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ita dream, but the train of carriages passed
on, their grating aroused me from my insen-
sibility, and rushing from the hedge twwards
one, who for forty years had becn a servant
inour house—

Robert! Robert ¥ 1 exclaimed,
funeral is this 7'

* whose

Alack ! Master Edward ©* he cried, © s it
you ? It ig the {uneral of my good lady~-your
toother I’

The earth swam round with me—the fune-
ral procession, with a sailing motion, scemed
to circle me—and 1 fell with my face upen
the ground.

Dejected, way-worn as I was, laccompa-
nied the body of my mother to its last resting
place : I wept over her grave, and rewarned
with the chief mourners to the house of my
birth—and there I was all but denied admis-
sion. I heard the will read, and in it my
name was not once mentioned: I rushed from
the house—I knew not,and I cared not where
1 rap—~misery was before,behind, and around
me. I thought of my Catherine and my child
—and groaned with the tortures of & lost
spirit.

But, as 1 best could, I returned to London,

to fling mysdf at the feet of my wife, to con-
fess my sins and my follies,to beg her forgive-
ness, yea, to labour for her with my hands—
1 approached my own door asa criminal. 1
shrank from the very gaze of the servant
that ushered me in, anl I imagined that he
focked on me with contempt. But now,
Lewis, I come to the last act of my drama,
and my hand trembles that it cannot write
—my soul is convulsed within me. 1 thought
ray Catherine pure, sinless as a spiritof
heaven—you thought so—all who beheld
her must have thought as I did. DBut, oh!
{riend of my youth! mark what follows. I
entered it—silenily I entered it, as one whe
has guilt following his footsteps. And there,
the first object that met my sight—that
blasted it—was the man I hated, my former
rival, he who held my fortunes in his hand
—Sir Peter Blakely ! My wife, myCatherine,
my spotless Catherine, held him by tho arm.
O f{Heaven ! fliheard bim say—' Dear
Catherine ' and she answered him, * Stay!
—stay my best, my only friead--do not leave
me?

The Solitary.

Lewis
more,

* Wretch!—villain 1 exclaimed. 7y¢
started at my voice. My sword that iz
done service in other lands, I stifl cam
with me.

*Draw ! miscreant? I cried almoy ¢
conscious of what Isaid or what Idid, v
spoke to me, but I heard him not. Ispy
upen him, and planged my sword iniy
body. My wile rushed towards me, §
screamed. I heard the words—' Dear &
ward I* but I dashed her from measapy
clean thing, and fled from the houge.

Every tie that had bound me to exite

was severed asunder.  Catharine had =y
ped intwain the last cord that linkely
with happiness. Isought the sohwdem’
wilderness, and there shouted her name,yr
now blessed her, and again—>but I wilf¢
no farther. I long wandered a fugiis
throughout the land, and at length peres;
ing an apartment ino rock,the baseof whe
Tweed washes with its waters, in 17
solved to bury myself from the world: ag
still am, and manking fear me.”

Here aprapily ended the manuseriptei
Sofitary.

A few years after the manuscript hadbe
{found, a party.consisting of threc genters
a fady, and two children, came toviay
King’s Cove, and io them the indwiz
who had Gund the papers related the sx
of the hermit,

“ But your manuscript is imperfeet,” €
one of them *and 1 shall supply its defear
~--the Solitary mentions having foun] ¥
Peter Blakely in the presence of his wifkx
he speaks of words that passed betweente
~—but you shall hear all :

The wife of Edward Fleming was iz
weeping for his absence, when Sir
Blakely was announced. He shook asler
tered. She started as she beheld him. §
bent her head to conceal her tears, ands
rowfully extended her hand to welcomelz

* Catherine,” said he; and he pavsd
though lie would have called her by thes
of her husband ; I have come to speakw
you respecting your father’s estate. {%
brought up upon it, and thereis nota®
a bush, or a brae within miles, but tome:
a tale of happiness and langsyne printedt;
it, in the heart's own alphabet. But nov:

! I could sce, ¥ could heg



