
withhunger andcold astheyperishedinthedungeonsofNewgate?
DoesForrest look between the curtains ofhis bed,withhoaryhairall singed, andfeatures all distortedby the cruel firej andareAbell and Featherstoneby his side, and the wretchedreformerBarnes,andtheluckless Anne Askew,andother victims,gentle and

simple,CatholicandProtestant, whose immolationwasalltoolittle
toquench that tiger's thirst forblood.

But the cowledrfiguresdrawaside,and,10, an agedlady seems
tobendover thedying Monarch'scouch.

Her garb ispoor and faded,butaqueenly graceshe has, isnot
obliteratedbyher sordidattire.

Sheholds upa'tress of her long greyhah1. Itisdabbledinblood;itdropswith thegorystream.
Shepointsher agedhandto her throat, and10, thereisroundit acrison circlet the mark of theheadsman'saxe.
The dying monarchis incapable of articulate speech,buthisbrainis clear,bisconsciousnessis intense.
Sohe mentally ejaculated—
"Margaret,Countess of Salisbury!

"
Yes,Margaret Countess of Salisbury! The last of theroyallineof Plantagenet,foully done todeath, inhereightiethyear,by

the savage descendentof the paltry Welsh knight Owen Tudor.Beside theagedlady hoveredthe shadow of one in the prime ofyouthfulmanhood,Henry Comtenaye, theMarquisof Exeter,who
in thefair deceitfulpromise of the king's youthhadbeenthemostbeloved of his kinsmen, his first cousin, son of the PrincessKatherine of York._Whatmattered that!nor kin, nor friendship,norearlyasso-ciation availed with that poor soul, possessed of seven devils j
aroundtheneck ofExeter, the glazing eyesof theking seemedtodescry thecrimsonline, that toldhowby his decree,the spirit wudismissedby theheodsman'saxe.

He resolutelyclosed his eyes,his powers of speechhadgone,
butifhe couldhave spoken he sould have cried, "Thisisbutadream!

"
Thenseemed a clear but gibing voice tomakeanswer

tohisunuttered thought."
Tyrant it is nodream! It is death, and soon shalt thoulearn that life only is a dream, and death the awaking!"Conscious,butspeechless,the miserable Henry looked up at thesoundof that voice, and 10, bending over his pillow seemed theface ofAnneBoyleyn, witha wrathfullook,fierce,vindicative,andaround,behindher, oneveryside, acrowdof shadowyforms.There was his first most noble wife, who, of all those awfulshadows, seemed alonetoregard him with an eyeofcompassion,save that of thestately figure at he"r side, whose wanand weary

face was shadowed by a scarlet hat,and whoseemedtosay,"Ineglectedmy duty toour Maker to serve thee, ohmiserable"king;
but Irestrained thy fierce spirit, and had Inot wickedly,and
weakly, abandoned the cause of the royal Katherine, our unitedinfluence migh have held thee back from the abyss of thy vilepassions!"

"Alas, the time!
"

seemed to sigh avenerable manhis side."Verily this woman,Boleyn,asIsaid to mygooddaughter, madefootballsof our^ heads, till, alas, poor soul,her ownhadbecameafootballtoo."
"The Chancellor, Sir Thomas More," groaned the spiritofHenry, as glaring at Anne Boleyn, those wordsrecurred tohim

thathehad spokentoher whennews wasbrought of the execution
of that goodand wise man."Thouartthecause of this man's death!"whileto themhenow added thebitterreproach. "Wanton, thou wasttheprimary
causeof all thy enemies.

Then the reproachful face of Anne Boleyn seemed to meltaway frombeside theking, as thoughawaryagainof thatunspoken
thought,andconscious ofits justice.

Thenseemed theother bleeding spectres to close round the
monarch's couch, the accomplished Surrey,hislatestvictim, fore-
mostof themall.

He could not driveaway those terrible shadows,hecouldnot
speak,but lay speechless,motionless, bound as toarock, with thevulture ofeverlastingpunishmentalready tearingat Insbreast.

Then came Cranmer, who had been sent for to administerspiritualconsolation to thedyingking.
TheArchbishop spoketohiminvain,Henrycouldnotanswer.

But the ear well-nigh deafened indeath,wasawareof theawful
interrogation.

"Dost thoubelieveinChrist ?
"

Hepressedthe Archbishop's
handinmute assent. Like the fiends whohadpossessedhis soul,
in thatparting hour,hebelieved,and trembled.

CHAPTER 11.
THE LYRE-WAKE.

Many werethe masses that were said andthedirges sung forHenry'ssoul. He died on the 28th January; it was not till the14thFebruary thathisremainswere removed fromcJiapeleardente
at Westminster for finalintermentatWindsor.

Among theruins of the devastated convent of Sion home, in
thedesecratedchapel,hastily decoratedanddrapedwithblack forthe occasion, the coffin of themonarch wasplaced,for the night.

There wasamidnightdirge;butmournersandcloistersquitted
thechapelwhenit wasconcluded.

The king was dead, and awful superstitionpossessedmen's
minds. The hired mourners carednot to continue their dreadful
watchthroughout thenight;abanner didnot flutter,nor thelight
of a taperwaver,but thehorridthought of ghostlyinfluencemade
their hearts growCjull.

Itwasin the chapelof the ruined convent that Henryrested
on his bier. The ruined convent from which he haddriven the
poor nuns;theruined conventsaid to behauntedby thephantom
ofhisill-fatedyoung wife, KatherineHoward, who had been im-prisoned there.

So whilethe dark waters of the Thamesrolledsluggliahlyby,

A MONARCH'S LYKE-WAKE.
CHAPTER I.

THE DEATH BED."
All is lost

"
All is lost. Awful words on the lipsof adying

man! What rone* hay*» the consternation anddespairof the
soul, about to wsnr its . \t, that found utterance. How often
had thoselips ->r:nounc.. -

wndemnationon thepious,theinnocent,
the true?

Neverhad thatman ofruthbeenknowntospare. Neitherage,
norsex,nor rank, could averthisdire wrath.

Helooks wildly round,him his eyes try topierce thedim cor-
ners ofhis spacious chamber.

G-orgeous as well as spacious it is, with rich furniture, a
glimmer of gold andsilver, and flushof crimsonandpurple,in the
curtainsanddraperiesofvelvetandsilk.

The air is faint withperfumesburning invessels of silverand
gold, those precious metals being of less worth than the costly
workmanship.

Thewallsarehung with tapestry,butsilk,andgold andsilverthread, are mingled profusely with the wool with which it is
wrought.

Ostrich plumes surmount the tester of themagnificent bed-stead,andat thefoot is theblazonof theroyalleopardsofEngland,
for thatis amonarch'schamber. Itis alongwhois gasping there,
appalledat the black retrospectof his own life

—
shrinking from

the account whichhe is called tosurrender to the Kingof kings.
Itis Henry, theEight of thatname,the tyrant,thewifekiller,

the "bloatking,"wholies dying thereadeathashorribleas anyhe
had decreedtohis victims.

What was the axeupontheneckofthemiserableAnneBoleyn,
or the stillmorehaplessand youthful KatherineHoward? What
was the slow tortureof Katherineof Arragon'sbrokenheart ?

The chaste, the noble,and virtuous Spanish ladyhad,amidall,
her afflictions, the supreme consciousness of her own rectitude.
She diedpeaceably inherbed,withmorepity for the vicioustyrant,
herhusband, thanfor herself.

Vain,selfish,ambitious, andimnioral'aswas theunhappyAnne
Boleyn,she was truly repentent in her last hours;and so sharp
werethe thorns over which she trod her last stepsonearth, that
the intensity ofher sufferingsmightinsomesort atone forher sins.

So also with her hapless successor,the poor girl-queen, her
cousinKatherineHoward.

Not oneof Henry's victims, withthe exceptionperhapsof the
infamoussecretary,Cromwell,but might havederivedsomeconso-
lationin their dyinghours-

Thereis nonefor him
—
All is lost!

Hehas sai<\it. Out ofhis mouthhe is condemned, and there
shallbenore' sal of this se-.tence.

Heraises is hands— those swollenhands whichhavebeen for
months incape le of affixing his royal signature to his atrocious
decrees j so ti-at a stamp had been used to verify the royal
authority.

Feeblyheraised those disabledhands;he pointsto thedusky
spaceopposite Idsbedandmutters

"
Monks!monks !

"
ina voicewhich, though hoarse andlow, is fullof condensed horror.

What visions does this guilty and disordered fancy summon
up? " "

Doeshe see the poor fathers of the Charter House, wasted
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Poets' Corner.
THE IRISH SHORE.

" 'Tisrain tohope, 'tisvain todream,
Your land can never rise:

With hateher children, rendher heart.
Whilelow indust she lies j

Forgether wrongs." So says the world
Abmany didbefore,

But,oh j how can wee'er forget
Our dearoldIrishshore?

Can we forget the glorioushost
Who scorned as slaves to live,

Who gave theirlives tonativeland
—

What more couldmortal give ?
Or cease to venerate the soil

Madeholy by their gore?
Ourhearts wereclods, could we forget

Our dearoldIrishshore.
When we forget to ope our eyes

To meet the smile of day,
Forget to weep when those mostdear

Are shroudedin the clay.
Forget to lookwithlove and trußt

To Him wenow adore,
We may forget,butnot tillthen,

Our dear oldIrishshore.

'Tis vain todream, butnot to toil,
O land welove,for thee,

Whilehope remains and memorylast
Our dearest wishmust be

For thee to labour,plan,andpray
Andsleep whenlife is o'er

Beneath the sod that wraps thy breast
Our greenold Irishshore.
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