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Ah 1 it h«d come ; hit heart ga«« a leap and seemed

to cease. „
" Your Grace must forgive me, but I cannot consent.

There was a dead silence ; when Anthony looked op,

•he was staring at him with the frankest astonishment.

"Did yon think, Mr. Norris, yon could be at Court

and say masa too whenever yon wished ? " Her voice

rang hanh and shrill; her anger was rising.

" I was not sure what your Grace intended for me."

"The leUow b mad," the said, still staring at him.

*'Ohl take care, take care!"
" Yoor Grace knows I intend no insolence."

" Yon mean to say, Mr. Morris, that yoo will not take

a pardon and a post at Court <m those terms ?
"

Anthony bowed ; he ooukl not trst himself to speak,

so bitter was the reaction.
" But, see man, you fool ; if you die as a traitor you wiJ

never say mass apdn dthe-."
" But that will not be with my cooa at, ^/our Grace.

" And you refuse the pardon ?
"

"On those terms, your Grace, I must."
<• Well——" and she was silent a moment, " you are

a fool, sir."

Anthony bowed again.
" But I like courage.—Well, then, you wiu not be my

servant?"
" I have ever been that, your Grace ; and ever will be."

" Well, wen,—but not at Court ?
"

"Ah! your Grace knows I cannot," cried Anthony,

and his voice rang sorrowfully.

Again there was silence.

" You must have your way, sfr. poor Mfamie's sake ;

but it passes my understanding wnat you mean by it.

And let me ten you that not many have their way with

me, rather than mfaw." ^ ^
A^in hope leapt up in his heart. The Queen then

was not so imgradous.

Be tooked up and smil^—and down again.

** Why, tbe man's Mpa are an a-qoiver. WhatailshimP

*'It is your Grace's kindness."

»*


