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INTRODUCTION

T
THE BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR

Tur Author, on a former pecasion,' declined giving the real
source from which he drew the tragic subject of this history,
because, though occurring at a distant period, it might possi-
bly be unpleasing to the feelings of the descendants of the
parties.® But as he finds an acconnt of the eircumstances
piven in the Notes to Law's Memopinfs,” by his ingenious
friend, Charles Kivkpatrick Sharpe; Esq., and also indieated
in his veprint of the Rev. My, Symson’s poews appended to
the Larye Description of (felloway, as the original of the Dride
uf’ Latmemernionr, the Author feels himself now at liberty to tell
the tale as he had it from connexions of Lis own, who lived
very near the period, and were closely related to the family of
the bride.

It 15 well known that the family of Dalrymple, which has
produced, within the space of two centuries, as many men of
talent, eivil and military, and of literary, politieal, and pro-
fessional eminence. as-any louse in Sceotland, first rose into
distinction in the person of James Dalrymple, one of the most
eminent lawyers that ever lived, though the labours of his
powerful mind were unhappily exercised on a subjeet so lin-
ited as Scottish jurisprudence, on which he has composed an
admirable work.

He mavried Margaret, daughter to HRoss of Balneel, with
whom he obtained a considerable estate. She was an able,
politie, and high-minded woman, so suecessful in what she

1 Bee Introduetion o the Chirodeles of the Canongats,
* Hew Tl Family of Stair.  Note 1. 3 Law 'S Menioriady, fr. 28,
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undertook, that the vulgar, no way partial to her husband or
her family, imputed her success to neeromancy. According
to the popular belief, this Dame Margaret purchased the tem-
poral prosperity of her family from the Master whom she served
mnder a singular condition, which is thus narrated by the his-
torian of her grandson, the great Earl of Stair: “She lived
to & great age, and at her death desired that she might not Le
put under ground, but that her coffin should stand upright on
one end of it, promising that while she remained in that situ-
ation the Dalrymples should continue to flonrish.  What was
the old lady’s notive for the request, or whether she really
made such o promise, T shall not take upon me to determine;
but it’s ecertain her coflin stands upright in the isle of the
chureh of Kirklistown, the burial-place belonging to the fam-
ily.” " The talents of this accomplished race were sufficient
to hiave accounted for the dignities which many members of
the family attained, without any supernatural assistance.  But
their extraordinary prosperity was attended by some equally
singular family misfortunes, of which that which befell their
eldest danghter was at onece unaceountable and melancholy.
Miss Janet Dalrymple, daughter of the first Lord Stair and
Dame Margaret Ross, had engaged herself without the knowl-
edgeof her parents to the Lord Rutherford, who was uot ae-
ceptablé to them either on account of his political principles
or his want of fortune, The young couple broke a piece of
gold together, and pledged their troth in the most solemn
manner; and it is said the voung lady imprecated dreadful
evils on herself should she break her plighted faith. Shortly
after, a suitor who was favoured by Lord Stair, and still more
50 by his lady, paid his addresses to Miss Dalrymple. The
young lady refused the proposal, and being pressed on the
suliject, confessed her secret engagement.  Lady Stair, a wom-
an acenstomed to universal submission, for even her husband
did not dare to contradict her, treated this objection as a trifle,
and insisted upon her daughter yielding her consent to marry
the new suitor, David Dunbar, son and heir to David Dunbar

b Memaotrs of John Earl of Stair, by an Impartial Hand, Ian;inn. printed
for C. Corbetl, p. 5.
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of Baldoon, in Wigtonshira, ‘The fivst lover, a man of very
high spirit, then interfersd by letter, and insisted on the right
he had acquired by his troth plighted with the young lady.
Lady Stair sent him for answer, that her danghter, sensible
of her undutiful behaviour in entering into a contract unsanc-
tioned by her parvents; had retracted her unlawful vow, and
now refused to fulfil her engagement with him:

The lover, in retun, declined positively to receive such an
answer from any one but his mistress in person; and as she
had to deal with a man who was both of a most determined
character and of too high condition to be trifled with, Tady
Stair was obliged to consent to an interview between Lord
Butherford and her danghter. DBut she took care to be pres-
ent in person, and argned the point with the disappointed and
ineensed lover with pertinacity eqnal to his own.  She partie:
ularly insisted on the Levitical law, which declares that a
swoman shall be free of a vow which her parents dissent from.
This is the passage of Seripture she founded on:

“If a man vow a vow unto the Lovd, or swear an ocath to
bind his soul with a bond; he shall not break his word, he
shall do aceording to all that proceedeth out of lits mouth.

“1f a woman also vow a vow unto the Lord. and bind her-
self by a bond, being in her father’s house in her youth;

“And her father hear her vow, and her bond whevewith she
hath bound her soul, and her father shall hold his peace at
her: then all her vows ghall stand, and every bond wherewith
‘she hath bound her soul shall stand.

“Dut if her father disallow her in the day that he heareth;
not any of her vows, or of her bonds wherewith she hath bound
her soul, shall stand: and the Lord shall forgive her, because
her father disallowed her."—Numbers xxx. 2-5.

While the mother insisted on these topies, the lover in vain
conjured the danghter to declare her own opinion and feelings.
She remained totally overwhelmed, as it seemed—mute, pale;
and motionless as a statue.  Only at her mother’s eommand,
sternly uttered, she summoned strength enough to restore to
her plighted suitor the piece of broken gold which was the
emblem of her troth. On this he bugst forth into a tremen-



10 WAVERLEY NOVELS.

dous passion, tock leave of the mother with maledictions, and
as he left the apartment, turned back to say to his weak. if
not fiekle, mistress: ** For yon, madawm, you will be-a world’s
wonder”; & phrase by which some remarkalle degree of ca-
lamity is usually implied. He went abroad, and returned not
again. If the last Lord Rutherford was the unfortunate party,
e inust have been the third who bore that title, and who died
in 1085,

The marriage betwist Janet Dalrymple and David Dunbar
of Baldoon now went forward, the bride showing no repug-
nance, but being absolutely passive in everything her mother
commanded or advised. On the day of the marvriage, which,
as was then usual, was celebrated Dy a great assemblage of
friends and relations, she was the same—sad, silent, and re-
signed, as it seemed, to her destiny. A lady, very nearly
connected with the family, told the Author that she had con-
versed on the suliject with one of the brothers of the bride, a
mere lad at the time, who had rvidden before his sister to
church,  He said her hand, which lay on his as she held her
arm round his waist, was as eold and damp as marble.  But;
full of his new dress and the part heacted in the procession,
the circumstanee, which he long afterwards rémemberad with
bitter sorrow and eoupunetion, made no impression on him at
the time.

The bridal feast was followed by dancing. The bride and
bridegroom retired as usual, when of asudden the most wild
and piercing eries were heard from the nuptial chamber, It
was-then the enstom, to prevent any coarse pleasantry which
old times perhaps admitted. that the key of the nuptial eham-
ber should be entrusted to the bridesman, He was called
upon, but refused at first to give it up, till the shrieks became
so hideous that he was compelled ro hasten with others to learn
the canse. (i opening the door, they found the bridegroom
Iying across the threshold, dreadfully wounded, and streaming
with Blood, The. bride was then sought for. She was found
in the corner of the large chimney. having no covering save
her shift. and that dabbled in gore. There she sat grinning
at them. mopping and wowing, ‘as 1 heard the expression
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used; in a word, absolutely insane. The only words she
spoke were, * Tak up your bonny bridegroom.” She survived
this horrible scene lttle more than a fortnight, having been
married on the 24th of ‘August,-and dying on the 12th of Sep-
tember: 1663,

The unfortunate Baldoon recovered from his wounds, but
sternly prohibited all inguiries respecting the manner in which
he had veceived them. “Ifa lady,” he said, “asked him-any
question: upon the subjeet, he would neither answer her nor
speak to ler again while he lived; if a gentleman, he would
consider it as a mortal affront, and demand satisfaction as
having received such.” He did not very long survive the
dreadful catastrophe, having met with a fatal injury by a fall
from his hovse, as he rode between Leith and Holyrood House,
of which he died the next day, 28¢h March 16582, Thus & few
years removed all the prineipal actors in this frightful tragedy.

Various reports went abroad on this mysterions affair, many
of them very inaecnrate, though they could hardly be said to
be exaggerated.’ [t was difficult ‘at that time to become ac-
quainted with the history of & Seottish family above the lower
rank; and strange things sometimes took plau,ﬁ there, into
W hmii even the law did not scrnpulonsly inguire.

The evedulons Mr. Law savs, generally, that the Lord Presi-
dent Stair had o danghter, whe, “ being married, the night she
was bride in, was taken from her bridegroom and harled
through the house (by spirits, we are given to understand)
andrafterward died.  Another danghter,” he says, was sup-
posed to be possessed with an evil spivit.”

My Eviend, My, Sharpe, gives another edition of the tale.
According to his ‘information, it was the bridegroom who
wounded the bride. The marriage, aceording to this account,

"There appeared in the Edibargh Beening FPost of Oct. 10, 1840 (and af-
terwarnds in the Lives of the Linisays, p. 453), a letter dated September Gih,
1323, addressad by Sir O, Horne Dalevmple Elphinstone, Bart., to the late
Sir James Stewart Denhom of Joltness, Bart., both’ descendants-of Lo
Prosident Stair, froo which iv appears thar, secording o the traditionsl
ereed of the Thilermple family, the bride's unhappy lover, Lord Ruiher-
Tard, had found means 1o be seeretead in the nuptinl chamber, and that the

wound of the bridesroom; Sir David Dunbar of Baldeon, was inflicted by
Butherfond’s land.—J . (i, Lockiawr,
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had been agaiust her mother’s inclination, who had given her
consent iy these ominous words: “ Weel, you may marry him,
but sair shall you repent i."

I find still another account darkly insinuated in some highly
seurrilous and abusive verses, of which 1 have an original copy.
They are docketed as being written * Upon the late Visepunt
Stair and his family, by Siv William  Hamilton of Whitelaw,
The marginals by William Duaunlop, writer in Edinburgh, a
son of the Laird of Househill, and nephew to the said Sir
William Hamilton.” There was a bitter and personal quarrel
and rvivalry betwixt the author of this libel, a name which it
richly deserves, and Tord President Stair; and the lampoon,
which is written with much more malice than ait, bears the
following motto:

Btair's neck, mind, wife, sons, grandson, and the rest,
Are owry, falde, witch, peses, parricide,  possossed,

Thiz-malignant satirizst, who ealls up all the misfortunes of
the family, does not forget the fatal bridal of Daldoon. He
gepis, though his verses ave as obseire as unpoetical, fo inti-
mate that the violence dong to the bridegroom waz by the
intervention of the foul fiend, to whom the voung lady had ve-
signed hevself, in case she should break her comtract with her
first lover. His hypothesis is inconsistent with the account
given in the note upon Law's Memorials, but easily reconcil-
able to the family tradition,

Treall Stair's offspring we no difference know,
They di the femiles as the males bestow |

B0 ho of one of his daughters’ marringe gave the ward,
Like & truc vussal, to Glenluee’s Luind ;

He knew what shédid to her mastor plight,

I she ber fuith to Rutherfund should slight, }
Which, like hiz own, for grecd e broke outright.
Nick did Baldoon's posterior right deride,

A, nsfirst substitate, did seize the bride
Whate'er he to his mistoess did or said,

He threw the befdeeroom from thie nuptinl bed,

Inte the chimney did 50 hiz rival nyanl,
Fiis iruised bones ne'er were cured but by the fall.!

Oue of the marginal notes aseribed to William Dunlop ap-
P The Ball from hishorse, by which he was Killed.
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plies to the above lines. “8he had betrothed herself to Lord
Rutherfoord under hovrid imprecations, and afterwards mar-
ried Baldoon, his nevey, anid her mother was the cause of Ler
breach of faith.”

The same tragedy i5 alluded to in the following couplet and

nota:

What train of curses that base brood pursues,
hen thie young neplivw weds old unele's sponse,

The note on the word “uncle” explains it as meaning
“ Rutherfoord, who should Lgve married the Lady DBaldoon,
was Baldoon’s uncle.™ The poetry of this sative on Lord
Stair and his family was, as .tth“'tLl_} noticed, written by Sir
William Hamilton of Whitelaw, a rival of Lord Stair for the
situation of Presudent of the Court of Session; a person much
inferior to that great lawyer in talents, and equally itl-treated
by the ealumny or just sative of his'contemporaries as an un-
just and partial judge. Some of the notes are by that cuvious
and laborions antiguary, Robert Milne, who, as a virulent Jac-
obite, willingly lent a hand to blackén the family of Stair.!

Another poet of the period, 'with a very different purpose,
has left an elegy, in which he darkly hints at and bemoans the
fate of the ill-starred young person, whose very nncommon
calamity Whirelaw, Dunlop, and Milne thought a fitting sub-
ject for buffoonery and ribaldey. ‘This bard of milder mound
was Andrew Svmson, before the Revolution minister of Kirk-
inner, in Galloway, and after his expolsion as an Episcopa:
lian following the humble oceupation of a printer 1 Fdinburgh.
He furnished the family of Baldoon, with which L appears to
have been intimate, with an elegy on the tragic event in their
family. 1In this piece he treats the mournful occasion of the
bride’s death with mysterious solemnity,

The verses bear this title, “ Un the unexpected death of the
virtnons Lady Mys. Janet Dalrymple, Lady Baldoon, younger,”

! I have compared the-satire; which ocenrs in the fiest volume of the
curious litthe collection called & Baok of Senttish Dusgeite, 1537, with that
which had & niore Al fext and maore extended notes and w!m-h PR in Ty
owi passessing,  he-gift of Thomas Thomson. Esa. ResisteeTopate,  Tn

the Boal af Pasgieils, p. 72, 18 a most abusive opitaph on Sir William Hap-
ilton. of Whitelaw.
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~and afford us the precise dates of the catastrophe, which eould
not otherwise bave been easily ascertained. ¥ Nupta August
12, Domum Dueta August 24 Obiit September 12, Se-
pult. September 50, 1668."  The form of the elegy is a dia-
logue betwixt a jassenger and a domestic servant.  The first,
recollecting that he had passed that way lately, and seen all
aroitnd enlivened by the appearances of mirth and festivity, is
desirous to kuow what had changed so gay a scene into moum-
ing. We preserve the reply of the servant as a specimen of
Mr. Symson's verses, which are not of the first quality ;
Sir, “tis troth yon'vie twlkd.
We did enjoy great mirth 5 but now, ah me!
O joxful song's turn'd tooan elegie,
A virtuous lacy, not long sinee o brids,
Wasto o hopefal plant by marringe tiad,
And broughe home hither.  We did all rejoice,
Fven for her sake, Dot prezently our voice
Was furn'd (o mourning for that little time
That she'd enjoy 1 she waned in hér prime,
For Atrapus, with her impartial knife,
Saom et Ber thresd, amd therewithal ler life;

And for the time we may it well reniember,
It beinz in nnfortunate September ;

Whiere wo et feave her till the resurrection,
"Pis then the Saints enjor their full perfection.!

Mr, Symson also poured forth his elegiac strains upon the
fate of the widowed bridegroom, on which subject, after a
long and guernlous effusion; the poet arrives at the sound con-
clusion, that if Baldeon had walked on foot, which it seems
was his general custom, he would have escaped perishing by
a fall from horseback. As the work in which it cecurs is so
searee a3 almost to be unique, and as it gives us the most full
aceount of one of the actors in this tragic tale which we have
rehearsed, we will, at the visk of leing tedious, insert some
shovt specimens of Mr, Symson’s composition, It is entitled:

VT his oley s :-.-pr{mr.-rl in the appendix to a topographical work by the
same uuthor, entitled A Large Deseription of Galtoway, by Adrew Symson,
Minister-of Kirkinner, Svo, Tait. Edinburgh, 1825 The reverend gentle-
man'< elogies areextremaly rare, nor did the Anthor ever see n copy but

his own, which s honnd op owith the Tefafriarehivon; a religions poem
from the Biblical History, by the same authar.
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A Funeral Elegie, oceasioned hy the sad and much la-
mented death of that worthily respected, and very much ae
complished -gentleman, David Dunbar, younger, of Baldoon,
only son and apparent heir to the right worshipful Sir David
Dunbar of Baldoon, Knight Baronet. He departed this life
on March 28, 1682, having received a brujse by a fall, as he
was riding the day preceding betwixt Leith and Holyrood
House; and was honourably interred in the Abbey Chureh of
Holyrood House, on April 4, 1632,

Men might, and very justly too, conclude

Me gullty of the worst ingratitode,

Should T be silent, orshould I forbear

At this amd aecident to shed avear

Atenr ! spid [? ah! that's a petit thing.

A very lean, slight, slender offering,

Too mean, ['mosure, for me, wherewith t'attend
The unexpected Nineral of my riend

A glazs of briny tears charged up toth’ brin.
Would be too few for me to shed for him,

The poet proceeds to state his intimacy with the deceased,
and the constancy of the young man’s attendanee on public
worship, which was regular, and had such effeet upon two or
three others that were influenced by his example:

Ho that my Muse "grinst Priscinn avers,
He, only he, were iy parishioners ;
Yea, and my only hearersd.

He then describes the deceased in person and manners, from
which it appears that more accomplishiments were expected in
the composition of a fine gentleman in ancient than modern
times :

His body, though not very large or tall,

Was sprightly, active, yen and strong withal,
His constitution was. if right T've guess'd,

Blood mixt with choler, s&id 1o be the hest,

In's gesture, converse, speech, discourse, attire,
He practis'd that which wise men still ndmire;
Commend, sud recommend.  What's that? you'll say.
"Tis this; he ever choog'd the middle way
"Twixt both th' extremes; Amast in ev'ry thing
He dic the like, ‘tis worth onr noticing :
Sparing, ret not a niggard ; liberal,

And vet riot lavieh or a prodigal,
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Az knowing when to spend and when to spare;
And that's a lesson which not many are
Acquainted with,  He bashful was, yet daring
When he saw cause, and yio therein but sparing ;
Familiar, vet not common, for he know

To condestend, and keep hiz distance 1o0.
Heus'd, and that most commonly, to go

On foot; 1 wish that hehad still done so.

Th' affairs of court were unto him well known ;
And vet meanwhile he lighted not hisown.

He kuew full well how, Lo bahave at court,

And yvor but seldom did thereto resort ;

But lov'd the country life;, choos’d to inure
Himzelf to past’rage nnd agrienlture ;

Proving, improving, ditching, trenching, draining,
Viewinge, reviewing, and hy thoze means gaining’:
Planting, trinsplanting; levelling, erecting
Walls, echambers, honses, termaces : projecting
Now this, now that device, thizdranglit, thal measure,
That might advance his profit with his pleasure.
Quick in his bargaing, honest in commerce,
Justin Iris-dealings, being much averse

From quirks of law, @till ready to refer

Hiz ¢ause tan honest eountry-arbiter.

He was aequalnted with cosmography,
Arithmetic, nud modern history ;

With architetture and such avis ns these,

Which T may ¢all specifick soienges

Fit for a gentleman 3 and surely he

That kuows them not, st least-in some degnes,
May brook the title; but he wants the thing,

T2 but o shadow searce worth notleing,

He learned the French, ba't spolien to his praise,
Tn very Hittle more than fourty days.”

Then comes the full burst of woe, in which, instead of say-

ing much himself, the poet informs us what the ancients would
have said on such an oceasion;

A heathen poet; at the news, no doubt,

Would have exclaimed, and furionsly cry’d out
Against the futes, the destinies and starrs,

What! this the effect of planctarie wares!

We miight have zcen him rage gnd rve, yea worse,
"Tis very like we might have heand-him curse

The year, the month, the day, the hour, the plate,
The company, the wager; and the race;

Decry all recrentions, with the names

OFf Isthimian, Pythinn, and Olympick games;
Exelnim against them all both cld-and new,

Both the Nemmwan and the Lethean too:
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Adjudge all persons, under hizhest pain,
Always to walk on foot, and then azain
Order all horses to ha-hough'd, that we
Might never more the ke adventure see,

Suppesing our veaders have had enough of Mr. Symson’s
woe, and finding nothing more in his poem worthy of trans-
eription, we-retirn to the tragie story.

It is needless to point oub to the intelligent reader that the
witeheraft of the mother consisted only in the ascendency of
a powerful mind over & weak and melancholy one, and that
the harshness with whicl she exereised her superiority in a
case of delicacy had driven her daughter first to despair, then
to frenzy. Aecordingly, the Author has endeavoured to ex-
plain the tragic tale on this prineiple. Whatever resemblance
Lady Ashton may be supposed to possess to the celebrated
Dame Margarvet Ross, the reader must not suppose that there
was any idea of tracing the portrait of the first Lord Viscount
Stair in the tricky and mean-spivited Sir William Ashton.
Lord Stair, whatever might be his moral qualities, was cer-
tainly one of the first statesmen and lawyers of his age.

The imaginary castle of Wolf’s Crag has been identified by
some lover of locality with that of Fast Castle. The Author
is nob competent to judge of the resemblance betwixt the real
and imaginary scenes, having never seen Fast (Castle except
from the sea. But fortalices of this description are found oe-
citpying, like ospreys’ nests, projeeting rocks, or promonto-
ries, in many parts of the eastern coast of Seotland, and the
position of Fast Castle seems certainly to resemble that of
Wolf’s Crag as much as any other, while its vicinity to the
mountain ridge of Lammermoor renders the assimilation a
probable one,

We have only to add, that the death of the unfortunate
bridegroom by a fall from horseback has been in the novel
transferred to the no less unfortunate lover.*

! gee the account of how this novel was composed in Lockhart’s Life of
Senit, vol. v%p 06 ef req., od, 1862 ( Latng).
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CHAPTER 1.

By enuk and keel to win your bread,
Wi whigmaleories for them wha need,
Whilk is & genile tracde fndecd
To carey the gaberlungie on,
O Bang,

Few have been in my secret while I was compiling thess
narratives, nor is it probable that they will ever become pub-
lic during the life of their author. Even were that event to
happen, I am not ambitious of the honoured distinetion, digite
menstrarf, T confess that, were it safe to cherish such dreams
at all, 1 should more enjoy the thought of remaining behind
the eurtain unseen, like the ingenious manager of Punch and
his wife Joan, and enjoying the astonishment and conjectures
of my audience. Then might [, perehance, hear the produc-
tions of the obsenre Peter Pattieson praised by the judicicus
and admired by the feeling, engrossing the young and attraot-
ing-even the old; while the eritic traced their fame np to some
name of literary celebrity, and the guestion when, and by
whom, these tales were written filled up the pause of conver-
sation in a Inndred eircles and coteries, This | may never
enjoy during my lifetime; but farther than this, I am certain,
my vanity should never induee me to aspire.

[.am too stublorn in habits, and too little polished in man-
ners, to envy or aspire to the honowrs assigned to my literary
contemporaries. I eould not think a whit move highly of my-
self were I found worthy to “come in place as a lion™ for n
winter in the great metropolis. 1 could not rise, tarm round,
and show all my honours, from the shaggy mane to the tufted
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tail, “roar you an't were any nightingale,” and so lie down
again like a well-behaved beast of show, and all at the cheap
and easy vate of a eup of eoffee and a slice of bread and butter
as thin as a wafer.  And I conld ill stomach the fulsome fat-
tery with which the Jady of the evening indulges her show-
monsters on sich oceasions, as she crams her parots wit
sugar-plinms, in order to make them talk before company. 1T
pannot b teu:pl’ed tiy “eome aloft™ for these marks of distine-
tion, and, like lmprisoned Samson, T would eather remain—
if sueh must be the alternative—all my life in the mill-house,
giinding for my very bread;, than be brought forth to make
sport for the Philisting lords and ladies. This proceads from
no dislike, real or affested. to the aristoeracy of these realms.
But they have their place, and 1 have mine; and, like the
iron -and earthen vessels in the old fable, we can scavee come
mte eollision without my being the suffever in every sense.
It may be otherwise with the sheets which I am now writing,
These may be opened and laid aside at pleasuve; by amusing
themselves with the perusal, the great will excite no false
hopes; by neglecting or eondemning them, they will inflict
uo pain; and how seldom can they converse with those whose
minds have toiled for their delight without deing either the
one or the other.

In the better and wiser tone of feeling which Ovid only ex-
prisses in one line to retract in that which follows, I ean ad-
dress these quirés—

Parve, nee invideo, sine me, liber, ibis in nrbem.

Nor do [ join the regret of the illustrions exile, that he him-
self conld not in person accompany the volwme, which he sent
forth to the mart of literature, pleasure, and luxury. Wers
thers not & hundeed similar instances on record, the fate of
my poor friend and seliool-fellow, Dick Tinto; would be suffi-
eient to warn me against seeking happiness in the celebrity
which attaches itself to a successful cultivator of the fine arts.

Dick Tinto, when he wrote himself artist, was wont to de-
rive his origin from the ancient family of Tinto, of that ilk,
in Lanarkshire, and occasionally hinted that he had somewhat
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derogated from his ‘gentle blood in using the penecil for his
pirneipal means of support.  But if Dick’s pedigree was cor-
rect, some of his ancestors must have suffered a more heavy de-
clension, since the good man: his father executed the necessary,
and; T trugt, the honest, but certainly not very distinguished,
employment of tailor in ordinary to the village of Langdivdum
in the west,  Under hig honble roof was Richard born, and to
his father's hunble trade was Richard, greatly conteary to his
inelination, early indentured.  Old Mr. Tinto had, however,
no reason to congratulate himself upon having compelled the
youthful genius of his son to forsake ite natural bent. He
farved like the sehool-boy who attempts to stop with his finger
the spout of a water eistern, while the stream, exasperated at
this compression, escapes by a thousand unealeulated spurts;
andd wets him all over for his pains:  Even so fared the senior
Tinto, when his hopeful apprentice not only exhausted all the
chalk ‘in making sketches upon the shopboard, but even exe-
cuted several caricatures of his father's best customers, who
began loudly to murmur, that it was too hard to have their
persons deforied by the vestments of the father, and to be
at the same time tuined mto vidicule by the peneil of the son.
This led to diseredit and loss of practice, until the old tailor,
yielding to destiny and to the entreaties of his son, permitted
him to attempt his: fortune in a line for which he was better
qualified.

There was about this time, in the village of Langdivdum, a
peripatetic brother of the rush, who exercised his vocation
sieh oJoare frigido, the objeet of admiration to all the boys of the
village, but especially to Dick Tinto. The age had not yet
adopted, amongst other unworthy retrenchments, that illiberal
measure of economy which, supplying by written characters the
lack of symbolical representation, closes one open and easily
accessible avenue of instruction and emolument against the
students of the fine artss 1t was not yet pennitted to write
upon the plastered doorway of an alehouse, or the suspended
sign of an inn; *“The Old Magpie,” or ¥ The Saracen’s Head,”
substituting that cold description ful the lively effigies of the
plumed chatl;erez, or the turban'd frown of the terrvifie soldan.
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That early and more simple age considered alike the necessities
of all ranks, and depicted the symbols of good cheer 80 as to be
obvious to.all capacities; well judging that a man who could
not read a syllable might nevertheless love a pot of good ale
as well as his better-edueated neighbours; or even as the par-
gon himself.  Aeting opon this liberal prineciple, publicans as
yet hung forth the painted emblems of their ealling, and sign-
painters, if they seldom feasted, did not at least abselutely
starve,

Toa worthy of this decayed profession, as we have alveady
intimated, ek Tinto became an assistant; and thus, as is
not unusual among heaven-born geniuses i this department
of the fine arts, began to paint before he had any notion of
drawing.

His talent for observing nature soon induced him to rectify
the errors, and soar above the instructions, of his teacher. He
particularly shone in painting horses, that lieing.a favourite
sign in the Scottish villages: and, in tracing his progress, it
is beautiful to observe how by degrees he learmmed to shorten
the backs and prolong the legs of these noble animals, until
they came to look less like erceodiles, and more like nags.
Detraction, which always pursues merit with strides propor-
tioped to its advancement, has indeed alleged that ek onee
upon a time painted a horse with five legs, instead of fonr, 1
might have rested his defence npon the license allowed to that
branch of his profession, which, as it permits all sorts of sin-
gular and Arregular combinations, way be allowed to extend
itself so far as to bestow a limh supemumerary on a favourite
subject. But the cause of a deceased friend is sacred; and 1
disdain to bottom it so superficially. 1 have visited the'sign
in question, which yet swings exalted in the village of Lang-
dirdum; and I am veady to depone upon the oath that what
has been idly mistaken or misrepresented as being the fifth
leg of the horse, is, in fact, the tail of that quadruped, and,
considered with reference to the posture in which he is deline-
ated, forms a cirewmstance introdueed and managed with great
and suceessful, though daring, art. The nag being repre-
gented in a rampant or rearing posture, the tail, which is" pro-
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longed till it tonehes the ground, appears to form a podat
dlappredy and gives the fimess of a tripod to the figure, with-
out which it would be difticult to conceive, placed as the feet
are; how the courser could maintain his ground withoutb tumi-
bling hackwards, This bold eonception has fortunately fallen
into the eustody of one by whowm it is duly valued; for, when
Dick,-in his more advanced state of proficiency, became du-
bious of the propriety of so daring a deviation from the estal-
lished rules of art; and was desirous to exeente a pietnve of
the publican himself in exchange for this juvenile produc-
tion, the courteous offer was declined by his judieions employ-
er, who had observed, it seems, that when his ale failed to do
its duty in conciliating his guests, one glance at his sign was
sure to put them in good humonr,

It would be foreign to my present purpose to trace the steps
by which Dick Tinto improved his touch, and eorrected, by
the rules of art, the luxurianee of a fervid mmagination. The
seales fell from his eyes on viewing the sketches of & contem-
porary, the Scottish Teniers, as Wilkie has been deservedly
styled. e threw down the Lrush, took up the erayous, and,
amid bunger and toil, and suspense and uneertainty, pursued
the path of his profession under better auspices than those of
hig original master.,  Still the first mde emanations of liis ge-
niug, like the nursery rhiyvmes of Tope, could these be recov-
ered, will be dear to the companions of Diek Tinto’s youth,
There is a tankard and gridivon painted over the door of an
ohseuve change-house in the Back Wynd of Gandercleugh
But I feel T must tear myself from the subject, or dwell on it
too long.

Amid his wants and struggles, Digk Tinto had recourse, like
his brethren, to levying that tax upon the vanity of mankind
which lie eould not extraet from their taste and liberality—in
‘a word, he painted portraits. It was in this more advanded
state of proficiency, when Dick had soared above his original
line of business, and highly disdained any allusion to it, that,
after having been estranged for several years, we again met
in the village of Ganderclengh, I holding my present situa-
tion, and Dick painting copies of the human face divine ata
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guinea per head, 'This was a small premium, yet, in the first
burst of business, it more than sufficed for all Dick’s moderate
wants; 50 that he occupied an apartinent at the Wallace Inn,
cracked his jest with impunity even upon mine host himself,
and lived in respeet and observance with the chambermaid,
hostler, and waiter.

Those haleyon days were too serene to last long. When his
honour the Laird of Gandercleugh, with his wife and three
daughters, the minister, the gauger, mine esteemed patron Mr.
Jedediah Cleishbotham, and sone round dozen of the feuars
and farmers, had leen consigned to im'mml.‘llit;) by Tinto’s
hmsh, custom began to slacken, and it was fmpessible to
wring more than crowns and half-crowns frenn the hard hands of
the peasants whose ambition led them to Dick’s painting-room.

Still, though the horizon was overclonded, no'storm for
somie time ensued.  Mine host had Christian faith with a
lodger who had lLeen a good paymaster as long as he had the
meang.  And from a portrait of our landlord Limself, grouped
with his wife and daunghters, in the style of Rubens, which
stiddenly appeared in the best parlour, it was evident that
Dick had found some mode of bartering art for the necessaries
of life.

Nothing, however, is more precarious than vesources of this
nature. It was observed that Dick became in his turn the
whetstone of mine host's wit, without venturing either at de-
fence or retaliation ; that his easel was transferved to a garret-
room, in which there was scarce space for it to stand upright;
and that he no longer venturad to join the weekly cluly of
which he had been once the life and soul. In short, Dick
Tinto’s friends feared that he had acted like the animal called
the sloth, which, having eaten up the last green leaf upon the
tree where it has estallished itself, ends by tumbling down
from the top, and dying of inanition. ['ventured to hint this
to Dick, recommended his transferring the exercise of his in-
estimable talent to some other sphere, and forsaking the com-
mop which he might be said to have eaten barve.

“There is an obstacle to my change of residence,” said my
friend, grasping my hand with & look of solemnity.
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¥Abill due to my landlexd, I am afraid?” replied 1, with
heartfelt sywpathyy *if any part of iy slendér means ean
assist in this emergenee—-—

“No, by the soul of Rir Joshua!” answeréd the generous
youth, “[ will never involve a friend in the consequences of
my own misfortune.  There is 8 mode by which I oan regain
my liberty; and to creep even through a commen sewer is
better than to remain in prisom.”

I did not perfectly understand what wy friend meant. The
muse of painting appeared to have failed him, and what other
goddess he eould inveke in his distréss was'a mystery to me.
We parted, however, without further explanation, and I did
not again see him until three days afier, when he summoned
nte 10 pattake of the “foy™ with which his landlord proposed
to regale him ere his departire for Edinburgh.

I'found Dick in high spirits, whistling while he Luekled the
small’ knapsack which contained his eolours, brushes, pallets,
and:c¢lean shirt.  That he parted on the best terms with-mine
host was cbvious from the cold beef set forth in the low par-
lour, Banked by two mugs of admirable brown stonty and 1 own
ny euriosity wis exeited concerning the means through which
the face of my friend’s affairs had been s0 suddénly improved,
I did not suspect ek of dealing with the devil, and by what
earthly means lie haid extricated himself thus happily 1 was
at a total loss to conjecture.

He perceived my euriosity, and took me by the hand,
“My friend,” hesaid, * fain would I coneeal; even from you,
the degradation to which it has been necessary to submit, in
order to accomplish an honourable retreat from Ganderelengh.
But what avails attempting to eonceal that whish muost needs
betray itself even Ly its superior excellence? All the village
—all the parish—all the world—will svon discover to what
poverty has reduced Richard Tinto.”

A sudden thonght here stiuck me. I had observed that
our landlord wore, on that memorable morning, a pair of bran
new velveteens instead of his ancient thicksets.

*What," said 1, drawing my right hand, with the forefinger
and thumb pressed together, nimbly from my right haunch
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to my lefe shoulder, “ you have condescended to rvesmne the
paternal arts to which you were first bred—Ilong stitehes, ha,
Digk#”

He yepelled this unlucky conjecture with a frown and a
pshaw, indicative of indignant contempt, and leading me into
another room, showed me, resting against the wall, the ma-
jestic head of Sir William Wallace, grim as when severed from
the trunk by the orders of the felon Edward.

The painting was executed on beards of a substantial thiek-
ness, and the top deeorated with irons, for suspending the
honoured effigy upon a signpost.

“There,” he said, “my friend, stands the honour of Scot-
land, and my shame; yet not so—rather the shame of those
who, instead of enecuraging ark in its proper sphere, reduce
it to these unbecoming and unworthy extremities.”

[ endeavoured to smooth the maffied feelings of my misused
and indignant friend., I reminded him that he ought not,
like the stag in the fable, to despise the quality which had
extricated him from difficulties, in which his talents, as a
portrait or landseape painter, had been found unavailing.
Aboveall, I praised the execution, as well as conception, of
his painting, and reminded him that, far from feeling dishon-
vured by so superh o specimen of his talents being exposed to
the general view of the publie, he ought rather to congratulate
himself upon the augmentation of his ecelebrity to which its
public exhibition must necessarily give rise.

“You are right, my friend—yon are right,” replied poor
Diiek; his eye kindling with enthusiasm; * why should I shun
the name of an—an—(he hesitated for a phrase)—an out-
of-doors - artist? Hogarth has imtrodueed himself in that
character in one of his best engravings; Domenichino, or
somebody else, in ancient times, Morland in our own, have
exercised their talents in this manuer. And wherefore limit
to the rich and higher classes alone the delight which the
exhibition of works of art is caleulated to inspire into all
classes? Statues are placed in the open air, why should
Painting be more niggardly in displaying her masterpieces
than her sister Seulpture?  And yef, my friend, we must part
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suddenly ; the carpenter is coming in an hour to put up the—
the emblem; and traly, with all iy philogophy, and your
consolatory enconragement to boot, | would rather wish to
leave Ganderclengh Lefore that operation commences.™

We partook of our genial host’s parting banguet, and I
eseorted Dick on his walk to Edinburgh. We parted about
amile from the village, just as we heard the distant cheer of
the boys which aceompanied the mounting of the new gymbol
of the Wallace Head. Diek Tinto mended his pace to: get
out of hearing, 50 little had either early practice or recent
philosoply reconciled him to the chavacter of a sign-painter.

In Edinburgh, Dick’s talents were discovered and appre-
ciated, and he rveceived dinners and hints from several dis-
tinguished judges of the fine arts.  But these gentlemen dis-
pensed their eriticism more willingly than their ecash, and
Dick thought he needed cash more than eriticism. He there-
fore sought London, the universal mart of talent, and where,
as is usual 1o general marts of most deseriptions, muech more
of each commodity is exposed to sale than can ever find pur-
chasers,

Pick, wha, in serions parmest, was supposed to have eonsid-
erable natural talents for his profession, and whose vain and
sanguine disposition never permitted him to doubt for a mo-
ment of ultimate success, threw himself headlong into the
growd which jostled and struggled for notice and preferment.
He elbowed others, and was elbowed himself; and finally, by
dint of intrepidity, fought his way into some notice, painted
for the prize at the Institution, had pietures at the exhibition
at Bomerset House, and damned the hanging committee. But
poor Dick was doomed to lose the field he fought so gallantly.
In the fine arts, there is scarce an altemative hetwixt distin-
ghished success and absolute failtrve; and as Dick's zeal and
industry were nnable to ensure the first, he fell into the dis-
tresses which, in his ¢ondition, were the natural consequences
of the latter alternative. Ile was for a time patronised by one
or two of those judicious persons who make a virtue of being
singular, and of pitching their own opinions against those of
the world in matters of taste and eriticism. But they soon
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tired of poor Tinto, and laid him down as a load, upon the
prineiple on which a spoilt c¢hiid throws away its plaything.
Misery, T fear, took him up, and accompanied him toa pre-
mature grave, to which he was carried from an obseure lodg-
ing in Swallow Street, where he had been dunned by his land-
lady within doors, and watched by bailiffs without, until death
came to his velief, A corner of the Merning Post noticed s
death, generously adding, that his manner displayed consider-
able genius, though his style was rather sketehy ;. and referved
to an advertisement, which announced that Mr. Varnish, a
well-known printseller, had still'.on hand a yery few drawings
and paintings by Richard Tinto, Esquire, which those of the
nobility and gentry who might wish to ecomplete their collee-
tions of modern art were invited fo visit without delay. So
ended Diek Tinto! a lamentable proof of the great truth, that
in the ine arts medicerity i3 not pennitted, and that he who
cannot ascend to fhe very top of the ladder will do well not
to put his foot npon it at all,

The memory of Tinto is dear to me, from the recollestion
of the many conversations which we have had together, most
of them turning upon my present task: He was delighted
with my progress, and talked of an ornamented and illostrated
edition, with heads, vignettes, and euls e lumpe, all to be
degigned by his own patriotic and friendly pencil.  Ie pre-
vailed upon an old sergeant of invalids to sit to him in the
character of Bothwell, the lifeguard’s-man of Charles the
Seeond, and the bellman of Gandeveleugh in that of David
Deans.  DBut while he thus proposed to unite his own pow-
ers with mine for the illustration of these narratives, he
mixed many a dose of salutary eriticism with the panegyvies
which my composition was at times so fortunate asto call
forth.

“Your characters,” he said, “my dear Pattieson, make too
much use of the gob ber: they petter too much (an elegant
phraseology which Dick had learned while painting the scenes
of an itinerant eompany of players) ; there isnothing in whole
pages but mere chat and dialogue.”

*The ancient philosopher,” said T in reply, * was wont to
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say, ‘Speak, that I way know thee'; and how is it possible
for an author to introduce his persone dicmatis (o his readers
na more interesting and effectual manuer than by the dia-
logue in which each is represented as supporting his own
appropriate character?”

# 1t is a false conelusion,” said Tintoy * I hate it, Peter, as
I hate an unfilled ¢an. 1 grant you, indeed, that speech isa
faculty of some value in the intercourse of human affairs, and
I will not even iusist on the doctrine of that Pythagorean
toper, who was of opinion that over a bottle speaking spoiled
conversation.  But I will notallow that a professor of the fine
arts has oceasion to embody the idea of his scene 1 language,;
in order to impress upon the reader its reality and its effect.
On the eontrary, I will be judged by most of your readers,
Peter, should these tales ever become publie, whether you
have not given us a page of talk for every single idea which
two words might have communicated, while the postuve, and
manner, and ineident, aceurately drawn, and bronght out by
appropriate colouring, would have preserved all that was
worthy of preservation, and saved these everlasting *said he’s’
and “said she’s,” with which it has been your pleasure to en-
cumber your pagLs »

I veplied, * That he confounded the operations of the pencil
and the pen; that the serene and silent art, as painting has
been called by one of our first living poets, necessarily ap-
peated to the eye, beeaunse it had not the organs for address-
ing the ear; whereus poetry, or that species of composition
which approached to it, lay under the necessity of doing abso-
lutely the reverse, and addresged itself to the ear, for the pur-
pose of exeiting that mtetesl; which it could not attain through
the medinm of lhﬂ gye.’

Dick was not a whit, staggered by my argument, which he
contended was founded on misrepresentation.  * Deseription,”
he said, * was to the author of -a romance exactly what draw-
ing and tinting were to a painter: wonls were his colours,
and, if properly employed, they eould not fail to place the
seens which he wished to conjure up as cffectually before the
mind's eve as the tablet or canvas presents it to the bodily
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organ.  The same yules,” he contended, * applied to Loth, and
an exuberance of dialogue, in the former case, was a verbose
and labovious wode of composition which went to econfound
the proper art of fictitious narrative with that of the drama,
a widely different species of composition, of which dialogue
was the very essence, Lecause all, excepting the language to
be made use of, was presented to the eye by the dresses, and
persons, and actions of the performers upon the stage, But
ag nothing,” said Dick, *ean be more dull than a long narra-
tive written upon the plan of a drama, so where yow have ap-
prosiched most near to that species of composition, by indulg-
ing in prolonged scenes of mere conversation, the course of
your story has become chill and constrained, and you have
lost the power of arresting the attention and exeiting the im-
agination, in which upon other oeeasions you may be considered
as having sueceeded tolerably well,”

[ wade my bow in requital of the compliment, which was
probably thrown ‘in by way of pdacebo, and expressed myself
willing at least to make one trial of a wore straightforward
style of mmpuairiuu. in which my actors should do more, and
say less, than in my former attempts of this kind, Dick gave
we a patronising and approving nod, and observed that, find-
ing me so docile, he would communicate, for the bLenefit of
my muse, & subject which he had studied with a view to hLis
own art.

“The: story,” he said, *was, by tradition, affirmed to be
truth, although, as upwards of a hundred years had passed
wway since the events took place, some doubts upon the aceu-
racy of all the particnlars might be reasonably entertained.”

When Dick Tinto had thus spoken, he rummaged his port-
folio for the sketeh from which he proposed one day to exe-
cute a picture of fourteen feet Ly eight. The sketeh, which
was cleverly cxeeuted, to use the appropriate phrase, repre-
sented an aneient hall, fitted up and furnished in what we now
eall the taste of Queen Elizabeth’s age.. The light, admitted
from the upper part of a high easement, fell upon a femnale
figure of exquisite beauty, who, in an attitude of speechless
tervor, appeared to wateh the issue of a debate betwixt two
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other persons. The oune was a young man, in the Vandyke
dress common to the time of Charles 1., who, with an air of
indignant pride, testified by the manner in which he raised
his head and extended his arm, seemed to be urging a elaim
of right, vather than of favour, to a lady whose age, and some
resemblance in their features, pointed Ler out as the mother
of the younger female, and who appeared to listen with a
mixture of displeasure and impatience.

Tinto produced his sketeh with an air of mysterious tei-
umph, aund gazed on it as-a fond parent looks upon a hopetul
child, while he anticipates the future figure he 18 to make in
the world, and the height to which he will raise the honour
of his fawmily. He held it at avm’s length from me—he
held it eloser—he placed it upon the top of a chest of draw-
ers—elosed the lower shutters of the casement, to adjust a
downard and favourable light—fell back to the due distancs,
dragging me after him—shaded his face with his hand, as if
to exclude all but the favourite object—and ended by spoiling
a child’s copy-book, which he rolled up soas to serve for the
darkened tule of an amateur. 1 faney my expressions of en-
thusiasm had oot been in proportion to his own, for he pres-
ently exclaimed with vehewence: ¥ Mr. Pattieson, T used to
think yon had an eye in your head.” _

I vindicated my claim to the uswal allowance of visual organs.

“Yet, on my honour,” sald Dick, “T would swear you had
been born blind, since you have failed at the first glance to
dizsgover the subject and meaning of that:sketeh. 1 do not
mean to praise my own performance, I leave these arts to
others; I am sensible of my deficiencies, conscions that my
tawing and colouring may be improved by the tine I intend
to dedicate to the avt. DBut the conception—the expression—
the positions—these tell the story to every one who lovks at
the sketeh; and if [ can finish the picture without diminution
of the original conception, the name of Tinto shall no more be
smothered by the mists of envy and intrigue.”

I replied: *That I adwired the sketch exceadingly; but
that to understand its full merit, T felt it absuiut.aly Necessary
to be informed of the subject.”
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“That is the very thing I eomplain of,"" answered Tinto;
“ vou have aceustomed yourself so mueh to these creeping twi-
light details of yours, that you are become incapable of receiv-
ing that instant and vivid flash of convietion which darts on the
wind from seeing the happy and expressive eombinations of a
singleseene, and which gathers from the position, attitude, and
coumtenance of the moment, not only the history of the past
lives of the personages represented, and the nature of the
business on which they are immediately engaged, but lifts
aven the veil of fotuvity, and affords a shrewd guess at their
future fortunes.™

“In that case,” veplied I, * Painting execels the ape of the
renowned (iines de Passamonte, which only meddled with the
past and the present; nay, she exeels that very Nature who
affords her subjects; for I protest to you, Dick, that were 1
permitted to peep into that Elizabeth-chamber, and see the
persons you have sketched conversing in flesh and blood, T
should not be a jot nearer guessing the nature of their business
than I am at this moment while looking at your sketeh,  Only
generally, from the languishing look of the young lady, and
the care vou have taken to present a very handsome leg on the
part of the gentleman, I presume there is some reference to a
love affair between them.”

“Do you really presuine to form such a bold conjecture?”
said Tinto. “And the indignant earnestness with which yon
gee the man urge his suit, the unresisting and passive despair
of the younger female, the stern air of inflexible determination
in the elder woman, whose looks express 8t onge consciousness
that she is acting wrong and a firm determination to persist in
the course she has adopted——" _

“1f her looks express all this, my dear Tinto,” replied I,
interrupting him, * your pencil rivals the dramatie art of Mr.
Puff in The Critic, who erammed a whole complicated sentence
into the expressive shake of Lord Burleigh’s head.”

“ My good friend; Teter,” replied Tinto, * I observe you are
perfectly incorrigible; however, I have compassion on your
dulness, and am unwilling you should be deprived of the
pleasure of understanding my picture, and of gaining, at the
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same time, a subject for your own pen. You must know then,
last swinmer, while I was taking sketches on the const of East
Lothian and Berwickshive, I was saduced into the mountains
of Lammermoor by the account 1 received of some remains of
mtiguity in that district.  Those with which 1 was most struek
were the ruins of an ancient castle in which that Elizabeth-
chamber, s you call it, ones existed. 1 resided for two or
three days at a farmhouse in the neighbourhiood; where the
aged goodwife was well acquainted with the history of the
castle, and the events which had taken place in it. One of
these was of a nature so interesting and singular, that my at-
tention was divided between my wish to draw the old ruins in
landscape, and to represent, in a history-piece, the singular
events which have taken place in it. Here are my notes of
the tale.” said poor Dick, handing a parcel of loose scraps,
partly seratehed over with his peneil, partly with his pen,
where outlines of caricatures, sketches of turrets, mills, old
gables, and dovecots, disputed the ground with his written
memoranda:

1 proceeded, however; to decipher the substance of the
manuseript us well as I could, and wove it into the following
Tale, in which, following 'in part, though not entirely, my
friend Tinto’s adviee, 1T endeavoured to render my narrative
rather deseriptive than dramatie. My favourite propensity,
however, has at times overcome me, and my persons, like
many others in this talking world, speak now and then a
great deal more than they act.’

———————

CHAYTER I

Well, lords, we have not got that which we have ;
"Tis not enough our, foes sre this tme fled,
Being dpposites of such repuiring nuture.
Henry VI Part 11,

[~ the gorgeof a pass or mountain glen, ascending fromn the
fertile plains of East Lothian, there stood in former times an
extensive castle, of which only the ruinsg are now visible. Tts

3‘ [Soe Lockhart's Life of Seoft, vol. vi. pp. 06, ete.]
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ancient preprietors were a race of powerful and warlike bar-
ons, who bore the same name with the castle itself, which was
Ravenswoed. Their line extended to a remote period of an-
tiguity, and they had intermavried with the Douglasses, Himes,
Swintons, Iays, and other families of power and distinction
in the same eountry., Their history was frequently involved
in that of Seotland itself, in whose annals their feats ave re-
eorded,  The Castle of Ravenswood, ocenpying, and in some
measure commanding, a pass betwixt Berwickshire, or the
Merse, as the sontheastern provinee of Scotland is termed, and
the Lothians; was of importance both in tumes of foreign war
and -domestic discord. Tt was frequently  besieged with ar-
dour, and defended with obstinacy, and, of course, its own-
ers played a conspicuous part™in story, But their house had
its revolutions, like all sublunary things: it became greatly
declined from its splendonr about the middle of the 17th cen-
tury; and towards the period of the Revolution, the last pro-
prietor of Ravenswood Castle saw himself compelled to part
with the ancient family seat; and to remove himself to a lonely
and  sea-beaten tower, whicl, situated on the bleak shores be-
tween St. Abb's Head and the village of Eyemouth, looked
oit on the lonely and boisterons German Ocean, A black do-
main of wild pasture-land surrounded their new residence, and
formed the remains of their property.

Lord Ravenswood, the heir of this ruined family, was far
from bending his wind to his new condition of life. In the
eivil war of 1680 he had espoused the sinking side, and al-
though he had escaped without the furfeiture of life or land,
his blood had beenattainted, and his title abolished. Hewas
now ealled Lord Ravenswood only in courtesy.

This forfeited nobleman inherited the pride and turbulence,
though not the fortune, of his house, aud, as he imputed the
final declension of his family to a particalar individual, he
honoured that person with his full portion of hatred. This
was the very man who had now become. by purchase, propri-
etor of Ravenswood, and the domains of which the heir of
the house now stoold dispossessed. He was descended of a
family much less ancient than that of Lord Ravenswood, and



THE BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR. ab

which had only risen to wealth and political importanee dur-
ing the great civil wars. He himself had been bred to the
bar, and had held high offices in the state, maintaining throngh
life the character of a skilful tisher in the troubled waters of
a state divided by factions, and goverued Ly delegated suthor-
ity ; and of one who contrived to amass considerable sums of
money in a country where there was but little to be gathered,
and who equally knew the value of wealth and the various
weans of augmenting it and using it as an engine of increas-
ing his power and influence.

Thus qualified and gifted, he was a dangerous antagonist to
th_é fievee and fmprudent Kaveuswood,  Whether he had given
him good eause for the enmity with which the Daron regarded
him, was a point on whieh men spoke diffevently, Some said
the quarrel arose merely from the vindictive spirit and envy
of Lord Ravenswood, who could not patiently behold another,
though by just and fair purchase, become the proprietor of the
estate and castle of his fovefathers. Dut the greater part of
the public; prone to slander the wealthy in their absence as o
flavter them in their presence, held a less chavitable opinion.
They said that the Lord Keeper (for to this height Siv Wil-
liam Ashton had ascended) had, previous to the final purchase
of the estate of Ravenswood, been concerned in extensive pe-
cuniary transactions with the former proprietor; and, rather
intimating what was probable than affirming anything pesi-
tively, they asked which party was likely to havethe advan-
tage in-stating and enforeing the claims ‘arismg out of ‘these
complicated affuirs, and more than hinted the advantages which
the cool lawyer aud able politician must necessarily possess
over the hot, fiery, and imprudent character whom he had in-
volved in legal toils and pecuniary suaves.

The character of the times aggravated these suspicious.
“TIn those days therve was no king in Ismael.” Since the de-
parture of James VI, to assume the vicher and more powerful
crown of England, there had existed in Seotland contending
parties, formed among the aristocracy, by whom, as their in-
trigues at the court of St. James's chanced to prevail, the
delegated powers of sovereignty were alternately swayed. The
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evils attending upon this system of government resembled
those which afiict the tenants of an Ivish estate, the property
of an absentes. There was no snpreme power, claiming and
possessing a general interest with the community at large, to
whon the oppressed might appeal from subordinate tyranny,
gither for justice or for mercy. Let a monarch be as indolent,
as selfish, as much disposed to arbitrary power as he will,
still, in a free country, his own interests dre so clearly con-
nected with those of the public at large, and the evil conse-
quences to his own anthority are so obvious and imminent
when a different cowrse is pursued, that common policy, as
well as eommon feeling, point to the equal distribution of
justice, and to the establishment of the throne in righteous-
ness. Thus, even soversigns vemurkable for nsurpation and
tyranny have been found rigorous in the administration of jus-
tice among their subjects, in cases where their own power and
passions were not compromised,

It iz very different when the powers of sovercignty are dele-
gated tothe head of an avistoeratic faction, rivalled and pressed
closely in the raee of ambition by an adverse leader.  His brief
and preearious enjoyment of power must be employed in re-
warding his partizans, in extending his influence, in oppress-
ing and cvushing his adversaries, Even Abou Hassan, the
most diginterested af all viceroys, forgot not, during his caliph-
ate of one day, to semd { daweers of one thongand pieces of gold
to his own household; and the Scottish vieegerents, vaised to
power by the strength of their faction, failed not to ewbrace
the same means: of rewarding them.

The ndministration of justice: in particular, was infected by
the most gross partiality. Aease of importanee seareely oe-
eurred in which there was not some grounid for bias or pars
tiality on the part of the judges, who were so little able to with-
stand the temptation that the adage, * Show me the man, and
[ will show you the law,” became as prevalent as it was sean-
dalous.,  One corruption led the way to others still more gross
and profligate. The judge who lent his sacred authority in
one ease to supporta friend. and in anotherto erash an enemy,
awd whose decisions were founded on family connexions or
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political relations, could not be supposed inaceessible to direct
personal motives; and the pwse of the wealthy was too often
believed to be thrown into the scale to weigh down the canse
of the poor litigant. The subordinate officers of the law at-
fected little scruple concerning bribery, Pieces of plate and
bags of money were sent in presents to the king's eounsel, to
influence their conduct, and pouwred forth, says a contemporary
writer, like billets of wood upon their floors, without even the
deeency of concealment.

In such times, it was not over uncharitable to suppose that
the: statesman, practised in courts of law, and a powerful
member of a trinmphant cabal, might find and wse means of
advanfage over his less skilful ‘and less favoured adversary;
and if it had Leen supposed that Sir William Ashton’s con-
seience had been too delicate to profit by these advantages, it
was helieved that his ambition and desire of extending his
wealth and congequence found as strong a stimulus in the ex-
hortations of his lady as the daring aim of Macbeth in the
days of yore:

Lady Ashton was of a family more distingnished than that
of er Tord, an advantage which she did not fail to use to the
uttermost, in maintaining and extending her husband’s influ-
ence over others, and, unless she was greatly belied, her own
overhim. She liad been beautiful, and was stately and majestic
in her appearance. Endowed by nature with strong powers
and violent passions, experience had tanght her to employ
the one, and to coneeal, if not to moderate, the other. She
was a severe and strict observer of the external forms, at least,
of devotion; her hospitality was splendid; even to ostentation;
her address and manners, agreeable to the pattern most valued
in Seotland at the period, were grave, dignified, and severely
regulated by the rules of etiquette.  Her character had always
been beyond the Lreath of slander. And yet, with all these
qualities to excite respeet, Lady Ashton was seldom men-
tioned in the terms of love or affection.  Intevest—the inter-
estof her family, if not her own—seemed too obviously the
motive of her actions; and where this is the ease, the sharp-
indging and malignant public are not easily imposed upon by
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outward show. It wasseen and ascertained that, in her most
graceful conrtesies and compliments, Lady Ashton no more
lost sight of her object than the faleon in his airy wheel turns
his quick eyes from his destined guarry; and hence, some-
thing of doubt and suspicion qualified the feelings with which
her equals received her attentions. With her inferiors these
feelings were mingled with fear; an impression useful to her
purposes, so far as it enforced ready compliance with her re-
quests and buplicit obedience to her commands, but detrimen-
tal, because it cannot exist with affection or regavd,

Even her husband, it is said, upon whose fortunes her talents
and address haid produced such emphatie influence, regarded
her with respectful awe rather than contiding attachment;
and veport said, there were times when he considered his
grandenr as dearly purchased at the expense of domestie
thraldom. Of this, however, much might be suspeeted, but
little could be accurately known: Lady Ashton regarded the
honour of her husband as her own, and was well aware how
much that would suffer in the public eye should he appeara
vassal to his wife. In all her arguments his opinion’ was
quoted as infallible; his taste was appealed to, and his senti-
ments received, with the air of deference which a dutiful wife
might seem to owe to & husband of Sir William Ashton’s rank
and character, DPut there was something under all this which
rung false and hollow; and to those who watehed this couple
with elose, and perhaps malicious; serutiny it seemed evident
that, in the hanghtiness of a firmer character, higher birth,
and more decided views of aggrandisement, the lady looked
with some contempt on her husband, and that he regarded
her with jealous fear, rather than with love or admiration.

Still, however, the leading and favourite intervests of Sir
William Ashton and his lady were the same, and they failed
not to work in concert, althongh without cordiality, and to
testify, in all exterior eircumstances, that respect for each
other which they were aware was necessary to secure that of
the publie.

Their upion was crowned with several children, of whom
three survived. One, the eldest son, was absent on his
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travels; the second, a gitl of seventeen, and the third, a boy
about three years younger, resided with their parents in Edin-
burgh during the sessions of the Scottish Parliament and
Privy Council, at other times in the old Gothic castle of
Ravenswood, to which the Lord Keeper had made large addi-
tions in the style of the 1Tth century.

Allan Lord Ravenswood, the late proprietor of that ancient
mansion and the large estate annexed to it, confinued for some
time to wage ineffectual war with his successor concerning
various points to which their former transactions had given
rise, and which were successively determined in favour of the
wealthy and powerful eompetitor, until death closed the litiga-
tion, by summoning Ravenswood to a higher bar, The thread
of life, which had been long wasting, gave way during a fit of
violent and impotent fury with which he was assailed on re-
ceiving the news of the loss of a cause, founded, perhaps,
rather in equity than in law, the last which he Lad maintained
against his powerful antagonist. His son witnessed his dying
agonies, and heard the curses which he breathed against his
adversary, as if they had conveyed to him a legacy of ven-
geance, Other eircumstances happened to ‘exasperate a pas-
sion which was, and had long Deen, a prevalent viee in the
Scottish disposition.

It was a November morning; and the eliffs which overlooked
the oeean were hung with thick and heavy mist, when the por-
tals of the ancient and half-ruinous tower, in which Lord Ra-
venswood had spent the last and troubled years of his life,
opened, that his mortal remains might pass forward to an
aliode yet more dreary and Icuu,lg, The pomp of attendance,
to which the deceased had, in his latter years, been a stranger,
was revived as he was abnnt to be consigned to the realms of
forgetfulness.

Banuer after banuer, with the various devices and eoats of
this ancient family and its connexions; followed each other in
wournful procession from under the low-browed archway of
the courtyard, The prineipal gentry of the country attended
in the deepest wmourning, and tempered the pace of their long
train of horses to the solemn march befitting the occasion.
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Trumpets, with banners of crape attached to them, sent forth
their long and melancholy notes to regulate the movements of
the procession. An immense train of inférior mowrners and
mentals elesed the rear, which had not yet issued from the
eastle gate when the van had reached the chapel where the
body was to be deposited.

Contrary to the custom, and even to the law, of the time,
the body was met by a priest of the Scottish Episeopal com-
munion, arraved in his surplice, and prepared to read oyer the
eoffin of the deceased the funeral service of the church.  Bueh
had been the desire of Lord Ravenswood in his last illness, and
it wag readily complied with by the "Tory gentlemen, or Cava-
liers, as they atfected to style themselves, in which faction most
of his kinsmen were enrolled. The Presbyterian Church judi-
eatory of the bounds, considering the ceremony as a bravading
insult upou their authority, had applied to the Lord Keeper,
as the nearest privy councillor, for a warrant to prevent its
being carried into effect; so that, when the eclergyman hiad
opened his prayer-book, an officer of the law, supported by
some armead men, commanded him to be silent. Ao ingult
whieh fired the whele assembly with indignation was particu-
larly and instantly vesented by the only son of the deceased,
Edgar, popularly called the Master of Ravenswood, a youth
of about twenty years of age. He clapped his hand on his
sword, and bidding the official person to desist at his peril from
farther interruption, commanded the clergyman to proceed.
The man attempted to enforee his commission; but as an hun-
dred swords at onee glittered in the air, he contented himself
with protesting against the viclence whieh had been offered to
him in the execution of his daty, and stood aloof, a sullen and
moody spectator of the ceremonial, muttering as one who should
say: *You'll rue the day that elogs me with this answer,”

The scene was worthy of an artist’s pencil.  Under the very
arch of the house of death, the clergyman, affrighted at the
seene, and trembling for his own safety, hastily and wnwill-
ingly rehearsed the solemn service of the chnrch, and spoke
“dust to dust and ashes to ashes,™ over ruined pride and de-
cayed prosperity. Arvound stood the relations of the deceased,
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their countenances more i anger than in sorrow, and the drawn
swords which they brandished forming a violent contrast with
their deep mowming habits. . In the countenanee of the young
man alone, resenfinent seemed for the moment overpowered
by the deep agony with which he beheld his nearest, and al-
most his only, friend consigned to the tomb of his ancestry.
Acvelative observed lim turn deadly pale, when, all vites being
now duly observed, it became the duty of the chief mourner
to lower down into the charnel vault, where moulderiig coffing
showed their tattered velvet ‘and decayed plating, the head of
the corpse which was to be their partner in corruption. He
stept to the youth and offered his assistance, which, by a mute
motion, Edgar Ravenswood rejected. Firmly, and without a
toar, lie performed that Tast duty.,  The stone was laid on the
sepulehre; the door of the aisle was loeked, and the youth took
possession of its massive key.

As the erowd left the chapel, he paused on the steps which
led to its Gothic chancel. “Gentlemen and friends,” he said,
“you have this day done no eommon duty to the body of your
Elat;e,é.sa_d kinstan, The vites of due observance, which, in
other countries, ave allowed as the due of the meanest Clyis-
tian, would this day have heen denied to the body of your
relative—not certainly sprung of the meanést house in Scot-
land—had it not been assured to him by your courage.
Others bury their dead in sorrow and tears, in silence and in
reverence; our funeral rites are marred by the intrusion of
bailiffs and roffians, and our grief—the grief due to our de-
parted friend—is ehased from our cheeks by the glow of just
indignation. Buf it is well that I know from what quiver
this arvow has come forth, It was only he that dug the grave
who eonld have the mean cruelty to disturb the obsequies; and
Heaven do as much to me and more, if T requite not to this
man and his house the ruin and disgrace he has brought on me
and mine!”

A numerous part of the assembly applanded this speech, as
the spirited expression of just resentment; but the more cool
and judicions regretted that it had been uttered. The for-
tunes of the heir of Ravenswood were too low to brave the
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farther hostility which they tmagined these open expressious
of resentment must necessavily provoke.  Their apprehensions,
however, proved groundless, at least in the immediate conse-
quences of this affair.

The mowmers veturned to the tower, there, acconding to a
eustom but recently abolished in Scotland, to earouse deep
healths to the memory of the deceased, to make the house of
sorrow ring with sounds of joviality and debauch, and to di-
minish, by the expense of a large and profuse entertainment,
the limited revenues of the heir of him whose funeral they
thus strangely honoured. Tt was the custom, however, and
on the present oeeasion it was fully observed. The tables
swam in wine, the populaee feasted in the courtyard, the yeo-
men in the kitchen and Imttery ; and two years' rent of Ravens-
wood’s remaining property hardly defrayed the charge of the
funeral revel. The wine did its office on all but the Master
of Havenswood, a title which he still retained, though forfeit-
nve had attached tothat of his father. He, while passing
around the cup which he himself did not taste, soon listened
to a thousand exclumations against the Lord IKeeper, and pas-
sionate protestations of attachment to himself, and to the
honour of his house.  He listened with dark and sullen hrow
to ebullitions which he considered justly as equally evanescent
with the erimson bubbles on the brink of the goblet, or at
least with the vapours which its contents excited in the brains
of the revellers around him.

When the last flask was emptied, they took their leave with
deep protestations—to be forgotten on the morrow, if, indeed,
those who made them should not think it necessary for their
safety to make a more solemn retractation,

Accepting their adieus with an air of contempt which he
conld seavee conceal, Ravenswood at length beheld his ruinous
habitation eleared of this confluence of riotous guests, and re-
turned to the deserted hall, which now appeaved doubly lonely
from the cessation of that clamour to which it had so lately
echoed. But its space was peopled by phantoms which the
imagination of the young heir conjured up before him—tle
tarnished honour and degraded fortunes of his house, the
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destruetion of his own hopes, and the trimnph of that family
by whow they had been ruined. To a mind naturally of a
gloomny cast here was ample room for meditation, and the
musings of young Havenswood were deep and nnwitnessed.
The peasant who shows the ruing of the tower, which still
crown the beetling cliff ‘and behold the war of the waves,
though no more tenanted saved by the sea-mew and cormo-
rant, even yet aflirs that on this fatal night the Master of
Ravenswood, by the bitter exclamations of his despair, evoked
-some  evil tiend, noder whose malignant infiuence the future
tissue of meidents was woven.  Alas! what fiend ean suggest
more desperate counsels than those adopted under the guidance
of our own violent and unresisted passions?

CHATTER IIL

Over Gods forebede, thensnid the King,
That thou shoguldst shoot at e,
Wilticeme fell, (T o' the (lewgh, otc,

Ox the morning after the funeral, the legal ofticer whose
anthority had been found insufficient to effect an interruption
of the funeral solemnities of the late Lord Ravenswood, has-
tened to state before the Keeper the resistance which he had
med with in the exeention of his office;

The statesman was seated in a spacious library, once a ban-
gueting-room in the old Castle of Ravenswood, as was evident
from the armorial ingignin still displayed on the carved roof,
which was vaulted with Spanish chestuut, and on the stained
glass of the casement, through which gleamed a dim yet rich
light on the long rows of shelves, bending under the weight of
legal commentators and monkish historians, whose ponderons
volwmmnes formed the chief and most valued contents of a Secot-
tish histovian [library] of the period. On the massive oaken
table and rveading-desk lay a confused mass of letters, peti-
tions, and parchments; to toil amongst which was the pleas-
ure at once and the plague of Siv William Ashton’s life,  His
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appearance was grave and even noble, well becoming one wha
held an high office in the state; and it was not save after long
and intimate conversation with him upon topics of pressing
and personal interest, that a stranger could have discovered
something vaecillating and nncertain in his resolutions; an
infirymity of purpose, arising from a cautions and timid dis-
position, which, as he was conseious of its internal influence
on his mind, he was, from pride as well as poliey, most anx-
ious to eonceal from others.

He listened with great apparent composure to an exagger-
ated aeceount of the tumult which had taken place at the
funeral, of the contempt thrown on his own authority and
that of the chureh and state; nor did e seem moved even by
the faithful report of the insulting and threatening language
which had been uttered by young Ravenswood and others, and
obviously directed agaiust hiniself. e heard, also, what the
man had been able fo collect, in a very distorted and aggra-
vated shape, of the toasts which had lLeen drunk, and the
menaces uttered, at the subsequent entertainment. In fine,
he made eareful notes of all these partioulars, and of the
names-of the persons by who, in case of need, an aceusation,
founded npon these violent proceedings, conld be witnessed
and made good, and dismissed his informer; secure that he
was now master of the remaining fortune, and even of the
personal liberty, of young Ravenswood.

When the door had closed upon the officer of the law, the
Lord Keeper remained for a moment in deep meditation;
then, starting from his seat, paced the apartment as one about
to take a suddeén and emergetio resolution. “ Young Ravens-
wood," he muttered, *is now mine—he is my own; he has
placed himself in my hand, and heshall bend or break. |
have not forgot the determined and dogged obstinaey with
which his father fought every point to the last, vesisted every
effort at compromise, embroiled me in lawsuits, and attempted
to assail my chavacter when lie conld not otherwise impugn my
rights. This boy he has left behind him—this Fdzar —this
hot-headed, hare-brained fool, has wrecked his vessel before
she has eleared the "harbor. 1 must see that he gains no ad-
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vantage of some turhing tide which may again float him off.
These memoranda, properly stated to the privy eouncil, ean-
not but be construed into an aggravated riot, in which the
dignity both of the civil and eeelesiastical anthorities stands
committed. A heavy fine might be imposed; an order for
committing him to Edinburgh or Blackness Castle seems not
improper; even a charge of treason might be laid on many of
these waords and expressions, though God forbid T should
prosecute the matter to that extent. No, T will not; 1 will
not touch his life, even if it should be in my power; :mil yet,
if he lives till & change of times, what follows? Restitution—
perhaps revenge. I know Athole promised his interest to old
Ravenswood, and here is his son already bandying and making
a faction by his own contemptible infHuence.  What a ready
tool he would Le for the use of those who arve watching the
downfall of our administration !

While these thoughts were agitating the mind of the wily
statesman, and while he was persuading himself that his own
interest and safety, as well as those of his friends and party,
depended on nsing the present advantage to the uttermost
against young Ravenswood, the Lord Keeper sate down to his
desk, and proceeded to draw up, for the information of the
privy couneil, an aceonnt of the disorderly proceedings which,
in contempt of his warrant, had taken place at the funeral
of Lord Ravenswood.  I'he names of most of the parties eon-
cered, as well as the fact itself, would, he was well aware,
sound odiously in the ears of his eolleagues in administration,
and most likely instigate them to make an example of young
Raveswood, at least, in terrorem.

It was a point of delicacy, however, to select such expres-
sions as might infer the young man's culpability, without
seeming directly to urge it, which, on the part of Sir William
Ashten, his father’s ancient antagonist, conld not but appear
odious and invidions. While he was iu the act of composi-
tion, labouring to find words which might indicate Edgar
Raveiswood to be the cause of the nproar, without specifically
making such @ charge, Siv William, in a pause of his task,
chanced, in Jooking upward, to see the crest of the family
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for whose heir he was whetting the arrows and disposing
the toils of the law carved upon one of the eorbeilles from
which the vaulted roof of the apartment sprung. It was a
blagk bull's head, with the legend, * 1 bide my time”; and
the oceasion upon which it was adopted mingled itself sin-
gularly and impressively with the subject of his present re-
flections.

It was said by a constant tradition that a Malisius de Ravens-
wooil had, in the 15th century, been deprived of his castle and
lands by # powerful usurper, who had for a while enjoyed his
spoils in quiet, At length, on the eve of a costly banquet,
HRaveuswood, who had watched his opportunity, introduced
himself into t.lw castlewith a small band of faithful retainers.
The serving of the expected feast was impatiently looked for
Ly the guests, and clamoronsly demanded by the temporary
master of the eastle. Ravenswood, who had assumed the dis-
guise of a sewer upon the occasion, answered, in a stern voice,
ST bide my time ™; and at the sane moment a bull’s head, the
ancient symbol of death, was placed upon the table, The ex-
plosion of the eonspiracy took place upon the signal, and the
nsurper and his followers were put to death. Perhaps theve
was something in this still known and often repeated story
which came immediately home to the breast -and conscience
of thé Lord Keeper; for, putting from him the paper on
which he had begun his veport, and eavefully locking the
memoranda which he had prepared into a cabinet which stood
beside him, he proeeeded to walk abroad, as if for the purpose
of collecting his ideas, and reflecting farther on the conse-
guences of the step which he was about to take, ere yet they
became inevitable,

[n passing through a large Gothie ante-room, Sir William
Ashiton heard the sound of his daughter’s Inte.  Musie; when
the perforiners are concealed, affects us with a pleasure mingled
with surprise, and veminds us of the natural concert of birds
among the leafy bowers. The statesman, though little ac-
eustomerd to give way to emotions of this natural and simple
elass, was still a mman and a father. He stopped, therefore,
and listened, while the silver tones of Lucy Ashton’s voiee
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mingled with the accompaniment inan ancient air, to which
some one had adapted the fullowing words:
“* Look not. thon on besuty's eharming,

Hit thoun «till when kings are sirming,

Tadte not when the wine-cup shistons,

Speak not when the people Tistens,

Btop thine ear agdinst the singer,

From the red gold keep thy finger,

Vacunt heart, nnd humd, and ey,

Easy live and quietdie.”

The sounds ceased, and the Keeper enteved his daughter’s
apartment,

The words she had chosen seemed particularly adapted
to her character; for Lucy Ashton’s exquisitely beautiful, yet
somewhat gitlish featurés were formed to express peace of
mind, serenity, and indifference to the tinsel of worldly pleas-
ure. Herlocks, which were of shadowy gold, divided ona brow
of exquisite whiteness, like a gleam of broken and pallid sun-
shine npon a hill of snow. The expression of the eountenance
was in the last degree gentle, soft, timid, and feminine, and
seemed rather to shrink from the most easual look of a strager
than to court his admiration,  Something there wasof & Ma-
donng, vast, perhaps the vesult of delicate health, and of vesi-
denee in a family where the dispositions of the imnates were
fiercer, more active, and energetie tlian hey own,

Yet her passiveness of disposition was by no means owing to
‘an indifferent or unfecling mind.  Teft to the impulse of her
own taste and feelings, Luey Ashton wis peenliarly accessible
to those of & romantic cast.  Het secret delight was in the old
legendary tales of ardent devotion and unalterable affection,
chequered as they so often- are with strange adventures and
supernatural horrors. Thiswas her favoured faivy vealm, and
here she erected her aervial palaces.  Dut it was only in seeret
that she labouved at this delusive though delightful arehitec-
ture. In her rotired chumber, or in the woodland bLower
which she had chosen for her own, and ealled after her name,
she was in faney distributing the prizes at the tournament, or
raining down influence from her eyes on the valiant comba-
tants; or she was wandering in the wilderness with Una,
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under escort of the generous lion; or she was identifying her-
self with the simple yet noble-minded Miranda in the isle of
wonder and enchantment.

But in her exterior relations to things of this world, Lucy
willingly received the ruling impulse from those around her.
The alternative was, in general, too indifferent to her to ren-
der resistance desivable, and she willingly found a motive for
deeision in the opinion of her friends which perhaps she
might have.sought for in vain in her own choice. Every
reader must have observed in svime family of his acquaintance
gsome individual of a temper soft and yielding, who, mixed
with stronger’ and more ardent minds, is boine along by the
will of others, with as little power of opposition as the Hower
which is flung into a rouning stream. It usually happens
that such a compliant and easy disposition, which resigns it-
self without murmur to the guidance of others, becomes the
darling of those to whose inelinations its own seem to he
offered, in ungrudging and veady sacrifice.

This was eminently the ecase with Tuey Ashton, Her
politie, wary, and worldly father felt for her an affection the
strength of which sowetiines surprised him into an unusual
emotion.. Her elder brother, who trode the path of ambition
‘witha haughtier step than his father, had also more of human
affection. A soldier, and in a disselute age, he preferred his
sister Lucy even to pleasure aud to military preferment and
distinetion. Ier younger brother, at an age when trifies
chiefly ocenpied his mind, made her the confidante of all his
pleasures aund anxieties, his successin field-sports, and his quar-
vels with his tutor and istructors.  To these details, however
trivial, Luey lent patient and not indifferent attention. They
moved and interested Henry, and that was enough to secure
her ear,

Her mother alone did not feel that distingnished and pre-
dominating affection with which the vest of the family cher-
ished Luecy. She regarded what she termed lier daughter's
want of spirit as a decided mark that the more plebeian blood
of  her father predominated in Lucy's veins, and used to eall
hier in derision ner Lammernoor Shepherdess. To dislike so
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gentle and inoffensive a being was impossible; but Lady Ash-
ton preferred her eldest son, on whom had descended a large
portion of her own ambitious and undaunted disposition, to a
danghter whose softness of temper seemed allied to fecbleness
of mind. Her eldest son was the more partially beloved by
his mother because, contrary to the usual eustom of Scottish
families of distinction, he had been named after the head of
the honse.

“ My Sholto,” she said, * will support the untarnished honour
of his maternal house, aud elevate and support that of his
father. Toor Luey is unfit for courts: or ecrowded halls.
Some country laird must be her husband, rich enongh to sup-
ply her with every eomfort, without:an effort on her own
part, so that she may have nothing toshed a tear for but the
tender apprehension lest he may break lis neck in a fox-
chase.. It was not so, however, that oir house was raised,
wor'is it so that it can be fortitied and augmented. The Lord
Keeper's dignity is yet new; it must be Lorie as if we were
used to its weight, worthy of it, and prompt to assert and
maintain it. HBefore ancient authorities men bend from cus-
tomary and hereditary deference; in our presence they will
stand ereet, unless they are compelled to prostrate themselves,
A daughter fit for the sheepfold or the eloister is ill qualified
to exact respect where it is yielded with reluetance; and since
Heaven refused us a third boy, Luey should have held a char-
acter fit to supply his place. The hour will be a happy one
which disposes her hand in marriage to some one whose energy
is greater than her own, or whose ambition ig of as low an
order.”

S0 meditated a mother to whom the qualities of her chil-
dren's hearts, as well as the prospeet of their domestic happi-
ness, seamed light in comparison to their rank and temporal
greatness.  DBut, like many a parent of hot and impatient
character, she was mistaken in estimating the feelings of her
daughiter, who, under a semblance of extreme indifference,
nourished the germ of those passions which sometimes spring
up in one night, like the gourd of the prophet, and astonish
the almgr;er by their unexpected ardour and intensity. In
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faet, Luey’s sentiments seemed chill because nothing had oo~
curred to interest or awaken them. Her life liad hitherto
flowed on in a uniform and gentle tenor, and happy for her
had not its present smoothness of current resembled that of
the stream as it glides downwards to the waterfall!

“ S0, Luey,” said her father, entering as hey song was ended,
“ does your musical philosopher teach you toconteinm the world
before you know it?  Thatis surely something premature.  Ox
did you but speak according to the fashion of fair waidens; who
are always to hold the pleasures of life in contewpt till they
are pressed upon them by the address of some gentle knight?”

Lugy Ablushed, disclaimed any inference respecting her own
choice being drawn from her zelection of a song, and readily
laid aside her instrument at her father's request that she
would attend him in his walk.

A large and well-wooded park, or rather chase, stretehed
along the hill behind the castle, which, ocenpying, as we hava
noticed, a pass ascending from the plain, seemed built in'its
very gorge to defend the forest ground which arose behind it
in shagey majesty.  Into this romantic vegion the father and
danghter proceeded, arm in arm, by a noble avenue overarched
by embowering elms, beneath which groups of the fallow-deer
were seen o stray in distant perspective.  As they paced slowly
on, admiring the different points of view, for which Sir WVil-
liam - Ashton, notwithstanding the nature of his usual avoca-
tions, had considerable taste and feeling, they were overtaken
by the forester, or park-keeper, who, intent on silvan sport,
was proceeding with his cross-bow over his arm, and a hound
led in lsash by his boy, into the intervior of the wood.

“Uroing to shoot us a piece of venison, Novman?” said his
master, as he returned the woodman's salutation.

“&anl, your honeur, and that L am. Will it please you to
see the sport?”

“Oh no," said his lordship, after looking at his daughter,
whose colour fled at the idea of seeing the deer shot, althongl,
had her father expressed his wish that they shonld aceompany
Norman, it was probable she would uot even have hinted her
reluctance,
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The forester shrugged his shoulders.  “ It was a dishearten-
ing thing,” he said, * when none of the gentles ¢came down to
aee the sport.  He hoped Captain Sholto would be soon hame,
or he might shut np his shop entirely; for Mr. Harry was kept
sae close wi’ his Latin nonsense that, though his will wasvery
gude to be in the wood from morning till night, there wounld
be a hopeful lad lost, and no making a man of him, It was
uot so, he had heard, in Lord Ravenswood’s time: when a
buck was to be killed, man and mother’s sou ran to sea; and
when the deer fell, the knife was always presented to the
knight, and he never gave less than a dollar for the compli-
ment. And there was Edgar Ravenswood-—>Master of Ravens-
wood that is now—when he goes up to the wood—there hasna
been a better hunter since Tristrem’s time—when Siv Edgar
hauds out, down goes the deer, faith. But we hae lost a’
sense of wooderaft on this side of the hill,”

There was much in this harangue highly displeasing to the
Lord Keeper’s feelings; he could not help observing that his
menial despised him almost avowedly for not possessing that
taste for sport which in those times was deemed the natural
and indispensable attribute of a real gentleman, But the
master of the game is, in all country houses, a man of great
importance, and entitled to. use considerable freedom of
speech. Sir William, thevefore, only smiled and replied,
“HMe had something else to think upon to-day than killing
deer' ; meantime, taking out his purse, he gave the ranger a
dollar for ‘his encouragement, The fellow veceived it as the
waiter of a fashionable hotel receivis double his proper fee
from the hands of a country gentleman—that is, with a smile,
in which pleasure at the gift is mingled with contempt for the
ignoranee of the donor.  “ Your honour is the bad paymaster,”
he said, “who pays before it is done.. What would yow do
were 1 to miss the buek after you have paid me my wood-
fen?"

*1 suppose, ™ said the Keeper, smiling, “you would hardly
guess what 1 mean were 1 to tell you of a rendictin fudebiti 2"

“Not I, on my saul. T guess it is some law phrase; but
sue a beggar, and—your honowr knows what follows.  Well,
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but T will be just with you, and if bow and brach fail not, you
shall have a piece of game two fingers fat on the brisket.”

As he was about to go off, his master again called him, and
asked, as if by necident, whether the Master of Ravenswood
was actually so brave a man and so good a shoofer as the
world spoke himn.

“ Brave!—brave enough, I warrant you,” answered Norman.
“1 was - in the wood at Tyninghame when theve was a sort of
gallants hunting with iy lord; on my saul, there was a buck
turned to bay made us all stand  back—a stout old Trojan of
the first head, ten-tyned bhranches, and a brow as broad as e'er
a bullock’s.  ¥gad, he dashed at the old lovd, and there woulil
have been inlake among the peerage, if the Master had not
whipt roundly in, and hamstrong him with his eutlass. e
was but sixteen then, bless his heart!" .

“ And iz he as ready with the gun as with the couteau?” said
Sir William.

“He'll strike this silver dollar out from between my finger
aud thumb at fourscore yards, and 1'11 hold it out for a gold
merk; what more would ye have of eye, hand, lead, and gun-
powder?”

“Ohy no more to be wished, eertainly,” said the Loid
Keeper; “ but we keep you from your sport, Norman. Good
morrow, good Norman,™

And, humming his rustic roundelay, the yeoman went on
his road, the sound of his rough veice gradually dying away
as the distanee betwixt them inereased

HThe monk must arise when the matins ring,
The abbot iy sleep to their chime:
But the yecninn must start when the bugles sing
"Tis e, my hearts, "t time,

There's bucks and raes on Bilhope braes,
Therr's u herd on Shortwosl Shaw ;
Bt o Nily-white doe in the gurden goes,

LT

She's fairly worth themoa',

“Has this fellow,” said the Lovd Keeper, when the yeo-
man’s song had died on the wind, “ever served the Havens-
wood people, that he seems so much interested in them? I
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supposs you know, Luey, for youmake it a point of conseience
to record the special history of every boor about the castle.”

“Lam not quite so faithful a chronicler, my dear father;
but I believe that Norman onee served here while a boy, and
before he went to Ledington, whence you hired him. But if
yowwant to know anything of the former family, Old Alice is
the best anthority.”

# And what should T haveto do with them, pray, Luey,”
sald her father, “or with thew history or accomplishments?"

“Nay, I do not know, siv; only that you were asking ques-
tions of Novman about young Ravenswood.”

“Pshaw, child!” replied her father, yet immediately added:
“And who is Old Alice? [ think you know all the old women
in the country.”

“To ba-sure 1 do, or how eould I help the old creatures
when they are in hard times? And as to Old Alice, she is
the very empress of old women and queen of gossips, so far
as legendary lore is concerned. She is hlind, poor old soul,
but when she speaks to youn, you would think she has some

way of looking into your very heart. I 'am sure [ often cover
my face, or tumn it away, for it seems as if she saw one change
colour, though she has been blind these twenty years, Sheis
worth visiting, were it but to say you have seen & blind and
paralytic old woman have so mueh acuteness of perception and
dignity of manners. 1 assure you, she might be a countess
from her language and behaviour. Come, you must go to sea
Alice; we are not o quarter of a mile from her cottage.”

#All this, my dear,” said the Lord Keeper, "is no answer
to my question, who this woman is, aud what is her connex-
ion with the former proprietor’s family

“Oh, it was something of a nouriceship, I believe; and she
remained here, because her two grandsons wers ﬂngagetl in
your service. Buot it.was against her will, 1 faney; for the
poor old ereature is always regretting the change of times and
of property.”

“1 am much obliged to her,” answered the Lord Keeper.
*“She and her folk eat my bread and drink my eup, and are
Jamenting all the while that they are not still under a family
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which never could do good, either to themselves or any one
else!” :
“Indeed,” veplied Luey, “I am certain yon do Old Alice
injustice. She has nothing mercenary abont her; and would
not accept a penny in charity, if it were to save her from
being starved. She isonly talkative, like all old folle swhen
yon put them upon stories of their youth; and she speaks
about the Ravenswood people, becanse she lived under them
s0 many years. DBut I am sure she is grateful to you, sir, for
your protection, amd that she wounld rather speak to you than
to any other person in the whole world beside. Do, sir, come
and see Old Alice.”

And with the freedom of an indulged danghter she dragged
the Lovd Keeper in the direction she desired.

CHATTER 1IV.

Thraugh tops of the high trecsshe did desery

A little smoke, whose vapour, thin gnd Heht,

Hecking aloft, wprolled to the sky,

Which cheerful sign did send unto her sight,

That in the same did wonne sone living wight.
BrENSER.

Luoy acted as her father’s guide, for he was too much en-
grossed with his political labours; or with society, to be per-
fectly acquainted with his own extensive domains, and, more-
over, was generally an inhabitant of the eity of Edinburgh;
and she, on the other hand, had, with her mother, regided the
whole summer in Ravenswood, and, partly from taste, partly
from want of any other anmsement, had, by her frequent ram-
bles, leared to know each lane, alley, dingle, or bushy dell;

And every hosky bourne from sile (o side,

We have said that the Lord Keeper was not indifferent to
the beauties of nature; and we add, in justice to him, that he
felt them doubly when pointed out by the beauntiful, simple,
and interesting girl whe, hanging on his arm with filial kind-
ness, now ealled him to admire the size of some ancient oak,
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and now the unexpected turn where the path, developing its
maze from glen or dingle, suddenly reached an eminence comns
manding an extensive view of the plains beneath them, and then
gradually glided away from the prospect to lose itself among
rocks and thickets, and goide to scenes of deeper seclusion.

It was when pausing on oueof those points of extensive and
commanding view that Luey told her father they were close by
the cottage of her hlind profépés ; and on turning from the lit-
tle hill, a path which led around it, worn by the daily steps
of the infirm inmate, brought them in sight of the hut, which,
embogomed in a deep and obseure dell, sedmed to have been
s0 situated purposely to bear a corréspondence with the dark-
ened state of its inhalatant.

The cottage was situated immediately nnder a tall roek,
which in some measure beetled over it, as if threatening to
drop gome detached fragment from its brow on the frail tene-
ment beneath. The hut itself was constructed of turf and
stones, and rudely roofed over with thatch, much of which
was i a dilapidated eondition. The thin blue smoke rose
from it in a light column, and curled upward along the white
face of the incumbent vock, giving the scene a tint of exquisite
softuess. In a swmall and rude garden, surrounded by strag-
gling elder-bushes, which formed a sort of imperfect hedge,
sat near to the beehives, by the produce of which she lived,
that “woman old ” whom Luey had brought her father hither
to visit,

Whatever there had been which was disastrons in her for-
tune, whatever there was miserable in her dwelling, it was
easy to judge by the first glance that neither years, poverty,
misfortune; nor infirmity had broken the spirit of this remark-
able woman.

She occupied a turf seat, placed under a weeping birch of
unusual magnitude and age, as Judah is vepresented sitting
under hey palm-tree, with an air at once of majesty and of
dejection. Her figure was tall, commanding, and but little
bent by the infirmities of old age. Her dress, though that of
a peasant, was uncommonly clean, forming in that particular
a strong contrast to most of her rank, and was disposed with
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‘an attention to neatness, and even to taste, egually unusual.
But it was her expression of countenance which chiefly struck
the spectator, and induced most persons to address her with
a degree of deference and civility very inconsistent with the
miserable state of her dwelling, and which, uevertheless, she
received with that easy composure which showed she felt it to
be her due. She hadonee been beautiful, but her heanty had
been of a bold and masenline east, such ag does not survive
the bloom of youth; vet her features continued to express
strong sense, deep reflection, and a chavacter of sober pride,
which, as we have already said of her dress, appeared to
argue a conscious superiority to those of her own rank. It
scaree seemed possible that a face, deprived of the advantage
of sight, could have expressed eharacter so strongly; but her
eyes, which were almost totally closed, did not, by the display
of their sightless orbs; mar the eountenance to which they could
add nothing. She seemed in a ruminating postire, soothed,
perhaps, by the murmurs of the busy tribe avound her to ab-
straction, though not to slumber,

Taey undid the lateh of the little garden gate, and solicit-
ed the old woman’s attention. “My father, Alice, 15 ¢ome to
see you.”

“ He is welcome, Miss Ashton, and so ave you,” said the old
woman, turning and inelining her head towards her visitors.

#Thig is a fine morniug for your Leehives, mother, said
the Lord Keeper, who, struck with the outward appearance
of Alice, was somewhat curious to know if her conversation
would correspand with it.

“1 believe so, my lord, ™ she replied; “1 feel the air breathe
milder than of late."

“You do net,” resumed the statesman, “take charge of
these Lees .}ourse'lf, mother? How do youmanage them?”’

* By delegates, as Kings do their subjects,” resumed Alice;
“and T am fortunate in a prime minister, Iere, Babie.”

She whistled on a small silver eall which hung aronnd her
neek, and which at that time was sometimes used to summon
domestics, and Babie, a givl of fifteen, made her appearance
from the hut, not altogether so cleanly arrayed as she wounld
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probally have been had Alice had the use of her eves, hut with
a greater air of neatness than was upon the whole to have been
ex pected.

“ Tabie,” said her wistress, “offer some hread and honey. to
the Lord Keeper and Miss Azhton; they will exeuse your awk-
wardness if you nuse cleanliness and despateh.”

Babie performed her mistress’s command with the grace
which was natuvally to have Leen expected, moving to and
fro with a lobstev-like gestove, her feet and legs tending one
way, while her head, tumed in a different divection, was fixed
in wonder upon the laivd, who was move frequently heard of
than seen by his tenants and dependants. The bread and
honey, however, deposited on a plantain leaf, was offeved
and accepted in'all due courtesy. The Lord Keeper, still re-
taining the place which he had ocenpied on the decayed trunk:
of o fallen tree, looked as if he wished to prolong the intec-
view, but was'at a loss how to introduce a suitable sulject.

“You liave been long a resident on this property 2" he said,
after a pause.

“ It is now nearly sinty years sinee T first konew Ravens-
wood,” answered the old dame, whose conversation, though per-
feotly eivil and respectful, secmed cantiously limited to the un-
avoidable and necessary vask of replying to Sir William.

* You arenot, 1 should judge by your aceent; of this country
originally?” said the Lord Keeper, in continuation.

#XNo; I am by birth an Englishwoman,”

“Yet you seem attached to this conntry as if it were your
own.™

“It is here,” replied the blind woman, “that I have drank
the cup of joy and of sovow which Heaven destined for me.
1 was here the wife of an upright and affectionate husband for
more than twenty years; I was lhere the mother of six promis-
ing children; it was lerve that God deprived me of all these.
blessings; it was here they died, and yonder, by yon ruined
chapel, they lieall buried. Ihad no country but theixs while
they lived; T have noné but theirs now they are no more.”

“ But your house, " said the Lord Keeper, looking at it, “is
miserably minous?”
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“ Do, my dear father,” said Luey, eagerly, yet bashiully,
eatching at-the hint, “ give ovders to wake it better; that is,
if you think it proper.”” .

I8 will last my tine, my dear Miss Lucy,” said the blind
woman; “1 would not have my lovd give himself the least
trouble about it."

* But,” =aid Luey, *you once had a mueh better house, and
were ricl, and now in your old age to live in this hovel!”

“ It iz as good as I deserve, Miss Luey; if my heart has not
broke with what I have suffered, and seen others suffer, it
must have been strong enough, and the rest of this old frame
has no rvight to eall itself weaker."

* You have probably witnessed many changes,” said the
Liord Keeper; * but your experience must have tanght you to
expeet them.”

# Tt has taught me to endure them, my lord," wasthe reply.

“Yet you knew that they must needs arrive in the course
of years?" said 'the statesman.

“Ay; as I knew that the stump, on or beside which you sit,
once n tall and lofty tree, must needs one day fall by decay,
or hy the axe; yet I hoped my eyés might not witness the
downfall of the tree which overshadowed my dwelling.”

*Da not suppose,” saill the Lord Keeper, ©that you will
lose any interest with e for looking back with regret to the
days when another family possessed my estates. You had
reason, doubtless, to love theny and I respect your gratitude.
I will order some répairs in your eottage, and T hope we shall
live to be friends when we know each other Letter.”

“Those of my age,” returned the dame, “make no new
friends. T thask you for your bounty, it is well intended nun-
doubtedly; but I haveall T want,anid L cannot acceptanore at
your lordship’s hands.™

“WWell, then,” continued the Lord Keeper, “at least allow
meé to say, that I look upon you as a woman of sense and edu-
cation beyond your appearance, and that I hope you will con-
tinwe to reside ou this property of mine rent-free for your life.”

“1 hope T shall,” said the old dame, composedly; “1 believe
that was made an article in the sale of Ravenswood to your
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lovdship, though such a triffing circnmstance may have es-
caped your reeollestion.”

ST vemember—I reeolleet,” said his' lowdship, somewhat
confused. “I peresive you ave too much attached to your old
friends to accept any benefit from their successor.”

“ Par from it, my lond; [am grateful for the benefits which
I decline, and [ wish [ eould pay you for offering them, hetter
than what I am now about to say.” The Lord Keeper looked
at her in some surprise, butsaid nota word. * My lord,” she
continued, in au impressive and solemn tone, “ take earve what
you do; you are on the Lrink of a precipice.”

“Indeed?” said the Lord Keéper, his mind reverting to the
political elrcumstances of the country, “Has anything come
to your knowledge—any plot or conspiracy ?”

“No, my lord; those who traflic in such commodities do not
eall to their councils the old, blind, and infirm. My waming
is of another kind. Yon have driven matters hard with the
house of Ravenswood. Delieve a true tale: they are a fierce
house, and there is danger in dealing with men when they
become desperate.”

“Push,” answered the Teeper; *what hasbeen between us
has been the work of the law, not my doing; and to the law
they must look, if they would impugn my proceedings.”

“ Ay, but they may think otherwise, and take the law into
their own hand, when they fail of other means of redress.”

“What mean you?" said the Lord Keeper. * Young Ravens-
wood would not have recourse to personal violence?"

“God forbid T should say so! 1 know nothing of the youth
but what is honourable and open, Honourable and open, said
17 T should have added, free, gemerous, noble. DBut he is
still a' Ravenswood, and may bide his fime. Remember the
fate of Sir George Lockhart,™*

The Lord Keeper started as she called to his recollection a
tragedy so deep and so recent. The old woman proceeded:
“Chiesley, who did the deed, was a relative of Lord Ravens-
wood.  In the hall of Ravenswood, in my presence and in
that of others, he avowed puldicly his determination to do the

1 Bee Note 2.
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cruelty which he afterwards committed. T could not keep
silence, though to speak it ill became wy station. *You are
devising a dreadful crime,” T said, “for which you must reckon
before the judgment seat.” Never shall T forget his look, as
he replied, ‘I must reckon then for many things, and will
reckon for this also.” ‘Therefore I may well say, beware of
pressing a desperate man with the hand of authority. There
is blood of Chiesley in the veins of Ravenswood, and one diop
of it were enough to fire him in the eircumstanees in which he
is placed. T say, beware of him.”

The old dame had, either intentionally or by accident,
harped aright the fear of the Lord Keeper. ‘The desperate
and dark resource of private assassination, so familiar to a
Scottish baron in former times, had even in the present age
been too frequently resorted to under the pressure of unusual
temptation, or where the mind of the actor was prepared for
such a erime.  Sir William Ashton was aware of this; as also
that young Ravenswood had received injuries safficient to
prompt him to that sort of revenge, which becomes a frequent
though fearful consequence of the partial administration of
justice, He endeavonred to disguise from Alice the nature
of the apprehensions which he entertained; but so ineffect-
ually, that a person even of less penetration than nature had
endowed her with must necessarily have been aware that the
subject lay near his bosom. His voice was changed in its
aceent as he replied to her, * That the Master of Ravenswood
was a man of honour; and, were it otherwise, that the fate of
Chiesley of Dalry was a sufficient wwrning to any one who
should dare to assume the office of avenger of his own imagi-
nary wrongs.” And having hastily nttered these expressions,
he rose and left the place without waiting for a reply.



THE ERIDE OF LAMMERMOOR. 61

CHAFTER! Y,

1= she & Capulet?
0 déar necount! my life is my foe's debt.
SHAKSPEAEE,

Tur Lord Keeper walked for nearly a quarter of 4 mile in
profound silence. His daughter, naturally timid, and bred
up in those ideas of filial awe and implicit obedience whieh
were inculeated upon the youth of that period, did not venture
to interrupt his weditations. '

“Why do you look so pale, Luey?" said her father, turning
suddenly round and breaking silence.

Aceording to the ideas of the time, which did not permit:a
young woman to offer her sentiments on any subject of impor-
tance unless especially required to do so, Luey was bound to
appear ignorant of the meaning of ‘all that had passed betwixt
Alice and her father, and imputed the emotion he had observed
to the fear of the wild eattle which grazed in that part of the
extensive chase through which they were now walking,

Of these animals, the descendants of the savage herds which
aneiently roamed free in the Caledonian fovests, it was for-
merly a point of state to preserve a few in the parks of the
Seottish nobility. Specimens continued within the memory
of man to be kept at least at three houses of distinction—
Hamilbon, namely, Drumlanrig, and Cumbernanld.  They had
degenerated from the anelent race in zize and strength, if we
are bo‘judpge from the acconnts of old chronieles, and from the
formidable remains frequently discovered in bogs and morasses
when drained and laid open. The bull had lost the shaggy
hononrs of his mane, and the race was small:and light made,
in colour a dingy white, or rather a pale yellow, with black
horns-and hoofs. They retained, however, in some measure,
the ferocity of their ancestry, eould not be domesticated on
account of their antipathy to the human race, and were often
Aangerons if approached unguardedly, or wantonly disturbed.
It was this last reason which has occasioned their being ex-
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tirpated at the places we have mentioned; where probably they
would etherwise have been retained as appropriate inhabitants
of a Seottish woodland; and fit tenants for a barvoniul forest,
A few, if I mistake nof, are still preserved at Chillingham
Castle, in Northumberland, the seat of the Earl of Tanker-
ville.!

It was to her finding herself in the vicinity of a group of
three or four of these animals, that Lufg_. thout,ht proper to
impute those sigus of fear w hl—:‘h had arisen in her countenance
for a different reason.  Forshe had been familiarised with the
appearance of the wild cattle-during her walks in the chase;
and it was not then, as it may be now, a necessary part of a
young lady’s demeanour to indulge in causeless tremors of the
nerves. On the present oecasion, however, she speedily found
canse for veal terror.

Lmey had searcely replied to her father in the words we
have mentioned, and he was just about to rebuke her supposed
timidity, when a bull,: stimulated either by the searlet golour
of Miss Ashton’s mantle, or by one of those fits of capricious
feroeity to which their dispositions are liable; detached him-
salf suddenly from the group which was feeding at the upper
extremity of a grassy glade, that seemed to lose itself among
the crossing anl entangled boughs.  The animal nppmached
the intruders on his pasture ground, at first slowly, pawing
the ground with his hoof, bellowing from time to time, and
tearing up the sand with his horns, as if to lash himself up to
rage and violence,

The Lord Weeper, who observed tle animal’s demeanour,
was aware that lie was about to become mischievous, and,
drawing his daughter’s mrm under his own, began to walk
fast along the avenue, in hopes to get out of his sight and
his reach. This was the most injudicions course he could
have adopted, for, enconraged Ly the appearance of flight, the
bull began to pursue them at full speed. Assailed by a dan-
ger 50 imminent, firmer conrage than that of the Lord Keeper
might have given way. But paternal tenderness, “love strong
as death,” sustained him. e continued to support and drag

[See n note to Chetle Dangerons,]
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onward his daughter, until her fears altogether depriving her
of the power of flight, she sunk down by his side; and when
he could no longer assist her to escape, he twmned round and
plaged himself betwixt her and the vaging animal, which, ad-
vancing in full ¢areer, its bratal fury enhaneed by the rapid-
ity of the pursuit, was now within a few yards of them.. The
Lord Keeper had no weapons; his age and gravity dispensed
even with the usual appendage of a walking sword—eould
such appendage have availed him anything.

1t seemed inevitable that the father or daughter, or both,
should have fallen victims to the iopending danger, when a
shot from the neighbounring thicket arrested the progvess of
the animal. He was'so teuly struck Letween the junction of
the spine with the skull, that the wound, whieh in any other
part of his body might scaree have impeded his career, proved
instantly fatal. Stumbling forward with a hideous bLellow,
the progressive force of his previous motion, rather than any
operation of hislimbs, earvied him up to within three yards of
the astonished Lovd Keeper, whera he rolled on the ground,
his limbs darkened with the black death-sweat, and quivering
with the last convulsions of musenlar motion,

Luey lay senseless on the ground, insensible of the wonder-
ful deliverance which she had experienced. Her father was
almost equally stupified, so rapid and unexpeeted had been
the transition from the horrid death which steined inevitable
to perfect security. He gazed on the animal, terrible even
in death, with a species of mute and confused astonishment,
which did not permit him distinetly to nuderstand what had
taken place; and so inaccurvate was his conscionsness of what
had passed, that he might have supposed the hull had heen
arrested in its career by a thuniderbolt, had he not observed
among the branches of the thicket the figure of @ man, with a
short gun or musquetoon in Lis hand.

This instantly recalled lim to a sense of their situation; a
glance at his daughter reminded him of the necessity of pro-
enring her assistance. He called to the man, whom he con-
cluded to b one of his foresters, to give immediate attention
to Miss Ashton, while he himself hastened to eall assistance.
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The huntsman approached them adecordingly, and the Lord
Keeper saw he was a stranger, but was too much agitated to
make any farther remarks. In a few hurried words he di-
rected the shooter, as stronger and more active than himseld,
to earry the young lady toa neighbouring fountain, while he
went back to Alice’s hut to procure more aid,

The man to whose timely intérference they had been so
mueh indebted did not seem inelined to leave his good work
half finished.. He raised Luey from the giound in his arms,
and sonveying her through the glades of the forest Ly paths
with which he seemed well acquainted; stopped not until he
laid her in safety by the side of a plentiful and pellucid foun-
tain, which had been onee covered in, sereened and decorated
with architeetural drnaments of a Gothic character.  But now
the vault which had ecovered it being broken down and riven,
and the Gothic font mined and demolished, the stream burst
forth from the recess of the earth in open day, and winded
its way among the bLroken seulpture and moss-grown stones
which lay in eonfusion around its sonree.

Tradition, -always busy, at least in Scotland, to grace with
& legendary tale a spot in itself interesting, had aseribed a
cause of peeuliay veneration to this fountain.’ A Dbeautiful
yvoung lady met one of the Lords of Ravenswood while hunt-
ing near this spot, and, like a second. Egeria, had captivated
the affections of the feudal Numa. They met frequently atter-
wards, and always at sunset, the elinrms of the nymph®s mind
pompleting the conquest which her heauty had begun, and the
mystery of the intrigue adding zest to both. She always ap-
peared and disappeared close by the fountain, with which,
therefore, hier lover judged she had some inexplicable connex-
o, She placed certamn restrietions on their intercourse,
whieh also gavoured of mystery. They met only once a week
—Friday was the appointed day—and she explained to the
Towl of Ravenswood that they were under the necessity of
separating so soon as the bell of a ehapel, belonging to a her-
mitage in the adjoining wood, now long ruinous, should toll
the hour of vespers. In the course of his confession, the
Baron of Ravenswood entrusted the hermit with the secret of
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this singular amour, and Father Zachavy drew the nevessary
and obvious consequence that his patron was enveloped in the
toils of Batan; and in danger of destruetion, both to body and
soul. He urged these perils to the Daron with all the foree
of monkish rhetorie, and described, in the most frightful col-
ours, the real character and person of the apparently lovely
Naiad, whom he hesitiled not to denounce as a limb of the
kingdom of darkuess. ‘The lover listened with obstinate -
credulity; and it was not uutil wom out by the obstinacy of
the anchoret that he consented to put the state and condition
of his mistress to a certain trial, and for that purpose acqui-
esced in Zachary's proposal that on their next interview the
vespers bell should be rung half an hour later than usual, The
hermit maintained and bucklered his opinion, by quotations
from Mallens Malificariom, Sprengerus, Remigius, and other
learned demonologists; that the Evil One, thus seduced to
remain behind the appointed hour, would assume her true
shape, and, having appeared to her terrified lover as & fiend
of hell, would vanish from him in a flash of sulphurous light-
ning. Raymond of Ravenswood acquiesced in the experiment,
not incurions coneerning the issue, though eonfident it would
disappoint the expectations of the hermit.

At the appointed hour the lovers met, and their interview
was protracted beyond that at which they usually parted, by
the delay of the priest to ring his usual eurfew. No change
took plage upon the nymph’s outward form; but as soon as
the lengthening shadows made her aware that the usnal hour
of the vespers chime was passed, she tore herself from her
lover's arme with a shriek of despair, bid him adien for ever,
and, plunging into the fountuin, disappeared from his eyes.
The bubbles oceasioned by her descent were crimsoned with
blood as they arose, leading the distracted Baron to infer that
his ill-judged curiosity had oceasioned the death of this inter-
esting and mysterious being. The remorse which he fel;
as well as the recollection of her charms, proved the penance
of his future life, which he lost in the battle of Flodden not
many months after.  But, in memory of his® Naiad, he had
previously ormamented the fountain in which she appeared to
' 5
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reside, and secured its wateérs from profanation or pollution
by the small vaulted building of which the fragments still ve-
mained seattered avound it. Frowm this period the house of
Ravenswood was supposed to have dated its decay.

Such was the generally-received legend, which some, who
would seem wiser than the vulgar, explained as obscurely in-
timating the fate-of a beantiful maid.of plebeian rank, the
mistress of ‘this Raymond, whom he slew in a fit of jealousy,
and whose blood was mingled with the waters of the locked
fountain, as it was commonly called.  Others imagined that
the tale had a more remote origin in the ancient heathen myth-
ology.. All, however, agreed that the spot was fatal 1o the
Ravenswood family; and thai Lo drink of the waters of the
well, or evenapproach its brink, was as ominons to a descend-
-ant of that house as for a Grahame to wear green, a Hruce to
kill a spider, or a 8t Clair to cross the Ord ona Monday:.

It was on this ominous spot that Lucy Ashton fivst drew
breath after her long and almost deadly swoon, Beautiful
and pale as the fabulous Naiad in the last agony of separation
from her lover, she was seated so as to rest with her haek
against a part of the ruined wall, while her mantle, dvipping
with the water which her protector had used profusely to
recall her senses, elung to her slender and beautifully propor-
tioned form.

The first moment of recollection brought to her mind the
danger which liad overpowered hersenses; the next called
to remembrance that of her father. She looked around; he
was nowhere to be seen. My father, my father!” was all
that she could ejnenlate, '

“8ic William is safe,” answereld the voice of a stranger—
“ perfectly safe, and will be with you instantly.”

“ Are you sure of that?” exclaimed Luey. “7The bull was
close by nus: Do not stop me: Iinust go to seek my father!”

And she arose with that purpose; but her strength was so
umeh oxhausted that, far from possessing the power to execute
her purpose, she must have fallen against thie stone on which
she had leant, probably not without sustaining serions injury.

The stranger was so near to her that, without actually suf-
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fering her to fall, he could not avoid eatching her in his arms,
which, however, he did with a momentary reluctance, very
unusual when youth interposes to prevent beauty from dan-
ger, 1t seemed ag if her weight, slight as it was, proved too
heavy for her young and athletic assistant, for, without feel-
ing the temptation of detaining her in his arms even for a
single instant, he again placed her on the stone from which
ghe had risen, and retreating a few steps, repeated hastily:
“8ir William Ashton is perfectly safe and will be here in-
stantly. Do not make yourself anxious on his account: Fate
has singualarly preserved him. You, madam, are exhausted,
and must not think of rising until you have some assistance
more suitable than mine.”

Lmey, whose senses were by this time more effectually col-
lected, was naturally led to look at the stranger with attention.
There was nothing in his appearance which should have ren-
dered him unwilling to offer his arm to a young lady who re-
quired support, or which could haveinduced her to refuse his
assistance; and she could not help thinking, even in that mo-
ment, that he seemed cold and reluctant to offer it. A shoot-
ing-dress of dark eloth intimated the rank of the weaver, though
concealed in part by a large and loose cloak of a dark brown
colour. A montero cap and a black feather drooped over the
wearer’s brow, and partly concealed his features, which, so
far as seen, were dark, regular, and full of majestic, though
somewhat sullen, expression. Some seexet sorrow, or the
brooding spivit of some moody passion, had quenched the
light and ingenuous vivaeity of youth in a countenance singu-
larly fitted to-display both, and it was not easy to gare on the
stranger without a seevet impression either of pity or awe, or
at least of doubt and euriosity allied to both.

The impression which we have necessarily been long in de-
seribing, Luey felt in the glance of a moment, and had no
sooner encountered the keen black eyes of the stranger than
her own were bent on the grouud with a mixture of bashful
embarrassment and fear. Vet there was a necessity to speak,
or at least she thought so, and in a fluttered aceent she began
to mention her wonderful escape, in which she was sure that
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the stranger must, under Heaven, have been her father's pro-
tector and lier dwn.

He seemed to shrink from her expressions of gratitude,
while he veplied abruptly, “1 leave you, madam,” the deep
melody of his voice rendered powerful, but not harsh, by
something like & severity of tone—" [ leave you to the pro-
tection of these to whom it is possible yon may have this day
been a guardian angel.”

Luey was surprised at the ambiguity of his langnage, and,
with a feeling of artless and unaffected gratitude; began to
deprecate the ‘ides of having intended to give her deliverer
any offence, as if such a thing had been possible. “1 have
been unfortunate,” she said, * in endeavouring to express my
thanks—1 am sure it amust be so, though I cannot recollect
what I said; Lut would you It stay till my father—till the
Lord l{wlmr comes; would you only permit him to pay you
his thanks; and to inguire your name?”

HMy name 1% unnecessary,” answeved the strauger; *your
father-—1 would rather say Sir William Ashton—will learn it
soon enough, for all the pleasure it is likely to afford him.”

“You wistake him,” said Luey, earnestly; “he will be
grateful for my sake and for hiz own, You do not know my
father, or you are deceiving me with a story of his safety,
when he has alveady fallen a vietim to the fury of that animal.”

When she had canght this idea, she started from the ground
and endeavonred to press towards the avenue in whieh the ae-
cident had taken place, while the stranger, though he zeemed
to hesitate between the desive to assist and the wish to leave
her, was obliged, in common humanity, to oppose her both by
entreaty and action.

“On the word of a gentleman, madam, I tell you the truth;
your father is in perfeet safety; yvou will expose yourself to
injury if you venture back where the herd of wild ecattle
grazed. £ youwwill go”—for, having onee adopted the idea
that hev father was still in danger, she pressed forward in
spite of him-—"*1f von will go, accept my arm, though [ am
not perhaps the person whao can with most propriety offer yon
support,”
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But, without heeding this intimation, Luey took him at his
word., “Oh, if you be a man,” she said—* if yon be a gentle-
man, assist me to find my father! You shall not leave me—
you must go with me; he is dying perhaps while we are talk-
ing: here!”

Then, without listening to excuse or apology, and holding
fast by the stranger’s arm, though unconscious of anything
save the support which it gave, and without which she conld
not have moved, mixed with a vague feeling of preventing his
egcape from her, she was urging, and almost dragging, him
forward when 3ir William Ashton eame up, followed Ly the
femmale attendant of blind Alice, and by two woodeutters,
whom he had summoened from their oceupation to his assist-
ance, His joy at seeing his daughter safe overcame the sur-
prise withe which he would at -another time have beheld her
hanging as familiarly on the armn of a stranger as she might
have done upon his own.

“ Luey, my dear Lucy, are you safe?—are you well?” weére
the only words that broke from him as he embraced herin
ecstasy,

T am well, siv, thank God! and still more that T see you
so; but this gentleman,” she said; quitting his arm and
shrinking from him, *what must he think of me?” and her
eloquent blood, flushing over neck and brow, spoke how much
she was ashamed of the freedom with which she had craved,
and even compelled, his assistance.

*This gentleman,” said Sir William Ashton, “will, T trust,
not regret the trouble we have given him, when T assure him
of the gratitude of the Lord Keeper for the greatest service
which one man ever rendered to another—for the life of my
child—for my own life, which he has saved by his bravery
anid presence of mind. He will, I am sure, permit us to
request——"

* Request nothing of me; my lord,” said the stranger, in a
stern and peremptory tone; 1 amn the Master of Ravens-
wood.”

There was a dead pause of surprise, not unmixed with less
pleasant feelings, The Master wrapt himsell in his  eloak,
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made 4 haughty inelination toward Luey; muitering a few
words of courtesy, as indistinctly heard as they seemed to be
reluctantly uttered, and, turning from them, was immedi-
ately lost in the thicket.

*The Master of Ravenswood!” said the Lord Keeper, when
he had recovered his momentary astonishment. * Hasten
after him—stop him—beg him to speak to me for a single
moment.”

The two foresters accordingly set off in pursuit of the stran-
ger. 'They speedily reappeared, and, iv an embarrassed and
awkward manner, said the gentleman would not return.

The Lord Keeper took one of the fellows aside, and ques-
tioned. him more elosely what the Master of Ravenswood had
said.

“He just said he wadna ‘come back,” said the man, with
the eantion of & prudent Scotchiman, who caredl not to be the
bearer of an unpleasant errand,

“THe said something more, siv,” said the Lord Keeper, © and
I insist on knowing what it was."

“Why, then, my lord,” said the man, looking down, * he
said But it wad be nae pleasure to your lordship to hear
it, for I dare say the Master meant nae ill.”

“That’s none of your concern, sir; 1 desire to hear the very
words,

“3Weel, then,” replied the man, “he said, *Tell Sir William
Ashton that the next time he and I forgather, he will not be-
half sae blythe of our meeting as of our parting.””

“Yery well, sir,” said the Lord Keeper, “1 believe he al-
ludes to a wager we have on our hawks; it is a matter of no
consequence.’”

He turned to his daughter, who was by this time so:much
recovered as to be able to walk home. PBut the effect, which
the various recollections conmected with a scene so terrifie
made upon a mind which was susceptille in an extreme de-
gree, was more permanent than the injury which her nerves
had sustained. Visions of teror, both in sleep and in wak-
ing reveries, recalled to her the form of the furtous animal,
and the dreadful bellow with which he aceompanied his ca-




THE BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR. 71

reer; and it was always the image of the Master of Ravens-
wood, with his native nobleness of countenance and form, that
seemed to interpose betwixt her and assured death. It is,
perhaps; at all times dangerous fur a young person to suffer
recollection to dwell vepeatedly, and with too much eompla-
ceniey, on the same individual; but in Lney's situation it was
almost unavoidable.  She had never happened to see a young
man of mien and features so romantic and so striking as young
Ravenswood; but had she seen an hundred his equals or his
superiors in those particulars, no one else could have been
linked to her heart by the strong associations of remembered
danger and eseape, of gratitude, wonder, and euriosity. T say
euriosity, for it is likely that the singularly restrained and
unaceomimodating mianners of the Master of Ravenswood, so
much at varianee with the natural expression of his features
and grace of his deportment, as they execited wonder by the
contrast, had their effect in riveting her attention to the vec-
ollection. She knew little of Ravenswood, or the disputes
which had existed betwixt her father and his, and perhaps
could in her gentleness of mind hardly have comprehended
the angry and bitter passions which they had engenderad.
But she knew that he was come of noble stem; was poor,
though descended from the noble and the wealthy; and she
felt that she could sympathise with the feelings of a proud
mind, which urged him to recoil from the pioffered gratitnde
of the new proprietors of his father’s house and domains.
Would he have equally shunned their acknowledgments and
avoided their intimacy, had her father's request Leen urged
more mildly, less abruptly, and softened with the grace which
women 5o well know how to throw into their manner, when
they-mean to mediate betwixt the headlong passions of the
ruder: sex? This was a perilous question to ask her own
mind—perilous both in the ides and in its consequences,
Luey Ashton, in short, was involved in those mazes of the
mmagination which are most dangerous to the young and the
sensitive. Tine, it is true, absence, ehange of seene and new
faces, might probably have destroyed the illusion in her in-
stance, as it has done in many others; but her residence re-
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mained solitary, and her mind without those means of dissi-
pating her pleasing visions. This solitude was chiefly owing
to the absence of Lady Ashton, who was at this time in Ediu-
burgh; watching the progress of some statesintrigue; the Lord
Keeper only received society out of poliey or ostentation, and
wag by nature rather reserved and unsoeiable; and thus no
eavalier appeared fo rival or to obseure the ideal picture of
chivalrous excellence which Luey had pictured to herself in
the Master of Ravenswood.

While Luey indulged in these dreams, she made frequent
visits to old blind Alice, hoping it would be easy to lead her
to talk on the subject which at present she had so impimdent-
ly admitted to occupy so large a portion of her thoughts. Dat
Alice did not in this particular gratify her wishes and expecta-
tions. Shespoke readily, and with pathetic feeling, concern-
ing the family in general, but seemed to olserve an especial
and eantious silence on the subject of the present representa-
tive.. 'The little she said of himn wus not altogether so favour-
able as Luey had anticipated. She hinted that he was of
a-stern and nnforgiving character, more ready to resent than
to pardon injuries; and Luey combined, with great alarm, the
hints which she now dropped of these dangerouns gualities
with Alice’s advice to her father, so emphatieally given, “to
beware of Ravenswood.” '

But that very Ravenswood, of whom such unjust suspieions
had been entertained, had, almost immediately after they had
been nttered, confuted them by saving at once her father's
life anil her own. Tad he nourished such blick revenge as
Aliee’s dark hints seemed to indieate, no deed of active guilt
was necessary to the full gratifieation of that evil passion.
He needed but to have withlield for an instant his indispens-
able and effeetive assistance, and the object of his resent-
ment mnst have perished, without any dirvect aggression on
his part, by a death equally fearful and certain. She con-
ceived, therefore, that some secret prejudice, or the suspicions
ineident to age and misfortune, had led Alice to form conela-
sions injurious to the character, and irreconcilable hoth with
the generous conduet and noble features, of the Master of
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Bavenswood. And in this belief Luey veposed her hope, and
went on weaving her enchanted welb of faivy tissue, as heaoti-
ful and transientas the fili of the gossamer when it is pearled
with the morning dew and glimmering to the sun,

Her father, in the mean while, as well as the Master of
Ravenswood, were making reflections, as frequent though more
solid than those of Luey, npon the singular event which had
tiuken place. The Levrd Keeper's fivst task, when he returned
home, was fo ageertain by wedieal adviece that his davghter
hiad sustained uo injury fromw the dangerous and alarming situ-
ation in which she had been placed. Satistied on this topie,
he proceeded to vevise the memoanda which he had taken
down from the mouth of the person employed to interrupt the
funeral serviee of the late Lord Ravenswood, Bred to casu-
istry, and well accustomed to practise the ambidexter ingenn-
ity of the bur, it cost him little trouble to soften the features
of the tumult which he had been at fivst so-auxious to exag-
gerate. He preached to his eolleagues ol the privy couneil
the necessity of using conciliatory measurves with young men,
whose blood and temper were hot, aud their expervience of life
limited, He did not hesitate to attrilute some censure to the
contluct of the officer, as having been unnecessarily irvitating.

These were the contents of his public despatches. The
letters which he wrote to these private friends into whose
management the matter was likely to fall were of a yet more
favourable tenor. Ile represented that lemity in this case
would Le equally politie and popular, whereas, eonsidering
the high vespect with which the rites of interment are vegard-
el in Seotland, any severity exercised apiinst the Master of
Tavenswood for protecting those of his father from interrp-
tion, would be on all sides most unfavourably construed.
And, finally, assuming the language of a generons and high-
spirited man, he made it his particular request that this affair
shonld be passed over without severe notice. He alluded with
delicacy to the predieament in which he himself stood with
young: Ravenswood, as having suceeeded ‘in the-long train of
litigation by which the fotunes of that noble house had heen
so much reduced, and confessed it would be most peculiarly
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aceeptable to his own feelings, could he find means in some
gort to counterbalance the disudvantages which he had ocea-
sioned the family, though only in the prosecution of his just
and lawful rights. He therefore made it his particular and
personal request that the matter should have no farther con-
sequences, and insinuated a desire that he himself should
have the merit of having put a stop to it by his favourable
report and intercession. It was particularly remarkable that,
eontrary-to his uniform practice, hie made nospecial commu-
nication to Lady Ashton upoi the subjeet of the tumult; and
although he mentioned the alarm which Luey had received
from one of the wild cattle, yet he gave no detailed account
of an incident so interesting and terrible,

There was much surprise smong Sir William Aghton's polit-
ical friends and colleagues on vegeiving letters of a tenor so
unexpected.  On comparing notes together, one smiled, one
put up his eyebrows, a third nodded acquiescence in the gen-
eral wonder, and a fourth asked if they were sure these were
wli the letters the Lord Keeper had written on the subject.
1t vung strangely in wmy mind, my lords, that none of these
advices contain the root of the matter.” '

But no secret letters of & contrary naturve had been received,
-although the question seemed to imply the possibility of their
axistenece.

* Well,"” said anw old grey-headed statesman, who had con-
trived, by shifting and trimming, to maintain his post at the
steerage through all the changes of course which the vessel
had held for thirty years, “1I thought Siv William would hae
verified the auld Scottish saying, *As soon comes the laml’s
skin to market as the aunld tup’s.””

* We must please him after his own fashion,” said another,
“though it be an unlooked-for one.”

A wilful man mann hae his way,” answered the old eoun-
sellor:

#The Keeper will rue this before year and day are out,”
said a third; “the Master of Ravenswood is the lad to wind
him a pim.”

“Why, what would you do, my lords, with the poor young
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fellow?” said a noble Marquis present, “The Lord Kegper
has got all his ‘estates; he has not a eross to bless himgelf
with.”

On which the ancient Lord Turtippet replied

“1f e hasna gear to fine,
He has =hins to pine,

And that was our way before the Revolution: Luitwur cum
personay qui Luere pon potest cwm ernmenda.  Hegh, my lords,
that’s gude law Latin.”

*1 ean see no motive,” replied the Marquis, © that any nolle
lord can have for wrging this matter farther; let the Lord
Keeper have the power to deal in it as he pleases.”

“ Agree, agree—remit to the Lord Keeper, with any other
person for fashion’s sake—Lord Hivplehooly, who is bed-rid-
den—one to be a quorum.  Make youwr entry in the minutes,
Mr., Clerk.  And now, my lovds; therve is that young seatter-
good the Laird of Bucklaw’s fine to be disponed upon. 1
suppose it goes to my Lovd Treasurer?”

* Shame be in my meal-poke, then,” exclaimed Lord Turn-
tippet, *and your hand aye in the nook of it! I had set that
down fora bye-bit between meals for mysell.”

“To use one of your favourite saws, my lovd,” replied the
Marquis, “you are like the miller's dog, that lieks his lips
before the bag is untied: the man is not fined yet.”

“But that costs but twa skarts of a pen,” said Lord Turn-
tippet; “and surely there is.nae noble lord that will presume
to say that 1, wha hae complied wi’ a’ compliances, taen all
manner of tests, alijuredall that was to be abjured, and sworn
a’ that was to be sworn, for these thirty vears Lye-past, stick-
ing fast by my duty to the state through good report aud bad
report, shouldna hae something now and then to synd my
mouth wi’ after sic drouthy wark?  Eh?” '

“It would be very wnreasonable indeed, my lord,” rveplied
the Marquis, “had we either thought that your 'lur{lahlp 5
drought was quenchable, or observed anything stick in your
throat that required washing down.”

-And so we elose the seene on the privy couneil of that period.
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CHAPTER VI.

For thisare all these warriors come,
To hear an idle tale
And o'er our dedith-secustom’d grms
Bhall silly tears prevail?
HEspy MACKExZ1E

Ox the evening of the day when the Lord Keeper and his
danghter were saved from such imminent peril, two strangers
were seated in the most private apartment of & small obsenre
inn, or-rather alehouse, called the Tod’s I'en [Hole], aliout
three or fonr [five or six] miles from the Castle of Ravens-
wood and as fay from the ruinons tower of Woll's Crag, be-
twixt which fwo plases it was situated.

(One of these strangers was about forty vears of age, tall,
and thin in the flanks, with an aquiline nose, dark penetrat-
ing eyes. and a shrewd but sinister past of conutenance. ‘The
other was about fifteen yveas younger, short, stout, ruddy-
faced, and red-haired, with an open, resolute, and cheerful
eye, to which caveless and fearless freedom and inward day-
ing gave fire and expression, notwithstanding its light grey
eolour. A stoup of wine (for in those days it was served ont
from the eask in pewter flagons) wag placed on the talle, and
sach had his quaigh or Lieker before him.. But there was
little appearvance of eonviviality., With folded arms, and looks
of anxious expectation, they eyed each other in silence, each
wrapt in. his own thoughts, and helding no communieation
with his neighbour. At length the younger hroke silence by
exclaiming: “What the foul fiend ean detain the Master so
long? He must have miscarried in his enterprise.  Why did
you diggsuade me from going with him?”

“One man is enongh to rvight his own wrong,” said the
taller and older personage: “we venture our lives for him
in coming thus far on sueh an ervand.”

“ You are but a craven after all, Craigengelt,” answered the
younger, “ and that's what many folk have thought you before
now."”
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“Rut what none has dared to tell me,” said Crajgengelt,
laying his hand on the hilt of his sword; “and, but that 1
hold a hasty man no better than a fool, I wonld——" le pansed
for his companion’s answer.

* Wanld you? said the other, coolly; “and why do yon
not then?”

traigengelt drew his cutlass an inch or two, and then re-
turned it with violence into the seabbard—* Because there is
a deeper stake to be played for than the lives of twenty harve-
brained gowks like you”

“You are right there,” gaid his companion, *for if it were
ot that these forfertures, and that last fine that the old driv-
elier Turntippet is gaping for, and which, T dave say, is laid
on by this time, have fairly driven me out of house and home,
I were a coxcomb and a enckoo to boot to trust your fair prom-
ises of getting me a commission in the Irish brigade. What
have I to do with the Irish brigade? I am a plain Seotch-
man, as my fatherwas bLefore me; and my grand-aunt, Lady
Girnington, cannot live for ever.”

Ay, Bucklaw,” observed Craigengelt, * but she may live
for many a long day; and for your father, he had land ‘and
living, kept himself close from wadsetters and money-lenders,
paid each man his due, and lived on his own."

 And whose fault ts it that T have not doné 80 ton?" said
Bueklaw—* whose Lut the devil's and yours, and such-like as
you, that have led e to the far end of a fair estate? And
now I shall be obliged, T suppose, to shelter and shift about
Jdike yomrself: live one week upon a line of secret intelligence
from Saint Germains; another upon & reportof a rising in the
Highlands; get my breakfast and morning draught of sack
from old Jacobite ladies, and give them locks of my old wig
for the Chevalier’s hair; second my friend in his quarrel till
he comes to the field, and then finch from him lest so impor-
tant a political agent should perish from the way. All this I
must do for bread, besides calling myself a captain!”

“You think you are making a fine speech now," said Craig-
engelt; “and showing much wit at my expense. Is starving
or hanging better than the life T am obliged to lead, because
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the present fortunes of the king cannot sufficiently support his
envoys’™

“ Starving is honester, Craigengelt, and hanging is like to
be the end on't.  DButachat you mean to make of this poor
fellow Ravenswood, I know mot. e has no money left, any
more than I; his lands are all pawned and pledged, and the
interest eats up the rents, and is not satisfied, and what do
you hope to make by meddling in his affairs?

“ (Content, yourself, Bucklaw; 1 know my business,” replied
Craigengelt.  “Besides that his name, and his father's ser-
viees in 1689, will make sueh an acquisition sound well both
at Versailles and Saint Germains, you will also please be in-
formed that the Master of Ravenswood is a very different
kind of a young fellow from you.  He has parts and address,
as well as convage and talents, and will present himself abroad
like a young man of head as well as heart, who knows some-
thing wore than the speed of a horse or the flight of a hawk.
I have lost evedit of late, Ly Lringing over no one that had
sense to know more than how to unharbour a stag, or take and
reclain an eyas.  The Master has education, sense, and pene-
tration.™

*And yet is not wise enough to eseape the tricks of a kid-
napper, Craigengelt?” replied the younger man. * But don’t
be angry ; you koow you will not fight, and so it is as well to
leave your hilt in peace and quiet, and tell me in sober guise
how you drew the Master into your confidence 2"

* By Hattering his love of vengeance, Bucklaw,” answered
Craigengelt.  * He has always distrusted me; but I watched
my time, and straek while his temper was red-hot with the
sense of insult and of wrong. He goes now to expostulate,
as he says, and perhaps thinks, with Sir William Ashton. I
gay, that if they meet, and the lawyer puts him to his' de-
fenee, the Master will kill him; for he bad that sparkle in
his eye whieh never deceives you when you would read a
man’s purpose.. At any rvate, he will give lhim such a bully-
ing as will be constyued into an assault on a privy eouncillor;
s0 there will be atotal breach betwixt him and government.
Seotland will be too hot forhim; Franee will gain him; and
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we will all set sail together in the French brig *L’Espoir,’
whieh is hovering for us off Eyemonth.”

“Lontent am [, said Ducklaw; “Scotland has hittle left
that 1 care about; and if carrying: the Master with us will
get us & better reeeption in France, why; so be ity a God's
name. I doubt cur own merits will proeure us slender pre:
ferment; and I trust he will send a ball throngh the Keeper's
head before he joins us.  One or two of these seonndrel states-
men should be shot onee a year, just to keep the others on
their good behaviour.”

“That is very true,” replied Craigengelt; “and it reminds
me that I must go and see that our horses have been fed and
are in readiness; for, should suoch deed be done, it will be
o time for grass to grow beneath their heels.”  He proceeded
as far as the door, then tumed baeck with a look of earnest-
ness, and said to Bucklaw: “Whatever should eome of this
business, I am sure you will do me the justice to reniember
that I said nothing to the Master which could imply my ac-
cession to any act of violenge which he may take it into his
head to eommit.™

*Xo, no, not a single word like aceession,” replied Buck-
law ; * you know $oo well the risk belonging to these two ter-
rible words, ‘artand part.”” Then, as if to himself, be recited
the following lines:

“The dial spoke nat, but it made slirewd =igns,
And pointed full upon the stroke of munder,

“3What is that you are talking to yourself?" said Craigen-
gelt, turning back with some anxiety. '

“Nothing, only two lines I have heard upon the stage,” ve-
plied his companion.

“ Bueklaw,” said Craigengelt, ©* I sometimes think you should
have been a stage-player yourself; all is faney and frolic with
you. '
41 have often thought so myself,” said Dueklaw. “1 be-
Heve it would be.safer than acting with you in the Fatal (fon-
spiracy. But away, play your own part, and look after the
horses like a groom as you ave. A play-actor—a stage-play-
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er!™ he repeated to himself; *that wonld have deserved a
stab, but that Craigengelt’s a coward. And yet I should like
the profession well enough. Stay, let me see; ay, I would
come oub in Alecander;

Thus from thegrave 1 rise tesave my love,

Draw all your swords, and quick as lightning move,
When I rash on, sure none will dave to stay :

"Tis love commands, and glory leads the way."

As with a voice of thunder, and his hand upon his sword,
Bucklaw repeated the ranting couplets of poor Lee, Craigen-
gelt re-entered with a face of alarm.

% 3Ve ara undone, Bucklaw! The Master's led horse has cast
himself over his halter in the stable; and is dead lame. His
hackney will be set up with the day’s work, and now le has
no fresh horse; he will never get off.”

*“Egad, there will he no moving with the speed of lightning
this bout,” said Bueklaw, drily. *“ Bat stay, yon can give
him yours.”

“What! and be taken myself? [ thank you for the pro-
posal,” said Craigengelt.

“Why,” replied Bucklaw, “if the Lovd lKeeper should have
met with a mischanee, which for my part I cannot suppose,
for the Master is not the lad to shoot an old and unarmed
man—but {f there should have been a fray at the Castle, you
are neither art nor part in i, you know, so have nothing to
fear.” '

“True, true,” answered the other, with embarrassment;
“but consider my commission from Saint Germains.”

“Which many men think is a eommission of your own mak-
ing, noble Captain. Well, if you will not give him your horse,
why, d—n it, he must have mine.”

“ Yours?” said Craigengelt.

Ay, mine” repeated Bucklaw: *it shall never be said
that I agreed to back a gentleman in a little affair of honour,
and neither helped him on with it nor off from it.”

“You will give him your horse? and have you considerad
the loss?"
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“Loss! why, Grey Gilbert cost me twenty Juacobuses, that’s
wrue; but then his hackney is worth something, and his Black
Moor is worth twice as mueh weré he sound, and I know how
to handle him. Take a fat sncking mastiff whelp, flay and
bowel him, stuff the body full of black and grey snails, roast
a reasonable time, and baste with oil of spikenard, saffron,
cinnamon, and honey, anoint with the dripping, working it
in i

“Yes, Bucklaw; but in the mean while, before the sprain is
eured, nay, before the whelp is roasted, you will be caught and
hung.  Depend on it, the chase will be hard after Ravens-
wogd,  D'wish we had made our place of rendezvous nearer o
the coast.™

“On my faith, thew,"” said Bucklaw, “I had best go off
just now, and leave my horse forhim. Stay—stay, he comes;
I hear a horse's feet.®

* Are you sure there iz only one?” said Craigengelt. “I
fear there is a chase; 1 think 1 hear three or four galloping
together. 1 am sure I hear more horses than one.”

 Pooly, pooly, it is the wench of the house clattering to the
well in her pattens. By my faith, Captain, you should give
up both your eaptainship and your secret service, for you are
as easily searved as a wild goose. But here comes the Master
alone, and looking as gloomy as a night in November,”

The Master of Ravenswood entered the room accordingly,
his cloak mutled around him, his-arms folded, his looks stern,
and at the same time dejected. He flung his cloak from him

as he entered, threw himself upon a chair, and appeared sunk
in-a profound reverie.

“What has happened? What have yon done?” was has-
tily demanded by f"m:gehg;elt a.ui.i 'Bm:klaw in the same mo-
ment,

“ Nothing!™ w Ll':;_e %hc'ut and snllen nigwer.

*Nothing! anc Iaff us determined to 5,.LI the old villain to
account for all th mpfl ies that you, wé, anc
received at his hin h Have you seen him?

“T have,” repl ['nhwr bf\ﬂn

“Been him—and,

6
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have been so long due?” said Buecklaw; I would not have
expected that at the hand of the Master of Ravenswood.”

* No matter what you expected,” replied Ilavenswood; it
is not to you, sir, that 1 shall be disposed to render any rea-
son for my conduct.”

“Patience, Bucklaw,” said Craigengelt, interrupting his
companion, who seemed about to make an angry reply. “The
Master has been interrupted in his purpose Ly some aceident;
bt he must excuse the anxious euriosity of friends who are
devated to his eanse like you and me.”

“Friends, Captain Craigengelt!” rvetorted Ravenswood,
haughtily ; #1 am ignorant what familiarity has passed le-
twixt us to entitle you to use that expression. 1 think our
friendship amounts to this, that we agread to leave Scotland
together 50 soon as 1 shonld have visited the alienated man-
sion of my fathers, and had an interview with its present pos-
sessor—I will not eall him proprietor.”

“Very true, Master,” mnswered DBueklaw; *“and as we
thought you had a mind to do something to put your neck
in jeopardy, Craigic and I very courteously agreed to tarry
for you, although ours might run some risk in consequence.
As to Craigie, indeed, it does not very mueh signify: he had
gallows written on his brow in the hour of his birth; but 1
shonld not like to diseredit my parentage by coming to such
an end in another man'’s panse.”

“Gentlemen,” said the Master of Ravenswood, “ 1 am sorry
if I have occasioned yon any inconvenience, but 1 must claim
the right of judging what is best for my own affairs, without
rendering explanations to any one, I have alteved my mind,
and do not design to leave the country this season.”

HNot to leave the country, Master ! exclaimed Craigengelt.
“Not to go over, after all the tronble and expense 1 have in-
curred—after all the risk of discovery, and the expense of
freight and demurrage!”

* Bir, " replied the Master of Ravenswood, ** when I degigned
to leave this country in this haste, I made use of your obliging
offer to procure me means of conveyanee; but [ do not recol-
lect that I pledged myself to go off, if 1 found cecasion to alter
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my mind. For your trouble on my aceount, 1 am sorry, and
I thank you; your expense,” he added, putting his hand into
his pocket, “admits a move solid compensation : freight and
demurrage ave matters with which I am uwnacquainted, Cap-
tain Craigengelt, but take my purse and pay yourself accord-
ing to your own conscience.” And aceordingly he tendered
a purse with: some gold in it to the sui-diseit captain.

But here Bueklaw interposed in his turn.  * Your fingers,
Craigie, seem to iteh for that same piece of green network,”
said he; “but I make my vow to God, that if they offer to
close upon it, I will chop them off with my whinger. Since
the Master has changed his mind, 1 suppose we need stay
here no ionger; but in the fivst plage I beg leave to tell
him "

*Tell him anything you will,” said Uraigengelt, “if you will
first allow me to state the inconveniences to whieh he willex-
pose himself by quitting our seeiety, to rvemind him of the
olstacles to his remaining here, and of the diffieulties attend-
ing his proper introduction at Versailles and Saint Germains
without the countenance of those who have established useful
connexions.”

“ Besides forfeiting the friendship,” said Bucklaw, “of at
least one man of spirit and honour,”

*Gentlemen,” said Ravenswood, * permit me once mere to
assure you that you have been pleased to attach to our tempo-
rary connexion more importanee than I ever meant that it
should have. When I repair to foreign courts, I shall not
need the introduction of an intriguing adventurer, nor is it
necessary for me to set value on the friendship of a hot-hended
bully.” With these words, anid without waiting for an answer,
he left the apartment, remounted his hovse, and was heard to
ride off.

“Mortblen!” said Captain Craigengelt, “my recruit is
lost!”

Ay, Gaptain,” said Bucklaw, “ the salmon is off with hook
and-all.  But I will after him, for I have had more of his in-
solence than I can well digest.”

Craigengelt offered to accompany him; but Bucklaw re-
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plied: “No, no, Captain, keep you the cheek of the chimney-
nook £ill T come back; it’s good sleeping in & haill skin.

Little ketis the aubd wife that sits by the firg,
How cauld the wind Idaws in harle-burle swire'

And singing as he went, he left the apartment.

CHAPTER VII.

Now, Billy Bewick, keepogood heart,
Andd of thy falking ler g be;
ot I thov art o pean, a5 1 noeaaee thow aet,
Come over the dike and febl with e,
CHd Falliut,

Toi Master of Bavengwood had wounted the ambling hack-
ney which he before rode, on tinding the aceident which had
happened to his led II.UIS'.'. and, for the auimal’s ease, was
proceeding it a slow pace from the Tod’s Den towards his old
tower of Wolf’s Crag,’ when he heard the galloping of a horse
behind him, and, looking baeck,: perceived that he was pursued
by young Bucklaw, who had been delaved a few minutes in
the pursuit by the irresistible temptation of giving the Lhostler
at the Tod's Den some reecipe for treating the lume horse,
This brief delay he had made up by havd galloping, and now
overtook the Master where the voad traversed a waste nioor.
“Halt, sin,” eried Bucklaw; “1 am no political agent—no
Captain Craigengelt, whose life is too importaut to be haz-
arded in defence of his honour. T am Frank Hayston of
Bueklaw, and no man injures me:by word, deed, sigy, or
look, but he must render we an account of it.”

“This is all very well, Mr. Hayston of DBucklaw,™ replied
the "ul.tatferuf Ravenswood, in a tone the most calin and in-
diffevent; ** but 1 have no quarwl with you, and desire to have
none.  Our roads homewnrd. as well as our roads through
life, lie. in different :luwect.lﬂns, there 18 ne occasion for us
crossing each other”

See Introduction to Chresicles of the n‘.'-':'n;p.umuc (Laitag)e
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15 there not?™ said Bucklaw, impetuously. “ By Heaven!
but | say that there is, though: you called us intriguing ad-
venturers,”

* Be eorrect in your vecollection, Mr. Hayston; it was to
your companion only I applied that epithet, and you know
him to be no better.”

*And what then? He wias my companion for the time, and
no man shall insult my companion, right or wrong, while he
is in my emupany.” '

“Then, Mr. Hayston,™ veplied Ravenswood, with the same
composire, “you shoulil choose your society better, or you
aré hke to have much work in your capacity of their cham-
pion.  Go homey siry sleep, and have more reason in your
wrath to-morrow.”

“ Not so, Master, you have mistaken your-man; high airs
and wise saws shall not carry it off thus. Besides, you termed
me bully, and you shall retract the word before we part.”

“ Faith, searcely,” said Ravenswood, “unless you show e
Letter reason for thinking myself mistaken than you are now
producing. ™

“Then, Master,” said Bueklaw, “though 1 should le sorry
to offer it to a man of your quality, if you will not justify your
incivility, or retract it, or name a place of meeting, yon must
here undergo the havd word and the havd blow.

* Neither will be necessary,” said Ravenswood; “ I am sat-
isfied with what | have done to avoid an affair with you. 1f
you are serions, this place will serve as well ag another,”

HDismount then, and draw," said Bucklaw, setting him an
example,  © 1 always thought and said you were a pretty man;
I should be sorry to report you otherwise.”

“You shall have no reason, sir,” said Ravenswood, alight-
Jing, and putting himself into a posture of defence.

Their swords erossed, and the combat commeneed with great
spirit on the partof DBucklaw, who was well accustomed to
aftaivs-of the kind, and distingnished by address and dexter-
ity at his weapor.  In the pregent case, however, he did not
use his skill to advantage; for, having lost temper at the cool
and contemptuous manner in which the Master of Ravenswood
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had long refused, and at length granted, him satisfaction, and
urged by his impatience, he adopted the part of an assailant
with inconsiderate eagerness. The Master, with equal skill,
and much greater composure; remained chiefly on the defen-
sive, and even declined to avail himself of one or two advan-
tages afforded him by the eagerness of his adversary. At
length, in a desperate lunge, which he followed with an at-
tempt to close, Bucklaw's foot slipped, and he fell on the
short grassy turf on which they were fighting. *Take your
life, siv,” said the Master of Ravenswood, “and mend it if
you can.”

*1t would be buta cobbled piete of work, T fear,” said
Bueklaw, vising slowly and gathering up his sword, much less
diseoncerted with the issue of the combat than could have been
axpected from the impetuosity of his temper. “1 thank you
“for my life, Master,” he pursued. “There is my hand; I
bear no ill-will to you, either for my bad luck or your hetter
swordmanship.”

The Master looked steadily at him for an instant, then ex-
tended his hand to him. * Ducklaw,” he said, “you are a
generous fellow, and I have done you wrong, 1 heartily ask
your purdon for the expression which offended you; it was
hastily and incautiously uttered, and 1 am eonvineed it is
totally misapplied.”

“ Are you indeed, Master?” said Bueklaw, his face resam-
ing at onee its natural expression of light-hearted carelessness
and audacity ; ** that is more than 1 expected of you; for, Mas-
ter, men say you are not ready to retract your opinions and
your language.”

#Not when I have well considered them,” said the Master.

“Then you arve a little wiser than 1 am, for 1 always give
my friend satisfaction’ first, and explanation afterwards. If
one of us falls, all aceounts are settled; if not, men arve never
so ready for peace as after war. But what does that bawling
brat of a boy want?” said Bueklaw. [ wish to Heaven he had
eome & few minutes sooner! and yet it must have been ended
some time, and perhaps this way is as well as any other.”

As hie spoke, the boy he mentioned cawe up, cudgelling an
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ass, on which he was mounted, to the top of its speed, and
sanding; like one of (lssian’s heroes, his voice before him:
*(Fentlemen—gentlemen; save vourselves! for the gudewifs
bade us tell ye there were folk in her honse had taen Captain
Craigenpelt, and were seeking for Bucklaw, and that ye be-
hoved to ride for it."

By my faith, and that’s very true, my man,” said Buek-
law; “and there’s a silver sixpence for your news, and [
wonld give any man twice as mueh wonld tell me which way
[ should ride.”

“That will I, Bucklaw,” said Ravenswood; “ride home
to Wolf's Crag with me. There are places in the old tower
where yvon might lie hid, were a thousand men to seek you.”

“But that will bring vou into trouble yourself, Master;
and unless you be in the Jaecobite serape alveady, it is quite
needless for me to drag you in."”

“Not a whit; I have nothing to fear.”

“Then T will ride with you blythely, for, to say the truth,
I do not know the vendezvous that (raigie was to guide us
to this night; and I am sure that, if he is taken, he will
tell all the truth of me, and twenty lies of you, in order to
save himself from the withie.”

They mounted and rode off in company aecordingly, strik-
ing oft the ordinary rvoad, and holding their way by wild
rioorish unfrequented 1}.L!;h~., with which the gentlemen were
well aequainted from the exercise of the chase, but through
which others would have had muech dithiculty in fracing their
course.. ‘They rode for some time in silence, making such
haste as the condition of Ravenswood’s horse permitted, until
night having eradually closed avound thew, they diseontinued
their speed, both from the difficulty of discovering*their path,
and from the hope that they were beyond the reach of pursuit
or ohservation.

¥ And now that we have drawn bridle a bit,” said Bucklaw,
“T would fain ask vou a question, Master.”

*Ask and weleome,” said Ravenswood, but forgive my
not answering i, nnless T think proper.”

“Well, it is simply this,” answered his late antagonist:
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“What, in ‘the name of old Sathan, could :ake you, who
stand so highly on your reputation, think for a momeut of
drawing up with such a rogue as Craigengelt, and such a
scapegrace as folk call Bucklaw?

“Simply, because I wus desperate, and sought desperate
associates.”

“And what made vou hreak off from us at the nearest?”
again demanded Bueklaw.

 Beecanse 1 had changed my mind,” said the Master, “and
renounced my enterprise, at least for the present. And now
that I have answered your questions faivly and frankly, tell
me what makes you associate with Craigengelt, so much le-
neath you both in birth and in spirvit?”

“In plain terms,” answered Bucklaw, “because 1 am a
fool, who have gambled away my land in these times, My
grand-aunt, Lady Girnington, has taen a new tack of life, [
think, and 1 could only hope to get something by a change of
government.  Craigie was a sort of gambling acquaintance;
he saw my condition, and, as the devil is always at one's el-
bow, told me fifty lies about his credentials from Versailles,
and his interest at Baint Germains, promised me a captain’s,
commission at Parig, and 1 have been ass enough to put my
thumb under his belt. 1 dare say, by this time, he has told a
dozen pretty stories of ma to the government. And this is
what I have got 1 wine, women, and dice, eocks, dogs, aud
horses. " .

*Yes, Bucklaw,” said the Master, * you have indeed nouy-
ished i uJ. your bosom the snakes that ave now stinging you.”

*That’s home as well as true, Master,” veplied his compan-
ion; “but, by your leave, you have nursed in your bosoin one
great goodly snake that has swallowed all the rest, and is as
sure to devour you as my half-dozen are to make a meal on all
that's left of Bueklaw, which is but what lies between bonnet
and boot-heel.”

“T must not,” answered the Master of Ravenswood, * chal-
lenge the freedowm of speech in which I have set example.
What, to speak without a metaphor, do you call this mon-
strous passion which you charge me with fostering ?*
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“Revenge;, my good sir—revenge; which, if it be as gentle-
manlike a sin as wine and wassail, with their ef coderas, is:
equally unchristinn, and not so bloodless. It is better break-
ing a park-pale to wateh a doe or damsel than to shoot an
old man."

“#I'deny the purpose,” said the Master of Ravenswood. “On
my soul, I had no such intention; [ meant but to confront the
oppressor ere I left my native land, and upbraid him with his
tyramny and its consequences, T would have stated my wrongs
so that they would have shaken his sonl within him.”

“Yes,” answered Bucklaw, “and he would have collared
you,-and cvied ‘help,” and then you would have shaken the
soul ewt of him, T suppose. Your very look and manner
wonld have frightened the old man to death.”

“Consider the provocation,” answered Ravenswood—" con-
sider the min and death procured and caunsed by his havd-
hearted eruelty—an ancient house destroyed, an affectionate
father murdeved! Why, in our old Scottish days, he that
sat quiet under such wrongs would have been held neither fit
to back a friend nor face a foe.”

“Well, Master, I am glad to see that the devil deals aseun-
ningly with other folk as he deals with me; for whenever I
am about to commit: any folly, he persuades me it is the most
necessary, gallant, gentlemanlike thing on earth, and I am np
to saddlegirths in the bog before T see that the ground is soft.
And you, Master, might have turned out & munrd a homi-
cide, just ount of pure respect for yonr father’s memory.”
 “There is more sense in your language, Bucklaw,” replied
the Master, “than might have been expected from your con-
dugt. It is too true, onr viees steal upon us in forms out-
W\ﬂ.:l‘t“j as fair as those of the demons whom the superstitious
rgpresent as intriguing with the human race, and are not dis-
sovered in their native hideonsness mtil we have clasped them
inonearms.

¥ But we may throw them from us, thongh,* said Bueklaw,
*and thavis what I shall think of doing one of these days—
that is, when old Lady Girnington dies.”

“Did you ever hiear the expression of the English divine?”
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said Ravenswood—**Hell is paved with good intentions,’—
as much as to say, they are more often formed than exeented.”

“Well,” replied Bucklaw, “but 1 will begin this blessed
night, and have determined not to drink above one quart of
wine, unless your claret be of extraordinary quality.”

“You will find little to tempt you at Wolf’s Crag,” sdid the
Master. “1 know not that I ean promise you more than the
shelter of my roof; all, and more than all, our stock of wine
and provisions was éxhausted at the late oceasion,”

“Long may it be ere provision i8 needed for the like pur-
pose,” answered Bucklaw; “but you should not drink np the
last flagk at a dirge; there is ill luck in that.”

“#There is ill luck, I think, in whatever belongs to me,™ said
Ravenswood., “Buat yonder is Wolf's Crag, and whatever it
still contains is at your service.”

The roar of the sea had long announced their approach to
the cliffs, on the summit of which, like the nest of some sea-
eagle, the founder of the fortalice had perched his eyrie.
The pale moon, which had hitherto been contending with flit-
ting clouds, nowshone ont, and gave them a view of the solitary
and naked tower, situated on a projecting ¢liff that beetled on
the German Ocean. On three sides the rock was preeipitons;
on the fourth, whieh was that towards the land, it had been
originally fenced by an artificial ditch and deawbridge, Lug
the latter was broken down and ruinous, and the former had
been in part filled up, so as to allow passage for a horseman
into the narrow courtyard, encircled on two sides with low
offices and stables, partly ruinous; and elosed on the landward
front Ly a low embattled wall, while the remaining side of the
quadrangle was oeeupied by the tower itself, which, tall and
narrow, and built of a greyish stone, stood glimmering in the
moonlight, like the sheeted spectrve of some huge giant. A
wilder or more disconsolate dwelling it was perhaps diffieult
to coneeive. The sombrous and heavy sound of the billows,
snecessively dashing against the rocky beach at a profound
distance beneath, was to the ear what the landseape was to
the eye—a symbol of unvaried and monotonous melancholy,
not unmingled with horror.
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Although the night was not far advanced, there was no sign
of living inhalitant about this forlorn abode, excepting that
one, and only one, of the narvow and stanchelled windows
which appeared at irregular heights anid distances in the walls
of the building showed a small glimmmer of light.

“ There,” said Ravenswood, “sits the only male domestic
that remains to the house of Ravenswood; and it is well that
he does remain there, since otherwise we had little hope to
find either light or fire. But follow me cautiously; the road
is narrow, and admits only one horse in front.”

In effect, the path led along a kind of isthmus, at the pe-
ninsular extremity of which the tower was situated, with that
exclusive attention to strength and security, in preference to
every eitcumstances of convenience, which dietated to the
Seottish barons the choice of their situations, as well ag their
style of building.

By adopting the cautious mode of approach recommended by
the proprietor of this wild hold, they entered the eourtyard in
safety. But it was long ervethe efforts of Ravenswood, though
loudly exerted by knocking at the low-browed entrance, and re-
peated shouts to Caleb to open the gate and admit them,; re-
ceived any answer.

“The old man must be departed,” he began to say, “or
fallen into some fit; for the noise 1 have made would have
waked the seven sleepers.”

At length o timid and hesitating voice replied: “ Master—
Master of Ravenswood, is it you?”

“Yes, it is I, Calel; open the door quickly.”

“But it iz you in very blood and body? For I would
gooner face fifty deevils as my master’s ghaist, or even his
wraith; wherefore, aroint ye, if ye were ten times my master,
unless ye come in bodily shape, lith and limb.”

*1It is 1, you old fool,” answered Ravenswood, “in bodily
shape and alive, save that T am half dead with cold.”

The light at the upper window disappeared, and glancing
from logphole to loophole in slow suceession, gave intimation
that the bearer was in the act of descending, with great de-
liberation, & winding staircase occupying one of the turrets
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which graced the angles of the old tower. The tardiness of
his descent extracted some exelmmations of hmpatience from
Ravenswood, and several oaths from his less patient and wore
mevcurial companion. Caleb again pansed ere he unbolted the
door, and onee more asked if they were men of mould that de-
manded entranee at this time of night.

“Were I near you, you old fool,” said Bucklaw, “T would
give you sufficient proofs of my bodily condition.”
~ “Open the gate, Caleb,” said his master, in a more sooth-
ing tone, partly from his regard to the ancient and faithful
seneschal, partly perhaps becanse he thought that angry words
would be thrown away, so long as Caleb had a stout iron-
clenched oaken deor betwixt his person and the speakers.

At length Caleb, with-a trembling hand, undid the bars,
opened the heavy door, and stood before them, exhibiting his
thin grey hairs; bald forehead, and sharp high features, illu-
minated by a quivering lamp which he held in one hand, while
he shaded and protected its fAame with the other. The tim-
orous, conrteous glanee which he threw around him, the effect
of the partial light upon his white hair and illumined featares,
might have made a good painting; but our travellers were too
impatient for security against the rising stoym to permit them
to indulge themselves in studying the picturesque.  “TIsit you,
my dear master?—is it you yourself, indeed?” exclaimed the
old domestic. “I am wae ye suld hae stude waiting at your
ain gate; but wha wad hae thought o’ seeing ye sae sune, and
a strange gentleman with a (Here he exelaimed apart,
as it were, and to some inmate of the tower, in a voige not
meant to be heard by those in the court) Mysie—Mysie, womn-
an! stir for dear life, and get the fire mended; take the anld
three-leggeil stool, or ony thing that's readiest that will make
alowe. I doubt we are but puirly provided, no expecting ve
this some months, when donbtless ye wad hae been reepived
conform till your rank, as gude right is; but natheless——"

“ Natheless, Caleh,” said the Master, “we must have our
horses put up, and ourselves too, the best way we can. I
hope you are not sorry to see me sooner than you ex-
pected "
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“Sorry, my lord! I am sure ye sall aye be my lord wi’
honest folk, as your noblé ancestors hae been these three hun-
dred years, and never asked w Whig's leave. Sorry to see the
Lord of Ravenswood at ane o’ his ain castles! {(Then again
apart to lis unseen associate behind the screen) Mysie, kill
the Lrood-hen without. thinking twice on it; let them eare
that come ahint. No to say it's our best dwelling,” he added,
turning to Dueklaw; “but just a strength for the Lord of
Ravenswood to fiee until—that is, no to flee, but to vetreat
until in troublous times, like the present, when it was ill con-
venient for him to live farther in the country in ony of his bet-
ter and mair principal manors; but, for its antiquity, maist
folk think that the outside of Wolf's Crag is worthy of a large
perusal.” I

* And you are determined we shall have time to make 14"
said Ravenswood, somewhat amused with the shifts the old
iman used to detain them without doors until his confederate
Mysie had made her preparations within,

*Oh, never mind the outside of the house, my good friend,”
said Bueklaw; “let’s see the inside, and let our horses see the
stable, that's afl.”

“(h yes, sir—ay, sir—unguestionably, sir—my lord and
ony of his honourable companions——"

“ But our hovses, my old friend—our horses; they will he
dead-founded by standing here in the cold after riding hard,
and mine is too good to be spoiled; therefore, once more, our
horses " ‘exelaimned Bucklaw.

“Trie—ay—your horses—yes-—I will call the grooms”;
and sturdily did Caleb roar till the old tower rang again:
“John—William—Saunders! The lads are gane out, or
sleeping,” he observed, after pausing for an answer, which he
knew that he had no human chance of receiving. “A’ gaes
wrang when the Master’s out-bye; hut I'1l take care o' your
cattle mysell.”

“1 think you had better,” said Ravenswood, “otherwise T
see little chance of their being attended to at all.”

“Whisht, my lord—whisht, for God’s sake,” said Caleb, in
an imploring tone, and apart to his master; “if ye dinna re-
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gard your ain erédit, think on mme, we'll hae hard eneugh
wark to make a decent night o't, wi* a’ the lees I can tell.”

SWell, well, never mmd said his master; ‘“go to the
stable. There is hay and com, 1 tmsl:?”

“On ay, ylpnt,} of hay and eorn”; this was uttered bo}dl}'
and aloud, and, in a lower tone, * there was some half fous
o' nits, and some taits o' meadow-hay, left after the barial.”

“Yery well;" said Ravenswood, taking the lamp from his
domestic’s unwilling hand, 1 will show the stranger up-
stairs myself.”

“1 canng think o that, my lord; if ye wad but have five
minutes, or ten minutes, or, at maist, a quarter of an hour’s
patience, and look at the fine moonlight prospect of the Bass
and North Berwick Law till T sort the hovses, [ would marshal
yveup, a5 reason is ye suld be marshalled, your lordship and
your honourable visitor.  And T hae lockit up the siller can-
dlesticks, and the lamp is not fit—"

W1t will do very well in the mean time,” said Ravenswood,
“and you will have no diffieulty for want of light in the stable;
for, if I recollect, half the roof is off."

* Very true; my lord,” replied the trusty adherent, and with
ready wit instantly added, *“and the lazy sclater loons have
never-eome to put it.on a' this while, your lordship.”

“ I 1 were disposed to jest at the calamifies of my house, ™
said Bavenswood, as he led the way upstairs, “ poor old Caleb
would furnish me with ample means. His passion consists in
representing things about our miserable menage, not as they
are, but as, in his opinion, they onght to be; and, to say the
truth, 1 have been often diverted with the poer wreteh's ex-
pedients to supply what he though was essential for the credit
of the family, and his still more genevous apologies for the
want of those articles for which his ingenuity could discover
no substitute. But though the tower is none of the largest,
I shall have some trouble withont him to find the apartment
in which there is a fire.”

As he spoke thus, he opened the door of the hall. * Here,
at least,” he said; “there is neither hearth nor harbour.”

It was indeed & scene of desolation. A large vaulted room,



THE BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR. 95

the beams of which, combined like those of Westminster Hall,
were rudely carved af the extremities, remained nearly in the
situation in which it ‘had bLeen left after the entertuinment at
Allan Lord Ravenswood's funeral, Overturned pitehers, and
black-jacks, and pewter stoups, and flagons still cumbered the
large oaken table; glasses, those more perishable implements
of conviviality, many of which had been voluntarily sacrificed
by the guests in their enthusiastic pledges to favounrite toasts,
strewed the stone floor with their fragments.  As for the arti-
cles of plate, lent for the purpose by friends and kinsfolk,
those had been cavefully withdrawn so soon as the ostentations
display of festivity, equally unnecessary and strangely timed,
had been made and ended.  Nothing, 1n short, remained that
indicated wealth; all the signs were those of recent wasteful-
ness and present desolation.  The black cloth hangings, which,
on the late mournful oceasion, replaced the tattered moth-
eaten tapestries, had been partly pulled down, and, dangling
from the wall in irregular festoons, disclosed the rough stone-
work of the building, unsmoothed either by plaster or the
chisel. The seats thrown down, or left in disorder, intimated
the careless confusion which had coneluded the mowrnful revel,
“This reem,” said Ravenswood, holding up the lamp—* this
room, Mr. Hayston, was riotous when it should have beensad;
it is a just retribution that it should now he sad when it ought
to be cheerful.”

They left this diseonsolate apartment, and went upstairs,
where, after opening one or two' doors: in vain, Ravenswood
led theway into a little matted ante-room, in which, to their
great joy, they fouud a tolerably good fire, which Mysie, by
some such expedient as Caleb had suggested, had supplied
with a reasonable quantity of fuel, (lad at the heart to see
morve of comfort thau the eastle had yvet seemed to offer, Buck-
law rubbed his hands hE'l'ltll} over the five, and now llstuued
with 1more tomplamfiw} to the n]unlug,ie.-, which the Master of
Ravenswood offered.  * Comfort,” he saud, = I eannot provide
for you, for T have it not for myself; it is long since these
walls have known it, if, indeed, they were ever aequainted
with-it.  Shelter and safety, [ think, I can promise you.”
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“Excellent matters, Master,” replied Bucklaw, “and, with
a mouthful of food and wine, pesitively all I can require to-
night.”

#1 fear,” said the Master, * your supper will be a poor one;
1 hearthe matter in discussion betwixt Claleb and Mysie. Toor
Balderstoue is something deaf, amongst his other accomplish-
ments, so that much of what he means should be spoken aside
is overheard by the whole audience, and especially by those
from whom he is most anxious to conceal his private manwu-
vres. Iark!™

They listened, and heard the old domestic’s voice in conver-
sation with Mysie to the following effect:

“Just mak the best o’'t—mak the best o't, woman; -it's
easy to put a fair face on ony thing.”

“ But the anld brood-hen?  She’ll be as teugh as bow-strings
anil bend-leather!"

“Say ye made a mistake—say ye made a mistake, Mysie,”
replied the faithful seneschal, in a soothing and undertoned
voice; “tak it a’ on yoursell; never let the eredit o’ the house
suffer.”

“ Bat the brood-hen,” remonstrated Mysie—* ou, she's sit-
ting some gate aneath the dais in the hall, and I am feared to
gas in in the dark for the bogle; and if 1 didna see the bogle; |
¢oild as i1l see the hen, for it's pit-mirk, and there’s no
another light in the house, save that very hlessed lamp whilk
the Master has in his ain hand.  And if [ had the hen, she's
to pu’, and to draw, and to dress; how can [ do that, and
them sitting by the only fire we have?"

“Weel, weel, Mysie,” said the butler, “Dbide ye there a
wee, and I'1l try to get the lamp wiled away frae them.”

Aceordingly, Caleb Balderstone entered the apartment, little
aware that so much of his by-play had been andible there.
“Well, Caleb, my old friend, is there any chance of supper?”
said the Master of Ravenswood,

¥ Chanee of supper, your lordship?” said Caleb, with an
emphasis of strong scorn at the implied doubt. * How should
there be ony question of that, and us in your lordship’s house?
Chance of supper, indeed! But ye’ll no be for butchey-meat?
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There’s walth o' fat poultry, ready either for spit or brander.
The fat capon, Mysie!” he added, calling ont as boldly as if
sueh a thing had been in existence,

“Quite unnecessarcy,” said Bueklaw, who deemed himself
bound in courtesy to velieve some part of the anxions butler's
perplexity, “if you haveanything cold, or a morsel of bread.”

“The best of bannocks!™ exclaimed Caleb, much rvelieved;
“and, foreauld meat, a® that we hae iz cauld enengh,—how-
beit, maist of the cauld meat and pastry was gien to the poor
folk after the cevemony of interment, as gude reason was;
neverthelessg——"

¥ Come, Caleb,” said the Master of Ravenswood, *1 must
eut this matter short.  This is the young Laird of Bucklaw;
hie is. under hiding, and therefore, you know 5

“He'll be nae nicer than your lordship’s honour, 1'se war-
rant,” answered Caleb, cheerfully, with a nod of intelligence;
“1am sorry that the gentleman is under distress, but 1 am
blythe that he canna say muckle agane our housekeeping, for
I believe his ain pinches may mateh oursy no that we are
pinched, thank God,” he added, retracting the admission
which he had made in his first borvst of joy, * but nae doubt
we are waur aff than we Lae been, or suld be.  And for eat-
ing—what signifies telling a lee? there’s just the hinder end
of the mutton-liaw that has been but three times on the talile,
and the nearver the bane the sweeter; as your honours weel ken;
and—there’s the heel of the ewe-milk kebbuck, wi’ a bit of
nice butter, and-—and—that’s a' that's to trust to.”  Aud
with great alacrity he produced his slender stock-of provi-
siong;, and placed them with much formality npon a small
round table betwixt the two gentlemen, who were not deterred
either by the homely quality or limited quantity of the repast
from doing it full justice. Calely in the mean while waited
on them with grave officiousness, as if anxious to make up,
iy his own respectful assiduity, for the want of all other at-
tendance,

Buty alas! how little on such oceasions ean form, however
anxigusly and serupulously ebserved, supply the lack of sub-
stantial i};lr&‘. Bueldaw, who had eagerly eaten a consider-
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able portion of the thrice-sacked mutton-ham, now began to de-
mand ale. '

“1 wadna just presume to recomimend our ale,™ auid Caleb;
{ithe maut was ill made, and there was awfu' thunner last
week; bub sicean water as the Tower well has ye'll seldom
see, Bucklaw, and that 17se engage for.”

“But if yourale is bad, you ean let us have some wine,"
said Bucklaw, making a grimace at the mention of the pure
element which Caleb so earnestly recommended.

“Wine!"” answered Caleb, undauntedly, “eneugh of wine!
It was but twa days syne—wae's me for the cause—there was
as much wine drunk in this house as would have floated a
pinnace. There never was lack of wine at Wolf’s Crag.®

# Do feteh ug some then,™ said the master, *instead of talk-
ing-about it.” And Caleb beldly departed.

Every expended butt in the old eellar did he set a-tilt,~and
shake with the desperate expectation of collecting enough of
the grounds of clavet to fill the large pewter measure which
he carried in his hand. Alas! each had been too deveutly
drained; and, with all the squeezing and maneuvring which
his craft as a butler suggested, he could only eolleet about
half a quart that seemed presentable. Still, however, Caleb
was too good & general to renounce the ficld without a strata-
gem to cover his retreat. He undauntedly threw down an
empty flagon, as if he had stumbled at the entrance of the
apartment, called upon Mysie to wipe up the wine that had
never been spilt, and placing the other vessel on the table,
hoped 'there was still enough left for their honours. There
was indeed; for even Bucklaw, a sworn friend to the grape,
found no enconragement to renew his first attack npon the
vintage of Wolf’s Crag, but contented himself, however re-
luctantly, with a draught of fair water. Arrangements were
now made for his repose; and as the secret chamber was as-
signed for this purpese, it furnished Caleb with a first-rate
and most plausible apology for all deficiencies of furniture,
bedding, ete.

* For wha,” said he, “wounld have thought of the secret
chaumer being needed? It has not been used gince the time
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of the Gowrie Conspiraey, and I durst never let & woman ken
of the entrance to it, or your hononr will allow that it wad
not hae been a secret chaumer lang.”

CHAPTER VIIIL

The liearth in hall was blnck and dead,
Mo bosrd was-dight in bower within,
Nor merry bowl nor weleome bed ;
* Here's sorry cheer,” quoth the Heir of Linne,
Ol Ballnd,

Tue feelings of the prodigal Heir of Linne, as expressed
in that excellent old song, when, after dissipating his whole
fortune, he found himself the deserted inhabitant of “the
lonaly lodge,” might perhaps have some resemblance to those
of the Master of Ravenswood in his deserted mansion of
Wolf’s Crag. The Master, however, had this advantage over
the spendthrift in the legend, that, if he was in similar dis-
tresg, he could not impute it to his own imprudence.  His
misery had been bequeathed to him by his father, and, joined
to his high blood, and to a title which the sonrteous might give
or the churlish withhold at their pleasure, it was the whole
inheritance he had derived from his ancestry.

Perhaps this melancholy yet consolatory reflection erossed
the mind of the unfortunate yonng nobleman with a breathing
of comfort. Favourable to calm reflection, as well as to the
Muses, the morning, while it dispelled the shades of night,
hadl & eomposing and sedative effect upon the stormy passions
by which the Master of Ravenswood had been agitated on the
preceding day. He now felt himself able to analyse the dif-
ferent feslings by which he was agitated, and mueh resolved
to eombat and to subdune them. The moring, which had
arisen calm and bright, gave a pleasant effect even to the waste
moorland view which was seen from the castle on looking to
the landward; ‘and the glorions veean, erisped with a thousand
rippling ww-as of silver, extended on the other side, in awful
yet complacent majesty, to the verge of the horizon. With
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guch seenes: of calm sublimity the human heart sympathises
even in its most disturbed moods, and deeds of honour and
virtue are inspired by their majestic influence.

To seek out Bucklaw in the retreat which he had afforded
him, was the first oecupation of the Master, after he had per-
formed, with a serutiny nnusually severe, the important task
of self-examiuation. * How now, Bueklaw?” was his mom-
ing’s salutation—"" how like you the couch in which the exiled
Earl of Angus once slept in seeurity, when hewas pursued by
the full energy of a king’s resentment?”

“ Umph!™ retumed the sleeper awakened; T have little to
complain of where so great a man was quartered before me,
only the attress was of the hardest, the vanlt somewhat
damp, the rats rather more mutinous than I wonld have ex-
pected from the state of Calel’s larder; anid if theve had been
shutters to that grated window, or a curtain to the bed, I
should think it, wpon the whele, an improvement in your
acconimodations.™

# It is, to be sure, forlom énough,” said the Master, looking
around the small vault; * but if you will rise and leave it, Cn-
leb will endeavour to find you a better breakfast than your
suppear of last night.”

“Pray, let it be no better,” said Bueklaw, getting up, and
endeavonring to dress himself as well as the obscurity of the
place would permit—*"1let it, T say, be no better, if you mean
me to preserve in my proposed reformation.  The very recol-
lection of Caleb’s beverage has done more to ‘suppress my
longing to open the day with a moming draught than twenty
sermons would have done.  And you, Master, have you been
able to give battle valiantly to your bosom-snake? You see I
am in the way of smothering my vipers one by one™

T have commenced the battle, at least, Bueklaw, and 1
have had a fair vision of an angel who descended to my assis-
tanee, " replied the Master,

“YWoe'sme!” said his guest, “no visionean I expect, unless
my aunt, Lady Grinington, should betake herself to the tomly;
and then it would be the substance of her heritage rather than
the appearance of her phantum that [ should eonsider as the
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support of my good resolutions. But this same breakfast,
Master—does the deer that is to make the pasty run yet on
foot, as the ballad has 67"

* I will inquire into that matter,” said his enterfainer; and,
leaving the apartment, he went in search of Calely, whow, after
some diffienlty, he found in an obseure sort of dungeon, which
had been in former times the huttery of the castle. Heré the
old man was employed busily in the doubtful task of burnish-
ing a pewter flagon until it should take the hue and semblance
of silver-plate. I think it may do—I think it-might pass,
if they winna bring it ower muekle in the light o' the win-
dow!™ were the ejaculations whieh he muttered from time to
time, as if to eneonvage himself in hig undertaking, when he
was intervupted by the voice of his master,

“Take this,” said the Master of Ravenswood, “and get
what is necessary for the family.” And with these words he
gave to the old butler the purse which had on the preceding
evening so narrowly eseaped the fangs of Craigengelt.

The old man shook his silvery and thin locks, and looked
with-an expression of the most heartfelt anguish at his master
as he weighed in his hand the slender treasure, and said ina
sorrowful voiee; “ And is this a’ that’s left?"

AL that isleft at present,” said the Master, affecting more
cheerfulness than perhaps le really felt, * is just the green purse
and the wee pickle gowd, as the old song says; but we shall do
better one day, Caleb.”

“ Before that day comes,” said Caleb, “ I doubt there will be
an end of an auld sang, and an auld serving-mman to boot. But
it disna beeome me to speak that gate to your honour, and yon
looking sae pale. Tak back the purse, and keep it to be mak-
ing w chow before company ; for if your honour would just tak
a bidding, aud be whiles taking it out afore folk and putting
it up again, there’s naebody would refuse ns trust, for a’
that’s come and gane yet,” '

“ But, Caleb," said the Master, I still intend to leave this
country very soon, and desire to do so with the reputation of
an hounest man, leaving no debt behind me, at least of my
own eoutraeting.”
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& And gude right ve suld gang away 4s a true man, and so
ye shall; for auld Calel ean tak the wyte of whatever is taen
on for the house, and then it will be a” just ae man’s burden’;
and I will live just as weel in the tolbooth as out of it, and
the credit of the family will be a’ safe-and sound.”

The Master endeavoured, in vain, to make Caleb eompre-
hend that the butler’s inenrring the responsibility of debts in
his-own peraon would rather add to than remove the objections
which he had to their being contracted. He spoke to a pre-
mier too busy in devising ways and means to puzzle himself
with refuting the arguments offered against their justice or
expediency.

“There’s Eppiesma’trash will trust us for ale,” said Caleb
to himself—" she has lived a’ her life under the family—and
miybe wi' a soup brandy; T eanna say for wine—she is but a
lone woman, and gets her claret by a runlet at a time; but 1711
work o wee drap out o° her by fair means or foul.  For doos,
there’s the dooeot; theve will be poultry amang the tenants,
though Luckie Chirnside says she haz paid the kain twice ower,
We'll mak shift, an it like your henour—we'll mak shife; keep
your heart abune, for the house sall haud its eredit as lang
asauld Caleb is to the fore.”

The entertainment which the old man’s exertions of various
kinds enabled him to present to the young gentlemen for three
or four days was certainily of no splendid deseription, but it
may readily be believed it was set before no eritieal guests;
and even the distresses, excuses, evasions, and shifts of Caleb
afforded amusement to the young men, and added a sort of
interest to the serambling and irregular style. of their table.
They had indeed oceasion to seize on every circumstance that
might serve to diversify or enliven time, which otherwise
pissed away so heavily.

Bucklaw, shut out from his usual field-sports and joyous
carouzes by the nepessity of remaining concealed within the
walls of the eastle, became a joyless and uninteresting com-
panion. When the Master of Ravenswood would no longer
fence or play at shovel-board; when he himself had polished
to the extremity the coat of his palfrey with brush, euwrry-
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comb, and hair-cloth; when he had seen him eat his pro-
vender, and gently lie down in his stall, he conld hardly help
envying the animal’s apparent acquieseence in a life so mon-
otonous.  “The stupid brate,” he said, “thinks neither of
the race-ground or the hunting-field, o1 his green paddoek at
Bueklaw, but enjoys himself as comfortably when haltered to
the rack in this ruinous vault, as #f he had been foaled in it;
“and, [who have the freedom of a prisoner at large, to range
thmug,h the dungeons of this wretched old tower, can hardly,
betwixt whistling and sleeping, eontrive to pass away the hour
till dinner-time."”

And with this disconsolate veflection, he wended his way to
the bartizan or battlements of the tower, to wateh what oljects
might appear on the distant moor, or to pelt, with pebbles and
pieces of lime, the sea-mews and cormorants which established
themselves incautiously within the reach of an idle young
man.

Ravenswood, with a mind inealeulably deeper and more
powerful than that of his companion, had his own auxious
subjects of reflection, which wrought for him the same mn-
happiness that sheer ennei and want of occupation inflicted
on his companion. The fivst sight of Luey Ashion had been
less impressive than her image proved to be upon vefleetion,
As the depth and violence of that revengeful passion by which
he had been actuated in seeking an interview with the father
began to abate by degrees; he looked baek on his conduct
towards the daughteras havsh and unworthy towards a female
of rank and beauty. HMer looks of grateful ncknowledgment,
her words of affectionate courtesy, had been repelled with
something which approached to disdain; and if the Master
of Ravenswood had sustained wrongs at the hand of Sir Wil-
liam Ashton, his conscienee told kim they had been unhand-
somely resﬂnmd towards his daughter. When his thoughts
took this turn of self-reproach, the recollection of Luey Ash-
ton's beautiful features, renderved yet more interesting Ly the
eireumstances in which their meeting had taken place, made
an impression upon his mind at onee soothing and painful.
The sweetness of her voice, the delicacy of her expressions,
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the vivid glow of her filin] affection, embittered his regret at
having repulsed her gratitude ult.h videness, while, at the
same time, they placed before his imaginationa picture of the
most sedueing sweetness.

Even young Ravenswood’s strength of moral feeling and
rectitude of purpose at once increased the danger of chevish-
ing these recollections, and the propensity to enteirtain them.
Firmly resolved as he was to subdue, if possible, the predomi-
nating viee ‘in his character, he admitted with willingness—
nay, he summoned up in his imagination—the ideas by which
it could be most powerfully counteracted; and, while he did
50, a sense of his own harsh conduct towards the daughter of
his enemy naturally induced him, as if by way of recompense,
to invest her with more of grace and beauty thau perhaps she
could actually elaim.

Had any one at this period told the Master of Ravenswood
that he had o0 lately vowed vengeance against the whole line-
age of him whom he considered, not unjustly, as author of his
father’s ruin and death, he might at first have repelled the
charge as a foul ealumny ; yet, upon serious seli-examination,
he would have been compelled to admit that it had, at one
period; - some foundation in trath, thongh, aceoding to the
preseut tone of his sentiments, it was ditheult to. Lelieve that
this had really been the case.

There already existed in his bosom two contradictory pas-
sions—a desire to revenge the death of his father, strangely
qualified by admiration of his enemy’s daughter. Against
the former feeling he had strugzled, until it seemed to him
upon the wane; against the latter he used no means of resis-
tance, for he did not snspect its existence. That this was
actually the sase was chiefly evineed by his resnming his reso-
lution to leave Scotland.  Yet, though such was his purpose,
he remained day after day at Wolf’s Crag, withont taking
measures for carrving it into exeeution. It is true, that he
had written to one Gr two kingmen who resided in a distant
quarter of Seotland, and particularly to the Marquis of
A y intimating his purpose; and when pressed upon the
subject by Hucklaw, he was wont to allege the necessity of
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waiting for their veply, especially that of the Marquis, before
taking so decisive a measive,

The Margiis was vich and powerful; and although he was
suspected to entertain sentiments unfavourable to the govern-
ment estalblished at the Revolution, he had oevertheless ad-
dress enough to head a party in the Seottish privy ecouneil,
connected with the High Chureh faction in England, and
powerful enough to menace those to whom the Lord Keeper
adherved with a probable subversion of their power.  The con-
sulting with a personage of such importance was a plausible
excuse, which Ravenswood used to Bucldaw, and probably to
himself, for continuing his residence at Wolf's Crag: and it
was rendered yet more so by a general report which began to
be current of a probable change of ministers -and measures in
the Beottish administration.. The mmours; strongly asserted
by some, and -as resolutely denied by others, as their wishes
or interest dictated, found their way even to the ruinous
Tower of Wolf's Crag, chiefly threugh the medinm of Calel,
the butler, who, among his other execellences, was an ardent
politician, and seldom made an excursion from the old for-
tress to the neighbouring village of Wolf’s Hope without
bringing back what tidings were current in the vieinity.

But if Bueklaw conld not offer any satisfactory objections
to the delay of the Master in leaving Seotland, he did not the
less suffer with impatience the stete of inaction te which it
confined him; and it was only the aseendeney which his new
compamon had acquired over him that indueed him to submit
to a course of life'so alien to his habits and inclinations.

* You were'wont to bethought a stirring active young fellow,
Master,” was his frequent remonstrance; “yet here you seem
determined to live on and on like a rat in a hole, with this
trifling difference, that the wiser verinin ¢hooses a hermitage
where Lie can find food at least; but as for us, Caleb's exenses
beeomne longer as his diet tums more spave, and T fear we
shall realise the stories they tell of the sloth: we have almost
eat up the last green leaf on the plant, and have nothing left
for it but to drop from the tree and break our necks,”

* Do not fear it,™ said Ravenswood; *ihere is o fate watches:
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for us, and we teo have a stake in the revolution that is now im-
pending, and which already has alarmed many a bosom,”

“What fate—what revolution?” mquired his. companion.
“We have had ene revolution too much already, I think.

Ravenswood interrupted him by putting into his hands a
letter,

“Oh,” answered Bucklaw, “my dream’s out. 1 thought I
heard Caleb this morning pressing some unfortunate fellow to
a drink of cold water, and assuring him it was better for his
stomach in the moming than ale or brandy.”

W1t was my Lord of A 's courier,” said Ravenswood,
“who was doomed to experience his ostentations hospitality,
which I believe ended in sour beer and hervings.  Read, and
you will see the news he has brought us.”

“1will as fast as L ean,” said Bucklaw; “but T'am no great
elerk, nor does his lordship seem to e the first of scrilies,”

The reader will peruse in, a few geconds, by the aid our
friend Balantyne’s' types, what took Bueklaw a good half
hour in perusal, though assisted by the Master of Ravenswood,
The tenor was as follows:

“Rucnr Hovovrarre ovr Cousis:

“Our hearty commendations premised, these coma to as-
gure you of the interest which we take in your welfdare, and in
your purposes towards its augmentation. 1f wehave been less
active in showing forth our effective good-will towards you
than, as a loving kinsman and blood-velative, we wonld will-
ingly have desired, we request that yon will impute it to lack
of opportunity to show our good-liking, not to any coldness of
our wili. Touching your resolution to travel in foreign parts,
as at this time we hold the same little advisable, in respect
that your ill-willers may, according to the custom of such per-
sons, impute motives for yvour journey, whereof, although we
know and believe you to he as clear as owrselves, vet natheless
their words may find credence in places where the belief in
them may much prejadice yon, and which we should see with
more unwillingness and displeasure than with means of remedy.

V8o The Bullantynes,  Note 3.
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“ Having thus, as becometh our kindred, given you our poor
mind on the subjeet of your journeying forth of Scotland, we
would willingly add reasons of weight, which might materially
advantage you and your father’s house; thereby to determine
vou to abide at Wolf's Crag, until this harvest season shall be
passed over. But what sayeth the proverb, verbum sapienti—
a word is more to him that hath wisdom than a sermon to &
fool, And albeit we have written this poor seroll with our
own hand, and ave well assured of the fidelity of our messen-
ger, as him that is many ways bounden to us, yet so it is, that
sliddery ways erave wary walking, and that we may not peril
upon paper matters which we would gladly impart to you by
word of moutl.  Wherefore, it was our purpose to have prayed
you heartily to come to this our barren Highland country to
kill a stag, and to treat of the matters which we are now more
painfully inditing to youanent.  But commodity does not serve
at present for such our meeting, which, therefore, shall be de-
ferred until sic time as we may in all mirth rehearse those
things whereof we now keep silence,  Meantime, we pray you
to think that we arve; and will still be, your good kinsman and
well-wisher, waiting but for times of whilk we do, as it were,
entertain a twilight prospect, and appear and hops to be also
your. sffectual well-doer. And in which hope we heartily
write ourself,

“ Right Honourable,
“Your loving cousin,
FA—.

“iven from our poor house of H——, ete,

Superseribed—* For the right honourable, and our honoured
kinsman, the Master of Ravenswood—These, with haste, haste,
post hasts-—nd{*. and yun until these be delivered.”

#What think you of this epistle, Bucklaw?” said the Mas-
ter, when his companion had hammered out all the sense, and
almost all the words of which it consisted.

“Truly, that the Marguis's meaning 15 as great o riddle as
his manuseript. He is veally in much need of 1Wit's Inter
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preter, ovithe Complete Letter- IWriter, and were T you, 1 would
send him & copy by the bearer. He writes yon very kindly to
remain wasting your time and your money in this vile, stupid,
oppressed country, without so muech as offering you the counte-
nance and shelter of his house. In my opinion, he has some
scheme in view in which he supposes you can be useful, and he
wishes to keep you at hand, to make use of you when it ripens,
reserving the power of turning you adrift, should his plot fail
in the coneoction,”

“His plot! Then you suppose it is a treasonable business,”
aswered Ravenswood.

“What else can it be?” replied Bueklaw; *the Marquis
has been long suspected to have an eve to Baint Germains.”

“ He should not engage we rashly in such an adventure,”
said Ravenswood; *when I recollect the times of the fivst and
second Charles, and of the last James, truly 1 see little reason
that, as a man or a patriot, 1 shoald draw my sword for their
deseendants.”

* Humph!" replied Bucklaw; “so you have set yourself
down to mourn over the erop-eared dogs whom honest Claver'se
treated as they deserved2”

“They fivst gave the dogs an ill name, and then hanged
them,” replied Ravenswood. 1 hope to see the day when
justice shall be open to Whig and Tory, and when these nick-
names shall only be used among coffee-house politicians, as
‘slut’ and ‘jade’ are among apple-women, as cant terms of
idle spite and rancour.”

“That will not be in our days, Master: the iron has entered
too deeply into onr sides-and our souls.”

It will be, however, one day,” replied the Master; “men
will not®always start at these nicknames s at a trompet-
sound.  As social life is better protected, its comforts will be-
come too dear to be hazarded without some better reasons than
speculative polities.” _

“It is fine talking,” answered Bucklaw; “but my heart is
with the old song—

To see good corn npon the rigs,
Al a gallows built to hung e W.Iu'gs.
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And the right restored where the rizht should be,
O, that is the thing that would wanton e

“You may sing-as londly as you will, ranfalit cacuus ks

answered the Master; *but | believe the Marquis is too wise,
at least too wary, to join you insuch a burden. I suspect he
alludes to & revolution in the Seottish privy couneil, rather
than in the British kingdoms.”

S0, confusion to your state tricks!” exclaimed DBuck-
law—* your cold ecaleulating manmeuvres, whicl old gentlemen
in wronght nighteaps and furred gowns exeente like so many
games at chess, and displace a treasurer or lord ¢commissioner
as they wonld take a ook or a pawn. Tennis for my sport,
and battle for my earnest! My racket and my sword for my
plaything and bread-winner! And you; Master, so deep and
considerate as you would seem, you have that within yon
makes the blood Loil faster than suits your present hwmour of
moralising on politieal truths.  You are one of those wise men
who see everything with great composure till their blood is
up, and then—woe to any one who should put them in mind
of their own prudential maxims!”

“Perhaps,” said Ravenswood, *“you read me more rightly
than I ean myself. But to think justly will certainly go
some length in helping me to act sp. Dut hark! I hear
Caleb tolling the dinner-bell.”

“Whieh he always does with the more sonorous grace in
proportion to the meagreness of the cheer which he has pro-
vided,” said Buecklaw; “as if that infernal elang and jangle,
whieh will one day bring the bhelfry down the cliff, could con-
vert a starved hen into afat capon, and a blade-hone of mutton
into a haunch of venison.”

“1 wish we may be so well off as your worst conjectures
surmise, Pucklaw, from the extreme solemnity and ceremony
with which Caleb seems to place on the talile that solitary
covered dish.”

“ Uneover, Caleb! uncover, for Heaven's sake!” said Bueck-
law; “let us have what you can give us without preface.
Why, it stands well enough, man,” he continued, addressing
impatiently the ancient butler, who, without reply, kept shift-
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ing the dish, until he had at length placed it with mathematy-
cal preeision in the very midst of the table,

“What have we got here, Caleb?” inguired the Master in
his turn,

# Ahem! sir,. ye suld have known tefore; but his honour
the Laird of Bucklaw is so lmpatient,” answered Calel, still
hiolding the dish with one hand and the cover with the other,
with evident reluctance to diselose the contents.

HRut what is it, a God's name=-not a pair of clean spurs, 1
hope, in the Border fashion of old times?"

“ Alhem! ahem!” reiterated Caleb, * yowr honour is pleased
to le facetions; natheless, 1 might presume to say it was a
convenient fashion, and used, as [ have heard, in an honour-
able and thriving family. Butf touching your present dinner,
I jndged that this being St. Magdalen’s [Margaret’s] Eve,
who was a worthy queen of Seotland in her day, your honours
might judge it decorous; if not altogether to fast, yet only to
susgtain nature with some slight refection, as ane saulted her-
l'illg or the like™ ,'1.:511, ttn{!m'!‘]"rug the lliS]l, lie displayed
four of the savoury fishes whieh he mentioned, adding, in a
subiduéd tone, “that they were no just common herring nei-
ther, being every ane melters, and sauted with uneommon care
by the housekeeper (poor Mysie) for his honour’s especial use.”

“ Out upon all apologies!” said the Master, “let us eat the
herrings, sinee there is nothing better to be had; but I begin
to think with vou, Buecklaw, that we are consuming the last
green leaf, and that, in spite of the Marquis’s politieal mac¢hi-
nations, we must positively shift eamp for want of forage,
without waiting the issue of them.”



THE BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR, 111

CHAPTER IX.

Ay, and when huntanen wind the merry horn,

And rom’ itz covert starts the fearinl prey,

Who, warm'd with yonth's blood in bis seellite-veins,

Waoutld, like n lifeless clod, outsiretehed lie,

Shutout from all the fair créntion offors? .
Etlpnafad - Aet 1o Scene 1,

Licur meals proeure light shimbers; awil thevefore it ig
not surprising that, considering the fare which Caleb’s eon-
seience, or his necessity, assuming, as will sometimes happen,
that disguise, had assigned to the guests of Wolf's Crag, their
shunbers should have been short.

In the morning Bucklaw rushed into his host’s apartment
with a loud halloo, which might have awaked the dead.

“Up! up! in-the nameof Heaven! The hunters are ont,
the ouly piece of sport I have seen this month; and you lLie
here, Master, on'a bed that has little to recommend it, except
that it may be something softer than the stone thoor of your
‘aneestor’s vaulp.”

“1 wish,” said Ravenswood, raising his head peevishly,
“you had forborne so early a jest, Mr. Hayston; it s really
no pleasure to lose the very short repose which I had just
begun to enjoy, after a night spent in thoughts upon fortune
far harder than my eouch, Bueklaw.”

* Pshaw, pshaw!” replied his guest; * get up—getup; the
hotunds ave abroad. T have saddled the horses myself, for old
Caleb was ealling for grooms and lackeys, and would never
liave proceeded without two hours' apolagy for the absence of
men that were o hundred miles off. Get up, Master; [ say
the hounds are out—get up, 1 say; the hunt s up.” And off
ran Bucklaw,

“And T say,” said the Master, vising slowly, “ that nothing.
can eoncern me less. Whose hounds come so near to us?"”

“The Honourable Tord Bittlebrains’s,” answered ('aleb,
whohad followed theimpatient Laird of Bueklaw into his mas-
ter’s bedeoom, “and truly 1 ken nae title they have to he



112 WAVERLEY NOVELS. -

yowling and howling within the freedoms and immunities of
your lordship’s right of free forestry.™

“Nor I, Caleb,” replied Ravenswood, * excepting that they
have bought both the lands and the right of forestry, and may
think themselves entitled to exercise the rights they have paid
their money for.”

“It may be sae; my lord,” replied Caleb; *but it’s no gen-
tleman's deed of them to come here and exercise such-like
right, and your lordship living at your ain castle of Wolf's
Crag.  Lord Bittlebraing would weel to remember what his
folk have been.”

“And we what we now are,” said the Master, with sup-
pressed bitterness of feeling. “But reach me my cleak,
Calebyand T will indulge Bucklaw with a sight of this chasze.
It is selfish to saerifice my guest’s pleasure to my own.”

 Baerifice!” echoed Caleb, in a tone which seemed to imply
the total absurdity of his master making the least eoncession
in deference to any one—* sacrifice, indeed!—but [ crave your
honvur's pardon, and whilk doublet is it your pleasure to
wear?

“Any one you will, Caleb; my wardrobe, I suppose, is not
very extensive.”

“ Not extensive!” echoed his assistant; “when there is the
grey and silver that vour lordship bestowed on Hew Hilde-
brand, your outrider; and the French velvet that went with
my lord your father—Dbe gracious to him!—my lord your fa-
ther's auld wardrobe to the puirfriends of the family; and
the o ragp-de-Berry "'

“Which I gave to you, Caleb; and whieh, 1 suppose, is the
only dress we have any chance to come at, except that I wore
yesterday ; pray, hand me that, and say no more abont it.”

“If your honour has a fancy,” replied Caleb, “and doubt-
less it's a sad-coloured suit, and you are in mourning; never-
theless, T have never tried on the drap-de- Berrg—ill wad it
become me—and your honour having no change of claiths at
this present—and it’s weel brushed, and as there are leddies
down yonder——*

“Ladies!” sald Ravenswood; “and what ladies, pray?”
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“What do 1 ken, your lordship? Looking down at them
from the Warden’s Tower, [ could but see them glent by wi’
their bridles ringing and their feathers fluttering, like the
court of Elffand.”

¥AVall, well, Caleh,” replied the Master, © help me on with
my eloak, and hand me my sword-belt, What clatter is that
in the courtyard?”

“.Just Bucklaw bringing out the horses,” said Caleb, after
a glanee through the window, *as if there werena men enengh
in the eastle, or as:if 1 couldna serve the turn of ony o’ them
that arve out o the gate.”

#Alas! Calel, we should want little if your ability were
equal to your will,” replied his master.

“And I hope your lordship disna want that mnckle,” said
Caleb; “for, considering a' things, 1 trust we support the
credit of the family as weel as things will permit of, —only
Bucklaw is aye sae frank and sae forward. And there he lias
brought out your lordship’s palfrey, without the saddle being
decoved wi' the broidered sumpter-cloth! and [ conld have
brushed it in & minute.”

“1t is all very well,” said his master, escaping from him
and deseending the narrow and steep winding staircase which
led to the courtyard.

* It may be a’ very weel,” said Calely, somewhat peevishly:
“Iut if yvour lordship wad tarvy a bit, T will tell you what
will not be very weel, .

“And what is that?” said Ravenswood, impatiently, but
stopping at the same time,

“Why, just that ye suld speer ony gentleman hame to din-
ner; for 1 canna mak: anither fast on a feast day, as when 1
eam ower Bucklaw wi’ Queen Margaret; and, to speak truth,
if your lordship wad but please to cast yoursell in the way of
dining wi’ Lord Bittlebrains, 1’se warrand I wad east abont
brawly for the morn; or if, stead o’ that, ye wad but dine
wi’ them at the change-house, ye might mak your shift for
the lawing: ye might say ve had forgot your purse, or that
the carline awed ye rent, and that ye wad allow it in the
sett-lemang. %



114 WAVERLEY NOVELS,

“Or any other lis that came uppermost, I snppose?” said
his master. * Good-bye, Calelb; I commend your eave for the
henour of the family.”  And, throwing himself on his horse, he
followed Bucklaw, who, at the manifest risk of his neck, had
begun to gallop down the steep path which led from the Tower
as soon as he saw Ravenswood have s foof in the stivrup.

Caleb Balderstone looked anxionsly after them, and sheok
hiz thin grey locks: “ And I trust they will eome to no evil;
but they have reached the plain, and folk cannot say but that
the horse are hearty and in spirits,”

Animated by the natoral impetuosity and five of his temper,
young Bucklaw rushed on with the careless speed of a whirl-
wind. Ravenswood was scaree more moderate in his pace, for
his was a mind unwillingly roused from contemplative inge-
tivity; but whieh, when once put into motion, acquired a
spirit. of forcible and violent progression. Neither was his
eagerness proportioned in all eases to the motive of impulse,
but might be compared to the speed of & stone, which rushes
with like fury down the hill whether it wis first put in no-
tion by the arm of a giant or the hand of a boy. He felt,
therefore, in no ordinary degree, the beadlong impnlse of the
chase, a pastime so natural to youth of all ranks, that it seems
rather to be an inherent passion in our animal nature, which
levels all differences of rank and edueation, than an acquired
habit of rapid exercize.

The repeated bursts of the French hom, which was then
always used for the encouragement and {1m=ctmn of the hounds;
the deep, though distant baying of the pack; the h&lf—-he:l.l'll
eries of the huntsmen: the half-seen forms which were dis-
covered, now emerging from glens which erossed the moor,
now sweeping over its surfaee, now picking their way where
it was impeded by morasses; and, above all, the feeling of
his own rapid motion, animated the Muaster of Ravenswood,
at least for the moment, above the vecollections of a more
painful nature by which he was surrounded.  The fivst thing
which recalled him to those unpleasing circumstances was
feeling that his lorse, notwithstanding all the advantages
which he received from his rider’s knowledge of the country,
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was unable to keep up with the chase. As he drew his bridle
up with the bitter feeling that his poverty excluded him from
the favourite veereation of his forefathers, and indeed their
sole employment when not engaged in military pursuits, he
was accosted by a - well-mounted stranger, who, unobzerved,
had kept near him during the earlier part of his career.

*Your horse is blown,” said the mdan, with a complaisance
seldom used in a hunting-field.  “ Might 1 crave your honour
to make use of mine?”

“8in,"” said Ravenswood, more smrprised than pleased at
such a proposal. “1 really do not know how T have merited
such a favour at a stranger’s hands.”

“Never ask s question about it Master,” said Bucklaw,
who, with great unwillingness; had hitherto reined in his own
gallant steed, not to outride his host and entertainer. *Take
the goods the gods provide you, as the great John Dryden
says; or stay—here, my friend, lend me that horse; I see yon
have been puzzled to vein him up this half-hour. 1"l take
the devil out of him for you. Now, Master, do you ride mine,
which will earry you like an eagle.”

And throwing the rein of his own horse to the Master of
Ravenswood, he sprung upon that which the stranger resigned
to him, and continued his eareer at full speed.

“WWas ever so thoughtless a being!” said the Master; “and
you, my friend, how could you trust him with your horse?”

“The horse,” gaid the man, “belongs to a person who will
make your honour, or any of your honourable friends, most
weleome to him, fesh and fell.”

“And the owner's name 1s 27 asked Ravenswood.

“Your honour must excuse me, you will lewmn that from
himself.. If you please to take your friend’s horse, and leave
me your galloway, I will meet you after the fall of the stag,
for I hear they are blowing him at bay.”

*1 believe, my friend, it will be the best way to recover
your good horse for you,” answered Ravenswood; and mount-
ing the nag of his Ffriend Dueklaw, lie made all the haste in
his power to the spot where the blast of the hom announced
that the stag’s career was nearly terminated,
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These jovial sounds were intermixed with the huntsmen’s
shouts of “Ivke a Talbet! Hyke a Teviot! now, Loys,
now!” and similar cheering halloos of the olden hunting-
field, to whieh the impatient yelling of the hounds, now close
on the object of their pursuit, gave a lively and unremitting
chorus.  The straggling nders began now to rally towards
the seene of action, collecting from different points as to a
cOmMImon eente,

Breklaw kept the start which he had gotten, and avrived
first at the spot, where the stag, incapable of sustiining a
more prolonged flight, had tuined upon the hounds, and, i
the hunter's phyase, was at bay. With his stately head bent
down, his sides white with foam, his eyes strained betwixt
rage and terror, the hunted animal had now in his turn be-
come an object of intimidation to his pursuers.  The hunters
came up one by one, and watched an opportunity to assail
him with some advantage, which, in such civenmstaneces, can
only be done with caution. The dogs stosd aloof and bryed
loudly, intimating at once eagerness and fear, and each of the
sportsmen svemed to expeet that his comrade would take upon
him the perilous task of assaulting and disabling: the animal,
The ground, which was a hollow in the common or moor, atford-
ad little advantage for anproaching the stag unobserved; and
general was the shout of trivmph when Bueklaw, with the
dexterity proper to au accomplished eavalierof the day, sprang
from his hovse, am! dashing suddenly and swiftly at the stag,
brought hii to the ground by @ eut on the hind leg with his
short hunting-sword., Whe pack, rviishing in apon theirv dis-
abled enemy, soon ended his painful stengeles, and solemnised
his tall with their elamour; the hunters, with their horns and
voices, whooping and blowing a warf, or death-note, which
resounded far over the Lillows of the adjacent ocean.

The huntsman then withdrew the hounds from the throttled
stag, and on his knee presented his knife to a fair female
forni, on a white palfrey, whose terror, or perhaps her com-
passion, had till then kept her at some distance.  She wore
a black silk riding-mask, which was then a common fashion,
as well for preserving the complexion from the sun and rain,
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as from an idea of decorum, which did not permit a lady to
appear barefaced while engaged in a boisterous sport, and
attended by a promiscuons eompany. The vichness of her
dress, however, as well as the wettle and form of her palfrey,
together with the silvan compliment paid to her by the hunts-
man, pointed her out to Bucklaw as the prineipal person in
the field. 1t was not without a feeling of pity, approaching.
even to contempt, that this enthusiastic hunter observed her
refuse the huntsman’s knife, presented to her for the purpose
of making the fivst incigion in the stag's breast, and thereby
diseovering the quality of the venizon. He felt more than
half inelined to pay his compliments to her; but it had been
Bueklaw’s misfortune, that Lis habits of life had not rendered
him familiarly aequainted with the higher and better classes
of female society, so that, with all his natural audacity, he
felt sheepish and bashful when it became necessary to-address
a lady of distinetion.

Taking unto himself heart of grace (to use his own phrase),
Le did at length sammon up resolution enough to give the fair
huntress good time of the day, and trost that her sport had
answered her expectation. Her answer was very courteously
and modestly expressed, and testified some gratitude to the
gullant cavalier, whose exploit had téerminated the chase so
adroitly, when the hounds and huntsmen seemed somewhab
at a stand.

“ Uds daggers and seabbard, madam,” said Bucklaw; whom
this observation brought-at onee upon his own ground, * there
is no difficulty or merit in that matter at-all, so that a fellow
is not too much afraid of having a pair of antlers in his guts,
I have hunted at foree five hundred times, madam; and I
never yet saw the stag at bay, by land or water, but 1 durst
have pone roundly inon him, It is all use and wont, madam;
and 'l tell you, madam, for all that, it must be dune with
good heed and cantion; sm& you will do well, madam, to have
your hunting-sword rig]lt. sharp and donhiﬂ-ﬂdgﬁd, that. you
may strike either fore-handed or back-handed, as you see
reason, for-a hurt with o buek’s iorn is a perilous and some-
what venomous magter.”
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1 am afraid, sir,” said the young lady, and her smile was
scarce concealed by her vizard, “1 shall have little use for
such careful preparation.”

* But the gentleman says very right for all that, my lady,”
said an old huntsman, who had listened to Bueklaw’s har-
angue with no small edification; “and I have heard my fa-
ther say, who was a forester at the Cabrach, that a wild hoar’s
gauneh is more easily healed than a hurt from the deer’s horn,
for so says the old weodman’s rhyme—

I thion e hard vwith horn of hart, §t brings thee to thy biers
But tusk of hoar shall ledches heal, theréof hive lesser fone,'”

“An T might advise,” continued Bucklaw, who was now in
his element, and desivous of assuming the whole management,
“as the hounds arve surbated and weary, the head of the stag
shonld be calbaged in order to reward them; and if T may pre-
sume to speak, the huntsman, who is to break up the stag,
ought to drink to your good ladyship’s health a good lnsty
bicker of ale, or a tass of brandy; for if he breaks him up
without drinking, the venison will ot keep well.”

This very agreeable preseription received, as will be readily
believed, all aceeptation from the huntsman, who, in requital,
offered to Bueklaw the compliment of his knife, which the
young lady had declined,

This polite proffer was seconded Ly his mistress. *1 be-
lieve, sir,” she said, withdrawing herself from the eirele, * that
my father, for whose amusement Lord Bittlelraing's hounds
have heen out to-day, will veadily survender all care of these
matters to a gentleman of your experience.™

Then, bending gracefully from her horse, she wished him
good morning, and, attended by one or two domestics, who
seemed hmmediately attached to her service, retired from the
seene of action, to which Bucklaw, too much delighted with
an opportunity of displiying his woodceraft to care about man
or woman either, paid little attention; but was soon stript to
his doublet, with tucked-up sleeves, and naked arms up to the
elbows in blood and grease, slashing, entting, hacking, and
hewing, with the precision of Sir Tristrem himself, and wrang-
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ling and disputing with all ‘around him coneerning nowmbles,
briskets, Hankards, and raven-bones, then wsual ters of the
art of huntiug, or of hutelery, whichever the reader chooses
tocall ity which are now probably antiquated.

When Ravenswood, who followed a short space behind his
friend, saw that the stag had fallen, his tempovary ardour for
the chase gave way to that feeling of reluctance which he en-
dured at encountering in his fallen fortunes the gaze whether
of equals or inferiors, He reined up his horse on the top of
a gentle eminence, from which he observed the busy and gay
seene beneath him, and heard the whoops of the hunksmen,
gaily mingled with the ery of the dogs, and the neighing and
trampling of the horses. But these jovial sounds fell sadly
on the ear of the ruined nobleman. The chase, with all ‘its
train of excitations, has ever since -fendal times been account-
ed the ahmost exclusive privilege of the svistocracy, and was
anciently their ehief employment in times of pesee. The
sense that he was excluded by his situation from enjoying the
silvan sport, which his rank assigned to him as a special pre-
rogative, and the feeling thalt new men were now exercising
it over the downs which had been jealously rvesevved by his
ancestors for their own amusement, while he, the heir of the
domain, was fain to hold himself at a distance from their
party, awakened reflections ealeulated to depress deeply a
mind like Ravenswood?’s, which was naturally contemplative
and melancholy.  His jride, however, soon shook off this
feeling of dejection, and it gave way to impatience upon find-
ing that lis volatile friend DBacklaw seenmed in no hurry to
return with his borrowed steed, which Ravenswood, before
leaving the field, wished to see restored to the obliging owner.
As he was about to move towards the group of assembled
huntsmen, he was joined by a horseman, who, like himself,
had kept aloof duving the fall of the deer.

This personage seemed stricken in vears. He wore a-scear-
let eloak, buttoning high upon his face, and his hat was un-
looped and slouched, probably by way of defence against the
weather, His horse, a strong and steady palfrey, was calen-
lated for a rider who proposed to witness the sport of the day
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rather than to share it.  An attendant waited at some distince,

and the whole equipment was that of an elderly gentleman of
rank and fashion. He acecosted Ravenswood very politely,

but not withont some embarrassment.

“You seem a gallant young gentleman, sir,” he said, “and
yet-appear as indifferent to this brave sport as if you had my
load of years on your shoulders.”

“T have followed the sport with more spirit on other ocea-
sions,” replied the Master; “at present, late events in my
family must be my apology; and besides,™ he added, *I was
bt indifferenily mounted at the beginning of the sport.”

“1 think,” gaid the stranger, “one of my attendants had
the sense to aceommodate your friend with a horge.”

“1 was much indebted to his politeness and yours,” replied
Ravenswood: My friend is My, Hayston of Bucklaw, whom
I dare say yon will be sure to find in the thick of the keenest
sportsmen. He will return your seérvant’s horse, and take
my pony in exchange; and will add,” he concluded, turning
his horse’s head from the stranger, “his best acknowledg-
ments to mine for the accommodation,”

The Master of Ravenswood, having thus expressed himsalf,
began to move homeward, with the manner of one who has
taken leave of his company. Dut the stranger was not so to
be shaken off. e turned his horse at the same time, and rode
in the same divection, so near to the Master that, without outrid-
ing him, which the formal eivility of the time, and the respect
due to the stranger's age and reeent civility, would have rven-
dered improper, he could not easily escape from his company.

The stranger did not long remain silent. “This, then,” he
said, * is the anelent ('astle of Wolf's Crag, often mentioned in
the Seottish records,” looking to the old tower, then darkening
under the influence of a stormy cloud, that formed its back-
ground; for at the distance of a short mile, the chase, having
béen eirenitons, had brought the hunters nearly back to the
point which they had attained when Ravenswood and Buck-
law had set forward to join them.

Ravenswood answered this observation with a cold and dis-
tant assent.
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#Tt was, as 1 have heard,” eontinued the siranger, una-
bashed by his coldness, “one of the most early possessions
of the honouralile family of Ravenswood.™

“Their enrliest possession,” answered the Master, “and
probably their latest.™

#*I—I1—I should hope not, sir,” answered the stranger,
clearing his voice with more than one cough, and making an
effort’ to overcome a certain degree of hesibation; * Scotland
knows what she owes to this ancient family, and remembers
fheir frequent and honourable achievements. 1 have little
donbt that, were it properly represented to her Majesty that
s0 ancient and noble a family were subjected to dilapidation—
I mean to decay—means might be found, ed re-ediffeandum
antiguinm domm—"

“1 will save you the trouble, siv, of discussing this poing
farther,” interrupted the Master, haughtily.  “1 am the heir
of that unfortunate houge—I am the Master of Ravenswood.
And you, sir, who seem to be a gentleman of fashion und edu-
pation, must he gensible that the nextmortification after being
unhappy is the being loaded with undesived commiseration.”

“T beg vour pardon, sin,™ said the elder horseman; “1 did
not know—I am sensible T ought not to have mentioned—noth-
ing rould he farther from my thoughts than to suppose——"

“There are no apologies necessary, sir,” answered Ravens-
wood, for here, I suppose, our roads separate, and I assure
yon that we part in: perfect equanimity on my side.”

As speaking these words, he directed his horse’s head tow-
ards a narvow eanseway, the aneient approach to Wolf's Crag,
of which it might be truly said, in the words of the Bard of
Hopmg, that

Frogquented by fow wag the grass-cover'd road,
Where the hunter of deer ancl the warrior trode,
To hishills that encircle the sea.
But, ere he conld disengage himselt from his companion, the
young lady we have alveady mentioned came up to join the
stranger, followed by her servants.

# Danghter,” said the stranger to the masked damsel, “ this

is the Master of Ravenswood.”
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It-wonld have been natural that the gentleman should have
replied to this introduction; but there was something in the
graceful form and retiring modesty of the female to whom he
was thug presented, which not only prevented him from in-
quiring to whom, and by whom, the annunciation had been
made, but which even for the time struck him absolutely mute.
At this moment the cloud which had long lowered above the
height on which Wolt's Urag is situated, and which now, as
it advanced, spread itself in darker and denser folds both over
land and sea, hiding the distant objects and obseuring those
which were nearer, turning the sea to a leaden complexion and
the heath to a darker brown, began now, by one or two distant
peals, to announce the thunders with which it was fraught;
while two flashes of lightning, following: edch other very
closely, showed in the distance the grey turrets of Woll’s
Orag, and, more nearly, the rolling billows of the ocean,
crested suddenly with ved and dazzling light,

The horse of the fair huntress showed symptoms of ifmpa-
tience and vestiveness, and it betmne impossible for Ravens-
wood, a8 a man or a gentleman, to leave her abruptly to the
care of an aged father or her menial attendants.  He was;, or
believed himself, obliged in courtesy to take hold of her bridle,
and assist her in managing the unrnly animal. While he was
thus engaged, the old gentleman observed that the storm
seemed to increase; that they wers far from Lord Bittle-
brains’s, whose guests they were for the present; and that
he would be obliged to the Master of Ravenswoocod to poind
him the way to the nearest place of refuge from the storm.
At the same time he cast & wistful and embarrassed look tow-
ards the Tower of Wolf's Crag, which seemed to render it
almost impoessible for the owner to avoid offering an old man
and a lady, in such an emergency, the temporary use of his
house.  Indeed, the condition of the young huntress made
this courtesy indispensalile;. for, in the conrse of the services
which le rendered, hie could not but perceive that she trembled
wuch, and was extremely agitated, from her apprehensions,
doubtless, of the coming storm.

1 know not if the Master of Ravenswood sharved her tervors;
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but he was not eutively free from sumething like a similar
disorder of nerves, as he observed, “The Tower of Wolf's
Crag has nothing to offer beyoud the shelter of its roof, but
if that can be acceptable &t such a moment——" le paused,
as if the rest of the invitation stuck in his throat. Bub the
old gentleman, his self-constituted companion; did not allow
him to recede from the invitation, which he had rather suf-
fered to be implied than directlly expressed.

“The storm,” said the stranger, ' must be an apology for
‘waiving cevemony; his daughter’s health was weak, she had
suffered much from a recent alarm; he trusted their intrusion
o the Master of Ravenswood’s hospitality would not be al-
together unpardonable in the eircumstances of the case: his
child's safety must be dearer to him than ceremony.”

There was no room to retreat. The Master of Ravenswood
led the way, continuing to keep hold of the lady’s bridle to
prevent her horse from starting at some unexpected explosion
of thunder. Tle wag not o bewildered in his own hurried re-
flections but that he remarked, that the deadly paleness which
had ocenpied her neck and temples, and such of her features
as the viding-mask left exposed, gave place to a deep and rosy
suffusion; and he felt with embarrassment that a flush was
by tacit sympathy exeited in his own cheeks. The stranger,
with watchfulness which he disguised under apprehensions of
the safety of his daughter, continued to observe the expres-
sion of the Master’s conntenance as they ascended the hill to
Wolf's Crag.  When they stood in front of that ancient for-
tress, Ravenswood's emotions were of a very complicated de-
seription; and as he led the way into the rude courtyard, and
hallooed to Caleb to give attendance, there was @ tone of stern-
ness, almost of fierceness, which seemed somewhat alien from
the courtesies of one who is receiving honoured guests.

Caleb came; and not the paleness of the fair stranger at
the first: approach of the thunder, nor the paleness of any
other person, in any ether eircumstances whatever, equalled
that which evercame the thin cheeks of the disconsolate sene-
schal when he beheld this accession of guests to the castle,
and reflected that the dinner hour was fast approaching. “1Is
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he daft?” he muttered to himself;—“is he clean daft a’the-
gither, to bring lords and leddies, and a host of folk behing
them, and twal ¢’clock ehappit?” Then approaching the Mas-
ter, he eraved pardon for having permitted the rest of his peo-
ple to go ont to see the hunt, observing, that * They wad never
think of his lordship coming back till mirk night, and that he
dreaded they might play the truant.”

 Bilence, Balderstone!” said Ravenswood, sternly; “your
folly is unseasonable. Sir and madam,” he said, turning to
his guests, * this old man, and a yet older and more imbecile
female domesti¢, form iy whole retinue. Our means of re-
freshing you are more scanty than even so miserable a retinue,
and a dwelling so dilapidated, might seem to promise you;
but, such as they may chance to be, you may command
them.”

The elder stranger, struck with the rnined and even savage
appearance of the Tower, rendered still more diseonsolate by
the lowering and gloomy sky, and perhaps not altogether un-
moved by the grave and determined voice in which their host
addressed them, looked round him anxiously, as if he half
repented the readiness with which he had accepted the of-
fered hospitality. But there was now no opportunity of re-
ceding from the situation in which he had placed himself.

As for Calel, he was so utterly stunned by his mwaster’s
public and ungualified acknowledginent of the nakedness of
the land, that for two minutes he could only mutter within
his hebidomadal beard, which had not felt the razor for six
days, “He's daft—elean daft—red wud, and awa’ wi't! Bug
deil has Caleb Balderstone,” said he, collecting his powers of
invention and resource, “if the family shall lose eredit, if he
were as mad as the seven wise masters!” He then boldly ad-
vaneed, and in spite of his master’s frowns and impatience,
gravely asked, “If he should not serve up some slight re-
feetion for the young leddy, and a glass of tokay, or old
sack—or M

*Truee to this ill-timed foolery,” said the Master, sternly;
“put the horses into the stable, mud interrupt us no more with
your absurdities.”
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“Your honour's pleasure is to be obeyed aboon a’ things,”
said Calel; “nevertheless, as for the sack and tokay which
it is not your noble guests® pleasure to accept——"

But here the voice of Bucklaw, heard even above the clat-
tering of hoofs and braying of horns with which it mingled,
annonneed that heowas sealing the pathway to the Tower at
the head of the greater part of the gallant hunting train.

“The deil be in me,” said Caleb, taking heart in spite of
this new invasion of Philistines, “if they shall beat me yet!
The hellicat ne’er-do-weel! to bring such a erew here, that
will expect to find brandy as plénty as diteh-water, and he
kenuning sae absolutely the case in whilk we stand for the
present!  But ©trow, conld T get vid of thae gaping gowks of
flunkies that hae won into the courtyard at the back of their
betters, as mony a man gets preferment, T eould make a’ right
yet.”

The measures which he took to execnte this dauntless reso-
lution, the reader shall learn in the next chapter. '

CHAPTER X.

With thromt anslaked, with biaok lipe baked,
Agape they heard him call ;
Gramerey they for joy did grin,
And all at onee their breath drew in,
As they hal been drinking all !
CornerinaE s Hive of the Aneiend Mariner,

Havsrox of Bucklaw was one of the thoughtless class who
never hesitate between theiv friend and their jest, When it
was announced that the prineipal persons of the chase had
taken their route towards Wolf’s Crag, the huntsmen, as a
paint of eivility, offered fo transfer the venison to that man-
sion;-a proffer which was readily aceepted by Bucklaw, who
thonght mueh of the astonishment which their arrival in full
body wouldd oecasion poor old Calel Balderstone, and very
little of the dilemma to which he was about to expose his
friend the Master, so ill cireumstanced to receive such a party.



126 WAVERLEY NOVELS,

But in old Calel he had to do with a erafty and alert autag-
onist, protpt at supplying, upon all emergencies, evasions
and excuses suitable, as he thought, to the dignity of the
family.

“Praise be blest!”™ said Calely to himself, ©ae leaf of the
muekle gate has been swung to wi' yestreen’s wind, and I think
I ean manage to shut the ither.”

But: he was desirous, like a prudent governor, at the same
time to get rid, if possible, of thie internal enemy, in which
light he considered aluwst every one who eat and drank, ere
he took measures to exelude those whom their joeund noise
now pronouneed to be near at hand. ITe waited, therefore,
with tupatience until his master had shown his two principal
guests into the Tower, and then commenced his operations.

#1 think,” he said to the stranger menials, * that, as they
are bringing the stag’'s head to the castle in all honour, we,
who are indwellers, should receive them at the gate.”

The unwary grooms had no sooner hurried oufy in compli-
ance with this insidous hint, than, one folding-door of ‘the
ancient gate being alveady closed by the wind, as has been
already intimated, honest Caleb lost no thme in shutting the
other with a clang, which resounded from donjon-vault to
battlement. Having thus secured the pass, he forthwith in-
dulged the excluded huntsmen in brief parley, from a small
projeeting window, or shot-hole, through which, in former
iays, the warders were wont to rveconnoitre those who pre-
sented themselves Lefore the gates.  He gave them to under-
stand, in a ghort and pithy speceh, that the gate of the castle
was never on any ascount opened during meal-times;' that
his honour, the Master of Ravenswood, and some guests of
quality, had just sat down to dinner; that there was excel-
lent brandy at the hostler-wife's at Wolf's Hope down below
and he helld out some obsewve liint that the reckoning would
be discharged by the Master; but this was uttered in a very
dubious and oracular strain, for, like Lounis XIV., Caleb Bal-
derstone liesitated to earey fuesse so far as direct falsehood,
and was content to deceive, if possible, without divectly lying.

' [Bee Ofd Movtatity, Note 12, po462.]
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This annuneciation was received with surprise by some, with
laughter Ly others, and with dismay by the expellad lack-
eys, who endeavoured to demonstrate that their vight of read-
mission, for the purpose of waiting upon their master and
mistress, was at least indisputable.  But Caleb was not in a
huamour to understand or admit any distinetions.  He stuek
to his original proposition with that dogged but convenient
pertinaeity which is armed against all eonvietion, and deaf to
all reasoning.  Bucklaw now came from the rear of the party,
and demanded admittance in a very angry tone, DBut the
resolution of Caleb was immovable.

“If the king on the throne were at the gate,” he declared,
“his ten fingers should uever open it contrair to the estal-
lished use and wont of the family of Ravenswood, and his
duty as their head-servant.” '

Bucklaw was now extremeély incensed, and with more oaths
anil enrses than we care to repeat, declared himself most un-
worthily treated, and demanded peremptorily to speak with
the Master of Ravenswood himself.

But to this also Caleb twrned a deaf ear.. ¥ He's as soon
a-blesze as a’ tap of tow, the lad DBucklaw,” he said; “Dbut
the deil of ony master’s face he shall see till he has sleepit
and waken'd on’t,  IHell ken himsell Letter the morn’s mor-
ing. It sets the like o' him, to be bringing & evew of drunken
hunters here, when he kens there is but litkle preparation to
sloken his ain drought.”  And he disappeared from the win-
dow, leaving them all to digest their exclusion as they best
might.

But another person, of whose presence Caleb, in the anima-
tion of the debate, was not-aware; had listened in silence to
its progress. Thiz was the principal domesticof the stran-
per—a man of trust and consequence—the same who, in the
hnmting-field, had acecommodated Bucklaw with the usé of his
horse. He was in the stable when Caleb had eontrived the
expulsion of his fellow-servants, and thus avoided sharing the
same fate, from which his personal tmportance would certainly
not have otherwise saved him.

This personage perceived the mancuvre of Caleb, easily ap-
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preciated the motive of his eonduct, and knowing his master’s
intentions towards the family of Ravenswood, had no diffi-
culty as to the line of conduct he ought to adopt, He took
the place of Caleb (unperceived by the latter) at the post of
andience which he had just left, and annecunced to the assem-
bled domesties, * That it was his master's pleasure that Lord
Bittlebrains's retinue and his own should go down to the adja-
cent change-house and call for what refreshments they might
have oeeasion for, and he should take care to discharge the
lawing.”

The jolly troop of huntsmen retived from the inhospitable
gate of Wolf’s Crag, execrating, as they descended the steep
pathway, the niggard and unworthy disposition of the projpri-
etor, and dawmning, with more than silvan license, both the
castle and its inhabitants. DBueklaw, with many qualities
which would have made him a man of worth and judgment
in more favouralle eiveumstances, had been so utterly neg-
leoted in point of education, that he was apt to think and feel
according to the ideas of the companions of his pleasures.
The praises which had recently been heaped npon himself he
contrasted with the general abuse now levelled against Ravens-
wood; he recalled to his mind the dull and monotonons days
he had spent in the Tower of Wolf's Crag, compared with the
jovialty of his usual life; he felt with great indignation his
exelusion from the eastle, which he eonsidered as a gross af-
front, and every mingled feeling led him to break off the union
which he had formed with the Master of Ravenswood.

On arriving at the ehange-house of the village of Wolt's
Hope, he unexpectedly met with an old acquaintance just
alighting from his horse. This was no other than the very
respeetable Captain Craigengelt, who immediately came up to
him, and, without appearing to vetain any recollection of the
indifferent terms on which they had parted, shook him by the
hand in the warmest manuer possible. A warm grasp of
the hand was what Bueklaw could never help returning with
cordiality, and no sooner had Craigengelt felt the pressure of
his fingers than he knew the terms on which he stood with
him,
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“Long life to you, Bucklaw!™ he exclaimed; *there’s life
for honest folk in this bad world yet!"”

The Jacobites at this period, with what propriety I know
not, nsed, it must be noticed, the term of hoaest wen as peci-
larly deseriptive of their own party.

Ay, and for others besules, 1t seems, " answered Bucklaw;
“otherways, how came you to venture hither, noble Captain?”

“Who—I? I am as free as the wind at AMartinmas, that
pays neither land-rent nor anmual 3 all is explained—all settled
with the honest old drivellers yonder of Auld Reekie. T'ooh!
pooli! they dared not keep me a week of days in durance. A
certain person has better friends among them than you wot of;
and can serve a friend when it is least likely.”

“Pghaw! answered Hayston, who perfectly knew and thor-
onghly despised the eharagter of this man, “none of your
cogging gibberish; tell me truly, are you at liberty and in
safety "

“ Pree and safe as a:Whig bailie on the causeway of his own
borough, or a canting Presbyterian’ minister in his own pul-
pit; and I came to tell yon that you need not vemain in hiding
any longer.”

“Then I suppose you eall yourself my friend, (aptain Crai-
gengelt?™ said Bucklaw.

" Priend!” rveplied Craigengelt, * my cock of the pit! why,
I am thy very Achates, man, a8 | have heard scholars say—
hand and glove—bark and tree—thine to life and death!”

“ 1'11 ey that in a moment, ™ answered Bucklaw, * Thou azt
never without money, however thou comest by it.  Lend me
two pieces to wash the dust out of these honest fellows® throats
in the fivst place, and then i

*Two picces! Twenty are at thy service, my lad, and
twenty to back them.”

Ay, say you 507" said Bucklaw, pausing, for his natural
penetration led him to suspect some extravrdinary motive lay
couched under tn excess of generosity. “Craigengelt, you
are either an homest fellow in right good earnest; and [ searce
know how to believe that; or you are cleverer than I took
you for, and I scarce know how to believe that either.”




130 WAVERLEY NOVELS.

& Lun wlempéche pes Pavtee,” said Craigengelt,  * Touch
and try; the gold is gooud as over was weighed.”

He put a quantity of gold piecés into Bucklaw's hand,
which he thrust into his pocket without either counting or
looking at them, only observing, “That he was so cirewm-
stanced that he must enlist, thongh the devil offered the press-
money” ; and then turning to the huntsmen, he called out,
*Come along, my lads; all is at my cost.”

“ Long life to Bucklaw ! shouted the'men of the chase.

“ And eonfusion to him that takes his shave of the sport,
and leaves the hunters as dry as a drumhead,” added another,
l:}' way of corollary.

“The house of Ravenswood was ance a gude and an honour-
able house in this land,” said an old man; “ but it's lost its
eredit this day, and the Master has q]wun himself no better
than a greedy cullion.”

And with this coneclusion, which was unammmwl} agreed
to by all who heard it, they rushed tumnltuously iuto the house
of entertainment, where they revelled till a late hour. The
jovial temper of Bucklaw seldom permitted him to e nice in
the choice of his associates; and on the present occasion, when
his joyous debauch received additional zest from the interven-
tion of an unusual space of solriety, and almost abstinence,
he was as happy in leading the revels as if his comrades had
been zons of princes.  Craigengelt had his own purposes in
fooling him up to the topof his bent; and having some low
humour, much impudence, and the power of singing a good
song, nnderstanding besides thoroughly the disposition of his
regained assoeiate, hie veadily succeeded in inyolving him
bumper-deep in the festivity of the meeting.

A very different scene was in the mean time passing i the.
Tower of Wolf's Crag:  When the Master of Ravenswood left
the courtyard, too mueh busied with his own perplexed reflee-
tions to pay attention to the manwuvre of Caleb, he wshered
his gnests into the great hall of the eastle,

The indefatigable Balderstone, who, from choice or habit,
worked on from morning to night, had by degrees cleared this
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desolate apartment of the confused rvelics of the funeral ban-
quet, and restored it to some order. But not all his skill and
labour, in disposing to advantage the little furniture which
remained, eould remove the dark and disconsolate appearance
of those ancient and disfurnished walls. The naviow win-
dows, flanked by deep indentures into the walls, seemed
formed rather to exelude than to admit the cheerful light;
and the heavy and gloomy ‘appearance of the thundersky
alded still farther to the obseurity.

As Ravenswood, with the grace of a gallant of that period,
but not without-a certain stiffuess and embarrassment of man-
ner, handed the young lady to the upper end of the apartment,
Lher father remained standing move near to the door, as if
about to disengage himself from his hat and cloak. At this
moment the elang of the portal was heard, a aound at
which the stranger started, stepped hastily to the window,
and locked with an air of alarm at Ravenswood, when he
saw that the gate of the court was shut, and his domestics
excluded,

*You have nothing to fear, sir,” said Havenswood, gravely;
*this reof retains the means of giving protection, though not
welcome.  Methinks,” he added, *it is time that 1 should
know who they are that have thus highly honoured my ruined
dwelling!” '

The young lady remained silent and motionless, and the
father, to whom the question was move diveetly addressed,
seemed 1 the sitnation of a performer who has ventured to
take upon himself a part which he finds himself unable to
present, and who comes to a pause when it is most to be.ex-
pected that he should speak:  While he endeavoured to cover
his embarrassment with the exterior ceremonials of a well-
bred demeanour, it was obvious that, in making his bow, one
foot shuffled forward, as if to advance, the other backward,
as if with the purpose of escape; and as he undid the cape of
his coat, and raised his beaver from his fuce, his fingers fum-
bled ‘as if the one had been linked with rusted iron, or the
‘ovher had weighed equal with a stone of lead. The darkness
of the sky seemed to increase, as if to supply the want of those
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mufflings which he laid aside with such evident reluctance.
The impatience of Ravenswood increased also in proportion
to the delay of the stranger, and he appeared to struggle under
agitation, theugh prebably from a very different cauze. He
laboured to restrain his desire to speak, while the stranger, to
all appearance, was at a loss for words to express what he felt
necessary to say.

At length Itavenswoold's impatience broke the bounds he
had imposed upon it. I perceive,” he said, “ that Sir Wil-
liam Ashton is unwilling to announce himself in the Castle of
Wolt’s Crag.”™

“T had hoped it was unnecessary,” said the Lord Keeper,
relieved from his silence; as a spectre hy the voice of the
exorcist, “and T am obliged to you, Master of Ravenswood,
for breaking the ice at once, where circumstances—unhappy
ciremmstances, lot me eall them—rendered self-introduction
peenliarly awkward.”

“And [ am not then,” said the Master of Ravenswood,
gravely, “to consider the honour of this visit as purely acei-
dental 2"

“ gt us distinguish a little,” said the Keeper, assuming an
appearance of ease which perhaps his heart was a stranger
to; *this is an honour which I have eagerly desived for some
time, but which I might never have obtained, save for the
accident of the stoym. My daughter and I ave alike gyateful
for this opportunity of thanking the Lrave man to whom she
owes her life and I wine.”

The hatved which divided the great families in the feudal
times had lost little of its bitterness, though it vo longer
expressed itself in deeds of open viclenge. Not the feelings
which Havenswood had begun to entertain towards Luey Ash-
ton, not the hospitality due to his guests, were alle entively
to subdue, though they warmly combated, the deep passions:
which arose within him at heholding his father’s foe standing
in the hall of the family of which he had in a great measure
accelerated the rnin,  His looks glanced from the father to
the danghter with an irvesolution of whieh Sir William Ash-
ton did not think it proper to await the conelusion, He had
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now disembarrassed himself of his riding-dress, and walking
up to hig daughter, he undid the fastening of her mask.

“ Luey, my love,” he said, raising her-and leading her tow-
ards Ravenswood, * lay aside your mask, and let us express
our gratitude to the Master openly and barefaced.”

HTf he will condescend to accept it,” was all that Lucy ut-
tered: but in a tone so sweetly modulated, and which seemed
to imply at onee a feeling and a forgiving of the cold recep-
tion to which they were exposed, that, eoming from a creature
#0 innocent and so beautiful, her words cut Ravenswood to the
very heart for his harshness.  He muttered something of sur-
prise, something of confusion, and, ending with a warm and
eager expression of his heppiness at being able to afford her
shelter under his roof, e saluted her, as the cerenionial of the
time enjoined npon such oceasions. Their cheeks had touched
and were withdrawn from each other; Ravenswood had nok
quitted the hand which he had taken in kindly courtesy; a
blush, which attached move consequence by far than was
usual to such ceremony, still mantled on Lucy Ashton's beau-
tiful cheek, when the apartment was suddenly illuminated by
a flash of lightning, which seemed absolutely to swallow the
darkiness of tho'hall.  Every object might have been for an
instant seen distinetly. The slight and half-siuking form of
Lucy Ashton; the well-proportioned and stately fignre of Ra-
venswood, his dark features, and the Bery yet irresoclute ex-
pression of his eyes; the old arms and seuteheons which hung
on the walls of the apartment, were for an instant distinetly
visible to the Keeper by a strong red brilliant glarve of light.
Its disappearanee was almost imstantly followed by a burst of
thunder, for the storm-clend was very near the castle; and
the peal was so sudden and dreadful, that the old tower rocked
to its foundation, and every inmate concluded it was falling
upon them. The soot, w hich had not been disturbed for een-
turies, showered down the huge tunnelled chimneys; line
and dust flew in clonds from the wall; and, whether the
lightning had actually struck the castle or whether through
the violent concussion of the air, several heavy stones were
hurled from the mouldering battlements into the roaring sea
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beneath, It might seem as if the ancient founder of the
castle were bestriding the thunderstorm, and proclaiming his
displeasure at the veconciliation of his descendant with the
enemy of his honse.

The consternation was general, and it required the efforts
of both the Lord Keeper and Ravenswood to keep Luey from
fainting, ‘Thus was the Master a second time engaged in the
most delicate aml dangerouns of all tasks; that of affording
support and assistance to'a beautiful and helpless being, who,
as seen before in a similar situation, had already become a
favourite of his imagination, both when awake and when
slumbering. If the genius of the house really condemmned a
union betwixt the Master and his fair guest, the means by
which he expressed his sentiments were as unhappily chosen
as if he had Deen a mere mortal. The train of little atten-
tions, absolutely necessary to soothe the young lady’s mind,
and aid her in composing her spirits; necessarily threw the
Master of Ravenswood into such an intercourse with her fa-
ther as was calenlated, for the moment at least, to break
down the harrier of feudal enemity whiel divided tham, To
express himself churlishly, or even coldly, towards an old
man whose daughter (and swel 8 daughter) lay before thew,
overpowered with natural terror—and all this under his own
roof —the thing was impossible; and by the time that Luey,
extending a hand to each, was able to thank them for their
kinduess, the Master felt that his sentiments of hostility tow-
ards the Lord Keeper were by no neans those most predomi-
nant in hig bosom, '

The weather, her state of health, the absence of her atten-
dants, all prevented the possibility of Lucy Ashton renewing
her journey to Bittlebrains Honse, which was full five miles
distant; and the Master of Ravenswood could not but; in
pommon courtesy, offer the shelter of his voof for the rest of
the day and for the night. DBut a fush of less soft expres-
sion, a look much more habitual to his features, resmmed pre-
dominanee when he mentioned how meanly he was provided
for the entertainwent of his guests. '

“Do not wention deficiencies,” said the Lord Keeper, eager
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to interrupt him and prevent his resuming an alarming topic;
“you are preparing to set out for the Continent, and your
house is probably for the present unfuirnished. All this we
understand; but if you mention nconyvenience, you will oblige
s to seek accommodations in the hamlet.”

As the Master of Ravenswood was about to reply, the door
of the hall opened, and Caleb Balderstone rushed in.

CHAPTER XI.

Let them hinve meat enough, woman—halfa hen ;

There be old rotten pilchards—put thein off Lo ;

Tig-bat s litle new anointing of them,

Anda strong onion, that eonfonnds the savour,
Lo s Prlgrineugs.

Trr thunderbolt, which had stunned all who were within
hearing of it, had ouly served to awaken the bold and inven-
tive genius of the Hower of majors-domo, Almost before the
clatter had ceased, and while thers was yet scarce an assur-
anee whether the castle was standing ov falling, Caleb ex-
elaimed, * Heaven bLe praised! this comes to hand like the
boul of a pint-stoup.” He then barred the kitchen doorin
the face of the Lord Keeper’s servant, whom he perceived
returning from the party at the gate, and muttering, * How
the deil cam he in?—but deil may care. Mysie, what are
ye sitting shaking and greeting in the chimney-nenk for?
Come here—or stay where ye are, and skirl as loud as ye can;
it’s a' ye've gude for. Isay, ye auld deevil, skirl—skitl—
londer—louder, woman ; gar the gentleshear ye in the ha?, 1
have heard ye as far off as the Bass for a less matter. And
‘stay—down wi' that erockery #

And with a sweeping blow, he threw down from & shelf some
artieles of pewterand earthenware, He exalted his voice amid
the clatter, shouting and roaring in a manner which changed
Mysie’s hysterical terrors of the thunder into fears that her
old fellow-servant was gone distracted. *He has dung down
a’ the bits o’ pigs, too—the only thing we had left to hand a
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soup milk-——and he has spilt the hatted kit that was for the
Master’s dinner. Mercy save us, the auld man’s giaen clean
and clear wud wi’ the thunner!”

* Hand your tongue, ye b——!" said Caleb, in the tmpetu-
ous and overbearing trivmph of suceessful invention, “a’s pro-
vided now—dinner and a'thing; the thunner's done &’ in a
clap of & hand!”

“Puir man, he's muckle astray,” said Mysie, looking at
him with a mixture of pity and alarm; *1 wish he may ever
come hame to himsell again.”

“Here, ye auld doited deevil,™ said Calel, still exulting in
his extrication from a dilemma whieh had seemed insurmount-
able; “keep the strange man out of the kitchen; swear the
thunner came down the chimney and spoiled the best dinner
ye ever dressed—heef—lbacon—kid—lark—leveret—wild-fowl
—venison, and what not. Tay it on thick, and never mind
expenses. D'l awa’ up to the ha’. DMake a’ the confusion
ye can; but be sure ye keep ont the strange sevvant.”

With these charges to his ally, Claleb posted up to the
hall, but stopping to recannoitre through an aperture, which
time, for the convenienee of many a domestic in succession,
had made in the door, and perceiving the situation of Miss
Ashton, he had prudence enough to make a pauvse, hoth to
avoid adding to her alarm and in ovder to seenre attention to
his account of the disastrous effects of the thunder.

But when he pervceived that the lady wus rvecovered, and
heard the conversation tuwrn upon the aceonunodation and re-
freshment which the eastle afforded, he thonght it time to
burst into the room in the manner announced in the last
ehapter. _

“ Willawins!—willawins! Such a misfortune to befa’ the
honse of Ravenswood, and 1 to live to see it.”

“What is the matter, Caleb?” said his master, somewhat
alarmed in his toen; *has any part of the castle fallen?"

“Castle fa’an! na, but the sute’s fa'an, and the thunner's
eome right down the kitchen-lum, and the things are a’ lying
here awa’, there awa’, like the Laird o’ Hotelpoteh’s lands;
and wi' brave guests of honour and quality to entertain (a
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low bow hera to Sir William Ashton and his danghter), and
naething left in the louse fit ‘to present for dinner, or for
supper either, for aught that 1 & seet”

“T verily believe you, Caleb,™ said Ravenswood, drily.

Baldertstone here turned to his master a half-upbraiding,
half-imploring countenance; and edged towards him as he re-
peated; “ 1t was nae great matter of preparation; but just
something added to your honour's ordinary course of fare—
petty eover, as they say at the Louvre—three courses and the
fruit."

* I[eep your intolerable nonsense to yourself, you old fooll"
said Ravenswood, mortified at his officiousness, yet not know-
ing how to contradiet him, without the risk of giving rise to
scenes yet more ridictlons,

‘alab saw his advantage, amd resolved to impnove it.  Dut
first, observing that the Lord Keeper's servant entered the
apartment and spoke apart with his master, he took the same
opportunity to whisper a few words into Ravenswood's ear:
¥ Haud your tongue, for heaven’s sake, sir; if it's my pleas-
ure to lhazard my soul in telling lees for the hovour of the
family, it's nae business o’ yours; and if ye let me gang on
guietly, T'se be moderate in my banquet; but if y& econtra-
diot me, deil but | dress ye a dinner fit fora duke!”

Ravenswood, in fact, thought it would be best to let his
ofticions butler vun on, who proceeded to enuierate upon his
tingers—* No muckle provision—might hae served four per-
sons of houour,—lHrst course, capons in white broth—roast
kid—bacon with reverence; second course, roasted leveret—
butter erabs—a veal florentine; third course, blackeock—it’s
blaek enengh now wi® the sute—plumdamas—a tart—a fHam
and some nonsense sweet things, and comfits—and that’s a’,”
he gaid, seeing the impatience of his magter—* that’s just o’
was o't—forbye the apples and pears.”

Miss Ashton had by degrees gatheved her spirits, so far as
to pay some attention to what was going on; and observing
the restrained impatience of Ravenswood, contrasted with the
pecitliar determination of manner with which Caleb detailed
his imaginary banguet, the whole struck her as so ridiculous
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that, despite every effort to the contrary, she burst into a fit
of jneontrollable langhter, in which she was joined by her
father, though with more moderation, and finally Ly the Mas-
ter of Ravenswood himself, though conscious that the jest was
at his own expense, Their mirth—for a scene which we read
with little emotion often appears extremely ludicrous to the
spectators—made the old vault ring again. They ceased—
they renewed—they ceased—they renewed again their shouts
of langhter! Caleb, in the mean time, stood hizs ground with
a prave, angry, and scomful dignity, which greatly enhaneed
the ridienle of the scene and mirth of the spectators.

At length, wlen the voices, and nearly the strength, of the
laughers were exhausted, he exelaimed, with very little cere-
mony : *The deil’s in the gentles! they breakfast sae lordly,
that the loss of the best dinner aver cook pat fingers to makes
them as merry as if it were the best jeest in a' George Bu-
chaitan.! If there was as little in your honours’ wames as
there is in Calel Balderstene’s, less eaickling wad serve ye
‘on sic a gravaminous suhjec't M

Calelys blunt expression of resentment again awakened the
mirth of the company, which, by the way, he regarded not
only as an aggression upon the dignity of the family, but a
speeial contempt of the eloguence with which he himself had
summed up the extent of their supposed losses. A deserip-
tion of & dinner,” as he said afterwards to Mysie, ** that wad
hae made a fo’ man hungry, and them to sit there laughing
at it!" ' '

“Hut, ™ said Miss Ashton, composing her countenance as
well as she could, *ave all these delicacies so totally destroyed
that no serap ean be eollected?”

“ Collected, my leddy! what wad ve collect out of the sute
and the-ass?  Ye may gang down yoursell, and look into our
kiteher cookmaid in the trembling exies—the gnde vi-
vers lying a' about—beef, capons, and whité broth—foren-
tine and fAams—bacon wi' reverence—and a’ the sweet con-
fections and whim-whams—ye’ll see them a’, my leddy —that
ig,” said he, correcting himself, “ve’ll no see ony of them

e Geonge Buchanan's Jests,  Note 4.
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now, for the eool has soopit them up, as was weel her part;
but ye'll see the white Lroth where it was spilt. [ pat my
fingers in it, and it tastes as like sour milk as ony thing else;
if that isna the effect of thunner, T kenna what is. This
gentleman here couldun but hear the elash of eur haill dishes,
china and.silver thegither?™

The Lord Keeper's domestie, though a statesman’s attend-
ant, and of course trained to command his countenance npon
all occasions, was somewhat discomposed by this appeal, to
which he only answered by a bow.

#1 think, My, DButler,” said the Loyd Keeper, who began to
be afraid lest the prolongation of this seene shounld at length
displease Ravenswood—" I think that, were you to retire with
my servant Loekhard—he has travelled, and is quite aceus-
tomed to accidents and eontingencies of every kind, and I
hope betwixt you, you may find out some mode of supply at
this emergency.™

*His: honour kens,” said Caleb, who, however hopeless of
himself of accomplishing what was desirable, would, like the
high-spirited elephant, rather have died in the effort than
Lbrooked the aid of a brother in commission—* his honour
kens weel I neeld nae counsellor, when the honour of the
house is coneerned.”

#1 ghould be nnjust if 1 denied it, Caleb,” said his master;
“but your art lies chiefly in making apologies, upon which we
can 1o more dine than upon the Lill of fare of our thunder-
blasted dinner.  Now, possibly Mr. Lockhard's talent may con-
sist in finding some substitute for that which certainly is not,
and has in all probability never been.”

“Your henour is pleased to be facetious,” said Caleb,
®hut T am sure that, for the warst, for'a walk as far as
Wolf's Hope, T could dine forty men—no that the folk
there déserve your honour’s eustom. They hae been ill
advised in the matter of the duty eggs and butter, T winna
deny that,”

“Do go consult together,” said the Master; “go down to
the village, and do the best youn ean. V'» must not let our
sgnests remain withont refreshment, to save the hononr of a
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ruined family. And here, Calel, take my purse; I believe
that will prove your best ally.”

“Purse! purse; indeed!” quoth Caleb, indignantly Hinging
out of the room; “what suld 1 do wi’ your honour's purse, on
your ain grund? I trust we are no to pay for our ain?”

The servants left the hall; and the door was uo svoner shut
than the Lord Keeper began to apologise for the rudeness of
his mirth; and Luey to hope she had given no pain or oifence
to the kind-hearted faithful old man.

“¢aleb and I must both learn, madam, to undergo with
good hwmour; or at least with patience, the ridionle whieh
everywhere attaches itself to poverty.”

“You do yourself injustice, Master of Ravenswood, on my
my word of honour,” auswered his elder guest. 1 believe
I 'know more of your affairs than you do yourself, wnd I hope
to show you that I am interested in them; and that—in short,
that your prospects ave better than you apprehend, In the
mean time, 1 can eonceive nothing so respectable as the spirit
which rises above misfortune, and prefers honourable priva-
tions to debt or dependence.”

Whether from fear of offending the delicacy or awakening
the pride of the Master, the Lord Keeper made these allu-
sions with an appearance of fearful and hesitating reserve,
and seemed to be afraid that he was intruding too far, in ven-
turing to touch, however lightly, upon such a topie, even when
the Master had led to it. In short, he appeared at once
pushed on by his desire of appearing friendly, and held Dback
by the fear of intrusion. It was no wonder that the Master
of Ravenswood, little acquainted -as he then was with life,
should have given this consummate courtier eredit for more
sincerity than was probably to be found in a score of his cast.
He answered, however, with reserve, that he was indebted to
all who 111ight think well of him; and, apologising to his
guests, he left the hall, in order to make such. arrangements
for their entertainment as circumstancess admitted.

Upon consulting with eld Mysie, the accommodations for
the night were easily completed, as indeed they admitted of
little choice. The Master surrendered his apartment for the
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use of Miss Ashton, and Mysie, once a person of consequence,
dressed in a black satin gown which had belonged of yore to
the Master’'s grandmother, and had figured in the court-balls
of Henrietts Maria, went to attend her as lady’s-maid. He
next inguired after Bucklaw, and nnderstanding he was at the
change-house with the huntsmen and some companions, he de-
sired Calely 10 call therve, and aequaint him how he was eircom-
stanced at Wolf's Crag; to intimate to him that it would he
maost convenient it he could find a bed in the hamlet, as the elder
guest mnst necessarily be quartered 1 the seeret chamber, the
only spare bedroom which could be made fit to receive him.
The Master saw no hardship in passing the night by the hall
fire, wrapt in his eampaign-cloak; and to Scottish domesties
of the day, even of the highest rank, nay, to young men of
family or fashion, on any pinch, clean straw, or a dry hay-
loft, was always held good night-quarters.

For the rest, Loekbard had his master’s orders to bring
some venison from the inn, and Caleb was to trust to his wits
for the honour of his family. The Master, indeed, a second
time held out his purse; but, as it was in sight of the strange
servant, the butler thought himself obliged to decline what
his fingers itelied tocluteh.  * Couldna he hae slippit it gently
into-my hand?” said Caleb; “but his honour will never leam
how to bear himsell in sicean cases.”

Mysie, in the mean time, according to a uniform eustom in
remote places in Scotland, offered the strangers the produce of
hey little dairy,  while hetter meat was getting ready.” And
ageording to ancther custom, not yetw holh" in desuetude, a5 the
storm was now drifting off to leeward, the Master carried the
Keeper to the top of his highest tower to admire a wide and
waste extent of view, and to “ weary for his dinner.”



142 WAVERLEY NOVELS.

CHAPTER XIL

Now dame."" quoth he, “Je yvons dizsans doute,

Had 1 nonght of & ¢apon but the liver,

And of your white breed novght but nshiver,

And after that o roasted pigge's head

{But I e wold for me no beast were dead),

Then bad [ with yon homely sulferaunce.”
Cuavcen, Simner's Tale,

It was not without some secret misgivings that Caleb set out
upon lis explovatory expedition. In fact, it was attended
with a treble difficulty. He dared not tell his master the
offence which he had that morming given to Bucklaw, just for
the honour of the family; he dared not acknowledge he had
been too hasty in refusing the purse; and, thirdly, he was
gomewhat apprehensive of unpleasant conseéquences npon his
meeting Hayston under the impression of an affront, and
probably by this time under the inHuence also of no small
quantity of brandy.

Calely. to do him justice, was as bold as any lion where the
honour of the family of Bavenswood was concerned; bmt his
was that considerate valowr which does not delight in unnee-
essary risks.  This, however, was a secondary consideration;
the main point was to veil the indigence of the housekeeping
at the castle, and to make good his vaunt of the cheer which
his resources could procuve, without Lockhard’s assistance,
and without supplies from his master. This was as prime a
point of honour with him as with the generous elephant with
whom we have alveady compared him, who, being overtasked,
broke his skull through the desperate exertions which he made
to discharge his duty, when he perceived they were bringing
up another to his assistance. '

The village which they now approached had frequently af-
‘forded the distressed butler resources upon similar emergen-
cies; but his relations with 1t had been of late much altered.

It was a little hamlet which straggled along the side of &
creck formed by thedischarge of a small brook into the sea,
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and was hidden from the eastle, to which it had been in for-
mer times an appendage, by the intervention of the shoulder
of a hill forming a projecting headland. 1t was called Wolf's
Hope (i.e. Wolf's Haveny, and the few inhabitants gained a
precarions subsistence by manning two or three fishing-hoats
in the herring season, and smuggling gin and brandy duving
the winter months: They paid a kind of hereditary vespect
to the Lords of Ravenswood; but, in the difficulties of the
family, most of the inhalitants of Wolf's Hope had contrived
to get fen-rights to their little possessions, their huts, kail-
yards, and rights of commonty, so that they were emaneci-
pated from the chains of fendal dependence, and free from
the various exactions with which, nnder every possible pre-
text, or without any pretext at all, the Scottish landlovds of
the period, themselves in great poverty, were wout to harass
their still poorer tenants at will. They might be, on the
whole, termed independent, a cireumstanee peculiarky galling
to Caleb, who had been wont to exercise over them the sane
sweeping anthovity in Jevying contributions which was exer-
cised in former times in England, when = the voyal purveyors,
'iﬂ.ll}lllg forth from under the Gothie portenllis to purchase
provisions with power and prerogative, instead of wmoney,
brought home the plunder of an hundred markets; and all
that could be seized from a flying and hiding country, and
deposited their spoil in au hundred eaverns. !

Calely loved the memory and vesented the ddownfall of that
authority, which mimicked, on & petty scale, the grand eon-
tributions exaected by the feudal sovereigns.  And as lie fondly
Hattered himself that the awful role and right supremacy,
which assigned to the Bavons of Ravenswood the fivst and
most effective interest in all productions of natuve within five
miles of their castle, only slumbered, and was not departed
for ever, he used every now and then to give the vecollection
of the inhabitants a little jog by some petty exaction. These
were at first submitted to, with more op less readiness, by the
inhabitants of the hamlet; for they had been so long used to
consider the wants of the Baron and his family as having a

t Burke's Spéeck on Eeonpmical feforne:  Works, vol, 1ii. p. 230,
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title to be preferred to their own, that their actual indepen-
dence did not convey to them an immediate sense of freedom.
They resembled a man that has been long fettered, who, even
at libérty, feels in imagination the grasp of the handeuffs still
binding his wrists. Dut the exercise of freedom is quiekly
followed with the natural conseiousness of its hmmunities, as
the enlarged prisoner; by the free use of his limbs, soon dis-
pels the eramped feeling they had acquired when bound.

The inhabitants of Wolf's Hope began to grumble; to ve-
gist, and at length positively to refuse compliance with the
exactions of Calely Balderstone. It was in vain he reminded
them, that when the eleventh Lord Lavenswood, called the
Skipper, from his delight in naval matters, had encouragerl
the trade of their port by building the pier (a bulwark of
stones rudely piled together), which protected: the fishing-
boats from the weather, it had been matter of understanding
that he was to have the first stone of butter after the ealving
of every cow within the barony, and the first egg, thence
called the Monday’s egg, laid by every hen on every Monday
in the year.

The feuars heard and seratched their heads, coughed;
sneezed, and being pressed for answer, vejoined with. one
voice, * They could not say”—the universal refuge of a Seot-
tish peasant when pressed to admit a claim which his conseience
owns, or perhaps his feelings, and his interest inclines him
to deny.

Calel, ‘however, furnished the notables of Wolf's Hope
with & note of the requisition of butter and eggs, which he
claimed as arvears of the aforesaid subsidy, or kindly aid,
payable as above mentioned; and having intimated that he
would not be averse to compound the same for goods or
money, if it was inconvenient to them to pay in kind, left
them, as he hoped, to debate the mode of assessing themselves
for that purpose. .On the contrary, they met with a deter-
mined purpose of resisting the exaction, and were only unde-
¢ided as to the mode of grounding their opposition, when the
cooper, A very important person on a fishing-station, and one
pf the conseript fathers of the village, observed, *That their
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hens had caickled mony a day for the Lords of Raveuswoad,
and it was time they suld caickle for those that gave them
roosts and barley.” An unanimous grin intimated the assent
of the assembly. “And,” continued the orator, “if it’s your
wull, I'11 just tak a step as far as Dunse for Davie Dingwall,
the writer, that’s come frae the North to settle amang us, and
he'll pit this job to vights, I'sé warrant him.”

A day was accordingly fixed for holding a prand palaver at
Wolf's Hope on the subject of Caleb's requisitions, and he
wias invited to attend at the hamlet for that purpose.

He went with open hands and empty stomach; trusting to
fill the one on his master’s mecount and the other on his own
score, at the expeuse of the feuars of Wolf's Hope. Buf,
death to his hopes! as he entered the eastern eénd of the
strageling village, the awful form of Davie Dingwall, a sly,
dry, hard-fisted, shrowd country attorney, who had already
acted against the family of Ravenswood, and was a principal
agent of Sir Willialn Ashton, trotted in st the western ex-
tremity, bestriding .a leathern portmanteau stuffed with the
feu-charters of the hamlet, and hoping he had not kept Mr.
Balderstone waiting, “as he wag instrueted and fully em-
powered to pay orrveceive, compound or compensate, and, in
fine, to ‘agé as accords, vespecting all mutnal and unsettled
claims whatsoever, belonging or competent to the Honourable
Edgar Ravenswood, commonly ¢alled the Master of Ravens-
wood——"

“The fight Honourable Edgar Lord Rarvensiwowd," said
Caleb, with great emphasis; for, though conscious he had
little chance of advantage in the conflict to ensue, he was
resolved not to sacrifiee one jot of honour,

“ Lord Ravenswood, then,” said the man of business—'*we
shall not quarrel with you about titles: of courtesy—eom-
monly ealled Lord Ravenswood, or Master of Ravenswood,
heritable proprietor of the lands and barony of Wolf’s Crag,
on othe ne part, and to John Whitefish and others, feuars in
the town of Wolf’s Hope, within the barony aforesaid, on the
other part.”

Caleb was conseious, from sad experience, that he would

10
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wage a4 very different strife with this mercenary champion
than with the individual feuars themselves, upon whose old
recollections, predilestions, and habits of thinking he might
have wrought by an hundred indirvect arguments, to which
their deputy-representative was totally insensible.  The issue
of the debate proved the reality of his apprehensions. It was
in vain he strained his eloquence and ingenuity, and collected
into one mass all arguments avising from antique eustom and
heraditary respect, from the good deeds done by the Lords
of Ravenswood to the community of Wolf's Hope in former
days, and from what might be expected from them in future.

The writer stuck to the contents-of his fen-charters; hecould
not-see it: 'twas not in the bond.  Anmd wlen L".lh:hr deters
mined to try what a little spirit would do, deprecated the
consequences of Lord Ravenswood's withdvawing his protee-
tion from the burgh, and even hinted in his using active
measures of resentrent, the man of law sueered in his face,

“ His olients,” he said, * had determined to do the best they
eould for their own town, and he thought Lord Ravenswood,
since he was a lord, might have enough to do to look after his
own castle. As to any threats of stouthrief oppression, by
rule of thumb, or wie fucti, as the law termed it, he would
have Mr. Balderstone recollect, that new times were not asold
times; that they lived on the gouth of the Forth, and far from
the Highlands; that his clients thought they were able to pro-
tect themselves; but should they find themselves mistaken,
they wounld apply to the government for the protection of a
corporal and four red-goats, who,” said Mr. Dingwall, with a
grin, “would be perfectly able to seenre them against Lord
Ravenswood, and all that he or his followers could do by the
strong hand.”

If Caleb could have concentrated all the lightnings of aris-
tocracy in his eye, to have struck dead this contemuer of al-
legianes and ln'u'tlege, he would have launched them at his
head, without respect to the consequences. s it was, he was
compelled to turn his course backward to the castle; and there
he remained for full half a day invisible and inaceessible even
to Mysie, sequestered in his own peculiar dungeon, where he
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sat burnishing a single pewter plate and whistling “ Maggie
Fauder” six hours without intenmission,

The issue of this unfortunate requisition had shub against
Caleb all resources which conld be derived from Wolf's Hope
and its puwrliens, the El Dorado, or Peru, from which, in all
former eases of exigence, he had been able to extract some as-
gistance, He had, indeed, in a manner yvowed that the deil
should have him, if ever he jnt the print of his foot within
s causeway again,  He had hitherte kept his word; and,
strange to tell, this secession bad, as he intended, in some
degree, the effect of a punishment npon the vefractory fenars.
Mr. Balderstone had been a person in their eyes connected
with a superior order of beings, whose presence used to grace
their: little festivities; whose advice they found useful om
many oceasions, and whose communications gave a sort of eredit
to their village. The place, they acknowledged, * didna look
ag it used to do, and should do, sinee Mr. Caleb keepit the
castle sae closely; but doubtless, touching the eggs and but-
ter, it was a nost unreasonable demand, as Mr. Dingwall had
justly made manifest.”

Thus stood matters betwixt the parties, when the old hut-
ler, though it was gall and wormwood to him, found himself
obliged either to acknowledge beforea strange man of qual-
ity, and, what was much worse, before that stranger’s servant,
the total inability of Wolf’s Crag to prodece a dinner, or he
must trust to the compassion of the fewars of Wolf's Hope,
It was a dreadful degradation; but necessity was equally im-
perious and lawless. With these feelings he entered the street
of the village. '

Willing to shake himself from his companion as soon as
possible, he directed Mr. Lockhard to Luckie Sma'trash’s
change-house; where a din, proceeding from the revels of
Bueklaw, Craigengelt, and their party, sounded half-way down
the street, while the red glare from the windew everpowered
the grey twilight which was now settling down, and glimmered
against a pareel of old tubs; kegs; and barrels, piled up in the
cooper’s yard, on the other side of the way.

*1f you, Mr. Lockhard,” said the old butler to his compan-
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ion, “will be pleased to step to the change-house where that
hght comes from, and where, as I judge, they are now sing-
ing ‘Canld Kail in Aberdeen,” ye may do your master’s er-
rand about the venison, and 1 will do mine about bBucklaw’s
bed, as I retnern frae getting the rest of the vivers. It'suo,
that the venison is actually needfn’,” he added, detaining his
colleague by the button, “to make up the dinner; but as a
compliment to the hunters, ye ken; and, Mr. Loeklard, if
they offer ye a drink o' yill, or a cup o' wine, or'a glass o
brandy, ye'll be a wise man to take it, in case the thunner
should hae soured ours at the eastle, whilk s ower mueckle Lo
be dreaded.™

He then permitted Lockhard to depart; and with foet heavy
as lead, and yet far lighter than his heart, stepped on through
the unequal street of the straggling village, meditating on
whom he onght to make his first attack. 1t was necessary he
should find some one with whom old acknowledged greatness
should weigh more than recent independence, and to whom
his application might appear an act of high dignity, relenting
at once and soothing, Bat he could not recolleet an inhabi-
tant of a mind so constructed, © Our kail 15 like to be canld
eneungh too,” he reflected; as the chorns of “ Cauld Kail in
Aberdeen” again reached his ears. The minister—he had got
his presentation from the late lord;, but they had guarrelled
about teinds; the brewster's wife—she had trusted long, and
the Lill was aye scored up, and unless the dignity of the fam-
ily shonld actaally vequire it, it wonld be a sin to distress a
widow woman, None was so able—lmt, on the other hand,
none was likely to be less willing—to stand his friend upon
the present oceasion, than Gibbie Girder, the man of tubs and
barrels already mentioned, who had headed the insurrection
in the matter of the eggand butter subsidy.  * But &’ comes
o' taking folk on the right side, T trow,” quoted Caleb to him-
self; “and 1 had ance the ill hap to say he was but a Johnny
New-eome in our town, and the carle’ bore the family an ill-
will ever ginee.  Tut he married a bonny yonug quean, Jean
Lighthody, auld Lightbody’s danghter, him that was ‘in the
steading of Loup-the-Dyke; and auld Lighthody was married
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himsell to Marion, that was about my lady in the family forty
years syne, | ha&‘ had mony a da; s dafling wi’ Jean’s mith-
er, and they say she bides on wi’ them. The carle has Jago-
buses and Georgiuses baith, an ane could get at them; and
sure I am, it’s doing him an honour himor his never deserved
at our hand, the ungracious sumph; and if he loses by us
a'thegither, he.is e'en cheap o't: he can spare it brawly.”

Shaking off irresolution, therefore, and turning at onee upon
his heel, Calel walked bastily back to the cooper’s house,
lifted the latch without ceremony, and, in o moment, found
himself behind the * hallan,” or partition, from which position
he coulidy himself unseen, reconnoitre the interior of the * but,»
or kitchen apartment, of the mansion.

Reverse of the sad menage at the Castle of Wolf's Urag, a
bickering fire roared up the cooper’s chimney. IHis wife, on
the one side, in her pearlings and pudding-sleeves, put the
last finishing touch to her holiday’s apparel, while she eon-
templated a very handsome and good-hmunoured face in a
broken mirror, raised upon the ® bink™ (the shelves on which
the plates ave disposed) for her special accommodation. Her
mother, old Luckie Loup-the-Dyke, “a canty carline” as was
within twenty miles of her, according to the unanimous report
of the * pummers,” or gussips, sat by the fire in the full glory
of a grogram gown, lammer beads, and a clean cockernony,
whiffing a snug pipe of tobaceo, and superintending the affairs
of the kitehen; for—sight more interesting to the anxiouns
heart and eraving entrails of the desponding seneschal than
either buxom dame or canty enmimer—there bubbled on the
aforesaid bickering fire a huge pot, or rather cauldron, steam-
ing with beef and brewis; while before it revolved two spits,
turned sach by one of the cooper’s apprentices, seated in the.
opposite corners of the chimney, the one loaded with a quarter
of mutton, while the other was graced with a fat goose and a
brace of wild ducks. The sight and scent of such a land of
plenty almost wholly overcame the droopiug: spirits of Caleb.
He turned, for a moment’s space to recounvitre the “ben,” or
parlour end of the house, and there saw a sight scarce less af-
fecting to his feelings—a large round table, covered for ten or
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twelve persons, decored (according to his own favourite term)
with napery as white as snow, grand Hagons of pewter, inter-
mixed with one or two silver cups, containing, as was prob-
able, something worthy the brilliancy of their outward ap-
pearance, clean trenchers, eutty spoons, knivés and forks,
sharp, burnished, and prowpt for aetion, which lay all dis-
played as for an especial festival, .

“The devil's in the peddling tub-coopering earl!"™ muttered
Caleb, in all the envy of astomishment; “it's a shame to see
the like o’ them gusting their gabs at sic a vate.  But if some
o' that gude cheer does not find its way to Wolf's Crag this
night, my name is not Caleh Balderstone.”

So resolving, he entered the apartment, and, in all courteous
greeting, saluted both the mother and the daughter. Wolf's
Crag was the court of the barony, Caleb prime minister at
Wolf’s Crag; and it has ever been remarked that, though the
masenline subjeet who pays the taxes sometimes growls at the
courtiers by whom they arve imposed, the said courtiers con-
tinue, nevertheless, welecome to the fair sex; to whom they
furnish the newest small-talk and the earliest fashions. Both
the dames were, therefore, at onee about old Caleb’s neck,
setting up their throats together by way of welcome,

* Ay, sivs, Mr. Balderstone, and is this you? A'sight of
you is gude for sair een.  Sit down—sit down; the gudeman
will be hlythe to see you—ye nar saw him sae cadgy in your
life; but we are to christen our bit wean the night, as ye will
hae heard, and doubtless ye will stay and see the ordinance.
We hae killed a wether, and ane o' our lads has been ount wi’
his gun at the moss; ye nsed to like wild-fowl.”

#¥a, na, gudewife,” said ('aleb; 1 just keekit in to wish
ve joy, and T wad be glad to hae spoken wi' the gudeman,
but——" moving, as if to go away. '

“The ne’er 4 fit ye's pang,” said the elder dame, laughing
and holding him fast, with a freedom which helonged to their
old aequaintance; * wha kens what ill it may bring to the
bairm, if ye owerlook it in that gate?”

“Tut I'm in a preceese hurry, gudewife,” said the butler,
suffering himself to be dragged to a seat without much resis-
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tance; *and as to eating,” for e observed the mistress of the
dwelling bustling about to place a trencher for him—*as for
gating—lack-a-day, we are just killed up yonder wi’ eating frae
morning to night! . 18's shamefu’ epicurism; but that’s what
we hae gotten frae the English pock-puddings.”

“ Hout, never mind the English pock-puddings,” said
Luekie Lightlody; * try our puddings, Mr. Balderstone; there
is black pudding and white-hass; try whilk ye liks best.”

“Baith gude—baith exeellent—cauna be better; but the
very smell is eneugh for me that hae dined sae lately (the
faithful wretch had fasted since daybreak). But I wadna
affront your housewifeskep, gudewife; and, with your permis-
sion, I'se e’en pit them in iy napkin, and eat themn to my
sapper at e’en, for T am wearied of Mysie’s pastry and non-
sense; ye ken landward dainties aye pleased me best, Marion,
and landward lasses too (looking at the cooper’s wife). Ne'er
a bit but she looks far better than when she married Gilbert,
and then she was the bonniest lass in our parochine and the
meist Gl'E. But gawsie cow, goodly calf.”

The women smiled at the compliment each to herself, and
they smiled again to each other as Caleb wrapt up the pud-
dings in a towel which he had brought with him, as a dvagoon
carvies his foraging bag to receive what may fall in his way,

“ And what news at the castle?™ quo’ the gudewife.

“News! The bravest news ye aver heard—the Lord Keep-
er’s up yonder wi’ his fair danghter, just veady to fling her at
my lord’s head, if he winna tak her out o’ his arms; and I’se
warrant he’ll stitel onr anld lands of Ravenswood to her petti-
coat tail.”

CEhY sivs—ay!l—and will hae her? and is she weel-fa-
voured? and what's the eolour o' her hair? and does she
wear g habit or a railly?”" were the questions which the fe-
males showered upon the butler.

“Hout tout! it wad tak a man a day to answer a’ your
questions, and 1 hae hardly a minute. Where's the gude-
man?"

“Awa' to fetch the minister,” said Mrs. Givder, *precious
Mr. Peter Bide-the-Bent; frae the Mosshead; the honest
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man has the rhenmatism wi' lying in the hills in the perse-
cution.”

®Ay! Whig and a monntain-man, nae less!™ said Calel,
with a peevishness he could not suppress. 1 hae seen the
day, Luekie, when worthy Mr. Cuffeushion and the service-
book would hae served your furn (to the elder dame), or ony
honest woman in like eircumstances.”

“ And that’s true too,” said Mys. Lightbody, * ut what ean
& body do? Jean maun baith sing her psalms and busk her
cockernony the gate the gndeman likes, and nae ither gate; for
he's maister and wair at hawe, T ean tell ye, My, Balder-
stone.”

“ Ay, ay, and does he guide the gear too?” said Caleb, to
whose projects masceuline ruls boded little good,

“Ika penny on't; but he’ll dress her as dink as a daisy,
a8 ye see; sae she has little reason to complain: where there's
ane better aff there’s ten waur,”

“ Aweel, gudewife,” said Caleb, crestfallen, but not beaten
off, “that wasna the way ye gnided your gudeman; but ilka
land has its ain lauch. I maun be ganging. 1 just wanted
to round in the gudeman’s lug, that T heavd thewm say up-bye
yonder that Teter Puncheon, that was eooper to the Queen's
stores at the Timmer Burse at Leith, is dead; sae I thought
that maybe a word frae my lord to the Lord Keeper might
hae served Gilbert; but since he's frae hame——"

“0, but ye maun stay his hame-coming,"” said the dame.
“1 aye telled the gudeman ye meant weel to him; but he
taks the tout at every bit lippening word.”

“ Aweel, 1’1l stay the last minute [ ean.”

“ And s0,” said the handsome young spouse of Mr. Girder,
“wo think this Miss Ashton is weel-favoured? Troth, and
sae should she, to set up for our young lord, with a face and
a hand, and a seat on his horse, that might become a king’s
son. D'ye ken that he aye glowers up at my window, Mr.
Balderstone;, when he chaunces to ride thro’ the town? Sae [
hae a vight to ken what like he is. as weel as ony body.”

“T ken that brawly,” said Caleb, *for 1 hae heard his lord-
ship say the cooper’s wife had the blackest ee in the barony;
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aud T said, *Weel may that be, my lord, for it was her miths
er’s afore her, as 1 Ken toony eost.’  Eh, Marion? Ha, L,
ha! “All these were merry days!"”

“Hout awa', auld carle,” said the old dame, “to speak sie
dating to young folk. DBut, Jean—fis, woman, dinna ye hear
the bairn greet? I’se warrant it’s that dreary weid has come
ower't again, "

Up got mother and grandmother; and seoured away, jos-
tling each other as they ran, into, some remote corner of the
tenement, where the young hero of the evening was deposited.
When Caleb saw the coast fairly clear, he took an invigovat-
ing pinch of snuff; to:sharpen and confirtn his resolution.

¥ Cauld be my east,” thonght he, “if either Bide-the-Bent
or Giraer taste that broach of wild-fowl this evening”; and
then addressing the eldest turnspit, a boy of about eleven
years old; and putting a penny into his hand, he said, * Here
ig twal pennies, my man; earvy that ower to Mis. Sma’trash,
and bid her fill my mill wi’ snishing; and Il turn the broehe
for ye in the mean time; and she will gie yve a ginge-lread
suap for your pains,”

No sooner was the elder boy departed on this mission than
Caleb, looking the remaining twmspit gravely and steadily in
the face, removed from the fire the spit bearing the wild-fowl
of which he had undertaken the charvge, clapped his hat on
hig head, and fairly marched off with it. He stopped at the
door of the r‘hﬂ.nge house only to say, in a few brief words,
that Mr. Hayston of Bucklaw was not to expect a bed th'i.t-
evening in the castle. _

If this message was too briefly deliveved by Calel, it be-
came absolute radeness when eonveyed through the mediton
of o suburb landlady; and Buacklaw was, as a‘more ealm and
temperato. man might have been, hlgllly incensed. Captain
Craigengelt proposed, with the wnanimous applanse of all
present, that they should cowsse the old fox (meaning Caleb)
ere he got to cover, and toss him in a blanket. Tt Lockhard
intimated to his master’s servants and those of Lord Bittle-
brains, in a tone of authority, that the slightest impertinence
to the Master of Ravenswood's domestie would give Siv Wil-
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liam Ashton the highest offence. And having so0 said, in a
manner sufficient to prevent any aggression on their part, he
left the public-house, taking along with him two servants
loaded with such provisions as he had been -able to proeure,
and overtook Calel just when he had cleared the village.

CHAPTER XIII.

Should 1 take an, it of you?  "Tis true 1 begged now ;
Arnel what is worse than that, 1 =tole n kindness;
And, what is'worst ofall, T lost my way in't.

Wit Without Money,

Tur face of the little boy, sole witness of Caleb's infringe-
mént upon the laws at onee of property and hospitality, wounld
have made a good picture. He sat mofionless, as if he had
witnessed some of the spectral appearances which he had
heard told of in a winter's évening;. and as he forgot his own
duty, and allowed his spit to stand still, he added to the mis-
fortunes of the evening by suffering the mutton to lurn as
black asa coal. He was first recalled from his trance of as-
tonishment by a hearty euff administered by Dame Lightbody,
who, in whatever other vespects she might conform to her
name, was i woman strong of person, and expert in the use
of her hands, as some say her deceased hugband had kuown
to his cost.

“What.gdarr'd ye let the roast burn, ye ill-clerkit gude-for-
nought #*

“1 dinna ken,” said the boy.

% And where's: that ill-deady gett, (riles?”

“1 dinna ken,” blubbered the astonished declarant.

“ And where's Mr, Balderstone?—and abune a’, and in the
name of eouncil and kirk-session, that I suld say sae, where’s
the Lroche wi’ the wild-fowl?” '

As Mra, Girder here entered, and joined her mother’s ex-
clamations, screaming into one ear while the old lady deafened
the other, they suceeeded in so utterly confounding the unhappy
urehin, that he could not for some time tell his story at all,
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and it was only when the elder boy retnred that the truth
began to dawn on their minds,

“YWeel, sirs!™ said Mrs. Lightbody, “wha wad hae thought
o' Calelr Balderstone playing an anld aeqguaintance sie a
pliskie!”

“Oh, weary on him!" said the spouse of Mr. Girder; * and
what-am I to say to the gndeman? He'll brain me, if there
wasng awither woman in a’ Wolf’s Hope.”

¥ Hout tout, silly quean,” said the mother; “na, na, it's
come to muckle, but it’s noeome to that neither; for an he
brain you he mau brain me, and I have gare’d his betters
stand back. Hands aff is fair play; we maunna heed a bit
fiyting.” '

The. tramp of horses now announced the arrival of the
cooper, with the minister, They had no sooner dismounted
than they made for the kitehen fire, for the evening was cool
after the thanderstorm, and the wpods wet and dirty. The
young gudewife, strong in the sliarms of her Sunday gown
and biggonets, threw herself in the way of receiving the first
attack, while her mother, like the veteran division of the Ro-
man legion, remained in the rear, ready to support her in ease
of necessity. Both hoped to protract the the discovery of
what had happened—the mother, by interposing her bustling
person betwixt Mi. Girder and the fire, and the danghter, by
the extreme cordiality with which she reegived the minister
amd her husband,: and the anxious fears which she expressed
lest they should have * gotten canld.”

*Cauld!” quoted the husband, surlily, for he was not of
that class of lordsand masters whose wives are viceroys over
theim, “we'll be cauld enengh, I think, if ye dinna let us in
to the fire.”

Andl so saying, he burst his way through both lines of de-
fence; and, as he had a careful eye over his propérty of every
kind, he perceived at one glance the absence of the spit with
its suvoury burden.  “What the deil, woman——"

“Fie for shame!” exelaimed both the womens “and before
Mr. Bide-the-Bent!”

#1 stand reproved,” said the cooper; * but——"

13
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“The taking in our mouths the nume of the great engmy of
out gouls,” said Mr. Bide-the-Bent——

*1 stand reproved,”™ said the cooper.

“.—1s an exposing ourselves to his temptations,” continued
the reverend monitor, “‘and in inviting, or, in some sort, a
compelling, of him to lay aside his other trafticking with un-
happy persous, and wait upon those in whose speech his name
is frequent.”

“Weeal, weel, Mr. Bide-the-Bent, ¢an a man do mair than
stand reproved?” said the cooper; “but jest let me ask the
women what for they hae dished the wild-fowl before we
came,”

“'They arena dished, Gilbert," said his wife; “ but—but an
aceident——"

¥ What accident?” said Girder, with flashing eyes.. “Nas
ill come ower them, I trust? Uh?”

His wife, who stood mueh in awe of him, durst not reply,
but her mother bustled up to her support, with arms disposed
as if they ware about to be a-kimbo at the next reply.—*1
gied them to an dequaintance of mine, Gibbie Givder; and
what about it now?"

Her excess of assurance struck Girder mute for an instant,
# Aud e gied the wild-fowl, the best end of our christening
dinner, to a friend of yours;, ye auld rudas! And what might
Ais nane be, I pray ye?”

“Just worthy My, Caleh Balderstone—fine Wolf's Urag,”
answered Marion, prompt and preparved for battls.

Girder’s wrath foamed over all restraint. [f there was a
cirenmstance which could have added to the resentment he
felt, it was that this extravazant denation had been made in
favour of our friend Calel, towards whom, for veasons to
which the reader is no stranger, he nourished a decided re-
sentent. He raised his riding-wand against the elder ma-
tron, but she stood firm, collected in herself, and undauntedly
brandished theiron ladle with which she had just beew “ Hamb-
ing” (Anglicé, basting) the roast of mutton. Her weapon was
certainly the better, and her arm not the weakest of the two;
s0 that (Hlbert thought it safest to turn shovk off upon his
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wife, who had by this thuwe hatehed a sort of hysterical whine,
which -greatly moved the minister, who was in fact as simple
and kind-hearted a creature as ever breathed. * And you,
ye thowless jade, to sit still and see wy substance disponed
npon to an idle, drunken, reprobate, worm-eaten serving-man,
just because he kittles the Iugs o' a silly anld wife wi' use-
less clavers, and every twa words a lee? T gar you &
gude——"

Here the minister interposed, both by voice and action,
while Dame Lighthody threw herself in front of her daugh-
ter, and fourished her ladle.

“Am T no to chastise my ain wife?” exclaimed the cooper
very indignantly.

“Ye may chastise your ain wife if ye like,” answered Dame
Lightbody: “but ye shall neyer lay finger on my daughter,
and that ye may found upon.”

“For shame, Mr. Girder!” said the clergyvmang “this is
what 1 little expected to have seen of you, that you suld give
rein to your sinful passions against your neavest and your
deavest, and this night too, when ye arve ealled to the most
solemn duty of a Christian parvent; and a’ for what? For a
redundancy of ereature-comforts, as worthless as they are un-
needful.”

“Waorthless!” exclaimed the cooper.  * A better guse never
walkit on stubible; two finer, dentier wild ducks never wat a
feather.”

“Be it sae, neighbour,” rejoined the minister; “but see
what saperfluities are yet revolving before your fire, 1 have
soen the day when ten of the bannoeks which stand upon that
board would have been an acceptable dainty to as many men,
that were starving on hills and bogs, and in caves of the
earth, for the Gospel's sake.”

“ And that’s what vexes me maist.of a’," said the ecoper,
anxious to get sowe one to sympathise with his not altogether
causeless anger; “an the quean had gien it to ony suffering
sant, or to ony body ava but that reaving, lying, oppressing
Tory villain, that rade in the wicked troop of militia when it
was commanded out against the sants at Bothwell Brig by
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the auld tyrant Allan Ravenswood, that is gane to his place,
I wad the less hae minded it.. Dut to gie the principal parts
o' the feast to the like o’ him——!"

*# Aweel, Gilbert,” said the minister, “and dinna ye see a
high judgment in this? The seed of the righteous are not
seen begging their bread: think of the son of a powerful op-
pressor being brought to the pass of supporting his household
from your fulness,”

“And, besides,” said the wife, “it wasua for Lord Ravens-
woorl neither, an he wad hear but a body speak: it was to
help to entertain the Lord Keeper, as they ea' him, that's
up yonder-at Wolf’s Crag.”

“8ir Willimn  Ashton at Wolf's Cragl!” ejaculated the
astonished man of hoops and staves.

* And hand and gleve wi' Lord Ravenswood,” added Dame
Lightbody.

“Doited jdiot! that auld, clavering sneckdrawer wad par
ye trow the moon is made of green cheese.  The Lord Keeper
and Ravenswood! they are cat and dog, hare and hound.”

M1 tell ye they are man and wife, and gree better than some
others: that are sae,” retorted the mother-in-law; * forbye,
Peter Puncheon, that’s: cooper to the Queen’s stores, is dead,
and the place is to fill, and ?

#0d guide us, wull ye haud your skirling tongues!” said
Girder, —for we are to remark, that this explanation was given
like a cateh for two voices, the younger dame, much encour-
aged by the twen of the debate, taking up and repeating in a
higher tone the words as fast as they were uttered by her
mother,

“The gudewife says nasthing bnt what's true, maister,”
said Girder’s foreman, who had come in during the fray. “1
saw the Lord Keeper's servants drinking and driving ower at
Luckie Sma'trash’s, ower-bye yonder,”

“And is their maister up at Wolf's Crag?” said Girder.

Ay, troth is he,” replied his mnan of confidence.

“And friends wi' Ravenswood

“1t's like sae.” answered the foreman, “since he 1s pubting
up wil him,”
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“And Peter Puncheon’s dead ?”

“ Ay, ay, Puncheon has leaked out at last; the auld earle,”
said the foreman; “mony adriblde o’ iandy has gaan thiough
him in his day. Buav as for the broche and the wild-fowl, the
saddle’s no aff your mare yet, maister, and I eould follow and
bring it back, for Mr, Balderstone’s no far aff the town yet.”

Y Do sae, Will; and come heve, ' tell ye what to o when
ye owertake him."

He relieved the females of Lis presence, and gave Will his
private instructions. '

“A bouny-like thing, ” said the mother-in-law, as the coopey
re-entered the apartirent, *to send the innocent lad after an
armed man, when ye ken Mr. Balderstone nye wears a rapier,
and whiles a dirk into the bargain.”

“T trust,” said the minister, “ye have reflected weel on
what ye have done, lest you should minister eause of strife, of
which it is wy duty to say, he who affordeth matter, albeit
hie himself striketh not, is in no manner guiltless.”

¥ Never fash your beard, My, Bide-the-Bent,” veplied Girder;
“ane canna get their breath out here between wives and minis-
ters. I kén best how to turn my ain eake. Jean, serve up
the dinner, and nae mair about it "

Nor did he again allude to the deficiency in the conrse of
the evening.

Meantime, the foreman, mounted on hiz master’s steed, and
charged with his speeial orders, pricked swiftly forth in pur-
suit-of the marander Caleb. That personage, it may be imag-
ined, did net linger by the way. He intermitted even his
dearly-beloved chatter, for the purpose of making move liste,
only assuring Mr. Lockhard that he had made the payveyoer's
wife give the wild-fowl a few turns before the tive, in case that
Mysie, who had been so mueh alarmed by the thunder, should
not have her kitchen-grate in full splendour.. Meanwhile,
alleging the necessity of being at Wolf’s Crag as soon as pos-
sible, he pushed on so fast that his eompanions could scavce
keep up with him. He began alveady to think he was safe
from parsuit, having gained the swumit of the swelling emi-
nence which divides Wolf's Crag from the village, when he
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heard the distant tread of a horse, and a voice which shouted
atintervals, ©* Mr. Caleb—Mr, Balderstone—2Mr. Caleb Balder-
stone—hollo—Dbide a wee!”

Caleb, it may be well believed, was in no hurry to acknowl-
edge the swmmons. TFirst, he would unot hear ik, and faeed
his companions down, that it was the echo of the wind;
then he said it was not worth stopping for; and, at length,
halting reluctantly, as the figure of the horseman appeared
through the shades of the evening, he bent up his whole sonl
to the task of defending his prey, threw himself into an atti-
tude of dignity, advanced the spit, which in his grasp might
with its burden seem both spear and shield, and firmly re-
solved to die rather than surrender it.

What was his astonishment, when the cooper’'s foreman,
riding up and addressing him with respect, told him: “ Hisg
master wis very sorry he was absent when ‘he ¢ame to his
dwelling, and grieved that he could not tarry the christening
dinner; and that he had taen the freedom to send a sma’
runlet of sack, and ane anker of brandy, as he understood
there were guests at the castle, and that they were short of
preparation.”

I hive heard somewhere a story of an elderly gentleman who
was pursued by a bear that had gotten loose from its muzzle,
until completely exhausted. 1In a fit of desperation, he faced
round upon Bruin and lifted his canej at the sight of which
the instinct of diseipline prevailed; and the animal, instead of
teaving him to pieces, roseup upon his hind-legs and instantly
began to shnffle asaraband:  Not less than the joyful surprise
of the senior, who had supposed himself in the extremity of
peril fromn which he was thus unexpectedly relieved, was
that of our excellent friend Caleb, when he found the pursuer
intended to add to his prize, instéad of bereaving him of it.
Hea recovered his latitude, however, instantly, so soon as the
foreman, stooping from his nag, where he sate perched be-
twixt the two barrels; whispered in his ear: “If ony thing
about Peter Puncheon’s place could be airted their way, John
[Gibbie] Girder wad mak it better to the Master of Ravens-
wood than a pair of new gloves; and that he wad be blythe to
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speak wi' Maister Balderstone on that head, and he wad find
him as pliant as g hoop-willow in a’ that he could wish of
him.”

Calelh heard all this without vendering any answer, except
that .of all great men from Louis XIV. downwards, namely,
#We will see about it"; and then added aloud, for the edifi-
ention of M. Lockhard: ** Your master has acted with becom-
ing eivility and attention in forwarding the lquors, and I will
not fail to vepresent it propérly to my Lord Ravenswood.
Andy my lad,” he said, *you may ride on to the castle, and if
none of the servants are returned, whilk is to be dreaded. as:
they make day and night of it when they are out of sight, ye
may put them: into the porter’s lodge, whilk 15 on the right
hand of the great entry; the porter has got leave to go to see
his friends, sae ye will met no ane to steer ye."

The foreman; having veceived his orders, rode on; and hav-
ing deposited the easks in the deserted and ruinous porter’s
lodge, he returned unguestioned by any one. Having thus
axecuted his master’s commission, and doffed his bonnet
to Caleb and his company as he repassed them in his way to
the village, he returned to have his shave of the christening
festivity.

UHAPTER XIV.

As, to the Autimn breede's hagle sound,

Varions nnd vaene thi drey leaves dance their round ;

Or, from the garmer-door, on eilier boroe,

The chaff flies devious from the winnow'd corn ;

So vague, =0 deviows, at the bremh of heaven,

From their fix'd aim are mortal counsels drivn,
Arvongrieres.

We left Caleb Balderstone in the extremity of triumph at
the suceess of his varions achievements for the honour of the
house of Bavenswood.  When he had mustered and marshaltled
his dishes of divers kinds, a more royal provision had not been
seen in Wolf's Urag sinee the funerml feast of its deceased lord.

b ger Raid of Calel Balderstone, Notel
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Great was the glory of the serving-man, as he * decored” the
old oaken table with a clean cloth, and arr anged upon it car-
bonaded venison and roasted wild-fowl, with a glance, every
now and then, as if to upbraid the ineredulity of his master
and his guests; and with many a story, more or less true, was
Lockhard that evening regaled concerning the ancient grandeur
of Wolf’s Crag, and the sway of its barons over the conntry
in their neighbourhood.

A vassal scarce held a ealf or alamb his ain, till he had
first asked if the Lord of Ravenswood was pleased to accept
it; and they were obliged to ask the lord's consent befors
they married in these days, and mony a merry tale they tel]
about that right as weel as others. And :although,” said
Caleb, *these times are not like the pude auld times, when
authority had its right, yet true it is, Mr. Lockhard, and you
yoursell may partly have remarked, that we of the house of
Ravenswood do our endeavour in keeping up, by all just and
lawful exertion of our baroninl authority, that due and fitting
connexion betwixt superior and vassal, \'.lnlL is in some dan-
ger of falling into desuetnde, owing to the general license and
misrule of these present unhappy times.”

“Umph!” said Mr. Lockhard; “and if 1 may inquire,
Mr. Balderstone, pray do you find your people at the vil-
Tage yonder amenable? for T must needs say, that at Ra-
venswood Castle, now pertaining to wy master the Lord
Keeper, ye have not left behind ye the wmost compliant set
of tenantry.”

“AR! but Mr. Logkhard,” replisd Caleb, * ye must considear
there has been a change of hands, and the auld lord might ex-
pect twa turns frae them, when the new-comer canna get ane.
Avdour and fractious set they were, thae tenants of Havens-
wood, and ill to live wi’ when they dinna ken their master; and
if your master put them mad ance, the whole conntry will not
put them down.™

“Troth,” said M¥. Lockhard, “an such be the cuse, T think
the wisest thing for us. a’ wad be to haummer up a match be-
tween your young lovd and our winsome young leddy up-bye
there; and Sir William might just stitch your auld barony te
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her gown-sleeve, and he wad sune enitle another out o' sonie-
body else, sic a lang head as he has.”

Caleb shook his head. “I wish,™ he said—*"1 wish that
may answer, Mr. Lockhard. There are auld prophesies about
this house I wail like ill to see fulfilled wi® my auld een, that
has seen evil eneugh alveady.”

*“Ishaw! never mind freits,” said his: brother butler; **if
the young folk liked ane anither, they wad make a winseme
couple. Dut, to say tiuth, there is'a leddy sits in our hall-
neuk, maun have her hand in that as weel as in every other
job. But there’s no havm in drinking to their healths, and 1
will fill s, Mysie a eup of Mr. Girder’s canary.™

While they thus enjoyed themselves in the kitchen, the
company in the hall were not less pleasantly engaged. So
soon as Ravenswood had determined upon giving the Lord
Keeper such hospitality as he had to offer, he deemed it in-
aumbent on him to-assume the open and courteous brow of a
well-pleased host. It has been often remarked, that when a
man conimences by acting a character, he frequently ends by
adopting it in good earnest. . In the course of an hour or two,
Ravenswood, to his own surprise, found hmself in the situa-
tion of one who frankly does his best to entertain weleome and
honoured guests. How much of this change in his disposi-
tion was to be aseribed to the beauty and simplicity of Miss
Ashton, to the readiness with which she aceommodated hevself
to the inconveniences of her situation; how much to the smooth
and plausible conversation of the Lord Keeper, remarkably
gifted with those words which win the ear, must be left to the
reader’s” ingenuity to conjecture. But Ravenswool was in-
sensille to neither,

The Lord Keeper was a veteran statesman, well acquainted
with courts and eabinets, and intimate with all the various
turis of public affairs during the last eventful years of the
17th century. He ecould talk, from his own kuowledge, of
men and events, in-a way which failed not to win attention,
and had the peeuliar art, while he never sail a word which
committed himself, at the same time to persuade the hearver
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that he was speaking without the least shadow of serupulons
eantion or reserve, Ravenswood, in spite of his prejudices
and real grounds of resentment, felt himself at onee amused
and instructed in listening to-him, while the statesman, whose
inward feelings had at first so much impeded his efforts to make
himself known, hiad now regained all the ease and fluency of a
silver-tongued lawyer of the very highest order.

His danghter did not speak mueh, but she smiled; and what
she did say argned a submissive gentleness, and a desive to give
pleasure, which, to a proud man like Ravenswood, was more
faseinating than the most brilliant wit.  Above all, he could
not but observe that, whether from geatitude or from some other
motive, e himself, in his deserted and unprovided hall, was
as mueh the object of respectful attention to his guests as he
would have been when surrounded by all the appliances nnd
means of hospitality proper to his high bivth. _All deficiencies
passed unobserved, or, if they did not eseape notice, it was fo
pratse the substitutes which Caleb had contrived to supply the
want of the usual aceommodations. Where a smile was un-
avoidable, 1t was a very good-humoured one, and often conpled
with some well-turned compliment, to show how much the
guests esteemed the merits of their noble host, how little they
thought of the inconveniences with which they were sur-
potnded. [ am not sure whether the pride of being found to
outhalanee, in virtne of his own personal werit, all the dis-
advantages of fortune, did not make as f.u'uul'uhle. an impres-
sion upon the haughty heart of the Master of Ravenswood as
the conversation of the father and the beauty of TLuey Ashton.

The honr of vepose avived.  The Keeper ‘and his daughter
retired to theivapartments, which were * decored™ more prop-
erly than eould have been anticipated. In making the neces-
sary arrangements, Mysie had indeed enjoyed the assistance
of a gossip who had arvived from the village upon an explora-
tory expedition, but had been arrested by Caleb, and impressed
into the domestic dindgery of the evening; so that, instead of
retrning home to deseribe the dress and person of the grand
young lady, she foind herself compellad to be: active in the
domestic economy of Wolf's Crag.
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Aceprding to the custom of the time, the Master of Ravens-
wood attended the Lord Keeper to his apartment, followed by
Caleb, who placed on the table, with all the ceremonials due
to torches of wax, two rudely-framed tallow-candles, such as
in those days were only used by the peasantry, hooped in pal-
try elasps of wire, which served for candlesticks. He then
disappeared, and presently entered with two earthen Hagons
(the china, he said, had been little used since my lady's
time), one filled with canary wine, the other with brandy.'
The eanary sack, unheeding all probabilities of detection,
he declaved had been twenty years iu the eellars of Wolf's
Clrag, “though it was not for him to speak lefore their hon-
ours; the brandv—it was weel-kenn'd liquor, as mild as
mead -and as strong as Sampson; it had been in the honse
ever sinee the memorable rével, in which auld Micklestob had
been slain at the head of the stair by Jamie of Jenklebrag,
on - aceount. of the honour of the worshipful Lady Muirend,
wlhia was in-some sort-an ally of the family; natheless——"

% But to ent that matber shiort, Mr. Caleb,” said the Keeper,
“perhaps you will favour me with a ewer of water,”

# God forbid vour lovdship shonld drink water in this fam-
ily,” replied Calel, *to the disgrace of so honourable an
honse "

“Novertheless, if his lovdship have a faney,™ said the Mas-
ter, smiling, * I think you might indulge him; for, if 1 mis-
takeo noty there has been water drank here at no distant date,
and with good relish too.”

“To be sure; if his lovdship has a faney,” said Caleb; and
re-entering with a jug of pure element—*" He will scarce find
suelvwater onywhere as is drawn frae the well at Wolf's Crag;
nevertheless——"

“ Novertheless, we must leave the Lord Reeper to his reposge
in this poor chamber of ours,” said the Master of Ravenswood,
interrupting his talkative domestie, whe immediately tuming
to the doorway, with a profound reverence, prepared to usher
his master from the seeret chamber.

But the Lord Keeper prevented his host’s departure.—*

L Eee Ancient Hospitality, Note s,
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have but one word to say to the Master of Ravenswood, Mr.
Caleb, and I faney he will excuse your waiting.”

With a seeond reverence, lower than the former, Caleb with-
drew; and his master stood motionless; expeeting; with con-
siderable embarrassment, what was to close the events of a
day fraught with unexpected incidents,

“Master of Ravenswood,” said Siy William Ashton, with
some embarrassment, “ T hope you understand the Christian
law too well to suffer the sun to set upon your anger.”

The Master blushed and replied, * He had uwo oceasion that
evaning to exercise the duty enjoined upon him by his Chris-
tian faith.”

“1 should have thought otherwise,” said his gnest, “con-
sidering the various subjects of dispute and litigation which
have unhappily oceurred more frequently than was desirable
or necessary betwixt the late honourable lord, your father,
and myself.”

“I eould wish, my lord,” said Ravenswood, agitated by
suppressed emotion, “ that rveference to these cireumstaneces
should be made anywhere rather than under  my father’s
roof. "

#1 should have felt the delicavy of this appeal at another
time,” said Siv William Ashton, “but now I must proceed
with what T mean to say. 1 have suffered too mueh inmy
own wind, from the false delicacy which prevented my solicit-
ing with eavnestness, what indeed I frequently requested, a
personal communing with your father: much distress of mind
to him and to me might have been prevented.”

“ It is true, ™ said Ravenswood, after a moment’s reflection,
*1 have heard my father say your lordship had proposed a
personal interview.”

“Proposed, my dear Master? [T did indeed propose it; but
I ought to have begged, entreated, beseechad it. 1 ought to
have torn away the veil, which intevested persons had stretched
betwixt us, and shown myself as T was, willing to sacrifice 8
considerable part even of my legal rights, *n order to eonciliate
feelings so natural as his must be allowed to have been. Let
me say for wyself, my young friend, for so I will call you,
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ghat had youwr father and I spent the same time together which
my good fortune has allowed me to-day to pass in your com-
pany, it is possible the land might yet have enjoyed one of
the most respectable of its ancient nobility, and | should have
been spared the pain of parting in enmity from a person whose
general charvacter | so much admived and hononred.”

He put his handkerchief to his eyes. Ravenswood also
was moved, but awaited in silence-the progress of this extraor-
dinary communication.

1t is neeessary,” confinued the Lord Keeper, *and proper
that you should nunderstand, that there have been many points
betwixt us, in which, although I judged it proper that there
ghould be an exaet ascertainment of my legal rights by the
decree of a court of justice, yet it was never my intention to
press them beyond the verge of equity.”

“ My lord,™ said the Master of Ravenswood, * it is unneces-
sary to pursue this topic farther. What the law will give you,
or-has given you; youw enjoy—or you shall enjoy; ueither my
father nor I myself would have received anything on the foot-
ing of favour.”

“Favour! No, you misunderstand me ™ resumed the
Keeper; “or rather you are nolawyer. A right way be good
in law, and aseertained to be so, which yet a man of honeur
may not in every case cave to avail himself of.”

“1 am sorry for it, my lovd,” said the Master.

*Nay, nay,” retorted his guest, “you speak like a young
counsellor; your spirit goes before yourwit. Therearve many
things still open for decision betwixt us:  Can yvou blame me,
an old man desirous of peace; and in the castle of a young
mobleman who has saved wy daughter’s life and my own, that
I am desirous, anxiously desirous, that these should be settled
on the most liberal principles?”

The old man kept fast hold of the Master’s passive hand as
he spoke, and made it impossible for hum, be his predetermi-
nation what it would, to return any other than an acquiescent
reply; and wishing his guest good-night, he postponed farther
conference until the next morning.

Ravenswood hurried into the hall, where he was to spend
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the night, and for a time traversed its pavement with a disor-
dered and vapid pace. His mortal foe was under his roof, yet
his sentiments towards him were neither those of a feudal
enemy nor of a true Chyistian,  He felt as if he could neither
forgive him ‘in the one character, nor follow forth his ven-
geance in the other, but that he was making a base and dis-
honowralde composition Letwist Lis resentient against the
father and s affection for his danghter,  He cursed himself,
as he hirried to and fro in the pale moonlight, and more ruddy
gleams of the expiring wood-five.. He threw open-and shut the
latticed windows with violence; as if alike impatient of the ad-
mission and exclusion of free air. At length, however, the
torrent of passion foamed off its madness, and he Hung him-
sell into the chair which he proposed as his place of repose
for the night.

“If, in reality, " snch were the calmer thoughts that followed
the Gvse tempest of his passion—"if, in veality, this man de-
sires no morve than the law allows hin—f' he is willing to ad-
just even his acknowledged rights upon an equitable footing,
what could be my father's canse of complaint?—what is
ming? These from who we won our ancient possessions fell
under the sword of my aneestors, and left lands anid livings to
the eonquerors; we sink under the force of the law, now too
powerful for the Seottish chivalvy. TLet us parley with the
vietors of the day, as if we had been besieged in our fortress,
and without hope of relief. This man may be other than 1
have thought him; and his davghter—but [ have resolved not
to think of her.”

He wrapt his eloak around him; fell asleep, and dreamed of
Luey Ashton till daylight gleamed through the lattices.
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CHAYTER XV.

W worldly men, when we gee fiends and kinsmen
Past hope sunk in their fortunes, lend no bancd
To lift theoh up, but rather =et onr feet
Upon their heads to press them to tho bottom,
As I must yield with you [ praciised it ;
But now 1 zee you in o way to rise,
I can and will nssist yon,
New Weay to Pay €3 Debis.

Tur Lord Keeper carried with him, to a couch harder than
he was aceustomed $o streteh himself upon, the same ambitions
thoughts and politieal perplexities which drive sleep from the
softest down that ever spread a bed of state. IHe had sailed
long enough amid the contending tides and enrrents of the
time to be sensible of their peril, and of the necessity of
trimming his vessel to the prevailing wind, if he would have
her escape shipwreek in the storm. . The nature of his talents,
and the timorousness of disposition eonnected with them, had
made him assume the pliability of the versatile old Farl of
Northampton, who explained the art by which he kept his
ground during all the changes of state, from the reign of
Henry VIII. to that of Elizabeth, by the frank avowal, that
e was born of the willow, not of the oak. It had according-
ly been Siv William Ashton’s poliey, on all occasions, to watch
the changes in the political horizon, and, ere yet the conflict
was deeided, to negotinte some interest for himself with the
party most likely to prove vietorions. His time-serving dis-
position was well known, and excited the contempt of the
more daring leaders of both factions in the state. Tt his
talents weré of a useful and practical kind, and his legal
knowledge held in high estimation; and they so far eoun-
terbalanced otlier deficiencies that those in power were glad
to use and to veward, though without absolutely trasting or
greatly respecting, him. '

The Marquis of A—-— had used his utmost influence to
effect a change in the Scottish cabivet, and his schemes had
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been of late so well laid and so ably supported, that there ap-
peared a very great chance of his proving ultimately success-
ful. He did not, however, feel =0 strong or so confident as
to neglect any means of drawing recruits to his standard,
The acquisition of the Lord Keeper was deemed of some im-
portance, and a friend, perfectly acquainted with his eircum-
gtances and character, became responsible for his politieal
eonversion. ;

When this gentleman arvived at Ravenswood Castle npon a
visit, the real purpose of which was disguigsed under general
conrtesy, he found the prevailing fear which at present Leset
the Lord Keeper was that of danger to his own person from
the Master of Ravenswood. The language which the blind
sibyl, Old Aliee, had used; the sudden appearance of the
Master; armed, and within ‘his precincts, immediately after
he had been warned against danger from him; the cold and
haughty return received in exchange for the acknowledgments
with which he loaded him for his timely protection, had all
made a strong impression on his imegination.

So soon’ as the Marquis’s politieal agent found how the
wind sate, he began to insinuate fears and doubts of another
kind, scaree less ealenlated to affeet the Lord Keeper. He
inguired with seeming interest, whether the proceedings in
Sir. William's complicated litigation with the Ravenswood
family were out of court, and settled without the possibility
of appeal. The Lord Keeper answered in the affirmative;
but his intervogator was too well informed to be imposed
upon. He pointed out to him, by unanswerable arguments,
that some of the most important points which had been de-
cided in his favour against the house of Ravenswood were
liable; under the Treaty of Union, to be reviewed by the
British House of Peers, a ecourt of equity of which the Lord
Keeper felt an instinctive dvead. This course eame instead
of an appeal to the old:Seottish Parliament; or, as it was
technically termed, “a protestation for remeid in law."

The Lord Keeper, after he had for some time disputed the
legality of such a proceeding, was compelled, at length, to
comfort himself with the improbability of the young Master
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of Ravenswood’s finding friends in parliament capable of stir-
ring in s0 weighty an affair.

“Po not comfort yourself with that false hope,” said his
wily friend; “it is possible that, in the next session of Parlia-
ment, young Ravenswood may find more friends and favour
even than your lovdship.”

“That would be a sight worth seeing,” said the Keeper,
‘geornfully.

“And yetf,” #aid his fn-}nd “guch things have been seen
eré now, and in onr own time. There are many at the head
of affairs even now that a few years ago were under hiding
for their lives; and many a man now dines on plate of silver
that was fain to eat his crowdy without a bicker; and niany &
high head las been lwought full low ameng us in as short a
space. Seott of Scotstarvet’s Staggering State of Seots States-
mien, of which eurious memoir you showed me a manuscript
has been outstaggered in our time.”

The Lord Keeper answered with a deep sigh, * That these
mugations were no new sights in Seotland, and had been wit-
nessed long before the time of the satirical anthor he had
quoted. Tt was many a long year,” he said, *“gince Fordun
had yuoted as an ancient proverby *Negue dives, neqie fortis,
seed wee sapiens Seotus, prodominaute fneidiag div dwralit din
terpa’

“And be assured, my esteemed friend,” was the answer,
“that even your long services to the state, or deep legal
knowledge, will not save you, or render your estate stable, if
the Marquis of A—— comes in with a party in the British
Parliament.  You know that the deceased Lord Ravenswood
was his near ally, his lady Leing fifth in descent from the
Knight of Tillibardine; and T am well assured that he will
take young li'.nenmmud Ly the hand, and be his very good
Tord aud kinsman., Why should he not? The Master is an
active and stirving voung fellow, able to help himself with
tongue and hands; and it iz sneh as he that finds friends
among their kindred, and not these unarmed and unable
\fbplnbmheﬂm that are sure to be a burden to every one that
takes them up.  And so, if these Ravenswood cases le called
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over the coals in the House of Peers, you will find that the
Marqguis will have a erow to pluck with you.”

“That would Dhe an evil requital,” said the Lord Keeper,
“for my long services to the state, and the ancient respect
in which I have held his lovdship’s honourable family and
person.”

Ay, but,” rejoined the agent of the Marquis, it 18 in vain
to look back on past serviee and auld vespect, my lord; it will
be present .- serviee and immediate proofs of regard whiel,
in these sliddery times, will be expected by a man like the
Marguis. ™

The Lord IKeeper now saw the full dvift of his friend’s argu-
ment, but he was too cantious to return any positive answer.

*He knew not,” he said, “the service which the Lord Mar-
quis could expect from one of his limited abilities, that liad
not always stood at his command, still saving and veserving
his duty to his king and country.”

Having thus said nothing, while he seemwed to say every-
thing, for the exception wag caleulated to cover whatever he
might afterwards think proper to bring under it, Sir William
Ashton changed the conversation, nor did he again permit the
same topic to be introduced. His gnest departed, without
having brought the wily old statesman the length of commit-
ting himself, or of pledging himself to any future line of con-
duet, but with the certainty that he had alarmed his fears in
a most sensilile point, and laid a foundation for future and
farther treaty.

When he rendered an account of his negotiation to the Mar-
quis, they both agreed that the Keeper ought not to be permitted
to relapse into security. and that he should be plied with new
subjects of alarm, especially during the absence of his lady.
They were well aware that her proud, vindictive, and pre-
dowminating spirit would be likely to supply him with the
courage in which he was deficient; that she was immovably
attached to the party now in power, with whow she wmain-
tained a close corvespondence aund alliance; and that she
hated, without fearing, the Ravenswood family (whose more
aneient dignity threw diseredit on the newly acquired gran-
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deur of her hushand) to such - degree that she weuld have
perilled the interest of her own house to have the prospeet of
altogether crushing that of her enemy.

But Lady Ashton was now absent. The business which
had long detained her in Edinburgh had afterwards induced
her to travel to London, uot without the hope thar she might
contribute her share to disconcert the intrigues of the Mar-
quis at court; for she stood high in favour with the celebrated
Sarih Duchess of Marlborough, to whom, in point of eharacter,
she bore considerable resemblance. 1t was necessary Lo press
her hushand hard before her rveturn; and, as a preparatory
step, the Marguis wrote to the Master of Ravenswood the let-
ter which we rehearsed ina former chapter. It was cau-
tiously worded, so as to leave it in the power of the writer
hereafter to take as deep or as slight an interest in the for-
tunes of his kinsman as the progress of his own schemes
might require. But however unwilling, as a statesmun, the
Marquis wight be to commit himself, or assume the character
of a patron, while he had nothing to give away, it must be
said to his honour that he felt a strong inclination effectually
to befriend the Master of Ravenswood, as well as to use his
name asa means of alarming the terrors of the Lord Keeper.

As the messenger who carried this: letter was to pass near
the house of the Lord Keeper, he had it in direction that, in
the village adjoining to the park-gate of the castle, his horse
should lose a shoe, and that, wiile it was replaced by the
gmith of the place, he should express the utmost vegret for
the necessary loss.of time, and in the vehemence of his inpa-
tience give it to be understood that he was bearing a message
from the Mawguis of A to the Master of Ravenswood upon
a matter of life amd death.

This news, with exaggerations; was speedily carvied from
various quarters to the ears of the Lord I{eeper, and each re-
porter dwelt upon the extreme impatience of the eourier, and
the surprising short time in which he had executed his jour-
ney.  The anxions statesman heavd in silence; but in private
Loekhard received orders to wateh the courier on his return,
to waylay him in the village, to ply him with liquor, if pos-
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sible, and to use all weans, fair or foul, to leam the contents
of the letter of which he was the bearver. ‘But as this plot had
been foreseen, the messenger returned by a different and dis-
tant road, and thus escaped the snare that was laid for him.

After he had been in vain expected for some time; Mr.
Dingwall had orders to make especial inquiry smong his
clients of Wolf's Hope, whether such a domestic belonging to
the Marquis of A had actually arvrived at the neighbour-
ing castle. This was easily ascertained; for Caleh had been
in the village one morning by five o’clock, to horrow “twa
chapping of alé and a kipper” for the messenger’s vefresh-
ment, and the poor fellow had been ill for tw entv-fmlr hours
at Luekie Sma'trash’s, in consequence of dining upon “saut
sanmon and sour drink.”  So that the existence of a comre-
spondence betwixt the Marguis and his distressed kinsman,
which Sir William Ashton had sometimes treated as a bug-
bear, was proved bevond the posaibility of further doubt.

The alarm of the Tord Keeper became very serious; sines
the Claim of Night, the power of appealing from the {1I-J(::I.MBI:IEE
of the civil eonrt to the Estates of Parliament; which had
formerly been held incompetent, had in many instanees been
elaimed, and in some allowed, and he had ne small reason to
apprebend the issue, if the English Mouse of Lords should be
disposed to aet upon an appeal from the Master of Ravens-
wood “for vemeid in law.” It would resolve into an equitable
elaim, and he deeided, perhaps, upon the broad prineiples of
justice, whicl were not quite so favourableto the Lord Keeper
as those of striet law. Besides, judging, though mest inac-
curately, from courts which he had himself known in the un-
happy times preceding the Scottish Unien, the Keeper might
have too much right to think that, in the House to which his
lawsuits wers to be transferred, the old maxim might prevail
which was too well recognised in Scotland in former fimes:
“Show me the man, and 1"l show you the law.” The high
and unbiassed character of English judicial proecedings was
then little known in Seotland, and the extension of them to
that country was one of the most valuable advantages which
it gained by the Union. But this was a blessing which the
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Lord Keeper, who had lived under another system, counld not
have the means of foreseeing. In the loss of his political
consequence, he anticipated the loss of his lawsnit.  Mean-
while, every report which reached him served to render: the
suecess of the Marquis's intrigues the more probable, mnd the
Lord Keeper bagan to think it indispensable that he should
look round for some kind of protection against the coming
storm. The timidity of his temper indiged him to adopt
meastres of eompromise and conciliation. The affair of the
wild bully properly managed, might, he thought, he made to
facilitate a personal communieation and reconeiliation betwixt
the Master and himself. He would then learn, if possible,
what his own ideas were of the extent of hiz rights, and the
means  of enforeing them; and perhaps matters might be
brought to a compromise, where one party was wealthy and
tha other so very poor. A reconciliation with Ravenswood
was likely to give him an opportunity to play his own game
with the Marquis of A——. " And besides,” said ke to him-
self, it will be an act of generosity to raise up the heir of
this distressed family; and if heis to be warmly and effectu-
ally befriended by the new government, who knows hut my
virtue may prove its own reward?”

Thus thought Sir William Ashton; covering with no -
usual self-delusion his interestéd views with a hue of virtue;
and having attained this point, his faney strayed still farther,
He began to bethink himself, “That if Ravenswood was to
have a- distinguished place of power aund trust, and if sucha
union wonld sopite the heavier part of his unadjusted elaiis,
there' might be waorse matches for his daughter Luey: the
Master might be réponed against the attainder. Lord Raveus-
wood was an ancient title, and the alliance would, in some
measurs, legitimate his own possession of the greater part of
the Master's spoils, and make the surrender of the rest a sub-
jeet of less bitter regret,”

With these mingled and multifarious plans occeupying his
head, the Lord Keeper availed himself of my Lord: Bittle-
brains’s: repeated inyitation to his residence. and thus came
within a very few miles of Wolf’s Crag. Here he found the
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lord of the mansion absent; but was eourteously received by
the lady, who expeeted her husband’s iinmediate return.  She
expressed her partieular delight at seeing Miss Ashton, and
appointed the hounds to be taken out for the Lonl Neeper's
special amusement. He readily entered into the proposal, as
giving him an opporvtunity to reéeonnoitre Wolf's Crag, and
perhaps to make some acquaintance with the owner, if he
should be tempted from his desolate mansion by the chase.
Lockhard had his orders to endeavour on his part to make
some acquaintance with the jnmates of the castle, and we
have seen how he played his part.

The accidental storm did more to further the Lord Keeper's
plan of forming a personal acquaintance with young Ravens-
wood than his most sanguine éxpectations could have antici-
pated. His fear of the young nohleman’s personal reséntment
had greatly decrensed since he considered him as fornmidable
from his legal claims and the means he might have of enforcing
them. But althongh he thought, not unreasonably, that only
desperate cirenmstanees drove men on desperate measuves, it
wis not without a secret terror, which shook hiz heart within
him, that he first felt himself inclosed within the desolate
Tower of Wolt's Crag; a place so well fitted, from solitude
and strength, to be a scene of violence and vengeance. The
stern reception at fivst given to them by the Master of Ravens-
woorl, and the ditficulty he felt in explaining to that injured
nobleman what guests were under the shelter of his roof, did
not soothe these alarms; so that when Siv William Ashton
heard the door of the courtyard shut behind him with vio-
lence, the words'of Alice vung in hisears, * That he had drawn
on matters too hardly with so fievee a race as those of Ravens-
wood, and that they would bide their time to be avenged.”

*l‘ha subsequent frankness of the Master’s hospitality, as
their aequaintanee increased, abated the apprehensions these
recollections were caleulated to exeite; and it did not escape
Sir William Ashton, that it was to Ijuo.}"‘. grace and beanty
he owed the change in their host’s behavior.

All these thonglits thronged upon him when he took posses-
sion of the secvet chamber, The iron lamp, the unfumished
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apartment, more resembling a prison than a place of ordinary
repose, the hoarse and ceaseless sound of the waves rushing
against the base of the yock on which the castle was founded,
saddened and perplexed his mind, To his own successful
machinations, the ruin of the family had been in a great
measure owing, Int his disposition was erafty, and not eruel;
so that actually to witness the desolation and distress he had
himself oceasioned was as painful to him as it would be to the
humane mistress of a family to superintend in person the exe-
ention of the lambs and poultry which are killed by her own
directions. At the same time, when he thought of the alter-
native of restoring to Navenswood a large proportion of his
spoils; or of adopting, as an ally and wember of his own fam-
ily, the heir of this impoverished house, he felt as the spider
may be supposed to do when his whole web, the intricacies of
which had been planned with so much-art, is destroyed by the
chanee sweep of a breom. And then, if he should eommit
himgelf too far in this matter, it gave vise to a perilons ques-
tion, which many a good husband, when wnder temptation to
act as'a free agent, has asked himself without being able to
return @ satisfacstory answer: *What will my wife—what
will Lady Ashton say?”  On the whole, he came at length to
the resolution in which minds of a weaker ¢ast so often take
refuge.. He resolved to wateh events, to take advantage of
circumstances as they ocewrred, and regulate his conduet ac-
cordingly. In this spivit of temporising poliey, he at length
composed his mind to rest,

CHATTER XVI.

A slight note T have abont me for yon, for the delivery of which you mush
exeust me, I is-an offer that friendship calls upon me to do, and no
way offensive to you, #ince 1 desire nothing but right upon both sides,

King ancd no King.

Wiex Ravenswood and his guest met in the morning, the
gloom of the Master's spirit had in part veturned. e, also,
had passed a night rather of vefleetion that of slumber; and

' 12
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the feclings which he could not but entertain towards Lugy
Ashton had to support a severe confliet against those which
he had so 'long nourished against her father. To elasp in
friendship the hand of the enemy of his house, to entertain
him under his voof, 1o exchange with him the courtesies and
the kindness of domestic familiarity, was a degradation which
his proud spirit eould not be bent to without & struggle.

But the ice being once broken, the Lord Keeper was ve-
solved it should not have time again to freeze. Tt had been
part of his plan to stun and eonfuse Lavenswood’s ideas, by
a complicated and technical statement of the matters which
had been in debate betwixt their families, justly thinking
that it would De diffienlt for a youth of his age to follow the
expositions of a practical lawyer, concerning actions of cowpt
and reekening, and of multiplepoindings, and adjudications
and wadsets, proper and improper, amd poindings of the
ground, and declarations of the expiry of the legal, * Thus,”
thought Sir William, "1 shall have all the grace of appearing
perfectly communicative, while my party will derive very little
advantage from anything T may tell him.” Te therefore took
Ravenswood aside into the deep receéss of a window in the
hall, and resuming the discourse of the proceding evening,
expressed o hope that his young friend would assume some
patience, in order to hear him enter in & minute and explana-
tovy detail of those unfortunate cireumstances in which his
late honourable father had stood at varianee with the FLord
Keeper. The Master of Ravenswood coloured highly, but
was silent; and the Lord Keeper, though not greatly approv-
ing the sndden heightening of his auditor’s complexion, ¢om-
menced the history of a bond for twenty thousand merks, ad-
vanced by his father to the father of Allan Lord Ravenswood,
and was proceeding to detail the executorial proceedings by
whieh this large sum had been rendered a delitum jundi, when
he was. interrupted by the Master.

“ It is not in this place,” he said, * that 1 can hear Sir Wil-
liam Ashton’s explanation of the watters in question between
us. [t isnot here, where my father died of a broken heart,
that T ean with deceney or temper investigate the cause of his
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distress. I might remember that T was a son, and forges the
duties of a host. A time; however, there must come, when
these things shall be discussed, in a place and ina presence
where both of us will have equal freedom to speak and to
hear: ™

* Any time,” the Lord Keeper said, **any place, was alike to
those who sought nothing but justice.  Yet it would geem
he was, in fairness, entitled to some premonition vespeeting
the grounds upon which the Master proposed to impugn the
whele train of legal proceedings, which had been so well and
ripely advised in the only courts competent.”

“5ir William Ashton,™ answered the Master, with warmth,
“the lands which you now oeeupy were granted to my remote
ancestor for services done with his sword against the English
invaders: How they have -glided from ws by a train of pro-
ceadings that seem to be neither sale, nor mortgage, nor ad-
judieation for debt, but a nondeseript'and entangled mixtare
of all these rights; how annual vent has been sconmulated
npon principal, and no nook or coign of legal advantage left
ungeeupied, until our interest in our hereditary property sesms
to have melted away like an ieicle in thaw—all this you un-
derstand better than T do. T am willing, however, to sup-
pose, from the frankness of your conduet towards me, that
I'may in a great measure have mistaken your perspual charac-
ter, and that things may have appeared right and fitting to
you, a skilful and practised lawyer, which te my ignorant
unierstanding seem very little short of injustice and gross
oppression.”

*And you, my dear Master," angwered Sir William—* you,
permit me to say, have been equally misrepresented to me. T
was taught to believe you a fierce, lmperious, hot-leaded
youth, ready, at the slightest provoeation, to throw your
sword into the scales of justice, and to appeal to those imde
and foreible measures from which eivil polity has long pro-
tected the people of Seotland.  Then, sinece we were mutnally
mistaken in each other, why should not the young nobleman
be willing to listen to the old lawyer, while, at least; he ex-
plains the points of difference betwixt them?”
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#No, my lovd,” answered Ravenswood; it isin the House
of British Peers,' whose hopour must be equal to their rank—
it is in the court of last resort that we must parley together.
The belted lords of Diritain, her ancient peers, must decide,
if it s their will that a house, not the least nobleé of their
menbers, shall be stripped of their possessions, the reward of
the patriotism of generations, as the pawn of a wretched me-
chanie becomnes forfeit to the usurer the instaut the hour of
redemption has passed away. [f they yield to the grasping
soverity of the creditor, and to the gnawing usury that eats
into our lands as moths iuto o raiment, it will be of more avil
cou%t.:pwuvc to them and their posterity than to Edgar Raveus-
wood. 1:shall still have my sword and my cleak, and can
follow the profession of arms wherever a trumpet shall
sound."

As he pronounced these wdrds, in a firm yet melancholy
tone, he raised his eyes, and suddenly encountered those of
Luey Ashton, who had stolen unawares.on their interview,
and observed her looks fastened on them with -an expression
of enthusiastie interest and admiration, which had wrapt her
for the moment beyond the fear of diseovery. The noble
form and fine features of Ravenswood, fired with the pride of
bivth and sense of internal dignity, the mellow and expressive
tones of his voiee, the desolate state of his fortunes, and the
indifference with wlich he seemed to endure and to. dave the
worst that might befall, rendered him a dangerous ohject of
contemplation for a maiden  alveady too mueh disposed to
dwell npon recollections eonneeted with him.  When their
eyos encountered each other, both blushed deeply, eonseious
of ‘some strong internal emotion, and shunned again to 1neet
each othier's look,  Sie William Ashion had, of course, cluse-
Iy watched the expression of their countenances, 1 need
fear,” gaid he interally, “npeither Parlinment nor protesta-
tion; T have an effectual mode of reconciling myself with this
hot-tempered yvouug fellow, in case he shall become formid-
able.  The present object is, at &ll events, to avoid commit-
ting ourselves. 'The hook is fixed; wewill not strain the line

' Eee Appeal to Parlisment. Note 7,
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too soon: it is as well to reserve the privilege of slipping it
loose, if we do not find the fish worth landing.”

In this selfish and cruel calenlation upon the supposed at-
tachment ‘of Ravenswood to Luey, he was so far from con-
gidering the pain he wight give to the former, by thus dally-
ing with his affections, that he even did not think upon the
risk of involving his own danghter in the perils of an unfor-
tunate Pdﬁhlf'", as if her predilection, which could not eseape
his attention, were like the flame of a tuper which might be
lighted or estinguizhed at pleasure. But Providence had
preparved a dreadful requital for this keen observer of luman
passions, who had spent his life in securing advantages to
himself by artfully working upon the passions of others.

Ctaleb Balderstone now eame to announce that breakfast was
prepared; for in those days of substantial feeding, the relies
of the supper simply furnished forth the morning meal.
Neither did he forget to present to the Lord Keeper, with
great reverence, a morning draught in a large pewter cup,
garnished with leaves of parsley and seurvy-grass. Heco -raved
pardon, of course, for having omitted to serve it in the great
silver standing eup as behoved, being that it was at present
in a silversmith’s in Edinburgh, for the purpese of being aver-
laid with gilt.

“In Edinburgh like enough,” said Ravenswood; “but in
what place, or for what purpose, T am afraid neither you nor
1 know.”

“ Awesl!™ suid Calel, peevishly, “there’s a man standing
at the gate already this morning—that’s ae thing that I ken.
Does your hononr ken whether ye will speak wi” him or no?”

“ Does he wish to speak with me, Caleb?”

“Less will no serve him," said Caleb; “but ye had best
take a visiz of him through the wicket before opening the
gate ; it's no every ane we suld let into this castle.”

“What! do you suppose him to be a messenger come to
areest e for debt?” said Ravenswood.

A messenger arrest your honour for: debt, and in your
Castle of Wolf’s Crag! Your honour is jesting wi’ auld Caleb
this momning.” However, he whispered in his ear, as he fol-
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lowed him out, *I would be loth to do ony decent man a pre-
judiee in your honour’s pgude opinion; but 1 would tak twa
looks o’ that chield before I let him within these walls.”

He was not an ofticer of the law, however; being no less a
person than Captain Craigengelf, with his nose as red as a
eomfortable cup of brandy eould make it; his laced cocked hat
set a little aside upon the top of his black riding periwig, a
sword by his side and pistols at his holsters, and his person
arrayed in-a riding suit, laid over with tamished lace—the
very moral of one who would say, *Stand to atrue man.”

When the Master Liad recognised him, he ordered the gates
to be opened. “I suppose,” he said, “Captain Craigengelt,
there are no such weighty matters betwixt you and me, but
may be diseussed in this place. I have eompany in the castle
at present, and the terms upon which we last parted must ex-
cuse my asking you to make part of them."

Craigengelt, although possessing the very perfection of im-
pudence, was somewhat abashed by this unfavourable recep-
tion. “He had no intention,” he said, “to force himself
npon the Master of Ravenswood’s hospitality ; he was in the
honourable service of hearing a message to him from a friend,
otherwise the Master of Ravenswood should not have had rea-
son to complain of this intrusion.”

“Let it be short, siv;™ said the Master, “ for that will he
the best apology. Who is the gentleman who iz so fortunate
as to have your services as a messenger?”

“My friend, Mr. Hayston of Bueklaw,” answered Craigen-
gelt, with conscions importance, and that confidence which
the acknowledged ecourige of his prineipal inspired, * who
eonceives himself to have been treated by you with something
much short of the respeet which he had reason to demand,
and, therefore is resolved to exact satisfaction. I bring with
me,” said he, taking a piece of paper out of his pocket, * the
precise length of his sword; and he requests you will meet
him, ‘accompanied by a friend, and equally avmed, at any
place within a mile of the castle, when I shall give attendance
as umpire, or second, on his behoof.™

“SBatisfaction! and equal arms!” repeated Ravenswood,
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who, the reader will recollect, had no veason to suppose he
had given the slightest offence to his late tnmate; “upon my
word, Captain Craigengelt, either you have iuvented the most
improbable falsehood that ever eame into the mind of such a
person, or your morming dranght has been somewhat of the
strongest.  What could persuade Ducklaw to send me such a
message?”

“ For that, sir,” replied Craigengelt, “ I am desired to refer
you to what, in daty to my friend, 1 am to term your inhos-
pitality in execluding him from your house, without reasons
assigned.”

“ 1t i impossible,® replied the Master; * he caunot be such
a fool as to interpret actual necessity as an insult, Nor do'l
believe that, knowing my opinion of you, Captain, he would
have employed the services of so slight and inconsiderable a
person as yourself upon such an errand, as [ certainly eould
expect no man of honour to act with you in the office of um-
pire.”

“T slight and inconsiderable?” said Craigengelt, raising
his voice, and laying his hand on his entlass; = if it were not
that the quarrel of my friend craves the precedence, and is in
dependence before my own, 1 would give you to under-
stand—"

[ ean understand nothing npon your explanation, Captain
Craigengelt. De satishied of that, and oblige me with your
departure.”

“D——n!" muttered the bully; “and is this the answer
which T am to earry back to an honourable message?”

“Tell the Laind of Bucklaw,” answered Ravenswood, “if
you ave really sent by him, that, when he sends me lis
cause of grievance by a person fitting to carry such an
ervand betwixt him and me, I will either explain it or main-
tain it:”

“‘Then, Master, you will at least eause to be returned to
Hayston, by my hands, his property which is remaining in
your possession.”

“IWhatever property Bueklaw may have left behind him,
ir,” replied the Master, “shall be returned to him by my
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servant, as you do wot show me any eredentials from him
which entitle you to receive it."

“Well, Master,” said Cuptain Craigengelt, with malice
whieh even his fear of the consequences could not suppress,
*you have this' morning done me an egregious wrong aud
dishonour, but far more to yourself. A castle indeed!™ he
continved, looking around him; “why, this is worse than a
eoupe-gorge house, where they receive travellers to plunder
thew of their property.”

“You insolent raseal,” said the Master, raising his cane,
and making a grasp at the Captain’s bridle, “if you do not
depart without uttering another syllalile, T will batoon you to
death!”

At the motion of the Master towards him, the bully turmed
so rapidly round, that with some difficilty he escaped throw-
ing down his horse, whose hoofs struck fire from the rocky
pavement in every direction. Recovering him, however, with
the bridle, he pushed for the gate, and rode sharply back
again in the direction of the village.

As Ravenswood turned round to leave the eourtyard after
this' dialogue, he found that the Lord Keeper had descended
from the hall, and witnessed, thongh at the distance pre-
seribed by politensss, his interview with Craigengelt.

“I have seen,” said the Lord Keeper, “that gentleman’s
face, and at no great distance of time; his name is Craig—
Craig—something, is it not?”

“Craigengelt is the fellow’s name,” said the Master, “at
least that liy which he passes at present.”

*Craig-in-guilt,” said Calel, punning upon the word
*oraig,” which in Seoteh signifies throat; “if he is Craig-in-
guilt just now, he is as likely to be Craig-in-peril as ony
chield I ever saw; the loon has woodie written on his very
visnomy, and I wad wager twa and a plack that hemp plaits
his eravat yet.”

*You understand physiognomy, good My Caleby” said the
Keeper, smiling; “ I assure you the gentleman has been near
such a eonsummation before now; for I most distinetly: recol-
lect that, upon oeeasion of a jowmey which I made about a



THE BRIDE 01 LAMMERMOOR, 185

fortnight ago to Edinburgh, 1 saw Mr. Craigengelt, or what-
ever is his name, undergo a severe examination before the
privy eounecil.”

“Upon what account?” said the Master of Ravenswood,
with some interest. '

The qguestion led immediately to a tale which the Lord
Keeper had Leen very anxions to introduce, when he eould
find & graceful and fitting oppertunity. He took. hold of the
Master’s arm, and led bim back towards the hall, “The
answer to your question, he said, “ though it iz a ridienlous
business, is only fit for your own ear.”

As they entered the hall, he again took the Master apact
into one of the recesses of the window, where it will be easily
believed that Miss Ashton did not venture again to intrude
upon their conference. '

. — .

CHAPTER XVII.

Here iz o father now,
Will truck: hiz dangliter for a Mreizn ventuore,
Make her the stop-gap to some canbor’d feud,
Or fing her o'er, lke Jonah, Lo the s,
To appease the sen 4t highest
Awnonginons,

Tne Lord Keeper opened his discourse with an appearance
of unconeern, marking, however, very earvefully, the effect of
his eommunication upon young Ravenswood.

“You are aware,” he said, " my young friend, that suspicion
is the natnral vice of our unsettled times, and exposes the best
and wisest of us to the imposition of artful rascals. If T had
been disposed to listen to such the other day, or even if I had
been the wily politician which you have been taught to believe
me, you, Master of Ravenswood, instead of being at freedom,
and with fully liberty to solicit and act against me as yon
please, in defence of what yow suppose to be your rights, would
have been in the Castle of Edinburgh, or some other state
prison; or, if you had eseaped that destiny, it must have been
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by flight to a foreign country, and at the risk of a sentence of
fugitation.”

“My Lord Keeper,” said the Master, “I think you would
not jest on such a subjeet; yet it seems impossible you can be
in earnest.™

“lnnocence,” said the Lord Keeper, iz also confident, and
Sometimes, though very excusably, presumptucusly so.”

“1 donot understand,” said Ilavenswood, * how a consciouns-
ness of innocenee ean be, in any ease, acconnted presumpt-
uous.”

* huprudent, at least, it way be called,” said Sir William
Ashton, * sinee it is apt to lead us into the mistake of suppos-
ing that sufficiently evident to others of which, in fact, we are
only conseious ourselves. T have kuown & rogue, for this very
reason, make a better defence than an innoeent man gould have:
done in the same cireumstances of suapicion.. laving no con-
seiousness of innocence to support him, such a fellow applies
himself to all the advantages which the law will afford him,
and sometimes—if his counsel be men of talent—suceeeds in
compelling his judges to receive him as innocent. [ remem-
ber the celebrated case of Sir Coolie Condiddle of Condiddle,
who was tried for theft under trust, of which all the world
knew him guilty, and yet was not only acquitted, but lived to
sit in judgment on honester folk."

¥ Allow me to beg you will vetwrn to the point,” said the
Master;. “you seemed to say that I had suffered under some
suspicion.”

“Suspicion, Master! Ay, truly, and 1 can show you the
proofs of it; if I happen only to have them with me. IHere,
Lockhard.,” His attendant eame. * Feteh me the little pri-
vate mail with the padlocks, that I recommended to your par-
ticular charge, d’ve hear?"

“Yes, my lord.”  Lockhard vanished; and the Keeper con-
tanned, as if half speaking to himself,

“1 think the papers are with me—1T think so, for, as T was
to be in this eountry, it was natural for me to bring them with
me. [ have them, however, at Ravenswood Castle, that T am
sure of; so perhaps you might condescend——"
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Here Locklard entered, and put the leathern serutoive, or
mail-box, into his hands, The Keeper produced one or two
papers, respecting the information laid before the privy coun-
eil goncerning the riok, as it was termed, at the funeral of
Allan Lord Bavenswood, and the active share he had himself
aken in quashing the proceedings against the Master. These
docmments had been selécted with carve, o as to irritate the
natural curivsity of Ravenswood upon such a subject, without
gratifying it, yet to show that Sir William Ashton had aected
upon that trying occasion the part of an advoeate and peace-
maker betwixt hint and the jealous authorities of the day.
Having furnished his host with sueh subjects for examination,
the Lord Keeper went to the breakfast-table, and entered into
light conversation, addressed partly to old Calel, whose resent-
ment against the usurper of the Castle of Eavenswood began
to be softened by his familiarity, and partly to his daughter.

After pernsing these papers; the Master of Ravenswood re-
mained for a winute or two with his hand pressed against his
brow, in deep and profound meditation. He then again ran
his eye hastily over the papers, as if desirous of discovering
in them some deep purpose, or some mark of fabrieation,
which had escaped him at first perusal. Apparently the
second reading confirmed the opinion which had pressed upon
him at the first, for he started from the stone bench on which
he was sitting, and, going to the Lord Keeper, took his hand,
and, strongly pressing it, asked his pardon repeatedly for the
injustice he had done him, when it appeaved he was experi-
encing, at his hands, the benefit of protection to his person
and vindieation to his character.

The statesman received these acknowledgments at first with
well-feigned surprise, and then with an affectation of frank cor-
diality. The tears began already to start from Lucy’s blue
eyes at viewing this unexpected and moving scene, To see
the Master, late so haughty and reserved, and whom she had
always suppesed the injured person, *:uppimatmg her father
for forgiveness, was a change at once surprmng, flattering,
and affecting,

* Dry your eyes, Luey,” said her father; “why should you
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weep, beeause your father, though a lawyer, is discovered to
be a fair and honourable man?  What have you to thank e
for, my dear Master,” he continued, addvessing Ravenswood,
“that you would not have done in my case? “Suion cwique
teibirite,” was the Roman justice, and 1 learned it when I stud-
ied Justinian.  Besides, have you not overpaid me a thousand
tines, in saving the life of this dear child?”

# Yes," answered the Master, in all the remorse of self-ac-
cusation; * but the little service f did was an act of mere
brutal instinet; your defence of my ecause, when you knew
how i1l T thought of you, and how much T was disposed to be
your enemy, was an act of generous, maunly, and considerate’
wisdom. "

*Pshaw!” said the Lord Neeper, “each of us acted in his
own way; you as a gallant soldier, T as an upright judge and
privy-councillor.. 'We could not, perhaps, have changed paits;
at least I should have made a very sorry taurider, and yon,
my good Master, though your eause is so excellent, might
have pleaded it perhiaps worse yourself than I who acted for
you before the conneil.”

“My generous friemd!" said Ravenswood; and with that
brief word, which the Keeper had often lavished upon him,
but which he himself now pronounced for the first time, he
gave to his feudal enemy the full confidence of an havghty bt
honourable heart.  I'he Master had been remarked among his
contemporaries for sense and acuteness, as well as for his re-
served, pertinacious, and irvaseible charvacter. Iis preposses-
sions accordingly, however obstinate, were of a nature o give
way before love and gratitude; and the real channg of the
daughter, joined to the supposed services of the father, can-
eelled in his mewmory the vows of vengeance which he had
taken so deeply on the eve of his father’s funeral. But they
had been heard and registered in the book of fate.

Caleb was present at this extraordinary seene, and he conld
eonceive no other reason for a proceeding so extraordinary
than an alliance betwixt the houses, aud Ravenswood Castle
assigned for the young lady’s dowry. As for Lngy, when
Ravenswood uttered the most passionate excuses for his un-
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grateful negligence, she could but swile through her tears,
and, as she abandoned her hand to him, assure him, i hroken
accents, of the delight with which she belield t]m complete
rveconciliation between her father and her deliverer. Even
the statesman was moved and affected by the fiery, unve-
served, and generous self-abandonment with whieh the Mas-
ter of Navenswood renounced his feudal enmity; and threw
himself without hesitation upon his forgiveness. His. eves
glistened as he looked npon a couple who were obvionsly be-
coming attached, and who seemed made for each other. He
thought how high the proud and echivalvous chavacter of
Ravenswood might rise under :nan_v,r circumstances in which
he found himself “overcrowed,” to use a phrase of Spenser,
and kept under, by his brief pedigree, and timidity of disposi-
tion. Then hls danghter—his favourite child—his constant
playmate—seened formed to live happy in a union with such
a commanding spirit as Ravenswood; and even the fine, deli-
cate, fragile form of Lucy Ashton scemed to require the sup-
port of the Master’'s muscular strength and masculine charae-
ter. Aund it was not merely during a few minutes that Sir
William Ashton looked upon their marriage as a probable and
even desivable event, for a full hour intervened ere his imag-
ination was erossed by recollection of the Master’s poverty,
and the sure digpleasuve of Lady Ashton. Tt is certain, that
the very unusual How of kindly feeling with which the Lord
Keeper had been thus surprised, was one of the circumstances
which gave much tacit encouragement to the attachment be-
tween the Master and his. danghter, and led both the lovers
distinetly to believe that it was a conmexion which would be
most agreeabls to him.:  He himself was sapposed to havead-
mitted this in effect, when, long after the eatastrophe of their
love, he used to warn his hearers against permitting their
feelings to obtain an ascendency over their judgment, and
aflfirm, that the greatest misfortune of his life was owing to
a very temporary predominance of sensibility over self-inter-
est. [t anust be owned, if snch was:the case, he was long and
severely punished for an offence of very brief duration.

After some pause, the Lovd Keeper resumed the conversa-
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fion,—* In yeur suwrprise at finding me an honester man than
you expected, you have lost your curiosity about this Craigen-
gelt, my good Master; and yet your name was brought i, in
the course of that matter too,”

*“The scoundrel!™ said Bavenswood. “ My connexion with
him was of the most temporary nature possible; and yet 1
was very foolish to hold any communication with him at all,
What did he say of me?”

“Enough,” said the Keeper, © to excite the very loyal terrors
of some of our sages, who ave for proceeding against men on
the mere grounds of suspicion or mercenary information.
Some nonsense about your proposing to enter into the serviee
of France, or of the Pretender, I don't rveeolleet which, but
which the Marguis of A——, one of your best friends, and
another person, whom some ¢all one of your worst and most in-
tevested enemies, could not, somehow, be brought to listen to.”

“1 am obliged to my honowrable friend; and yet,” shaking
the Lord Weeper's hand—* and yet 1 am still more obliged to
my honourable enemy.™

S fimicns amicissimns” said the Lord Keeper, returning
the pressure; “but this geutleman—this Mr. Hayston of
Bucklaw—I am afraid the poor young man—I1 heard the fel-
low mention his name—is under very bad guidance.”

“ He is old enough to govern himself," answered the Master.

#“0d enough, perhaps, but searce wise enough, if he has
chosen this fellow for hig gfdus lefiates.  Why, he lodged an
information against him—that is, such a consequence might
have ensued from his examination, had we not looked rather
at the charvacter of the witness than the tenor of his evidence.”

“3r. Hayston of Bucklaw,” said the, Master, “is, I believe,
a most honourable man, and eapable of nothing that is mean
or disgraceful.”

“Capable of much that is unreasonable, though; that you
must needs allow, Master. Death will soon put him in pos-
gession of a fair estate, if he hath it not alveady; old Lady
Gimnington—an excellent person, excepting that her inveterate
ill-nature rendered her intolerable to the whole world—is
probably dead by this time. Six heirs portioners have sue-
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‘cessively died o make her wealthy. 1 know the estates well;
they march with my ewn—a noble property.”

“1 am glad of it,” said Ravenswood, *and should be more
g0, were I confident that Pueklaw would change his company
and habits with his fortunes.  This appeavance of Craigengelt,
aeting in the capacity of his friend, is.a most vile augury for
hig future: respectability.”

“He is a bird of evil omen, to be sure,” said the Keeper,
“and eroaks of jail and gallows-tree. Dt 1 see Mr. Caleb
grows impatient for our return to breakfast.”

CHAPTER XVIIEL

Sir, stay nt home dnd take an olid man's counsel ;
Beek not to bask you by o strnnger’s hearth ;
J0nr own bBlue amoke i wariner than their fire.
DPamestic food is wholesome, thongh "ts homely,
And foreipn dainties poisonons, though tasiefl.
The Ferieli Charrtezim,

Tre Master of Ravenswood took an opportunity to leave
his guests to preparve for their departure, while he himself
made the brief arrangements necessary previons to his absence
from Wolf’s Crag for a day or two. Tt was necessary to com-
municate with Caleb on this oceasion, and he found that faith-
ful servitor in his sooty and rainous den, greatly delighted with
the departure of their visitors, and computing how long, with
good management, the provisions which had heen nnexpended
might furnish forth the Master's:table. “He's nae helly
god, that’s ae blessing; and Bueklaw’s gane, that conld have
eaten a horse behind the saddle: Cresses or water-purpie,
‘and a bit ait-cake, can serve the Master for breakfast az weel
as Caleb. 'Then for dinner—there’s no muekle left on the
spule-bane; it will brander, though—it will brander very
weal. ™

His trinmphant calenlations were intervupted by the Master,
who communicated to him, not without some hesitation, his
purpose to ride with the Lord Keeper as far as Ravenswood
Castle, and to remain there for a day or two.
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“The mersy of Heaven forhid!” said the old serving-man,
turning as pale as the table-cloth which he was folding up.

“And why, Caleb?” seid his master—"why should the
mercy of Heaven forbid my returning the Lord Keeper's
vigit?”

¥ 0Oh, sir!" replied Caleh—*"oh, Mr. Edgar! I am your ser-
vant, and it ill becomes me to speak; ot [ am an anld ser-
vant—have served baith your father and gudesire, and mind
to have seen Lord Randal, your great-grandfather, but that
was when I was a bairm.”

“And what of all this, Balderstone?” said the Master;
“what ean it poessibly have to do with my paying some ordi-
nary eivility to a neighbour.”

“0h, Mr. Edgar,—that is, my lord!” answered the butler,
“your gin eonseience tells you it isna for your father’s son to
be neighbonring wi’ the like o' him; it isua for theeredit of
the family. An he were ance come to terms, and to gie ye
back your ain, e¢'en though ye suld honour his house wi'
your alliance, I suldna say na; for the young leddy is
a winsome sweet creature. DBut keep your ain state wi’
them—I1 ken the race o' them weel—they will think the
mair o’ ye.”

*Why, now, you go favther than 1 do, Caleb,” said the
Master, drowning a certaiu degree of ¢onsciousness in a foreed
laugh; “you are for marrying me into a family that yeu will
not allow me to visit, how's this? and you look as pale as
death besides.”

# Oh, sir,” repeatex] Caleb again, “you would bnt laugh if I
tauld it; but Thomas the Rhymer, whose tongue conldna be
fanse, spoke the word of your house that will e’en prove ower
true if you go to Ravenswood this day. Ob; that it should
e'er have been fulhilled in my time!”

“And what is it, Caleb?” said Ravenswood, wishing to
goothe the fears of his old servant.

Calely replied: “ He had never repeated the lines to living
mortaly they were told to him by an auld priest that had been
confessor to Lord Allan’s father when the family were CCatho-
lie. But mony a time,” he said, *I hae soughed thae dark
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words ower to mysell, and, well-a-day! little did I think of
their coming round this day.”

“Truee with your nonsense, and let me lear the doggerel
which has put it into your head,” said the Master, impa-
tiently.

With a quivering voice, and a cheek pale with apprehen-
sion, Caleh faltered out the following lines:

AW Hen the Inst Laind of Ravenswood 10 Ravenswood shall ride;
Al wion s dend maiden to be s bride,
He shall stahle hissteal in the Kelpic's flow,
Anel his naroe shill bie lost for evermoe 1"

1 know the Kelpie’s How well enough,” said the Master;
1 suppose, at least, you mean the ‘qunicksand betwixt this
tower and Wolf’s Hope; but why any man in his senses should
stable a steed there——"

“#{0h, ever speer ony thing about that, sir—God forbid we
should ken what the propheey means—but just bide you at
hame; and let the strangers ride to Ravenswood by them-
selves. We have done eneugh for them; and to do mair
would be mair against the eredit of the family than in its
favour,”

“AWell, Caleb,” said the Master, "1 give you the best pos-
sible eredit for your good advice on this oceasion; butas I do
not g0 to Ravenswood to seek a bride, dead or alive, 1 hope I
shall chioose a Letter stable for my herse than the Kelpie's
quicksand, and especially as 1 have always bad a partieular
ileead of it sinee the patrol of dragoons were lost there ten
years since. My father and I saw them from the tower strug-
gling against the advancing tide, and they were lost long be-
fore any help eould veach them.”

“And they deserved it weel, the southern loows!” said
Calel: “whut had they ado capering on our sands, and hinder-
ing & wheen honest folk frae bringing on shore a diap brandy?
I hae seen them that bnsy, that T wad hae fired the auld enl-
verin or the demi-saker that’s on the south bartizan at them,
only T was feaved they might burst in the ganging aff.”

Calel’s brain was new fully engaged with abuse of the

English soldiery and excisemen, so that hismaster found no
13
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great diffienlty in eseaping from him and rejoining his guests.
All was now ready for their departure; and one of the Lord
Keeper’s grooms having saddled the Master's steed, they
mounted in the courtyard.

Caleb had, with much toil, opened the double deors of the
ountward gate, and thereat stationed himself, endeavouring, by
the reverential, and at the same time eonsequential, air which
he assumed, to supply, by his own gauat, wasted, and thin
person, the absence of a whole baronial establishment of por-
ters, warders; and liveried menials. _

The Keeper returned his deep reverenes with a cordial fave-
well, stooping at the same time from his horse, and sliding
into the butler’s hand the remuneration which in those days
was always given by a departing guest to the domestics of the
family where he had been enfertained. Lucy smiled on the
old man with her nsual sweetness, bade him adieu, and de-
posited her guerdon with a grace of action and a gentleness of
accent which could not have failed to have won the faithiul
retainer’s heart, but for Thomas the Rhymer, and the suceess-
ful lawsuit against his master. As it was, he might have
adopted the language of the Duke inods Yo Like 4t

Thou wouldst have bétter plessed mie with this deed,
IT thow hadst told me of another fathor,

Ravenswood was at the lady’s bridle-rein, encouraging her
timdity, and guiding her horse eavefully down the rocky path
which led fo the moor, when one of the servants annonnced
from the rear that Calel wag calling loudly after them, desir-
ing to speak with his master, Ravenswood felt it would look
singular to neglect this summons, although inwardly cursing
Calel for his impertinent officiousness; therefore he was com-
pelled to relinquish to Mr. Lockhard the agreeable duty in
which he was engaged, and to ride back to the gate of the
courtyard. Here he was beginning, somewhat peevishly, to
ask: Caleb the eanse of his clamour, when the good old man
exclaimed: *“Whisht, sirl—whisht, and let we speak just ae
word that T couldna say afore folk; there (putting into his.
lord’s hand the money he had just received)—there's three
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gowd pieces; and ye'll want siller up-bye yonder. But
stay, whisht, now!” for the Master was beginning to ex-
claim against this transference, “never say a wond, but
just see to get them changed in the first town ye' ride
through, for they are bran new frae the mint, and ken-
speckle a wee bit.”

“You forget, Caleb,”said his master, striving to force back
the money on his servant, and extricate the bridle from his
hold—" you forget that I have some pold pisces left of my
own. Keep these to yourself, my old friend; and, once more,
good day to you. I assuve you, I have plenty. You know
you have managed that our living should cost us little or
nothing.”

¥ Aweal,” said Caleb, “these will serve for you another
time; but see yve hae eneugh, for, doubtless, for the eredit of
the family, thére maun be some civility to the servants, and
ye maun hae something to mak a-show with when they say,
‘Master, will you bet a broad piece?’ Then ye maun tak ont
your purse, and say, ‘1 eavena if I do’; and tak care notfo
agree on the articles of the wager, and just put np your purse
-again, and =

#This is intolerable, Caleb; I rveally must be gone.®

*“And you will go, then?” said Caleb, loosening his hold
upon the Master’s eloak; and changing his didactics into a
pathetic and mowrnful tone—* and you will go, fora’ 1 have
told yvon about the prophecy, and the dead bride; and the
Kelpie’s quicksand? Aweel!l a wilful man maun hae his way :
ha that will to Cupar maun to Cupar.  But pity of your life,
sir, if ye be fowling or sheoting in the Park, Lbeware of drink-
ing af the Mermaiden’s Well—— He’s gane! he’s down the
path arrow-flight after her! The head is as elean taen aff
the Ravenswood family this day as I wad chap the head aff

The old butler looked long after his master, often elearving
away the dew as it roze to his eyes; that he might, aslong as
possible, distinguish his stately form from those of the other
horsemen. “Close to her bridle-rein—ay, close to her
bridle-rein! Wisely saith the heoly man, *By this also you
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may know that woman hath dominion over all men’; and
without this lass would not our ruin have been a’thegither
fulfilled.” '

With a heart fraught with such sad auguries did Caleb re-
turn to his necessary dutles at Wolf’s Crag, as soon as he could
no longer distinguish the object of his anxiety among the
group of riders, which diminished iu the distance.

In the mean time the party pursued their route joyfully.
Havitig oncé taken his resolution, the Master of Haveénswood
was not of a character to hesitate or pause upon it. He 'aban-
doned himself to the pleastive he felt in Mizs Ashton's com-
pany, and displayed an assiduous gallantey which approached
as nearly to gaiety as the temper of his mind and state of his
family permitted. The Lord Keeper was much stiuek with
his depth of obiservation, and theunusual improvement which
hehad derived from his studies. Of these accomplishments
Sir Willian Ashiton's profession and habits of society vendered
Lim an execellent judoe; and he well knew how to appreciate
a quality to which he himself was a total stranger—the brief
andl decided dauntlessness of the Master of Ravenswood’s
disposition, who seemed equally a stranger to doubt and to
fear.  Im his heart the Lord Keeper rejoiced at having ¢on-
ciliated an adversary so formidable, while, with a mixtave of
pleasure and anxiety, he anticipated the great things his
young companion might achieve, were the breath of eourt
favour to fll his sails.

*What could ghe desive;™ he thought, his wind always eon-
juring up opposition in the peison of Lady Ashton to his now
prevailing wish—* what could a woman desiré in a match
more than the sopiting of & very dangerous claim, aud the
allinnee of a son-iu-law, noble, leave, well-gifted, and highly
connected; sure to Hoat whenever the tide sets his wayg -
strong, exactly where we are weak, in pedigree and in the
temper of a swordsman?  Sure, no reasonable woman would
hesitate. But, alas 1" Herg his argument was stopped
by the consciousness that Lady Ashton was not always rea-
sonable, in his sense of the word.  “To prefer some ¢lownish
Merse laird to the gallant young noblerian, and to the secure
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possession of Ravenswood upon terms of easy compromise—it
would be the act of & madwoman!"

Thus pondered the veteran politieian, nutil they reaehed
Bittlebrains 1lousé, where it liad been previously settled they
were t0' dine and repose themselves, and prosecute their jour-
ney in the afterncon. '

They wete received with an excess of hospitality; and the
most marked attention was offered to the Master of Havens-
wood, inoparticnlar, by their noble entertainers. The truth
was, that Lord Bittlebraing had obtained his peerage by a
good deal of plausibility, an art of building up a character for
wisdom upon a very trite style of commonplace eloguence, a
steady observation of the changes of the times, and the power
of renderving certain political services to those who could best
raward them, His lady and he, not feeling quite easy under
their new honours, to which use had not adapted their feel-
ings, were very desirons to proeure the fraternal countenance
of those who were born denizens of the regions into which
they had been exalted from a lower sphere; The extreme at-
tention which they paid to tle Master of Ravenswood had its
usual effect in exalting his importance in the eyes of the
Lavd Keeper, who, althongh lie had a reasonable degreée of
contempt for Lord Bittlebrains®s general pavts, entertained a
high opinion of the acuteness of his judgment in all matters
of self-interest.

“Lwish Lady Ashton had seen this,” was his internal re-
Hieetion; “no man knows so well as Bittlebrains. on which side
his bread 15 buttered; and he fawns on the Master like a
beggar's messan on - a cook.  And my lady, too, bringing
forward her beetle-browed misses to:skirl -and:play npon
the virginals, as if she said, ‘Pick and choose.” They
are no more comparable to Luey than an owl is to a
cygnet, and so they may carry their black brows to a far-
ther market.”

The entertainment being ended, our fravellers, who had
still to measure the longest part of their jowrney, resumed
their horses: and after the Lord Keeper, the Master, and the
dowesties had deunk dochausdorroch, ov the stirrap-cup; in
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the liquors adapted to their various ranks, the cavaleade re-
sumed its progress.

It was dark by the time they enteved the avenue of Ravens-
wood Castle, a long straight line leading directly to the front
of the house, flanked with huge elin-trees, which sighed to the
night-wind, as if they compassionated the heir of their an-
cient proprietors, who now returned to their shades in the
society, and almost in the retinue, of their new master, Bome
feelings of the same kind oppressed the mind of the Master
himself. He gradoally beeame silent, and dropped a little
Lehind the lady, at whose bridle-rein he lad hitherto waited
with such devotion. He well recollected the period when, at
the same hour in the evening, he had aceompanied his father,
as-that nobleman left; never again to return to it, the mansion
from which he derived his name and title. The extensive
front of the old castle, on which he remembered having often
looked back, was then “as black as mourning weed.” The
same front now glanced with many lights; some throwing far
forward into the night a fixed and stationary blaze, and others
hwerying from one window to another, intimating the bus-
tle and busy preparation preceding their arrival, which had
Leen intimated by an avant-courier. T'he contrast pressed so
strongly upon the Master’s heart as to awaken some of the
steruer feelings with which lie had been aceustomed to regard
the new lord of his paternal domain, and to impress his coun-
tenance with an air of severe gravity, when, alighted from his
horse, he stood in the hall no longer his own, surrounded by
the numerons inenials of its present owner.,

The Lord Keeper, when about to weleome him with the
cordiality which their late intercourse seemed to render prop-
er, becama aware of the ehange, refrained from his purpose;
and only intimated the ceremony of reception by a deep rev-
erence to his guest, sesming thus delicately to share the feelings
which predominated on his brow.

Two npper domestics, bearing each a huge pair of silver
candlestivks, now marshalled the company into a large saloon,
or withdrawing-room, where new alterations impressed npon
Ravenswood the superior wealth of the present inhabitants of
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the eastle. The wmouldering tapestry, which, in his father's
time, had half eovered the walls of this stately apartment, and
half streamed from them in tatters, had given place to a com-
plete finishing of wainseot, the cornice of which, as well as
the frames of the various compartments, were ornamented
with festoons of flowers and with Divds, which, though earved
in oak, seemed, such was the art of the chisel, aetnally tu
swell their throats and flutter their wings. Several old fam-
ily portraits of armed heroés of the house of Ravenswood,
together with a suit or two of old armour and some wmilitary
weapons, had given place to those of King William and Queen
Mary, of Sir Thomas Hope and Lord Staiv, two distinguished
Scottish lawyers. The pictures of the Lond Keeper’'s father
and mother were also to be seen; the latter, sour, shrewish,
and solemn, i her blaek hood and elose pinners, with a book
of devotion in her haud; the former, exhibiting beneath a
black silk Geneva cowl, or sknll-eap, which sate as close bo
the head as if it had been shaven, a pinched, peevish, Puri-
tanical set of features, tevminating in a hungry, reddish,
pml:ed beard, forming on the whole a countenance in the ex-
pression of which the hypocrite seemed to contend with the
miser and the knave. “And it is to make room for such
geareerows as these,” thought Ravenswood, * that my ances-
tors have been torn down from the walls whieh they erected!™
He lacked at them again, and,-as he looked, the recollection
of Lucy Ashton, for she had not entered the apartment with
them, seemed less lively in his imagination. There were also
two or three Duteh drvolleries, as the pictures of Ostade and
Teniers were then termed, with one good painting of the Ital-
ian sehool. There was, besides, a noble full-length of the
Loxd Keeper in his vobes of office, placed beside his lady in
silk and ermine, a haughty beauty, bearing in her looks all
the pride of the honse of Donglas; from w]m,h she was de-
seended. The painter, notwithstanding his skill, overcome
by the reality, or, perhaps, from a suppressed sense of humonr;
had not been able to give the husband on the canvas that air
of awfal rule and l."ight supremagy which indicates the full
possession of domestic authority. 1t was obvious at the first
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glanee that, despite mace and gold frogs, the Lord Keeper
way somewhat henpecked, The floor of this fine saloon was
laid with rich carpets, huge fires blazed in the donble ¢him-
neys, and ten silver sconces, reflecting with their bright plates
the lights which they supported, made the whole seem as bril-
liant as day.

“Would you choose any refreshment, Master?” said Sir
William Ashton, not unwilling to break the awkward silence,

He reseived no-answer, the Master being so busily engaged
in warking the various ehanges which had taken place in the
apartiient, that he hardly heard the Lovd Keeper address
him. A repetition of the offer of refreshment, with the addi-
tion, that the family meal would be presently ready, compelled
his attention, and reminded him that he acted a weak, perhaps
even a ridiculous, part in suffering himself to be overcome by
the cireumstances in which he found himself. He compelled
himself, thevefore; to enter into conversation with v William
Ashton, with as'much appearance of indifference as he vould
well command,

“You will not be surprised, Sir William, that I am inter-
ested in the changes yon have wade for the better in this
apartment.  In my father’s time, after our misfortines com-
pelled him to live in retivement, it was little used, except by
me as a play-room, when the weather would not perit me to
go abroad. In that recess was my little workshop, where 1
treasured the few carpenters’ tools whieh old Caleb proeured
for me, and taught me how touse; therve, in yonder corner,
under that handsome silver sconee, I kept my fishing-rods and
hunting peles, bows and arvows.”

T have a young birkie,” said the Lord Keeper, willing to
change the tone of the conversation, “of much the same tuwn,
He is never happy save when he is in the field. 1 wonder he
ig not here: Here, Lockhard; send William Shaw for Mr.
Henry. | suppose he is, as usual, tied to Lucy’s apron-
string; that foolish girl, Master, draws the whale family after
her at her pleasure.”

Even this allusion to his danghter, thongh avtfully thrown
out, did not recall Ravenswood from his own topie..
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“We were obliged to leave™ he suid, * some armonr and
portraits in this apartment; may I ask where they have been
vemoyid to?”

* Why," answeved the Keeper, with some hesitation, “the
vooiy was fitted up in our absence, and eedent arie toge is
thie maxim of lawyers; you know: 1 am afvaid it has: been
here somewhat too literally complied with. T hope—1 believe
they are safe, | an sure T give oriders; may 1 hope that when
they are racovered, and put in ]:mluﬂ-' order, you will do me
the hononr o aceept them at wy hand, as an atonement for
their aceidental derangement?™

The Master of Ravenswood bowed stifly, and, with folded
ars, again resimed his survey of the voont.

Henry, a spoilt oy of fifteen, burst into the room, and van
up to his father,  * Think of Luey, papa; she has come home
80 cross and so fractious, that she will not go down to the
stable to see my new pony, that Dol Wilsen brought from
the Mull of Galloway.™

“1 think you were very unreasonable to ask her,” said the
Keepor.

*Then you are ag cross ns she is;" answered the boy; * but
when manmg comes home,she’ll elaw up both your mit
tens.

# Hush wyour impertinence, you little forward dmp!” said
his father; “ where is vour tutor?”

“Gone to a wedding at Dunbar; 1 lope he'll get a haggis
to Lis dinner” ; and he began to sing the olid Scottish song:

"There wiss hiaggis in Dunbéar,
Fal di ral; ote;
Mony botter and fow wanr,
Fal de el ote.

“1 am much obliged to Mr. Cowdery for his attentions,”
said the Lord Keeper; *and pray who has had the charge of
you while 1 was away, Mr. Heury?”

“ Norman and Bob Wilson, forbye my own self2?

“A groom and a gamekeeper, amd your own silly self—
proper guardians for a young advocate! Why, you will wever
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know any statutes but those against shooting red-deer, killing
salmon, and——"

¥ And speaking of red-game,” said the young scapegrace,
interrupting his father without seruple or hesitation, * Norman
has shot'a buck, and I showed the branches to Luey, and she
saye they have but eight tynes; and she says that you killed
a deer with Lord Bittlebrains’s hounds, when you were west
away, and, do you know, she says it had ten tynes; is it
true?” '

“It wmay have had twenty, Henry, for what I know;
Imt if you go to that gentleman, he ean tell you all
about it. Go speak to him, Henry; it is the Master of

tavenswood. ™

While they conversed thus, the fatherand son were stand-
ing by the fire; and the Master, having walked towards the
uppér eud of the apartment, stood with his back towards
them, apparently engaged in exmmining one of the paintings.
The boy ran up to him, and pulled him by the skirt of the
coat with the freedom of a spoilt child, saying, 1 say, sir,
if you please to tell me ? but when thie Master turned
round, and Henry saw his faece, he beeame suddenly and to-
tally disconcerted; walked two or three steps backward, and
still gazed on Ravenswood with an air of fear and wonder,
which had totally banished from his features their usual ex-
pression of pert vivacity.

“Come to me, young gentleman,” said the Baster, “and I
will tell you all T know about the hunt.™

‘e to the gu_e-ntlem:m, Henry," said his father; *you nrve
not used to be so'shj_,

But neither invitation nor exhortation had any effect on the
boy. Oun the contrary, he turned round as soon as he had
completed his survey of the Master, and walking as cautiously
as if he had been treading upon eggs, he glided back to his
father, and pressed as close to him as possible.  Ravenswood,
to avoid hearing the dispute betwixt the father and the over-
indulged boy, thought it most polite to turn his face once
more towands the pictures, and pay no attention to what they
said.

»
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¥ Why do yon not speak to the Master, you little fool?”
gaid the Lord Weeper.

“1 am afraid,” said Henry, in a very low tone of voice.

“ Afraid, you goose!™ said his father, giving him a slight
shake by the collar. * What makes you afraid?”

#3What makes him so like the picture of Sir Malise Ravens-
wood then?” said the boy, whispering,

¥What picture, you natural?” said his father. *T used to
think you only a seapegrace, but I believe you will turn out a
born idiot."”

“1 tell you, it is the picture of old Malise of Ravenswood,
and he iz as'like it as if he had lonpen out of the canvas;
and it is up in the old baron’s hall that the maids launder the
clothes in; and it has armour, and not a coat like the gentle-
man; and he has not a beard and whiskers like the pieture;
and it has another kind of thing about the throat, and no
band-strings as he has; and

“And why should not the gentleman be like his ancestor,
you silly boy?” said the Lord Keeper.

“Ay; but if he is come to chase us all out of the castle,”
said the Loy, *“and has twenty men at his back in disguise;
and is come to say, with a hollow voiee, ‘1 bide my time’;
and i to kill vou on the hearth as Malise did the other man,
and whose blood is still to be seen!™

“Hush! nonsense!”™ said the Lord Keeper, not himself
muech pleased to hear these disagresable coineidences forced
on his notice.  “ Master, here comes Loekhard to say supper
is served.”

And, at the same instant, Lucy entered at another door
having changed her dvess since her return. The exquisite
feminine beauty of her eountenanee, now shaded only by a
profusion of sunny tresses; the sylph-like fomn, disencum-
bered of her heavy riding-skirt and mantled in azure silk; the
grace of her manner and of her smile, cleared, with a celerity
which surprised the Master himself, all the gltmm} and un-
favourable thoughts which had for some time overelouded his
fexey. In those features, 50 simply sweet, he could trace no
alliance with the pinched visage of the peak-bearded, black-
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capped Puritan, or his starched, withered sponse; with the
craft. expressed in the Lord Keeper's countenance, or: the
haughtiness which predominated in that of hislady; and, while
he gazed on Luney Ashton, she seemed to be an angel de-
seended on earth, unallied to the coarser mortals among whom
she deigned to dwell for a season. Such is the power of
beauty over a youthful and enthusiastic fancy.

CHAPTTER XIX.

1.do too i1l in this,
And must not think but that o parent’s plaint
Wil move the hepvens td pour forth misery
Upon the head of disobedieney,
Yt reason (el s parents ae o'erseen,
When with too steiet a rein they do hold in
Their child's alection, nnd control that love,
Which the high powers divinge inspire them with,
The Tl feth Towt hiz Peard,

Tne feast of Ravenswood Castle was as remarkahle for its
profusion as that of Wolf's Crag had been for its ill-veiled
penuryy  ‘The Lord Keeper might feel internal pride at the
contrast, but he had too mueh tact to-suifer is to appear. (n
the contrary, he seemed to remember with pleasure what he
called DMy, Balderstong’s bachelo’s meal, and to be rather
disgusted than pleased with the display npon his own groan-
ing board.

“We do these things,” he said, * because others do then;
but I was bred a plain man at my father's fingal table, and
I should like well wonld my wife and family permit me to
return to ey sowens and my poor-man-of-mutton.

Thiswas a little overstretelied.  The Master only answered,
#That different ranks—1 mean,” said le. correcting himself,
“different degrees of wealth require a different style of house-
keeping.”

This dry remark put a stop to further conversation on the
subject, nor is. it neeessary torecord that which was substi-

! Boe Nole 5,
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tuted inits place,  The evening was spent with freedom, and
even cordiality ; and Henry had so far overcome his fiest ap-
prehensions, that he had settled a party for coursing a stag
with the representative and living resemblanes of grim Sir
Malise of Ruvenswood. ealled the Revenger. The next morn-
ing was the appointed’ time,  If vose upon active sportsmen
and suceessful sport.  The banquet tame in course; and a
pressing. invitation to tarry yet another day was given and
aceepted.  This Ravenswood had resolved should be the last
of his stay; but he recollected he had not yet visited the an-
cient sl devoted servant of his house, Old Alee, and it was
but kind to dedicate one moming to the gratifiation of so
ancient an adherent,

To visit Alice, thevefore, a day was devoted, and Luey was
the Master’s guide npon the way. Henry, it is true, accom-
panied them, and took from their walk the air of a tére-dréte,
while, in reality, it was little else, consideving the variety of
circnumstances which oceurred to prevent the boy from giving
the least attention to what passed between his companions.
Now a rook settled on a branch within shot; anon a hare
crossed their path, and Henry and his:greyhonnd went astray
in pursuit of it; then he had to hold a long conversation with
the forvester; which detained him n while behind his eompan-
ions; and again he went to examine the eprth of a badger,
whicl carried him on @ good way before them.

The conversation betwixt the Master and his sister, mean-
while, took an interesting, and almost a confidential, turn.
She eould not help mentioning her sense of the pain he must
feel in visiting scenes so well Konown to him, bearing now an
aspect so different; and so gently was her sympathy expressed,
that Bavenswood felt it for-a moment as a full requital of all
his misfortunes.  Some sueh sentiment eseaped him, which
Luey heard with more of contasion than displeasare;-and she
may be foreiven the impoudence of Tistening tosneh Ianguage,
considoring that the sitnation in which she was placed by her
futher sepmed to anthorise Ravenswond to use it.  Yel she
made an effort to) twn the conversation, and she suceeeded;
for the Master also had advaneed farther than he intended,



206 WAVERLEY NOVELS.

and his eonscienve had instantly checked him when he found
himself on the verge of speakiug of love to the danghter of Sir
Williaw Ashton.

They now approached the lut of Old Alice, which had of
late been rendered wove comfortable, and presented an ap-
pearance less pieturesque, perhaps, but far neater than before.
The old wopan wias on her aceustomed seat beneath the weep-
ing birch, basking; with the listless enjoyment of age and in-
firmity, in the beams of the awtumn sun. At the arvival of
her visitors she turned her head towards them. I hear your
step, Miss Ashton,” she suid; “ Lut the gentleman who attends
you is‘not my lord, your father.” '

“And why shonld you think so, Alice?” said Luey; “or
how is it possible for you to judge so aceurately by the sound
of a step, on this firm earth, and in the opeu ajr?”

“AMy hearing, my child, has been sharpened by my blind-
ness, and [ean now draw conclusions from the slightest sounds;
which formerly reached wy ears as unheeded as they now ap-
proach yours. Neecessity is a stern but an' excellent school-
mistréss, and she that has lost her sight must collect her in-
formation from other sonrces.”

“Well, you hear a wman’s step, 1 grant it," said Loey; © but
why, Alice, may it not be my father's?"

“The pace of age, my love, is timul and cautions: the foot
takes leave of the earth slowly, and is planted down npon it
with hesitation; it is the hasty and determined step of youth
that I now hear, and—eould I give ecredit to so strange a
thought—T should say it was the step of & Ravenswood,”

“This is indeed,” said Ravenswood, “an acuteness of organ
which T eould not have crédited had I not witnessed it. I am
indeed the Master of Ravenswood, Alice,—the son of your old
master,”

“You!” said the old woman, with almost aseream of sur-
prise— " you the Master of Ravenswood—here—in this place,
and thus aceompanied! [ eaunot believe it.  Let we Pass my
old hand over your face, that my touch may Lear witness to
my ears.”

The Master sate down beside her on the earthen bank,
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and permitted her to touch his features with her trembling
hand.

“ It ig indeed I she sail—*" it is the features as well as the
voice of Ravenswood—the high lines of pride, as weil as the
bold and haughty tone. DBut what do you lere, Master of
Ravenswood ?—what do you in your eneiny’s domain, and in
company with his ¢hild?"

As Old Alice spoke, her face kindled, as probably that of
an ancient fendal vassal might have done in whose presence
his youthful liege-lord had showed some syvinptom of degener-
ating from the spirit of his ancestors.

¥ Tha Master of Ruvenswood,” said Luey, who liked not the
tone of this expostulation, and was desirous to abridge it, “is
upon a visit to my father.”

“Indeed ! said the old blind woman, in an accent of sur-
prise. '

“1 knew,” eontinupd Luey, “ I should do him a pleasurve by
condueting him to your euttage.”

“ Where, to say the truth, Alice,” said: Ravenswood, “1 ex-
pected a more cordial reception.”

“ It is-most wonderful!” said the old woman, muttering to
herself; *“but the ways of Heaven are not like our ways, ani
its judgments are brought about by means far beyond our
fathoming., Hearken, young inan,” she said; “ your fathers
were amplamhle, bint. they were honouralble, fﬂﬁa* they sought
not to ruin their enemies under the mask of hﬂh]rli‘r&ht}'
“AWhat have you to do with Lucy Ashton? why should your
steps move in the same footpath with hers? why should your
voice sound in the same chord and time with those of Sir
William Ashton's daughter? Young man, he who aims at re-
venge by dishonourable means——"

 Be silent, woman!" said Ravenswood, sternly; “is it the
devil that prompis your voice? Know that this young lady
has not on earth a friend who would ventuve farther to save
her from injury or from insule.”

*And is it even 5077 said the old woman, i an altered but
melaneholy tone, * then God help you both!”

“Amen! Alice,” said Lucy, whe had not comprehended the
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import of what the blind woman had hinted, *and sénd you
your genses, Alice, and your good humour, If you hold this
mysterions language, instead of weleoming your friends, they
will think of you as other people do.”

“ And how do other people think?" said Bavenswood, for he
also began to believe the old woman speke with incoherence.

*“They think,” said Henry Ashton, who came up at that
moment, and whispered into Ravenswood's edr, *that she is
a witeh, that should have been burned with them that suffered
at Haddington.”

“What 1s that you say?” said Alice, turning towards the
boy, her sightless visage inflamed with passion; “that [ am
a witeh, and ought to have suffered with the helpless old
wretches who were murderad at Haddington £

* Hear to that now,” again -whispered Henry, “and me
whispering lower thun a wren cheeps!”

“1f the usurer, and the oppressor, and the grinder of the
poor man’s face, mud the remover of ancient landmarks, and
the subverter of ancient houses, were at the same stake with
me, I gould say, ‘Light the fire, in God’s nape!! "

*This is dreadful,” said Lucy; I have neverseen the poor
deserted woman in this state of mind; but age and poverty
gan ill bear rvepresel. Come, Henry, we will leave her for
the present; she wishes to spealcwith the Master alone.  We
will wallk homeward, and rest us;” she added, looking at Ra-
venswood, “hy the Mermaiden’s Well,”

“And Aliee,” said the boy, “if you know of any have thas
comes through among. the deer, and makes them drop their
calves ont of season; you may tell hier, with my compliments
to eommand, that if Norman has not got a silver bullet ready
for her, T'11 Tend him one of my donblet-buttons on purpose.”

Alice made no answer till she was aware that the sister and
brother were out of hearing. She then said to Ravenswood:
“And you, too, ave angry with mwe for my love? Tt is just
that strangers should be offended, bat vou, too, aré angry !

“1 am not angry, Aliee,” said the Master, “only surprised
that you, whose good sense I have heard =0 often prmsﬂd
should give way to offensive and unfounded suspicions;”
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*Offensive!” said Alice. . “ Ay, truth iseveroffensive; but,
surely, not unfounded.”

#1 tell you, dame, most groundless,” replied Ravenswood.,

“Then the world has changed its wont, and the Ravens-
woods their hereditary temper, and the eyes of Olil Alice's
understanding are yet morve blind than those of her counte-
nance.  When did a Eavenswood seek the house of his énemy
bt with the purpose of wlanﬁﬁ" and hither are you come,
Edgar Jla\ens\mm{ either in fatal anger or in still more fa-
tal love.

“In neither,” said l.mvenm\ rood, * 1 give you mine honour—
I mean; I assure you.”

Aliee could not'see his blushing cheek, but she notieeil his
hegitation, and that he vetracted the pladge which he seemed
at first disposed to attach to his denial,

* 1t is so, then,™ she said, * and therefore she is to tarry
by the Mermaiden’s Well! Often has it been called a place
fatal to the race of Ravenswood—often has it proved so; but
never was it likely to verify okl sayings as wuch as on this
day.”

“You drive me to madness, Alice,” said Ravenswood; * you
gre wore silly and move superstitions than old Dalderstone.
Are you such a wretched Christian as to suppose 1 would in
the prescut day levy war against the Ashton family, as was
the sanguinary enstom i elder times? or do you suppose me
so foolish, that I eannot walk by a young la.x]y s side withont
plunging headlong in love with her?”

“ My thoughts,” replied Alice, “are my own; and if iy
mortal sight is closed to objects present with me, it may be
I can look with more steadiness into future events: Are vou
prepared to sit lowest at the board which was once your fa-
ther's own, unwillingly, as a connexion and ally of his proud
suecessor?  Ave you veady to live on his bounty; to follow
himin the bye-paths of intrigue and ehicane, which none can
Letter point out to yous to gnaw the bones of his prey when
he has devoured the substance? Can vou say as Siv William
Ashton says, think as he thinks, vote as he votes, and call
your fathu_l; s murderer your worshipful father-in-law and re-

1
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vered patron? Master of Ravenswood, T am the eldest ser-
vant of your house, and I would rather see you shrouded and
coflined I

The tumult in Ravenswood's mind was uncommonly great;
she struck upon and awakened a chord which he had for some
time successfully silenced. He strode backwards and forwards
through the little garden with a hasty pace; and at length
checking himself, and stopping right opposite to Alice, he ex-
claimed: “ Woman! on the verge of the grave, dare you urge
the son of your master to blood and to revenge?”

“Grod forbid ! satd Alice, solemnly ; * and therefore I would
have you depart these fatal bounds, where your love, as well
as your hatred, threatens sure mischief, or at least disgrace,
both to yourself and ethers. I would shield, were it/ in the
power of this withered hand, the Ashtons from you, and yon
from them, and both from their own passions. You can have
nothing—ought to have nothing, in common with them. Be-
gone from among them; and if God has destined vengeance on
the oppressor’s house, do not you be the instrument,”

¢ I will thionk on what you have said, Aliee,” said Ravens-
wood, more composedly. T believe you mean truly and
faithfully by wme; but you vrge the freedom of an ancient do-
mestic somewhat too far. Bt farewell; and if Heaven afford
me better meaus, I will not fail to contribute to your eomfort.”

He attempted to put a piece of gold into her hand; which
she refused to receive; amd, in the slight struggle attending
hig wish to foree it upon her, it dropped to the earth.

* Let it remain an instant on the ground,” said Alice, as the
Master stooped to raise ity *and believe me, that piece of gold
is an emblem of her whom you love; she is as preeiousy 1
grant, but you must stoop even to abasement before you can
win her. Forme, [ have as little to do with gold as with
carthly passions; and the best news that the world has in
store for me is, that Edgar Ravenswood is an hundred miles
distant from the seat of his ancestors, with the determination
never again to behold it.”

* Alice,” said the Master, who began to think this earnest-
nezs had some more secvet cause than arese from anything
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that the blind woman conld have gathered from this casual
visity, “ T have heard voun praised by my mother for vour sense,,
acuteness, and fidelity; vouw ave no fool to start at shadows,
or to deead old superstitions saws, like Caleb Balilerstone;
tell me distinetly where my danger lies, if you ave aware of
auy which is tending towards me. If T kuow -myself, T am
free from all such views respecting Miss Ashton as you impute
to me. T have necessary business to settle with Six William;
that areanged, T shall depart, and with as littlé wish, as you
may easily believe, to return’ to a place full of :uﬁ]aur-]ioly
subjects of veflection, as you have to see me here,”

Alice bent her mghﬂeha eyes on the ground, and was for
some time plunged in deep meditation. “1 will speak the
truth,” she said at length, raising up her head—*T1 will tell
you the source of my apprehensions, whether my eandour he
for good or forevil.  Lucy Ashton loves you, Lord of Ravens-
wood!™

* Tt is impossible,” said the Master.

%A thousand cirenmstances have proved it to me,” replied
the Llind woman, “ Her thoughts have turned on no one else
since you saved her from death, and that wmy experienced
judgment has won from her own conversation, IHaving told
you this—if you are indeed a gentleman and your father’s
son-—youw will make it a motive for flying from her presence.
Her passion will die ‘like a lamp for want of that the flame
should feed wpon; but, if yon remain lere, her destruetion,
o yours, or that of both, will be the inevitable eonsequence
of her misplaced attachment. 1 tell you this secref unwill-
tngly, but it conld not have been hid long from your own ob-
servation, and it is better you learn it from mine. Depart,
Master of Ravenswood; you have my secret. If you remain
an hour under Sir William Ashton’s roof without the resolu-
tion to marry his daughter, you are n villain; if with the pur-
pose of -allying yeurself with him, you ave an infatuated and
predestined fool.”

So saying, the oll blind woman arose, assumed her stalf,
and, tottering to her hut, entered it and closed the door, Teav-
ing Ravenswood to hig own reflections.
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CHAPTER XX.

Lovelies in bier own retired abode

o« o thinNaid by thoslde

Of Greeinn brook—or Laely of the Mere

Lone sitting by the shores of old romance.
WonleWoRTH,

Tue meditations of Ravenswood were of a very mixed com-
plexion. He saw himself at once in the very dilemuma which
he had for some time felt apprehensive he-might be placed
in, The pleasure he felt in Lney's eéonpany had indeed ap-
proached to fascination, yet it had never altogether surmount-
ad lhis internal reluctance to wed with the daoghter of liis
father's foe; and even in forgiving Siv William Ashton the.
injuries which his family had reeeived, and giving him credit
for the kind intentions he professed to entertain, he could not
bring himself to contemplate as possible an alliance hetwixt
their houses. Still, he felt that Alice spoke truth, and that
hig honour now required he should take an insgant leaye of
Ravenswood Castle, or becone a suitor of Tuey Ashton.  The
possibility of being rejected, too, should he make advances to
her wealthy and powerful father—to sue for the hand of an
Ashton and be refused—this were a constmmation too dis-
graceful. 1 wish her well,” he said to himself, “and for
her suke I forgive the injuries -her father has done to my
liouse; but [ will never—no, uever see herwove!™

With one bitter pang he adopted this resolution, just.as he
¢ame to where two paths parted: the one to the Mermaiden’s
Fountain, where he knew Luey waited him, the other leading
to the castle by another and more eirenitous road.  He paused
an instant when about to take the latter path, thinking what
apology he shonld make for. conduet which must needs seem
exteaordinary, and had just muttered to himself, ** Sudden
news from Edinburgh-—any pretext will serve; only let me
dally no longer here,” when young Henry came flying np to
him, half out of Lreath: “Master, Master, you musi give



THE BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR, 213

Lucy your arm back to the castle, for T cannot give her mine;
for Norman is waiting for me, and I am to go with him to
urake his: ring-walk, and T would not stay away for a gold
Jacobus; and Luey is afraid to walk home-alone, though
all the wild nowt have been shot, and so you must come away
direetly.”

Betwixt two scales equally loaded, o feather’s weight will
turn the seale. * 1t is impossible for meto leave the young
lady in the wood alone,” said Ravenswood; “to see her once
more can be of little consequence, after the frequent meetings
we have had, 1 ought, too, in conrtesy, to apprise her of my
intention to quit the castle,”

And having thus satisfied himself that he was taking not
only a wise, but an absolutely necessary, step, he took the
path to the fatal fountain.. Henry no sooner saw him on the
way to join his sister than he was off like lightning in another
direction, to enjoy the society of the forester in their conge-
nial pursuits. Ravenswood, not allowing himself to give a
second thought to the propriety of his own conduet, walked
with a quick step towards the stream, where he found Lucy
seated alone by the ruin.

She sate upon one of the disjointed stones of the ancient
fountdin, and seemed to wateh the progress of ifs current, as
it bubbled forth to daylight, in gay and sparkling profusion,
from under the shadow of the ribbed and darksome vault,
with which veneration, or perhaps remorse, had canopied its
souree.  To a superstitious eye, Lucy Ashton, folded in her
plaided mantle, with her long hair, escaping partly from the
snood and falling upon her silver neck, might have suggested
the idea of the murdered Nymph of the Fountain, But Ra-
venswood enly saw a female exquisitely beautiful, and ren-
dered yet more so in his eyes—how could it be otherwise?—
by the conseiousness that she had placed her affections on
him. As he gazed on her, he felt his fixed resolution melt-
ing like wax in the sun, and hastened, therefore, from
his concealment in the neighbouring thicket. BShe saluted
him, but did not arise from the stone on which she was
seated.
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“My madeap brother,” she said, “has left me, hut T expect
him baek in a few minutes; for, fortunately, as anything
pleases him for a-minute, nothing has charms for him much
longer.”

Ravenswood did not feel the power of informing Luey that
her hrother meditated a distant exeursion, and would not re-
turn in haste.  He sate himself down on the grass, at some
little distance from Miss Ashton, and both were silent for a
sliort space.

“ [ like this spot,” said Lucy at length, as if she found the
silence embarrassing; “the bubbling murmur of the clear
fountain, the waving of the trees, the profusion of grass and
wild-flowers that rise among the ruinsg; make it like a scene in
vomanee, 1 think, too, T have heard it is a spot connected
with the legendary love which 1 love so well.”

“ 1t has been thought,” answered Ravenswood, © a fatal spot
to my family; and T have some reason to terin it so, for it was
here [ first saw Miss Ashton; and it is here I must take my
leave of her for ever."”

The Blood, which the fisst part of this speech ealled into
Luey’s cheeks, was speedily expelled by its conclusion,

“g take leave of us, Master!™ she exelaimed; *what ean
have happened to hurey you away? 1 konow Alice hates—I1
mean dislikes my father; and T hardly nnderstood her humour
to-day, it was so mysterions, DBt [ am certain my father is
sincersly grateful for the high service you rendered us, Let
me hope thaty having won your friendship Lardly, we shall
not lose if hg}lblj :

“Tose it, Miss Ashton!” said the Master of Ravenswood.
“No; wherever wy fortune ealls me—whatever she inflicts
upott wme—it 15 your friend—your sincere friend, who acts or
suffers.  But there is a fate on 111[* aud T must go, or I shall
add the win of others to my own.”

“Yet do not go from ns, Master,” said Lucy; and she laid
her hand, inall simplicity and kindness, upon the skirt of his
cloak, as if to detain him. * Youn shall not part from us. My
father is powerful, he has friends that are more so than him-
self; do not go till you see what his gratitude will do for you.
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Believe me, he is alveady libouring in your Lehalf with the
couneil,”

“ It may be so,™ said the Master, proudly; “yet it is not
to your father, Miss Ashton, but to my own exertions, that
I ought to owe sueeess in the eareer on which 1 am about to
enter. My preparations are alrepdy made-—a sword and a
cloak, and:a beld heart and a determined hand.”

Lucy covered her face with her hands, and the tears, in
spite of her, foreed their way between her fingers.

“ Forgive me," said Ravenswood, taking her right hand,
which, after slight resistance. she 1.19111@11 to liim, still con-
tinuing to shade her face with the left—* I am too rade—too
rough—too intractable to deal with any being so soft and gen-
tle as you ave. Forget that so stern a vision has erossed your
path of life; and let me pursue mine, sure that I can meet
with no worse misfortune after the moent it divides me from
your side.”

Luey wept on, but her tears were less bitter, Each attempt
which the Master made to explain his purpose of departure
only proved a new evilence of his desive to stay; until, at
length, instead of bidding her favewell, he cave his faith to
her for ever, and received her troth in retumn. The whole
passed so suddenly, and arose so much out of the immediate
impulse of the moment, that ere the Master of Ravenswood
could reflect upon the consequences of the step which he had
taken, their lips, as well as their hands, had pledged the sin-
cerity of their alfection.

“And now,” he said, after a moment’s consideration, *it
is it T should speak to Sir Willima Ashton; he nust kiow
of our engagement. Ravenswood must not seem to dwell
under his 1oof to solicit clandestinely the affections of his
danghter.”

“You woulkl not speak to my father on the subject?” said
Luey, doubtingly ; and then added more warmly : “ Oh donot—
do not! Let your lot in life be determined—your station
and purpose ascerfained; before youaddress my father. [ am
sure he loves you—I think ke will ‘consent; but then wy
mother——1"



216 WAVERLEY NOVELS.

She paused, ashamed to express the doubt she Telt how far
her father dared to form any positive resolution on this niost
important subject without the consent of his lady.

“Your mother, my Tacy!” replied Ravenswood, “She is
of the house of Douglas, a house that has intermarvied with
mine even when its glory and power were at the highest;
what could your mother object to my allianee?”

“1 did not say object,” said Lucy; * but she is jealous of
her rights, and may elaim a mother’s title to be consulted in
the first instance.”

“ Be it s0,” replied Ravenswood. “ London is distant, It
a letter will reach it and receive an answer within a fort-
night; I will not press on the Lord Keeper for an instant
reply tomy proposal.”

*But,” hesitated Luecy, " were it not better to wait—to
wait a few weeks? Were my mother to see you—to know
you, I am sure she wonld approve; but you are unacquainted
personally, and the ancient feud between the families #

Ravengwood fixed upon her his keen dark eves, as if he was
desirous of penetrating into her very soul,

“Ley,” he said, “T have sacrificed to you projects of ven-
geance long nursed, and sworn to with eeremonies little better
than heathen—1 sacrificed them to vour immage, ere 1 knew the
worth which it vepresented.  In the evening which succeeded
my poor father’s funeral, T cut a lock from my hair, and, as
it consnmed in the five, T swore that my rage and rvevenge
should pursueé his enemies, until they shrivelled before e
like that seorched-up symbol of annihilation.”

“It was a deadly sin,” said Luecy, turning pale, “to make
a vow so fatal.”

“1 acknowledge it,” said Ravenswood, “and it had been a
worse erime to keep it. It was for your sake that 1 abjured
these purposes of vengeance, though I searce knew that such
was the argument by which T was conquered, until 1 saw you
onee more, and became conscious of the influence you possessed
over me."

“ And why do you now," saild Luey, “recall sentiments so
terrible—sentiments so ineousistent with those you profess
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for me—with these your fmportunity has prevailed on me to
acknowledge?”

“Beecause,” said her lover, “1 would impress on you the
price.at which I have bonght your love—the right [ have to
expect your eonstancy. 1 say not that T have bartered for it
the honour of my house, its last remaining possession; but
though 1 say it not, and think it not, T canmof eonceal fiom
myself that the world may do both."

*“If'such are your sentiments,” said Luey, “you have played
a eruel game with we.  But it is not too late to give it over;
take back the faith and troth which you could not plight to
me without suffering abatement of honour-—let what iz passed
be as if it had not been—forget me; I will endeavour to forget
myself.”

¥ You do me injustice,” said ‘the Master of Ravenswood—
“hy all 1 hold true and honourable, you do me-the extremity
of injustice; if T mentioned the price at which T have hought
your love, it is enly to show how much I prize if, to hind our
engagement by a still firmer tie, and to show, by what 1 have
done to attain this station in your regard, how much T must
suffer should you ever break your faith.™

“And why, Ravenswood,” answered Luey, “should you
think that possible?. Why should you urge me with even
the mention of infidelity? Is it beeause 1 ask you to delay
applying to my father for a little space of time? Bind me
by what vows yon. please; if vows are unnecessary to secure
constapcy, they may yet prevent suspicion.”

Ravenswood pleaded, apologized, and even kneeled, to ap-
pease her displeasure; and Luey, as placable as she was single-
hearted, veadily forgave the offence which his doubts had
implied. The dispute thus agitated, however, ended by the
lovers going through an emblematic ceremony of their troth-
plight, of which the vulgar still preserve some traces.. They
broke betwixt them the thin broad-piece of pold which Alice
had refused to receive from Ravenswood,

* And never shall this leave my bosom,” said Lucy, as she
hung the piece of gold round her neck, and concealed it with
her handkerchief, “until yon, Edgar Ravenswood, ask me to
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regign it to you; and, while [ wear it, never shall that heart
acknowledge another love than yours.”

With like provestations, Ravenswood placed his portion of
the coin opposite to his heart.  And now, at length, it struck
them that fime had hurried fast on durving this interview, and
their absence at the castle would be subject of remark, if not
of alavm, Asthey arose to leave the fountain which had been
‘withess of their mutual engagement, an arrow whistled through
the air, and struck a raven perched on the sere biranch of an
old cak, near to where they had been seated. The bird flut-
teved a few vards and dropped at the feet of Lucy, whose
dress was stained with some spots of its olood.

Miss Asghton was much alarmed, and Ravenswood, surprised
and angry, looked ‘everywhere for the marksman, who had
given them a proof of his skill as little expeeted as desived.
He was not long of discovering himself, being no other than
Henry Ashton, who came running up with a ¢vosshow in his
hand.

“1 knew I should startle you,” he said; “and doyou know;
you looked so busy that [ hoped it would have fallen souse
on your heads: before you were awave of it. What was the
Master saying to you, Lucy?"

1 was telling your sister what an idle lad you were, keep-
ing us waiting heve for you so long,” said Ravenswood, to
save Luey’s confusion,

“Waiting for me! Why, I told you to see Lucy home, and
that I was to go to make the ring-walk with old Norman in
the Hayberry thicket, and you may be suve that wounld take
a good hour; and we have all the deer’s marks and furnishes
got, while you were sitting here with Luey; like a lazy loon”

#%Well, well, Mr. Henry,” said Ravenswood; “but let us
see how you will answer to me for killing the raven. Do you
know, the ravens are all under the protection of the Lords of

tnvenswood, and to kill one in their présence iz such bad Inck
that it deserves the stab?”

*And that’s what Norman said,” replied the boy; “hecame
as far with nie as within a flight-shot of you, and he said he
never saw & iven sit still so near living folk, and he wished
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it might be for good luek, for the vaven is one of the wildest
birds that Hies; unless it Le a tame one; and so 1 crept on
and om, till I was within threescore yards of him, and then
whiz went the Lelt, aud theve he lies, faith! Was it not well
shot? and, I darvesay, 1 have not shot in & erosshow l—not ten
times, mayhbe.”

“Admirably shot, indeed,” said Ravenswood; “and you
will be:a fine marksman if you practise hard.”

“And that’s what Norman says,’” answered the boy; * but
Lam suve itds not my fault if [ donot practise-enough; for,
of freeawill, 1 wonld do little elze, only my father and tutor
are angry sometimes, and only Miss Luey there gives herself
airs about my being busy, for all she can sit idle by a well-
gide the whole day, when she hasa handsome young gentle-
man to prate with. I baye known her do so twenty times, if
you will believe me. "

The boy looked at his sister as he spoke, and, in the midst
of his mischievons chatter, had the sense to zee that he was
really inflicting pain upon her, though without being able to

conrpreliend the cause or the amount.

*Come now, Lucy,” he said, ¥ don’t greet; and if T have
said anything beside the mmk I'll deny it again; and what
does the Aaster of I{a\ens‘numl eare if yvon had a hundred
sweethearts? so ne'er put finger in yonr eye about it.”

The Master of Ravenswond was, for the moment, scarce
satished with what he heard; yet his good sense naturvally
regarded it as the chatter of 4 spoilt boy, who strove to mov-
tify his sister in the pommt which seemed nost accessible for
the time:.  But, although of a temper equally slow in receiv-
ing impressions and obstinate in retaining them, the prattle
of Henry served to nourish in his mind seine vague suspicion
that his present engagement might ouly end in his being ex-
posed, like a conquered enemy in a Romau tiiwmph, a captive
attendant ou the ear of a vietor who meditated only the sati-
ating his pride at the expense of the vanquished. Theve was,
we repeat ity no real ground whatever for such an apprehen-
sion, nor could he be saild seriously to entertain such for a
moment: Tudeed, it was impossible to look at the elear blue



220 WAVERLEY NOVELS.

eye of Lucy Ashton, and entertain the slightest permanent
doubt eoncerning the sincerity of her disposition, Still, how-
ever, conseious pride and conscious poverty combined to ren-
der a mind suspicious which in more fortunate cir¢nimstances
wonld have Leen a stranger to that as well as to every other
IMeannass.

They reached the castle, where Sir William Ashton, who
had been alarmed by the length of their stay, met them in
the hall,

“Had Luey,” he said, “been in any other company than
that of one who had shown e had so complete power of pro-
tecting her, he confessed he should have been very uneasy,
and would have despatched persons in quest of them. But,
in the company of the Master of Ravenswood, he knew his
daughter had nothing to dread.”

Lucy eommenced some apology for their long delay, but, con-
science-struck, became confused as she proceeded; and when
Ravenswood, coming to her assistapee, endeavoured to render
the explanation complete and ‘satisfactory; he only invelved
himself in the same disorder, like one who, endeavouring to’
extricate his companion from a slough, entangles himself in
the same tenaeious swamp. It cannot be supposed that the
confusion of the two youthful lovers escaped the observation
of the subtle lawyer, accustomed, by habit and profession, to
trace human nature through all her windings. But it was nof
his present policy to take any notice of what he observed.
He desired to hold the Master of Ravenswood bound, but
wished that he himself should remain free; and it did not
oecur to him that his plan might be defeated by Lucy’s re-
turning the passion which he hoped she might inspire. 1f
she should adopt some romantic feelings towards Ravenswood,
in which eircumstances, or the positive and absolute opposi-
tion of Lady Ashton, might rénder it unadvisable to indulge
her, the Lord Keeper conceived they might be easily super-
seded and annulled by a jonrney to Edinburgh, or even to
London, a new set of Brussels lace, and the soft whispers of
half a dozen lovers, anxious to replace him whom it was con-
venient she should repounce. This was his provision for the
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worst view of the case,  But, gecording to its more probable
issue, any passing favour she might entertain for the Master
of Havenswood might require encouragement rather than
repression.

I'his seemed the move likely, as he had that very morning,
sinee theiv departure from the ecastle, received a letter, the
vontents of which he hastened to communicate to Ravenswood.
A foot-post had arvived with a packet to the Lord Keeper
from that friend whom we have already mentioned, who was
labouring hard underhand to consolidate a band of patriots,
at the head of whom stood Sir William’s greatest terror, the
active and swbitions Marquis of A . The suceess of this
conventent friend had been such, that he had obtained from
Sir William, not indead a divectly favourable answer, but cer-
tainly a most patient hearing. This he had reported to his
principal, who had replied by the ancient French adage;
¥ Chdteau qui parle, of femue gut éconte, Uwned avtre e
s0 remedpe,” A statesman who hears you propose a change of
meazures without veply was, aceording to the Mamquis's opin-
ion, in the situation of the fortress which parleys and the lady
who listens, and he rvesolved to press the siege of the Lord
Keeper.

The packet, therefore, contained a letter from his friend
and ally, and another from himself, to the Lord Keeper,
frankly offering an unceremonious visit. They were crossing
the country 10 go to the southward; the roads were indiffer-
ent; the aceonnnodation of the inns as execralle as possible;
the Lord Keeper had been long acquainted intimately with
one of lis corvespondents, and, though more slightly known
to the Marquis, had yet enough of his lordship’s acquaintance
to render the visit suiticiently natural, and to shut the mouths
of those who might be disposed to impute it to a politieal in-
trigue,  He instantly accepted the offered visit, determined,
however, that he would not pledge himself an inch farther for
the furtheranee of theiv views than reason (by which he meant
his own self-interest) should plainly point out to him as
proper.

Two ecircumstances particularly delighted him—the :pres-
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ence of Havenswood, and the absence of his own lady. By
having the former under his voof, he eonceived he might e
able to quash all sueh hazardous and hostile proceedings as
he might otherwise have been eugaged in, under the patron-
age of the Marguis; and Lucy, he foresaw; would make, for
his immediate purpose of delay mud procrastination, a much
better mistress of his family than her mother, who would, he
witd sure, in sowe shape or other, contrive to disconcert his
political schewes by her proud and implacable temper.

His anxions solicitations that the Master wonld stay to re-
eeive his kinsmang were, of comvse, veadily complied with,
sinee the folufveissement which had taken place at the: Mer-
maiden’s Fountain had removed all wish for sudden depart-
ure:  Luey and Lockhiand, had, therefore, orders to provide:
all things necessary in their different departiments, for receiv-
ing the expected guests with a pomp and display of luxury
very unconimon in Scotland at 'th:tt_ remote period,

CHAPTER XXT.

Maratl, Sie, the man of honor's eome,
Newly alizlited
Ceertvadh, I withont reply,
Arud o s 1 command, . ;.
s tha lowd musie T pave oniler fiur
Reardy to rdeeive im ?

New Wany do peey Ol Drelita,

Bir Winntam Asnrox, althongh a man of sense; legal in-
formation, and great practieal knowledge of the world, had
yet some points of character which corresponded better with
the timidity of his disposition and the supple arts by which
he had risen in the world, than to the degree of eminence
which ‘he hiad attained; as they tended to show an ur_ig"in‘;?_ﬂ
mediocrity of understanding, however highly it had been eul-
tivated, and a native meanness of disposition, however eare-
fully veiled.  He loved the ostentatious display of his wealth,
less as o man to whom habit has made it necessary, than as:
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one to whom it iz still delightful from its novelty. The most
trivial details did not eseape him; and Luey soon lewmed to
watch the flush of seorn which erossed. Bavenswood’s cheek,
when he heard her father gravelyarguing with Lockhard, nay,
even with the olid honsekeeper, upon civenmstances whicl, in
families of rank; ave left uneared for, beeause it'is supposed
impossible they ean be negleeted.

*1 gould pardon'Siv William, * said Ravenswood, one even-
ing after he hadl left the room, “some general anxiety upon
this occasion, for the Marguis's visit ia an honour, and shoukl
be veceived as such; but 1 s wom out by these mizerable
minttim of the buttery, and the larder, and the very hen-
coop—they drive me beyond my patience; 1 would rather en-
dure the poverty of Wolf's Crag than be pesteved with the
wealth of Ravenswood Castle.”

# And yef,” said Luey, it was Ly atfention to these minu-
tie that my father acquired the property——"

“IWhich my ancestors sold for lack of i, replied Ravens-
wood, “He it s0; a porter still Lears but a burden, though
the burden be of gold.”

Luey sighed; she perceived too plainly that her lover held
in scorn the manners and habits of a father to whom she had
long looked up as her best and most partial friend, whose
fondness had often consoled her for her mother's contemptu-
ous harshness.

The lovers soon discovered that they differed upon other
and no less important topies,  Deligion, the mother of peace,
wis, in those days of discond, so much miseoustrued and mis-
taken, that her rules aud firans were the siubjectof the maost
opposite opinions and the most hostile animosities.  The Lord
Keeper, being a Whig, was, of conrse, s Presbyterian, and had
found it convenient, at different periods, to express groater
zeal for the Kirk than perhaps he really felt. s family,
equally of conrse; were trained under the sane institution.
Ravenswood, agwe know, was & High Churehanan; on Episcopas
Lian, and frequently olijeeted to Lucy the fanaticism of some
of her own cominunion, while' she inthmated, rather than ex-
pressed, horror at the Iatitudinarian principles which she had
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been taught to think connected with the prelatical form of
church government.

Thus, although their mutual affection seemed to increase
rather than to be diminished as their eharacters opened more
fully on each other, the feelings of each were mingled with
some less agreeable ingredients.  Luecy felt a secret awe, amid
all her affection for Ravenswood: His soul was of an higher,
prouder character than those with whom she had hitherto
mixed in interecurse; his ideas were more fierce and free;
and he ontemned many of the opinions whieh had been in-
euleated upon her as chiefly demanding her veneration. On
the other hand, Ravenswood saw in Lucy a soft and Hexible
character, which, in his eyes at least, seemed too susceptible
of being moulded to any form by those with whom she lived.
He felt that his own temper required a partner of .2 more in-
dependent spirit, who could set sail with him on his course of
life, resolved as himself to dare indifferently the storm and
the favouring breeze. But Luey was so beautiful, so devoutly
attached to him, of a temper so exquisitely soft and kind,
that, while he could have wished it were possible to inspire
her with a greater degree of firmness and resolution, and
while he sometimes became impatient of the extreme fear
which she expressed of their attachment being prematurely
discovered, he felt that the softness of a mind, amounting al-
most to feebleness, rendered her even dearer to him, as a
being who had voluntarily elung to him for protection, and
made him the arbiter of her fate for weal or woe. IHis feel-
ings towards her at such moments were those which have been
since so beautifully expressed by our immortal Joanna Baillie:

Thon sweetest thing,
That e'er did fix itz lightly-fibred sprays
To the rude rock, al ! wonld=t thon eling 1o me?
Rongh and storme=worn [ am; yet love me as
Thou truly dost, T will love thee sgain
With teae and honest heart, though all nnmeet
To be the mate of such sweet gentleness.

Thus the very points in which they differed seemed, in
some measure, to ensure the continuance of their mutual af-
fection, If, indeed, they had so fully appreciated each other's
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character before the burst of passion in which they hastily
pledged their faith to each other; Luey might have feared
tavenswood too much ever to have loved him, and he might
have construed her softness and docile temper as imbeeility,
rendering her unworthy of hisregard.  Dut they stood pledged
to' each other; and Luey only feared that her lover's pride
might one day teach him to regret his attaclhment; Ravens-
wood, that o mind s0 ductile as Luey’s might, in absence or
difficulties, be induoeid, by the entreaties or influence of those
around her, to renounce the enghgement she had formed.

* Do net fear it;” said Luey, when npon one oceasion a hint
of such suspicion escaped her lover; *the mirrors which re-
ceive the reflection of all suceessive objects are framed of hard
materials like glass or steel; the softer substances, when they
receive an impression, retain it undefaced.”

*This is poetry, Lucy,” said Ravenswood; “and in poetry
there is always fallacy, and somefimes fietion.”

“Lelieve me, then, once more, in honest prose,” said Lucy,
“that, though 1 will never wed man without the eonsent of
my parents, yet neither foree nor persuasion shall dispose of
wy hand till you renounce the vight I have given you to is”

The lovers had ample time for such explanations. Henry
was now move seldom their companion, being either a mgst
unwilling attendant upon the lessons of his tutor, or a forward
volunteer under the inatructions of the foresters or grooms,
As for the Keeper, his mornings were spent in his study,
maintaining eorvespondences of all kinds, and balaneing in
his anxious mind the various intelligence which he collected
from every quarter concerning the expected change of Scottish
polities, and the probable strength of the parties who were
about to struggle for power. At other times he busied himself
about arranging, and eountermanding, and then again arvang-
ing, the preparations which he judged wecessary for the recep-
tion of the Marquis of A——, whose arrival had bLeén twice
delayed by somne necessary canse of detention,

In the midst of all these various avocations, political and
domestie, he seemed not to observe how much his daughter
and his,gugst were thrown into each other’s society, and was

1
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censured Ly many of his neighbours, aceording to the fashion
of neighlours in all countiies, for suffering such an infimate
connexion to take place betwixt two young persons. The
only natural explanation was, that he designed them for each
other; while, in truth, his only motive was to temporise and
procrastinate until he should diseover the real extent of the
intevest which the Mawuis took: in Ravenswood’s affaivs, and
the power whieh he was likely to possess of advancing them.
Until these points should Do wade both elear and wmanifest,
the Loxd Keeper resolved that he wonld do nothing to eonimit
Limself, either in one shape or other; and, like many cunning
persons, he oveireached Himself deplorably,

Amongst those who had been disposed to eensure, with the
greatest severity, the conduet of Sir William  Ashton, in per-
mitting the prolonged vesidence of Ravenswood under his
roof, and his' constant attendance on Miss Ashton, was: the
new Laird of Gimington, and his faithful squive and bottle-
liolder, persomages formerly well known to us by the names of
Hayston and Bucklaw, and his ecompanion Captain Craigen-
gelt. The former had at length suceeeded to the extensive
property of his long-lived grand-aunt, and to considerable
wealth Lesides, which he had employed in redeeming his pa-
ternal acres (by the title appertaining to which he still ehose
to be designated), notwithstanding Captain Craigengelt lad
proposed to him a most advantageous mode of vesting the
money in Law’s scheme, which was just then broached, and
offered his serviees to travel sxpress to Paris for the purpose,
But Bueklaw had so far devived wisdom from adversity, that
he would listen to no propesal which Craigengelt could invent,
which had the slightest tendency to risk his newly-aequired
independence.  He that had onee eat pease-bannocks, drank
sour wine, and slept in the secrvet chamber at Wolf's Crag
would, he said, prize good cheer and a soft Led as long as he
lived, and take special care never to need sneh hospitality
again.

Craigongelt, therefore, found himself disappointed in the
first hopes he had entertained of making a good band of the
Laird of Bueklaw. Still, however, he reaped many advan-
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tages from his friend’s good fortune. DBueklaw, who had
never been at all scrupulous in choosing his compauions, was
acenstomed to, and entertained by, a fellow whom he could
either laugh with or langh at as he had a mind, who wonld
take, aceording to Scottish phrase; * the it and the buffet,”
understood ‘all sports; whether within or without doors, and,
when the laird had a mind for a bottle of wine (no infrequent
circumstance), wias always ready to save him from the scandal
of getting drank by himself. Upon these terms, Craigengelt
was the frequent, almost the constant, inmate of the house of
Griimington,

In no time, and under no possibility of cireumstances, conld
good have been derived from sueh am intimacy, however its
bad consequences might be qualified by the thorongh knowl-
edge which Bueklaw possessed of his dependant’s character,
and the high contempt in which he held it. Puf, as eireum-
stances stood, this-evil communication was particularly liable
to eorrupt what good prineiples naturve had implanted in the
patron,

Craigengelt had never forgiven the scoru with which Ha-
venswood had torn the mask of conrage and honesty from his
countenance; and to exasperate Bueklaw’s resentment against
him was the safest mode of revenge which oceurred to s
cowardly, yet cunning and malignant, dispesition.

He brought up on all occasions the story of the challenge
which Ravenswood had declined ‘to aeeept, and endeavoured,
hy every possible insinuation, to make his patron believe that
his henour was concerned ‘in bringing that matter to an issue
by a present diseussion with Ravenswood. Bub respecting
this subject Bucklaw imposed on him, at length, 4 peremptory
command of silence.

“I think,” he said, “the Master has treated me unlike a
gentleman, and I see no right he had to send me back a cava-
lier answer when 1 demanded the satisfaction of one,  But he
gave me my life onee; and, in looking the matter over at pres-
ent, I put myself but on equal terms with him. ‘Should he
eross me again, Tshall consider the old accompt as balanced,
and his Mastership will do well to look to hinself.”
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“That he should,” re-echoed Craigengelt; *for when you
are in practice, Bucklaw, I would bet a magnum yon are
through him before the third pass.”

“Then yon know nothing of the matter,’
“and you never saw him fence.

*And 1 know nothing of the matter?” said the dependant—
“a-good jest, I promise von! And thongh I never saw Ra-
venswaod fence; have T not been at Monsienr Sagoon’s sehool,
who was the first meitee ermes at Paris; and have 1 not
been at Signor Poco’s at Florence, and Meinheer Thurchstos-
sen’s at Vienna, and have I not seen all their play?®

“T don't know whether you have or not,” said Bucklaw;
“ bt what-about it, thongh von had?”

# Only that T will be d—d if ever 1 saw French, Italian, or
High-Dutehman ever make foot, hand, and eye keep time half
so well as you, Bueldaw.”

1 bLelieve you lie, Craigie,” said Bueklaw; “however; 1
can hold my own, both with single rapier, backsword, sword
and dagger, lroadsword, or case of f.ﬂchwns—a:ul that's as
much as any gentleman need know of the matter.’

“ And the double of what ninety-nine out of a hundred
know,” said Craigengelt: *they learn to change a few thrusts
with the small sword, and then, forsooth, they understand the
noble art of defence! Now, when I was at Rouen in the year
1695, there was a Chevalier de Chapon and I went to the
apera, where we found three bits of English birkies——"

“1s it a long story you ave going to tell?” said Bueklaw,
interrupting him without ceremony.

“Just as you like,” answered the parasite, “for we made
short work of it.”

“Then I like it short,” said Bueklaw. “l1s it servions ov
nierry 7

# Devilish serious, [ AxyI you, and so they found it; for
the Chevalier and 1

“Mhen [ don’t like itat all,” said Bucklaw; *so filla Lrim-
mer of my auld auntie’s claret, rest her heart! And, as the
Hielandman says, Skioeh dock woe shigill,”

“That was what tough old Sir Evan Dhu used to say to me

*said Bucklaw,
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when I was out with the metall’d lads in 1689, ' Craigengelt,’
heused to say, ‘you are as pretty a fellow as ever held steel in
his grip, but you have one fault,’”

#1f he had known yon as long as 1 have done,™ said Buck-
law, “he would have found ouf some twenty move; but hang
long stories, give us your toast, man.”

Craigengslt rose, went a-tiptoe to the door, peeped out, shut
it earefully, came back again, ¢lapped his tarnished gold-laced
hat on one side of his head, took his glass in one hand, and
touching the hilt of his hanger with the other, named, “The
King over the water.”

#1 tell you what it is, Captain Craigengelt,” said Bucklaw;
“T sghall keep my mind to myself on these subjects, having
too much vespect for the memory of my venerable Aunt Gim-
ington to put her lands and tenements in the way of commit-
ting freason against established anthority. Bring me King
James to Edinburgh, Captain, with thirty thousand men at
his back, and T'11 tell you what I think about his title; but
as for runping my neck into a noose, and my good broad lands
into the statutory penalties, ‘in that case made and provided,’
rely upon it, you will find me no such fool. So; when you
mean to vapour with your hanger and your dram-cup in sup-
port of treasonuble toasts, you must find your liguor and eom-
pany elsewhere.”

“Well, then,"” said Craigengelt, “name the foast vourself,
and Le it what it like, I'll pledge you, were it a mile to the
bottom.”

“ And 1M1l give you a toast that deserves it, my boy,"” said
Bucklaw; “what say you to Miss Luey Ashton?”

“ Up with: it,” said the Captain, as he tossed off his. brim-
mer, “the bonniest lass in Lothian! What a pity the old
suneckdrawing Whigamore, her father, i3 about to throw her
away upon that rag of pride and beggary, the Master of Ra-
venswood "

#That’s not quite so clear,” said Bueklaw, in a tone which,
though it seemed indifferent, excited his companion’s eager
euriosity; and not that only, but also his hope of working
himself into some sort of contidenge, which might make him
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necessary to his: patron, being by no means satisfied to rest
on mere sufferance, if he gould form by art or industry a more
permanent title to his favour.

“1I thought,” said he, after 4 moment’s pause, *that was a
settled watter; they are continunally together, and nothing else
is spoken of betwixt Lammer Law and Traprain.”

“They may say what they please,” replied his patron, “ but
I know better; and 11l give you Miss Luey Ashton’s health
again, my boy.”

“And T would drink it onomy knee," said Craigengelt, " if
I thought the girl had the spirit to jilt that d—d son of a
Spaniard.”

“1 am to vrequest you will not use the word *jilt" and Miss
Ashton’s name together,” said Bucklaw, gravely,

“Jilt, did I say? Diseard, my lad of acves—by Jove, I
meant to say discard,” replied Craigengelt; “and I hope she'll
diseard him like a small card at piquet, and take in the king
of hearts, my boy! But yet——"

“ But what?” said his patron.

“ But yet I know for certain they are hours together alone,
and in the woods and the Helds.”

“ That's her foolish father's dotage; that will be soon put
out of the lass's head, if it ever gets into it,” answered Buck-
law.. “And now fill your glass again, Captain; I am going
to make you happy; I am going to let you into a secret—a
plot—a noosing plot—only the noose is but typical.”

“ A marrying matter?” said Craigengelt, and his jaw fell
as he asked the question, for he suspected that matrimeny
would render his situation at Girnington muech move preca-
rious than during the jolly days of his patron’s bachelorhood.

“ Ay, a marviage, man,”™ said Bucklaw; “but wherefore
droops thy mighty spirvit, and why grow the rubies on thy
cheek so pale? The board will have a corner, and the corner
will have a trencher, and the trencher will have a glass beside
it; and the boari-end shall be filled, and the trencher and the
glass shall be replenished for thee, if all the petticoats in Lo-
thian had sworn the contrary. What, man! T am not the boy
to put myself into leading-strings.”
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“8o savs many an honest fellow,” said Craigengelt, “and
some of my special friends; but, curse me if 1 know the rea-
son, (e women could never bear me, and always contrived to
truncdle me out of favour before the honeymoon was over.”

“1f you could have kept your ground till that was over, you
might have made a good year's pension,” said Bucklaw.

“But I never could,” answered the dejected parasite,
“There was my Lord Castle-Cuddy—we ware hand and glove:
I rpde his horses, borrowed money both for him and from him,
trained his hawks, and taught him how to lay his beta; and
when he took a fauey of marrying, I married him to Katie
Glegg, whom I thought myself as sure of as man could be of
woman. Bgad, she had me out of the house, ag if [ had run
on wheels, within the first fortnight!”

“Welll” replied Bueklaw, * 1:think | have nothing of Cas-
tle-Cuddy about me, or Lucy of Katie Glegg. But you see
the thing will go an whether you like it or noy the only ques-
tion is, will you be useful 2

“seful 1™ exelaimed the Captain, “and to thee, my lad of
lands, my darling boy, whom I would tramp barefooted through
the world for! Name time, place, mode, and eirenmstances,
and ges if T will not be useful in all uses that can be devised.”

“Why, then, you must ride two hundred miles for wme”
said the patron.

A thousand, and call them a flea’s leap,” answered the
dependant; “1'1 cause saddle my horse directly.™

“ Better stay till you know where vou are to go, and what
you arve to do,” quoth Bucklaw. “*You know I have a king-
woman in Northumberland, Lady Blenkensop by name, whose
old acquaintance [ had the misfortune to lose in the period of
my poverty, but the light of whose countenance shone forth
upon me when the sun of my prosperity began to arise.”

“D—n all such dounble-faced jades!" exelaimed Craigen-
gelt, heroieally; “this [ will say for John Craigengelt, that
he is his friend’s friend through good report and bad report,
poverty and riches: and yon know something of that yonrself,
Bucklaw.” '

“1 bave not forgot your merits,” said his patron; “I do
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remember that, in my extremities, you had a mind to erimp
me for the service of the French king, or of the Pretender;
and, moreover, that you afterwards lent me a score of pieces,
when, as 1 firmly believe, you had heard the news that old
Lady Girnington had a touch of the dead palsy. But don’t
be downeast, John; I Lelieve, after all, you like me very well
in your way, and it is my misfortune to have no better coun-
gellor at present. 'To return to this Lady Blenkensop, you
must know, she 1s.a close confederate of Duchess Sarah.”

“1What! of Sall Jennings?” exclaimed Oraigengelt; “then
she must be a good one.”

“Hold your tongue, and keep your Tory rants to yourself,
if it be possible,” said Bucklaw. *1 bell you, that through
the Duehess of Marlborough has this Nerthumbrian cousin of
mine become a eromy of Lady Ashiton, the Keeper's wife, on,
I may say, the Lord Keeper's Lady Keeper, and she has fa-
voured Lady Blenkensop with a visit on her return from Lon-
don, and is just now at her old mansion-house on the banks
of the Wansbeck. Now, sir, as it has been the use and wont
of these ladies to consider their husbands as of no importance
m the management of their own families, it has been theiy
present pleasuve, without consulting Sir William Ashton, to
put on the tapis a matrimonial alliance, to be concluded be-
tween Lucy Ashton and my own right houowralle self, Lady
Ashton acting as self-constitoted plenipotentiary on the part
of her daughter and husbhand, and Mother Blenkensop, equally
unaceredited, doing me the honour to be my representative,
You may suppose T was a little astonished when 1 found that
a treaty, in which 1 was so considerably intervested, had ad-
vaneed a good way before 1 was éven eonsulted.”

“Capot we! if 1 think that was according to the yules of
the game,” said his confidant; “and pray, what answer did
you refurm 2"

¥ Why, my first thought was to send the treaty to the devil,
and the negotiators along with it, for a couple of meddling old
women; my next was to laugh very heartily; and my third
and last was a settled opinion that the thing was reasonable,
and would suit me well enough.”
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“Why, T thought you had never seen the wench but once,
and then she il her riding-mask ong 1 o sure you told
me §a.7

“ Ay, but 1 liked her very well then. Awl Ravenswood’s
divty usage of me—shutting me out of doors to dine with the
lackeys, hecause he had the Lord Keeper, forsooth, and his
daughter, to be guests in his begpgarly castle of starvation,—
d—n me, Craigengelt, if 1 ever forgive him till 1 play him as
good a trick!”

“No more you should, if you are & lad of mettle,” said
Craigengelt, the matter now taking a tuwrmn in which he eould
gympathise; “and if you carry this wench from him, it will
break his heart. ™

*That it will not,™ said Bucklaw; “his heart is all steeled
over with reason and philesophy, things that you, Craigie,
know nothing about more than myself, (tod help me.  But 1
will break his pride, though, and that's what 1'm driving at.”

“ Digtance me!” said Craigengelt; “but I koow the reason
now of his unmaunerly lLehaviour at his old tumble-down
tower yonder. Ashawmed of your company?—ue, no!  Gad,
hé was afraid you wourld cut in and earry off the givl.”

“EN! Craigengelt?” said Bucklaw, “do you really think
s0? but no, no! he is o devilish deal prettier man than I aw

#Who—he?" exclaimed the: parasite. “He’s as black as
the crook; and for his size—he's a tall fellow, to be sure, but
give me a light, stout, middle-sized i

¢ Plague on thee!” said Bucklaw, intermpting: him, “and
on me for listening to you! You would say as much if T weve
huneh-hacked. DBut as to Ravenswood—he has Kept o teins
with me, 1’11 keep none with hims if T car win this giel from
him, I it win hee”

CWin her! ‘sblood, you shell win her, point, quint, and
quatorze, my king of trumps; you shall pique, repique, and
eapot him.”

# Prithee, stop thy gambling cant for one instant,” said
Buoeklaw. “Things have come thus fay that I have enter-
tained the proposal of my kinswoman, agreed to the terms of
jointure, amount of fortune, and so forth, and that the affar
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is to go forward when Lady Ashton comes down, for she takes
her danghter and her son in her own hand. Now they want
me to send up a confidential person with some writings.”

“ By this good wine, I'll ride to the end of the world—the
very gates of Jericho, and the judgmnent-seat of Prester John,
for thee!” ejaculated the Captain.

“Why, I believe you would do something for me, and a
great deal for yourself. Now, any one could carry the writ-
ings; but you will have a little more to do. You must con-
trive to drop out before my Lady Ashton, just as if it were a
matter of little consequence, the residence of Ravenswood at
her hushand's house, and his close intercourse with Miss Ash-
ton; and you may tell her that all the country talks of a visit
from the Marquis of A , a8 it is supposed, to make up the
mateh betwixt Ravenswood and her daughter. 1 should like
to hear what she says to all this; for, rat me! if T have any
idea of starting for the plate at all if Ravenswood is to win
the vace, and he has odds against me alveady,”

Y Never a bit; the wench has too much sense, and in that
belief I drink her health a third time; and, were time
and place fitting, I would drink it on bended knees, and he
that would not pledge me, I would make his guts garter his
stockings. "

“ark ye, Craigengelt; as yon are going into the society
of women of vank,” said Bueklaw, “T'll thank you to forget
your strange blackguard oaths and ‘damme’s,” 1"l write to
them, though, that you are a blunt, untaught fellow.”

YAy, ay,” replied Craigengelt—"a plain, Dlunt, honest,
downright soldier,”

“Not too honest, nor too mwueh of the soldier neither; but
such as thou art, it is my Iuck to need thee, for I must have
gpurs put to Lady Ashton’s motions.”

“T1'1l dash them up to the rowel-heads,” said Craigengelt;
“ghe shall come here at the gallop, like ‘a cow chased Ly a
whole nest of hornets, and her tail twisted over her rump like
a corkserew.”

“And hear ye, Craigie,” said Bucklaw; “your boots and
doublet are good enough to dvink in, as the man says in the
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play, but they are somewhat too greasy for tea-table service;
prithee, get thysell a little better rigged out, and here is to
pay all charges. "

“Nay, Bueklaw; on my soul, man, yon use me ill. How-
ever,” added Craigengelt, pocketing the money, “if you will
have me so far indebted to you, T must be conforming,”

“Well, horse and away!” said the patvon, “so soon as you
have got your riding livery in trim.  You may ride the Llack
erop-ear; and, hark ye, I'll make you a present of him to
boot.™

“I deink to the good luck of my mission,"” answered the
ambassador, “in a half-pint bamper.”

“T thank ye, Craigie, and pledge you; I see nothing against
it but the father or the girl taking a tantrum, and T s told
the mother can wind them both ronnd her little finger. Take
care not to affront her with-any of your Jacebite jargon.”

#Oh ay, true—she is a Whig, and a friend of old Sall of
Marlborough ; thank my stars, 1 ean hoist any éolours at a
pineh! T have fought as hard under John Churehill as ever
I did under Dundee or the Duke of Berwick.”

*1 verily believe yon, Craigie,” said the lord of the man-
sion; *“but, Craigie, do you, pray, step down to the cellar,
and feteh us up a bottle of the Burgundy, 1678; it is in the
fourth bin from the right-hand turn.  And I say, Craigie, you
may feteh up half a dozen whilst you are-about it. Egad,
we'll make a night on't!"

CHAPTER XXII.

And-zoon they spiod the merry-men green,
And elee the conel and four,
Tk wpan Duke,

Craraesaerr set forth on his mission so soon as his equi-
page was complete, prosecuted his journey with all diligenee,
-and gecomplished his commission with all the dexterity for
which Bueklaw had given him ervedit.  As he arrived with
credentials from Mr. Hayston of Ducklaw, he was extremely
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welcome to both ladies; and those who are prejudiced in fa-
vour of & new acquaintance can, for a time at least, discover
excellencies in his very faults and perfections in his deticien-
cies, Although both ladies were accustomed to good society,
yet, being pre-determined to find out an agreeable and well-
beliaved gentleman in Mr. Hayston's friend, they succeeded
wonderfully in imposing on themselves, Tt is true that Craig-
engelt was now handsomely dressed, and that was a point of
no small consequence.  But, independent of outward show, his
blackguard impudence of addvess was construed into honour-
able bluntness, becoming his supposed military profession; his
hectoring passed for courage, and his sanciness for wit. Lest,
however, any one should think this a viclation of probability,
we must add, in fairness to the two ladies, that their discern-
meent was greatly blinded, and their favour propitiated, by the
opportune arvival of Captain Craigengelt in the moment when
they were longing for & third hand to make a party at tive-
drille, in which, as in all games, whether of chanee ov skill,
that worthy person was a great proficient.

When he found himself established in favour, his next point
wig how best to nseit for the furtherance of his patron’s views.
He found Lady Ashton preépossessed strongly in favour of the
motion which Lady Blenkensop, partly from regard to her
kinswoman, partly from the spirit of mateh-making, Tad not
hiesitated to propose to her; so that his task was an easy one.
Bucklaw, veformed from his prodigality, was just the sovtof
husband which she desived to have for her Shepherdess of Lam-
merzaoor; and while the marriage: gave Lier an easy fortune,
and & respectable country gentleman for her husband, Lady
Ashton was of opinion that her destinies would bLe fully and
most favourably accomplished. Tt s0 chanced, also, thag
Bucklaw, among his new acquisitions, had gained the man-
agement of a little political interest in a neighbouring county
where the Douglas family originally held large possessions.
It was one of the bosom-hopes of Lady Ashton that her eldest
son, Sholto, should represent this county in the British Par-
liament, and she saw this alliance with Bueklaw as a eircum-
stance which might be highly favourable to her wishes,
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Craigengelt, who, in his way, by no means wanted sagacity,
no sooner diseoversd in what quaiter the wind of Lady Ash-
ton’s: wishes sate, than he trimmed lis course accordingly.
“Theve was little to prevent Bucklaw himself from sitting for
the county; he must carry the heat—must walk the course.
Two cousins-german, six more distant kinsmen, his factor and
his chamberlain, were all hollow votes; and the Girington
interest had always carvied, betwixt love and fear, about as
many more.  Dut Bucklaw cared no moreé about riding the
first horse, and that sort of thing, than he, Craigengelt, did
about o game at birkie: it wis a pity his intervest was not. in
good gnidance,”

All this Lady Ashton drank in with willing and attentive
ears, resolving: internally to be herself the person who should
take the management of the politieal mtuence of her destined
gon-in-law, forthe Lenefit of her sldest-boen, Sholto, and all
other parties concerned.

When he found her ladyship thus favourably disposed, the
Captain procesded; to use his employer's phrase, to set spurs
to her resolution, by hinting at the situation of matters at
Ravenswood C'astle, the long residence which the heir of that
family had made with the Lord Keeper, and the reports which
—though he would be d—d ere he gave credit to any of them-
hiad been ddly eirenlated in the neighbourhood.: Tt was not
the Captain's eue to appear hinself to be uneasy on the sub-
jeet of these rumours; but 'he easily saw from Lady Ashton’s
Hushed eheek, hesitating voice, and Hashing eye, that she hild
caught the alarm which he intended to communicate. She
lad not lheard from her husband so often or so regularly as
she thought him bound in Quty to have written, and of this
very interesting intelligence eoncerning his visit to the Tower
of Wolf's Crag. and the guest whowm, with sueh cordiality, he
had received at Ravenswood (astle, he had sulfered his lady
to remain altogether ignorvant, until she now learned it by
the chance information of a stranger. Such concealment ap-
proached, in her apprehenzion, to a misprision, at least, of
treason, if not to actual relellion against her matrimonial au-
thority; and in her inward soul did she vow to take vengeance
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on the Lord Keeper, as on a sobject detected in meditating
revolt.  Her mdignation burned the mmehamal} as she found
herself obliged to suppress it in presence of Lady Blenkensop,
the kinswoman, and of Craigengelf, the confidential friend, of
Buecklaw, of whese allinnee she now became trebly desirous,
sinee it oveurred to her alarmed imagination that her husband
might, in his poliey or timidity, prefer that of Ravenswood.

The Captain was engineer enongh to discover that the train
was fived; and therefore heard, in the course of the same day,
without the least surprise, that Lady Ashton had resolved to
abridge her visit to Lady Blenkensop, and set forth with the
peep of worning on her retimn to Seotland; using all the des-
pateh which the state of the roads and the mode of travelling
woitld possilily permit,

Unhappy Lord Keeper! little was he aware swwhat a storm
was travelling towards him in all the speed with which an
old-fashiomed coach and six conld possibly achieve its jour-
ney. He, like Don Gayferos, “ forgot his lady fair and true,”
and was only anxions about the expected visit of the Marquis
of A——. Soothfast tidings had assured him that this noble-
min was at length, and without fail, to honour his castle at
ane in the afternoon, being a late dinner-hour; and much was
the bustle in eonsequence of the annuneiation. The Lord
Keeper traversed the chambers, held consultation with the
butler in the eellars, and even ventured, at the rigk of a dém &lé
with a cook of a spirit lofty enongh to scorn the admonitions
of Lady Ashton lherself, to peep into the kitchen, Satisfied,
at length, that everything was in as active a train of prepara-
tion ns was possible, he smmmoned Ravenswood and his daugh-
ter to walk nupon the tevrace, for the purpose of watching, from
that commanding pesition, the earliest symptoms of his lord-
ship's approaeh.  For this purpose, with-slow and idle step,
he paraded the tervace, which, flanked sith a heavy stone
battlement, stretehad in front of the eastle upon a level with
the first story; while visitors found aecess to the court by a
projecting pgateway, the bartizan or fat- leaded roof of which
was accessible from the terrace by an easy flight of low and
broad steps. The whole bore a resemblance partly to a castle,
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partly to'a nobleman’s seat; and though ealeulated, in'some
respects, for defence, evineed that it had been constructed
under a sense of the power and security of the ancient Lords
of Ravenswood.

This pleasant walk commanded a beautiful and extensive
view. Diut what was most to our present parpose, there were
seen from the terrace two roads; one leading from the east,
and one from the westward, which, erossing a rvidge opposed
to the eminence on which the castle stood, at ditferent angles,
gradually approschied each other, until they joined not far
from the gate of the avemue. If was fo the westward ap-
proach that the Lovd Keeper, from n sort of fidgeting anx-
iety, his daughter, from complaisance to him, and Ravens-
wood, though feeling some symptoms of internal impatience,
out of eomplaisance to his daughter, diveeted their-eyes to
see the precursors of the Marquis’s approach.

These: were not- long of presenting themselves: Two run-
ning. foobnren, dressed in white, with black juckey-caps, and
long staffs in their hands, headed the train; and suel ‘was
their agility, that they found no diffieulty in keeping the nee-
essary advauce, which the etiquette of their station réequired,
before the carringe and horsemen. Onward they came at a
long swinging trot, avguing unwearied speed in their long-
breathed calling.  Sueh ranning footmen are often allnded to
in old plays (I would particularly instanece Middleton’s e
Wonld, g Masters)," and perhaps may be still remembered
by some old persons in Scotland, as part of the vetinue of the
ancient nobility when travelling in full ceremony. Dehind
these glancing meteors, who footed it as if the Avenger of
Blood had Leen behind themn, came a clond of dust, raised by
riders who preceded, attended, or followed the state-carriage
of the Marquis.

The privilege of nobility, in those days, had something in
it impressive on the imagination. 'The dresses and liveries
and number of their attendants, their style.of travelling, the
imposing, -and almost warlike, air of the armed men who sur-
rounded them, placed them far above the laivd, who travelled

1S Ko O,
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with his brace of footmen; and as to rivalry from the merean-
tile part of the community, these would as soon have thought
of imitating the state equipage of the Soversign. At present
it is different; and I myself, Peter Pattieson, in a late jour-
ney to Edinburgh, had the honour, in the mail-coach phyase,
to *“ change a leg” with a peer of the realm, It was not so in
the days of which 1 write; and the Marquis's approach, so
long expected in vain, now took place in the full pomp of an-
cient aristocracy.  Sir William Ashton was so much interested
in what he beheld, and in considering the ceremonial of vecep-
tion, in‘case any circmnstancee had been omitted, that he searce
heard his son Henry exclaim: “ There is another coach and six
coming down the east voad, papa; ean they both belong to the
Marquis of A——27

At length, when the youngster had fairly eompelled his at-
tention by pulling his sleeve,

He turned 1vis eyes, and, az he turoed, suevey'd
An awiul vision.

Sure enough, another coach and six, with four servants or
outriders in attendance, was deseending the hill from the east-
ward, at such a pace as made it donbtful which of the carviages
thus approaching from different quarters would first reach the
gate at the extremity of the avenne, The one coach was green,
the other blue; and not the green and blue chariots in the eir-
eus of Rome or Constantinople excited more turmoil among the
citizens than the double apparition oceasioned in the mind of
the Lord Keeper.

We all remember the terrible exclamation of the dying
profligate, when a friend, to destroy what he supposed the
hypochondrine idea of a speetre appearing in a certain shape
at a given hour, placed before ham a person dressed up in the
manner he deseribed. “ MNon Lien ™ said the expiring sin-
ner, who, it seems, saw both the real and polvgraphic appari-
tion, *# gen @ dewe /" The surprise of the Lord Keeper was
scarcely less unpleasing at the duplication of the expected ar-
rival; his mind misgave hun strangely. There was no neigh-
hour who would have approached so unceremoniously, at a
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time when ceremony was held in such respect. It must be
Lady Ashton, said his conscience, and followed up the hing
with an anxious anticipation of the purpose of her sudden
and unannounced return.  He felt that he was caught “in the
manner,” That the company in which she had so 11[[1[1(:];5,]}1-
surprised him was likely to be highly distasteful to her, there
was no question; and the only hope which remained for him
was her high sense of dignified propriety, which, he trusted,
might prevent & publie explosion. DLut so active were his
doubits and fears as altogether to derange his purposed cere-
wonial for the reception of the Marquis.

These feelings of appreliension were not confined to Sir
William Ashton,  “It i my mother—it is my mother!” said
Laey, turning as pale as ashes; and clasping her hands together
us she looked at Ravenswood.

“And if it be Lady Ashton,”:said her lover to her in-a low
tone, “what can be the occasion of such alarm? Surely the
return of & lady to the family from which she has been so long
absent should exeite other sensations thao those of fear and
dismay.”

* You do not know my mother,” gaid Miss Ashton, in a tone
almost breathless with terror; “what will she say when she
sees you in this place!™

* My stay has been too long,” said Ravenswood, somewhat
hanghtily, “if her displeasure at my presence is likely to be
so formidable. My dear Luey,” he resumed, in-a tone of
soothing encouragement, *you are too childishly afraid of
Lady Ashton; she is a woman of family—a lady of fashion—
4 person who anust know the world, and what 18 due to her
husband and her husband’s guests.”

Lmey shook her head; and, as if her mother, still at the
distance of half a mile, conld have seen and serutinised her de-
portment; she withdrew herself from beside Ravenswood, and,
taking lier brother Henry’s ann, led him to a different part of
the terrace.  The Keeper also shuffled down towards the portal
of the great gate, without inviting Ravenswood to accompany
By and thus e vemsined standing alone on the terrace, deser-

ted and shunned, as it were, by the inhabitants of the mansion,
16 ' ) '
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This suited not the mood of one whe was proud in propor-
tion to his poverty, and who thought that, in sacrificing his
deep-rooted resentments so far as to become Sir William Ash-
ton’s guest, he conferred a favour, and received none. #1[ can
forgive Lucy,” he said to himself; *she is young, timid, and
conscious of an important engagement assmmed without her
mother’s sanction; yet she should remember with whom it
has been assumed, and leave me no veason to suspect that she
is ashamed of her choice. For the Keepey, sense, spirit, and
expression seemn to have left his face and manner since he had
the first glimpse of Lady Ashton's earriage. 1 must wateh
how this is to end; and, if they give me reason to think my-
gelf an unweleome guest, my visit is soon abridged.”

With these suspicions floating en his mind, he left the ter-
race, and, walking towards the stables of the castle, gave di-
rections that his horse should be kept in readiness, in case he
should have oceasion to ride abroad.

In the mean while, the drivers of the two carriages, the ap-
proach of which had occasioned so much dismay at the castle,
had become aware of each other's presence, as they approached
upon different lines to the head of the avenue, as a ¢ommon
centre. Tady Ashton’s driver and postilions instantly received
orders to get foremost, if possible, her ladyship being desirous
of despatehing her first interview with her hushand before the
arvival of these guests, whoever they might happen tobe. On
the other hand, the coachman of the Marquis, conseious of his
own dignity and that of his master, and observing the rival
charioteer was mending his pace, resolved, like a true brother
of the whip, whether ancient or modern, to vindicate his right
of precedence. ' So that, to increase the confusion of the Lord
Keeper's understanding, he saw the short time which remainad
for eonsideration abridged by the haste of the contending eoach-
rien, who, fixing their eyes sternly on each other, and apply-
ing the lash smartly to their horses, began to thunder down
the descent with emulous: rapidity, while the horsemen who
attended them were foreed to put on to a hand-gallop.

Sir William's only ehanee now remaining was the possibility
of an overturn, and that his lady or visitor might break their
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neeks. I am not aware that he formed any distinet wish on
the subject, but I have no reason to think that his grief in
gither case would have been altogether inconsolable. This
chance, however, also disappeared; for Lady Ashton, though
insensible to fear, began to see the vidienle of running a race
with & visitor of distinction; the goal being the portal of her
own eastle, and commanded her coachman, s they appriached
the avenue, to slacken his pace, and allow precedence to the
stranger’s equipage; a command which he gladly obeyed, as
coming in time to save his honour, the hovses of the Marquis's
carriage beiug befter, or, at least, fresher than his own. He
restrained his pace, thevefore, and sufferad the green coach to
enter the avenue, with all its: retinue, which pass it oecupied
with the speed of a whirlwind. "The Marquis’s laced chariot-
eer no sooner found the pas davance was granted to him than
he resumed a more deliberate pace, at which he advanced
under the embowering shade of the lofty elms, surrounded by
all the attendants; while the carriage of Lady Ashton fol-
lowed, still more slowly, at some distance.

In the front of the castle, and beneath the portal which ad-
mitted gnests into the inner court, stomld Sir William Ashton,
much perplexed in mind, his younger sonand danghter beside
him, and in their rear a train of attendants of varions ranks,
in and ont of livery. The nobility and gentry of Scotland, at
thiz period, were remarkable even to extravagance for the
number of their servants, ‘whose services were' easily pur-
chaged ina country where men were numerous beyond propor-
tion to the means of employing them.

The manners of a man trained like Siv William Ashion are
too much at his conumand to remain long disconcerted with the
most adverse coneurrence of eircumstances. He received the
Marquis, as he alighted from his equipage, with the usual
compliments of welcome; and, 25 he ushered him into the
great hall, expressed his hope that his journey had been pleas-
ant. The Marquis was a tall, well-made man, with a thought-
ful and ‘intelligent countenance, and an eye in which the fire
of ambition had for some years veplaced the vivacity of youth;
a bold, proud expression of countenance, yet chastened by
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habitual caution, and the desire which, as the head of a party,
he necessarily entertained of acquiving popularity. He an-
swered with courtesy the courteous ingquiries of the Lord
Keeper, and was formally presented to Miss Ashton, in the
course of which ceremony the Lord Keeper: gave the first
symptom of what was chiefly oeeupying his wmind, by introe-
ducing his daughter as “ his wife, Lndy Ashton.”

Luey blushed ; the Margnis looked suéprised at theextremely
juvenile appearance of Itis hostess, and the Lm d Keeper with
diffienlty rallied himself so far as to w.plaln * I should have
said my danghter, my lord; but the trath is, that T saw Lady
Ashton's carriage enter thc avenue shortly after your lord-
ship’s; and——"

4 Make no apology, wy lovd,” replied his noble guest; “let
me entreat yon will wait on' your lady, and leave me to eulti-
vate Miss Ashton's acquaintance. [ am shocked my people
should have taken precedence of our hostess at her own gn.t.e
but yvour lordship is aware that I supposed Lady Ashton was
still in the south. Permit me to beseech you will waive cere-
mony, and hasten to weleome her.™

This was precisely what the Lord Keeper longed to do; and
he instantly profited by his lordship’s obliging permission.
To see Lady Ashton, and encounter the first burst of her dis-
pleasure in private, wight prepare her, in some degree, to
receive her unweleome guests with due decornm.  As her
carriage, therefore, stopped, the arm of the attentive hushand
waus ready to assist Lady Ashton in dismounting. TLooking
ws 1f she stw him noty she put his armn aside, and requested
that of Captain Craigengelt, who stood by the eoach with his
laged hat under: his arm, having acted as eaoulicre sevvents,
or squire in attendance, during the jonmey. Taking hold of
this vespectable person’s arm as if to support her, Lady Ash-
ton traversed the court, uttering a word or two by way of di-
rection to the servauts, but not one to Sir William, who in
vain endeavoured to attract her attention, as he rather fol-
Jowed than accompanied her into the hall, in which they found
the Marquis in close conversation with the Master of Ravens-
wood. Luey had taken the fivst opportunity of escaping.



The Marquiz introdoees his eousin 1o Lady Ashton,

Lammermoor, Chap, xxif, p. 245,
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There was embarrassment on every countenance except that of
the Marquis of A ; for even Uraigengelt's impudence was
hardly able to veil his fear of Ravenswood, and the rest felt
the awkwardness of the position in which they were thus un-
expectedly placed.

After waiting a  moment to be presented by Sir William
Ashton, the Marguis resolved to introdwce himself. “The
Lord Keeper,” he said, bowing to Lady Ashton, *has just in-
troduced to me his daughter as his wife; Le might very easily
present Lady Ashton as his daughter, so little does she differ
from what [ remember her some years since.  Will she permit
an old acquaintance the privilege of a guest?”

He saluted the lady with too good a graee to apprehend a re-
pulse, and then proceeded: * This, Lady Ashton, is & peace-
making visit, and therefore I preswne to mtroduce my cousin,
the young Master of Ravenswood, to your favourable notice”

Lady Ashton could not choose but courtesy; buf there was
in her obeisance an air of haughtiness approaching to con-
temptuons repulse. Ravenswood could not choose but bow;
but his manner returned the scorn with which he had been
greeted.

“ Allow me,” she said, “to present to your lordship my
friend.” Craigengelt, with the forward impudence which
men of his cast mistake for ease, made a sliding bow to the
Marquis, which he graced by a flourish of his gold-laced hat.
The lady torned to her husband.  * You and I, Siv William,”
she said, and these were the first words she had addressed Lo
him, *“have acquiréd new acquaintances since we parted; let
me introduce the acquisition I have made to mine— Captain
Craigengelt.”

Another bow, and another flourish of the gold-laced hat,
which was returned by the Lord Keeper without intimation
of former récognition, and with that sort of anxious readiness
which intimated his wish that peace and amnesty should take
place betwixt the eontending parties, including the auxiliaries
on both sides. *“ Let me infroduce you to the Master of Ra-
venswood,” said he to Captain Craigengelt, following up the
‘same amicable system.
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But the Master drew up his tall form to the full extent of
his height, and without so much as looking towards the per-
son thus: introduced 'to him, he said, in a marked fone: " Cap-
tain Craigengelt and I are alveady perfectly well acquainted
with each other.”

S Perfectly—perfeetly,” replied the Captain, in a wmmbling
tone, like that of a double echo, and with a flonvish of Lis hat,
the circumference’ of which was greatly abiridged, compared
with those which had so eordially graced his introduction to
the Marquis and the Lord Keeper.

Lockhard, followed by three menials, now entered with wine.
and refresliments, which it was the fashion to offer as a whet
before dinner; and when they were placed before the gnests;
Lady Ashton made an apology for withdrawing her husband
from fhem for some minutes npon business of special import,
The Marquis, of course, requested her ladyship would lay her-
self under no restraint; and Craigengelt, bolting with speed a
second glass of vacy canary, hastened to leave the wom, feel-
ing no great pleasure in the prospect. of being left alone with
the Marquis of A and the Master of Ravenswood; the
presence of the former holding him in awe, and that of the
latter in bodily terror. '

Bome arvangements abont his horse and baggage formed the
pretext for his sudden vetreat, in which he persevered, al-
thongh Lady Ashton gave Lockhard orders to be careful most
particilarly to aceommodate Captain Craigengelt with all the
attendance which he eould poessibly reguire. ‘The Marquis
and the Master of Ravenswood were thus left to commmnicate
to each other their remarks upon the reception which they had
met with, while Lady Ashton led the way, and her lord followed
somewhat like a condenined eriminal, to her ladyship's dress-
ing-rogm, '

S0 soon s the sponses had Loth entered, hier ladyship gave
way to that fievce andaeity of temper which she had with dif-
ficnlty suppressed; out of respeet to appearances. She ghut
the door behind the alarmed Lord Keeper, took the key out
of the spring-lock, and with a countenance which years had
not bereft of its haighty charms, and eyes which spoke at
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once reselution and resentment, she addressed her astounded
husband in these words: * _My lord, I am not greatly sur-
prised at the eannexions yon have been pleased to form dur-
ing my absence, they are entively in confornity with your
birth and breeding; and if' 1 did expect anything else, I
heartily own my error, and that 1 merit, by having done so,
the disappointient you had prepared for me.”

My dewr Lady Ashton—my dear Bleanor [Margaret],”
gaid the Lord Keeper, *listen to reason for a moment, and
I will convinee yon I hiave acted with all the rvegard due to
the diguity, as well as the interest, of my family.”

“To the. interest of yonr family I conceive you perfectly
capable of attending,” returned the indignant lady, “and even
to the digrity of your own family also, as far as it requires
any looking after. DBut as mine happens to be inextricably
invelved with it, you will exeuse me if I choose to give my
own attention so faras that is concerned.”

¥ What would you have, Lady Ashton?” said the husband.
“What is it that displeases you? Why is it that, on your re-
turn after 50 long'an absence, I am arraigned in this manyer?™

* Ask your own conseience, Sir William, what hag pmmpu:d
you to become a renegade to your political party and opinions,
and led you, for what I know, to be on the puint of mary; x’i}:g
your only danghter to a heggml,) Jaeobite bankrupt, the in-
veterate enemy of your family to the boot.”

“Why, what, in the name of common sense and eommon
civility, would you have me do, madam?"” answered her hus-
band.  *Is it possible for me, with ordinary decency, to turn
a young gentleman out of my house, who saved my danghter's
life and my own, but the other morning, as it were?”

“Baved yonr life! I have heard of that story,” said the
lady. “The Lovd Keeper was scared by a dun cow, and he
takes the young fellow who killed her for Guy of Warwiek:
any butcher from Haddington may soon have an equal elaim
on your hospitality.”

“Lady Ashton,” stammered the Keeper, " this is intoler-
able; and when T am desirons; too, to make you easy by any
sacrifice, if you would but tell me what you would beat.”
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“Go down to your guests,” said the imperious dame, *and
make your apology to Havenswood, that the arrival of Captain
Craigengelt and some other friends renders it impossible for
you to offer him lodgings at the castle. I expect young Mr.
Hayston of Bueklaw.”

“(Good heavens, madam!” ejuculated her husband. *“Ra-
venswood to give place to Craigengelt, a common gambler and
an informer! It was all T conld do to forbear desiring the fel-
low to get out of my house, and I was much surprised to see
him in your ladyship’s train.”

“Since you saw him there, yon might be well assured,”
answered this meek helpmate, “that he was proper society.
As to this Ravenswood, he only meets with the treatment
which, to my certain knowledge, he gave to a much-valued
friend of mine, who had the misfortune to be his guest some
time since. It take your resolution; for, if Ravenswood
does not quit the house, I will.”

Sir William Ashton paced upand down the apartment in the
most distressing agitation; fear, and shame, anl anger eon-
tending against the habitual deference he was in the use of
rendering to his lady. At length it ended, as is usnal with
timid minds placed in such circumstances, in his adopting a
mezzo termine—a middle measure.

“1 tell you frankly, madam, I neither can nor will be gailty
of the incivility you propose to the Master of Ravenswood; he
has not deserved it at my hand. If you will be so unreason-
able as to insult a man of yuality under your own roof, [ can-
not prevent you; but I will not at least be the agent in such
a preposterous proeeeding.”

“You will not?” asked the lady.

%o, by heavens, madam!” her husband replied; “ask me
anything congruent with ¢emmon decency, as to drop his ae-
quaintance by degrees, or the like; but to bid him leave my
house is what I will not and cannot consent to.”

“Then the task of supporting the honour of the family will
fall on me, as it has often done before,” said the lady.

She sat down, and hastily wrote a few lines. The Lord
Keeper made another effort to prevent her taking a step so
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decisive, just as she opened the door to eall her female attend-
ant fiom the ante-room. “Think what you are doing; Lady
Ashton: you are making a mortal enemy of & young man who
13 like to have the means of harming us———"

*Did you ever know a Donglas who feared an enemy?" an-
swered the lady, contemptuously.

“Ay, but heis as proud and vindictive as an hundred
Douglasses, and an hundred devils to boot. Think of it for
a night only."

“Not for another moment,” answered the lady. * Here,
Mrs. Patullo, give this billet to young Ravenswood,”

“To the Master, madam!P” said Mrs. Patullo.

“ Ay, to the Master, if you eall him so.”

#1 wash my hands of it entively,” said the Keeper; “and T
shall go down into the garden, and see that Jardine gathers
the winter fruit for the dessert.”

1o so,” said the lady, looking after him with glances of
infinite contempt; “and thank God that you leave one behind
you as fit to protect the honour of the family as you are to look
after pippins and pears.”

The Lord Keeper remained long enough in the garden to
give her ladyship’s mind time to explode, and to let, as he
thought, at least the first violence of Ravenswood's displeas-
ure blow over. When he entered the hall, he found the Mae-
quis of A giving orders to some of his attendants. He
seemed in high displensure; and interrupted an apology which
Sir Willinm had eommenced for having left his lordship
alone.

“1 presume, Siv William, you ave no stranger to this singu-
lar billet with which wmy kinsman of Ravenswood (an emphasis
on the word *my?) has been favoured by your lady; and, of
course, that you arve preparved to receive my adieus. My
kinsman is alveady gone, having thought it unnecessary to
offer any on his part, since all former civilities had been can-
celled by this singular insult.”

“T protest, my lord,” said Sir William, holding the billet
in his hand, “1 am not privy to the contents of this letter. T
know Lady Ashton is a warm-tempered and prejudiced woman,




250 WAVERLEY NOVELS.

and 1 am sincerely sorry for any offence that has been given or
taken; but 1 hope your lovdship will consider that a lady 2

# Should bear herself towards persons of a certain rank with
the reeding of one,” said the Marvquis, *eompleting the half-
uttered sentence.

“True, my lord,” said the unfortunate Keeper; “but Lady
Ashiton isstill a woman——"

“And as such, methinks,” said the Mawuis, again inter-
rupting him, “should be taught the duties which correspond
to her station. DBut here she comes, and I will learn from her
own month the reason of this extraordinary and unexpected
affront offered to my near velation, while both he and I were
her ladyship's guests.”

Lady  Ashton accordingly entered the apartment at this
moment. Her dispute with Sir William, and a subsequent
interview with her danghter, had not prevented her from at-
tending to the duties of her toilette. She appeared in full
dress; and, from the eharactér of her epuntenance and man-
ner, well beeame the splendour with which ladies of quality
then appeared on such occasions.

The Marquis of & bowed haughtily, and she returned
the salute with equal pride and distance of demeanour. He
then took from the passive hand of Sir William Ashton the
billet he had given him the moment before he approached the
lady, and was about to speak, when she inferrupted him, “1
pereeive, my lord, you arve abouf to enter upon an unpleasant
subjeet. | am sorry any such should have oceurred at this
tiine, to interrupt in the slightest degree the respectful recep-
tion due to your lordship; but so it is. Mr. Edgar Ravens-
wood, for whom I have addressed the billet in your lordship’s
hand, has abused the hospitality of this family, and Sir Wil-
limu Ashton’s softuess of temper, in order to seduce a young
person into engagements without her parents’ consent, aud of
which they never ean approve.”

Both gentlemen apswered at once.  “My kinsman is inea-
pable " said the Lord Marquis.

“Tam confident that my daughter Luney is still more inga-
pable——" said the Lord Keeper.
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Lady Ashton at onee interrupted and replied to them both :
“ My Lord Marquis, vour kKinsman, if Mr. Ravenswood has the
honour to be so, has made the attempt privately to seeure the
affections of this voung and inexperienced girl. Siv William
Ashton, your daughter has been simple enough to give mors
enconragement than she ought to have done to so very ini-
proper a suitor.”

“And I think, madam,” said the Lord Keeper, losing his
accustomeed temper and patience, “that if you had nothing
better to tell us, you had better have kept this family secret to
yourself also.™ }

*You will pardon me, Sir William,” said the lady, ecalmly;
“the noble Marquis hasa right to know the cause of the treat-
ment [ have found 1t necessary to use fo & gentleman whom he
eally his Mood-relation.”

*“It is a canse,” muttered the Lord Keeper, “which has
emerged since the effect has taken place; for, if it exists at
all, I am sure she knew nothing of it when her letter to
Ravenswood was written.”

“1t i5 the first time that I have heard of this,” said the
Marquis; “but, since your ladyship has tabled a subject se
delicate, permit me to say, that my kinsman’s birth and con-
nexions entitled him to a patient hearing, and at least a eivil
refusal, even inicase of his being so-ambitious as to raise his
eyes to the daughter of Sir William Ashton.”

“You will recollect, my lord, of what blood Miss Luoy Ash-
ton‘is eome by the mother’s side, ' said the lady. ‘

“I do réemember your descent—from a younger branch of
the house of Angus,” said the Marquis; “ and your ladyship—
forgive me, lady—ought not to forgel that the Ravenswoods
have thrice intermarried with the main stem. Come, madam,
[ know how matters: stand—old and long-fosterad prejudices
are difficult to get over, I make every allowance for them; 1
ought not, and I would not, otherwise have suffered my kins-
man to depart alone, expelled, in a manner, from this house,
but I had hopes of being a mediator. [ am still anwilling
to leave you in anger, and shall not set forward till after
noon, as I yejoin the Master of Ravenswood upon the road
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a few miles from hence. Let us talk over this matier more
coolly.”

“1t 15 what I anxiously desire, my lord,” said Sir William
Ashton, eagerly. “Lady Ashton, we will not permit my Lord
of A to leave ns in displeasure. We must compel him
to tarry dinner at the castle.”

“The castle, " said the lady, “and all that it contains, are
at the command of the Marquis, so long as he chooses to
honour it with his residence; but touching the farther diseus-
sion of this disagreeable topic——"

“Pardon me, good madam,* said the Marquis; *but I can-
not allow you to express any hasty resolution on a subject so
important, I see that more company is arriving; and, since
I have the good fortune to renew my former acquaintanee with
Lady Ashton, I hope she will give me leave to avoid perilling
what I prize so highly upon any disagreeable subjeet of dis-
cussion—at least till we have talked over more pleasant topics.”

The lady smiled, eourtesied, and gave her hand to the Mar-
quis, by whom, with all the formal gallantry of the time, which
did not permit the guest to tuck the lady of the house under
the arm, as a rustic does his sweetheart at a wake, she was
ushered to the eating-room.

Here they were: joined by Bucklaw, Craigengelt, and other
neighbours, whom the Lovd Keeper had previously invited to
meet the DMarquis of A——. An apology, founded upon a
slight indisposition, was alleged as an exeuse for the absence
of Miss Ashton, whose seat appeared unoveupied.  The enter-
tainment was splendid to profusion, and was protracted till a
late hour,
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CHAPTER XXIII

Such was our fallen fathor's fate,
Yeou better than ming own
He shared hisexile with his mate,
I'm hanish'd forth alone,
WALLER

I wiLe not attempt to deseribe the mixture of indignation
and regret with which Ravenswood left the séat which had
Lelonged to his ancestors. The terms in which Lady Ashton’s
billet was couched rendered it impossible for him, without being
deficient in that spirit of which he perhaps had too much; to
remain an instant longer within its walls. The Marguis, who
had his share in the affront, was, nevertheless, still willing to
make some efforts at conciliation. He therefore suffered his
kinsman to depart alone, making him promise, however, that
he would wait for him at the small inn called the Tod's Hole,
situated, as our readers may Le pleased to recollect, half-way
betwixt Havenswood Castle and Wolf's Crag, and about five
Seottish miles distant from each. Here the Marquis proposed
to join the Master of Ravenswood, either that night or the
next norning.  His own feelings would have induced him to
have left the eastle directly, but he was loth to forfeit;, with-
out at least one effort, the advantages which he had proposed
from his visit to the Lord Keeper; and the Master of Ravens-
wood was, even in the very heat of his resentment, unwilling
to foreclose any chance of reconeiliation which might arise
out of the partiality which “Sir William Ashton had shown
towards him, as well as the intercessory arguments of his
noble kinsman., He himself departed withont a moment’s de-
lay, farther than was necessary to make this arrangement.

At first he spurred his horse at a quick pace through an
avenue of the park, as if, by rapidity of motion; he could
stupify the confusion of feelings with which he was assailed.
But as the road grew wilder and more sequestered, and when
the trees had hidden the turrets of the ecastle, he gradually
slackened his pace, as if to indulge the painful reflections
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which hié had in vain endeavoured to repress. The path in
whieh he found himself led him to the Mermaiden's Foun-
tain, and to the cottage of Alice; aund the fatal influence which
superstitious belief attached to the former spot, as well as the
admonitions which had been in yain offered to him by the in-
habitant of the latter, forced themselves upon his memory.
“OLd saws speak trath,™ he said to himself, “and the Mer-
maiden’s Well has indeed witnessed the last act of rashness of
the heir of Raveuswood. Alice spoke well,” he continued,
Uand I am o the situation which she foretold; or rather, I
an more deeply dishonoured—not the dependant and ally of
the destroyer of my father’s house, as the old sibyl presaged,
but the degraded wrateh who has aspired to hold that subor-
dinate character, and has been rejected with disdain.”

We are bound to'tell the tale as we have reeeived it; and,
considering the distance of the time, and propensity of those
through whose mouths it has passed to the marvellous, this
coudd not Le ealled a Seottish story unless it manifested a
tinge of Seottish superstition. As Havenswood approached
the selitary fountain, he is said to have met with the follow-
ing singular adventure: His hovse;, which was moving slowly
forward, suddenly interrapted its steady and composed pace,
gnorted, reared, and, though wrged by the spur, refused to
proceed, as if some object of tervor had suddenly presented
itself. On looking to the fountain, Ravenswood discerned a
female figure, dressed in a white, or rather greyish, mantle,
placed on the very spot on which Lucy Ashton had reclined
while listening to the fatal tale of love. His immediate in-
pression was that she had conjectured by which path he wonld
traverse the park on his departure;, and placed herself at this
well-known and sequestered place of rendezvous, to indulge
lier own servow aund his in a parting interview. In this belief
he jumped from Lis lorse, and, making its bridle fast to a
tree, walked hastily towards the fountain, pronouncing eager-
1y, yet under his breath, the words, “Miss Ashton!—Luey!”

The figure turned as he addressed it, and displayed to his
wondering eyes the features, not of Lucy Ashton, but of old
blind Alice.  The singularity of her dress, which rather resem-
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bled a shroud than the garment of a living woman; the ap-
pearance of her person, larger, as itstruck him, than it wsually
seemed to be; aboveall, the strange eiveumstance of & Llind,
infirm, and deevepit person being found alone and at adis-
tance from her habitation (considerable, if her infivmities be
taken into account), combined to impress him with a feeling
of wonder approaching tofear.  As he approached, she arose
slowly from her seat, held her shrivelled hand up as if to pre-
vent his coming more near, and her withered lips moved fast,
although no sound issued from them. Ravenswood stopped;
and as, after a moment’s puuse, he again advanced towards
her, Alice; or her apparition, moved or glided backwards to-
wards the thicket, still keeping heér face turned towards
him. The trees soon hid the form from his sight; and, yield-
ing to the strong and terrific impression that the being which
he had seen was not of this world, the Master of Davenswood
remained reoted to the ground whereon he had stood when he
canght his last view of her. At length, summoning up his
courage, he advanced to the spot on which the figure had
seemed to be seated; but neither was there pressure of the
grass nor any other ¢irenmstanee to induee him to believe that
what be had seen was real and subistantial.

Full of those strange thoughts” and confused apprehensions
which awake in the hesom of oue who coneeives lie has wit-
nessed some preternatural appearance, the Master of Ravens:
wood walked back towards his hosse, frequently, however,
looking behind him; not without apprehension, as if expecting
that the vision wonld veappear.  DLut the apparition, whether
it was reil or whether it was the creation of a heated and agi-
tated imagination, returned not again; and he found his Lorse
sweating and terrified, as if experiencing that agony of fear
with which the presence of a supematural being is supposed
to agitate the brute eveation. The Master mounted, and rode
slowly forward, soothing his’steed from time totime, while
the animal seemed internally to shrink and x.huddm, as if ex-
pecting some new object of fear at the opening of every glade.
The rider, after a moment's consideration, resolved to lm’&aﬁ:—
gate the matter further. “Uan my eyes have deceived me,”
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he said;, “and deceived me for such a space of time? Or are
this woman's infirmities but feigned, in order to excite com-
passion? And even then, her motion resembled not that of a
living: and existing person. DMust I adopt the popular ereed,
and think that the unhappy being has formed a league with
the powers of darkuess? 1 am determined to be vesolved; I
will not brook imposition even from my own eyes.”

In this uncertainty he rode up to the little wicket of Alice’s
garden. Her seat beneath the birch-tree was vacant, though
the day was pleasant and the sun was high. He approached
the hut, and heard from within the sobs and wailing of a fe-
male. No answer was returned when he: knocked, so that,
after a moment’s pause, he lifted the latch and entered. It
was indead a house of solitude and sorrow.  Stretched upon
her miserable pallet lay the corpse of the last retainer of the
house of Ravenswood who still abode on their patemal do-
mains! Life had bat shortly departed; and the little gir] by
whom she had been attended in her last moments wis wringing
her hands and sobbing, betwixt childish fear and sorrow, over
the body of her mistress.

The Master of Ravenswood had some difficulty to compose
the terrors of the poor child, whom his unexpected appearance
had at first rather appalled than comforted ; and when hesuc-
ceeded, the first expression which the girl used intimated that
“he had eome too late.”  Upon inguiring the meaning of this
expression, he learned that the deceased, npon the first attack
of the mortal agony, had sent a peasant to the castle to beseech
an interview of the Master of Ravenswood, and had expressed
the ntmost impatience for his return. But the messengers of
the poor are tardy and negligent: the fellow had not reached
the castle, ag was afterwards léamed, until Ravenswood had
left it, and had then found too mueh amusement among the
retinue of the strangers to return in any haste to the cottage
of Alice. Meantime her anxiety of mind seemed to increase
with the agony of her body; and, to use the phrase of Babie,
her only attendant, “she prayed powerfully that she might
see her master’s son once more, -and renew her warning.”
She died just as the clock in the distant village tolled one;
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and Ravenswood remembered, with internal shuddering, that
he had heard the chime sound through the wood just before
he had seen what he was now mueh disposed to consider as
the spectre of the deceased.

It was necessary, as well from his respect to the departed
as in common humanity to her terrified attendant; that he
should take some measures to relieve the girl from her dis-
tressing situaiion. The deceased, he understood, had ex-
pressed & desire to be buried in a selitary ¢hurchyard, near
the little inn of the Tod’s [ole, called the Hermitage, or more
commonly Avmitage, in which lay interred some of the Ra-
venswood family, and many of their followers. Ravenswood
conceived it his duty to gratify this predilection; commenly
found to exist among the Scottish peasantry, and despatched
Babie to the neighbouring village to procure the assistance of
some females, assuring her that, in the mean while; he would
himself remain with the dead body, which, as in Thessaly of
old, it is aceounted highly uufit to leave without a watceh,

Thus, in the course of a quarter of an hour or little more,
he found himself sitting a solitary guard over the nanimate
cotpse of her whose dismissed spirit, unless his eyes had
strangely deceived him, had so recently manifested itself be-
fore him. Notwithstanding his natural courage, the Master
was considerably affected by a concurrence of cireumstances
so extraordinary. “She died expressing lher eager desire
to see me.  Can it be, then,” was his natural course of veflec-
tion—**ean strong and earnest wishes, formed during the last
agony of nature, survive its eatastrophe, surmount the awful
bounds of the spiritual world, and place before us its inhabi-
tants in the hues and colouring of life? And why was that
manifested to the eye which ecould not unfold its tale to the
ear? and whervefore should a breach be made in the laws of
nature, yet ils purpose vemain wnknown? Vain questions,
which only death, when it shall make we like the pale and
withered foun befors me, can ever resolve,”

He laid a eloth, as he spoke, over the lifeless face, upon
whose features he felt unwilling any longer to dwell. He
then tuukl}%is place in an old carved oaken chair, ornamented
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with his own armorial bearings, which Alice had conteived to
appropriate to her own use in the pillage which took place
among creditors, officers, domestics, and messengers of the
law when his father left Ravenswoml Castle for the last time.
Thus seated, he banished, as mueh as he could; the supersti-
tious feelings which the late incident naturally inspired. His
own were sad enough, without the exaggeration of supernatu-
val terror, since hie found himself transferved from the situation
of # suecessful lover ¢f Luey Ashton, and an honoured and
respected friend of her father, into the melancholy and soli-
tary guardian of the abandoned and forsaken corpse of a com-
on panper.

He was relieved, however, from his sad office sooner that
he could reasonably have expected; considering the distance
betwixt the hut of the deceased and the village, and the age
and mfivmities of thres old women who ‘eame from thence, in
military phrase, to relieve guard upon the body of the defunct.
On any other oceagion the speed of these veverend sibiyls wonld
have been much more moderate, for the first was eighty years
of age and upwards, the second was paralytie, and the third
lame of & leg from some accident, But the buvial duties ven-
derved to the deceased ave, to the Scottish peasant of either
sex, a labour of love. T kwow not whether it is from the tem-
per of the people, grave and enthusiastic as it certainly is, or
from the recollection of the ancient Catholic opinions, when
the funeral rites were always considered as a peviod of festival
to the living; but feasting, good cheer, and even inéhriety,
were, and are, the frequent accompaniments of a Scottish old-
fashioned burial. What the funeral ‘feast, or “dirgie," as it
is called, was to the men, the gloomy preparations of the dead
body for the coffinwere to the women, To straight the con-
torted limbs upon a board used for that melancholy purpose,
to array the corpse in clean linen, and over that in its woollen
shroud, were operations committed always to the old matrons
of the village, and in which they found a singular and gloomy
delight. '

The old women paid the Master their salutations with a
ghastly smile, which reminded him of the meeting betwixt
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Maecbeth and the witehes on the blasted heath of Forres. He
gave them soine money, and vecommended to them the charge
of the dead body of their contemporary, an oflice which they
willingly undertook ; intimating to him at the same tine that
he must leave the hut, in order that they might begin their
mournful duties. Ravenswood readily agreed to depart, only
tarrying to recommend to them due attention to the body, and
to receive information where he was to find the sexton, or
beadle, who had in charge the deserted churehyard of the
Armitage, in order to prepare matters for the reception of Old
Alice in the place of repose which she had selected for herself.

“Ye'll no be pinched to find out Johnie Mortsheugh,” said
the elder sibyl, and still her withered c¢heek bore a grisly
smile; “he dwells near the Tod’s Hole, an house of entertain-
ment where there lias been mony a blythe birling, for death
and drink-draining ave near neighbours to ane anither.”

“ Ayl oand that's e'en true, cummer,” said the lame hag,
propping heyself with & erutech which suppovted the shortness
of her left leg, *for 1 mind when the father of this Master
of Ravenswood that is now standing before us sticked young
Blackhall with his whinger, for a wrang word said ower their
wine, or brandy, or what not: he giaed in as light as a Lok,
and he came out wi’ his feet foremost. T was at the winding
of the corpse; and when the blnid was washed off, he was a
Lonny bouk of man’s body.”

It may be easily believed that thisill-timed aneedote hast-
ened the Master’s purpose of quitting a company so evil-
omened and so edions. Yet, while walking to the tree to
which his horse was tied; and busying himself with adjusting
the girlits of the saddle, he could not aveid hearing, through
the hedge of the little garden, a conversation respecting him-
self, betwixt the lame woman and the vctogenavian sibyl,
The pair had hobbled into the garden to gather rosemary,
southernwoorl, rue, and other plants proper to be strewed upon
‘the body, and burned by way of fumigation in the ehimney
of the cottage. The paralytic wretch, almost exhausted by
‘the jowrmey, was left guard upon the corpse, lest witches or
fiends might play their sport with it.
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The following low, eroaking dialogue was necessirily over-
heard by the Master of Ravenswood:

“That's a fresh amd full-zrown hemlock, Annie Winnie;
mony & cummer lang syne wad hae sought nae better horse o
flee over hill and how, throngh mist and moonlight, and light
down in the Wing of France's eellar.™

“ Ay, eummer! but thevery deil has turned as hard-hearted
now ‘a8 the Lord Keeper and the grit folk, that hae breasts like
whinstane. They prick ns and they pine ug, aud they pit us
on the pinnywinkles for witehes; and, if T say my prayers
backwards ten times ower, Satan will never gie me amends o
them.” '

“Did ye ever see the fonl thief?” asked her neighbonr.

“Nal!" replied the ether spokeswoman; * but I trow T haea
dreamed of him mony a time, and T think the day will come
they will burn me for't. But ne’er mind, ‘cummer! we hae
this dollar of the Master’s; and we'll send doun for bread and
for vill, and tobaeco, and a drap lrandy to burm, and a wee
pickle saft sugar; and be theve deil, or nae deil, lass, we'll
hae a merry night o't.”

Here her leathern. chops uttered @ sort of eackling, ghastly
laugh, resembling, to a certain degree, the ery of the screeeh-
owl.

Y He's @ frank man, and a free-handed man, the Master,”
said Aunnie Winnie, “and a comely personage—Dbroad in the
shonthers, and nareow aroand the lunyies. He wad mak a
bouny corpse; I wad like to hae the streiking and winding o'
hidn. ™

“It 5 written on his brow,. Annie Winnie,” retumed the
oetogenarian, her companion, * that hand of woman, or of nan
either, will never stranght hinv: dead-deal will never be laid
on his back, make you your market of that, for I hae it frae
a sure land.”

“Will it be hig lot to die on the battle-ground then, Ailsie
Gourlay? Wil lie die by the sword or the ball, as hiz forbears
had dune before him, mony ane 0° them?"

“Ask noe mair guestions about it—he’ll no be graced sae
far,” replied the sage.
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“1'ken ye are wiser than ither folk, Ailsie Gourlay. Dut
wha tell’d ye this?"

“ Fashna your thumly about that, Annie: Winnie;”* answered
the sibyl, 1 hae it fine a hand sure eneugh. ™

“ But ye sald ye never saw the foul thief,” reiterated her
inquisitive companion,

* I hae it frae assure a hand,” said Ailsie, “and frae them
that spaed his fortune before the sark gaed ower his head.”

“Hark! [ hear his horse's feet riding aff,” said the other;
“they dinna sound as if good luek was wi’ then.”

“ Malk haste, sivs,” ¢ried the paralytic hag from the cottage,
“and let us do what isneedfu’, and say what is fitting; for,
if the dead corpse binna stranghted, it will ghvne and thraw,
and that will fear the best o us ™

Ravenswood was now outof hearing. . He despised most of
the ordinary prejudices abont witcherafe, omens, and vaticina-
tion, to which his age and country still gave such imiplicit
credit that to express a doubt of them was accounted a erime
equal to the unbelief of Jews or Saracens; he knew also that
the prevailing belief, concerning witches, operating upon the
hypochondriac habits of those whom age, infirmity, and pov=
erty vendered liable to suspicion, and enforced by the fear
of death and the pangs of the most eruel tortures, often ex-
torted those confessions which encumber and disgrace the
eriminal records: of Scotland during the 17th century. But
the vision of that morming, whether real or imaginarvy, had
impressed his wind with @ superstitions feeling which he in
vain endeavoured to shake off, The nature of the business
which awaited him at the little inn, ealled Tod's Hole, where
he soon after arrived, was not of a kind to vestore his spirits.

It was necessary he should see Mortsheugh, the sexton of
the old burial-ground at Avmitage, to arvange matters for the
funeral of Alice; and, as the man dwelt near the place of her
late vesidence; the Master. after n slight: refreshiment, walked
towards the place where the body of Alice was to Lie deposited.
It was sitnated in the nook formed by the eddying sweep of a
stream, which issued from the adjoining hills. A rude cavern
in an adjacent rock, which, in the interior, was cut into the
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shape of a cross, formed the hermitage, where some Saxon
saint had in ageient times done penance, and given name to
the place, The rich Abbey of Coldinghame had, in Iatter
days, established a chapel in the neighbourhood, of which
no vestige was now visible, though the churchyard which
surrounded it was still, as upon the present occasion, used
for the interment of particular persons. One or two shattered
yew-trees still grew within the precinets of that which had
once been holy gromnd.  Warriors and barons had been buried
there of old, but their names were forgotten, and their monu-
ments demolished, The only sepulchral memorials which re-
mained were the upright headstones whieh mark the graves of
persons of inferior rank. The abode of the sexton was a soli-
tary cottage adjacent to the ruined wall of the cemetery, but
so low that, with its thatch, which nearly reached the ground,
covered with a thiek crop of grass, fog, and house-leeks, it
resembled an overgrown grave. On inguiry, however, Ha-
venswood found that the man of the last mattock was absent
at a bridal, being fiddler as well as grave-digger to the vicin-
ity. He therefore retived to the little inn, leaving a message
that early next moming he would again call for the person
whose double ceeupation connected him at onee with the house
of mourning and the house of feasting.

Anoutrider of the Marquis arrived at Tod’s Hole shortly
after, with a message, intimating that his master would join
Rtavenswood at that place on the following morning; and the
Master, who would otherwise have proceeded to his old retreat
at Wolf’s Crag, remained there accordingly to give meeting
to his noble kinsman,
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CHAPTER XXIV.

Hamder. Has thiz fellow no feeling of 1ds bosiness? he sings at grave
making, )

Haratio. Custan hath maade §tin him & properly of easiness,

Hronded. "Tis e'en so: the hand of litthe employmint hath the daintier

HO05E.
Thewder, AotV Boene 1,

Tur sleep of Ravenswool was broken by ghastly and sagi-
tating visions, and his waking intervals disturbed Ly melan-
choly reflections on' the past and painful anticipations of the
futnre. He was perhaps the only traveller who ever slept in
that miserable kennel without complaining of his lodgings, or
feeling inconvenienee from theirdeficiencies. 1t iz when “ the
mind iz free the body's delicate.”  Moming, however, found
the Master an early riser, in hopes that the fresh air of the
dawn might afford the refreshment which night had refused
him. He took his way towirds the solitary burial-ground,
which lay about half a mile from the inn.

The thin Lilue smoke, which alveady began to curl upward,
and to distinguizh the cottage of the living from tlhe habita-
tion of the dead, apprised him that its inmate had returned
and was stirring. Aceordingly, on entering the little church-
yard, he saw the old man lalouring in-a half-made grave.
“ My destiny,” thought Havenswood, “seems: to lead me to
seenes of fateand of death; but these ave childish thoughts,
and they shall not master me. T will not again suffer my
imagination to Leguile my senses.” The old man rested on his
spade as the Master approached him, as if to réceive his com-
mands; and as he did not immediately speak, the sexton
opened the discourse in his own way.

“Ye will be a wedding customer, siry; "se warrant?”

¥ What makes you think so, friend?” replied the Master.

*1 live by twa trades, sir.” replied the blythe old man—
“fiddle, sir, and spade; Alling the world, and emptying of
it; and [ suld ken baith east of customers by head-mark in
thirty years’ practice.”
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Y You are mistaken, however, this morning,”: replied Ra-
venswood.

“Am I?7” said the old man, looking keenly at him, “ troth
and it may be; sinece, for as brent 4s your brow is, there is
something sitting upon it this day that is as near akin to
death as to wedlock. Weel—weel; the pick and shovel arve
as ready to your order as bow and fiddle. "

“1 wish yvou," said Ravenswood, “to lock after the decent
interment of an old woman, Alice Gray, who lived at the
Craigfoot in Havenswood Park.”

 Alige Gray!—blind Alice!" said the sexton; “and is she
gane at last? that's another jow of the bell fo bid me be ready.,
I mind when Habbie Gray brought her down to this land; a
likely lass she was then, and looked ower her southland nose
at us a'. I trow her pride got a downeome. And is she
e'en gane?”

“She died yesterday,” said Ravenswood; “and desirved to
be buried here beside her husband; vou know where he lies,
no doubt?"?

“ Ken where he lies!” answered the sexton, with national
indivection of response.  * [ Ken whar a'body lies, that lies
hiere. DBut ye were speaking o’ her grave? Lord help us, it's
no an ordinar grave that will haud her in, if a’s true that foll
said of Alice in her anld days; and if | gue to six feet deep—
and a warlock’s grave shouldna be an inch mair ebb, or lier
ain witeh ewmmers would:soon whirl her out of her shroud for
a' their auld acquaintance—and be’t six feef, or be’t three,
wha's to pay the making o't, I pray ye?”

“1 will pay that, my friend, and all other reasonable
charges.”

# Reagsonable charges!” said the sexton; *ou, there's grund-
mail—and bell-siller, though the bell’s broken, nae doubt—
and the kist—and my day’s wark—and my bit fee—and some
brandy and yill to the dirgie, I am no thinking that you can
inter her, to ea’ decently, under saxteen pund Scots. ™

“There is the money, my friend,” said Ravenswood, * and
something over. De sure you know the grave.”

“Ye'll be ane 0" her English relations, 1’se warrant,” said
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the hoary man of skulls; “I hae heard she marvied far helow
her station. It was very vight to let Ler bite on the Leidle
‘when she was living, and it's very right to gie her a de¢ent
burial now she's dend, for that's a matter o credit to yoursell
rather than to her.  Folk may let their kindved shift for them-
sefls when they are alive, and ean bear the burden of their ain
mistdoings; but it’s an nnnatural thing to let them be buried
like dogs, when'a' the diseredit gangs to the kindred. What
kens the dead eorpse about it ?"

*You would not have people neglect their relations on a
bridal oecasion neither? gaid Navenswood, who was annsed
with the professional limitation of the grave-digger’s philan-
thropy.

The old man cast up his sharp grey eves with o shrewd
smile;, as if he understood the jest, bt instantly continued,
with his: former gravity: * Bridals—wha wad neglect Liridals
thiat had ony regard for plenishing theearth?  To he-sure,
they suld be celebrated with ‘all manner of good cheer, and
meeting of friends, and musical instroments—harp, sackbut,
and psaltery; or gnde fiddle and pipes, when these anld-warld
instroments of melody are havid to be compassed.”™

“The presence of the fiddle, I dare say,” replied Ravens-
wooil, “would atone for the absence of all the others.”

The sexton again looked sharply upat hin, as he answered:
“Nae doabt—nas donbt, 1f it were weel played; but yonder,”
he gaid, as if to change:the disconrse, *is Halbert Gray’s lang
haine, that ye were speering after, just tha thivd bourcek be-
yornd the muckle through-stane that stands on sax legs yon-
der, abune some ane 'of the Ravenswoods; for there is meny
“of their kin and followers lieve, deil 1ift them! thongh it isna
just their main burial-place,”

“They are no favourites, then, of yours, these Havens-
woods? said the Master, not mueh pleased with the passing
benediction which was thus bestowed on his family-and name.

%1 kenna wha should favonr them,” said the grave-digger;
“when they had lands and power, they were ill goides of
them haith, and now their head’s down, there’s few care how
lang they may be of lifting it again.”
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S Indead!” said Ravenswood: I never heard that this un-
happy family deserved ill-will at the hands of their country.
I grant their poverty, if that renders them contemnptible,”

“1g will gang a far way till't,” said the sexton of  Hermit-
age, “ve may tak my word for that; at least; I ken naething
else that suld mak myself contemptible, and folk are far frae
respecting me as they wad do if T lived in a twa-lofted sclated
house,  Bubas for the Bavenswoods; 1 hae seen three gener-
ations of them, and deil'ang to mend other.”

“1 thought they had enjoyed a fair character in the country,™
said their descendant,

“Character!  Ou, ye see, sir,’ said the sexton, “as for the
aunld gudesire body of a lovd, 1 lived on his land when T was
a swanking young chield, and could hae blawn the trumpet
wi' ony bedy, for I had wind enengh then; and touching this
trumpeter Marvine' that [ have heard play afore the lords of
the eireuit, T wad hae made nge mair o' him than of a bairm
and a bawbee whistle. 1 defy him to hae played *Boot and
saddle,” or “Horse and away,” or ‘Gallants, eome trot,” with
ines he hadug the tones.”™

Bt what is all this to old Lord Ravenswood, my friend?”
said the Master, who, with an auxiety not unnatural in his
circumstances, was desivous of prosecuting the musieian’s first
topie—* what had his memory to do with the degeneracy of
the trumpet musie?”

# Just this, siv,” answered the sexton, " that I lostmy wind
in his service. Ye see [ was trumpeter at the castle, and had
allowance for Llawing at break of day, and at dinner time
and other whiles when there was company about, and it pleased
my lord; and wlen he raised his militia to eaper awa’ to Both-
well Prig against the wrang-headed westland Whigs, I be-
hoved, veason or nane, to munt a horse and caper awa' wi’
them.”

* And very reasonable,” said Ravenswood; “you were his
servant and vassal.”

# Bervitor, say ye? replied the sexton, “and so'1 was; but
it was to blaw folk to their warm dinner, or at the warst toa

1500 Note 10,
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decent kitkyard, and no to skirl ‘them awa’ to a bluidy brae-
side, wlere théve was deil a bedral but the hooded eraw. But
hide yve; ye shall hear what éam o’t, and how far I am bund
to be bedesman to the Ravenswoods., ‘Till't, ye see, we gaed
on a braw simomer morning, twenty-fourth of June, saxteen
hundred and se’enty-nine, of a’' the days of the month and
year—dims beat, guns rattled, hovses Kicked and trampled.
Hackstoun of Rathillet keepit the brig wi' musket and cara-
bine and pike, sword and seythe for what [ ken, and we horse-
men were ordered down to eross at the ford;—I hate fords at
a' times, lot ahee when there’s thousands of arned men on the
other gide.  There was auld Ravenswood brandishing his An-
drew Fervary at the head, and erying to us to eome and buckle
to, asif we had béén gaun to a fair; there was Caleb Balder-
stone, that is living yet, Hourishing in the rear, and swearing
Giog and AMagog. he would put stesl through the guts of ony
man that turned bridle; there was young Allan Ravenswood,
that was then Master, wi’ a bended pistol in his hand—it was
amercy it gaed na affl—crying to me, that had searce as much
wind left as serve the necessary purpose of my ain lungs,
Boundd, you poltroon f—sound, you damned eowardly villain, or
I will blow your brains ont!” and, to be sure, I blew sie points
of war that the sevaugh of a elockin-hen was music to them.”

SWell, sir, ent all this short,™ said Ravenswood.

“Short! I had like t0 hae been ¢ut short mysell, in the
flower of my youth, us Seripture says: and that's the very
thing that I compleen o’.  Weel! in to the water we behoved
a’ to splash, heels ower head, sit or fa'—ae horse driving on
anither; as is the way of brute beasts, and riders that hae as
little sense; the very bushes on the ither side were ableeze wi’
the flashes of the Whig guns; and my horse had just taen the
grund, when a blackavised westland earle—I wad mind the
face o’ him a hundred years yet—an ee like a wild faleon’s,
and a beard as broad as my shovel—eolapped the end o' his
lang black gun within a quarter’s length of my Ing! By the
grace o' Merey, the liovse swarved vound, and I fell aff at
the tae side as the hall whistled by at the tither, and the fell
auld lord took the Whig such a swak wi' his broadsword that
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he made twa pieces o’ his head, and down fell the lurdane wi’
a' his bouk abune me.”

“You were rather obliged to the old lord, 1 think,” said
Ravenswood.

“Was IT my sartie! first for bringing me into jeopardy,
would I nould I, and then for whomling a chield on the tap
o' me that dang the very wind out of my body? T hae heen
short-breathed ever since, and canna gang twenty vards with-
vt peghing like a miller's aiver.”

“You lost, then, your place as trumpeter?” said Havens-
wouoil,

“Lost it! to be sure I lost it,” rveplied the sexton, “for 1
conldna hae played pew upon a dey humloeky but 1 might hae
dune weel eneugh, for I keepit the wage and the free house,
and little to do but play on the Bddle to them, but for Allan,
last Lord Ravenswood, that was far waur than ever his fa-
ther was."

¥ What," said the Master, © did my Iathér—1T mean, did his
father's son—this last Lord Ravenswood, deprive you of what
the bounty of his father allowed you®”

Ay, broth did he” answered the old man; “for he loot
his affaivs gang to the dogs, and let in this Sir William Ash-
ton on us, that will gie naething for naething, and just re-
moved me and a’ the puir creatures that had bite and soup at
the castle, and a hole to put our heads in, when things were
in the anld way.”

“1f Lord Ravenswood protected his people, my friend,
while he had the means of doing so, 1 think they might spare
his memory,” replied the Master.

*Ye are welcome to your ain opinion, sir, " said the sexton;
“hut ye winna persuade me that he did his duty, either to
himsell or to huz puir dependent ereatures, in guiding us the
‘gate he has done; he might hae gien us life-rent tacks of our
bits o’ houses and yards; and me, that’s an auld man, living
in yon miserable calin,d that's fitter for the dead than the
quick, and killed wi® theumatise, and John Smith in my
dainty bit mailing, and his window glazen, and a’ because
Ravenswood guided his gear like a fule!”
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BTt s but too teoe,™ sail Ravenswood, conscience-struck;
“the penalties of extravagance extend far beyond the prodi-
gal’s own sufferings.”

“ However,” said the sexton, “this young man Hdgar is
like to avenge my wrangs on the haill of his kindred.”

# Indeed 27 said Ravenswood ; “ why should you suppose sof”

“They say_he is about to marry the daughter of Leddy
Ashton ; and let her leddyship get his hewd ance under her
oxter, and see you if she winna gie his neck a thraw.  Sora
a bit, if T were him!  Let her alane for hauding a’thing in
het water that dvaws near her.  Sae the warst wish 1 shall
wish the lad is, that he may take his ain creditable gate o't
andl ally himsell wi’ his father’s enemies, that have taken his
broad lawds and my bouny kail-yard from the lawful owners
thereof.”

Cervantes acutely remarks, that tHlattery is pleasing even
from the mouth of a madwaon; and censure, as well as praise,
often affects us, while we despise the opinions and motives on
whicl it is founded and expressed. Ravenswood, abruptly
reiterating his commawl that Alice’s faneral should be at-
tended to, flung wway from the sexton, under the painful im-
pression thnL the great as well as the small vulgar wonld think
of his engagement with Luecy like this ignorant aml selfish
peasant,

“And I have stooped to subject myself to these calumnies,
and am rejected notwithstanding!  Luey, your faith must be
true and perfect as the diamond to compensate for the dishon-
our which men's opinions; and the conduet of your mother;
attach to the heir of Ravenswood !”

As he raised his eyes, he beheld ‘the Marquis.of A—,
who, having arrived at the Tod’s Hole, had walked forth to
look for Lis kKinsman. . -

After mutual greetings, he made some apology to the Mas-
ter for not-coming forward on the preceding evening. 1t was
his wish,” he said, *to have done so, but he had come to the
knowledge of some matters whieh indueed him to delay his
purpose. I find,” he proceeded, * there has been a love affaiv
heve, kinsman; and though 1 might blame yon for not having
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communicated with me, as being in some degree the chief of
your family

“With your lowlship’s pevmission,” sail Ravenswood, 1
am deeply grateful for the interest vou are pleased to take
in me, bnt £ am the ehief and head of my family."

“1 know it—I know it," said the Marquis; “in a strict
heraldie and genealogical sense, you certainly are so; what
[ mean is, that being in some measure under my guardian-
ship——"

1 must take the liberty to say, my lord——"" answered
Ravenswood, and the tone in which he interrupted the Mar-
quizs boded 1o long duration to the friendship of the noble
relatives, when he himself was interrupted by the little sex-
ton, who eame pufling after them, to ask if their honours
wonld ehoose music at the change-house to make up for short
cheer.

“WWe want no music,” said the Master, abruptly.

“Your honour disna ken what ve're refusing, then,” said
the fiddler, with the impertinent freedom of his profession,
“1 ean play, “Wilt thon do’t again,"and “The Auld Man’s
Mear’s Dead,” sax tines better than ever 1'atie Birnie.! 1'l
get my fiddle in the twming of a coffin-serew.”

“Take yourself away, sir,” said the Marquis.

“And if vour honowr be a north-country gentleman,” said
the persevering minstrel, “whilk T wad judge from your
tongue, I can play ‘ Liggeram Cosh,” and *Mullin: Dhw,” and
“The Cnmmers of Athole.””

“Take yourself away, friend; you interrupt our conyersa-
tion,”

#“0r if, under your honour's favour, ye should happen to
Lie a thought henest, 1 ean play (this in a low and confiden-
tial tone) ‘Killiecrankie,! and ‘The King shall hae his ain,’
and “The Auld Stufrts back again’; and the wife at the
change-house is & decent, discreet Lody, neither kens nor cares
what toasts are drucken, and what tunes ave played, in her
house: she's deaf to-a’thing but the clink o' the siller.”

1A velebrated Gddler and songster of Kinghorn, Hee Allan Bumsay's
Chlleeted Poeins, wl. 1721 ( Ladag).
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The Marquis, who was sometimes suspected of Jacobitism,
conld not help laughing as he threw the fellow a dollar, and
bid him go play to the servants if he had a mind, and leave
them at peace.

“ Aweel, gentlemen,™ said he, “ I am wishing your honours
gude day. 1'll be a’the better of the dollar, and ye'll be the
waur of wanting music, 1'se tell ye. But ['se gang hame,
and finish the grave in the tuning o' a fiddle-string, lay by
my spade, and then get my tother bread-winner, and awa’' to
your folk, and see if they hae Letter lugs than their masters.”

CHAPTER XXV.

Troe love, an thou betrae
Thou his ane kittle part to phay ;
Far [ortane, fashion, muney, ard oo,
Maun strive for many a day.

I've kend by mony & friend’s tale,
Far better by this heart of mine,
What thme and change of faney ayail
A troe-love knot to untwine,
HESDERSOUS,

ST wisHED to tell you, my good kinsman,™ said the Mar-
quis, “now that we ave quit of that impertinent fiddler, that
I had tried to discuss this love alfaiv of yowrs with Siv Wil-
liam Ashton’s daughter. 1 never saw the young lady but for
a few minutes to-day; so, being a stranger to her persounal
merits, I pay a compliment to you, and offer her no offence,
in saying you might do better.”

“My lord, I am much indebted for the interest you have
taken in my affaivs;” said Ravenswood. *1 did not intend
to have trerbled you in any matter concerning Miss Ashton.
As my engagement with that young lady has reached your
lordship, I can only say, that you must necessavily suppose
that T was aware of the objections to iy mareying into her
father’s family, and of ¢ourse must have been completely sat-
isfied with the reasons by which these objections are overbal-

-aneed, since I have progeeded so far in the matter.!
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“NWay, Master, if you had heard me out,” said his noble
relation, “ vou might have spared that obsevvation; for, with-
out questioning that you had reasons which seemed to you to
counterbalance every other obstacle; | set myself, by every
means that it beeame me to use towards the Ashtons, to per-
suade them to meet your views.”

“T am obliged toyour lordship for your unsolicited inter-
cession,” said Ravenswood; “especially as I am sure your
lordship would never carry it beyond the bounds which it be-
came me to use.”

“Of that,” said the Murquis, “you may be confident; T
myself felt the delicacy of the matter too much to place a
gentleman nearly connected with my house in a degrading or
dubious situation with these Ashtons. But 1 pointed out all
the advantages of their marrying their daughter into a house
g0 honourable, and so nearly related with the first in Seot-
land; I explained the exact degree of relationship in which
the Ravenswoods stand to ourselves; and 1 even hinted how
political matters were like to twrn, and what cards would be
trumps next Parliament. [ said T regarded you asa son—or
a nephew; or so—rather than as a more distant relation; and
that I made your affair entively my own.”

# And what was the issue of vour lordship's explanation?"
said Ravenswood, in some doubt whether he should resent or
express gratitude for his interference.

“Why, the Lord Keeper would have listened to reason,”
said the Marquis; “ he is rather unwilling to leave his place,
which, in the present view of a ehange, must be vacated ; and,
to say truth, he seemed to have a liking for you, and to be
sensible of the general advantages to be attained by such
a match. Buat his lady, who is tongue of the trump, Mas:
mr'_'_,‘

“YWhat of Lady Ashton, my lord?” said Ravenswood; *let
me know the issue of this extraordinary conference: I eun
bear it."

“T am glad of that, kiusman,” said the Marquis, “for I am
ashamed to tell you half what she said. 1t is enough—her
mind is made up, and the mistress of a first-rate boarding-
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sehool eould nog have rejected with morve haughty indiffer-
ence the suit of a half-pay Irish officer, beseeching permis-
sion to wait upon the heiress of a West India planter, than
Lady Ashton spurned every proposal of mediation which it
could at all become we to offer in behalf of you, my . good
kinsman, [ eannot guess what she means. A more honour-
able eonnexion she could not form, that's certain. As for
money and land, that used to be her husband’s business rath-
er. thun hers; I veally think she hates you for having the
rank which her husband has not, and perhaps for not having
the lands that her goodman has. DBt 1 should ouly vex you
to say wore about it—here we ave at the change-house.”

The Master of Ravenswood pansed as he entered the cot-
tage, which reeked through all its erevices, and they were not
fow, from the exertions of the Marquis's travelling-cooks to
supply good cheer, and :;111'1?:1-.1, as it wers, a table in the wil-
dierness,

“My Lord Marquis,” said Ravenswood; 1 already men-
tioned that aceident has put your lordship in possession of a
georet which, with my consent, should have remained one even
to you, my kinsman, for some time. Sinee the secret was to
part from iy own eustody; and thatof the only person besides
who was interested tn ity T am not sorry it should have reached
your lordship’s ears, as being fully aware that you are my
noble kinsman and friend.”

“Yon may believe it is safely lodged with me; Master of
Ravenswood,” said the Marquis; “but Ishould like well to
hear you say that you renounced the idea of an allianee which
yoi ean hardly pursue without a certain degree of degrada-
tiom.

“Of that, my lovd, T shall judge,” answered Ravenswood,
“and | hope with delicacy as sensitive-as any of my friends.
But I Liave no engagenent with Siv William and Lady Ashton.
It is with Miss Ashton alone that I have entered upon the
sithject, and my conduct in the matter shall be entively ruled
by hérs, If she continnes to prefer me in my poverty to the
wealthier suitors whom her friends recommend, | may well

make some sacrifice to lher sincere affection: 1 may well sur-
18
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render to her the less tangible and less palpable advantages
of birth, and the deep-rooted prejudiees of family hatred. 1f
Miss Lucy Ashton should change her mind on a subjeet of
such delicacy, I trust my friends will De silént on my disap-
pointment, and T shall kuow how to make my enemies so.”

“Spoke like a gallant young nobleman,” said the Marquis;
* far my part, I have that regard for you, that I should be sorry
the thing went on. ‘Ihis Sir William Ashton was a pretty
enough pettifogging Kind of & lawyer fwenty years ago, and
betwixt battling at the barand leading in committees of Pax-
liament he has got well on; the Darien matter lent him a lift,
for he had good intelligence and sound views, and sold out in
time; but the best work is hadout of him. No government
will take him at his own, ov rather hig wife’s extravagant,
valuation; and Letwixt his indecision and her msolence, from
all T can guess, he will outsit his market, and be had cheap
when no one will bid for him. I say nothing of Miss Ashton;
but I assure you, a connexion with her father will be neither
useful nor ornamental; beyond that part of your father’s spoils
which he may be prevailed upon to disgorge by way of tocher-
good; and take my word for it, yon will get more if you have
spirit to bell the cat with hinm in the House of Peers.  And'1
will be the man, cousin,™ continued his lovdship, © will eonrse
the fox for you, and make bim 1ue the day that ever he re-
fused a composition too honourable for him, and proposed by
me on the behalf of & kinsman.”

There was something in all this that, as it were, overshot
the mark. Ravenswood could not disguise from himself that
his noble kinsman had more veasons for taking offence at the
reception of his suit than regarded his interest and honour,
yet he could neither complain nor be surprised that it should
be so. He contented himself, therefore, with repeating, that
his attachment was to Miss Ashton personally; that he de-
sired neither wealth nor aggrandisement from her father’s
means and influence; and that nothing should prevent his
keeping his' engagement, excepting her own express: desire
that it should be relinguished; and he requested as a favour
that the matter might be ne more mentioned betwixt them at
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present, assuring the Marquis of A—— that he should be his
confidant in its progress or its iuterruption,

The Marquis soon had more agreeable, as well a&s more 'in-
teresting; subjects-on which to converse. A foot-pest, who
had followed him from Edinburgh to Ravenswood Castle, and
had traced his steps to the Tod's Iole, bronght him o packet
laden with geod news, The political calenlations of the Mar-
quis had proved just, both in London and at Edinburgh, and
he saw almost within his grasp the pre-eminence for which
he had panted. The vefreshuments which the servants had
prepared were now put on the table, aud an epicure would
perhaps have enjoyed them with additional zest from the eon-
trast which such farve afforded to the miserabile cabin in which
it was served up,

The turn of conversation corresponded with and added to
the social feelings of the company. The Marguis expanded
with pleasure on the power which probable incidents were
likely to assign to him, and on the use which he hoped to
make of it i serving his kinsman Ravenswood.  Ravenswood
could but repeat the gratitude which he veally felt, even when
he considered the topic as too long dwelt upon. The wine
was excellent, notwithstanding its having been Drought in a
runlet: from: Edinburgh ; and the habits of the Marquis, when
engaped with rsuch good cheer, were somewhat sedentary.
And so it fell out that they delayed their jowrney two hours
later than was their original purpose.

* But what of that, my good young friend?” said the Mar-
quis. . = Your Castle of Wolf’s Crag is at lnt five or six miles’
distance, and will afford the same hospitality to vour kinsman
of A that it gave to this same Sic William Ashton.”

“8ir Willizm took the castle by storm,” said Ravenswood,
“and, like many a victor; had little reason to congratulate
himself on his conquest.”

S Well—well P said Lord A , whose dignity was somne-
thing relaxed by the wine he had drink, “T sec I must bribe
you to harbonr me, - Come, pledge me in a4 bumyper health to
the last young lady that slept at Wolf's Crag, and likeéd her
quarters. My bones are not so tender as hers, and 1 am re-
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solved to occupy her apartment to-night, that T may judge
how hard the couch iz that love can soften.” )

* Your lordship may choose what penance you please;* said
Ravenswood; *but [ assare you, I should expeet my old ser-
vant to hang' himself, or throw himself from the hattlements,
should your lordship visit him go nnexpectedly, T do assure
you, we are totally and literally unprovided.”

But his declaration only bronght from his noble patron an
assurance of his own total indifference as to every species of
accommodation, and his determination to see the Tower of
Wolt's Crag.  Hisancestor, he said, had been feasted there,
when Be went forward with the then Lord Ravenswood to the
fatal batile of Flodden, in which they hoth foll.  Thus Tl
pressed, the Master offerad to ride forwand to get THAULErS pud
in such prepavation as time and cirelmstances adimitted; but
the Marquis protested his kinsman wnst afford him his com-
pany, and wonld only consent that an avant-courier should
carvy to the destined seneschal, Calel Balderstone, the unex-
pected news of this invasion,

The Master of Ravenswood 'soon after ‘accompanied the
Marquis in his carviage, as the latter had proposed ; and when
they becime hatter acquainted 'in the progress of the journey,
his noble velation explained the very liberal views which le
entertained for his relation’s prefernent, in ¢ase of the sue-
cess of his own political schemes,  "They related to o seores
and highly important commission bevond sea, which counld only
b entrusted to a person of wank, talent, snd perfect confi-
denes, anid which, as it required great trust and reliance on
the envoy employed, eould not bt prove hoth honourable and
advantageons to him.  We need not enter into the nature
and purpose of this conumission, farther than to acquaint our
readers that the chavge was in prospect highly acceptable to
the Master of Ravenswood, who hailed with pleasure the hope
of emerging from his present state of indigenee and inaction
intoindependence and honourable exertion.

While he listened thus eagerly to the details with which
the Marquis now thonght it necessary to entrust him, the
messenger who had Leen despatehed to the Tower of Wolt’s



THE BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR. Ty

Crag returned with Caleb Balderstone’s humble duty, and an
assurance that “a’ should be in seemly order, sic as the hurry
of time permitted, to receive their lordships as it behoved.”

Ravenswood was: too well aceustomed to his seneschal’s
mende of aeting aml speaking to hope much from this confi-
dent agsurance. Ie knew that Caleb acted upon the prin-
ciple of tlie Spanish generals, in the campaigh of , whao,
mneh to the perplexity of the Prince of Crange, their com-
manider-in-ehief, used to report theiv troops as full in number,
amd possessml of all necessary points of equipment, not con-
sidering it ‘eonsistent with their dignity, or the honour of
Spain, to eonfess any deficiency either in men or munition,
until the want of both was unavoidably diseovered in the day
of battle.  Accondingly, Ravenswood thought it necessary to
give the Marquis-some hint that the fairassurance which they
had just received from Calel did not’ by any mesns ensure
them against a very indifferent reception.

¥You do yourself injustioe, Master,' said the Marquis, “or
you wish to surprise me agreeably. From this window I see
a great light in the direction where, if T remember avight,
Waolf’s Crag -lies; and; to judge from the splendour whieh the
old Tower sheds around it; the preparations for-our reception
must be of no ordinary deseviption. I remember your father
putting the same deception on me, when we went to the
Tower for a few days' hawking, about twenty years sines,
and yet we spent our time as jollily at Wolf’s Crag as we
could huve done at my own hunting seat at B—."

“Your lordship, I fear, will experience that the Ffaculty
of the present proprietor to eutertain his friends is greatly
abridged,” said Ravenswood; “the will, I need hardly say,
remains the same,  But | am as much at a loss as your lord-
:ship to account for se strong and brilliant a light as is now
above Wolf's Crag; the windows of the Tower are few and
narrow; and those of the lower story are hidden from us by
the walls of the court. I cannot conceive that any illumina-
tion of an ordinary nature could afford such a blaze of light.”

The mystery was soon explained; for the ecavaleade almost
instantly halted, and the voice of Caleli Balderstone was heard
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at the ecoach window, exelaiming, in accents broken by grief
and fear, “ Och, gentlemen! Och, my gude lords! Och, haud
to the right!  Wolf’s Crag is burning, bower and ha'—a' the
rieh plenishing outside and inside—a’ the line graith, pictures,
tapestries, needle-wack, hangings, and other decorements—a’
in a bleeze, as if they were nae mair than sae mony peats, or
ag muckle pease-strae! Haud to the right, gentlemen, I im-
plore ye; there is some sma’ provision making at Luckie
Sma’trash’s; but oh, wae for this night, and wae for me that
lives to see it!"

Ravenswood was first stunned by this new and unexpected
calamity; but after a moment’s recollection he sprang from
the ¢arviage, and hastily bidding his noble kinsman good-
night, was about to ascend the hill towards the castle, the
broad and full eonflagration of whieh now flung forth a high
column of red light, that flickered far to seaward upon the
dashing waves of the ocean,

“Pake n horse, Master,” exclaimed the Marguis, greatly
affected by this additional mizfortune, sounexpectedly heaped
upon his young pretégé; “and give me my ambling palfrev;
and haste forward, you knaves, to see what can be doneto
save the furniture, or to extingnish the fire—ride, yon knaves,
for your lives!” ' '

The attendants bustled together, and began to strike their
horses with the spur, and call upon (‘aleb to show them the
road.  But the voice of that eareful senesehal was heard above
the tumult, * Oh, stop sirs; stop—turn bridle, for the lave of
Merey; add not loss of lives to the loss of warld's gear!
Thirty barrels of powther, landed out of a Dunkirk dogger in
the auld lord’s time—a®in the van'ts of the auld tower,—the
fire canna be far off it, 1 trow. lLord’s sake, to the right,
lads—to the right; let’s pit the hill atween us and peril, —a
wap wi’ a eorner-stane o' Wolf’s Crag wad defy the doetor!”

It will readily be supposed that this annunciation hurried
the Marguis and his attendants info the route whieh Caleb
preseribed, dragging Ravenswood along with them, although
there was much in the matter which he conld not possibly
comprehiend. “Gunpowder!” he exclaimed, laying hold of
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Calely, who in vain endeavoured to eseape from him; * what
gunpowder? How any quantity of powder could be in Wolf's
Crag without my kuowledge, | eaumot possibly comprehend.”

“But [ can.” interrupted the Marquis, whispering him, 1
can comprehend it thoroughly; for God’s sake, ask him no
more questions at present.”

“There it is, now,” said Caleb, extricating himself from his
master, and adjusting his dress, * your lhonour will believe his
lordship’s honourable testimony. His lordship minds weel
how, in the year that him they ea'd King Wiilie died——"

“Hush! hush, my good friend!” said the Mavguis; “1I
shall satisfy your master upon that subject.”

“And the people at Wolf's Hope," said Itavenswood; *did
none of them eome to your assistance before the flame got
50 high?"

“ Ay did they, mony ane of them, the rapseallions!™ said
Calel; “but truly I was in pae hurry to let them into the
Tower, where there were so much plate and valuables. ™

i [;unfoumi you for an impudent Har!” said l{meuswm}:]
in uncontrollable ive, * there was not a single ounce of

“ Forbye,” said the butler, most irveverently raising his voiee
to a piteh which drowned his master’s,  the fire made fast on
us, owing to the storeof tapestry and ecarved timmer in the
banqueting-ha', and the loons ran like seaunded rats sae sune
as they heard of the gunpouther.”

“T do entreat,” said the Marquis to Ravenswood, © you will
ask him no move questions,”

“Only one, my lord,  What has beeome of poor Mysie?™

“Mysie!” said Caleb, “1 had nae time to look about ony
Mysie; she's in the Tower, ['se warant, biding her awfual
doom, "

* By heaven,” said Ravenswood, "I de not understand all
this! The life of a faithful old creature is at stake; my lord,
I will be withheld no longer; I will at least ride up, and see
whether the danger is as imminent as this old fool pretends.”

*Weel, then, as I live by bread,” said Caleb, © Mysie is
weel and safe. [ saw her out of the castle Lefore I left it
mysell. Was I ganging to forget an auld fellow-servant?”
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“What made you tell me the contrary this moment?" said
his master.

“Did 1 tell you the contrary?” said Calel; “then I maun
hae been dreaming surely, or this awsome night has turned
my judgment; but safe she is, and ne’era living soul in the
castle, a' the better for them: they wau have gotten an uneo
heezy.”

The Master of Ravenswood, npon this assurance being
solemnly reiterated, and notwithstanding his extreme wish to
witiess the last explosion, which was to muin to the ground
the mansion of his fathers, suffered himself to be dragged on-
ward towards the village of Wolf’s Hope, where not only the
change-honse, but that of our well-known friend the cooper,
were all prepared for reception of himself and his noble guest,
with a liberality of provision which requires some explanation.

We omitted to meution in its place; that Loekhard having
fished oub the truth converning the mode Ly which Caleb had
obtained the supplies for his banquet, the Lovd Keeper,
amused with the ineident, and desirous at the tie to gratify
Ravenswood, had recommended the cooper of Walf's Haope to
the official situation under government the praspeet of which
had reconciled him to the loss of his wild-fowl. M. Girder's
preferment had occasioned a pleasing surprise to old Caleb;
for when, some days after his master’s departuve, he found
himself absolutely compelled, by some necessary business, to
visit the fishing hamlet, and was gliding like a ghost past the
door of the cooper, for fear of being summoned to give some
aceount of the progress of the solicitation in his favour, or,
more probally that the inmates might upleaid him with the
false hope he had held out upon the snbject; he heard him-
self, not withont some apprehension, summoned at once in
treble, tenor, and bass—a trio performed Ly the voices of Mrs.
Giirder; old Dame Loup-the-Dyke, and the goodman of the
dwelling—* M. Caleb!—Mvr, Caleb!—DMr, Calel Balderstone!
I hope ye arena ganging dry-lipped by owr door, and we sae
muckle indebted to you?"

This might be said ironically as well as in eamest. Caleb
augured the worst, turned a deaf ear to the trio aforesaid, and
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was moving doggedly on, his ancient eastor pulled over his
brows, and his eyes bent on the gronnd, as if to count the
flinty pebbles with whieh the rude pathway was causewayed.
But on g sudden he fonnd himself surrounded in his progress,
like a stately merchantman in the Gut of Gibraltar (I hopethe
ladies will excuse the tarpaulin phrase) by thres: Algerine
galleys,

*trude gnide ng, My, Balderstone!” said Mrs. Girder.

“Wha wad hae thought it of an auld and kenn’d friend!”
gaid the mother,

“ And nosae muckle as stay to receive our thanks,” said the
gooper limself, “and frae the like o' me that seldom offers
them! [ am sure I hope there's mae ill seed sawn between
us, Mr, Balderstone. Ony man that has said to ye | am no
gratefu’ for the situation of Queen’s cooper; let me hae o wham-
ple at him wi’ mine eatehe, that's a’l?

“My good friends—ny dear friends,” said Caleb. still
doubting how the certainty of the matter might stand, *what
needs a’ this ceremony?  Aune tries to serve their friends, and
sometimes they may happen to prosper; and sometimes to nis-
gie. Naething 1 cara to e fashed wi’ less than thanks; I
never conld bide them,”

“aith, Mr. Dalderstone, ve suld hag been fashed wi' few
o' mine,” said the downright man of stavesand hoops, “if |
had enly your gude-will to thank ye for: 1 suld e’en hae set
the guse, and the wild deukes; and the runlet of sack to bal-
auce that acconnt. Gude-will, man, is a geizen'd b, that
hands in nae liguor; but' gude deed's like the cask, tight,
ronnd, and sound, that will hauwd Liguor for the king,™

“Hive ye no heard of onr letter,™ aaid the motherin-law,
“making our John [Gibbie] the Queen’s cooper for certain?
and scarce a chield that had ever hammered givd upon tub but
wis applying for it9”

“Tave T heard!!!" said Caleb, who now found how the
wind set, with an accent of exceeding contempt, at the doubt
expressed —* have | heard, quo’she!!!” and as he spoke he
changed his shambling, skulking, dodging pace into a manly
and authoritative step, readjusted his (__bq{:k'ml' hat, and suffered
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his Lrow to-emerge from under it in all the pride of aristoc-
racy, like the sun from behind a cloud.

“To be sure, he canna but hae heard, "said the good wowman.,

# Ay, to be sure it's iinpossible nt T should,” said Calely;
“and sae 11l be the fivst to kiss ye, joe, and wish you, cooper,
much joy of your preferment, naething denbting Lut ye ken
wha ave your friends, and feee helped ye, and eun help ye. 1
thought it right to look a wee strange upon it at first,” added
Calel, *“just to see if ve were made of the right mettle; buk
ye ring trug, lad—ye ring true!"

So saying, witha most lordly air he kissed the women, and
abandoned his hand, with an air of serene patronage, to the
hearty shake of My, Givder's horn-hard palm. Upon this
complete, and to Caleb most satistactory, information he did
not, it may réadily be believed, hesitate to accept an invita-
tion to & solemn feast, to which were invited, not only all the
natalies of the village, but even his ancient antagonist, My
Dringwall, himself. At this festivity he was, of course, the
most weleome and most honoured guest; and so well did he
ply the company with stories of what he could do with his
naster; his waster with the Lord Keeper, the Lowd Keeper
with the council, and the couneil with the king [queen], that
before the compuany dismissed (which was, indeed, rather at an
early hour than a late one), every man of note in the village
wag ascending to the top-gallant of some ideal preferment by
the ladder of ropes which Caleh had preihenbed to their imagi-
nation. Nay, the cunning butler regained in that moment not
only all the influence he possessed formerly over the villagers,
when the baronial family whieh he served were at the proud-
est, but acquired even an -accession of importance. The
writer—the very attorney himself, such is the thirst of prefer-
ment—felt the force of the attraction, and taking an oppor-
tunity to draw Calel into a corner, spoke, with affectionate
vegret, of the declining health of the sheriff-clerk of the
county.

“ An excellent man—a most valuable man, Mr, Caleb; but
fat sall T say! we-are peer feckless bodies, here the day and
awa’ hy vock-screech the morn; and if he failyies, there maun
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be stwebody in his place; and gif that ye could airt it my
wiay, Lsall be thankfal, man—a gluve stuffed wi™ gowd nobles;
an” hark ye, man, something canny till yoursell, and the Waolf’s
Hope earles to settle Kindly wi’ the Master of Ravenswood—
that is, Lond Ravenswood—Uiod bless his lovdship!”

A smile; and a hearty squeeze by the ‘hand, was the suit-
able answer to this overture; and Calel made his eseape from
the jovial party, in order to avoid conuuitting himself by any
special promises.

“The Lord be gude to me,™ said Caleb, when he found him-
self in the open air, and at liberty to give vent to the self-
exultation with which he was, as it were, distended; “did ever
ony man see sie @ set of green-gaislings? The very pick-
maws and -solan-geese out-bye yonder at the Bass hae ten
times their sense! God, an I had been the Tord High Com-
missioner to the Estates o Parliaoment, they couldoa hae
beflumm?’d me mair; and, to speak Heaven’s truth, T could
Lardly hae Leflumin’d them better neither! DBut the writer—
ha! ha! ha'—ah, ha! ha! ha! mercy on me, that I suld live
in my auld days to gie the gang-bye to the very writer!
Sheriff-clerk!!! But'1 hae an auld account to settle wi' the
carle: and to make amends for hye-ganes, the office shall just
cost him as much time-serving and tide-serving as if he were
to get it in gude earnest, of whilk there is sma® appearance,
unless the Master learns mair the ways of this warld, whilk it
is muckle to be doubted that he never will do.”

CHAPTER XXVIL

Why famesyon far snmmit—why shaot to the blast

Those crubers, like stara from the firmament cast

"Tis the fireshower of ming all dreadfilly driven

From thine eyrie, that beacons the darkness of Heaven.
CAMPIELL.

Tue circumstances announced in the conelusion of the last
ehapter will aceount for the ready and cheerful reception of
the Marguisef A and the Master of Ravenswood in the
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village of Wolf's: Hope. In faet, Caleb had no sponer an-
nonced the contlagration of the tower than the whole hamlet
were upon foot to hasteu to extingunish the flames. And al-
though that zealous adherent diverted theirzeal Ly intimating
the formidable contents of the subterranean apartuients, yet
the check only twmed their assiduity into another direction,
Never had there been such slaughtering of capons, and faf
geese, and barndoor fowls; never such boiling of “reested”
hams; never such making of car-cakes. and sweet scones,
Selkirk bannocks, cookies, and petticoat-tails—delicacies lit-
tle known to the present genevation. Never hadthere been
such o tapping of barrvels, and sneh uncorking of greybeards,
in the village of Wolf’s Hope. All the inferior houses were
thrown open for the reception of the Marquis's dependants,
who came, 1t was thought, as precursors of the shower of pre-
ferment whieh hereafter was to leave the vest of Scotland
dry, in order to distil its rich dews on the village of Wolf's
Hope under Lammermoor. The minister put in his ¢laim to
have the guests of distinetion lodged at the manse, having his
eye, it was thought, upon a veighbouring preferment, where
the incumbent was sickly; but Mr. Dalderstone destined that
honouy to the cooper, his wife, and wife's mother, who danced
for joy at the preference thus assigned them,

Many a beck and many a bow weleomed these noble guests
to a5 good entertainment as persons of sueh vank could set he-
fore such visitors; and the old dame, who had formerly lived
in Ravenswood Castle, and kuew, as she said, the ways of the
nobility, was in no whit wanting in arranging matters, as well
as cirenmstances permitted, according to the etiquette of the
times. The cooper's house was s0 rooiny that each guest had
hig separate retiring-room, to which they were ushered with
all due ceremony, while the plentiful supper was in the act of
being placed upon the table.

Ravenswood no seooner found himself alone than, impelled
by a thousand feelings, he left the apartinent; the house, and
the village, and hastily retraced his steps to the brow of the
hill, which rose Letwixt the village and sereened it from the
tower, in order to view the final fall of the house of his fa-
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thers. Some idle boys from the hamlet had taken the same
divection out of euriosity, having fivst witnessed the arrival of
the coach and six and ite attendants.  As they ran one by one
past the Master, calling to each otherto * Come and see the
auld tower blaw up in the lift like the peelings of an ingan,”
he conld net but feel himself moved with indignation. * And
these are the sons of my father's vassals,” he said—* of men
bound, both by law and gratitude, to follow our steps through
battle, and fire, and Hood; and now the destruction of their
liege lord’s house is but a holiday's sight to them!”

These exasperating veflections were partly expressed in the
aerimony with which he exelaimed, on feeling himself pulled
by the cloak: “What do you want, you dog?”

*Tam adog, and an auld dog too,” answered Caleb, for it
wis he who had taken the freedom, “and I am like to get a
dog's wages; but it does not signification a pineh of sneesing,
for 1 am ower anld a dog to learn new tricks, or to follow a
new master,”

As he spoke, Ravenswood attained the ridge of the hill from
which Wolf's Crag was visible; the flames had entirvely sunk
down, and, to his great suyprise, there was only a dusky ved-
dening upon the clouds immediately over the eastle, which
seemed the refleetion of the embers of the sunken five,

“The place cannot have blown up,” said the Master; “we
must have heavd the veport: if a guarter of the gunpowder
was there you tell we of, it would have been heard twenty
miles off.”

“1t’s very like it wad,” said Balderstone, composedly.

“Then the fire cannot have reached the vaults?”

#1t7s like no,” answered (aleb, with the same impenetiable
gravity.

“ Hark ye, Caleb,” said his master; “this prows a litfle too
much for my patience, [ must go and examine how matbers
stand at Wolf's Crag myself.”

“Your honour is ganging to gang nae sic gate,” said Caleb,
firmly. ' '

“ And why net?” said Ravenswool, sharply; “ who or what
shall prevent me?”



286 WAVERLEY NOVELS.

* Even 1 mysell,” said Calely, with the same determination.

* Youy Balderstone!” replied the: Master; * yoware forget-
ting yourself, I think.”

*But | think no,” said Balderstone; *for I ean just tell ye
a’ abont the castle on this knowe-head as weel as if ye were
at it.  Only dinna pit yoursell into a kippage, and expose
yowrsell before the weans, or before the Marquis, when ve
gang down-bye.”

“Speak out, you old fool,” replied his master, “and let me
know the best and the worst at once.”

* (O, the best and the warst is; just that the tower is stand-
ing hail and feir, as safe-and as empty as when ye left it.”

“Indeed! and the fire?” zaid Ravenswood.

“Not a gleed of fire, then, except the bit kindling peat, and
waybe a spunk in Mysie's cutty-pipe,” replied Caleb,

“ But the flame? demanded Ravenswood—* the broad blaze
which might have been seen ten miles off—what occasioned
that?"

* Houtawa'! it's.an auld saying and a true—

Little's the light
Will be seen far-in s mirk night;

A wheen fern and horse litter that 1 fived in the courtyard, after
sending back the loon of a footman; and, to speak Heaven's
truth, the next thme that ye send or bring ony body here, let
them be gentles allenarly, without ony fremd servaits, like
that chield Lockhard, to be gledging and gleeing about, and
lpoking: unon the wrang side of ane’s housekeeping, to the
diseredit of the family, and foreing aneto damn their souls
wi’ telling ae lee after suother faster than I can count them:
I wad rather set five to the tower in gude earnest, and burn it
ower my ain head into the bargain, or I see the family dis-
honoured in the sort.”

“ Upon my word, I am infinitely obliged by the proposal,
(alely,” said his master, scavce able to restrain his laughter,
though rather angry at the same time.  * But the ghinpowder—
is there such a thing in the tower? The Marquis: seemed to
know of it."
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“The poather, ha!l hal ha! -the Marquis, hal hal hal”
veplied Calel,—"if your honour were to brain me, I heliooved
to laugh,—the Marquis—the pouther! Was it there? Ay, it
was there. Did he ken o't? My eertie! the Marquis kenn'd
o'ty and it was the best o' the game:; for, when 1 gouldna
pacify your honour wi' a! that 1 could say, T aye threw ont:a
word mair about the gunpouther; and garr’d the: Marquis tak
the job in hisain hand.”

“Dut you have not answeved my question,” said the Master,
impatiently; *lhow came the powder theve, aml where is it
now "

*0n, it enne there, an ye maun needs ken,” said (aleb,
looking mysteriously, and whispering, *“ when there was like
to be a wee bit vising here; and the Marquis, and a’ the great
lords of the north, were a’ in it, and mony a gudely gun and
broadsword were fervied ower frae Dunkirk forbye the pou-
ther. Awfu'wark we had getting them into the tower under
clond o’ night, for ye maun think it wasna everybody could be
trugted wi' sie kittle jobs: Dut if ye will gae hame to your
supper, L will tell you a'-about it as ve gang down.”

“And these wretched boys,” said Ravenswood, “is'it your
pleasure they are to sit theve all night, to wait for the blowing
up of a tower that is not even on fire?”

“Surely not, if it is your honour’s pleasure that they suld
gang hame; although,” added Caleb, it wadna do them a
grain’s damage: they wad sereigh less the next day, and sleep
the sounder at e’en.  But just as your honour likes.”

Stepping aceordingly towards the welins who wanned the
knolls wear which they stood, Calely inforined them; in & wi-
thoritative tone, that their honours Lovd Raveuswood and tlie
Marquis of A—— had given orders that the tower was not to
blow up till next day at noon. The boys dispersed upon this
comfortable assurance. One or two, however, followed t'aleb
for more information, partienlarly the urchin whom he had
cheated while officiating as turnspit, who sereamed, * My, Bald-
-erstone!—>3Mr: Balderstone! then the eastle’s gane out like an
auld wife's spunk?” ,

*To be sure it is, callant,” said the butler; “do ye think
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the castle of as great a lord as Lord Ravenswood wad continue
in a blegze, and him standing looking on wi' his ain very een?
It’s aye right,” continued Caleb, shaking off his ragged page,
and elosing in to his Master, *to train up weans, as the wise
man says, in the way they should go, and, aboon 2’, to teach
them respect to their superiors.”

“But.all this' while, Calely, you have nevertold me what
beeame of the arms and powder,” said Ravenswood.

“Why, as for the arms,” said Caleb, it was just like the
bairn's rhyme—

Fome gacd casr mnd =ome gaed west,
And some gaed (o the eraw’s nest,

And for the pouther; 1 e'en ehanged it as oceasion served,
with the skippérs o' Duteh luggers and French vessels, for
gin and brandy, and it served the house mony a vear—a gude
gwap too, between what cheereth the soul of man and that
which hingeth it clean out of his body; forbye, T keepit a
wheen pounds of it for voursell when ye wanted to take the
pleasure o’ shooting: whiles; in these latter days, I wad hard-
1w hae kenn'd else whar to get pouther for your pleasure..  And
now that vouranger is ower, sir, wasna that weel managed o’
me, and arena ye far better sorted dowy yonder than ye eonld
hae been in your ain auld ruing up-bye yonder, as the case
stands wi' us now? the mair's the pity!” '

“1 believe you may be right, Caleb; but, before burning
down my castle, either in jest or in earnest,” said Ravens-
wood, “ 1 think 1 had a right to be in the seeret.”

“Fie for shame, your hononr!” replied Caleb; *it fits an
auld carle like me weel eneugh to tell lees for the eredit of the
fanily, but it wadna beseem the like of your honour's sell;
Liesides, young folk are no judicious: they cannot make the
maist of a bit figment. Now this fire—for a five'it sall be, if
[ suld bourn the auld stable to make it mair feamb]a—-th:.s
fire, besides that it will be an excuse for asking ony thing we
want throngh the eountry, or doun at the haven—this fire w ill
settle mony things on an honourable footing for the family’s
credit, that cost me telling twenty daily lees to-a wheen idle
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chaps and queans, and, what's waur, without gaining cre-
dence. ™ '

“That was hard indeed, Caleb; but 1 'de not see how this
fire shouwld help your veracity or your credit.”

“There it isnow?” said Ualeb; *“wasna I saying that young
folle had -4 green judgment? How suld it help me, quotha?
It will be a ereditable apology for the honour of the family
for this score of vears to come, if it is weel guided. *Where's
the family pictnres?' says aemeddling body. *Thegreat five
at: Wolf’s Crag,! answers 1. *Where's: the family plate?!
says another.  “The great five,” says I “wha was to think of
plate, when life and limb were in danger?’ “Where's the
wardrobe and the linens?—where's the tapestries and the
decorements ! —beds of state, twilts, pands and testors, napery
and broidered wark?' *The fire—the fire—the fire." Guide
the fire: weel. and it will serve ye for a’ that ye suld have and
have not; and, incsome sort, a gude exense is better than the
things themselves; for they maun erack and wear out, and be
consitmed by thwe, whereas a gude offeome, proudently and
creditably handled, may serve a nobleman and his family,
Lord kens how lang!™

Ravenswood was too well acgquainted with his butler’s per-
tinacity and self-opinion to dispute the point with him any
farther. Leaving Caleb, therefore, to the enjoyment of his
own suceessful ingennity, he returned to the hamlet, where he
found the Marquis and the good women of the mansion under
some anxiety—the former on account of his absence, the others
for the diseredit their cookery might sustain by the delay of the
supper.. All were now at ease, and heard with pleasure that
the five at the eastle had burned out of itself without reaching
the vaults, which was the only information that Ravenswood
theught it proper to give in public concerning the event of his
butler®s stratagem., '

They sat down to an excellent supper. No invitation counld
prevail on Mroand Mres Gavder, even in their own house, to
sit down at table with guests of such kigh guality. ‘They
remained standing in the apartment, and acted the part of
rissper:t-fu]igud careful attendants on the company..  Such were
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the manners of the time. The elder dame, confident through
her age and connexion with the Ravenswood family, was less
serupulously ceremoniouns. She played a mixed part hetwixy
that of the hoestess of an inn and the mistress of a private
house, who receives guests above her own degree. She
recommended, and even pressed, what she thought Lest, and
was horself eusily entreated to take a moderate share of the
good cheer, in order to encourage ler guests Ly lier own ex-
ample. Often she interrupted herself, to express her vegret
that “my lord did not eat; that the Master was pyking a
bare bane; that, to e sure, there was naething theve fit to
set before their honours; that Lord Allan, vest his sanl, used
to like a pouthered guse, and said it was Latin for & tass o
brandy; that the brandy came frae Franece divect; for, fora’
the English laws and gaogers, the Wolf's Hope brigs: Ladna
forgotten the gate to Dunkirk,”

‘Here the cooper admonished his mother-in-law with his él-
bow, which procured him the following special notice in the
progress of her speech:

“Ye needna be dunshin that gate, John [Gibbie],” con-
tinned the old lady; *naebody says that ye ken whar the
brandy comes frae; and it wadna be fitting ye should, and
you the Queen's cooper; and what signities’t,"” eontinued she,
addressing Lord Ravenswood, “fo king, queen, or kaiser
whar an auld wife like me buys her pickle sueeshin, or her
drap brandy-wine, to haud her heart up?”

Having thus extrieated hervself froin her supposed false step,
Dame Loup-the-Dyke proceeded, during the rest of the even-
ing; to supply, with great animation, and very little assistance
from her guests, the funds necessary for the support of the
conversation, until, deelining any further civenlation of their
glass, her guests requested her permission to retire to their
apartnients.

The Margunis oceupied the chamber of daig, which, inevery
house above the rank of a mere cottage, was kept sacved for
such high oecasions as the present. The modem finishing
with plaster was then unknown, and tapestry was confined to
the houses of the nobility and superior gentry. The eccoper,
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therefore, who was a man of some vanity, as well as some
wealth, had imitated the fashion observed by the inferior
landholders and elergy, who usually omamented their state
apartiments with hangings of a sort of stamped leather, manu-
factured in the Netherlands, garnished with trees and animals
execnted in copper foil, and with many a pithy sentence of
morality, which, although couched in Low Dutel, were per-
haps as muech attended to in practice as if writben in broad
Seoteh.  The whole had somewhat of a gloomy aspect; but
the fire, eomposed of old piteh-barrel staves; blazed mervily
up the chimney; the bed was decorated with linen of nost
fresh and dazzling whiteness, which had never Defore Leen
used, and might, perhaps, have never been used at all, lut far
this High oceasion, On the toilette beside, stood an old-fash-
foned mirror, ina fillagree frame, part of the dispersed finery
of the neighbouring castle. 1t was flanked by a long-necked
bottle of Florence wine, by which stood & glass nearly as tall,
resembling in shape that which Teniers usually places in the
hands of his own portrait, when he paints himself as mingling
in the revels of a country village. To counterbalance those
foreign sentinels, there mounted guard on the other side of
the mirror two stout warders of Scottish lineage; a jug, name-
ly, of double ale, which held a Secoteh pint, and a gnaigh, or
bicker, of ivory and ebony, hooped with silver, the work of
John Girder’s own hands, and the pride of his Iua_.a.rt. Besides
these preparations against thirst; there was a goodly diet-loaf,
or sweet ¢ake; so that, with such auxiliaries, the apartment
seemed vietualled against a siege of two or three days.

[t only remains to say, that the Marquis’s valet was in av-
tendance, displaying his' master’s brocaded nightgown, and
richily embroidered velvet eap, lined and faced with Brussels
lace, upon a huge leathem easy-chair, wheeled round so as to
have the full advantage of the comfortable fire which we have
already mentioned. We therefore commit that eminent per-
son to his night’s repose, trusting be profited by the ample
preparations made for his aceommodation—preparations which
we have mentioned in detail, as illustrative of ancient Seottish
ANners.
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It is not necessary we should be equally minute in deserili-
ing the sleeping apartment of the Master of Ravenswoor,.
which was that usually oceupied by the goodman and good-
wife themselves. It was ﬂﬂlilfult.’thl_‘lr hung with a sort of
warm-coloured worsted, manufactured in Scotland, approach-
ing in texture to what is now ecalled shalloom. A staring
picture. of John [Giblbie] Girder himself orpamented this
dormitory, painted by « starving Frenchman, who had, God
lenows how or why, strolled over from Flushing o ]ﬁunkuk
to Wolf's Hope in a smuggling dogger. The featuves were,
indeed, those of the stubbor, opinjonative, yvet sensible art-
san, but Monsieur had contrived to throw a French grace into
the look and manner, so utterly inconsistent with the dogged
gravity of the original, that it was impossible to look at it
without laughing. John and hiz family, however, piqued
themselves nota little upon this picture, and were proportion-
ably censured by the neighbourhood, whe pronounced that the
eooper, insitting for the same, and yet more in presuning to
hang it up-in his bedehamber, hald exeeeded his privilege as
the richest man of the village; at once stept beyond the
bounds of his own vk, and encroached upon those of the su-
perior orders; ad, in fine, had been guilty of a very over-
weening act of wvanity and presmmnption. Respeet for the
wmemory of my deceased friend, Mr. Richard Tinto, has
obliged me to treat this matter at some lengthy but 1 spave
the rveader his prolix though curious olservatious,. as ‘well
npon the character of the Trénch sehool as upon the state of
paiting in Seotland at the beginning of the 185th century.

The other pr ﬂp"-l!"lllolis of the Master's sleeping apartment
were similar to those in the chamber of dais,

At the usual early hourof that period, the Marquisof A
and his kinsman prepaved to resume their journey. This could
not be done without -an ample breakfast, in which cold weat
and hatoaeat, and eatmeal flummery, wine and spirits; and
wilk varied by every possible mode of preparation, evineed
the sane desire to do honony to their guests which had heen
shown by the hospitalle owners of the mansion upon the even-
ing. before, Al the bustle of preparation for departure now
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resounded through Wolf’s Hope, 'There was paying of bills
and shaking of hands, and saddling of horses, and harnessing
of carriages, and distributing of drink-money. The Maruis
left a broad piece for the gratification of John Girder’s house-
hold, which he, the said John, was for some time disposed fo
convert to his own use; Dingwall, the writer, assuring him
he was justified in so deing, seeing he was the disburser: of
those expenses which were the occasion of the gratification.
But, notwithstanding this legal authority, John éould not find
in his heart to dim the splendour of his late hospitality by
pocketing anything in the nature of a gratnity. He only as-
sured his imenials he would eonsider them as a damned un-
grateful pack if they bought a gill of brandy elsewhere than
out of his own stores; and as the drink-money was likely to
go to its legitimate use, he comforted himself that, in this
manuer, the Marquis’s donative would, withont any impeach-
ment of credit and character, come ultimately into his own
exclusive possession.

While arrangements were making for departure, Ravens-
wood made blythe the heait of his ancient butler by informing
him, cautiously however (for he knew Caleb’s warmth of imag-
ination), of the probable change which was about to take
place in his fortunes, He deposited with Balderstone, at the
same time, the greater part of his slender funds, with an as-
surance, which he was obliged to reiterate more than onee,
that he himself had suflicient supplies in eertain prospect.
He therefore enjeined Caleb, as he valued his favour, to de-
sigh from all farther mancuvres against the inhabitants of
Wolf's Hope, their cellars, poultry-yards, and substance what-
soever. [In this prohibition, the old domestic acquiesced more
readily than his master expected.

“ It was doubtless,” he said, “a shame, a discrvedit, and a
sin to harry the puir ereaturves, when the family were in cir-
enstances to live honourably on their ain means; and thers
might be wisdom,” he added, “in giving them a while’s
breathing-time at any rate, that they might be the more read-
ily brought forward upon his honour’s future occasions.”

This matter being setfled, and having taken an affectionate
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farewell of his old domestic, the Master rejoined his noble
relative, who was now ready to enter his carriage. The two
landladies, old and yonng, having received in all kindly greet-
ing a kiss from each of their noble guests, stood simpering at
the door of their house, as the coach and six, followed by its
train of clattering horsemen, thundered out of the village.
John Girder also stood upon his threshold, now looking at his
honoured right hand, which had been so 1.tte.13 shaken by a
marquis and a lord, and now giving a glance into the interior
of his mansion, which manifested all the disarray of the late
revel, as if balaneing the distinetion which he had attained
with the expenses-of the entertainment.

At length he opened his oracular jaws. * Let every man
and woinan here set about their ain business, as if there was
nae sic thing as marquis or master, duke or drake, laird or
lord, in this wordd, Let the house be redd up, the broken
meat set bye, and if there is ony thing totally uneatable, let
it be gien to the puir folk; aud, gude mother and wife, I hae
just ae thing to entrent, ye, that-ye will never speak to me a
single word, good or bad, anent a’ this nonsense wark, but
keep a’ your eracks about it to yoursells and your kimmers,
for my head is weel-nigh dung donnart wi’ it already.”

As John's authority was tolerably absolute, all departed to
their vsual occupations, leaving him to build eastles in the
air, if he had a mind, upon the court favour which he had
acquired by the expenditure of his worldly substance.

CHAPTER XXVIL

Why, now I have Dame Fortune by the forelock,
Ard if she eseapes my grsp, the fault is mine
He that hath baffeted with stern adversity
Best Knows ta shape his course fo favouring breezes,
O Pay.

Ouk travellers reached Edinburgh without any farther ad-
venture, and the Master of Ravenswood, as had been pre-
viously settled, took np his abode with his noble friend.
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It the mean time, the politieal erisis which had been expected
took place, and the Tory party obtained in the Scottish, as in
the English, couneils of (Jueen Anne a short-lived aseendency,
of which it 48 not our business to trace either the cause or con-
‘sequences,  Suffice it to say, that it affected the diffevent
political parties according to the nature of their prineciples.
In England, many of the High Chureh party, with Harley,
afterwards Earl of Oxford, at their head, affected to separate
their prineiples from thnsa of the Jacobites; and, on that
aceonint, obtained the denomination of Whimsicals. ’l‘h& Seot-
tish High Chureh party, en the contrary, or; as they termed
themselves; the Cavaliers; were more eonsistent, if not go pra-
dent, in theie politics, and viewed all the changes now made
as preparatory to calling to the ghrone, upon the queen’s de-
mise, her brother the Chevalier de 8t, George. Those who
had suffered in hig service now entertained the most unreason-
able hopes, not ouly of indemnification, but of vengeance upon
their political adversavies; while families attached to the Whig
interest saw nothing before them but a renewal of the hardships
they had undergone during the reigns of Charles the Second and
his brother, and a retaliation of the confiscation which had been
inflicted upon the Jacobites during that of King William.

But the most alarmed at the change of system was that
prudential set of persons, some of whom are found in all'gov-
eruments, but who abound in a provineial administration like
that'of Seotland during the period, and who are what Crom-
well ealled waiters upon Providence, or, in other words, uni-
form adherents to the party who are uppermost. Many of
these hastened to read their vecantation to the Marquis of
A i and, as it was easily seen that he took a deep interest
in the affairs of his kinsman, the Master of Ravenswood, they
were the first to suggest measures for vetrieving at least a part
of his property,-and for restoring him in blood against his
father’s attainder.

Old Lord Turntippet professed to be one of the most anxions
for the success of these measures; for “it grieved him to the
very saul,” he said, “fo see so brave a young gentleman, of
si¢ auld and undoubted nobility, and, what was mair thay a’
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that, a bluid relation of the Marguis of A , the man
whom, " he swore, “he honoured most upon the face of the
earth, brought to so severe a pass. For his ain puir peculiar,”
as he said, “and to contribute something to the rehabilitation
of sae anld ane house,” the said Tuntippet sent in three fam-
ily pietures lacking the frames; and six high-backed ehairs,
with worked Turkey cushions, having the crest of Ravens-
woold broidered theveon, without charging a penny either of
the principal or interest they had eost him, when he Lought
them, sixteén years before, at a roup of the furniture of Lord
Ravenswood's lodgings in the Canongate.

Much more to Lord Turntippet’s dismay than to his sup-
piise, althongh he affected to feel more of the latter than the
former, the Marquis received his gift very drily, and observed,
that his lordship’s restitution, if he expected it to be received
by the Master of Ravenswood and his friends, must eampre-
hend & prefty large fann, which, having been mortgaged to
Turntippet for a very inadequate sum, he hald contvived, dur-
ing the confusion of the family affairs, and by means well un-
derstood by the lawyers of that period, to acquire to himself
in absolute property,

The old time-serving lord winced excessively under this
requisition, protesting to God, that he saw no cecasion the
lad could: have for the instant possession of the land, seeing:
hewould doubtless now recover the bulk of Lis estate from
Sir Willinm Ashton, to which he was ready to contribute by
every means in his power, as was just and reasonable; and
finally declaring, that he was willing to settle the land on the
yvoung gentleman after his own natural demise.

But all these exeuses availed nothing, and he was compelled
to disgorge the property, on receiving back the sum for which
it had been mortgaged. Having no other means of making
peace with the higher powers, he returned home sorrowful and
maleontent, complaining to his confidants, “ That every muta-
tion or change in the state had hitherto been productive of
some sma’ advantage to him in his ain quiet affairs; but that
the present had—pize upon it!—cost him one of the hest pen-
feathers o' his wing.”
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Similar measures were thieatened against ofhers who had
profited by the wreek of the fortune of Ravenswood; and Siv
‘William Ashton, i particular, was menaced with an appeal
to the House of Teers, a court of equity, against the judicial
sentences, proceeding wpon a striet and severe construetion of
the letter of the law, under which he held the eastle and barony
of Ravenswood,  With him, however, the Master, as well for
Luey’s sake as on account of the hospitality he had received
from him, felt himself under the necessity of proceeding with
great eandor.  He wrote to the late Lord Keeper, for he no
longer held that oftiee, stating frankly the engagement whieh
exigted between him and Miss Ashton, requesting his permis-
sion for their union, and assuring him of his. willingness to
put the settlement of all matters between them upon sueha
footing as Sir William himself should think favourable.

The same messenger was charged with a letter to Lady
Ashton, (eprecating any cause of displeasure which the Mas-
ter might wnintentionally have given her, enlarging upon his
attachment to Miss Ashton, sind the length to which it had
proceeded, and ¢onjuring the lady, as a Douglas in nature as
well as in name, generously to forget ancient prejudiess and
misunderstandings, and to believe that the family had ac-
quired a friend, and she herself a respectiul and attached
humble servant, in him who subseribed himself “ Edgar, Mas-
ter of Ravenswood,”

A thinil letter Ravenswood addressed to Lmey, and the mes-
senger was mstrueted to find some seeret and seenre means of
delivering it iuto her own hands. It contained the strongest
protesgations of continued affection, and dwelt upon the ap-
progehing change of the writer’s fortunes, as chiefly valuable
by tending to remove the impediments to their uwnion, He
velated the steps lie had taken to overcome the prejudices of
her parents, and especially of hér mother, and expressed his.
hope they might prove effectual.  1f not, he still trusted that
his absence from Seotland upon an inportant and hononiable
niission might give time for prejudices to die away; while he
hoped and trusted Miss- Ashton’s constaney, on which he had
the most implicit velizuce, would batle any effort that might



208 WAVERLEY NOVELS.

be used to divert her attachment. Much more there was,
which, however interesting to the lovers themselves, would
afford the reader neither interest nor information.: To each
of these three letters the Master of Ravenswood veeeived an
answer, but by different means of conveyance, and certainly
couched in very different styles.

Lady Ashton answered his letter by his own mesgenger, who
was not allowed to remain at Ravenswood 4 moment longe
than she was engaged in penning these lines. * For the hand
ol Mr. Ravenswood of Wolf's Crag—These:

EBIR UNENOWN
“1 have received a letter, signed ‘Edgar, Master of Ra-
venswood,! coneerning the writer whereof I am uncertain, see-
ing that the honours of such a family were forfeited for high
réason in the person of Allan, late Lord Ravenswood. Siv, if
you shall happen to be the person so subseribing yourself, you
will please to know, that I claim the full interest of a parent
in Miss Luey Ashton, which 1 have dispesed of irrevocably in
behalf of a worthy person. And, sir, were this otherwise,
I wonld not listen to.a propesal from you, or any of your
house, seeing their hand has been uniformly held up against
the freedom of the subject and the immunities of God's kirk.
Sy, it is not a fightering blink of prosperity which can change
iy constant opinion in this regard, seeing it has been my lot
before now, like holy David, to see the wicked great in power
-and flourishing like a green bay-tree; nevertheless 1 passed,
and they were not, and the place thereof knew them no more.
Wishing you to lay these things to your heart for your own
gake, so far as they may concern you, I pray you to take no
farther notice of her who desires to remain your unknown ser-
vant,
“Mancansr Doveras,
#otherwise Asurox.”

About twe days after he had repeived this very unsatisfac-
tory epistle, the Master of Ravenswood, while walking up the
High Street of Edinburgh, was jostled by a person, in whom,
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as the man pulled off his hat to make an apology, he recog-
niged Lockhard, the eonfidential domestic of 8Sir William
Ashton.  The wan bowed, slipt a lettér into his hand, and
disappeared. The packet mntamed four close-written folios,
from which, however, as is sometimes incident to the com-
positions of great lawyers, little eould be extracted, excepting
that the wyiter felt himself in a very puzeling predicament.
Sic William spolie at length of his high value and regard for
his dear young friend, the Master of Ravenswood, and of his
very extreme high viloe and regard for the Marquis of A——,
his very dear old friend; he trusted that any measures that
they might adopt, In which he was coneerned, wonld be earrvied
on with due regand to the sanetity of decreets and judgments
obtained i fore contentioso : protesting, before men and angels,
that if the law of Secotland, as declared in her supreme courts;
were to undergo a reversal in the English Honse of Lords, the
evils whiclh would thence arise to the publie would inflict a
greater wound npon his heart than any loss he might himself
sustain by such irregular proccedings. He flourished much
on gencrosity and forgiveness of mutual injuries, and hinted
at the mutability of human affairs, always favourite topics
with the weaker party in pohitics, e pathetically lamented,
and gently censuved, the haste which had been used in depriv-
ing him of his situation of Lord Keeper," which his experience
had enabled him to fill with some advantage to the publie,
without so mueh as giving him an opportunity of explaining
how far his own views of general politics might essentially
differ from those now in power. He was convineed the Mar-
quis of A—— had as sincere intentiong towards the publie
as hiwself or any man; and if, upon a conference, they could
have agreed npon the nw*uul{-s by which it was to be pursued,
his experience and his ‘interest should have gone to support
the present administration. Upon the engagement betwixt
Ravenswood and his danghter, he spoke in a dry and confused
manner. He regretted so premature a step as the engagement
of the young people should have been taken, and conjured the

' "This obviously cannot apply to Sir James Dalrymple; Lord Stair, who
waos thed dead; and hiad never been deprived of any such oflice ( Laing).
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Master to remember he had never given any encouragement
thereunto; and observed that, as o transaction inter minoies,
and without eoncurrence of his daughter's natural curators,
the engagement was inept, and void in law. This preeipitate
measure, he added, had produced a very bad effect upon Lady
Ashton’s mind, which it was impossible at present to remove,
Her son, Colonel Douglas Ashton, had embraged her prejudices
in the fullest extent, and it was impossible for Sir William to
adopt & course disagreeable to them without a fatal and irrec-
oncilable breach in his family; which was net at present to
be thought of. Time, the great physieian, he hoped, would
mend all.

In a pestseript, Sir William said something more explicitly,
which seemed to intimate that, rather than the law of Scotland
should sustain a severe wound through his sides, by a reversal
of the judgment of her supreme courts, in the case of the bar-
ony of Ravenswood, through the intervention of what, with all
submission, he must term a foreign court of appeal; he him-
self would extrajudicially consent to eonsiderable sacrifices,

Trom Luey Ashton, by some unknown conveyance, the Mas-
ter received the following lines: I received yours, but it wus
at the utmost' risk: do not attempt to write again till better
times. I amsore heset, but T will Le true to my word, while
the exercise of my reason is vouchsafed to me.  That you are
happy and prosperous is some consolation, and my situation
requires it all.” The note was signed ¥ L. A"

his. letter filled Ravenswood with the most lively alarm.
He made many attempts, notwithstanding her prohibition, to
convey letters to Miss Ashton, and even to obtain an inter-
yiew; but ' his ]jlnus were frustrated, and he had only the
mortification to learn that anxious and effectual precautions
had been taken to prevent the possibility of their corvespond-
ence. The Master was the move distressed by thése elvenw-
stances, as it became impossible to delay his departure from
Seotland, upon the important mission whieh had been confided
to him. Before his departure, he put Sir William Ashton’s
letter into the hands of the Marquis of A——, who observed
with a smile, that Sir William’s day of grace was past, and that



THE BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR. 301

he had now to learn which side of the hedge the sun had got to.
[t was with the greatest diffienlty that Raveuswood extorted
from the Marquis a promise that he would eompromise the
proceedings in Parliament, providing Sivr William should be
disposed to nequieses in a union between him and Lucy Ashton.

ST would hardly,” said the Marguis, “eonsent lo your
throwing away your birthright in this manner, were 1 not
perfectly confident that Lady Ashton, or Lady Douglas, or
whatever she calls herself, will, as Seotehmen say, keep her
threep; and that her husband dares not contradiet her,”

“ But yet,” said the Master, *1 trust your lordship will
consider my engagement as sacred.”

“Helieve my word of honpur,” said the Marquis, * I would
be a friend even to your follies; and having thus told you my
opinion, I will endeavonr, as oceasion offers, to serve you ac-
eording to your own.*

The Master of Ravenswood could but thank his generous
kinsman and patron, and leave him full power to aet inall his
aftairs,  He departed from Seotland npon his mission, which,
it was supposed, might detain him upon the continent for some
months.

—— e e ——

CHAPTER: XXVIIL

Was ever wonan in this humor wooed 7
Wiis iver woma in thiz humonr won'?

' lsave her.
Richerd ITT,

Twerye months had passed away since the Master of Ra-
venswood’s departure for the continent, and, although his
retum to Seotland had been expeeted in & much shorter space,
yet the affairs of his mission, or, according to a prevailing
report, others of a uature personal to himself, still detained
him abroad,  Tn the mean time, the altered state of affairs in
Sir Willaim Ashton’s family may e gathered from the fol-
lowing eonversation which took plaee betwixt Bueklaw and
his eonfidential bottle companion and dependant, the noted
Captain Craigengelt.
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They wers seated on either sideof the huge sepulchral:
lopking freestone ehimney in the low hall at Girnington. A
wood fire Dlazed merrily in the grate; a round ocaken table,
placed between them, supported a stoup of excellent claret,
two rummer glisses, and other good cheer; and yeét, with all
these applianees and means to boot, the countenance of the
patron was dubious, doubtfnl, and wnsatisfied, while the in-
vention of his dependant was taxed to the utmost to pary
what he most dreaded, a fit, as he called it, of the sullens, on
the part of his proteetor.  After a long pause, only interrupt-
el by the devil’s tattoo, which Bueklaw Kept beating against
the hearth with the toe of his beot, Craigengelt at last ven-
tured to break silence. “May I be double distanced,” said
hey “if ever 1 saw & man in wmy Iife have less the aivof &
bridegroom! (it me out of feather, if you have not more the
Took of a man eondemned to be hanged”

“My kind thanks: for the compliment,” replied Buclklaw;
“put [ suppose you think upon the predicament in which you
yourself are most likély to be plaeed; and pray, Captain Crai-
gengelt, if it please your worship, why should: T look™ merry,
when 1'm sad, and devilish sad too?"

“Aund that's what vexes me;” said Craigengelt. “ Hera
is this matcly, the Lest in the whole country, and which von
were 50 anxious abomt, is on the point of being coneluded, and
you ara as-sulky as a bear that has lost its whelps.”

“I do not know,” answered the Laird, doggedly, * whether
I should conclude it or not, if it was not that I am too far
forwards to leap back,”

“Leap back!” exclaimed Craigengelt, with a well-assumed
air of astonishment, “that would be playing the back-pame
with a witness! Leap back! Why, is not the girl’s for-
fune——"

“The young lady’s, if you please,” said Hayston, inter-
rupting him.

“Well—well, ‘no disrespect meant.  Will Miss Ashton’s
tochér not weigh against any in Lothian?"

“Crranted,” answered Bueklaw; *but 1 care not a penny
for her tocher; I have enough of my own.” ' '
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# And'the mother, that loves you like her own child?”

“Better than some of her childrven, 1 believe,” said Buck-
law, “or theré would be little love wared on the matter.™
- “And Colonel Sholto Douglas Ashton, who desites the mar-
riage above all earthly things?”

“Beeanse,” said Bucklaw, “le expects to carry the connty
through my interest,”

“And the father, who is a5 keen to see the mateh concluded
ag ever | have been to win:a main?"

Ay said Bucklaw, in the same disparaging manuner, * it
lies with Sir William’s poliey to secure the next besi mateh,
ginee he cannmot barter hig ehild to save the great Ravenswood
estate, which the English House of Lords are about to wrench
out of his clutehes.”

*What say you to the young lady herself?" said Craigen-
gelt; “the finest young woman in all Scotland, ene that you
used to be so fond of when she was cross, and now she consents
to have you, and gives up lier engagement with Ravenswood,
you are for jibbing, 1 must say, the devil’s in ye, when ye
neither know what you would have nor what you would want.”

S tell you my weaning ina woud,™ answered Bucklaw,
getting upyand walking: through the room s “1 want to know
what the devil is the cause of Miss Ashton’s changing her
il 80 suddenly 2 '

“And what need you care,”
change is in your favour?”

“TH tell you what it is returned his pation, “T never
knew much of that sort of fine ladies, and 1 believe they may
be as capricious as the devil; but there is something in Miss
Ashton's change a devilish deal too sudden and too serious for
a mere flisk of her own, I’ll Le bound, Lady Ashton under-
stands every machine for breaking in the human mind, and
there are as many as there aré cannon-bits, martingales, and
eavessons for young colts.™

“And if that were not the case,” said Craigengelt, * how
the devil should we ever get them into training at all?”

“And that’s true too,” said Bueklaw, suspending his march
through the dining-room, and leaning upon the back of a chair.

of

suid Craigengelt, “since the
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“And besides, here's Ravenswood in the way still; do you
think he'll give up Lucy's engagement?”

“To be sure he will,” answered Craigengelt; “ what good
can it do-him to refuse, since he wishes to marey another
woiman and she another man?”

“And you helieve seriously,” said Bucklaw, “that he is
going to marry the foreign lady we heard of 2

“You heard yourself,” answered Craigengelt, * what Cap-
tain Westenho said about it, and the great preparation made
for their blythesome bridal.”

“Qaptain Westenho,” replied BPucklaw, “has rather too
much of your own cast about him, Craigie, to make what Sir
William would eall a ‘famous witness.! e drinks deep,
plays deep, swears deep, and 1 suspect ean lie and cheat a
little into the bargain; useful qualities, Craigie, if kept in
their proper sphere, but which have a little too much of the
freebooter to miake a figure in a eourt of evidenee.”

“WWell, then,” said Craigengelt, “ will vou believe Colonel
Douglas Ashton, who heard the Marquis of A sy in a
publie eircle, but not aware that he was within epr-shot, that
his kinsman had made a better arvangement for himself than
to give his father’s land for the pale-cheeked daughter of a
broken-down fanatie, and that DBucklaw was welecome to the
wearing of Ravenswood's shaughled shoes.”

“Did he say go, by heavens!” evied Ducklaw, breaking out
into one of those incontrollable fits of passion to which he was
consgtitmtionally subject; “if 1 had heard him, 1 wonld have
torn the tongue out of his throat before all his peats and min-
ions, and Highland bullies:into the bargain. Why did not
Ashten run him through the body 27

“Capot me 1f T know,” said the Captain. " He deserved
it sure enongh; but he is an old wan, and a minister of state,
and there would be more risk than eredit in meddling with
him. You had more need to think of making up to Miss
Lmey Ashton the disgrace that's like to fall upon her than of
interfering with a man too old to fight, and on too high a stool
for your hand to reach him.”

“ It sholl veach him, though, one day," said Bucklaw, “and
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his kinsman Ravenswood to boot,  In the mean tine, I'll take
care Miss Ashton receives no diseredit for the slight they have
put upon her. It's an awkward job, however, and I wish it
were ended; I searce know how to talk to her,—but fill a
bumper, Craigie, and we’ll drivk her health. It grows late,
and a vight-cowl of good claret is worth all the congidering-
caps in Europe.”

CHAPTER XXIX.

It waz the copy of anr conferénce.
[m Bedd sheshopt not, for my urging it;
At bogand she fod not, for my urging it
Alone, itwes the subject of my theme ;
In company | often glanced a1 it
Chneely af Errore.

Tue next morning saw Bucklaw and his faithful Achates,
Craigengelt, at Ravenswood Castle. They wera most cour-
teously received by the knight and his lady, as'well, as by
their son and heir, Colonel Ashton. After a good deal of
stammering and blushing—for Bucklaw, notwithstanding his
audaeity in other matters, had all the sheepish bashfulness
gommon to those who have lived little in respectable society
—he contrived at length to explain his wish to be admitted
to a confercuce with Miss Ashton upon the subject of their
approaching union.  Sir William and his'son looked at Lady
Ashton, who replied with the greatest composure; * That Luey
would wait upon Mr. Hayston divectly. 1 hope,” she added
with a smile, * that as Luey is very young, and has been late-
Iy trepanned into an engagement of which she is now heartily
ashamed, our dear Iueklaw will excuse her wish that I should
be present at their interview?”

“In truth, my dear lady,” said Bueklaw, “it is the very
thing that I wonld lave desired on' my own account; for T
have been so little acenstomed to what is called gallantry,
that 1 shall certainly fall into some cursed mistake unless T
have the advantage of your ladyship as an intérpreter.”

1t was g]alls that Bueklaw, in the perturbation of his embar-



306 WAVERLEY NOVELS.

rassment upon this eritical occasion, forgot the just apprehen-
sions he had entertained of Lady Ashten's overbearing ascend-
ency over her daughter’s mind, and lost an opportunity of
ascertaining, by his own investigation, the real state of Luey's
feelings.

The other gentlemen left the room, and in & short time
Lady Ashton, followed Ly her daughter, entered the apars-
ment. She appeared, as he had seen her on former oceasions,
rather composed than agitated; lut a nicer judge than he
could secarce have determined whether her caliness was that
of despair or of indifference. Bueklaw was too much agitated
by his own feelings minutely to serutinise those of the lady.
He stammered out an uwnconnected address, confounding to-
gether the two or three topies to which it related, and stopt
short before he brought it to any regular comelusion. Miss
Aszhton listened, or looked as if she listened, but returned not
a single word in answer, continuing to fix her eyes on a small
piece of embroidery on which, as if by instinet or habit, her
fingers were busily employed. Lady Ashton sat at some dis-
tance, almost sereened from notice by the deep embrasure of
the window in which she had placed her chair. From this
she whispered, in a tone of voice which, though soft and
sweet, had something in it of admonition, if not command;
“ Luey, my dear, remember—have yon heard what Bueklaw
has been saying "

The idea of her mother's presence seemed to have slipped
from the unhappy givl’s recollection. She started, dropped
her needle, and repeated hastily, and almost in the same
breath, the contradictovy answers: * Yes, madam—no, my lady
—I beg pardon, I did not hear.”

“You need not blush, my love, and still less need you look
so pale and frightened,” said Lady Ashton, coming forward;
“we know that maiden’s ears must le slow in receiving a
gentleman’s language; but you must remember Mr. Hayston
speaks on a subjeet on which you have long sinee agreed to
give him a favourable hearing. Yon know how much your
father.and T hiave our hearts set upon an event so extremely
desirable,”
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In Lady Ashton’s voice, a tone of impressive, and even
stern, innuendo was sedulously and skilfully eoncealed under
an appearance of the wost affectionate matemal tenderiiess.
The manner was for Bucklaw, who was easily enough imposed
upon; the matter of the exhortation was for the terrilied
Luey, who well knew how to interpret her mother’s hints,
however: skilfully their real purport wight Le veiled from
general observation.

Miss Ashton sat upright in her chair, cast round her a
glance in which fear wds mingled with a still wililer expres-
gion, Lut remained perfectly silent. Ducklaw, who had in
the mean tine paced the room to and fro, until he had recov-
ered his composure, now stopped within two or three yards
of her chair, and broke out as follows: “ 1 believe I have been
a d—d fool, Miss Ashton; 1 have tried to speak to youn as
people tell me young ladies like to be talked to, and I don’t
think you comprehend what I have been saying; and no won-
der, for d—u me if 1 understand it myself! But, however,
once for all, and in broad Scoteh, your father and mother like
what is proposed, and if you ean take a plain young fellow for
your husband, who will never cross you in anything you have
a mind to, I will place you at the head of the best establish-
ment in the three Lothians; you shall have Lady Giming-
ton’s lodging in the Canongate of Edinburgh, go where you
please, do what you please, and see what you please—and
that’s fair.  Only | must have a corner at the bourd-end for
a worthless old playfellow of mine, whese company I would
vather want than have, if it were not that the d—d fellow has
persuaded me that T ean’t do without him; and se T hoepe you
won't except against Craigie, although it might be easy to find
much better eompany. ™

“Now, out upon you, Bueklaw,” said Lady Ashten, again
interpogings “ how ean you think Luey ean have any objection
to that blunt, honest, good-natured ereature, Captain Craigen-
gelt?”

“Why, madan;” replied Ducklaw, “as to Craigie’s sincer-
ity, honesty, and good-nature, they ave, I believe, prétty much
upon a par; but that's neither here nor there—the fellow
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knows my ways, and has got useful to me, and I cannot well
do without him, as 1 said before.  Dut all this is nothing to
the purpose; forsinea 1 have mustered np courage to make a
plain proposal, T would fain hear Miss Ashton, from her own
lips, give me a plain answer™

“My ddear Bneklaw,” said Lady Ashton, *let me spare
Lauey's bashfulness. T tell you, in her presence, that she'has
already consented to be guided by her father and wme in this
matter. Luey, my lve,” she added, with that singtilar com-
bination of suavity of tone and pointed energy which we have
alveady noticed—* Luey, my dearest love! speak for yourself,
isiit notas [say?”

Her vietim answered in a tremulous and hollow voice: “1
Aarvé promised to obey you—hut upon one condition.™

“Bhe means,” saild Lady Ashton, tuming to Bucklaw, “she
expects an answer to the demand which she has made upon
the man at Vienna, or Ratisbon, or Paris—or where 15 he?—
for restitution of the engagement in which he had the avt to
involve her.  You will not, I am sure, my dear friend; think
it-is wrong that she should feel mueh delicacy upon this head;
indeed, it coneerns us all.”

% Perfetly right—quite fair,” said Bueklaw, half humming,
half speaking the end of the old song—

"I A besl to be ofl wi® the ald ove
Before you he on wi' the new.

But T thought,” said he, pausing, “vou udght have had an
answer six times told from Ravenswood, D—n me, if 1 have
not a mind to go fetch one myself, if Miss Ashton will honpur
me with the commission.”

“ Dy no means,” said Lady Ashton: * we have had the ut-
most difficulty of preventing Deunglas, for whem it would be
more proper, from taking so rash a stép; and do you think
we could permit you, my good friend, almost equally dear to
us, Lo go o a di:spemtu man updn an ervand so desperate? Tn
fact, all the friends of the family arve of opinion, and my dear
Luay herself ought so to think, that, as this unworthy person
has returned no answer to her letter, silence must on this; as.
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in other cases, be held to give consent, and a contract must
be supposed to be given up, when the party waives insisting
upon it.  Sir William, who should know best, is clear upon
this subject; and therefore, my dear Lucy i

# Madam; " said Luey, with unwonted energy, “urge me no
farther; if this unhappy engagement be restored, I have al-
ready said you shall dispose of me as yon will; till then 1
should commit a heavy sin in the sight of God and man in
doing what you require.”

“ But, my love, if this man remains obstinately silent 2

* He will not be silent,” answered Luey; “it is six weeks
sinee 1 sent him x double of my former letter by a sure hand.”

* You have not—youw conld not—yow durst not,” said Lady
Ashton, with vielence inconsistent with the tone she hiad in-
tended to assume; but imstantly correcting herself, “My dear-
est Luey,” said she, in her sweetest tone of expostulation,
“how could you think of sueh a thing?”

#No matter,” said Bueklaw; “1 respect Miss Ashton foi
her sentiments, and I only wish I had been her messenger
myself.” _

“ And pray how long, Miss Ashton,"zaid her mother, ironi-
eally, “are we to wait the return of your Pacolet—your fairy
messenger—sinee ony humble eonriers of flesh and blood could
not be trusted in this matter?"

“1 have numbered weeks, days, hours, and minutes,"” said
Miss Ashton; “ within another week 1 shall have an answer,
unless he is dead. Till that time, sir,” she said, addressing
Bueklaw, “let me be thus far beholden to you, that yon will
beg my inother to forbear me upon this subject,”

“[ will make it my particular entreaty to Lady Ashton,”
said Bucklaw. © By my honour, madam, [ respect your feel-
ings; and, although the prosecution of this affair be rendered
dearer to e than ever, yet, as I am a gentleman, I would
renounce it, were it so urged as to give you a moment’s pain.”

* Mr, Hayston, I think, cannot apprehend that,” said Lady
Ashton, looking pale with anger, “ when the daughter’s happi-
ness lies in the bosom of the mother. Tt me ask you, Miss
Ashton, in what tering your last letter was eouched?”
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“Exactly in the same, madam,” answered Taey, “which
yon dictated on a former oceasion.”

“When eight days have elasped, then,” said her mother,
resuming her tone of tenderness, “we shall hope, my deavest
love, that you will end this suspense.”

“Miss Ashton must not be hurried, madam,” said Buek-
law, whose bluntness of feeling did not by any means arise
from want of good-nature; * messengers may be stopped or
delayed. 1 have known a day’s journey broke by the easting
of a foreshoe. Stay, let me see my calendar: the twentieth
day from this-is 5t Jude's; and the day before 1 must be at
Caverton Edgey tosee the mateh between the Laird of Kaittle-
girth’s black mare and Johnston the meal-monger’s: four=
year-old-colt; but I can ride all night, or Craigie ean bring
me word how the mateh goes; and 1 hope, in the mean time,
as I shall not myself distress Miss Ashton with any further
importunity, that your ladyship yourself, and Sir William,
and Colonel Douglas will have the goodness to allow her un-
interrupted time for making up her mind.”

“8ir,” said Miss Ashton, “yon are generous,”

¥ As for that, madam,” answered Bucklaw, * 1 only pretend
to be a plain, good-humeured young fellow, as I said before,
who will willingly make yon happy if you will permit him,
and show him how to do s0.”

Having said this, he saluted hor with more emotion than
wils consistent with his usual train of feeling, and tock his
leave; Lady Ashton, as she accompanied him out of the
apartment, assuring him that her daughter did full justice
to the sincerity of his attachment, and requesting him to see
Sir William before his departure, * sinee,” as she said, with a
keen glance veverting towards Lucy, * against 8t. Jude's day,
we must all be ready to sivn and seal.”

“Ta sign and seal!” echoed Lucy in a mutteting tone, as the
door of the apartment closed—* to sign and seal—to do and
die!” and, clasping her extenuated hands together, she sunk
back on the easy-chair she oceupied, in a state resembling
stupor,

From this she was shortly after awakened by the boisterous
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entry of her brother Henry, who eluuorously reminded her of
& prowise Lo give him two yards of carnation ribbon to wake
kuats to his new gavters.  With the most patient composure
Luey arose, and opening a little ivory cabivet, sought ont the
ribbon the lad wanted, measured it accurately, ¢ut it off into
proper lengths, and knotted it into the fashion his hoyish
whim required.

“Dinna shut the cabinet yet,” said Henry, “for 1 must
have some of your silver wire to fasten the bells to my hawk’s
jesses,—and yet the new faleon’s not worth them neither; for
do you know, after all the plague we had to get her from an
eyrie, all the way at Posso, in Mannor Water, she’s going to
prove, after all, nothing better than 4 rifler: she just wets her
singles in the blood of the partridge, and then breaks away,
and lets her fly; and what gpood can the poor bird do afeer
that, yon know, except pine and die in the first heather-cow
or whin-bush she can erawl into?"

* Right, Henry—rvight—very right,” sazid Luey, mourn-
fully, holding the Loy fast by the hand, after she had given
him the wive he wanted; “but there ave move riflers in: the
world than your faleon, and more wounded birds that sesk
but to die in quiet, that can find neither brake nov whin-bush
to hide their head in.”

“Ah! that's some speech out of your romances,’ said the
boy; “and Sholto says they have turned your head. But I
hear Novman whistling: to the hawk; | must go fasten on the
jesses.”

And he seampered away with the thoughtless gaiety of
bovheod, leaving his sister to the bitterness of her own retlec-
tions.

“ It is decreed,” she said, *that every living ereature, even
those who owe me most kindness, are to shun me, and leave
me fo those by whom 1 am beset. 1t is just it should be
thus, Alone and uneonmsalled, T involved myself in these per-
ils; alone and uncounselled, T must extricate myself or die."



412 WAVERLEY NOVELS.

CHAPTER XXX,

What doth ensue
But moody and dull melancholy,
Einzmzn to grim and comforthess despair,
And at her heel, a huge infections troop
Of prale distemperatures, and foes 1o 1ife?
Cuneedy of Errore.

As some vindication of the ease with which Bueklaw (who
otherwise, as he termed himself, was veally a very good-hu-
moured fellow) resigned his judgment to the management of
Lady Ashton; while paying his addresses to her daughter, the
reader must call to mind the strict domestic discipline which,
at this period, was exercised over the females of a Scottish
family.

The manners of the country in this, as’ in many other re-
spects, coincided with those of France before the Ievolution.
Young women of the higher rank seldom mingled in society
until after marriage, and, both in law and fact, were held to
be under the strict tutelage of their pavents, who were too apt
to enforce the views for their settlement in life without pay-
ing any regard to the inclination of the parties chiefly inter-
cested,  On such oceasions, the suitor expeeted little more from
his bride than a silent acquiescence in the will of her parents;
and as few opportunities of aequaintance, far less of intimacy,
oceitrred, he made his choice by the outside, as the lovers in
the Merchant af Venive select the casket, contented to trust
to chance the issue of the lottery in which he had hazarded
a4 venture.

It was not therefore surprising, such being the general man-
ners of the age, that Mr. Hayston of Bucklaw, whom dissi-
pated habits had detached in some degree from the best so-
eiety, should not attend particularly to those feelings in his
elected bride to which many men of more sentiment, experi-
ence, and reflection would, in all probability, have been equally
indifferent, He knew what all aceonnted the principal point,
that her parents and friends, namely, were decidedly in his
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favour, and that theve existed most powerful reasons for their
predilection.

I tyuth, the conduct of the Mavquis of A——, since Ha-
venswood's departure, had been such as alwost to bar the
possibility of his kinsman’s union with Luey Ashton. The
Marquis was Ravenswood's sincere but misjudging friend; or
vather, like many friends and patrons, he consulted what he
considered to be his relation’s true intevest, although he knew
that in doing so he run counter to his inclinations,

The Marquis drove ony thevefore, with the plenitude of
ministerial anthority, an appeal to the British House of Peers
against those ]udgmants of the eourts of law by which Sir
William became possessed of  Ravenswood’s hereditary props
erty. As this measure, enforced with all the authority of
power, was new in Scottish judicial proceedings, though now
a0 frequently resorted to, it was exelaimed aghinst by the
lawyers on the opposite side of politics, as an interference
with the e¢ivil judieature of the country, equally new, arbi-
travy, and tyrannical, And if it thus affected even strangers
connected with thew only by political party, it may be guessed
what the Ashton family themselves said and thought' under
so gross a dispensation. Sir William, still move worldly-
minded than he was timid, was reduced to despair by the loss
by which he was threate ned. His son’s liaughtier spivit was
exalted into rage at the idea of being deprived of his expected
patrimony. Bt to Lady Ashton's yet move vindictive temper
the vonduct of Ravenswood, ov rather of his patron, appeared
to be an offence challenging the deepest and most immortal
revenge..  Even the quiet and confiding temper of Luecy her-
self, swayed by the opinions expressed by all arcund her,
conld not but eonsider the econduet of Ravenswood as preeip-
itate, and even unkind. “Tt was my father,” she repeated
with a sigh, *who weleomed him to this place, and encour-
aged, or at least allowed, the intimacy between us.  Should
he not have remembered this, and réquitéd it with at least
some moderate degvee of procrastination in the assertion of
his own alleged rights? 1 wonld have forfeited for him double
the value of these lands, which he pursues with an ardour
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that shows he has forgotten how mach T am implicated in the
matter.™

Luey, however, could only murmur these things to herself,
unwilling to increase the prejudices against her lover enter-
tained by all around her, who exclaimed against the steps
pursued on his account as illegal, vexatious, and tyrannical,
resembling the worst measures in the worst times of the worst
Stuarts, and a degradation of Scotland, the deeisions of whose
learned judges were thus subjected to the review of a court
composed indeed of men of the highest rank, but who were
not trained to the study of any municipal law, and might be
supposed specially to hold in contempt that of Seotland.  As
a natural consequence of the alleged ingnstice meditated tow-
ards her father, every means was restored to, and every argu-
ment urged to induce Miss Ashton to break off her engage-
ment with Ravenswood, as being scandalous, shameful, and
ginful, formed with the mortal enemy of her family, and cal-
culated to add bitterness to the distress of her parents.

Lucy's spirit, however, was high, and, although unaided
and -alone, she could have borne much: she could have en-
dured the repinings of her father; his mnrmurs against what
he called the tyrannical usage of the ruling party; his eease-
less charges of ingratitude against Ravenswood; his endless
lectures on the various means Ly which contracts may be voided
and aunulled ; his quotations from the civil, the municipal, and
the canon law; and his prelections upon the petrle potestas.,

She might have borme also in patience, or repelled with
scorn, the bitter taunts and occasional violence of her broth-
er, Uolonel Donglas Ashton, and the impertinent and intru-
sive interfevence of other friends and relations. But it was
beyond her power effectually to withstand or elude the con-
stant and unceasing persecution of Lady Ashton, who, laying
every other wish aside, had bent the whole efforts of her pow=~
erful mind te break her danghter's contract with Ravenswood,
and to place a perpetual Lar between the lovers, by effecting
Luey’s union with Bucklaw. Far more deeply skilled than
her husband in the recesses of the human heart, she was aware
that in this way she might strike a blow of deep and decisive
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Yengeance wpon one whom she esteemed as her mortal enemy;
nor did she lesitate at vaising her arm, although she knew
that the wound must be dealt through the bosom of her daugh-
ter,  With this stern and fixed purpose, she sounded avery
deep and slhiallow of her danghter’s soul, assumed alternately
every disguise of manner which could serve her objeet, and
prepared at leisure every speciés of dive machinery by which
the human mind ean be wrenched from its settled determina-
tion. Some of these were of an obvious deseription, and
vequire. only to be cursorily mentioned; others were charac-
teristic of the time, the gonntry, and the persons engaged in
this singular drama.

It was of the last consequence that all intercourse betwixt
the lovers should Le stopped, and, by dint of gold and anthor-
ity, Lady Ashton contrived to possess herself of such a com-
plete command of all who were placed around her daughter,
that, in fact, no leagnered fortress was ever morve completely
blockaded ;. while, at the same time, to all ontward appear-
ance Miss Ashton lay under no vestriction. . The verge of her
parents’ domains became, in respect to her, like the viewless
and enchanted line: drawn aromnd a fairy eastle, where noth-
ing unpermitted can either enter from without or escape from
within, Thas every letter, in which Ravenswood conveyed
to Lucy Ashton the indispensable reasons which detained him
abroad, and move than one noté which poor Lucy had ad-
dressed to him through what she thought a seeure channel,
fell into the hands of her mother. It ecould not be but that
the tenor of these intercepted letters, especially those of Ra-
venswood, should contain something to nritate the passions
and fortify the obstinacy of lier into whose hands they fell;
but Lady Ashton’s passions were too deep-rooted to require
this fresh food. She burnt the papers as regularly as she
perused them; and as they consumed into vapour and tinder,
regarded them with a smile upon her compressed lips, and an
exultation in her steady eye, which showed her confidence
that the hopes of the writers should scon be rendered egually
unsubstantial,

It usually happens that fortune aids the machinations of
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those who are prompt to avail themselves of every chance that
offers. A report was wafted from the continent, founded, hike
others of the same sort, upon many plausible eircumstances,
but without any real basis; stating the Master of Ravenswood
to be on the eve of marriage with a foreign lady of fortune
and distinetion.  This was greedily caught up by both thé
political parties, who were at once struggling for power and
for popalar favour, and who seized, as usual, upon the most
private circumstances in the lives of each other's partisans to
convert them into subjects of political discussion.

The Marguisof A gave his opinion aloud and publiely,
not indeed in the coarse terms aseribed to him by Captain
Craigengelt, but in a manner sufficiently offénsive to the Ash-
tons,  “He thought the report,” he said, “highly probable,
and heartily wished it might be tiue., Such a mateh was
fitter and far more creditable for a spinited young fellow than
a marriage with the daunghter of an old Whig lawyer, whose
chicanery had so nearly ruined his father.™

The other purty, of conrse, laying out of view the oppesi-
tion which the Master of Havenswood reeeived from Miss Ash-
ton’s family, eried shame upon his fickleness and perfidy, as
if he had seduced the young lady into an engagement, and
wilfully and causelessly abandoned her for another,

Suficient care was taken that this report should find its
way to Ravenswood (fastle through every various channel,
Lady Ashton being well aware that the very reiteration of
the same yumonr, from so wany quarters, conld not but give
it a semblance of truth. By some it was told as a piece of
ordinary news, by some communieated as serions intelligence;
now it was whispered to Luey Ashton's ear in the toue of
walignant pleasantry, and now transmitted to her as a maiter
of grave and sevious warning.

Even the boy Henry was made the instriment of adding to
his sister's torments. One morning he rushed into the room
with a willow branch in his hand, which he told her had ar-
rived that instant from Germany for ler special wearing.
Luey, as we have seen, was remarkably fond of her younger
brother, and at that moment his wanton and thoughtless un-
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kindness seemed more keenly imjurious than sven the studied
insults of her elder brother.  Her grief, however, had no shade
of resentment; she folded her arms about the boy's neek, and
saving faintly, “ Poor Henry! yon speak but what they tell
you,” she burst into a flood of unrestrained tears. ‘The boy
was moved, notwithstauding the thoughtlessness of his age
and chavacter. *The devil take me,” said he, “ Luey, if |
feteh you any more of these tormenting messages again; for
I like vou better,” said he, kissing away the tears, “than the
whole pack of them; and you shall have my grey pony to
ride on, and you shall eanter him if you like—ay, and ride
Levond the village, too, if you have a mind.”

*Whe told yon, said Lacy, “that I am not permitted to
ride where 1 pleage?”

“That's a secret,” said the boy; “but you will find you can
never ride beyond the village but your horse will east a shoe,
or fall lame, or the castle bell will ring, or something will
happen to bring you back.: Dut if L tell you more of these
things, Douglas will not get me the pair of colours they have
promised me, and so good-moreow to you,”

This dialogue plunged Lucy in still deeper dejection, asit
tended to show her plainly what she had for some time sus-
pected, that she was little better than a prisoner at large in
her father's house. We have deseribed her in the outset of
our story as of a romantie disposition, delighting in tales of
love and wonder, and readily identifving herself with the situ-
ation of those legendary heroines with whoese adventures, for
want of better reading, her memory had become. stocked.
The fairy wand, with which in her solitnde she had delighted
to raise visions of enchantment, beécame now the rod of a ma-
gician, the bond slave of evil genii, serving only to invoke
spectres at which the exorcist trembled.  She felt herself the
object of suspicion, of scorn, of dislike at least, if not of ha-
tredl, to her own family; and it seemed to her that she was
abandoned by the very person on whose account she was ex-
posed to the enmity of all around her. Indeed, the evidence
of Ravenswood's infidelity began to asswme every day a more
determined eharacter.
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A soldier of fortune, of the name of Westenho, an old fa-
wiliar of Uraigengelt’s, chaneed to arvrive from abroad about
this time. The werthy Captain, though without any precise
communication with Lady Ashtou, always acted most regu-
larly and sedulously in support of her plans, and easily pre-
vailed upon his friend, by dint of exaggeration of real civeum-
stances and coining of othess, to give explicit testimony to the
truth of Ravenswood's approaching marviage.

Thus beset on all hands, and in a manner reduced to de-
spair, Luey's temper gave way under the pressure of coustant
aflietion and persecution. She became gloomy and abstract-
éd, and, contrary {0 her natural and ordinary habit of wind,
sometimes twmed with spirit, and even fievceness, on those by
whom she was lang and closely sunoyed.  Her health also be-
gan to be shaken, and her hoetic cheek and wandering eye gave
symptoms of what is ealled a fever upon the spivits.  In most
mothers this would have moved ecompassion; but Lady Ash-
tou, compaet and frm of purpose, saw these waverings of
hewlth and intellect with no greater svmpathy than that with
which the hostile engineer regards the towers of a beleagnered
eity as they veel nnder the discharze of his arvtillery ; orrvather,
she considered these starts and inequalities of temper as symp-
toms of Luey's expiring resolution; as the angler, by the
throes and convulsive exentions of the fish which he has
livoked, becomes aware that he sgon will be able to land him.
To aceelerate the catastrophe in the present ease, Lady Ashton
bad reconrse to an expedient very consistent with the temper
and credulity of those times, but which the reader will prob-
ably pronounee truly detestabile and diabolical.
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CHAPTER XXXI.

In which a witeh did dwell; in loathiy weeds,

And wilful want, sll careless of Tier doeds

=0 choosing solitary 1o abide,

Fur from all neighbours, that Ler devillsh deeds

And hellish aves from peaple she might hide,

Ao Buet fur off, nuknown, whometer he coviol,
Fafeie (hpere,

Tur: health of Lucy Ashton soon requived the assistance of
a person more skilful in the office of a sick-nurse than the
female domestics of the family.  Ailsie Gourlay, sometimes
called the Wise Woman of Dowden, was the person whom, for
her own strong reasons, Lady Ashton selected as an attendant
upon her danghter.

This woman had aequired a considerable reputation among
the ignorant by the pretended eures which she performed, es-
pecially in “encomes,” as the Seotch call thew, or mysterious
diseases, which. batfe the regular physician.  Her pharma-
copieia consisted partly of herbs selected in planetary hours,
part-_'lj' of words, signs, and charms, which sometimes, pec-
haps, produced a favourable influence upon the imagination
of her patients. Such was the avowed profession of Luckie
Gionrlay, which, as may well be supposed, was looked upon
with a suspicious eve, not only by her neighbours; but:even
by the clergy of the distriet. In private, however, she traded
more deeply in the oceult sciences; for, notwithstanding  the
dreadful punishments inflicted upon the supposed crime of
witcheraft, there wanted not those who, steeled by want and
bitterness of spirit, were willing to adopt the hateful and
dangerous eharacter, for the sake of the influenve which its
terrors enabled them to exercise in the vicinity, and thé
wretehed emoloment whiel they conld extract by the prae-
tice of their supposed art.

Ailsie Gourlay was not indeed fodl enough to acknowledge
& compact with the Evil One, which would have heen a swift
and ready road to the stake and tar-barrel. Her fairy, she



320 WAVERLEY NOVELS.

gaid, like Caliban’s, was o harmless fairy. XNevertheless, she
“gpaed fortunes,” read dreams, composed philtres, discovered
stolen goods, and made and dissolved matehes as suecessfully
as if, aceording to the belief of the whoele neighbowrhiood, she
had been aided in those arts Ly Deelzebub himself. The
worst of the pretenders to these seiences was, that they were
generally persons who, feeling themselves odious to humanity,
were careless of what the;. did to deserve the publie latred.
Real erimes were often committed nnder pretence of magical
imposture; and it somewhat velieves the disgust with which
we vead, in the eviminal records, the conviction of these
wretehes, to be aware that-many of them merited, as poison-
ers, suborpers, aud diabolical agents in seeret domestic orimes,
the severe fate to whieh they were condemned for the imagi-
nary guilt of witcheraft

Such was Ailsie Gourlay, whom, in order to attain the ab-
golute subjugation of Luey Ashton’s mind, her mother thought
it fitting to place near her person. A woman of less conse-
guence than Lady Ashton had not dared to take such a step;
but her high rank and strength of character set her above the
censureof the world, and she was allowed to have selected for
her davghter's attendant the’ best and most experienced sick-
nurse and “mediciner” in the neighbourhood, where an in-
ferior person would have fallen under the veproach of calling
in the assistanee of a partner and ally of the great Enemy of
mankind.

The beldam caught her cue readily and by innuendo, with-
out giving Lady Ashton the pain of distinet explanation. She
was in many respects qualified for the part she played, which
indeed could not be efficiently assumed without some knowl-
edge of the huwnan heart and passions. Dame Gourlay per-
eeived that Lucy shuddered at her external appearance, which
we have already deseribed when we found her in the death-
chamber of blind Alice; and while internally she hated the
poor girl for the involuntary hortor with which she saw she
was regarded, she commeneed her oparations by endeavouring
to efface or overcome those prejudices whieh, in her heart, she
resented as mortal offences.  This was easily done, for the
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hag's extérnal ugliness was soon balanced by a show of kind-
ness and nterest, to which Luey had of late been little aceus-
tomed; her attentive services and real skill gained her the
ear, if not the confidence, of her patient; and under pretenca
of diverting the golitude of a sick-room, she soon led her at-
tention éaptive by the legends in which shé was well skilled,
and to which Luey's habits of veading and rveflection indneed
her to “lend an attentive ear.” Dame Gourlay’s tales were
at fiest of 0 mild and interesting character—

O fuys that nizhily ianee apon the wold,

And Fovers doom’d w wander and to weep,

And castles hight where wicked wizirds keep

Their captive thealls.

Gradually, however, they assumed s darker and more mys-
terions chavacter, and beedme such as, told by the midnight
lamyy, and enforeed by the tremulous tone, the quivering and
livid lip, the uplifted skiuny forefinger, and the shaking head
of the blue-eyed hag, might have appalled a less credulons
intagination in an age more hard of ‘belief. The ald Sycorax
saw her advantage, and gradually narowed her magie circle
around the devoted vietim on whose spivit she practised; Her
legends begin to relate to the fortunes of the Ravenswood
family, whose ancient grandeur and portentous authovity cre-
dulity had graced with so many-superstitions attributes.  The
story of the fatal fountain was narrated at full length; and
with formidable additions, by the aneient sibyl, The proph-
sey, quoted by Caleb, concerning the dead bride whe was to
be won by the last of the Ravenswoods; had its own mysteri-
ous commentary; and the singular eiveumstance of the appari-
tion seen by the Master of Ravenswood in the forest, having
partly trauspired through his hasty inquiries in the cottage
of Old Alice, formed a theme for many exaggerations.

Lmey might have despised these tales if they had lLeen re-
lated coneerning another family, or if her own situation had
Leen less despondent.  Dut cireumstanced as she was, the
ides that an evil fate hung over her attachment became pre-
dominant over her other feelings; and the ploom of supersti-
tion {Iark;:ie-:l # mind alveady sufficiently weakned by sorrow,
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distress, uncertainty, and an oppressive sense of desertion and
desolation. Stories were told hy her attendant so closely re-
sembling her own in their cirenmstances, that she was gradu-
ally led to converse upon such tragic and mystical subjects
with the beldam, aud to repose a sort of confidence in the
sibyl, whom she still regarded with involuntary shuddering.
Dame CGourlay knew how to avail herself of this imperfect
wonfidence.  She directed Luey's thoughts to the means of
inquiring into futnrity—the surest mode perhaps, of shaking
the understanding and destroying the spivits. Owens were
expounded, dreamns were interpreted, and other tricks of jug-
glery perhaps resoited to, by which the pretended adepts of
the period deceived and fascinated their deluded followers. I
find it mentioned in the articles of ditiay against ilsie Gour-
lay—for it is some comfort to know that the old hag was tried,
condemned, and burned on the top of North Berwick Law, l:ry
sentence of a commission from the privy eouncil—I find, 1 say,
it was charged against her, among other offences, that shu had,
by the aid and delusions of Satan, shown to a young person of
quality, in a mirror glass, a gentleman then.abrvoad, to whom
the said young person was betvothed, and who appeared in the
vision to be in the aet of bestowing his hand upon another
lady But this and some other parts of the record appear to
have been studionsly left imperfect in names and dates, prob-
alily ontof regard to the honour of the families mnrprned
[f Dame Gourlay was able actually to play off such a piece of
jugglery, it is elear she must have had better assistance to
practise the deception than her own skill or funds conld sup-
ply. Meanwhile, this mysterions visionary traflic had its
usual effeet in unsettling Miss Ashton's mind.,  Her temper
became unequal, her health decayed daily, her manners grew
moping, melancholy, and unecertain.  Her father, guessing
partly at the cause of these appearances, and exerting a de-
gree of authority unusual with him, wmade a point .of banish-
ing Dame Gourlay from the eastle; but the arrow was shot,
and was rankling barb-deep in the side of the wounded
deer.

It was shortly after the departure of this woman, that Lucy
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Ashton, urged by her parents, announced to them, with a vi-
vacity by which they were startled, “ That she was conscious
heaven and earth and hell had set themselves against her
union with Ravenswood; still her contract,” she said, “was a
binding contract, and she neither would nor could resign it
without the consent of Ravenswood. Tet me be assured,”
she coneluded, “that he will free me from my engagement,
and dispose of me as you please, I eare not how. When the
diamonds are gone, what signifies the casket?”

The tone of obstinacy with which this was said, her eyes
flashing with unnatural light, and her hands firmly clenched,
precluded the possibility of dispute; and the utmest length
which Lady Ashton's art conld attain, only got her the priv-
ilege of dictating the letter, by which her daughter required
to know of Ravenswood whether he intended to abide by or
to surrender what she termed * their unfortunate engagement.”
Of this advantage Lady Ashton so far and so ingeniously
availed herself that, according to the wording of the letter,
the reader would have supposed Luey was calling upon her
taver to renounce a contract which was contrary to the inter-
ests and inclinations of both. Not trusting even to this point
of deception, Lady Ashten finally deterinined to suppress the
letter altogether, in hopes that Luey’'s impatience would in-
duce her to condemn Havenswood nnheard and in absence. In
thisshe was disappointed,  The tune, indeed; had long elapsed
when an answer should have been received from' the eonti-
nent. The faint ray of hope which still glimniered in Luey's
mind was well nigh extinguished. But the idea never for-
sook her that her letter might not have been duly forwarded.
One of her mother's new machinations unexpectedly furnished
her with the means of ascertaining what she most desired to
know.

The female agent of hell having been dismissed from the
castle, Lady Ashton, who wrought by all variety of means,
vesolved to employ; for working the same end on Luey’s
mind, an-agent of a very different eharvacter. This was no
other than the Reverend Mr. Bide-the-Bent, a Presbyterian
clergyman, formerly mentioned, of the very strictest order and
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the most rigid orthodoxy, whose aid she called in; npon the
pringinle of the tyrant in the tragedy:

T have a priest shall preach her from her faith,
And make it $in not 1o renounce that vow
Which I'd have broken.

But Lady Ashton was mistaken in the agent she had selected,.
His prejudices, indeed, were easily enlisted on her side, and
it was no ditienlt matter to make him vegard with horror the
prospect of a union betwixt the daughter of a God-fearing, pro-
tessing, and Presbyterian family of distinction and the heir of
a bloodthivsty prelatist and persecutor, the hands of whose fa-
thers haal been dyed to the wrists in the Llood of God’s sants
This resemibled, in the divine’s opinion, the union of a Moa-
Litish stranger with a daughter of Zion. Dut with all the
more severe prejuwlices and prineiples of his sect, Bide-the-
Bent ypossessed a sound judgment, and had leamt sympathy
even in that very school of persecution where the héart is so
frequently havdened. In a private interview with Miss Ash-
ton, he was deeply moved by her distress, and eould not but
admit the justice of her request to be permitted a divect com-
munication with Ravenswood upon the subject of their solemn
coutract. When she urged to him the great uncertainty under
which she laboured whether her letter had been ever forward-
ail, the old man paced the room with long steps, shook his
grey head, rested repeatedly for a space on his ivory-headed
gtaff, and, after much hesitation, confessed that he thought
her doubts so reasonable that he would himself aid in the re-
moval of them.

* I eannot Lnt opine, Miss Luey,” he said, * that your wor-
shipful lady mother hath in this matter an eagerness whilk,
although it aviseth doubtless from love tp your best interests
here and hereafter, for the man is of persecuting blowd, and
himself a persecutor, a Cavalier or Malignant, and a scoffer,
who hath no inheritanee in Jesse; nevertheless, we are com-
manded te do justice unto all, and to fulfil our bond and cove-
nant, as well to the stranger as to him who is in brotherhood
with us. Wherefore myself, even [ myself, will be aiding
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unto the delivery of your letter to the an Edgar Ravens-
wood, trusting that the issue therof may be your deliverance
from the nets in which he hath sinfully engaged you. And
that 1 may do in this neither more nor less than hath been
warranted by vour honourable parents, | pray you to tran-
seribe, without increment ov subtraction, the letter formerly
expeded under the dietation of your right honourable mother;
and I shall put it into such sure course of being delivered,
that if, honourable young madai, you shall receive no answer,
it will be necessary that you conclude that the man meaneth
in silence to abandon that nanghty contract, which, peradven-
ture, he may be umwilling directly to restore.”

Lucy eagerly embraced the expedient of the worthy divine.
A new letter was written in the precise terms of the former,
and consigued by My, Bide-the-Tient to the charge of Saunders
Moonshine, a zealous elder of the church when on shore, and
when on board his brig as bold a smuggler as ever ran out-a
sliding bowsprit to the winds that blow betwixt Campvere and
the east coast of Scotland. At the recommendation of his
pastor, Saunders readily undertook that the letter should be
securely conveyed to the Master of Ravenswood at the court
where he now resided.

This retrospect became necessary to explain the conference
betwixt Miss Ashton, her mother, and Bucklaw which we
have detailed in a preceding chapter.

Luey was now like the sailor who, while drifting through
a tempestuous oeean, clings for safety to a single plank, his
powers of grasping it becoming every moment more feeble,
and the deep darkness of the night only checkered by the
flashes of lightning, hissing as they show the white tops of
the billows, in which he is soon to be engulfed.

Week erept away after week, and day after day. St. Jude’s
day arrived, the last and protracted term to whieh Luey had
limited herself, and there was neither letter nor news of
Ravenswood.
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CHATTER XXXIIL

How fair these names, how much unlike they look

Toall the Bluee'd sabseriptione in my book !

The bridegrosm’s ketters stand in row above,

Tapoering, yet straight, like pine-trees in his grove;

While feeontnd fing the bride’s appeae below,

Ad light and slender as her jessamines grow.
Citarsk,

S June's day came;, the term assigned by Lucy herself as
the furthest date of expectation, and, as we have already said,
therewere neither letters from nor news of Ravenswood. Buf
there were news of Bucklaw, and of his trasty associate Craig-
engelt, who arrived early in the moming for the completion
of the proposed eéspousals, und for signing the necessavy deeds.

These had been carefully prepared under the revisal of Sir
William Ashton himself, it having Leen resolved, on aceount
of the state of Miss Ashton’s health, as it was said, that none
save the parties immediately interested should be present when
the parchments were snubseribed. 1t was further determined
that the marriage should be solemuized upon the fourth day
after signing the articles, a measure adopred by Lady Ashton,
in order that Luey might haye as little time as possible to
recede or relapse into intractability. There was no appear-
ance, however, of her doing either. She heard the proposed
arrangement with the calm indifferenve of despair, or rather
with an apathy arising from the oppressed and stupified state
of har feelings. 'l'v an eye so unobserving as that of Buek-
law; her demeanowr had little move of reluetance than might
suit the chavacter of a bashful young Iady, who, however, he
could not disguise from himself, was complying with the
choice of her friends rather than exercising any personal pre-
dileetion in his favour. '

When the momiug compliment of the bridegioom had been
paid, Miss Ashton was left for some time to herself; her
mother remarking, that the deeds must be signed before the
hour of noon, in order that the marriage might be happy.
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Luey suffered herself to be attived for the cceasion as the
taste of her attendants suggested, and was of course splen-
didly arrayed. Her drvess was composed of white satin and
Brussels lace, and her hair arranged with a profusion of jew-
els, whose lustre made a strange dontrast to the deadly pale-
ness of her complexion, and to the trouble which dwelt in her
unsettled eye.

Her toilette was hardly finished eve Henry appeared, to
conduct the passive bride to the state aparfent, where all
was prepared for signing the contract.  “ Do you know, sis-
ter,” he said, * 1 am glad youware to have Backlaw after all,
instead of Ravenswood, who looked like a Spanish grandes
come to eut our throats and trample our bodies under foot.
And I am glad the bromd seas ave between us this day, for I
shall never forget how frightened 1 was when [ took him for
the picture of old Sir Malise walked out of the canvas. lell
me true, are you not glad to be fairly shot of him?™

“Ask me no questions, dear Henvy,” said his unforfunate
sister; “there is little more can happen to muke me either
glad or sorry in this world.”

*And that's what all young brides say,” said Henyy; ¥ and
g0 o not be cast down, Luey, for you'll tell another tale a
twelvemonth hence; and T am' to be bride's-man, and ride
before you to the kirk; and all our kith, kin, and allies, and
all Bueklaw's; arve to be mounted and in order; and I am to
have & searlet laced coat, and a feathered hat, and a sword-
belt, doulile bordered with gold, and point ' Espagne, and a
dagger instead of a sword; and I should like a sword much
better, but my father won’t hear of it. All my things, and a
hundred besides, are to come out from Edinburgh to-night with
old Gilbert and the sumpter mudes; and [ will bri ring them and
show them to you the instant they come.”

The boy’s chatter was heve interrupted by the arrival of
Lady Ashton, stmewhat alarmed at her daughter’s stay.  With
one of her sweetest smiles, she took Luey’s arm nnder her own,
and led her to the apartment where her presence was expected.

There were only present, Siv William Ashton and Colonel
Douglas Ashton, the last in full rvegimentals; Bucklaw, in
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bridegroom trim; Craigengelt, freshly equipt from top to toe
by the bounty of his patron, and bedizened with as much lace
as might have become the dress of the Copper Captain to-
gether with the Rev. Mr. Bide-the-Dent; the presence of a
minister being, in striet Presbyterian families, an indispen-
sable requisite upon all cecasions of unusnal solemnity.

Wines and refreshments were plaged on a talle, on which
the writings were displayed; ready for signature.

But before proceeding either to business or refreshment, Mr.
Bide-the-Bent, at ‘a signal from Sir William Ashton, invited
the company to join him in a short extemporary praver, in
which he fmplored a blessing npon the contract now to be
solemnised between the honourable parties then present.  With
the simplicity of his times and profession, which permitted
strong personal allusions, he petitioned that the wounded
mind of one of these noble parties might be healed, in reward
of her compliance with the advice of her right honourable
parents; and that, az she had proved herself a child after
God's commandment, by honouring her father and mother,
she and hers might enjoy the promised Dblessing—Ilength of
days in the land here, and a happy portion hereafter in a
better conntry. He prayed farther, that the bridegroom
might be weaned from those follies whieh seduced yvouth from
the path of knowledge; that he might cense to take delight
in vain and unprofitable company, scoffers; rioters, and those
who sit late at the wine (here Ducklaw winked to Craigen-
gelt), and cease from the society that causeth to err. A suit-
able supplication in behalf of Siy William and Lady Ashton
and their family concluded this veligions address, which thus
embraced every individual present excepting Craigengelt,
whom the worthy divine probably considered as past all
hopes of grice,

The business of the day now went forward: Sir William
Ashton signed the contract with legal solemnity and preci-
sion; his son, with military nonchalance; and Bueklaw, hav-
ing subseribied as rapidly as Craigengelt eould manage to turn
the leaves, concluded by wiping his pen on that worthy’s new
laced eravat.
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It was now Miss Ashton’s twrn to sign the writings, and
she was guided by her watchful mother to the: table for that
purpose. At her first attempt, she began to write with a dry
pen, and when the circumstinece was ;n)iuted out, seemed un-
able, after several attempts, to dip it in the massive silver
ink-standish, which stood full before her. Lady Ashton’s
vigilance hastened to supply the deficiency, 1 have myself
seen the fatal deed, and in the distinet characters in which
the name of Luoey Ashton is traced on each page thevd is only
a very slight tremulons irregularity, indieative of her state of
mind at the time of the subscription. But the last signature
is incomplete, defaced, and blotted ; for, while her hand was
employved in tracing 1t, the hasty trimp of a horse was heard
at the pate, succeeded by a-step in the outer gallery, and a
voice whicl, in a commanding tone, bore down the opposi-
tion of the menials. The pen dropped from Luey’s fingers,
as she exclaimed with a faint shriek: *“ He is come—he is
come M

CHAPTER XXXIII.

Thi< by his tongue shoukd be a Montague!
Fetcly me my rapter, hoy';
Now, by the faith and honour of my kin,
To strike him desd T hold it not nsin.
Faneeo aud Juliet,

Harpry had Miss Ashton dvopped the pen, when the door
of the apartment flew open, and the Master of Ravenswood
entered the apartment.

Lockhard and another domestie, who had in vain attempted
to oppose lis passage through the gallery or antechamber,
were seen standing on the thrveshold transtixed with surprise,
which was instantly communieated to the whole party in the
stateroom. . That of Colonel Douglas Ashton was mingled with
resentinent; that of Bocklaw with hanghty and affected indif-
ference; the rest, even Lady Ashton hLerself, showed signs of
fear; anrl Lucy seemed stiffened to stone by this unexpected
apparition.  Apparition it might well be termed, for Ra-
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venswood had more the appearance of one returned from the
idead than of a living visitor.

He planted himself full in the middle of the apartment, op-
posite to the table at which Lucy was seated, on whom, as if
she had been alone in the chamber, he bent his eyes with a
wingled expession of deep grief and deliberate indignation.
His dark-coloured riding cloak, displaced from one shoulder,
hung around one side of his person in the ample folds of the
Spanish mantle; The restof his rich dress was travel-soiled,
and deranged by hard riding.  He had a sword by his side,
and pistols in his belt.  His slouched hat, which he had not
removed at entrance, gave an additional gloom to his dark
features, which, wasted Ly sorrow and marked by the ghastly
look eommunicated by long illness, ndded to a countenance
naturally somewhat stern and wild a fierce and even savage
expression. The matted and dishevelled locks of hair which
escaped from under hiz hat, together with his fixed and un-
moved posture, made his head more resemble that of a marble
bust than that of a living man. Hesaid not a single word,
and there was a deep silence in the company for more than
two minntes.

It was broken by Lady Ashton, who in that space partly
recovered her natural audacity. She demanded to know the
eaunse of this unauthorised intrusion.

“That is a question, madam,” said her son, * which T have
the best right to ask; and 1 must request of the Masterof
Ravenswood to follow me where he can answer it at leisure.”

Bueklaw interposed, saving,  No man on earth should usurp
hig previons right in demanding an explanation from the Mas-
ter. Craigengelt,™ he added, in an undertone, “d—n ye, why
o you stand staring as if you saw a ghost? fetch me my
sword from the gallery.”

“1 will relingnish to none,” said Colonel Ashton, “my right
of ealling to-account the man who has offered this unparalleled
affront to my fanily."

# Ba patient, gentlemen,” said Ravenswdod, turning sternly
towards them, and waving his hand as if to impose silence on
their altercation, " 1f yon areas weary of your lives as 1 am,



THE BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR. 331

T will find time and place to pledge mine against one or both;
at present, I have no leisure for the disputes of triflers,”

*Triflers!” echoed Colonel Ashton, half unsheathing his
sword, while Bucklaw laid his hand on the hilt of that which
Craigengelt had just reached him.

Sir William Ashton, alarmed for his son's safety, rushed
between the young men and Ravenswood, exelaiming: “ My
son, I command you—FHueklaw, I entreat you—keep the peace,
in the name of the OQueen and of the Jaw!"

“In the name of the law of God,™ said Bide-the-Bent, ad-
vancing-also with uplifted hands between Bocklaw, the Colonel,
and the object of their resentment—*" in the name of Him who
brought peace on earth and good-will to mankind, 1 implore—
I beseech—1 vommand you to forbear violence towards each
other! Gaod hateth the bloodthivsty man; he whe striketh
with the sworil shall perish with the sword.”

“ Do you take me for a dog, sir,” said Colonel Ashton, tuin-
ing fiercely upon him, * or something more brutally stupid, to
endure this insult in my father's house? Let me go, Buck-
law! He shall account to me, or, by Heavens, I will stab him
where he stands!”

“You shall not touch him here,” said Bucklaw; *he once
gave me my life, and were he the devil come to fly away with
the whole house and generation, he shall have' nothing but
fair play.”

The passions of the two young men thus counteracting each
other gave Ravenswood leiswre to exelaim, in a stern and
steady voice: “Silence!—let him who really seeks danger take
the fitting time when it is to be found; my mission here will
be shortly accomplished.  Is #as your handwriting, madam?”
headded in & softer tone, extending towards Miss Ashton her
last letter,

A faltering * Yes” seemed rather to eseape from her lips
than to be uttered-as-a voluntary answer.

* And is #his also your handwriting?” extending towards her
the mutual engagement.

Luey remained silent.  Terror, and a yet stronger and more
confused feeling, so utterly disturbed her understanding that
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she probably scarcely comprehended the question that was put
to her.

“If you design,” said Sir William Ashton, “to found any
legal elaim on that paper, siv, do not expect to receive any
answer to an extrajudicial question.”

“8ir William Ashton,” said Ravenswood, “1 pray you, and
all who hear me, that you will not mistake my purpose. If
this young lady, of her own free will, desives the restoration
of this contract, as her letter would seem to imply, there is
not a withered leaf which this antumn wind strews on fhe
heath that is more valueless in my eyes.  DBut T must and will
hear the truth from her own month; without this satisfaction
I will not leave this spot. Murder me by numbers you pos-
sibly may; bhut Tam an armed man—I am a desperate man,
and I will not die without ample vengeance; ‘T'his is my reso-
lution, take it as yon muy. I winn hear her determination
from her own mouth; from her own mouth, alone, and with-
out witnesses, will I hear it. Now, choose,” he said, draw-
ing his sword with the right hand, and, with the left, by the
same motion taking a pistol from his belt and cocking it, but
turning the point of one weapon and the muzede of the other
to the ground—*choose if you will have this hall Hoated with
blood, er if you will grant me the decisive interview with my
affianced bride which the laws of God and the eountry alike
entitle me to demand.”

All recoiled at the sound of his voice and the determined
action by which it was accompanied; for the ecstasy of real
desperation seldom fails to overpower the less energetic pas-
sions by which it may be opposed. The elergyman was the
first to speak. “1In the name of God,” he said, “receive an
overture of peace from the meanest of Flis servants. What
this hononrable person demands, albeit it is urged with over
violence, hath yet in it something of reason. Let him hear
from Miss Tmey’s own lips that-she hath dutifully aeceded to
the will of her parents, aud repenteth her of her covenant with
him; and when ke is assuved of this he will depart in peace
unto his own dwelling, and enmber us no more. Alas! the
workings of the ancient Adam are strong even in the regener-
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ate; surely we should have long-suffering with those who,
being vet in the gall'of bitterness and bond of iniquity, are
swept forward by the uncontrollable curvent of worldly pas-
sion. Let, then, the Master of Ravenswood have the inter-
view om which he insisteth; it can but lie as a passing pang
to this honourable maiden, sinee her faith is now irrevocably
pledged to the ghoiee of her parents. Let it, I say, be this:
it belongeth to my functions to entreat. your honours’ compli-
ance with this healing overture.”

“Wever!” answered Lady Ashton, whose vage had now over-
come her fivst surprise and terror—never shall this man
speak in private with my daugliter, the affianced bride of an-
ather! Pass from this room who will, T remain here. [
fenr neither his violenee nor his weapons, though some,” she
said, glancing & look towards Colenel Ashton, “ who bear my
nam# appear move moved by them,™

Y For God’s sake, madam,” answered the worthy divine,
“add not fuel to firebrands.  The Master of Ravenswood ean-
not, I am sure, object to your presence, the young lady’s state
of health being t-n:mtlered, and your maternal duty.’ [ my-
gelf will alsotarry; peradventure my grey hairs may tam away
wrath. "

S You are welcome to do so, siv,” said Bavenswood: “and
Lady Ashton is also welcome to vemain, if she ghall think
proper; but let all others depart,”

“Havenswood,” said Colonel Ashton, crossing him as he
went out, * vou shall account for this ere long.”

“When yon please,” replied Ravenswood.

“But I, said Bucklaw, with a half smile, “have a prior
demand on your leisure, a claim of some standing.”

“Arrange it as you will," said Ravenswood; *leave me but
this day in peace, and I will have no dearer employment on
earth to-morrow than to give you all the satisfaction you can
desire.”

The other gentlemen left. the apartment; but Sir William
Ashion lingered.

“Master of Ravenswood,” he said, in a conciliating tong,
#1 think T have not :lesened that you should make this seau-
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dal and outrage in my family.  1f you will sheathe your swoed,
and retive with me into my study, I will prove to you, by
the most satisfactory argnments, the inutility of your present
irregnlar proeedie——"

“Tor-morrow,” sir—to-morrow-—to-morrow, I will hear yon
at length.” reiterated Ravenswood; interrupting him;: *this
day hath 1ts own sacred and indispensable business.™

He pointed to the door, and Sic Willinm left the apartiment.

Ravenswood sheathed his sword, uneocked and returned his
pistol to his belt; walked deliberately to the door of the
apartment, which he bolted; returned, raised his hat from his
forehead, and gazing upon Lucy with eyes in which an expres-
sion of sorrow overcawe their late fierceness, spread his dis-
hevelled locks back from his face; amd said, “1o you know
e, Miss Ashton? [ am still Edgar Havenswood:” She was
silent, and he went on with increasing vehemence: “I am
still that Edgar Ravenswood who, for your affection, re-
notneed the dear ties hy whielh iujured honopr bound hin to
geak vengeanee, [ am that Ravenswood who, for your sake,
forgave, nay, clasped hands in friendship with, the oppressor
and  pillager of lis housg, the traducer and murderer of his
father.”

“ 3y daughter,” answered Lady Ashton; interrupting him,
“has no oceasion to dispute the identity of your person; the
venom of your present language is sufficient to remind her
that she speaks with the morfal enemy of her father,”

ST pray you to be patient, madam,” answered Ravens-
wootl; “my answer must ecome from her own lips. Once
more, Miss Lucy Ashton, I am that Ravenswood to whom you
granted the solemn engagement which you now desire to retract
and cancel.”

Luey's Dloodless lips could only falter out the words, ' It
was my mother.”

“8he gpeaks truly,” said Lady Ashton, “it was T whe, au-
thorised alike by the laws of God and man, advised her, and
concurrved with her, to set aside an unhappy and precipitate
engagement, and to auwnul it by the authority of Seripture
itsalf.”
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“ Seripture!” said Ravenswood, seornfully,

“Let him hear the text," said Lady Ashton, appealing to
the divine, *on which you yonrself, with cautious reluctanece,
declared the nullity of the pretended engagement insisted upon
by this violent wan.” g

The elergyman took his elasped Bible from his pocket, and
read the following words: " If a wowan vow a vow unto the
Lord, and bind herself by a bond, being in her father’s house
in her youth, and her father hear her vow, and her boud where-
with she hath bound her soul, and her father shall hold his
peace at her; then all her vows shall stand, and every vow
wherewith she hath bound ler soul sliall stand.”

“And was it not even so with us?” interrupted Ravens-
wood.

“Control thy impatience, youung man,” aunswered the di-
vine, “anid hear what follows in the sacred text: *But if
her father disallow her in the day that he heaveth, uot any
of her vows, or of her bonds wherewith she hath bound her
soul, shall stand; and the Lowd shall forgive her, because her
father disallowed her.'”

* And was wot,” said Lady Ashion, fiercely and trinmph-
antly breaking in—" was not ours the case stated in the Holy
Writ?  Will this person deny, that the instant her parents
heard of the vow, or bond, by which our danghter had bound
her soul, we disallowed the same in the most express terms,
and informed him by writing of onr detevmination ?”

“And is this all?” said Ravenswood, looking at Lucy.
“Are you willing to barter sworn faith, the exercizse of free
will, and the feelings of mutual affection to this wretehed
hypoeritieal sophistry?"

‘“Hear him!" said Lady Ashton, looking to the clergyman—
*hear the blasphemer

“ May Giod forgive him,” said Bide-the-Bent, © aud enlighten
hig ignorance!”

“Hear what I have sacrificed for you,” said Ravendwood,
still addressing Lucy, “ere you sanction what has been done
in your name. The honour of an avcient family, the nrgent
advice of my best friends, have been in vain used to sway my
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resolution; neither the arguments of reason nor the porteunts
of superstition have shaken my fidelity. The very dead have
avisen to warn me, and their warning has been despised. Are
you prepared to pierce my heart for its tidelity with the very
weapon which my rash confidence entrusted to your graspi”

Y Master of Ravenswood,” said Lady Ashton, *you have
asked what questions you thought fit. You see the total in-
capacity of my daughter to auswer yon. Bub I will reply for
her, and in a manner which you cannot dispute. Yon desive
to know whether Luey Ashton, of her own free will, desirves
to annnl the engagement into which she has been trepanned,
You have hev letter under her own hand, demanding the sur-
render-of it; and, in yet wore full evidence of her purposs,
heve is the confract which she has this moming subseribed,
in presence of this reverend gentleman, with My, Havston of
Bucklaw."”

Ravenswood gazed upon the deed as if petrvified. = And it
was without fraud o compulsion,™ said he, looking towards
the clergyman, “that Miss Ashton subscribed this parch-
ment?”

#1 voueh it upon my saered character.”

*This is indeed, madam, an wxdeniable piece of evidence,”
said Ravenswood, sternly; "and it will be equally unneces-
sary and dishononrable to waste another word in useless re-
monstrance or veproach.  Therve, madam,” he said, laying
down before Luey the signed paper and the broken piece of
gold—" there are the evidences of your first engagement; may
yon be more faithful to that which you have just formed. [
will trouble you to return the corresponding tokens of my ill-
placed confidence; 1 ought rvather to say, of my egregious
folly.”

Luey returned the scornful glance of her lover with a gaze
from which perception seemed to have been banished; yet she
seemed partly to have understood his meaning, for she raised
her hands as if to undo a blue ribbon which she wore around
her neck. She was unable to accomplish her purpose, hui
Lady Ashton ent the ribbon asunder, and detached the broken
piece of gold, which Miss Ashton had till then worn concealed
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in her bosom; the written counterpart of the lovers' engage-
ment she for some tinie had had in her own possession.  With
a haughty courtesy, she delivered both te Ravenswood, who
was wmuch softened when he took the piece of gold.

“and she eould wear it thus,” he saild, speaking to himself
—**gould wear 1t in her very bosom-—eould wear it next to her
heart—even when But complaint avails noty" he said,
dashing from his eye the tear which had gathered in it,.and
resuming the stern composure of his manner. He strode to
the chimuey, and threw into: the tive the paper and piece of
gold, stamping upon the eoals with the heel of his boot, as if
to ensure their destruetion. © [ will be no longer,” he then
said, *an intruder here. Your evil wishes, and vour worse
offices, Lady Ashton, I will only return by hoping these will
be vour last machinationg against your daughter's honour and
happiness. And to you, madam,™ he said, addressing Lucy,
“I have nothing farther to say, except to pray to God that
you may not beeome a world’s wonder for: this act of wilful
and deliberate perjury.” Having utterad these words, he
turned on his heel and left the apartment.

Sir Williamm Ashton, by entreaty and authority, had de-
tained his son and Bucklaw in a distant part of the eastle, in
order to prevent their again meeting with Ravenswood; but
as the Master descended the great staivease, Locihard deliv-
ered him a billet, signed  Sholto Douglas Ashton,™ request-
ing to know where the Master of Ravenswood woild be heard
of four or five days from hence, as the writer had business of
weight to settle with him, so soonasan important family event
hiad taken place,

“Tell Colonel Ashton,” said Ravenswood, eomposedly, T
shall bie found at Wolf’s Crag when his leisure serves him,”

As he descended the outward stair which led from the ter-
race, he was a second time interrupted by Craigengelt, who,
on the part of his prineipal, the Laivd of Bucklaw, expressed
4 hope that Ravenswood would not leave Seotland within ten
days at Jeast, as he had both former and recent civilities for
which to express his gratitude.

“Tell your master,” said Ravenswood, fiercely, *to choose
22
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his own time. He will find me at Wolf's Crag, if his pur-
pose is not forestalled.”

My master!” replied Craigengelt, enconraged by seeing
Colonel Ashton and DBucklaw at the bottom of the terrace.
“ (iive me leave to say 1 know of no such person upon earth,
nor will I permit-such language to be used to me!”

“SBeek your master, then, in hell! exclaimed Ravenswood,
giving way to the passion he had hitherto restrained, and
throwing Craigengelt from him with such violence that he
rolled down the steps and lay senseless at the foot of them.
“Tam a fool, he instantly added, * to vent wy passion upon
a caitiff so worthless.”

He then mounted his horse, which at his arrival he had
secured to a balustrade in front of the castle, vode very slowly
past Bucklaw and Colonel Ashton, raising his hat as he passed
each, and looking in their faces steadily while he offered this
mute salutation, which was returned by both with the same
stern gravity. Ravenswood walked on with équal delibera-
tion until he reached the head of the avenue, as if to show
that he rather courted than avoided interruption. When he
had passed the upper gate, he turned his horse, and logked at
the castle with a fixed eye; then set spurs to his good steed,
and departed with the speed of a demon dismissed by the
exoreist.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

Who comes from the bridal chamber?
It is Azruel, the angel of death.

Thalaba,

Arter the dreadful scene that had taken placeat the castle,
Luey was transported to her own chamber, where she remained
for some time in a state of alzolute stupor. Yet afterwards,
in the course of the ensuing day, she seemed to have recovered,
not merely her spivits and resolution, but a sort of flighty
levity, that was foreign to her character and sitnation, and
which was at times chequered by fits of deep silence and mel-
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ancholy and of capricious pettishness. Lady Ashton became
much alarmed and consulted the family physicians, Dut as
her pulse indicated no change, they could only say that the
dizeasze was on the spirits, and recommended gentle exercize
and amusement.  Miss Ashton never alluded to what had
passed in the state-roons. 1t seemed doubtfuleven if she was
conscious of it, for sheswas often observed to rvaise her hands
to her neck, as if in search of the ribbon that had been taken
from it, and mutter, in surprise and discontent, when she
could wot find it, * It was the link that bound me to life.”

Notwithstanding all these remarkable symptoms, Lady
Ashton was too deeply pledged to delay her danghter’s mar-
riage even in her present state of health. It cost her mueh
trouble to keep up the fair side of appearances towards Buek-
law. She was well aware, that if he onee saw any reluctance
on her daughter's part; he would ‘break off the treaty, to her
great personal shame and dishonour. She therefore resolved
that, if Lucy continued passive, the marriage should take
place upon the day that had been previously fixed, trusting
that a change of place, of situation, and of character wonld
operate & more speedy and effectual cure upon the unsettled
gpirits of hev daughter than could be attained by the slow
measures which the medical men recommended.  Sir William
Ashton’s views of family aggrandisement, and his desire to
strengthen himself against the measures of the Marquis of
A——, readily induced him to acguiesce in what he eonld
not have perhaps resisted if willing to do su.  Asg for the
young men, Bucklaw and Colonel Ashton, they protested that,
after what had happened, it would bLe most dishonourable to
postpone for a single hour the time appointed for the marviage,
as it would be generally aseribed to their being intimidated
by the intrusive visit and threats of Ravenswood.

Bucklaw would indeed have Leen incapable of sueh precipi-
tation, had he been aware of the state of Miss Ashton's health,
or rather of her mind. But eustom, upon these oceasions,
permitted only brief and sparing intercourse between the
bridegroom and the betrothed: a ecircumstance 5o well im-
proved by Lady Ashton, that Bucklaw neither saw nor sus-
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pected the real state of the health and feelings of his unhappy
bride.

On the eve of the bridal day, Luey appeared to have one of
her fits of levity, and surveyed with a degree of girvlish inter-
est the:various preparations of dress; ete,, ete., which the
different members of the family had prepaved for the oe-
casion,

The morning dawned Dbright and cheerily. The bridal
guests assembled in gallant troops from distant quarters.
Not only the relations of Sir William Ashton, and the still
more dignified conuexions of his lady, together with the nu-
merous kinsmen and allies of the bridegroom, were: present
upon this joyful cevemony, gallantly mounted, arrayed, and
caparisoned, but almost every Preshyterian family of distine-
tion within fifty miles made a point of atterdanee upon an
cecasion which was conzidered as giving a sort of trimmph
over the Margquis of A——, in the person of his kinsman,
Splendid refreshments awaited the guests on their arvival,
and after these were finished, the cry was “7To horse.” The
bride was led forth betwixt her brother Henry and heramother.
Her gaiety of the preceding day had given vise [place] to a deep
shade of melancholy, which, however, did not wisbecome an
oocasion so momentous.  There was a light in her eyes and
i eolony in her chieelk which had not been kindled for many a
day, and which, joined to her great beauty, aud the splendour
of her dress, occasioned her entrance to be greeted with an
universal murmur of applause, in which even the ladies ecould
uot refrain from joining, While the cavalcade were getting
to horse, Sir William Ashton,:a man of peace and of form,
censured his son Henry for having begirt imself with a mili-
tary sword of preposterous length, belonging to his brother,
Colonel Ashton.

“1f yon must have a weapon,” he said, “upon such a
peaceful oeeasion, why did you not use the short poniard sent
from Edinburgh on purpose?”

The boy vindicated himself by saying it was lost,

“You put it out of the way yourself, 1 suppose,” said his
father, *out of ambition to wear that prepesterous thing,
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which might have served Sir Willlam Wallace. But never
mind, get to horse now, and take care of your sister.”

The boy did so, and was placed in the centre of the gallant
train, At the time, he was too full of his own appearance,
his:sword, his laced eloak, his feathered hat, and his managed
hovse, to pay much regard to anything else; but he afterwards
remeinbered to the hour of his death, that when the hand of
his sister, by which she sapported herself on the pillion be-
hind him, touched his own, it felt as wet and cold as sepul-
chral marble,

Glaneing wide over hill and dale, the fair bridal procession
at last reached the parish chureh, which they nearly filled;
for, besides domesties, above a hundred gentlemen aud ladies
were present upon the occasion, The marringe ceremony was
performed according to the rites of the Presbyterian persua-
sion, to which Bucklaw of late had judged it proper to conform.

On the outside of the ehuireh, a hiberal dole was distributed
to the poor of the neighbouring parishes, under the divection
of Johnie Mortheuch [Mortsheughl], who had lately been pro-
moted from his desolate quarters at the Hermitage to fill the
wore eligible situation of sexton at the parish chureh of Ia-
venswood. Dame Gonrlay, with two of her contemporaries,
the same who assisted at Alice’s Jate-wake, seated apart upon
a flat monument, or “through-stane,” sate enviously compar-
ing the shaves which had hbeen allotted to them in dividing
the dole.

“Johnie: Morvtheuch,” said Ammie Winnie, “might hae
minded auld lang syne, and thought of his auld kimmers, for
as braw as he is with his new black coat. I hae gotten but
five herriug instead o sax; and this disna look like a gude
saxpennys, and I dare say this bit morsel o' beef is an unce
lighter than ony that’s been dealt vound; and it's a bit o* the
tenony hough, mair by token that yours, Maggie, is out o’
the back-sey.”

“IMine, quo’ she!” mumbled the paralytic hag—*mine is
half panes, I trow. If grit folk gie poor bodies ony thing for
coming to their weddings and burials, it suld be something
that wad do them gude, I think."
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“Their gifts, said Ailsie Gourlay, “are dealt for nae love
of us,; nor out of respect for whether we feed or starve. They
wad gie us whinstanes for loaves, if it would serve their ‘ain
vanity, and vet they expeet us to be as gratefu’, asg they ca’
it, as if they served us for true love and liking."”

“And that’s truly saiql, " answered lier companion,

“But, Ailsie Gourlay, ye're the auldest o’ us three—did ye
ever see a mair grand Lridal?”

“I winna say that 1 have,” answered the hag; “but I think
g00n 10 see as hraw a burial.”

“And that wad please me as weel,” said Annie Winnie;
*for there’s as large a dole, and folk are no obliged to girn
und faugh, and mak murgeons, and wish joy to these hellicat
quality, that lord it ower us like brute beasts. I like to pack
the dead-dole in my lap and rin ower my auld rhyme—

My loaf in my lap, my penny in my purse,
Thon art ne'er the better, and I'm ne'er the worse,"™ !

*That's right, Annie," said the paralyvtic woman; *God
send us a green Yule and a faf kirkyard!™

“Buk I wad like to ken, Luckie Gourlay, for ve're the anld-
est and wisest amang ns, whilk o' these revellers’ turn it will
be to be streikit first?”

“Dye see yon dandilly wmaiden,” said Dame Gourlay, “a'
glistenin® wi’ gowd and jewels, that they are lifting up on the
white hovse behind that hare-brained callant in searlet, wi' the
lang sword at his side?”

“ But that's the bride!” said her companion, her cold heart
touched with some sort of compassion—* that's the very bride
hersell! Eh, whow! sae young, sae braw, and sae bonny—
and is her time sae short?”

“T tell ve,” said the sibyl, “ her winding sheet is up as high
as her throat already, believe it wha list. Her sand has but
few grains to rin out; and nae wonder—they've been weel
shaken. The leaves arve withering fast on the trees, but
she'll never zee the Martinmas wind gar them danee in swirls
like the fairy rings.”

* See Curiog by Churng.  Note 11.
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“Ye waited on her for 4 quarter,” said the paralytic woman,
*and got twa red picees, or I am far Leguiled?”

“ Ay, ay,” answered Ailsie, with a bitter grin; “and Sir
William Ashton promised me a bouny red gown to the boot o'
that—a stake, and a chain, and o tar-barrel, lass! what think
ye o’ that for a propine?—ifor being up early and doun late for
fourscore nights and mair wi' his dwining daughter. But he
may keep it for his ain leddy, cummers.”

“I hae heard a sough,” said Annie Winnie, “as if Leddy
Ashton was nae canny body."

“D'ye see her yonder,” said Dame Gourlay, * as she prances
on her grev gelding out at the kirkyard? 'There's mair o’
utter deevilry in that woman, as brave and fair-fashioned as
she rides yvonder, than in a' the Scoteh witehes that ever flew
by moonlight ower Noirth Berwick Law.”

“What’s that ye say abont witches, yedamned hags?" said
Johnie Morthench [Mortsheugh}; “are ye casting yer canirips
in the very kirkyard, to mischieve the bride and bridegroom?
Get awa’ hame, for if I fak my souple t'ye, I'll gar ye find
the voad faster than ye wad like.”

“Hegh, sirs!™ answered Ailsie Gourlay;. “ how bra' are we
wi' our new black epat and our weel-poutheved head; as if
we had never kenn'd hunger nor thivst oursells! and we'll he
serewing up our bit fiddle; doubtless, in the ha’ the night,
amang &' the other elbo’-jiggers for miles round. Let’s see
if the pins hand, Johnie—that’s a’, lad.”

“1 take ye a' to witness, gude people,” said Mortheueh,
* tliat she threatens me wi' mischief, and forespeaks me. 1t
ony thing but gude happens to me or my fiddle this night, 11l
ke it the Dlackest night’s job she ever stirred in.  I'll hae
her before preshytery and synod: 'm half a minister mysell,
now that I'm a bedral in an inhabited parish.”

Although the mutual hatred betwixt these hags and the rest
of mankind had steeled their hearts against all impressions of
festivity, this was by no means the case with the multitude at
large. The splendour of the bridal retinne, the gay dresses,
the spirited horses, the blvthesome appearance of the hand-
‘sonie women ‘and gallant gentlemen assembled upon the ocea-
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sion, hai the usual effect upon the minds of the populace, The
repeated shouts of * Ashton and Bueklaw for ever!" the dis-
charge of pistols, guns, -and musketoons, to give what was
called the bridal shot, evinced the interest the peopie teok in
the oceasion of the cavaleade, as they aceompanied it upon
their retnrm to the castle. If there was here and there an
elder peasant or his wife who sneered at the popm of the up-
start family, and remembered the days of the long-descended
Ravensw ﬂ-mls, even they, attracted by the plentiful cheer
which the castle that day afforded to rich and poor, held their
way thither, and acknowledged, notwithstanding theiv preju-
dices, the influence of P dmphiteion okt on dive,

Thus accompanied with the attendance both of rich and
pour, Luey returned to her father's house. Bucklaw used his
privilege of riding next to the bride, but, new to such a sitn-
ation, rather endeavoured to attract attention by the display
of his person and horsemanship, than by any attempt fo ad-
dreess her in private. They reached the eastle in safety, amid
a thousand jovons acclamations.

It is well known that the weddings ol ancient days were
celebrated with a festive publicity rejected by the delicacy of
modern times. The marriage guests, on the present oceasion,
were regaled with a banquetof unbounded profusion, the relies
of which, after the domestics had feasted in'their turn, were
distributed among the ghouting erowd, with as many barrels of
ale as made the hilarity without correspond to that within the
castle. . The gentlemen, aceording to the fashion of the times,
indunlged, for the most part, in deep draughts of the richest
wines, while the ladies, prepared for the ball which always
closed a bridal entertainment, impatiently expected their ar-
rival in the state gallerv. At length the soeial party broke
up at a late hour, and the gentlemen crowded inte the zaloon,
where, enlivened by wine and the joyful occasion, they laid
aside their swords and handed their impatient partners to the
floor. The music already rung from the gallery, along the
fretted roof of the ancient state apartment. According to
strict etiqnette, the bride ought to have opened the ball; but
Lady Ashton, making an apology on aceount of her daugh-
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ter's health, offered her own hand to Bucklaw as substitute
for her daughter’s,

But as Lady Ashton raised her head gracefully, expecting
the strain at which sheswas to begin the dance, she was so
miuch struck by an unexpected alteration in the ornaments of
thie apartment that she was surprised into an exelamation,
“Who has darved to change the pictures?”

All locked up, and those who knew the usual state of the
apartment observed, with swiprige, that the picture of Sir
William Ashton’s father was removed from its place;, and i
its stead that of old Sir Malise Ravenswood seemed to frown
wrath and vengeance npon the party assembled below. The
exchange must have been made while the apactments were
empty, but had not been observed until the torches and lights
in the seonees wereg kindled for the ball.: The haughty and
her ed spirits of the gentlemen led them to demand animme-
diate inquiry into the cause of what they deemed an affront
to their host and to themselves; but Lady Ashton, recovering
hevself, passed it over as the freak of a crazy wench who was
ngintained about the castle, and whose susceptible imagina-
tion had been observed to be much affected by the stories
which Dame Gourlay delighted to tell concerning * the former
family,” so Lady Ashton named the Ravenswoods: The ob-
noxious: picture was: immediately removed, and the ball was
opened by Lady Ashton, with a grace'and dignity which sup-
plied the ehavms of youth, ‘and almost verified the extrava-
gant encomiums-of the elder part of the eompany, who ex-
tolled her pevformance as far exeeeding the dancing of ‘the
rising generation. '

When Lady Ashton sat down, she was not surprised to find
that her danghter had left the apartment, and she herself fol-
lowed, aeger to obviate any impression which might have been
made upen her nerves by an incident so likely to atfect them
a5 the mysterious trausposition of the portraits. Apparently
she found her:apprehensions grounidless, for she returmed in
about an hour, and whispered the bridegroom, who extricated
himself from the dancers, and vanished from the apartment.
The instruments now played their loudest strains; the dancers
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pursued their exercise with all the enthusiasm inspired by
".outh, mirth, and high spirits, when a ery was heard so shrill
and piercing as atonce to arrest the danee and the music. Al
stood motionless; but when the yell was again repeated, Colo-
nel Ashton snatched a torch from the sconce, and demanding
the key of the bridal-chamber from Henry, to-whom, as bride’s-
man, it had been entrusted, rushed thither, followed by Sir
William and Lady Ashton, and one or two others, near rela-
tions of the family. The bridal guests waited their return in
stupified amazement. |

Arrived at the door of the apartment, Colonel Ashton
knocked and ecalled, but received no answer except stifled
groans. He hesitated no longer to open the door of the
apartment, in which he found opposition from something
which lay against it.  When he had succeeded in_opening it
the Lody of the bridegroom was found Iying on the threshold
of the bridal ehamber, and all around was looded with blood.
A ery of surprise anc horror was raised by all present; and
the company, exeited by this new alarm, began to rush tu-
multuously towards the sleeping apar t.ment Colonel Ashton,
first whispering to his mother, “Search for hEH, she has
murdered him!” drew his sword, planted himself in the pas-
sage, and declared he would suffer no man to pass excepting
the clergyman and a medical person present. By their as-
gistance, Bucklaw, who still lLreathed, was raised from the
ground, and tla.ltspm'tﬁﬂ to another ap&rtmnnt, where: his
friends, full of suqlus ion and murmuoring. assembled . round
him to Jearn the opinion of the surgeon.

In the mean while, Lady Ashton, her husband, and their
-assistants in vain sought Luey in the bridal bed and in the
chamber. There was no private passage from the room, and
they began to think that she must have thrown herself from
the window, when one of the company, holding his torch
lower than the rest, discovered something white in the corner
of the great old-fashioned chimney of the apartiment, Iere
they found the unfortunate girl seated, or rather couched like
a hare upon its form—her head-gear dishevelled, her night
clothes torn and dabbled with blood, her eyes glazed, and her
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features convulsed into a wild paroxysm of insanity. When
she saw herself discovered, she gibbered, made mouths, and
pointed at them with her bloody fingers, with the frantic ges-
tures of an exulting demoniae,

Female assistance was now hastily summoned ; the unhappy
bride was overpowered, not withont the useof some foree.  As
they carried her over the threshold, she looked down, and wt-
tered the only articulate words that she had yet spoken, say-
ing, with a sort of grinning exultation, “So, you have ta'en
up your bonny bridegroom?” She was, by the shuddering
assistants, conveyed to another and more retived apartment,
where she was secured as her situation required, and closely
watehed. The unnftecable agony of the parents, the horror
and eonfusion of all who were in the castle, the fury of con-
tending passions between the friends of the different parties—
passions augmented by previous intemperance—surpass de-
‘seription.

The surgeon was the first who obtained something like a
patient hearing; he pronounced that the wound of Bucklaw,
though severe mnd dangerous, was by no means fatal, but
might veadily be rendered so by disturbance and hasty re-
moval. This silenced the numerous party of Bucklaw's
friends, who had previously insisted that he should, at all
rates, be transported from the castle to the nearest of their
houses.  They still demanded, however, that, in consideration
of what had happened, four of their number should remain to
watch over the sick-bed of their friend, and that a suitable
number of their domesties, well armed, should also remain in
the castle, This condition being aceeded to on the part of
Colonel Ashton and his father, the rest of the bridegroom’s
friends left the eastle, notwithstanding the hour and the dark-
ness of the night.  The ecaves of the medical man were next
employed in bebalf of Miss Ashton, whom he pronounced to
be in a very dangerous state. Farther medical assistance was
immediately summoned. All night she remained delivious.
On the morning, she fell into a state of absolute insensibility.
The next evening, the physicians said, would be the crisis of
her malady. Tt proved so; for although she awoke from her
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trance with some appearance of calwness, and suffered her
night-clothes to be changed, or put in order, yet so soon as
she put her hand to her weck, as if to search for the fatal
blue ribbon, a tide of recollections seemed to rush upon her
which her mind and body were alike incapable of bearing.
Convulsion followed convulsion, till they elosed in death,
without lher being able to utter a word explanatory of the
fatal scene.

The provineial judge of the district arvived the day after the
young lady had expired, and executed, though with all pos-
sible delicaey to the atlicted family, the painful duty of in-
quiring into this fatal transaction. DPut there ceeurred noth-
ing to explain the general hypothesis that the bride, in a
sudden fit of insanity, had stabbed the bridegroom ab the
threshold of the apartment. The fatal weapon was found in
the chamber smeared with blood. It was the same poni-
ard which Henry should have worn on the wedding-day,
and which his unhappy sister had probably contrived to
secrete on the preceding evening, when it had been shown
to her .among other articles of preparation for the wed-
ding.

Tgfm friends of Bucklaw expected that on his recovery he
would throw some light upon this dark story, and eagerly
pressed him with inquiries, which for some time he evaded
under pretext of weakness. When, however, he liad been
transported to his own house, and was considered as in a state
of convalescence, he assembled those persons, both male and
female, who had considered themselves as entitled to press
him on this subject, and retwrned them thanks for the interest
they had exhibited in his behalf, and their offers of adherence
and support. L wish you all,” he said, “my friends, toun-
devstand, however, that I have neither story to tell nor injurias
to avenge.  If a lady shall question me henceforward upon the
incidents of that unhappy night, 1 shall remain silent, and in
future consider her as one who has shown herself desirous to
break off her friendship with me; in a word, T will never
speak to her again. DPut if a gentleman shall ask me the
same question, I shall regard the ineivility as:equivalent to



THE BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR. 349

an invitation to meet lim in the Duke’s Walk,' and | expect
that he will rule himself accordingly.™

A declarvation so deeisive adwitted po commentary; and it
was goon after seen that Bucklaw had arvisen fvom the bed of
sickness a sadder and @ wiser man than he had hitheito shown
himzelf. He dismissed Craigengelt from his society, but not
without such a provision as, if well employed, miglht sécure
him against indigence and against temptation,

Bucklaw afterwards went abroad, and never returned to
Scotland; nor was he known ever to hint at the cirenmstances
attending his fatal marriage. By many readers this may be
deemed overstrained, romantie, and composed by the wild
imagination of an author desirous of gratifying the popular
appetite for the horrible; but those who are read in the pri-
vate family history of Scotland during the period in which the
seene is laid, will readily discover, through the disguise of
borrowed names and added incidents, the leading particulars
of AN OWER TRUE TALE.

CHAPTER XXXV.

Whicse mind’s =0 marbled, and his heart 50 hand,
That would not, when this huge mishap wis hearnd,
To th' atmost note of serrow set their song,
Tosoen zallant, with so groat o grave,
So suddenly unthonughit on, so o'értlirewn,
And w0 to perish, in 20 poor o place,
By too rash riding in a ground unknown !
Poes, 13 Nisser's fevaldrey, Tol. if.

We have anticipated the course of time to mention DBuck-
law's recovery and fite, that we might not interrupt the detail
of events which sueceeded the funeral of the unfortunate Lucy
Ashton. This melancholy ceremony was performed in the-
misty dawn of an autwmnal worning, with such moderate at-
tendance and eeremony as conld not possibly be dispensed
with. A very few of the nearest relations attended her body
to the same churchyard to which she had se lately been led as

I Bee Note 12,
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& bride, with as little free w tll, pet haps, as could be now tes-
tified 'IJ_', her lifeless and passive remains.  An aisle adjacent
to the church had been hitted up by Sir William-Ashton as a
family cemetery; and herve, in a coftin bearing neither name
nor date, were consigned to dust the remains of what was
onee lovely, beautiful, and innocent, though exasperated to
frenzy by a long tvact of nnrémitting persecution.

While the wourners were busy in the vault, the three vil-
lage hags, who, notwithstanding the unwonted earliness of
the hour, had snuffed the carrion like vulturss, were seated
on the *throngh-stane,” and engaged in their wonted unhal-
lowed conference.

“SDid mot T say,” said Dame Gourlay, * that the braw bridal
would be followed by as braw a funeral?”

“1 think,” answered Dame Winnie, *theve’s little Lravery
atit: neither meat nor drink, and just a wheen silver tippences
to the poor folk; it was little worth while to come sae far a
road for sae sma’ profit, and us sae frail.”

“Oaty, wretch!” vepliad Dame Gourlay, “ean a’ the dainties
they could gie us be half sae sweet as this hour’s vengeance?
Therve they are that were capering on their prancing nags four
days since, and they ave now ganging as dreigh and sober as
curgells the day. They were a' glistening wi’ gowd and sil-
ver; they've now as black as the crook, And Miss Luey
Ashton, that grudged when an honest woman came near her—
a taid may sit on her coftin the day, and she can never scun-
ner when he eroaks.  And Lady Ashton has hell-five burning
in her breast by this time; and Sir William, wi’ his gibbets,
and hig fagpots, and his chaing, how likes he the witcheries
of Ing ain dwelling-house?”

*Andisit true, then,” mumbled the paralytic wretch, “ that
the bride was trailed out of her bed and up the Lhmlle} Ly
evil spirits, and that the bridegroom’s face was wrung round
ahint him

“Ye needna care wha did it, or how it was done,” said
Ailsie Gourlay: “but 'l uphand it for nae stickit job, and
that the lairds and leddies ken weel this day.”

* And was it true;” said Annie Winnie, “sin ye ken sae
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mucklae about it, that the picture of anld Sir Malise lavens-
wood came down on the ha' floor, and led out the brawl before
them a'?”

¥ Na,” said Ailsie; “but into the ha' eame the pieture—
and I ken weel how it eame there—to gie them a warning that
pride wad get a fa'. But there’s as queer a ploy, eummners,
as ony o' thae, that's ganu on'even now in the urial vault
yonder: yu saw twall mourners, wi' cvape and cloak, gang down
the steps pair and pair!” '

“What should ail us to se¢ them " said the one old woman.

*1 eounted them," said the other, with the eagerness of a
person to whom the speetacle had afforded too much interest
to be viewed with indifference.

* But ye did not see,” said MAilsie, exulting in her superior
observation, * that there’s a thirteenth amang them that they
ken naething about; and, if aunld freits say true, there's ane
o' that company that’ll no be: lang for this warld, But come
awa', euminers; if we bide here, 1’se warrant we get the wyte
o’ whatever ill ¢omes of it, and that gude will come of it nane
o' them need ever think to see.” _

And thus, eroaking like the ravens when they anticipate
pestilence, the- ill-boding sibyls withdrew from the chureh-
yard.

In: fact, the mourners, when the service of interment was
ended, discovered that there was among them one more than
the invited numbey, and the remarle was communicated in
whispers to ecach other. The suspicion fell upon a figure
whieh, mufled in the same deep mourning with the others,
was reciined, almost in a state of insensibility, against one
of the plflars of the sepulehral vault. The relatives of the
Ashton family were expressing in whispers theiv surprise and
displeasuore at the intrusion, when they were intermupted by
Colonel Ashton, who, in his father’s alisence, acted as prinei-
pal mourner: I know,” he said in & whisper, * who this per-
son is; he has, or shall seon have, ds deep canse of mowming
‘as ourselves; leave me to deal with him, and do not disturb
the ceremony by unnecessary exposure.” 5o saying, he sepa-
rated himself from the gronp of his relations, and taking the
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unknown mourner by the cloak; he said to him, in a tone of
suppressed émotion, * Follow me.” '

The stranger, as if starting from a trance at the sound of
his voice, mechanically obeyed, and they ascended the broken
vuinous stair which led from the sepulchre into the church-
yard, The other mourners followed, but remained grouped
together at the door of the vanlt, watching with anxiety the
motions of Colonel Ashton and the -stranger, whe now ap-
pesred to bein close conference beneath the shade of a yew-
tree, in the most rémote part of the burial-ground.

To this sequestered BP0t ("olomel Ashton had Lll'lliet] the
stranger, and then turning ronnd, addressed him in a stern
and composed tone.—*1 eannot doubt that 1 speak to the
Master of Ravenswood?” No answer was veturned. “[ean-
not doubt,” resumed the Colonel, trembling with rising pas-
sion, *that 1 speak to the murderer of my sister!”

“You hiave named me but too traly,” said Ravenswood, in
a hollow and tremulons voice,

“If you repent what you have done,” said the Colonel,
“may your penitence avail you before God; with me it shall
serve you nothing.  Here,” he said, giving a paper, " is the
measure of my sword, and a memorandum of the time and
place of meeting.  Sunrise to-morrow morning, on, the links
to the east of Wolf's Hope.™

The Master of Ravenswood held the paper in his hand, and
sesmed irresolute. At length he spoke—* Do not,™ he'said,
*urge to farther desperation a wreteh who is alréady desper-
ate.  Enjoy your life while you ean, and let me seek my
tdeath from another.”

“That you never, never shall!” said Douglas Asnton.
“You shall die by my hand, or you shall complete the ruin of
my family by t.nkm{, my life. 1f you refuse my open ehal-
lenge, there is no advantage I will not-take of you, no indig-
nity with which T will not load you, until the very mame of
Ravenswood shall be the sign of everything that is dishonour-
able, as it ig alveady of all that is villainous.”

“That it shall never be,” said Ravenswood, fiercely; “if I
am the last who must bear it, 1 owe it to those who once
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owned it that the name shall be extinguished without infamy.
I ageept your challenge, time, and place of meeting. We
meet, | presume, alone?™

“ Alone we meet,” said Colonel Ashton, “and alone will the
sur\"uu of us return from that place of rendezyvous.”

“Then God have mevey on the soul of him who falls!” said
Ravenswood.

“ S0 ba it!” said Colonel Ashton; “so far ean my charvity
réach even for the man 1 hate most deadly, and with the deepi-
est reason.  Now, break off, for we shall be interrupted.  The
links by the sea-shore to the east of Wolf's Hope; the hour,
sunrise; onr swords our only weapons.”

“ Enough,™ szid the Master, ©1 will not fail you*

They separated; (‘olonel Ashton joining the rest of the
monrners, and the Master of Ravenswood taking his horse,
which was tied to a tree behind the church.  Uclonel Ashton
returned to the castle with the funeral guests, but found a
pretext for detaching himself from them in the evening, wheu,
changing bis dress to a riding-habit, he rode to Wolf's Hope,
that night, and took up his abode in the little inn, in order
that he might be ready for his rendezvous in the morning,

1t is not known how the Master of Bavenswood disposed of
the vest of that unhappy day. Late at night, however, he
arrived at Wolf’s Crag, and aroused his old domestie, Calel
Balderstone, who had ceased to expect his veturn. Confused
and flying rumours of the late tragical death of Miss Ashton,
and of its mysterious canse; bad already reached the old man,
who was filled with the nbmost anxiety, on aceount of the
probable effect these events might produce upon the mind of
his master,

The conduct of Ravenswood did not alleviate his apprehen-
gions, To the butler’s trembling entreaties that he would
take some refreshment, he at first retwrned no answer, and
then suddenly and fiereely demanding wine, he drvank, eon-
trary to his habits, a very large draught. Seeing that his
master would eat nothing, the old man affectionately entreated
that he would permit him to light him to his chamber. 1t

was uot until the request was three or four times repeated
24
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that Ravenswood made a mute sign of compliance. But when
Balderstone conducted him to an apartment which had heen
comfortably fitted np, and whieh, since his return; he had
usually oceupied, Ravenswood stopped short on the thresh-
old.

' Not heve,” said he, sternly; * show we the woom in which
my father died; the room in which suk slept the night they
were at the castle.”

“Who, sir?” said Caleb, too terrified to preserve his pres-
ence of mind.

“8he, Lney Ashton!  Would yon kill me, olid man, by fore-
ing me to repeat her name?”

Caleb would have said something of the disrepair of the
chamber, but was silenced by the frritable impatience which
was expressed in his master’s countenanee; he lighted the
way trembling and in silence, placed the lamp on the table of
the deserted room, and was about to attempt some arrange-
ment of the bed; when his master bid him begone in a tone
that admitted of no delay. ‘The old man retired, not to rest,
but to prayer; and from time to time crept to the door of the
apartment, in order to find out whether Ravenswood had
gone to repose. His measured heavy step upon the floor was
only interrupted by deep groans; and the repeated stamps of
the heel of his heavy boot intimated too clearly that the
wretehed inmate was abandoning himself at such moments to
patoxysms of uncontrolled agony. The old man thought that
the morning, for which he longed, would never have dawned;
but time, whose course rolls on with equal enrrent, however
it may seem more rapid or more slow to mortal apprehension,
brought the dawn at last, and spread a roddy light on the
broad verge of the glistening ocean. It was éarly in Novem-
ber, and the weather was sevene for the season of the year.
But an easterly wind had prevailed during the night, and the
advaneing tide rolled nearer than usual to the foot of the orags
on which the eastle was founded.

With the first peep of light, Caleb Balderstone again re-
sorted to the door of Havenswood’s sleeping apartment,
through a chink of which he observed him engaged in measur-
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ing the length of two or three swords which lay in a closes
adjoining to the apartment. He muttered to himself, as he
selected one of these weapons: It is shorter: let him have
this advantage, as he hus every other.”

Caleb Balderstone knew too well, from what he witnessed,
upon what enterpnise his master was bound, and how vain all
interference on his part must necessarily prove. He had but
thne to retreat from the door, so0 nearly was he swprised by
hiz master suddenly coming out and deseending to the stables.
The faithiul domestic followed ; -and, from the dishevelled ap-
pearance of his master’s dress, and his ghastly looks, was eon-
firined iu his conjecture that he had passed the night withous
sleep orvepose.  He found him busily engaged in saddling his
horse, & serviee from which Caleb, though with faltering voice
and trembling hands, offered to relieve him. Ravenswood re-
jected his assistance by a mute sign, and having led the animal
into the court, was just about to mount him, when the old do-
mestie’s fear giving way to the strong attachment which was
the principal passion of hismind, he flung himself suddenly
at- Ravenswood’s feet, and elasped his: knees, while he ox-
claimed: O, sir! oh, master! kill me if you will, but do not
go out on this dreadful errand! Oh! my dear master, wait
but this day; the Marquis of A—— comes to-morrow, and a’
will be reinedied.”

“You have no longer a master, Caleb,” said Ravenswood,
endeavouring to extricate himself; “why, old man, would you
eling to a falling tower?”

“But 1 Ahave & master,” cried Caleb, still holding lim
fast, * while the heir of Ravenswood breathes. 1 am bug
aservant; but I was born your father’s—your grandfather’s
servant. I was boyn for the family—1' have lived for
them—I wonld die for them! Stay but at home, and all
will be well!”

“3Well, fool! well!” said Ravenswood. * Vain old man,
nothing hereafter in life will be well with e, and happiest is
the hour that shall soonest close it!”

S0 saying, he extricated himself from the old man’s hold,
threw himself on his horse, and rode out at the gate; but in-
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stantly turning back, he threw towards Caleb, who hastened.
ta meet him, a heavy purse of gold.

“Caleb!” he said, with a ghastly smile, “[ make you my
execntor’ 5 and again turning his bridle, he resumed his course
down the hill.

The gold fell unheeded on the pavement; for the old man
ran to observe the course which was taken by his master, who
turned to the left down a small and. broken path, which
gained the sea-shore through a ¢left in the rock, and led to a
sort of eove where, in former times, the boats of the eastle
were wont to be mooved. Observing him take this convse,
Calel bastened to the eastern battlement; which commanded
tha prospect of the whole sands; very near as far as the vil-
lage of Wolf's: Hope. He could easily see his master riding
in'that direction, as fast as the horse could cavry him. The
prophecy at onee rushed on Baldeérstone’s mind, that the Lord
of Ravenswood should perish on the Kelpie's How, which Jay
half-way betwixt the Tower and the links, or sand knolls, to
the northwird of Wolf's Hope.  He saw him aceording reach
the fatil spot; bot he never saw him pass further.

Colonel Ashton, frantic for revenge, was alveady in the field,
pacing the turf with eagerness, and looking with impatience
towards the Tower for the arrival of his antagonist. The
sun had now risen, and showed its hroad disk above the eaat-
ern sea, so that he could easily discern the horseman who rode
towards him with speed which argued impatience equal to his
own. At onee the figure bhecame invisible; as if it had melted
into the air. He rubbed his eyes, as if he had witnessed an
apparition, and then hastened to the spot, near which he was
met by Dalderstone, who eame frony the opposite direetion.
No' trace whatever of horse or rvider could be discerned; it:
only appeared that the late winds and high tides had greatly
extended the usnal bounds of the quicksand, and that the
unfortunate horseman, as appeaved from the hoof-tracks, in
his precipitate haste, had not attended to keep on the firm
sands on the foot of the vock, but had taken the shortest and
most dangerous course.  One only vestige of his fate appeared.
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A large sable feather had been detached from his hat, and
the rippling waves of the rising tide wafted it to Caleb's
feet. The old man took it up, dried it, and placed it in
his bosom.

The inhabitants of Wolf’s Hope:were now alarmed, and
erowded to the place, some on shore, and gome in Loats, but
their search availed nothing. The tenacious depths of the
quicksand, as is usual in such cases, retained its prey.

Our tale draws to a conclusion. The Marquis of A i
alarmed at the frightful reports that were current, and anx-
ious for his kinsmaun’s safety, arrived on the subsequent day
to mourn his loss; and; after renewing in vain a search for
the body, veturned, to forget what had happened amid the
bustle of polities and state affairs,

Not so Caleb Balderstone. 1f worldly profit could have
consoled the old man, his age was better provided for than his
earlier years had ever been; but life had lost to him its sals
and its savenr. IHis whole course of ideas, his feelings,
whether of pride or of apprehension, of pleasure or of pain,
had all arisen from its close connexion with the family which
was now extingnished.  He held up his head no longer, for-
sook all his usual haunts and occupations, and seemed only to
find pleasure in moping about those apartments in the old cas-
tle which the Master of Ravenswood had last inhabited. He
ate without refreshment, and slumbered without repose; and,
with a fidelity sometimes displayed by the canine race, but
seldom by human beings, he pined and died within a year
after the catastrophie which we have narrated.

The family of Ashton did net long survive that of Ravens-
wood. Sir William Ashton ontlived his eldest son, the Colo-
nel; who was slain in aduel in Flanders; and Henry, by whom
he was suceeeded, died unmarvied.  Lady Ashton lived to the
verge of extreme-old age, the only surviver of the group of
unhappy persons whose misfortunes were owing to her iinplm—
ability. That she might internally feel compunetion, and
reconcile herself with Heaven, whom she had offended, we
will not, and we dare not, deny; but to those around her she
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did not evinee the slightest symptom either of repentance or
vemorse, In all external appearance she bore the same bold,
haughty, unbending chavacter which she had displayed before
these unhappy events. A splendid marble monument records
het name, titles, and virtues, while her victims remain undis-
tinguished by tomb or epitaph.



NOTES TO THE BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR.,

aore 1. —Tig FaMmity afF Staie, p. 7.

[It mny be rezretied that the Author lad notadhered to hisoriginal par.
pose as here stated.  In his Introduction to the Clveniofesaf the Canongate,
when referring o the sonrees or materinls oF his novels, lesays, ' 1 may
mention, for example’s sale, that the tervible cxtastraphe of the Bede af
Lamuedwione gctunlly ceenrred in g Scottish faonly of rank. , . . ILigun-
necessary Murther to withdraw the real veil from this seete of Taniilydis-
Lress, nor, althougl it oceurred mors than o handred yoars since, might it
beallogether agrecable o the represeutatives of the Bunilies coneerned in
the narrative, It may be proper to say, that the events are fmitated; bat 7
el wieitlier the means wer inteating of eopwing e wndituers, on tractng the olr-
acters, of the persvss coneerned fn the real sfarg,"

The regret, however, s nog o his stating that the tragiead event said o
have happened in the family of Dalcymple of Stair in 1000 bl sugzostnd
the catnstrophe, but in seemingly connecting the story fteell with the hie
tory of that family, by quoting so fully the scandal and @atirical verses of a
tater period.— Laiug.]

Kote 4—5ik G. LoCERART, 1. 5.

President of the Conrt of Session. . e wag pistolled in the High Street of
Edinbureh, by John Chiesley of Daley, in the year 1680, The revenge of
thiz desporate man was stimulated by an opinion that he had sustained
injustice in'a decrect-arbitral pronoune ed by the President, asdipning ‘an
alimentary provision of about £08 in favour of Lis wife and children,  He
i sald it first 1o hive desizned Lo shoot the judge while attending upon
divine wordhip, bt waz diverted by=ome feeling coneerning the sanctity of
the place,  After the congresation was dismissed, he dogged hig vietim as
fir i the head of the el on the southside of the Lawnmarket, in which
the Pregident’s liouse was sithated, and shot him desd as he was about, to
enter it.  This act wis done in the presence of numerous- spectators.” | The
azzassin mgde noattempt o fy, but boasted of ‘the dead; saying, "I liave:
taught the President how o do justice,” He had af feast given him fair
warning, 85 Jack Cade says ona stmilar oocasion, . The murderer, 4fter
umh-nrmn; the torture, by a speeinl aotof the Estates of Tarlisment, was
tried before the Lord Provost of Edinburgh, nshizh sheriff, and condemned
to be dragged on e huedle to e place of execution, to have his right hand
struck ofl while he yet'lived, and, finally, to be bungon the gallows with
the pisiol w hicrewith hx: alvt Hm Premdt.nt tiedd roumd hisneck. This exe-
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cotion took place on the 5d of April, 1659 and the ineident was long re-
membered as a dreadful instance of what the law books eall the perfercidum
ingenfum Seotoruim,

NoTe 3. —THE BALLASTYNES, D. 106,

James Ballantyne, the eminent printer, was theeldest of three sons of' o
sroall merchant in Kelso, He was born'in 1372 and becnme sequainted
with Sir Walter Seott so early as 1784, when attending the zrammar school.
Having eatablished aprinting office, he started o local newspaper, ealled the
Kelso Mail; and in 1790 there issued from Lis press Seott’s Apology for Tudes
of Tervor, of which only twelve coples were thrown off,  This was followel
by the fird edition of the Minstrefsy of the Seattish Border in 1802, a work
thnt was considered such an ndmirable speclmen of typography thay Bal-
lantyne was inducad (o remove to Edinburgh, where for thirty years he
earried on o printing estabilishment with great suceess, loaving his younger
brother Alexander at Kolso to look after thie newspaper.

Johin Ballantyne, the second son, was bornin 1774, He commenagel his
carctr ot Kelso, in Beptemleer 1555, by the €ale of thiay portivn of the vele
brated library of Johin Duake of Roxburghe which remained at Fleurs 'Cas-
tle, On coming o Edinburgh, hé was for g thne connected with the print-
ing office; but afterwards tarned auctioneer and bookseller, and beeame
the publisher of several of Seott’s Poemz and Novids, “Jocund Johnny,'
g% Seolt sometines called Lim, wasa person of volatile and joyons disposi-
tion, A most amusing companion, having the eradit of being the best story-
toller of his= time.  The state of Lizhealth, however, obligad him' (o melin-
quish business, and bie died 16th June; 1521,

James, who devoted much of his time to theatrieal critielsm and jonrnasl-
e, died within four monthe of Sir Walter Scott, in Japuary, 1833 He
pesisted the' Author of theze novel: in revising the proof sheeis und siugredt-
ing minute corrections (Latig),

Nore 4. —GroraE Breraxax's Jests; po 185,

Teterring probably to a popular chap-book, entitled The Witsy und En-
tertiining Erploits of Gearge Buchanan, wha was conmonty dnlled the King's
Fual = the chole six parts complete, 1731, This clinrneter was jister 1o Charkes
1., and must not be mistaken for his learped namesake ( Laing).

Norr S.—HBarp or Cares Barprrstose, p. 161

The raid of Caleh Balderstone on the cobper’s kitelion link heen nnivens-
ally considersd on the southern side of the Tweed tx grotesquely and ab-
surdly extravagant. The Author can only say, that a similar nxecdote was
communicated to him, with dateand names of the partics, by a noble earl
Intely deceased, whose remenabeances of formoer days, both jinScotland and
England, while they were given with a felieity and power of liunour never
to be fargotten by those who Lad the happiess of meeting his londship in
familine socicty. were especially invaluable from their extreme necuracy,

Spenking after niy kind and lanented informer, with the omission of
names only, the anetdote ran thus: There was o certaln bachelor pentle
man in one of the midland eounties of Scotlind, second son of an aneient
family, who lived on the furtune of wsecond son, cifelictt, upon some mis-
erably small anpuity, which yet was g0 managed and siretched out by the
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pxpredients of hifs mian John, that hix master kept the feont rank with all
the young men of guality in the conntey and bunted, dined, diced, nd
diank with them tpoe wppune :-.1I, Conl terms,

Tt is trie that; ns the mastor’s socicty was r“:trvml'ljr neousing, his friends
eontrived to reconelle Liis man John w soeopt assistunee of variovs kinds
“undher thie rose,” which they dared not to have divectly offersd to his mas-
ter,: Set tery consistently with' all this gowd fnelination 10 John anid
Jolin's msster, it was thousht nmone the yoang fox-hunters thae it wold
be an excellent jest, i0possible, to take Jolin at fault,

With this intention, ind, I'think, in consegilence: of & bet, & party of four
or five o theye youngsters areived at the bachelor’s Hule mansion, which
wir adjacent toa considernlile villnge, Here they olighted a shorl while:
hefore the dinper hotr—for it was judged regular to give Jolin's imgermity
n fuir start—and, rushing past the astonished domestic, entered the Hitle
parlotr, and, telling some concerted stary of the conse of their invasion,
{hesel Rinvited puesis nsked their landlord i he eould let them Boave sonms
dinner. Their rlend gove them n hearty atd unembareassed recepition,
and, for the matter of dinner, referrad them to John, Tle was sumimons]
accordinzly ; received his master's orders to got dinner ready for the party
whe had this unexpectedly areived ; and, without changing o musele of
his eountennnee, promised prompt obedience, Great was the speculption
of the visitors and probably of the lundlond alds, what was to bethe e
of Johin's fair promises.  Bome-of the mare corions had taken 8 peap into
the kitehien, and conld see nothing there 1o realize the prospect held out by
the major-lom. Bt ponetual oz e dinger our struck on the village
elock, Jahin placed bofore them o stately rump of boitlsd hoel, with s proper
ARCOTR AT HIeTT ul‘;.,revm, aroplyisnficient o dine the whole parey, and to
decide the bet against those amongst the visitors whoexpested 1o take John
napping, The explanation was e =ame 25 in the case of Caleh Balder-
stone, Jnlm had uded  the freedom to carry off the kail-pot of g rich old
chuffin the village, and browght i to his master's louse, leaving the pro-
prictar and liis friends to dine on bread and cleese; and, as |IJ'|11I sajd,
“pood enough for them.'' | The fenrof giving offence to sa WIEHY POrEOnE
of distinetion kept the poor man safliciently quiet, and he was afterwards
remnneneted by some indirect patronsge so that the jost wis admitted a
good oneon all sides. In England, at-any pericd; or in someé parts of Scot-
land at the prescnt day, it might not hove passed off o well.

Nore G—AxcrexT HosmraLiry, g 165,

Tt wag once the vl versal eustam to p]nocr ale, wine, or some strang liguor
in the chamber of an honored guest, 10 sssuage his thirst, shonld he' feel
any on awakening in the night, which, considering that t.Iu- hospitelity 'of
that period often reached excess, was by no means nnfikely,  The Anthor
has met with gome instances of it o former days, and in old-fastifoned fam-
ilivs: Tt was, perhiaps, no poetic fistton-that records. how

]} cnmmer and Ilay down to sleep
With two pint-stoups ot our bisd-feet
Au:l aye when we nukm i e ﬂ!‘ﬁllk them dry
What think you o my cummerand 17

It is & current story in Teviotdale, that in the house of an ;‘_l'f'll:-ii.'l.l.t I'lun_i_l;r
ofdistinction, much addicied to the I'resbyterian cuisera Bible wasalways
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put into thesleeping apactment of the guests, slong with a bottle of strong
ale,  On some ocension there was u mecting of clergymen in the vicinity of
the castle, all of whom were invited to dinner by the worthy baronet, and
sayverol abodéeall night,  According to the fishion of the times, seven of the
revercinl guests were alloted to one large barrsck-room, which was used
an 2ueh gcensions of extended hospitality, The butler took care that the
divines were pregentel, peeording 1o custom, cach with'a Bibleand g bottle
of ale.  But after a littde consuliation smong themselyves, they are said to
have cecalbad the domestic az he was leaving the apartment. "My friend,'”
gaid oneof the venerable guests,  yon must know, when we meet together
ax brethren, the voungest minister rends plond o portion of the Sceripture W
the rest: only one Hille, therefore, i= necesary; take away the other six,
atd in thelr place bring =ix more bottles of nle”

This synod wonlid have snited the “hermit sage! of Johnson, who an-
swered o pupil wha inguired for the réal road 1o happiness with the cele-
brated line, )

Come, my lsl, and drink some beer!

Nore T—ArrEsl 10 PanirangxT, p. 180,

The power of appeal from the Conrt of Session, the sapreme Jodges of
Seotlund, to the Seottish Parliament, i cased ol ‘eivil rizht, was fereely
debated before the Union. It was o privilege highly desirable for thesab-
Jeer, s the examination and oecasional reversal of thete sentenees in Par-
liamont might serve as 4 check upon the Judges; which they greatly
réspnired ot i thoe when they were munch maore distinguished  for lezal
knowledge than for uprizhiness and inegrity.

The membersof the Facolty of Advoentes (so the Beottish barristers are
termiod ), dn the year 1674, incirral the violent displeg=uee of the Conrt of
Session, on account of 1heir rezal to renonnce the right of appeal to Par-
Hwments aml, byio very arbitrry procedue, the mrdn)ri[}' of the number
were banished from Edintmrgh, anl conssmently deprived of their pro-
fessional  practice, for several sesions, or terms,  But, by the artieles of
the Tnion, an appeal to the British House of Peers bas beon seeared to the
Seottish subjecr, wad that sight has, no doulst, had itz infloencein form-
ing tho imparctial and idependent charmeter which, nmeh: conirary to
the practiee of their predecessors, the Tudges of the Court of Session have
sinee displaved.

It is casy to conceive that an olil Inwyer ke the Lard Keeperin the
1ext -..h.nuhi feol nlommat the Judgments given in his favour, upon e
gronmls of strict penal law, being brought to appenl under p new and
dredded procedure o a Cotnrt eminently impartiol, and | peenlinrly moved
by comstderations of equity,

In earlive editfons of this Work [before 1820-337, this lowal distinetion
wasnol anfliciently explained.

Norr & —Toon=-Max-or-Mrrrox, p. MM,

Thre Blade-bone of 'n shonlder of mutton s called in Seotland o poor
mitn,"”" #% in some portz of England it is termasd a8 poor kadght of Wind-
gor'': In contrast, it mist be preswmed, o the baronidl Siv Loin, Tt is
said that, in the last age, an oll Bcotidsh peer, whaose conditions (none of -
the meosi gentle) were nirked by acsteange aml fiercelooking exizgors-
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ton of the Highland conntenance, chaneed to be indizposed while he
was in London attending Padiisment.  The master of the hotel wherd e
lodgead, anxions 10 show atlention o ‘his noble guest, waited on him to
enumeorate the contents of his willstocked larder; 50 a5 1o endenvonr 16
hiton something which might sait his appetite;. 1 think, landlord,"
safel his lomlship, rising op foom bz conch, and throwing back the tartan
plaitl with which he led sereened his erim and ferocious visnee—"1 think
Leonld eat o morsel of @ poor sieen,” The landlond fled in terror, having no
donbi that his guest wisa cannibial, who might bedn the habit of eatinz a
slice of o tenant, sz Hghit food, whien he was ander regimen.

Nore 9. —Mippurros's " Man Wortn,'' p, 20,

Hercupon I, Jededinly Cleishbotharm, crave lenyve to remark prisas whicl
Hixnﬂi-eﬁ-. in the first place, tiat, having in- vain ingnivel st the cirealating
Hbrry in Gandercleonch, allset it lthuul:qlml i similer vanities; for this
samyn Middleton and his Wad  TWerld, it owas: nt lenegth shown unto me
amongst other aneient foleries careMlly compiled by one Dedsley? whe,
doubtiess hath his: rewand for negloct of previous time; aod having mis-
used a0 mnedy thne of mine f= was noecessary for the purpose, T thercin
fenind (it o plag-man is brotught in asa foolman, whom & knight is made
o grect I'Jn‘rt:u:u-l;r with the epithet of ** linen ﬂlm!mu.. and threescore
modles ey’

Secwadfo, which s secondly in the vermnenlor, ander Mr. Patticeon's
favote some men nob altogether =0 old as he would represent thesa, do
remamber thisspecios of menial, o forerunner. In evidence of which L
Jededinh Cleislibothnom, thongh mine ey yet do me good Service, rimems-
her me to have seen one of this tribe elothed in white, and bearing a staff,
whio ran daily before the dstnge-conch of the amgubile Johin Exrl of Hope-
ton; fatlier of this Barl, Charles, that now is; anto whom it may be jusily
said, that renowi |-!awllu the part 6f a running foolman, OF precursor;
and, s the poot singeth—

Mars standing by asserts his quarrel:

Al Fame lies afier wnﬂt a liarel. e

Nore 10, —Turarren Magiae AT SHeripeMUre, p. 206

The Teetthe of Bhériilmuir, which took place in November 1715, whs
elaimied gxn vietory by both sides.  Thiz gave rise to aclever popular
song printed at the tine asa broadside, nnder the title of 4 Race al Sherif-
newde, feirly ik o 0 100k November 1715, o the fune of ** The Horsemin's
St

There's some say that we wan, some say that they wan,
Bomie sy that nanesan at &, man:
Bt one thing ms=ore, thotat Sheriffmuic
A Battle there was, which ©saw, man,
And we ran, and they mn, and they ran, and we ran,
Anil we ran; and they ran awn?, main.

In thest satirical verses Trampeter Marine is introducal, and in proof of
Sir Walter's necuracy ad 1o the name, the following nofe nay be added, as
riscent oditors of this ballad Bove altensd it 1o Magclean ;

1 Dodstoy s Collection of Gld Plases, vol, v po 307 { Laing).
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In the Presend State of Grent Hritwin, Tonden, 1710, Francis Marine iz
second on the Jist of Queen Anne's Trampeters for Scotland, while in the
volume for 1716 hiz name: geenrs wmone the offieers of the king's house-
hald, a3 ** Francis Marine, Sen.,” and there iz added as ifth trunipeter;
" Franels Marvine, Jun,”  These hooseliold trompeters were cmployed, oz
they are to this day in the Lyon Otfice, for @nnouncing royal proclema-
tHong, and sttending the Cireuit Courts of  JTasticiary,  Another sen or
grandson, named Jnmes Marine, continuez to appear as trumpeter down
o 1 TRG. .

The wonds referred to, in the origing] ballad of Sheriffmuir arg asfol-
low ¢

Andl Trumpet Marine tod, whiss brecks wore not olean, thnongh
Misfortune e happen'tl ti fa’, pian:
And saving lis umi:, hig trumpet did brewk,
Came off without musick at o', man,
And we ran, and they man, eio.

Yo dopht there wasa John Maclean, trumpeter, sent on o message from
the robels o the Duke of Areyle hefore the buttle, hut the modern im-
provers. have spaoiled the verses both as to 'thyme and sceugaey | while
they have overlooked the deseription of the trumpeter’s dress; which would
avicently indicate his not being a Highlander { firing).

Nore 11, —Crrixs wy Coakys poH2,

Reginald Scott tells of an old woman who performed so many enres by
means of o charn that she was suspected of witcheraft,  Her mode of
practice being inguired fnrog it was found that the only fee which she
would aceept of wis s loaf of bréad amd o silver penny: and thiat the
potent charm with which she wronght sa many cures was the dozgered
coitplet in the text,

Nore 12.—Doee's WaLk, p. 348,

A walk in the vicinity of Holyrood Honse, =0 callel, because often fre-
quented by the Duke of York, afterwanis Junes 11, during his residence
in Seotland. It wos for o long time the nsunl place of rendezvous for set-
tling o firs of hopour
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WORDS, PHEASES, AND ALLUSIONS,

AgREr, tlone

ApLERze,in o blaze

ABoox, ABCXE -above, ap )

Agor “Haszax. - See 7iF|r i
Nighta: "V The Slesper Awak-
el

Anatprearios, anaetion forselzing |

upon o herimbile sstnte o8 secariny
for o del—u Seots lnw term

AD Ep-mnrrieaxeas (p 121, to sel
Ap nn ancient hovseagain

A, one

AGE, 1o gt as may be necessary anl
Tostegl==eny St bawt tecm

Arn, to interfiee with, prevent

Abx, own '

Ateer, o direet; tarn: o point

ALTE, Gils: NIT-OAKE, oat-vake

Apven, or aver, an’ old broken-
weinddad hioiss
LEXaxper, a trweedy by Nathaniel
Lie, very popular incotha enrly
partof the 181h century

Arresaply, solely, alone

ANCE, OneD

Axnrew Feerars, o Highleod
Iirnal 2w

Az, BAgL oF, presumably Arch-
ibabd,wixth -.‘m'!. exiled by James
V.in 1528

Aworxr, avaunt

Ass sl

Avep Reekie, BEdinburgh

AvaA, at all :

AVANT-COURIER, & [OTarines, riiss.
senger sent on in advance

AWE, 10 owe

Back=ey, (hesitloin

Back=worn, wawond with enly one:

enuthing edge

Fanp o Hoek, Thamas Camphell,
aithor of Plegeros of Hope

Bass, o conspicious s of rock in
thi Firth ol Forth, not far from
Narth Berwick

IAwBEE, o halfpenny

BEDEuAN, an #lmsman, one that
privs for-another

Bepmar, o bepdle, coxton

PErLrsa, to befoal, enjale

Bprn ToE car csynonymous with
U Beael e Hoo ip bis dent
The phrase originated amons the
Aeottish nobles who conspired th
ruin Jammes T11 s mvoarite, Coch-
ra. S Sootts Palet df a el
Sather, ehap. X8,

BExDpen, cocked

BEst-LeaTier, thick leathor for
el sialios

Beuwick, Ik or.  James Filtg
Jomes, the natural =on o King
Jurees- UL of - Englanml, weoas ke
amarshal of Franee

Breker, a wonden drinking-tup

Bregeraxa (Pree), Nickering, quive
eringe

Biog, 1o wait, stay

Broaoxer, 8 linen cap, coif

PBregie, o lively little fellow ; the
gime of beregr-my-neighbour

Bame s, drinkingin company

Bir o axp THE BUFFET, susténanco
with hard nssge

Braegavizen, blgck-visagod

Bratk-tace, a lavge woaxed piteher
Tor holding ale

Brackses=s, @ castle, ol formerly &
state prisof, smated on the Firth
of Forth, Linlithgowshire

Bryrns, chgerful, happy; pleased
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Boare a hagloe, pliost

BomiwrLn Bane,  see oo Mortadity,
chinpe. xxxicand Kxxii

Bovk, o body, curehse, balie of
Iu:-rh

Barn, o haudle

Horpeocs, o monnd, bueraw, licap
ol carth s 0 mibserbile T

Trieacs, o houtinz-loaml

Euae. a bl apaeson, ahillshde

BrANTER: to brotl, arill

Iimaw, brove, Tine

Bigawe, o French danee, cotillion

Birgxt, straightand spipoth

Theewrs, the =eiim cansid by boiling:

Brrwsren o biower

Rpapr 1w taken  to the bridal
chinler '

Brocke, o ronsting-aplt

Biter 1o kit & fanek. an il-

shom 1o the story al  Rolrt  Rrace
and the spiiler
Buosg, 10 disck, bind up

Canyee, o e ofl o deer's !n=n-l b=
Toinuedthe Binegss

Casieach, or Beck: b CABRACH, 1
o et e estern howi-
dary of Abenteonshing

Caney; ehiseriicl, sporive

Carer ey, eackling ushing

CIALLANT. 0 young Tl

CrapiIas o —, & Spanizh
generila

CAMPYERE, oF casemone nosmtl
el town on the dslued of

Walcheren, where froan 144 ta
170G the - Seots bl 0 privitezsl
tradding fctory

Caxxox-g17, & siaooth round hit for
licirses

Canxy, carefil, =hrewd, usetul s (in
the IlE".JII:IH’] paretiliar, s

CaxTamT yacres, he may dng e
fore thieves who haz emply
pockets—Juvenal, xi. 32

Cosrates, trivks spells; in{'ll.ntll.ﬂun-t

Caxrys chieerfol, nierry

Caror, toowin atl the tricks in pic-
quer, nofirm of pxelamation

Cannoxang, (0 broil, gill

Capcark, s =mall cike eaten on
shrove: Toesd iy

Canry.a fellow

it e an old womnn, jade

Cusr o', kind'of

CasTim, o fur Tiat

CAUOHT IR THE MANRER,
A eriminal get

ennehitin

WAVERLEY NOVELS.

(Lu‘t.tn e uY casT, cold bemy fate

L] 8 {111

Cavizans, n lorse's noseband

CEDANT AnMA TouE et arms give
ploce o the insiznia of peace,

Citanuen  oF pars; the best hisds
room; kipt for guests of consider-
Al

Ciraxoe acaxe In the old eonclis
ing days inside prassanoers
(‘IIHI["[‘!E lezs with eonsent ol thedr
oppesite Beie hbonr

CH AR GR- a0 U=E, w0 i

Uhtarers, o Tiguid
Gt

s errr, Stk fof neloek)

CHATEAL G PARLE. wle. (p. 21,
whien i furtcess parlevsand & Indy
Tistens, both pre ono the point of
snrrendering

Cusraee, aoehambor

UNigsE oF THE CHTSXEYX00K, th
fhresiile, chimmey-corns

Coretay, o fellow

Crices o Rowe,
B chariots

Crav s, ehattering. 1.!!"\.!!.[[\"6

ULAVERS, 51’I!1-pl=<.i ¥

Cravpiss, John tirnhame of la:
srtionse, Visconnt Dundes

LA v Torn AnTrEss, 10 Hoish
Forlgive you the rovp e geice

lI"|w;\.|~: nex, n<itting hien

Cock RRXGEY 1 ops=-Ruot

o, to empey or !]mnr it

mogtte = 1

S imm kil

Couars e, quibbling, deceiving,
cheating
CarpiScIyME ABBEY, or rather

i, foided b lﬂ.iu“ Filgznr in
thie Inst years of tim Tith rentury,
a few miles from Evomouth, on
the eopst of Borwiokshine

Coassoxry, rielit. of pastire on thee
OIS )

Clasier A<y pECRoNING, 0 Beolslaw
process onforcing settlement | of
Heeounts N

CoxmeTio 1XpENTL 0 cleim for ro-
eovering a sium thot Dl been
pradil when iwas ot due

Coxsepire Faruess, the title given
1o thitsenntors of ancient Bome

Coorie, o Seoleln hun

Coprer CArTaly, a counterfeit eap-
tain, Sdée Beaumowl @ny
lﬁh}t‘llt'r'! Feale a0 Wifa ecid heeioe 1t

i

Cogrery, M, x name suggested by

Corderiug, the toeher ol Caly in,




GLOSSARY.

and author of o book of Latin
dislozues onde extensively’ sl
in sehiools

Cormaoner, ent=thront

Covtray, w hunting-knife

CRACKE, gossip, boasting

Ui o kidnap

Citrrae, o play by Sheridan

ek, 2 cliwin for suspending i pot
iold fireplaces

Crowny, & thick potthge made of
aatmienl

Cryree, to Qiddle mor by cheating

CrL, pE LAMEE, - nopictorial orna-
ment, tailpiece

CrLLox, a poltroon

CresmErys L, the seat of the nn-
el sttty of Floming {Lond
Elphiiustone), situated (15 mils
nortliedst of Claszow

CusseR, o gessip or friend

ey short

Iwrriza, frolicking, larking, fun

Ihakr, oy )

D, See Chamiber of dads

MasnrLny, nofed. e beanty

Daxa, deove, knocked

DEsp-pesL, the boand on which o
degel by = stretelusd

Desirvs pusos, o real bunden on

tho e=tare )

DEsoRg, o decordie ;. DECOREMRENTH,
dlirorntions

DEsEE, an  epcounter, alterei-
fion i

Irennssa ke o Hgh field pece, snaedl
CATITON

DEXTIER: more dainty

DHgEr-Loar, nswect cake

Do ex=raam, to be pointed ot
with finger

DimG, to kndek, drivie Dot

Dixg, trim, nest :

e, & uneral éntertainment

Ink, & dugaer

Ihsxin, dises it

Iispoxg vrox, hestowed npon

Dirrav, an indictroent, sccmsation

Dorren, dotand, stupid.

Dox Giayeeros, o nephew of fhe
chitvnlric  Rolund, an
Twelve Peers of Clharlenagne

Diox s wpr, stupiil

Do, dons, pigeon

Doy, stublurn

Ditvp-pe-rERey, 4 cloth made nt
Berri in Franece: '

Dieten, slow, lngering

i of thie:
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DIRIBELE, G drop

Theoecwsy, dry

DreokEx; deunk

vaiiG, tieancient seat of the
CGugnisherry feily (now belopgs
10 tlikt of Breceleunch ), ontl
parish of  Drksdeer; [
shfre

Diezvee. Jobin Sealanie of Clay-
erfopse, Viscount Duides, 4 sup-
porter of the stuares

Do, knoekerd, driven

Do, o podge

Dwrsaxn, declining, pining away

Exrrn (of & badeer), n liode

Exsr Lorieas; anothier tuoe for
Hddingtonshire

Earone, e

Ein, shnllow

Eepatneris=puEst, exphination

Eg san oy ) BEX, oves

Eoeria, the wvmph whe toed iy
meet King Niuma Pompilios- b a
prove near’ Home

Erpo proarn, o fHddlor

ELetaxn firsinnd

Expuctr, enough

Exres, hysterics

EXrimy oF THE LEGAL, the expira-
thon of the period inowhich an es-
tate selned 5';3' ndjudicntion {g.e)
miay he redeemed

Exvas, w hawk broughtap from the
st

Farron, astewnnd

FALLytE, to fajl

Fasi., to tronble

Frok L ess, feohile, =illv

Friy, weorible : o hide, sEin

Frran & seoteh loasesholder: vee-
iGirs: absolute Tights of prop-
erty. in return for the paynient
ol s Uriting sum anmnally

FrovsAciaries, fiithl companion

i, the foot

AN, FLAK, o
enstarid _

Fraxeany, the side of the lower
pairt of the abdomen

FLionTeERING, transiont

Fri=w, o caper, whim

Fromextixe, o kind of pio

Py, to sedhl Shornt in-anger

Fims, i oxs

Forave, hesides.

Fonnis, Jons ok an early Seottish
chrenicler of the Lith contury

FLAWN, # kind of
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Foreseear, o hewitch, presage evil

i

Forasarses, to come together, meet
o another

Fou, a bushel

Fovw ke, the devil

Forxn, ) 2o, depend
oY, an centertainment given by
friends to one who iz aboot to
leave them for oo

Fracriovs, rebellious, dificnlt to
denl with

Freir, i omen

FrREMD, strange

Frogs an ornamental - fsteningof |
i eonl or mantle, generlly a long
button and o loop

Foamratiox, a eriminal’zs: flesing |
from jll."-nm-—n Hoofs lnw term

Frasiznes (peer's), presumably
droppings; hence track

Gangsitxzty, o begzar, mendicant

LTV

GiATSLING, A gasling

GaLroway, a Beoteh eob, nomasl
from  the fl!'-ll'iit of Galloway
whare originally bred

GaNd, b gy GANE, gone

Gian, o muke, oblize

Ceare, direction, place, way

G AVGER, mn ¢ XCISeTan

Giargem, n snateh with the open
maonth, hite

(Fawsre, plump, jolly

LA, property

Grizesen, leaky, a8 8 barrel kept
T 'mlu,, dry

l'imm'.u an gnld G T nnblc{ =15,
BalL). e of Tinry VI, St
(.f_ume being the device on the
olivirse

G i

Gixes nE PaesayoxTe.  See Thin
th.rr.lh' ptodt chap, xxviil, amd
pt. 1. chap. xxit.

Girn, n hoop

Giirs, Lo grin

Grazes, furndshel with ghlak

Grepstsd, lookiog ashanee

Giugen, a spark, Qome

GLEEI®G, squinting

Grext, to whisk, tlash

GILOWER, Bo gnme, stare

Gop-pox, the month

Howp, j.ul 1

owE, o faol ; a enekoo

DOWRIE COXSPIRACY, @ nyysEierions-

WAVERLEY NOVELS.

attempt to assassinate James VI
ef =totlanil by Lord Ruthven nnd
his brother, tlu* Earl of Gowrie,
in B

GRAnAME  TO WEAR ) GREEX.. The
Marquiz of Montrose, a Girghanie,
was driven to L‘Iﬂ'ililtm in wueart

of ‘wroen alder: fulfilling an old

|1mpfm'v—- View 1n Ao (Mo
s’ s motio), Onan ouler (aldor)
et groen, "5 Shall by many he
sieny |

Giearr, Mrnitiore )

CERAVAMINGUS, Serions, important

GRERS AND BLUE citArtors.  In the
roleneof Justinian, omperor of the
Enstern Enapire; the rivalries of
the blue nnd green charioteers;
who raced n the clrcis ot Brsn-
tinm, developed into political faes
tionsg powerfn] enoush (0 seriols-
Iy disturels the state

GREET, 10 Wi

Grepvaesen, & atone jor for holding
ale or hclu(lr

GimoanA, o conzse textile abric

Girran-sane, rent for the gronmd

Giomesax, the hend of the honse,
tha Bzgbiand

GrrmeRie, o randfntler

Guogwire, o wife, as head of e
house, landindy

Guines, manaeers. guiders;
P, treating, belnvinge to

Girsmiyag iR gaes, tickling their
palntes .

Gy oF Wanwrek, the hero' of an
Enrly Enelizh romance, one of
whose feats wa< W0 oversome &
Fanonis I Cow on Duinsmors
Heath, near Warwick

G-

Hackstars oF RaTiiLLer, 4 fanati-
el Cnmeroninn, oneof the mur-
derers of Archibishop Q'lmr;l of 31,
Andrews in 1670

Hacos; n Scoteh podding of minecd
ment, mixed with ostimesl, siet,
amions, ot hoiled inoaskin bag

Harn ase reie, whole and sound,
complete and entine

Hang, marne, whole

Harewon, linlbushel

Hamriros, on the Clyde, Lanark-
shire, the principal sest of the
dueal ﬁll“lllj uf Humilton, The
wild catile <iill roani throngh the
extensive parks

Takren, dragzed
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Harren wir, & bowl of sonr or wur-
dled groam :

Harp, 1o hold: givn our, to pre-
sent a firearm

Hearnei-cow; n twig or tufl of
tucath

Herzy, & hoist, swing up

Hesk oF Lixsk, this old ballad is
printed in Perey's Kedigres

FIrroiear, devil-may-ciare

HELL 12 paven, vie., the phrase is
e o D, Tohipgon s the iden is
conmon o several writerd: ef,

Geoarge Herbert's Wacida Priolen-
tixim '

Hexnterera  Maniy, gueen-consort
of Charles 1., and doug
Henvy IV, of Frapce

Hepint saoe or Jonssox, D John-
son’s parody on i poent by T
Wharton. See Boswell's Life, under
year 1577

Hope, Bano o, Thomss: Camphell,
nuthor of Pleatires af floge

Haowon, a thigh, ham

Hovsewirksger, honsewifery

Pl a hollaw

Hesnove, o iembock .

Hyxr a Tanior, el (po 106, hunt-
ing torme nd names borrowed
from Dame  Jutiang Derners's
Trratizg of Hawking, Husnting, o,
(143G ) — Bk of 8L Alban's

Ik &, each, every

Tisn: LAND I8 AEN G LAUCH, WVery
place g own (law) cnstoms

Lnr-crreRrm, ill-hatehio

Trur-vEEny serr, mischicvous urchin

Ix romo coxTexTion, dn the low
COUTES ' :

IxGAs an anion

IRier= AMICEMUE A1 enemy-is
{aometinies) the heat of friends

TLARE, & bredels, loss; death

Ixyen wrxorgs, between minors

1% THREOREN, s @ warning w others

Trasn mpcang, o body of troops in
the pay of the Frenoh King

Ixrien, niher i

Javonvs, a gold cofn = 255, first
issued by James- 1. of Engaod

Tess, o lentheri strap fixed ronnd a
hawlk's ler

Jok nrwectheart, darling

Joms Cnrresine, the greal  sols
dier, the Duke of Marlboronghof
Anne's reign '

24

hter of |
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Jonxyy NEw -0oME, 0 NEW-COMer
upstart
Jow, & toll

Eatn, broth : kalt-varn, a cabbape
garden

Koy, ntribte o kind, asof poul-
try, vogs cheese, ete., from ten-
ane to Indlord )

Kamsen, the Emperor of Gernjany

K Epurck, o cheese

KEergrT, peepod

Krer ner THEEEE, koep hier resolu-
Han .

KELFE, & water-spiril

Kns, to know

KEssiFcK LE nonspieuous, easily
recoeTised

KismMen, a gossip, friend .

Ersnry s, & contribation in kind,
payable to: the landlont by the
tengmnl

Forppasir, o rage, dilemmma

Kirrer, o dried =alman

Kia1, n oliest, coffin

Karrir, to tickle; ticklish

Kxowe, n_knoll, eminence

Laasmn, amlber

Laxsen Eaw, one of the Lammer-
maor hills, 5 mikes sonth of Had-
dineton

LrAmpimmeios -olr pox pixe the
g whao really pays for the din-
ner,  Ser Plantos, Awtpphiteig

Laaxpwann, in the counrry, rural

Lare-wake, the watch over'n demd
o]y

Livvens, bnw, customs:

Lo s, o da lnundrey work

Lawisa, nbill, reckoning

Law's serems, & company formed
in 1717 Ly John Law (of Lauris-
ton, mear Edinburgh) for devel-
oping the resources of Louisiana
anid the Missizsipph valley, which
At that time belongad to France

Lee; Namiouoses, dramatist, went
insane throngh Jdrink, wrote Tha
flival Queens;  or, Aldcander the
frvent (1637), and other plays

Lk, cipaxae o, S Chinpge aleg

Larr, the F‘-hf' s bovearry off

Laskz, sandy flat groand on sea-
coimat, dunesy

Laprex, 1o trist

LiprExizg  worp, oocxsional,
thonizhiless word

Lirin, & jolnt
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Lons, a fellow

Loot, allowed, r@nni:ml

Lovrex, ledpod

Lowe, o fame, fire

Luckie, mather, a title giver: to old
dames

Lurmun ovst FERSONA, oo, O T5), he
pays with hi= perzon who cannot
piy with his purse

Lst, a chiniiey

L'us x'eMpRenE, ete (o 1800, the
one is no hindranes to tho othier

Lrsyies, loins

Lrnvaxe, a blockhead

Mare, tax, rent
Marnixe, nosmall farm
Marx,“a liand at dice, match' ai
(‘.m'k-ﬂglﬂing
Mam, Matsr, more, moast
Mafree n'akues, swonlsman, fon-
cing-master
Miciers Manrsrcanrs (nine wdi-
thotis before 1106), by Keiner aml
sSprongor, describing the processes
szaifst witchos
Maxse, o parsonnge
Mavx, must
MapT, malt
Murr-roxe, o menl-bag
Mriver, n herring futl of milt
Meriracsuenr, o clutencter in Dry-
den's Afsadony aned Achatoplie!
Merg =18 14d:
Mrn=x, Berwickshire
MEssax, o car
Mevata’d (vapsy, mettled, full of
apirit
ALy, Scorrism, uearly nine fure-
longs
Mivn. or e, o snuti-hox
Mipaxps, the: heroine of Shake-
spenre's Teinpest
Mirg, dork
Miszw, to go wrong, fail
Mirrexa, See Claw' up vour imits
e
Mox IMED ! 1L ¥ ENoA DEUX, Dood
Hoavens ! there are two of them
Mostenro  car, o hofeman’s or
huntzman’s cap with ear-flaps
Monraxn, Gropae, 4 clever Eiaglislh
sainter, bt oo man of disspated
sabits, who digd in 1804
Muoss, o morass, warsh )
MovgTarxsay, & Comeronian,
strictest set of Covenantors '
Mu. Pore, a chargetor in Sheridan’s
fin

WAVERLEY NOVELS.

Meekne, much

My, asnuff-horn :

MrLrirLEror¥ s, & Scis law pro-
cess, the English interpleader, for
sottling competing claims (o one
i the same fan

Muroross, months, grimaces

MaE, NARDODY, NAETHING, 10, 00
bl s, nothing

WAR, never

Nequernives, Srave, etel (p. 1713,
Moo Seotehman of medt, be he
rivh, brave, or even wise, will be
able o pemnin long in his coun-
_tryy Envy will drive him om

NErk, nook, cornor

NoumpLes, or xruapLes, the entrails
of 8 idoer

Noatiarroy, Eiesr or.  Henry
Howard,  younper  brathes of
Thoroas, fourth Thuke of Norfolk,
Irarm 15 was promdinent dir-
frie the . felens of  Eilzabeth aned
Jamnes 1L

Norti DEwwrnr Law, o confenl Lill
nesr Narth Beewick

Nouvnwesaie, the oftice of nurse

Nowt, bluck cattle

Nuay, the seeond of the legenidiry
kings of ancient Rome

Neroa; Douvar Deeri s Ot ; Se-
T, wedded; taken hiome; died;
B

OFFCOME, a0 apology, excuse

Omanar, Proisce o, S Spansh
generals

OUre-nyE Mo honie

(OVERCROW, W0 overpower, trinmph
over

OWERLOGK, to ignore

Qxre, the armpit

Pacover, a dwarl, owner of a winged
hoese, in the legend of  Vafenfinve
i Elpson

Parvring, See Serene and silent art

Paxp, n pledge: a bed-curtain

Panroci ke o parish

Panve, xpe (SVIDED, efe. (p. 20,
Thow art sbont 1o go. but alone,
fito the busy eity, my little ook
— [ ernideEe thee not thy lot

Pas:n avaxee, the lewd, precodence

PATRIA rovEsTAS, paternal author-

Peagiaxes, loce -
Peat, a person of insiilerabile pride
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Pran, Lo pant, hreathe hard
Pernicoarrail, o, kind of cike
baked with butter
PETIV COVER, o grefif coneert, wmeal
JOL RLeE {1 Cerernon s hl:ltt‘
Prw, the plaintive ¢ry of eertain
I}in]s: COULOEA AR PLAYED FEW,
eanld not Iave deawira note from
ek, asmall quantity
Piek-staw, o species-of zull
[P, o stoneware vedsel, pitcher
Pise, to pain, punish
PisxywiNkLes, an  instrument of
tariure mmﬁﬂihln af i Danped with
holeg, into w Iu.:‘h the finzers were
tlirast and pressed with serew-
iz
s, Seoren = 5 English pints
Piaik, REMQUE, AXD CAFOT, lerms
used in the grme of picguer
Pinx, 8 reel
i’rr—mm. ns vk nis piteh
Frge, o term of mild exeeention
FPrLACERD, 0 S0P
Prack, & umu]'l capper coin = id
penny
Prisgie, a prank, trick
Pioy, a merry-making
Pruosnaxas, for praee od  flams, o
Elnmusk plum, e, o dameon
4
Pock-rrpmse, & Scochman's con-
temptivous name for an English-
man
Poaxy, QUisT, AXD QUATORZE. ferms
sl in tlie game of pieguet
Porst o'arrtl, 4 support
Paryr o Espaaxe, asort of F rénh
lace estesmed in b[min inthe 17th
coantney
PORE, 1
PoEse, 1%
blasshir )
Porrueren, corned, shightly salfed
I'mster - Joix, legendary king' of
Abyrsginia
Prerey sas, o brave man, athletic
aricl skilled in thie wse of Lis weap-
(51
FPropixe, o gift
Prxp Seors = 1. 8. gterling
Pyxg, pick

I'.nixrm WaTER, in P

Quaran, a drinking-cup of hooped
stives, orpamentel with silver.

It held about o pint. and was
chiefly nsed for wine and brandy:

QUARTER'S LESOTI, A quarter of a
yard

a7
'.al'li-lr.m. # sprightly young woman,
tlirt

[ErE, o roedoer

Barney or san, ® kind of cloak or
Lerehie for the neok and bhead

Raves=nosE, the spoon-hone of ‘the
brisket, thrown by hunters to the
ravens, in cutting up the mu-_'

REavisa, thieving

Bepn, to clear; tidy

REp wop, tlnwnrtp:bl mur?

Bres, smoke

Repsren, smokedried

i, NICOLAUE or NTCHOLAS
of Besy, authorof o work on
witchoraft (1585)

Eeroxen, used asa reply

R EVERESCE. AR WITH, lmmn with
fis garnishings or hul{umng{-

RifLER, A hawk that dods nob re-
i to the lure

Rexgawark, the track of astag

Roan you Ax 'TWERE ANY NIGHTIN=
axpE, Bee  Midmnmer: Night's
Drecane, Aet i, Se. 2

Raouxn, to whisper

Rouvr, an anction

Ruopas, a scolding jade

Rexver, o barrel, holding 1583 gal-
lims

A ]

S, CLur 7O cuess: THE ORD OX A
Moxpay. The Earl of Orkney,
chiefl of the Sinclairs or 5t Clairs,
e hie men on @ Monday over
Onl Hill on the way to Flodden,
where they' all perished tooa
1Y

Bane Gersioxs near Parls, where
Jammes T held court daring his
exile

=1, Mancarer, niece of Edward the
Confessor, and wife of Maleolm
Canmore @ herday is June 10th

Satn, sore

s, sarne

SANT, A snint

SariuaND, u Spanish dance

Sinx, nshirt

HatL, soul

Savyon, o salmon

Saut, salt

BOART. & scratch

Seav, to'scilld

SCLATE, @ slnle; SCLATER, a slater
HooTen PINT = 3 Eunetish pints

-‘iwr_rml MILE, nearly ning mr'_h:mm



a2

Seravcm, nsereech, loud, distordant

er

Em:{:m:. to <hiriek, stream

Scrxxer, to loath, shudder with
AVErsion

SERENE AXD SILENT ART (painting).
Spe Campholl's Stanzad to Painting

8ers, becomes, suits

SETEY SLERPERS, martyrs of Ephe-
sars, who, according Lo the legend,
slept ina cave feom the reign of
the Emperor Decius to that of
Theodosins 1L, a period of 196
yeurs

SEVES WISE MANTERS, [he seven sages
of ancienl Grevee

Sravente, to wear down, shufle

- Smixs o Ping (punish), eg. the tor-

ture of the boot .

Ritor oF, 10 BE, to get quit of

SHOVEL-toARD, 8 gnmé tn which the
pliyers try to-shove or drive coing
or vounters on to certnin marks,
fines, or squares on the talile

Sie, f1orA %, such

Brxonrs, the tulony of a hawk

&g Evix Dav, Sir Evan Cameron
of Lochiel, a-famous Highland
ghiefand supporter of the Stuarts,
foaht at Kﬁ fecrankie in 16:8

Sie Joswua, fe 8Bir Jashun Hey-
nolds, the painter

SE el Dol XA SRIATLL, out adrink
withn tale, i.e. Don't preach over
your liquor

SRIEL, boserEm

SLinnERY, slippery

SrokEx, to slake, quench

Swar, wamall gingerbread

SNECKDRAWISG, cunning; s¥ECE -
DRAWER, an artful, cuoning per-
SO1

BRINHING, SNEESHIN, SNEESHING,
snuff

SooriT, w.'e%at

Roprnyast, trusty, honest

HoPITE, to settle, set at rest

Sorr, to supply, sait; to-give s
drubling -
HoreH, & rumour, whisper;

gouanen, softly breathed, whis-

Sore, asup; mouthful

SorrrLe, o cndgel

Sowess, & kind of groel made from
thie zonred siftings of oatmeal

SpaE, to foretell

BPANISI GENERALS AND PRINCE OF
Opaxor. Willinm of Orange com-

WAVERLEY NOVELS.

manded 20,000 Spaniards o the
campaign against France, 1554-57

SrEER, 10 nsk, invite ingquire

Seupscrnvs. lacol Sprenger, jolnt
uthor of Mllens Malificarm

SPULE-RANE, the shoulder-blade

Epuxk, a spark, mateh

BrrRs, DISH GF, Seoll’s ancestress,
the Flower of Yarrow, i= said w
have rervinded her lopd, - Auld
Wot of Harden,-a celebrted Bor-
der raider. that the Jander was
empty, by placing: on the table &
dish eontaining & pair of clean
spurs—a hint (o ride into Eng-
lamd, See Lockhart's Life, vol. 5.
p. 903

Sreanpine, 4 facm, farmyand

STEER, Lo disturh

Hroek1r, imperfect, broken down

Sroue, o lgnid measure

SrovTirier, roobery with violence

ETRAE, siuw, :

BrravanT, to stretch, make strmight

Eremik, lostoetel, Iny out

S Jove FrRiGID, in the apen. air

Srnern, outlying (district place)

Seareir, o bloekbead, dunee

SUNE, soon

Sunriren, foot-sorn

Sroa SUIQUE TRIBUITO, give 1o ench
his own

BWANKING, acotive, amile

Swar, n barter, exchange; tostrike
aoundly

Bwavk, & swack, thwack, viplent
Blow

Bwigrkg, & mounbsin pasy

By w0, & Young onion

Sveorax, a witch, the mother ofCal-
iban, in Shakespenre's Tenepest

Syxn, to rinse '

By N¥, Since, ngo

Tark, o lerse, possession

Taro, a toad

Tarre, & hunch, handful

Taxe oxe’s Gair, to go one's own
way

Tar o 70w, buneh of tow o1 the
distall (hat readily catehies five

Thass, 1 glhass .

Tavninonr, o bull-fghter

Trrwp, a tithe )

Texoxy, stringy, sinewy

TEvan, tath

Tuickser, a kind of fustian; resem-
Blinge velveteen in np}mmm'v

Tuioaas vire Ruvaen, of Ercildoune



GLOSSARY.

ﬂ:hlrlstuu} din Berwickshire, an
ancient Scottish poet and pro-
i!hﬁL sl w favourite logendary
Teiey

“THOU sWERTEST THING,' elé. {p.
THI [rom Joanna Baillie's: Cens
stautine Paleologis, Aetil. Be, 2

TrowLEsS, innetivie, romiss

Tigaw, ta twist itself, distort itself;
i rwisL

THREEE, KEED HEN,
thireep

THEOTGH-EFANE, THRUCIHSTANE, &
flat grovestone

Traukr, timber | FIMMER nrksy, the
exchunge of the timber-merchants

TIPEENCE, tWOpCTice

Tow B ER-GOOD, dowry

Tomn, a fox

Tor's DEx, also called in other pas-
sagres Tod ' Iobe, and soated 1o be
B ek miles from WolDs Crag !

Tok v, a fery Hungarion wine

Torpoorn, n gaal

Toxare oF THE TRUMP;  the part of
a jewsharp that “makes  the
sound @ benee  the essential or
prinetpal person concernisd

Tout, the pet : a/fit of ill-temper

Traveary, or Trarriix Eaw, @
conspdenons eonieal hill 4 miles
east of Haddington

TrEGRILLE, ® gime ol cands played
by three persons

Trixtees, Sin, a knight of the
tound  Table, famous in the
chaze

Twa, twi

Twat twoelve; Tokn PExvEs
Beoren = ofie peany 'of - English
WOy

Twirt, d quilted bed-cover

See Keep her

ITsguiiLe, deceased, late

VA few other frrepularities of o
similar Kind oeenr fn this novel : as
Lady Ashton iscallad Margavet and
Eleanor; Girder, John and Cilbie:
the zexton, Mortshengh and Mort.
Tnichi.

878

Txa, the heroine of Bpenser's Falrie
(hieene
Uxco, nncommin

Varg, to be vacant

Versaiines, the court of Louis
XIV. of France

Via pacry, by force

Vingixars, an old sort of piang

Visie, an inspection

Visvomy, physiognomy, face, fea-
THres

Vivens, vietuals

Wanser, a mortgage, pledge; Wap-
SETTER, & USUTET, INOFZAEST

War, woe: woeful, sorry

Wanmg, h:.rﬂjr

War, n smnrt stroke

Wang, to spend, bestow

Wagnock, n witch

WAsSTLAND, west country

WaAT, o waot

Waren-ronrie, the brook lime or
horsewell grass

WAtk worse

Weas, an infant, small child

Wern, n feverish cold

Waiasrnk, 0 blow

Wneex, a fow

Wi A LEERITES, faney toys

WiiLes, now ant again

Wiis=-was, fancy !wlsEr}‘

Waism-nrsu, a furge bush

WinssTax e, preenstone, ragstone

WiniTi-HA%, o ment pudding

WhomLise, turning upside down

WiLLawiss, woe's me, well-n-day

WiLL o Curar MAUN T0 CUPAR &
wilttl man mnst have his way

Wix, to make way, get

Wixp miy A riRx, to calise him
trothle, annoyanee

Wrriie, the -gaﬁu-w.zu a halter

Wox 1x10, maide way into

Woaome, the gnllows

Wun, mad
Wyre, blame, responsibility

Y esTrEEN, yesternight
Yoy, ale:
Yowy, to yell, give tongue






INDEX.

Avwcr, Old, 53, 55; visited by Sir
W. Ashwon and Luey, 56: by
Luey and Ravenswood, 53
warns  Bavenswood, 2M: heér
death, 256: Inid oot by the old
wonien, 251

Armitage churchyard, 262 263

Ashton, Colanel Sholto Tionalas, 49 ;
resente Ravenswood's intragion
3 opens the door of brida
chamber, 365 chnllenges Ruavens-
wand ot the funeral, 552 waits
for Bavenszwood, 4505

Ashton, Henry, 4255 his terror an
Ravénsmwood, 202 shoots the
raven, 219 hezs ribibon nnd wire
from Luey, 3115 distreszes Locey,
B16: his. plessure in his new
clothes; 327 rides to the wed-
ding, 41 _ .

Ashiton, Lady, 37 ;. her matrimonial
views for Luey, 232 hor pracious
reception of Urnigenselt, 257 her
enrripge races with the Margniz of
A ‘42 weanid her resontnyenit
against 8ir Willinm, 2475 Bids
Ravengwood leave the eastle, 558
herreply to Ravenswond’s betler;
206 mnnages Bneklaw®s inter-
view with Lucy, 3067 persectites
ey, 814 sfoens: the mnrringe
articles, 5280 adduces “Heriptare
agiinst  Ravenzwaood, 835 her
subsequent history, 557

Ashton, Luey, 471 takes her father
1o Ol Altee, 54 reseaed  Trom
the wilill bnll, 63 ) makes an im-
pression om Ravenswosd, 70 nl
thoe hunt, (116, 122 finds shelter
al Wolls Crae, 125 her teérrorat
thie storm, 133 manuer towarda
Ravenswood. 185 guides Nim 1o
Ol Aliee, 95 betrothes hersell
to. Ravenswood, 214 her réla-
tions with ‘him, 223: her letlor to
Ravenswood, 900¢ her intorview

with Bucklaw, 306 : her trials and
it rosmes, BLS put under Ailsio
Gourkey's care, 310 ;0 sobjeeted 10
Bide-the- Bent's infuence, 8234,
Signy e marrigse nrticles, S .
mects  Bavenswood's chollonge,

A3 on her wodding morning,

O distovercidl o manine, 316
her burial, 349

Axhvon, Sir Willinm, 85 informed

of the tanmult at Lord  Havens-
wootl's faneeal, 4 his reflections
therodan, 45 wnd his diuehiter, 50
vigite Ol Alieo, 54 encounters
Ravenswaod, 8 tones down his
report of the tunnill, 73 1 noecouts
Ravonswoond ot the “hunt, 120;
asks shielter al Wollls Crog, 125
hig comeiliatory boaring, 181, 140,
165 atrives o disarm Bavens-
wodd s enmity, 108, 178 < sounded
by Marquis of A—"~ agent, 170°;
reconciled (o Revenzwoodd, 187
hizattention to domestic matters,
2237 awsiting the | Marguis o
A—" carcival, 234 pated by
Ly Ashton, 247; threatoned
with an n|n|w'ﬂl oy Howse: of Poers,
ZHY, 818 his letter to Ravens-
wood, 28 signs the marcage
ariioles, 309

Author, his Introduction, 7

Bane, Alice’=attondunt, 56
Balderstoie, Caleb, roused hy

Ravenswood “and Bucklaw, 1
his subterfuges, 95, 05, 124, 125,
151, 230 eallects the dribleis of
eliret, I8, nncovers the herrings,
11; begs Bavenswood to jnvite
{.I!o MIOTe _:tlg&a, lﬁi&iwshuis';]mu

e gronms, 128 o 1o ik
Bucklaw, 127 wnnounces the dis-
aster to the dinner, 1#; his rela-
tiom= with Wolfs Hope, 142 his
requisitions opposed, 145 enters
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Girder's cottage, 149 ; carries off
the wild-fowl, 153; pmmliatad by
Ginder, 160; warns Ravenswood
against the Ashtons: 102 forees
maonéey om him, 18%;  reports
Wolfs Crag o be burning, 238
thanked by the Ginders, 251 tells
the truth abont the fire, 2!5-"!: liis
anxiety abiouc his msster, 453;
tnst entreaty to him, 3057 picks
é“’ the feather, 357 ; his last days,
A7

Ballaniyne, James and John, 560

Bide-the-Fent, Reyv, Mr, at Gire
dor's, 1551 employed to influince
Lacy, 535 his pm e 3 triek
10 preserve pence, 52, rends the
texts, 535

Birnie, Fatie, fiddler, 270

Bittlehraing, Lond, Iis hounds; 111;
Teceives the Ashtons aml Rovons.
wood, 197

Hlﬂt!kensu v, Ly, 202 )

Bride of Lammermogr, See Dal-

conple fomily and Ashton, Loey

Bride of  Lemwsermuor, the novel,
Aunthorz Intraduction t, 7

Brchanan, George, jester, 300

Bueklaw, at Tod's: Den, 765 fightz
with Rine'nwuoﬂ . takes
refitge al Wolfs Crag: 80 com-
F’.u!hh of hig Iwlging, WS ; .‘mié ofl
ot the hunt, D1 euts up the
sfag, 118 refise] admitiance hy
Caleh, I’F: hetomes Laiel of
Tﬂmml.'!.n v 236 mends Craigen-
gelt 1o Lady Ashion. 28 dis
cizses his awn murriame, 502 his
mtwmﬂu With  Lady, G506 -el;,n«
the marrisee ﬂrl!l{‘h?# BO% 1 Tesrits
Ruvens m::ut = mtruslun. 51 I
discoverad in Lis blood, 36 Tiis
declimtion of ilomce, 345

Burial, Sépttish, 30, 319 laying out
of a corpse, 250

Currie, wild, 61

Chivrms, furing by, 342, 361

Chiesley of Dalry, 60, 350

Coldinghame, Abbay of, 22

Crafzengelt, Captain, ot Tod's
6 his Tacobite intrigues, 57
turn= up at Wollfs Hope, 128
carries: HBucklaw's challenge 1o
Wolfs Crag, 151 heconies Huck-
law's I'nflulum, "omi: his madri-
moninl scheming, 23 oo g8
Rucklnw's emissiary to Lwdy Agh-
ton, 235 arrives st Ravenswood

Den,

Custle: with  Lody Ashion,  246-
discii=ses.  Bucklaw's nmrriage,
B2 sipns the marriage arteles,
{Js‘i* spurned by  Ravenswood,

Dtz chamber of, 200

Daleymple family, connection with
the novel, 7, 5

Dingwall, Davie, the writer, 145

Duke's Walk, hl‘imhurgh S0, 51

Dimnbur of Daldoon, 5

Fast Crzmne, 17
Footmen, running, 230, 361
Funeral, Beattizh, 59, 349

Ganper, Gibbie, 145; his indigna-
tion ‘mgainsy . Caleh, 15085 sends
sack and brandy afier 'hlm [{EYR
s gratitide to Culel, 250 enter-
tains Margiis of A—, R

Girder, Mrs, 150, 154, 2=

Girningon, Lml:.. i

(ilosaary, Sk

Gonarlny, Adlsie, at Nr'i Alive’y 208
nurses Laey, 319 prophesies evi il
't; hor wedding, .54“* at hor funer-
n

]I.lnru.'rﬁx. Hir Willian, of Wiite
i

Hayston, Frank, See Bucklaw
Hobgitality, ancient; 163, 361

Jusmice, administration of, in Stol-
i i

Kerrie's  Frow, Calel's mr:srnillg.
198 engulfs Bavenswood, 356

Law’s Memariinls, q1l£1h‘f1 12

Lizhthody, 1 uckm L ‘heards:
Gibbie Girder, 157: “entertains
Marguis of A—, 230

Tockhand, offers Bavenswood lis:
horse, 115: ot Wolls Craz, 127,187

Tockhart, Sir George, 5 3500

o L—ocblr. |ml tho on beauty's eharm-

||'|'."l‘t§ Keeper,  See  Ashton, Sir
William

Loup-the-Dyke, Dane. il "Tight-
boily, Luckie

Macors, the: paralytic hag, at Okl
Alces, 2500 &t T.‘IJ{""S“‘B([&IILS.
M2 at her funeral, 550

Marqiis of A——, 105 : his lotter ta
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Kavenswool, 10 sounds Bie W,

Ap,hmn 1.0 n‘.mnu; of D enr-
ringe, M interview with Landy
Ashton, .‘:.rU eounsels Ravens-
wioed, 2o entertained at Gibhie
Gimlt-r‘.i,. m: slcecrds O power,
b1 4]

Mermaiden's Fountain, legend of,
Tkt 1-.-:rmim! a1, 25 apparition
tlwr 25

Middieton's Ml Warld, 963

\Icmr:l-hal:.h, thesexton, 261 inter-
view with Im\*nllnumni, 25 at
Luey's weadiding, 841, HE

Mi'si-.-. Calely’s II.E.']DI.‘I‘. Sk oo, 1405
ier zupposed danger, 5

Nomuax, e forester, 30 queted
by Tlenry Ashiton, 219

[Mvpsrrde and poetey, 36
Parlinment, appeal 1o, 174, 130, 313,
L a

I‘mﬁm-:m, Peter, his Tntradiaction,
i

Mpor-man-of-nutton, 62
Privy counctl, Scottizh, 71

Havexswoon, Lord Allon, 24 ; Tun-
ernl of, 50 § o
HRavenaw -:m-‘: Malize de, 46 hizpic-
fnve, 2 5

Bavenswood, Master of, ot his o=
ther's funernl, 40 rescies Lacy,
Gi: declares himself to Sir W,
Ashton, 00 vigity Tod'a Den, 81
fizhts with Bocklaw, 85 lodges
him in Woll's Crag, = lis
thotgehies of Lagy, 1005 ; nocastod
by Bir W Azhton m the hunt,
130: shelters him and Lucy in
W nll"q Ceag, 135 hemsed by Sir
W, Ashion  to put away his
cmlaity. 166, 175, 155 condempt
for Cratgengelt, 158 ; warined by
Caleb, 192 visits Havenswood, 195;
accompanies Luey to Old Aliee's,

it jodng Lucy nt the fountain,
205 hig betrothal, 2165 hig dela-
I:u:is with L‘m"; o bidden
leave Rnu-nmnwl Castle, 245 ;
seis the apparitlon, 2i: finds
Ofit Alice=dend, 2300 ; morllmm
the Tugs, =0 interview  with
Murtshiengly, W0 ; counsehled by
Marqitis of A—, %0 i=told the
trth about the fre, 567 ontors
tnimed ot Oirder's, 259 ¢ |i.'|!'(‘l'S to
thie Ashtous, 2697 ; Luey's ri:I:I}.
a0 intereupis  the  betrothal
209 - upbraids Ftteyr, Bk ol lier
funcea i B |Ih|l|fml'|rh[l- o
engulfiad in the Kelpie's Flow, i
Ravenswood Castle, 53,43 ; saloon
af, 105 terrce before, TS
Rur:mlm foolmen, S50, 360
Rutherford, Lord, 8

Brain Imml}‘ connection with the
novel, 00 sHtiche Virses- o,
149

Hymson, Andrew, of Kirkinner,
verses by, 14

“The monk mast ries* 52

* Thon swestest thing," 224

Tinto, Dick, his-history, 20

Texl's Don, or Hole, 76

Trumpeter Marine, 230, 363

Turntippet, 'Lond, ¥ compelled to
disgorge, 206

Wiartuer Ins, Gandercleugh, 55

SO lon the last Laird of Ravens-
b1 R {1

Wild cattle, 6

Winnie, Annie, at Ol Alice's, 255
at Luey's: wedding, 31 6t her
Taneral 550

Walf's. Crag, tdentification of, 17;
deseription of, 1. bangueting-
hall, 54 : reported I;ummg ol 28

Waolfs HD';E 165 Caleh’s vequisi-
tions on, 14
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