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Repose, how sweet to that worn frane and weary spirit,-
how welcome

"That first dark day of nothingness-
The last of danger and distress,"

is to many, whose earthly pilgrimage lias been a tissue of
scarcely interrupted miseries. How eagerly does the soul long
for the time when it shall

" Flee away and be at rest."

Mary's appearance vas that of sweet sleep, and were it not
for a something awful yet indescribable-

So.e moments, aye, one f1eeting hour,
One stili night doubt the tyrant's power."

Weedon was not originally an unfeeling, or eîen an ill-
tempered man. At one time he had warmly loved her, who
was now (as the still small voice of conscience whispered,)
mainly through his instrumentality, stretched on her bier. The
indulgence of one grovelling passion had for vears blunted his
better feelings, and during its paroxysms (lately of almost con-
stant recurrence,) he had been a cruel tyrant to her. The
floodgates of his hcart were opened, and torrents of long un-
wonted tears burst forth. What would he now have given for
one half hour to express contrition and entreat pardon ; but
she vas gone-gone for ever, and as lie felt that it was so, he
writhed in agony-the time which he spent alone with the
dead wrought in hin, for the present at heast, a thorough
change of character; but few minutes had elapsed, when lie
remembered how she had loved Annesley, and how he had
wronged him. ie bent his lips to that cold marble forehead,
and mentally devoted the remainder of his life to the service
of him she lad loved, and called her son. As these thoughts
passed through his mind, a waister fell from the lamp, which
shed a brightened light on poor Mary's face, and her husband,
for the first time, noticed the serene smile which dwelt on ber
lips. Ie felt a monentary gush of blood tinkle through his
veins-did she know and approve his intention ? Again he
kissed those cold lips, and remembering that in Bushe he should
have an useful assistant in the career he proposed to pursue-
he vent to the door and beckoned the student to enter.

1 You have cone bere, !tir." lie said, with more calnness
than was to be expectd, " to hear of Mr. Annesley. She
loved hiim, and I loved them both, as long as I cared for any-
thing. Lord Altham's gold, and my love of drink have for
vears made a brute of ne-therc- is ilie consequence, as far as
mv poor wife is concerned. As to M:. Anneslev. I mav still
serve him, and I will, to tlie utmost of my Power. In one

.thing I have resisted temptation-mv lady thinks i dho not re-
(olcect her-1 alone did until she made herself knoîwn. I was
but a boy when she first came to iis accursed place, yet I weIl


