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turned missing.?” ¢« Horrible ! ™ exclaimed the
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closely.
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“ What ? fully, truly and unteservedly,”
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“ Whom could the tale pos-ibly offend 7%
Sir Oliver, % That I am yet to learn.—
Listen.” As far as regarded Matilda, the last
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died than on that noble field. The showers of
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I looked round—to my fellow soldiers I trusted
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mory to the original of this my bosom compa=
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bad ¢he refused them,” said Matilda, in &
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