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with a sardonic smile. He bad pone-
trated to the lowost depths of her wick-
ed heart, and knew every ovil thought
that stirred it; he knew her most eurn-
est wish was the hapless Mary's death.

#¥May it please my gracious liege,” he
sald in the same soft, insinuating voice
he had wsed before, “great sovereigns
canmnot afford to indulge their private
feelings, or their natural {enderncss of
heart where the interests of the stale
are ab stake, The welfire of the conntry
has its claims upon you, and private
fecling must give place to public duty.”

Blizaboth darted on him™ a look more
cunning than his own.

“ Methinks,” she suid, thouw (allkest
wisely and shrowdly, Sir Francis.”

S So please you,” continued the minis-
ter, following up his point, “if this un-
fortunate lady yepays all your kindness
by such ingratitnde thatshe is constant-
ly hatching * plots and  conspiracios
against your royal throne and person,
sho is doubly, trebly a traitor, and well
desorveth, methinks, to die a traitor's
death.  And that all this bo so, wo are
furnished with abundant proof.”

“ God's death ! dost say so ?”

“We have abundant evidence—would
your Majesty please to pernse the docu-
ments. They are many and voluminous.”

“XNo, no,” said Blizabeth reeoiling—
#1 will have naught tosny to it. . God's
death | man, have I not ministers and
servants enough to do the work of jus-
tice without the royal name being drag-
ged into it : :

The Scerelary was silent; but looked
at the Queen slyly from under his over-
hanging brows. e read her eovery

-thought and desire. ’ .

“If 50 please your Majesty,” he said,

i lo give us authority.”

“1will give you authority for noth-
ing," cried the Queen peevishly,
There was along silent pause, during
which IStizaboth regained a calmer tem-
per, and theold sty cunning look roturn-
ed to her cold gray oye. «
¥ Good:St, Prancis,” she said, ¢ what
would you eounsel me to do in this sore-
ly porplexing busincss " oo
“An. it please your majesty,” said
Walsingham, scaccely able to Jeep his
sense of trujumph “under contvol, *if
you will graciously 'talke your poor: ser-
vants adviee, I would ‘vecomrend that

n commission be appointed to interro-
gate the prisoner and find out the con-
nection with these conspiracies.”

The Queen pansed a moment in deep
thought. :

“Be it ko thon,” she. presently said,
“he it ns you think best. Do what you
believe to be your duty to me ; but let mo
hear no move about it ¢l tAls work be
done.”

If she could (as she turned away) have
seen the cold sneering smile that eurled
the lip of the unscrupulous minister,
sho would hardly have been gratified.

“ But hero;” shesaid as the door open-
ed, “here comes my Lord of Burleigh.
You had better advise with him.”

Cecil approached, bent his knee, and
lissed tho royal hand. .

“ My lord,” said Walsingham 'in his
usual sly, suave tones, “her Majesty
has been most graciously pleased to or-
der that a commission be appointed
forthwith to inquire what connection
the lady Mary of Scotland, so long the
guest of England (and who soill repays
thie protection of Iingland), has with the
conspiracies and plots that do fret and
agitate the land.” -

«And, by my troth, an order worthy
of the royal wisdom,” replied Burleigh
with his porpentous nod. - But as for
these same plots against her Majesty’s
life, sure that restless lady in the tower
is the author of them all.” :

Well, well, said BElizabeth, with ner-
vous uneasiness, * be it.as yo list—be it
as ye list.. X wash my hands of it.”

So saying she hurried from the cabi-
net; - and as she crossed a secret pass-
age.lo her own private apartments, she
struck against the ground.the ebony
staft upon which she leant (fov the “ vir-
gin” was now old andin need of sup-
port), as through her clenched teethshe
mubtered : ‘ R

“Tf they rid me of this hatred rival I
caro not how thoy do it.” e

Walsingham and Burleigh looked at
one another and smiled grimly. © =

“She dies the death,”. said the Secre-
try of State with a chuekle worthy of
the foul fiend himself, R

“ st got more evidence, worthy Sic-

Francis 77 asked the crafty Cecil with a
peculiar smile, _ R
«Of a verity, yos, my good  lord,” ve-

pliedsthe Seevetary. | ¢ Fourof my faith-




