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"Iwould indeed Imight remain,' replied the youth, at the

same time avoiding those clear, truthfuleyes 'Ilong, like thee,
tohear Mass oncemore,butduty calls, and Imust from hence on
urgent business. Imay return,however,before he leaves,'he added
after a slight pause.'Come, that is right,Dick my lad 1

'
exclaimedhis uncle,cor-

dially; 'Iknow thatthouiwiltdo thy beat. Now,let's tosupper.'* * *
Thatnight, whenallbuthimself laywraptin slumber.Richard

Trevor pacedrestlessly upanddown his room,with knitted brows
and handsclenched."Itmust be done,'he muttered;''twill never do toallow such
achance to slip me. This fellow, Morgan,is the veryman they are
benton taking; the price of his capture will be well worth the
having. And yet—but why should Ihesitate? 'Tis only my
business, for what am I

—
a paid spy ?

'
and he laughedharshly.

4 Yes, a paid Bpy;easy work and good wageI But thatNorton,
how he did threaten me. "Trevor," he said, " dost think Ikeep
thee inmy service to lead the life of a lazy dog ? 'Tis time thou
bestir thyself! Track out that rascal Morgan,or in the foul fiend's
nameI'llout thee,bag and baggage." What a chance 1 Here is
thisMorgan flying to my very arms! Norton and his bandare
Bcarce thirty miles away;Ihave but to ride hence and make my
terms. Ah! Iforget my uncle! Should they capture a priest
beneathhis roof he will be indanger. 'Twill be certain imprison-
ment, ifnot death. Nay,Icannot

—
hehas been more thana father

to me all these years. And littleGwynyth
—
Iloveher, too— shallIcause her this bitterestgrief ? Nay,Ihave not fallen thus low.Yet the reward

—
themoney

—
God knowsIneed it. And Norton's

favour
—

ina momenthecan undome, turn meaway,penniless and
indebt. Surely thereis a way between the two. Ishall find it

—
Imust.1 And he paced feverishly up and down. All at once he
drewvps. "IhaveitI

'
he cried. 'It shall be done! The money

shall bemine,and yetmy uncle shallbe safe. They thinkIhie to
London on the morrow. Ishall return quickly with pressing
tidings to Sir Rupert. His sister, the Lady Marjory,shall be in
danger of death,and implore his presence. He will go. Inhis
absence, Nortonand his band shallcome The prie3t discovered,I
shall hie after my uncle, and warn him to keep away. As for
Gwynyth, the childwillbe safe enough in DameRachel's care.'

And so the night woreaway,and the household of Llanfair
sleptpeacefully on, allunconscious of the danger brooding in their
very midst.

CHAPTER 11.
On the morning followingFatherMorgan's arrival Gwynyth

set out onher palfrey to tell anold servant who livedat some dis-
tance of thepriest's presence among them.

'How rejoiced he will be,' she thought, as she passed theavenue gates,and gaily shaking her bridle she set off at a brisk
canter acrossan open bit of country. Her soul washappy within
her

—
for hadshe not assisted oncemore at the greatSacrifice, and

receivedonceagain her God, for Whom she was ready to suffer so
much ? Coming to thecross-roads,Bhe pauseda moment. Her eyes
followedthe white line winding far away to the left.'In a few days,' she thought,

'
Dick will be returning from

Londonby this way. Iwill be here to meet him, and learn his
news.'

She turned her horse's head in the opposite direction, along the
lesa-frequented lane which passed by the old man's dwelling.
Trottingbriskly, she turneda sharpcorner,andcame unexpectedly
upon a horseman, riding slowly towards her. He was reading
intently Borne papers inhis hand,so that she couldnot seehis face.
She glanced athishorse inquisitively.'

Surely that is Black Saladin,'she said,unconsciously speaking
aloud.

'
How comes astranger tobe ridinghim?

'
At the sound of her voice theman raised his head.'Richard 1

'
she cried in amazement. For a moment she was

utterly takenaback. 'Dick! Itcannot be theeI" she exclaimed
again,approachinghim.

Apparentlystartled,hedrew inhishorse,quickly thrusting thepapers into his doublet.
"And why not forsooth,' he replied hastily, 'haveInot as

muchright to rideon theQueen's highwayas thou thyself,Mistress
Gwynyth1

''Yes,yes,'she half laughed,but continued, still inamazement."Ithought thou wert still in London,how comesit that thy busi-
ness wassoquickly dispatched ?

'
'Thou art not overjoyed to see me, methinks. Does myun-

expectedpresence disturb thee or my uncle, or interferewith your
devotions? If so,Ican return from whenceIcame,' andhe half
turned his horse.'Nay,stay,Dick, stay 1 ThouknowestImeannot that. Iwas
butsurprisedat this unexpectedmeeting.'

Suddenly a thought struck her.'
But Richard, say! thou canst not have been toLondon, forthoucomest from the wrong directionI

'
Bending over his horse, he hesitatedbefore replying.
1Black Saladin cast a shoe, andIsought thenearest forge at

hand. Bub come,sweet Gwynyth,letus return together:and tell
mehow fares it withFather Morgan1 Iwould fain seehim again,'
and helaidhis hand onher bridle to leadher home.'Nay, Dick, Imust ride on,for my father hathbut nowbade
me Beak out old Daniel and tellhim the glad news. Iwill speed
swiftly,andbe with thee erelong.''Nay, Gwynyth, thoucanst not do so.'

The girl's eyes spokeher surprise.'
And whynot, forsooth1 My father's errands are not tobe so

lightlydiscarded. Leave my bridle,Richard,and letmego1
''

Dear cousin,Ihave good reason in seeking to hinder thee.BelievemeIhavea purpose inwhatIsay;thou canst not go.''
ButImust,Iwillgo/ she cried.

Seeing her prepare to ride on,theladbecame exasperatedandangrily clutched her arm.'
Thou shall not,Isay. Look thee, wench, inyonderhollow a

whole company of troopers lies hid. Thinkest thouIwill let thee
ride by, tobe jeeredat and insulted,perchance?

'' Soldiers,Dick, soldiers !
'

She passed her handoverher brow
in a dazed manner. '

Why are the soldiers here, Richard1
'

She
caught his armandgazed anxiously into hia face. '

How dost thouknow, goodDick, that they are here?
''

Because Ihave seen them, thou silly wench,' he answeredsullenly,
'
but come,Ihave loitered long enough, lotus ride home.'He spurred on Black Saladin,andcaught the bridle of the whitepalfrey.

Onceagain thatsudden chill struck the girl's heart,andaheavy
foreboding fear passed over her. Silently she rode by her cousin'sside, thinking deeply. Andas they gained the terrace,Sir Rupert
appearedin the doorway.'

What !now my Richard ! Art back again so soon ? This isindeed sweet fortune.''
Ay, good uncle,Ihave made great speed, for alas 1 Ibring

evil tidings. Thy sister, the Lady Marjory, lies in London dan-
gerously ill,evenatdeath's door,Ifear me,and greatly desires thy
presence.'

1This is sadnews, indeed,'groaned Sir Rupert,'butGod grant
Bhe may yetrecover. Iwill to her this veryday. Look thee, lad,
do thou prepare my own good horse for my journey to-night. I
have many things todo ereIstart,but withGod'sgraceIwill set
forthat sunset. Wnt see toit, Dick ?

''
Gladly, uncle,' and he led the palfrey away,Black Saladin

following by his side.'
Andnow, my Gwynyth, let us visit the goodpriest, and tellhim of this fre3hsorrow;he will succor us by his prayers.''But,father,Ihavealso evil tidings :the soldiers arehardby,

encamped beyond the wood. Thinkest thou, my father, that they
have hearda priest lies hero ?

''Tut, tut, child, the soldier are ever on the move justnow.Their presence here portends no evil to us. But Iamglad,sweetchild, thouhast toldme, for it behoves us to use everycaution. Igrieve me that Imust away to London;but yet, Ithink my
absence will tend toallayall suspicion. They will neverdream that
a priestis harbored here while lamelsewhere. Thou art growingfanciful, child, andseest dangeratevery turn. Come,myGwynyth,
kiss thy father, then run and bid Rachel prepare for my journey
about sundown.'

With his own hands Richard saddled Sir Rupert's horse that
evening, and led him from the stables. Twilight was settlingon
the country side,beginning toshroudall things inits sombre,mystic
gloom. Dick knew that now every moment was precious, and itwas with difficulty that he restrained his impatience. At length
his uncle appearedon the doorstep, closely followed by Gwynyth,
who was_ bravely trying to force back the tears, which wouldrise
up in spiteof herself.'You must take good care of thy cousin while Iamaway,
Dick,' said SirRupert,cheerily. 'Wall, John, what isit ?' headded
as the old mancame hobbling up,apparently ina great stateof ex-
citement.

'Please, yerhonor, there's Queen's men, soldiers, acomxng over
thehill at theback. They be making for tue Court, yer honor 1

'
Gwynyth grew deadly pale, for a moment she could scarcely

stand.
'Ithas come at last !

'she thought.
Dickmuttered anangry exclamationunder hisbreath. Hemust

make onemoreeffort,now or never !
His face was flushed withexcitement, and there wasa strange

quiver in his voice, as heurgently addressed SirRupert.'My uncle,' he said, 'Iimplore thee, postpone not thy journey
another instant 1 'Twill but draw down their suspicions to see
theethus stayed,in the very act of setting forth. Believeme, go
as though nothing wereamiss. Leave the rest to me. Iassurethee
it is best!

''Perhaps thouartright,' repliedSir Rupert slowly, 'andyetI
likenot to leave the child '

'Think not of her,' interrupted Richard,chafing with impa-tience, 'Ishallmake her my first thought. Iundertaketodisarm
all suspicion. Leave all to me1

''Itrust thee,Dick,Ishall go.'
It was almost more thanevenRichard couldbear, he wincedunder thehonest, confiding eyesof his uncle,andmuttered, turning

away tohide his confusion:
'Igo to parley with the Captain, 'twill the bettercover thy

departure.''Rachael1 have you my saddle bag ?
'

called Sir Rupert,hisfooton the stirrup.'
'Tis here, Master., He re-entered thehouse,but beforehehad

taken thebag, the old servant stayedhim. Her small, sharp eyes
lookedkeenly intohis,as she well nighhissed the words:

♥Beware ! we are betrayed! S^e here !
'

and she produced a
paper, signed by Thomas Nonon.lo tbw effect that a certain sum of
money should be paid to Riehuirt Trevor, on his delivering one
James Morgan, Popishpriest, into the hands of the State.

'Ifound it, but now, in Master Dick's room,'she said," there
are few who can go undetected when liachael is aboutI

'
and she

almost smiled in triumph atherown cunning.
Sir Rupert grasped the back of an oakenchair for support;

for a moment everythingseemed toreel abouthim. He saw it all;
Richard's absence,his prompt reappearance with a forgedstory,his
impatience toget his uncle safely away;yesit was as clear as day,
they werebetrayed 1 With a well nigh superhumaneffort of will
he collected his thoughts. But a few moments for action remained.
The priest must be saved,buthow ?'Rachael,'he said, 'Icharge you,speakof this to noone,'and
withoutanother wordhehad turnedandboundedup the stairs.
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