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smiling at her father as he wiped the death sweat from her
brow and whispered in her ear words which none but the
dying heard. At the last moment, she tried to say, '-Father*
but only managed one-half the word j the other half she took
into heaven with her. It is now tht sixth of August, is it

not, Martha ?

"

" Yes."

" The Protector will not live long, I think. I heard him
tell her they would not be parted a space worth counting."

" He would say that much for her comfort. He meant
it not in respect of his own days ; no life is a space worth
counting—* of few days and full of trouble, Alice.' How
is her Highness, Elizabeth Cromwell ?

"

"Very quiet and resigned. Blow upon blow has be-
numbed her. She looks as if she had seen something not
to be spoken of. Lady Mary Fanconberg says the family
ought to leave Hampton Court; there is a feeling about the
place both unhappy and unnatural. I felt it. Every one
felt it, even the soldiers on guard."

After the dea:th of his beloved dau^jhter Elizabeth, the life

of Cromwell was like the ending of one of those terrible
Nor"^ Sagas with the additional element of a great spiritual
coi Jict. He was aware of his own apparition at his side

;

the air was full of omens; he felt the menace of some
shadowy adversary in the dark; he saw visions; he dreamed
beyond nature

; he had, at times, the wild spirits of a hy
man, and again was almost beside himself with unspeakable
grief. Israel Swaffham was constantly with him. The
two men were friends closer than brothers. They had
loved each other when boys, and their love had never known
a shadow.

" But I am in great trouble about him," said Israel to his
wife. "It cannot last. Since Lady Claypolc s death he


