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' Catherine,' added 1, ' can 1 ec you amie-
the-tr's' Tue (lieuglit chokeso e WeNVUld YOIu
biave me behiold it ?-7s1ahi1 my cYes lie wvithl-
Vred .witlî tie sighft ! Neyer! neyer h For-
give me !-.Catherine, forgive, Me .1 have
aeted masly, pemlîaps cruelhy: but I xvouhd
net have spokea as I piave donc-I would
have fled frein your presence-I xouhd net
have given one pan- te your genthe bosom ;
your fatlner shouhd not have said thiat he shel-
tered a scorpion that Lurned and stung- hîm ;
but, meeting yen as 1 bave donc te day, 1
could ne longer suppreEs the tumultueus feel-
ing-s that strugglDed in my bosom. But it is
passed. riorgive me-forget me?'

Still memery hears lier sighis, as lier tears
fr11 upon My bosom, anti, lvini er hands
in bitterness, slie cid-

' Say netforg-et you 1. If, in comopliance
N,<th my fatlier's wiil, 1 must give My haid,
te anether, and ir te hin ray vowvs mnust be
plighted, I will keep them sacred-.Yet my
hîeart is youm's ?

Lewis! 1 Iwas delirieus with loy, as I lis-
tened te this confession from. lier lips. The
estaey or years was cempressedl in a mo-

ment et deep, speechies, almoast paiafut luxu.
ry. We mingled our tears together, and our
vews went Up te hecavea a sacrifice pure as
the first that aEceuded, %vhletitlie youag eartli
offiired up its incense froma paradi.se te tic
new-bomn sun.

1 remained beneath lier father'a roof until
ivithin tiree days ef tic ime fixed for lier
bccoming thc bride or Sir Peter Ihlalicly.-
Day by day I bcheld my Catherine ineve te
and fro lil<e a walking coese-pale, speech-
less, hem eyes fixed and lackir'g their lustre.
Even 1 seced unuoticed by lier. Slie nel-
ther sighed ner wept. A trance had corne
overher faculties. Sîse madie ne arrange-
mnentsfo~r lier bridai; anîd wilea 1 at imes
whispered te lier that 's7e shozdd bc mine!'
0 Lewis 1 pihe xvould thea smnile---but it was
a smile where the lighit of the seul ivas net;
more dismal, more vacant La thc laugi of
idiotcy! Thînk-, then, liew untlie they were
the rainbows et the seul, whlic!k 1 hd meen
radiaLe thc counitenance of my Catherine !
Sir Peter J3Iakely liati gene inte .Roxburglî-

sbire, te malie preparations for tal<ing- home
his bride, and her father hati jeineti you ia
Edinburgh, relative te the aflairs ef Prince
Charles, ina consequenice or a lette"r %yvhich lie
liad reoeived from you, and the cwItents

ivhich miglit flot even bc communicated 'a
Me.

At ariy other time, and this iack of conWk
dcnce would, have provolicd my rcsentmerj,
but iny thouglits xvere thien of other thiüge,
and 1 lîeeded it not. Catherine and I wem
ever tegrether, ani for heur sucecding hoir
we sat silent, gazing on ecd Cther. 0 rsy
fricnd ! could your imagination conjure up
our feelings and our thoughlts in this heur of
trial, you -%ould start, shudder, and think ne
more. The glanceo e ci was as a pesté
lence, consuming the other - as the period of
lier i ther's return approached, a thousand
resolutions crowded within my bosemn,someor
magnanimity, somte of rashness.-3ut 1 waa
a coward-norally I xvas a coward-thugh
1 teared flot the drawn swerd nor the field of
danger more than another man, yet misery
compèls me te copfesa xvhat 1 was. Every
heur, every moment, the sacrifice of partung-,
fromn lier became more painfui. Oh, a ni.

ther miglit have tom lier infant from lier
breast, daelied it on the earth, trampled on
its outstretched hands, and laughied ai ils
dying screams, ratier than that I flow could
have lived te behold my Catherine another

Suddenly, the long, the melaneholy chnrn
or iny silence brokie. I feil upon my kne
and clenehiflg my bands together, cried-

£Gracieus Ileave£î !-if I bie within aie
pale of thy raercy, spare me this sight 1-let
me be crushed as an atorn-but let net a
eyes sec tie day when tongue speaks it, nom
mine cars heax the sound that calis her ans
thecr's2,

I started to my feet, 1 grasped her hanid
in frenzy, I exelaimcd--<ýyou shahl be miner
I took lier hand. ' Catiierine,' Jadded, 'yon
'iviil not-you shail net give your hand te
anothor I It is mine, ani from, mine it shahi
net part t'-and I pressed iL to my bmeast ns
a mother wouid her child from tie knife da
destroyer.

1 It shaîl be youms, l' she replied wildiy,and
the feeling of' lilb and consciouiness again
gushied throughi lier heart, But slicsankon
my breast, and sobbed-

'fvMy father ! O my f àther!
'Your làthier is Sir Peter Blakely'sg friend,'

replied 1, ' and he ivill flot break clie pledge
lie lias given, him. WiLh his return, Catlie-
rine, niy hopes and lii è perishi totgether. Nos'
only can you cave yourself-new oiy caa
you save ie, Fiy xvitî m~e! and yeur fathed


