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geoted that they should Jepart, andi took ber
band Io lead lier from the Celt, a screain of
louti andi bitter agony burst frein the wretch-
cd maniac. " Agnes 1-Agne Il' lhe crieti,
andi bis wailing war, as the lamentation of a
tit spirit. Anguieli overpowered lier, andi
the was borne insensible from the coul, in hcr
father's arma.

Seven long andi dreo.ry ),cars passd, andi
thie mind of Henry was stili bewildered ; stili
waa lie an ininate ofthe melancholy asylumn,
andi no hope was entertaineti ofhbis recovery.
But the heart of Agnes knew rio change-
<or lim she ' titi sedt the secret toar, and
offered up ie secret prayer.

But lier father's fortunes ivere alteret.-
He had been induced to, enter into a specu-
1at$on with one who'deceiveti hlm, and in it
the intiustry of year8 was usvallowed up andi
lest. He was obtîgeýd ta teave hie larm, and
ýhe new ret;ideti in a small cottage ini its
peighbourliood. Stili, there were many who
sought the band of the fair Hom ol'Titi-side;
but îbe 'chose rather te brood over the re-
mnembrarîce of poor, ruined Henry, than te
listen te their atidreeses. But amenget thein
wus a young gentleman named Walker,
'vhr«s condition was far above liers, and, whlo,
fir two ycar had vainly @ou,-,lit a place in lier
affections. Ia the day of lier father's dis-
trou., ho had been bis frienti, and ha yet
oouglit to place him again in a state of in&e
pendence. The health of Mr. Perey, aleo,
hegan to dectine, the infirinities of age were
growing upon him; and the littie lie liad
bee> able to save frein the wreck of hie capi-
tal, was wastng rapitify away. He bocame
melandholy with the thouglit tlhat he shoulti
die a pauper, or leave liii wife andi hie daugl.
ter in want; andi, la tle presence of Agnes,
ho often spoke of Mr. Watcer-of the excel-
lence or his character-or hie wealtli-of
what hoe hati donc for hlm, ln the midst of
his misfbrtunes-of wbat li e tilI deuired te
<lo-and of hie affection for lier. She isteneti
te lier father's words le sorrow andi in silence,
andi, on lier pillow by.night, she wept because
of there. To her-lie remembrance of Henry
Cranstoun was dearor tlian the temptations
oU weaith, and lier heart clung te lin with
a constancy whidli neither turne, misery, nor
hopetesneos coulti shako. She ivas grateful
to lier latlirs friand for tle kintinffs lie hati
shewn lin, andi for the generosity ef thie
proposais lie lad niade-yct sbe founti that
wle couti flot love him, that lier besoi hati

m for none but Henry.

Poverty, however, entereti lier paront'.
dwvelling, and lier father oecmed droopint
for lack of nourieliment, whicl hie inoreasing
feebleneas requireti. Her niother, too, og
siuent andi melancholy, occasionally raising
lier eye to lier laugîror's face, wltli a lok
that implorei lier toesave lier father. Tii.
aid man hati becc ordereti wine daily i but
their penury wa now such that they coul4
not purchase it, anti the plainest food had
become scanty on their table.

Sudh was their situation, anti they wert
eitting sorrowlul together, when Mr. 'Val k«
entered thte room. He approached Agnat
respectfully, hie took her bandi.

"«Dear Agnes,"l le began, "can one with w
kind a lheart look withi indifieretîce on tdu
wants andi the sufferings of a father and &
motiier'? It is le your power te maire thez
happy, te rcstore tIen te promperity. Fît
tîvo years 1 bave soug'lit your hanti, withou:
meeting one looki of' encouragement, or oni
word of hope. Vet believe mie, Agnes, 1
admire the cenutancy which inducci you b
chenalh a hopelein passion anti reject nme. I'
net for my salie, yet for the makie of your pas
father, for tînt of your fond motion, yea, à r'
your own Lake, dearcat, permit me te ci l
you mine. 1 do flot ask ynur love now; gia
me but your eeteern, anti I will atuclY te d
serve your afiection. Dear friendF, ple
for me," lie added, addressing lier parenb4-

Her tather laid his hanti upon hr-Vr~
Agnes,"l saiti lie, "your father i. new a pe'
man-ho le very poor. 1 fear the hand i,,
death le alrsaady upon me; and when 1
gene, wlio wil [ provitie for you r peor methL
-who will protect ttîee, my chult? hiti.
only wieh of my heart te sce you provida
for, andi your father would due in pea&
And oh, my Agees, as Your father'. dYiý
request permit me te bestow your ha
upon this gernerous youtli."

'-Save us nîy sweet one 1"1 crieti ber D
ther, anti she flung her armi arounti L-
dau-liter's nocli.

"9It le done t" exciaimed Agries, bur#atk
into tona, andi anc stretched out lier hrandý
NIr. Watker.e

A few iveeke afterwarda, and the vihlat"

belle rang a merry peal, childien scattm-,
fiewers, andi tliere was jey on every fe -
gave upon the face of mie War bride, Mi.
went as a sacrifice te te attar. Slie besl
net thc wcrtie of the clergyman tus ic Me-
the ceremony. She tremibleti, île WOU
have lallen te the grounti, but that '
bride'sntaiml aupportcd ber.


