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Lw::fongx_qu “ 4 60
New York Catholic World ......, Monthly 4 50
Mpssenger Sacred Ieart...o..... b 2 00
Tondon Month...coeooceecuenes Qu:rt . ‘7; gg
in Review..ceosseeceneosae erly
g Phil. 5 00

‘American Catholic Quarierly,

JUST RECEIVED,
4 fine LITEOGRAPH of BISMARCEK—" SATAN
AND THE CHURUH".—size 19x24 inches,

Price, 25 cte. '
1t represents Bismarck attemptiog to Pull down
st. Peter's, at Rome. His Satanic Majesty, who
happens to come along, promises if he (Bismarck)
sncceeds, he will resigo his pla.ge in his favor.

Free by mail on receipt of price.

JUST RECEIVED,
SERMONS BY THE LATE

REVEREND J. J. MURPHY,

who lost his life at the fire at Back River on the
night of December 4th, 1875.

We have jost received from our Agents in England
a consignment of SERMONS on VARIOUS SUB-
JECTS, given by

THEE LATE REV, J. J. MURPHY, IN 1871.
Price, 82.00. Fres by mail on receipt of price’

from
D. & J. SADLIER & CO,,
Catholic Publishers,
275 Notre Dame Street, Montreal,

FAME

BY J. F.
The orator spoke, and the crowd was hush’d,
Men beld their breath as the quick words rush'd ;
Stern eyes grew tearful, cold hearts grew hot ;
Though the hours sped by they heeded them not;
And they ewore not their fanlt if they liv’d not to

see

The tyeant dead and their couantry free.

The orutor ceasos-—the curtain falls,
The echoes die through the tenantless walls—
They fought in vain, for the orator's word,
Stay'd not the sweep of the tyrant's sword,
And the riveted chain clank'd on ag before,
And the orator's words are remembered no more.
Scanty his guerden, scanty his fame,
He lives in story, only a name.

“The poet sang, aud the earth grew still,
And he moulded men’s hearts at his own sweet
will;
Aund they ask'd his name that it might be enroll'd
With the names of earth's greatest in letters of gold
And his pale cheel flush'd and his heart beat high,
Aad h% said—% Nor my name nor my soog shall
ie.”

He pous'd, and earth’s voices, silent so long,

Grew sevenfold louder, and drown'd his song.

As the tide of time thro centuries roll’d

The rost ate ia thro' the letters of gold ;

And newer songs secem’d sweeter to men,

Andthe Poet’s songs are not heard ugain,

Bave Dy & few, with less heart than head,

Who g:iope for his thonghts in a tongue thatis

ead '

Scanf._v"!ﬁa guerdon, scanty his fame,
He 1eft in story scarce aught but a name.

The Thinker sat pale in his loacly cell,

And mus'd on the thought he had shap'd so well ;

And his keen cye look’d through the coming yenrs,

And he saw thro' the haze of his happy tears

His shapely thought thro' the world expaund

Till its impress was. stamped on the sea and the
land; . ' S 1

Aud he thought to himself 'mid this vision of
fame,— .o T

“Surely the world will remember my name.”

And the Thinker dibd, and his Thought went forth
To the'cast and the west, to the. south and the
north ; ' S
Bt talent such'changes on genius rang- )
That the world forgot from whose brain it sprang;
And men deem’d  that the fruit of the thought of
thesage - co e -
Was the slow grown produce of many an'age. -
Scnaty his guerdon, scanty his fame,
He left in story not-even 8 name?
: : ** The Irish Monthly.

COUNTESS - OF N ITHSDALE
ATALE ?F..TEE_;;COBI'QE WARS. |

i)

. ST ’
" By Lapy. DAORE,.. - .-
- CHAPTER-XIX:
The" heroine assumed the woman's place, ,:
Confirmed .her mind, and fortified:her face, -
oeondy s cro el o DRYDEN. -
When Lady Nithadale arrived at her lodginge,
dhe theré found Mrs - Morgan, { who! from the mo--
‘ent she firat® through ‘Amy* Evane's means, be-
came acquainited ‘with' Lier, ‘had " proved herself-a
kind friend, anda ‘strenuous'san efficient agent!" '
As the countess entered the:aparti
Bard expregsion’ of Hor'‘countenance
listle puity of friends who “had -been” uw
Teturn, - Amy liasteried to Biipport hor.lady:
®eps appeared to'totter na she advanced T}
dear Ay s but T'nded notyour, adsistance; #he's
‘Blied, with-forced'émposurel 1t T am ; dot 111} i
8ood glil ; I do'not'need"” thie

' ége 5at‘tgiitldhs:‘ 1L dmil

POt B

g

am "

|"band; while the

“paln'of imprisonta

well and strong.  Yondo not know how strong I

“ Would not your ladyship be better near the
fire ? inquired Mrs. Mills, rising from her chair ;
t the evening is chilly.”.

“ Distarb not yourself, my good friend; %I
am w:ell here,” replicd Lady Nithsdale, sinking into
aseat. -

¢ How fares it with my Jord, madam ? Is he of
good cheer 7" '

“ Well, Amy, right well ; he iz well in health,
and will bear himself gallantly to.morrow, asthe
grandson of the brave defender of Caerlaverock
Castle ehould hear himself,” answered the countess
with a forced air of resolution ; for she had em-
ployéd Mrs. Morgan to procure for her a seat in
some obgcure part of Westmiuster Hall, from whence
she mignt be a witness of the trial ; and she feared,
it she now betrayed any weakness or emotion, even
the yielding Mrs, Morgan might not comply with
her wishes. :

“ And'now I must ask my dear Mrs. Morgan
whether her friend, the Earl of Dorset, has been as
good a8 his word. May we hope for seats in the
ball to-morrow 7’ She inquired in o tome which
she meant should be steady.

* Yes, dearcst Lady Nitbsdale; be says that if
you resolved upon being present,he can nccommo-
date us; for you must allow me to accompany you
and alsoour faithful Mrs. Evans ; I could not al.
low you to stir without her”

“My dear Amy ! No ; I am too well assured of
her affection not tobe always the better if she is
near.” Lady Nithsdale’s eyes were for a moment
suffused ; for it often happens that a slight emotion
draws tears which are frozem in their cclls by
stronger and deeper ones. * The spot is a retired
one, I trust ; not within sight of the prisoners : I
am present !"—she clasped her hands—* it might
uaman him ; his veice might fulter ; his lips might
quiver ; and the world might fancy it could be
through fear! Oh, he must not, must not see me!”
she repeated with earnestness.

¢ I thougl:t of that,'’ replied the considerate Mrs.
Morgen ; ** and the sents provided are near the
door—a back entrance through which you may
easily withdraw whenover you see fit. But still
I doubt whether Iam a true friend in assisting you
in this Lusiness. I fearif is rather yielding weak-
ness than {rue kindness, as my poor father used to
say. Thescene will be too much for you.”

¢t Did. not Lady Ruseell acc 48 her lord’s secretary
durivgthé trial ? Woman’s affection, in her, over-
came woman's weakness. She wavered not, she
trembled not, at the time—though afterward she
wept herself blind! And was her husband more
worthy of a wife's devotion than mine? Diad she
could she, love him with more pasvionat fervor
than I do my own denr, dear noble lord ? Oh, no!
for she hiad loved before ; he was not the first and
only ohject of the concentrated affection of & whole
life. Ske had been bound by previous ties; she
had known joysand sorrows unconnected with him:
but I—my existence was blank uctil it wag wound
up in bis! Depend upon it, dear Mrs, Morgan,
what woman’s love can do, the love that waims
this bosom can accomplisht You need not doubt
me, I will not expose myselfor you to observation
or remark.”

The color had returned into her pale cheeks, her
eves gleamed with a holy btillancy, her brow as-
sumed an air of lofty resolution, and all present felt
agaured that, however strong might be her feelings

_of terderness, she possessed the conrage which

could subdue them to her will.

The next day she found herself, as had been pre-
viously arranged, in the seats prepared by the Earl
of Dorset, who himself conducted them through the
crowd. The Earl of Pembroke also, who was near-
ly related to the Powis family, was not wanting in
svery kindhess and attention.

The Countess of Nithsdale's deportment was per-
fectly collected. The dress of the day, which, al-
lowed much of the form to be concealed by a black
gilk mantle, and the face to be buried in the hood,
enabled her to escape all observation.

A considerable time elapsed before those whom
the court was composed were seated in their duo
order and the prisoners were summoned.  She bad
time *o look round with awe upon the innumerable
heads with which the floor of the hall seemed, as it
were, to be paved.

At one o'clock the gates at the c¢nd of the vast
and antique building were thrown open, and the
lords entered, walking two and two. Then followed
the garter king-at-arms, and other officers of the
crown, in their robes of state. Then the masters in
chancery. The Lord Chauncellor Cowper, lord_rhig‘h
steward on the occasion, walked alone, bis train be-
ing born by his attendants to the wool-pack, on
which he seated himself,

The peers then uncovered themselves : and they,
as well as all others present, stood uncovered during

| the time occiipied by the rending of the commisgion.

" All listened:in breathless silence. The moment
was awful in itself; but the accompaniments of
golemnity and state rendered it, if possible, more

‘80.

When the commirsion was gone through, the
sergeant-at-arms cried, with a loud voice, * God
save the king I'" .

These words excited an undefinable sensation in-
the bosom of Lady Mithsdule. She felf, in good
sooth, that ho in -whom "resided the power to call
togetuér and to control the -imposing assemblage
befire her, was monarch of the reslm. She felt

‘that he for whose sake they were placed in their

preient desperaté  sitnation, had proved himself
little worthy ‘of their - devotion ; yet'the words
grated harshly on her ear—her heart still refused
-to acknowledge them,’

" ‘The herald nod - gentleman usher of the black
rod, after making three rsverences, knoeling, pre-
‘sented the white staff to his grace, who attended by
the herald, black rod, ‘and ‘the seal-learer, made his
proper reverences- to the throne, and removed from

the woolpack to.amarmchair, which was placed on

.| the uppermost stép: but*one of the throne, when
ag.'| seating himeélf;: to the gen
jo'(-man usher of the blatk rod, who stood on ‘his right

hedalivered’the staff to the gentle-

A ‘al:lieatcr held the purse, standing
on theleft, ¢ ik b et T
“After: a-proola

tioti /enjoiuing silence, under:
b6 girgeant-at:arnis proceed-'
-Lietitenant'of the Tower}

i%.Oyez | oyez:! 03 Towe!
95, bring fort . prigoners to: the™ bar;’

: e OF 0z 1 2
f London, bring:forth' your

according to the order of the House of Lords to
you directed.” .

Each of these words fell, agit were, actually, pal-
pably, kaocking upon Lady Nithsdale’s heait JFor
a moment she wondered how she could have will-
ingly placed hergelf in her present situation ; but
she remembered the strong motives she Lad to try
her powers of self-command, and she also remem-
bered her promire to Mrs, Morgan, and shelsubdued
the rising tumult of her soul.

Her companious, also breathless with anxiety,
stole & fearful glance at her as the prisoners were
brought to the bar by the deputy governor of the
Tower., When the axe. which was brought before
them by the gentleman jailer, first made its appeat-
ance, they saw Lady Nithsdale for a moment close
her eyes, as if unable to endure the sight ; but she
recovered herself, and when her lord himself madé
his appearence, her looks were 80 intensely fixed
upon him, that it may be questioned whether her.
powers of vision took in any other object,

The prisoners, when they approached the bar
(after kneeling), bowed to his grace and the lord
high steward, and to the House of Prers, which
compliment was returntd to them both by his grace
and by the House of Peers,

The lord high steward then ordered tte articles
of impeachment to be read ; after which, he asked
them severally what they had to say for therselves
wby judgment should not pass upon them according
to law ?

Lord Derwentwater spoke at some lenpth; and
after bhim the Earl of Nithsdale, and the Viscount
Keomure. They all pleaded guilty ; but expressed
their hope that the assurances of clemency held
out to them at Preston would not prove fallacious.

Lord Nithsdale concluded with professing, what
hig wife well knew he spoke in sincerity and truth,
that if mercy were extended towards him, “he
should, during the remainder of bis life, pay the
utmost duty and gratitude to his most gracious ma-
jesty, and the highest vencration and rcspect to
their lordships and the honornble House of Com-
mons.”

The lord high steward, who did not hear dis-
tinctly, inquired whether the Earl of Nithsdale
had pleaded any thing in arrest of judgment; to
which the eari repiied, in a clear-sonorous voice,
whose mellow tones seemed to thrill through the
whole assembly, ¢ No, my lord, I have not!”

The lord high steward then stood up. Every
breathing was hushed! Such stillness reigned
throughout the dense mass of living creatures con-
gregated within the spacious ball, that each rain-
drop might Le heard as it pattered against the
windows. Hut there came a singing, rushing sound
in Lady Nithsdale's ears - at first she could scarcely
distinguish the awful words which were slowly,
clearly, solemnly, pronounced.

" The sentence of the law must be the same as
is usually given ageinst the meanest offenders in
the like kind. The most ignominions and painful
parts are generally omitted by the grace of the
crown to persons of your quality; but the law in
this case, being deaf to all distinctions of persons,
requires I should pronounce, and accordingly it is
adjudged by this court, that you, James, Earl of
Derwentwater,—the lord high stewnrd pausecd be-
tween each name,—* William, Lord Widdrington,”
~her husband's had not yet beea pronounced ; the
countess lcaned breathlessly forward,—# William,
Earl of Nithsdale*—she covered her face with her
bands, but spoke not ; she did not sob, she did not
faint ; her companions would have led her ont, but
she motioned them to be still. The Jord high
steward meanwbile continued in the same clear
and unmoved voice,~* Richard, Earl of Carnwarth,
William, Viscount K:nmure, snd William, Lord
Nairne, and every of you, return to the prisoa of
the Tower, from whence you came; from thence
you must be drawn to the place of execution : when
you come there you must ba banged by the neck,
but not till yoa be dead, for you must be cut down
alive; then your bowels must be taken out, and
burnt before your faces.”. They looked again upon
the unfortunats countess; but she had fainted,
with her back supported against the wall, and she
had not, it is hoped, heard the last few words.
They feared, to excite attention, and they sustain-
ed her in the position in which she sat, till in the
general movement of the court breaking up, they
rmight be able to remove her quictly from the
dreadful scene, Still the same stern and brazen
voice proceeded—

“ Then your heads must be severed from your
bodies, divided each into four quarters, and thesc
must be at the King's disporal. And God Almighty
be merciful to your souls|” ‘ : i

The sergeant-at-arms then repeated, ¢ Oyez |
Our sovereign lord the king strictly charges and
commands all manner of persons to keep silence
upon pain of imprisonment.”’ After which the lord
high steward stood up uncovered, and declaring
there was nothing more to be done by virtue of the
present commission, broke the staff, and pronounc-
ed it dissolved.

For some momentr after the whole was conclud-
ed, the silence which had iwen so strictly but so
needlessly enjoined continu . unbroken. = The
prisoners, the peers, and all the court, then retired
in order as they entered, and a universal buzz of
voices and general movement took place, o

There were sounds of sorrow ; feelinga Jong ro-
‘pressed found vent; ‘and in the confusion, Mra.
Morgan and Amy Evans réemoved Lady Nithadale
into the freer air, She gradually revived, but at
first she looked wildly around.’ Lo

“Alas!” seid Mrs. Morgan, 1 have been to

~

“ " Youw have'each promised’me

blame jn yielding to your wishes, How could I
permit you to expose yourself to such a scene; and
all the while 1 felt assured that you miscalculated
your own strength,- Oh! it was too dreadful I

% Hosh I” answered the countess ; I kinow-all—
you need not tell'rhe ; I heard enough; I'know it,
I expecled'it’ ‘And now I must remember all I
bad previously resolved upon * - ' ¢ -

At this moment the ~Loords Pembroke and Dorset
approached; with dountenances' expressive of ‘deep.
commiserdtion; She‘pressed ‘both' their hands in.
silence. - They cogdgcgeg.

her down the gteps' to
waitéd her.’. Before she entered’
em— TR T

the coach which
‘it, she said to’

t

romised’me’ your good offices:
need, The hour of need is {aet approach.

3t forgat ol promiseal’’ ©

Jn cage
ing;'you

They bowed ‘aséent upon' her hand ; ‘and' baving'

|-done-every hotr in the'ds;

Jeavily, " buf to-night tagra,
1 T'iast  6ven' wait for the morrow /7

respectfully, nay, almost reverently, placed her in
the carriage, they turned bastily away to conceal
the emotion which overnowered them.

CHAPTER XX.

Certainly virtue is like precious odours—most
fragrant when they are incensed, or crushed; for
prosperity doth best discover vice, but adversity
doth best discover virtue.

Lorp Bacon's Essays.

Mrs. Morgan and Amy Evans had expected that
the coantrol which the unfortunate Countess of
Nithsdule bad as yet exercised over her feelings
would completely give away when no longer ex-
posed to the gaze of indifferent persons ; they pre-
pared themselves for tears and faiuting ; and were
surprised when Lady Nithsdale, although silent,
remnined firm and collected.

Reared in a foreign convent, from which she had
only been removed toa retired Welsh castle, and
from thence to a lifo of domestic privacy in Scot-
land; or, if ehe occasionally mingled in the busy
world, accustomed to look up to her lord for advice,
to hang upon him for support, to rely on his jodg-
ment for the guidance of her own,—it seems woud-
erful that such trying circumstances as those in
which she was placed, she should possess the world-
ly wisdom, the coursage, the discretion, and the
decision, to act for herself and for her husband, and
to proceed, without wavering or irresolution, to take
every measure that prudence could dictate,

When they reached Lady Nithsdale's lodgings,
the kind-uearted Mrs. Morgan took her leave, after
baving given Amy and Mrs, Mills a thousand dir-
ections and injunctions ag to the tenderness with
which the countess should be treated, the possets
which she boped ight compose her to slecp, and
the julep which should be placed by her bedside.

Lady Nithsdale listened to all her good-natured
counsels with a placidity which astonished and al-
most alarmed Amiy Evans, although to Mrs. Mor-
gan it appeared but the effect of exhaustion, and,
as she trusted, only augnred that she might be re-
stored by some calm rnod refreshing sleep.

Amy, who better knew her mistress, and knew
that with incrensed danger and distress, her strength
and courage proportionably rose, was not surprised
when, upon Mirr. Morgan's departure, and Mrs Mills
leaving them to prepare the poasct so earnestly
recommended, Lady Nithsdale laid her band upon
her arm.,

« Now, Amy, you: true affection, in which I have
the utmost confidence—I rely on it almost as on
my own to my lord—uow, 1t is going to he put to
the test. He must not die! and we must save him'
you and I, Amy, must save him! You start, and
look us though you feared that all I have beard
and seen this day” (she pressed her hand over her
eyvs) “had turned my brain, but it is noteo; for
many weeks I bave considered the plan, which is
now almost matured within my head. Prisoners
have made their escape from placcs ae strong and as
well guarded, before now ! If others have succeed-
ed in rescuing those mostdear to them, why should
not we succeed? Promise me my good and faith-
ful Ay, that you will assist me to the utmost of
your power: and above all, promise that you will
offer no argument to dissunde me from my purpose
I tell you beforchand, it will be of no avail : should
you refuse to serve me, it will only drive mo to
confide in others, who will not descrve my confi-
dence so well.”

# Oh, madam! do you doubt me? snd do you
think Amy Evans would leave undone what others
could be found to do? I started, for I remembered
those high walls, that brord, deep moat, those
guards who pace about each avenu: to the Tower,
and I thought, what could we hope taeffect? But,
madam, command me, and I will diligently exectto
your behests, and scrupulously keep your counsel !

“Phanks, dear Amy; I was fully assured you
would prove true, and I know not why I spoke, fer
a moment, as if I could doubt your devotion, For-
give me! but the necessity is o absolute that all
who meddle in this undertaking should be able
to answer for themselves under all circumstances,
that I would not have you enter into it thought.
lessly or unadvisedly. Even mysclf, to-day, I
thought could hiear numoved, or, at least, without
betraying emotion, the horrible words that were ut-
tered; but I misjudged my own strength, my wo-
man’s nerves failed! And yet I bore a great deal,
Amy, and wavered not. Isaw the axe, the glitter-
Ing axe ; and saw my lord, and heard his voice ; and
heard part of that sentence! I bore much without
betraying myeclf; and, atleast, I was only etunned,
confused for a time. Yes, I think I may rely on
my owan fortitude ; and you, Amy, you never for n
moment lost your self-command—and you bave al.
ways had a ready wit. Oh, we shall succeed—Iam
sure we shalll”

¢Heaven grant we may, my honored lady! If
zeal and perseverance can effect my'lord’s preser-
vatlon, we shall succeed”

4 Then listen :—You miust purchase at various
shops, and on varions occasions, not to excite suspi-
cion, all that is necessary for & female dress, and
we must make it up, complete, the size to fit my
lord. Ihaveons 'in my thoughts whom he may
personate; she is very tall ; and, though slender,
her present condition makes her appear more stout
than ueunl, when wrapped in & loose cleak. She
sus pects not my design,—nor must she; for she is
timid, and might betray all by her fears. She must
‘not know till too far engnged to retreat. And, now,
Amy, send Walter Elliot to the Tower to inquire of
the lieutenent at what hour to-morrow the Countess
of Nithsdale may be admitted to visit her lord. ' I
am informed tbat, after the sentence, we azg'to be
allowed to see the prisoners freely ; and it'will ba
best'we should do this openly. - Alas! the Liardeat

« And; madam, think you I also shall beadmitted
tosee my lord?” = . PR
-t Asguredly, I hope so; I trust we shall procure
admission for many of his friends:"it is' upen' that,
understanding I bLuild my hiopes. . Thave beea in-!

usually been ‘tHe custom,” "And now away'; let us’

be stircing, ' T "would" thefe ® wers: mething to be
, . T

pres

AL

inaction 'that my sorrows
**Buf to-night thate

‘heavil ) L
300’ aftér.the Edrl of Nithedals Had been’

‘tagk of all will be to work on my lord té consent.”” |

formed that when sentence 18 'once passed, such: Las -

I

ducted to his lodging in the Tower, he heard the
striking of the chapel clock, * It isnow more than
an hour,” he thought, * since the court broke up.~—
By this time, the nows bas reached her, By this
time, dear wife knows my sentence, and those
hopes which she was resolved to cherish,and which
she never would allow me gradually to undermine,
have been destroyed at one rude blow. Would F
could know how it fares with her, how she sup-
ports the shock ! To-marrow I ghall see her ; and
strange ig it, but I dread to see her—I dread the
sight of her despair. Oh! were it not better to
pasd unloved into the grave, than to feel that one's
fate intlicts such exguisite anguish on her, to spare
whon a papg such as she now suffers, one wonld
willingly endure any lengthemed torture.  Yet
could 1 wish to lose onc particle of that affection
which alone suffices to make life go precious? It
may be cruel,—it may be selfish ;—but no! I can-
not wish her love to bo less[  After all, we part but
foratime! Ido not doubt that we shall meet,
where the weary are at rest, And, now thatall
hope is over, my Winifred will assist me to preparo
my soul for the great change ; and she will bear to
speak placidly and composedly of those happy re-
gions where the fear of parting will never embitter
the enjoyment of ench other’s presence | and I shall
be able calmly aud cheerfully to fulfil my destiny,
if I can seo her resigned I”

But when the mortow came, and Lady Nithsdale
was admitted, he found her far, indeed, from
placidly acquiescing in tha fate which he estecmed
unavoidable; but neither was she bewildered with
despnir, or dissolved in tears; she was altogether
different from any thing he had anticipated. Her
cheeks were flushed, her cyes wore brilliant, her
manner resolved. Ife was surprised ; but he re-
Jjoiced that hia own fortitude was not put to the
trial he had dreaded.

# My Winilred will assist ber husband to bear
himself as becomes a man and a good Catholic, T
see she will avoid unnerving mo by her grief; and
among my many causes of gratitude to her, I moy
still ndd this, that she will smooth my passage toa
better world. Thauks, my own love, thanks !

# And does my lord imagine I could speak, stand,
look, move, as I now do, if I believed it would be
carried into effect—thae sentence, that horrible sen-
tence! YFor 1 was there—I was in Weatminster
Hull—1 heard it ; T saw the axe! and I saw you,
my own dear husband—I saw you, and T heard
your voice—that voice which thrilled thiongh all
the court; which must have penetrated to tiwo in-
most vecesses of every heart!”

“Qh, Winifred! Icould almost chide my best
beloved for having wantonly, without any alequate
motive, exposed her feclings to so necdless n trinl "

4Tt was not needlossly: it was not withont a
motive that I did so; I had the strongust earthly
motive. It was with n view of ascertaining wy
own atrength, my fortitude, that I courted what I
should otherwise have shrunk frem. It was with
a view to the nccomplishment of that plan which
I have long beun forming, and which notall the
arguments you can ndduce shall prevent me fromn
pursuing. It was with a vlew to self-prescrvation
—for i3 not my life wouad up in yonra? Think,
you, in honcst truth, think vou, T can exist without
you? Do you not believe that if you perish, I shall
not survive 7"

! Nay, nay, my love,” he replicd, slmost amiling
at her vehemence, I do believe your affection for
me {8 as strong a8 ever warmed the puce soul of de-
voted woman; atill I cannot but think and hope
that you will live many, many years, to be n gunide
and a praotectress to our childran, Remember, you
but share the fute of many other fond and loving
wives. Have not the other condemned lords wiver,
foud and loving wives; and must not they cn-
dure—"

*No, no, no! Speak not of them! they do not,
cannot love their husbands as 1love you; for have
they husbands 5o worthy of their Jove? "What is
the wild Lord Wiatoun, the Lord Kenmure, or the
good old Lord Neirne? The Lord Derwentwater, I
grant you, ie & worthy fentleman ; but what are
they, any of them, when compared with youn ??

“ But, my sweet Winifred, to dic is the doom of
created beings. Many have loved before ; and of
all who have ever loved, one must survive, It is
a sad, it is & painful truth; but it is & most plain
and undeniable ose, Then why should not this
be borne as patiently as the snme bercavement by
any other means? A long illness would, reconcile
you to an event; and yet would you wish me to
endure lengthened bodily illa? Should you not
rather rejoice thut I shall thus be spared all the
protracted sufferings of sickness, and that, compara-
tively speaking, I shall thus be exempted from the
puing of death ; that I shall pass from earth with
all my intellects unimpaired, in the full enjoyment
of my faculties? Could therc be any satisfaction
in marking the decaying mind, the ¢nfeebled spirit,
the soul waxing weak, as the body sinks under the
effects of some wasting malady? Yet how often
hag the most devoted sifection watched all these
humiliating and painful harbingers of deatb, till
the mourner bas been brought to look upon the
bercavement alwost.in  the. light of a blessing?
But is there auy consolation in this? . Would one
not rather choose that the memory of the departed
ghould be undimmed, wnpolluted by the recollec-
tion of mortal decay . .

# Your words are beaatifull - I love to hear your
voice; it thrills like music through my heart!
The thonghts are noble, lofty, pure and holy; but
- they persuade me not. , As I gaze on you, as I lis-
ten to you, I only feel that life without yon is not
life ; it is a blank—a dark and, dreary chasm, into
which I-dare not look; that I must, must seve you;
and that if you love me, you will give heed to:me,
and that you will agree to what I shall propoge.”?
| ¢ Oh, Winifred !, this is.cruel kindness. : It is.
‘cruel to wean -mo;from-therthoughts 'of death,
which I . bave nlmost taught myself to love, to lare -
me back to those of life, which, alas!: possesse

only t00,many charms forme!” ;5. ¢ i
. There was a-tenderness in the toneatdimansér
which gave: her -hope ‘that she'liad Wworked upon
‘him.Bhe It thit'love for Ket, afid pify dr ber
i3 moment induce stey
'the-plan she;
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