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furious violence, and rapidly drawing two bolts,
one after another, as if to exelude the intrasion of
eny one of that hated race, who had thus lashed
hx.; soul to frenzy. Farnscliff 1eft the moor with
mingled sensations of pity and horror, pondering
what strange and melancholy cange could have
reduced to so miserable a stato of mind, a man
whose language argued him to be of rank and
education much superior to the vulgar, He was
aésu_surprised to see how much particular infor-
malion a person who had lived in that country go
short a fime, and in 8o recluse 4 manner, had been
able to collect respecting the dispositions and pri-
vate affals of the inhabitants,

: ““It is no wonder,” he said to himegelf, * that
vylt‘n such extent of information, such a mode of
life, so uncouth a figure, and sentiments o virg-
lently misanthropie, this unfortunate shounld be

- regarded 'by the valgar as in leagne with fhe
Enemy of Manking.”

CHAPTER V.

The bleakest rock upon the loneliest heath

Feels, in ils barrenness, some touch of spring ;

And, in the April dew, or beam of May,

Its moss and lichen freshen and revive;

Aund thus the heart, most sen#d fo human pleasure,

Melts at the tear, joys in the smile, of woman,

Beavmonr,
As the ceason advanced, the weather became

more genial, and the Recluse was more frequently
found occupying the broad flat etone in the front
of his mansion. As he zate there one day, about
the hour of noon, a party of gentlemen and ladies
well mounted, and numerously attended, Ewcpt:.
across the heath, at some distance from his dwell-
ing. Dogs, hawks, and led-horges, swelled the
retinge, and the air resounded at intervals wilh
the cheer of the hunters, and the sound of horns
blown by the atiendants, The Recluse was about
tp retire into his mansion at the sight of & train so
Joyous, when three young ladies, with their at-
tendants, who had made a cirenit, and detached
fhemseelves from their party, in order to gratify
their curiosity by a sight of the Wise Wight of
l'niunzidesmne-l\r[om-1 came suddenly up, e;-e he
could effect his pnrpose, The firgt shrieked, and
gut her hands before her eyes; ab sight of 31’1 ob-
Jject so unusually deformed. The second, witha
hygterical giggle, which she intended should dis-
guise her terrors, asked the Recluse, whether he
conld tell their fortune. The third, who was best
mounted, best dressed, and incomparably the
hest-looking of the three, advanced, as if to cover
the inelvility of her companions.

*“'We havelost the right path that leads thronoh
these morasses, and onr party have gone for\\'al;d
without us,” gaid the young lady. * Seeing von.
father, at the door of your houze, we have fu;ned
this way to "——

“ Hush ! ** inferrupted the Dwarf; “ g0 young
rnd already eo artful? Yon came—you know 3'0\.;
came, to exuli in the conscionsness of your own
youth, wecalth, and beauty, by contrasting them

with age, poverty, and deformity. Itis a fit em
ploymett for the danghter of your father; but oh,
how unlike the child of Yyour mother|*

*“Did you, then, know my parents, and do you
know me

* Yes; this is the first time you have crosged
my waking eyes, but I have seen you in my
dreams.”

* Your dreams |

Ay, Tsabel Vere. What hast thou, or thine
to do with my waking thonghts #* :

** Your waking thoughts, 8ir,” gaid the gecond
of Miss Vere's companions, with a sort of mock
grayity, **are fixed, doubtless, apon wisdom : folly
can only intrude on your eleeping momems.’”

** Over thine.” retorted the Dywarf, more sple-
netically than became a philosopher or hermit
* folly exercises an unlimited empire, asleep or‘
awake,”

““Lord blessus | said thie lady, “he'sa prophet
sure enough.””

‘* As surely,” continued the Reeluse, “ as thon
art a woman. A woman 1—I should have said a
lady—a fine lady. You asked me to tell your for-
t-un e—it is a simple ones an endless chase through
life after follies not Worth catching, and, when
canght, successively thrown. away—a chase. pur
sued from the days of tottering infancy to ;,hose
of oL'r.‘l 4ge upon his cratches. Toys ana IDErEy-
makings in chilthood—love and its absurdities in
youth—spadille and basto in age, shall suceeed
each. other as objects of pursnit—flowers and bui.
terflies in spring—hutterflies and thistle-down in
summer—withered leaves in autumn and winter—
all purgned, all canght, all flung aside.—Stand
apart ; your fortune is gaid.»

: Al caught, however,” retorted the langhine
fair one, who was a cousin of Misg Vere's; “?ha:.’:;
something, Nancy,” she continued, turning to
the timid damsel who had first appwa(:hed-'the
Dwarf; “ will you ask your fortune ¥

**Not for worlds," said she, drawing back: “1
have heard enough of yours.” ;

“*Well, then,” said Miss Tder
money to the Dwarf, “1’

ton, offering
II pay for mine, ag if it
were spoken by an oracle fo a princess.”

“ Truth,” said the soothsayer, *“ can neither he
bought nor sold ;™ and Lie pushed back her prof-
fered offering with morose disdain.

““Well, then.” said the lady, “ Tl kee
mozney, Mr. Flshender, to assist me in the cfi.lpas‘:: ;
am to pursue.”

“You will need it,» replicd the cynic : “ with
out it, few pursne successfully, and ft;“‘i!l‘ are
tl}emﬁelves pursued. Stop!™ he gaid to Misa
Yere, as her companions moved off, “with you I
!mve more to say. You have what your cn:r;.\pau.
ions would wish to have, or be thought to have—
beanty, wealth, station, accomplishments »

“Forgivemy following my companions father
Iam proof both to flattery and forLunc—te]‘liuv. ”»

* Btay," continued the Dwarf, witk his Imﬁd on
her horse’s rein, *I am no common 8ootheayer,
and T am no flatterer.  All the advantages I hm'v\;
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Jdetailed, all and each of them have their corre-
egponding evils—unsnccessful love, crossed affec-
tions, the gloom of a convent, or an odious alli-
ance. I, who wish ill to all mankind, eannot wish
more evil to you, so much i3 your courseof life
crossed by it.” J

* And if it be, father, let me enjoy the readiest
golace of adversity, while prosperity is in my
power. You are old ; you are poor ; your habita-
tion is far from hnman aid, were you iil, or in
want; your sitnation, in many respects, exposes
you to the suspicions of the vulgar, which are too
apt to breask out into actions of brutality. Let
me think I have mended the lot of one human
being ! Accept of such assistance as I have
power to offer; do this for my sake, if not for
your own, that when these evils arize, which you
prophesy perhaps too truly, I may not have to re-
flect that the hours of my happier time have been
passed altogether in vain.”

The old man answered with a broken voice,
and almost without addressing himself to the
young lady,—

*Yes, *tis thus thou shouldst think—"tis thus
thou shouldst epeak, if ever human speech and
thought kept touch with each other! They do
not—they do not—Alas | they cannot. And yet—
wait here an instant—stir not till my retarn.’ He
went to his little garden, and returned with a half:
blown rose, *“Thou hast made me shed a tear,
the first which has wet my eyelids for many a
year; for that gool deed receive this token of
gratitude. It is but a common rose; preserve it,
however, and do not part with it. Cometfome in
your hour of adversity. Show me that rose, or
but one leaf of it, were if withered as my heart is
—if it should be in my fiercest and wildest move-
ments of rage against a hateful world, still it will
recall gentler thoughts to my bosom, and perhaps
afford happicr prospeets to thine. But no mes-
sage,” he exclaimed, rising into his usual mood
of misanthropy,—‘*no go-between! Come thy-
gelf; and the heart and the doors that are shut
against every other earthly being, shall open to
thee aund to thy sorrows. And bow pass
on.®

e let go the bridle-rein, and the young lady
rode on, after expressing her thanks to this singu-
lar being, as well as her surprise af the extraordi-
nary nature of his address would permit, often
turning back tolook at the Dwarf, who still re-
mained at the door of his habitation, and watched
her progress over the moor towards her father’s
castle of Ellieslaw, until the brow of the hill hid
“the party from his sight.

The ladies, meantime, jested with Miss Vere
on the strange interview they had just had with
the far-famed Wizard of the Moor. **Isabella has
allthelnck athome and abroad! Her hawk strikes
down the black-cock; her eyes wound the gallant ;
no chance for her poor companions and kins-
women ; even the conjuror cannot escape the force
of her charms. You should, in compassion, cease
to be such an engrosser, my dear Isabel, or at

least set up shop, and sell off all the goods youn do
not mean to keep for your own nge.”

* ¥ou shall have them all,”* replied Miss Vere,
*and the conjuror to boot, at a very easy rate.”

“Nol| Nancy shall have the conjuror,” gaid
Miss Ilderton, **to supply deficiencies ; she’s nol
quite & witch herself, you know.”

“ Lord, sister,” answered the younger Mizs
Dderton, “ what could I do with so frightfol a
monster! I kept my eyes shat, after once glancing
at him; and; I protest, I thonght I saw him still;
though T winked as cloge as ever I could.”

*That’s a pity,” said her sister; * ever whila
you live, Nancy, chooee an admirer whose faults
can be hid by winking at them. Well, then, I
must take him myself, I suppose, and put him into
mamma’s Japan cabinet, in order to show that
Scotfland can produce a gpecimen of mortal clay
moulded into a form fen thousand times nglier
than the imaginations of Canton and Pekin, fer-
tile as they are in monsters, have immortalized in
porcelain.”

“*There is something,” said Miss Vere, *s0
melancholy in the situation of this poor man, that
I cannot enter inte your mirth, Lucy, so readily
as nsual. Ifhe has no resonrces, how is he to ex-
ist in this waste country, living, as he does, at
such a distance from mankind ? and if he has the
means of securing occasional assistance, will not
the very suspicion that he is possessed of them,
expose him to plunder and assassination by some
of onr unseltled neighbors

** But you forget that they say he is 8 warlock,”?
said Nancy Tlderton.

** And, if his magic diabolical should fail him,”
rejoined her sister, 1 would have him trust to
his magic natural, and thrust his enormous head,
and most preternatural visage, out at his door or
window, full in view of the assailants. The bold-
est robber that ever rode would hardly bide a
second glance of him, Well, I wish I had the
use of that Gorgon head of his for only one half
hour.”

** For what purpose, Lucy ? " said Miss Vere.

“Oh! T would frighten out of the castle that
dark, stiff, and stately Sir Frederick Langley, that
is go great a favorite with your father, and o little
a fayvorite of yours. I protestI shall be obliged to
the Wizard as long as I live, if it were only for the
half hour’s relief from that man’s company which
we haye gained by deviating from the party to
visit Elghie.”

“ What would yon say then,' said Miss Vere,
in a low tone, so as not to be heard by the younger
gister, who rode before them, the narrow path not
admitting of their moving all three abreast—
“What would you say, my dearest Luey, if it
were proposed to you to endure his company for
life 77

“Bay? I would say, No, no, no, three times,
each londer than another, till they should hear ma
at Carlisle.” }

**And Bir Frederick would say then, nineteer
nay-says are half a grant.?? -
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“* Phat,»” replied Miss Lucy, “depends entirely
on the manner in which the nay-says are said.
Mine should have not one grain of concession in
them, T promize you.”

“ But if your father,” said Miss Vere, **wece
to say,—Thus do, orV"'—

I would stand to the conscquences of his on,
were he the most crnel father that ever was re-
corded in romance, to fill ap the alternative.”

“ And what if he threatened you with a Catho-
lic aunt, an abbess, and a cloister? ™"

**Then,” said Miss Ilderton, ** I would threaten
him with a protestant son-in-law, and be glad of
an opportunity to dizobey him for conscience?
gake. And now that Nancy is out of hearing, let
me really say, T think yon would be excasable be-
fore God and man for resisting this preposterons
mateh by every means in your power. A proud,
dark, ambitions man ; a cabuller against the state;
infamous for his avarice and severity ; a bad son,
& bad brother, unkind and ungenerous to all his
relatives —Tsabel, I would die rather than have
him,™

“Don’t Jet my father hear yon give me such

- adviee,” said Miss Vere, “or adieu, my dear
Luey, to Ellieslaw Castle.”

‘*And adien to Ellieslaw Castle, with all my
heart,” sald her friend, *if T once saw you fairly
out of it, and settled under some kinder protector
than he whom nature has given you. O, if my
poor father had been in his former health, how
gladly would he have received and sheltered you,
till this ridiculous and cruel persecution were
blown over | *?

** Would to God it had been so, my dear Lucy |
answered Isabella: “but I fear, that, in your
father’'s weak state of health, he would be alto-
gether unable to protect me against the means
which would be immediately used for reclaiming
the poor fugitive.”

*I fear g0, indeed,” replied Miss Ilderton;
“but we will consider and devise something,
Now that your father and his puests seem so
deeply engaged in some mysterions plot, to judge
from the passing and returning of messages, from
the siranze fices which appear and disappear
without being announced by their names, from
the collecting and cleaning of arms, and the
anxions ploom and bustle which seem to agitate
every mala in the castle, it may not be impossible
for us (always in caze matters be driven to ex-
ixemity) to shape out some little supplemental con-
Epiracy of onr own. I hope the gentlemen have
not kept all the policy to themselves: and there
Is one associate that I would gladly admit to our
counsel.”

** Not Nancy?*

*0, nol*. said Miss Tlderton; * Nancy,
thongh an excellent good gir), and fondly attached
to you, wounld make a dull conspirator—as dull as
Renanlt and all the other subordinate plotters: in
Venice Preserved. No; this is a Jaffier, or
Pierre, if you like the character better; and yek,
thbugh I know I shall please you, 1 am afraid to

menticn his name to you, lest I vex you al the
same time. Can younot guess ? Something ahout
an eagle and a rock—it does not begin with eagle
in English, butsomething very like it in Seotch.”

*You cannot mean young Eamscliff, Lucy ?
£aid Miss Vere, blushing deeply.

** And whom else should I mean?" said Luey.
‘* Jaffiers and Pierres are very scarce in this coun-
try, I take it, thongh one conld find Renaults and
Bedamars enow.”!

**How can you talk so wildly, Lucy? Your
plays and romances have positively turned your
brain. You know, that, independent of my
father’s consent, without which I never will
marry any one, and which, in the case you point
at, would never be granted ; independent, too, of
our knowing nothing of young Earnsclift's incli-
nations, but by your ewn wild conjectures and
fancies — besides all this, there is the fatal
brawl 1

““When his father was killed 2" gaid Lucy.
**But that was very long ago; and T hope we have
outlived the time of bloody fend, when a quarrel
was carried down between two families from
father to sen, Jike a Spanish game at chess, and a
pm.rder or two committed in every generation,
Just to keep the matter from going to sleep. We
do with our quarrels now-a-days as with our
clothes; cut them out for ourselves, and: wear
them out in our own day, and should no more

aink of resenting our father’s feuds, than of
wearing their slashed doublets and trunk-hose.”

** You treat thig far too lightly, Lucy," answered
Miss Vere,

*Not a bit, my dear Tsabella,” said Lucy,
“ Consider, your father, though present in the
unhappy affray, is never supposed to have struck
the fatal blow ; besides, in former times, in case
of muinal slanghter between clans, .subsequent
alfiances were so far from being excluded, that
the hand of a daughter or a sister was the most
frequent gage of reconciliation. You laugh at my
skill in romance; but I assure you, should your
history be written, like that of many a less dig:
tressed and less deserving heroine, the well
judging reader wonld set you down for the lady
and the love of Earnscliff, from the very obstacle
which you suppose so insurmonntable.”

‘*But these are not the days of romance, bot
Ef Hﬁd reality, for there stands the castle of Elkies-

w.

“And there stands Sir Frederick Langley at
the gate, waiting to assist the ladies from their
palfreys, I would as lief touch atoad 5 I will dis-
appoint him, and take old Horsington the groom”

_for my master of the horse.

So saying, the lively young lady switched her
palfrey forward, and passing Sir Fredevick with a
familiar nod as he stood ready to take her horse's
rein, she cantered on and jumped into the arms
of the old groom. Fain wounld Isabella have done
the same had she dared; but her father stood
near, displeasure already darkening on a counte-
nance peculiarly qualified to express the larsher
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passions, and she was compelled to receive the
anwelcome assiduities of her detested suitor.

—_—

CHAPTER VI

Lek notus that are squires of the night's body be called thieves
of the day’s booty ; let us be Diana's foresters, gentlemen of the
ehade, minions of the moon.

Hexry 1eE Fovmtm, Part I.

Tae Solitary had consumed the remainder of
the day in which he had the interview with the
youug ladies, within the precincts of his garden.
Evening again found him seated on his favorite
gtone. The sun seiting red, and among eeas of
rolling clouds, threw a gloomy lustre over the
moor, and gave a deeper purple to the broad out-
line of heathy mountaing which surronnded this
desolate gpot. The Dwarf sate watching the
clouds as they lowered above each other in masses
of conglomerated vapors, and, as a gtrong lurid
beam of the sinking luminary darted full on his
golitary and uncouth ficure, he might well have
geemed the demon of the storm which was gather-
ing, or some gnome summenecd forth from the re-
cegses of the earth Ly the subterranean signals
of its approach, Ashe eate thus, with his dark
eye turned towards the seowling and blackening
heaven, a horseman rode rapidly up to him, and,
stopping, as if to let his horse breathe for an in-
stant, made a sort of obeisance to the anchoret,
with an air betwixt effrontery and embarrass-
ment. :

The floure of the rider was thin, tall, and
glender, but remarkably athletic, bony, and
sinewy ; like one who had all his life followed
those yviolent exerciges which prevent the human
form from increasing in bulk, while they harden
and confirm by habit its muscular powers. His
face, sharp-featured, sun-burnt, and freckled, had
a ginister expression of violence, impudence, and
cunning, each of which seemed alternately to pre-
dominate over the others. Sandy colored hair,
and reddish eye-brows, from under which looked
forth his sharp grey eyes, completed the inaus-
picious outline of the horseman’s physiognomy.
He had pistols in his holsters, and another pair
peeped from hig belt; though he had taken some
paius to conceal them by buttoning his douklet.
He wore a rusted steel head-piece; a buff jacket

of rather an antique cast; gloves, of which that
for the right hand was covered with small scales
of iron, like an ancient gauntlet; and a long
broadsword completed his eguipage.

“8o. " gaid the Dwarf, “rapine and murder
once more on horseback.”

*On horseback 2" said the bandit; ‘“ay, ay,
Eishie, your leech-craft has set me on the honny
bay again.”

‘“ And all those promises of amendment which
you made during your illness forgotten?’ con-
tinued Elshender.

‘*All clear away with the water-saps and
panada,’” returned the unabashed convalescent,

“¥e ken, Elshie, for they say yo are weel acquent
wi' the gentleman,

When the devil was sick, the devil a monk would be,

‘When the devil was well, the devil s monk was he.”

“ Thon say'st trme,” said the Solitary; “an
swell divide a wolf from his appetite for carnage,
or a raven from her scent of slanghter, as thea
from thy accursed propensities.’

“Why, what would you have me todo? Ifs
born with me—lies in my very blude and bane.
Why, man, the lads of Westburnflat, for ten lang
descents, have been reivers and lifters. They have
all drunk hard, lived high, taking deep revenge
for light offence, and never wanted gear for the
winning.»

“Rirht; and thou art as thoromgh-bred a
wolf," said the Dwarf, *as ever leapt a lamb-
fold at night. On whaat hell's errand art thou
bonnd now ?”

* Can your skill not guess?”?

#Thus far T know,” said the Dwarf, *“that thy
purpose is bad, thy deed will be worss; and the
issue yvorst of all.”

“ And you like me the better for it, Father El-
shie, eh 2 said Westburnflat; *yon always said
you did.”

“T have cause to like all,” answered the Soli-
tary, ‘* that are scourges fo their feliow-creatures,
and thon art a bloody one.”

“No—I say not guilty to that—mever bluidy
unless there's resistance, and that sets a man’s
bristles up, ye ken. And this is nae great matier,
after a’; just to cut the comb of a young cock
that has been crawing a little ower crousely.”

“Not young Earnselif?” saild the Solitary,
with some emotion.

% No; not young Earnscliff—not young Earns-
cliff y¢¢ » but his time may come, if he will not
take warning, and get him back to the burrow-
town that he’s fit for, and no keep skelping about
here, destroying the few deer that are left in the
country, and pretending to ack as a magistrate,
and writing letters to the great follkk at Auld
Reckie, about the disturbed state of the land.
Let him take care o' himgell.”

* Then it must be Hobbie of the Heugh-foot,”
gaid Elshie. * 'What harm has the lad done
yon ¥t

“Harm! nae great harm ; but I hear he says 1
staid away from the Ba’'spiel on Fastern’s Hen,
for fear of him: and it was only for fear of the
Country Keeper, for there was a warrani against
me. T'll stand Hobbie's feud, and a’ his clan’s.
But it’s not so much for thaf, as to gie him a
lesson not to let his tongue galiop ower freely
about his betters. T frow he will hae lost the besf
pen-feather o' his wing before to-morrow morn-.
inr.—Trarewell, Elshie ; there’s some canny boys
waiting for me down amang the shaws, owerby;
T will see you as I come back, and bring ye a

lithe tale in return for your leech-craft.”

‘Ere the Dwarf could collect himself to reply,
the Reiver of Westburniflat set spurs to his bozse,
The animal, starting at one of the stones whick
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-ay geattered about, flew from the path. The rider
exercised his spurs without moderation or mercy.
The horse hecame furions, reared. kicked, plunged,
-and bolted like a deer, with all his four feet off the
ground at once. Tt wags in vain: the unrelenting
rider sate as if he had been a part of the horse
which he bestrode ; and, after a ehort but furious
contest, compelled the subdued animal to proceed
upon the path at & rate which soon carried him
out of gight of the Solitary, ;

“That villain,” exclaimed the Dwarf,—**that
cold-blooded, hardened,: unrelenting rufian,—that
wretch, whose every thought is infected with
crimes,—has thews and sinews, limbs, sirength,
and activity enough to compel a nobler animal
than himself (o carry him to the place where he is
to perpetrate his wickedness: while T, had I the
weakness to wish to put his wretched victim on
his guard, and {o gave the helpless family, would
see my good intentions frustrated by the decrepi-
tude which ehains me to the spot.—Why should I
wish it were otherwige? What have my screech-
owl voice, my hideons form, and my mis-shapen
features, to do with the fairer workmanship of
nature? Do not men receive even my benefits
with shrinking horror and ill-suppressed diszust ?
And why should I interest myself in a race which
aceounts me a prodicy and an outcast, and which
has treated me as such ? Noj; by all the ingrati-
tude which I have reaped—by all the wrongs
which T have sustained—hy my imprisonment, my
Etripes, my chains, T will wrestle down my feel-
ings of rebellions humanity! T will not be the
fool T have been, to swerve from my principles
whenever there was an appeal, forsooth, to my
feelings; as if T, towards whom none show sym-
pathy, ought to have sympathy with any one, Let
Destiny drive forth her scythed car throngh the
overwhelmed and trembling mags of hurdunityl
Shall T be the idiot to throw this decrepit form,
this mis-shapen lump of mortality, under her
wheels, that the Diwarf, the Wizard, the Hunch-
back, may save from destruction some fair form
or some active frame, and all the world clap their
hands at the exchange? No, never!—And yet
this Elliot—this Hobbie, 0 young and gallant,
Bo frank, so—I will think of it no longer, I can-

not aid him if T wonld, and T am resolved—firmly
resolved, that I wonld not aid him, if & wish were
the pledge of his safety 1>

Having thus ended hig eoliloquy, he retreated
into his hut for shelter from the storm which wag
fast approaching, and now began to burst in larce
and heavy drops of rain, The last rays of the
fun now disappeared entirely, and two or three
ciaps of distant thunder followed ctch other at
brief intervals, echoing and re-echoing among the
range of heathy fells like the sound of a distant
engacement.

CHAPTER VII.
Prond bird of the mountaln, thy plume shall ba torn =
* ® * * * L2
Return to thy dwelling; all lonely, et ;
For the blackness of ashes shall mark where it stood,
And a wild mother scream o'er her famishing brood.
CampBELL,
THE night continued sullen and stormy ; but
morning rose as if refreshed by the rains, Even
the Mucklestane-Moor, with its broad bleak swells
of barren grounds, interspersed with marshy
pools of water, seemed to smile under the serene
influence of the gky, just as good-humor can
gpread a certain inexpressible charm over the
plainest human countenance. The heath was in
its thickest and deepest bloom. The bees, which
the Solitary had added to his raral establishment,
wereabroad and on the wing, and filled the air with
the murmurs of their indusiry. As the 0ld man
crept out of his little hut, his two she-goats came
to meet him,.and licked his hands in gratitude for
the vegetables with which he supplied them from
hig garden. *You, at least,” he said—* you, at
least, see no differences in form which can alter
your feelings to & benefactor—to you, the finest
shape that ever statuary moulded swonld be an ob-
Ject of indifference or of alarm, should it present
itself instead of the mig-shapen trunk to whose
services you are accustomed. While I was in the
world, did I ever meet with such a return of grati-
tude? No; the domestic whom I had bred from
infancy made mouths at me a3 lie stood behind
my chair; the friend whom I had supported with
y fortune, and for whese sake I had even stained
——(he stopped with a strong convulsive shud-
der), even he thought me more fit for the society
of lunatics—for their diseraceful restraints for
their croel privations, than for communication
with the rest of humanity. Hubert alone_and
Hubert too will one day abandon me, All are of
4 pieee, one mass of wickedness, sclfishness, and
ingratitude—wretches, who sin even in their de-
votions; and of such hardness of heart, that they
do not, withoul hypocrisy, even thank the Deity
himself for his warm sun and pure air,” :

As he was plunged in these gloomy kolilogniesr,
he heard the tramp of a horse on the other side
of his. inclosure, and a strong clear bass voice
singing with the liveliness inspired by a light
heart,— t

Canny Hobbie Elliot, canny Fobbie now,
Canny Hobbie Ellict, I'se geng alang wi’ you.

At the same moment, 2 large deer greyhonnd
Bprung over the hermit’s fence, It is well known
to the sportsmen in these wilds, that the appear
ance and scent of the goat so much resemble
those of their usual objects of chage, that the
best-broke greyhounds swill fometimes fly upon
them. The dog in question instantly pulled down
and throttled one of the hermit's £he-goats, while
Hobbie Biliot, who came up, and Jumped from hig
horse for the purpose, was unable to extricate the
harmless animal from the fangs of his attendant
until it was expiring. The Dwarf eyed, for a
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few moments, the convnlgive starts of his dying
favorite, until the. poor goat stgrctc_hed out her
Jimbs with the twitches and ghwenng fit of the
last agony. He then started into an m“‘fg of
frenzy, and unsheathing a long .Eha.l'p knife, or
dagger, which he wore under his coat, }le was
abont to launch it at the dog, when Hobbie, per-
ceiving bis purpose, interposed, and caught hold
of his hand, exclaiming, ‘“*Let a be thev}wuncl,
man—Ilet a be the hound!—Na, na, Killbuck
manna be guided that gate, neither.”

The Dwarf turned his rage on the young
farmer ; and, by a endden effort, far more power-
ful than Hobbie expected from such a person,
freed his wrist from his grasp, and olrerfad the
dagoer at his heart, All this was done in the
twinkling of an eye, and the incensed Reclgse
might have completed his vengeance by plunging
the weapon in Elliot’s bosom, lmq he not be_en
checked by an internal impulse which made him
hurl the knife to a distance. :

“No,” he exclaimed, as he thus vplu_ntarll_y
deprived himsell of the means of gratifying his
rage ; ‘“‘nof again—not again 1 5

*Hobbie retreated a step or two in great sur-
prise, discomposure, and disdai]], at having been
placed in such danger by an object apparently so

tible.

con'%s‘ﬂl‘ﬂlllg deil’s in the body for gtrength and bit-
terness!” were the first words that escaped him,
which he followed up with an apology for the ac-
cident that had given rise to their disagreement,
“T am no justifying Killbuck: a'thegither neither,
and T am sure it is as vexing to meas to you,
Elshie, that the mischance should hae happened;
but I'll send you twa goats and twa fzg.t gimmers,
man, to make a’ straight again.l A wige man like
you shouldua bear malice against a poor dumb
thing; ye see that a goat's like ﬁrstrcou:sms to a
deer, sae he acted but according to his nature
after a’. Had it been a pet-lampb, there wad ha.ve
been mair tobe gaid. Ye suld keep sheep, Elshie,
and no goats, where there’s sae mony deer-hounds
about—but T’ll send ye baith.”

“ Wretch 177 said the hermit, *your cme}f.y
hag destroyed one of the only creatures In exist-

- ence that would look on me with kinduness |

“Dear Elshie,” answered Hobbie, “}'m wae
ve suld hae cause to say sae; I'm sure if wasna
wi’ my will. And yet, it's true, I should hae
minded your goats, and coupled up the dogs._ I'm
eare I would rather they had worried the primest
wether in my fanlds. Come, man, forget and
forgie. I'm e'en as vexed as ye can 'bc—I%ut Iam
a bridegroom, ye see, and that puis a’ th_mgs qut-
o’ my head, I think. There's the mm‘_rlagefdm-
ner, or gude part o't, that my twa 'brzthcrs are
bringing on a sled round by the Riders® Slack,
three goodly bucks as ever ran on Dallomlea_, as
the sang says; they couldna come the sltralglit
road for the saft grund. I wad send ye a bit veni-
gon, but ye wadna take it weel maybe, for Kill-
buck catched it.”

During Ehis lepg speech, in which the good-

natured Borderer endeavored to propitiate 'the
offended Dwarf by every argument he could think
of, he heard him with his eyes benton the ground,
as if in the degpest meditation, and ab l_eugth
broke forth—" Nature !—yes 1 it is indeed in Pha
usual beafen path of Nature. The strong gripe
and throtile the weak; the rich depress au_cl_de-
gpoil the needy ; the happy (those who_am idiots
enough to think themselves happy)l insnlt the
misery and diminish the consolation of : the
wretched. Go hence, thon who hast cc!nt.nveai
to give an additional pang to the must—l nnsctab‘ie_
of human beings—thon who hast deprived me of.
what I half considered as a sonrce of comfort.
Go hence, and enjoy the happiness prepared for
home!”

theﬁ i;ev?ar gtir,”* said Hobbie, *if T wadna jcaks
you wi’ me, man, if ye wad but say it wad d}%l‘h
ye to be at the bridal on Monday. There will be
a hundred strapping Elliots to ride the _brow.ze—-
the like's no been seen sin’ the days of auld Mar-
tin of the Preakin-tower—I wad send the sled for
ye wi’ a canny powny.”

Is it to me you propose once more to mix in
the soeclety of the common herd?™ said the Re-
cluse, with an air of deep disgust, :

* Commons | retorted Hobbie, * nae siccan
commons neither; the Elliots hae been lang kend

entle race.?’

- g“ fijgnc: f begone!? reiterated the Dwarf:
“may the same evil luck attend thee tluft thou
hast left behind with mel IfT go not with you
myself, see if you can escape what-my attendants,
‘Wrath and Misery, have brouzht to thy threshold
ore thee,”

bcr"f:vish ye wadna speak that gate,”” said Hob-
bie. *¥e ken yoursell, Elshie, nachody ‘judgos
yor to be ower canny; now, Pl tell ye gnst‘ae
word for a’—ye hae spoken as muckle as wussing
i1l to me and mine ; now, if ony mischance happen
10 Grace, which God forbid, or to mysell, or _tﬂ
the poor dumb tyke; cor if I be skaithed and in-
jured in body, gudes, or gear, I'll no forget wha
it is that it's owing to.”

“Ont, hind | ” exclaimed the Dwarf; “home!
hometo yonr dsvelling, and think on me when you
find what has befallen there.”

“ Aweel, aweel,” said Hobbie, monuting his
horse, * it serves naething to strive wi’ cripples,
—they are aye cankered; but I'll jost tg]l ye ae
thing, neighbor, that if things be otherwise than
weel wi’ Grace Armstrong, I'se gie yona scouther,
if there be a tar-barrel in the five parishes.’”

So raying, he rode off; and Elshie, after 100k
ing at him with a scornful and indignant anzh,
took spade and mattock, and occnpieq himeelf in
digging a orave for his deceased I'zworltg. ;

A low whistle, and the words, * Hisht, Elshie,
hisht! " disturbed him in this melancholy ocen-
pation. He looked up, and the Red Reiver of
Westburnflat was before himi, - Like Banguo's
murderer, there was blood on his face, as well ag
upon the rowels of his spurs and the sides of hia
over-ridden horse,
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** How now, ruffian p» demande i
T c}.aa::ed - d the Dwarf, T think I cou

“Ay, ay, doubt not that Elghie,”
¢ i answered
tl‘jﬁ freebooter ; * when I ride: my'foc; may moan,
?&lmy have had mair light than comfort at the
.[mugl:-qut this morning; there’s a toom byre
and a wide, and a wail ana a cry for

id ensnre her being wit her frien

within twenty-four hours>® . it

The Dwa_rf took his tablets from his pocket,

Eqﬂ_rkcd a line on them, and tore out the leal.

ug-here,“ he said, giving the rohber the leaf—
ut, mark me; thon knowest I am not ¢

0 b

the bonny fooled by thy treachery: if thoy darest to (lisohe;

bride.”
: i : 2
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stackyard lying in the red ashes, and the gear a’
driven away. Butgang naforward; it wad break
your young heart, hinny, to gee what my auld een
hae seen this morning.”

“And who has dared to do this? It go my
bridle, Annaple—where is my grandmother—my
#isters ?2—Where is Grace Armstrong I—God |—the
words of the warlock are knelling in my ears| "

He sprang from his horse to rid himself of An-

caple's interruption, and, ascending the hill with
great speed, soon came in view of the spectacle
with which she had threatened him, Tf was in-
deed a heart-breaking sight. Thehabitation which
he had left in its seclusion, beside the mountain-
siream, surrounded with every evidence of rustic
plenty, was now a wasted and blackened ruin.
From amongst the shattered and sable walls the
smoke continnedforise. The turf-etack, the barn-
vard, the offices stocked with cattle, all the wealth
of an upland cultivator of the period, of which
poor Elliot possessed no common share, had been
laid waste or carried off in a single night, e
stood a moment motionless, and then exclaimed,
T am ruined—ruined to the ground [—But carse
on the warld’s gear—Had it not been the week be-
fore the bridal—But I am naze habe, to sit down
and greet about it. If I can but find Grace, and
my grandmother, and my eisters weel, T can go to
the wars in Flanders, as my gude-sire did, under
the Bellenden banner, wi® anld Bucclench., Atony
rate, I will keep up a heart, or they will loge theirg
a’thegither.®

Manfully strode Hobbie down the hill, resolved
to sappress his own despair, and adminizter con-
solation which he did not feel. The neighboring
inhabitants of the dell, particularly those of his
own name, had already assembled. The younger
part were in arms and clamorous for revenge, al-
though they knew not npon whom ; the elder were
taking measures for the relief of the distressed

- family. Anmaple’s cottage, which was sitnated
down the broolk, at some distance from the scene
of mischief, had been hastily adapted for the tem-
porary accommodation of the old lady and her
danghters, with such articles as had been con-
tributed by the neighbors, for very little was
saved from the wreck.

*“Are we to stand here a° day, sirs,” exclaimed
one tall young man, *and leok at the burnt wa's
of our kinsman'’s house? Every wreath of the
reel is a blast of shame upon us! Let us to
horse, and take the chase.—Who hag the nearest
bloodhonnd ? »

“I¢'s young FEarnscliff,” answercd another;
*and he's been on and away wi’ six horse lang
syne, to see if he can track them.”

** Let us follow him then, and raise the country,
and mak mair help as we ride, and then have at
he Cumberland reivers! Take; burn, and slay—
they that lie nearest us shall smart first.>

*“Whist! haud your tongues, daft callants”
said an old mau, “*ye dinna ken what ye speak
about. What! wad ye raise war atween twa pa-
cificated countries 2

2

* And what significadeaving ne wi’ tales abont
our fathers,” reforted the young man, “if we'ra
to sit and see onr friends’ houses burnt ower their
heads, and no put out hand to revenge them?t
Our fathers did not do that, T trow 27 -

“1 am no ssying ony thing against revenging
Hobbie's wrang, puir chield; but we maun take
the law wi' us in thae days, Simon,” answered
the more prudent elder.

¢t And besides,” said another old man, 1 dinns
believe there’s ane now living that kens the law-
ful mode of following a fray across the Border.,
Tam o' Whittram kend a’ abont it; bat he died in
the hard winter,» :

Ay, said a third, ‘“he was at the great ga-
thering, when they chased as far as Thirlwall: it
was the year after the fight of Philiphaugh.”

**Hont," exclaimed another of these discord-
ing counsellors, * there’s nae great ekill needed:
just put a lighted peat on the end of a spear, or
hayfork, or siclike, and blaw a horn, and cry the
gathering-word, and then it's lawful to follow gear
into ¥ngland, and recover itby the strong hand,
or to take gear frae some other Englishman, pro-
viding ye 1ift nae mair than’s been lifted frac you.
That’s the auld Border law, made at Dundrennan,
in the days of the Black Douglas. Deil ane need
doubt it, It's as clear as the sun.”

‘¢ Come away, then, lads,” cried Simon, “get
to your geldings, and we'll fake anld Cnddie ths
muckle tasker wi' ns; he kens the value o' the
stock and plenishing that's been lost. Hobbie's
stalls and stakes shall be fon again or night: and
if we canna big up the aunld house sae soon, we'se
lay an English ane as low as Heugh-foot is—and
that’s fair play, 8’ the warld ower.” :

Thiz animating proposal was received with
great applause by the younger part of the assem-
blage, when a whisper ran among them, * There’s
Hobbie himsell, puir fallow! we'll be guided by
him.”

The principal sufferer, having now reached the,
bottom of the hill, pushed on through the crowd,
unable, from the tumultuous state of his feelings,
to do more than receive and return the grasps of
the friendly hands by which his neighbors and
kinsmen mutely oxpressed their sympathy in his
misfortune. While he pressed Simon of Hack-
burn’s hand, hig anxiety at length found words.
*Thank ye, Simon—thank ye, neighbors—I ken
what yewad a’ say. But where are they —Where
are”—— He stopped, as if afraid even to name
the objects of his inquiry; and with a similar
feeling, his kinemen, without reply, pointed to
the hut, into which Hobbie precipitated himself
with the desperate air of one who is resolved ta
know the worst at once. A general and powerfu!
expression of sympathy accompanied him, * Ah,
puir fallow—puir Hobbie!

““He'll learn the warst o't now 12’

“But T truse Earnseliff will get some speer-
ings o' the puir lassie.”

Such were the exclamations of $he group, who,
having no acknowledged leader to direct theis
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motions, passively awaited the return of the
sufferer, and determined to be guided by his
directions. :

The meeting between Hobbie and his family was
in the highest degree aficcting, His sisters threw
themgelves upon him, and almost stifled him with
thelr caresses, as if to prevent his looking round
to distinguish the absence of one yet more be-
loved.

“ @God help thee, my son! He can help when
worldly trust is a broken reed.”—Such was the
welcome of the matron to her nnfortunate grand-
son. He looked eagerly round, holding two of
hig sisters by the hand, while the third hung
about his neck—**1 gee you—I count you—my
grandmother, Lilias, Jean, and Annot; but where
js"—— (he hesitated, and then continued, as if
with an effort), * Where is Grace? Surely thisis
not a time to hide herself frae me—there's nae
time for daffing now.”

0 brother!™ and *Our poor Gracel™ was
the only answer his questions could procure, till
his grandmother rose up, and gently disengaged
him from the weeping girls, led him to a seat, and
with the affecting serenity which gincere piety,
like oil sprinkled on the waveg, can throw over
the most acute feeling, sheSaid, ** My bairn, when
thy grandfather was killed in the wars, and left
me with six orphans aronnd me, with scarce
bread to eat, or a roof to cover us, I had strength,
—not of mine own—bnt I had strength given me
to say, The Lord's will be done!—My son, our
~enceful house was last night broken into by
moss-troopers, armed and masked; they have
taken and destroyed all, and carried off our dear
Grace, Pray for gtrength to say, His will be
done 1™

“ Mother! mother! urge me not—I cannot—
not now—I am a sinful man, and of a hardened
race. Masked—armed—Grace carried off! Gie
me my sword, and my father's knapsack—I will
have vengeance, if I should go to the pit of dark-
ness to seelc it

** ) my bairn, my bairn! be patient under the
rod. Who knows when He may lift hiz hand off
from us? Young Earnscliff, Heaven bless him,
has taen the chase, with Davie of Stenhouse, and
the first comers. T eried to let honge and plenish-
ing burn, and follow the reivers to recover Grace,
and FEarpsclff and his men were ower the Fell
within three hours after the deed. God bless
him1 he's a real Earnseliff; he’s his father’s true
son—a leal friend.”

*“ A trge friend indeed ; God. bless him!" ex-
claimed Hobbie; ““lel’s on and away, and take
the chase after him."

* Oh, my child, before you run on danger, let
me hear you but say, Hrg will be done!”

“Trge me not, mother—not now.” He was
rushing ont, when, looking baclk, he observed his

grandmother make a mute attitude of affliction,
He returned hastily, threw himself into her arms,
and said, ** Yes, mother. I can say, His will be
aone, since it will comfort yon.»

“May He go forth—may He go forth with you,
my dear bairn; and oh, may Ie give yon cause
to ay on yonr return, His name be praised!”

“ Farewell, mother |—farewell, my dear sis-
ters1” exclaimed Elliot, and rushed out of the
house,

ey

CHAPTER VIIL
Now horse, and hattock, cried the Laird,—
Now horse and hattock; speedilie ;
They that winna ride for Telfer’s kye,
T.et them never look in the face o’ me.
BoRDEE BALLAD,

“ Honsg! horse! and spear 1" exclaimed Hob
bie to hiz kinsmen. Many a ready foot was in
the stirrup; and, while Elliot hastily collected
arms and accoutrements (no easy matter in such
2 confusion), the glen resounded with the appro-
bation of his younger friends. f

“ Ay, ay!” exclaimed Simon of Hackburn,
 that's the gate to take it, Hobbie. Let womeu
it and greet at hame, men must do as they have
been done by; it's the Seripture says *t."”

#Haud your tongue, sir,”’ =aid one of the
seniors, sternly: “dinna abuse the Word that
gate, ye dinna ken what ye speak about.”

“ Hae ye ony tidings 1—Hae ye ony speerings,
Hobbie $—0, callants, dinna be ower hasty,” said
old Dick of the Dingle.

% What signifies preaching fo us, e’enow?™
gaid Simon; ““if ye canna make help yoursell,
dinna keep back them that can.”

‘ Whisht, sir; wad ye take vengeance or ya
ken wha has wrang'd ye??”

* D'ye think we dinna ken the road to England
as weel a8 onr fathers before us ¥—All evil comeg
ont o theraway—it’s an auld saying anda trus
and we'll e’en away tliere, ag if the devil wax
blawing us south.”

“We'll follow the track o' Earnscliff's horses
ower the waste,” cried one Elliot.

111 prick them out through the blindest mooz
in the Border, an there had been a fair held there
the day before,” said Hugh, the blacksmith of
Ringleburn;, *“for I aye shoe his horse wi' my ain
hand.”

“*Lay on the deer-hounds,” cried another;
“ywhere are they 2"

‘‘Hout, man, the sgun’s been lang up, and the
dew is aff the ground—the scent will never lie.?

Hobbie instantly whistled on his hounds,
which were roving about the ruing of their o.d
habitation, and filling the air with their doleful
howls.

“ Now, Killbuck,” gaid Hobbie, ** try thy skill
this day’’—and then,as if a light had suddenly

broke on him,—** that ill-faur’d goblin spalk some-
thing o' this! He may ken mair o't, either by
villaing on earth, or devils below—I'll hae it frae
him, if I should eut it out o> his mis-shapen bouk
wi' my whinger.” He then hastily gave direc-
tions to his comrades; * Four o ye, wi’ Simon,
haud right forward to Greme's-gap. If they're
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Buglien, they'll be for being back that way. The
rest disperse by twasome and threesome throngh
the waste, and meet me at the Trysting-pool.
Tell my brothers when they come up, to follow
and meet us there. Poor lads, they will hae
hearts weelnigh as sair a8 mine ; little think they
what a sorrowful house they are bringing their
venison tol - I'll ride ower Mucklestane-Moor
mysell.” =

‘*And if I were you," faid Dick of the Din-
gle, “I wonld speak to Canny Elshie. He can
tell you whatever betides in this land, if he’s sae
minded.”

““He shall tell me,” said Hobbie, who was busy
putting his arms in order, *“what he kens o' this
night’s job, or I shall right weel ken wherefore he
does not.”

Ay, but speak him fair, my bonny man—
#peak him fair, Hobbie ; the like o’ him will no
bear thrawing. They converse sae muekle wi?
the fractious ghaists and evil spirits, that it clean
gpoils their temper.”

** Let me alane to guide him," answered Hob-
bie; ““there’s that in my breast this day, that
would owermaister a’ the warlocks on earth, and
a’ the devils in hell.”?

And being now fully equipped, he threw him-
gelf on his horse, and spurred him at a rapid pace
against the steep ascent. :

Elliot speedily surmounted the hill, rode down
the other gide at the same rate, crossed a wood,
and traversed a long glen, ere he at length re-
gained Mucklestane-Moor. As he was obliged,
in the course of his journey, to relax his speed in
consideration of the labor which his horse might
still have to undergo, he hed time to consider
maturely in what manner he shonld address the
Drwarf, in order to extract from him the knowl
edge which he supposed him to be in possession
of concerning the authors of his misfortunes,
Hobhie, though blunt, plain of speech, and hot
of disposition, like most of his conntrymen, was
by no means deficient in the shrewdness which
is also their characteristic. e reflected, that
from what he had observed on the memorable
night when the Dwarf was first seen, and from
the conduct of that mysterions being ever einece,
he was likely to be rendered ‘even more obstinate
in his enllenness by threats and violence,

111 speak him fair.” he said, *“as auld Dickon
advized me. Though folk say he has a leagne wi’
Satan, he canna be sic an incarnate devil as no to
take some pity in a case like mine; and folk
threep he'll whiles do good, charitable sort o
things.' T'll keep my heart doun as well as I can,
and stroke him wi' the hair; acd if the warst
come to the warst, it's but wringing the head o’
him about at last.”

In thig disposition of accommodation he ap-
proached the hut of the Solitary.

The old man was nct upon his seat of au-
dience, nor could Hobbie perceive him in his
garden, or encloanres.

“ He's goften into his very keep,” said Hob-

bie, “maybe to be out o' the gate; bat I'ze pu’
it doun about his Ings, if I canna win at him
otherwise.”

Having thus communed with himself, he raised
hig voice, and Invoked Elshie, in a tone as sup-
plicating as his conflicting feelings wonld permit.
‘ Elshie, my gude friend]* No reply. * Elshie,
canny Father Elshiel” The Dwarf remained
mute. “Sorrow be in the crooked carcass of
thee!* said the Borderer beween his teeth; and
then again attempting a soothing tone,—** Good
Father Elshie, a most miserable creature desires
some connsel of your wisdom.?

“The better! answered the shrill and dis-
cordant voice of the Dwarf thronzh a very small
window, resembling an arrowslit, which he had
constructed near the door of his dwelling, and
throush which he could see any one who ap-
proached it, without the possibility of their look-
ingin upon him,

“The better!” said Hobbie impatiently;
‘“what ia the belter, Blshie? Do you not hear me
tell you' I am the most miserable wretch liv-
iﬂg ? 1"

**And do youn not hear me tell you it is so
much the better? and did I not tell you this
morning, when you thonght yourself so happy,
what an evening was coming upon you?"

“*That ye did e'en,” replied Hobbie, “and
that gars me come to you for advice now; they
that forceaw the trouble maun ken the cure.”

“1 know no cure for earthly trouble, re-
tnrned the Dwarf; “‘or if I did, why should I
help others, when none had aided me? Have I
not lost wealth, that would have boumght all thy
barren hills a hundred times over ? runk, to which
thine is as that of a peasant ? society, where thera
was an interchange of all that was amiable—of all
that was intellectnal ? Have I not lost all this?
Am I not residing here, the veriest cutcast on the
face of Nature, in the most hideous and most sal-

itary of her retreats, myself more hideous than all
that is around me ? And why should other worms
complain to me when they are trodden on, since
1 am myself lying crushed and writhing under
the chariot wheel 7 **

**Ye may have lost all this,” answered Hobhis,
in the bitterness of emotion; ““land and friends,
goods and gear; ye may hae lost them a',—but ye
ne’er can haesae sair a heart as mine, for ye ne'er
logt nae Grace Armstrong. And now my last
hiopes are gane, and I shall ne’er see her mair.”

This he said in a tone of deepest emotion—
and there followed a long pause, for the mention
of his bride’s name had overcome the more angry
and irritable feelings of poor Hobbie. Ere he had
azain addressed the Solitary, the bony hand and
long fingers of the latter, holding a large leathern
bag, was thrust forth at the small window, and as
it unclutched the burden, and let it drop with a
clang npon the ground, his harsh voice again ad-
dressed Elliot.

**There—there lies a salve for every human
ill; 80, al least, each human wretch readily
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thinks.—Begone; return twice as wealthy as
thon wert before yesterday, and forment me no
more with questions, complaints, or thanks ; they
are alike odious to me.”

“Tt's a’ cowd, by Heaven!” said Elliot, hav-
ing glanced at the conients; and then again ad-
dressing the Hermit, ** Muckle obliged for your
good-will ; and I wad blithely gie you a bond for
some o* the siller, or a wadset ower the lands o”
Wideopen. ButI dinna ken, Elshie; to be free
wi' you, I dinna like to nse siller unless I kend it
was decently come by; and maybe it might turn
into sclatestanes, and cheat some poor man.*

“Tenorant idiot 1 retorted the Dwarf; *the
tragh is a8 genuine polson as ever was dug ont of
the bowels of the earth. Take it—uge it, and
may it thrive with yon as it hath done with
me 2

“But I tell you,” said Elliot, * it wasna about
the gear that I was consulting you,—it was a
braw barn-yard, doubtless, and thirty head of
finer caitle there werena on this side of the Cat-
rail; bat let the gear gang,—if ye could gie me
but speerings o’ puir Grace, I would be content to
be yeur slave for life, in ony thing that didoa
tonch my salvation. O, Elghie, speak, man,
speak | -

‘- Well, then,” answered the Dwarf, a8 if worn
out by his importunity, *since thou hast not
enongh of woes of thine own, but must needs
geek to burden thyself with those of a pariner,
geek her whom thon hast lost in the Frest.”

“*In the Wesi? That's a wide word.™

*“It i the last,” said the Dwarf, * which I de-
gign to ntter;? and he drew the shutters of his
window, leaving Hobbie to make the most of the
hint he had given.

The west!—the west! —thought Elliot; the
country is pretty quiet down that way, unless
it were Jock o’ the Todholes; and he’s ower anld

" now for the like o’ thae jobs.—West!—By my
life, it must be Westburnflat. **Elghie, just tell
me ong word. Am Iright? Ts it Westhurnflat?
If I am wrang, say sac. I wadna like to wyte an
innocent neighbor wi' violence—No answer ?—It
must be the Red Reiver—I didna think he wad
hae ventured on me, neither, and rae mony kin as
there’s o’ us—I am thinking he'll hae some better
backing than his Cumberland friends.—Fareweel
to you, Elshie, and mony thanks—I downa be
fzshed wi’ the siller ¢'en now, for I maun awa’ to
meet my friends at the Trysting-place—Sae, if ye
carena to open the window, ye can fetch it in
after I'm awa’.”

Still there was no reply.

““He's deaf, or he’s daft, or he's baith; but I
hae nae time to stay to claver wi' him."

And off rode Hobbie Elliot towards the place
of rendezvous which he had named fo his
Jriends.

Foar or five riders were already gathered at
the Trysting-pool. They stood in close consnlta-
tion together, while their horses were permitted
to graze among the poplars which overhung the

broad still pool. A more numerons party wers
seent coming from the southward. It proved to
be Earnscliff and his party, who had followed the
track of the catfle as far as the English border,
but had halted en the information that a consid-
erable foree was drawn together under some of the
Jjacobite gentlemen in that district, and fhere were
tidings of insurrection in different parts of Scot-
land. This took away from the act which had
been perpetrated the appearance of private anl
mocity, or love of plunder; and Earnscliff was
now disposed fo regard it as a symptom of civil
war. The young gentleman greeted Hobbie with
the most sincere sympathy, and informed him of
the news he had received.

“Then, may I never stir frae the bit,” said
Elliot, * if auld Ellieglaw is not at the bottom o’
the baill villanyl Ye sce he's leagned with the
Cumberland Catholics; and that agrees weel wi’
what Elshie hinted about Westburnflat, for Ellies-
law aye protected him, and he will want to harry
and disarm the conuntry about his ain hand before
he breaks ont.”

Some now remembered that the party of ruffi-
ans had been heard to say that they were acting
for James VIIT, and were charged to disarm all
rebels. Others had heard Westburnflat boast, in
drinking parties, that Ellieslaw would soon be in
arms for the Jacobite canse, and that he himself
was to hold a command under him; and that they
would be bad neighbors for young Earnscliff, and
all that stood out for the established government.
The result was a strong belief that Westbumaiat
had headed the party under Ellieslaw's orders,
and they resolved to proceed insiantly to the
house of the former, and, if possibie, to secure his
person. They were by this time joined by so
many of theirdispersed friends, that their number
amounted to npwards of twenty horsemen, well
mounted, and tolerably, though variously, armed.

A brook, which issned from a narrow glen
among the hills, entered, at Westbhwrnflat, upon
the open marshy level, which, expanding about
balf a mile in every direction, gives name to the
spot. In this place the character of the stream
becomes changed, and from being a lively brisk-
running mountain torrent, it stagnates, like a
blue swollen snake, in dull deep windings,
through the swampy level. On the side of the
siream, and nearly about the centre of the plain,
arose the tower of Westburnfiat, one of the few
remaining strongholds formerly so numercus
upon the borders, The ground upon which it
stood was gently elevated above the marsh for the
space of about a hundred yards, affording an es-
planade of dry turf, which extended itself in the
immediate neighborhood of the tower; but, be-
yond which, the surface presented to strangers
was that of an impassable and dangerous hog.
The owner of the tower and his inmates alone

knew the winding and intricate paths, which lead- -

ing over ground that was comparatively sound,
admitted visitors to his residence. But among
the party which were azsembled under Earneclif®s

THE BLACOK DWARRF., 29

directions. there was more than one person gunali-
fied to act as a guide. For although the owner’s
character and habits of life were generally known,
yet the laxity of feeling with respect to property
prevented his being looked on with the abhorrence
with which he must have been regarded in a more
civilized country. He was considered among his
more peaceable neighbors, pretty much as & gam-
bler, cock-fighter, or horse-jockey, would be re-
garded at the present day; a person, of course,
whose habits were to be condemmed, and his so-
ciety, in general, avoided, yet who could not be
considered as marked with the indelible infamy
attached to his profession where laws have been
habitually observed. And their indignation was
awakened against him upon this occagion, not so
much npon account of the general nature of the
transaction, which was just such as was to be ex-
pected from this marauder, as that the violence
had been perpetrated upon a neighbor against
whom he had no cause of quarrel,—against a
friend of their own,—above all, azainsi, one of the
name of Elliot, to which ¢lan most of them be-
longed. It was not therefore, wonderful, that
there shonld be several in the band pretty well
scquainted with the locality of his habitation, and
capable of giving such directions and guidance as
soon placed the whole party on the open space
of firm ground in front of the Tower of Westburn-
fiat,
SR

CHAPTER IX.

So spak the knicht; the geaunt sed,

Lead forth with the, the sely maid,
And mak me quite of the and sche;

For glaunsing ce, or brow o brent,
Or cheek with tose and lilye blent,

Me lists not ficht with the.

ERouaxce or TaHE Fircox,

Tae tower, before which the party now stood,
was g emall square building of the most gloomy
aspect. The walls were of great thickness, and
the windows, or slifs which served the purpose of
windows, seemed rather calenlated to afford the de-
fenders the means of employlng missile weapons,
than for admitting air or light to the apartments
within. A small battlement projected over the

- walls on every side, and afforded farther advantage

of defence by its niched psrapet, within which
arose a steep roof, flagged with grey stones. A sin-
gle tarret at one angle, defended by & door studded
with huge iron nails, rose above the battlement,
end gave access to the roof from within, by the
Epiral staircase which it enclosed. It seemed to the
party that their motions were watched by some
one concealed within thiz turret; and they were
confirmed in their belief, when, through a narrow
loophole, a female hand was seen to wave a hand-
kerchief, as if by way of sicnal to them. Hobbie
was almost out of his senses with joy and eager-
ness.

It was Grace’s hand and arm,” he gaid; ‘I
ean swear to it amang a thonsand. There is not
the like of it on this side of the Lowdens—We'll

have her out, lade, if we should carry off the
Tower of Westhurnflat stane by stane.”

Earngcliff, though he doubted the poszibility of
recognising a fair maiden’s hand at such a distance
from the eye of the lover, would say nothing to
damp his friend’s animated hopes, and it was re-
solved to summon the garrison,

The shout of the party, and the winding of one
or two horns, at Iength brought to a loophole,
which flanked the entrance, the hageard face of an
old worman, 3

**That’s the Reiver’s mother,” said one of the
Elliots ; *‘she’s ten times waur than himsell, and
is wyted for muckle of the ill he does about the
country.’?

**Wha are ye? What d’'ye want here 1" were
the queries of the respectable progenitor.

** We are seeking William Graeme of Westburn-
flat,” said Earnsclif,

‘*He’s no at hame,” returned the old dame.

**When did he leave home? " pursued Earns-
eliff.

1 canna tell,” said the portress.

** When will e return ?** said Hobbie Elliot.
‘I dinna ken naething about it,” replied the
inexorable gnardian of the keep. i

** Isthere anybody within the tower with you?™
again demanded Earnscliff,

* Naebody but mysell and bandrons,” said the
old woman,

‘“Then open the gate and admit us,” said
Earmseliff; “Iam a justice of peace, and in seaich
of the evidence of a felony.”

**Deil be in their fingers that draws a bolt for
ye,” retorted the portress: * for mine shall never
do it. Thinkna ye ghame o' yoursells, to come
here siccan a band o ye, wi' yonr swords, and
spears, and steel-caps, to frighten a lone widow
woman ? %

* Our information,” gaid Earnseliff, “*is posi-
tive; we are seeking goods which have Dbeen for-
cibly carried off, to a great amount.”

** And a young woman, that’s been eruclly made
prisoner, that's worth mair than a’ the gear, twice
told, said Hobbie.

“And I warn you,” continmed Earnseliff,
*“that your only way to prove your son’s inno-
cence is to give us guiet admittance to search the
house.”

**And what will ye do, if I carena to thraw

_the keys, or draw the bolts, or open the grate to

sic a clamjamfrie? ™ gaid the old dame, scof-
fingly.

“*Force our way:with the king's keys, and
break the neck of every living soul we find in the
hounse, if ye dinna gie it ower forthwith1" men-
aced the incengsed Hobbie.

* Threatened folks live lang,” said the hag, in
the same fone of irony; ‘“there’s the iron grate—
try your gkeel on’t, lads—it has kept out as gade
men as you, or now.*

So saying, she laughed, and withdrew from
the aperture through which she had held the
parley,
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