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,lie, wvlth a choorfulsnillo, as eno whose mind
Ie ail made up, ta haste put off thse rage
They had mockod his misery wlth, and ail ln

white,
Iiq tonr vhlto board whiels hoe bad nover shaven
Sînce Henry's doath, dewan-swooplng te tho

e -ain
'#Vherow.ith they beuad hlm te t'ho stake, ho

stoed,
More 11<0e an anclent Fiather ef tho Chiurch
Than hierotie of tîxese tUnies; aud etili the friar

.1iflied. him, but <ranmner enly shoek hie hocad,
Or ansxver'd them in smuling nogativos ;
WVhcreat Lord WVilxlams gave a suddcn ory:-
"Mako short! makie short !" andi se they lit the

woed.
Thon <iramnr llfted his loft hand te heavon,
And thr'xist his righit into, the hittei flaue ;
And cryla"', la hie deep voice, more thon onue,

Il hîis hatý offended-this unwerthy hand"
-Se held it tilli t ail wvas burn'd, before
l'ho flame had roached hie body; 1 stood noear-
31ark'd himn-he nover uttered moan of pain :
1lc nover stirr'd or wvrithed, but like a statue,
Unmoving la the grcatncas et the flaie,
Gave up the gliest ; and se passed martyr-like.

happy Qucen cannot fail to awakeh
commiseration in the most stoical
bosom. For a moment the undaunt-
ed Tudor spirit îs aroused as she
issues sudden orders for the recovery
of Calais.

Sond eut, lot England as of old
Risc lon-Ilke, strike hard and dop into
The prcy thoy aro rending froni her-ay, and

rend
TJhe rendors too. . Oh, would I wore
My father for ai; eur.

But soon she sinkslnto deep des-
pondency:
1 arn a by-word. Iloretie and robot
Point at nie, ani mnake incrry. Philip gone!
And Calais gene! Time that 1 wore gene tee! .

Mpeople htint me and dosiro my doath.
My hiusband hatos ic and dosîres iny death.
1 hato m-vself -and I dosire my death.* ...

Jo-tn asnd Tib, two country ivives, She eesteofro e ted
thus moralize on the "burnin" e eesde fe fhe ted

ri ant to arrange lier disheveled hair.
ITin-' Eh, the wind and the wvet! %Vhat a

,day, îvhat a day! Nigh upo' judgmont daay
like. l>weape Popesi hc pretty thinre, Jean,

b st thoy wunt sit i n the Lord's cheer e' that
daay.'

Il T. bAs- « Eh, -my rheumatizy be that hady
ho.vvivir ho I te win te the barain' !'

l'Vin-' [ should say twvur ewer by non,....
M1y ew-d man wer up and awvaay boeimes nl'
drco hard egge for a gcod pleace at the burail'

... -burnin' and a-burnln', and a-makin' e'
volkz maA.dor and madder; but tak uiy word
vor't, .Joan, the hurnin'e' the oîvld Archbishop
FIra'iineri 'ii humn the Pwveap eut e' this 'ere
lxm.i fer i vir and ivir.'

Ne, ne, what mnattors,
Ferlera 1 am, and lot nie look ferlera,

and seizing a lute she sings a mel-
ancholy plaint:

Hapless deom of weman happy lu bcthrothing!
Beauty passe like a breath, and love is lest in

loathing!
Lowv, nîy lute, epeak 10w, any lute, but say the

world le nothing-
Lew, lute, 1ev!

Love xviii hover rouind the flowers wvhen they
flrst awaken;

Iiu the fifth Act the tragedy dark-
erts tovairdýý its sombre close. Plague,
famn*ne, distress, consume the land.
Calais, where for two hundred ye 'ars
the English leopards had ramped on
the fluttering folds of the royal stand-
ard, wvas wrested fromt the grasp of
Masry. Wasting, disease, and hope
de'èrred, and heart-breaking disap-
poinunent hàd brought her te the
borderi of the grave. Abandoned
by the faithless Phillp, who ini cold-
blooded speculation on lier anticipat-
ed death, caused advances, *Nvith a
view te marriage, to be nmade te her
younger, fairer, antd *heretic -sister
Elizabeth; hated by her people and
haunted by remàorse-not that she
had burned many, but that she had
v-it burned more-the utterly deso-
late and forlorn condition of the un-

* Hers seenîs te hxave been a heritacre
of hiatred. Slue liad previeusly said

31y hard father hated me ;
My brother rather liated me tlian loved;
Mly sister cowers and hates nie.

IlA happy meorning te yeur Majesty, " said the
fereiga ambassador. "Aud Ishould sexuetime
have a happy merning," shie repliod. "I habe
Jîad noue i/ct."1 ý0

Centrast this sane pet's apostrophe
te the happier occupant of the saine
august throniç,,althougli herseif :ot in-
touehed 1iy sorrew-our own belovcd
and. widowed Qteen :
Break net,- O woman'e heart, but still endure;
Break net, for thon art Royal, but endure.

?Bfay ail love,
Hic love unseen but foît, o'crshadew thee,
Tho love of ai thy sons 1encompass thec,

'The love o! allthy daughters cherieh thee,
The love of ail thy people eomfort thec,
TIIGod's love set the by his side agala!
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