
CHAPTER XX." There goes the bugles,at any rate," said Maurice, in hearty
Approval. "We shall soonknowwhitherourhorses1heads point."

"It is for oar captured guns," said Harold cheerily. "We
shallsoonhave them out of theirclutches again. What impudence
in theoil-drinking Tartars tothink of capturing and holding English
guns.""How fararethey away,think you ?""Ishould say twomiles or thereabouts."

We had better go easyup that slope else our horses will be
blown longbeforewereach these fellows."" We shallhave the Inniskillingsabresabouttheirearsin twenty
minutes," saidHaroldconfidently."Ifitis for them we are bent,"said Mauricedoubtingly.

The bugles oncemore rangout '-Forward!
"" The twolong lines of horsemen, withdrawn swords, trotted

lightly forward, the officers infront. Seven hundredhorsemencom-
prisedthe glittering lines, andas they moved inperfect order over
the slightly undulating plain, Maurice's eye brightenedat the bril-
liant sight.

Thebugles againsoonded" Halt1
"

Again theGeneralsconversed togetherdoubtingly, asifnot quite
■ureof thebusiness which they hadbefore them."What £he devilis themeaningof this ?"asked Harold angrily."Just whatIsaid before. The Generalsdon'tknow what they
areabout.""Uponmy honourIthinkyou are right, Maurice. Asif the
blindfools had not eyes to see where our capturedguns are being
takenoff. Confound them 1

""A fewseconds will revealall," said Maurice withgreatserious-
nessandgravity. "'There goesthebugle again. Hear it. 'For-
ward1

'
There seemsat last tobe adecision intheir councils. Now

atlast for the capturedguns!
"

As thecavalry moved forward, with that indecisionwhichchar-
acterises theactions andmovementsof men whoarenot quitecertain
of what they are called|upon todo, Maurice's eye had time to take
in the surroundings.

Beforehim at the distance of more thana mile and a half, at
thefurther endof the valley, the guns of the Russianslay ina long
line, their black mouths pointing in their direction. Behind these
guns weremassedheavy columnsof Russian infantry, silent,motion-
less,and impassibleas a granite rock.

Bight andleft,forhalfamileinadvanceofthe guns theCossacks
with their long lances, and the Russian Hussars, held the low hills
thatbordered thevalley on either side. Someof the troops were
busily engaged inremoving theEnglish cannon from the forts which
the Turks badhastily abandoned.

To Maurice'sright was thebrigade of heavy cavalry to which
the staff-officer hadsohurriedly ridden; whilst to the left nodding
plumes, burnished helmets,andflash of drawn swords infar-extended
array,showedwhere thedivisionsof the French wererapidly forming
up.

The ceaseless piping andthe gaycalls ofthebugles, as thewhite
caps of the Spanish intermixed with the sparkling sheen of the hel-
metsof the dragoons,gavea festive air to the warlikepreparation.

Buthiieyequickly forsookthe gay sight— indeed, from the low
ground in whichhe sat in his saddle and from the crest of the hill
obscuring it,hecouldbut see thehead gear of their cavalry,or the
bannerets of thelancers, as regiment after regiment gaily, asif on
parademoved lightly intoposition

—
andglanced down the valley

that lay beforehim."Itreally does seemasif theRussianguns "were our destination,"
said Maurice,asthey trottedslowly forward."Ourpeopledofoolishthings;batthey arehardly madenough to
do that," said Harold slowly, asbis eye took in the surroundings
also."'Itwouldbe pure sacrifice of themen.""Itwouldbe worse

—
it would be simple murder." Not a dozenmenwill come back."" Scarcely;and the army is particularly weak incavalry, even

atpresent."" Here comes Nolan. By heavens, Harold,it is for the guns
yonder weare bent/

11think so;theymight as wellsendus to chargeintothecentre
of aburning forest, whatever confoundedblunder urges the General
on."" No;but whatever confoundedmadnesshas holdof them. Not
evena madmanwouldsend a handful of troops on sucha mission."

"To fight the whole Russian army,and toridedowna score of
guns. Buthere comes Nolan. How he sits his horse1""One would think he grewfrom the saddle."" By heavens,Maurice, lookI

"" Maurice was engaged as the officer trotted forwardin loosen-
ing thesilken knot of his sword;hut helookedup at this exclama-
tion."Whatis it,Harold?

""Nolan is going to ride the chargehimself.""Nonsense;heis not madenough.""Iassureyouhe is. Look1
""Idon't seehim. Whereis he ?""Right in front. Inadvance of the General.""Yes;Iseehim. Goodheavens,sohe is.""By the way,Maurice, wasitnothere wesawhim last nightt

"
"',Soit was," said Maurice with somethingof a startashe hur-

riedly recalledthetransaction. "Just where he is atpresent."
As Maurice looked forward Nolanhadridden obliquely from

the column ofheavy dragoonsat the tight,andhad placedhimselfin
Advanceofthecalvalry,nowgetting into Arapid trot.
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Waving his swordto hismen behind,as ifpointing the direc-
tioninwhichtheir charge should be made, or bidding themfollow,
he turnedoncemoreinhis saddle,freed thereinsofhis horse,grasptd
his sword more firmly, and, foremost of the advancing horsemen,
prepared toride with them.

A feeling ofsurpriseran through theranksof thehorsemen as
the dancingplumes of the gallant staff-officerappearedbefore them
ready athisownchivalrous notionmerely,toride thechargeof death
with his comrades— a feelingwhichrapidlychanged into enthusUatio
admiration. .

His fine form jhis easy seat ; the manner in which horse ana
manmoved together,as if they formedbut one ; the handsomeuni-
formof thehussar settingoff sofinely his muscular figure ; allga*a
him the appearanceof the beau sabreur of the French army."Heis fit torivalMurat." said Harold.

"Heisabora leaderof horsemen. Ifhe werebornintheEast
he wouldbe anotherSaladin. MyGod! Look t

"
Atthis momenta Russian shell, thrownwith greatprecision,had

falleninadvanceof the object of their regards and exploded with
greatforce, bursting into a thousand fragments. A portionof the
shellstruck the officer inthe'breast.

Immediately the reins relaxed from his grasp and the iirora
droppedfromhisnervelesshand. His horse, feeling the pressureof
his masters's hand released from the reins, andperhaps frightened
by theexplosionofthe shell, turnedroundandgallopedback on the
advancing horsemen. "

The two officers' attentionwas riveteduponhim bb they met;
the former advancing in a trot that was rapidly becoming a gallop,
thelatter retreating. _ . ,." Harold !he's killed. See 1 his sword hasfallen. Hehas lost
holdof therein." . . . ,„"Tut, Maurice. Hesits upright. His swordarmis upraised,

A second after theyhadswept pasthim,his horse having skirted
to the right. As they did they saw ina glance thatthe form sitting
upright, asif to showevenin deathhis skillasa horseman, was life-
less. The eyes wide open,wereghastly and staring;the under jaw
had fallen;and theface, eveninthebrief secondof time, bore the
strangeimprintof death. .

Butwhilst they passed andnoticedall this with affright,a cry,
a shriek— so strange,so weird,so unearthly that it senta shudder
through all the ranks,and rang even over thetreadof the horsemen—

burst from the deadofficer's lips!
Itchilled the blood inMaurice's veins,so weirdandappalling; it

was. Itwas thecry of a deadman!
This is no fiction. Itis now historical, Andmuch discusnon

inconnection with the eventhas since takenplace. That thefamous
horseman had been killed instantaneously by thebursting shell at
themoment whenhisswordfell fromhis upliftedarm and the bridle
droppedfromhisgrasp,isundoubted. And thatthestrange unearthly
crytnat came from his lips,came from those fromwhichlife had
departedis alsoundoubted. Many effortshavebeenmade toexplain
it:but the fact remains unimpeachable."Maurice I

"
said Harold as they rode past,

"Did you hear
that?""Itwasawful!

"
said Maurice."Heis dead."" Poor fellow— thatshellkilledhim.""Bee hehas fallen."

As Mauricewheeledaroundin his saddle tolook back,he noticed
that the riderlesshorse had turned again, and was galloping dis-
orderly alongwith thebrigade. .Its deadmaster hadfallen fromhii
saddleandlay on the ground.

"It.was there we saw him last night, Maurice, It was lvi
wraithwe saw— ifeverthere wassuch a thing."

"Itwasstrange— passing strange! Poor fellow! Braverheart
or truer spirit neverdiedonbattle-fieldbefore."" Nor bettercomrade.""No;Imournhimfor many reasons."" Hishigh hopesandbright anticipationsareov«r, Maurice.

Maurice didnot reply. He had no timeforreplying— nor for
eventhinking. Thebugle sounded"go faster."

They hadcome within range of the Russian riflemen lining the
hills on eitherBide, whobegan to open fire on them rapidly. The
gunners ranged in front, who hadbeen leisurely throwinganodd
shell at them as they first got into movement, now began toopenon
them briskly;and as the hurtling roundshot tore through their
ranks, or the shells explodedabovethem or before them, they could
see where the guns in front were wreathing themselves in a thick
mantle of white smoke, as from a scoremouths the-angry jetsof red-
flame spurted forth. .

The Russians hadbeen toomuch surprisedatfirst by the mad-
ness of this singular charge to understand it orknow whatit was
about;but as Boonas themovement sufficiently developed to allow
them to become certainof its nature, they rapidly openedfire on the
horsemen. From the troops crowding thehills oneitherside asthey
rode up thenarrow valley,andfrom the long ordered linei ofguni
in front, the messengers of deathwererainedupon thedevotedband;
andin a short time thedying anddeadhorses and soldieribegan to
mar"?£ iSu?jSTure murder!« s*idHarold. « Why don't we
co faster? We shallneverreach these gun*in frontatthis rate.

The men weredroppingby scores;saddles werebeing emptied;
andriderless horses weregalloping wounded around tha valley be-
hind, ordisorganising the ranks as they plunged frightened inand
out,or againrode with the generalbody disorderly forward.

One consequence beingthat long before the charginghonemen
got near the enemy, the ranks were completely broken, and thty
movedforwardrather adisorderly mob than inlineof charge.

«To me,men!followme!
"

exclaimedMaurice, as he tookin
withhurriedglance theperilous surroundings to right and left of
him, andasth9 hail of fire from thehillsheldby the Bussianirained
on them, whilst from thefront the cannon, worked with oeaselflM
activity, tore them withBhot andshell.
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