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Ratigbon, or Paris—or where is he—for restitu-
tion of the engagement in which he had the art
to involve her. You will not, I am sure, my
dear friend, think it is wrong that she should feel
much delicacy upon this head ; indeed, it con-
cerns us all.”

“ Perfectly mght—quite fair,” said Bucklaw,
half humming, halt speaking the end of the old
BOng—

Tt 1s best to be off wi' the old love
Before you be on wi’ the new.
But T thonght,” said he, pausing, “ you might
have had an answer six times told from Ravens-
wood, D—n me, if T have nota mind to goand
fetch one myself, if Miss Ashton will honor me
with the commission.”

By no means,” said Lady Ashton, “we have
had the ntmost difficulty of preventing Donglas
(for whom it wonld be more proper) from taking
go rash a step; and do you think we could per-
mit you, my good friend, almost equally dear to
ng, to go to a desperale man wpon an errand o
desperate? In fact, all the friends of the family
are of opinion, and my dear Lucy herself ought
g0 to think, that, as this unworthy person has.re-
turned no answer to her letter, silence must on
this, as in other cases, be held to give congent,
and & contract mnst be supposed to be given up,
when the party waives insisting npon it. Sir
William, who shounld know best, is clear upon
this subject ; and therefore, my dear Loncy—"

 Madam,” said Lucy, with unwonted enerzy,
““nrge me no farther—if this unhappy engagement
be restored, I have already said you ghall dispose
of me as you will—till then I should commit a
heavy sin in the eight of God and man, in doing
what youn require.”

“ But, my love, if this man remains obstinately
silent—"

+ He will not be silent,” answered ILney; **it
is six weeks since I sent him a double of my
former letter by a gare hand.”

“Yon have not—yon could not—yon durst
not,” said Lady Ashton, with violence inconsist-
ent with the tone ghe had intended fo assume;
put instantly correcting herself, * My dearest
Lucy,” said she, in her sweetest tone of expostu-
lation, * how could you think of such a thing?"

“ No matter,” said Bucklaw; *T respect Miss
Ashton for her sentiments, and I only wish I had
heen her messenger myzelf.”

% And pray how long, Miss Aghton," gaid her
mother ironically, **are we to wait the return of
your Pacolet—your fairy mesasenger—since our
humble couriers of flesh and blood could not be
trusted in this matter?™

«] have numbered weeks, days, honrs, and
minntes,” gaid Miss Ashton; *within another
week [ shall have an answer, unless he is dead.—
Till that time, sir,”" she said, addressing Buck-
law, “let me be thus far beholden to you, that
you will beg my mother to forbear me upon this
subject.”

# I will make it my particular entreaty to Lady

Ashton.” said Bucklaw, *“Bymy honor, madain
1 respect your feelings; and, although the prose.
cntion of this affair be rendered dearer to me
than ever, yet, as 1 am a gentleman, I would re,
nounce it, were it so urged as to give you a mo.
ment's pain.”

“Mr. Hayston, T think, cannot apprehend
that,” gaid Lady Ashton, looking pale with anger,
“when the danghter's happiness lics in the
bosom of the mother.—Let me ask you, Miss
Ashton, in what terms your last letter was
couched?”

v Exactly in the same, madam,” answere]
Lucy, * which you dictated on a former ocea.
sion.”

 When eight days have elapsed, then," said
her mother, resuming her tone of tenderness,
w e shall hope, my dearest love, that yon will
end this snspense.”

+ Miss Ashton munst not be hurried, madam,"
gaid Bucklaw, whose bluntness of feeling did not
by any means arise from want of good nature—
“messengers may be stopped or delayed. Ihave
known a day’s journey broke by the casting of &
fore-ghoe.—Stay, let me see my calendar—the
20th day from this iz St. Jude’s, and, the day be
fore, I must be at Caverton Edge to see the match
between the Laird of Kittlegirth's black mare and
Jobhnston the meal-monger's four-year-old eolt;
but I can ride all night, or Craigie can bring me
word how the match goes; and I hope, in the
meantime, as I shall not myselfl distress Miss
Ashton with any farther importunity, that your
ladyship yourself, and 8ir William and Colonel
Donglas, will have the goodness to allow herun-
interrupted time for making up her mind.”

+ Sir." said Miss Ashton, * yon are generons."

 Ag for that, madam,” answered Bueklaw, 1
only pretend to be a plain good-humored young
fellow, as I said before, who will willingly make
you happy if you will permit him, and show him
how to do so.”

Having said this, he saluted her with more
emotion than was eonsistent with his usual traif
of feeling, and teok his leave; Lady Ashton,8s
she accompanied him out of the apartment, assnr
ine him that her danghter did full justice tothe
sincerity of his attachment, and requesting himio
gee Sir William before his departure, ** since,” a8
ghe said, with a keen glance reverting towards
Lucy, ‘“*against 8t. Jude's day, we must all be
ready to sign and seal.”

Do sign and seal!™ echoed Lucy in a muk
{ering tone, as the door of the apartment closed—
%o gign and seal—to do and die!™ and, clasp
inz her extennated hands together, she eank
back on the easy-chair she ocenpied, in @ state
resembling stupor.

From Lr‘fxis _-Flu-. was shortly after awakened by
the boisterous entry of her brother Henry, who
clamoronsly reminded her of a promige fo give
him two yards of carpation ribbon to make knot#
to his new garters. With the most pnrieut-cam.-
sosure Lucy arose, and opened a little ivory
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eabinet, sought out the ribbon the lad wanted,
measured it accurately, ent it off into proper
lengths, and knotted into the fashion his boyish
whim required.

“Dinna shut the cabinet yet,” said Henry,
*for I must have some of your silver wire to
fasten the bells to my hawk’s jesses,—and yet the
new falcon’s not worth them neither; for do yon
know, after all the plague we had to get her from
an eyry, all the way at Posso, in Mannor Water,
she's going to prove, after all, nothing better
than a rifler—she just wets her singles in the
blood of the partridge, and then breaks away,
and lets her fly ; and what good can the poor bird
do after that, yon know, except pine and die in
the first heather-cow or whin-bueh she can crawl
into?”

“ Right, Henry—right, very right," said Luey,
monrnfully, holding the boy fast by the hand, after
she had given him the wire he wanted; ‘‘but
there are more riflers in the world than your fal-
con, and more wounded birds that seek but to
die in quiet, that can find neither brake nor whin-
bush to hide their heads in.,”

“Ah that’s some speech out of your roman-
ces.” gaid the boy; **and Sholto says they have
turned your head. Buf I hear Norman whistling
to the hawk ; T must go fasten on the jesses.”

And he scampered away with the thoughtless
gaiety of boyhood, leaving his sister to the bitter-
ness of her own reflections.

“Tt is decreed,” she said, **that every living
creature, even those who owe me most Kindnesg,
are to shun me, and leave me to those by whom I
am beset. It i just it shonld be thus. Alone
and uncounselled, I involved myself in these perils
—alone and uncounselled, I must extricate my-
self or die.”

P AR

CHAPTER XXX,
What doth ensne *
Bat moody and dull melancholy,
Kirsman to grim and comfortless despair,
And, at her heels, a huge infectious troop
Of pale distemperatures, and foes to Tife ?
Coxmepy oF ErRoRs.

As some vindication of the ease with which
Bucklaw (who otherwise, as he termed himself,
was really a very good-humored fellow) resigned
his judgment to the management of Lady Ashton,
while paying his addresses to her daughter, the
reader must call o mind the strict domestie dis-
cipline, which, at this period, was exercized over
the females of a Scottish family.

The manners of the country in this, ag in many
other respects, coincided with those of France
before the revolution. Young women of the higher
ranks seldom mingled in society nntil after mar-
riage, and, both in law and fact, were held to be
under the strict tutelage of their parents, who
were too apt to enforce the views for their settle-
ment in life, without paying any regard to the
‘nelination of the parties chiefly interested. On
euch occasions, the suitor expected little more

117

from his bride than a silent gequiescence in the
will of her parents; and as few opportunities of
acquaintance, far less of intimacy, occurred, he
made his choice by the outside, as the lovers in
the Merchant of Venice select the casket, con-
tented to trust to chance the issue of the lottery,
in which he had hazarded a venture,

It was not therefore surprising. such being the
general manners of the age, that Mr. Hayston of
Bucklaw, whom dissipated habits had detached in
gome degree from the best society, should mnot
attend particularly to those feelings in his elected
bride to which many men of more sentimeut, ex-
perience, and reflection, wonld, in all probability,
have been equally indifferent, He knew what all
accounted the principal point, that her parents
and friends, namely, were decidedly in his favor,
and there existed most powerful reasons for their
predilection.

In truth, the conduct of the Marqnis of A—
since Ravenswood's departure, had been such as
almost to par the possibility of his kinsman’s
union with Luey Ashton. The Marquis was Rav-
enswood's sincere, but misjudging friend; or
rather, like many friends and patrons, he consulted
what he considered to be his relation’s trne in-
terest, although he knew that in doing so he ran
connter to his inclinations.

The Marquis drove on, therefore, with the plen-
itude of ministerial authority, an appeal 1o the
British House of Peers against those judgments
of the courts of law, by which Sir William became
possesged of Ravenswood’s hereditary property.
As ‘this measure, enforced with all the authority
of power, was new in Scottish judicial proceed-
ings, though now so frequently resorted to, it was
exclaimed against by the lawyers on the opposite
side of politics, as an interference with the eivil
Jjudicature of the conntry, equally new, arbitrary,
and tyrannical. And if it thusaffected even stran-
gers connected with them only by political party,
it may be guessed what the Ashton family them-
selves said and thought under so gross a dispen-
gation, Sir William, stil more worldly-minded
than he was timid, was reduced to dezpair Dy the
losg by which he was threatened. MHis son’s
haughtier spirit was exalted into rage at the idea
of being deprived of his expected patrimony, But
to Lady Ashton’s yet more vindictive temper; the
conduet of Ravenswood, or rather of his patron,
appeared to be an offence challenging the deepest
and moet mortal revenge. Even ‘the quiet and
confiding temper of Lucy herself, swayed by the
opinions expressed by all around her, could not
but consider the conduct of Ravenswood as pre
cipitate, and even munkind. *1It was my father,”
ehe repeated with a gigh, * who welcomed him to
this place, and encouraged, or at least allowed,
the intimacy between us. Should he not have
remembered this, and requited it with at least
some moderfate degree of procrastination in the
assertion of his own alleged rights ¢ Iwould have
forfeited for him double the value of these lands,
which he pursues with an ardor that shows he
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hes foreotten how much T am implicated in the
matter.”

Lucy, however, conld only murmur these things
to herself, nowilling to increase the prejudices
egainst her lover entertained by all around her,
who exclaimed againgt the steps pursued on his
account as illegal, vexatious, and tyrannmical, re-
gembling the worst measures in the worst times
of the worst Stunartg, and & degradation of Scot-
land, the decisions of whose learned judges were
thus subjected to the review of a court, composed,
indeed, of men of the highest rank, but who were
not trained to the study of any municipal law, and
might be supposed specially to hold in contempt
that of Scotland. As a natural consequence of
theallezed injustice meditated towards her father,
every means was resorted to, and every argument
urged, to induce Miss Ashton to break off her
engagement with Ravenswood, as being scandal-
oug, shamefnl, and sinfal, formed with the mortal
encmy of her family, and calcnlated to add bitter-
ness to the distress of her parents.

Lucy’s spirit, however, was high; and al-
though nnaided and alone, she would have borne
much—she could have endnred the repinings of
her father—his murmurs against what he called
the tyrannical umsage of the ruling party—his
ceageless charges of ingratitude against Ravens-
wood—his endless lectures on the varions mesns
by which contracts may be avoided and annulled
—his quotations from the civil, the municipal,
and the canonlaw—and his prelections upon the
pairia polestas.

She might have borne also in patience, or re-
pelled with scorn, the bitter tannts and oceasional
vioclence of her brother, Colonel Douglas Ashton,
and the impertinent and intrusive interference of
other friends and relations. Bnt it was beyond
her power effectually to withstand or elnde the
constant and unceasing persecution of Lady Ash-
ton, who, laying every other wigh agide, had bent
the whole efforts of her powerful mind to break
her danghter’s contract with Ravenswood, and to
place a perpetnal bar befween the lovers, by ef-
fecting Lucy’s union with Bocklaw. Far more
deeply skilled than her husband in the recesses of
the human heart, she was aware, that in this way
ghe might strike a blow of deep and decisive ven-
geance npon one whom she esteemed as her mor-
tal enemy; nor did she hesitate at raising her
arm, although she knew that the wound must be
dealt through the bosom of her danghter. With
this stern and fixed purpose, she sounded every
deep and ghallow of her danghter’s gonl, assnmed
alternately every disgnise of manner which conld
serve her object, and prepared at leisure every
gpecies of dire machinery by which the human
mind can he wrenched from its gettled determina-
tion. Some of these were of an obvions descrip-
fion, and require only to be cursorily mentioned ;
others were characteristic of the time, the
conntry, and the persons engaged in this singu-
lar drama,

It was of the last consequence that all inter-

courze betwixt the lovers should be stopped, and,
Ly dint of gold and authority, Lady Ashton con-
trived to possess herself of such a complete com-
mand of all who were placed around her dangh

ter, that, in fact, no leagnered fortress was ever
more completely blockaded ; while, at fhe same
time, to all outward appearance, Miss Ashton lay
under no restriction. The verge of her parent’s
domains became, in respect to her, like the view-
less and enchanted line drawn around & fairy cas-
tle, where nothing nnpermitted can either enter
from without, or escape from within. Thus every
Jetter, in which Ravenswood conveyed to Lucy
Ashton the indispensable reasons which detained
him abroad, and more than one note which poor
Lucy had addressed to him through  what she
thought a secure channel, fell into the hands of
her mother. It could not be but that the tenor of
these intercepted letters, especially those of Ra-
venswood, should contain something to irritate
the passions, and fortify the obstinacy of her into
whose hands they fell ; but Lady Ashton’s pas-
siong were too deep-rooted to require this fresh
food. She burnt the papers as regularly as sghe
perused them s and as they consumed into vapor
and tinder, regarded them with a smile upon her
compressed lips, and an exultation in her steady
eye, which showed her confidence that the hopes
of the writers should soon be rendered equally
unsubstantial.

It usually happens that fortnne aids the machi-
pations of those who are prompt to avail them-
selves of every chance that offers. A report was
wafted from the Continent, founded, like others
of the same sgort, npon many plansible circum
stanees, but without any real basis, stating the
Master-of Ravenswood to be on the eve of mar-
riage with a foreign lady of fortune and distine-
tion. This was greedily caught up by both the
political parties, who were at once strnggling for
power and for popular favor, and who seized, a8
uenal, upon the thost private circumstances in the
lives of each other’s partisans, to convert them
into subjects of political dizcussion.

The Marquis of A—— gave his opinion, alond
and publicly, not indeed in the coarse terms as-
cribed {o him by Captain Craigengelt, bnt in a
manner sufliciently offensive to the Ashtons:—
*He thonght the report,” he gaid, ** highly prob-
able, and heartily wished it might be true. Sueh
a match was fitter and far more creditable fora
gpirited young fellow, than a marriage with the
daunghter of an old whig lawyer, whose chicanery
had so nearly ruined his father.”

The other party, of conrse, laying out of view
the opposition which the Master of Ravenswood
received from Miss Ashton’s family, cried shame
upon his fickleness and perfidy, as if he had se-
duced the young lady into an engagement, and
wilfully and canselessly abandoned her for an-
other, S

Sufficient care was taken that this report shonld
find its way to Ravenswood Castle through every
various ehannel. Lady Ashton being wel aware,
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that the very reiteration of the same rumor from
80 many quarters could not but give it a sem-
blance of trnth. By some it was told as a piece
of ordinary news, by some communicated as seri-
ous intelligence; now it was whispered to Lucy
Ashton’s ear in the tone of malignant pleasantry,
and now ftransmitted to her as a matter of grave
and gerions warning.

Even the boy Henry was made the instrument
of adding to his sister’s torments. One morning
he rushed into the room with a willow branch in
his hand, which he told her had arrived that in-
stant from Germany for' her special wearing.
Lucy, as we have geen, was remarkably fond of
her younger brother, and at that moment his wan-
ton and thonghtless unkindness reemed more
keenly injurions than even the stndied insults of
her elder brother. Her grief, however, had no
shade of reseniment ; she folded her arms about
the boy’s neck, and saying, faintly, * Poor Henry!
you epeak but what they tell yon,” she burst into
& flood of uuresirained tears. The bhoy was
moved, notwithstanding the thounghtlessness of
his age and character. *‘The devil take me,”
gaid he, “ Lucy, if I fetch you any more of these
tormenting mesgages again, for T like you better,”
said he, kissing away the tears, * than the whole
pack of them; and you shall have my grey pony
to ride on, and you shall canter him if you like,—
ay, and ride beyond the village, too, if you bave a
mind.”

*“Who told you,” gaid Lucy, *“ that I am not
permitted to ride where T please 2

“That's a secret,” said the boy: * but you
will find you can never ride beyond the village but
your horse will cast a ghoe, or fall lame, or the
castle bell will ring, or something will happen to
bring you back. Bnt if I tell you more of these
things, Donglas will not get me the pair of colors
they have promized me, and 80 good-morrow to

Ou.“

This dialozne plunged Lucy in still deeper de-
fection, as it tended to show her plainly, what
she had for some time suspected, that she was
little better than a prisoner at large in her father’s
hounse. We have described her in the ontset of
our story as of a romantic disposition, delighting
in tales of Jove and wonder, and readily identify-
ing herself with the situation of those lezendary
heroines, with whose adventures, for want of
better reading, her memory had become stocked.
The fairy wand, with which in her solitude she
had delighted to raise visions of enchaniment,
became now the rod of a magician, the bondslave
of evil genii, serving only o invoke spectres at
which the exorcist trembled. She felt herself the
object of suspicion, of scorn, of dislike, at least,
if not of hatred, to her own family ; and it seemed
to her that she was abandoned by the very person
on whose account she was exposed to the enmity
of all aronnd her. Indeed, the evidence of Ra-
venswood’s infidelity began to assume every day
4 more determined character,

A solier of fortune, of the name of Westenho,

an old familiar of Craigengeit's, chanced to arrive
from abroad about this time. The worthy Cap-
tain, though without any precise communication
with Tady Ashtou, always acted most regularly
and sedulously in support of her plang, and easily
prevailed upon his friend, by dint of exaggeration
of real circumstances, and coining of others, to
give explicit testimony to the' truth of Ravens-
wood’s approaching martiage.

Thns beset on all hands, and in & manner re-
duced to despair, Lucy's temper gave way under
the pressure of constant afiliction and persecu-
tion. She became gloomy and abstracted, and,
contrary to her natural and ordinary habit of
mind, sometimes tarned with spirit, and even
fierceness, on these by whom sghe was long and
closely annoyed. Her health also began to be
shaken, and her hectic cheek and wandering eye
gave symptoms of what is called a fever upon the
epirits. In most mothers this would have moved
compassion ; but Lady Ashton, compact and firm
of purpose, saw these waverings of health and
intellect with no greater sympathy than that with
which the hostile enginecer regards the towers of
8 beleazuered city as they reel under the discharge
of his artillery; or rather, she considered these
starts and inequalities of temper as symptoms of
Lucy's expiring resolution’; as the angler, by the
throes and convulsive exertions of the fish which
he has hooked, becomes aware that he soon will
be able to land him. To accelerate the cafas-
trophe in the present case, Lady Ashton had re-
course to an expedient very consistent with the
temper and crednlity of those times, but which
the reader will probably pronounce traly detest-
able and diabolical.

e

CHAPTER XXXI,
= - * * - -
In which a witch did dwell, in loathly weeds,
And wilful want, all careless of her needs;
So choosing solilary to abide,
Far from all neighbors, that her devilish deeds
And hellish arts from people she might hide,
And hurt far off, unknown, whome’er she envied,
Faiey QUEEN,

Tae health of Luey Ashton soon required the
assistance of a person more skilful in the office
of & gick-nurse than the female domestics of the
family. Ailsie Gourlay, sometimes called the
Wise Woman of Bowden, was the person whom,
for her own strong reasons, Lady Ashton selected
as an attendant npon her danghter.

This woman had acquired a considerable repu-
tation among the ignorant by the pretended cures
which ghe performed, especially in oncemes, as the
S¢oteh eall them, or mysterious diseases, which
baffle the rerular physician. Her pharmacopoeia
consisted partly of herbs selected in planetary
hours, partly of words, signs, and charms, which
sometimes, perhaps, produced a favorable in-
fluence mpon the imagination of her patients,
Such was the avowed profession of Lucky Gonr-
lay, which, as may well be supposed. was looked

et
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apon with a enspicions eye, not only by 1‘1(‘r
neighbors, but even by the clergy of the district.
In private, however, she traded more deeply in the
oceult geiences 3 for, notwithstanding the dreadful
punishments inflicted upon the supposed crime
of witcheraft, there wanted not those who,
steeled by want and Ditterness of spirit, were
willing to adopt the hateful and dangerous charac-
ter for the sake of the influence which its terrors
enabled them to exercige in the vicinity, and the
wretched emolument which they could extract
by the practice of their supposed art.

Ailsie Gourlay was not indeed fool enongh to
acknowledee a compact with the Evil One, which
would have been a swift and ready road to the
stake and tar-barrel. Her fairy, she said, like
Caliban’s, was a harmless fairy. Nevertheless,
she ‘‘spacd fortunes,” read dreams, composed
philters, discovered stolen goods, and made and
dissolved matches as successfnlly as if, according
to the belief of the whole neighborhood, she had
been aided in those aris by Beelzebub himself.
The worst of the pretenders to these sciences
was, that they were generally persons who, feeling
themgelyes odious to humanity, were careless of
what they did to deserve the public hatred. Real
crimes were often committed under pretence of
magical imposture ; and it somewhatrelieves the
disoust with which we read, in the criminal
records, the conviction of these wretches, to be
aware that many of them merited, as poisoners,
suborners, and diabolical agents in secret do-
mestic crimes, the severe fate to which they
were condemned for the imaginary guilt of witch-
craft.

Such was Ailsie Gourlay, whom, in order to
attain the absolute subjngation of Lucy Ashton’s
mind, her mother thonght it fitting to place near
her person. A woman of less consequent than
Lady Ashton had not dared to-take such a step;
but her high rank and strength of character set
aer above the censnre of the world, and she was
allowed to have selected for her daughter's at-
tendant the best and most experienced sick-nurse
and ** mediciner in the neighborhood, where an
inferior person would have fallen under the re-
proach of calling in the assistance of & partner
and ally of the great Enemy of Mankind.

The beldam caught her ene readily and by
fnnuendo, without giving Lady Ashton the pain of
distinct explanation. She was in many respects
qualified for the part she played, which in-
deed conld mot be efficiently assumed without
gome knowledge of the human heart and pas-
gions. Dame Gourlay perceived that Lucy shud-
dered at her e nal appearance, which we h
already described when we found her
death-chamber of blind Alice; and while inter-
nally she hated the poor girl for the
horror with which she saw she was
commenced her operations by endeavoring to
cfface or overcome those prejudices which, in her
heart, she resented as mortal offences, This was
easily done, for the hag's external ugliness was

soon balanced by a shew of kindness and interest,
to which Lucy had of late been little accustomeds
her attentive servicesand real skill gained her the
ear, if not the confidence, of her pafient; ang
under pretence of diverting the solitude of a sick
room, shie goon led her attention captive by the
legends in which she was well skilled, and to
which Lucy’s habits of reading and reflection in.
duced her to *lend an attentive ear.” Dame
Gourlay's tales were at first of a mild and in-
terceting character—

Of fays that nightly dance upon the wold,

And lovers doom’d to wander and o weep,

And castles high, where wicked wizards keep

Thelx captive thralls,

Gradually, however, they assumed a darker
and more mysterious character, and became soch
as, told by the midnight lamp, and enforeed by
the tremulous tone, the quivering and livid lip,
the uplifted skinny fore-finger, and the shaking
head of the blue-eyed hag, might have appalleds
less credulons imagination, in an age more han
of belief, The old Sycorax saw her advantage
and gradually narrowed her magic circle aronnd
the devoted victim on whoge spirit she practised,
Her legends began to relate to the fortunes of the
Ravenswood family, whose ancient grandenr and
portentous authority, credulity had graced with
g0 many superstitions attributes.. The story of
the fatal fountain was narrated at full length, ang
with formidable additions, by the ancient sibyk
The prophecy, quoted by Caleb, concerning the
dead bride, who was to be won by the. last of the
Ravenswoods, bad its own mysterions coms
mentary; and the singular circumstance of the
apparition, seen by the Master of Ravenswood in
the forest, having partly transpired throngh hi#
hasty inquiries in the cotlage of old Alice, formed
a theme for many exé

Lucy might have despised these ta
had been related concerning another family, of
if her own situation bad been less despondent

But circumstanced as she wasg, the idea thatan
evil fate hung over her attachment, became pré
dominant over her other feelings ; and the gloom
of superstition darkened a mind, already gnf
ficiently weakened by sorrow, distress, unces
tainty, and an oppressive sense of desertion and
desolation. Stories were told by her attendint
g0 closely resembling her own in their cironms
stances, thal she was gradnally led to convers
upon such tragic and mystical subjects with the
beldam, and to repose a sort of confidence in the

gibyl, whom she still regarded with involuntary -

ghnddering. Dame Gourlay knew how fo avail
herself of this imperfect confidence. She dire(l:ted
Lucy's thonghts to the means of inquiring into
futurity,—the surest mode, porhaps, of shaking
the |1‘Jﬁ(1U1'.~‘1;11|ﬂi|1\__: and destroying the sp'il'it!.
Omens were expounded, dreams Were mlﬂ"
preted, and other tricks of jnzelery perhipi
resorted to, by which the pretended adepts of the
period deceived and fascinated their dcil.l'llcﬂ

lowers, I find it mentioned in the articles ot
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fittay against Ailsie Gourlay—(for it iz some
comfort to know that the old hag was tried, con-
demned, and burned on the top of North-Berwick
Law, by sentence of a commission from the Privy
Couneil),—I find, I say, it was charged against
her, among other offences, that she had, by the
aid and delusions of Batan, shown to & young per-
son of quality, in a mirror glass, a gentleman
then abroad, to whom the gaid young person was
betrothed, and who appeared in the vision to be
in the act of bestowing his hand upon another
lady. But this and some other parts of the record
appear to have been studiously left imperfect in
names and dates, probably out of regard to the
nonor of the families concerned. If Dame Gour-
lay was able actunally to play off such a piece of
jugelery, it is clear she must have had better as-
gistance to practise the deception, than her own
gkill or funds could supply. Meanwhile, this
mysterious visionary trafic had its usual effect,
in unsettling Miss Ashton’s mind. Her temper
became unequal, her health decayed daily, her
manners grew moping, melancholy, and uncer-
tain. Her father, guessing partly at the cause of
these appearances, and exerting a degree of
anthority nnusnal with him, made a point of
banishing Dame Gourlay from the castle; but the
arrow was shot, and was rankling barb-deep in
the side of the wounded deer.

1t was shortly after the departure of this
woman, that Lucy Ashton, urged by her parents,
announced to them, with a vivacity by which
they were startled, * that she was conscious
heaven and earth and hell had set themselves
against her union with Ravenswood ; etill her
contract,” she said, * was a binding contract,
and she neither would nor conld resign it without
the consent of Ravenswood. Letme be assured,”
she concluded, ** that he will free me from my en-
gagement, and dispose of me as you please, I care
nothow, When the diamonds are gone, what

ignifies the casket 3"

The tone of obstinacy with which this was
said, her eyes flashing with unnatural light, and
her hands firmly clenched, precluded the pos-
sibility of dispute; and the utmost length which
Lady Ashton’s art conld attain, only got her the
privileze of dictating the letter, by which her
danghter required to know of Ravenswood
whether he interded to abide by, or fo surrender,
what she termed, * their unfortunate emgage-
ment,” Of this advantage Lady Ashton go far
amd so ingeniouely availed herself, that, according
to the wording of the letter, the reader would
have supposed Luey was calling upon her lover to
renounce a contract which was contrary to the in-
terests apd inclinations of both. Nof trusting
even to this point of deception, Lady Ashton
finally determined to euppress the letter alto-
gether, in hopes that Lucy's impatience would
indunce her to condemn Ravensiood nnheard and
in absence, In this she was disappointed. The
lime, indeed, had long elapsed when an answer
should have been received from the Continent.
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The faint ray of hope which still glimmered in
Lucy’s mind was wellnigh extinguished. Bat
the idea never forsook her, that her letter might
not have been duoly forwarded. One of her
mother’s nmew machinations unexpectedly fur-
nizhed her with the means of ascerraining what
ghe most desired to know.

The female agent of hell having been dismissed
from the castle, Lady Ashton, who wrought by all
variety of means, resolved to employ, for working
the same end on Luey's mind, an agent of a very
different character. This was no other than the
Reverend Mr. Bide-the-bent, a Presbyterian clerzy-
man, formerly mentioned, of the very etrictest
order, and the most rigid orthodoxy, whose aid
ghe called in, upon the principle of the tyrant in
the tragedy :(—

# 1’1l have a priest shall preach her from her faith,
And make it sin not to renounce that vow,
‘Which I'd have broken.””

Bat Lady Ashton was mistaken in the agent she
had selected. His prejudices, indeed, were easily
enlisted on her side, and it was no dificnlt maiter
to make him regard with horror the prospect of a
union betwixt the danghter of a God-fearing, pro
fessing, and Presbyterian family of distinction,
with the heir of a bloodthirsty prelatist and per.
secutor, the hands of whose fathers had been dyed
to the wrists in the bloed of God’s saints, This
resembled, in the divine’s opinion, the union of a
Moabitish stranger with the danghter of Zion.
Bul with all the more severe prejudices and prin-
ciples of his sect, Blae-the-bent possessed a sound
jndgment, and had learned sympathy even in that
very school of persecution, where the heart is so
frequently hardened. In a private interview with
Misa Ashton, he was deeply moved by her distress,
and could not but admit the jnstice of her request
to be permitted a direct communication with Ra-
venswood, upon the subjeet of their golemn con-
tract. When she urged to him the great uncer-
tainty under which she labored, whether her let-
ter had been ever forwarded, the old man paced
the room with long steps, shook his grey head,
rested repeatedly for a space on his ivory-headed
etaff, and, after much hesitation, confessed that he
thonght her doubts =0 ressonable, that he wounld
himself aid in the removal of them,

“I cannot but opine, Miss Lucy,” he said,
**that your worshipful lady mother hath in this
matier an eagerness, whilk, althongh if ariseth
doubtless from love to your best interests here and
hereafter,—for the man is of persecuting blood,
and himself a perzecntor, a cavalier or malignant,
and a scoffer, who hath no inheritance in Jesse,—
nevertheless, we are commanded to do justice
unto all, and to fulfil our bond and covenant, ag
well to the stranger, as to him who i8 in brother-
hood with us. Wherefore myself; even I myself,
will be aiding unto the delivery of your letter to
the man Edgar Ravenswood, trusting that the
issue thereof may be your deliverance from the
nets in which he hath sinfully engaged yon. And
that I may do in this neither more nor less than -




WAVERLEY NOVELS.

hath been warranted by your honorable parents, I
pray you to transeribe, without increment or sub-
traction, the letter formerly expeded under the
dictation of your right honorable mother; and 1
ghall put it into such sore course cf being deliv-

1, that if, honored youngz madam, yon shall re-
seive no answer, it will be'necessary that yon con-
clude that the man meaneth in gilence to abandon
that nanghty contract, which, "‘peradventure, he
may be omwilling directly to restore.”

Lucy eagerly embraced the expedient of the
worthy divine. A mew letter was written in the
precise terms of the former, and consigned by Mr.
Bide-the-bent to the charge of Sannders Moon-
ehine, a zealous elder of the church when on ghore,
and, when on hoard his brig, as bold a smuggler
as ever ran out a sliding bowsprit to the winds
that blow betwixt Campvere and the east coast of
Scotland. At the recommendation of his pastor,
Saunders readily undertook that the letter should
be securely conveyed to the Master of Ravenswood
at the court where he now resided.

This retrospect became necessary to explain
the conference betwixt Misg Ashton, her mother,
and Bucklaw, which we have defailed in a preced-
ing chapter.

Lucy was now like the sailor, who, while drift-
ing through a tempestuons ocean, clings for safety
to a single plank, his powers of grasping it becom-
ing every moment more feeble, and the deep dark-
ness of the night only chequered by the flashes of
lightning, hissing as they show the white tops of
the billows, in which he yon to be ingulfed.

Week crept away after week, and day after
day. 8t. Jude’s day arrived, the last and protracted
term to which Lucy had limited herself, and there
was neither letter nor news of Ravenswood.

——e

CHAPTER XXXITL

hese names, how much unlike th
rr'd subseription

8r. JupE's day came, the term assigned by
Lucy hersell as the farthest date of expectation,
and, as we have already eaid; there were neither
letters from, nor news of, Ravenswood. But there
were news bl Bucklaiw, and of his trusty as=ociate
Craigengelt, who arrived early in the morning for
the completion of the proposed espousals, and for
pigning the necessary deeds.

These had been carefully prepared under the re-
vigal of Sir William Ashton himself, it having
been resolved, on account of the state of Miss
Ashton’s health, as it was gaid, that none save
the parties immediately interested should be pres-
ent when the parchments were subscribed, It
wag farther determined, that the marriagh should
be solemnized upon the fourth day after signing
the articles, a measure adopted by Lady Ashton,

in order that Lucy might have as little time as
possible to recede, or relapse into intractability,
There was no appearance, however, of her doiag
either, She heard the proposed arrangement with
the calm indifference of despair, or rather withan
apathy arising from the oppressed and stupefled
glate of her feelings. To an eye so unobserving
as that of Bucklaw, her demeanor had little mora
of reluctance than might swit the characterof a
‘mhn"ul young I-:dv who, however, h- u:uld not

pe m\n‘ﬂ ‘prf_-( lilection in his tLu or.

When the morning compliments of the bride-
croom had been paid, Miss Ashton was left for
some time to herself; her mother remarking that
the deeds must be signed before the hour of noon,
in order that the marriage might be happy.

Luey suffered herself to be attired for the ocea-
gion as the taste of her attendants suggested, and
was of conrse splendidly arrayed. Her dress Was
composed of white satin and Brussels lace, and
her hair arranged with a profusion of jew cls, whose
lustre made a strange contragt to the deadly pale-
ness of her complexion, and to the trouble which
dwell in her unseitled eye.

Her toilette was hardly finished, ere Henry ap-
peared, to conduet the passive bride to the state
np.u‘tmr nt, where all was prepared forsigning the
contract. ** Do yon know, sister, he =aid, *I am
glad you are to have Bucklaw after all, instead of
Ravensiwood, who looked like a Spanish grandee
come to cut our throats, and trample our hodies
under foot.—And I am glad the broad seas are be-
tween us thiz day, for 1 shall never forget how
frightened I was when 1 took him for the picture
of old Sir Malise walked ont of the canvas. Tell
me true, are you not glad to be fairly shot of him#*

« Ask me no questions, dear Henry,” said hig
unfortunate sister; ** there is little more can hap-
pen to make me either glad or sorroy in this
world.”

“ And that’s what all young brides say,” said
Henry; “and so do not be cast down, Lucy, for
you'll tell another tale a twelvemonth hence—and
I am to be bride’s-man, and ride before you to the
Kkirk, and all onr kith, kin, and allies, and all Buck-
Jaw’s, are to be mounted and in order—and I am
to have a scarlet laced coat, and a feathered hat,
and & sword-belt, double bordered with gold and
point @ Espagne, and a dagger nstead of a sword;
and I should like a sword much better, but my fa-
ther won't hear of it, All my things, and & hun-
dred besides, are to come out from Edinburgh to-
night with old Gilbert, and the sumpter mules—=
and I will bring ﬂum, and show them to you the
instant they come,’

The boy’s chatter was here m'("‘wph‘d by the
arrival of Lady Ashton, somewl rmed at her
dauchter’s stay, With one of her sweetest smiles,
she took Lucy’s arm under her own, and led her @
the apartment where her presence was € cpected,

There were only present, Sir. William Ashiof
and Colonel Douglas Ashton, the last in full regd
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mentals-—Buckiaw, in bridezroom trim—Craigen-
gelt, freshly equipt from top to toe by the bounty
of his patron, and bedizened with as much lace as

:32 of the Copper Cap-
tain—together with the Rev. Mr. Bide-the-bent;
the presence of a minister being, in strict Presby-
terian families, an indispensable requisite upon
all oceasions of unnsual solemnity.

Wines and refreshments were placed on a tabie,
on which the writings were displayed, ready for
signature,

But before proceeding either to business or re-
freshment, Mr, Bide-the-bent, at a signal from Sir
William Ashton, invited the company to join him
ina shert extemporary prayer, in which he im-
plored a blessing upon the contract now to be so-
lemnized between the honorable parties then pre-
sent.  With the simplicity of his times and pro-
fession, which permitted strong personal allusions,
he petitioned, that the wounded mind of one of
thuse noble parties might be healed, in reward of
her compliance with the advice of her right hons

orable parents; and that, as she had proved her-
self a child after God’s commandment, by honor-
ing her father and mother, she and hers might en-
joy the promised blessing—length of days in the
land here, and a happy portion hereafter in a bet-
ter country. He prayed farther, that the bride-
groom might be weaned from those follies which
geduce youth from the path of knowledge; that
he might cease to take delight in vain and unprof-
itable company, scoffers, rioters, and those who
sit late at the wine (here Bucklaw winked to
Craigengelt), and cease from the society that
causeth to err. A suitable supplication in behalf
of 8ir William and Lady Ashion, and their family,
concluded this religious address, which thus em-
braced every individnal present, e» ing Craig-
engelt, whom the worthy divine probably consid-
ered as past all hopes cf grace,

The bnsiness of the day now went forward ;
Sir William Ashion signed the contract with legal
solemnity and precision; his gon, with military
nonchalance: and Bucklaw, having eubscribed as
rapidly as Craigengelt could manage to turn the
leaves, concluded by wiping his pen on that
worthy’s new laced cravat,

t was now Miss Ashton’s turn to eign the
writings, and she was guided by her watchful
mother to the table for that pnrpose. At her first
attempt she began to write with a dry pen, and
when the circamstance was pointed ont; seemed
unable, after several attempts, to dip it in the
masgive silver inkstandish, which stood full be-
fore her. Lady Ashton’s vigilance hasiened to
supply the deficiency. I have myself seen the
fatal deed, and in the distinct characters in which
the name of Lucy Ashton is traced on each pace,
there is only a very elight tremulons irregularity,
indicative of her state of mind at the time of the
eubscription. Buf the last signature is incom-
plete, defaced, and blotted; for while her hand
was employed in tracing it, the hasty tramp of a
horse wag heard at the gate, succeeded by a step
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in the outer gallery, and a voice, which, in a com-
manding tone, bore down the opposition of the
menials. The pen dropped from Lucy's fingers,
a8 she exclaimed with a faint shrick—* e is
come—he is come | M

D LT

CHAPTER XXXIIL

This by his tongue should be s Montague!

Feteh me my rapier, boy}

Now, by the faith and honor of my kin,

To strike him dead I hold it not a sin,
Rouzo anp JuLier.

Harpry had Miss Ashton dropped the pen,
when the door of the apartment flew open, aud
the Master of Ravenswood entered the apart-
ment.

Lockhard and another domestic, who had in
vuin attempted to oppose his passage throngh the
gallery-or antechamber, were seen standing on
the threshold transfixed with surprise, which
was instantly communicated to the whole party
in the state-room.. That of Colonel Douglas Ash-
ton was mingled with resentment; that of Buck-
law, with haughty and affected indifference; the
rest, even Lady Ashton herself, showed sirns of
fear, and Lucy seemed stiffened to stone by this
unexpected apparition, Apparition it might well
be termed, for Ravenswood had more the appear-
ance of one returned from the dead, than of a liv-
ing visitor,

He planted himself full in the middle of the
apartment, opposite to the table at which Lucy
was seated, on whom, as if ghe had been alone in
the chamber, he bent his eyes with a mingled ex-
pression of deep grief and deliberate indignation
His dark-colored riding cloak, digplaced from one
shonlder, hung around one side of his person in
the ample folds of the Spanish mantle. The rest
of his rich dress was travel-soil'd, and deranged
by hard riding. He had & sword by his side, and
pistols in his belt. His slouched hat, which he
had not removed at enirance, gave an additional
gloom to his dark features, which, wasted by
sorrow, and marked by the ghastly look commu-
nicated by long illness, added to a eountenance
naturally somewhat stern and wild, a fierce and
even savage expression. The matted and di-
shevelled locks of hair which escaped from under
his hat, together with his fixed and unmoved
posture, made his head more resemble that of a
marble bust than that of a living man. He said
not a single word, and there was a deep silence
in the company for more than two minutes,

It was broken by Lady Ashton, who in that
space partly recovered her natural n.ud ncity, She
demanded to know the cause of this unauthorized
intrusion,

*That is a question, madam,” said her =on,
* which I have the best right to ask—and I must
request of the Master of Ravenswood to follow
me, where he can answer it at leisure.”

Bucklaw interposed, saying, **No man on
carth should usurp his previous right in demand
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nr an explanation from the Master.—Craigen-
gelt,” ne added, in an undertone, *d—n ye, why
do you gtand staringas if ye saw a ghost ? fetch
me my sword from the gallery.”

1 will relinguish to none,” said Colonel Ash-
ton, * my right of calling to account the man who
has offered this unparalleled afiront to my fam-
iy,

“Be patient, gentlemen,” said Ravenswood,
turning sternly towards them, and waving his
hand as if to impose silence on their altercation.
“ If you are as weary of your lives as I am, I will
find time and place to pledge mine againgt one or
both; at present, I have no leisure for the disputes
of triflers.”

& Triflers ¥ echoed Colonel Ashton, half un-
sheathing his sword, while Bucklaw laid his hand
on the hilt of that which Craigengelt bad just
reached him,

Sir William Ashton, alarmed for his son’s safe-
ty, rushed between the young men and Ravens-
\;'uod, exclaiming, ** My son, I command you—
Bucklaw, I entreat you—keep the peace, in the
name of the Queen and of the law | ™

% In the name of the law of God,” said Bide-
the-bent, advancing also with uplifted hands be-
tween Bucklaw, the Colonel, and the object of
their resentment—*‘In the name of Him who
brought peace on earth, and good-will to man-
kind, I implore—I beseech—I command you to
forbear violence towards each other! God hateth
_he bloodthir: man—he who st th with the
sword, shall perizh with the sword.’

*Do you take me for a dog, sir,” &

Ashton, turning fiercely upon him, *

more brutally stupid, to endure thi
father's house ¥—Let me go, Bucklaw!
account to me, or, by Heaven, I will sta
where he stands 1

“You shall not fouch him here,” said Buck-
law; “he once gave me my life, and were he
the devil come to fly away with the whole house
and generation, he shall have nothing but fair
play.”

The passions of the two young men thus coun-
teracting each other, gave Ravenswood leisnre to
exclaim, in a etern and steady voice, "' Silence!1—
let him who really seeks danger, take the fitting
time when it is to be found; my mission here
will be shortly accomplished.—Ie #at your hand-
writing, madam ¢ ** he added in a softer tone, ex-
tending towards Miss Ashton her last letter.

A faltering **Yes,” seemed rather to escape
from her lips, than to be uttered as & volantary
BUEWET,

“ And ie this also your handwriting? " extend-
ing towards her the mutual engagement.

Lucy remained eilent., Terror, and a yet
stronger and a more confused feeling, so utterly
disturbed her understanding, that she probably
gcarcely comprehended the question that was put
to her.

“If you design,” said Sir William Ashton,
“ ¢o found any leral claim on that paper, sir, do

not expect to receive any answer to an extraju-
dicial question,”

“8ir William Ashton," sald Ravenswood, *“1
pray you, and all who hear me, that you will not
mistake my purpose. If this young lady, of her
own free will, desires the restoration of this con-
tract, as her letter would seem to imply—there iz
not & withered leaf which this autumn wind
sirews on the heath, that is more valueless in my
eyes, But I must and will hear the truth from
her own month—withont this eatisfaction I will
not leave this spot. Murder me by numbers you
possibly may ; but I am an armed man—1 amg§
desperate man—and I will not die withont ample
vengeance. This iz my resolution, take it ag you
may. I witrn hear her determination from her
owh month; from her own mouth, alone, and
without witnesees will T hear it. Now, choose”
he said, drawing hiz gword with the right hand,
and, with the left, by the same motion taking &
pistol from his belt and cocking it, but] turning
the point of one weapon, and the muzzle of the
other to the ground,—* Choose if you will have
this hall floated with blood, or if you will grant
me the decisive interview with my affianced bride,
which the laws of God and the country alike ens
title me to demand.”

All recoiled at the sonund of his vcice, and the
determined action by which it was accompanied;
for the ecstacy of real desperation scldom fails to
overpower the less energetic passions by which
it may be opposed. The clergyman was i_hc first
tospeak. *‘In the name of God,” he said, *re-
ceive an overture of peace from the meaneet of
Ilis servants, What this honorable person de-
mands. albeit it is urged with over violence, hath
vet in it something of reason, Let him hear from
Miss Lucy’s own. lips that she hath dutifully
acceded to the will of her parents, and rupcntel.}x'
her of her covenant with him ; and when he i
assured of this, he will depart in peace unto his
own dwelling, and cumber us no more, Alas! l!?u

workings of the ancient Adam are strong oven i
the regererate—surely we should have long-suf-
fering with those who, being yet in the gall of
bitterness and bond of iniquity, are ewept l'umtzmi
by the uncontrollable current of worldly passions
Let, then, the Master of Ravenswood have {he
interview on which he insisteth; it can bot bpsl
a passing pang to this honorahle maiden, Bllfw
her faith is now irrevoeably pledged to the choice
of her parents, Let it, I'eay, be thus; it belong:
eth to my fanctions to entreat your honors’ coms
pliamee with this healing overture.”

“Never!" answered Lady Ashton, whose r4z8
had now overcome her first surprise and ferror=
s pever shall this man speak in private with my
danghter, the affanced bride of another! Pass
fmr:: this room who will, I remain here, Ifeal
neither his violence nor his weapons, thongh
some,” she said, glancing a look towards Colonel
Ashton, * who bear my name, appear more moved
by them."

“For Gud's

sake, madam,” answered: e
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worthy divine, ** add not fuel to firebrands, The
Master of Ravenswood cannot, I am sure, object
to your presence, the young lady’s state of health
being considered, and your maternal duty. I my-
gelf will also tarry; peradventure my gray hairs
may turn away wrath.”

** You are welcome to do so, gir,” said Ravens-
wood; “*and Lady Ashton i also welcome to
remain, if ghe shall think proper; but let all
others depart.”

** Ravenswood,” said Colonel Ashton, crossing
him as he went out, * you ghall account for this
ere long.”

*When you please,” replied Ravenswood.

“But 1” gaid Bucklaw, with a half smile,
“have a prior demand on your leisure, a claim of
some standing.™

* Arrange it as you will,” said Ravenswood ;
‘“‘Jeave me but this day in peace, and I will have
no dearer employment on earth, to-morrow, than
to give you all the satisfaction you can desire.”

The other gentleman left the apartment; but
Sir William Azhton lingered.

‘* Master of Ravenswood,” he said, in a con-
ciliating tone, *“ I think I have not deserved that
you should make this seandal and outrage in my
family. If you will sheathe your sword, and re-
tire with me into my study, I will prove to yon
by the most satisfactory argnments, the inutility
of your present irregular procedure—"

** To-morrow, sir — to-morrow — to-morrow, I
will hear yon at length,” reiterated Ravenswood,
interrupting him ; ** this day hath its own sacred
and indispensable business,*

He pointed to the door, and Sir William left
the apartment.

Ravenswood sheathed his sword, uncocked
and returned his pistol to his belt, walked delib-
erately o the door of the apartment, which he
bolted —returned, raised his hat from his forehead,
and, gazing upon Lucy with eyes in which an ex-
pression of sorrow overcame their late fierceness,
epread his dishevelled locks back from his face,
aud said, * Do yon know me, Miss Ashton—I
am still Edgar Ravenswood.” She was silent,
and he went on with increasing vehemence—**I
am till that Edgar Ravenswood; who, for your
affection, renounced the dear ties by which in-
jured honor bound him to seck vengeance. Iam
that Ravenswood, who, for your sake, forgave,
nay, clasped hands in friendship with the op-
pressor and pillager of his house—the traduncer
and murderer of his father.”

* My daughter,” answered Lady Ashton, inter-
rupting him, ‘‘has no occasion to dispute the
identity of your person; the venom of yonr pres-
ent langnage is sufficient fo remind her, that she
epeaks with the mortal enemy of her father.”

*I pray you to be patient, madam,” answered
Ravenswood, **my answer must come from her
own lips.—Once more, Miss Lucy Ashton, I am
that Ravenswood to whom you granted the sol-

emn engagement, which you now desire to retract
end cancel.”
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Lucy's bloodless lips conld only falter oul the
words, ** Tt was my mother.”

“8he speaks truly,” said Lady Ashtonm, *it
2was I, who, authorized alike by the laws of God
and man, advised her, and concarred with her, to
set aside an unhappy and preeipitate engagement,
and to annul it by the authority of Scripture it-
self.”

**Seripture!™ gaid Ravenswood, scornfully,

**Let him hear the text,” said Lady Ashton,
appealing to the divine, *“ on which you younrself,
with cautions reluctance, declared the nullity of
the pretended engagement insisted upon by this
violent man.”

The clergyman took his clasped Bible from
his pocket, and read the following words: “ If a
woman vow @ vow unto the Lord, and bind herself
by a bond, being in her father's house in ker youth iy
and her father hear her vow, and ker bond where-
will she hath bound her soul, and her father shall
lold his peace at her: then all her vows shall stand,
and every vow wherewith she hath bound her soul,
shall stand.”

“And was it not even so with nz?" inter
rupted Ravenswood.

**Control thy impatience, young man, an-
swered the divine, * and hear what follows in the
sacred text:—* But if her father disallow nher in
the day that he heareth ; not any of her vows, orof
lier bonds wherewitlh she hath bound her sod, shall
stand ; and the Lord shall forgive her, because her
Jather disallowed her. ™

“And was not,” said Lady Ashton, fiercely
and triumphantly breaking in,—*was not ours
the case stated im the holy writ 7—Will this per-
son deny, that the instant her parents heard of
the vow, or bond, by which our danghter had
bound her soul, we disallowed the same in the
most express terms, and informed him by writing
of our determination ? ¥

*And is this all?* said Ravenswood, looking
at Lucy,—* are you willing to barter sworn faith,
the exercise of free will, and the feelings of mu-
tual affection to this wretched hypocritical soph-
istry? ™

*Hear him!" said Lady Ashton, looking to
the clergyman—** hear the blasphemer!*

“May God forgive him,” said Bide-the-bent,
“*and enlighten his ignorance !

““Hear what I have sacrificed for yon,” said
Ravenswood, still addressing Lucy, ““ere you
ganction what has been done in your name. The
honor of an ancient family, the urgent advice of
my best friends, have been in vain used to sway

my resolution j neither the argnments of reason,
nor the portents of superstition, have shaken my
fidelity. The very dead have arisen to warn me,
and their warning has been despised. Are you
prepared to pierce my heart for its fidelity, with
the very weapon which my rash confidence in-
trusted to your grasp?”

** Master of Ravenswood," said Lady Ashton,

** you have asked what queetion you thought fit.
You see the total incapacity of my daughter te
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answer yon, Bot I will reply for her, and in a
manner which you cannot dispute, You desire
to know whether Lucy Ashton, of her own free
will, desires to annul the engagement into which
she has been trepanned, Yon have her letter
under her own band, demanding the surrender of
it; and, in yet more full evidence of her purpose,
here is the contract which ghe has this morning
subscribed, in presence of this reverend gentle-
man, with Mr. Hayston of Bucklaw."

Ravenswood gazed upon the deed, as if petri-
fied. ** And it was without frand or compulsion,”
gaid he, looking towards the clergyman, **that
Miss Ashton subscribed this parchment ?

T youch it npon my sacred character.”

“1This is indeed, madam, an undeniable piece
of evidence,” said Ravenswood, sternly; “‘and it
will be equally unne ry and dishonorable to
waste another word in useless remonstrance or
reproach, There, madam,’ he gaid, laying down
before Lucy the signed paper and the broken piece
of gold—*‘there are the evidences of your first
c::ziugement; may you be more faithful fo that
which you have just formed. I will trouble you
to return the corresponding tokens of my ill-
placed confidence—I ought rather to say of my
egregious folly.”

Lucy returned the scornful glance of her lover
with & gaze, from which perception seemed to
have been banished; yet she seemed tly to
have understood his meaning, for she raised her
bands as if to undo a blue ribbon which she wore
around her neck. She was unable to accomplish
her purpose, but Lady Ashton, cut the ribbon
asunder, and detached the broken piece of gold,
which Miss Ashton had till then worn concealed
in her bosom; the written counterpart of the
lover’s engagement ghe for some time had had in
her own possession. With a haughty conrtesy
ghe delivered both to Ravenswood, who was much
goftened when he took the piece of gold.

 And she conld wear it thus,” he said—speak-
ing to himself—*" could wear it in her very bosom
—could wear it next to her heart—even when—
But complaint avails not," he said, dashing from
his eye the tear which had gathered in it, and re-
eumi‘nq the stern composure of his manner. He
strode to the chimney, and threw into the fire the
paper and piece of gold, stamping upon the coa‘.Es
with the heel of his boot, as il to insure their
destroetion.  **I will be no longer,” he then said,
vian introder here—Your evil wishes, and your
worse offices, Lady Ashton, I will only return, by
hoping these will be your last machinations
pgainst your danghter’s honor and happine
And to youn, madam,” be said, addressing Lucy,
#T have nothing farther to say, except to pray to

jod that you may not become a world’s wonder

for this act of wilful and deliberate perjury."—
Having uttered thoge words, he turned on his
heel, and left the apartment.

Sir William Ashton, by entreaty and authority,
had detained his son and Bucklaw in a distant
part of the castle, in order to prevent their again

meeting with Ravenswood; but as the Master
descended the great gtaircase, Lockhard delivered
him a billet, signed Sholto Douglas Ashton, re
questing to know where the Master of Rayens
wood would be heard of four or five days from
hence, as the writer had business of weight to
gettle with him, 8o soon as an important family
event had taken place.

“MTell Colonel Ashton,” said Ravenswood,
composedly, 1 shall be found at Wolf’s Crag®
when his leisure gerves him.”

As he descended the outward etair which led
from the terrace, he was interrupted a second time’
by Craigengelt, who, on the part of his principal
the Laird of Bucklaw, expressed a hope, that
Ravenswood would not leave Scotland within ten
days at least, 88 he had both former and recenf
civilities for which to express his gratitude.

“Tell your master,” said Ravenswood, fierce.
Iv. ¢ to choose his own time. He will find me at
Wolf’s Crag, if his purpose is not forestalled.”

“ My master?” replied Craigengelt, encour
aged by seeing Colonel Ashion and Bucklaw &t
the boitom of the terrace; **give me leave to eng,
I know of no such person upon earth, nor will I
permit such la oe to be used to me!™

“Seek your master, then, in hell 1" exclaimed
Ravenswood, giving way to the passion he had
hitherto restrained, and throwing Craigengelé
from him with such violence, that he rolled down
the steps, and lay sengeless at the foot of them.—
“J] am a fool,” he instantly added, **to vent my
passion upon & caiti worthlegs,”

He then mounted his horse, which at his arrf
val he had secured to a balustrade in front of the
castle, rode very slowly past Bucklaw and Colonel
Ashton, raising his hat as he passed each, and
looking in tlieir faces steadily while he offered
this mute salutation, which was returned by both
with the same stern gravity. Ravenswood walked

on with equal deliberation until he reached the:

head of the avenue, as if to shoty that he rather
courted than avoided interruption. When he bad
passed the upper gate, he turned his horse, snd
looked at the castle with a fixed eye; then seb
spurs to his good steed, and departed with the
speed of a demon dismissed by the exorcist.
i %5
CHAPTER XXXIV.
W ho comes from the bridal chamber 1

It is Azrael, the angel of death.

THALABA,

APTER the dreadful scene that had taken place
at the castle, Lucy was transported to her own
chamber, where she remained for some time in 8
state of absolute stupor. Yet afterwards, in the
course of the ensuing day, she seemed fo nave
recovered, not merely her spirits and resolutiony
bt a sort of flighty levity that was foreign i0
her character and sitnation, and which was ak
times chequered by fits of deep silence and mek
ancholy, and of capricious pettishness. Ladv
Ashiton became much slarmed ‘and consulted the
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Jamuly physicians, Butas her pulse indicatea no
change, they conld only say that the disease was
on the spirits, and recommended genile exercize
and amusements, Miss Ashton never aliuded to
what, had passed in the state-room. Ii seemed
doubtful even if she was conscions of it, for she
was often observed to raige her hands toher neck,
as if in search of the ribbon that had been taken
from it, and mutter, in surprise and discontent,
when she could not find it, **it was the link that
bound me to life.”

Notwithstanding all these remarkable symp-
toms, Lady Ashton was too deeply pledged to
delay her danghter's marriage even in her present
state of health. It cost her much trouble to keep
up the fair side of appearances towards Bucklaw.
She was well aware, that if he once saw any re-
luctance on her daughter’s part, he would break
off the treaty to her great personal shame and dis-
honor. She therefore resolved, that, if Lucy eon-
tinued passive, the marringe shonld take place
1pon the day that had been previonsly fized,
rusting that a change of place, of situation, and
of character, would operate a more. speedy. and
effectnal cure upon the unsettled spirits of her
daughter, than counld be attained by the slow
measures which the medical men recommended.
Sir William Ashton’s views of family aggrandize-
ment,and his desire to strengthen himself against
the measures of the Marguis of A , readily
induced him to acquiesce in what he could not
have perhaps resisted if willing to do so. As
for the young men, Bucklaw and Colonel Ash-
ton, they protested, that after what had hap-
pened, it would be most dishonorable to postpone
for a single hour the time appointed for the mar-
riage, as it would be generally aseribed to their
being intimidated . by the introsive visit and
threats of Ravenswood,

Bucklaw would indeed have been incapable of
such precipitation, had he been aware of the
state of Misg Ashton’s health, or rather of her
mind. But custom, upon these occasions, per-
mitted only brief and sparing intercourse between
the bridegroom and the betrothed; a cirenm-
etance o well improved by Lady Ashton, that
Bucklaw neither saw nor suspected the real state
of the heslth and feelings of his unhappy bride.

On the eve of the bridal day, Lucy appeared to
bave one of her fits of levity, and surveyed with a
legree of girlish interest, the varions preparations
of dress, &c., &c., which the different members
of the family had prepared for the occasion.

The morning dawned bright and cheerily. The
bridal guests aseembled in gallant troops from
distant quarters. Not only the relationg of Bir
William Ashton, and the still more dignified con-
nections of bis lady, together with the numerous
kinsmen and allies of the bridegroom, were pres-
ent upon this joyful ceremony, gallantly mounted,
arrayed, and caparisoned, but almost every Pres-
byterian family of distinction, within fifty miles,
made a point of attendance npon an occasion
which was considered as giving a sort of triumph

over the Marqnis of A——, in the person of his
kinsman. Bplendid refreshments awaited the
guests on their arrival, and after these were fin-
ished, the cry was to horse. The bride was led
forth betwixt her brother Henry and her mother.
Her gaiety of the preceding day had given rise to
a deep ghade of melanchely, which, however, did
not misbecome an occasion eo momentons, There
was a light in her eyes, and a color in her cheelk,
which had not been kindled for many a day, and
which, joined to her great beauty, and the splen-
dor of her dress, occasioned her entrance to be
greeted with a universal murmur of applause, in
which even the ladies could not refrain from join-
ing. While the cavalcade were getting. to horse,
Sir William Ashton, a man of peace and of form,
censured his son Henry for having begirt himself
with a military sword of preposterous length, be-
longing to his brother, Colonel Ashton,

*If you must have a weapon,” he said, “upon
such a peaceful occasion, why did you not use
the short poniard sent from Edinburgh on pur
pose ™

The boy vindicated himself, by saying it was
lost,

(ou putb it out of the way yourself, I sup-
pose,” said his father, * out of ambition to wear
that preposterous thing, which might have served
Sir William Wallace—But never mind, get to horse
now, and take care of your sister,”

The boy did so, and was placed in the centre
of the gallant train. At the time, he wag too full
of his own appearance, his sword, his laced cloak,
his feathered hat, and his managed horse, to pay
much regard to anything else; but he afterwards
remembered to the hour of his death, that when
the hand of Lis sister, by which she supported
hergelf on the pillion behind him, touched his
own, it felt as wet and cold as sepulchral marble,

Glancing wide over hill and dale, the fair bridal
procession at last reached the parish church, which
they nearly filled ; for, besides domestics, above a
hundred gentlemen and ladies were present upon
the occasion. The marriage ceremony was per-
formed according to the rites of the Presbyierian
persuagion, to which Bucklaw of late had judged
it proper to conform.

On the outside of the church a liberal dole was
distributed to the poor of the neighboring parishes,
under the direction of Johuny Mortsheugh; who
had lately been promoted from his desolate quar-
ters at the Hermitage, to fill the more elizible
sitnation of gexton at the parish church of Ravens-
wood. Dame Gourlay, with two of her confem-
poraries, the same who assisted at Alice's lafe-
wake, seated apart upon a flat monument or
through-stane, sate enviously comparing the shares
which bad been allotted to them in dividing the
dale.

“ Johnny Mortshengh,” said Annie Winnie,
“*might hae minded auld lang syne, and thought
of his anld kimmers, for as braw as he is with hi=
new black coat. I hae gotten but five herring
instead o' sax, and this disua look like a guda




