirit with-
in ‘him, that he becomes in very truth
& man. Bethink ye how sad a thing it
woyld be that the blood of the Re-
deemer should be mpilled to ne pur-
pose.”

“Bless the Iad, If he doth not blush
like any girl, and yet preach like the
whole College of Cardinals,” coried
the archer,

“In trgth I blush that one so weak
and so unworthy as I should try to
teach another that which he finds
it so passing hard to follow himself"

S Preitily sa :

afr

ed help,” he sald, "He
summoned leglons of archangels from
heaven, so what need had He of your
poor bow and arrow Besides,
think You of His own words— that
those who live by the sword shall
perish by the sword.”

“And how could a man die better?”
asked the archer, “If I had my wish,
it would be to fall so—-not, mark

e:mpuvi !;rt in a stricken fleld, with
the great lion banner waving over us
and the red oriflamme in front, amid
the shouting of my fellows and the
twanging of the strings. But let it be
sword, lance, or bolt that strikes me
down; for I should t it & shame
to dig from an fron ball the fire-
crake or bombard or any such un-
soldlery weapon, which is only fitted
to scare babes with its foelish noulse
and smoke.” '

“l have heard much even in the
quiet cloisters of these new and
dreadful engines,” quoth
i{s mald, though 1 can scarce bring my-
self to belleve it, that they will send
a ball twice as far as a bowman can
shoot his shaft, and with such force a3
to break through armor of proof.

“True enough, my lad. But while the
armorer is thrusting in his devil’s-dust
and dropping his ball, and lighting his
flambeau, I ean very easily loose six
shafts, or eight maybe, so he hath no
great vantage after all, Yet I will not
deny that at the inuhl:fm:t a town
it 1s well to have good of bom-
bards, I am told that at Calais they
made dints in the wall that a man
might put his head into. But surely,
comrades, some one who is grievously
hurt hath passed along this road be-
fore us.”

All nlong the woodland track there
did Indeed run a scattered straggling
trail of blood-marks, sometimes in sin-
gle drops, and in other places In
broad, ruddy gouts, smudged over the
dead leaves or crimsoning the white
flint stones.

“It must be a stricken deer”
John.

“Nay, I am woodman enough to see
that no deer hath passed this way this
morning; and yet the blood ls fresh.
But hark to the sound!™

They stood listening all three with
sldelong heads, Through the silence of
the great forest there cAine a swishing,
whistling sound, mingled with
maost dolorous groans, and the voice of
a man raised in a high quavefing kind
of song. The comradea hurried an-
wards eagerly, and topping the brow
of a small rising they saw upon the
other slde the source from which these
strange nolses arose,

A tall man, much stooped in the
shoulders, was walking slowly with
bended head and clasped hands in the
centre of the path. He was dressed
from head to foot In a long white
linen cloth, and & high white cap with
e red cross printed upon It. His gown
was turned back from the shoulders,
and the flesh there was a sight to
make a man wince, for it was all
beaten to a pulp, and the blood was
soaking into his gown and trickling
down upon the ground. Behind him
walked a smaller man, with his halr
touched with gray, who was clad [n
the same white garb. He Intoned a
long whining rhyme in the French
tongue, and at the end of every line
he ralsed a thick cord, all jagged with
peliets of lead, and smote his compan-
fon across the shoulders unti] the blood
spurted again. KEven a8 the three
wayfarers stared, however, there
was A sudden change, for the
gsmaller man, having finlshed hls
song, loosened his own gown
and handed the scourge to the
other, who took up the stave onoce
more and lashed his companion with
all the strength of his bare and
sinewy arm. 8o, alternately beating
and beaten, they made their dolorous
way through the beautiful woods and
under the amber arches of the fad-
Ing beech frees, where the calm

sald

| strength and majesty of Nature might
wayfarers threaded thelr way among | o

serve to rebuke the foollsh energles
and misspent strivings of mankind.

Buch & speclacle was new to Hordle
John or to Alleyne Edrieson; but the
archer treated it lightly, ms a com-
mon malter enough,

"These are the Bealing Friars,
otherwlse called the Flagellants”
quoth he. "I marvel that ye should
have come upon none of them before,
for across the water they are as com-
mon as gallybaggers. I have heard
that there are no English among
them, but that they are from France,
Italy and Bohemia. En avant, cam-
arades! that we may have speech
with them."

As they came up to them, Al-
leyne could hear the doleful dirge
which the beater was chanting, bring-
ing down his heavy whip at the end
of each line, while the groans of the
sufferer formed a sort of dismal cho-
rus, It was In old French, and ran
somewhat in this way:

Or avant, entre nous tous freres
Battons nos charognes bien fort
En remembrant [a grant misere
De Dieu el sa plleuse mort,

fut pris en la gent amers

Lt vendus st trale a tort

basty s chadr, vi et dere

Au nom do ce battons m- fort.

Then st the end of the verse the
scourge changed hands and the
chanting began anew.

“Truly. holy fathers,” sald the
archer In French as they —came
abreast of them, “you have beaten
enough for to-day. The road 48 all
spotted like & shambles at Martin-
mayg. Why shonld ye mishandle your-
selves thua?”

“C'est pour vos peches—pour vos
peches,” they droned, looking at the
travelers with sad lack-lustre eyes,
and then bemt to thelr bloody work
once more without heed to the
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: " quoth big John;
weakness of heart, for I
1 His héart 18 as
but he hath
] ever you will
der tl tin pot of thine,
_fonsequence he c¢an gee
80 that they

hm more.”

welgh - o
“Surely £0 any man it is a gad
4 “to smee those
ho’y men, who have done no sin
» Suffering so for the sins

it 4 fiy,
Hordls John; “for who is the better
| for all thelr whipping and yowling?
They are like other friars, I trow,
when all i8 doné. Let them leave their
backs alone, and beat the pride out
of thelr hearts."”

“By the three kings' there is sooth
In what you say,"” remarked the arch-
er, “Besldes, methinks if I were le
bon Dieu, it would bring me little joy

Alleyne. “It

the ‘

to see & poor devil cutting the flesh
|off his bones; and I should think
| that he had but 8 small opinion of
me, that he should hope to please
me by such provost-marshal work.
No, by my hilt! I should look with a
| more loving eye upon a jolly archer
| wha never harmed a fallen foe and
| never feared a hale one.”

| “"Doubtlesy you mean no sin,” sdld
Alleyne. “If your words are wild, It
I is mol for me to judge them. Can you
|r|ot,m that there are other foes In
| world besides Frenchmen,

as much giory to be gained In con-
fquer{ns them? Would it not bs a
:}prouﬂ day for knight or squlre If he
'could overthrow seven adversaries
In the lists? Yet here are we in the
| 1ists of life, and there come the seven
! black chanmplons against us: Sir
| Pride, 8ir Covetousngss, Bir Lust, Bir
| Anger, 8ir Gluttony, SBir Envy and
| Sir Bloth. Let & man lay those seven
low, and he shall have the prize of
the day, from the hands of the fairest
queen of beauty, even from the Virgin
Mother herself. It {8 for this that
these men mortify their flesh, and to
set us an example, who would ‘pam-
per ourselves overmuch. I say again
that they are God's own saints, and
I bow my head to them.”

“And so you shall, mon petit,” re-
plied the archer. “I have not heard a
man speak better since old Dom Ber-
trand died, who was at one time
chaplain to the White Company. He
was & very vallant man, but at the
battle of Brignais he was spitted
through the body by a Halnault man-
at-arms. For this we had an excom-
munjcation read ageinst the man,
‘whea next we saw our holy father at
| Avignon; but as we had not his
|name, and knew nothing of him, save
itlu.t he rode & dapple gray roussin, I
|

have feared sometimes that the
| bHight may have settled wupon the
wrong man,"”

“Your company has been, then, to
bow knee before our holy father,
the Pope Urban, the prop and cen-
tre of Christendom?"” asked Alleyne,
much interested. “Perchance you
have yourself set eyes upon his au-
gust face "

“Twice I saw him,” said the arch-
er. “He was a lean little rat of a
man, with a scab on his chin. The
first time we had five thousand
crowns out of him, though he made
ado about it. The second time we
asked ten thousand, but It was three
days before we could come to terms,
and I am of opinion mygelf that we
might have done better by plunder-
ing the palace. His chamberiain and
cardinals came forth, as I remember,
to ask whether we would take seven
thousand crowns with his blessing
and & plenary absolution, or the ten
thousand with his solemn ban by bell,
book and candle. We were all of one
mind that {t was best to have the
ten thousand with the curse; but in
some way they prevailed upon Sir
John, so that we were blest and
shriven against our will. Perchance
it is as well, for the company were in
need of it about that time."”

The plous Alleyne was deeply
shocked by this reminiscence. Invol-
untarily he glanced up and around to
see if there were any trace of those
| opportune levin-flashes and thunder-
bolts which, In the “Acta BSancto-
rum,” were wont so often to cut short
the loose talk of the scoffer. The au-
tumn sun streamed down as brightly
as ever, and the peaceful red path
still wound in front of them through
the rustling, yellow-tinted forest. Na-
ture seemed to be too busy with her
own concerns to head the dignity of
an outraged pontiff. Yet he felt a
sense of weight and reproach within
his breast, as though he had sinnegd
himself in glving ear to such words,
The teachings of twenty years corled
out against such license. It 'was not
until he had thrown himself down be-

fore one of the many wayside crosse
and had prayed from his heart both
for the archer And for himself, that
the dark cloud rolled back again
from his spirit.

CHAPTER VIIL

The Three Friends.

His companions had passed on
whilst he was at his orisons; but his
young blood and the fresh morning
air both invited him to & scamper.
His staff in one hand and his serip
in the other, with springy step and
flosting locks, he mced along the
forest path, as active and as graceful
as & young deer. He had not far to

1 red and yellow agalnst

g

%  from  bel Alleyne's
lhollldlf. b o‘m‘ iﬂm m
farers. saw & gaunt, big-boned
with sunkén
face, who had come up behind them.
He held up his two hands as she
spoke, and showed that the thumbs
and two first fingers had been torn
away Trom each of them.

“Ma fol, camaradé!” cried Ayl-
ward. “Who hath served thee In so
shamefnl a fashion?"

"It is easy to see, friend, that you
were born far from the marches of
Scotland,” quoth the stranger, with
a bitter smile. “North of Humber
there is no man who wounld not know
the handiwork of Devil Douglas, the
black Lord James”

“And how fell'you into his hands?"
asked John. ey

“I am & manof the north coun-
try, from the town of Beéverly and
the wapentake of / Holderness,” he
answered. "There was a day when,
from Trent to Tweed, there was no
better marksman . sthan Robin
Heathcot. Yet,as you see, he hath
left me, ag he hath left many anoth-
er poor border archer, with mo grop
for bill or bow, Yet the king hath
given me a living here in the south-
lands, and please God these two lads
of mine will pay off & debt that hath
been owing overlong. What i8 the
price of daddy’'s thumbs, baya?"

“Twenty BScottlsh lives," they an-
swered together,

“And for the flngers "

“Half a score,"”

“When they can bend my war-
bow, and bring down a squirrel at a
hundred paces, I send them to take
service under Johnny Copeland, the
Lord of the Marches and Governor
of Carlisle. By my soul! I would give
the rest of my fingers to see the
Douglas within arrow-flight of
them."

“May you live to see it," quoth the
bowman, "And hark ye, mes en-
fants, take an old soldier's rede and
lay your bodles to the bow, drawing

bowman may at timés be called upon
to shoot straight and fast, yet it is
more often that he has to do with
a town-guard behind a wall, or an
arbalestier with his mantlet ralsed.
when you cannot hope to do him
scathe unless your shaft fall
stralght upon him from the clounds
1 have not drawn string for two weeks,
but I may be able to show ye how
such shots should be made”™ He
loosened his long -bow, .plung His
quiver round to the front, and then
glanced keenly round for & fitting
mark, There was a yellow and with-
ered stump someway off, seen under
the drooping branches of a lofty oak.
The archer measured the distance
with his eye; and then, drawing three
shafts, he shot them with such speed
that the first had not reached the
mark ere the last was on the string.
Each arrow passed high over the oak;
and, of the three, two stuck fair into
the stump; while the third, caught
in some wandering puff of wind, was
driven a foot or two to one side.

“Good," cried the north country-
man, ‘“Hearken to him, lads! He is a
master bowman. Your dad seys amen
to avery word he says"

“By my hilt!" said Aylward, "t

whole long day would scarce give me
time for my sermon. We have marks-
men in the company who will knotch
with a shaft every crevice and joint of
a man-at-arm's harness, from the
clasp of his bassinet to the hinge of
his greave. But, with your favor,
friend, 1 must gather my arrows
again, for while a shaft costs a pen-
ny a poor man can scarce leave them
sticking In wayside stumpsa We
must, then, on our road again, and I
hope from my heart that you may
train these two young goshawks
here until they are ready for a cast
even at such a quarry @8 you speak
of.”

Leaving the thumbless archer and
his brood, the wayfarers struck
through the scattered huts of Emery
Down, and out on to the broad roll-
ing heath covered deep In ferns and
in heather, where droves of the half-
wild black forest pigs were rooting
dbout amongst the hillocks. The
woods about this point fall away to
the léft and the right. while the road
curves upwards and the wind sweeps
keenly over the swelling uplands.
The broad strips of bracken glowed
the  black
peaty soll, and & queenly doe who
grazed among -them turned- her
white front! and her great question-
ing eyes towards the wayfarers. Al-
leyne gazed in admiration at the sup-
ple beauty of the creature; but the
archer’s fingers played with his gulv-
er, and hin eyes glistened with the
fell instinet which urges & man to
slaughter. br

“Tete Dieu!” he growled,' “Syere
this France, or even 'Guienne, "“We
should have a fresh haunch for ouf
none-meat, Law or no law. 1 have
& mind to lose a bolt at her™

“l would break your stave scross
my knee first, crfed John, ~his
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I am to preach on bowmanship, the

cheeks and & gallow |

from hip and thigh as much as from | who held the King of Scots to ran-
arm. Learn also, 1 pray you, to shoot
with a dropping shaft for though a|
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whimple down to shoe string!
right glad, mon gareon, (o sea
the good monks have frained thee e

wisely and so well”
“Ney, T meant not worldly
rather that this heart ould .
who  hive
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The archet shook his head.
man should love .thode of hls. |
breed,” sald he, “But It is
ture that an - A
should love a Scot or & Frehchman,
Ma fof! you have not a drove of
Nithsdale ralders on i Galloway
nags, or. you would not speak of loy-
ing them, I would as soon take Beel-
zebub himself to my arms. I fesr,
mon ‘gar,, that they have taught thee
but badly at Beaulieu. for surely a
bilshop knows more of what is right
and what s /Il than an abbot can
do, and I myself with these very eyes
saw the bishop of Lincoln hew ato
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a Bcottish hobeler with & battle-axe, |}

which was a passing strange way of
fhowing him that he loved him."
Alleyne scarce saw his way to ar-
gue in the face of so decided an opin-
fon on the part of a high dignitary
of the Church. ““You have borne arms
against the Beots, then?" he asked
“Why, man, I first loosed string in
battle when I was but a lad, younger
by two years than you, &t Neville's
Cross, under the Lord Mowbray.
Later, I served under the Warden of
Berwlck, that very John Copeland of
whom' our friend spake, the same

som. Ma foll it is rough soldiering.
and & good school for one who
would learn to be hardy and war-
wise,"

“I have heard that the Scots are
good men of war,” sald Hordle John.

“For axemen and for spearmen I
have not seen their match,” the
archer - answered. ** can travel,
too, with bag of meal and gridiron
slung to thelr sword-bejt, so that it
is 11 to follow themy There are scant
crops and few beeves in the border-
Iand, where & man must reap his
grain with sickle in one fist and
brown bill in the other. On the oth-
er hand, they are the sorriest arch-
ergs that I have ever seen, and can-
not s0 much as aim with the arba-
lest, to say nought! of the long-bow.
Agaip, they are mostly poor folk,
even the nobles among théem, so that
there are few who can buy as good
& brigandine of chain-mall as  that
which I am wearing, and that is il for
them to stand up against our own
knights, who carry the price of flve
Scoteh farms upon their chest and
shoulders. Man for man, with equal
weapons, they are  as - worthy and
valiant men as could be found in the
whole of Christendome*

to whom the archer’s light gossip had
all the relish that the words of the
man of action have for the recluse.

‘*“The French are also very worthy
men, We have great good fortune
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path through
“Well, God be

thaf we showld
“And the French? askel Alleyne, |swhat o el ~ b

to be as welcome as the king's
veyor to the village dame.”
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the woods.” 4
with thee, lad!™
archer, pressing Alleyne to his
“T am quick to love, and quick
lo.ht!.q, and 'fore God I am loth to

“Would ft not be well,” sala John,
_manner of e
pur<

“Nay, nay,” he answered; “ye must
for me, for where I go I~

in France, and It hath led to much | stay.

bobance and eamp-fire talk, but I
have ever noticed that those who
know the most have the least to say
about . I have ‘seen Frenchmen
fight both In open field, in the in-
taking and the defending of towns
or castlewicks, in esemlados, cami-

{ ight forays, bushiments, sal-
lies, outfalls, and knightly spear-
runnings. Their knights and squires,
lad, are every whit as good as ours,-
and I could pick out a score of those
who ride behind Du Guesdlin who
would hold the lsis with sharpened
lances agninst the best men in the
army of England. On the other hand,
thelr common folk are =0 'érushed
down with gabelle, and poll.tax, and
every manner of cursed tallage, that
the spirit has- ‘right out of
them, It 1a &
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R
night to the of Sir 'Wil-
liam Montacute, Earl o bt
which S8ir Nigel

There we shall bide, and it
enough that for & month

I's plan fo teach & h
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