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not so, He returned to his seat still excited and
complaining.

‘My lord,” said John of Salisbury to him, ‘it is
strange that you will never be advised. What ocea- .
sion was there for you to go after these men and
exasperate them with your bitter speeches? You
would have done better surely by being quiet and
giving them a milder answer. They mean no good,
and you only commit yourself,

The archbishop sighed, and said, ‘I have done
with advice. I know what I have before me.’

It must have been now past four o'clock; and
unless there were lights the room was almost dark.
Beyoud the archbishop’s chamber was an ante-room,
beyond the ante-room the hall. The knights, passing
through the hall into the quadrangle, and thence to
the lodge, called their men to arms. The great gate
was closed. A mounted guard was stationed outside
with orders to allow no one to go out or in. The
knights threw off their cloaks and buckled on their
swords. This was the work of o few minutes. From
the cathedral tower the vesper bell was beginning to
sound. The archbishop had seated himself to recover
from the agitation of the preceding scene, when a
breathless monk rushed in to say that the kniglits
were arming,  “ \Who cares ? Let them arm,” was all




