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want of food in the bogs near his own home, he
made peace in earnest, and Ireland was quiet for a
few years.

We are now come to the end of Queen Elizabeth's
long and famous reign. She died when she had been
queen forty-five years, and was very unhappy at
her death. Her favourite Lord Essex behaved so
ill after he came from Ireland, that the queen's
counsellors ordered him to be put to death. Now,
the queen had once given him a ring, when he was
her greatest favourite, and told him, that if he
would send it to her whenever he was in danger,
she would save his life, and forgive any of his
faults.

She thought he would send this ring to her, when
he knew he was condemned to have his head cut
off: and so he did; but a cruel woman to whom he
trusted it, to give the queen, never did so till long
after Essex was dead; and then Elizabeth, who was
old and ill herself, was so vexed, that she hardly
ever spoke to anybody again, and died in a few days
afterwards at Richmond.

It would make our little history too long, if I
tried to tell you of all the wise and good things
done by Elizabeth, or if I told you the names of half
the famous men who lived in her time.

Besides Essex, there was her other favourite,
Leicester, a clever bad man.

Her god-son, Harrington, belonged to the learned
men and poets of her time; but neither he nor any
of the rest, though there were many, were to be
compared to Shakspeare, whose plays everybody
reads and loves, nor even to Spenser, who lived and
died in Elizabeth's reign.

Then there were her wise counsellors, Sir Nicholas


