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" Well, ry masters," he said, looking
around, as he tookz his sent, what sport
is afloat ? Gr:amercy ! but you ail look
as gloomy as the boatman as Acerow.'

A faint artificial laugh was the answer
to tiis pleasantry.

" We have beau engagced in serio«s
business to-night, Hugh," replied Antho-
ny Babington with an air of importance

and you iust know well what business
I men."

iughli Hlintiey looked uneasiiy round
cre he spoke.

If you lav business," he said,
which is linked with danger, business,"

he added, lowering his voice, " which
iay bring your heads to the block-
surely the conmmon room of a public
tavern is not the place in whch to dis-
cuss it."

" Pshaw !" replied Babington,." there
is no one hero who minds us-no one
who dreans what omr purpose is. But
list ye, Hugh ! Our projoct ripens rap-
idly ; our friends are rapid iii overy part
of the kingdom. As soon as the blow
is strulck the whole country will rise in
our favor, and your lady of Scotland
will be free to return home to claim the
crown of lier ancestors, with many a
stout English nrm to help ber, and she
list. Say, Hugh, will you join us now,
at the last hour, and share our triumph?'

No, Master Babington," said lunt-
ley resolutely, laying his hand flrmly
but not noisily on the table. "No I
will fight for the good cause in the open
field as becomes a soldicr-I will shed
my blood for it if need be; but I will
not soil my hand with the assassin's
dagger."

As he spoke thus with subdued volie-
mence of tono, a murmur van around
the board, and therc was a diark frown
on every face. My friends," continued
Hulgh in gentler accents, " I had hoped
you had given up this madi project But
it is not yet too late-oh ! dear friends,
I implore yôu, dCsist from it or (i warn
you) the path on bwhich you are tread-
ing vill surely leIad ta the scaffold aind
the headsnaa's blockç."

" It pleaseth me well," said the ke-en
cyed little gentleman snceringly, to find
that Master Huntley still possesses all
the proverbial prudence and caution of

his country. He is Wise not to risk his-
preciouîs life Oven to save a nation."

"Yat boshrewv mc,"' said n roughor,.
sterner voice, "u n saeis it becometh-
a cavalier who boasts of his loyalty to
his native queen to desert the royal
lady inl this crisis of lier faith.

"Look, yo, sirs," Hugh replie in
tones ithat betrayed i tlia angeO a in-
digniation fie s truggled to su bdue, " if
any mai says that I amu talso to t'he roy-
I but tufortunate lady to whom I have
pledged my faiti, I tell Iiim to his teeth
he lies, and I vili prave it on his body
with l my good sword. I will fight for
my quecn if opportuni ty ofers: if need
be, I will readily lay doawn my fifa to-
morrow ta sec bor wailk forth a treo
womnan fron that castle of Foheringay
and again asecnd the throne of lier au-
costors. But oveu for icr i will not
play the assassin. Nay, my masters,
ye need not darken your brows with
frowns no- liay your bauds upon youîr'
swords; it would take more than that to
intimidate n Huntiev. But believe me
it is in the true spirit of friendshiip that
I warn you of the danger on which you
are rushing blindfold. Yo think yo ara
ven turing a great and noble enterprise
I tell ye, friends, you are stumbling
amid traps anid pitfails. I believe, i
kno'0v, yo are the dupes of the omissarie-
of Cecil and Walsingham; and, woo's
me f ye will bring destruction, not only
on your owi leads, but also ou the
beadi of the dear but nost unfortunate
lady wlom you profess to befricnd. Bo-
wvarned then in tine: give up this mad
and w-ilcd cnterprise, or, if you doa Iot,
i prophecy to you (anti the day is not;
far off) that the liour will couic wlenî
you will ropeiit thiat you did not take
mny aCîvic-the bour whon the rack
will stretch your achiig limbs amd the
flash of the headsman's axa will dazzle
your wcary cyos. For my part, I quit
you bere, bitterly mourniug the fatal
lot you have chosen for y'ourseives. I

vouild save you if I coild but you arc
wilful in your purpose. Gentlemon, I
bid you a good-night.

The iext moment lie was gone. The-
conspi-ators, mho lad hialf drawn their
swvords, folloved his departiug figure
with cycs thmat oxp-essed nearly as nuch
of'vague fear as of anger. Thon they
fell back in thoir sents, staring atone


