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 [image: ]n armed horseman, travel stained, and wearing a military air galloped into the little town of Dustan Kirke in the south of Scotland.


 His coming was hailed with no little curiosity and surmise, for the streets were thronged with the good people of the town.


 Great excitement reigned.


 Not twenty miles distant the great armies of James of Scotland and the English queen lay before each other waiting but a signal for the beginning of a great battle.


 The horseman drew rein at the White Hart, and threw himself from the saddle and entered the hostelry with a commanding air.


 A bowl of punch, landlord! he cried grandiloquently. Lively too, for King James awaitsmy dispatches though I could not ride another league without a drop of something cheering.


 The landlord bustled about with great celerity, muttering:


 The king’s courier, as I live. The best I have shall be his. Ah, God be with the Scottish cause to-day.


 It required but a brief space of time for the report to fly through the town that one of the king's couriers with important dispatches was at the White Hart.


 Instantly a great throng gathered about the door. Only one of them, the bailiff, Sandy Mordaunt, ventured to question the distinguished visitor as to the likelihood of a battle.


 The courier replied curtly and frowningly that when it became the sweet will of King James to advance his curiassers a battle would no doubt be fought, for the English were stubborn and really meant resistance.


 This was all the information the awed villagers could acquire, and forthwith they contented themselves with merely watching the mighty man of arms through the open door.


 Meanwhile King James’ doughty courier played the petty tyrant to perfection in the inn. He demanded the best wine, and insisted upon kissing the tals waitress. In fact, he had things all his own way until suddenly an incident put a new aspect upon matters at once.


 The sudden beat of horses’ hoofs was heard in the village, and a second horseman dashed up to the door. He was tall and dark of complexion, and wore a long black cloak. He flung himself from his horse and cried:


 All hail to good King James! Ha, landlord, open thy larder for I am hungry and athirst. I bear dispatches for the king and must not be Stayed.


 Another courier! Odds bodkins! gasped the portly innkeeper. Now I faith, if he be like the other he will ruin me.


 At sound of the second courier’s voice the first courier had bee up from the table. A swift pallor had crossed his face, but this quickly fled. However, as the second courrier came in at the door, both recoiled and drew their swords.


 I ride in the name of good King James! cried the new-comer in a ringing voice. Who the devil art thou?


 The other let his sword slip back into its sheat. He made a motion to the other seat at the table.


 It is well, he replied. Our cause is a common one. It behooves us not to quarrel.


 Not if we are both of one cause. Who art thou?


 I am Val Cameron, the king’s most trusted rider.


 Nay, say not that, for I am even as well trusted by his majesty. I am John Duff.


 Enough! we should be friends. Have thou this seat, John Duff. Partake of this wine. Whence ridest thou, and when didst thou leave the camp?


 Duff threw down his hat and gloves and took the proffered seat. The two couriers drank together and fraternized as much as possible. But there was not the boon companionship between them common to comrades-at-arms.


 A close observer could easily have detected the fact that each was secretly suspicious of the other. This soon brought matters to a climax.


 Duff dropped his glass upon the table. He started back in alarm. Mistaking the movement, Cameron’s hand flew to his sword hilt.


 In an instant, Duff likewise half drew his weapon. Glaring at each other, with the table between them, the two men stood.


 Lord save us! gasped the landlord, in terror. They quarrel. They will fight.


 Put up thy weapon! commanded Duff, angrily. Didst thou think to take me by surprise?


 By surprise! gasped Cameron. That was thy game, varlet.


 Easy; I did not draw first.


 Nor I.


 A smile flitted across Duff’s face. He replaced his blade and sank down into the chair.


 Enough! he cried. We are fools. If you will confide in me, sirrah, I will in you. Have done with this suspicion. We are both good subjects of King James.


 I will meet you half way bon comarade, replied Cameron, also resuming his seat. I have dispatches for Culmer who commands the left wing.


 And I the same, replied Duff.


 When did you leave camp?


 But vester morn.


 And I left last night. But why hast thou been so long upon the road?


 I lost my way, and perchance came near being floundered in a swamp. But I shall ride to Culmer this day and —


 We will ride together?


 Yes.


 Another glass of wine was quaffed. But the breach was not yet healed. There was good reason for this.


 There was an odd light in Cameron's eyes. He glanced covertly at the other and Strange thoughts were flitting through his mind.


 On the other hand Duff had made a startling discovery. With his face near Cameron’s at one moment he saw that the beard worn by the other was false and fastened to the jaw bya wire. It had made a mighty change in his thoughts.


 By our mother, he muttered to himself, this man Cameron is no courier. I believe he is a Scottish spy and that he is even now making for the English lines. Ah, if he should penetrate my disguise and know that my mission is a kin to his, though opposite in sentiment, what a situation this would be! It behooves me to take good care. I am now in the enemy’s lines. If this man should discover that I am an English spy sent by the Duke of Norfolk to learn the action meditated by King James my lifé would answer for it.


 John Duff, the disguised English spy, as we shall now know the second courier, preyed his part admirably. From this on his plan of action was outlined, and he adhered faithfully to it.


 The thoughts which were passing through Cameron's mind upon the other hand were of fully as deep a sort.


 Egad! he muttered inaudibly, here is a go for me. It will never do for meto go into Culmer’s presence with this man. My fate will be sealed. There is only one way. He is my enemy, it is the rule of war, and —


 His right hand stole instinctively to the butt of a pistol in his belt. But he was shrewd enough to preserve such an exterior that the other should not read his thoughts. From this moment the game at cross purposes began, and it was destined to end in tragedy.


 Duff drank and jested, and sang a rollicking song. Cameron seemed to enter into his jovial spirit, though all the while the dark thought was passing through his mind:


 How shall I get rid of him?


 The tavern keeper’s first sentiments of terror and a version relaxed when good gold pieces were placed in his hand and the throng outside were invited in to drink. From the first fiery attitude the two couriers of King James descended to the genial plane of good fellowship.


 But all the while Duff was thinking:


 I have completely blinded him. Hehas no suspicion of me now. But how shall I rid myself of him before I reach the Scottish lines?


 And on the other hand Cameron was vainly cogitating:


 He is a royal good fellow. It would be a pity to silence him forever. Yet how shall I else rid myself of him?


 Each wished himself rid of the other, though neither dared to become the first to propose a separation. As both were, or claimed to be, bound upon the same errand, this may readily be understood. Any attempt to break away would arouse the suspicion of the other. Surely this was a strange predicament.


 Neither seemed eager to leave the inn, and they went on squandering their gold in a reckless fashion. The truth was perce could quite make up his mind how to act.


 A sudden resolution seized Duff. He was determined to break away from his presumed Scottish foe at any cost. There was no choice in the matter. To ride with him to the Scottish Lord Culmer, as he claimed it to be his purpose, was to ride to betrayal and execution as a spy. The daring English spy see ony td suddenly dashed his glass upon the table. He sprung to his feet.


 Enough of this! he cried. My neck will stretch if my Lord Culmer knows of my dalliance here. I must be off. Ho! landlord, give me the bill!


 Four guineas, your worship! cried the servile host of the White Hart. May God’s grace go with you, fair gentleman.


 Must go, eh? cried Cameron, also arising. Well, an’ my neck would also creak on the gibbet were I to fail to reach his lordship as soon as thou. We will go together.


 Ah! exclaimed the English spy, softly. What is the nearest road?


 We will ride to the westward by the deep wood, replied Cameron, carelessly. It is the nearer way.


 Not so, replied Duff, quickly. Igo to the eastward and around the shores of Loch Dugan.


 Enough, if that is nearer I am with you, cried Cameron forcibly. Fetch up my horse thou varlet. One farewell toast bon comarade.


 The glasses were filled and the two riders drank deeply. All the while Cameron was thinking:


 He must not escape me.


 And Duff was dismally reflecting.


 My plan failed. How shall I elude him? It will never do for me to go to Culmer with him. I would be gibbeted.


 However, there was no help for it, so they went to the door and mounted their horses. Cameron tossed a handful of silver money to the crowd, crying::


 Shout for King James! Long live the King of the Scots!


 The people replied with loud cheers, and the two couriers dashed away in a cloud of dust. Out of the town they went and for miles they skirted the mountain wall, and finally toward night-fall came in sight of another town of the character of Dustan Kirke.


 Beyond that town but a scant mile was the encampment of Lord Culmer and the right wing of the Scottish army.


 Duff felt his knees weaken in the saddle as he realized this and also that to enter those lines would be death.


 In vain he tried to find some way out of the difficulty. He could think of no excuse. Yet something must be done. A desperate resolve to show his hand came to him.


 Suddenly he drew rein and wheeled his horse about. He would have put spurs to his steed and fled, but Cameron, swift as a flash, wheeled his horse and cried in a voice of thunder, at the same time covering the English spy with his pistol:


 Hold! I know thou art a traitor. Move not in thy tracks, or thou art a dead man. Surrender!


 For an instant Duff knew not what action to make. Words were upon his lips when a strange thing happened.


 It was certainly without intent that Cameron pressed the trigger of the pistol too hard.


 Duff threw up his arm to shield his face instinctively, his horse made a plunge forward, there was a flash and report, the pistol exploded, and the English spy lay in the dust, while his horse galloped away to the town.
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 Duff lay quite motionless in the road.


 For a moment Cameron was horrorstruck. Then he slipped from his saddle.


 I have kiled the dog, he muttered. Well, it had to be done. I could never ride with him into Culmer’s presence. Ha!


 He gave a start of amazement. A strange thing was revealed to him. The wounded spy’s head was tipped back and his chest exposed. There upon his neck was the dividing line of color which showed that the swartly hue of his face was but a deep dye. He was cleverly disguised as the other.


 That is odd, muttered Cameron. Ah —



 What was a piercing shriek escape his lips. For one instant he seemed paralyzed with a mortal terror. He had seen that in those features which was familiar. Slowly, with trembling frame and starting eyeballs, he knelt down and gazed into the other's face. The closed eyes opened, and a glassy film was in them, but there was enough of life there to sattle all doubts in Cameron's mind.



 Oh, God! what have I done? he shrieked, in maniacal tones. It is an awful mistake! I have shot my own brother! Percy Rodney, lookup! What awful thing is this? Why did we not know each other? I am your brother Arthur!


 He whisked away beard and mustache now. As revealed the dying man’s eyes brightened, and he gasped:


 Arthur, my own brother!


 Yes, but oh, God, I have killed you, Percy!


 It was not your fault. I thought you a Scottish courier.


 And I thought you the same while we are really English spies in the service of good Queen Bess. Merciful Father! what an awful mistake! I am my brother’s murderer!


 Even as he gazed into his brother’s face, Arthur Rodney, which was the real name of Cameron the presumed courier of King James, saw him die. He stood there statuelike with starting eyeballs. Then words of fearful self-recrimination oozed from his tightly drawn lips.


 Why did I not penetrate his disguise? Why was I so blind? And I have killed him, my own brother. Queen Bess has lost a faithful subject, aye, two of them, for I am no longer a spy in the queen’s service, but will do penance the rest of my life for this wretched crime of mine.


 The strange game at cross purposes had resulted in a fearful tragedy. It was indeed a sad story, but yet only one of many such recorded in the annals of war and strife. Arther Rodney was true to his word. He never drew sword again in the service of king or queen.


 But in a monastery he passed the remainder of his days. There, in religious devotion and holy penance, he strove to atone for his crime.


 Not until he came to his death-bed did the world know of this strange and tragic tale of the two spies ora game at cross purposes.
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