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OF GILSLAND,;
OR,
THE RISING IN THE NORTH.

LORD DACRE

—

_-Ay Historicar Romancg oF THE Davs of EL1zABETH,

———

By E. M. Stewart,

Lok CHAPTER VII—{CONTINUED).
" “Jane Rennedy now led Lord Dscre from the
" vhulted chamber, Giles remaining there to keep
: ‘watch, lest any personin the service of Sir -Amias
" ghounld ‘approach. On passing fo the extremity of
" the ‘paseage; from the chamher,.Mlstreas Kennedy
pauied before a window overlooking tho castle yard ;
opposite to this window was a deor, and as the maid
- of ‘honor turned to approach it she looked at Lord
Dacte with a countenance alike expressive of indig-
ration and of sorrow; even amid the deepening
shides - of twilight he could discern the tear whicb
- stole down & cheek paled, like that of her royal
mistress! by untimely grief, and her eyes flashing
“angrily through her tears a8 she exclaimed in a low
but - bitter tone— ,
- #Enter, enter, right noble Dacre, the apartments
ofthe Queen of Scotland ; royally furnished will you
" find them, as besecrmeth royal dwelling.”

‘Ag- Jane spoke thus she _pushed open the floori
"and admitted Lord Dacre to” a little, narrow, disma
Jooking ante-chamber, hung with _dark havgings,
which were, however, very insufficient to exclude
the ‘winds from the apertures of which she had

. gpoken, the cold, which Lord Dacre had felt very
gensibly since he had first entered this dreary suit
of apartments, being peculierly piercing hero; while
-the wind, which hed kept & low moaning sound in
. the vaulted chamber, was heard mere plainly, the
_continued gusts seeming to shriek through the de-
~caying walls.
. :Z‘oﬁe moment, noble Dacre,” said the lady, and
I'will introduce you to the presenne of my mistress ;
 please you to remaig here while I make known your
* ‘approach.” : . .
'Bo paying, she withdrew by the door of an- inner
- spariment, A 'low murmuring of voices ameng
.“which he ‘could occasionally distinguish the tones
. of the pentle Jane, then met the ears of Lord Dacre
‘shd'ssemed both to entveat and to expostulate, and
d'female sob more than once smothered the sound of
i 1t 'voice. 'In a fow minutes, however, she reap;
" peated at the door of the inuer chamber, and beck-
““ongd “him to-approach. But his firm step faiter-
- ‘o3 B8 eye prew dim, as he entered thatappartment,
. forwhat asight waathera! Qhcrowns and sceptres !
.+ 'dingérous’ banbles, unreal benefits | There, on a
- couch, her once lovely form wasted by anxiety
- d1d 'diseage, lay the crowned Queen of Scotland, the
”.xiarriéd Queen of F'rance, the Queen,ah, how fatally
;o forlierl The Queen’ {n right, if not in might, of
- firtile' England too? - Upon & table near the couch-
:.upon" which-she. ‘was extended, lay the lute upon
which she had lately played; her hand, wasted al-
most to {ranspazent thinness, hung over the side of
 couch, upon Which she had sunk back exhaunsted
even. by the glight effort of touching the lute. . Her
Colffure . was' of point  lace, and a Jarge veil of the
me material flowed over her neck shadowing her
[ ric hair, untimely streaked with grey, and the shrunk-
1.enappearance ot her oricd beaatiful buss, She worea
obe 0f . yoilet-colored - velvet, .and from her girdle
depended a rosary of pesrls, ‘At the sound of Lord
Daoré's approach she partly rose, and with a smile,
&waet. ag the fading sunbeam of & summer evo, ex-
tended towards . hira that thin, white hand. The
I8;brow, the falr, but sunken cheek, the gossamer
if that transparent hand, had'all an influence
irits of Lord Dacre, who was not .prepared.
‘#he ill-fated Mary.so' mitch subdued by the
lentless foes.  But, it was her ‘eyes,
ppealing.look,of her more than’, dove-

iilke, hazél eyes, that, meetinir his own, seemed at
20¢e 10, read into his soul, 1o declate, the tale of her
R WIongs Without a word, and  to understand and ap-.
xpreciate his devotion to the cause’ of orie so; greatl
Fiunfortutiato,as horself. | Thiat' e ‘o '
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% Thus it is ever with me. I will chide me, noble
Dacre, when thou art gone, that I gave to so gener-
ous a friend so uncourtly a reception. Alas! alasl
what spell was breathed upon me at my birth, that
joyous looks must change tc sadness near me?
Generous Dacre, even spare me your tears, they are too
keen remembrances 'of my most evil tate—that
fate which thus subdues you to a weman's weak-
ness.”

Lord Dacre raised his head and cost a momentary
zlance round the chamber of the royal captive, and
that glance at once checked the current of bis emo-
tion ; the sudden glow of anger grew scarlet in his
cheek, and his heart throbbed no less with indigna-
tion at Queen Mary's wrongs than with pity for her
sufferings. There was, indeed, enough to excite his
anger when he bekeld the condition of her who was
lodged in that mean and miserable chamber, while
the Iuxuries which forever surrounded the mean and
tyrannical Elizabeth recurred to his recollection.
What a contrast to those luxuries was there. The
chamber itself was small and inconvenient; the
hangings wers 50 old that in many places the Queen
and her maids had been obliged to exert their own
art to piece them; the furniture was of common cak,
and they had put up large screens hung with
blankets, to defend themselves from the cold.
There was but one window in this apartment, and
that overlooked the Castle court ; a tall, melancholy-
looking elm waving its half.stripped branches slow-
1y before it. Deeply, meanwhile, had the emotion
of Lord Dacre affected the unfortunate Mary, There
is to a female heart somcthing peculiarly harrowing
in the tears of the other sex. We are at once im-
pressed with a sense of most awful calamity when
we §ee 8 man weep—a man in whom we are accus-
tomed to 50 much haughty resignation, to sech un-
yielding coratancy, Yes; there is something irre-
sistibly mppallipg, indescribably dreadful, in the
sight of a mun subdued to such feminine intensity
of suffering. And when did woman bear a heart
more sgoft, more tender, more fatally susceptible to
every gentle and refined emotion, than was the
heart of Mary Stuart. Oh, hud that soft heart been
steeled to but ene iota of the calculating selfirhness,
the grasping unprincipled awsbition which so largely
occupied that of her cousin, than bad Mary not per-
haps,been destined to drain such a bitter cup of
suffering to the dregs! But it wasnotso. Through
life she appeared a gentle, loving, confiding woman,
with something, perhaps of woman’s weakness, but
ever the most fascinating of her sex; and in death
-—ah, even the greatness of her death was feminine |
~—the solicitude for others, the lovely abandonment
of gelf, the religion of her resignation, bespoke the
woman—the admirable woman still! To Mary,
then, the tears of Lord Dacre occasioned an emotion
inexpressibly painful; nor was she less morbidly
senseless to the personal danger which he incurred
in this stolen visit to herself; and the myrmidons of
Sir Amias Paulet—their weapons reeking fn the
heart's blood of the noble Dacre—were present in
her imagination! Had she not bad a hideous ex-
perience of such a scene of horror—the scowling
brow, the deeply muttered curse, the victim's fruit-
lesa efforts at escape? These were present to
Quoeen Mary’s mind ;end maddened by the recollect-
ion of past woes, overwhelmed by present fears,
she enquired iu & scarce articulate voice, why Lord
Dacre had dared an interview with a being, so fatal
to all who loved her, as herself?

YTeonard Dacre had by this time recovered his
composure,and briefly, but succinotly, he explained
those designs which were so dearly cherished by the
Euwls of Northumberland and Westmoreland, and by
himself. Mary heard him patiently, and when he
had finished speaking, she turned to Jane Eennedy,
nnd with & mournful attempt at severity which she
could not feel, she exclaimed—

«Ah, Jane, my fond gir], thou art but a traitor o
thy mistress after all! Did I not tell;thee, gir], that
1 knew the gallant Dacre only sought my presence
to reveal some design, in which success might pos-
sibly restore my vauniched peace; but where failure
~—ah, horrible certainly l—would again destroy the
noblest of my friends? No, generous Dacre,” pur-
.sued Mary, rising in the energy of her emotion from
the couch, and clasping in hera the hands of the gal-
lant noble, ®No, generous Dacre,” it must not be
gso! Too often have I had to mourn the ruin of my
friends. Even leave me to mine evil fate, gentle
Lord ; the cruelty of my foes has well nigh wrought
its promised purpese—~my weak frame is fast sink.
ing under imprisonment and grief; and death—for
once pleasant in his aspect—will soon release me
from my woes. Do not press me to the tomb,
noble Dacre, londed with the weight of thy blood
and that of thy frienda] Go—tell this to the brave
Percy, the gallant Nevil. Let them believe how
dearly the desolate Mary bas prized their Jove, when
she rejects its most generous proposal !

« Nay, dear and gracious Sovereign! said Lord
Dacre ; ¢ tell me not that thisis your determination,
You will not bego suddenly unlike yourself, aud
trample on those hearts which are prompt to
pour forth their best blood in your rescue or de-
fence.  Trust me, poble lady, it will be hard to
persunde the Earls that you value theic devotion
at its worth when you so coldly reject its best en-
deavours.” o ‘ o

Mary shook her headat these words, avd sinking
again upon the couch, she sat fora few minutes
with her hands clasped, and the color ebbing snd
flowing in her pale cheek. Her maidens, Jane Ken-
neny, and Elspeth Curle, anxiously watched the ex-
pression of her countenance ; for they knew that
when once resolved, their mistress conld be firm,
even to obstinncy. But the flush quickly. faded
from her check, and there wes something of the
rigidity, s well as’ of the color of ‘marble, in the
cotntenance of Mary when she again spoke to Lord
Dagre. SR A :
~“ufyould youtoo,” she said,in a tone of gentle
Gotnplaint; “would you' brim, even to overflowing
tho ohalice of my griefs 7~ Ah," yield this -privilege
{o thelr magnitade; guffer mo to . tremble at involv-
' my " woes, Xior acouse me’ of being
{therefore” indifferent to-such genérous exertions. off

ntémoing that effort in‘miy favor—ihe dangers o

2 & his d of :thie 1u¢§thej-quld-§'sca ‘fel;]l;lfll_l!‘-f
@unbappy. Queen, he wel ‘n’child. Teard ‘félli|1y Influerice the fortunes'of my friends."~And oh!.i
?’"H“gﬁﬁ@gﬁéﬁf ﬁarl;,f ok how heart-plerciog|iyow Would ‘not piére ‘lfeady qiivering to a
SARIDIRE 1y Sympathy;to the, didtressed I'but meking | tioiga
‘g‘,‘.n effort}at,Armnoss) shie” exolainied, though, in'a | yourd
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1o gullerers,
'[ were the pawer of, Elizabeth:no more

to the knowledge that a Dacre,a Percy and a Nevil,
are willing to avenge my wrongs—that such brave
and generous spirits have torn aside the veil of sland-
er with which the malice of my foes has darkened
my once spotless fame! Ob, it is a proud, a cheer-
ing thing to find so many of this land's best and
bravest thus devoted to my eause! Yenrs—ages,
may rotl; and the hewds of my oppressors sink,
like my own, in the darkness and silence of the
tomb, yet the avil which they have wiought may
long out live the brief peried of their mortal exist-
ence, and the name of Mary Stuart be coupled, by
generations yet unborn, with terms of loathing and
contempt. But then, noble Dacre, shall my asper-
ged fame be vindicated by thy generous devotion;
and some even be found to say, that not for such
a stain to woman would the Percy and the Nevil
have proffered to risk their fortunes and their
livee,”

% And if you are sensible of this, dearest of Sover-
eigns,” said Lord Dacre ; “if you feel thatthedevo-
tion of a true heart may help, ages heuce, to foil the
malice of your foes, can you forget that the offers of
our service will be but iittle known save in event of
theiracceptance ? Give me but a pledge, royal lady,
that you accept our interference, and a band of dis-
ciplined and gallant aoldiers shall soon free you
from your prison houge.”

Still so persevering,” said Mary, “ still so prompt
to thrust yourself on ruin. Tempt me no more, I
beseech you ; leave me amid my sufferings at peace
with myself. Oh, the prospect of liberty is indeed
alluring to the captive, Have I not wept for envy
to see the poor birds flutter past my window—have
I not longed to be free like them ? Then leave
me in mercy, noble Dacre. I feel that I am 2 poor,
weak, selfish creature, ever prompt to llsten to the
futile whisperings of hope, to weigh fhe happiness
that might be against the misery which is; then
leave me, my Lord, if not in mercy to thyuelf, yet
in charity 1o me, Think how the keen malice of
Walsingham and Cecil would find means to aggra-
vate my many ills, if fortune failed us, and they
detected me in a new attempt at an escape

# Nay, gracious lady! returned Leonard Dacre;
#fuin would I that you had spared me that extremity
of argument to which I must now resort. Do you
not perceive that ere I can stay them by your re-
fusal of their assisiance, the. efforls of my friends
will have excited very probably, the suspicions of
Elizabeth avd her Ministers? Belicve me, royal
Mary, there is now no .middle course. We dreamt
not that you woéuld for a moment reject those ser-
vices which you formerly gave us reason to believe
that you wou'd accept, and that at the present time,
when opportunity is ripe, you would stay the sickle
which promises to reward us with so fair a barvest
of success. Behold, gracious Queen, I will be gel-
fish ; I will remind you that many of the gentlemen
of the northern counties—that Northumberland,
Westmoreland, myself, are all committed to your
cause ; aye, that should the argus eyes of the Gov-
ernment once unclose upon our measures ere they
are crowned with success, that not even the sacred
character of an ambassndor might suffice to shelter
the brave Vitelli from the wrath of Elizabeth.”

# Yes, yes,” said Mary, her eyes wandering dis-
tractedly over the features of Lord Dacre; * I see, I
know it all—my selfishues, my folly, ave atill the
ruin of my friende, Why, in the impatience of my
woes, did I send those fatal messages which have
stimulated you to all those dangerous endeavours?
And now must I put my own hand to your death
warrant—must I openly urge you to an encounter
with my terrible foes ? Yes, go, go,” she reiterated,
with au hysterical sob ; % go and renew the horrors
which have forever tracked my fatal footsteps—
drench the earth with your loyal blood. Can I look
upon the past, and dare for one moment to encour-
age your attempte?”

As the unhappy Queen spoke she sunk back upon
the couch, her eyes closed, and her head fell upon
the bosom of Elspeth Curle, while even the deepened
twilight could not conceal the corpss-like pallor of
her complexion. Lord Dacte stood mournfully by,
with his arms folded on his breast; while Jans
Kennedy kindled s taper, and brought essences,
wherewith to revive her ill-fated mistress, At this
mement a loud shout waa heard in the court below,
and, involuntarily stepping nearer to the window,
Lord Dacre perceived a crowd of the lower gervants
of the castle dragging along the unfortunate prisoner
whom he had previously seen—two boys marching
before him with a censor and tapers, in mockery of
the Catholic ceremonial, Bursts of laughter min-»
gled with execrations ageinat the captive; and one
of the company, more brutal than the rest, ap-
proached the window of the Queen, shouting to her
to regale her eyes with the sight of a mnsg-priest
properly attended. The movement on the part of
this ruffian had been so sudden thet he caught a
glimpse of Lord Dacre's person ere that nobleman
could gain time to remove from his dangerous po-
sition. The very doubtfal light, however, which
prevailed would not have enabled the man to dia-
cover that the person he saw was a stranger, put
he wag partially under the influence of intoxica-
tion, and the plots and massacres in favor of the
Popish Queen, with which be was in the habit of
indulging his fancy, were especially preseut to it
at that moment, _ .

. He raised & cry that he had seen n stranger in
tha Queen’s apartments ; and while some of his com-
penions continued - their amusements with the
priest, the rest, without even waiting for orders from
Sir Amius, rushed to the great door leading to Mary’s
rooms, The shouts, the uproar from the cuurt, im-
mediately restored the failing energies of the ua.
fortunate Queen, and, starting up with something
of tho wildness of 'insapity.in ber looks, she. en-
quired the meaning ot -that tumult; but few words
.were necessary to make her understand its cause,
and with an.agony of (enireaty she then implored
Lord Dacre to seek safety in fQight; yet he lingered
even in what might have proved to him the very
jaws of death—lingered. to wring from Mary. her
consent to his bold designs, S e

.-%:Ah, leave :me,only -leave me, now,” ejaculated
the..Queen; : /Would " you :have them spill ;your
‘blood :before my tace 2! " . : e
+ 1 Then-promise tha$ .y
 gpeedy . deliverance, from
-whab:evile might ba say

LN b

# Even do.what you:will? jexclaimed: Mary

' of viia ‘on
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I will hold myself alike prepared for weal or woe;
but, ch, hasten from this fatal place, and never dare
its dangers more. Hark! I hear them even now
unbarring the heavy doors of my prison. God be
with you, generous Dacre, and fly now for your
life, for mine. I will not agnin outlive the slaugk-
ter of my truest friends. Here, gnod Elspeth, to
the vaulted room, haste, haste, or you arc too late.”

Even while the Queen spoke, In the extremity
of her terror, she followed Lord Dacre to the doox
of the apartment, and almost pushed him =across
its threshold. Accompanied by Elspeth, he fled
with rapidity towards the room where he had left
Gileg, but they were encountered in the passage
by that yonth, who had heard in the vaulted
chamber the noise of the guards and servants en-
tering the lower apartments. ¥e now beckoned
Lord Dacre, and, bidding Elspeth hasten back to
her mistress, he conducted him through the vault-
ed room, aud down the staircase to the passage
below. “ Noble sir,” he then exclaimed, breathless
with his own speed, “ it were dangerous for us to
attempt now to crogs the courtyard, for many of
the guards are lingering there with the poor priest,
and were we to be scen issuing from this private
door of the Queen's rooms, instant apprehension
would ensue, for I am expressly forbidden by Sir
Amias to introduce any strauger to her Grace. I
know that drunken Hodge who has been the cuuse
of this tumult; and, please henven, it shall be no
fault of mine if his back do not pay for the in-
dulgences of his gullet. Sir Amias is no lover of
strong drink, Meanwhile, I must conceal you in a
secret dungeon of which I alone have khowledge,
and which, though a disagreeablo place of refuge,
is a safe one. Please, sir, to give me your hand,
for the passages are dark. When you are con.
cealed I w.li myself issue forth, for besides that I
may be inquired for, I may persuade these brute
busy-bodfes that [ have alone been near the Queen’s
apartments.”

‘While apeaking thus, the young man led Lord
Dacre through the Castle vaults, Dreary places
they were—damp and dew stained, the air confined,
and of an unpleasant odor, and so mutky and laby-
rinthine, that an acquaintance as perfect as that
which Giles possessed with their recesses was neces-
sary to track a way through them. At length,
pushing open an iron door, he paused,

‘t Rest you here, noble sir; I will retum anon—
You are now in a vault Immediately below the
Queen’s rooms, The guards cacmot find you hore,
and 1 will return to you speedily when they have
repaired to their quarters®

With these words Giles hastily departed, locking
and bolting after him the ponderous deor of the
dungeon, A strange kind of uncomfortable feeling
took possession of Lord Dacre as he caught the last
sound of the youth’s retreating footsteps. Had he
led him to this place merely io betray him? In
those days of treachery such &n event was anything
but impossible. And Giffard, tgo—how was he em-
ployed? Would he, in his intercourse with Sir
Amias, discover any of those gecrets of which be
was, unhappily, the depositary? Lord Dacre blessced
fortune that this man, whose fidelity he could not
but suspect, was not aware of the exact nature of his
own design against the Government of Elizabeth,
nor thut in that design were implicated the noble
rarls of Westmoreland and Northumberland.

Meanwhile the confusion in the upper apartments
met the ears of Lord Dacre; nor was it long before
he heard the guards descend into the neighboring
vaults, the hoarse sound of their exccrations even
reaching his ears, mixed with expostulations from
Giles. Ouce he heard them very nearly approach
the cell in which he was concealed ; but in confirm.
ation of the assertion of Giles that this recess was
known only to himself, Lord Dacre heard them pre-
sently turn back. The darkness and the labyrinth.
ine nature of the way to this vault would have ren-
dered it impossible for Lord Dacre to have made
good his escape, even could he have forced the door.
Gradually the voices and footsteps of the guards
died away in the distance, and he was left in soli-
tude and silence. The darkuness in the vault was
almost pripable, and the sound even of his own
breath became prinful to him in the funcreal still-
ness by which he was now surrounded. He heard the
deep tones of the Castle clock solemnly reverberate
the hours of eight and nine, but still Giles did not
appear; and full of apprehensions of some dire
treachery, on the part either of the youth or of Giff-
ard, he paced the narrow limite of the dungeon in
feverish anxiety.
' CHAPTER IX.

#T leant my back unto an oak,
I thought it was a trusty tree;
But first it bowed, and then it brake,
And so did my false love to me.
Ouwn Batuan,

Throughout the firgt dreary day of her imprieon-
ment the unforfunate Lucy Fenton waa left to the
dismal solitude of her cell, broken but once by the
entrance of her jailor, Clement, bearing a scanty
portion of brend and water. A malevolent sneer
cuwled the withered features of this man as he set
down her miserable fare, and he said, " Rise, rise,
gentle malden, and feast uporn the good cheer which
the hospitality of Sir Philip bas provided for his
beautiful guest. If however, it liketh not altoge-
ther thy dainty stomach, even recur to the regula-
tions of thy righteous frith. Remember, maiden,
how that enjoineth fasting and solitude to lower the
temperature of youthful blood! Wilt not rise, maid-
en!” he pursued, perceiving that the poor girl still
lay extended, apparently powerless upor her couch
of straw, ¢ Wilt not rise? Nay, let me aid thee!”
And he extended hig shrivelled hand to raise her
from her reclining posture., But Lucy shrunk from
his touch, and with a look and sccent of horror she
bade him quit her-presence, =

#Truly it irketh me much,” said Clement, “that
my speech should be so unpleasant- to so fair a
maiden. I will even give thee good-morrow for the
present ; but in the fall of evening I will visit thee
again, when, if it please .the Lord, his faithful sor-
vant, Ralph ‘Adams, may be enough restored to bear

‘me company.- Asd strely, maiden,his godly. speech:

and‘favor'must convey healing even “unto the spirit

‘560 Ral

halt

loved, i

Faint and feverish a8 ghe was, the unhappy Lucy
gladly partook even of the wretched and insufi-
cient sustenance which was allowed to her by the
menn cruelty of Sir Philip. She did not forget that
he too bad promised her a visit, and the event of
that vigit sle trembled to contemplate,

But happily for Lucy, Sic Philip was throvghout
that dny—the first of ber imprisonment, aud the
same on which her cousin had saved the life of
Queen Elizabeth—very differently employed.

1t will be remembered that it was neer the break
of day when Sir Philip detected her attempted es-
cape from the gardens of his mnnsion; and after
having, on his return thither, committed the poor
girl to the mercies of Clement—who happened to ba
the most ferocious and fanatical of his servants—he
withdrew to his own chamber to seck that repose
which svus denied by the consciousncss of his mean
and profligate conduct. As we before observed, Sir
Philip had never, till now, been very actively vi-
cious; whatever tendency to the more malevolent
of the passiors might lurk in his bosom, it bad hi-
therto been concealed by the absence of a strong
provocation. Now when they were thus roused, Sir
Philip was quite prepared to give the rein to his li-
centiousness and his malice ; yet his newness to such
extremity of sin awnkened in bis bosom a very un-
comfortable sense of self-reproach. It was in vain
that be tossed and tnrned on bis bed of down—he
could not indulge in its seftness; or gaze upon its
rich hangings of green velvet—but that the damp
and dreary cell, which Lie had condemned a delicate
girl to inhnbit, presented itself at once to his ima-
ginntion. And though eager to pleage himself with
the image of Henry Willoughton dying at his feet,
picrced by his own sword, or writhing under the
torments of the rack, he could not dismiss the
troublesome reflection that he was contemplpting
such a Jamentable catastrophe towards s person
who, 50 far from having any wish to injure him,
might be almost iynorant of his existence,

For some time then, a8 we bave said, Sir Philip
tossed and turned under the influence of these by no
menns encbanting meditations ; and the sun rose
high in the heavens ere he could obtain the repose
which he so eagerly sought. But Fato had certain-
ly sworn herself the foe of the poor Kaight—
Scarcely had he closed his eycs when he was tor-
mented by a vision of Lucy socurely sheltered in
her lover's arms; and from this disagreeable slum-
ber he was awakencd by an cqually disagreeable
eummons at his chamber door, and the querulons
voice of Clement demanding permission to enter,—
This permission was immediately granted by Sic
Philip, who started up at the sound of Clement's
voice, full of an indetinite apprehension that Lucy
had really escaped.

“ Good master, it will beseem thee to rise; there -
are great visitants have honored thy dwelling at
this early hour, ' Rise, I besecch thee I” said tho old’
man, No visitors, however, suggested themselves
to Sir Philip for whom he felt disposed to quit his
comfortable bed at that particular moment; and
muttering something very much like an onth at
Clement's officiousncss, he was again about to ad-
dress bimself to slecp, DBut the old and privileged
servant was as little inclined to be trifled with ; and
approaching the bed, he shook Sir Philip roughly
by the shoulder.

“ Why, thou most ungodly youth, by my confi-
dence in the good Lord, I am truly ashamed of thee t
Alack| is it thuas that the favors of heaven are de-
spised? 1Is it for a poor Knight, and a silly scatter-
brain like thyself, to neglect the goodly friendship -
and the gracious visitations of my Lord of Leices-
ter? Shame on thee, Philip; get up and listen to
his wise counsel. I warrant he will speedily amend
thine evil ways; for in truth ho is a godly aa
well 98 a gracious aoble, and with due reverence
doth he always speak of the sage endeavors of the
righteous spirits of the age to check that tendency -
to the abominstions of Popery which, alas, the
Queen’s own grace is but tco ready to promote l—
Rise, Philip, without delay, and even let me help
thee to don thy vestments, It were a strain of rank
discourteousness to let the noble Leicester wait
Sir Philip now complied with the entreaties of
the old man, though he was by no means so well
pleased with the visit of Leicester at thie unwonted
and early hour of the morming—it being a distine—
tion which, he much feared, was to be attributed to
some knowledge which that crafty and profligate
noble hed during the last night obtained of his ab-
duction of the maiden, Lucy Fenton, On Sir Philip-
summoning Edward Ware to his presence, he wag
informed that this might very pessibly ba the case,
es the barge of tlat nobleman had passed on the
river the fishing-boat in which Lucy was conveyed,
On pressing the matter mere closely, Sir Philip
found that Lucy had acreamed for assistance from
the cabin window, and thaet the presence of mind of
John Morley, in severing the cale which had been
flung from Leiceater’s bargoe into the boat, had alone
prevented his being robbed of the prize which he
had so dearly bought. Nor was the disquietude of
Philip lessened when he was told that XLord Leices-
ter wag accompanied in this early visit by Sir Chils-
topher Hatton, another prime and powerful favorite of
the Queen, and the man, too, who had been named
as the cspecial admirer of Lucy Fenton. After hig
encounter with Lord Dacre in Lombard Street—for
Sir Philip was the masked gallant—he had hastened.
‘from the spot full of rage and mortification. ~ It hap-
pened, indeed, that he tind been moro particularly
unxious to secure the possession of Gertruds, and in
this he was disappointed. Giving a hasty order to
_his gervants to make good their retreat*with Licy,
who had already been conveyed on board the fish-
ing-boat, he hastened back to his dwelling in the
Strand, and, after an hour spent in giving ‘vent {o
 the expression of bis ineffectusl anger, he took horse
and rode over to Eltham, This will account for the
delay which occurred between the arrival of his poor
prisoner and bimself, . - o 0T
- With a rather ill-assumed appearance of satisfso.
‘tion,,Sir Philip descended to one of the splendid
ground-floor apartments of his mansion {o'welcome
-and'thank for the lionor of theit visit twao men, both
‘of whom he would ‘have been at:that moment very .
rwilling to degpatch, on'ashort” notice, ' to thé ather. .
;world, . Sir, Philip: was'n “reader:of

ike: ‘thyself.. Cheer tbee, than, with
“Thou:- shi ' h;-the™ wéll-'

hysiognomy, and . hen de
ceived, but he” fancled
Earl's eye’a: sort
10'dnmounce;




