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ter, Mary Avenel, which was told with an embarrassment
that did not escape Murray.

« Ha ! Julian Avenel,” he said, ¢ and do you pro-
voke my resentment, when you have so muchmore rea-
son to deprecate my justice ! I knew Walter Avenel, a
true Scotsman and a good soldier. Our sister, the
Queen, must right his daughter ; andiwere herland re-
stored, she would be a fitting bride to some: brave man
who may better merit our favour than the traitor Julian.”
Then looking at Halbert,he said, “ Art thou of gentle
blood, young‘man £”

Halbert, with a faltering and uncertain voice, began
to speak of his distant pretensions to claim a descent from
the ancient Glendonwynes of Galloway, when Murray
interrupted him with a smile.

« Nay—nay—leave pedigrees to bards and heralds.
In our days, each man is the son of his own deeds.
The glorious light of reformation hath shone alike on
prince and peasant ; and peasant as well as prince may
be illustrated by fighting in its defence. It is a stirring
world, where all may advanee themselves who have stout
hearts and strong arms. . Tell me frankly why thou hast
left thy father’s house.”

Halbert Glendinning made a frank confession. of his

duel with Piercie Shafton, and mentioned his supposed
death. -
« By my hand,” said'Murray, ‘““thou art a bold spar-
row-hawk to match thee so early with such a kite as
Piercic Shafton. “Queen Elizabeth would give her glove
filled with gold crowns to know that meddling coxcomb
to be under the sod. Would she not, Morton ?”

¢ Ay, by my word, and esteem her glove a better
gift than the crowns,” replied Morton, ¢ which few Bor-
der lads like this fellow will esteem just valuation.”

« But what shall we do with this young homicide ?”
gaid Murray ; ¢ what will our preachers say ¥’

«Tell them of Moses and of Benaiah,” said Morton ;
% it is but the smiting of an Egyptian when all is said
out.”
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“Let itbe so,” said Murray, laughing ; “but we will
bury the tale as the prophet did the body in the sand.
I will take care of this swankie. Be near to us, Glen-
dinning, sinee that is thy name. We retain thee as a
squire of ourthousebold. The master of our horse will
see thee fully equipped and armed.”

During the expedition which he was now engaged in,
B"'Iurray found several opportunities of putting Glnendin-
ning’s courage and presence of mind to the test, and he
began to rise “so rapidly in his estéem, that those who
knew the Earl considered the youth’s fortune as certain.
One step only was wanting to raise him to a still higher
degree of confidence and favour—it was the abjur;tion
of the Popish religion. The ministers who attended up-
on Murray, and formed his chief support amongst the peo-
ple, found an easy convert'in Halbert Glendinning, who,
from his earliest days, had never felt much devotion to-
wards the Catholic faith, and who listened eagerly to
more reasonable views of religion. By thus adopting
the faith of his master, he rose higher in his favour, an?i
was constantly about his person during his prolonged stay
in the west of Scotland, which the intractability of those
whom the Earl had to deal with, protracted from day to
day, and week to week.

CHAPTER XVIIL

Faint the dinof battle bray'd
Distant down the hollow wind ;
‘Woar and terror fled before,
‘Wounds and death were left behind.
Penrase.

THE autumn of the year was well advanced, when the
Earl of Morton, one morning, rather unexpectedly enter-
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ed the antechamber of Murray, in which Halbert Glen-
dinning was in waiting.

¢ Call your master, Halbert,” said the Earl ; “I have
news for him from Teviotdale ; and for you too, Glendin-
ning.—News ! news ! my Lord of Murray & he exclaim-
ed at the door of the Earl’s bed-room ; ¢ come forth in-
stantly.” The Earl appeared, and greeted his ally,
demanding eagerly his tidings.

“1have had a sure friend with me from the south,”
said- Morton ; “he has been at Saint Mary’s Monastery,
and brings important tidings.”

¢ Of what complexion #” said Murray, * and can you
trust the bearer 77

¢ He is faithful, on my life,” said Morton ; * I wish
all around your lordship may prove equally so.”

“ At what, and whom, do you point ?” said Murray.

“Here is tbe Egyptian of trusty Halbert Glendinning,
our Southland Moses, come alive again, and flourishing,
gay and bright as ever,in that Teviotdale Goshen, the
Halidome of Kesnaguhair.”

¢ What mean you, my lord ?” said Murray.

- % Only that your new henchman has put a false tale
upon you.  Piercie Shafton is alive and well ; by the
same token that the gull is thought to be detained there
by love to a miller’s daughter, who roamed the country
with him in disguise.”

¢ Glendinning,” said Murray, bending his brow into
his darkest frown, “thou hast not, I trust, dared to bring
me a lie in thy mouth, in order to win my confidence!”

“ My lord,” said Halbert, “ ¥ am incapable of a lie.
I should choke on one were my life to require that I pre-
nounced it. I say, that this sword of my father was
through the body—the point came out behind his back
~—the bilt pressed upon his breast-bone. And I will
plunge it as deep in the body of any one who shall dare
to charge me with falsehood.”

“ How, fellow !” said Merton, “ wouldst thou beard a
nobleman 27
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“ Bessilent, Halbert,” said Murray, ¢“and you, my lord
of Morton, forbear him. I sce truth written on his brow.”

T wish the inside of the manuscript may correspond
with the superscription,” replied his more suspicious ally.
“ Look to 1t, my lord, you will one day lose your life by
too much confidence.”

“ And you will lose your friends by being too readily

suspicious,” answered Murray. “ Enough of this—let

11e hear thy tidings.”

¢ Sir John Foster,” said Morton, ¢ is about to send a
party into Scotland to waste the Halidome.”

¢ How ! without waiting my presence and permission?”’
said Murray—* he is mad—Will he come as an enemy
into the Queen’s country
.+ He has Elizabeth’s express orders,” answered Mor-
ton, * and they are not to be trified with. Indeed, his

‘march has been more than once projected and laid aside

during the time we have been here, and has caused much
alarm at Kennaquhair. Boniface, the old Abbot, has
resigned, and whom think you they have chosen in his
place 27 :

“ No one surely,” said Murray 5 “ they would pre-
sume to hold no election until the Queen’s pleasure and
mine were known ?”

Morton shrugged his shoulders—¢ They have chosen
the pupil of old Cardinal Beatoun, that wily determined
champion of Rome, the bosom-friend of our busy Pri-
mate of Saint Audrew’s. Eustace, late the Sub-Prior of
Kennaquhair, is now its Abbot, and, like a second Pope
Julius, is levying men and making musters to fight with
Foster if he comes forward.”

“ We must prevent that meeting,” said Murray,hasti-
ly 5 ““ whichever party wins the day, it were a fatal en-
counter for us—Who commands the troop of the Abbot ?*?

“ Our faithful old friend, Julian Avenel, nothing less,”
answered Morton.

“ Glendinning,” said Murray, * sound trumpets to
horse directly, and let all who love us get on horseback
without delay—Yes, my lord, this were indeed a fatal
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dilemma, K we take part with our English friends, the
country will cry shame on us—the very old wives will
attack us with their rocks and spindles—the very stones
of the street will rise up against us—we cannot set our
face to such a deed of infamy. And my sister, whose
confidence I already have such difficulty in preserving,
will altogether withdraw it from me. Then, were we
to oppose the English Warden, Elizabeth would call it a
protecting of her enemies and what not, and we should
lose her.” :

“ The she-dragon,” said Morton, ¢is the best card
in our pack, and yet I would not willingly stand still and
see English blades carve Scots flesh—What say you to
loitering by the way, marching fair and easy for fear of
spoiling our horses ? They might then fight dog fight
bull, fight Abbot fight archer, and no one could blame
us for what chanced when we were not present.”

“ All would blame us, James Douglas,” replied Mur-
ray ;5 *“we should lose both sides—we had better advance
with the utmost celerity, and do what we can to kee
the peace betwixt them. I would the nag that brought
Piercie Shafton hither had broken his neck over the high-
est heuch in Northumberland !'—He is a proper cox-
comb to make all this bustle about, and 1o occasion
perbaps a national war!”

“ Had we known in time,” said Douglas, ¢ we might
have had him privily waited upon as he entered the Bor-
ders ; there are strapping lads enough would have rid
us of him for the lucre of his spur-whang! But to the
saddle, James Stuart, since so the phrase goes. I hear
your trumpets sound to horse and away—we shall soon
see which nag is best breathed.”

Followed by a train of about three hundred well
mounted men-at-arms, these two powerful barons direet-
ed their course to Dumfries, and from thence eastward
to Teviotdale, marching at a rate, which, as Morton had
foretold, soon disabled a good many of their horses, so
that when they approached the scene of expected action,
*here were not above two hundred of their train remain-
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ing in a body, and of thestz]rrziost were mounted on steeds
hich had been sorely jaded. ;
: h'lI(‘:he?ailad hitherto b{:'eJn amused and agitated by various
reports concerning the advance qf the English SOldle}f}S’
and the degree of resistance which the Abbot was able
to oppose to them. But when they were six or }sev-e?a
miles from Saint Mary’s of Kennaquhair, a gent emag
of the country, whom Murray had summoned to atte?
him, and on whose intelligence he knew h? could n:i'yl;
arrived at the head of two or three servants,  bloody wit
spurring, fiery red with haste.” According to his re;()iort.,
Sir John Foster, after several times announcing, anb as
often delaying, his intended incursion, had at' last efin
so stung with the news that Piercie Shafton w asd openly
residing within the Halidome, that he determine tol ex-
ecute the commands of his mistress, which dlrec‘ted i,
at every risk, to make himself master of the E‘[Iphlllslg
person. 'The Abbot’s unceasing exertions had colleg:ga
a body of men almost equal in number to thohse of the
English Warden, but less practised in arms. They were
united under the command of Julian Avenel, ﬂﬂdvlt w;'as
apprehended they would join battle upon the banks of a
small stream which forms the verge of the Halidome.

“Who knows the place 7’ said Murray.

T do, my lord,” answered Glendinning. i

“Tis well,” said the Earl ; ¢ take a score of the
best-mounted horse—make what haste thou canst, and
announce to them that I am coming up instantly with a
strong power, and’ will cut to pieces, mt??gut n’}’err:;/[i
whichever party strikes the first blow.—Davi SO s-im
he to the gentleman who brought the intelligence, + 1 }otu
shalt be my guide.—Hie thee on, Glen.dmn.lng—-—,ay o
Foster, I conjure him, as he respects his Mlstressss se:‘—
vice, that he will leave the matter in my hands. ady .(;_
the Abbot, T will burn the Monastery over h:s_ head, i
he strikes a stroke till I come—Tell the dog, Julian Afe};
nel, that he hath already one deep score to settle wit
me—I will set his head on the top of the highest pinna-
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cle of Saint Mary’s, if he presume to open another.
Make haste, and spare not the spur, for fear of spoiling
horse-flesh,”

“Your bidding shall be obeyed, my lord,” said Glen-
dinning ; and choosing those whose horses were in best
plight to be his attendants, he went off as fast as the jaded
state of their cavalry permitted.  Hill and hollow van-
ished from under the feet of the chargers.

They bad not ridden above hall the way, when they
met stragglers coming off from the field, whose appear-
ance announced that the conflict was begun. Two sup-
ported in their arms a third, their elder brother, who
was pierced with an arrow through the body. Halbert,
who knew them to belong to the Halidome, called them
by their names, and questioned them of the state of the
affray ; but just then, in spite of their efforts to retain
him in the saddle, their brother dropped from the horse,
and they dismounted in haste to receive his last breath.
From men thus engaged, no information was to be ob-
tained. Glendinning, therefore, pushed on with his litile
troop, the more anxiously as he perceived other strag-
glers, bearing Saint Andrew’s cross upon their caps and
corslets, flying apparently from the field of battle. Most
of these, when they were aware of a body of horsemen

* approaching en the road, held to the one hand or the
other, at such a distance as precluded coming to speech
of them.  Others, whose fear was more intense, kept
the onward read, galloping wildly as fast as their horses
could carry them, and when questioned, only glared with-
out reply on those who spoke to them, and rode on with-
out drawing bridle. Several of these were also known
to Halbert, who bad therefore no doubt, from the cir-
cumstances in which he met them, that the men of the
Halidome were defeated. He bacame now unspeakably
anxious concerning the fate of his brother, who, he could
not doubt, must have been engaged in the affray. He
therefore increased the speed of his horse, so that not
above five or six of his {ollowers could keep up with him,
At length he reached a little hill; at the descent of which,
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surrounded by a semi-circular sweep of a small stream,
lay the plain which had been the scene of the skirmish.

It was a melancholy spectacle. ~War and terror, to
use the expression of the poet, bad rushed on to the field,
and left only wounds and death behind them. The bat-
tle had been stoutly contested, as was almost always the
case with these Border skirmishes, where ancient hatred,
and mutual injuries, made men stubborn in maintaining the
cause of their conflict. Towards the middle of the plain,
there lay the bodies of several men who had fallen in the
very act of grappling with the enemy ; and there were seen
countenances which still bore the stern expression of un-
extinguishable hate and defiance, hands which clasped
the hilt of the broken falchion, or strove in vain to pluck
the deadly arrow from the wound. Some were wound-
ed, and, cowed of the courage they had lately shown,
were hegging aid, and craving water, in a tone of melan-
choly depression, while others tried to teach the faltering
tongue to pronounce some half-lorgotten prayer, which,
even when first learned, they had but half-understood.
Halbert, uncertain what course he was next to pursue,
rode through the plain to see if, among the dead or wound-
ed, he could discover any traces of his brother Edward.
He experienced no interruption from the English. A
distant cloud of dust announced that they were still pur-
suing the scattered fugitives, and he guessed, that to ap-
proach them with bis followers, until they were again
under some command, would be to throw away his own
life, and that of his men, whom the victors would instantly
confound with the Scots, against whom they had been
successful. He resolved, therefore, to pause until Mur-
ray came up with his forces, to which he was the more
readily moved, as he heard the trumpets of the English
Warden sounding the retreat, and recalling from the pur-
suit. - He drew his men together, and made a stand in
an advantageous spot of ground, which had been occupi-
ed by the Scots in the beginning of the action, and most
fiexcely disputed while the skirmish lasted,
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While he stood here, Halbert’s ear was assailed by the
feeble moan of a woman, which he had not expected to
hear amid that scene, until the retreat of the foes had
permitted the relations of the slain to approach, for the
purpose of paying them the last duties. He looked with
anxiety, and at length observed, that by the body of a
knight in bright armour, whose crest, though soiled and
broken, still showed the marks of rank and birth, there
sat a f'e.male, wrapt in a horseman’s cloak, and holding
something pressed against her bosom, which he soon dis-
covered to be a child. He glanced towards the English.
They advanced not, and the continued and prolonged
sound of their trumpets, with the shouts of the leaders,
announced that their powers would not be instantly re-
assembled. He had, therefore, a moment to look “after
this unfortunate woman. He gave his horse to a spearman
as he dismounted, and, approachirg the unhappy female,
asked her in the most soothing tone he could assume
whether he could assist her in her distress.  The mourner
made him no direct answer ; but endeavouring, with a
trembling and unskilful hand, to undo the springs of the
visor and gorget, said, in a tone of impatient grief, O,
he would recover instantly could Ibut give him air—
land and living, life and honour, would 1 give for the
power of undoing these cruel iron platings that suffo-
cate him!” He that would scoth sorrow must not argue
on the vanity of the most deceitful hopes. The body lay
as that of one whose last draught of vital air had been
drawn, and who must never more have concern with the
nether sky. But Halbert Glendinning failed not to raise
the visor and cast loose the gorget, when,to his great sur-
prise, he recognized the pale face of Julian Avenel. His
last fight was over, the fierce and turbid spirit had de-
parted in the strife in which it had so long delighted.

“ Alas ! he is gone,” said Halbert, speaking to the
young woman, in whom he had now no difficulty of
knowing the unhappy Catherine.

A O, nosno, no !’ she reiterated, * do not say so—he
is not dead—he is but in a swoon. I have lain as long
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in one myself—and then his voice would rouse me,when
he spoke kindly, and said, Catherine, look up for my
sake—And look up, Julian, for mine!” she said, addres-
sing the senseless corpse ; “ I know you do but coun-
terfeit to frighten me, but I am not frightened,” she ad-
ded,with an hysterical attempt tolaugh ; and then instant-
ly changing her tone, entreated him to * speak, were it
but to curse my folly. O, the rudest word you ever said
to me would now sound like the dearest you wasted on
me before I gave you all.  Lift him up,” she said, ¢ lift
him up for God’s sake !—have you no compassion ?
He promised to wed me if I bore him a boy, and this
child is so like to its father !—How shall he keep his
word, if you do not help me to awaken him ?—Christie
of the Clint-hill, Rowley, Hutcheon ! ye were constant
at his feast, but ye fled from him at the fray, false villains
as ye are !”

< Not I, by Heaven!” said a dying man, who made
some shift to raise himself on his elbow, and discovered
to Halbert the well-known features of Christie ; I fled
not a foot, and a man can but fight while his breath
lasts—mine is going fast.—So, youngster,” said he, look-
ing at Glendinning, and seeing his military dress, *“ thou
hast ta’en the basnet at last? itis a better cap to live in
than die in. I would chance had sent thy brother here
instead—there was good in him—but thou art as wild,
and wilt soon be as wicked as myself.”

¢« God forbid !’ said Halbert,hastily.

¢ Marry, and amen, with all my heart,” said the
wounded man, ¢ there will be company enow without
thee where I am going.  But God be praised I bad no
hand in that wickedness,” said he, looking to poor Cath-
erine ; and with some eseclamation in his mouth that
sounded betwixt a prayer and a curse, the soul of Christie
of the Clint-hill took wing to the last account.

Deeply wrapt in the painful interest which these shocks
ing events had excited, Glendinning forgot for a moment
his own situation and duties, and was first recalled to
them by a trampling of horse, and the cry of Saint




