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one dear child who has suffered year after year with me
—for the wrong you have done her, I never, never,
never will forgive you. Not for love of you have I
spoken as I did to-day, but for the honour of the En-
derbys and because you were the child of your mother.”

Two days later at Southampton the old man boarded
a little packet-boat bound for Havre.

III

THE years went by again. At last all was changed in
England. The monarchy was restored, and the land
was smiling and content. One day there was a private
reading in the Queen’s chamber of the palace. The
voice of the reader moved in pleasant yet vibrant modu-
lations:

“The King was now come to a time when his enemies wickedly
began to plot against him secretly and to oppose him in his
purposes; which, in his own mind, were beneficent and mag-
nanimous. From the shire where his labours had been most
unselfish came the first malignant insult to his person and the
first peril to his life, prefiguring the hellish plots and violence
which drove him to his august martyrdom—"

The King had entered quietly as the lady-in-waiting
read this passage to the Queen, and, attracted by her
voice, continued to listen, signifying to the Queen, by
a gesture, that she and her ladies were not to rise. This
was in the time when Charles was yet devoted to his
Princess of Portugal, and while she was yet happy and
undisturbed by rumours—or assurances—of her Lord’s
wandering affections.

“ And what shire was that?” asked the King at that
point where the chronicler spoke of his royal father’s
“‘august martyrdom.”




