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“that will be when we shall see two suns in one
heaven 1"

“Do not think so,” replied the Queen; ** we
are well assured of our sister's good faith, Eliza-
beth loves fame—and not all that she has won by
ner power and her wisdom will equal that which
she will acquire by extending her hospitality to a
disiressed sister |—not all that she may hereafter
do of good, wise, and great, would blot out the
reproach of abnsing our confilence.—Farewell,
my page—now my knight—farewell for a brief
geason. I will dry the tears of Catherine, or I
will weep with her till neither of us can weep
longer.”” She held out her hand to Roland, who,
flinging himself on his knees, kissed it with much
emotion. He was about to render the same hom-
age to Catherine, when the Queen, assuming an
air of sprightline aid, ** Her lips, thou foolish
boy! and, Catl coy it not—these English
gentlemen should see, that, even in our cold clime,
Beauty knows how to reward Bravery and Fidel-
ity1”

% YWe are not now to learn the foree of Scottish
beanty, or the mettle of Scottish valor,” said the
Sheriff of Cumberland, courteonsly—* I would it
were in my power to bid these attendants upon
her who is herself the mistress of Scottish beanty,
a8 welcome to England as my poor cares would
make them. But onr Queen’s orders are positive
in case of such an em 1ce, and they must not
be disputed by her subject.—May I remind your
Majesty that the tide ebbs fast?™

The Sheriff took the Queen’s hand, and she
had already placed her foot on the igway, by
which she was to enter the gkiff; when the Abbot,
gtarting from a trance of grief and astonishment
at the words of the Sheriff, rushed into the water,
and seized upon her mantle.”

“She foresaw it!—She foresaw it!"—he ex-
claimed—** ghe foresaw your flight into her realm ;
and, foreseeing it, gave orders you should be thus
received. Blinded, deceived, doomed Princess !
your fate is sealed when you quit this strand.—
Queen of Scotland, thou shalt not leave thine
heritage ! he continued, holding.a still firmer

ragp upon her mantle; * true men shall turn
rebels to thy will, that they may save thee from
captivity or death. Fear not the bills and bows
whom that gay man has at his beck—we will
withetand him by force. Oh, for the arm of
my warlike brother ]—Roland Avenel, draw thy
EWOr(

The Queen stood irresolute and frightened ;
one foof upon the plank, the other on the sand
of her native shore, which she was quitling for
ever.

“ What. needs this violence, Sir Priest ¥ eaid
the Sheriff of Cumberland; “I came hither at
your Queen’s command, to do her vice; and I
will depart at her least order, il ghe rejects sach
aid a= T can offer. No marvel is it il our Queen’s
wisdom foresaw that such chance as this might
happen amidst the turmoils of your uns
State ; and, while willing to atford fair hospitality

to her Royal Bister, deemed it wise fo prohibiy
the entrance of a broken army of her followers
into the English frontier.”

“You hear,” eaid Queen Mary, gently nn.
loos her robe from the Abbot's grasp, ** thag
we exercise full liberty of choice in leaving this
ghore ; and, questionless, the choice will remaiy
free to us in going to France, or returning to ong
own dominions, as we ehall determine—Besides,
it is too late.—Your blessing, Father, and God
gpeed thee ™

“ May He have mercy on thee, Princess, and
gpeed thee also!™ said the Abbot, retreating,
“ But my soal tells me I look on thee for the Jast
time1”

be sails were hoisted, the oars were plied,
the ve went freshly on her way through the
frith, which divides the shores of Cumberland
from those of Galloway; but not till the vessel
diminished to the size of a child’s frizate, did the
doubtful, and dejected, and dismissed followers
of the Queen cease to linger on the sands; and
long, long could they discern the kerchief of
Mary, as she waved the oft-repeated signal of
adien to her faithfal adherents, and to the shores
of Scotland.

PTOR

Tr good tidings of a private nature could have
conzoled Roland for parting with his mistress,
and for the distresses of his sovereign, he received
guch comfort some days subsequent to the Queen’s
leaving Dundrennan. A breathless post—no other
than Adam Woodcock—brought despatches from
Sir Halbert G nning to the Abbot, whora he
found with Roland, still residing at Dundrennan,
and in vain torturing Boniface with fresh interro-
gations, ‘The packet Dore an earnest invitation
to hiz brother to make Avenel Castle for a time
his residence, * The clemency of the Regent,®
gaid the writer, *has extended pardon both to
Roland and to you, upon condition of your res
maining a time under my wardship. And I have
that to imunicate respecting the parentage of
Roland, which not only you will willingly listen
to, but which will be also found to afford me, a8
the husband of his nearest rclative, some inlerest
in the future course of his life.”

The Abbot read this letter, and pansed, asif
considering what were best for him to do. Means
while, Woodeock took Roland aside, and ad-
dressed bim as follows:_* Now, look, Mr. Re-
land, that you do not let any papistrie nonsense
lure either the priest or you from the right quarry.
See you, you ever bore yourselfas a bit of a gen-
tleman, Read that, and thank God that threw
old Abhot Boniface in our way, as two of the Sey=
ton’s men were conveying him towards Dundren-
nan here.—We searched him for intelligence ol
cerning that fair exploit of yours at Lochleven,
that hag cost many a man his life, and me a set
of egore bones—and we found what is better for
your purpose than ours.’

The paper which he gave, was, indeed, an at
testation by Father Philip, subscribing himeelf
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anworthy Sacristan, and brother of the Honse of
Baint Mary's, stating, “*that under & yow of se-
crecy he had united, in the holy sacrament of mar-
riage, Julian Avenel and Catherine Greeme; but
that Julian having repented of 1is union, he,
Father Philip, had been sinfally prevailed on by
him to conceal and discnise the same, according
to & complot devised betwixt him and the said
Julian Avenel, whereby the poor damsel was in-
duced to believe that the ceremony had been per-
formed by one not in holy orders, and having no
anthority to that effect. Which sinful -coneceal-
ment the undersigned conceived to be the cause
why he was abandoned to the misgniding of a
water-fiend, whereby he had been under a spell,
which obliced him to answer every ques ion,
even touching the most solemn maiters, with
idle snatches of old songs, besides being sorely
afflicted with thenmatic pains ever after. Where-
fore he bad deposited this testificate and confes-
sion, with the day and date of th aid marriage,
with his lawful superior Boniface, Abbot of Saint
Mary's, sub sigillo confessionés.”

1t appeared by a letter from Julian, folded
2arefully up with the certificate, that the Abbot
Boniface had, in effect, beztirred himself in the
affair, and obtained from the Baron a promise to
avow his marriage: but the death of both Julian
and his injured bride, together with the Abbot's
resignation, his ignoranee of the fate of their un-
happy ofispring, and above all, the good father’s
listless and inactive disposition, had suffered the
matter to become totally forgotten, until it was
recalled by some accidental conversation with the
Abbot Ambrosius concerning the fortunes of the
Avenel family. At the request of his successor
the quondam Abbot made search for it; but
would receive no a ance in looking among
few records of spiritnal experiences and impor-
tant confessions, which he had congcientionsly

wred, it might have remained for ever hidi
5 but for the more active re ches
of Sir Halbert Glendinning.

%89 that you are like o be heir of Ajyenel at
Jast, Master Roland, after my lord and lady have
gone to their place,” said Adam; ‘*and as I have
but onedoon to ask, I trust you will not nick me
with nay.”

Nt if it be in my power to say yeg, my
trusty friend.”

“Why then, I must needs, if T live to see that
day, keep on feeding the eyases with nnwashed
flegh,” said Woodcock, sturdily, yet as if deubting
the reception that his request might meet with.

“"Phon shalt feed them with what yon list for
me.” said Roland, laughing; “T am noi many
months older than when I left the Castle, but I
trust I have cathered wit enough fo cross no man

King's falconer,” said Adam Wo
with the Queen’s neither—but the ¥y §
be mewed up and never need one.—I see it grieves
you to thizk of if, and I could grieve for com-

e will

pany; but what help for it #—Fortune will {ly her
own flight, Jet a man hello himself hoarse.”

The Abbot and Roland journeyed to Avenel,
where the former was tenderly received by his
brother, whiie the lady wept for joy to find that
in her favorite orphan she had protected the sole
surviving branch of her own family. Sir Halbert
Glendinning and hiz household were not a little
surprised at the change which a brief acquaint-
ance with the world had produced in their former
inmate, and rejoiced to find, in the pettish,
spoiled, and presnming page, a modest and un-
assuming young man, too much acquainted with
his own expectations and character, to be hot or
petnlant in demanding the consideration which
was readily and volnntarily yielded to him. The
old Major Domo Wingate was the first to ging his
praises, to which Mistress Lilias bore & loud echo,
always hoping that God would teach him the
true gospel.

To the true gospel the heart of Roland had
secretly long inclined, and the departure of the
good Abbot for France, with the purpose of en-
tering into some house of his order in that king-
dom, removed his chief objection to renouncing
the Catholie faith. Another might have existed
in the duty which he owed to Magdalen Graeme,
both by birth and by gratitude. But he learned,
ere he had been long a resident in Avenel, that
hi: ndmother had died at Cologne, in the per-
formance of a penance too severe for her age,
which she had taken upon herself in behalf of the
Quneen and Church of Scotland, go goon as she
heard of the cefeat at Langside, The zeal of the
Abbot Ambrosius was more regulated; but he
retired into the Scottish convent of , and so
lived there. that the fraternity were inclined to
claim for him the honors of canonization. But
he guessed their purpose, and prayed them, on
his death-bed, to do no honors to the body of one
as sinful as themselves ; but to send his body and
his heart to be buried in Avenel burial-aisle, in
the monastery of Saint Mary’s, that the last Ab-
bot of that celebrated house of devotion might
sleep among its ruins.*

Long before that period arrived, Roland Avenel

+ This was not the explanation of the incident of searching
for the heart, mentioned in the introd n to the tale, which
designed to refer to the
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squeathed to the good Lord
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was wedded to Catherine Seyton, who, after two
years' lence with her unhappy mistress,
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yent ; and her in the unsettled times which
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