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by the hostess herself— from her unsus-
pecting, royal guest. There, Sire, stands
the only thief!" She pointed accusingly
at Portsmouth. ° '

"My signature!" cried Charles, as he
ran his eye down a parchment. "The
treaties! No more Parliaments for En.-
land. I agreed to that."

,''Iag'-eetothatmyself,"saidNell,rogu-

!

.shly. "England's King is too great to need
Parliaments. The King should have a con-
hdential adviser, however— not French "

and she cast a defiant glance at Ports-
mouth, "but English. Read on; read on

"

She placed her pretty cheek as near as
possible to the King's as she followed the
letters over his shoulder.

" A note to Bouillon
!

" he said, perus-
ingtheparchmentsfurther."Charlescon-
sents to the tall of Luxembourg. I did not
sign all this. I see it all: Louis's ambition
to rule the world, England's King debased
by promises won and royal contrafts made
with a clever woman— forp-ery mixed
with truth. Sweet Heaven, what have I
done!
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