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and you may feel * God save the King* in the air. If ou

had married Stephen, he would have been alive to joi > in

the cry. I could weep at your obstinacy, Jane."

"Let it pass, dear. I was suckled on Puriun mt\k.

Stephen and I never could have been one. My fate v as

to go to the New World. When I was a little child I

dreamed of it, saw it in visions before I knew that it ex-

isted. Stephen has escaped this sorrowful world and "

"Oh, then, I would he were here! T' '^ 'orrowfui

world with Stephen in it was a better world :

out him. Jane, Jane, how he loved you !

"

" And I loved him, as a companion, friend,

will. When you lay his body in de Wick,
a flower on his coffin for me. God give hin

At length their " farewell " came. Jane
was sure Matilda would wear emotion to

haustion. But it was not so. She wep
solemnly silent ; and the last words betweei

and whispered, and only those sad, lovin

which are more eloquent than the most fe. id prrrttstitksRs.

And so they parted, forever in this lif- -and sfe

were all, Death would indeed be the Coiiqueror a it it>

not all } even through the death struggle, the ^
high her cup of Love, unspilled.

The next afternoon Jane and Cluny rode thit

don streets for the last time. They were full

happy people, and mingling with them all the bravciy and

splendid show of the great company of courtiers that were
in the train of Mazarin's two nephews, the Duke of

Crequin and Monsieur Mancini; Ambassadors from the

King of France to congratulate Cromwell—" the most invin-

cible of sovereigns, the greatest and happiest of princes

—

on the surrender of Dunkirk.
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