
THE HARP.

anuother I and tiiay coiitiniued silen t foi
severîal minuites, thoigh the wine-cup
weil t rou id witi statliing rapidity.

At langh one ta l and stailwar't yoing
iniii who bhad dritimk aveiy fiaoly, spiin g
1p froim his seat and said :

, What is this, my ntesrlis? what aie
we going to dIo? We have had al sor ,pont
amnlaîgt us; wa have taken him ta oui
bosoin, and li lias stuîng us woil nigh to
the heart. This Scoteanla who des-
piscs our1 motives and sners at oui' ats
-who talks of his revernce for bis
queei bu t wilI not strike a blow on hai'
bhlf-this mîai lnows all oui secrets:
whiat gliuuantee tlat this cavalici' who
lias been soon fluiniig i ut atElizabetli's
coirît while his awful qucin wvas pininig
imi a dunmgeon, will not, lias not betrayed
lis I Eh, m1y imasters I I say h iiust
-die, ou' swearî the mlîost solemin oalths not
to bctray."

A iiiru of'iul ai upplause ran round the
board: the fr'equeit di'aughts of sack
wrie doing tfheir' wok.

ugh IIuntly," r'emanst'atetd Bab-
ington, "l is a gentlenia, a soldier, and

manl of honor."
'e is a Scot," retorted the pievious

speaker, " wio is false to his own qucn."
This 'eniar'k waîs r'cceived with iiar'k-

ed applause ; and subdued inuimurs of
"He must die lic the death I' were heard
an evervy side.

Gentlemen," said Babi ngton, rising,
pale bu t calimu, " it is I who an respon-
sible for having biought this mai here.
It is, tlhonrefore I who muli st compel him
ta take ti oatlh of seerocy oi slay him.
Not a IiomCien shall be lost: I will fol-
3ow himu this instant.'

And clonning his cap and grasping lis
swor'd, he islied from the room.

Babington lhuiried along the Chope at
topmuost specd' till le Ieachd St. Pulii's
Church. Under' the shadow cast by the
walls and towis of the Gothic structure
(wiili lins since bcon replaced by Sir
Christophr' Wrn's g'eat building) ii
the moonliglht, lie blucld a tall lith
tigue statlkiig on beforc himî with easy
swiiiging stridei and Anthony r'ecogniz.
Cd his firiend Huitley at once. Huirying
1p, lie tapped him on the shouldr.

SHuigh

Why, frieînd Anthony I " exclaiied
Iluiitley in surprise. "l Body a' Ia I

ann, what wouldst thou of ne iiow ?

"llugh," said Babington, somewhat
ombalaissed, "'youn ar0 acqtuainted with
ill oui' seciets and our lives are at your

meci'ay. My comirades are filled with
appreihension that a miiai who is not aile
oi' thon should know aill their scheens.
They have decided that youi iust talce
the oath of' saeicecy, oi "-

"î1 Ovrlat ?
'OOr die L"

Pooh, pooh," said lHugh with a light
uigli- "a iluntley does not die so

easily as that."
1 ani conmanded ta administer the

oati," said Babington, " or kili l you."
luntley only glanghed again, witl a

slight shr'ug of his shoulders.
"l Wil you not take tha oath, Ilugih ?
"No, Master .Babington, I will take

no oath," said Iuntley, drawing himinself
up haughtily. "l I rogard it as an insult
to asi Ime."

"Then draw and defenid yourself,"
ciied Babington ; and his own blado
flashed in the iooilight. " You called
us assassins, and while agole 1 eould
have run you through with my sword.
But, though likle the Roman patriot, I
scruple not to destroy a 1.yrant by any
means, I would not slay a biave man so.
Drîaw and def'end yourself' foi your lif."

In an instant Hlugh's rapier was out,
and steel crossed and clashed with staol.
Babington wns a good swordsnan, and,
with quick fierce thrust and parry
pressed his advorîsary hard. But the
Scot vas as cool as ice, and lie iad a
wrist of iron. Watching his opportunity
tLi the Englisliiii began to tire hini-
self with his ineffectuail velemence,
Huîgigh turned on the oln'ensive; pressed
liIi back, cauglit a desperately aimed
thrust upon iis guard, adi ivith one rapid
twirl of lis rapier wvrested B:abinîgton's
sword from his giasp, and sent it tlying
a dozenî yards away. He raised his
point to the other's throat. Babington
calimly folded his arims and awaited the
thlrust.

Striko I "lie said.
No ! " replied Huinley lowering his

blade and stepping back to take up the
other's sword, the hilt of which lie pre-
sented to liinîi with a courteous bow.

1 will nat have an old friend's blood
uîpon m1y hands. Go thy way, friend
Anth oniy, and tell thy companious that
a Scottish gentleman's word of lonor is


