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JUST RECEIVED,

A fine LITHOGRAPH of BISMARCK—*SATAN
AND THE CHURCH"—size 19x24 inches,
Price, 25 cts.

It represents Bismarck attemptiog to pull down
St. Peter's, at Rome. His Satanic MMajesty, who
happens to come along, promises if he (Bismarck)
gucceeds, he will resign his place in his favor.

Free by mall on receipt of price.

JUST RECEIVED,
SERMONS BY THE LATE

REVEREND J. J-. MURPHY,
who lost his life at the fire at Back River on the
night of December 4th, 1875.

We have just received from our Ageats in Eng‘lnvml
a consignment of SERMONS on VARIOUS SUB-

JECTS, given by
THE LATE REV. J.-J. MURPHY, IN 1871,

Prico, 82.00. Free by mail en receipt of price
from : .
) D. & J. SADLIER & CO,,

Catholic Publishers,
. 275 Notre Dame Street, Montreal,

*PIS BETTER LATE THAN NEVER.

Has sorrow cast thy spirit down,
Aud crushed thy hopes Elysian ?

Do not disheirton’d by hor-frown; - —
Nor heedless of thy mission,

But go forth gaily on thy way—
The bonds of cave dissever,

And pluack the roses while you may ;.

"1Tis better late than never!

Doth love consume with pensive woe
Thy heart whence hope hus fleeted—
As sunbeams melt away the snow
They never could have heated ?
Come, wreathe thy brow with laurel leaf—
Be wise as well ag clever,
And learn & nobler lore than grief;
'Tis better late than never!

For life’s a stand-up fight, I ween,
With poverty and labor,

And many a hero there has been
Who never drew a sabre.

So buckle bravely to the strife,
How perilous soever,

And win some glory for thy life;
'Tis better late than never!

Or hast thou, worn in folly’s wars,
Forgot the land that bloometh
Bevond the cedars and the stars,
Where sorrow never cometh ?
Oh, do not for & phantom fiy
From Paradise for ever,
But turn thy trusting eves on high;
'Tis better late than never!

Great Lord of Heaven | Creation’s King!
Whose vineyard open lies,

Thou deemest not a worthless thing
Man's tardy sacrifice ;

Still sanctify the work we've wrought,
And every fond endeavor,

This blessed creed Thyself hast taught—
"P'ig better late than never!

WINIFRED,
COUNTESS OF NITHSDALE.

A TALE OF THE JACOBITE WARS.

By Lapy Dacge.

CHAPTER XXV,

But I,that kuew what harbour'd in that head,
What victues rare were temper'd in that breast,
Honour the place that such a jewel berd,
And kiss the ground whereas the corpse doth
rest |
Lord Surrey on the dzath of Sir Thomas Wyatt.

When Lady Nithsdale, after all the varied suffer-
ings of many weeks, the painful excitement of the
fow preceding days, the agonizing violence she
had done to her feelinegs for .the last twelve hours,
at length found herself pressed to her husband’s
bosom, when she koew that she was supported by
his arms, overwrought nature grve away and she
fiinted,- = . :

With the assistance of Amy, however, she soon
revived, and ina state of blissful exhaustion whe
wept frecly ‘on his shoulder. Few words wers
spoken, ;

. When her lady. seemed more composed, Amy

' stole. away, for.she feared , to excite the notice of

-the.other lodgers, -.-.

. Let.us pray, .my .lo(’rq !" sald 'La&')'; ,ﬁithsdalé,

. whon the door was closed ;. %.let, us. together, pour

+ wbich almost oppréssis’it i and 'they' both sank on

forth.our souls to that Providence who.has this.day
extended over us 80,special a8 mercy.; It.will relieve

my bursting soul to giye utterance to the gratitude’

WTH e

their knees in humble adoration. - -
For a time, nor doubt - nor fear disturbed the full
suchrityvqf Aheir gratitude and their joy, .. It was

i

net till the first grey light ‘began to dawn, and the
twitter of the sparruws on the house-tops, and lhe
discerdant sounds of London stueets again broke the
stiliness which bad reigned, that thedifficulties and
dangers that still surrounded them recurred to their
niinds, .

The ear! sighed when first he saw the rays of
the sun shine on the ta'ler chimneys of the adjacent
buildiogs, and the tiled roofs of the surrounding
houses became visible from the narrow window,
for he remembered his own feelingsas he had men-
tally bidden adieu the preceding eveniog to the
sunbeams ; and mixed with gratulation and thank-
fullness for the different circumstances under which
he now lniled the cheering light, came the recol-
lection of his fellow.prisonera.  Ile thought of the
good Earl of Derwentwater, aod on his old friend
Lord Kenmure, )

His wife watched the expression of his counte-
nance, Steread what passed within, - Alas!”
she said, “ I bave been a very egotist in my joy. 1
have not been able to thick of those who are now
marking in agony and desperation tbe dawning of
this fatal duy, who tura from its glorieus light in
sickening, loatbing despair. Alasfor them! The
extremes of grief and of bhappiness, both meke us
selfish creatuces, And yet can I really think of
sught but you ? How can [ grieve, when I can
gaze as now upon you, rescued from that dismal
place, restored to me and to your children? Oh!
we shall together hear .their clear young volces ;
we shall together, with delighted eyes, follow them
in their graceful sports; we shall both ieel their
twining arms around our necks; we shall together
guide and direct their young minds; we shall
watch the opening intellect develop itself, and
ripen into all that is noble in maun., andthatis
lovely in woman! Oh, my love! my husband!
what happiness is there in store for us "

Lord Nithsdale listened in deep-felt rapture : he
hung upon her words ; he let bis soul go to the
delighttul picture she drew; he drauk in the
musical sounds of ber soft voice; he looked with

loveand tenderness upon the sweet though wan
countenance, which, in its delicate palcness, bore
the traces of past suffering,

% What bappiness indeed " he echoed.
unutterable happiaess !I”

4% And how tall our noble boy will be! We shall
gcarcely know him, except by those clustering fair
carls, -which contrasts so prettily with the dark
‘brows, which are all your own, love! .Qh, those
blus eyes | how they used to dance from beneath
the shady brow | And Annie, my darling Annie ;
she will not. have forgotten to climb your}knee, and
nestle into yourbosom, as she used to do, while
you still reniained absorbed in meditation.”

A emile, a plenscd, a tranquil, tender smile, play-
ed over his lips as he said, “ My own sweet child-
ten, I dare thing of you now ! Vesterday it was
with such painful regret that the image of your
innocent endearments rose up before my mind, that
I strove to banish you from my tkoughts. My gal-
lant, stout boy ! my pretty Annie!” and a silent
but sweet tear stole down Lis manly cheek, “And
yet, my love, are we not nlmost presumptuous in
looking forward thus confidently ? Though no
longer within & prison walls, we must not deem
ourselves too secure—"

As he spoke, one lovd, deep, somorous toll ofa
bell was) heard. Lady Nithsdale started. The
eslor, which the joyous picture she had drawn had
summoned to her cheeks, gave way to a ghastly
paleness. Lord Nithsdale did not finigh the broken
sentence ; both sat in mute herror. Several mo-
mants elapsed ; they beard no more.  They began
to fancy some nccidental sound hud startled them,
wheu again the clear, deep sonnd struck on their
ears—their hearts! She looked upon him with a
fearful inquiring glance. .

oIt must be f0,” e said ; “this is the very bhonr!”
He clasped his hands firmly together ; and, drop
ping bis head, he pressed them against his bosom.
% My friends, my noble, my truchearted friends 1”
he ejaculated. in a low and smothercd voice,

& Oh,God ! aud is it vver ?7 sheexclaimed, and
ghe wound her arms around him ; she clung to
him with desperate energy ; she pressed him close.
lyto her! while she gazed wildly at the closed
door, as if ghe every moment expected to see it
burst open, and the ministers of luw rush into be-
reave her of the Joved being she had rescued.

s Phey shall uot teur thee from me! No,noll
feel this woman's s1m conld hold thee with so firm
a wrasp, that uo earthly power .could sever us.
They shall net, they cannot #rest thee from these
arms ¥ )

Again the awful toll of the mwinute-bell rang

upon theirems! ¢ Does it wmvan allis over 7' she
again slowly whispered, in trembling horror.
4 No,no ! not go! they ar¢ even now on their
way to the secaffold,” he said. ¢ He brenthesyet!
my noble Derwentwater breathes this vital air!
Ty e henlthiul blood flows through his veins ! That
gallaat heart still throbs in its mortal clothing I
He is yet alive ; and on this vast globe there does
not beat a heart more gallant—a spirit more no-
danated dwells not on this earth 1 ’

Again that toll struck on their hearts—that toll
for which they listened, till they almost fancied
each must have been the last ; wheu, no! the
next aw ful sound struck their very frume, jarred
on every nerve, They were lhalf tempted to stop
their ears to exciude the torturing clang, but a
power which they could not resist compelled them
to listen with rcdoubled intensity.

i By this time they must have reached Tower
Aill " he munnured.  If he bad seen the fearful
expréssion of her countenance while he thus picta.

“* What

1 red what would have ‘been, what still might be, his

fate, ke wonld in pity have besn silent : but his
thoughts were atithat moment all upou his friends,
bis companions, his feiloiw-prisoners. Though he
pressed herto his heart, be looked not upon her
nad was still absorbed by the scene which he knew
‘wa3acting,, . o i b D
-« Hush! all is silent ! the bell has ceased}” No :
-it-came again | 'its lrazen ' clang again sounded.
They still listened inbreathlsss silence'! At lepgth
it really céaged, - - - . Lo
" What means-thig stillness'?” she faintly asked.
-0 1t i5 even now he replied, in’a smothered’
‘tone, © they miuss “have *reached thé “kpot'!” " He

{'préssed hig hand up6n His éyes, “1~ My friends 1" fiy”

friends ! ‘my dear, my noble friendsl—I ehould
pot have ‘abandoned you; 1 shquld bg there ‘10

share your fate ; I ought to be with you now ! he |and the block-the huge, bloody, wooden Llock—

exclaimed in passion. )

“ My husband ! my life! my love! she softly
whispered, inan appealing, a deprecating tone.

% OL! no,no! I did not mean to say so ! This is
myhome! here is my resting place!” and his
Liead dropped upon her shoulder.

Minutes elapsed ; neither could keep count of
tme : it might be moments, it might be hours !

Again the awful, the horrible bell resounded ; it
reemed to crack his heart-strings,  He started uy ;
he shook ber from him ; he paced the room with
hasty strides,

 Itis all over 1" he exclaimed; “ it is consum.
mated ! They are now bloody corpses !—hendless
trunks

She seized him by the arm. % Hush, Lush! in
mercy hush! speak not with such ungoverned
carnestrees.  Did not Amy forbid us to stir for our
lives 9—did she not Lid us converse in subdued
tonds ?—did she vot bid usavoid every movement
that might betray that this apartment was occupi-
ed? Are there not other lodgers in the house ? If
you do not value life youself, take pity on me.
fpare me—oh, spare me the horrors you have just
brought so vividly before me! Be still, I implore,
I command—ty all I bave done, all I bave ventur-
ed, all 1 have endured ! and she dragged him to
the wretched bed on which they had been seated,
and which was the only article of furniture the
chamber contained.  He unresistingly yielded to
Ler gentleforce, and reseated himself.

The dreadful certainty that the fate of his com-
pauions in misfortune Lad been sealed, completely
dispelled the gleam of secure happiness which had
shone through the hearts of both,

Lady Nithsdale thought on the Countecs of Der-
wentwater, on the Lady Kenmure; and while she
closely cluog to Ler husband's arm, to assure berself
in very truth that he was safe, and to prevent his
making any movement which might betray bim, she
pictured- to herself the unavailing agonics of the
other ladies, till ber very brain went ronnd!

It now seemcd to her she had as yet accomplish-
ed but little. She felt there was no security in
their freedom : the fact that they were still within
so short a distance of the fatal spot, which had this
moment been brought ouly too forcibly liome to
the feelings of botb, made her impatiently await
further intelligence from -her fulthful friends—
made . her feel. that. nanght wag done till the seas
rolled -between Lim and his enemies |

She listened breatblessly, hoping'each step might
be Amy’s, or Mrs. Mill's; and yet she dreaded each
sound that reached her, 1¢at it might prove the ap-
proach of guards, who, having traced his steps, had
succeeded in discovering his tetreat,

Lord Nithsdale, on toe other hand thought not
of himself: his feelings were all for the departed.
His imagivation rapidly ran over his former inter-
course with his friend,

“I never saw him from that day,” he murmured
thoughtfully ; * we parted at the second gateway
when we returned fiom Westnivster Hall on the
9th. As we¢ were in the coach, on our way hoine,
he regretted baving pleaded guilty; ¢ for,” he said,
‘it is not treason thai we have committed ! it would
bave been treason in us te nct otherwise than we
have done ¢ Yes, he continued, ‘all save the pri-
soners, all the multitndes who crowded the vast
Hall—all, all were traitors except ourselver P And
when I urged that, the expression thus used was
but the form in which we conveyed that we denjed
not our share in the business, ‘But Iam nota
traitor to my Jawful lking, and I should not have
allowed the word,” he replied with oarnestness. We
were then led from the coach to our separate lodg-
ings,” coutinued the Earl, following the current of
his own melanholy thoughts, “and as we parted—
for the last time parted—lie pressed, my hand, and
said, ¢ Nithsdale, we bave been friends through life,
should we Le parted in death? (wbich I do not
thick we shall be, we ehall probable share the same
doom!) but should one survive, let me live in your
remembrance, as, 1 promise, yon shall in mine!
Ard so he shalll—npever, never will T forget you,
my noble Ratcliffe ; here shall your memory dwell”
he added, striking bis Losom~" here, while the
life-blood throbs through this heart!”

He paused, and Lady Nithsdale for a while fear-
cil to disturb the sad rezalicctions in which he so
naturally indulged ; hut at length she gently vent-
ured to whisper,—

“Apd if you thus feel for him who was your
fricud. think what would bave been my condition
had the husbaod of iy love shared his fa'e! Con-
trol your voice! Speak butin whispers, Think
shonld you now be dragged from me!” she continu-
ed, in o meek and supplicating tone.

 True, trite, my gentle love !’ he aoftly answer-
ed  #1 will be prudent, calm and prudent ; I owe
it in gratitude to my deliverer.”

She had scarcely thus tempered down his emo-
tions, when they were both stariled by the sound of
footeteps: but they were soft and steslthy. There
was no heavy tramp, no sound of arms, no rough
voices,

There came three gentle taps on the door;
Lady Nithsdale hastened to it ; Amy gave the pre-
concerted sign, and she admittd her.

Her f4ce was pale, almost livid ; her eyes swemed
starting from her head ; she staggered into the
room, but she failed not carefully to close and
double-lock the door behind her.

I came to tell you all that we have arranged,”
ghe said, in a broken voice: “and— I will speak
in a moment-="" i

“ Oh, merciful Heaven! Do they suspect 7—
Have they traced us 7" cried Lady Nithsdale,in
tremulous azony, e '

 Oh no! it 18, not that ; my dear lord is safe, I
trust—T hope ; sife from  that drerdful doom !" and
Amy closed her evesfor a moment. = o
~# For pity’s suke, ‘explain yourself, dear, dear,
Amy!" . ,n‘-u ! . .

#Pis nothing—it will ‘pasa. "Iis nothing more-
than we oll know.. Wu knew this was the fatal
mording; and T'watted'till'all was over; for I dated
not’ willidgly risk seciog apy thing ‘dreadful.; T
thotight T might now vénture hero’; for M, *Mills,

who'was thebe, told, me "al{*'wad accomplishéd.; ‘1|
came to tell you'wehavé hopés for my 1ord’s speedy |

dépdrtutel” Butyoht"-1 didiot wait'long énough |
The scaffold is still up,” she continued, sbuddering
at the recolection, “all bung with black cloth;

i and the saw-dust. Oh, my soul siclens!

Deep as was her anxiety for her lord's escape, the
countess herself coukd not command words to in-
quire what were ihe hopes of accomplishing it, to
which Amy alluded, All remained for some mo-
ments specchless, with eyer fixed on the ground,
feurful to meot those of the other.

At length Lady Nithsdale stole a glance towards
her husband, to see how he hore whbat Amy had
just nttered, Ilis face was concealed by both his
hands. ’

Amy was the first to recover herself. ©The Ven-
ctian ambassador sends his coach next weck to
meet his Lrother at Dover; and we hope to pet-
suade his excellency’s servant, M. Michel, to take
charge of my lord : heis one whom we may depend.
He is under great obligatious to Mr. and Mrs, Mills,
and wonld do anything to repny them; and when
once he is safe away, he is not responsible to those
in power here, Yes, dearest madam, 1 have good
hope that all will turn out right," continued Amy,
striving to shake off the horror which bal over-
powered her when first she entered.

“Thauks, my faithful, true friend!” and Lady
Nithsdale tenderly embraced her.

Lowt Nithsdale appeared not to heed what they
had said ; but in & low hollow voice inquired, with
his face averted—for he shrunk from showing to
any eye but his own Winifred's the traces of decp
cmotion which he ceuld not master—* Did Mr.
Mills mention any particulars ?”

¢ Nothing very particular,” answered Amy, shud-
dering at the question.

«Did the lords address the people?” he again
asked, his face still averted, and with a forced calm-
ness in his tone.

« 1 betieve they did, my lord.”

¢ Was Mr. Mills within hearing

“Yes, my dear master. But why harrow your
feelings by listening to these details? Surely, it
were better to think of the future, and bend your
mind to all that there remains to do!”

% Xay, I must hear; I must learn all 1 can of
my lost, lost friends!” be exclaimed, turning upon
them a face 60 awful in its noble grief that none
dared for a moment resiat his wishes. “Tell me
all—let me bear every thing I

Uunable to oppose or resist his firm aud solemn
command, Amy began her tale : ¢ They were taken
my lord, in o hackney coach from the Tower to
the Transport Office. It was a little before ten
o'clock.”

“1 know it,”" he answered. ** We heard the bell,”
he added, in a sepulchiral inward voice.

¢ The Earl of Derwentwater was the first; and
though he seemed somewhat pale, his bearing was
resolute and sedate, Mr, Mills said.’

« Assuredly it was!" said the earl, almost anuzry
that it should be deemed possible his friend could
have berne himself otherwise.

“ After some time spent in prayer, he obtained
the gherifPg leave to read o paper. He came for-
ward to the rails, and he asked pardon of those
whom he might have scandalized by plending
guilty at his tiial,”

* 1 knew that weighed upon his mind,’ murmur-
ed the earl, '

“ He raid he was sensible e hrd by this made
bold with his loyalty to King James; but that he
had been told it was merely a form, nnd that there
wns nothing of moment in so doing.” :

% They told us all so: that having been undeni-
ably in arms, pleading guilty was but the conse-
quence of submitting to mercy.”

" He suid he died n Roman Catholic, and was in
perfect charity with nll the world; and he add«d,
that if the prince who now goverrs had spared his
life, he should have thought himzelf obliged never
more to take up'arms against him.” Amy was
silent.

" Lord Nithsdale, after a pause of some moments,
said, in n voice scarcely aundible, * Did he suffer?
Was it quickly over 2

“ At one blow, my lord,” answered Amy, shid-
dering as he spoke.

“ Pardon me, good Amy—I pain you ; but [must
know, Amnd Lord Kenmure

 He did not speak ta the people, but in his de-
votions he prayed for King James, He apologized
for his dress, saying he bad so little thought of
dying so0 soon, he had not provided a black suit.—
Mills says he showed great resolution and finnoess
in his carriage, though, to his mind, he was not so
calm within as the Enrl of Derwentwater.”

HI can eudure no more !” at length exclaimed
Lady Kithsdaleas all these details so horribly pict-
ured the scene: © I cannot, canoot bearit! Amy,
in mercy, cease!”

“[ crave your pardon, dearest wife; but they
were my friends—my best fricnds; and they are
goue ! But we will hear no mere!”  And he sgain
Luried his face in his hands.

Ay told her lady that Mra, Mills ¥%ould soon be
with them, and Dbring the answer of M. Miche].—
She was even now at the Venctian ambassador’sand
hoptd to arrmoge everything waccording to their
wishes. : : '

‘The countess pressed Amy’s hand, and they
silently awnited Mrs. Miil's coming.

Tt wns Iate before shearrived ; butshe told them
thut on the followivg day, the Saturday, Lord
Nithedale might remove to the nmbagsador's, where
M. Michel undertook to ‘concéal him in hisown
chamber; that on the Wednesdny in the following
week his excellency’s coach-znd-six was to go to
Dover to meet his brother, when M, Michel could
vanily take Lord Nithsdale in his master's livery as
one of his retinue. ‘

- All seemed o promise well and the countess
breathed more freely.”

Mrs Mills had considerately brought with her
some bread, which, with & loaf and a bottle of wine
which had been provided the eveniog before, was
all they had to subsist upon for the two days and
nights they spent in théir present lurking place.

" On-the Satufday they: parted, nccording to this
arrangement.” To both such a parting was a sévere
trial, # o0 e R T RO L e

'

" ‘Phe‘conntess feared every:possible and every imi- -

possible danger must bieset 'his path when she could
no longer ‘sée hil ~with her owh eyes, He found
the task a hard one to tear himself again from her,

when s0 lately reunited, but he also felt how in- 1.

cumbent it was on him to accept with gratitude so |
favorable an opportunity of eseaping. Thoy were
both aware that to linger in England was risking
all their hardly earncd happiness. In trembling
hope thiey parted.

“ It would Le sinful in us to mistrnst Providence,”
he snid ; % we have been so mercifully dealt with,
we ought to feel confidence that wo shall be pre-
served to asafe and joyful mecting.”

“ True, trite, my love. I would not detain you
one moment in this fatal Iand! I wish you gone!
And yet—nnd yet—it is so painful, so very painful,
to part! But you shall go—even now—this mo-
ment! Itis not for me to doubt the mercy of
Heaven,”

She gently disengaged herself from him: he
preseed her once more to his Losom, and then fol-
lowed Mrs. Mills to the door. He there paused to
take one more look at her, assho stood half sup-
ported by Amy. She watched him through the
doorway,—she listed to his step as he descended
the stairs,—she heard the street-door shut :— He
is gone!" she raid; “but I must not repine! Oh,
what a parting it might liave been! When I think
of Lady Derwentwater and of Lndy Kenmure, I feel
how Llessed 1 am! I will not weep—T will not
grieve: I must allow no feeling but that of grati-
tude to find 0 place within my bosom !

CHAPTER XXVIL.
La nef que dejoint nies amours
N'acy de mol qne In moitie,
I"ne parte te reste, ellc esttienne.
Mary, Queen of Seols.

Ti:e Countess of Nithsdale lost no time in quit-
ting her present retrent, and she took up her sbode
at the house of a quiet honest man in Drury Laae,
where, in the utmost privacy, she awaited the news
of her husband's safe arrival on the Continent.

After the intense agitation of the foregoing weck,
she experienced a kind of listless stupefaction ; she
was totally incapable of emploving herself, Al-
though bher mind was comparatively at ease, yet &
thousaud vague horrovs shot across it. The inac-
tion was oppressive nnd irksome to her.  She
wished every hour, every moment, to know how it
fared with her lord ; and yet shio was fully aware
that the only prudent course to pursue, both for his
sake and her own, was to keep herself quite retired,
and to avoid belng seen by any. ‘

" On the Wednesday, the Earl of Nithsdule, us bad
been previously concerted accompanied the Venc-
tian ambnssrlor's conch to Dover, where he arrived
without d=tection or danger.

Wheuw there, M. Michel hired a small vesrel, and
immediately set sail for Calais,

Waus it a moment of unmixed joy to Lord Niths-
dale when he set foot wpon the vessel which was to
bear him from the lsad in which his life wns for-
feited to the laws—from the Inud in which he was
proscribed, to seek one which held out to him all
the charms of life and liberty ? -

1t wes not so0:—for that land was the land of his
birth,—that land contained her to whom he was
bound 1y stronger ties than ever attached man to
wOman ! :

As the swift bark hounded over the deep, ko
gazed upon the receding shores with teoderness and
regret. ‘The breeze was favorable, the sbip shimmed
the waters, the passage was performned in so short a
time that the captain remarked, " tho wind could
not have served better if his passengers had been
flying for their lives.”

Until the countess received assured intelligence
of his safe arrival at Calais, she had been able to
turn lier thoughts to no other subject. She felt ho
might at any moment he discovered ; it was still
possible that all the horrors and the suflerings with
which she was only to well acquainted might still
be in rtore for her, At moments she accused her-
self of wanting that reliance she ought to feel in
Heaven; at others, she thought she was presumptu.
ous in fancying hersclf tao sccure,

Bnt when once she koew he was safe from aill
pursuit, other cares beset hor mind.,

The feclings of the mother rose strobg within
her. Evcry paper, every document, which might
sccure to themselves, or to their children after
them, any means of existence, had been left at Ter.
rengles. While fearing for his life, all other con-
siderations kad been forgotien ; but now that all.
absorbing interest was at rest, anxicty for the fate
of her children took possession of her soul,

She resolved, if possible, to revisit Terreagles.—
if she had exposed her lifo for the father, she
thought ehe could de no less thun bazard it once
more to save her son from beggary.

After the preat events of the last month, her
mind sermed to stand in need of some excitement;
she was almost glad to feel called upon by duty for
a tresh exertion,

She hoped, through the means of the Dnchess of
Buccleugh, she might obtain leave opealy to visit
Terveagles ; and she wrote to her, telling her'that
she wnderstood some suspected her of having con-
trived her lord’s ascape, but that she imagined &
bare suspicion, destitute of proof, would never be
keld sufficient ground for her being punished for a
supposed offence, although it had been motive
enough for her to remain in concealment. She en-
tfcnte(l her grace to procure permission for to de-
part freely npon ber business, R
. 'But her application, far from being granté_d, ra-
ther roused in the government the desire to-secure
hier; nnd she owed to the solicitor-general (who,

Though an utter stranger to her, had the humianity

fo_plead her cause) tho decision;;that as long as
‘s!‘:e evinced ‘such respect:to government:as not to
Appear in publi¢;no séarchi should'be mmade for her ;
Dbt that, if she. showed 'herself {n England or in

Szotlnnd, she should be forthwith sconre

_ (TO BR CONTINUED IN OUR NEXT.)



