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As he entered the courtyard of his friend's house

^j1? Y^^^ ^^^ carried to and fro, horses were being
saddled, an air of bustle and excitement pervaded the
place. Look where he might, he could not see the face
he knew so well. He entered at the open door. His
friend was not in the hall. Room after room he vainly
traversed—they were all empty. A sudden horror tookmm. burely Amyas was not dead of grief ?
He came at length to a smaU private apartment,m which they had spent many a happy, busy how-

together
; but his friend was not here either, though

to judge by appearances, he could only just have left
It. Books and papers were tumbled all about in strange
confusion, and bits of broken glass strewed the floor.A little picture was lymg on the ground. The king
picked It up, and recognized a miniature of himself
the frame of which had been broken in the fall. He
let It drop Main, as if it had burnt him. The fire was
blazing brightly, and the fragments of a half-destroyed
letter lay, unconsumed as yet, in the fender. It was
in his o\m writing. He snatched it up, and saw it was
the last he had written, containing the details of an
elaborate scheme which he had much at heart. He had
only just thrown it back into the flames when two people
entered the room, talking together, one a lady, the other
a man, booted and spurred as though he came from
a long distance.

' Where is Amyas ? ' he asked.
' Gone to proffer his services to the new king of

course, said the lady. ' We are, as you may think
in great anxiety. He has none of the ridiculous notions
of his predecessor, who, indeed, hated him cordially.
1he very favour Amyas has hitherto enjoyed will standm his way at the new court. I only hope he may
be in tune to make his peace. He can, with truth,
say that he utterly disapproved of the foolish reforms
winch his late master was bent on making. Of course
he was fond of him in a way ; but we must think of
ourselves, you know. People in our position have no
time for sentiment. He started ahnost immediately

^


