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sight of iiic ho fell grovelling and crying at my feet. For
it was Christopher March.

I said nothing to him, good or had, hut, being assured

that it was the wicked wretch himself, tlius placed by
Providence in our hands, I left him and went home. When
my husband returned I told him all.

It would be too long a story to relate how my lord sent

for this rogue, Avhose sins had found him out, and dis-

coursed'with him upon his miraculous escape and the oc-

casion mercifully laid open to him for lepentance, and
how the man with plentiful tears declared that he was al-

ready deeply penitent. We kci)t from Alice the know-
ledo*e that lier son was on the estate until such time as

the overseers reported favourably of the man's goi)d Ir^

haviour and willingness. We then granted to nurse, lor

her own use, a strip of ground at the far noi'th of our plan-

tation, which had a cottai>e (jn it ; and we assi^'ned her

own son to her as scivant, so that no one on tlie estate

should know of the relationship.

When she <lied, a year or two later, it was in the thank-
ful confidence that her son was as deeply and sincerely

penitent as she was herself.

I never greatly believed in the repentance of one whose
sins showed so hard a heart, but T was o-lad that his hang-
ing did not take ])lace until after the death of his mother.

He was executed at James Town, and hung in chains, for

a highway robl)ery, (juite unnecessary and wanton, because,

at the time, he was in easy circumstances.

As I write these last linens, the setting sun is shining on
the Welsh hills ; in the gardens are playing my gra>nd-

children; sitting about me are my three daughters, happy
matrons all; walking up the broad valley I see my hus-

band, and, with him, two gallant sons. My heart is full.

THE END.


