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THE EA GLE. 

October Term, 1900. 

THE LAST COHORT. 

1. 

T was a time of grave anxiety at Procolitia. 
Three weeks ago a sudden incursion of the 
Picts had burst through the barrier of the 
Great Wall on either side of the fortress, and 

since that hour Procolitia had been cut off from the 
world. At Cilurnum. away in the river-valley to the 
east, bridge and "yall had fallen one stormy September 
night before a wild torrent of barbarians, which came 
seething down the channel to the spot where the wall 
crossed the stream-strong as a winter spate and twice 
as furious. The last news of Cilurnum itse1f had been 
stammered out by the panting Asturian trooper, who, 
ten minutes after the bridge had fallen, galloped away 
westward, bearing his Prefect's urgent entreaties for the 
aid of the neighbouring forts. Since then, three weeks 
of ominous silence, and day by day fear was growing 
into certairity; hundreds of gallant hearts must be cold 
and still by now; or surely, surely th�y would have 
fo�nd means to send news of their p1ight to their nearest 
neIgh bours. 

. 
\Vestward, too, there had been a breach in the long 

Ime of defence-at what point no man in Procolitia 
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