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i ta drearm, but the train of cýarriagcs pa-ssed
on, tlieir gratin- aroused me frein my insen-
sibility, and rushing Irom the hiedge tuwards
one, who for forty years lhad been a servant
in our itouse-

Robert! Roebert!t' 1 xlind 'wliom
funeral is tliks?'

Alack ! M~aster Edtivard P hie cried, ' is it
you? 1v It the f uneral of*my god lady-your
mother ?

The earth swam round with me- the furie-
ral procession, with a saffing motion, seenied
to circle me-and 1 fell with My face -upon
the ground.

Dejected, way-worni as 1 1a, accempa-
nied the body of My mother to its last resting
place:- I wept over lier grave, and returned
with the cthief mourners te the housýe of My
birth-and there 1 was ail but dcîîied admis-
sion. 1 heard the wili read, and ini it my
mame %vas not once mrentioned: 1 rushed frein
the house-I knewv not,and 1 cared not wliere
1 ran-misery was- before,beinid, and areur.d
me. 1 thought ol*my Cathierine and my child
-and groaned witli thre tortures of a test
spirit

But, as 1 beut could, 1 returned te Londorn,
te fling myself at tIe ièt of iy wîfe, te iron-

fes my sins and rny follies,to belg lier forg-ive-
ness, yea, vo labeur for lier witl: my hiands.-
1 appreached my <nwn door as a criîninal. 1
shrank frein tire very gaze ef the servant
that ushered nie in, ari .11 imag-inetl that hie
loek-ed on nie with contempt. But iiow,
Lewis, I corne te tire last act of my drarna,
and my liand trembles tîrat iL cannot write
-my seul is convulsed ivinii me. 1. theuglit
my Catherine pure, sinless as a spîritof
heaven-you thoughit se-aIl wlro behield
lier must have vhoughvt as 1 did. But, oh!
friend of my yuth!l mark whiat lbllows. 1
entered it---silen*LIl cntered it, as one wli
lias guilt following his 'foots-teps. .And thlere,
the first objeet vbav met my sigh-that
blasted it-was the man 1 liated, niy Ibriner
rival, he wlo hield xny lbrtunes in his 4îand
-Sir Peter Blakely! ,%Iyivife,iiiyCathierine,
xny spotless Cathe.rîne, lield hum by vIre arm.
0 I Heaven ! ilkliard l'lm saY-'Dear
Catherine!' and eîre auswvcred hlm, 1 Siay!
-stay mY best, miy oelY friend-de net leavo
mie?

Lewio ! 1 ceuld, sec, 1 could lieur 1
more.

' Wretclr !-viîlain 1 excîainred. Tl,
cîarted nv rny voice. My sxvurd that 1,,
donce service in other lands, 1 still caire
wîith me.

Draiv! etisýcreant!' 1 cried almo;t U-
censcieus oU %vlrat 1 sirid or whiat 1 diti. 1,
spoke te me, but 1 ireard hier net. 1 spmi
upon him, and pîunged my swvord i~î
body. M~y wilb rnshied tewards me.
Ecreamed. 1 Ireard the weords-' Dear £
ward ! but 1 dashied lier frein me as aD L,
decan thing, and lied frein the lieuse.

Every tie that liad beund me te xo e

wvas severed inonder. Catharine îîadýn1
ped iri twain tl:e last cerd that liked r
witîî lappiness. J seught tihe selitudc Ofi
wiîderrres,-, and there shouted lier nainear

now blessed lier, and again-but 1 wtl e
ne, fartier. 1 long wandered, a kuiiç
threugheut tIhe land, and at lengtli pree,
inrg an apartment in a rockz,thie baseeofw
Tweed w.ishes ivith its ivaters, ira it i
soIved te bury myz-if 1roin tue werld: in
stili ain, and nrankÎnd lèar mie."

Ilere apruptiy ended the manuscriptci&
Soîitary.

A 1èý years afler the manucripltale
Iound, a party,coesisting c1i three geni1mr,

a ady, and Iwo chidree, came to vu,-tu
KigsCove, ard to tlrem thre intiirjir

ivio lrad tiurid thre papere, relaved tie ex
cf lire liermit.

'But your manuiscript isimefc, a
011e of tlrem),"andt 1 shalh supply ils, defc.cx
-- the Solhîary mentions having fendSý
Peter Bl-,ikely in tIhe presence ol'his %VifZ~
lie speaks of werds that passed botweenrtt,
-but you.cirai hiear ail

The ivife of Edwvard Fleming' WIS i=
weep.-n. fer iris absence, wheîrl Sir 1Yc9

Blitkely wvas anrrounced. 1-le shook asl.et
tered. Sie startedais sle behieidihlm. &ý
bent lier head te conceal lier tcars, anjiz
rowfully extended lier liaed vo welcoet

1 Cathrerine,' said lie; and lio paured-
virougîr lie would have caiied lier by tIie=
oflîi'r hus:baid : 'l have coemotesrieak;r
you reepecting, your faItlier's estate. 2' Z
broughit up upen it, and tiiere is net a t
a bush, or a brae within miles, but terme'
a tale of liappincss and langsyne priîrned r',
îL, in tho 4hcarv's owvn alphabet But nor,


