The Unconditional Love Of A Woman

This is a transcript of a letter written by Arundel Penruddock to her husband Colonel John
Penruddock on the eve of his execution.

My dear teart,

My cad parting was 5o fan from making me ts forget yoc, that 7 have
scance thought wpon myself siuce, but wholly wpon you. Those dear embraces
cudelgent liwsband) liave charmed my soul to such neverence of yowr nemembrances,
that were ct posscble, 7 would with my own Glosd cement your dead limbs to life
again, and with revenence think it wo sin to nob leaven a little longer of a mantyr.
Ot my dear! You must wow pardon my passion, the' being the last (o fatal
waond!) that ever you will nececve from me; and buow that wntil the last minute 7
can cmagine you shall live, 7 will sacnifice the prayer of a Clnistian, and the
to teaven. ¢ co too late to tell you what 7 lave done, or nather lave wot, done for
you. How turnned out of doons, becawse ] came to bey for mency! The Lornd lay
wot your Glood to thecrn clhange. 7 would facn discowrse longer with you, but dare
o all 7 liave left ta serve you.

rAdien thenefore ten thowsand times my dearest dear, and since 7 maust never
see you mane, take this prayer "May your facith be so stnengthened, that constancy
may continue, and then 7 lhope licaven will nececue you, whene yried and loue will
c sliont time aften, 7 lope, translate, my dear, your sad but constant wife, even to
love your ashes when dead’ .

. Pewraddock

Youn clicldren beg youn blessing,
Hud precent theon duties to you.
Way the Srd 1655 11 o'clock at ucghit.
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