





























THE FOURTH CHAPTER
At Grenville Lodge !

chx CourtTNEY raised his head as the key
grated in the lock of his prison door.
A shaft of sunlight cut through the gloom
of the cell, and the stern voice of the Parlia-
mentary sergeant bade him rise and follow.

He was conducted to the room in which
he had been interviewed by Colonel Payne,
and the first person upon whom his eyes
rested was Philippe de Valois.

Dick Courtney started forward, a dread-
ful fear in his heart.

‘‘ Monsieur ! They have taken you?”’

Philippe made no reply. He was deathly
pale, and his slender hands were clenched
tightly. It was the Colonel himself who
answered the agonised question.

‘‘ There is no case of the—er—Duc being
taken, Sir Richard. He is here to correct
some errors into which you have fallen.”’

Payne turned to the Frenchman, with a
gesture of invitation.

‘“ Now, monsieur, let us hear what you
have to say.”

Philippe did not raise his eyes; he did
not move; but slowly, like a child repeating
a lesson, he spoke.

“ T have deceived you, Sir Richard,’’ he
said. ““ You thought me the victim of the
Parliament when I was merely its servant.
I have never been tortured—it was all a
blind in order to gain access to your home.’’

“ Monsieur! This is false! The fiends
have compelled you in some way to say all
this!”  Dick’s voice was hoarse and
broken. He did not believe—he could
not. It was all some diabolical plot.

But Philippe was speaking again, and,
perforce, he must listen.

“I am speaking the truth. I fooled
you from the first. I am not even what I
pretend to be, but just an adventurer. I
repented my actions when you had departed
on the errand I sent you, but it was too late
then.””

The last sentence awakened doubts in the
Englishman’s heart. Philippe de Valois
seemed to be in earnest—he could see that.
Was it true, then? Was the man he had
admired for a hero no more than a despic-
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able traitor? He put another question, a
question full of despair, §ince his faith in
the Frenchman was wavering. :

‘“ That parchment—was it your signa-
ture, after all?”’

¢ Yes. »

“ Monsieur  Philippe The name
slipped out unconsciously as Dick spoke,
for in their short friendship the two cava-
liers had grown attached to one another.
“Tt is true, then? You are—""

““A spy!”” The word was so faint that
it hardly reached the Englishman’s ears,
but it was enough to change his f\goﬂlsed
doubts into a still more agonising cer-
tainty. ) .

With a ery, he covered his face with his
hands, which were loosely mnnn(‘]ed,' and
leaned ngainst the table for support. Then
another terrible thought seared his brain,
and he turned fiercely upon the Frcnchmyr’m.

““ My mother—Harry—what of them?

There was a moment’s pause. Philippe
de Valois was standing as though he had
been stricken by some awful calamity. But
when Dick repeated the question he started
and raised his head.

¢“ Colonel Payne hath command over the
Manor.”’

““ You have betrayed them, too?
spy! You traitor!”’

Dick Courtney started ;
manacled hands upraised and a te}'l:lble
fury distorting his young face. Philippe
did not move. It seemed that he would
have welcomed the blows that were
threatened. But they never reached him.
The soldiers dragged the Englishman back,
and Colonel Payne waved his hand towards
the door, saying calmly:

“ You may go, De Valois.” |

Philippe walked to the door with drag-
ging steps, and, passing through, closed if
behind him. )

Then the Colonel dismissed his soldiers
and addressed himself to his prisoner.

‘“ You are satisfied?”’

The white face and burning eyes were
sufficient answer, and he continued
smoothly :

‘“ Now, Sir Richard, I offer you your
liberty, the liberty of your family, and the
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“1tis not true ! " cried Harry, springing forward.
“The Duc is a gallant gentleman |

chance of revenging yourself upon the man
who hath brought you to this position.
Alice Grenville is a Royalist. She hath
defied every attempt to assail her home. We
would have Grenville Lodge for the Parlia-
ment 2

‘“And so you would have me betray it
into your hands?”’ finished Dick scornfully.
*“1 am not a traitor! You had best seek
the aid of Philippe de Valois!”’

‘“ That T have already sought, but there
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seemeth an affec-
tion between them,
and I cannot per-
suade De Valois to
help me.”

Quick as a flash
came the question:

“W hy,
then, was
he so ready
to send me
to her? He
knew the
message

would be
filched from
me.”’
“Tven
with the
message we
could not
ent er.
Only a cava-
lier  would

be admitted,

‘-\

.anf-‘a .
and De Valois trusts to the honour of his
enemies.”’

The last words stung Dick Courtney,
and he flushed angrily.

*’Tis strange for a spy to trust any-
one’s honour I’ he said. ‘‘ But his trust
shall be merited. T betray no woman |”’
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“Very well. We must try other
methods,’”’ said the Colonel, with ominous
quiet, and Dick braced himself for the tor-
ture he felt was to come.

But Colonel Payne had different plans.
He knew the endurance of the Royalists too
well to hope to gain his end by causing the
young cavalier to suffer himself; it must
be others whoin he must threaten.

¢ Lady Courtney and Master Harry are
at present guarded by my men, Sir
Richard,”” he went on presently, watching
the resolute face with his cruel eyes. ‘I
think it best you agree to do my bidding—
Lest for them!”’

Dick started.

‘“ What do you mean?”’

¢ Simply that unless you lead us to Gren-
ville Lodge, your brother shall hang from
the beams of your own dining-hall I’

Sir Richard Courtney uttered a cry of
horror and stared at the smiling face before
him as he might have stared at a snake
which had prepared itsell to strike.

His young brother Harry, with his bright
eyes and irrepressible spirits, to die a
felon’s death ere he had reached the
threshold of manhood!

It was too horrible to think of. Dick’s
eyes sought for a gleam of mercy in the
cruel face before him, but found none. It
was to be one or the other—the unknown
woman or Harry.

¢“1 submit,” he said at last.

His cheeks burned with the shame of what
he was doing, but he could not condemn
Harry to a death of agony—could not break
his mother’s heart for the sake of a
stranger. And at the remembrance of the
faith he had had in Philippe de Valois,
anger returned to thrust aside all other
feelings.

Dick’s  bitterness might have been
lessened had he been able to look upon the
TFrenchman at that moment.

Seated in the cell to which he had been
dragged immediately he had closed the door
behind him, racked with the pain which his
ride from Courtney Manor had set up in his
strained muscles, Philippe de Valois could
hardly have been mistaken for a servant of
the Roundhead colonel.
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The threat which had caused Dick to con-
sent to the betrayal of Alice Grenville had
been equally successful in forcing Philippe
to brand himself as a spy; and now le
crouched upon a rough stool, wondering
what motive Payne could possibly have for
wishing to make the young Englishman hate
and despise him.

Yet even this uncertainty as to the
Colonel’s motives was swallowed up by the
misery in his heart,

Sir Richard Courtney rode to Taunton
apparently alone, but in reality under the
eye of Colonel Payne and his men.

He drew rein outside the small gate which
pierced the high wall surrounding Grenville
Lodge, pulled the bell-chain, and waited.

After a while the grid was thrust back
and an elderly man peered through.

“T bring a message from Monsieur de
Valois,”” said Dick, feeling that the pierc-
ing eyes could read the falseness of his
heart. ‘“ Here it is, fastened to his
signet.”’

Alice Grenville, so Colonel Payne had
told him, was in ignorance of her brother’s
treachery, and so, evidently, were her ser-
vants, since the man took the signet and
the message and disappeared.

After what seemed an interminable wait,
he returned. Bolts were drawn, and Dick
soon found himself inside the wall.

He was well acquainted with his business.
He was to feign knowledge of an attack,
and beg leave to bring some cavalier soldiers
into the lodge. These, of course, would be
Colonel Payne and his men, who would
burst in directly the gates were open.

The young man rehearsed what he was
to say a dozen times within himself on
the way to the house, and then stood tongue-
tied before the level gaze of Lady Alice
Grenville.

She had come out on to the terrace to
greet him, filled with anxiety for her brother
and eager for news.

‘¢ Philippe—what hath come to him? e
is hurt?”’

Sir Richard almost laughed at the irony
of the question, but he checked himself in
time and bowed.
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‘“ Monsieur is safe at present, madam,
but I have come upon a graver mission.
The crop-ears are contemplating an attack
on this house. There is a large company
of them—more than you could well defend
yourself against. I have a company of men
without who would protect you ”’ He
stopped short, silenced by the gentle eyes
fixed upon his face.

“I am ready to place myself in your
hands, sir. You saved my brother—though
he does not say from what—and I trust you
absolutely.”

She trusted him! And he was about to
open her doors to the vilest wretch that
ever disgraced a military uniform|

He could not do it—not even to save
Harry!
like betraying a trusting child! His father
would haunt him for his crime. Harry
would call him coward to his face, if he did
0 black a deed.

‘““No, no! I cannot—I cannot!”’ he
cried in despair, and Alice Grenville stared
at him in amazement.

‘“ What do you mean, sir? Are you ill1”’

Her voice was sympathetic and gentle,
and, hardly knowing how, Dick Courtney
told her the whole miserable story.

She listened in silence to the end, and
then, as he sank upon a stone bench, his
head in his hands, she spoke pitifully, with-
out anger.

‘“ But do you not see it was all false, sir?
Do you not see that my brother was speak-
ing under compulsion? Maybe the Colonel
threatened him as he threatened you. I
can swear to Philippe’s honour, for he hath
fought in every fight since Naseby—ay. and
before. My brother is no traitor, sir!”’

But now came the servant, in haste and
alarm.

‘“There is a company o' crop-ears
demanding entrance, m’lady!’”’ he gasped.
““ They are led by Colonel Payne.”

‘“ Defy them !”’

The gentle childishness had vanished
from Alice Grenville’s face. She was a
soldier’s wife and a soldier’s daughter,
ready to defend her home against the world.
But almost as the brave words were uttered,
she called the man back.

(

To betray this woman would be"

I had forgotten something. Wait over
there, Jackson.” Then, as the servant
obeyed, my lady turned to Dick, who had
risen and was standing by, his head bowed
in shame. ‘“ We cannot let your brother
die, sir!’’ she cried. ““ We must save him
—but how? I have many men on my estate
—but a company of crop-ears &

‘“ There is your brother, too. Heaven
knoweth what they will do to him!”’ ex-
claimed Dick, from whose mind all sus-
picions had been wiped.

A moment’s pause, and then Alice Gren-
ville uttered a little cry of satisfaction.

“We will meet guile with guile, sir.
Jackson!”” The man came forward re-
spectfully. ‘“ Admit these soldiers, but sce
that they are given wine to refresh them-
selves after their long ride. There is a
phial in the still-room—you know the one.
Do you understand ¥’

““Yes, m’lady.”

“Very well. Hasten, erc they grow im-
patient.””

And Alice Grenville turned a smiling face
to Sir Richard Courtney as her servant
departed to do her bidding.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
Face to Face !

oLONEL PAYNE stretched his legs under

the great table and chuckled.

It hardly seemed possible that he was
actually dining in the hall of Grenville
Lodge, with Lady Alice, mute and terrified,
at one end of the table, and that puppy
Courtney at the other. Yet it was true.
He had been admitted without trouble.

The ease with which he had entered might
have aroused suspicion in a less conceited
man ; but though brutal, and, in some ways,
crafty, Colonel Payne was too self-satisfied
to be really keen; and, to be sure, Alice
Grenville was a fine actress.

‘‘ Have my men been given wine?”’ he
bellowed at Jackson as that worthy brought
the port and filled his glass.

““ Yes, sir.”

Jackson did not add that at this moment
they were sprawling across the kitchen
tables in heavy, drugged sleep.
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When the servant had quitted the hall,
he turned to Dick, who was playing with his
glass of wine.

“T’ll keep my word, young whipper-
snapper | You can get back to your family
as soon as you like,’” he said.

Dick continued to finger his glass, speak-
ing without raising his eyes.

““I also have my word to keep, Colonel
Payne. When Philippe de Valois cramped
his tortured hand to pen that message to
his sister, I vowed that if ever I met Colonel
Payne face to face, with a good sword at
my hip, I would have vengeance. My debt
hath grown since then, and the time hath
come when it shall be paid I”’

He looked up suddenly, and, lifting his
glass, dashed the wine in the Colonel’s face.

The Cromwellian sat quite motionless
for a brief moment, the red wine trickling
down his leathern doublet. Then he sprang
to his feet and strode to the door. It was
locked. He flung across to the window, and
caught a gleam of steel from one of my
lady’s men-at-arms. Then he laughed up-
roariously.

‘A pretty game! Why, you fools, I
have but to call, and my men will batter
down your foxes’ den about your ears!’’

He banged the floor with his chair and
lifted his voice in raucous shouting. But
there was no response.

“It is you that are fooled, Colonel
Payne,’’ came the soft voice of Alice Gren-
ville.  “ Your men are drugged, you are
caught in a trap, and unless you choose to
accept Sir Richard Courtney’s challenge, I
will have you hanged even as you would
hang that innocent child at Courtney
Manor !’

For a moment Colonel Payne stood trans-
fixed, unable to realise that those he thought
conquered were in reality the conquerors.
Then, with an oath, he pushed back the
chairs that were near and dragged out his
sword.

It was met by that of the young cavalier,
and in another second a fierce fight was
raging in the dining-hall.

Lady Alice pulled the bell, and Jackson
opened the door.

A few words were exchanged, a sharp
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order was given, and after a while there
was the clang of iron-shod hoofs on the
courtyard stones. But the two men, face
to face at last, heard nothing save the ring
of their own steel and the thud of thei
boots on the polished floor.

Alice was a soldier’s wife, but she was
very anxious as she watched that duel, for
Dick was slight, and his sword a slentlgr
rapier in comparison with the Colonel’s
great service weapon. More than once it
seemed that Payne must conquer by sheer
weight, and my lady wished with all her
heart she had not allowed the young cavalier
to have his way, but had drugged the master
with the men. .

And then the Colonel began to lose his
temper. He had thought to finish the fight
ere it was well begun, but the lithe, active
figure was never in the place it should have
been, and always were his deadly thrusts
turned aside by that absurdly light blade.

He lost his temper, and the duellist who
loses his temper is not an adversary to fear.
Dick, cool and unflurried, watched his face
as it grew ever more and more ﬂu.shed,
saw the wildness of his lunges, and waited.

When the end came, it came with stm't.-
ling suddenness. The Colonel made a par-
ticularly wild lunge, there was a flurry Qf
steel a lightning flash of the cavalier’s
sword, and Dick stood staring down at the
motionless form of his enemy, staring do“"n
at the spreading crimson over the Colonel’s
heart. .

When Jackson knelt to ascertain the
extent of his wound, he found his aid un-
necessary. Colonel Payne had gone to his
account. .

Sir Richard Courtney led Lady Alice out
of the hall and into the parlour, while the
servants removed the body of the Round-
head and set things in order. [

“T must go to seek your brother, said
Dick, when he was sure that my lady would
not swoon from the shock of the duel. “ He
will be imprisoned, I am certain, and I 'x}mst
beg his forgiveness for my distrn§l, he
added wistfully. ‘“ Think you he will ever
pardon me? I was a dense fool, or I should
have known.”’

‘“ Men have not the intuition of women,
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Sir Richard,”
smiled Lady
Alice. ““Do not
fear — Philippe
will understand.”

““Then I must
bid you farewell,
madam

Dick’s words
were interrupted
by the clatter of
hoofs outside in
the courtyard,
and his hand went
to his sword; but
Lady Alice smiled
again.

‘It is my hus-
band, with a
goodly  company
of cavaliers, Sir
Richard.” she
said.  ““ His regi-
ment was
stationed at Wes-
ton Zoyland, and
I sent for his aid
when first the duel
commenced, He
will help you to
release  Philippe
and win back
your own home
from the hands of the crop-ears.”

And so it came about that Sir Richard
Courtney and Sir John Grenville rode back
towards Bath side by side. At the house
where Dick had interviewed the Colonel a
halt was called, and there was a smart skir-
mish before the Roundheads were routed.

Dick was soon unlocking the manacles
which fettered Philippe’s wrists, pouring
out his self-reproaches. and begging the
FFrenchman to forgive him.

Pardon was readily granted, since, as
Lady Alice had promised, her brother
understood. Then the company went on
towards Courtney Manor, Philippe up
before Dick as he had been on the memor-
able day when Chestnut had bolted from the
place of execution.

There were more soldiers at the Manor,

(
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There was a lightning flash of Dick’s
sword, and Colonel Payne staggered back,
his hand to his heart |

and there was another skirmish; but soon
Lady Courtney was in her son’s arms, while
ITarry was reaping a full reward for his
courage in the praise of the cavaliers.

Philippe, resting upon the couch, watched
with glowing eyes, and presently it was his
turn to share the warm congratulations and
the thanks of those for whom he had borne
so much,

“I wish you were all English!” ex-
claimed Harry, with childish candour.
Then, as an afterthought, he said to
Philippe: ‘“ But you are, too—even if you
do talk like a Frenchman—an Englishman
from France!”

THE END
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