28 WAVERLEY NOVELS.

It might have produced on the last strancer, can
only be matter of conjecture ; for the old servant
and Mordaunt applied themselves at onee to the
party addressed, in orderto deprecate her resent-
ment ; the former speaking to her some words of
Norse, in a tone of intercession, and Mordaunt
saying in English, * They are strangers, Norna,
and know not your name or qualities; they are
enacquainted, too, with the ways of this country,
and therefore we must hold them excused for their
lack of hospitality.”

* I lack no hospitality, young man,” said Trip-
tolemus, “ miseris succurrere disco—the goose that
was destined to roost in the chimney till Michael-
mas, is boiling in the pot for you ; but if we had
twenty geese, I see we are like to find months to
eat them every feather—this must be amended.”

*What must be amended, sordid slave ? " said
the stranger Norna, turning at once upon him with
an emphasis that made him stari—'* What must
be amended ? Bring hither, if thou wilt, thy new-
fangled coulters, spades, and harrows, alter the
implements of onr fathers from the plonghshare to
the monse-trap ; but know thou art in the land
that was won of old by the flaxen-haired Kempi-
ong of the North, and leave us their hospitality at
Teast, to show we come of what was once noble
and generous. I say to you beware—while Norna
looks forth at the measureless waters, from the
crest of Fitful-head, something is yet left that re-
sembles power of defence. If the men of Thule
have ceased to be champions, and to spread the
panguet for the raven, the women have not for-
gotten the arts that lifled them of yore into queens
and prophetesses.”’ 2

The woman who pronounced this singular ti-
rade, was as striking in appearance as extrava-
gantly lofty in her pretensions and inher langnage,
She might well have represented on the stage, so
far as features, voice, and stature were concerned,
the Bonduca, or Boadicea of the Britong, or the
sage Velleda, Aunrinia, or any other fated Pytho-
ness, who ever led to battle a tribe of the ancient
Goths. Her features were high and well formed,
and would have been handsome, but for the rav-
azes of time and the effects of exposure to the
severe weather of her country, < Age, and perhaps
Borrow, had guenched, in some decree, the fire of
a dark-blue eye, whose hue almost approached to
black, and had sprinkled snow on such parts of
her tresses as had escaped from under her cap, and
were dighevelled by the rizor of the storm. Her
upper garment, which dropped with water, was
of a coarse darlk-colored stuff, called wadmaal, then
much usged in the Zetland islands, as also in Ice-
land and Norway. But as she threw this cloak
back from her ghoulders, a short jacket, of dark-
biue velvet, stamped with fizures, became vigible,
and the vest, which corresponded to it, was of a
crimson color; and embroidered with tarnished
eilver. Her girdle was plated with silyer orna-
ments, et into the shape of planetary signs—her
blue apron was embroidered with similar devices,
and covered a pexticoat of erimzon cloth., Btrong

thick enduring shoes. of the half-dressed leather
of the conntry, were tied with straps like those of
the Roman buskins, cver her scarlet stockings,

She wore in her belt an’ ambiguons-looking weap-:

on, which might pass for a sacrificing kmife oz
dagger, as the imagination of the spectator chose
to assign to the wearer the character of a priestess
orof a sorceress, In her hand she held a staff,
squared cn all sides, and engraved with Ruonic
characters and fiznres, forming one of {hose port-
able and perpetual calendars which were used
among the sncient natives of Scandinavia, and
which, to-a superstitious eye, might have passed
fora divining rod.

Such were the appearance, features, and attire,
of Norna of the Fitfnl-head, upon whom many
of the inhabitants of the island looked with ob-
servance, many with fear, and almost all with a
sort of veneration. Less precnant circnmslances
of suspicion would, in any other part of Scotland,
have exposed her to the investication of those
cruel inguisitors, who were then ofien invested
with the delegated authority of the Privy Council,
for the purpose of persecuiing, torturing, and
finally consigning to’ the fismes, those who were
aceused of witcheraft or sorcery. Bub supersti-
tions of this nature pass through two stages ere
they become entirely obsolete. Those supposed
to be poesessed of supernatural powers are ven-
erated in the earlier stages of society. As relizion
and knowledge increase, they are first held in

hatred and horror, and are finally regarded as im- -

postors. Scotland was in the second state—the
fear of witcheraft was gpreat, and the hatred
against -those suspected of it intense. Zetland
was as yet a little world by itself, where, among
the lower and roder classes, so much of the an-
cient northern superstition remained, as cher-
ished the original veneration for those affecting
supernatural knowledge, and power over the ele-
ments, which made a constituent part of the
ancient Bcandinavian creed. At least if the na-
tives of Thule admitted that one class of magi-
clans performed their feats by their alliance with
Batan, they devoutly belicved that others dealt
with epiritsof a different and less odious class—
the ancient Dwarfs, called in Zetland, Trows, or
Drows, the modern fairies, and so forth.

Among those who- were supposed to be in
leagne with disembodied spirits, this Norna, de-
scended from, and representative of, a family,
which had long pretended to such gifls, was so
eminent, that the name assiened to her, which
signifies one of those fatal sisters who weave the
web of human fate, had Leen conferred in honor
of her supernatural powers. The name by which
she had been actually christened was carefully
coucealed by herself and her parents; for to its
discovery they superstitiously annexed some fatal
consequences. In those times, the doubt only
ocenrred whether her supposed powers were ac-
quired by lawful means. In cur days, it would
have been questioned whether ghe was an im-
postor, or whether her imagination was o deeply
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impresged with the mysteries of her supp_nscd
art, that she miight be in gome degree a believer
in her own pretensions fo supernatural knowl-
edge. Certain it is, that she performed her part
with:snch nndoubting confidence, and such strik-
ing dignity of look and action, and evinced, at
the same time, such strength of langnage, and
energy of purpose, that it would have been diffi-
cult for the greatest sceptic to have doubted the
reality of her enthusiasm, though he might smile
at the pretensions to which it gave rise.
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CHAPTER VL
— If, by your art, you have
Paut the wild waters in this roar, allay them.
TSHPE§T.

Taz storm had somewhat relaxed its rigor just
before tite entrance of Norna, otherwise she must
have found it impossible to travel during the ex-
tremity of its fory. But she bad hardly added
herself 2o unexpectedly to the party whom chance
had assembled at the dwelling of Triptolemus
Yellowley, when the tempest suddenly resumed
its former vehemenece, and raged aronnd the build-
ing with a fury which made the inmates insensible
to any thing except the risk that the old mansion
was about to fall above their heads.

Mistress Baby gave vent to her fears in loud
exclamations of **The Lord gunide us—this 1is
garely the lzat day—what kind of a country of
guisards and gyre-carlines is this!—and you, ye
fool carle,” she added, turning on her brother (for
all her passions had a touch of acidity in them),
*“to gqunit the bonny Mearns land fto come here,
where there is naething but sturdy beggars and
gaberlunzies within ane’s house, and Heaven's
anger on the ountside on’t!”

1 tell you, sister Baby,” answered the insull-
ed agriculturist, * that' all shall be reformed and
amended—excepling,” he added, betwixt his
teeth, ‘“the scaulding humors of an illnatured
jaud, that can add bitterness to the very storm.”

The old domestic and the pediar meanwhile
exhansted themselves in entreaties to Norna, of
which, as they were couched in the Norse lan-
guagze, the master of the house understood noth-

She listened to them with a hanghty and un-
moved air, and replied at lencth aloud, and in
English—*'I will not. What il this house be
etrewed in ruins before morning—where would
be the world’s want in the crazed projector, and
the niggardly pinch-commons, by which it is in-
babited ? They will needs come to reform Zet-
and customs, let them try how they like a Zetland
etorm.—You that wonld not perish quit this
honse.™

The pedlar geized on hig little knapsack, and
began hastily to brace it on his back; the old
maid-servant cast her cloak about her shoulders,
and both seemed to be in the act of leaving the
house as fast as they could.

Triptolemus Yellowley, somewhat commoved

by these appearances, asked Mordaunt, with a
voice which faltered with apprehension, whether
he thought there was any, that is, go very much
danger ?

T cann ot tell,” answered the youth, *I have
scarce ever seen such a storm. Norna can tell ns
better than any one when it will abate; for nc
one in these islands can judge of the weather like
her.”

# And ig that all thou thinkest Nornacan do? "
said the Sibyl; * thoun shalt know her powers are
not bounded within such a narrow space. Hear
me, Mordaunt, youth of & foreign land, but of a
friendly heart—Dost thon quit this doomed man-
sion with those who now prepare to leave it? ™

1 do not—I will not, Norna," replied Mor-
damnt; **I kaow not your motive for desiring me
to remove, and T will not leave, upon these dark
threats, the house in which I have been kindly
received in such a tempest asg this, If the own-
ers are unaccustomed to our practice of nnlimited
hospitality, I am the more obliged to them that
they have relaxed their nusages, and opened their
doors in my behalf.”

“He iz a brave lad,” said Mrs. Baby, whose
superstitious feelings had been dannted by the
threats ' of the eupposed sorceress, and who,
amidst her eager, narrow, and repining disposi-
tion, had, like all who possess marked character,
some sparks of higher feeling, which made her
sympathize with generous sentiments, though she
thought it too expensive to entertain them at her
own cost—** He iz a brave lad,” she again repeat-
ed, ‘** and worthy of ten geeze, if I had them to
boil for him, or roast either. T'Il warrant him a
gentleman’s son, and no churl's blood.®

** Hear me, young Mordaunt,”” said Norna,
‘“ and depart from this homse. Fate has high
views on you—you thall not remain in this hovel
to be.crushed amid its worthless ruins, with the
relics of its more worthless inbabitants, whose
life is as little to the world as the vegetation of
the houge-lesk, which now grows on their thateh,
and whieh shall goon be crushed amongst their
mangled limbs.”? .

# T—I—1 will go forth,” said Yellowley, who,
despite of his bearing himself scholarly and wise-
ly, was beginning to be terrified for the issne of
the adventure ; for the house was old, and the
walls rocked formidably to the blast.

‘*To what purpose ?  gaid bis sister. ** Tirnst
the Prince of the power of the air has net yet
such like power over those that are made in God’s
image, that a good house should fall about our
heads, because a randy quean” (here she darted
afierce glance abt the Pythoness) *should boast
w8 with her glamour, as if we were sae mony dogs
to crouch at her bidding !

“1 was only wanting.” said Triptolemus,
ashamed of his mofion, “to look at the bear-
braird, which must be sair laid wi’ this tempest;
but if this honest woman like to bide wi’ us, I
think it were best to let us a’ sit doun canny the
gither, till if's working weather again.”
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 Tonest woman | 7! echioed Baby—** Foul war-
Tock thiefl—Aroint ye, ye limmer!” she added,
gddressing Norna direetly; **out of an houest
iouse, or, shame fa’ me, but Tl take the bittle *
to you !

Norna cast on hier a look of supreme contempb;
then, stepping to the window, geemed engaged
in deep contemplation of the heavens, while the
old maid-gervant Tronda, drawing close to her
mistress, implored, for the sake of all that was
dear to man or woman, * Do not provoke Norna
of Fitful-head! You have no sic woman on the
mainland of Scotland—she can ride on one of
these clouds as easily as man ever rode on a shel-
tie.” 2

T ghall live to see herride on the reek of a
fat tar-barrel” sald Mistress Baby; “and that
will be a it pacing palfrey for her.”’

Again Norna regarded the enraged Mrs. Baby
Yellowley with a look of that unutterable scorn
which her hanghty features could so well express,
and moving to the window which looked to the
north-west, from which guarter the gale geemed
at present to blow, she stood for some time with
her arms crossed, looking out upon the leaden-
colored sky, obscured as it was by the thick drift,
which, coming on in successive gusis of tempest,
left ever and anon sad and dreary intervals of
expectation betwixt the dying and the reviving
blast,

Norna regarded this war of the elements as
one to whom their strife was familiar; yet the
stern serenity of her features had in ita cast of
awe, and at the same time of anthority, as the
eabalist may be supposed to look upon the apivit
he has evoked, and which, thongh he knows how
to subject him to his epell, bears still an aspect
appalling to flesh and blood. The attendants
stood by in different attitudes, expressive of their
varions feelings, Mordaunt, thongh not indif-
forent to the risk in which they stood, wag more
curious than alarmed. He had heard of Norna's
alleged power over the elements, and now ex-
pected an opportunity of judging for himself
of its reality. Triptolemus Yellowley was con-
fonnded at what seemed to be far beyond the
bounds of his philosophy ; and, if the trath must
be spoken, the worthy agriculturist was greatly
more frichtened than inonisitive. His sister was
not in the least curions on the subject; but it was
difficult to say whether amger or fear predom-
inated in her sharp eyes and thin compressed
lips. The pedlar and old Tronda, confident that
the house would never fall while the redoubted
Norna was beneath its roof, held themselves
ready for a start the instant she should take her
departore.

Having locked on the sky for some time in a
fixed attitude and with the most profound silence,
Norna at onee, vet with a slow and elevated

# The beetle with which the Scoftish housewives nsed to
perform the office of the modern mangle, by beating newly
wdshed inen on @ smooth stone for the purpose, called the
oeetling-stona.

gesture, extended her staff of black oak towards
that part of the heavens from which the blast
came hardest, and in the midst of its fury chanted
a Norwegian invocation, still preserved in the
Tsland of Uist, under the name of the Song of the
Reim-kennar, though some eall it the Song of the
Tempest. The foliowing is a free translation, it
Deing impossible to render literally many of the
elliptical and metaphorical terms of expression,
peculiar to &he ancient Northern poetry i—

1.
% Storn eagle of the far north-west,
Thon that bearest in thy grasp the thunderbolt,
Thou whose rushing pinions stir ocean to madness,
Thon the destoyer of herds, thou the scatierer of navies,
Thon the breaker down of towers,
Amidst the scream of thy rage, ?
Amidst the rashing of thy onward wings,
Though thy seream be loud a5 the ery of & perishing nation,
Though the rushing of thy wings be like the roaring of ten
thousand waves,
Yet hear, in thine ire and thy haste,
Fear thou the voice of the Reimkennar,

- o,
- %
“Thou hiast met the pine-trees of Drontheim,
Their dark-green heads lie prostrate besida their nprooted
stems;
Thou hast met the rider of the ocean,
The tall, the strong bark of the fearless rover,
And she has giruck to thes the topsail
That she had not veil’d to a royal armadas
Thou hast met the tower that bears its crest among the
clouds,
The batiled massive tower of the Jarl of former days,
And the cope-stone of the turret
Ts Iying npon its hospitable hearih;
But thou too shalt stoop, proud compeller of clonds,
When thon hearest the voice of the Reim-kennar.
3.
# There ara verses that can stop the stag in the forest,
Ay, and when the dark-color'd dog is opening on his tracky
There are verzes can make the wild hawk pause on his wing,
Like the falcon that wears the hood and the jesses,
And who Enows the shrill whistle of the fowler.
Thon who canst moek at the scream of the drowning marines
‘And the erash of the ravaged forest,
And the groxn of the overwhelmed erowds,
When the church hath fallen in the moment of prayer,
There are sounds which thou also must list,
When they are chanted by the voice of the Reim-kennar.
4
& Exouch of wo hast thon wronght on the ocean,
The widows wring their hands on the beach;
Enough of wo hast thou wronght on the land,
The hushandman folds his arms in despair;
Cease thou the waving of thy pinions,
Let the ocean repose in her dark strength;
Cease thoo the flashing of thine eye,
Tet the thunderbolt sleep in the armory of Odin;
Be thou etill at my bidding, viewless racer of ihe north-
western heaven,
Sleep thon at the voics of Norna the TReim-kennar!?’

We have said, that Mordaunt was naturally
fond of romantic poetry and romantic gituation ;
it is not therefore surprising that he listened with
interest lo the wild address thus uttered to the
wildegt wind of the compass, in a tone of such
dauntless enthusiasm, Bul though he had heard
so much of the Runic thyme and of the ncrthern
gpell, in the country where he had so long dwelt,
he was not on this occasion so cradulousas it

s i
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believe that the tempest, which had raged so
lutely, and which was now beginning to decline,
was subdued before the eharmed verse of Norna.
Certain it was, that the blast seemed passing
away, and the apprehended danger was already
over: but it was not improbable that this issue
had been for some time foreseen by the Pythoness,
tarough signs of the weather imperceptible to
those who had not dwelt long in the counntry, or
had not bestowed on the meteorological phenom-

- ena the attention of a striet and close observer.

Of Norna’s experience he had no doubt, and that
went a far way to explain what seemed super-
patural in ber demeanor. Yet still the noble
countenance, half-shaded by dishevelled tresses,
the air of majesty with which, in a tone of
menace as well as of command, she addressed the
viewless spirit of the tempest, gave him a strong
inclination to believe in the azeendency of the
ocenlt arts over the powers of natnre; for, if a
woman ever moved on earth to whom snch
anthority over the ordinary laws of the universe
conld belong, Norna of Fitful-head, judging from
hearing, figure, and face, was born to that high
destiny.

The rest of the company were less slow in
receiving conviction. To Tronda and the jagger
none was necessary; they had long believed in
the foll extent of Norna’s anthority over the
elements. But Triptolemus and his sister gazed
af each other with wondering and alarmed looks,
especially when the wind began perceptibly to
decline, a8 was remarkably visible during the
panses which Norna made betwixt the strophes
of her incantation. A long silence followed the
lagt wverse, until Norna resumed her chant, but
with a changed and more soothing modulation of
yoice and tune:
¢ Engle of the far north-western waters,

Thou hast heard the voice of the Reim-kennar,
Thou hast closed thy wide sails at her bidding,
And folded them in peace by thy side.
My blessing be on thy retiring path!
When thou stoopest from thy place on high,
Sofl be thy elumbers in the caverns of the unknown ocean.
Rest il destiny shall again awaken thee;
“Esgle of the north-west, thon hast heard ihe voice of the
TReim-kennar 17

** A pretty sang that would be to keep the corn
from shaking in har’st,”” whispered the agricul-
furist to his sister; **we munst speak her fair,
Baby—she will maybe part with the secret for a
bundred punds Scots.”

*An hundred fuleg’ heads1' replied Baby—
thid her five marks of ready siller, Tunever knew
g witch in my life but she was as poor 2z Job.”

Norna turned towards them as if she had
guessed their thoughts; it may be that she did
£0. Bhe passed them with a look of the most
rovereign contempt, and walking to the table on
which the preparations for Mrs. Barbara’s frugal
menl were already disposed, she filled a small
wooden quaigh from an earthen pitcher which
contained bland, a subacid liguor made ount of the
serous part of the milk, She broke a single mor-

sel from a barley-cule, and having eaten and
drmnlk, returned towards the churlish hosts. *“1I
give you no thanks,” she said, *‘ for my refresh
ment, for yon bid me not welcome to it; and
thanks bestowed on a churl are like the dew of
heaven on the cliffs of Foulah, where it finds
nonght that can be refreshed by its influences, I
give yon no thanks,” she said again, but drawing
from her pocket a leathern purse that seemed
large and heavy, she added, *I pay you with
what you will value more than the gratitude of
the whole inhabitants of Hialtland. Say not that
Norna of Fitful-head hath eaten of your bread and
drunk of your cup, and left yon sorrowing for the
charge to which she hath put your house.,” Sa
saying, she laid on the table a small piece of
antique gold coin, bearing the rude and half-de-
faced effizies of some ancient northern king,

Triptolemns and his sister exclaimed against
this liberality with vehemence ; the first, protest-
ing that he kept no public,and the otherexclaim-
ing, “*Is the carline mad? Heard ye ever of ony
of the gentle house of Clinkscale that gave meat
for siller? > ‘

+Or for love either ?" muttered her brother;
“ hand to that, tittie.”

‘“WWhat are ye whittie-whattieing about, ye
gowk?? said his gentle sister, who snspected the
tenor of his murmurs; “gie the ladie back her
bonnie-die there, and be blithe to be sae rid on’t
—it will be a gclate-stane the morn, if not some-
thing worse.”

The honest factor lifted the money to return
it, yet could not help being struck when he saw
the impreseion, and his hand trembled as he
Iianded it fo his sister.

“Yes,” said the Pythoness again, as if che
read the thoughts of the astonished pair, ** you
have seen that coin before—beware how you use
it]1 Ik thrives not with the sordid or the mean-
souled—it was won with honorable danger, and
must be expended with honorable liberality., The
treasure which lies under a cold hearth will one
day, like the hidden talent, bear witness against
its avaricious possessors.”

This last obsecure intimation seemed to raize
the alarm and the wonder of Mrs. Baby and her
brother to the uitermost. The latter tried to
stammer out something like an invitation io
Norna to tarry with them all night, or at least to
take share of the “* dinner,” so he at first called
it; but looking at the company, and remembering
the limited contents of the pot, he corrected the
phrase, and hoped she wounld take some part of
the *“*snack, which would be on the table ere a
man counld loose a pleugh.””

] eat not here—I sleep not here,” replied
Norna—‘*nay, I relieve you not only of my own
presence, but I will dismiss your unwelcome
guests.—Mordaunt,” she added, addressing young
Mertoun, * the dark fit is past, and your fathet
looks for you this evening.”

‘Do you return in that direction ?** said Mor-
daunt. I will but cat a morsel, and give you
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my aid, good mother, on the coad. The brooks
must be out, and the journey perilous,”

- OQur ways lie different,’” answered the Sibyl,
*“and Norna needs not mortal arm to aid her on
the way. 1 am summoned far to the east, by
those who know well how to smooth my passage,
—For thee, Bryce Snpailsfoot,” she continued,
epeaking to the pedlar, ** speed thee on to Sum-
burgh—the Roocst will afford thee a gallant harvest,
and worthy the gathering in. Much goodly ware
will ere now be seeking & new owner, and the
careful gkipper will sleep still enough in the deep
haaf, and care not that bale and kist are dashing
against the shores.”

*Na, na, zood mother,” answered Snailsfoot,
* 7 desire no man’s life for my private advantage,
and am just grateful for the blessing of Provi-
dence on my sma’ trade. But doubiless one man’s
loss ig another’s gaini and as these storms de-
gtroy a' thing on land, it is but fair they suld send
us something by sea. Sae, taking the frecdom,
like yourzell, mother, to borrow a lump of barley-
bread, and a draught of bland, I will bid good
day, and thank you, to this good gentleman and
lady, and ¢’en go on my way to Jarishof, as you
advise.”

Ay, replied the Pythoness, * where the
slaughter is, the eagles will be gathered; and
where the wreck is on the shore, the jagger is ag
busy to purchase spoil as the shark to gorge upon
the dead.”

This rebuke, if it was intended for such,
seemed above the comprehension of the travelling
merchant, who, bent upon gain, assumed the
knapsack and ellwand, and asked Mordannt, with
the familiarity permitted in a wild country,
whether he would not fake company along with
him§”

1 wait to eat some dinner with Mr. Yellow-
ley and Mra. Baby,” answered the youth, “and
will set forward in half an hour.”

“Then I'll just take my piece in my hand,”
gaid the pedlar. Accordingly he muttered a
benediction, and, without more <¢eremony,
helped himself to what, in Mrs, Baby’s covetous
eyes, appeared to be two-thirds of the bread,
took a long pull at the juz of bland, seized on a
handful of the small figh called sillocks, which the
domestic was just placing on the board, and leflt
the room without farther ceremony.

‘ My certie,”’ gaid the despoiled Mrs. Baby,
“there is the chapman’s dronth * and his hunger
haith, as folk say! If the laws against vagrants
be executed this gate—It's no that T wad shut the
door against decent folk,” she said, looking to
Mordaunt, ** more especially in such judgment-
weather. But I see the goose 18 dished, poor
thing.”?

This she spoke in a tone < affection for the
emoked goose, which, though it aad long been an

* The chapman’s drouth, $hat is, the pedlar’s thirst, is pro-
verbinl in Scotland, because these pedestrinn traders were in’ the
wsa of modestly asking only for a drink of water, when, in fact,
Ihey were desirous of foods

inanimate inhabitant of her chimney, was fa1
more interesting to Mrs., Baby in that state, than
when it screamed amongst the clonds. Mordaunt
laughed and took his seat, then turned to loolk for
Norna; but she had glided from the apartment
during the discussion with the pedlar.

T am glad she is gane, the dour carline,”” said
Mrs. Baby, ‘‘though she has lefi that piece of
gowd to be an everlasting shame to us.”

** Whisht, mistress, for the love of heaven !
said Tronda Dronsdanghter; * wha kens whera
she may be this moment?—we are no sure but
she may hear us, thongh we cannot see her.”

Mistress Baby cast a startled eye around, and,
instantly recovering herself, for she was natorally
courageous as well as violent, said, ** T bade her
aroint before, and I bid her aroint again, whether
she sees me or hears me, or whether she's
ower the cairn and awa.—And yon, ye silly
eumph,* she said to poor Yellowley, *what do
ye stand glowering there for?— You & Saunt An-
drew’s student I—you studied lair and Latin hu-
manitiesy as ye ca' them, and daunted wi’ the
clavers of an auld randie wife! Say your best
college grace, man, and witch, or nae witch, we'll
eat our dinner, and defy her. And for the value
of the gowden piece, it shall mever be eaid I
pouched her siller, I will gie it to zome poor
body—that ia, T will test* upon it at my death,
and kecp it for a purse-penny till that day comes,
and that’s no using it in the way of spending-gil-
ler. BSay your best college grace, man, and let us
eat and drink in the meantime.”

*Ye had muckle better gay an oreamus to
Saint Ronald, and fling a saxpence ower your left
shouther, master,” said Tronda.+ ;

“That ye may pick it up, ye jand,” gaid the
implacable Mistress Baby ; * it will be lang or ye
win the worth of it ony other gate. —8it down,
Triptolemus, and mindna the words of a daft wife.?

“ Daft or wise,” replied Yellowley, very much
disconcerted, ** she kens more than I would wish
she kend. Itwas awfn'to see sic a wind fa’ at
the voice of flesh and blood like oursells —and
then yon about the hearth-stane —I cannot but
think: 3 ¥

“If ye cannot but think,” sald Mrs, Baby,
very sharply, < at least ye can haud your tongue |

The agriculturist made no reply, but sate down

to their gcanty meal, and did the honors of it with -

unusual heartiness to his new guest, the first of
the intruders who had arrived, and the last who
left them, The sgillocks speedily dizappeared,
and the smoked goose, with its appendages, took
wing g0 effectnally, that Tronda, to whom the
polishing of the bones had been destined, found

# Test upon ity 4. & leave it in my will, & mode of bestow=
ing charity, to which many are partial as well a8 the good dame
in the text.

4 Although the Zetlanders were early reconciled o the re-
formed faith, some ancient practices of Catholic superstition
survived long among them. Im very stormy weather a fishel
would vow an oramus fo Saint Tonald, and aequitted himself
of the obligation by throwing a small piece of meney in at iy
window of & ruinous chapel.
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the task accomplished, or nearly so, to her hand.
After dinner, the host prodaced hiz bottle of
brandy ; but Mordaunt, whose general habits were
e sober almost as those of his- father, laid a very
Jight tax npon this unnsual exertion of hospitality.

" During the meal, they learned so- much of
young Mordaunt, and of liis father, that even Ba-
by resisted his wish to reassume his vyet gar-
ments, and pressed him (at the risk of an expen-
sive supper being added to the charges of the
day) to tarry with them till the next morning.
Bt what Norna had said excited the youth’s wish
{o reach home, nor, however far the hogpitality of
Stourburgh was extended in his behalf, did the
house present any particular temptations to in-
dnee him to remain there longer. He therefore
uecepted the Joan of the factor’s clothes, prom-
ising to return them, and send for his own and
took a civil leave of his host and Mistress Baby,
the latter of whom, however affécted by the loss
of her goose, could not but think the cost well
bestowed (since it was to be expended ab all)
apon so handsome and cheerful a youth.

—_—

CHAPTER VIL
She does no work by halves, yon raving ocean;
Ingulfing those she strangles, her wild womb
Affords the mariners whom she hath dealt on,

Their death at once, and sepalchre.
Orp Prax.

Tasne were ten ‘‘lang Scots miles” betwixt
Stourburgh and Jarlshof; and though the pedes-
trian did not number all the impediments which
erossged Tam o’ Shanter's path,—for, in a country
where there are neither hedges nor stone enelos-
nres, there can be neither * slaps norstiles,” —yet
the number and nature of the “ mosses and wa-
ters* which he had to cross in 'his peregrination,
were fully suflicient to balance the account, and
to render his journey as toilsome and dangerous
a8 Tam o' Shanter's celebrated retreat from Ayr.
Neither witch nor warlock ecrossed Mordaunt’s
path, however. ‘he length of the day was
already considerable, and he arrived safe at Jarls-
hof by eleven o’clock at night, All was still and
dark round the mansion, and it was not till he
had whistled twvice or thrice beneath Swertha’s
srindow, that she replied to the signal.

At the first sound, Swertha fell into an agree-
able dream.of a young whale-fisher, who gome
forty years since used to make such a sienal be-
neath the window of her hut; at the second, she
waked to remember that Johnnie Fea had slept
gound among the frozen waves of Greenland for
this many a year, and that rhe was Mr, Mertoun’s
governante at Jarlshof; at the third, she arcse
and opened the window,

““Whae 1s that.”” she demanded, “at sic an
nour of the nicht ¥

“ It is I,”” said the youth.

** And what for comena ye in? The door’s on
Jie latch, and there is a gathering peat ou the
kitchen fire, and a spunk beside it—-ye can light
yonr ain candle.”

ATl well," replied Mordannt; ** but I wantta
know how my father is?

4 Justin his ordinary, gnde gentleman—agKking
for yomn, Maister Mordaunt; ye are ower far and
ower late in your walks, young gentleman,®

s Then the dark hour has passed, Swer-
tha?”

T troth has it, Maister Mordaunt,” answered
the governante; **and your father is very reason-
ably good-natured for him, poor gentleman. 1
spike to him twice yesterday without hig speak-
ing first; and the first time he answered me as
civil as yon conld do, and the neist time he bade
me no plagie him; and then, thought I, three
{imes were aye canny, o I spake to him again for
Inck's-sake, and he called me a chattering old
devil; butit was guite and clean in a civil sort of
way.”

“ Enough, enoungh, Swertha,* answered Mor-
daunt; “and now get up, and find me something
to eat, for I have dined but poorly.”

“Then you have been at the new foll’s at
Stourburgh; for there is no another houge in a?
the Isles but they wad hae gi'en ye the best
ghare of the best they had? Saw ye aught of
Norna of the Fitfulliead? She went to Stour-
burgh this morning, and returned to the town at
night."”

“ Retnrned |—then ehe is here 7 How conld
she travel three leagucs and better in so short a
time 2

“T7ha kens how she travels #* replied Swer-
tha; *but I heard her tell the Ranzelman wi* my
ain Ings, that she intended that day to have gone
on to Burch-Westra, to speak with Minna Troily
but she had seen that at Stourburgh (indeed she
gaid at Harfra, for she never calls it by the other
name of Stourburgh), that seni her back to our
town, But gang your ways round, and ye ghall
have plenty of supper—ours is nae toom pantry,
and still less a locked ane, thongh my master bea
stranger, and no jost that tight in the upper rig-
ging, as the Ranzelman says.”

Mordanut walked round to the kitehen accord-
ingly, where Swertha's care speedily accommo-
dated him with a plentiful, thongh coarse meal,
which indemnified him for the scanty hospitality
he had experienced at Stourburgh,

In the morning, some feelings of falizue made
young Mertoun later than usual in leaving hig
bed ; so that, contrary to what was the ordinary -
case, he found his father in the apartment where
they ate, and which served them indeed for every
common purpose, save that of a bed-chamber
orof a kitchen. The son grected the father in
mute reverence, and waited until he shonld ad-
dress him.,

“Yon were ahaent yesterday, Mordaunt >
zaid is father. Mordaunt’s absence had lasted a
week and more; but he had often observed that
his father never seemed to notice how time passed
during the period when he was affected with hie
sullen vapors. He assented to what the elder Mr,
Mertonn had said,
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* And you were at Burgh-Westra, as I think 2
zontinued his father.

*Yes, sir,”’ replied Mordannt.

The elder Mertoun was then silent for some
time, and paced the floor in deep silenee, with an
air of sombre reflection; which seemed as if he
were about to relapse into his moody fit. Sad-
denly turning to his son, hdwever, he observed,
in the tone of a query, ““Magnus Troil has two
daughters—they must be now young women;
they are thought handsome, of course ?

*Wery generally, sir,”’ apswered Mordannt,
rather surprised to hear his father making any in-
quirtes about the individuals of a sex which he
usually thought so light of, a surprise which was
much increased by the next guestion, put as ab-
rupily as the former.

“**Which think you the handsomest ¢

1, gir?” replied his son with some wonder,
but without embarrassment—* T really am no
jndze—T never considered which was absolutely
the handsomest. Theyare both very pretty young
women.*?

“Yon evade my question, Mordannt ; perhaps
I have some very particular reason for my wishto
be acquainted with your taste in this matter. .I
am not used to waste words for no purpose. I
a8k you again, whichof Magnus Troil's danghters
you think most handsome? "’ -

“TReally, gir,” replied Mordaunt—* but you
only jest in asking me such a question.”

“Young man,” replied Mertoun, with eyes
which began to roll and sparkle with impa-
tience, ““I never jest. I desire an answer to my
guestion.”

“Then, upon my word, sir,” said Mordaunt,
it is not in my power to form a judament be-
twixt the yourg ladies—they are Dboth very
pretiy, but by no means like each other. Minna
is dark-haired, and more grave than her gister—
more serious, but by no means either dull or
sullen.””

“Um,” replied his father; *yon have been
gravely brought up, and this Minna, I suppose,
pleases you most 2

“ No, sir, really I can give her no preference
over her sister Brenda, who is as gay as a lamb in
a spring morning—Iless tall than her sister, but o
well formed, and go excellent a dancer—""

“ That she is best qualified to amuse the young
man, who has & dull home and a moody father 3™
gaid Mr. Mertoun.

Nothing in his father’s conduct had ever sur-
prised Mordaunt so much as the obstinacy with
which he seemed to pursne a theme so foreign to
his general train of thonght, and habits of con-
versation ; but he contented himself with an-
swering once more, ** that both the young ladies
were highly admirable, but he had never thought
of them with the wish to do either injugtice, by
ranking her lower than her sister—that others
wonld probably decide between them, as they
pappened to be partial to a grave or a gay dispo-
gition, or to a dark or fair complexion; but that

he could see no excellent quality in {ne one that
was not balanced by something egially capti
vating in the other.”

It is poseible that even the coolness with which
Mordannt made this explanation might not have
satisfied his father concerning the snbject of in-
vestigation ; but Swertha at this moment entered
with breakfast, and the youth, notwithstanding
his late supper, engaged in that meal with an air
which satisfied Mertoun that he held it matter of
more grave importance than the conversation
which they had just bad, and that he had nothing
more to say upon the subject explanatory of the
answers he had already given. He shaded his
brow with his hand, and locked long fixedly
upon the young man as he was busied with his
morning meal. There was neither abstraction
nor a sense of being observed in any of hig mo-
tions; all was frank, natural, and open.

“ He is faney-free,” muttered Mertoun to him-
self—** go youne, so lively, and so imaginative, so
handsome, and so attractive in face and person,
strange, that at hisage, and in his circumstances,
he should@have avoided the meshes which catch
all the world beside ! ™

When the breakfast was over, the elder Mer-
toun, instead of proposing, as usual, that his gon,
who awaited his commands, sheuld betake him-
gelf to one branch or other of his studies, assumed
nis hat and staff, and desired that Mordaunt
should accompany him to the top of the cliff,
called Sumburgh-head, and from thence look out
upon the state of the ocean, agitated as it must
still be by the tempest of the preceding day. Mor-
dannt was at the age when young men willingly
exchange sedentary pursuits for active exercise,
and started up with alacrity to comply with his
father's request ; and in the course of & few min-
utes, they were mounting together the hill,
which, aseending: from the land side in a long,
steep, and grassy slope, sinks at once from the
gummit to the sea in an abropt and tremendous
precipice.

The day was delightful; there was just =o
much motion in the air as to disturb the little
flecey clonds which were scattered on the hori-
zon, and by floating them occasionally over the
sun, to cheguer the landscape with that variety of
light and shade which often gives to a bare and
unenclosed scene, for the time at least, a specles
of charm approaching to the varieties of a culfi-
vated and planted country. A thousand flitting
hues of light and shade played over the expanse
of wild moor, rocks, and inlets, which, as they
climbed higher and higher, spread in wide and
wider circuit around them.

The clder Mertoun often paused and looked
around upon the scene, and for some time hisson
supposed that he halted to enjoy its beauties; but
as they ascended still higher up the hill, he re-
marked hig shortened breath, and his unceriain
and toilsome step, and became asgured, with some
feelings of alarm, that his father’s strength was,
for the moment, exhansted, and that he fonnd the
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sscent more toilsome and fatigning than usnal.
o draw close to his gide, and offer him in silence
the assistance of his arm, was an act of youthfu'[
deference to advanced age, as well as of filial
reverence; and Mertoun seemed at first 20 o re-
ceive it, for he took in silence the advantage of
the aid thus afforded him.

Tt was but for two or three minutes, however,
that the fatheravailed himself of his son’s sup-
port. They had not ascended fifty yards farther,
ere he pushed Mordaunt suddenly, 1f not rudely,
from him ; and, as if stung into exertion by some
eudden recollection, began to mounl the acelivity
with such long and quiclk steps, that Mordaunt,
1n his turn, was obliged to exert himself to keep
pace with him. He knew his father’s peculiarity
of dispesition; he was aware from many slight

eircumstances, that he loved him not even while -

he took much pains with his education, and while
he seemed to be the sole object of his care npon
earth. But the conviction had never been more
stroncly or more powerfully forced npon him
than by the hasty churlishness with which Mer-
{oun rejected from o son that assistance, which
most elderly men are willing to reccive from
youths with whom they are but slightly con-
nected, as a tribute which it Is alike gracefnl to
yield and pleasing to receive. Mertoun, however,
did not scem to perceive the effect which his un-
kindness had produced upon his son’s feelings,
He paused npon a sort level terrace which they
had now attained, and addressed his son with an
indifferent tone, which seemed in some degree at-
fected.

“Since you bave so few inducements, Mor-
daunt, to remain in these wild islands, I suppose
you sometimes wish o look a little more abroad
into the world

By my word, sir,” replied Mordaunt, ** Ican-
not say I ever have thought on such a subject.”

“ And why nef, young man?" demanded his
father; **it were but natural, I think, at your age,
At your age, the fair and varied breadth of Brit-
ain conld not gratify me, much less the compass
ofa sea-girdled peat-moss.”

T have never thoucht of leaving Zetland,
gir,” replied the gon. ‘I am happy bere, and
have friends. You yourzelf, sir, wonld miss me,
unle=s indeed—?

¢ Why, thou wouldst not persuade me,” said
his father, somewhat hastily, ‘*that you sfay
here, or desire to stay here, for the love of me ?

““Why should I mot, sir?” answered Mor-
dannt, mildly ; *“it is my duty, and I hope I have
pitherto performed it.”

*Oh, ay,"” repeated Mertoun, in the same tone
—*yonr duty—your duty. So it ig the duty of
Jhe dog to follow the groom that feeds him.”

“ And does he not do so, sir?™ said Mor-
dannt.

‘¢ Ay, sald his father, turning his head aside;
“bub he fawns only on those who caress him."

**1 hope, gir,” repliecd Mordaunt, **I have not

. been found deficient 7 **

‘*Say no more on't—say no more on t, said
Mertoun, abruptly, ** we have both done enough
by each other—we must soon part—Let that ba
our comfort — if our separation should require
comfort.”

T ghall be ready io obey your wishes,” said
Mordaunt, not aliogether displeased al what
promised him an opportunity of looking ferther
abroad into the world, I presume it will be your
pleasure that I commence my travels with a sea
gon at the whale-fishing.”

 Whale-fishing 1'* replled Mertoun; * that
were a mode indeed of sceing the world! but
thou speakest bul as thou hast learned. Enough of
this for the present. Tell me where you had shel
ter from the storm yeslerday ™

* Al Stourburgh, the house ol the new factor
from Scotland.”

‘A pedantic, lantasiic, visionary schemer,’
gaid Mertoun—** and whom saw yon there?

+* His sister, sir,” replied Mordaunt, * and old
Norna of the Fitfnl-head.™

“What| the mistress of the potent spell,”” an-
swered Mertoun, with a sneer—* she who can
change the wind by pulling her curchon one gide,
as King Eric used to do by turning his cap?
The dame journeys far from home—how fares
she? Does she get rich by selling favorable
winds to those who are port-bonnd ™ *

«J really do not know, sir.,”’ said Mordaunt,
whom certain recollections prevented from freely
entering into his father's humor.

# The King of Sweden, the same Eric guoted by Mordaunt,
# was,” says Olaus Magnus, © in his time held second to none In
the magical art; and he was so familiar with, the evil epirita
whom he worzhipped, that what way soever he turned his cap,
the wind would presently blow that way. For this he was
called Windy-cap.”’—Historia da Gentibus Septentrionalibus,
Romen, 1555. T4 is well known that the Laplanders drive a prof-
itable trade in selling winds, but it is perhaps less notorious,
that within these fow years such a commodity might be pore
chased on British ground, where it was likely to be in great re-
quest. At the villaga of Stromness, on the Orkney maln island,
called Pomona, lived, in 1814, an aged dams, called Bessia Mil-
lis, who helped out her subsisience by selling favorable winds
to meriners. He was & veaturous master of a vessel who lef
{he rondstead of Strommess without phying his offering to propi-
tiate Bessie Millie; her fee was extremely moderate, being ex-
actly sizpence, for which, as she axplained herself, she boiled
her kettle and gave the bark advaniace of her prayers, for sha
disclaimed all unlawfal arts,. The wind thas petitioned for wa
sure, she eaid, to arrive, though sometimes the mariners had
to wait some time for it. The woman’s dwelling and appear-
ance were not unbecoming her pretensions; her houss, which
was on the brow of the stesp hill on which Stromness is founded,
was only necessible by o series of dirty and precipifous lanes,
and for exposure might have been the abode of Eolua himself, in
whose commodities the inhabitant dealt. She herself was, a3
she told us, nearly one hundred years old, withered and dried
up like s mummy. A clay-colored kerchief; folded round hex
head, corresponded in color to her eorpse-like complexion. Twa
light-blue eyes thst gleamed with a lustre like that of insanity,
an utterance of astonishing rapidity, & nose and chin that almos
met togother, and a ghastly expression of cunning, gave her the
effect of Hecaté,  She remembered Gow ths pirate, who had
‘Deen a native of thess islands, in which he closed his career, a4
mentioned in the preface. Such was Bessie Millie, to whom tha
mariners paid & sort of tribute, with a feeling betwixt jest axl
@arnest,
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* You think the matter too serious to be jested
with, or perhaps esteem her merchandise too
light to be cared after.”” continned Mertoun, in
the game sarcastic tone, which was the nearest
approach he ever made to cheerfnlness; “but
consider it more deeply. Every thing in the uni-
verse Is bought and sold, and why not wing, if
the merchant can find purchasers? The earth is
rented, from its surface down to its most central
mines ;—the fire, and the means of feeding it,
are currently bonght and sold; — the wretches
that sweep the boisterous ocean with their
nets, pay ransom for the privilege of being
drowned in it. What title has the air to be ex-
empted from the universal conrse of traffic? All
above the earth, under the earth, and around the
earth has its price, its sellers, and its purchasers,
In many countries the priests will sell yon a por-
tion of heaven—in all countries men are willing
to buy, in exchange for health, wealth, and peace
of conscience, a full .allowance of hell, Why
should not Norna pursue her traffic 72

“*Nay, I know no reason against it,” replied
Mordaunt, ““only I wish she would part with the
commodity in smaller quantities, Yesterday she
was & wholesale dealer—whoever treated with
her bed too good a pennyworth.”

**1t i3 even go,” said the father, pausing on the
verge of the wild promontory which they had at-
tained, where the huge precipice sinks abruptly
down on the wide and tempestuous ocean, *‘and
the effects are still visible.”

The face of that lofty cape is composed of {he
goft and ernmbling stone called sand-flag, which
gradually becomes decomposed, and yiclds to the
eetion of the atmosphere, and is split into large
masses, that hang loose npon the verge of the
precipice, and, detached from it by the fary of the
tempests, often descends with great fury into the
vexed abyes which lashes the foot of the rock.
Numbers of these huge fragments lie strewed he-
neath the rocks from which they have fallen, and
amongst these the tide foams and rages with a
fury peculinr to these latitudes.

At the period when Mertonn and his son
looked from the verge of the precipice, the wide
sea still heaved and swelled with the agitation of
yegterday's storm, which had been far too violent
in its effects on the ocean to subside speedily.
The tide therefore poured on the headland with
a fury deafening to the ear, and dizzying to
the eye, threatening instant destruction to what-
ever might be at the time involved in its current.
The sight of Nature, in her magnificence, or in
her beauty, or in her terrors, has at all timesan
overpowering interest, which even habit cannot
greatly weaken; and both father and son eat
themselves down on the eliff to look ont upon
that’ unbonnded war of waters, which rolled in
*heir wrath fo the foot of the precipice.

At once Mordaunt, whose eyes were sharper,
and probably his attenticn more alert than that
of his father, started up and exclaimed, ** God in

-beaven! there is & vessel in the Roost.”

- all must have perished,

Mertoun locked to the north-westward, and an
object was visible amid the rolling tide. **HSha
“shows no gail,”’ he observed; and immediately
added, after looking at the object through his spy
glass, “* Bhe is dismasted, and Hes a sheer hnlk
upon the water.”

*“And is drifting on the Sumbnrgh-head,” ex-
claimed Mordaunt, struck with horror, **without
the slightest means of weathering the capel”

**Bhe makes no effort,” answered his father:
‘*she is probably descried by her crew.”

“And in such a day as yesterday,” replied
Mordaunt, ““when no open boat conld live werg
she manned with the best men ever handled an
oar—all magt have perished.”

1t is most probable,” said his father, with
stern composure; ‘*and one day, sooner or later,
What signifies whether

the Fowler, whom nothing escapes, caught them
up at one gwoop from vonder shattered deck, or
whether he clutched them individually, as chance
gave them tohis grasp? What signifies it?—the
deck, the batile-field, are scarce more fatal to us
(than qur table and onr bed ;- and we are saved
from the one, merely to drag out & heartloss and
wearisome existence, 1ill we perish at the other.
Would the hour were eome—that hour which
reason would teach us to wish for, were it not
that nature has implanted the fear of it so slrong-
ly within usl You wonder at such a reflection,
because life is yet new to you. Hre vou have
attained my age, it will be the familiar companion
of your thonghts.”

*Burely, sir,” replied Mordaunt, *such dis-
taste to life is not the necessary cousequence of
advanced age??”

** To all who have gense to estimate that which
it 13 really worth,” said Mertoun. ** Those who,
likke Magnug Troil, possess so much of the animal
impulses about them, as to derive pleasure from
sensual gratification, may perhaps, like the ani-
mals, feel pleasure in mere existence,”

Mordaunt liked neither the doetrine nor the
example. e thonght a man who discharged his
duties towards others as well as the good' old
Udaller, had a better right to have the sun. shine
fair on lis setting, than that which he might
derive from mere insensibility. But he let the
subject drop; for to dispute with his father, had
always the: effect of irritating him; and again he
adverted to the condition of the wreck.

The hulk, for it was little better, was now in
the very midst of the current; and drifting al a
great rate towards the foot of the preci pice, upon
wiose verge they were placed. Yet it was a long
while ere they had a distinct view of the object
which they had at firsk seen as a blick gpeck
amongst the walers, and then, at a- nearer dis-
tance, like & whale, which now scarce shows its
back-fin above the waves, now throws to view ils
Jarge black gide, Now, however, they conld more
distinctly observe the appearance of the ehip, for
the huge swelling waves which bore her forward

to the shore, heaved her plternately high upon the -
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surface, and then planged her into the h‘ougrh or

farrow of the sea. She scemed a vessel of two or,
three hundred tons, fitted up for dcl‘_ence,‘ fur they

conld see her port-holes. She had_ been dismasted

probably in the gale of the preceding day, a.;}ﬁ ].&y

water-logged on the waves, a prey to their vio-

lence. It appeared certain, that‘_ the crew, ﬁﬂdlrtg
themselves unable either to dlreqt the vessel's

course, or to relieve her by pumping, had taken

to their boats, and left her to her fate. All appre-
hensions were therefore mnnecessary, so far as
the immediate loss of human li\*eg was concerned ;

and yet it was not without a feeling of breathless
awe, that Mordaunt and his father beheld the ves-
sel—that rare masterpiece by which human :{um_us
aspires to gurmount the waves, nnd. contend with
the winds, upon the point of falling a prey to
thegl:;ward she came, the large black hulk seem-
ing Jaxger at every fathom’s h:ngtl}. She came
nearer, until she bestrode the summlt_of one tre-
mendous billow, which rolled on with her un-
broken, till the wave and its burden were precip-
itated against the rock, and then the triumph of
the elements over the work of human hands was
at once completed. One wave, we llil\-'.e Eal.ﬁ,
made the wrecked vessel*completely manifest in
her whole bulk, as it raised her, and bore her on-
ward against the face of the precipice. But when
that wave receded from the foot of 1}1? 1'ock_.‘ the
ship had ceased to exist; and the retiring billow
only bore back a quantity of beams, planks, ca§1:s,
and similar objects, which swept out to the oﬂmg,
to be brought in again by the next wave, and again
precipitated npon the face of the rock.

Tt was at this moment that Mordaunt con-
ceived he saw a man foating on a plank or water-
cask, which, drifting away from the main cur:ent:
seemed about to go ashore, upon a small spof of
sand, where the water was shallow, and the waves
‘broke more smoothly. To see the danger, and to
exclaim, *“He lives, and may yet be saved [” was
the first impulse of the fearless Mordaunt. The
next was, after one rapid glance at the front of
the cliff, to precipitate himself—such seemed the
rapidity of his movement—from the verge, :sm:; to
commence, by means of elight fissures, projec-
tions, and crevices in the rock, a descent, which,
to a spectator, appeared little else than an act of
absolnte insanity. ;

“Stop, I command you, rash boy!™ said his
father; *the attempt is death. Stop, and take
the gafer path to the left.” Bunt Mordaunt was
already completely engaged in his perilous enter-
prise.

Why shounld I prevent him ?» said his father,
checking his anxiety with the stern and unfeeling
philosophy whose prineiples he had adopted.
*Should he die now, full of generous znd high
feeling, eager in the cause of humanity, bappy in
the exertion of his own conscious activity and
youthful strength—should he die now, will he not
eseape misanthropy; and remorse, and age, and
-he consciousness of decaying powers, both of

body and mind ?—I will not look apon it, however
—T will not—I cannot behiold this young lightso
sauddenly quenched 1™

He turned from the precipice accordingly, and
hastening to the left for more than a quarter of a
mile, he proceeded towards a réa, or cicft in the
rock, containing a path, called Hrick's Steps,
neither safe, indeed, nor easy, but the only one by
which the inhabitants of Jarlshof were wont, for
any purpose, to seek access to the foot of the
precipice.

But long ere Mertoun had reached even the
upper end of ihe pass, his adventurons and active
gon had aceomplished his more dezperate enter-
prise. e had been in vain turned aside from Pl]fe
direct line of descent, by the intervention of diffi-
culties which he had not geen from above—his
route became only more circuitous, but could not
be interrupted. © More than once, large fragments
to which he was about to intrust his weic__n;.ht. saye
way before him, and thundered dowm‘ into the
tormented ocean: aud in one or two mst':mccs,
snch detached pieces of rock rushed after him, as
if to bear nim headlong in their conrse, A cou-
rageons heart, a steady eye, a tenacions hand, and
a firm foot, carrled him through his _dcspcrﬁt.e
attempt ; and in the space of seven minutes, he
stood at the bottom of the cliff, from the verge of
which he had achieved his perilous descent.

The place which ke now oceupied was the
small projecting spot of stones, sand, and gravel,
that extended a little way info the gea, which on
the right hand lashed the very bcttorx} of the pre-
cipice, and on the'left, was scarce divided from it
by & small wave-worn portion of beach that ex-
tended as far as the foot of the rent in the rocks
called Erick’s Steps, by which Mordaunt’s father
proposed to descend. :

‘When the vessel split and went to pieces, all
was swallowed up in the ocean, which had, after
the first shock, been seen to float upon the waves,
excepting only a few pieces of wreck, casks,
chests, and the like, which a strong eddy, formed
by the reflux of the waves, had landed, or at least
grounded, npon the shallow where Mordfumt now
stood. Amonost these his eager eye L].lSCO'\“E?l'Bd
the object that had at first engazed hisattention,
and which now, seen at nigher distance, prq_ved
to be in truth a man, and in 8 mogrt precarious
gtate. His arms were etill wrapped with a close
and convulsive grasp round the plank to which he
had clung in the moment of the shock, but gensa
and the power of motion were flad; and, from tha
gituation in which the plank lay, partly, grounded
upon the beach, partly floating in ﬂm_seu, thera
was every chance that it might be again \'{ashed
off shore, in which case death was u:cﬂtab}e.
Just a5 he had made himself aware ef these cir-
camstances, Mordaunt beheld a hug_e waye ac}-
vancing, and hastened to interpose his aid ere it
burst, aware that the reflux might probably sweep
away the sufferer,

ile rushed into the surf, and fastened on m:le
body, with the same tenacity, though under a dif
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ferent impulse, with that wherewith the hound
Seizes his prey. The strength of the retiring wave
proved even stronger than he had expected, and
it was not without a struggle for his own life, as
well as for that of the stranger, that Mordaunt
resisted being swept off with the receding billow,
when, though an adroit swlmmer, the strength of
the tide must either have dashed him agzainst the
rocks, or hurried him out to sea. He stood bis
ground, however, and ere another gnch billow had
returned, he drew up, upon the small slip of dry
sand, both the body of the stranger, and the plank
to which he coniinued ‘firmly attached. But how
to gave and to.recall the means of ebbing life and
etrength, and how to remove into a place of
greater safety the sufferer, who was incapable of
giving any assistance towards his own preserva-
tion, were questions which Mordaunt asked him-
self eagerly, but in vain.

He looked to the summit of the cliff on which
he had left his father, and shouted to him for his
agsistance ; buk his eye could not distinguish his
form, and his voice was only answered by the
scream of the sea-birds. He gazed again on the
sufferer. A dress richly laced, according to the
fashion of the times; fine linen, and rings upon
bis fingers, evinced he was a man of superior
rank; and his features ghowed youth and comeli-
nege, notwithstanding they were pallid and dis-
figured. He still breathed, but so feebly, that his
fespiration was almost imperceptible, and life
seemed to keep such glight hold of his frame, that
there was every reagon 1o fear it wounld become
altogetlier extinguished, unless it were speedily
reinforced. o loosen the handkerchief from his
neck, to raize him with his face towards the
breeze, to support him with his arme, was all that
Mordaunt could do for his assistance, whilst he
anxiounsly looked for some one who might lend
his aid in dragging the unfortonate to a more safe
gityation.

At this moment he beheld a man advancing
2lowly and cantionsly along the beach., He was
in hopes, at first, it was his father, but instantly
recollected that he had not had time to come
round by the circnitous descent, to which he
st necessarily have recourse, and besides, he
saw that the man who approached him was
ehorter in stature,

As he came nearer, Mordaunt was at no Ioss
to recognise the pedlar whom the day before he
had met with at Harfra, and who was known to
lim before upon many occasions. He shonted
28 lond a8 Le could, **Bryce, hollo! Bryce, come
hither!* But the merchant, intent upon picking
np some of the spoils of the wreck, and upon
drageing them ont of the reach of the tide, paid
for gome time little attention to his shouts,

‘When he did at length approach Mordanunt, it
was not to lend him his aid, but to remonstrate
with him on his rashness in undertaking the
charitable office. *““Are yon mad?" gaid hes
‘*you that have lived sae lang in Zetland, to nsk
the gaving of a drowning man? Wot ye not, if

WAVERLEY NOVELS,

you bring him to life again, he will be sare to de

 you some capital injury # #—Come, Master Mor.

daunt, bear a hand to what’s mair to the purpose,
Help me to get ane or twa of these kists ashore
before any body else comes, and we shall share,
like good Christians, what God sends us, and be
thankful.”

Mordaunt was indeed no stranger {o this jn-
human superstition, current at a former period
among the lower orders of the Zetlanders, and
the more generally adopted, perhaps, that it
served as an apology for relusing assistance to
the unfortunate victims of shipwreck, while they
made plunder of their goods, At any rate, the
opinion, that to save a drowning man was to run
the risk of fature injury from him, formed a
strange contradiction in the character of these
isianders ; who, hospitable, generous, and dis-
interested, on all other occasions, were gome-
times, nevertheless, induced by this snperstition,
to refuse their aid in those mortal emerzencies,
which were so common upon their rocky and
gtormy coasts. We are happy to add, that the
exhortation and example of ihe proprietors have
eradicaied even the traces of this inhuman belief,
of which there might be some observed within
the memory of those now alive, Tt is strange that
the minds of men ehould have ever heen hardened
towards those involved in a distress to which
they themselves were o constantl y exposed ; but
perhaps the frequent sight and consciousness of
such danger tends to blunt the feelings to its con-
sequences, whether affecting oursclves or others.

Bryce was remarkably tenacions of this ancient
belief; the more so, perhaps, that the mounting
of his pack depended less npon the warehonses
of Lerwick or Kirkwall, than on {he consequences
of such a north-western gale as that of the day
preceding; for which (being a man who, in his
own way, professed great devotion) he seldom
failed to express his grateful thanks to Heaven.
It was indeed said of him, that if he had gpent
the same time in assisting the wrecked seamen,
which he had employed in rifling their bales and

* It is remsrkable, that in an archipelago where so many
persons must be necessarily endangered by the waves, 50 stranga
nod inhumsn a maxim should have ingrafted itself upon tha
minds of a people otherwise kind, moral, and hospitable, But
all with whom I have spoken agres, that it was nlmost general
in the beginning of the eighteenth cen tury, and was with difi-
culty weeded out by the sedulous instructions of the clergy, and
the rigorous injunctions of the proprietors. There is little doubt
it Bad been originally introduced as an excuse for suffering those
who attempted to eseape from the wreck to perish unassisted, o
that, there being no survivor, she might be considered as Tawful
plunder. A story was told me, I hope an untrus one, that s
ve=tel having got ashore among the breakers on one of the re.
mote Zetland islands, five or six men, the whole or greater pari
of the unfortunate crew, endeavored” to land by assistance of
hawser, which they had secured fo a rock; the inhubitants Were
asseribled, and looked on with some uncertainty, till an old man
said, ® Sirs, if these men come ashore, the additional mouths will
eat all the menl we have in store for winter; ‘and how are we to
get more1”” A young fellow, moved with this argument, struck
the rope asunder with bls axe, and all the paor wretches wen
immersed among the breakors, and perishied




** Peace, then,” said the woman—* peace, as thou wouldst not rue it; and take this man on
thy broad shoulders. His life is of value, and you will be rewarded.”

The Pirate, chap. vii.

THE PIRATE. a9

poxes, he would have saved many lives, and lost
much linen, He paid no sort of attention to the
repeated entreaties of Mordaunt, although he was
now upon the same glip of gand with him. It
was well known to Bryce as a place on which the
eddy was likely to land such spoiss as the ocean
diggorged ; and to improve the favorable moment,
he occupied himsell exclusively in securing and
appropriating whatever seemed most portable,
and of greatest value. At length Mordaunt saw
the honest pedlar fix his views upon a strong sea-
chest, framed of some Indian wood, well secured
by brass plates, and seeming to be of a foreien
construction. The stont lock resisted all Bryce's
efforts to open it, until, with great composure, he
plucked from his pocket a very neat hammer and
cnisel, and began forcing the hinges.

Incensed beyond patience at his assurance,
Mordaunt canght up a wooden stretcher which
lay near him, and laying his charge softly on the
gand, approached Bryce with a menacing gesture,
and exclaimed, ** You cold-blooded, inhuman ras-
cal| either get up instantly and lend ‘me your
assistance to recover this man, and bear him out
of danger from the surf, or I will not only beat
vou to a mummy on the gpot, but inform Magnug
Troil of your thievery, that he may have you
flogged till your bones are bare, and then banish
you from the mainland ! :

The lid of ihe chest had just sprung open as
thie rough address saluted Bryce's ears, and the
inside presented a tempting view of wearing ap-
parel for sea and land ; shirts, plain and with lace
rufiles, a silver compass, a silver-hilted sword,
and other valuable articles, which the pedlar well
knew to be such as stirin the trade. He was half
disposed to start up, draw the sword, which was a
cut-and-throst, and ** darraign battaile, as Spen-
ger gays, rather than quit his prize, or brook in-
terruption. Being, though short, a stout square-
made personage, and not much past the prime of
life, having besides the better weapon, he might
have given Mordaunt more trouble than his be-
nevolent knight-errantry deserved.

‘Already, as with vehemence he repeated his
mjunctions that Bryce should forbear his plunder,
and come to the assistance of the dying man, the
pedlar retorted with a voice of defiance, “ Dinna
gwear, sir: dinna swear, sir—I will endure no
gwearing in my presence ; and if you lay a finger
on_me, that am taking the lawful spoil of the
Egyptians, I will give yea lesson ye shall remem-
ber from this day to Yule!”

Mordaunt would speedily haye put the pedlar's
courage to the test, but a voice behind him sund-
denly said, ‘‘Forbear!™ It was the voice of
Norna of the Fitfol-head, who, during the heat
of their altercation, had approached them un-
observed. **Forbear!™ she repeated; * and,
Bryce, do thou render Mordannt the assistance
he requires. It shall avail thee more, and itis I
who say the word, than all that you could earn
to-day besides.” -

1t is se’eutecu hundred linen,” said the ped-

lar, giving a tweak to one of the shirts, in that
knowing manner with which matrons and judges
ascertain the texture of the loom;—**it's se'en-
teen hundred linem, and as strong as an it were
dowlas, Nevertheless, mother, your bidding is
to be done; and I would have done Mr. Dor-
daunt's bidding, too,” he added, relaxing from
his note of defiance into the deferential whining
tone with which he cajoled his customers, **if he
hadna made nse of profane oaths, which made my
very flesh grew, and caused me, in some sort, tc
forzet myself.” He then took a flask from his
pocket, and approached the shipwrecked man,
7t is the best of brandy,” he said; ‘“and if that
doesna cure him, I ken nonght that will.” Se
gaying, he took a preliminary gulp himself, as if
to show the guality of the lignor, and was about
to put it to the man’s month, when, suddenly
withholding his hand, he looked at Norna—** Yon
ensnre me against all rigk of evil from bim, if T
am {o render him my help f—Ye ken yoursell what
folk say, mother.”

For all other answer, Norna took the bottle
from the pedlar’s hand, and began to chafe the
temples and throat of the shipwrecked man;
directing Mordaunt how to hold his head, so as to
afford him the means of disgorging the gea-water
which he had swallowed during his immersion,
The pedlar looked on inactive for a moment, and
then said, **To be sure, there is not the same
risk in helping him, now he is out of the water,
and lying high and dry on the beach; and, to be
sure, the principal danger is to thoze that first
touch him ; and, to be sure, it iz a world’s pity to
gee how these rings are pinching the puir crea-
ture's swalled fingers—they malke his hand as bloe
as a partan’s back before boiling.” 8o saying, he
geized one of the man’s eold hands, which had
just, by a tremulous motion, indicated the refurn
of life, and began his charitable work of removing
the rings, which seemed to be of some value.

“ As you love your life, forbear,” said Norna,
sternly, “or I will lay that on you which shail
spoil your travels through the isles.”

** Now, for mercy’s sake, mother, say nae mair
about it,” gaid the pediar, **and I'll e’en do your
pleasure in your ain way ! I dé feel a rhenmatize
in my back-spauld yestreen ; and it wad be a sair
thing for the like of me to be debarred my quiet
walk round the country, in the way of trade,
making the honcst penny, and helping myself
with what Providence sends on onr coasta."”

“ Peace, then,” said the woman—!'‘Peace, a8
thou wouldst not rue it; andtake this man on
thy broad shonlders. His life is of value, and you
will be rewnrded.”

“] had muckle need,” said the pedlar, pen-
gively looking at the lidless chest, and the other
matters which strewed the sand; ‘for he has
comed between me and as muckle spreacherie as
wad hae made a man of me for the rest of my
Jife ; and now it maun lie here till the next tide
sweep it a' doun the Roost, af‘er them that anght
it yesterday morning.”




