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THB AOEB PABTOe. Go to the coffeo-houso and toko another, 
we resign ourselves to the inevitable with 
sufficient calmness, and go on much as we 
did before. Even a lost love may 
bo replaced ; or should the old wound 
bo too deep too staunch wo cover it up 
and hide it away, ashamed, as well we nray 
be, to own an incurable sore. But the prc« 
fesssion, if really a profession, is a part cf 
tbo man ; other privations aie but forbidding 
him wine, this is denying him water ; it is an 
every day Want, a perpetual blank that irri. 
tates him at every turn. He would fain be in 
mischief rather than remain idle ; he doing 
—,rm rather than doing nothing.

Effingham was very restless, very unhappy. 
The dull despondency of resignation that had 
oppressed him for so many months, that he 
had soothed and blunted with constant duty 
and unremitting labor, was indeed gone, but 
in its place was a feverish irritation, a morbid 
desire for change, an intense thirst for happi
ness, which is of itself the most painful of 
longings, and a rebellious encouragement of 
that discontent which asks repiningly, •• Why 
are these things so ?” He could not forget 
draco Allonby, that was the truth ; worse 
st 11, he felt that he would not if he could. To 
deceive another is often, as indeed it ought to 
be, a task of considerable difficulty ; to deceive 

> easiest thing in the world. One 
dupe so well, his potty weaknesses, 

his contemptible pliancy, his many faults, 
which he cultivates and cherishes as virtues.

a poor triumph truly over a 
and helpless adversary, so wo do it every day.

Effingham considered himself a proud man; 
it was the quality on which ho most plumed 
himself. Never to bow his lofty head to 
human being, never to yield an inch of his 
self sustaining dignity, this was his idea of 
manhood, this was the character ho hi 
trained himself to support. Perhaps it was 
for his pride that meek Grace Allonby loved 

. Well elio might. She had humbled it, 
and put her little foot upon it, and trod it 
into dust.

And htB long white locks are backward rolle 
From hie noble brow of classic mould ; 
Andhie form, though bent by weight of 

t of its primal beauty wears.
mm) l
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And the thoughtless and gay grow i

sAs he opens his lips in silent prayer. =«3

hi
He stands as the^grave old^rojahot stood,
Pouriug'reproof on the ears of men 
Whose hearts are at ease in their folly and sin, 
With a challenge of guilt still unforgiven,
To the soul unfitted, unmeet for heaven.
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As ho ne&reth his three score yeai 
Who has made it the work of his 
Our world in its woe and wickedness,
Still guiding the few who wore wont to stray 
In paths of sin, to the narrow way ?
With a kindly heart, through the lapsing years, 
Ho hath shared thair joys, ho hath wiped their
He hattTbümnd the wreath on the brow of the

He hath stood by
Pointing the soul to a glorious lioaven,
As the ties which bound it to earth wet

ood old man
and ten ? 

life to bless

attributed to his 
last the Parlia-

jnterval of repose. Here ho was served with 
a morsel of broad and a goblet of claret wine, 

silver salver. Charles broke off a 
the manchet and drank from the 

Bishop

: charge, the thrilling war-cry, 
l rout of Naseby’s fatal field ;

» still a King, at Holmby Heuse,
Court, Cariebrooke Castle, Windsor 
i poor bird beating us wings more 
hopelessly against the bars of each 
cage ; to end in Bradshaw’s piti- 
and the final sentence read out to 
hundreds in Westminster Hall.

Ay, ft was reality, after all, else why this 
sombre apartment, with its barred doors and 

m- lofty window-sills ? why the sad faces of hie 
ige few personal attendants ? why the rude 

oath and jest and clang of arms in the ad-
*v-Mh5Li,6Uard'room ? aboTe a11- wljy the chill doll foreboding, creeping and curdling 
even round his brave heart, the stunned eon- trifling 
sciooenees that to-morrow he must be in tion fro 
another world. cupation

It Is a splendid pageant, truly, that of a master what clothes he would be pleased to
king's life ; yet perhaps at the extreme hour wear on the morrow, and the warrior-spirit of
its scenes appear no whit more important, no the old English kings flashed np for the last 
whit more satisfactory to look back upon, time, tempered, bat not extinguished, by 
than those which flit through the brain of a the resignation of the Christian— 
beggar, laying him down to die- homeless by “ Let me have a shirt on more than ordi- 
tbe wayside. nary,” said Charles, “ by reason the season

It was pitiful to see the ’children as they is so sharp as may probably make me shake, 
came gently into their father’s presence. On which some observers will imagine pr 
each littjk face there was a dim prescience of from fear. I would have no such imputation.

I fear' not death ; death is not terrible
Mi. —------  «« „.™, to me. .1 bless my God I am

althdegfrthey knew not why, mingled with prepared !” These last words the
childish wonderment, not altogether painful, King uttered in a low, devout and solemn 
and interest, and awe. tone. He had done with everything now, on

Charles had need of all his fortitude now. this side of eternity.
He took the Princess lovingly on his knee, Yet is life passing sweet, even to him wh 
and the child looked op wistfully and fondly has most manned himself for its loss; 
in his face. Something that crossed it caused one mere trial was in store for the pri 
her to burst out a-cryiug, and she hid her wet ere the gates of earthly hope were closed upon 
cheek on her father’s shoulder in a passion of him for over. A loud knock was hoard at the 
tears. Her little brother, frightened at her door of his apartment, and without waiting 
distress, wept plentifully for company. The for permission to enter, a file of musketeers 
rough soldiers in the guard-room had ratliei marched steadily into the room, and stationed 
have fronted the King’s culverins at point- themselves one on each side of 
blank distance, than entered that chamber couch.
sanctified by sorrow. They herded together In vain Herbert stormed and expostulated ; 
as far as might be from the door, and if they in vain ho threatened the vengeance of the 
exchanged words it was not above their breath. Colonel, the General, the Council, and the 

The King took his few diamond ornaments Parliament ; the soldiers had their orders, 
from the table. they said ; and the King, calming his ser-

“ My children,” said he, “ behold all the vant’s indignation, gently bade him be still 
wealth I have it now in my power to give you.” aud submit with patience, as he did himself, 

With that he placed the gauds in tboir little to this last indignity, 
hands, reserving only a “George,” cut in One of the musku 
an onyx and set with diamonds, the which he with drink, as was 
wore on his breast like a true knight, as be muined like a statue on his 
walked steadfastly to death on the morrow. bad scarcely closed upo 

Then he blessed than with a father’s bless- the guard-room ere t 
ing. “My children,” said Charles, “I shall musket on the floor, 
be with yon no more : you will never again see King’s feet, covering 
yonr earthly father in this world. But you and pouring forth 
have a father in Heaven of whom none can and devotion snch 
rob you. To Him I commend you—to Him had not heard for ma 
I bid you commend yourselves. Observe spite the flaxen curls ; 
yonr duty to the Queen your mother. Swerve King recognized him at 
never in your loyalty to the Prince yonr Cavalier’s hurried entreat! 
brother, who is and who always must be, my save himself, as he poured 
rightful successor. Fear not the face of man"; 
fear only to do evil in the sight of Heaven.
Farewell, my children ! Be comforted, aud

ng, spoke to him cheerfully and with 
a smile, bidding him rouse himself at an early 
hour on the following morning, “ for,” Mid 
Charles, “ I must be astir betimes ; I have a 
great worlwto do to-morrow.”

The attached servant’s fortitude here gave 
way completely, and clasping his master’s 
hand to his bosom, he burst into a passion of 
grief.

“Nay,” said the King, “ be comforted ; to
morrow is a day of rejoicing rather than of 
sorrow. Is it not my second marriage-day ? 
To-morrow I would be as trim as may be, for 
before night I hope to bo espoused 
blessed Jesus."

For even now, on the verge of eternity, 
matters wrested their share of atten- 
m the grief of the one and the pre-oc- 
n of the other. Herbert asked his

observii agitated at this chance meeting than 
ble waiting-maid. He stammered 

confused enquiry as to the well
being of “Mistress Cave, and—and Mistress 
Grace,” ho would not trust himself to add her 
maiden surname now, lest she should have 
changed it for another.

" Alack ! General,” answered Faith, “truly 
they arc ill at ease. Indeed, the world never 

i to have gone rightly with us since poor 
Sir Giles Allonby went to his account ; and 

re’s my Lerd lying sick in his lodging 
down here by Whitehall, aud my good man, 
that’s Dymooke—Hugh Dymocke—asking 

ur pardon, General, you remember him,” 
oth Faith, with another blush and another 

man since they

look back ? Will yon come into the Lord’s calmness which many 
vineyard, and shrink like a coward from your conviction that even at the 
share of the work ? God do so to me and ment dare not proceed to exterminate, that 
more also if I lay not your head as low before at least the person of a sovereign mast always 
evensong as that of Charles btuart will lie to- be respected in -England. If such was the 
morrow, to spare whom I take to heaven to reed on which he leaned, he must have found 
witness 1 would give my right arm—yea, the it broken in his hand. If he had cherished 
very apple of mine eye Y’ any expectations of a reprieve or commutation

George had nerve as well as courage. He of his sentence, had been deceived by many 
ained perfectly calm and erect daring this of those visions which are so apt to take the 

its conclusion repeated, in place of hope when hope herself is stricken to 
the earth, lie mast have seen them now co 
pletely cleared away ; and yot his courage 
never failed him. The King was composed, 
as gentle, as majestic, in his warded chamber 
at St. James’s on that bitter 29th of January, 

ugh ho had been the most powerful 
u Europe seated triumphantly on a

far more 
the hum 
out at last a

thee

corner of
cup. Herbert meanwhile gave to the 
a white satin cap which he had in readiness 
for his master ; he could not endure to see 
him under the axe of the executioner.

It was now time. Colonel Hacker, who 
was in attendance, and on whoso stern nature 
the patience and dignity of the royal sufferer 
had made no slight impression, knocked re
spectfully at the chamber door. It was the 
signal of leave-taking. Herbert and the 
Bishop sank on their knees before their 
Sovereign, covering bis hand with kisses. 
The latter, old and inlirin, bowed down more
over with excessive grief, had scarcely strength 
to rise again. Gentle and kindly to the last, 
Charles helped the prelate up with his own 
hand. He bade the door bo opened, and fol
lowed the Colonel ont with the free step and 
the majestic beating of an English King.

The galleries and banqnetiug-houae were 
lined with soldiers. Firm and unwavering, 
they stood upon their posts, but those warlike 
faces bore an expression of unusual dejection ; 
glances of pity, changing fast to admiration 
and even reverence, were oast upon the King 
from under their steel head-pieces, and the 
duty was evidently little to the minds of those 
frank, bold men. They had confronted him 
in battle, they had fought him, and beaten 
him, and reviled him, but they 
thought it was to end like this I

the couch when loved ones
leu:

oneself the 
knows the

re riven.

outbreak, and at 
tones if possible more distinct and accusatory 
than before, “I pretest against the murder of 
Charles Stuart !’’

We have already said that a stern daring 
akin to his own never failed to touch the key- 

i of Cromwell’s character. His wrath 
as rapidly as it had risen. With the 
ble self-deception of all who would fain 

far, ho was willing to 
to his subordinate, 

net justify them to 
within told him 

Effingham’s position, he 
the same manner.

to chafe that thou 
said he, with 

effort at composure, and a 
now that

Metbiuks wo’ll weep another day,
When the good old man has passed away ; 
When tli0 lost of his ebbing sands have run— 
When bis labor is o’er and his work is done— 
Who'll care for the flock and keep the fold, 
Whoa his pulse is still and his heart is cold ?

erishes
disarmedIt is

General,
quoth ü'Aitb, with another 
conrtsey ; “he’s an altered man since they 
took the poor young Major, aud 
Mistress Grace, she takes on sad 
no news of him, for dead 
and none of us one whit 
Mistre

yoWe ll miss him then ; every look and tone, 
So f.tin 11 ir now, forever gome.
Will thrill ttao heart with inward pain, 
And well long and listen for them in v 

hen a stian jer's form and a stranger 
lull stand in our honored pastor's place. 
Hamilton, Dec. 30th, 1879.

monarch i 
throne.

In the ante-room of the prisoner’s apart
ment was stationed a guard of Hacker’s 
musketeers ; rough careless soldiers were 
they, opposed to royalty both from interest 
and inclination ; and yet, now that the sen
tence was passed, now that the prisoner whom 
they guarded was no longer a monarch on his 
trial,but a human sonl that would 
ity to-morrow, their boisterous jests were 
checked, their rude voices hashed, and all

stretch conscience too 
vindicate his actions 
though he felt he could net 

f. Perhaps something 
ad he been in Effinght

:”d!
on sadly to get 

or alive he might be, ad
one of ns one wbit the wiser ; and as for 
ess Cave, it’s never » word, good nor 
she says to any one, but walks about 

pale and silent like a ghost ; and I’m scarcely 
half so merry as I used to be, though that's 
not to be expected, of course ; and indeed I 

thought to see such days as these, 
though I'm sure, when 1 took Hugh Dymocke, 
I humbly hoped it was all for the best.”

She stopped to take breath, aud George

“ I thought your young lady had by this tide 
followed your good example, Mistress Dy- 

and was married.”

HOLMBY HOUSE.
And

bad, himself 
that, h
would have acted 

" Nay, I do wrong thus 
t still in darkness,"

inCHAPTER XL.
After his last interview with her. this pride 

forbade him ever to see her more. Even after 
he heard she was still free, after gossiping 
Faith had poured such balm unconsciously 
into his heart, something told him that it was 
not for 1dm to sue again, that he must loavo 
everything now to her ; and that as she did 
not seem anxious to communicate with him, 
aud lie was determined to remain stem and 
immovable towards her, the possibility was 
that they would never meet again. This 
point finally settled, it was no wonder 
that an irresistible longing came over 
him to visit Lord Vaux at the lodging 
wherein he lay on a sick bed ; to request, nay, 
if necessary to demand, au interview with 
Mistress Cave, who inhabited the same house;

" THE PROTEST.’’
As a venturous swimmer striking out fear- 

bank finds himself carried 
ward by the current far lower than he 

tended, and discovers that all his energies, 
all his powers, will be severely taxed to make 
good his landing on the opposite shore, so 
doth he who embarks on the stream of political 
life learn to his cost that the river runs swifter 
still as it gets deeper, and that if he would 
keep his head above the surface, rather than 
sink into oblivion, he must consent to be 
borne onwards, in defiance of his own better 
judgment, at the mercy of the flood.

George Effingham had long ago 
lot with the Parliament ; of what 
his single arm to arrest the desperate mea
sures which had now become necessary 
to the existence of that body, clinging as it 
did to the shadow of power whereof the sub
stance was already in the iron grasp of the 
Dictator.

Effingham had won a position such ns 
would have satisfied the ambition of any 
ordinary man, such as any ordinary mau 
would have made considerable sacrifices of 
conscience and feelings to retain ; but George 
was not an ordinary man, and his character 
was altered, his heart softened by the ordeal 
he had undergone. Long ago lie had 
dreamt of religious freedom, of personal and 
political liberty, of a monarchy based 
those Utopian principals which form 
foundations of all theoretical governments 
which men will see carried out when 

comes back o 
n of these

be in etero-art
a strong < 

ntenanoelessly from tbo paling raSa felthad
ini
all MMMWTmn wnom ne is about to visit.

•k ; yet it may be thine eyes have not One amongst them, indeed, seemed more 
opened, and thou can at not see the hand of restless than his comrades. Henry Bramp- 
the Lord in our dealings with this man el ton, with his dark face and flaxen earls, had 
blood. I would not be hasty with thee, my omitted no opportunity of approaching the 
friend. Take back thy resignation, and tor- prisoner ; and yet even now the last hour was 
get that thou hast thus bearded one of the almost come, and his duty had not yet 
Lord’s appointed servants in the execution of brought him in immediate contact with 
his work.” Charles’s person. The suspense was getting

Cromwell turned to hie Secretary as if to absolutely maddening ; and the disguised 
continue the previous employment which Cavalier’s feelings, outraged and lacera 
Effiugham’a presence had interrupted, and the sufferings he saw his sovereign compelled 
made as though the subject was now conclnd- to undergo, worked upon him to a degree 
ed between them ; but George was not to be that it cost him all the efforts of which he was 
put off. Eyeing the Lieutenant - General capable to bile from the observation of his 
gravely and sternly, lie once more placed his companions, 
written resignation in his hands. Brampton had laid liis plans with the en-

"I will no longer serve,” said he "with ergy and decision of his character. For weeks 
those who set at nought the Divine ordi- he had been ingratiating himself with the 
nance, and dip their hands in blood for the more dissolute and desperate men in the oom- 
sccurity of their temporal power. How shall pauy to which he belonged. He had prayed 
I answer at the Great Day when the life of with them, preached with them, jested with 
Charles Stuart,king though he be, is required them and, above all, drank with them, till he 
at my bands, and I stand convicted of aid- could count some dozen or so of choice spirits 
ing and abetting in his murder—ay, bis mar- with whom he felt liis influence to be all-pow
der, General Cromwell, of whom the Scrip- erful. These ho had sounded cautiously and 
ture itself hath said, Touch not by degrees. Like most men with nothing to 
mine Anointed ? ’’ How wilt thon answer lose, he had found them totally without fixed 
for it thyself there, who canst not give an ac- principles, and perfectly ready for any un- 
connt of it that shall satisfy mankind even dertaking which promised to conduce to 

o ?” their own advantage. Without committi
Cromwell paced the room with rapid and himself to any one of them, or letting them 

irregular strides, bis hands folded together, into his confidence, he had given them to 
and the fingers entwining each other as of understand that lie meditated 
one in the extreme of perplexity. His features bold stroke at a fitting 
worked and trembled with the conflict of his in which lie counted 
emotions, and his breath came short and hesion, and which, if successful, would 
quick as ho muttered out his vindication render them ind 
partly to himself and partly to the brave cap- for life, and give 
tain, whoso defiance he could not but admire, to their heart's content for the rest of their 

“ It is not for me to answer it- surely not days, 
for roe Do X stand alone amongst the people These 
of England ? Am I at once accuser, judge, infinite pan
and executioner in my own person ? By tbo giou, which generally went on guard together, 
verdict of sixty just men ; by the decree of a ftud which formed in rotation the escort of 
nation pronounced by its Parliament ; by the ]UB Majesty. Could he but depend 
laws of God and man—the head of the un- them at the important moment, a plan for 
righteous hath been doomed to fall, and shall the King’s escape was practicable. Rel 
I alone be called to give account for it herejand 0f horses were ready at all hours to carry 
hereafter.? And yet can yon divide blood Majesty to the coast ; and if the fidelity of 
guiltiness by figures, and mete out the por- his guards could once be seduced, it would be 
lions of crime as one metetli out corn in a no impossibility to hurry him out of fit. 
bushel ? Nay, it is a just decree, aud by its James’s, and away to a place of safety 
justice we must stand or fall—Council and cover of night. Two obstacles stood 
Commons, Peers and Parliament, down to the wav 0f the dauntless Cavalier. The first was 
meanest trooper of the army—and let none go to arrange as that this escort, and noother, 
shrink from his share of tbo great work in should guard him during the hours of dark- 

aliko bound to take a part." ness, a difficulty which appeared at length to 
him if you be overcome, as they had been told off for 

will," said Effingham, fixing his eye duty this very evenim 
calmly on the agitated countenance of his 
powerful superior, the pale Beotretary looking 
at the pleader the while as one who watches 

man placing his head voluntarily in the 
on’s maw.
“ None can sav 

well, in 
hands 
am I '

had never
mocke,

Men and women crowded in behind them, 
peering and peeping under their elbows and 
between their heads at the doomed monarch, 

expressions of loyalty and goodwill 
him from these bystanders—ex- 

rebuked, nay, sometimes 
very guards who kept

“ Married I” echoed Faith, with a laugh of 
derision ; “ not she-and never likely to be ; 
she’s a sweet young lady ; Mistress Grace, and 
a winsome, but she been looking too long for 
the straight stick in tin wood, and after re
jecting this one and that one, here and there, 
she’ll come out into the fields again and never 
find what she seeks. It was but yesterday I 
said to her as I was doing her hair—for leave 
her I never will till I see tbo color in her 
cheeks once more—‘Out of such a number,’ 
says I, ‘Mistress Grace, 
so hard to choose.’ 
it, Faith,' says she, taking me up mighty 
short, and turning so pale, poor tiling. ' And 
why not ?' says I, for I can be bold enough 
when I like, and 1 was determined once for 
all I’d know how and about it. * Isn’t there 
gallants here and gallants there, all ready to 
fling themselves at your feet ? Wasn’t 

id many others of 
gone barefoot

Fervent 
greeted
pressions not 
even echoed, by the 
them back.

“ God bless your Majesty !” exclaimed 
in loud, fearless tones, 
the same time with a

cast his 
avail was by

not to shun—why should lie ?—the presence 
of any other lady who might happen to 
be with them at the time. That would iu- 
deed be ridiculous. It would look os though 
there wore something between them, as 
though she could influence proud George 
Effingham in any one hail's breath of his 
conduct, as though he eared for her, which of 
course he did not now—not the least in the

the King's
Geo

studied reverence.
The blessing was caught np and repeated 

by many a broken voice, and the King, re
turning his salutation, looked his old officer 
kindly and steadily in the face. Whether he 
recognized him or not, George was the hap
pier for that glance during his lifetime.

He would fain have remained near him 
now, would fain have done him homage and 
returned to his allegiance even at the 
block, but the press became more and more
____ iss, aud ho was swept away by the
crowd to a distance from which he could with 
difficulty watch the last actions and catch the 
last words of the King against whom he had 
rebelled.

He saw him emerge upon the fatal 
platform with the same dignified bear
ing, the same firm step. He saw 
him expostulate fer an instant with tlio
around him as he asked for a higher ___ ,
that he might not stoop lower than became a 
Stuart even in his death. He could see, 
though he could not hear, that the King 
was speaking with animated gestures in vin
dication of liis conduct throughout tho war ; 
but the royal voice rose audibly with the last 
sou truce it ever spoke on earth, aud every 
syllable struck loud and distinct as a trumpet- 
blast, while 
and heaven—

“ I have a good cause—I have a gracious 
God, and I will say no more !"

Had Effingham lived to a hundred, he 
could never have forgotten the picture that 
was thou stamped indelibly on his brain. For 
many a year after he never shut his eyes that 
it did not present itself in all the firm strokes 
and glowing colors of reality. The sea of 
white faces upturned and horror-bound, as 
the face of one man—the spars and props of 
the scaffold—the little groups that broke its 
level line—the sparrow that flitted across his 
vision and diverted his eye aud his thoughts 
for an instant even then—the Bishbp’s white 
rochet and the Parliamentary Colonel’s bur
nished helmet—the masked headsman’s gi
gantic figure and the clean sharp outline of 
the axe—the satin doublet and the ve 
head bowed down upon the block—the < 
stretched hand that gave the signal —

>rge Effingham, 
ing his head at

it ought not to be 
.‘Never speak of

world—and thift was the 
bid desire came to 
his conduct before 
of disavowing his share in 
a crime on which the 
mitigated horror, 
that, though 
a determined 
liament in its

He had
he had opposed, 
dishonest advise 
lions, he would
tored, and in the person of the 
natural successor. Certainly ho 
Sincere, earnest George Efflugham 
ing sophist.

He was turning coxcomb too, it seemed, 
e why did ho linger so long over his prepar

ations to go abroad that fine winter’s morning. 
Why did lie put on his ead-colored raiment 
with so much care, and comb out those 
grey locks and that grizzled beard with such 
an uupleasantoonsciouBuesB that he was indeed 
turning very grey. He had not heeded his 
appearance for years ; it set him well now, a 
worn and broken man, to be making thought 
of his looks like a girl. He turned from the 
mirror with a glim sardonic smile, but ho 
smothered a sigh too as he recalled a comely 
brown face that was not so bad to look at less 
than twenty years ago, and he wished, bo 
knew not why, be had it back again just for 
to-day. Pshaw ! he was not going wooing 
now. He began to think he was turning 
foolish. Why did his baud shake so as 
tied bis points, and at that early hour why so 

stlese aud eager to be off 1 Then, although 
day was fine for walking, keen and biac- 

ing as a winter's day should be, Effingham 
felt very hot as he turned the corner of that * 
street once so uninteresting and so undistin
guished from the thousand and one adjacent 
streets, its fellows. There must have been 
some peculiarity in the street, too, else why 
should he have traversed it so often,
examining its different houses so
minutely ere he stopped carelessly, and quite 
by accident as it were, at the one he sought ?
It was reassuring, however, to be admitted by 
Faith, with her inspiring glances and well 
known smile ; it was not reassuring to 

ed loose into an empty room, to await

possess him of justifying 
these old Royalist friends, 

in tho King's death, 
must look with uu- 

of proving to them 
a strict puritan aud 
adherent of the 

previous resistance, he 
regicide ; nay, lie was now no rebel, 
but fought for liberty, not revolution;

not the King, but the King's 
restric-

Also a mor-

iteers seemed stupified 
indeed the case, and re- 

i post ; but the door 
he stir and clang of 

he other, flinging his 
was prostrate at the 

his hand 
expressions 
h as the 
ny a long month. De- 
and the dyed skin, the 

once ; and to the 
ties that he would 

forth a torrent of
explanations and adjurations that not 
slant was to be lost, did but reply—

“It was like thee, Humphrey Bosville, 
bold, gallant heart 1—loyal to the last. It is

there Major Bosville, an 
tbo Cavaliers, that would 
to Palestine aud back again, only for a touch 
of your hand ; and now that the Parliament's 
uppermost, and the land is purged, as they 
call it, from vanity, couldn’t you pickjmd 
choose among the saints, God fearing men 
though they be ?' With that she fired up as 
red as scarlet. ‘ How dare you, Faith !' says 
she ; * leave me this instaut !’ but she
turned quite white again, and was all of a 
tremble, and I heard her muttering-like, 

ver a Rebel, for my old father’s sake,' 
though I was forced to do as she bid me, 

1 go out of the room, I made bold to peep 
through the keyhole, aud she had Hung her
self down on her knees by the bedside, and 

would break.

n t
resit tie

the Par*
with kisses, 

of loyalty 
Sovereign

the gold-
nce more ; aud for the 
visions he had been

en age co 
realizatio
tent to give up friends, party, military honor, 
all the hopes tlmt muko life dearest and 

and to wade knee-deep in 
for the establishment of peace

was sad to find the

ng
ars. Under proper 
wish to see the monarchy rés

ilié late King'sopportunity, 
their odhe-

bloodsweetest, 
aud guilt
holiness on earth. It 
conviction growing stronger on him day by 
day that lie had been mistaken—that tho 
party ho had joined was no whit less ambi
tious, less selfish, less intolerant, and less 
tyrannical than that which ho had left ; to 
see the leaven of ambition, the restless thirst 
for self-aggrandisement, as strong in the for
mal Puritan as in tho dissolute Cavalier, to 
be forced to acknowledge that the son of the 
Lincolnshire 
less of

was no rebel, 
was turn-

ependent or military service 
them wherewith to drink

farewell ! 
Then lifti no fault of thine that Charles Stuart must 

wear no more an earthly crown. But it is 
not to bo. Listen, good Bosville ; already 
they are changing tho guard in the ante
room. Thy plot hath failed thee even at the 
eleventh hour. God grant they may not have 
suspected thee and thy comrades. Surely, ere 
this time to-morrow enough blood will have 
been shed. Fare thee well, for ever, my truest, 
bravest servant. It is tile will of God—God’s 
Will be done !”

It was indeed too true. Tho last chance 
had failed, like all tho rest. No sooner had 
Lieutenant General Cromwell been informed 
of Hooker's directions that the prisoner’s lost 
hours should be subject to intrusi 
he rescinded the brutal order ; 
practised warrior at the same time commanded 
that tbo guard in the ante-room should 
be relieved every four hours, and that the 
same men should not be warned twice for 
this duty until after the execution —thus nul
lifying any attempt at tampering with the 
soldiers’ fidelity, unless the seducer was pre
pared to corrupt the whole regiment.

Humphrey had but time to resume his 
arms and his solderlike attitude, when he 
was recalled to his comrades in the-antc-room, 
and with them marched back to his regimen - 
tal quarters. He carried off with him, how
ever, one of the King’s gloves, which Charles, 
with his accustomed kindness in trifles, had 
taken from the table and slipped into bis 
band as he bade him farewell. That glove 

treasured by Bosville’s descendants as 
most precious relic of their house, 

ll-call on the following morning 
dozen or so of Hacker's musketeers were 
missing. Amongst the deserters was one 
Henry Brampton, of whom no further intel
ligence was ever obtained, though, unlike tho 
rest, he had left his buff-coat, bis arms and 
accoutrements, for tbo benefit of his successor 
in the ranks.

his little son 
scarce

upon his knee, 
plain, ho bade

believe 
sovereign while 

wicked, designing 
the throne ; i 

im, and kindled 
he never would— 

os first !” said the 
sturdy child. So he dismissed them ; and 
calling them back once more folded them in 
one long parting embrace, and blessed them 
for the last time first. Then he turned — 
to the window ; and when the door clo 
upon them it seemed to him that the bitter
ness of death was past.

Good Bishop Juxon was then admitted to 
royal presence, and Charles Stuart’s last 

evening on earth was passed in penitence and 
trustf

ng i
a boy that could scarce speak p 
him for the love of his father x 
plant either of his brothers ; 
that he could be a rightful 
they lived ; never to 
men to tempt him to 

understood hir 
out that 

torn in p!o>
So he di

myrmidons he had contrived with 
aius to unite in one squad, or divi-

as if
now. won't Mistress

was weeping
011 1 she'll never marry 
Grace. Aud as for tho poor young Major, 
that they make such a talk about, it’s my 
belief that Mistress Cave loves him a deal 
better than my young lady ever did, though I 
durstn’t ask her such a question, not to save 
my life 1"

llav ug arrived at her destination and the 
end of her disclosures at the same moment. 
Faith deemed it incumbent on her to point 
out the house now occupied by Lord Vaux 
and his relatives, which was indeed on the 
opposite side of the street, and to invite the 
General on her own account to step 
see his old friends once more. George was 
sorely tempted to break through all his good 

but he had a duty to fulfil, and 
until that ta

ther never to 
never to it declared in the face ot earth

grazier could be no less regard 
1 principles and defiant of consequences 

than the scion of tho Stuarts, and to watch 
with horrified gaze the inevitable approach of 
that tragedy in which it was never liis inten
tion to participate.

He had been a stern, pitiless man once, a 
mau who would have hesitated at nothing in 
the execution of a purpose which he had de 
termiued it was hi# duty to fulfil, but many 
influuuces had combined to temper the strength 
and harshness of bis original character ; the 
habits of high command had accustomed him 
to a broader aud consequently a more tolerant 
view of men and things ; the practice of that 
true religion of which the very essence is the 
“Charity that thinketh no evil," had brought 
out, as it never fails to do, the kindlier im
pulses of hie nature, and the chastening hand 
of sorrow had taught even proud George 
Effingham that he must bow resignedly to a 
stronger will than his own. There was little 
left of the haughty unbending soldier, save 
the gallant spirit that still could not be 
brought to acknowledge fear of any mau that 
ever stepped the eart

He bad been present daring the King's 
ini in Westminster Hall. Ho had loudly 

remonstrated against tbo disrespect with 
which bis Majesty was treated during the 
ceremony. Ho had rebuked Hacker suffi
ciently sharply for his intemperate and uu- 
officer-like conduct, and he liad even re
cognized the well-known form of Grace 
Allonby shrinking behind the two Cavalier 
ladies who stood forward so proudly to vindi
cate their loyalty even in that 
danger. It was painful to see her again, but 
George was accustomed to pain now—what 
did it matter ? She was married 
comrade by this time, of course, bis old 
comrade whom lie had himself saved to give 
her, his old comrade who was within th 
paces of him all the time, but whom lie 
not detect under the disguise of a Parlia
mentary musketeer. From feelings of 
delicacy he had kept aloof from all 
communication with the family of her 
whom he felt he had lost ; it was 
enough that he had done all in his power to 
make her happy, and he lioped she was 
happy, and had forgotten him altogether, at 
leaat so he told himself ; and yet perhaps 
it would not have affected him inconsolably 
to have known that she was pining aud 
solitary, aud that Humphrey Bosville had 
neither seen nor heard from her since his

aad thehit!
spoke, lisping 

“ I will he t

ays
liis

in the
ion, than 
but the

so to arran 
should i 
ness, a
be overcome, „
duty this very evening ; the second,to apprise 
the King of his intentions, no easy matter, 
guarded as was the royal prisoner, every rçord 
scrupulously noted, and every action rigidly 
watched.

The great stajte must be played out to day. 
To-morrow it would be too late ; and Bramp
ton's manifest restlessness and perturbation 

reckless

which all are 
“ You can

thetheresolutions ; bu 
he determined 
plished he would suffer no liumau weaknesses, 
no earthly considerations, to turn him aside 
from the path of truth and honor. The wait
ing-maid’s revelations had indeed made sad 
havoc of the dull mental equilbrium he had 

preserve. It was much to learn that 
s still free ; much to hear that her 

antipathy to a rebel could create such a tur-' 
moil in her feelings. He was no fool George 
Effingham, and who shall blame him if lie 
drew his own conclusions, and became con
scious that hopes which he had stilled and 
eradicated with the strongjhand only waited 
a favorable opportunity to germinate and 
blossom.once more? Nevertheless, he would 
not permit himself to dwell tor more 
than an instant on the dream that 
bad so affected his outer life ; 1
taking a courteous leave of Fai 
and forcing on her at the sumo time a munifi 
cent wedding present, be pursued bis walk 
with even a firmer step and a more resolute 
brow than before.

If one short hour ago be was strung to a 
dogged, obstinate defiance of danger, be could 
have faced the deadliest peril now with posi
tive exultation and delight.

It was the 29th of January, and Lieutenant- 
General Cromwell’s leisure was not likely to 
be at tho disposal of the first come 
thelcss the sentry at his door made 
Effingham to pass with a military 
after à brief interval of waiting in an ante
room, a pâle and agitated secretary ushered 
George into the presence of tbo Lieut
enant General, with a grave apology that so 
distinguished a servant of the Parliament 
should bo kept in attendance oven for a few 
minutes.

Cromwell was standi 
the room, attired with his usual plain simpli
city, but somewhat more carefully tlmu his 
wont. The pale secretary 
after the entrance of Effingham, 
tinned his occupation of writing from the 
Lieutenant-General's dictation, but bis hand 
was so unsteady that it shook eve 
sive table on which be leaned his 
master took a short turn or two up 
down the room, and for some minutes did not 
appear to notice the new arrival. George 
had time to scan lnm minutely. He had been 

iar with him

was accom-

Herfgv Brampton's euspenee was becoming 
too painml to endure ; but the welcome order 
came at Inst, and our Cavalier found himself 
once more on the eve ofoneof those desperate 
enterprises in which it was his destiny to be 
continually engaged ; in which, indeed, only 
he seemed now to live. Pei sonal danger had 
for long been a stimulant of which he could 
ill forego the use, and it had become his nor
mal existence to work in a perpetual plot on 
the King’s b.-half.

With a biutality

5
e him now,” answered Crom- 
iphctic tones, but he in whoso

sworn to 
Grace was grave pro 

i are the issi. * 
but a sword in the

d hil Effingham was a brave stout soldier, but 
he grow sick and faint, and turned his eyes

death. What 
grasp of the slayer— 

an instrument forged to do tho bidding of the 
saints, the despised and jeered saints, that 
have yet triumphed iu despite of their ene
mies ? Albeit the lowest and the humblest 
in that goodly communion, I will not flinch 
from the duty that wiser and holier men than 
I have set me to perform. 'It is expedient 
for us that one man should die for the people, 
and that the whole nation perish not.’ Enough 
of this, George Effingham—thou in whom I 
have trusted, who wert to me even as a brother, 
go out from among ns, if it must be so, lest a 
worse thing befal thee. He th 
us is against us. Go out from among us, 
George Effingham, false and unprofitable ser
vant 1 Begone, and see my face no more."

Cromwell turned from him angrily and ab
ruptly. He had lashed himself into wrath 
again, aud tho imploring looks of the Secre
tary warned Effingham to withdraw. He 

laced his resignation 
Ing his eye on Cromwell, whose i 
troubled gestures betrayed the 
walked steadily 
reached the door, the Lieutenant-General was 
heard to mutter, “ It is the Lord’s doings 1 
It is the atonement of blood 1”

The Council wore already assembled in 
the Painted Chamber, and were waiting but 
for him who was iudeed as their very right 

and the breath of their nostrils. While 
Effingham walked home afoot, a ruined, and 
in the eyes of his own world a degraded man, 
Lieutenant-General Cromwell stepped from 
his coach amidst tho clang of arms and the 
deferential stare of the populace, the most 
powerful individual iu England. Which of 
the two looked back on the 29th of January 
with the most tranquil heart ?

But the future Lord Protector was by this 
time fully nerved for tho stern measures he 
had undertaken to carry out. If his con
science told him that the life of Charles Stuart

ues of life began to excite the remarks of 
companions.

“Thy conscience pricks thee, Henry,” said 
one rude musketeer. “ Overboard with it, 
man 1 as tliou didst with the Dons yonder on 
tho Spanish Main.”

“ Nay,” quoth another, 
come at last ; and Brampton’s plot, whatever 
it be, is about batching just now.”

tired of doing noth- 
with thee,

îy. A hollow groan, more terrible, more 
ominous in its stifled earnestness, than the 
loudest shout that ever shook the heavens, 
told how Charles I. had been beheaded, and 
the reaction that placed Charles II. on tho 
throne had already commenced. And 
more scene closed tho eventful drama. The 
faithful servants who had attended him to the 
threshold of eternity did net desert hie mortal 
remains when he passed its portal. The 
Parliament was memorialized aud petitioned 
till that body, already startled at what it had 
done, gave permission for hie burial. The 
decen 
refuse 
to his

gi
ll.

which was hardly charac
teristic even of that stem commandant, 
Hacker had issued an order that two mus
keteers should remain in the prisoner’s cham
ber the whole night previous to his execu
tion; and it was with a deep, thrilling 
sense of triumph that Brampton heard 
bis assumed name read out by 
the corporal of the gnard as selected for this 
otherwise unwelcome duty. As he ran over 
in his own mind the arguments he had 
pleted — the adherents on whom he could 
calculate as sufficiently numerous to over
power any refractory sentinel ; the coach 
which was waiting night after night, on some 
pretext or another, in the Mall ; the relays of 
the best horses then in England, furnished 
from many a nobleman’s and gentleman’s 
stable stationed at short intervals along a 
direct and unfrequented cross country road 
to tho coast ; the rafting corvette, that stood 
off and on from an obscure seaport during the 
day, and coming into harbor at night, was 
kept ready at any hour to trip her anchor, 
shake out her topsail, and, fair wind or foul, 
beat out to sea ; the disguise prepared for the 
well-known person of the King ; nay, the very 
papers which should vouch for his 
character in case he were stopped at any of 
the numerous armed posts pervading
the country, and for which friends in high 
places had actually procured the impression 
of the new Parliamentary seal, with the Eng
lish arms and the Irish harp, aud the inscrip
tion, “In the first year of freedom, by God’s 
blessing restored ; "—as he ran over all these 
well-assorted arrangements in his mind, 
he felt that the moment could no 
loqger be delayed, and now or
never he muft make proof of the inferior in
struments with the assistance of which his 
plan must necessarily be carried out.

One by one he eonnded them in different 
comers of the guard-room ; one by one he 
found them, as he had anticipated, men 
ready to undertake any measure, however 
desperate for an adequate consideration. All 
of them loved adventure for its own sake ; 

of then* were inaccessible to a bribe.

my Lord’s leisure, on whom, 
pleasant fiction, this visit was supposed 
made, and who, as an invalid,"could scarcely 
be expected to be astir at half-after nine in 
the morning, the early hour, even for those 
early times, at which George arrived.

How the room reminded him of that other 
room at Oxford, of which every detail waa 
was printed so indelibly on his memory. 
Photography, forsooth, is no invention of 
this or any other century. It came with 
mankind fresh and perfect upon earth. When 
Adam left the garden and knew he should 
see it no more, lie took with him into the 
dreary waste of the outer world an impres
sion of liis Paradise that had not faded when 
his eyes were dim and his years had numbered 
nine hundred one score and ten. Evo,too,<yus 
ried another in her aching bosom, though she. 
could scarcely see it through her tears. 
Their children, one aud all, possess the art 
and its appliances. Effingliams positive- 
was no less vivid than that of his follow créa.--

“ the time hath
the

At ro“ Well, I for one 
ing," observed a third. “
lad, be it to rob a church or to skin a 
bishop !"

“Or to put Fairfax in irons,” said a fourth.
“ Or to take the New Jerusalem by esca

lade. Hurrah ! for three hours’ plunder of 
those streets, my boys, after the storm," 
shouted a fifth. They were ripe for anything 
now, and the “ hurrah !” was re-echoed more 
than once through the guard-room, when the 
last speaker, the wildest reprobate amongst 
them all. raised his hand with a warning ges
ture, and a wistful look upon his dissipated 
war-worn face. “ Hush, lads !" he said, i 
hoaise whisper ! and whilst he spol 
guard-room became still as death. “ Hush, 
for pity’s sake. His children are going into 
him even now. God help them, poor things 1 
I’ve got young ones of my owu !"

There was a tear on more than 
eyelash, as the Princess Elizabet 
little brother, the infant 
Gloucester, were led by faithful Herbert 
through the guard-room to see their father 
for the last time on this side the grave.

Charles sat at a small table on which lay a 
Bible", a work of controversial divinity—for 
even at this extreme hour he could not take 
his religion pure from the fountain-head— 
and a casket containing a few small diamond 
ornaments and other jewels.

casket had been sent to him the night 
before, in return for a signet-ring wnich he 
had forwarded to its guardian as a voucher, 
and had been religiously kept by that custo
dian, the Lady Wheeler, until each time as 
the King’s necessities should force him to ask 

y of royal 
value, being but a few dilapidated 
“ Georges" and “ Garters but as they lay 
spread out upon the table before him, they 
constituted all the worldly possessions left to 
Charles Stnart.

but
th.

«>, •
at is

moment of cy and respect that had too often been 
>d the living monarch were not denied 
senseless corpse. It was brought from4 

St. James’s to Windsor iu a hearse with six 
horses, like that of any private gentleman, 
and attended by four mourning coaches and 
the remnant of his Majesty’s household. The 
service for the burial of the dead appointed 
by the Church of England was not permitted 

1 ; but good Bishop Juxon, 
t even when all was lost,

to bis old
CHAPTER XLH.

“THE WHITE KINO.”

With grave aud doubting looks the people 
in the streets asked each other if it would 
really be ? In twos and threes, 
distinct groups, they conversed in low tones, 
glancing anxiously now toward St.- James, 
now in the direction of Whitehall. No croüffl

a™
on the table, and keep- 

averted face and 
storm within, 

from tho room. As he

r ; never- 
room for 

salute, and ke the
stanch

the Prayer Book in his hand

to be read 
to hisand small

to have used tbo proscribed ritual. In a 
vault at Windsor Castle—bis own old 
Windsor—amongst his kingly ancestors, he 

aid in his last resting-place. A fe 
the spot for

was collected, no circulation stopped, 
knot ef persons, gathering like a snowball, 
could exceed a score, they found themselves 
insensibly dispersed and moving on. Com
pact bodies of soldiers, horse and foot, pa
raded to and fro in all directions, while St.

lined with a double row of 
iew order, their drums 
flying, and their ranks

there was
much of sorrow, in their honest English faces. 
The day had broken gloomily enough— not a 
ray of sunshine lighted the lowering sky. The 
wind swept up the streets and across the open 
Mall in moaning fitful gusts, and it

Masons had been knocking and scrap
ing all night long at the wall of the banqnet- 
ing-honse in Whitehall, aud carpenters in 
paper caps bad concluded their work in front 
of the King's palace. The multitude looked 
up at that solemn fabric with a dull stupified 
air. It was a scaffold.

One man amongst the crowd in St. 
James’s Park, habited in the dress of 
a plain country gentleman, and muffled in a 
sombre-colored cloak, was recognized by sev
eral of the officers and men on duty. They 
would have accosted him, but he shunned all 
their greetings, and exchanged not a word 
with any of them. His ooantenanoe bore 
the impress of a deep sadness and contri- 

very gait was that of one who is 
wn by sorrow and remorse. Though 

up his part, George Effingham 
3 the end of the tragedy played

one shaggy 
h and her 
Duke of

high-born Cavaliers chose 
burial ; a few devoted servants attended the 
obsequies of the master whom they loved. 
He lay, like a true knight, in St. George’s 
Hall, with the banners of the noblest ord 
chivalry waving 
beams struggling through the emblazoned 
windows to gild liis rest. When they carried 
him thence to tho vault wherein he was to 
lie, the sky that had been bright and serene 

a heavy storm of snow came 
on. and fell so fast that it covered coffin and 
hangings and pall with a pare and spotless 
robe—fit emblem of his innocence who slept 
so sound beneath.

The mourners looked significantly in each 
other's faces, aud so they bore the White King 
reverently to hie grave.

Z [TO BB CONTINUED.]ry
edassuinin the middle ofZ HOW SHE KEPI AN e£XVEN*B At'*

<*»•;* T.James’s Park was 
musketeers, 
beating, their 
opened. Offi< 
terminod air ;

over him, and winter sun-rel reseated himself 
and cou- " My dear fellow,” said Lavender, “it’s all 

very nice to talk about economizing and keep 
ing a right rigid account of expense and all 
that sort of thing, but I’ve tried it. Two 
weeks ago I stopped on my way home Satur
day night, and I bought just tho gravest little 
Russia-leather, cream-laid paper account 
book you ever saw, and a silver pencil to 
match it, I said te my wife after sapper, 
dear, it seems to me that it costs us a 1< 
money to keep house.’

“ She sighed and said : *1 know it doea 
Lavvy, but I’m sure I can’t help it. I’m 
just as economical as I can be. I "don’t spend 
half as much money for candy as you do for 
cigar..'

Each day Effingham attended the trial, and 
—lien it was concluded, contrary to his wont 

no comment or remark upon a topic 
vrhicli engaged all voices and occupied all 
thoughts ; but next morning he issued from 
his lodging dressed in full uniform as a Var- 
limentary General, and with a darker brow 
and more compressed lip than usual took bis 
way, silent" aud pre-occupied, towards the 
residence of the most powerful 
mqment in England, Oliver Cromwell.

It was perhaps, with one exception, the 
saddest day of his life. Each by each his 
visions had all departed from him. each by 

h lie had given up, first bis enjoyments, 
in his hopes, lastly his consolations. When^ 
had resigned his command, and repudiated" 

all further connection with those whom he 
deserted his colors to join, what would be 

left him on earth ? He could see before him 
the weary useless life, the long leaden days, 
wanting even the distraction of professional 
occupation and tho stimulus of professional 
exertion. He would have no position, no 
station in the world. He who was at that 
very moment one of the moot im- 

rtaut men in the kingdom ; but 
be never wavered ; it was rigbt, and he 
would do it. God would find him some task 
|o fulfil, if it was good that he should have 
gp ftppointed task, and if not, he would accept 
a hnmble lot without repining. Once only lie 
thought how different things might have been, 
thought of a happy, quiet home, with 
tic duties and domestic pleasures, f 
that could make a sanded floor br 
fairer than a palace ; bat he drove these vis
ions from him with an effort, and resolved to 
carry his burden, heavy as it might be, with 
out shrinking from the labor. He had gone 
through the crucible at last, aud had learned 
—bold, powerful, and successful as he was— 
the most difficult task of all, to bear humbly, 
resignedly, and without a murmur.

As he strode resolutely along he overtook a 
female figure that he seemed instinctively to 
recognise, although, pre-occupied as he was, 
he had scarcely noticed its movements or ap
pearance. It stooped as he approached, and 
putting back its hood, disclosed an extremely 
comely face, blushing to the very edge of its 
cap at its recognition in the open street by so 
distinguished a person as General Effingham.

" No offence, General,” exclaimed Faith, 
eurtseying, for indeed it was no other 
than Grace Allonby’s waiting-maid, 

a sedate and matronly 
age. “No offence, I hoj 
I looked back and

grave de- 
of triumph,

cere an wore a 
little

n the mas- 
arm. Hie clouded over ;

This
was bitter

•My
aired at bis 

? Cou
and fanaticism, the ambition that bad origin
ated in patriotism, the fanaticism that had 
once been piety, march hand-in-hand to their 
triumph, calling themselves duty and neces
sity ? Was Cromwell the first who 
ever forced himself to believe that honor 
and interest pointed to the same path, or 
the only man who has persuaded himself he 

t*ol in the hands of the Almighty whilst

would be
stifle

is,
tonot the iron will po’ 

the still small voice

ot offor a long period, had 
ergency of diffi- 
never seen him

familman at that enoughwatched him in many an em 
culty and danger, yet had he 
quite like what he was now.

rmoil of battle, in the critical mo- 
hich his own destiny and that of 

England depended, it was a part of the man 
to become cooler and cooler as the plot thick
ened. His cheek would glow and his eye 
weald brighten when leading the Ironsides to 
a successful charge ; but should their advance 
be checked and the scales of victory ban 
doubtful in the balance, those plain heavy 
features seemed to settle into lineaments of 
iron. Now, though the orders he 
dating were but trifling matters of 
detail, a faint sallow flush came 
over his countenance, and the large lips 
twitched and trembled, while the broad jaw 
beneath them closed ever and anon with a 
convulsive clasp. He seemed to speak me
chanically, and with his thoughts fixed on 
some topic
movements he was directing, and he started 
—positively started—when iu 
restless turns he encountered

ambiti;r for it. Its cer.tents were scarcel
In the tur 

meute on w
CHAPTER XLIII.

A G HIM PENITENT.
It is never too late to make reparation for 

evil, and George Effingham, although he had 
put it off till the eleventh hour, felt a stern 

tisf&ction in remembering that he had 
i up his appointment on the King’s con

demnation, and that ho at least was guiltless 
of Charles Stuart’s death.

His case was not unlike that of other pow
erful champions of his party. Many a grim 
Puritan, though prepared to resist with me 
strong hand and to the death all assumption 
efr irresponsible power, all aggressive interfer
ence on the part of the Crown, shrank with 
horror from so desperate a measure as the 
sentence of his sovereign to a criminal’s death 
upon the scaffold, turned away with disgust 
from those who had completed the ghastly 
work when it was over. The very men who 
had fronted him so boldly in battle enter
tained a certain respect for the brave 
nist they had defeated, and the so 
feeling with which years of warfare had sat
urated their English hearts especially re
volted from the slaughter in cold blood of a 
vanquished foe. Fairfax himself—" the Gen
eral," as he was then termed par exoeil&ict 
by his party, aud supposed at that juncture 
to be the most powerful man in England — 
was not aware of the execution till it was over ; 
but Fairfax could not have stopped it even had 
be known in time, for with all his prntige aud 
all hie popularity, the Man of Destiny was 
twice as powerful as he. The deed was 
now fairly done, and Effingham, shocked, re
pentant, and sick at heart, resolved to bear 
arms no more. ‘

It is a

never take any notice of personalities, 
so I sailed right ahead. ‘I believe, my dear, 

of

the
be

There was something aboqt Brampton, too 
at made Us way rapidly with men ; a cer

tain womanly kindness which—joined to ob
vious daring and reckless contempt for con
séquences, has an unspeakable charm for the 
grosser sex—had invested him with a high 
degree of interest ip those untutored minds ; 
and the stories they told each other of hie 
miraculous adventures and romantic crimes 
on the Spanish Main and elsewhere—stories 
which originated solely in their own imagin
ations—had surrounded him with a halo of 
renown aud mastery by which they were com
pletely dazzled. He was not slow to take ad
vantage of this spurious fascination. Singly 
and collectively he bound them by an oath to 
do his bidding, whatever it might be, for that 
one night ; and pledged himself equally sol
emnly to endow them severally with sums 
which, to private soldiers, represented an 
heard-of affluence on the morrow, 
patrimony was well nigh exhausted, it 
is true, but the King’s adherents had not yet 
been completely rooted out of the laud. 
Broken, dispersed, sequestered, ruined as was 
the Cavalier party, he had no fear that the 
money would not be forthcoming. When 
Brampton belted on his bandoliers and shoul
dered his musket to take hie poet in the King’s 
bed-room, his heart bounded under his buff 
coat to think that at last he had saved his 
sovereign.

Good Bishop Juxon had token leave of his 
beloved master for the night; faithful 
bert bad prepared the pallet on which, as an 
act of especial favor to the prisoner, he was 
permitted to repose by the King’s bedside. 
Cnarles had completed his usual devotions, 

nd had busied himself in the observance of 
the accustomed minutiae of hie toilet, as 

though it were but one of the many ordinary 
evenings which lead up sorely aud successive 
ly to the last. When he was ready to un 
dress he seemed to indulge in a short interval 
of contemplative repose-calm, resigned, nay, 
even hopeful, like a man who is about to
undertake a journey on which he has long
speculated, and for which, now that his de
parture is near at hand, he has neither re- 
pngnance nor fear. Herbert busied himself 
about divers matters iu the chamber, to 
hide his troubled ooantenanoe and 
overflowing eye., which «he King

that if we wore to keep a strict account 
everything we spend we could toll where to 
cut down. I’ve bought you a little acoouaft 
book, and every Monday morning 
you some money, and you can set it

side, and then during the week you can 
set down on tho other side everything you 
spend, and then on Saturday night we can 
go over it and see just where the money 
goes and how we can boil things down a. 
little.’

“ Well, sir, she was just delighted—theeght 
it was a first-rate plan, and the pocket ac
count book was lovely—regular David Cof>- 
perfield and Dora business. Well, sir, the 
next Saturday night we got through supper 
aud she brought out the account book as 
proud as possible, and handed it over for in
spection. On one side of it was, ‘Received 
from Lavvy 950.’ That’s all rigbt ! 
looked on the other page, and what 
think waa there ? ‘>pent it all 1” 
laughed, and, ef course, we 
count book racket on the 
consent. Yes, sir, I’ve been there, and I 
know what domestic economy means, I tell 
you. Let’s have a cigar."

He wqs looking at them wistfqlly, and with 
a sad pensive expression on hie. brow. Many 
a georgeons scene did those glittering toys 
recall, many an hour of royal state and courtly 
splendor when he, who

ha,l

he was doing the devil’s work ? Suint or hypo
crite, patriot or usurper—perhaps a mixture 
of all—can we judge of his temptations or 
realise to ourselves the extremity to which L__ 
found himself reduced ? Sacril 
crime or duty, he went about : 
brow and a steady hand.

deliberation did they, hold, 
gloomy men who met in the Painted Cham
ber. There nerves were strung, their minds

their
witness the
flirted from one to ano 
of sport. The death 
the merciless document that 
“Chari

thR I’ll giva 
down oawas now a prisoner 

waiting for his doom, needed but to lift hie 
hand to bid the proudest heads in England 
bend lewly before him, when he was 
the centre of that charmed circle 
which numbered in its ranks the flower of 
the noblest aristocracy in the world, now, 
alas ! scattered, exiled, ruined, and destroyed 

ben he was the first personage in its peer
age, the first knight in its chivalry, the 
powerful sovereign, the happy husband, the 
lawgiver, the benefactor, the fountain-head of 
honor, and wealth, 
it all fled? Could those times have ever been 
real ? or was it not some vision that had melted 
dreamily away ? Alas ! those broken orna
ments typified too truly the broken fortunes 
of him who now gazed on them for the last 
time. It is said that on the near approach of 
death, especially a death of violence under
gone while body and mind are still untouched 
by decay, the whole of a man’s life passes be
fore him like a pageant. What a strange 
eventful pageant most it have 
glided across the spiritual 
doomed King! His careless boyhood, his in
dulgent father’s kindly smile and awkward 
ungainly form ; the romantic expedition to 
Madrid, the gorgeous feasts, the tournaments 
and bull-fights of chivalrous old Spain ; the 
face of Buckingham, beautiful exceedingly, 
and the sparkling smile of hie own young 
Bourbon bride ; the assembled Parliaments, a 
royal figure standing out in relief as that of 
one with whom he was not personally identi
fied, calling them together and proroguing

hewas entin-

he had thrown 
had come to see

The moments seemed to move like lead 
to the expectant thousands ; perhaps to one 
they passed more swiftly, perhaps even he 
could have wished the agony of expectation 

ever at last.
Many a false alarm, many a stir about St. 

James’s, caused every head to turn in that 
direction ; bat the drums beat up at last, the 
colors flew out once more, the long line of 
soldiers brought their firelocks to the 
“shoulder," and in the open space between 
their ranks a small group of persons moved 
slowly, solemnly, steadily towards the place 
of doom.
The good Bishop on his right hand trembled 

like a leaf. Herbert’s face was blanched and 
swollen with weeping ; even the Parliamen
tary Colonel who attended him, drilled 
soldier though he was, marched 
not with so firm a step as he.

Ay. look at him well, George Effingham ; 
you have not been se near him since he re
viewed your squadron on the eve ef Newbury;

his eye brighter, liis mien more stately 
when he sat on his charger, in mail and 
plate, before yonr drawn swords, than it is 
now ? Look at him well ; would you ever 
have deserted his service had you thought it 
would come to this ?

1 military 
and went lege or justice, 

it with a bold

EH

up, they had even leisure to trifle with 
awful task ; aud the ink that was to 

shedding of a king's blood was 
ther in ghastly mockery 

t lay before them, 
it pronounced 

les Stnart, King of England, to stand 
ted, attainted, and condemned of high 

treason, and other high crimes;" that sen
tenced him “To be put to death by the sever
ing of his head from his body, of which 
tence execution yet remaineth to be < 
These are therefore to will and require yon to 

would yon." demanded Cromwell, see n,e sentence executed in the open 
darkening as, with the perspicuity Btreet More Whitehall upon the roorro 
it men, he read Effingham’s face like the thirtieth day of this instant mo

would you with us in this 0f January, between the hours of ten in — 
Be brief, for the time is morning and five in the afternoon, with full 

effect. And for so doing this shall be your

“ And these are to require all officers and 
soldier^* and other the good

distant from the strategical

one of his short 
George Effing-dornes- 

and a smile 
ighter and

and renown. Where had

Idlerlikewere but those three in the room — 
secretary bowing his head over his 

riting ; tho Parliamentary officer loftily 
nfronting his chief ; and tne Dictator him- 

air of remorse, irritation and 
assumption of more 

__an military brevity and decision.
“What would you." demanded 

his brow i 
of all great men, 
a book—“what 
press of business ? Be brief, for the time is 
short, and lo 1 even now the hour is at

commission into 
answered Effing-

Th
«le Then l

Tl,.. I 
gave up the ac- 
spot, by mutual

His own

self, hiding an air or re 
perplexity under the 
than military brevity a

ow,
nth

been that thus 
vision of the SnOOTMtt A BEAR AUD KICKING

a panther.

(Frçm the Whitehall Tln\#»>
“Talk about your narrer ’sej^es," said Czar- 

dine, “I must tell yon ’Uutt the one I had. 
Ten years ago last winte* I went out into the 
woods where bear asd panthers was thicker 
than gum chewera in a female academy. 1 
soon got tqy eyes into a big noble-leokin' bear. 
My gun had been loaded with a bigge* charge. 
o$ powder than usual. I just pulled a bead 
onto that bear and crack went the rifle and 
over went the bear, while my gun just gav» 
one powerful kick which laid me out flat om 
the ground, But the best of the tiling va» 
this : 1 didn’t see a big panther which was oik 
a bluff behind me, and as I shot the ensa- 
jumped for me, only to meet the butt of mj» 
gun which was going his way, and the ugly 

mint fell dead with his skuU crushed in by 
gun stock."

—The truth, like old apple whiskey, im 
sometimes abovq proof.

"I come to resign my 
your Excellency’s hands," 
ham in slow, steady tones, emphatic as they 
were sorrowful. “I come to demand my dis
missal from yonr Excellency’s service. I come 

grown to protest against the murder of Charles 
person- Stuart.”

,pe, but when Cromwell’s brow had grown darker and 
saw it was you and none darker as the officer went on ; but when he 

other, I couldn't help ito ipiug. just for old reached bis climax, all tho wrath bo bad so 
time’s sake. Ah ! great changes have taken long repressed, all the accumulated fadings 
place, General, since you seen me and my of self-reproach which had hardened him for 
young lady ; bat, dear me, it’s a world of days, broke forth in a burst of iucontrollable 
change, and whe’d ever have thought of my fury. His face became purple, his features 
tabing np at last with Hugh Dymocke 1 bat swelled, and his eyes glowed like coals, as, 
no offence. General, I humbly hope.” with a shout that made the pale Secretory

Faith dropped another courtesy, and locked start out of his chair, he thundered forth— , „
yery demure aud pretty as she did so. “Ontnponyou, George Effiogliam ! vile “ a foblorn hope.

Geirge muttered a few unintelligible words traitor and doubly-dyed renegade—will yon Charles Stuart's last day was come. He 
fit greeting. The distinguished officer was put yonr hand to the plough and dare now to had undergone his trial with a dignity and

Her-
people of

this nation of England, to be assisting unto 
yon in this service. Given under our hands 
and seala." .

And then they signed their nanms in full,

serious matter for a man of middle 
age—by middle age we do not mean thirty or 
forty, or fifty, or any term of actual years 
but simply that period at which the bloom is 
off the fruit once for all —it is a serious mat
ter, we insist, for such an one to have loot 
hie profession. A fortune kicked ^owa ean 
be bnilt np again, like a child e house of 
cards ; the same skill, th® »ame labor' an<1 
the same patience, will not fail to erect a 
similar fabric, while those who have studied 
most deeply the enjoyment of health affirm 
that the pleasure of making money far ex
ceeds that of spending it- Friends may fail 
or die, old and tried friends, but the gap they 
leave closes of itself far sooner than we could 
have supposed possible, and although we 
cannot quite

allinto
thethem at will ; Laud's stately bearing, Hamp

den’s goodly presence, respectful even in defi
ance, aud scapegoat Strafford’s pale reproachful 
smile ; then the Scotch progress, and the 
magnificence ef Newcastle’s princely hospi
tality, the unfurling of the standard, the 
marches and counter-marches of civil war
fare ; the Court at Oxford, with its narrowing 
circle of the loyal and true, staunch Or
mond’s noble brow, hot Rupert’s towering 
form, Goring'e long love-locks, and stout 
old Astley’s honest war-worn face ; then the 
midnight bivouac and the morning alarm,

As the King passed on, the muskete 
either side wheeled np behind him, closing 
in their ranks and forming an impassable 
barrier to the multitude in their rear. By 

dwart sergeant who had served in 
d of pikes at Naaeby, Effingham 

ce with this unbroken 
An inexpressible fascination com- 

ont the end of that which

“ John Bbadshaw.
" Thomas Gbby. Lord GaoaT. 
“ Oliver Cromwell.”

(And fifty-six others.)
And the third signature was written in the 

steadiest hand amongst them all.

CHAPTER XU.

«U1favor of a 
hie own stand 
was permitted to advan 
column, 

led him to 
very sonl

On arriving at Whitehell, hie Majesty 
passed along the galleries to his bedchamber, 
where he halted for ft while to take

theabhorred.


