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brought to hrr majesty ; thers i»s that in it
whioh the boldest man in England dare not
keop from Elfzabeth an instant, As you
valie liberty and life, friend, do nothing
to hinder ma in the deliveraace of my mis-
slon. The soul of my poor mistress: will
wrestlo sorely with the body tiil I bring
back tidings to her death-bed. I must see
tho quesn.”’

¢By it 8o, then, as your business is so0
momentous,” orled the yeoman. I will
lea you to the ante-room, and arouss some
of the 1adies—but remember, if evil comes
of thie, I will not hold myself responsible,
Tho man should be bold, and the business
weighty, that disturbe Elizabeth from her
slumber at this hour,”

¢ The busioess is weighty, and the scene
that I have witnessed this night is enough
to mike & mab brave any KARTHLY il
without shrlnking. Whas is it to ask an
audience here, when my poor mistress is
summoned before the ng of Kings.”

¢+« Have you aletter, or bring you only the
mossage by word of mouth 2 said the yeo-
man, still hesitating, though the agitation
of his untimely visitor had made a strong
impressionupon him.

¢ Here is the letter 1" cried the man, tak-
inga lu'fa, square missive from his bosom,
sealod with the Nottingham arnis in black,
“'Hasten, good friend, hasten, I bessech you,
and give it to the queen. Heaven only
knows what torment iny wretched mistreas
will know till the errand is done 1”

The gaard seemed groatly relieved by this
t'n ible and imposing exouse for disturbing
;ho alnmb&wa of i;:;nm Heo took the
ett or, and pase ugh nany a state
chamber and richly - deaoratodyg\llery,
paused in an ante-room, where half a dozen
pages lsy upon their couches asleep, some
disrobed, aad others maflled in mantles of
azuro velvet, and pillowed upon thelr own
je-fumed ringlets.

**What ho ! cried the guard, shaking one
of these pages by ths arm, and half littio
hm from the coua . ‘*‘Arouse yourself,
good muater George, and rub open those
blue eycs, without loss of time, Hereisa
lotter wuich you must give to oneof the
queen’s bed chamber women this very in.
stant. Say it is & case of life or death,
Do you hear, jackanapes ™

“ Do I hear)” cried the lad, rubbing his
oyes with a little hond, white as a lady’s
and sparkling with rings, *“I should be deaf
if it were otherwise, Why, man, your
vuics is like a trumpet. Do you guess
what boar of the night it is ? coming after
this fashion to the very door of her majes-
ty’s chamber. This work will make youa
headl,hortsr. some fine day, maatar Yeo.
mal

‘*Take the lettsr, and leave me to the
care of my own head,” replied the yeoman,
sharpl: . Give it tothe first lady of the
bsd-chumber, and say that a messenger from
tho Coantess of Nottingham awaits her ma-
jeaty's pleasare here,”

. The 1ad took the letter, held it to the
light of & large silver lamp that swung over-
head, examined the aeal minutely, and then
turned his eyes with equal assurancs upon
the measenger, whoss anxiety becams each
moment more apparent,

“It xmu.tbo & pressing business ; and, if
ono may judge by the white face of our
friend there, fall of peril! No matter, it
sball not be said that the beloved of — the
fairest and swoetest lady about the.court
—mind, master yeoman, I mention no
numes — eover allowed the peril of such
an eoterprise to0 count anything with
him. Reet content, good friend,” headded,
taraing to the mewenger, ‘I willfind alady,
wh, {or my sake, wonld take upon herself
greater danger than that of arousing the
queen at midnight ; fortunately, you have
chanced upon the only courtier who conld
Lavo mauaged the business for you.”

- Well, jickanapes, get about the errand
aftor your own fashion 1" cried tho yeoman,
with an impatieat Laugh,

N1y, you would not have me present
myself before her without some preparation,”
aaid the youth, shaking the scented and
glossy ringlots, with which his head was ad-
orncd, over his shoulders and arranging the
folds of his cloak with an air of the most
perfect self-coaceit. ¢Tell ma, master yoo-
mas, for, lacking a mirror, I must oven take
counsel of your ignoranse, think you not
this garment falls a trifle oo much over the
tightshonlder? Lst me step boneath the
hm;} that you may judge.”

“Tush, boy 1 this is no time for such fop-
pc?'. Begono upon thy errand, or I oonrd
find it In my heart to knock a portion of tho
conceit from that littlo body. Go~go,

Ses you not onr friend hero iy fast loalng
patienoe
Thia alluaion to tho messenger from Not-
tingham house was well authorized by the
appearance of the man. Once or twice, xsif
bereft of all patience by the boy's foolish
airs, he advanced a pacc to take tho letter
from his hand, half determined to onter the
queen’s chamber, and at all peril presont it
himeelf. His cheek grew more and moro
pale and his eyes burned with anxioty “bat
nothing could restrain, ss the page turned
his head superciiiously over one shoulder to
look at him after the yeoman's remark, atill
houlding the letter carelessly between his
thumb and finger. His impationce brokoe all
bounds. le strods forward, and grasping
the youth by the ann, gave him » alight
shake—*‘you trifle with a message from the
dying,” he said, stornly. ¢‘No wore of this
fol'}:y 1 Begone 1"
he bo{ shook himself free, and with a

petulant lift of theshoulder, muttered some-
thing about his cloak Leing forced awry;
but there was something in the deep passion
with which he had been addressed thatcom-
pletely quelled hls frivolous spirit, and with-
out attempting any further excuse for delsy,
he left the chamber,

The queen had been ill in heslth, and be.
coming dally more infirm, it was necessary

[ tendance at night, ready at a moment's
warning to answer her summons, Thus it

ante-room, or rdthor boudoir, which led to
the royal bed-chamber, found a lovely wo
man in tull dreas, but with a rich brocade
dressing gown thrown over her stonldors,
sound asleep in a large esasy chair hufed
with crimson cushions, upon which her fair
head had fallen, crushing a mass of beautiful
hair, that had cost an artist much trouble
tllnlst l:nomlng, beneath the warm roses of her
cheek,

“Lady Arabella,” whispered the page,
stealing toward the fair slumberer, and sink-
iog upon his knees while he touched the
little hand that fell over an arm of the chair,
timidly with his “Lady Arabella,”

His voico was very low—for the boy could
bardly breathe, bis agitation was so0 great,
With all his audacious beauty, he was timid
s a child in the presence of purity and hifl»
born lovelineas like that. “Lady Arabella,
I have a letter—I would speak with you "

The lady ata.ted up In her chair, passed a
hand over her eyes, as if to be quite sure
that they were not deceiving her, and then
bent }:.hem, inll of aleepy wonder, upon the

outh.

“Why, George, how is this! Here and
after midnight!” ashe said, gently, bat
with evident surprise, and some displeasure.

“Lady, I have brought this for her ma-
jesty,” said the boy, holding up the letter

with 188 broad black seal, ‘A messager has
just arrived froma Nottingham House. He
says the countess is dying.”

“Dying 1" exclaimed Lady Arabella,

“Aye, dying ; and the mosseuger aays the
Iady, in her extremity, will have speech
with the queen—that thie letter must be
given to her majesty even now.”

“It cannot be,” said the Lady Arabella,
patting back the letter withher hand—*‘our
royal mistreas is i1l at oase since—sincs his

distarb her,"

“Shall I take the letter back 1’ said the
page, rhing, *The man is waiting with-
out.

“*Yet, if the poor ooontess is in such »
atrait—if ahe is in truth dying,” said the
gentle lady, reluctant to refuse that which
she, nsvertheless, had not the courage to
undertake,
¢“Who speaks of dying }—whatisit? Who
lgukl of dg:.xg ? criecd a sharp voize from
:;e ?l royal bed-chamber, “Arabella—Ara-

a 1"

“Haosh ! it is the queen, Givemo thelet-
ter 1"” whispered the Iady, and she entered
an adjoining chambor.

Elizabeth had half risen, and leaned uion
her elbow in the midst of her huge bed, her
faco looked h in the crimson shad: ws
cast downward from the cumbrons bangi .28,
and her head shook with an almost impsr-
ceptible tremor that partook both of the in-
firmities of age aud of the terror that sime-
times follows unploasant dreams, Locls of
gray hair atrcamed dowa from her nipht.
coif, and she clatched tho damask coanser-
Pcno with a hand that shook like an aspen

ufh ss it crushed the glowing folds to.
gether.

“Did Idream? Ididdeeamofthedesd ”

she oxclaimed, bending her keen oyes npon
the Iady as sho entered, and sinking slowly

that some of her ladies shou!d remain in at- | this

was thut the page on enteriog the smallArabe!

death, she gets but little sleep. I dare not]

back to her pillow, “Of the dead—the'
dying! The Countess of Nottingham—who
?l{in n;,? the Countess of Nottingham was
g
y“Yom- highness must have been distnrbed
%vthe measonger that just came up from !
ottingham Hounse with this letter,” sald
the Lady Arabella, kneeling by the royal
coxch. ¢The hour way so untlmely, that I
was about to send him baock again.’

starting up and seizing thefolded parchment '
flercely, as a bird of prey olutchesits spotl—
“I tell you, Arabella, I havedrcamed things
to-night that make the sundoring of this seal
torrible 1” and withahaking hands the queen
burst the black seal and tore it apart.
She cast hor keen eyes over its contents,
and duhinq tho lotter aside aprang to the
floor, Yon fnrmenh, Arabella ; bring yon®
garments and robe me,” she cried in a volce |
that was low, but foarfully concentrated.
“Quick, qulok; no ruff—no farthengale,
but a cloak and hood—one for youraelf, too,
‘Who walks in the anti.chamber 1”
¢‘The page, young George Pagot, ono of
your highness' yeomen, and the messenger
from Nottingham House.

«Jt is enough 1 Let the bo&ﬁt; with as—
the boy and yourself—that bo saffioi-
ont escort for Elizabeth on an errand like

“3hall I tell George to give orders that
the roYlAl barge Lo prepared ! said the Lady
[N

5
“’No ~send hither the mulenﬂar.”
¢Iither 1" questionad Arabella, mindful
of the disarray which the zoyal person still
exhibited.

*+*Yes—here, and thus!” replied Elizabeth,
and a bitter amile swept over her face asshe
interpreted the look of her attendant,

Filled with wonder that alnost amounted !
to consternation, Arabella went forth to
summon the measenger, Elizabeth received
him at the door of the chamber. She had
folded a cloak around her person, but the !
hood was thrown back, and with nothing'
but the gray hair veiling the aged brow that !
had never been presented to the gaze of mor-
tal man before, without the disguise of art:
and a blaze of jewels, she pat a fow brief
questions to him :

“Come you to the palacs by water ?”

“By water may it please your highness,”
replied the man.

“And your barge is here ?”

¢Itis now in waiting, and the tide serves.”

*Lead on, said the queen. ¢ Aralella
follow us with the boy: and you,” she
added, turning to the guard, tgo attend us
to the water, and then atirnot from the gate
till our return;’ and the Jqueen walked on
with a degree of lh;:gth and enegry which
startled those who witneased the feeble.
ness that had marked the last few months
of her life. As they went forth into the
open air, Arabella moved close to her royal
mistress, *‘Letme draw the hood some.
what over your majesty's head,” she plead-
ed, for the wind was trifling with those
snowy tiesses, and it pained the young girl
to see how careleas the proud old queen
seemed of an exposure to which she had
always been so sensitive, ¢* Mary—thecool

#Qivo me the letter,” oried Elizabeth, iy

:i"owlng liko a IFMk
u

this group Elizabeth moved alow, upright
and majestic,

¢*It is tho queen :" oried the dyine count-
tees, lifting hor thin hand, *“God has had
meroy 1 It is the queen—I can now die 1"

““ Leave us,” said Elizabeth, wavingher
hand, The next moment she atood alone

with the dying. .

¢ Counteas of Nottlnf‘ham, you have sens
for the queen—and she is here, What have
ou to say of Essex? And what can your
death-bed confesslions concern one whose
fato is now sealod 1

Tho countess of Nottingham clasped her
pale hands, and held them imploringly near
tho quoen. Those hands were almost trans.
parent, aud, as the light f:l upon them,
upon one of the fingers it revealed a ru )y,
of fire upon it.

lizabeth's eyes fell upon the g .3, and in-
stantly she bocame pale as the wroman who
lay prostratebeforo her, pleading, with mnute
eloquence, for meroy,

“Woman 1" she aaid, grasping the Rgo
hand of the dying countess, and bending

, ber eyes clogo to the ruby, whose light mads

the heart tremble in her bosom : ¢ Woman ;
how camo you possessad of this ring ?”

The countess of Nottingham closed her
eyes, to shut out the torriblo anger that
convulsed tho aged face bending over her
death-pillow ; her lips moved sgain and
again, before they conld utter s word. At
length she spoke, bat feebly and very low.
The queen bent her ear close o those pale
lips, that her thiraty ear mightdrink in every
syllable of the confessior: they were whisp-
erlog. She held her breath—and a wild
fierce expression, like that of a wounded
eagle, came to her eyes, When all was told —
when the dying woman opened her eyes, and,
with a look of moat touching entreaty, be.
sought mercy for the fraud which had
brought the noble head of Essex to
the Dblock—then the volcano which
her words had lighted in the old queen’s
heart blazed forth, Elizabethatood upright s
the inficmities of age were swallowed up in
mighty wrath ; her lips grew livid ; her eyes
burned as with fire ; and every nerve inher
body seomed hardening into iron. **Mercy!”
she cried, in a voice shrill with anguish and
wrath. ¢ Ioman ; God may forgive you,
but I never will1”

‘I'he wretched countese;“terrified even in
her death throes, lowered down, and grovel-
ed in her bed, ¢ Oh, God ! wilt thou too
l\}'ithhold me-cy?” broke from her shivering

ps,

¢+ Merey ! whispered the old queen—for
wrath made her volce very low, and she
spoko betwecn her locked tecth—*¢ mercy 1”
and, mad with anguish, the seized thedying
woman, and shook her, till the huge couch,
with its gloomy masses of velvet and its
dusky plumes, trembled in every joint,

When the old monarch withdrew her
hands from thisunqueenly act, they dropped
holrlcnly by her side, for she saw that gir
violence had done aacrilego to the dead.

Ten minutes went by, duriag which Eliza-
beth stood over that death-conch ; then she
turned away, and passing froua the cham-
ber, descendcd the stairs, waving a hand
for her young attendants to follow. When

wind does me good,” repartod Elizabeth,
and with a firm atep she descended to the
harge, and took & seat upon one of the
cushions. Midnight darkneas Iay upon the .
river; clouds, heavy and black, were heap- !
ed over the aky ; and the ahores, save hers |
and thero = solitary light from some resi.
deace, lay In profonnd n'ght. Amid this
wilderness of gloom, the barge swept rapidly
downward with the tide. The fiow of tho
waters, heavy and monotonous, was all the
sound to be heard: no word was spoken, §
save when the old queen bade the rower
make moro .

At last the barge drew up by a flight of |
stops that led to a spaclous garden half sur- ;
rounded by the wingu of a fine old mansion-
house, Throngh one of the tall windows a
light streamed forth upon thoe blackness, |
fr.ot and dim, as if some lamp placed thero
wore just expiring. ““Go on to the sick
room,” said the queen, as her conductor
would have taken her toanother apartment,
that her presence wight be announced
¢ Stay you below, Arabella ; we wo will sco
this dying contess alone,” and with a firm ,
step, Elizabeth mountod the atairs, aud
found hersclf in the chamber of death. '

A largo bed, canopied with masses of
pnrpge velvet, 30 deep-tintod that it scemed
black in the gloom, atood at an extremity !
of the chamber ; and upon it lay the palo
form of a woman struggling in her death-

ony. A group of porsons st~ 1 zround
:ge bed, stlont and awoe-stricken, Luward

Elizabeth entered the dwelling she wore no
jowel of any kind; but, as the light fell
upon her hard {a golng forth, Arabella saw
that a ruby blazed upon one of her fingers,

It was night when tho queen of England
entored her own palace again—night upon
the earth, night fa her own heart. She
could scarcely walk while passing through
tho palace grounds, avd leaned heavily on
the arm of Lady Arabella all tho way to her
own chambor. Within the solitudo of her
room she tat till morning—herface pale and
rigid, hor limbs bowed as with a heavy
woight—gazing intently upon the ring,
which burned like a blood spot oa her finger
—a blood spot—so it was. That ring she
had given to Ewsex, when highest in hor
favor, with a promiso that, lot his fault bo
wht it might, forgivencas should follow its
presentation to her.  Ho had seat tho ring
a fow days befure his execution, by the
wretched countess of Nottingham, who
withheld it in fraud—and, by this treachery,
Elizaboth became tho exocuti-net of one
whom sho loved better than life.

Aud now that he was dead, tho ring had
reachod hor from tho hand of dea h,  Was
it st-ango that the old queen nevor smiled
again—that henceforth aho called for astaff
to support her as she walked about tho
palaco—or that in a fow wecks sho lay upon
tho cushions heaped in her chamber weary,
heart sick, afraid to dio, yet dyipg?

(TUR END,)



