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“Chivalry,” Hastings' “British Arch-
er,” Btrutt's “Sports,” Johnes Frols-
sar\. Hargrove's "Archery,” | Long-
man's “Bdward 1" Wright's *Do-
mestic  Manners.” With these and
ny others I have lived for months,

' If 1 have been unable to com and
trTurar their effect, the fault s
mine,

ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE.

gone to the bullding of this one. I
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“Undershaw,” Nov, 30, 1905,
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hesp, the & of . corn-land. ' re-
ither. and bracken,
om- the southern slope

i), the  rows -of
ds, ' the * Frensham

nd sown with veg-
plgeon-cotes, all

__bbey round with
of the order,
and florld  face

- 'l
shone with l'ql'.oonteat as he
looked out at his huge but well-
ordered household. Like every head
of a tAbbey, Abbot John,
the fourth of the mame, was a man
of various lisiiments. Through
his own chosen Inst ents he had to
minister a great estate and to keep
order and decorum among a large
bady of men Uving a celibate life,
He was a rigid dlselplinarlan toward
all beneath him, ‘& supple diplomatisi
to all above. He held high debate
with neighboring abbots and lords,
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In the month of July of the year
1848, between the feasts of St. Ben-
edict and of Bt. Bwithin, & strange
thing came upon England, for out of
the east there drified a monstrous
cloud, purple and plled, heavy with

+ avill, climbing slowly up the hgnhml
heaven. In. the shadow of ™ that
sttange cloud the leaves drooped in
the trees, tha birds ceased their” call-
ig, ahd the ‘eattle and the sheep
gathered cowering under the hedges,
A ‘gloom fell upon all the land, and

!  man stood with their eyes upon the
strangd cloud and & heaviness upon
their hearts. They orept iInto the
churches where the trembling people
were  Dbléssed and_ ghriven the
trembling priests. Outside no  bird
flew, and lﬁaro.came no rustling from
the woods, nor any of the homely
sounds of Nature, All was stlll, and
nothing moved, save only the great
cloud which rolled up and onward,
with fold on fold from the black hor-
fsfon. To the west was the light
summer sky, to the east this brooding
cloud-bank, creeping ever slowly

* mcross, until the last thid blue gleam
faded away and the whole wvast
sweep of the heavens was one great
leaden arch.

Then the raln began to fall. Al
day It ralned, and all the night and
all.the week and all the month untll
folk had forgotten the blue heavens
and the gleam of the sunshine. It
was nol heavy, but it was stady and
cold and unceasing, so that the people
wore weary of Its hissing and Its
splashing, with the slow drip from
t eaves. Always the same thick
evil clour flowed from east to .west
with tha rain beneath . None
conld see for more than a bow-shot
from thelr dwellings for the drifting
vall of the raln-storms. Every morn-
ing the folk looked upward for a
break, but thelr eyes rested always
upon thoe same endless’ cloud, until at
last th+y ceased to look up, and their
helirts despalred of ever seeing the
change. It was raining »t Lammas-
tide and raining at the Feast of the
Asumption and still raining at Mich-
eelmas. The crops and the hay, sod-

{ “den and black, had rotted in the
fieldy, for they were not worth the
garmering, The sheep had died, and
tha oalves also, so there was llile
to kill when Martinmas came and it
was time to salt the meat for the
winter. They feared a famine, but
it was worse than famine which was
in stora for them.

For the rain had ceased at lait,
and a slckly autumn sun ghone upon
o land which was soiked &nd sodden
with. water. Wet and rotten- leaves
retkd and festered under ths foul
hase which rose from the woods. The
;blt_l’u apotted with monstrous
wd
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’ & uise and color never match-
ore—scarlet and mauve and
and black. . It was as though
tha sick earth had burst into foul
X !:llu: mildew and Jichen motted
= walls, and with that fiithy orop
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high turret nor cunning moat ‘could
keep out that blacK commoner who
struck them down. Oppressive laws
slackened for want of those who
could enforce them, and once slack-
ened could never be enforced agaln,
The laborer would be a slave no long-
er, The bondsman snapped his
shackles. There was mueh to do and
few left to do it. Therefors the few
should be free men, name thery”
price, and work where and for whom
they would. It was the black death
which cleared the way for that great
rising thirty years later which left
(the English ppeasant the freest of his
class. in Eufope.

But there were few =o far-sighted
that they could see that here, as ever,

good was coming out of evil. At the
moment misery and ruln were
brought into every family. The

dead cattle, the upgarnered crops,
the untilled lands—every spring of
wealth had dried up at the same mos-
ment. Those who were rich became
poor; but those who were poor al-
ready, and especially those who were
poor with the burden of gentility
upon their shoulders, found them-
selves in a perillous state, All
through England the smaller gentry
were rulned, for they had no jrade
save wanr, and they drew their living
from the work of others. On many
& manor-house therz came evil times,
and on none more than on the Manor
of Tilford, where for many genera-
tlons the noble family of the Lorings
had held thelr home,

There was & time when the Lor-
ings had held the country from the
North Downs to the Jakes of Pren-
sham, and when thelr grim castle-
keep rising above the green meadows
which border the river Wey had been
the strongest fortalice betwixt Guild-
ford Castle In the east and Win-
chester in the west. But thers came
that Barons’ War, in which the King
used his Saxonm subjects ms a whip
‘with which to scourge his Norman
‘barons, and Castle 'Leoring, llke s0
many. other great stro olds, was
swept from the face .of the lard.
From that time the Loriogs, with es-
tates sadly curtalled, lfved In what
had been the dower-house, with
enough for splendor,

And then came their lawsuit wilh
Waverley. Abbey, and the Cistercinns
laid elalm to-their richest land, with
pecoary, turbary . and ‘feudal nghts
«aver the remainder. It lingered'on
for years, this great lawsult, and
when it was finished the men of the
Church and the meon of the law had
dividel all that was richest of the
estate hetween them. Thera was
still Jeft the old manor-house [rom
which with each generation there
came & soldler to uphold the credit
of the name and to show the five
soarlet romes on the silver ashield
where it had slways been shown-—
fn the van, There were  twelve
bronzes in the little chapel where
Matthew, the priest, sald masa
1 of men of the house of
thelr  legs

Bix others rested thelr feet gon
Mone, as . having died In war. ur
only lay with ths effigy of thelr

hounds to shiow that they had passed

in peace, f
Of this famous but Impoverished
family, doubly impoverished by law
and bypn:tl:.hm 't&unm?’m
lving In year of grace :
Lady Ermyntrude. : and
n

veins, still at the age of two and
twenty, wasted the weary days re-
claiming his hawks with leash and
lure or training the alans and spai-
fels who shared with the family the
big earthen-floored hall of the manor-
house,

Day by day the aged Lady Ermyn-
trude had seen him wax in girength
t

wagd. in manhood, small of sty
Aokl 1T true, but with muscles omm

a soul of fire. From all parts, from
the warden of Guildford Castle, from
the tit-yard of Farnham, tales of hls
prowess were brought back to her,
of his daring as a rid« *, f his debon-
air courage, of his skill with all wea-
pons; but still she, who had both
husband and son torn from her by &
bloody death, could not bear thal
this, the last of the Lorings, the final
bud of so famous an old tree, should
share the same fate. With a weary
heart, but with a smiling face, he
bore with his uneventful days. while
ghe would ever put off the evil time
until the harvest was better, until
the monks of Waverley should give
up what they had taken, until his
ancle should die and leave moncy
for his outfit, or any other - acuse
with which she could hold him to
her side.

And’ indeed, there was need for a
man at Tilford, for the strif~ be-
twixt the Abbey and the manor-
house had never been appeascd, and
still on one pretext or another Lhe
monks would clip off yet one more
slice of thelr neighbor's land. Owver
the winding river, across the green
meadows, rose the short square tower
and the high gray walls of tho grim
Abbey, with its bell tolling by day
and night, a voice of menace and of
dread to the Ilittle household,

It is In the heart of the great Cls-
terclan monaastery that this chironicle
of old days must take Its start, as we
trace the foud betwixt the monks and
the house of Loring, with those
events to which It gave birth, ending
with the coming of Chandos, the
strange spear-running of  Tilford
Bridge and the deeds with which
Nigel won fame in the wars. Hise-
where, In the chronicle of the White
Company, it has been set forth what
manner of man was Nigel Loring.
Thosa who love him may read herein
those things which went to his mak-
Ing. Let us go back together and
guze upon this green stage of En-
gland, the scenery, hill, plain and
river even as now, the actors In
much our very selves, In much also
so changed in thought and act that
they might be dwellers in another

‘1L

How the Devil Camne to Waverley,

The dry was the of May, which
was . the Festival of essed Apos-
ties Phillp and ames, e Yyeoar was
the 1,840th from man's wsalvation,
From tlerce to sext, and then agsln
from soxt to nones, A

bbot of
svery . the House of Waverley, had boon seat-
ed in his study while he mm

the many high doties of Nis office.
All around for mn;.:umﬂo on every
slde stretched the le and four-

the
master. In the centre o
Abbey bulldings, with ochurell and
cloisters, hospitium ~houss
and frater-housa, ulf- buszing with a
busy. life. Thro the open window
cama the low hum of the voless
the brethren uh‘thar walked In

even on occasion with the King's
majesty himself. Many were the
subjegts with which Re must be con-
versant. Questions of doctrine,
questions of bullding, polnts of for-
, of agricalture, of' drainage, of
feudal law, all came to the Abbot for
settlement. He heald e scales of
Justice in all the A banlicue
which stretched over mila of
Nire P*W
honks -his dlspleasure m mean
fasting, exile to some sterner com-
munity, or even Imprisonment In
ohains, Over the layman also he
could hold any punlshment/save only
corporal death, instead of which le
had in hand the far more dreadful
:olpnn of spiritual exeommunlca-
on.

Buch ware the powers of the Ab-
bot, and it Is no wonder that thére
were masterful lines in the ruddy
features of Abbot John, or that the
brethren, glancing up, should put on
an even meeker carrlage and more
demure expression as they saw the
watchful face In the window above
them.

A knock at the door’of his studio
recalled the Abbot to his Immediate
dutles, and he returned to his desk.
Already he had spoken with his cel-
larer and prior, almoner, chaplain
and lector, but now in tha fall and
gaunt monk who obeved his summons
to enter he recognized the most Im-
portant and also the most importu-
nate of his ag:nts, Brother, SBamu:l,
the sacrist, whose office, correspond-
ing to that of the layman's ballifm,
placed the matarial Interests of the
monastery and its dealings with the
outer world entirely under his con-'
trol subjects only to the check of the
Abbot. Brother Samuel was a gnarl-
ed and stringy old monk, whoss stern
and sharp-featured fnce reflected no
light from above, but only that sor-
did workaday world toward which. it
was forever turned. A huge book of
accounts was tucked under one of his
arms, while a great bunch of koys
hung from the other hand, a badg.
of his office, and also on odecaslon of
Impatiénce a weapon of offense, ow

heavy-fleeced | - “F '

o hen-ronts of 1n

anl four children,

" is Arpe, holy father; but it X
S pase him, then how am I to
the rent of the foresters of Put-
tenham, or the hinds in the village?
Buch a thing spreads from houss to
house; and . where then Is the wealth
of Waverjey?"

“What else,” Brother Samuel?"
"‘I'h,'l‘e is the matter of tha fish-

The Abbot's face brightened, It
was & subject upon which he was
an authority. If the rule of his Or-
der had robbed him of the softer joys
of life, he had the keener zest for
thosa which remained.

“How have the char
brother?"

*“They have done well, holy father,
but the carp have died In tha Abbot's
pond.”

“Carp. prosper vnly upon a gravel
bottom, They must be put In also
in their due proportion, three milters
to one spawner, brother sacrist, and
the spot must be free from wind,
stony and sandy, an ell deep, with
willows and grass upon the banks.
Mud for tench, brother, gravel for
CIII'D."

The sacrist leaned forward with the
face of one who bears tidings of woe,
“There are plke In the Abbot's pond,”
said he,

“Plke!" cried tha Abbot In horror,
“As well shut up a woll In our
gheepfold. How came a plke in the
pond? There were no plke last year,
and a plke does not fall with the rain
nor rise In the springs. The pond
must be drained, or we shall spend
next Leént upon stockfish, and have
the brethren down with the great
slckness ers Easter SBunday has come
to absolve us from our abstinence."

‘“The pond shall be drained, holy
father; 1 have already ordered it
Then we shall plant pot-herbs on the
mud bottom, and after we have gath-

prospered,

ered them In return the fish
and water once more from the
lower pond, 80 that they

may fatten among the rich stubble.”

“3ood!” erled the Abbot. I would
have three fish-stews In every well-
ordered house—one dry for herbs,
one shallow for tha fry and the yearl-
ings, and one deep for the breeders
and the table-fish. But still, I have
not heard you say how the pike camoe
In the Abbot's pond.”

A spasm of anger passed over the
flerce face of the sacrist, and his keys
rattled as his bony hand clasped them
more tightly. “Young Nigal Loring!"
“He swore that he would do us scathe,
and In thls way he has done It."

“How know you this?"

“8ix weeks ago he was seen day by
day fishing for plke at the great
Lake of Frensham. Twice at night
he has been met with a bundle of
betraw under his arm on- the. Hankley
Down. Well, I wot that the straw
was wet and that a live plke lay
within It

The Abbot shook his head. oy
have heard much of this youth's wild
ways; but now Indeed he has passed
all bounds if what you say be truth,
It was bad enough when it was said
that he slew the King's deer in Wool-
mer Chase, or broke the head of
Hobbs, tha chapman, so that he lay
for seven days betwixt life and death
in our Infirmary, saved only by Broth-
or Petar's skill In the pharmacles of
herbs; but to put plke In the Abbot's
pond—why should be play such a
devil's prank?”’ .

"“Becausa he hates the House of
Waverley, holy father; becauss he
swears that we hold his  father's
land."”

“In which there In surely some
truth.”

“But, holy father, wo hold no

moke than the law has allowed."

“Prue, brother, and yot between
ourselves, we may admit that the
heavier purse may welgh down the
pcales of justice, When [ have pass-
ed the old house and have seen that
aged woman with her ruddled cheeks
and her baleful eyes look the oursas
she dare not speak, | have many a
time wished that we had other nelgh-
bors."

“That we can soon bring about,
holy father. Indeed, it is of It that
I wished to speak to you, Surely It

Is not hard for us to drive them from
the country-side. There are thirty
years' clalms of escurage unsettled,
and there is Bergeant Wilkins, the
lawyer of Guildford, whom I will
warrant, to draw up such arrcars of
dues and rents and lssues of hidage
und fodder-corn that hese folk, who

many a' scarred head among rustics
and lay brothers could testify.

are as beggarly as they are proud,
will have to mell the roof-tres over
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1" “Doacon ‘the bailift grith - his
varlets went down to the hall ye
night on the matter of the
and came screaming back this
;lonnc hothead raging gt their heels
¢ |s small and slight, yet he has the
strength of many men in the hour of
his wrath. The balliff swears that
he will go no more, save with half
a meore of archers to mphold him.*'

The Abbot was red with anger at
this new offense, *1 will teach him
that the servants of Holy Church,
even though we of the yule of Saint
Bernard be the lowllest and hum=
blest of her children, can still de-
fend their own against the froward
and the violent! Go, cite this man
before the Abbey court. Let him ap-
pear in the chapter-house after tierce
to-morrow.”

But the wary sacrist shook his
head. “Nay, holy father, the times
ara not yet ripe. Gilve me three
days, 1 pray you, that my case agalnst
him may be complete. Bear in mind
that the father and the grandfather
of this unruly squire were both fa-
mous men of their day and the fore-
most knights In the King's own sar-
vice, living In high honor and dying
In their knightly duty. The Lady
Ermyntrude Loring, was first lady to
the King's mother., Roger FitzAlan,
of Farnham, and Sir Hugh Walcott
of Guildford Castle, were each old
comrades-in-arms of Nigel's father,
andy slb to him on the distaff side,
Already there has been talk that we
have dealtl harshly with them. There-
fore, my rede s that we be wise and
wary and wait until hls cup be in-
deed full"

The Abbot had opened his mouth
to raply, when the consultation was
interrupted by a most unwonted buzs
of excitement from among the monks
in the cloister below. Questions and
answers Iin oxcited volces sounded
from one slde of the ambulatory to
the other. Bacrist and Abbot were
gazing at each other In amazement at
such a breach of the discipline and
decorum of thelr well-trained flock,
when thers came a swift step upon
the stalr, and a white-faced brother
flung open the door and rushed into
the room.

“Father Abbot!"

he cried. *Alas,

alas!  Brother John ls dead, and tho

holy subprior Is dead, and the devil

Is loos In the flve-virgate fleld!"
111,

The Yellow Horse of Crooksbury.

In thosa simple times there was a
great wonder and mystery In  life.
Man walked In fear and molemnity,
with heaven very close above his
head, and hell below his very feet.
God's visible hand was averywhere,
In the rainbow and the comet, in the
thunder and the wind.; . devil
too raged openly upan
skulked behind |
gloaminfi, he . hed

ner, p
and twist ! ot the ep

A foul flend slunk éver by a man's
slde and whispered villalnles in- his
ear, while above him thers hoverad
an angel of grace, who pointed to
the steep and narrow track. How
could one doubt these things, when
Pope and priest and scholar and
King wrre all united In balleving them,
with no single volce of question in
the whols® wide world?

Every book read, aevery plotury
seen, every tale heard from nurse or
mother, all taught the same lesson.
And gs & man traveled through Lha
world his falth would grow the firm-
er, for go where he would there
were the endless shrines of the saints,
each with Its holy rellc In the centre,
and around 1t the tradition of inces-
sant miracles, with stacks of desert-
ed crutches and sllver vottve hearts
to prove them. At every turn he was
made to feel how thin was the vell,
and how easily rent, which soreened
him from the awful denizens of the
unseen world.,

Hence the wild announcement of
the frightened monk seemed terrible
rather than incredible to those whom
he addressed. The Abbot's ruddy
face paled for a moment, it s true,
but he pluckel the crleifix from his
desk and rose valiantly to his foet,

"Lead ma to him'" sald he. *“Show
me the foul fiend who dares to lay
his grip upon brethren of tha holy

use of Saint Bernard! Run down
td my chaplain, brother! /Bid him
bring the exorclst with him, and also
the blemsed box of relies, and the
bones of Baint Jumes from under the
altar. With thesoe and a contrite
and humble heart wo may show front
to all the powers of darkness."

But the sacrist was of @ mora orit-
feal turn of mind, He rlulched the
monk's nrm with & grip which left
Its ive purple spots for many o day
to come,

“Is this the way to enter the Ab-
bot's own chamber, without knock or
revercnce, or so0 much a a8 'Pax voble-
cum?" ™ sald he sternly. *“You were
wont to be our gentlest movice, of
lowly carriage In chapter, devout in
psalmody and strict In the clolster,
Pull your wits together and answer
me stralghtly, In what form has the
foul flend appeared, and how has he
done this grievoss seathe to our
brethren? Have you see him with
your own eyes, or do you repeat from

y?! Bpeak, man, or you stand
on the penance-stoo) In the chapter-
house this very hour!”

Thus adjured, the frightened monk
grew calmer in his bearing, though
his white lips and his startied eyes,
with the gasping of his braath, told

0

.lof his Inward tremors,

“If It ploase you, holy father, and
you, reverend macrist, it cames about
in this way. Jamos, (he mubprivr,
and Brother John and I had spent
our day from sext onward on Mank-
ley, cutting bracken for the ocow-
housws, Wao were coming back over
the five-virgate field, and the holy
subprior was telling us a saintly tale
from the life of Baint Gregory, when
there came & sudden sound lke =
mhw torrent, and the foul flend
aprang over the high wall which
-:nuuu water-meadow and rushed
,un with the speed of the wind,
Iny brother he struck to the
d and trampled into the mire.

ény  selning the good ¢ in
his teath, he rushed round fleld,
him as though he wers &

fandol of

cldthes,
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whose soul now reeks
for his own use, and even
sald under the shelter of his
tent. 1 took him in discharge of
debt, and I ordered the varlets whi
had haltered him to leave him alone
in the water-meadow, for I have
heard that the beast has indeed &
most evil spirit, and has killed more
men than one.” A
“It. was an I} day for Waverlsy
that you brought such a monster
within its bounds,” sald the Abbot.
“If the subprior and Brother John
be Indeed dead, then it would seem
that if the horse be not the devil, hs
Is at least the devil's instrument.”
“Horse or Devil, holy father, 1
heard him shout with joy as he
trampled upon Brother John, and had
you se2n him tossing the subpiior as
a dog shakes a rat you would pere
chance have felt even as I did.”

“Come then,” cried the Abbot, “lat
us ses with our own eyas what evil
has been done.”

And the three monks hurried down
the stalr which led to the cloisters.

They. had no sooner descended
than thelr mors pressing fears were
set at rest, for at that very moment, L
limping, disheveled and mud-stained, .
tha two sufferers were being led In
amid a crowd of sympathizing breth-
ren. Shouts and crles from outside
showed, however, that some further
drama was In progress, and both Ab« '.
bot and sacrist hastened onward as e
fast as the dignity of thelr office ¥
would permit, untll they had passed
the gates and galned the wall of the
meadow, Looking over It, a remark-
able sight presented itself to thelr

ey an,
lush grass

Fetlock deep In the
there stood a magnificent horse, such a2
a horse as a sculptor or a soldier e
might thrill to see. His color was a !
light chestnut, with mane and taill
of a more tawny tint. Saventeen
hands high, with a barrel and
haunches which bespoke tremendous
strength, he fined down to the most
delicate lines of dalnty breed in neck
and crest and shoulder. He was In-
deed n glorious sight as he stood
there, his beautiful body leaning
back from his wide-spread and prop- e
ped fore legs, his head craned high,
his eaws erect, his mane bristling, his
red nostrils opening and shutting
with wrath, and his flashing eyes
turning from side to slde in haughty
menace and defiance.

Scattered round in & respectful
ol sig of the Abbey lay servants
X, prs, each holding a halter,

Mng toward Evory
0 i then,
and swerve and plunge, the great

oreaturs would turn upon one of his
would-ba captors, and with out~
stratched head, flying mane and filash-
ing teeth, would chase him screaming
to the safety of the wall, while the

others would close swiftly Iin bshind
and cast their ropes In the hope of "
catching neck or lsg, but only In

thelr turn to be chased to the nearest
refuge. S50

Had two of these ropes sattled up- T
on the horse, and had their throwars
found some purchase of stump or
bowlder by which they could hold
them, then the man's braln might
have won Its wonted victory over
swiftness and strength. But the
braine were themselves at fanlt which
Iimagined that one such rope would
Berve any purpose save to endanger
the thrower.

Yet 80 it was, and what might
have been foreseen occurred at the ;
very moment of the arrival of the
monks. The horse, having chased
ona of his enemles to the wall, re-
mained g0 long snorting hls contampt
aver the coping that the others were
nable to creep upon him from behind.
Beversal ropes were flung, and one
nonss soettled over the proud crest.
and lost itsalf In the waving mane,
In an instant the creature had turn-
ed and the men were flying for thelr
llves, but he who had cast the rope
lingerad, un: ertaln what use to make
of his own success. That moment of
doubt was fatal, With a yell of dis-
may, the mun saw the great creature
rear above him. Then with a crash
the fore feet fell upon him and dash«
ed him to the ground. He rose
screaming, was  hurled over once
more, and lay a quivering, bleeding
heap, while the savage horse, the
most cruel and terrible In its anger

(2

of nll creatures on earth, bdit and :
shook and trampled the writhing
body. la

A loud wail of horror rose from
the lines of tonsured heads which
skirted the high wall—a wall which
wuddenly died away Into a long hushed
allonce, broken at last by a rapturous
cry of thanksgiving and of joy.

On the road which led to the old
dark manor-house upon the side of
the hill a youth had been riding. His
mount Was & SOrry omne, & vn& s
shambling, long-halrad colt, and
patched tunle of faded
stained leather belt presonted no
smart appearance; yel in
of the man, In the polsa of
in his enxy graceful carriage, and
the hold glance of his 1
there was that stamp

and graceful.

crisp yellow
the dark flat
ing, and a sh
outline of his
One white




