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FINE ENGRAVING OF FATHER MATHEW,

We take great pleasure in announcing the pub-
lication of a beautiful portrait of the GreAT ArosTLE
or TEMPERANOCE. .

It represents him as he apperrs giving t_he TEx-
prrancE Prepas; and below the Engraving is 8 fac-
simile of his handwritiug endorsing this likeness of
himstlf a8 * A CORRECT ONE”

It bas been gotten up at a very great expense and
1s, without doubt, the finest and most LIPE-LIKE por-
trait of Father Mathew that bas ever been pub-
lished.

It is printed on heavy plate paper, size 24x32
fnches, and will frame 22x28 inches.

Priox oty ONE DOLLAR.

.+. Temperance Societies and congregstions in-
tending to order should do so immediately so asto
procure Proor Copizs. .
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.., CHAPTER XXI.—(CoNTINUED.) :

Elizabeth had already received the official de
spatches of Lord Hunsdon, detailing the discom§-
ture of Leonard Daore, and her manner fowards
Morden was gracious and even kind, .

. ' What will you, our faithful gervant?" she said,
as she extended her hand tohim to kiss, “ how comes
it that my Lord of Hunsdon made not you the
bearer of his despatches 7"

 Alag, gracious Sovercigni” said Lord Morden,
it i3 upon an errand of mercy that my good Lerd
Hunsdon has spared me from my post to kneel at
the feet of your Grace.”

« An errand of merey!” said Elizabeth; ¥ right
glad are we to hear the name of mercy on the lip of
& true gubject. Alag, we moy be weak, foolish even
in our compassion, ag my Lord of Burleigh told us
even now; but oh, that we could infuse into the
spirits of the most faithful among eur servants
some touch of compassion which might make them
bear with our own wenkness. Alas, alas! shall we
destroy our own sister, the unbappy Mary? Albeit,
she did plot against our life, shall we return evil for
evil 2 .

. “Thusis it with your Graco,” said Cecll, ¥ duty
towarde your subjects is sacrificed to a false principle
of mercy; I had hoped that the petition of your
loyal servants of the Jommong might have moved
you to the rendering of justice to the Queen of
Scots. It were well. if the pious suggestion of Sir
James Croft were acted upon, and that we daily im-
plore Heaven to move the heart of your Grace to
the rendering . of justice.” )

# It were woll indeed,” remarked - Leicester, * Sir
James is s godly mnn, replete with the unctivon of
the Spirit” .- : I .

# Nay, we doubt it not” cricd Eliaabeth, “but ob,
-my Lerds, ye put our womanly feelings too sudden-
ly upon too hard a task; we will commend. our-
gelves that -we be in this matter of our unhappy
cousin directed by the Spirit ; .and in the meantime
“let us even solace. our poor heart, if it may be, by
yielding pardon to-some delinquent at the request
of our good:servant of Morden. Speak our faithful
Lord; for whom seek ye mercy at our handg?”

 For the damsel of Grass Btreef, madam, for the
unhappy Gertride: Harding,” said Lord Morden, who
had risen not from’'ais knee dwing the foregoing
conversation; . . . o

At that name Elizabeth started, and her lip be-
came for' &' momeént. very: pale, while her eye. fell
with a lynx-like koenness .upon' the face of Lord:

- Lieicester ; ‘that" perfect master of dissimulation,
however, quailed not ‘under:the glance; the color
of the' Queen returned, she remained for some min-
utes apparently lostin thought, then shesaid: -

# Thy requestis a bold. one, young Lord, for fla-

- grant ‘have been the treasons of that damsel ; but
we forget not that there is'in her some touches of a-
noble spirit, wo forget not:tkat service: which she-
rendeted to ourselves, and which we ‘may even the
more esteem, that the foolish maiden; was discon-

“tented with our rule, - We: would- fain believe that-

“her folly bas had its lessons, and: that .she will-dis-
dain to be disloyal; when.we:have spared her forfelt

- life; you shall bave an order under our- own  hand,

"young man, for the damael’s release ;. but tell herto |

sin against her Queen - no.more, for; by . Heaven's
truth we-will not pardom her again!” , - . :

e

« Most' gracious: and beneficient. of Sovéraig'hs;” )

- said Lord-Morden, kissing in a kind.of rapture_the
again extended hand of:‘Elizabeth; -t I..stake, my
soul on Gertrude's future-truth.”:.. »: - . .

But here Lord Burleigh broke inlwith:f;g ‘stronger | .

.. expresgion of -discontent’than He in genéral mant,
. feated. towards, sily; measure. of his’ mistiéds’ wpor
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“Yet it is,” said Elizabeth, sharply, “and we
would commend our good Lord Treasurer to forbear
such severe comments upon & point where we are
resolved.”

That evening & warrant for the unconditionsl re-
lease of Gerirude Harding was delivered to Lord
Morden, and that evening did he set out on his re-
turn to Carlisle, transported by his unexpected suc-
cess. .

He was not, however, able to accomplish his jour-
ney with all the celerity that he wished ; for as
Master Williams had prognesticated, on the pre-
ceding evening there hud been u fall of snow, which,
though in London so slight as scarcely to have ex-
cited Lord Morden’s attention, had made the coun-
try roads difficult, and in some places dangerons.

This snow storm had also. delayed Lucy Fenton
and her companions, and the - more expeditious tra-
velling of Lord Morden thyrew him into thefr com-
pany before they reached Carlisle. His name meet-
ing the ears of Lucy from ope of his attendants in
a hostel, where the young nobleman had stopped
for refreshment, she immediately made heeself
known to him, arnd in company with her, her lover,
and her futher,did Lerd Morden perform the re-
mainder of his journey,

Oh, with whate pelpitating heart did Lucy pro-
ceed with Lord Morden and Willoughton to the
Castle of Carlisle, immediately on their arrival in
that city. It was about mid-day, & wintry day with
not a ray of sunshine te brighten the landscape,
balf veiled as it way by a covering of snow,

Lord Morden and his friends were immediately
admitted to the presence of Lord Scrope, who re-
ceived them courteously, and regretted that it was
bis office to dispense the rigors of the law. Lucy
entreated permission to visit Gertrude in her prison,
but her heart sunk, and she leaned heavily on the
arm of her lover as they traversed the stone passages
and the dreary vaulta,

Once Lord Morden, who preceded them, turned,
and, pointing with an agonized countenance to the
moisture which hung upon the walls he exclaimed :

t Has she borne this ?”

“ Dear Lucy, be advised,” said Willoughton. Do
not persist in descending to these dismal dungeons.
Lord Morden and-I will go alone and soon place
our poor Gertrude in your arms.”

% She has borne tho damps and the cold of these
dwellings night and day,” said Lucy, “and capnot I
Yenr once to dexcend to them for her sake 7"

The key of the dungeon grated harshly in the
lock, but there was no sound within as if the noise
at that unusual hour had excited the attention of
the captive. The deor was throwa open,and the
sickly urray of the lamp gleamed upon the stone
walls and the heap of straw, the only bed vouchsafed
to the unhappy prisoner. A figure was stretched
out, with the face concealed upon that miserable
couch ; a profusion of golden hair was scattered
loosely over the black garments,

A piercing shriek broke from the lips of Lucy as
she sprung forwards and locked that extended figure
in her arms. Neither her voice nor touch, however,
aroused the poor sufferer. Had she ccased to suf.
fer ? Her head fell helplessly backwards, and Lor
eyes, those sunny hazcl éyes, was their sweet light
extinguished forever? Clold, cold as marble were
the beautiful lips, which Lucy kissed in all the
frenzy of despair, and the hand, which was clasped
by the not less agonized Lord Morden. But might
not that well be 7 'Were not their own frames al-
ready chilled by the vapors of that dismal cell 7—
Is she dead, quite dead, or does she only swoon ?

CHAPTER XXII-

Macteth—Both of you, ‘
Enow Banquo was your enemy,
Murderer —~True, My Lord. ‘
Macbeth.—So heigmine, and in such bloody distance
That every minute of his being thrusts
Againet my near'st of life. And thoughlI
could, .
With barefaced power, sweep him from
my sight . -

And bid my will avouch it, yet I must not,
Faor certain friends, that are both his and
tine,

Whose leves
- fall,
‘Whom I myself struck down ; and thenco
itis .
That I to your agsistance do make love,
Magking the business from the common

I may not drop, but wail his

oye, .
For sundry weighty reasons.
- Macsers!

It was an old retired chamber in the Castle of
Fotheringay. The walls were. -hung with tapestry,
.and the doors close shut. They must bave been
Joud and angry voices to be heard without those
heavy caken doors. . Why, then, did those two old
men whisper and bend over the narrow table which
gtood between them, as though they feared the very

‘] walls had ears? : .- -

- .There were letters and papers on that table before
them, illumined by one pale lamp, but no cheerful
fire blazed upon the hearth. They had withdrawn
to that apartment to held'a conference of deep and
deadly import. It might have been the sickly light
of -the lamp, too, which gave their countenances
that aghen hue.. .« - . .- . R
. 'These old men: were Bir Amias Paulet and Sir
Drue Drury——they to whose custody was last com-
mitted the person of theunfortunate Mary. . . - .
. What think you:in truth of this, brother Brury?”
said Sir Amias, again taking up. one of :the. letters,
from the table, ., . e i
i Oh, false, false, and cunning,” said Sir Drue.—.
«'Gee you not that the snare is spread alike'for body
‘and for soul.  Wouldst thou, for any' price, poison
the Quieen of Scotg? ™' <<t o S IR D
. 'u'Mdy the great God bs my witness,T would not,”
‘Amias in'an eneigatic tone. " Noj‘brather,
a Y to-witneds “that wretched

said Sir

vet would I not unlawfully abridge’ the® té .of
éfibf';iffé‘.f;;,’a-" forbid; God forbid thiat’ I fshould blot
4,? LN ,.ou.n v 2 Rh’,:.p e

d."and Ax'the curie’ of Calo’
7 Mydife and*my goods'
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% And in heart and soul do I agree with yon, my
friend,” said Sir Drue Drury; “but see how the sin
would vecoil on our own heads were wo wrought
upen to dv this evil dced. Were the royal cousin
of enr mistress slain—the Queen of Scots slain by
our hands—would not a severe justice call upon
Elizabeth to avenge the blood of Mary upon their
heads by whom it was split. Must not the Queen
of Enzland take cognizance of and punish a treach-
ery o foul? ¢ Brother, brother,” continued Sir
Drue, lowering his voice to a whisper, while his face
grew yet paler, and his eyes full of horror were fixed
upon those of his companion, #a treachery, foul
treachery to us lurks hers. She who is most guilty
in thought and in deed would remain at our cost
forever guiltless in repate. Elizabeth would have
ug in secret murder the Queen of Scots, but in pub-
lic would she condemn us for that murder.”

“Good Inck! good lack!” said Sir Amias, " can
womun's heart be the abiding place of such a black
deceit. Sce here, my friend, how in a letter of a
date but briefly before this of the Secretary she call-
eth me ° her dear and faithful Paulet and promises
me rewards without an end.”

“ Aye, and we sce now, brother, how thon wast to
purchase those rewards,” said Sir Drue; “bat I tell
thee, Paulet, wert thou the man to dip thy hand in
Mary's blood, the reward of Elizabeth would be to
hang thee like & dog.”

“So indeeddo I believe,” answered Sir Amiag,
‘“and sec but here, my good brother, mark the cun-
ning of deceit that is in this letter of the Secretary.
We may not doubt, say they, of Mary's guilt after
her trial, if her trial have condemned the Queen of
Scots, in the name of that trial let her suffer; it
were even to do our mistress hevself a foul wrong,
to shed the blood of her captive without law er
warrant, assuredly would the world think that she
suffered in secret, because in truth she merited not
to suffer at all. Oh, mry the Lord enlighten the
wicked hearts of men! If these are tho designs of
those whom He sets in the high places, and whose
svuls He hath graced with a knowledge of the truth,
may we not indeed pity the failings of that poor
Princess whose spirit is yet darkened by the delu.
sions of Papistry ?” .

 We may 80, indeed,” sngwered Drury, * and night
and doy implore the Lord to enlighten that dark-
ness. But see thou, good Paulet” he added, refurn-
ing to the subject of the letter, “it behoves us at
once to answer this missive.”

# T shall do so,” replied Panlet, “and state in all
truth and honesty why, for once, I disobey the com-
mands of her Grace, but verily the injunctions of
God are high, even abovo our dutics to princes.”

% And say thou, my brother,” exclaimed Sir Drue,
“ that in heart, even is my opinion like thine own.”
" . . . . - LI . . .

It was a fow days after this conversation at Fo-
theringay that Queen Elizabeth sat alone in her
closet at Whitehall. Her eyes were fixed upon the
blazing fire, but it would have been difticult to de-
fine the varying expression of her countenance.—
The door opened, and her newly appointed Secre-
tary, Davisen, stood before her, The Queen looked
up hastily.

#Qh, Davison, 'tis well” she exclnimed, ¢ what
hast tboa done with that commission for the execu-
tfon of the unhappy Queen of Scots, which we signed
o few days since ?"

“ Gracious madam,” answerad the Sccretary, ¢ the

eat geal is already appended to that commission.”

i Already I" said Elizabeth, with an air of surprise.
« Nay, thou needest not have made such-haste,”

“ May it pleage your Grace,” answered Davison,
4 it was not tor me, on a matter of such iweport, to
dally with your Majesty's comamands"

4 Well, well," replied Elizaboth, “it miatters not,
but—" and as she spoke an ambiguous smile parted
Ler lips—¢ Davison, our good Davison, we had a
dream last night; we dreamed that our heart smote
us that our cousin was no more, aod that we pun.
ished thee as the cause of her death.”

# Royal Lady,” exclaimed Davison, starting, while
his face grew pale at the danger he surmised, ¥ if
your resclution has changed, will you not say an, do
you yet design the execution of that commission
against the Quecn of Scots ¥

#Yes |” gaid Elizabeth, in a voice of thunder.—
«Yes, by G—, but we like not the form of that rae-
cally commission, of which ye are all so fond, for
behold it imposes all the responaibility upon our
peck. We stand forth as our kinswoman's sole de-
stroyer.” . . ' .

u It ig yet time for your Majeaty to recall that com-
mission,” answered Davison, “if such a meagure geem
fitting to yotr royal will.”

To this remark the Queen did not reply, but en.
quired * had no answer come from Paulet and Drury
with' regard to the service which she had requiredat
their hands ?” ‘ :
# Gracious madam,” said Davison, “ they profess
themaelvea true servants of your Majesty; their
lives and tholr fortunes do they tender &t your feet,
but they protest that, for conscience sake, they can-,
not shed without a warrant the blood of the Scottish
ueen? - T ) SR
¢ Elizabeth started from her seat, and broke into a
volley of caths. ‘i And that villain Paulet, too,” she.
gaid, ¥ that nice judging knave who stands, forsooth,
upon his comsctencé.  His squeamish conaciecce
can even gulp, it seems, the breaking of ‘his oath to
us, his rightful mistress. Is not his name set to the
‘bond of association; entered into by:those who
willed to defend us from the bloody designs of .our
_cruel ‘and ‘ungtateful consin?. Yes, yes, but that
oath can be-'broken- by this conscience-keeping
rogue, this'precise and dainty fellow, when,forsooth,
‘he wants'to dip our royal hand in blood to-make us
‘seém & vengefol-‘murdéress. ‘And- his: companion
‘knave, the scoundrél' Drury, too, we Will keep them
both in out good mémiory’ for this.. We iwill.war-
‘rant'thema réward :for their ‘disloyal refusal, and
‘wé may yet find a‘faithfol servant; not troubled with
such délicate’conscience’ and such oraven fears. v -
*‘Davigon trembled at *this: storm-of ‘rage, but ho.
“Yéntured 't iﬁgg;’pe‘sére.i,wo‘gd-in-;mvor,pfa-raulptz;apd;
‘Drary. *5 ovel 4ol srbiaia el - rah
7 d Cotigider,” hé'sdye/ " most sLady;the death.
‘af the' Quesn’dfi8eota could by
‘unnoticed by you. Heritdeath, adcomplished ;with:
‘at’a warrant; miist Have beentby you avowed,-ox by,
yow avedged::¥ Il would+it Have suitediyour maiden;
Vdvowed/guch'anactuyou;
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sniotohinveibeen’ passed.{.

aad compassion to ruin your fajthful scrvants be-
cause they obeyed your will”?

“ Begone, villain," cried Elizabeth, ¢ for I see thou
art like the rest.?

Davison immediately withdrew, but alarmed Ly
the conduct of the Queon, he made it known to the
Lords of the Council, who promising to screen him
from Llume, teok upon themselves to dispatch that
commission which Elizabeth had already signed.
How these Lords abided by their promise, and how
the unfortunnte Davison was treated Dby the
Queen after the death of Mary, the page of history
will show,

But it is oven here worthy of remark, that on the
very morning of the Scottish Quuen's exccution
Klizabeth expressed to Daivson her sucprise that
the warrant had not yet been executed,

CHAPTER XXIIIL

Sce, the whyte moone shynes on hie,

Whyter is my trae love's shroude;

Whyter than the mornynge skic,

Whyter thun the evenynge cloudes.
CHATTERTON.

The day was cheerless, n heavy wintry day; the
snew which had fallen in the night and in the
earlier part of the morning still Iny in ridges upon
the larger branches of the trees and hung about the
small twigs, undisturbed either by & breath of wind
or the symptoms of a thaw, while tho level grouad
and rocky precipice were alike wrappedin an uni-
form covering of whito. ’

The cheerlessness, however, of the scene without
could add but little to nugment the distress whish
prevailed in the house of Henry Willoughton. In
s chnmber of that house knelt Lucy Fenton, weep.
ing by the bed of the dying Qertrade. Lord Morden
and Willoughton, and old Richard Fenton were all
there, for they knew that the last hour was ap.
proahing, and the stainless spirit, indeed, about to
wing its flight,

Gertrude had only swooned when she wag taken
from her dungeon, and for some days alter her re-
moval to the house of Henry Willoughton she ap-
pearcd torevive ; it was tho last gleam of the Iamp
cre its light departed forever. Wer late hardships of
Lody sand mind had exhansted the delicate frame
of Gertrude, and now tho friends who hung over

ns well as sorrow had been his companion, and
that on his brow was a scarcely cicatrized wound,
Once more did he presa those icy hands to his heart
to his lips ; than broaking through the friends, who
would have detained him, ho rushed from tke house
and in a few minutes they beheld him riding with
Lis head bare, and with the specd of one distracted
towards those snow covered hills on which Gertrude
had gnzed so anxiously all day. Ho was followed
by another horseman, the faithful Norbert, who had
never left his lord from the time that he hbad Leen
struck down by tho roblier Milcs.

By that ettached retainer Lucy and Willoughton
atterwards disgovered that Lord Dacre had been
conveyed insensible to tho retreat of the poor monks
at Lauercost ; thero his wounds had been dressed,
and there he liad been concealed till the day of
Gertrude's death, when Norbert, whom he had sent
to procure intelligence of her fate at Carlisle, had
brought him word that' she had been removed, it
wag thought, in n dying state, to the house of Wil-
loughton. No entreaties of the goods mouks, ne
fear of danger to himsclf, no weakness from his.
scarce healed wounds, could now detrin him ag the
abbey. Norbert would notsuffer him to depart.
alone! and throughout that miserable night, when
Lord Dacre rushed hatf-frantic from the house of his
friend—throughout that night did hia true vassal
track his course, till the moment when the mind
out wore the body's endurance, and he sunk
from his horse overcome with wretcheduess and
futigue.

Lucy Fenton and ber lover never saw Lord Da-
cremore, Long afterwards they learned that he was
living an exile in Flanders, but his retreat, said
those who gave the information, profound. The
grentness of his mind way wrecked, and the comt
aud the camp wero like shunned by the once gal-
lant and ambitious Leonard Dacre. Most anxious
nevertholess, agsin to behold that beloved friend,
Henry Willoughton undertock o journey to Flan-
ders, for tho express purpose of finding his retreat;
but he was studiously aveided by Lord Dacre, who
scemed to fly bofore his friend, and all that Henry
could learn in addition to the knowledge which he
had already possessed, was that the unflortunate
nobleman was consiantly attended by Norbert,
‘Pho next that Henry heard of Leonard Dacre, way
that he had died in his exile.

her couch knew that she must die. But the spirit
of the unfortunate girl clung to its mortal dwelling.
Nothing singo the day of the battle had been heard
of Leonard Dacre ; but Gertrnde was impressed with
a conviction that ehe should see him once again—
“And then, love,” she whispered to Lucy, * then
1 shall depart in peace”

The chamber in which ahe lay overlooked a wido
extent of country, aud Gertrude would have her bed
50 placed that sho could see the farhills through
her window, over which she would never guffer the
curtains to be drawn, and there sbe lay watching for
hours for her lovers coming, The frenzy of the
hope had indeed, her medical attendants said, alone
supported the life of the unhappy girl 8o long. But
now nature seemed at Tast to sink ; the oyes, the an-
xious eycs which had watched so long tho dazzling
waste of snow, grew dim and dropped, and from
time to time, astheagonized Lord Morden bent
over her, he perceived her beautiful features agitat-
ed by a slight convulsion. Once, however, Gertrude
looked up, and seeming all herself again, she said to
Lucy Fenton: Ho will come,love, he will coma
yet” .

Then as her sweet eyes once more closed, her
friends looked mournfully at cach other, for they
thought that the hope of the dying girl was indeed
vain. The shades of the carly evening were alrendy
beginning to descend over the dismal landscape,

the still and horrible watches of the death chamber
had stolen from 1t into the gallery from which it
opened. This was a long gallery, and while one
end communicated with the grand staircase, at the
other a narrower flight of steps led to one of the
garden entrances. As Henry slewly paced this
gallery, he perceived the figures of two man
cautiously advancing from the garden, He hurried
towards them ; but cre he could speak, the forcmost
of the two grasped his hand, and in'hig voice, though
suffocated by grief, he recognized the fones of
Leonard Dacro.

¢ Let me sec her whom I have slain ; Iet me
look upon the face of Gertrude Harding.®

# Qh, Daore, I had-feared that you were no moro,”
said Willoughton, T

« Would that I had been inderd no more” re-
plicd Leonard. * Oh, would that I had died ere she
bad known me, ere she had been mingled with my
fatal, fatal schemes.”

-Lord Dacre, had stood in the chamber of death,
and what was the sorrow of those who were thers
assembled to the majeaty of grief that was written
on his brow?. .

A terrible torpor had seemed. for the last hour to
have seized upon Gertrude Harding ; but the first

murmured aceent of his voice, the fivst buret of his

anguish appeared.to stay her spiritin ita upward
flight. . Withs strength nlin_b.s]t‘ supernatural , she
startsd up, and threw her arma about his neck, ex-
claiming witha shriek of joy. * Yon have come
mine own love, I knew 4hat you would come.”

Lord Dacre clasped her to his heart, he kissed her
cold white llps, but the light of lifoe had- vanished
bven in that moment from the hazel eyes and the
spirit in its brief rapture had depqr.lcd. § o
. . A . ’ .

» t -

: Who sball. describe the grief of Loonard Dacre
—~that.grief to great for utterance, which wds hence-
forth to be his soul's compazlon through theiweary
pilgrimage of a blighted  existence 7 Forever . were
those last morial accents of the being who hid s0
loved him, that the spell even of her love hat}: con-
fined the gentle soul for'a time to Ita’ fenement of
clay—forever were those accents, those impagsioned:
accents,. of her matchless love.te ringin hls ears.
.And . that fac g0, 8weet in ita pale’ Leauty’, with a’
amile ;1ingering on: the. wan lip, will it not be: for-
.ever presest, to.'bis . wmental -;9{19-.2'. “‘Tenderly,

fcautiously, as, though' he feared - to disturb her in &

sleasant slepp,did Lord Dacre lodse the form) of Ger:
.trude from his oladp, , Thore wasa sublinity ¢f:dé-:
'spafc. i bis’ allence, which /niome. presentdared: to
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and Henry Willoughton, unable to bear any longer| *

{4 remembering. his agonies' upon; tHAL" old
i hiiohhie was et 1astiso desoryedly Drought. \ .
 »:But-theretwero others aXi00g .El,:&{?e;‘?}?!r the hap-. -
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On the night, however, after tho ill-fated Ger-
trude was counsigned to her timeless grave, Lord
Morden stsle from tho house of Willoughton to vent
upon that grave the anguish of his heart. It was
an old villago chiurch yard in whieh rested all that
now romained of the benutiful and lLigh-souled
Gertrude, The plain, solemn-looking edifice had
been built in Saxon times, and many an  ancient
yaw tree kept watch over the slumbers of the dead.
It was a clenr night ; the moon was up, and touch-
ed with her gold lustre the grey church towors, the
derk yew trees, and the glittering surface of the
suuw., The churchyard hung upon the side of n
hill, and as Lord Morden approached it he heard
the tread of horses, and perceived a man riding
leisurely along & path, and holding by the .rein
another horse than that which he redo. The young
nobleman entered the churehyard; but as lie’ np-
proached the grave of Gertrude ho perceived that
the watch was already kopt. A bitter gronn startled
the silence of thanight, and it noeded not the moon-
beam, which broke at that. moment over the neble
countenance of the mourner, to make that mourner
known to Lord Morden. He turned hastly away ;
for what wns hls gricf, who had loved Gertrude,
to that of him who had been himself the beloved of
the ill-fated maiden. .

CAAPTER XXIV.

Thesoull

Hovw wistful she leoka

On all she's leaving, now no longer bers!

A little louger, yet a little longer, .

Oh, might she atay to wash away her staing,
And fit her for her passage! Mournful sight,
Her very eyes weep blood, ev'ry geoan

She heaves is big with sorrow. But the foe,
Like o staunch murdercr, stcady to his prpose,
Pursues her close through evory lane of life,
Nor misses onco the track, but presses on,
Till forced at last to the tremendous verge,
At once she sinks to cverlasting ruin.

* L

Brar.

Years, long years had’ rollcd awsy, and many &
spring had the sweet wild {lowers blopmed and faded
upon the grave of Certrude Harding; and whs:t
meanwhile had hecome of those, the great and tri-
umphant ones, whose wickedness nnd success had
sdretched her at that early grave? And those for
whose cause she had terribly suffercd arud bad'dared
8o much, how, in the ruin of that cause had it fared
with them? Alas! the page of history which tells
their fate, may be blotted with many tears. What
became of the long descended Nevil, and of Percy, the
noblest of Eogland’s pears? Let Scotland blush in
mentionfng the last. ' o

Doubly was the Earl of Northumberland betrayed ;
on his first acrival in Scotland he was treaeherously
given into the bands of Murray, by one of thé Arm-
strongs, in whom he had confided. After two years
fmprisonment -in the Castle of Lockleven, he was
sold to Elizabeth by tho execrable Morton, and. be-
headed without a trial at York, . D

Well it would be for the honor of Scotland if this
bad been the lasttime, that the followérs of Johu
Enox had stalned her annals by théir Judas like-
bartering of blood for gold. Who knows not that.
the Eatl-of Westmoreland and Lord Dacre died in
exile; and Norton, the venerable, he too’ expired far -
from the land which his virtues might have graced,
in o state, 88y sorme accounts, of: pura poverty. His
daughter-in-law, the gonfle Blanche, who had been .
conveyed in Scotland by the retainers of Lord Dacre,
died there of that «alpw,.b_ut‘Suiel“qll’seq.ge‘.ju' broken
heart, - cren e L
. “Buch was the fute of the oppréssed; and what was : .
that of the oppressor.?,, Murray the falde; ungmteful
‘Murray, cut.off even amid: the enjoyment of his - .
:got power, 1ived.logg..encugh, thaoks j:o'superna'l
‘justice, aftor-he had beon ghot by Bothwellhaugh, to ...
Jtnow:that the power for;whick he id delivered up -, -
shig soul. was - departing, from; him.’,YAnd’ the mis. .
fcreant. Morton--revepge, herself, might' be content ;-
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