
Boole Notice.

Seventeen -asnd kncw eighit languages- lu
illusie

Peerlcss-her needlo perfect, and lier learning
Beyond the churchusen; yct somee,so xnodest
So wifu.iike Jsumhie to the trivial boy
Mlsniatcls'd with ber for policy 1 1 have lieard
She weuid flot take a last fürewell of hlm,
She fear'd IL xnlgbt tuxman hiru*for bis end;
,SIi couid not bu unmau'd - ne, nor out-

wýornan'd-
Seventeun-a rose of gracu

ihe wvrung ber bauds
And trusted God wvouid save hier thro' the

blood
0f Jesus Christ alone.

STAFF0XI.
Pray you go on.

Then knelt sud said the Mirerero Mei-
But ail lu English, mark 1-ou; rose again,
And ivhen the headsiusu pray'd to bu forgiven
Sald, "IYou ivili give nme my truc crown At Iast,
But do IL qniekly; I then ail wvýpt but site,
Who cbaug'd uot celour, wvhen sho saw tise

block,
But ask'd hin, chilidiike: "iili you take it off
Before Ilaytme dovn " "No, Madaus,"he said,
Gaspiug; auj vheu bier in'nocent eyes wero

bnd,
She,wvith ber poor biud bauds feeliug-"whcre

is it?
Wherç is it?"-you must fane., that whieb

foiiow'd,
If yoni bave hesrtto do it?
The l"Thou shaît do no usurder,"whvich Ged's

haud
Wrote on bier conscience, Mary rabb'd out

pae -
Shu could net make IL wvhite -sud over that,
Traccd iu thse blackcst text of bell-"l Thou

shait!" I
And sig.sed iLý-Mary!

The character of Pole, tbe papal
legate, a thorough churchman yet
inclined to toleration, and rebuking
the persecùting policy of the brutal
Bonner, is weIl and clearly Iimnned.
He blasphemnously attributes to the
bi -,od-stained Queen the salutation
of tlje ango.1 to the Blessed Virgin :
"Ave 'Maria, gratin piena, benedicta tu lu

inulieribus
Sît benedîctu' fructus veutris; tiil."

The marriage, upon which Mary
had so passionately set her heart
proves a joyless, oveless one. Philip
is cold and faithless, and, as the un-
happy Queen learns, actually hates
her and finds her " esteringly fond'
and irksome.

There cornes, indeed, a gleama of
joy in the anticipated birth of an
heir to the vast dornains of united
Spain and England. In a burst of
exultation she exclaims:

Oh, PliIlip, husasd! nowv thy love to mine
Wli ding more close, sud those bicsk mauners

thsav,
Viat make uie shaused aud tongue-tled ln rny

love.
The second Prince of Peace-
Tise great uuberti Pefeuder of tise FaiLli,
Who wiil avenge me of uiy eneinies-
Hle cornes, sud my star riscs.
The stornsy iVyatts sud Nortbumbcrlauds,
Tise proud ambitions of E lizabeth,
And aliliber flcrcest partisans-are pale
liefore Muy star!1
Thse iight of this iiew learninz waucs sud dies,
Thse ghosts of Luther sud Zuluglius fade
Into tise deathicas bell whicis is their doomu
Before my star!
Ris sceptre shali go forth fr9uvlud to led
Ris sword shall bewv the-hetic peoples down!
filis faith shahl clothe the wvorld that wilI bo bis,
Like universal air sud sunshine! Open,
Yu everlastingrgaLes! TheKiug isheboe-
My stâr, nsy sou !

Yet even this hope fades out of
her firmament, aad Philip can no
loniger be detained in England.

MARY.
Go! must yen go, indced-agaiu-se soon?

Wby, naturels iicensed vagabond, thse swallow,
That might live alvays lu thse suui'swsrmn huart,
Stays longer hiero lu our puer nortis than you-
Kuosvs whcre ho uested-cver cornes acalu.

PHisIs'.
And, Madam, se, sisal 1.

MARY.
O, will yeu ? wviil yOU?

1 arn faint wvith fear that yon wIll cousu ne more.
PIIILIs'.

Ay, ay; but inaiy voices cail tue bence.
MARY.

Voices-1 hear unisappy ruuîeurs-uay,
I say net, 1 believe. What voices ealf you
flèarer tbiss mu-e, tisat sisould bu "earest to you?
Ais, my Lurd! WVhat voicessud how vmassy'

PIUî'P.
The voices of Castile sud Arageon,
(Iranada, Naples, Sicily, atid Milàn-
The voices of Franche-Ccunute sud tue Nether-

lands,
The voices eof Periu sud blcxico,
Tanis, sud Oran, and the Philippns
Aud ail thse fair spica isiauds o! Ptisle Est.

MARY (admniriagly).
You are tise suigistieat usouarcis upon carth,
1 but a little Quenti; uindso, indced,
Nced yon the more.

Tbey liste me' aise for my lovete you,
My Philip; sud thesu judgmeuts on the ]aud-
Harve.itless sutumos, horrible arrues, plague-

PRsIs'P.
The biood sud swcat of heretics nt tise stako
Is God's biest dew upon the barien field.
Buru more!

MARtY.
I wiii. I %vil ; sud you will sisiy.

Wbat, not onu day?
PrnawP.

You beat upon the rock.
MARY.

Arud I arn broken tisere.
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