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wastîiggradualIy. and the death-Iike stili-
ness of te street witliout, bî'oken only by
the runibling of serne passing vehicle, w'hiclî
eehoes mornfully througi te emptLy yards,
ivarns hlmi- that the nigbt is %vaning- fast
away. The deep bell of St. PauI's strikes
-one! H1e lias beard it, it has arouscd
him. Seven heurs loft! and lie paces the
narrow limits of bis celi with rapid stridcs,
cold drops ef terror starting on bis férehead,
and every muscle 4f his franie quiveringr
ivith agony. Seven heurs! lie suffors
hiimself 'to be led to bis seat, mechanically
takes the bible, whicb is piaced in his band,
and tries to read and listen. No:his theugilits
stili wander. The book is torn and soiled.
by use-îow like the book be read bis les-
son in at, scbeel j tst forty years ago! lie lias
neyer bestoived athougbt upon it since lie
loft it as a ehild ; and yet the place, the Limie,
tic rooni, nay, the vcry boys hie playcd wit.h,
crowd as vividly before hum as if tlicy were
scenes of yesterday; and some forgotten
phrase, some childisli word of kindness,
rings ini his cars like the chli of one uttcred
but a minute since. The deep voice of the
clergyman recalîs liin to Itimsel. lie is
reading from the sacred book its selemn pro-
mises of pardon for repentance, anîd its aw-
fui denunciation of obdurate mcii. fie falîs
upon bis knees and clasps lis lîands to pray.
Hush! what souiid %vas tlîat? He staris
upoa lus feet. It cannet bc tîve yet.-
I-Iark! '['io quarters bave stuk-îlîe
tliird-the feurtli. IL is! Six heurs loft!
TeIl bit flot of repentance or conafrt.-
Six hoers repentance for ciglit imes six
ycars of gult and sin! 1e buries bis face
in bis bands and îlirows liimsclf on the

WVorn eut with watehiîîg aîîd excitemnett,
be sieeps, and tue samne unsettled state of'
mind pursues hlm in bis dreaîns. An in-
supportable load i., talien fromi bis breast.
hie is walking with i s wife iii a pleasant
iield, wvitb tie brighît blue sky abovc dlicta,
and a fresb and boundless prospect ou ev cry
side-hoiv different froin the stone irails of
Newgate 1 .And she is ieoking, tuot as slie
did whlîcî lie saw lier the last time iii till.
dreadful place, but as sbe used te do wvheni
hie loved lier, long ago, before misery andtil11
treatinent lîad. altered ber looks, and vice
had cbatigced lus nature. And She iS Ican-
ing upon bis arîns, and ieeking up ixito lus

faice wvitl tcnderness and affeciou-and lie
does net strike lier now, inor rudely shake
lier frin i m. And oh ! lîew glad, lie is to
tell lier ail lie Lad forgotten in the last lîur-
ried interview, and to 11111 on bis kiees bc-
fore lier and fcrvently bescech lier pardon
for ail te unkinuidess aind cruelty that wast-
ed ber fermn and broke bier beart! The
scene suddenly changes. IIe is on lus trial
again; tliere are the judge and jury aid pre-
secute"s auid witncsses, just as tlîey were
before. Howv full the court is -wlîat a sea
of lieads-with a gallows, tee ; and a scaffold
-and hew ail these people stare, at htim !-
Verdict ' Guiilty.' No mat ter; lie will es-
cape. The night is dark and cold, the gates
bave been loft open, and in an instant lic is
in the street flying frem thec seene of lbis
imprisoument like tlîe wind. The streets
are clearcd, and open fields are gained, and
the bread %vide country lies before liim.-
Oaward hie dashes in the midst of darkness,
ever hiedge and ditcb, tlirougb mud and
pool, beunding frem. spot te spot withia speed
and lightness astenislîing even te binisef.-
At iength lie pauses: be must be safb frein
pursuit now ; lie will stretch biniscf on te
batik and sleep Liii sunrise.

A period of unconseieusness ensues. I-e
ivakes celd wretched. The duli grey liglut,
ef tnr.n is stealing linte the cell, and fuilis
tipoti the ferni of the attenidant turtîey.-
<2onfùsed by lus dreanis, lie starts frei lis
uneasy bcd iii nînientiry unceri'tiity. It
i.s but tieomenîiry. Every objee;t iii thtat
îuarrew ccli is tee friglitfüliy real te admit ef
doubt or iîiistake. H-e is the ceiidemîîed
feleti agaîin, guilty and dcespairiug, anîd iii
Ln'o hi:rs miore lie is a corpse.-Sketcn's lby

You klîi peri:ips, ma:scuine rciuder,
botter titan J. ean tell yeni, %vlîat is a Pailimep-
sest. Pessibly 'ou bave une iii youîu ewii
library. Btyt e u aeo tesat
inay nt kneîv, or rnay hiave forgetteti, sufer
ie te explain. iL lierc, le-st aîiy foniale read-

ci', wi hielneurs tliese papers ivitl lier no-
tice, slueul(l tax- tue Witi explaiîuitg it eOnce
tee seidoin, whicli ivuld lic worse te be:ur
thanu a siiuhitatieoîis cornip:iît front, tiwclv n
proud moen, tliat I liad explained ià iirec


