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put circumstances together, and draw the con-
clusions which naturally arise from the con-
wnction.  And what is thie conjunction here to
be viewed? Of these brothers, the only onuc
who possessed a spark of kindly feeling and
affection, is a hecdless, indolent, but brave
man, who has mortgaged his whole posses-
sions for a trifle, t> enabl. him to pursuca wild
adventure in a distant country, where he will
add &iis blood and treasure to the heap which
has already been wasted, in the chimerical
hope to rescue the Holy Sepulchre of the Re-
deemer out of the hands of the Infidels. He is
aw far away, and the ficld is open to his am-
bitious, crafty, avaricious, and remorscless
voungest brother, who is not likely to let an
opportunity escape of gratifying his predomin-
ant passions. The King hiad butrecently been
grinding with taxcs and ¢xactions his English
subjects, and a large portion of the treasure
thus acquired is now lying at Winchestir.—
The fatal arrow has sped, King Ruias falls,
and his brother hastcns—svhere? To assist
him, to cheer him, to try t5> revive him? - No,
he flies at the speed of Lis courser, direct to the
royal treasury, and makes himself master of
that key to the human heart, that all-surring
mover of icman action.  True; but the world-
ly wisdom and sclf-contmand which Henry
emphatically posscssed, urged him promptiy
to catch the * golden opportumity,” after which
he doubtless scts on foot a rigid inquiry into
the awful catastrophc? Never! Onc unfor-
‘tunate knight witncsses the cvent, and fearful
perhaps of conscquences in those arbitrary
times, he hastens to France and from thence
to Palestine, where he loses his life ; and thus
Sir Walter 'f'yrrel becomes the scape-goat toa
Sratricide.

The goal of his desires was now at hand.—
Well did he reeollect his pledge to Robert at
the conclusion of the last quarrel between the
cléer brothers ; equally well was he aware of
the commonly reccived law of succession ; but
what was faith, what were pledacs to onc
whose life and very ¢ssence was onc great
falschood? Robert was in distant landg, he
had never been much in the mindsof the Eng-
lish or cven of English residents; besides he
wasindolent and would probably ncver gather
tesolution enough to resent his wrongs, al-
though his bravery was indisputable. At :1)
events Henry would be King, and this was
the crisis of his fortune. His craft supplied
him with arguments which at that period were
not without their weight. He proclaimed hun-
slf an Englishman, which in fact he was by

birth; he distributed Liberally and with discre-
tion the funds which he had scized, and thus
obtained many an influential voice when he de-
clared that his desir¢ was to be, not the in-
heritor of his deceased brother’s kingdom, but
the King of the people’s choice; still farther
he won the hearts of the English by solemnly
promising to restore the Saxon laws which
had been collected by King Edward the Con-
fussor; and he put the finishing stroke to his
popularity by marryung the daughter of the
King of Scotland, the last scion of the Saxon
royal house.

Henry Bean Clere is now at the summit of
his ambition. By what means he became =o
is partly known, but pertly the uund fears o
gucss. Unscrupulous and resolute, he never
hesitated to remove cvery obstacle which .y
in his path; y.t serpentine and smooth he did
m.st things insidiously. At this period of his
life temeree had never touched his breasy; but

.uld that obJuratc man have loolted forward,
and, with prescient eye have scanned the
serics of ills aad <rimes consequent on his new-
ly acquired state, he must indecd have been of
iron heart had he not started aside from his
course, and tried another and a better way.—
Many a torture of his dying hours might have
becn spared him, much of the agonized writh-
ing which occurred on that bed would have
had no cause, many a subterfuge and sophism
which when dying he cagerly brought to ex-
cuse himself, would Lave beecn unnecessary.—
This future period of his lifc we have yet to
scan with him.

(To be concluded tn our next.)
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THE WiIDOW’S SON.
A LEGEND OF THE SCOTTISH PERSECUTIONS.
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It was as beautiful 2 summer’s morning as
cvet shone upon the carth, that smiled upon
the wild and pastoral glene that intersect the
blcak hill mootlands of the Rutland hills—the
calm bright sunshinc poured down in a soft
flood over the cultivated ficlds and scanty
gardens that marked the glens of every moun-
tain streamlct—the crops of grain were waving
to the gentle air, still in thar carly verdure—
the meadows richly laden with decp, luxun-
ant grass, and decked with hundreds of bright
wild-flowers were scattening cbundant per-
fumes on every breath that fanned them ; the
larks were floating at ‘‘heaven’s gate” in
legions, filling the world with mdedy; the
bees were out m thousands. swelling in the
thymy pastates of the steep lill-sde, and



