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lead a wife to, witl. a rare prospoot of inoadow and

lllixt

va

rhuid from the \vind..\v, too, and away \\\) the doep

to where it is eU»sed in aseei ding ranks of
Hey

^' Here yet we live, Llonia and I :
" Idonia of Petty

Wales" I have named her, and Simon is therefore

wondrous pleased to suppose some affinity in her to his

wild i.neestcrs, of whom he now tells her. as he formerly

did .ne, in.-r..dihh. long legends; yet none so out of all

con.pass of belief as is the story we might have told

hi,,, l.ad we chosen, of that ruinous secret honse over

against the Galley Qnay, M'here she dwelt so long, pure

and hrave, amidst desperate evil men.

Here we live, as I say, Idonia and I, but no longer

my father, who after we had been married but a year

died Worn out bv that lingering malady of which i

have spoken, and having been for so long a while eon-

fined to that poor shelter where, I learned, was to bo

had the merest neeessaries bnt nothing to footer his

strength, he soon gave manifest signs that the better-

ment of his fortune had come too late to advantage him.

To himself it had of necessity been well known, bnt

the knowledge neither discouraged him at all, nor

caused him to exchange his habitual discourse for those

particular sentences that men in such case will some-

times burden their speech withal.

In Idonia's company he seemed to take an extraor-

dinary quiet pleasure, and indeed spoke with her (as

she afterwards told me) of matters he had seldom en-

larged upon with me, but to which she opened so ready

an apprehension as drew him on from familiar chat to
I


