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down In hiz stad, he could hardly help envying
the animal's apparent acquieseence in a life =o
monotonous, * The stupid brote,”” he gaid,
‘* thinks neither of the race-ground nor the hunt-
ing-field, or his green paddock at Bucklaw, but
enjoys himself as comfortably when haltered to
tl ck in this ruinous vanlt, as if he had been
foaled in it; and T, who have the freedom of a
prisoner at large, to range throngh the dungeons
of thiz wretched old tuwvr can hardly, l:u-t“nt
whigtling and sleeping, contrive to pass away the
honr till dinner-time.”

And with this disconzolate reflection, he wend-
ed his way to the bartizan or baitlementg of the
tower, to watch what ohjects might appear on the
distant moor, or to pelt, with pebbles and pieces
of lime, the gea-mews and cormorants which es-
1.]|JII.-|1LtI1!1{}!11.%]\(.‘-::lll(.\illlxu.ln}'\"i.Lll]{l the reach
of an idle younz man,

Ravenswood, with a mind incalculably deeper
and more powerful than that of his comp‘am
fon, had his own anxious subjects of reflec-
1'101:. which wronght for him the same ushappi-

ss that sheer ennui and want of occupation in-
fiicted om his companion, The first sight of Lucy
Ashton had been less impressive than her imaze
proved to be npon reflection. As the depth and
violence of that revengeful p‘.L—mn by which he
Lad been actuated in seeking an interview with
the father began to abate by degrees, he looked
back on his conduct towards the daughter as harsh
and unworthy towards a female of rank and beanty.
Her looks of grateful acknowledgment, her words
of affectionate courtesy, had been repelled with
something which approached to disdain; and if
the Master of Ravenswood had sustained wrongs
at the hand of 8ir William Ashton, his conseience
told him they had been unhandsomely resented
towards his danghter. When his thoughts took
this turn of gelf-reproach, the recollection of Lucy
Ashton’s beautiful features, rendered yet more in-
teresting by the circumstances in which their
meeting had taken place, made an impression
upon hig mind at once soothing and painful, The
sweetness of her voice, the delicacy of her expres-
gions, the vivid glow of her filial affection, embit-
tered his regret at having repulsed her gratitude
with rndeness, while, at the same time, they
placed before his imagination a picture of the
most seducing sweeiness,

Even young Ravenswood’s strength of moral
feeling and rectitnde of purpose atonce inercaged
the danger of cherishing these recollections, and
the propensity to enterfain them. TFirmly re-
golved as he was to —nhf[no if possible, the pre-
dominating vice in his character, he aq mitted
with willingness—nay, he summoned up in his
magination, the ideas by which it conld be most
powerfally connteracted ; and, while he did so, a
gense of his own harsh conduct towards the
daughter of his enemy naturally induced him, as
if by way of recompense, to invest her with more
of grace and beauty than perhaps ¢he could actn-
ally claim.,

Had any one at this period told the Master of
Raveffswood that he had so lately vowed ven.
geance against the whole lineage of him whom ha
cunﬂdvl('d, not unjustly, as author of his father’s
ruin and death, he might at first have repelled the
charre as a foul calumny ; yet, upon gerious self
examination, he would have been compelled {0
admit, that it had, at one period, some foundation
in truth, thongh, according to the present tone of
his sentiments, it was difficult to believe that this
had really been the case.

There already existed inhis bosom two con-
tradictory passions,—a desire o revenge tha
death of father, strangely qualified by admira-
tion of his enemy's danghter. Against the former
feeling he had struggled, until seemed to him
upon the wane; inst the latter he used no
means of res 1~Mnct for he did not suspect its ex-
jstence. That this was actually the case, was
chiefly evinced by his resuming his resolution to
leave Scotland, Yet, thongh such was his par-
pose, he remained (11\' after day at Wolfs Crag,
without taking measures for carr} ing it into exe-
cution. Itis trne, that he had written to one or
two kinsmen, who resided in a distant quarter of
Secotlar 1d particularly to the Marquisof A—
intimating his purpose; and when pressed upon
the subject by Bucklaw, he was wont toallege the
necessity of waiting for their reply, espe ially
that of the Marquis, before taking so decisivea
measire,

The Marquis was rich and powerful; and al-
though he was suspected to entertain sentiments
unfavorable to the government ¢ ished at tha
Revolution, he had neverthele: enongh
to head a party in the Scottish Privy Council,
connected with the high church faction in Eng-
land, and powerful enough to menace those to
whom the Lord Keeper adhered, with a probable
subversion of their power. The consulting with

a personage of such importance was a plauclble
exense, which Ravenswood used to Bucklaw, and
probably to himself, for continuing his residence
at Wolf’s Crag; and it was rendered yet more 50
by a general report which began {o be current;
of a prnba]ne change of ministers and measures
in the Scottish administration. These rumors,
strongly asserted by gome, and as resolutely de-
nied by others, as their wishes or interest dicta-
ted, found their way even to the ruinous Tower
of Wolf’s Crag, chiefly through the medinm of

Taleb, the butler, who, among his other excel-
lences, was an ardent puhnum and seldom made
an excursion from the old fortress to the neigh
boring village of Wolf's-hope, without bringing
back what tidings were current in the vicinity.

But if Bucklaw could not offer any satisfactory
objections to the delay of the Master in leaving
Scotland, he did not the less suffer with impas
tience the state of inaction to which® it confined
him; and it was only the ascendency which hig
new companion had .ll‘lll]ll’L‘(l over him, that iss
duced him to enbmit to a course of life soalien i€
his habits and inclinations,
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“You were wont to be thought a stirring ac-
tive young fellow, Master,” was his frequent re-
monstrance ; ** vet here you geem determined to
Jive on and on like a rat in a hole, with this tri-
fling difference, that the wiser vermin chooses a
hermitage where he can find food at least ; but as
for us, Caleb’s excuses become longer as his diet
turns more spare, and I fear we shall realize the
gtories they tell of the sloth,—we have almost eat
up the last green leaf on the plant, and have noth-
fng left for it but to drop from the tree and break
our necks,”

“ Do not fear,” said Ravenswood ; *“there is a
fate watches for us, and we too have a stake in
the revolution that is now impending, and which
already has alarmed many & bosem

“ What fate—what revolution 2" inquired his
companion. **We have had one revolution too
much already, I think.”

Ravenswood interrupted him by putting into
his hands a letter.

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

It was my Lord of A—'s courier," eaid Ra-
venswood, ** who wag doomed to experience his
ostentatious hospitality, which I believe ended in
gour beerand herrings—Read, and you will see the
news he has brought us.”

“ T willas fast as I can,” said Bucklaw; *but
I am no great clerk, nor does his lordship seem to
be the first of scribes.”

The reader will pernse, in a few seconds, by
the aid of ourfriend Ballantyne’s types, what took
Bucklaw a good half hounr in pernsal, thongh as-
sisted by the Master of Ravenswooed. The tenor
was as follows:—

“ RrignrT HoNORABLE OUR CovsiN,—Our hearty
commendations premised, these come to assure
you of the interest which we take in your weifare,
and in your purposes towards its augmentation.
If we have been less active in showing forth onr
effective good-will towards you than, as a loving
kinsman and blood-zelative, we would willingly
have desired, we request that you will impnte it
to lack of opportunify to show our good-liking,
not to any coldness of our will, Touching your
resolution to travel in foreicn parts, asat time
we hold the same little advisable, in respeet that
your ill-willers may, according to the custom of
guch persone, impute motives for your jonrney,
whereof, although we know and believe you to be
as clear as onrselves, yet natheless their words
may find credence in places where the belief in
them may much prejudice you, and which we
should gee with more nnwillingness and displeas-
ure than with means of remedy.

* Having thus, as becometh our kindred, given
yon our poor mind on the subject of your jour-
neying forth of Secotland, we would willingly add
reazons of weight, which might materially ad-

vantage you and your father's house, thereby to
determine yon to abide at Wol('s Crag, until thig
harvest geason shall be passed over. But what
aayeth the proverb, verbumn sapienti,—a word is
more to him that hath wisdom than a sermon toa
fool. And albeit we have written this poor seroll
with our own hand, and are well aseured of the
fidelity of our messenger, as him that is many
ways bounden to us, yet go it is, that sliddery
ways crave wary walking, and that we may not
peril npon paper matters which we would gladly
impart to you by word of mouth, Wherefore, it
was our purpose to have prayed you heartily to
come to this barren Highland country to kill a
staz, and to treatof the matters which we are now
more painfolly inditing to you anent. But com-
modity does mot serve at present for such our
meeting, which, therefore, shall be deferred until
gic time as we may in all mirth rehearse those
things whereof we now keep silence. Meantime,
we pray you to think that we are, and will etill
be, your good kinsman and well-wisher, waiting
but for times of whilk we do, as it were, entertain
a twilight prospect, and appear and hope to be
also your effectual well-doer. And in which hope
we heartily write onrzelf,
*Right honorable,
 Your loving cousin,
sip L=t
§8662%
Superscribed—** For the right honorable, and
our honored kingman, the Master of R.wcmwnoﬂ_.
—These, with haste, haste, post haste—ride and
run until these be delivered.”

* Given from our poor house of B

“ What think you of thig epistle, Bueklaw 2
gaid the master, when his ompanion had ham-
mered out all the gense, and almost all the worda
of which it consisted,

‘ Truly, that the Marquis’s meaning is as great
ariddle as his manuseript. He ig really in much
need of Wit's Interpreter, or the Complete Letter
Writer, and were I you, I would send him a copy
by the bearer. He writes you very kindly to re-
main wasting your time and your money in thia
vile, stupid, oppressed eountry, without so much
as offering you the conntenance and shelter of his
houge. In my opinion, he has some echeme in
view in which he supposes you can be useful, and
he wishes to keep you at band, to make use of
you when it ripens, reserving the power of tnm-
ing you adrift, should his plot fail in the concoc-
tion.”

“ His plot ?—then you suppose it is a treason-
able business," answered Ravenswood,

“What else can it be?’ replied Bucklaw;
**the Marquis has been long suspected to have an
eye to Saint Germaing,”

‘*He should not engage me rashly in such an
adventure,” said Ravenswood ; ** when T recol-
leet the times of the first and second Charles, and
of the last James, truly, I see little reazon, that.
as & man or a patriot, I ehould draw my sword for
their descendants,”
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“Huomph 1™ replied Bucklaw; *so yon have
set yourself Gown to mourn over the crop-e
flogs, whom honest Claver’se treated as t
erved #

d I]u:m._ Jup 1LU. IL v ,.,ﬂ“ OB |
hope to gee the day when justice shall be open to
Whig and Tory, and when these nick-names shall
only be used among coffec-house polit 18, a8
elut and jade are among apple-women, as cant
terms of idle spite and rancor.,”

* That will not be in our days, Master—the iron
has entered too deeply into our sides and our
gonls.”

*It will be, however, one day,” replied the
Master ; “ men will not always start a1 lhl 3 nick-
names a8 at a trumpet-sonnd. As social life is
better protected, its comforts will become too
dear to be hazarded without some better reason
than speculative politics.”

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

WE bLl]t to M"-r ['un Whips,
ight restored where the righ |
0O, that is the thing that would wanton me,

*You may sing as londly as yon will. ¢
vacuus,'—answered the Mabter; “but I believe
the Marquis is too wise, at least too wary, to join
you in such & burden. T gnspect he alludes to a
revolution in the Scottish Privy Council, rather
than in the British kingdoms."

* 0, confusion to yourstate tricks ! exclaimed
Bucklaw, * your old caleulating manceuvres, which
old gentlemen in wrought nighteaps and furred
gowns exccute like g0 many games at chess, and
digplace a treasurer or lord commissioner as they
would take a rook or a pawn. Tenris for my
sport, and Lattle for my earnest! My racket and
my sword for my plaything and bread-winner!
And you, Master, o deep and considerate as yon
would seem, yor have that within yon makes the
blood boil faster than suits your present humor of
moralizing on political truths. You are one of
those wise men who see every thing with great
compogure nntil their blood is up, and then—wo
to any one who should put them in mind of their
own prodential maxims1*

“ Perhaps,” said Ravenswood, * you read rne
more rightly than T can myself. Buf to think
justly will certainly go some length in helping me
to act 2o, DBut, hark1 I hear Caleb tolling the
dinper-bell.”

% Which he always does with the more sono-
rous prace, in proportion to the meagreness of
the cheer which he has provided,” said Bneklaw :
“ag if that infernal clang and jangle, which will
one day bring the belfry down the cliff, could con-
vert a etarved hen into a fat capon, and a blade-
bone of mutton into a hannch of venison,*

1 wish we may be go well off as your worst
conjectures surmise, Bucklaw, from the extreme
polemnity and ceremony with which Caleb seems
fo place on the table that golitary covered dish.”

“ Uncover, Caleb! uncover, for Heaven'a
gake 1" gaid Bucklaw; *let us have what yon
can give us without ;\l’l"‘tt'c-‘.\'l‘\' it stands well
€1 1:.{1 gh, man,’ * he continued, addressing impa-

neient butler, who, hout reply,

1g the dish, nut 1atlength placed

lmlll mathematical precision in the very midsg
of the table.

*“YWhat have we got here, Caleb?” in
the Master in his turn.

“ Ahem eir, ye suld have kncwn before ; but
his honor the Laird of Backlaw is so impatient,”
answered Caleb, gtill holding the dish with one
hand, and the cover with the other, with evident
reluctanee to dizclose the contents,

“ Bot what is it, a God's name—not a pair of
clean spurs, I hope, in the Border fashion of old

g1

quired

hem! ahem!" reiterated Caleb, * your

honor is pleased to be facetions — nat
might presume to gay it was a convenient
and used, as I have heard, in an honorable and
thriving family. Bat muthm'r your present din-
ner, I judged that thi ing St. Magdalere’s Ev
who was a worthy Queen of Scotland
your honors might judge it decorous, if not alt
gether to fast, yet only to sustain nature with
gome Blight refection, as ane sanlied herr
the lik And, uncovering the dish, he dis
four of the savory fishes which he mentic
ing,ina , “that they w
common herring either, being every
and sauted with nuncommon care by the hoer
keeper (poor Mysie) for hi s egpecial nge.

*Qut upon all apologie 8aid the Master,
‘*let us eat the herrings, eince there is nothing
better to be had—but I begin to think with you,
Bucklaw, that we are consuming the last green
leaf, and that, in spite of the Marqnis’s political
machinations, we must positively shift camp for
want of forage, without waiting the issue of
them.”

g

CHAPTER IX.

trotched lie,
Shut eut from all the fair ereation offers?
Emawarn, Scene I Ag L
LigaT meals procure light slumbers ; and there-
fore it is not surpris that, considering the fare
which Caleb’s conscience, or his necess
ing, as will sometimes happen, that disguise, had
asgigned to the guests of Wolf’s Crag, their slum-
bers should have been short.
In the morning Bucklaw rushed into his hosts
nn\'nm nt with a loud halloo, which might have

“Up! 1|]:! in the name of Heaven—the hunt-
ers are out, the only piece of sport I have seen
this month; and you lie here, Master, on a bed
that has little to recommend it, excep* that it may
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pe something softer than the stone-floor of your
gncestor’s vanlt.”

“T wish,” said Ravenswood, raising his head
peevishly, “ you had forborne so early a jest, Mr
Hayston—it is really no pl '
ghort repose which I had just begun'to enjoy, a
a night spent in thoughts upon fortune far harder
than my couch, Bucklaw.”

* Pshaw, pshaw | lied his guest; “getup
—gct np—the hounds are aproad—I have saddled
the horses myself, for old Caleb was calling I‘ur
grooms and lackeys, and would never have pro
ceeded withont two hours’ apology for the absence
of men who were 8 hundred miles off.—Get up,
Master—I gay the hounds are out—get np, I say—
the hunt is np.”” And off ran Bucklaw.

% And T say,” said the Master, rising slowly,
“ that nothing can concern me less. Whose hounds
come 80 near tous? "

“ The Honorable Lord Bittlebrains,”’ answered
Caleb, who had followed the impatient Laird of
Bucklaw into his master’s bedroom, * and truly I
ken nae title they have to be yowling and howling
within the freedoms and immunities of your lord-
ghip’s right of free forestry.”

* Nor 1, Caleb,” replied Ravenswood, ‘‘ex-
cepting that they have bought both the lands and
the right of forestry, and may think themselves
entitled to exercise the rights they have paid their
money for.”

“It may be sae, my lord,” replied C‘lt(’])
“but it’s no g.ﬂ.ﬂl..mﬂn 8 deed of them fo come
here and exercise such like right, and your lord-
ghip living at your ain castle of Wolf's Crag.
Lord Bittlebrains wnuld do weel to remember
\\har his folk have been.”

* And we what we now are,” said the Master,
with suppressed bitterness of feeling. ** But reach

cloak, Caleb, and I will indulge Bucklaw
it of this chase, It is selfish {o sacrifice
pleasure to my own.”

Sacrifice 1 " echoed Caleb, in a tone which
geemed to imply the total absurdity of his master
making the least concesgion in deference to any
one—** Sacrifice, indeed |—but I crave your hon-
or's pardon—and whilk doublet is it your pleas-
ure to wear?*’

“Any one you will,
guppose, is not very o\tcns, %

“ Not extensive " echoed his assistant ; ** when
there is the grey and silver that your lordship be-
stowed on Hew Hildebrand, your outrider—and
the French velvet that went with my lord your
father— (be. gracions to him!) —my lord your
P anld wardrobe to the pmr friends of the

y—and the drap-de-berry—

*Which I gave to yom, Caleb, and which, I
suppose, is the only dress we have any chance to
come af, except that I wore yesterday—pray, hand
me that, and say no more abont it.”

“If your homor has & fancy,” replied C:
“and doubtless it’s a sad-colored suit, and you
are in mourning—nevertheless, I have never tried
ou the drap-de-berry—ill wad it become me—and

(,h—my wardrobe, I
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your honor having no change of claiths at this
presenf—and it’s weel brushed, and as there are
leddies down yonder—*

* Ladies ! ¥ eaid Ravenswood ;

pray ¢
What do I ken, your lordship *—looking down
at them from the Warden’s Tower, I could but gee
them glent by wi’ their bsdles ringing, and theix
feathers fluttering, like the court of Elfland.”

* Well, well, Caleb,” replied the Master, ** help
me on with my cloak, and hand me my sword-
belt.—Wkat clatter is that in the court-yard

** Just Bucklaw bringing ont the horses,” said
Caleb, after a glance through the window, ** as if
there were na men enengh in the castle, or as if I
couldna gerve the turn of ony o’ them that are out
o' the gate.”

‘ Alas| Caleb, we should want little, if your
ability were equal to your will;'' replied his mas-
ter.

*“And I hope your lordship disna want that
muckle,” said Caleb; * for, considering a' things,
I trust we support the credit of the family as weel
a8 things will permit of,—only Bucklaw is aye sae
frank and sae forward.—And there he has brought
out your lordship’s palfrey, without the saddle
being decored wi' the broidered sumpter-cloth ]
and I conld have brushed it ima minnte.”

It is all very well,” said his master, escaping
from him, and descending the narrow and steep
winding staircase, which led fo the conrt-yard.

“It may be a’ very weel,” said Caleb, some-
what peevishly; * but if your lordship wad tarry
a bit, I will tell you what will not be very weel,”

‘ And what is that?" said Ravenswood, im-
patiently, but stopping at the same time,

“Why, just that ye snld speer ony gentleman
hame to dinner; for I canna mak anither fast on a
feast day, as whcu I cam ower Bucklaw wi' Queet
Margzaret, and, to speak truth, if your lordshi;
w.lri but pimi-u to east yoursell in the way o1
dining wi’ Lord Bittlebrains, I'se warrand I wad
cast about brawly for the morn; or if, stead o’
that, ye wad but dine wi' them at the change-
house, ye might mak your shift for the lawing ;
ye might say ye had forgot your purse—or that the
earline awed ye rent, and that ye wad allow it in
the settlement.””

** Or any other lie that came uppermost, I sup-
pose?” eaid his master. * Good by, Caleb; I
commend your care for the honor of the family,”
And, throwing himself on his horse, he followed
Bucklaw, who, at the manifest risk of his neck,
had begun to gallop down the steep path whick
led from the tower, ag goon a8 he saw Ravenswood
have his foot in the stirrup.

Caleb Balderston looked anxiounsly after them,
and shook his thin grey locks—** And I trust tru.t
they will come to no evil—but they have reached
the plain, and folk oumml say but that the horse
are hearty and in spiri

Animated by the natural impetnosity and fira
of his temper, young Bucklaw rushed on with the
careless speed of a whirlwind. Ravenswood was

“and what
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pearce more moderate in s gace, for hiswas a
mind unwillingly ronged from contemplative in-
activity, but which, when once put into motion,
d a spirit of forcible and violent pro-
Neither was his eagerness proportioned
in all cases to the motive of impulse, but might be
compared to the speed of a stone, which rushes
with like fury down the hill, whether it was first
put in motion by the arm of a giant or the hand
of aboy. Hefelt, therefore, inno ordinary degree,
the headlong impulse of the chase, a pastime g0
nataril to youth of all ranks, that it seems rather
to be an inherent passion in our animal nature,
which levels all differences of rank and education,
than an acquired habit of rapid exercise.

The repeated bursts of the French horn, which
was then always used for the encouragement and
direction of the hounds—the deep, though distant
baying of the pack—the half-heard eries of the
hontsmen—the half-seen forms which were dis-
covered, now emerging from glens which crossed
{he moor, now eweeping over its surface, now
picking their way where it was impeded by mo-
rasses; and, sbove all, the feeling of his own
rapid motion, animated the Master of Ravens-
wood, at least for the moment, above the recollec-
tions of & more painfal nature by which he was
gorronnded. The first thing which recalled him

that his horse, notwithstanding all the a

which he received from his rider's knowledge of
the country, was unable to keep up with the
chage, As he drew his bridle up with the bitter
feeling, that his poverty excluded him from the
favorite recreation of his forefathers, and indeed,
their sole employment when not engaged in mili-
tary pursunits, he was accosted by a well-mounted
stranger, who, unobserved, had kept near him du-
ring the earlier part of his career.

“ Your horse is blown,” said the man, with a
complaisance seldom psed in a hunting-field.
“Might I crave your honor to make use of
mine #"

» Qi gaid Ravenswood, more surp sed than
pleased at such a proposal, “7 really do not know
how T have merited such a favor ata stranger's
hands.”

« Never ask a question about it, Master,” said
Bucklaw, who, with great unv ingness, had
hitherto reined in his own gailant steed, not to
ontride his host and entertainer, ‘‘Take the
goods the gods provide you, s the great John
Dryden says—or stay—here, my friend, lend me
that horse ;—I see you have been puzzled to rein
him up this half hour. T'll take the devil out of
him for you. Now, Master, do you ride mine,
which will carry you like an eagle.”

And throwing the rein of his own horse to the
Master of Ravenswood, he sprung upon that

d to him, and continued

- 50 thoughtless a being |» gaid the
Master: **and you, my friend, how could you
truet him with your horse "

# The horse,” said the may, “helongs to
person who will make your honor, or any of yont
honorable friends, most welcome to him, flesh
and fell.”

“And the owner's name is ?7 asked
Ravenswood.

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

“7 pelleve, my friend, it will be the best way
to recover your good horse for yon," answered
Ravenswood ; and mounting the nag of his friend
PBucklaw he made all the haste in his power to
the spot where the blast of the horn announced
that the stac's career was nearly terminated.

These jovial sounds were intermixed with the
huntsmen’s shouts of “* Hyke a Talbot! Hyke a
Teviot | now, boys, now 1" and similar cheering
halloos of the olden hunting-field, to which the
impatient yelling of the hounds, now cloge on Tl}e
object of their pursuit, gave a lively and nnremit-
ting chorus. The straggling riders began now to
ml]-_v towards the scene of action, collecting from
different points as to a common centre.

Bucklaw kept the start which he had gotten,

and arrived first at the spot, where the stag, in
capable of sustaininga more prolonged flight, had
turned upon the hounds, and, in the hunter’s
phrase, was at bay. With his stately head bent
down. his sides white with foam, his eyes strained
betwixzt rage and tefror, the hunted animal had
now in his turn become an object of intimidation
to his pursuers. The hunters eame up one by one
and watched an opportunity to aseail him with
gome advantage, which, in such circumstances,
can only be done with caution. The dogs stood
aloof and bayed loudly, intimating at onge eager-
ness and fear, and each of the sportsmen seemed
to expect that his comrade would take upon him
the perilous task of assaulting and disabling the
animal. The ground, which wasg a hollow in the
common or moor, afforded little advantagze for ap-
proaching the stag unobserved; and general was
the shout of triumph when Bucklaw, with the dex-
terity proper to an accomplished cavalier of ihe
day, sprang from his horse, and dashing suddenly
and swiftly at the stag, bronght him to the eround
by a cut on the hind lez with his ghort hunting-
sword, The pack, rushing in upon their disabled
enemy, soon ended his painful struggles, and
golemnized fall with their elamor—the hunters,
with their horns and voices, whooping and blow=
ing a mort, or death-note, which reconnded far
over the billows of the adjacent ocean.

The huntsman then vithdrew the hounds
from the throtile r, and on his knee presents
ed his knife toa f rm, on a white pals
rey, whose tert s her compassion,

ad till then - her at some distance. Sh8
wore a blacl k, which was then &
common fashion, as well for preserving the coms
plexion from sun and rain, as from an idea of
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decorum, which did not permit a lady to appear
barefaced while engaged in a boisterons sport,
and attended by a promiscuous company. The
richness of her dress, however, as well as the
mettle and form of her palfrey, together with the
gilvan compliment paid to her by the huntsman,
pointed her out to Bucklaw as the principal person
in the field. It was not without a feeling of pity,
approaching even to contempt, that this enthugias
tic hunter observed her refuse the huntsman’s
Enife, presented to her for the purpose of making
the first incision in the stag’s breast, and thereby
discovering the quality of the venison. He felt
more than half inclined to pay his compliments
to her; but it had been Bucklaw's misfortune,
that his habits of life had not rendered him fami-
liarly acquainted with the higher and betier
classes of female society, so that, with all his
natural andacity, he felt sheepizh and bashful
when it became necessary to address a lady of
distinction.

Taking unto himself heart of grace (fo use his
own phrase), he did at length summon up resolu-
tion enongh fo give the fair huntress good time
of the day, and trust that her sport had answered
her expectation. Her answer was very courte-
ously and modestly expressed, and testified some
gratifude to the gallant cavalier, whose exploit
had terminated the chase so adroitly, when the
hounds and huntsmen seemed somewhat.at a
etand.

“Uda daggers and scabbard; madam,” said
Bueklaw, whom this observation brought at once
upon his own ground, ** there is no difileulty or
merii in that matter at all, go that a fellow is not
toomuch afraid of having a pair of antlers in his
guts. 1 have hunted at force five hundred times,
madam ; and I never yet saw the etag at bay, by
land or water, but I durst have gone roundly in
on him, It isall use and wont, madam ; and I'il
tell yon, madam, for all that, it must be done with
good heed and caution; and you will do wel,
madam, to have your hunting-sword both right
sharp and double-edged, that yon may strike
either fore-handed or back-handed, as yon see
reason, for & hurt with a buck’s horn is a perilous
and somewhat venomous matter.”

“T am afraid, sir,” said the young lady, and
her smile was scarce concealed by her vizard, * I
ghall have little use for such careful preparation.”

“But the gentleman says very right for all
that, my lady,” said an old huntsman, who had
listened to Bucklaw's harangue with no small
edification; *and I have heard my father say,
who was a forester at the Cabrach, that a wild
boar’s gaunch is more easily healed than a hurt
from the deer’s horn, for go says the old wood-
man’s rhyme,—

If thou be burt with horn of hart, i
But tusk of boar shall leech

brings thee to thy bier;
ez heal—thereof have lesser fear.

who was now in his element, and desirons of
assuming the whole management, ‘“as the hounds
are gurbated aud weary, the head of the stag

should be cabbaged in order to reward themj;
and if I may presume fo speak, the huntsman,
who is to break up the stag, ought to drink to
your good ladyship's health & good lusty bicker
of ale, or a tass of brandy: for if he breaks him
up witheut drinking, the venison will not keep
well.”

This very agreeable prescription received, as
will be readily believed, all acceptation from the
hunisman, who, in requital, offered to Bocklaw
the compliment of his knife, which the young
lady had declined. This polite proffer was sece
onded by his mistress.

**1 believe, eir,” she said, withdrawing her-
gelf from the circle, * that my father, for whose
amusement Lord Bittlebrains’ hounds have been
out to-day, will readily surrender all care of these
matters to a gentleman of your experience.”

Then, bending gracefully from her horse, she
wished him good morning, and, attended by one
or two domestics, who seemed immediately at-
tached to her service, retired from the scene of
action, to which Bucklaw, too much delighted
with an opportunity of displaying bis wooderaft
to care about man or woman either, paid little
attention; bot was soon stript to his doublet,
with tucked-up sleeves, and naked arms up to the
elbows in blood and grease, slashing, cutting,
hacking, and hewing with the precision of B8ir
Tristrem himself, and wrangling and digpuling
with all around him concerning nombles, bris-
kets, flankards, and ravenbones, then usual terms
of the art of hunfing, or of butchery, whichever
the reader chooses to eall it, which are now prob-
ably antiquated.

When Ravenswood, who followed a short
epace behind his friend, saw that the stag bhad
fallen, his temporary ardor for the chase gava
way to that feeling of reluctance which he en-
dured, at encountering in his fallen fortunes the
gaze whether of equals or inferiors. He reined
up his horse on the top of a gentle eminence,
from which he observed the busy and gay scene
beneath him, and heard the whoops of the hunts-
men gaily mingled with the cry of the dogg, and
the neighing and trampling of the horses, But
these jovial sounds fell sadly on the ear of the
ruined nobleman. The chase, with all its train
of excitations, has ever since feudal times been
accounted the almost exclusive privilege of the
arigtocracy, and was anciently their chief employ-
ment in times of peace. The sense that he was
excluded by his situation from enjoying the
silvan sport, which his rank assigned to him as
a gpecial prerogati and the feeling that new
men were now exercising it over the downs,
which had been jealously reserved by his ances-
tors for their cwn amusement, wbile he, the heir
of the domain was fain to hold himself at a dis-
ance from their party, awakened reflections cal-
culate 233 deeply & mind like Re
wood’s, which was naturally contemplative and
melancholy. His pride, however, soon shook ofl
this fec!ing of dejection, and it gave way to impa-
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tience upon finding that his volatile friend Buck- “It was, as I hn?e‘.henrﬂ‘" {}nrl_hnu\ed the
law seemed in no hurry to return with his bor- stranger, unabashed by Insl coldness, ** one <‘:f t_he
rowed steed, which Ravenswood, before leaving most early possessions of the honorable family
the field, wished to see restored to the obliging (Ji‘liqvi-n‘%\\'um}:“

As he was about to move towards the ““Their earliest posse
tsmen, he was joined by Mas 1d probably their I
t:J—I—T should hope not,

owner,
group of assembled 1
& horseman, who like himself had kept aloof dur-
ingt all of the deer.
mb’i"::ie;;l:r:i;;; emed stricken in years, He cough, and muking an ef_l‘(_-rt to ?vr-rcrm;clfl cu}-.
wore & searlet cloak, buttoning h upon his tain degree of |10-Elt1\l|(?ll.— 5'3["0}1.111(1 :u(}l\\a
face, and his hat was unlooped and slouched, what she owes to this ancient f:lml]).ﬁ?l\t_f‘t:'ﬂ\lt:‘lz-
prebably by way of defence against the weather. bers their frequent and h:umru.Me :Mm,lnr.l.{uvn 2.
His horse, a strong and steady palfrey, was cal- I have little ﬂ:mb-r. that, weve it proper _\]lni)‘rle-
culated for & rider who proposed to witness the sented to her m-'ljl_‘-'i_l'. that 80 :ﬁ_'ﬂ.“.c'nt and nof e
gport of the day, rather than to share it. An at- a family were Ftlhjc_ctcrl to [!zln;;.ulzit.:oan _11:1(,.-!11
tendant waited at some distance, and the whole to decay—means might hc"ﬁmn-‘l, ad re-zdifican-
equipment was that of an elderly gentleman of dum antéiguam domum— 2 o Bwge.
rank and fashion, He accosted Ravenswood very “1 will save _\'ou_lha trouble, gir, or‘m.act »1’:15
politely, but not without some embarrassment. this point farther,” futurrilplcd the Master, haugh-
“You seem a gallant young gentleman, sir,” tily. *Iam the heir of that unfortunate huuagﬁ
he gaid, “and yet appear as indifferent to this Iam the Master of lhn'cns\'.-'ood: .'Alud 'ju‘i:‘ L—1u',
brave sport as if you had my load of years on who seem tobe a ;gL_-ullcmun n.f fashion :UIL. '(:‘-L-ll-'l-
your shoulders.” cation, must be sensible, i'h:lT the ]1ext Ir.mim_t_.a-
#T have followed the sport with more spirit tion after being unhappy, is the being loaded with
on other occasions,” replied the Master; ‘‘at undesired cmmni:urn:.inn:“_ ; - :
present, late events in my family must be my ] beg your pardon, sir,” said Fhe o.ﬂcf‘ h‘nr:-c-
npo]n,rry'—ana besides,” he added, **I was but mnn-"ldiri_um knm\'—l_ am§ ﬂh]"'.,lf_‘{""?]'}.fml
indifferently mounted at the Leginning of the to have mentioned—nothing c.m.lg be farther from
gport.” my thoughts than to suppose 0
++1 think," eaid the stranger, *“ one of my at- “There are no apologies necessary, Bir,” an-
tendants had the sense to accommodate your swered Ravenswood, *for here, it Hlll"l“-'if-‘-‘m_'!'
friend with a horse.” roads geparate, :}nd 1 as.unrle‘y::} that we part in
« T was much indebted to his politenees and perfect equanimity on my 8ide. 5 )
yours,” replied Ravenswood., * My friend is Mr, As speaking these words, he lLll’G(‘t(:ﬂ. his
Hayston of Bucklaw, whom T dare say you will horse’s head towards a DArrow canseway, tne,_&n-
be sure to find in the thick of the keenest sports- cient approach to Wolf’s Orag. of which it might
men. He will return your servant’s horse, and be truly said, in the words of the Bard of Hope,
take my pony in exchange—and will add,” he that
concluded, turning his horse’s head from the
gtranger, ‘“his best acknowledgments to mine ee ol 20
r~.‘r’l.l'}]11f3a]:lcalrtlz-[;modfﬂjjgﬂ'enswanﬂ havine thus ex- But, ere he conld disengage h'lmilclr‘fr{_n}) }‘.fs com-
psessed himself, began to move homeward, with panion, the ,\'0111:;_:.1(1‘“3' we have already ‘).&lell'l-
the manner of one who has taken leave of his tiomed, came up tojoin the stranger, followed by
wompany. But the stranger was not so to be her servants. ; :
S::;in ‘off. He turned his horse at the same “D:mul-.tcr."-‘ Ezurl‘fhe strar rlto_t‘.lm m?‘slsed
time, and rode in the same dircction sonearto damsel, * this is the Master of ““(:“ﬁ‘--“ ood. :
the Master, that, without outriding him, which It would ]m‘r%- hcw-nlnslmrni 1_11&1;-1,1&! gentleman
the formal civility of the time, and the respect should lm\-ckrr:p!.wd to th mrlona'm::mn;hu.t. I_l:_e._ri
due to the stranger’s age and recent civility wonld was something in the graceful 1ur:.n In.rfr_l ]u;t;ru,,
have rendered ifimprnpur, he conld not easily escape mo v :3f' k-:mlnfo “’]“3“‘_1]‘-‘ was t |‘us pre-
from his company. sented, which not 01‘1.3' prevented him ﬁu_m In-
The stranrer did not long remain silent. gquiring to x\'bo'.n__:m. h): }\-hu:n.H\.c‘..‘umnncmt_mn
“This, lhc_-nﬁ‘uhn caid, **is the ancient Castle of had been made, but which L-!:vn_Fnr ﬂm-viltjﬁe
Wolf's Crag, often mentioned in the Scottish féll'ii'.“lihiij] absolutely mute. .'\l‘”l'l"tnlf]:Til'lLtu:."het
records,” looking to the old tower, then darken- cloud ‘_\'1::1-13' 1:.‘}(1 }()i‘.'_’. lm.\'ig.rlni(l‘ l.ll.)ﬂ‘\‘u 1115-1“;;:‘\'
ing under the influence of a stormy cloud, that on which Wolf's Crag is situated 11.;{ .\? \.i: ll _e;
formed its backeround ; for at the distance of a as it advance read ifsc leer 41‘1.1 .[E:Ll‘].n‘
ghort mile, the chase h r been circnitous, bad folds both over il gea, h}.c.m; the (.Jilf.]-:‘l-
bronght ihe hunters nearly back fo the point obj ng s¢ \\IEU']l. were n(-:hli.
which they had attained, when Ravenswood and turning the gea to a leaden complexion, mj:‘.l or
Bueklaw had get forward to join the heath te a darker !)rn: i, 1:\-:'1:1l nu:v. _\-. U“-‘?h
Ravenswood answered this observation with two distant peals, to announce the :.1‘511|drr5 wit
& cold and distant assent. gh

' answered the

stranger, clearing his voice with more than one

# Frequented by faw was the grass-cover'd road,
of deer and the warrior trode,

which it was fraught ; while two fashes of light
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ning, following each other very closely, showed in
the distance the grey turrets of Wolf’s Crag, and,
more nearly, the rolling billows of the ocean,
crested suddenly with red and dazzling light.

The horse of the fair huntress showed symp-
toms of impatience and restivencss, and it became
impossible for Ravenswood, as a man ora gentle-
man, to leave her abruptly to the'care of an aged
father or her menial attendants. He was, or be-
lieved himself, oblized in courtesy to take hold of
her bridle, and assist her in managing the unruly
animal. ‘Whiie he was thus engaged, the old
gentleman observed that the storm seemed to in-
crease—that they were far from Lord Bittle-
braing’, whose gunests they were for the present
—and that he would be oblized to the Master of
Ravenswood to point him the way to the nearest
place of refuge from the storm. Atthe same time
he cast a wistful and embarraseed look towards
the Tower of Wolf's Crag, which seemed to ren-
der it almost impossible for the owner to avoid
offering an old man and a lady, in such an emer-
gency, the temporary use of his honse. Indeed,
the condition of the young huntress made this
eourtesy indispensable; for, in the conrse of the
services which he rendered, he conld not but per-
ceive that she trembled much, and was extremely
agitated, from her apprehensions, doubtless, of
the coming storm,

I know not if the Master of Ravenswood
shared her terrors, but he was not entirely free
from something like a similar disorder of nerves,
ag he observed ** The Tower of Wolf’s Crag has
nothing to offer beyond the shelter of its roof, but
if that can be acceptable at such a moment—"' he
paused, as if the rest of the invitation stuck in
his throat. But the old gentleman, his self-con-
etituted companion, did not allow him to recede
from the invitation, which he had rather suffered
to be implied than directly expressed.

** The storm,” said the stranger, * must be an
apology for waiving ceremony—his danghter’s
health was weak—she had suffered much from a
recent alarm—he trusted their intrusion on the
Master of Ravenswood's hospitality would not be
eltogether unpardonable in the circnmstances of
the case—his child’s safety must be dearer to him
than ceremony.”

There was no room fo retreat. The Master of
Ravenswoodled the way, continning to keep hold
of the lady’s bridle to prevent her horse from
etarting at some nnexpected explogion of thunder,
He was not so bewildered in his own hurried re-
flections, but that he remarked, that the deadly
paleness which had occupied her neck and tem-
ples, and such of her features as the riding-mask
left exposed, gave place to a deep and rosy guffu-
gion ; and he felt with embarrassment that a flush
was by tacitsympathy exciled in his own cheeks,
The stranger, with watchfulness which he dis-
guised under apprehensions for the safety of his
danghter, continued to observe the expression of
the Master's connteénance as they ascended the
kill to Woll’s Crag. When they stood in front of

that ancient fortress, Ravenswood’s emotions
were of a very complicated description; and as
he led the way into the rude court-yard, and hal-
loo’d to Caleb to give attendance, there was a
tone of sternness, almost of fierceness, which
seemed somewhat alien from the courtesies of
one who is receiving honored guests,

Caleb came ; and not the paleness of the fair
stranger at the first approach of the thunder, nor
the paleness of any other person, in any other cir-
cumstances whatever, equalled that which over-
came the thin cheeks of the disconsolate senes-
chal, when he beheld this accession of guests fo
the castle, and reflected that the dinner hour was
fast approaching., “1Is he daft?” he muttered to
himself,—*is he clean daft a’thegither, to bring
lords and leddies, and a host of folk behint them,
and twal-o-clock chappit?” Then approaching
the Master, he craved pardon for having permitted
the rest of his people to go out to see the hunt,
obgerving, that ‘“they wad never think of his
lordship coming back till mirk night, and that he
dreaded they might play the truant,’

** Silence, Balderston!™ gaid Ravenswood,
sternly; “your folly is unseasonable.—Sir and
madam,” he said, tarning to his ruests, ** this old
man, and yet older and more imbecile female do-
mestic, form my whole retinue, Our means of
refreshing you are more scanty than even go mis-
erable a retinue, and a dwelling so dilapidated
might seem to promise you: but such as they
may chance to be, you may command them,”

The elder stranger, struck with the roined and
even savage appearance of the Tower, rendered
etill more disconsolate by the lowering and
gloomy sky, and perhaps nof altogether nnmoved
by the grave and determined voice in which their
host addressed them, looked round him anxionsly,
a8 if he half repented the readiness with which he
had accepted the offered hospitality. But there
Wwas now no opportunity of receding from the sit-
nation in which he had placed himself,

As for Caleb, he was so nfterly stunned by his
master’s public and unqualified acknowledement
of the nakedness of the land, that for two minutes
he could only mutter within hiz hebdomadal
beard, which had not felt the razor for six days,
“He's daft—clean daft—red wud, and awa wi't!
But deil hae Caleb Balderston,' said he, collect-
ing his powers of invention and resource, *if the
family shall lose credit, if he were a8 wad as the
seven wise masters 1 He then boldly advanced,
and in spite of his master's frowns and impa-
tience, gravely asked, **if he shonld not serve up
some slight refection for the young leddy, and a
glass of tokay, or old sack—or——"

“ Truce to this ill-timed foolery,” gaid the
Master, sternly, —* put the horses into the
stable, and interrupt us no more with your ab-
surdities.”

** Your honor’s pleasure is to he oheved aboon
a’ things,” gaid C : “nevertheless, as for the
sack and tokay, which it is not your noble guests’
pleasure to accept—""

B_i
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But here the voice of Bucklaw, heard even
sbove the clattering of hoofs and braying of
horns with which it mingled, announced that
he was scaling the pathway to the Tower at the
head of the greater part of the gallant hunting
rain,

“ The deil be in me, * said Caleb, taking heart
in spite of thiz new invasion of Philistines, ** if
they shall beat me yet! The hellicat ne’er-do-
weel |—to bring such a crew here, that will expeet
to find brandy as plenty as diteh-water, and he
kenning sae absolutely the case in whilk we stand
for the present! But I trow, conld I get rid of
thao gaping gowks of flunkies that hae won into
the court-yard at the back of their betters, as
mony & man gets preferment, I could make a’
right yet.”

The measures which he took to execute this
danntless regolution, the reader shall learn in the
next chapter.

e
CHAPTER X.

With throat unslaked, with black lips baked,

Agape they heard him eall;
Gramercy they for joy did grin,
And all at once their breath drew in,

As they had been drinking alll

CoLERIDGE'S *“ Rime of the Ancient Mariner,?

Havstox of Bueklaw was one of the thounght-
less class who never hesitate between their friend
and their jest. When it was announced that the
principal persons of the chase had taken their
route towards Wolf’s Crag, the huntsmen, &s a
point of civility, offered to transfer the venison to
that mansion ; a proffer which was readily accept-
ed by Bucklaw, who thought much of the aston-
jshment which their arrival in full body would
occagion poor old Caleb Balderston, and very
little of the dilemma to which he was about to
expose his friend the Master, go ill circumstanced
to receive such a party. But in old Caleb he had
to do with a erafty and alert antagonist, prompt
at supplying, npon all emergencies, evasions and
excnses suitable, as he thonght, to the dignity of
the family.

¢ Praise be blest ! ” gaid Caleb to himself; **ae
-eaf of the muckle gate has been swung to wi’
yeséreen’s wind, and I think I can manage to shut
the ither.”

But he was desirous, like a prudent governor,
at the eame time to get rid, if possible, of the in-
ternal enemy, in which light he considered almost
every one who eat and drank, ere he took mea-
sures to exclude those whom their jocund noise
now pronounced to be near at hand. He waited,
therefore, with impatience uuntil his master had
shown his two principal guests into the Tower,
and then commenced his operations.

“T think,” he said to the stranger menials,
**that as they are bringing the stag’s head to the
castle in all honor, we, who are in-dwellers,
ghould receive them at the gate.”

The unwary grooms had no sooner hurried
put, in compliance with this insidious hint, than,

one folding-door of the ancient gatebelng already
closed by the wind, ashas already been intimated,
honest Caleb Jost no time in shafting the other
with a clang, which resounded from donjon vaunlt
{0 battlement. Having thus secured the pass, he
forthwith indnlged the excluded huntsmen in
brief parley, from a small projecting window, or
shot-hole, through which, in former days, the
warders were wont to reconnoitre those who pre-
sented themselyes before the gates. Hegave them
to understand, in a ehort and pithy speech, that
the gate of the castle was never on any account
opened doring meal-times—that his honor, the
Master of Ravenswood, and some gnests of gnal-
ity, had just sat down to dinner—that there was
excellent brandy at the hostler’s-wife's at Wolf 's-
hope down below—and he held out some obscure
hint that the reckoning would be discharged by
the Master; but this was uttered in a very du-
Dbions and oracular strain, for, like Louis X1V.,
Caleb Balderston hesitated to carry finesse so far
as direct falsehood, and was content to deceive,
if possible, without direct lying.

This anmunciation wag received with surprizse
by some, with langhter by others, and with dis-
may by the expelled lackeys, who endeavored to
demonstrate that their right of re-admission, for
the purpose of waiting npon their master and
mistress, was at least indisputable. But Caleb
was not in a hamor to understand or admit any
distinetions, He stuck to his original proposition
with that dogged, but convenient pertinacity,
which is armed against all convietion, and deaf to
all reasoning,

Bucklaw now came from the rear of the party,
and demanded admittance in a very angry tone.
But the resolution of Caleb was immovable.

“If the king on the throne were af the gate,”
he declared, * his ten fingers should never open
it contrair to the established use and wont of the
family of Ravenswood, and his duty as theirhead-
gervant.”?

Bucklaw was now extremely ivcensed, and
with more oaths and curses than we care to re.
peat, declared himself most unworthily treated,
and demanded peremptorily to speak with the
Master of Ravenswood himself, But to this, also,
Caleb turned & deaf ear.

t He's ag soon a-bieeze asa tap of tow the lad
Bucklaw,” he said ; * but the deil of ony master’s
face he shall see till he has sleepit and walken’d
on't. He'll ken himsell better the morn’s morn-
ing, If gets the like o' him to be bringing a
crew of drunken hunters here, when he kens
there is bat little preparation to sloken his ain
drought.” And he disappeared from the window,
leaving them all to digest their exclusion as they
best might.

But another person, of whose presence Caleb,
in the animation of the debate, was not aware,
had listened in silence to its progress. This was
the principal domestic of the stranger—a man of
trust and consequence—the same who, in the
hunting-field, bad accommodated Bucklaw with
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the nse of his horge. He was'in the stable when
Caleb had contrived the expulsion of his fellow-
gervants, and thus avoided sharing the same fate
from which his personal importance would cer-
tainly not have otherwise saved him.

This personage perceived the mancenvre of
Caleb, easily appreciated the motive of his con-
duet, and knowing his master’s intentions towards
the family of Ravenswood, had no difficulty as to
the line of conduct he ought to adopt. He took
the place of Caleb (unperceived by the latter) at
the post of andience which he had just left, and
announced to the assembled domestics, *that it
was his master’s pleasure that Lord Bittlebraing®
retinue and his own shonld go down to the adja-
cent change-house, and call for what refreshments
they might have oceasion for, and he should take
care to discharge the lJawing.”

The jolly troop of huntsmen retired from the
inhospitable gate of Wolf’s Cragz, execrating as
they descended the steep pathway, the niggard
and unworthy disposition of the proprietor, and
damning, with more than silvan license, both the
castle and its inhabitants. Bucklaw, with many
qualities which would have made him a man of
worth and judgment in more favorable eircum-
stances, had been so utferly neglected in point of
education, that he was apt to think and feecl ac-
cording to the ideas of the companions of his
pleasures. The praises which had recently been
heaped upon himself he eontrasted with the gen-
eral abuse now levelled against Ravenswood—he
recalled to his mind the dull and monotonous days
he had spent in the Tower of Wolf's Crag, com-
pared with the joviality of hisusual life—he felf,
with great indignation, his exclusion from the
castle, which he considered as a gross affront, and
every mingled feeling led him to break off the
nnion which he had formed with the Master of
Ravenswood.

On arriving at the change-honse of the village
of Wolf's-hope, he nnexpectedly met with an old
acquaintance just alighting from his horse. This
was no other than the very respectable Captain
Craizengelt, who immediately came up to him,
and, without appearing to retain any recollection
of the indifferent terms on which they had parted,
ghook him by the hand in th® warmest mamngr
possible, A warm grasp of the hand was what
Bucklaw conld never help returning with cordial-
ity, and no sooncr had Craigengelt felt the pressure
of his fingers than he knew the terms on which
he stood with him.

“TLong life to you, Bucklaw ! he exclaimed ;
“there’s life for honest folk in this bad world
yet!”

The Jacobites at this period, with what pro-
priety I know not, used, it mast be noticed, the
term of honest men as peculiarly descriptive of
their own party.

“ Ay, and for others besides, it seems,” an-
swered Bucklaw ; ** otherways, how came you fo
venture hither, noble Capiain §"

“Who—I¢—I am as frze as the wind at Mar-

3

tinmas, that pays neither land-rent nJr annual;
all is explained—all settled with the honest old
drivellers yonder of Auld Reekie—Pooh! pooh!
they dared not keepme a week of days in durance.
A certain person has better friends among them
than you wot of, and can serve a friend when it is
least likely.”

“Pshaw ! answered Hayston, who perfecily
knew and thoroughly despised the character of
this man, ** none of your cogging gibberish—tell
me truly, are yon at liberty and in safety

“ Free and safe as a whig bailie on tuc cause-
way of his own borough, or a canting Presbyte-
rian minister in his own pulpit—and I came to
tell you that you need not remain in hiding any
longer.”?

“Then I suppose you ¢all yourself my friend,
Captain Craigengelt? * said Bucklaw.

“ Friend ? " replied Craigengelt, **my cock of
the pit? why, T am thy very Achates, man, as I
have heard scholars say—hand and glove—bark
and tree—thine to life and death!”

“TI try that in a moment,” answered Bucklaw.
“Thou art never without money, however thou
comest by it. Lend me two pieces to wash the
dust out of these honest fellows' throats in the
firet place, and then—"

“Two pieces? twenty are at thy service, my
lad—and twenty to back them.”

 Ay—say you £0?’ snid Bucklaw, pausing,
for his natnral penetration led him to suspect
some extraordinary motive lay couched under such
an excess of generosily. ** Craigengelt, yon are
cither an honest fellow in rizht good carnest, and
I scarce know how to believe that—or you are
cleverer than I took you for, and I scarce know
how to believe that either.”

“ Lun wemptehe pas Dautre’ maid Craigen-
gelt, “* touch and try—the gold is as good as ever
was weighed.”

He put a quantity of gold pieces into Bucklaw’s
hand, which he fhrust into his pocket withoub
either counting or looking at them, only observing,
that he was so circumstanced that he must
enlist, though the devil offered the press-
meney ;" and then turning to the huntsmen, he
called ont, “*Come along, my lads—all i8 at my
cost.”

“TLong life to Buckiaw ! * shouted the men of
the chaze.

 And confusion to him that takes his share
of the sport, and leaves the hunters as dry as a
dramhend,” added another, by way of corollary.

“The house of Ravenswood was ance a gude
and an honorable house in this land,” said an old
man, *but it's lost its credit this day, and the
Master has shown himself no better than a greedy
callion.”

And with this conclusfon, which was unani-
mously agreed to by all who heard it, they roshed
tumultnously into the house of entertainment,
where they revelled till a late hour. The jovial
temper of Bucklaw geldom permitted him to be
nice in the choice of his associates; and on the
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pregent oceasion, when his joyous debaunch re-
ceived additional zest from the intervention of an
unusual space of sobriety, and almost abstir

he s as happy in leading the revels
comrades bad been =ons of princes, Cra

had his own purpos n fooling himug

of his bent; and havi ome low humor, much
impudence, and the power of singing a good song,
understanding besides thoronghly the disposition
of his regained associate, he readily succeeded in
involving him bumper-deep in the festivity of the
meeting.

A very different scene was in the meantime
passing in the Tower of Wolf's Crag. When the
Master of Ravenswood left the court-yard, too
much bueied with his own perplexed reflections
to pay attention to the manceuvre of Caleb, he
ushered his guests into the great hall of the cas-
tle.

The indefatizable Balderston, who from choice
or habit, worked on from morninzx to nicht, had,
by decrees, cleared this desolate apartment of the
confused relics of the funeral banquet, and re-
stored it to some order, But not all his skill and
labor, in disposing to advantage the little furni-
niture which remained, could remove the dark
and disconsolate appearance of those ancient and
disfurnished walls. The narrow windows, flanked
by deep indentures into the wall, seemed formed
rather to exclude than to admit the cheerful light 5
and the heavy and gloomy appearance of the thun-
der-eky added still farther to the obscurity.

As Ravenswood, with the grace of a gallant of
that period, but not without a certain stiffness
and embarrassment of manner, handed the young
lady to the upper end of the apartment, her father
remained standing more near to the door, asif
about to disengnge himzell from his hat and cloak.
At this moment the clang of the portal was heard,
a sound at which the stranger started, stepped
hastily to the window, and looked with an air
of alarm at Ravenswood, when he saw that the
gate of the court was shut, and his domestics ex-
cluded.

“You have nothing to fear, gir,” said Ravens-
wood, gravely; *‘this roof retains the means of
giving protection, though not welcome. Ie-
thinks,” he added, time that I should know
who they are that have thus highly honored my
ruined dwelling ¢ "

The young lady remained silent and motion-
less, the father, to whom the question was more
directly addressed, seemed in the gituation of a
performer who has ventured to take upon himself
1 part which he finds himself unable to present,
and who comes to & panse when it iz most to be

yected that he should speak. While he en-

nent with the

ward, as if with the purpose of es
andid the eape of his coat, and
from his face, his fingers fumbled as il the one

had been linked with msted iron, or the other
bad weighed equal with a stone of lead, The
darknesg of the sky seemed to increase, as if to
supply the want of those mufllings which he laid
agide with such elegant reluctance. The impa.
tience of Ravenswood increased also in propor
tion to the delay of the stranger, and he appeared
to strugole under agitation, though probably from
a very different canse., Ie labored to restrain his
desire to gpeak, while the str 1, to all appear-
ance, was at a loss for words to express what he
felt necessary to say. At length Ravenswood's
impatience broke the bounds he had impcecd
npon it.

* 1 perceive,” he said, **that Sir William Ash-
ton iz unwilling to announce himself in the castle
of Wolf's Crag.”

“T had hoped it was nnn sary,” said the
Lord Keeper, relieved from his silence, as a spee-
tre by the voice of the exorcist; * and T am obliged
to you, Master of Ravenswood, for breaking the
ice at opce, where cireumstances—unhappy cir-
cumstances, let me call them—rendered self-in
troduction peculiarly awkward.”

* And am I not then,” said the Master of Ra-
venswood, gravely, * to consider the Lopor of thig
vizsit as purely accidental?

**Let us distinguish a little,” said the Keeper,
assuming an appearance of ease which perhaps
his heart was a stranger to; **this is an honor
which I have, 7 desired for some time, but
which I might never have obtained, save for the
accident of the storm. My .daughter and I are
alike grateful for this opportunity of thanking
the brave man, to whom she owes her life and I
mine.”

The hatred which divided the great families in
the feudal times had lost little of its bitterness,
thongh it no longer expressed itself in deeds of
open violence, Not the feelings which Ravens-
wood had begun to entertain towards Lu
ton, not the hospitality due to his guests, were
able entirely to subdue, though they warmly com-
bated, the deep passions which arose within him,
at beholding his father’s foe standing in the hall
of the family of which he had in a great measure
accelerated the ruin. His looks glanced from the
father to the daunchier with an irresolution, of
which Sir William Ashton did not think it proper
to await the conclusion. He had now disembar-
rassed himself of his riding-d walking up
rhter, he undid the fastening of her

openly
“Ir he will ¢

: was all
that Lucy uttered ; but in a to

so sweetly mod
Iy at once a feek
 of the cold reception to which

ming {rom a creature

t and so Deautiful, her words cut Ra-
venswood to the very heart for his harsliness

lescend to accept it,

THE BRIDE OF

He muttered something of surprise, something
of confusion, aud ending with a warm and eager
expression of his happiness at 1z able to afford
her shelter under hiz roof, he saluted her, as the
ceremonial of the time enjoined upon such occa-
eions. Their cheeks had touched and were with-
drawn from each other—Ravenswood had not
quitted the hand which he had taken in kindly
courtesy—a blush, which attached more conse-
quence by far than was usual to such ceremony,
gtill mantled on Lucy Ashton’s beautiful cheek,
when the apartment was suddenly illuminated by
a flash of lightning, which seemed abselutely to
swallow the darkness of the hall, Every o
might have been for an instant seen distinctly.
The slight and half-sinking form of Lucy Ashton,
the well-proportioned and stately fizure of Ra-
venswood, his dark features, and the fiery, yet ir-
resolute expression of his eyes,—the old arms and
scutcheons which hung on the walls of the apart-
ment, were for an ins{ant distinctly visible to the
Keeper by a strong red brilliant glare of light.
Its disappearance was almost instantly followed
by.a burst of thunder, for the storm-clond was
very near the casile; and the peal was so sudden
and dreadful, that the old tower rocked to its
foundation, and every inmate concluded it was
falling upon them. The seot, which had not been
disturbed for centuries, showered down the huge
tunnelled chimneys—lime and dust flew in clouds
from the wall; and, whether the lightning had
actnally struck the castle, or whether through the
violent concussion of the air, several heavy s

were hurled from the mouldering battlements
into the roaring sea beneath, it might seem as if
the ancient founder of the castle were bestriding
the thunderstorm, and proclaiming his disp

ure at the reconciliation of his descendant with
the enemy of his house.

The consternation was general, and if required
the efforts of both the Lord Keeper and Ravens-
wood to keep Luey from fainting. Thus was the
Master a second time engaged in the most deli-
cate and dangerous of all tasks, that of affording
gupport to a beautiful and helpless being, who, as
geen before in a similar situation, bad already
become a favorite of his imagination, both when
awake and when glumbering., If the Genins of
the Honse really condemned a union betwixt the
Master and his fair gneet, the means by which
he expressed his sentiments were as unhappily
chosen as if he had been a mere mortal. The
train of little aitentions, absolutely to
gooth the young lady’s mind, and aid her in com-
posing her &p necessarily threw the Master
of Ravenswood into such an intercourse with her
father, as was calculated, for the moment at least,
to break down the barrier of feudal enmity which
divided them. To express himself churlizhly, or
even coldly, towards an old man, whose danghter
(and such a danghter) lay before them, overpow-
ered with natural terror—and sll this under his
awn roof—the thing was impossible ; and by the
time that Lucy, extending a hand to each, was
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able to thank them for their kindness, the Master
felt that his sentiments of hoslility towards the
Lord Keeper were by no means those most pre
dominant in his bosom.

The weather, her state of health, the absenc
of her attendants, all prevented the possibility of
Lucy Ashton renewing her journey to Bittlebrains
House, which was full five miles distant; and the
Master of Ravenswooil could not but, in common
courtesy, offer the shelter of his roof for the rest
of the day and for the night. DBut a flush of less
soft expression, a look much more habitual to his
features, resumed predominance when he men-
tioned how meanly he was provided for the enter-
tainment of his guests.

** Do not mention deficiencies,” said the Lord
Keeper, eager to interrupt him and preveni his
resuming an alarming topic; “ yon are preparing
to set out for the Continent, and your house is
probably for the present unfurnished. Al this
we understand; but if you mentiop .peonve-
nience, yon will oblige us tc seek 2 _mmoda-
tions in the hamlet,”

As the Master of Ravenswood was ahout to re-

the door of the kall opencd, and Caleb Bal
on rushed in. >

—

CHAPTER XL
have meat enough, woman—half a hen,
ards—put them off too;
ng of them,
1 confounds tha savor.
Love's PILGRIMAGE,

Tae thunderbolt, which had stunved all who
were within hearing of it, had only served to
awaken the bold and inventive genius of the
flower of Majors-Domo. Almost before the clat-
ter had ceased, and while there was yet scarce an
assurance whether the castle was standing or f3
ing, Caleb exclaimed, * Heavens be praised |—this
comes to hand Like the bowl of a pint-stoup.” He
then barred the kitchen door in the face of the
Lord Eeeper’s servant, whom he perceived return-
ing from the party at the gate, and mutiering,
“ How the deil cam he in?— deil may care—
Mysie, what are ye sitling shaking and greeting
in the chimney nenk for? Come here—or siay
where ye are, and ekirl as loud as ye can—it’s a’
ye're gude for—I say, ye auld deevil, ekirl—skirl
—louder—louder, woman—gar the gentles hear
ye in the ha'—I have heard ye, as far off as the
Bass for a less matter, And stay—down wi® that
crockery—"

And with a sweeping blow, he threw down
from a shelf some articles of pewter and earthen-
ware. He exalted his voice amid the clatter,
shouting and roaring in a manner which chaneed
Mysie's hysterical terr of the thunder inio
fears that her old fellow-servant was
tracted. * He has dung down a’ the hits o’ prss,
too—the only thing we had left to hand a soup
milk—and he has spilt the hatted kitt that wag
for the Master's dinner, Mercy save us, the anjd




