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On the ground, fighting with his anguish, lay "Walter de Lisle;

close beside was the invisible tempter, busy athis work."
But for a little time," he whispered. "Elizabeth must ere

long recognise the rights of her Catholic subjects, and queensd> not
live forever. Can you not even secretly serve your pkrty byyour
influence ? Deceit, oh!callitnot by that name,it is not that; it is
understoodby everybody in these days, when religion has changed
witheach Tudor thathas sat on the throne; it is only ascrupleof
yours thus to relinquishall the sweetness of life. Whatwill life be
withouther ?" And then, in glowing colmrs, he painted the future
wiih Constance,and in hues that male the heart shrink back

—
the

future without her! Walrer half yielded;he began to formplans,
how much he wouldgive up; he would see LordBeauville again

—
would argue itwith himonce more. He wouldshowConstance bis
meaningmorecleirly. It was a fearful crisis in Walter's life;but in
the darkest hour weare not left alone, andif the tempter wereon the
oneside, anangel, inglorious array,was on the other,strengthening,
pleading,bringing back by-gone memories of innocentandhappydays.
The eyesof angels and saints were bent up^nth-it lonelyboy, and in the
thecourts ofheaventherewentupmanyapraydr forhim fromthewhite-
robed throng. On earth too,in ths vigil he was wont tokeep,Father
Mordauntprayedinthe chapel of the college atRheims, and, impelleJ
by a suddenmemory of the boy he had loved so much, he prayed
especially for Walter. Walter at last fell asleep,still lyins; on the
ground, and he dreamt strangely and coa.usedly. He wai bafk at
Rheims in the oldchapel: theie wasa figure allm white; he coald
not see whoit was; yes,it showed his mother's face, and vanished
slowly away;then again,he too wasclothed i\ whi:e, lie was to serre
Father Mordaunt'smass, bur, the chapel see ued 'o move about in a
marvellousmanner. The falling of some heavy w»i,jb.t <yoke him up;
he awoke saying aloud, "Ne nos itiducas intentationem, ted libera uom
amalo."
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CHAPTER VII." Alas!" said she. sadly ;"Iknow my father t^o well;his word
once passed willnot be broken. And consider, Walter, the disgrace
andruin it would bring on him The queen would banish him at
once,perhaps do even worse. Oh no, Walter ; it is we who must
submit."

"But Constance cannot ask me to stoop to dishonour ?""Dearest, itis not dishonour. Surely the prisoner who feigned
in order tooutwit his jailer, and escaped, would be fully justiiied;
and Englandnow is onegreat prison, where we da c not say or do as
we list, but as pleasures the queen. Walter, you h»ve such wild
notions," continued she, lookingplayfully up at him, "fit only for the
timesof the crusades ; this i3what half the world does now, why
should youscruple?"

"If it were lawful,my Constance, we should not see half the
nobility of England exiled from the court, fined, itnorisoned, and in
constant suffering. Menarenot so in love with all this as not gladly to
escape from it,if conscience permitted. No, Constance, my beloved,
donot urge me todo that which you would yourselfhereafter despise
me for."

Constance endeavoured to disengage herself from the close em
bracein which she was held."Itis time wepirt,then/ said she, ashaughtily as she could."Constance, you will not leaveme in ansjer ?""

Ihave tarried too long," said she. "It is not amaiden's part
tobe rejected; you count a sacrifice of feeling too great to win my
hand.""Constance, have you no mercy ?" said he, in a tone o£ anguish ;" it ismy honour andmy faith that stundbetween us.""No, no," sdd she, "it is not so; let me go, Walter ; choose
quickly betweenmy love and happiness, and lh« vision of honour you
conjure up- Iwillnever disobey my father. Seek me, ashe badeyou,
or eeek me not all. We part for ever."

She whbgone.
He watched the flutterof her white dressalong the terrace. He

"awher leanonRose, who had been waiting ata distance. He s.iw
her gather the flowersas she went along, and those she misliked she
cast downat her feet. She stood for an instant on the steps, and the
moonlight cast an unearthly radiance on her snowy robe and golden
hair. She lookedlike some vision from fairy-land,as she disappeared
witbiu the house. He followed the path he1 tiny feet had trodden j
he picked up those scattered leaves of auUimn roses,and laidthem
nexthis heart, and th^n he went to his own chamber, M'eut to the
struggle withhimself for lifeor death. The breeze whistledblithely
by that cool bright evening; the round of life went on,but though
mortaleyes saw them not, and mortal ears henrd them not, intent
upon the scene,bent the gaze of heavenly intelligences,and keenly
they listened to everysigh andgroan that burst from that aching heart
in Walter de Lisle's lonely chamber.

Differently, in truth, was that night spent by the betrothed.
Constance never entertained the thought of losingherlover. She was
flu.-hed with triumph, she hadperformed her father's behest

—
resisted

Walter'sarguments, and shedid not doubt thenext day would bring
hima captivo toher feet,and she pictured to herself bright visions

—
bowthe Baroness de Lisle wouldcomport herself in the proudcourt
ofElizabeth,how rapidly Walter would advance in favour and trust,
andhow, through it all,she wouldbe the star that ledhim on, thebest
cherishedof that nobleheart.

The light in her eye,and the smile thatsat on her lip, reassured
her father that victory was secure, so that though Walter was missed
from the supper-table,he didnot feel anxious.

No,Walter didnot sup that night, neither when the wearyin-
habitantsof the house sought their beds did he follow the example.
Conetanco elept soundly, smiling ivher sleep.

Notr — "But if such person or child so passing, or sent, shall after become
conformable andobedient to the laws of the Church, and shall rupair to church,
andcontinue insuchconformity,heshall, duiiugsuch termas he sh illso continue,
be dischargedof everysuch disabilityandincapacity."— Bunu% EKltsicuUcalLav.

CHAPTER VIII."
But thereare someLutheran baits, by which the devil propigataahisking-

domand inveiglesmany in your speare. What are they! Gold, glory, delights,
pleasures:contemu them. For what else are they than the scam of theesrth,a
hoarseair,a feast of the worms,specious, dunghillst DespUe them. Christ is full;
He will leed us ;He isKirn; who will honour us ;He is rich who willendow us
■withall felicity."— Edmcnd Cami-iax.
Very early the followingmorning, Walter went out. Heroused the
slumbering porter,andpassedthrough the gates,andina few minutes
leaded thehigh road. The sun was hardly risen,and the air wm
keen,and refresheIhim as it blew on his aching br>«r and fevered
cheeks, ilia mind was in a very tumult." Every sudden passioncon*
tendedfiercely witbiu, and the long warfare- of the night seemed only
t> rage more wildly. Spirit*, gooJ and evil, still battled round hitn.
He took no heed of surrounding objects, and whs unconscious tliat a
rough-lookingpeasant who hadadvanced towards him from tha oppo-
site quarter,had been scanning his features with theutmost interest.
He started when theman spoke."God save yourhonour,may this be the way to ApswellCourt?"

"Itis hard by," said Walter; "but you keep earlyhours, my
friend, andIdoubt me whether you wiil find the porter willing to
attendyou.""Perhaps,"answered theman," you- honour wouldcondescend
to tell me if there isa youngnoblemiu calledDe Lisle tarrying at the
court ?"

"You speak with him," said Walter, hastily, forgetting hi his
surprise the caution of the times.

The peasant bowed,and taking a letter from hi» vest,presented
it to Walter.

The handwriting, whichwas a female one,wasunknown tohtmj
he eagerly openeditand turned to the sigaaturej it was fromAmy
Travers— his mother's dearand early friend. "Icannotbring Amelf
tobelieve," ebo wrote" fhat %o many letters of mujea^dreaicdwjou,
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