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NELLIIE NETTEVILLE;
ONE OF .THE TRANSP•ANTED.

caPrras Ir.
When first O'More unfolded the cloak in.

which he had brought Nellie safely through
the flames, she lay so ,hite and still that, for
one brief, terrible moment, he almost fancied
she was dead. The fresh air, however, soon re-
vived her, and opening her eyes, filled with a
lopk of terror which afterward haunted them
for months, she fixed them upon Roger, and
whispered nervously:

"Where are the rest-the priest and all
Where are they t"

"They are with their God, I trust," he an-
aswered solemnly. At that awful momrentlie
felt that he could say nothing but the truth,. terrible as he knew that truth must sound in
the ears of the pale girl-beside him. His words,
in fact, seemed-to cut through her like a knife
and shefellupon her knees, exclaiming, "I
only Caved-I only saved! O my God, my God!
have mercy on their souls " Then suddenly
_ remembering that, if she were safe, she owed

r it entirely to Roger, she added earnestly, " You
have risked your life for mine. How shall I
, thank you ".

"By helping me once more to save it," he
answered curtly. "Nellie," he went on rapidly,
for he knew too well that every moment they
lingered there was fraught with peril-" Nellie,
you are saved, and yet not safe yet! Your life,
however, is in your own hands now. and with
courage and good trust in Providence, I doubt
not we shall pull safely through."

Nellie seemed to gather up her mind for a
great effort, and said calmly :

"Only say what I must do, and I will do it."
"The case is this," said Roger shortly:

" Yonder tower," and he pointed to the burning
pile over-head-" yonder tower must fall soon,

-dnd, lf we linger here, will crush usin its ruins.
On the the other hand, even if we could creep
round to the opposite side of the church, a thing
in itself almost impossible, the fanatical demons
who guard the gates will probably shoot us
down like dogs. The cliff, therefore, is our
best-almost our oily chance. Nevertheless,-I
leave the choice in your own hands. Only re-
member you must decide-at once."

"The cliff, then be it!" said Nellie, with
white lips but fiashil eyes. "God is more
mercifldtlian man.- .eto will save us, perhaps;
if not, His will be done-not mine. I will trust
entirely to Him-entirely to Him and you.

Almost ere she had finished speaking, Roger
had undone the rope which he carried round
his waist, and was looking eagerly about him
for some-means of securing it in such a way as
to make it useful to Nellie in her descent. flor-
tunately for his purpose, a thorny tree had
planted itself, some hundreds of years before,
in a fissure of the rocks so close to the walls
of the tower that, old, and gray and stunted
as it now was, its roots had, in all probability,
penetrated beneath their broad fouudation, and
were quite as firmly settled in the ground.
Upon this Roger pounced at once, and having
tried it sufficiently to Inake tolerably sure of
its powers of endurance, he passed one end of
his rope round the thickest and lowest portions
of the stem, and made it fast with a sailor's
knot. The other end he threw over the cliff,
and then watched its fall with a terrible, silent
fear at his heart lest it should prove shorter
than his need required. Down it went, -and
down, afd he stooped over to mark its progress
until Nellie felt sick with fear, and turned
away to avoid the giddiness which she knew
would be fatal to them both.

At last she heard him say, "Thank God, it
has reached the platform ! Then he turned
round and anxiously scanned her features.

"Nellie," he oaid, "this thing is difficultt but
not impossible. I i,avAteen you bpind like a
deer down cliffs almolt asste.pif edtteo high.
The great, the only real peril, is in the eyesight.
Lot's wife perished by aplook. You must pro-
mise me neither to glance up nor down, but to
keep your eyes fixed on the rocks before you.
Hold well by the rope; -dke it haud over hand
like a sailor, (I remember that you know the
trick;) and leave the rest to me. There is
really a path, though you can hardly see it from
this spot; and there are chinks and crevices be-
sides, in which you will easily find footing. You
must feel for them as you d~incend, and when
you "are at a loss, I shall be below to help, you.
Neither will you n e quite alone, for I anim oilK
to fasten you by this cord, so, that if you shouldf
halppenl to let go, I may perhapsbe able to sup-
port you."

"My (Godl!" said Nellie, white with terror, as
he passed a strong light cord, first round mher.
wa:ut staud then his own, in such a way that
there was length sufillient to enal,le tlaem to
act indlepedently ot each other, while, at the
same time, neither coul have fallen.without
almost to a certainty ensuring the destruction
of both. " My God, I cannot consent to this.
Go Iy yourself; my fall would kill you."
" But you will not fall-you shall not fall,"

he pleaded anxiously, "if only you will abide
by my directions."
S"`Go alone, I do beseech you!" she answered

with a shivtr. " You cannot save me, and i
shall but ensure your destruction with myown."

" Nay, then, I give it up," he answered, almost
sullenly. " We will stay here and die together;
for never shall it be said of an O'More, that in
seeking safety for himself he left a woman thus
to erish." _

Then, in God's name, let us try !" said
Nellie; "only tell me what to do, and I will do
it-if I can."

" Hold fast the rope, that is all. Never let
one hand go until the other has grasped it
firmly, and leave the rest to me. I will help to
place your feet in safe resting-places as we go
down. Only trust me, and all will yet be well."

"I will trust to you, and to God, and our
Lady," said Nellie, uncoascionsly repeating the
password of the morning. Her color was ris-
Sng fast, and her eyes had begun to sparkle
Swith excitement. O'More seited the propitious
moment, and, almost before Nellie knew it, she
i had begun her perilonus descent.

"Are yon stsaiy-oar -- qits e steady " he
asked, is-a, loaw voIt sefhj feared to startle
the air with Uu1  ' ljbyie louder. Yel I
with the niat linatfhet ofa mnuntain limber
Nellie hd d fo aronghitid f sp ad pot
in rwhlh• • -m~ sas"b- planted, =dr •
descended. astep lower. Thus inch by inch
they went,.Nello ever clinging to the rope,
and O'More guiding her deseent with a succeso
which he had hurdly looked for, and which he
fblt to be almost miraculous. .His heart at last
beat high with hope; for he saw bythe distance
which they had desecnded that they must--be
nearing a sort of shelf or platform formned by a
sudden bulging out of the lweatrata of the
cliffs and he knew th~t-they were safe if they
could only reac htha1spot, the rest of the path
being so weltli arkedthat, even without his aid
Nellie could easily have found her way from
-thence to the sands beneath.

But the surge of the sea boomed louder and
louder as she approached it and at last, fairly
forgettingRogerra caution, she turnedher head- -
a little, and. glanced downward. Then, for
the first time, she became fully conscious of the
terrible position she occupied, suspended as it
seemed by a very thread between earth and sky,
and with the great, deep, awful ocean rolling
hundreds of feet below her. Her head swam,
her eyesight failed her, shb had just enough
presence of mind left to grasp the rope firmly
by both hands, when, feeling as if her senses
were utterly deserting her she cried out :

"O my God! I am going f Save me, Roger, I
am going !"

"No, no!" he cried, in agony, for he knew
only too well the danger of the thought. " Hold
fast-hold on; for Christ's dear sake, hold on !
One step, -two steps more, and you are safe.
There !"h e cried, in a voice hoarse with emo-
tion, .s he felt his own foot touch the platform;
and seizing Nellie by the waist, he drew her,
hardly conscious of what he was doing, by main
strength to his side. "There, oh! thank God-
thank God, you are safe at last !"

He was just in time. Nellie had that very
moment let go the rope, and -if he had not
caught her, would inevitably have been dashed
to pieces on the rocks below. As it was, he
landed her safely and gently on the ledge where
he himself was standing, and without ventur-
ing to loose her entirely from his grasp, laid
her down, that she might recover from her
nervous panic.

"You are safe," he kept repeating, as if it
required the assurance of his own voice to make.ecertain of the fact. " You are safe I" and then

with an instinctive yet entirely unacknowl-
edged consciousne8 on his part, that his own
safety might, perhaps, be at least a portion of
her care, he added: " We are safe now. You
can stay here until you are quite yourself again ;
only do not look up or down-at least not just
yet, not until the giddiness is gone. You forgot
Lot's wife, or this never wouldhave happened."

Nellie was not insensible, though she looked
so. She only felt as if she were in a dream.
She understood perfectly all that Roger said;
the shadow even of a smile seemed to pass over
her white lips as he alluded to Lot's wife; but
his voice fell with a muffled sound, as if it oame
from a great distance, on her ear; and-earth,
and sky, and cliff, and ocean, all seemed blend-
ing and floating in a wild fantasy through her
brain. By degrees, however, a sort of awaken-
jng seemed to creep over her, but she did not
use it at first either to look up or speak.- Pos-
sibly she felt that weeds would be powerless to
express her th was glad of any ex-
cuse for silen not like to hurry
her, and he t yed the next few
minutes in sc • isa in search of Hen-
rietta. She was exactly in the place in
which-he had bidden or to wait for him; but
she wai watching the burning tower overhead,
and had evidently very little notion that any
of its victims had escaped. From the spot where
he was standing, he could easily have made her
hear him; but fearing that his voice might
rouse up some hidden foe. he turned to Nellie
for assistaude..

" Have you a handkerchief," he asked, "or
anything of that kind, which you could give
me for a signal t

Without answering, without even looking upl,
(so obedient had she grown, poor Nellie!) she
untied the scarlet kerchief, which, in her harm-
less vanity, she had that morning thrown over
her head and knotted beneath her chin, as the
last thing wanting to her costume of a native
girl, ani gave it into IRoger's hand. He waved
it for some time without success, but at last
lHenrictta f aw it, and began to row vigorously

into shore.
"Now you may lookl' 'cribd Tio•er joyfully,

helping Nellie tottanud up ; " now you may
look, fir you will see nothing but what it is
good for you to see. llenrietta llHewitson is
waiting for us in the boat below, and the sooner
we leave tlhis-resting-place the betttr."

"lHenrietta Hewitsont!" cried Nellie, roused
effectually to life again by the mention of her
name. "His daughter! How kind! how noble!
Shall we not go to her at once f"

"If you are able," he answered. The rest of the
way is easy-easier far than the clilft of Clare
Island, which you climbed with me yesterday."

" Easyl oh! yes, surely it is easy," cried Nellie,
wiltly. "O my mother-my mother !" she sob-
bed, with a little gasp; "I shall see her once
again-and my grandfather ! the poor old man
will not be left desolate, after all.

Roger saw that she was growing ever)- mo-
ment more and more excited, and he cut the
matter short by carrying her down to the beach
and laying her in the bpat,.s if shut had-been a
baby. Henrietta reboived her with a look of
remorse, as if she felt that she herself must
seem, somehow or other, responsible in Nellie,s
eyes for the pain and misery she had been en-
during for the last few hours; and while she
wrapt her tenderly and affectionately in acloak
taken from her own shoulders Roger sent the
boat, by a few vigorous strokes of the oar,
to a safe distance from the rocks near which
they had embarked. This maneuver placed
them full in view of the burning tower, and he
dropped his oar and gamed upon it as if irre-
sistirly attracted by the specacle. The body
of the church was by this time a smouldering

eap of rains, but the tower, wrapt in its ter-
rible robe of ire, still stood bravely up as if

in deasae;of coming doom. r sbgle
second it remained thu ye appa-

wars and ~hti ks akia loaf in
seaasd;- and yeS b iaesf d, as r~fa last
-wild effort to scpe from t flames that
swathed-it, it plung~i4_ ght over the iliflf, the
fragments of itaihed walls crashing and
crumblng rock to rock till they fell with
a roi thunder into the waters underneath.

girls, at the first symptom of the catas-
trophe impending, had instinctively shut their
eyes .but Roger, on the contrary, looked on as
steadily as if he were keeping a count of every
falling stone in order to set.it down in his
debt of vengeance against those who had done
the deed. Not a syllable however, did he utter,
until the last stone had fallen, and the last fiery
gleam disappeared from the cliff; but then, as if
unable any longer to endure in silence, he
threw up his arms toward heaven, and exclaimed

S n, all sent before
their time to judgment ! O God I what punish-
ment hast thou reserved in this world or the
next that shall be heavy enough for such a deed
as this! "

"`Curse me not-curse me not!" cried Hen-
rietta, with anguish in her volee. "The doom,
God knows, is heavy enough already."

"Curse you "P said the astonished Roger,
"you, to whom I owe more than my own life a
thousand times. Nay, Mistress Henrietta, what
madness has made yon fear it I"

"I fear! I fear ! Why should I not?" sobbed Hen-
rietta. "The sin of the parents shall be visited
on the children, and he is my father, after all!"
" Your father! your father i" Roger muttered,

trying to keep down the storm of passion that
was choking him. "Well,.well, he is, as you
sap, your father, so I must, perforce, be silent !"

'Alas! alas !" Henrietta pleaded, " if you did
but know the completeness of his religious
mania, you would also comprehend how easily
a man merciful in all things else, can in this
one thing be merciless.

"Nay," said Roger, bitterly; "it needs, I
think, no great stretch ofintellect to undierstand
it thoroughly. A man, fresh from the siege of
Tredagh, where children were dashed from the
battlements,, lest, 'like nits, they should be-
come troublesome, if suffered to increase,' will,
doubtless, merely consider the holocaust of hu-
man life which lies buried beneath yonder
ruins, as a whole burnt offering, smelling sweet
in the nostrilp of the Lord, which he, as his
high priest, lass been deputed to offer up."

He broke off suddenly, for a hand was laid
upon his arm, and a white face liftedpleadingly
to his. "Speak not thus of her father," whis-
pered Nellie. "Speak not thus; see how she
as weeping!"

" Her tears are his best plea for mercy, then,"
said he in a gentler tone, and seizing the oars,
he began to row as vigorously, as if he hoped to
quiet his boiling spirit by the mere fact of bodily
exhaustion. Nellie made no answer, and silence
fell upon them all.

The deed just done was not of a nature lightly
to be forgotten, and they went quietly on their
way, as people will, upon whom the shadow of
great terror still hangs heavily. Just, how-
ever, as they entered the harbor of Clare Is-
land, Nellie, caught sight of a well-known fig-
ure, and uttered a cry of joy. It was Hamish,
and, in her impatience, she-scarcely waited un-
til the blat was fastened ere she was at his
side. But there was no gladness in his eye' as
he turned to greet her. He wa.s deadly pale,
and his left arm hung powerless at his side.
Nellie saw nothing of this at first, however, she
was thinking so entirely of her mother.

"Is she come, dear Hamish t" she cried,
" Where is she e"

"In Dublin," he answered curtly.
"In Dublin-and you here 1' cried Nellie, in

dismay.
"Because she sent me," he replied.
"What is it Hamish? What is it t" faltered

Nellie, struggling with a sense of some new and
terrible misfortune impending over her.

"She is sore sick-sick even unto death,"
lamnish reluctantly replied. He could not
bring himself to utter the terrible truth ag-yet.

Nellie stood for a moment mute with terror.
She read upon her foster-brother's face that
worse news than even this was about to follow ;
but when she would have iasked what it was,
courage and voice completely titiled her. She
knew it, however, soon enoulgh. l'rom his seat
by the door of the tower, Lord Netterville had
caught a glimpse of Hamish, and acme down at
once to greet him. -Excitem,.,t slllemed foir oane
brief moment to have restored all his facul-
ties, and he cried out eagerly:

" You here, good Ila.luh--I am lheartily glad
to see you! And what uwes bl,rinlg you iroln
Netterville ? how goes uuy latdy daulghter ? Ill
do you say-sore-strieckul f Nay, ml:u, relnme'l-
ber that she is still but ,young. It aunlllmot surely
be all illness unto death •"

"Yea, but it is, my lord." aid llamnish speak-
ing almost roughly in his agony. " Death, and
nothing short of death, a's surely as that I amt
here to say it.

" Art thou a prophet '" asked Roger, bending
his dark brows upon him,, anud half tempted to
suspect a sunare. Art thimn a prophet, that thou
darest to speak thus conltidently of the future f"

"Sir," said Hamish, driven at last beyond
his patience, and hardly knowing how to break
his news more gently, " it needs not to be a
prophet to fosesee that the widow of a royalist
and a Catholic to boot, shut tip in prison and
condemned on a false charge of murder, is in
danger-nay, said I danger f-and is as certain
of her doom as if she were already in her coffin."

Nellie uttered a wild cry, the first and last
that escaped her lips that day, and Lord Net-
terville repeated faintty.I Murder!" -

"Av murder; and in another week she dies,"
Hamisi answered, now desporate as to the con-
sequencee of his revelation.

Nellie turned short round toward Roger:
"I must go!" she said. "I must go at once."
" Of course you must," he answered in that

helpful tone which had so often that morning
already reassured her.

"She has sent me hither to conduct you,"
Hamish-with some latent jealousy of the in-
terference of a stranger-was beginning, when
unable any longer to conceal the bodily anguish

be was endurin ruttered a moan of pain, and
leaned b - t the low walR of the pier.

r the first time NellieIooked into his

" God I my God' P he ited inlaie le-
ity. ' hat is to 

be
c

o m e 
of uas,he is d ,o.

"No, no," Hamish mustered- hi ling
strength to answer. "I''t is nothing. They shot
at de as I took boat from the beach, and hit
me in the arm; but it is not broken, and if
only I could stop the bleeding, I should be well
to start at once.

But he grew paler and paler as he spoke, and
the blood gushed in torrents from.his ann, as
he tried to lift it for their inspection. Roger
shouted to Norah to bring down a cordial from
the tower and he then helped Nellie and Hen-
rietta in their nervous and not very efficient
endeavors to -check "the bleeding with their
kerchiefs. Hamish was by this time well-nigh
insensible, but a cup of wine revived him, and
baving ascertained that he was merely suffer-
ing from a flesh wound, Roger sent back Norah
to rummage out some bandages which he re-
membered were among his soldier stores. With
these he stanched the blood, and carefully
bound up the wounded arm, assuring Nellie at
the same time that her faithful follower was
merely suffering from loss of- blood, and that
in a few days he would be as well again as
ever. Nellie must be forgiven if at that moment
she had no thought excepting for her mother.

"A few days !" she cried despairingly ; " then
I must go back alone, for my mother will be
dead by that time."

Hamish did not bear her. He was leaning
back in that half-dreamy state which often
follows upon loss of blood; but Roger an-
swered instantly:

"You shall go at once; but certainly not
alone." He turned round to look for Lord
Netterville; the poor old man had sunk upon
the ground, and in his helplessness and per-
plexity was weeping like a child.

' Lord Netterville!" said Roger suddenly.
Lord Netterville dashed the tears from his eyes,

and looked up anxiously at the young man.
"Lord Netterville," Roger repeated, giving

him his hand, aild helping him to stand up,
" you see how the case stands; your grand-
daughter m•st go to her mother, and go at
ounce. Any delay were fatal. This poor fellow
is totally unable to accompany her. Will you
trust her to my care * I swear to you that she
shall be as dear and precious to me as a sister,
and that I will watch over her and wait upon
her as if I were in very deed her brother."

With a look of relief and confidence that was
touching to behold, the old man wrung the
hand which Roger gave him, and then silently
turned toward Nellie. Roger did not ask her
if she would accept him as an escort; he felt
that after the events of the morning she would
need no protestations of loyalty at his hand,
and merely said:

" In two hours we can start; but I shall have
to go first to the mainland to look for horses."

" Nay, that shall be my business," said Hen-
rietta suddenly. "In two hours hence, at the
foot of the round tower, you will find theme
waiting; and I will bring you at the same time
a letter to a friend, who may, I think, prove
useful to you in Dublin. Follow me not now,"
she added in a tone that admitted of no reply,
as Roger made a movement as if he would 1
have gone with her to the boat---"follow me not
now; I can beet arrange matters-if I go alone;
but in two hours hence I shall expect you."

CIIAPTIIR XII.
Henrietta was as good as her word, and,

thanks to her-energy and kindness, Nellie,
with Roger for an escort, was enabled to com-
mence her journey that very afternoon, both
she and her companion being mounted upon
good, swift steeds, which the young English
girl had made no scruple of abstracting for the
purpose from her fathlcr'sstable. She had done
even more than thins; for she had conquered I
her pride and petulanec sufficiently to write a
letter to Major Ormiston, in which she en- 1
treated him by the love he once professed to 1
bear her, to. do all he could for Nellie, and to 1
procure her every access to her mnother. This
she had given to Roger, hinting to hlin at the i
samele time that lier correspondent was high ill
favor of the Lord Deputy, and might possibtly
be able to induce the latter to commute the i
senltenee of death hamnging over Mrs. Netter- I
ville into one of fine or inmprisonmlent, even if
he couldl not or would not grant her a full par-
dlon. Of this holpe, however, Roger said not asylla:l, 1,to Nellie, fearfiul, if it should cuome to
naught, of adding the bitterness of lisappoint- 1
mnU-t to tilhe terribile ileasllre of misery which
in that ease wou,ld le her portion.

The journey to lunblin was a difficult and fr
long one, and if Nellie had been allowed tio net
according to her own wishes, she woull prolal-

1ly have used up both herself and her horse
long before sihe had reached its end. F'ortun-
ately, ltowever, for the acconplishient of her I
real olject, Roger took a more exact imeasure
of the strength of both than, under the. cireul- I
stances, she was capable of doilng for herself.
and he insisted every night upon her seeking a c
few hours' repose in any hnalitation, however r
poor, which presented itself for the purlpose.:

With this precaution,-and supported also iI t
somne measure by the very excitement of her l
misery, Nellie bore upl bravely against-the in- I
evitable fatigues and disconmfirts of the jour- a

ney. Tie horses, however, proved less untiring. I
In spite of Roger's best care and grooming, a
both at last began to show symptoms of dis- 1
tress, and they were a long day's journey yet s
from Dublin, when it became evident to him I
that his own, in particular was failing rapidly.
Henrietta had chosen it chiefly for its quality s
of speed, but it was too light for a tall and
powerfully-built man like Roger, -. d more
thain once that day he had been compelled to
dismount, and proceed at a walking pace, in
drder to allow it to recover itself. Night was
rapidly closing in, and Nellie, who, preoccupied
by her own anxieties, had not as yet remarked 1
the state of the poor animal, ventured to re-
monstrate with Roger upon the slowness of
their proceedings. Then for the first time he
pointed out to her the exhaustion of their
steeds, acknowledging his conviction that his
own, in particular, was in a dying state, and

two hours more, if he survived so weI ,
be the tamost measure of the work b o esd

ap t ta U o daWaPlib.N Nellie wltsfeg .-
momesnt Ia dd r, and then aboldstruck her. Why ,let ride tr•l•ht-!
v Tet 'They ••1d been for some hours in the
comnty of the Pale, and they could not be very
far from her old home now.

Every feature of the landscape was becoming
more and more familiar to her eyes, and she
was certain that in less than the.two hours'
which Roger had assigned as the utmost limit
of hi. steed's endurance, they " would have
reached her pative valley. Once there, they
would not only be in the direct road to Dublin.
but they would also have a bettbr chance of
finding horses than they could have in a place
where they were entirely unknown. Netter-
ville, it was true, waswhoaly-and-entlrely, with
its fields and stock, in the hands of the Par-
liamentarians; but she was certain of the
fidelity of the poor people there, and as certain
as she was of her own existence not only-that
they would not betray her, butthat the would
also do all they could to help and aseeJ her on
her way. Ther plan seemed feable; at all
events, no. other presented itself at the mo-
ment to Roger's mind and accordingly after
having done all he could to relieve hi. horse,
and prepare him for a fresh spurt, they struck
right across the country eastward toward the
sea. Nellie proved right in her conjeetures.
In even less than two hours from the moment
in which they started, they reached the valley
of Netterville-reached it, in fact, Just in time ;
for Roger had barely leaped from his horse's
back ere the poor animal was rolling on the
turf in the agonies of death. Nellie then pro-
posed that they should walk to the cottage of
old Gramnnie, and dismounted in her turn. Her
horse was not so exhausted as that of Roger,
nevertheless it was even then unfit for work,
and would in all probability be still more so on
the morrow. Roger therefore thought it better
to leave it to its fate than to run the risk of
attracting notice by bringing it with them to
Grannie's habitation. He hoped, as Nellie did,
that they would have a good chance of finding
fresh steeds at Netterville next morning, and
after carefully- hiding the'two saddles in a
clump of gorse, they set out on their way on
foot. The old woman received Nellie with a
cry of joy. No sooner, however, did the latter
mention the business which had brought her
there, than the faithful creature stifled all her
gladness at this unexpected meeting with her
foster-child, and turned to weep in good and
sorrowful earnest over the woe and shame im
pending upon the house of Netterville in the
person of its unhappy mistress. While Nellie
ate, or tried to eat, the simple fare set before
her by her hostess, Roger told the latter of the
fate which had befallen their horses, and in-
quired into the possibility of replacing them by
freshones. Grannieshook her head despouding-
ly Royalists and Parliamentarianb alternately,
she said, had seized upon every available horse
they could find in the country, until, as far as
she knew, there was not a "garran 

f
it for a

two hours' journey within ten miles of Netter-
ville. As to Netterville itself, if there were an
horses left in its stables, (which she doubted)
they must of necessity belong to the English
soldier, to whose lot in the drawing of the de-
bentures, the castle and the grounds had fallen;
much , the old woman added with. a chuckle to
the disgust of the officer who had commanded-theha the time of the recent murder, and
who, having coveted the place exceedingly for
himself, was supposed to have pressed the
matter heavily against Mrs. Nettervillo for the
facilitating of his own selfish wish.

Roger listened to all this in silence, privately
resolving to risk his own detention, if discov-
ered, as an outlaw, and to visit the stable of
Netterville nextmorning, in hopes of procuring
a fresh mount. As nothing, however, could he
done till then, lihe entreater Nellie to He down
and rest, after which he left the hut, there not
being a second chamber in it, and throwing
hinself on a biank of heather on the outside,
was soon fast asleep. It was long before Nellie
could follow his example; but at last she fell
into that stat'e of dreamless stulpor which oftenu,
in eases of extreme exhanstion, takes the place
of' haltnhy slamher. Such as itwas, at all events
it was reat--rest of body and rent of mind-a
trice to the achliing of weary linls, and to the
yet maore intolerable wenriness of a mind
w-iaicing sand shiverinlg benleath a conming woe.
The fir.t gleami of daylight rnsed her flirom it.
There waes never anly pleasant twilight now,
l,ttion el shclpig slpid waking, in Nellie's mind i
With the fir.st gleam of conscionsness canme
ever the pale image of her inother, there was
neither rest nor sleep for her after thiat. In the
present instmance, anaxiety as to the chance of
being able to prosecnte her-journey at all, was
nadded to her otheir troublles; and, unable to
dullre 4aspelnse ulj•n such a vital point on-en

ir IIa aoII(,ntea, Whe opened the door quietly so
as not to distiurb old Grannie. and looked out
fuor IHuger. lie was nowhere to be seen, and
sihe guness(ed at once that he had gone up to the
cantic. Then a longing nseized her to look once
mrore upon the old place where she had been re
llappy formerly; and, without giving herself
time to waver, she walked hurriedly up the
valley. She did net however, venture to the
front of the house, but resolved instead to take
a path which, skirting round it, would lead her
to the offices behind. It was by one of those
strange accidents which we call chance, but
for which the angels perhaps have quite ani-.
other name, the very path which her mother
had always taken when visiting the sick sol-
dier. The door of the room which he had oc-
cupied was slightly ajar as Nellie passed it, and
moved by an implse for which she could never
afterward thoroughly account, she pushed it
open without noise, and enitered. The room
was not uninhabited, as she had at first sup.
posed. A woman, evidently in the last stage
of some mortaLmalady, lay stretched upon the
bed, and a soldier of the Cromwellian type was
seated with an open Bible in his hand beside
her. He had probably been employed either
in reading or exhorting; but at the moment
when Nellie entered, t was the woman who
was speaking.

[To be Coeatilas.l


