
204 The Children's Fairy History of England. 
  

laid upon his shoulder, and a rude and harsh voice bade him get up, for he was 
wanted. He followed his warder out of his prison-door, and through a number 
of passages, and as the fresh air blew in upon him, for a moment his heart beat 
with gladness, as he thought that perhaps he was going to be set at liberty. By 
the light of a torch he saw that he was now standing at the head of some steps 
that led down to the river-side. At the bottom of this stone staircase was 
moored a boat, in which there was an oarsman, while another man carefully 
wrapped up in a cloak was seated at the stern. Yonder was the swiftly 
flowing river rushing on impetuously on its way to the sea; across the water 
were the twinkling lights of the city. Looking upwards into the dark sky he could 
see black masses of thunder-cloud rapidly passing over; the stars shone here and 
there. An unspeakable feeling of awe.and terror filled his heart. It was, 
although he knew it not, the icy cold hand of death already laid upon him. 

Why this sudden and unexpected summons in the dead of night? What 
was the meaning of this boat lying at the foot of the stairs, and who was that 
silent man so carefully muffled up, who sat without word or motion in the stern? 

He tried to turn back, but his warder forced him on. Clinging to the 
chains that ran down the side of the stone steps, he resisted with all the power 
of despair. But what could a poor weak boy do in the hands of resolute and 
cruel men? He was carried down, and thrown on board the boat, which was 
rowed silently out into the middle of the rushing stream. 

And now the man at the stern cast aside his cloak, and stood up. As he 
looked at him the poor lad’s face blanched with terror, for it was his direst foe, 
his wicked uncle, who stood before him there. E 

“Oh, uncle, uncle, have pity, have mercy,” the poor boy cried, unnerved by 
weeks and months of imprisonment and privation. 

“It’s too late for pity now,” said the man approaching him. Down at his 
feet Arthur knelt. “Oh, spare me this once, and you shall have all,” he cried. 

With a muttered oath, the man bent over him, and in another moment a 
sharp dagger was driven into his panting heart. Blow upon blow followed, and 
the boy was lying with his pale face looking up at the silent stars, gone at last 
to that land “where the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary are at rest.” 
Putting his dagger back again into its sheath, and looking with a grim smile of 
satisfaction upon his. cruel work, John turned to his companion, and bade him 
finish the matter. Taking a rope, to which was attached a heavy weight, they 
fastened it round the dead body, and then héaved the corpse into the stream. 
Down, down it sank, and the cold stream lapped up its prey; here and there a


