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sees the sun dropping to the western horizon. But his

heart bore the heaviest share of the heavy burden. It was
as if Death knew that this man's soul could only be de-
livered from the flesh by attacking the citadels of feeling.

In every domestic and social relation—son, husband, father,

friend—the tenderness of his nature made him suffer; and
when on the twenty-third of July Lady Claypole's illntss

showed fatal symptoms, he dropped all business, and for

fourteen days and nights hardly left her presence. And her
death on the sixth of August was a crushing and insupport-
able blow.

Lady Heneage, who was one of her attendants in these
i-^t terrible days, was removed in a fainting condition,
when all was over, and taken to her old friend Martha
SwafFham, for care and consolation. The two women had
drifted apart during the past four years, but there was only
love between them, and they reverted at once to their old

affectionate familiarity. And such sorrow as that affecting

Lady Heneage, is soon soothed by kind comp^ionship and
sympathetic conversation. She had much to tell that

Martha SwafFham was eager to listen to, though the mat-
ter of all was suffering and death.

" The Lord Protector was really her nurse," she said.

" When her mother fainted, and her husband and sisters

could not look on her sufferings, her father held her in his

arms, bore every pang with her and prayed, as I hope,
Martha, I may never hear any one pray again. It was as
if he clung to the very feet of God, entreating that he, and
he alone, might bear the agony j that the cup of pain might
pass from his child to him—and this for fourteen d:iy9y

Martha. I know not how he—how we—endured it. Wc
were all at the last point, when suddenly, a wonderful peace
filled the chamber, and the poor Lady Elizabeth lay at case.


