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"We c:i never be unitd," repUied she; "it
Were w t dIlude o ture v il vaui hopes."

Al draialii thou ht strucek Mil ton. Perhîapîs,
thlought ho, thy art forcing her intao the arns ofr
ano~theeha~p*îli ,w~ ihouthlereonîsenît, bargaining
ler over like a piece of maaerchandise into the

ePin,, of one, whom, loving another, she cannot
lt abhor. it was the wonit, lhe lad heard, of

you s'ee the glorious verdure of these
head -.. and the golden fruits of these
ds i ? Do you sec that turf, starred with

blosoms vhere the cigalis sing and but-
w mdîter, like the oreds of broken rain-
Anîd et, in a few weeks, ali will be si-

ca darkness. I never loved the beauty of
a I do now, nor loved as now tW linger

de te summer glories of this green and gol-
World, for I feel that it is for tie last time,

at I shall beliold then no niore."
'dilton looked earnestly, at that calm, child-,face.

the nanie of Mercy, said lae, "tell ne what
1
liean!"

sten then- ai dyiig !"
oly dreams! illuasiois!" said Milton with

';ort Of desperate mirith ; and well miglit ho
o0, for nIo trace of ill lealth appeared in that

, YOuthful face, witli its expression so full of
and eyes that shone like the celestial
seeied more like iimortality than

l Never did that spiritual cast of lovelinces
captivated hin at first sight, appear so

re a now-as if its possessor was des-
r sone brigliter world than this, and ripen-iiig for the indespirit land.
t too true-tlicy-all know it. Feel liere,"

aas i eizing lis hand and pressing it strongly
e'4it lier heart-" arc you not now convinced ï"

i b Ia wild, irregular flutter, whicli convinced
ut to truly; but he said nothing.

hie. You not allow me to attend youi"aid
never leave you-in life-or in

Xoin t Were wiser not. To-morrow they are
S take me the shores of Parthenope, with

d alurement of hope fromn the Baïan breezes
>aklalabrian skies;-yet I feel it will be in

nust not accompany you 1"
tte but look," said she, iointing te a blue
re'*l whi"ich soared above them through the
rtr, o t skies-" we havo secn that once
t id it not then speak of love beyond

Oie
a embrace, and they parted; wlhile be

throwy himelf mn the turf, andig wept floods4 of

tears. Mitona hen wtlh init lhe buittertly, nor
did lie thiik of th holpes whîlich it inspired. lis
leart was too full of bis i- ry ; and lie felt as if
the atnosphere were darknes, and the wlhole
carth a place of graves; and that le could be
happy no more. Ah! huan grief! that even
in a iniid like his, familiar with all thiat we know
and adore of the visible and the invisible Vorlds,
and at home amid the marvels and glories of the
universe, art still the little hand whicl carn
obscure the sun !

It was early winter, but the balny climate of
Italy brouglt with it little frigidity for the air, a
tokon of decay for the still green anud smiling
world. Milton still lingering in Florence, was
one day surprised by a hasty sumixnons to Portici, in
Calabria ; the object of which he too well guessed ;
and set forward on his journley as if on winîgs.
Ie arrived the third day, and found himself at the

entrance to the city, towards the close of a dim
day of nisty sunshîine, wien the sun shining faint
and red through vapours, diffusel a suabdued
radiance on the landscape, and a soft languor un
the soul. The violence of his grief was now
gone, and he walked on in that sort of tranquil
melancholy, which fails like dew on the spirit,
after the scorching traces of passion; and was
leading his mule, with his mind full of the ap-
proaching interview, with lier whom le was now
to sec for tie last time-one whon lie had knaown,
indeed but for a brief period, but whose influence
upon his destiny, was, ho felt, greater than any
other object either could or would attain-a
lovely flower that had crosscd the current of his
existence, and ningled with it for a few moments,
yet as if by some magic lad left the reflection of
its beauty for ever mirrored tlere.

Approaching by a lane which led froma the
suburb of Portici, lie saw a train principally com-
posed of young men and maidens; but, whether
its object was solemnity or mirth, lae could not at
the distance it was remaoved from lim, divine.
A sad presentinent struck him, and hg murmured:
" Too late, too lato 1" Soon there renained little
to doubt, for in the ridst of a troupe of girls,
bearing flowers, wns borne higli upon the shoul-
ders of young men-a coffin covered with a white
pail, on which was engraven in frönt, in large
golden lotters, the ame of
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Milton followed at a distance towards the ceno-
tory,-in the direction of which they-were going,
aid conîcealed himself whilo the ceremoniies of
interment wore being performed. When tho
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