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CHAPTER XXXVI. CONTINUED.
_After a few moments I consented,

considering that it was a work of

charity to console the
trusting to my guardian angel

reserve me from harm. Accordingly

PUBLISHED

Secretary of State.’’

I followed him without resistance.
At the door of the house two armed

from his doublet, and laying his ’the heroic courage displayed by Miss
hand on my arm, said: ““I arrest you
in the Queen’s name by order of the

Cecil,

in giving up all for con-
science’'s sake; Windsor's noble beha-
viour and Christian forgiveness; all
‘this, in contrast to the conduct of
Elizabeth and her ministers, the vile

How happy I then felt! I thought
I should be content to spend the re-
mainder of my days in the dungeons
of the Tower. What was earthly
suffering to one who was a child of
God, and heir

TR o s of the kingdom of

; ‘l’ |I‘] i men placed themselves on etther side | forgery committed by Walsingham— heaven?
Tnﬂ "Hﬂﬂr fﬂl ﬂWBr []r WﬂX“tﬂﬂ" Eofm\eion of me, and we passed through the |all this had served: to confirm my

’ ST L narrow alleys to the riverside, where | conviction. I now saw how worth- About a week later, as it was get-

By Rev. Joseph Spiuma,n_ SF B. HERDER, a boat was waiting. We soon reach- | less were the arguments wherewitn ting dark one evening, I heard

Sst. Louil‘ Wo. ed the Tower, on whose turrets and |I had sought to combat them, how shouts of joy in the direction of

VeV Vo e Yo o o Yoo Vo Vo Vo Vo Vo P o Vet 00000000 battlements the calm moonlight rest- |I had persuaded myself that X Wwas |Tower Hill, and saw the red glare

. & © O ed. 'On(‘c more I looked up at the | not bfnmd to join the old, proscrib-|of g great fire. I raised myself by

& glorious moon and the star-lit firm- | ed religion, or at least that I might laying hold of the iron bars of the

ament; once more I inhaled the cool | defer giving in my adhesion to it grating before the window sufficient~

< night air, as a light wind from the | until a more favorable occasion. I ly to see a multitude of citizens

: sea fanned my temples; once more T | remembered the words of Scripture: dancing around a bonfire as if s

but young; agomur;g torments he cried several |peard the sounds of mirth and mu- | ‘I called, and you refused,” and the |t vicated with delight; they gave

I saw the world, and yet I was gme_s aloud 'm‘ Lutm: Parce mihi, |sic wafted on the breeze -from the | awful threat that follows those |cheers for Elizabeth, the valiant

not scen; B omine ‘Jesul”’ In like manner all | southward side. “‘A few moments,” |words. I felt truly contrite for my Judith, who had beheaded the fe-

afflicted, | My thread is cut, and yet it is not tfhe others were put to death in their I said to myself, “‘and you will be | 8ins, besought mercy from God, and male Holophernes. I guessed at

to d BD“n,I Yo 5 ; 3 lf'lr: A 5 : . cast into God knows what under- |accepted my imprisonment as a just | once what this 'rcjoicing meant, for

n l;ow' ive, and now my life is t‘e o r; }slccng, .ogct er mth.the ground dungeon, never again to be- | chastisement. Such were my medit- | T had been told that in the forego-

one! patience of the victims, had excited hold the clear sky, to breathe the | ations throughout the days and ing October Mary Stuart was con-

that night, before the moon was up,
1 went with the old boatman to the
pevelin tower, which was situated
at the north-west corner of the in-
We had to pass the
quarters of the musketeers, and I
was terribly afraid of the guard.
But Bell steered our course so wise-
jy that we escaped their notice.
‘i‘ben we got to the Church of St.
peter “‘ad vincula,”’ we stood ¥p
close to the wall, until the sentry
had turned, and we heard his steps
retreating in the opposite direction.
Then we stole on to the Develin
tower; the warder was waiting to
admit us into the dark . dungeon
where poor Tichbourne was crouch-
ing on a bundle of straw.

“Whom have you brought?’’ he
asked my companion, starting up as

ner enclosure.

we entered. I said I wanted a no-
tary.”

The man explained that in the
Tower one must have whom = one

could get; besides he was bringing
an old acquaintance. He turned his
lantern on my face, and Tichbourne
recognized me at once. In a few
words I told him how I came there;
he was greatly touched, and listened
to my expressions of sympathy with
tears in his eyes. Then he kissed
my hand, and declared his readiness
to forgive all who had brought these
‘misfortunes upon  him, primarily
Babington; also Salsingham, to
whose intrigues he attributed the
.connection of their plot with Sav-
age's design, his judges, and the
cruel Queen, who had commanded
the frightful sentence to be carried
out with the utmost severity. He
also said that he accepted this vio-
lent death in expiation of his sins.

I laid the paper which I had
‘brought with me on a wooden stool,
to serve as a table, and kneeling be-
fore it, I wrote from his dictation a
wonderfully beautiful letter to his
poor young wife. In touching words
he begged her forgiveness. His zeal
fir the Catholic cause, his compas-
sion for the innocent Queen of
Beots, his attachment to his friends,
‘had brought him to this pass. He
had to choose between betraying his
associates or giving himself up to
the hangman, and the latter seemed
to him the most honorable alterna-
tive. That thought must be his and
‘her consolation. The manner of his
death would be no disgrace because
80 mény priests had drunk the same
chalice, and thereby cast a halo
round the shameful gibbet. He died,
like many of his noble ancestors, for
a chivalrous cause, the rescue of the
dnnocent, and the promotion of reli-
gion; so at least he thought, when
'he engaged in the enterprise. It had
turned out otherwise; but God  and
-all good men would look to the in-
tention, not the result.. Finally he
-exhorted her to find true solace in
‘God, and concluded with the hope of
an eternal reunion hereafter.

i read over to him what I had
written, and he attempted to sign
it. An illegible scrawl was all that
he could achieve. “‘Mr. ' Topcliffe
with his rack is a bad writing-mas-
“ter,” he said, as he handed me back.
the pen with a sorrowful smile. Then
‘he begged me to write down some
verses that he had composed since
b2 was sentenced. They are very.
melancholy, and show how much it
€08t him to give up his life; yet I.
liked them so much that I asked if
I might keep o copy of them, in re-
¥ard for my services as amanuen-
5. He consented willingly, and
#sked me to pray for him on the day .
“of execution, and afferwards for the
Tepose of his soul. The following
‘e the verses he dictated:—

My prime of youth is but a frost of
cares; 2 S5
l'ly feast,

d]ay llbut a ' dish of

¥y crop of corn is but
tears; :

ers, and I believe Ballard gave

I sought for death and found it in

Alti now I live, and now my life is
done!

Bill Bell warned me that it was
time to depart, if I wanted to look
in on my uncle, who was conflned in
the same tower.” So I bade fare-
well to Tichbourne, whom I I was
never to see again on earth, and fol-
lowed my companion into another

He clasped me to his heart, caress-
ing me, and saying: ‘‘What an old
blockhead I am! Now go, child,
and do not trouble yourseli any
more about me, except to pray for
me. Barty is already in heaven,
and he will help me to follow him.

all over.

ed also.

CHAPTER XXXVII.—I

these words he left me.

Gray came in.

the disgust and pity of the bystand-

ficed, and I thanked God that it was
I had now only to think
of the two sick prisoners in the Cold
Harbor, and it seemed probable that
through the mercy of God their suf-
ferings would, ere long, be terminat-

had 1

kept a close prisoner in Walsingham's

As you please. To the Tower
you will go this very evening.’”” With

When darkness had closed in, old
Placing upon the ta-

fresh air, or hear the sound of mer

the wombe; :;Z t[c;”sou:?n; g;;fh'mtymt,tnc‘;:e“he:r,l Faaniehiter)t, The old man, Bill Bell, who

I lookt for life and yet it was a [and the rest were SR a db Pl'is-"”'lg the King’s stairs and the brought me my food, uséd often to
shade; this was done with less c:ucltv Soxv‘ Trﬂl.tm's L e stay and talk with me awhile. I

I trade the ground and knew it was fear of an uprising of the ‘)’\0 15 landing place opposite the Cradle spoke to him about the old and a-
my’ tombe, M therefire £y c’: lt‘- tower, the so-called Tower docks, a bout the new religion, and soon dis.
And now I dye, and now I am but pieces until after death : Ty cuibentmant béfwess iy covered that he had remained a
made, At length these tex'rih‘le dbva webe river on the one side and the moat Catholic at heart, albeit, like thou-

The glass is full, and yet my glass |ended. The victims had ‘JOO;I sacri of the fortress on the other. As we sands of his fellow-countrymen, he
b e 3 " | stepped out of the hoat, Gray, who | paq yielded to the prcssure‘ of perse.

word and we go back!’’
head; the narrow drawbridge

the moat was let down. A

came forward from the shadow
the gateway to meet us.
Lieutenant of the Tower; 'he
ducted me in silence into the

[

inte.
een

g tower, where a sentry challenged us, ey “hio B .
(:el].l i‘only sta(i;ed a moment with | house for a fortnight, when he came and across the green to the Bell ch.n::m”tu\;:x],l \Y\huh "‘m }unt\nv(tml
uncle emy, an ve said y = . - i wi he e lower by wha was
Vordits (;ne anot‘l‘ler m"lsl:‘ll\:;t f'z“ to_ "“e. one morning, ‘ﬂ“d talked | tower, where he unlocked the door called the prisoner’s . way On my
MaryA” he said when' he reco rni)ye:_: el o T TrSh:  Present of a prison, which was, I thought, expressing an earnest (]‘:=.i|-.‘ to hm}.
me, x:ubhing his eyes, as if tugrou‘a l.v.t hO\;B‘OI‘, he asked me if 1 had | to be my abode for an unlimited | an jnterview with Mr. Crichton, and
s 8 eyes, *|not yet come to a better mind. time robably o 3
R » Probably until the day of 4 ssi A i g
himself from sleep, but I saw he Quietly and firmly T replied that I | genth ay my m. ?s:lst. atl;he 8¢ lt“lcc"( Iéxll \]:"“
t 3 S % 3 - _ < X said e wou mention i o Miss
;‘;?:dc?helio f;);}c:ilt f(;h(;mt;ar: U;at could not do better than follow my This cell I recognized at the first Bellamy S e self-sacrificing
s s to you scie! ; E : ) 73 S self-sg
5 e s (())i }m: C()r\\s?mnce, even if by so doing ‘I de- | glan(e as the one wherein, in Henry | charity he had already spoken to
first sleep.”” Then the strong ma;: 3t 0'\0: SVpapily gmslﬁds' ”\wnL VIIL s reign, John Fisher, the Bish- me. Without'a bribe the warder of
. upon he rose up and said: ‘‘ Very ches - ; g
broke down, and sobbed like a child. | wel). oV |op of Rochester, was, confined. He, |¢he Beauchamp would not leave the

More, and a few Carthusian monks,

Royal Supremacy. The dungeon

sat beside me without speaking, laid
his hand on my arm, and said: “One
I shook my
over
man

It was the
con-

rior of the fortress, past the Bloody

with the learned Chancellor Thomas

had the courage to adhere to the old
faith, and refuse to acknowledge the

in

nights of that terrible winter.

cution, hoping that in time the old
religion would be re-established. I
tried to set before him the obliga-
tion of making profession publicly of
his belief, and declared my own
readiness to do so, provided an op-
portunity presented itself. He then
told me of Father Crichton, and of
the services held by night in the
Earl of Arundel’s cell, in the Beau-

f

door open leading to the walk along
the ramparts; he hoped Miss Bella-
my would give what was required,
for he knew I had not so much as a
groat in my possession.

ble a link that he cartied, he began:

Give my love to mother and poor
Anne.”” He turned his face to the
wall and made me a sign to go. In
that manner we parted.

"On Tuesday, the 20th of Septem- '
ber, A. 1. 1586, the first half of the
condemned conspirators were exe-

and Savage, the supposed ring-lead-
the plot; next came Tich-

les disappeared beneath the gate-
way of the Bloody tower, I caught ,
the sound of the ‘‘Miserere,”” which
Ballard began. They were dragged, |

was done in good faith and for the
sake of religion, and never had he
conspired against the Queen’s life.
Babington said the same; he ac-
knowledged his error, and implored
forgiveness. Tichbourne spoke at
greater length. He depicted his hf;p-
py youth, when he wanted nothing
he could *ish for, and said nothing
was further from his mind than a
conspiracy against the Queen.
was the victim of regard for
friend. He was descended of

before the conquast,' and whose
members were never stained with
crime. Tiney declared that he was
‘a true Catholic; upon which he was
interrupted by the Protestant minis-
ter, a Dr. White, who was present.
Tilney replied: ‘I came hither to
die, Doctor, not to dispute,”” and
desired to be troubled with no more
) t ) fell to pray-
estions. Then they ot
the last absolution. The

excontion folomed, over th
vhi : must pass, only

“Mr. St. Barbe, His Excellency the more than five feet square, occupy. This conversation took place to-
Secretary of State desires me to ask ing the upper story of (h.e rmfn; wards the end of January. A few
whether what you said this morn- | tower. The walls >arc of enormou(q days later Bill remarked to me that
ling is your final decision. Upon my thickness; several loophole-like | the morrow was Candlemas Day, and

giving an answer in the affirmative,

t dows look onto the Thames, onto it was quite possible that he might
he shook his gray head, and be- the Breward tower opposite, or a- forget to lock my door that eten-
sought me to have pity on my cross the broad moat to th(; heights |08 If I chose, I might see, about
youth. ““It is useless to swim a- of Tower hill. Before a clums;' 8 o'clock in the morning, whether
gainst the current. Your evidence chimney-place some bundles of straw |the small door of the Beauchamp

that

to be genuine, or is at any rate the
same in its main features as the or-

thing, young sir; you cannot possi-
bly save Mary Stuart, you will only
ruin yourself and bring your uncle
into disgrace with the Queen. And

spies he employs in Paris, Madrid,
Rome, and even in the seminaries
and convents, to a great extent out
of his private means. This last
conspiracy, the progress of which he
has watched by means of his emis-
saries, and utilized to his own ¢nds,
has cost him a mint of money. Un-

by.
came, with

round the

question is a vaulted apartment not

cuted. It was a warm  autumn }“’“l not be taken against of | were piled to form a bed: the floor | toWer was left ajar, for on a feast
morning. A great number of bail- ;the Secretary of State; the Proois | wag composed of rous‘zh paving of Our Lady, Lord Arundel was al-
jiffs and men-at-prms accompanied ;&re destroyed. Look at those two |gtones. It was considered one. of |MOSt certain to have Mass in the
the mournful procession which was !Secretarics, Nau and Curle; they be- the best cells in the Tower, yet 1 |Prison. All day long I prayed that
formed under our windows. Three 8an by protesting they would rather shivered when I thought of sp;ndinp; this plan might succeed, and all the
hurdles were brought, and at 9  die than be faithless to their gra- | the winter, aye, many a winter too, | Night I watched anxiously for the
o’clock, precisely the accused were Cious mistress. Now they have 8ra- | within its damp, colﬁ walls, Onl", clock to strike three. Never did the
led out and bound on them. Sir , dually taken down their pride, for | ¢pe remembrance of the holy Bisho[; time appear as long. Before the last
Owen Hopton gave the signal, and erar of prison and rack they have an old man of 75 years, who half l; stroke of the bell had died away, I
they wele set in motion. On the “ulready asserted that the letter century ‘before, had inhabited and |left my cell, and felt my way along
first hurdle were Ballard, Babington {Shown them by Walsingham appears sanctified by his presence this dis- |the dark corridor. It was a stormy

mal place, inspired me with courage

ers of s e and resolution

vhi : inal. om velati »
bourne and Barnewell, while two ‘of g : Fonie ’u.rt. er revelations to Now began for me the monoton- beneath them: All at once I heard
their friends, strangers to me, Til- their mistress disadvantage may ous, miserable life of a prisoner, for footsleps behind me; I gave myself

i | presently I Xpe 3 2 4 = ;
ney and Abingdon, brought up to ’i‘v]::: wiuld)ioe:p;:.:(:f Lfilfon; f;hem'_. which the confinement in my uncle’s up for lost, as there was no rxn?an?
5 7 el wee : ¢ ;

rear, The men appeared to be tran ief X Qi BWORL | uine had but poorly prepared me. | ©f turning ﬂSldei RS K Rotenlyby
quil and seli-possessed; as the hurd- {and the rack very bitter. Another the figure followinig me to be that

There I could sit comrortanry ae the
window, and watch the coming and
going in the street below.
windows were so high that it was

as I heard to my disgust, all the |let one who has known you from a frl(lml hcnor:}dan? r:':“lif;:e(;;dupo' m:h: ing Mass. I attempted to thank her,
tiles- | boy tell you in confidence, your un- o th

way through t'h‘;l tow:; ;0 S:'gll':i cle"'s m,o‘n)ctary affairs aree ].n)c:“ :;d moment to catch a gtimpse of the | PUt Sh‘; Sts()p‘[:;d v;n;'d::ry:gng'“;:r q;:
In-the-Fields, where they use 5 . ; river or of Tower hill. Hour after | 8B Who sav et
meet to concoct their plan for Mary jstate. Xm{ k?now how parsimonious hour. TEPRGE up land. down. o, asd would do much 'more. Trhen ’1 re-
! Stuart’s deliverance. There, under |the Queen is in regard to grants of 8 in thea ace between the | mémbered she was Windsor’'s be-
the spreading oaks, were the gal-{money for political purposes, lavish ro“m re arrol:v s;:rhe eI o l; trothed, and that she had helped
lows and scaffold erected. Bravely |as she is in her expenditure on dress. :v;oi,o ml;,l:c,lfeur.,on :‘v couc:wgt Miss Cecil to leave the country. 1

Isi ¥ % i y i few
they wgnt to their death. Ballard | Consequently Walsingham has been straw to rest, and resume after a | Would willingly have said a few
again declared that all he had done |compelled to pay the hundreds of while my weary march. Thus day | Words more, but she reminded me

after day, and week after week went
The autumn passed and winter

its short days and

nights, when rough winds

Tower, and drove

rain or whirling snow through the
crevices of the ill-fitting casements;

of a woman, and I conjectured a-
Here the right that it was none other th.an
Miss Bellamy, to whom I was in-

win-

night; snow and frozen rain beat
over the ramparts, as I crept along

debted for this opportunity of hear-

that it was neither the time nor the
place for conversation, and only ask-
ed me to pray for her sister, who

long :
had died not many hours before.

raged
cold In Arundel’s cell all was ready for
Mass., I kmelt down amongst the
few persons present, and followed

the great act of worship with faith

less he gets some gift
Queen, he is undone.

from

She has twice sent a messenger

inguire after your well-be
you were still suffering

jesty’s service.'’

“The next report will be that I
am dead and buried,” I rejoined. “‘It
will be true; for once the gates of
the Tower are closed on me, I shall
be dead and buried as far as this
e ‘mean kindly, and

world goes. You

ing ;

the
He means to
He ask Her Majesty to bestow DBabing-
his ton’s estate, which is said to be the
a finest property in Derbyshire, on you;
ears and he will probably get it, because

e he ascribed tg you the principal part
in the disclosure of the - conspiracy.
You already stand high in the favor
of the Queen, whom God preserve !'

each
time your uncle had' to answer that
from the
fever you had contracted in Her Ma-~

or an i¢y fog rose from the Thames,
and enveloped tower and tenement
in a damp, white shroud. The joy-
ous feast of Christmas passed, the
remembrance of which made my cap-
tivity more intolerable, and the New
Year followed with a frost so sharp
that the water in my pitcher froze,
and I could only quench my thirst
with lumps of ice which melted in
my mouth.

And how were my thoughts occu-
pied during all these days, one of
which exactly resembled the other,
and during the long, dreary nights,
when the ¢old prevented ome from
sleeping? I had leisure to think of
‘my past life, and repent of my dis-
loyal resistance to the known truth.
: ndeed been disloyal. A
long _in Richmond Park I

to

and devotion. Wnat a mystery of
faith, that the Almighty Creator of
heaven and earth should descend in-
to this poor prison under the form
of bread! What a mystery of love,
that He should accomplish this mar-
vel of divine omnipotence! A mys®
tery worthy of a religion founded by
God Himself, at which my heart re-
joliced and yet trembled. The short
address Father Crichton delivered on

demned to death by the Star Cham-
ber at Westminster. I will give a
brief account of the unjust and ini-
quitous proceedings against this
guiltless Queen.

When she was brought back to
Chartley, the chair of state and can-
opy had been removed from her
partments - and

a-
Sir Amias Paulet,

that stern Puritan, began to treat
her like a common criminal. She
bore this with truly regal dignity.

She was subsequently conveyed to
Fotheringhay, because there was not
a hall at Chartley of sufficient di-
mensions for the Court of Delegates
before whom she was to he brought.
At first she refused, in virtue of her
privileges as a Queen, to appear be-

fore the thirty-six judges who were
to find her guilty of participation in
the plot to murder Elizabeth ; but
Sir  Christopher Hatton overcame
her scruples, on the ground that if

she refused to plead, the world would
attribute her obstinacy to consecious-
ness of guilt. Without
defence she finally appeared

counsel or
before
the tribunal, composed of her deadly
enemies. The whole question turned
upon the authenticity of the letter
to Babington which Walsingham laid:

before the tribunal. Had I been
there, and had T been able to pro-
duce the documents my uncle had
the meanness to destroy, the whole
charge would have fallen to the
ground. She could do nothing but
declare the letter to be a forgery,

and refer to the original draft in
her own hand, which was among her

papers. She was told this draft
could not be found, and that her
secretary Curle had asserted that it
had been burnt by her orders. She
demanded to be confronted with the
witnesses, but this was not permit-
ted to her. Turning to Walsingham,

she observed that it was an easy
matter to counterfeit ciphers; and
Walsingham could only call God to
witness that in his private capacity
he had done nothing unbefitting an

honest man, and as a minister, ' he
had done nothing unworthy of his
place.

This happened in the castle of

Fotheringhay.
wards

The court was after-
removed to Wcat’linsler,
where, in defiance of all judicial rule,
the proceedings were carried on with-
out the presence of the accused, and
finally on the 29th of Octobér, the
judges, with the honorable exception
of Lord Zouch, passed sentence of
death on the Queen of Scots. Thisg
judgment was confirmed by both
Houses of Parliament, who petition-
ed the Queen that it might immedj-
ately be carried into execution. On
the 6th of December it was proclaim-
ed by sound of trumpet in London;
the ringing of bells and bonfires an-
nounced it to me in my prison then,
just as now the shouting on Tower
Hill acquainted me with its execu~
tion. That same evening when Bell
came in, he told me Mary Stuart had
been beheaded at Fotheringhay omn
the 8th February,

Three days later another surprise
was prepared for me. The Lieutenant
of the Tower appeared, conducting
my uncle, S8ir Francis, into my
wretched dungeon. Hopton was a-
bout to withdraw, but Walsingham,
who looked pale and thired, after
casting a glance round the inhospit-
able apartment, requested him to
show him some more habitable cham-
ber where he could converse with his
nephew. Accordingly the Lieutenant
led the way to a room adjoining the

the festival of the day, struck me
forcibly also. The idea of sacrifice '
as the root of all that is good and |
profitable tq the soul, sank deep in-;
to my mind. After Mass I spoke to

Father Crichton, telling him who T |
was, how unfaithful I had ‘' been to

grace, and how greatly I desired to
/| return.

Council Chamber, where after kind-
ling some logs upon the hearth he i
left us alone.

1 was astonished to perceive  the
change that had come over my uncle
during the last five months. The
poor man had aged greatly, his fea-

tures were sunken and haggard, and

d, Hung about his-

0




