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saxpernys, and T darceay this bit morzel o’ beef
igan unce ll"]liH‘lhanmv that's been dealt round ;
and it's 2 bit o' the tenony hough, mair by tul-ml
that yours, Maggie, ig out o’ the bac ¥

*Mine, quo’ ghe?" mumbled the para
hag, ** mine is half banes, T trow. If grit folk gie
poor bodies ony thing for coming to their wed-
dings and burials, it suld be something that wad
do them gude, 1 think.»

* Their gifts," said Ailsie Gourlay, **are dealt
for nae love of ne—nor out of respect for whether
we feed or sfarve, They wad gie us whingtanes
for loaves, if it wonld serve their ain vanity, and
yet they expect us to be as gratefn’, as they ca’ it,
a8 if they served us for true jove and liking.”

': And that's truly said,” snswered her com-
panion,

*“But, Ailsie Gourlay, ye're the auldest o° us
tiuw. did ye ever see 1 mair grand bridal ™

“I winna eay {hat I have,” answered the hag;
*but I think soon to gee as braw a burial.”

*“And that wad please me as weel,” said Annie
Winnie; * for there's as larce a dole, and folk are
no obliged to girn and laugh, and mak muorzeons,
and wish joy to these hellicat quality, that lord it
ower us like brate beasts. I like to pack the
dead-dole in my lap, and rin ower my auld
rhyme,—

In my lap, my penny ir
art pe'er the better, and I'm

1N .

That’s right, Annie," said the para ytic wo-
man; ** God send us a green Yule and a fat kirk-
yard!™

e o '

But I wad like to ken, Lucky Gourl for
ye're the auldest and wisest amang us, whilk o’
these revellers' turns it will be to be streekit
first 2»

J]) ye gce yon dandilly maiden,” said Dame

7 a' orlig t E1] 1
Gonrlay, “a glistening wi goud and jewels, that
they are Xifiing up on the white horse behind that
harebrained callant in scarlet, wi' the Jang sword
at hig gide 7"

*“PBut that’s the Dride 1™ gaid her co ympanion,
her cold heart touched with some sort of compas-
eion ; **that’s the ve ride sell | Eh, whow!
B¢ young, sae braw, and sae bonny—and is her
time sae short ¥ »

“1 tell ye,’ 1 the sibyl, “her winding sheet
is up as high as her throat already, believe it w
list. Her sand has but few grains to rin ont,
nae wonder—they’ve been weel sh .
leaves are withering fast on the trees, but she'll
never see the Martinmas wind gar them dance in

“Ye waited on her for a quarter,"
paralytic woman, *gand zot twa red picces
am far beguiled,™

ld Seott tells of an old woman who per
res by means of a charm, tha

Her mode of practies being inquired into, it was

found, that the only fee which she would accept of; was a leaf

d & sllver penny ; and that the charm with
e wrought so many curses, was the 1 couple
the text.

“ Ay, ay,” answered Ailsle, with a bitter giing
“and 8ir William Ashton promited me a bonny
red gown to the boot o'that—a stake, and a I:IHlin'
and a tar barrel, 1ags |—what think ye o' that fora
propine ¥—for being up early and doun late for
fourscore nighte and mair wi’ his dwining daugh-
ter. But he may keep it for his ain leddy cum-
merg.”

“T hae heard a sough,” eaid Annie Winnie,
“ gg if Leddy Ashton was nae canny body."

“Irye see her yonder,” eaid Dame Gourlay,
“‘ag ghe prances on her "TP}" relding ont at the
kirkyard *—there's mair o® utter deevilry in that
woman, as brave and fair-fashioned as she rides
yonder, than in a' the Scotch witches that ever
flew by moonlight ower North-Berwick Law.”

“What's that ye say about witches, ye damned
hags ¥ gaid Johnny Mortsheugh ; “*are ye cast-
ing yer cantrips in the very hlrh_\ard. to mischief
the bride and bridegroom? Get awa hame, for
if Itak my souple t'ye, I'll gar ye find the road
faster than ye wad like.” :

““Hech, eire!™ answered Ailsie Gourlay;
“how braw are we wi' our new black coat and
our weel-ponthered head, as if we had never ken'd
hunger nor thirst oursells | and we'll be screwing
up our bit fiddle, doubtless, in the ha’ the night,
emang a’ the other elho’™jiggers for miles ronnd.
Let’s gee if the pins han vhnny—that’s a°, lad.»

"1 take ye a’to witness, gude people,” said
Morteheugh, * that she threatens me wi' mischief,
and forespeaks me. If ony thing but gn eh‘h"}ppﬂun
to me or my fiddle this night, TIl make it the
blackest night’s job she ever stirred in. 'I'Il hae
her before Presbytery and Synod—I'm half &
minister mysell, now that I am a bedral in anin-

ecir hearts
against all impress r, this was by
no means the ease with the muliitude at large.—
endor of the brid inne—the gy
resees—the epirited horses—the blithesome ép-
pearance of the handsome women and gallant
gentlemen assembled upon the occasion, had the
nzual effect upon the minds of the populace
The repeated ghonds of * Ashton and Bucklaw for
ever ! "—ihe discharge of pistols, zuns, and mus-
zetoons, to give what was called the bridal-ghoty
evinced the interest the people took in the occa
gion of the cavalcade, as they accompanied it
upon their return to the castle, If there was here
and there an elder peasant or ]Li‘ wife who sneered
at the pomp of the upstart family, and remem-
bered the days of the long-descended Ravens-
wood, even lhe,\'. attracted by the plentiful cheer
§ rded to the rich and
nd acknowledged;
notwithstanding their | rejudices, the influcnce o
T Amphitrion ot Don dine.

Thus accompanied with the atiendance botk
of rich and poor, Lucy returned to her fathers
house. Buc v used his privilegze of riding next
to the bride, but, new to such a situation, rather
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endeavored to attract attention by the display of
nis person and horsemanship, than by any at-
tempt to address her in private, They reached
the castle in safety, amid a thousand joyous ac-
clamations,

It is well known, that the weddings of ancient
days were celebrated with a festive publicity re-
jected Dy the delicacy of modern times. The
marriage guests, on the present oceasion, were
regaled with a banquet of unbounded profusion,
the relics of which, after the domestics had feasted
in their turn, were distributed among the shont-
ing crowd, with as many barrels of ale as made
the hilarity without, correspond to that within
the castle. The gentlemen, according fo the
fashion of the times, indulged, for the most part,
in deep draughts of the richest wines, while the
ladies, prepared for the ball which always closed
a bridal entertainment, impatiently expected their
arrival in the state gallery. At length the social
party broke up at a late hour, and the gentlemen
crowded into the saloon, where, enlivened by
wine and the joyful oteasion, they laid aside their
swords, and handed their impatient partners to
the floor. The music already rung from the gal-
lery, along the fretted roof of the ancient state
apartment. According to strict etiguette, the
bride ought to have opened the ball, but Lady
Ashton, making an apology on account of her
daughter’s health, offered her own hand to Buck-
law ag substitnte for her danghter’s.

But as Lady Ashton raised her head gracelully,
expecting the strain at which she was to begin
the dance, she was o much struck by an unnex-
pected alteration in the ornaments of the apart-
ment,—that she was surpriged into an exclama-
tion,—* Who has dared to change the pictures?"

All looked up, and those who knew the usual
state of the apartment observed, with surprise,
that the picture of 8ir William Ashton's father
was removed from its place, and in its stead that
of old Sir Malise Ravenswood seemed to frown
wrath and vengeance upon the party below. The
exchange must have been made while the apart-
ments were empty, but had not been observed
until the torches and lizhts in the sconces were
kindled for the ball. The hayghty and heated
spirits of the gentlemen led them to demand an
immediate inguiry into the cause of what they
deemed an affront to their host and to them-
gclves ; but Lady Ashton recovering herself,
passed it over as the freak of a crazy wench who
was maintained abont the castle, and whose sus-
ceptible imagination had been observed to be
much affected by the stories which Dame Gonr-
lay delighted to tell coneerning **the former
family,” so Lady Ashton named the Ravens-
woods. The obnoxious picture was immediately
removed, and. the ball was opened by Lady Ash-
ton, with a grace and dignity which supplied the
charms of youth, and almost verified the extrava-
gant encominms of the elder part of the company,
who extolled her performance as far exceeding
‘ne dancing of the rising generation,
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When Lady Ashton saf down, she was not
gurprised to find that her daughter had left the
apartment, and she berselfl followed, eager to
obviate any impression which might have been
made npon her nerves by an incident so likely to
affect them as the mysterious transposition of the
porfraite. Apparently she found her apprehen-
sions groundless, for she returned in about an
hour, and whispered the.bridegroom, who extri-
cated himself from the dancers, and vanished
from the apartment. The instruments now played
their londest strains—the dancers pursued their
exercise with all the enthusiasm inspired by
youth, mirth, and high spirits, when a ery was
heard so shrill and piercing, as at once to arrest
the dance and the musie. All stood motionless;
but when the yell was again repeated, Colonel
Ashton snatched a torch from the sconce, and
demanding the key of the bridal chamber from
Henry, to whom, as bride’s-man, it had been
intrusted, rushed thither, followed by Sir William
and Lady Ashton, aud one or two others, near
relations of the family. The bridal guests waited
their return in stupefied amazement.

Arrived at the door of the apartment, Colonel
Ashton knocked and called, but received mno
answer except stifled groans, He hesitated no
longer to open the door of the apartment, in
which he found opposition from something which
lay against it. ‘When he had succeeded in open-
ing it, the body of the bridegroom was found
Iying on the threshoeld of the bridal chamber, and
all around was flooded with blood. A cry of
gurprise and horror was raised by all present;
and the company, excited by this new alarm, be-
gan to rush tumultuously towards the sleeping
apartment. Colonel Ashton, first whispering to
his mother,—** Search for her—she has murdered
him1* drew his sword, planted himself in the
passage, and declared he would suffer no man to
pass excepting the clergyman, and a medical
person present. By their assistance, Bucklaw,
who still breathed, was raised from the ground,
and transported to ancther apartment, where his
friends, full of suspicion and murmuring, as-
sembled round him to learn the opinion of the
EUrZeon.

In the meanwhile, Lady Ashton, her hushand,
and their assistants, in vain songht Lucy in the
bridal bed and in the chamber. There was no
private passage from the room, and they began to
think that she must have thrown herself from the
window, when one of the company, holding his
torch lower than the rest, discovered something
white in the corner of the great old-fashioned
chimney of the apartment. Here they found the
unfortunate girl, seated, or rather couched like a
hare upon its form—her head-gear dishevelled;
her night-clothes torn and dabbled with blood,-
her eyes glazed, and her features convulsed into a
wild paroxysm of insanity. When she saw her-
gelf discovered, she gibbered, made mouths, ana
pointed at them with her bloody fingers, with the
frantic gestures of an exulting demoniac.

e e ——————ee S
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Femunie assistance was now hastily summoned ;
the nnhappy bride was overpowered, not without
the use of eome force. As they carried her over
the threshold, she looked down,and uttered the
only articulate words that she bad yet gpoken,
gaying, with a sort of gricning exultation, **So,
you have ta’en up your bonny bridegroom?”
She was by the shuddering assistants conveyed to
another and more retired apartment, where ehe
was secured as her sitnation required, and closely
watched. The unntterable agony of the parents—
the horror and confusion of all who were in the
cagtle—the fury of contending passions between
the friends of the different parties, passions aug-
mented by previous intemperance, surpass de-
scription,

The surgeon was the first who obtained some-
thing like a patient hearing; he pronounced that
the wound of Bucklaw, thongh severe and danger-
ous, was by no means fatal, but might readily be
rendered so by disturbance and hasty removal.
This silenced the numerous party of Bucklaw’s
friends, who had previously insisted that he ghould,
at all rates, be transported from the castle to the
nearest of their houses, They still demanded,
however, that, in consideration of what had hap-
pened, four of their number should remain to
walch over the sick-bed of their friend, and, that
a suitable number of their domestics, well armed,
ghould also remain in the casile. This condition
being acceded to on the part of Colonel Ashton
and his father, the rest of the bridegroom’s friends
Jeft the castle, notwithstanding the hour and the
darkness of the night. The cares of the medical
man were next employed in behalf of Miss Ash-
ton, whom he pronounced to be in a very danger-
ous state. Farther medical assistance was im-
mediately summoned. All night she remained
delirious. On the morning, she fell into a state
of abgolute insensibility., The next evening, the
physicians said, would be the crigis of her malady,
It proved go; for although she awoke from her
trance with some appearance of calmness, and
suffered her night-clothes to be changed, or put in
order, yet go soon as she put her hand to her neck,
as if to search for the fatal blue ribbon, a tide of
recollections seemed to rush upon her, which her
mind and body were alike incapable of bearing,
Convulsion followed convulgion, till they closed
in death, without her being able to utter a word
explanatory of the fatal scene.

The provincial judge of the district arrived the
day after the young lady had expired, and execut-
ed, thongh with all possible delicacy to the af-
flicted family, the painfnl duty of inguiring into
this fatal transaction. DBut there occurred nothing
to explain the general hypothesis, that the bride,
in a gudden fit of insanity, had stabbed the bride-
groom at the threshold of the apartment, The
fatal weapon was found in the chamber, smeared

with blood. Itwas the same poniard which Henry
ghould have worn on the wedding-day, and which
his nnhappy sister had probably contrived to se-
crete on the preceding evening, when it bad been

shown to her among other articles of preparation
for the wedding,

The friends of Bucklaw expected that on his
recovery he would throw some light upon this
dark story, and eagerly pressed him with inquirjes,
which for gome time he evaded under pretextof
weakness, When, however, he had been transs
ported to his own honze, and was considered 48 in
a.state of convalescence, he assembled those per
sons, both male and female, who had considered
themselves as entitled to press him on this snbe
ject, and returned them thanks for the interest
they had exhibited in his behalf, and their offers
of adherence and support. * I wish you all,” he
eaid, **my friends, to understand, however, that1
have neither story to tell, nor injuries to svenge,
If a lady shall question me hencetorward upon the:
incidents of that unhappy night, I shall remain
silent, and in fotare consider her as one whe has
shown herself desirous to break off her friendship
with me; in A word, I will never speak to her
again, But if a gentleman shall ask me the same
question, I sball regard the incivility as equivalent
to an invitation to meet him in the Duke’s Wallc®
and I expect that he will rule himself accordingly.®

A declaration so decigive admitted no com-
mentary ; and it was soon after seen that Bucklaw
had arisen from the bed of sickness a sadder and
a wiser man than he had hitherto ehown himself
He dismissed Craigengelt from his society, but nof
without such a provision as, if well employed,
might secure him against indigence, and agaiusf
temptation,

Bucklaw afterwards went abroad and neverré
turned to Scotland ; nor was he known ever I
hint at the circumstances attending his fatal mwar=
riage. By many readers this may be deemed
0'\‘ ined, romantic, and composed by the wyild
imagination of an author, desirous of gratifying
the bapu]::r appetite for the horrible; but thosé
who are read in the pr family history 01‘509[.-
Jand during the period in which the scene is laid,
will readily discover, ough the disgmise of
borrowed names and added incidents, the leading
particulars of AN OWER TEUE TALE,

ST
CHAPTER XXXV.
rt s0 hard,
p was heard;

Whose
That w
To th?

And so to p
By too rash riding in a g
Poex, 1§ D
We have anticipated the conrse of tim:'to
mention Bucklaw's recovery and fate, thatwe
might not interrupt the detail of events which
gucceeded the funeral of the unfortunate Lucy
Aghton. This melancholy ccremony Was pérs
# A walk in the vicini lyrood House, so called; be-
cause often freq of York, afterwards Jamel
1., during his re It was for & long tine the
usual place of rendesvous for settling affuirs of honors

own.
er's Henavory, Vol 2L
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formed in the misty dawn of an antnmnal morn-
Ing, with such moderate attendance and ceremony
a3 could not possibly be dispensed with. A very
few of the nearest relations attended her body to
the same churchyard to which she had lately been
led as a bride, with as little free will, perhaps, as
could be now testified by her lifeless and passive
emains. An aisle adjacent to the church had

een fitted up by Sir William Ashton as a family
emetery ; and here, in a coffin bearing neither
wuame nor date, were congigned to dust the remaing
of what was once lovely, beautiful, and innocent,
though exasperated {o trenzy bya long tract of
nnremitting persecution. While the mourners
were busy in the vault, the three village hags,
who, notwithstanding the nnwonted earliness of
the hour, had snuffed the carrion like vultures,
were seated on the ** throngh-stare,” and engaged
in their wonted nunhallowed conference,

“Did not I say,” said Dame Gourlay, ** that
the brew bridal would be followed by as braw a
funeral

*1 think,” answered Dame Winnie, * there's
little bravery at it; neither meat nor drink, and
Jjust a wheen silver tippences to the poor folk ; it
was little worth while to come sae far road for sae
gma’ profit, and us sae frail.”

**Out, wretch | replied Dame Gonrlay, * can
a’ the dainties they could gie ns be half sae sweet
as this honr's vengeance? There they are that
were capering on their prancing nags four days
since, and they are now ganging as dreigh and
eober as onrsells the day. They werea’ glistening
wi’ gowd and silver—they’re now as black as the
crook. And Miss Lucy Aghton, that grudeed when
an honest woman came near her, a taid may sit
on her coffin the day, and she can never scunner
when he croaks. And Lady Ashton has beli-fire
burning in her breast by this time; and Sir Wil-
liam, wi’ his gibbets, and his fageots, and his
chains, how likes he the witcheries of his ain
dwelling-house #

* And is it true, then,” mumbled the paralytic
wreich, ‘' that the bride was trailed out of her
bed and up the chimley by evil spirits, and that
the bridegroom’s face was wrung round shint
him? "

“Ye needna care wha did it, or how it was
done,” gaid Ailsie Gourlay; *“ but I'll uphaud it
for nae stickit * job, and that the lairds and led-
dies ken weel this day.’

* And was it troe,'” said Annie Winnie, * gin
ye ken sae muckle about it, that the picture of
Auld Sir Malise Ravenswood came down on the
ba’ floor and led out the brawl before them a’§**

*Na," gaid Ailsie; ** but into the ha’ came the
picture—and I ken weel how it came there—to gie
them a warning that pride would get a fa’. Baot
there's as queer a ploy, cummers, as ony o' thae,
$hat's saun on even now in the burial vanlt yon-
der—ye saw twall mourners, wi' crape and cloak,
gang down the steps pair and pair?”

¥ Stickit, imperfect.
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** What shonld ail s to see them ?” said the
one old woman,

*I1 counted them,” said the other, with the
eagerness of a person to whom the spectacle had
afforded too much interest to be viewed with ju-
difference.

** But ye did not see,” said Ailsie, exulting in
her superior observation, *that there’s a thir-
teenth amang them that they ken nasthing about ;
and, if auld freits say true, there’s ane o’ that
company that’ll no be. lang for this warld. But
come awa, cummers; if we bide here, I'se war-
rant we get the wyte o’ whatever ill comes of it,
and that gude will come of it vane o' them need
ever think to gee.”

Aud thas, croaking like the ravens when they
anticipate pestilence, the ill-boding sibyls wilh-
drew from the churchyard.

In fact, the mounrners, when the service of in-
terment was ended, discovered that there was
among them one more than the invited number,
and the remark was communicated in whispers to
each other. The suspicion fell upon a fizure,
which, muffled in the same deep mourning with
the others, was reclined, almost in a state of ju-
eensibility, against one of the pillars of the sepnl-
chral vaunlt. The relatives of the Ashton family
were expressing in whispers their surprise and
displeasure at the intrusion, when they were in-
terrapted by Colonel Ashton, who, in his father's
abszence, acted as principal mourner. “I know,
he eaid, in a whisper, ** who this person
has, or shall soon have, as deep canse of mourning
as ourselves—leave me to deal with him, and do
not disturb the. ceremony by unnecessary expo-
sure.” Bo saying, he separated himself from the
group of his relations, and taking the unknown
mourner by the cloak, he said to him, in a tone of
suppressed emotion, ** Follow me.”

The stranger, as if starting from a trance at the
sound of his voice, mechanically obeyed, and they
ascended the broken rminous stair which led from
the sepulchre into the churchyard. The other
mourners followed, but remained grouped together
at the door of the vault, watehing with anxiety
the motions of Colonel Ashton and the stranger,
who now appeared to be in close conference be-
neath the shade of a yew-tree, in the most remote
part of the burial-ground.

To this sequestered gpot Colonel Ashfon had
guided the stranger, and then turning round, ad-
dressed him in a stern and composed tone—* I
cannot doubt that I speak to the Master of Ra-
venswood 7" No answer was returned. *Ican-
not doubi,” resumed the Colonel, trembling with
rising passion, ** that I gpeak to the murderer of
my sister§

** You have named me but too truly,” said Ra-
venswood, in a hollow and tremulous voice.

“If you repent what you have done,” said the
Colonel, “ may your penitence avail you befors

God ; with me it shall serve yon nothing. Here,”
he. said, giving a paper, is the measare of my
gword, and a memorandum of the time and place
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of meeting. Bun-rige to-morrow morning, on {he
links to the east of Wolf*s-hope.*

The Master of Ravenswood held the paper in
his hand, and seemed irresolute. At length he
epoke—** Do not,” he said, ** urge to farther des-
peration & wretch who is already desperate. En-
joy your life while you can, and let me seek my
death from another.”

*That you never, never shall!** said Donglas
Ashton, * You shall die by my hand, or you ghall
complete the ruin of my family by taking my life.
If you refuse my open challenge, there is no ad-
vantage I will not take of you, no indignity with
which I will not load you, until the very name of

tavenswood ehall be the sign of everything that
is dishonorable, as it is already of all that is vil-
lanouns.”

**That it ehall never be,” eaid Ravenswood,
fiercely 3 ** if I am the last who must bear it, Towe
it to those who once ownea it, that the name shall
be extinguished without infamy. I accept your
challenge, time, and place of meetine. We meet,
I presume, dlone ?

** Alone we meet,” gaid Colonel Ashton, * and
alone will the survivor of us return from that place
of rendezvons.”

*Then God have mercy on the soul of him who
falls 1™ eaid Ravenswood.

8o be it 1™ eaid Colonel Ashton ; **so far can
my charity reach even for the man I hate most
deadly, and with the deepest reason. Now, break
off, for we ghall be interrupted. The links by the
gea-shore to the east of Wolf's-hope—the hour,
sun-rize—our swords our only weapons.”

“ Enough," eaid the Master; **1 will not fil
you."

They separated; Colonel Ashton joining the
rest of the mourners, and the Master of Ravens-
wood faking his horse, which was tied to a tree
Yehind the church. Colonel Ashton returned to
‘he Castle with the funeral guests, but found a
pretext for detaching himself from them in t
evening, when, changing his dress to a riding
habit, he rode to \\"nll"a-hupe that night, and took
up his abode in the little iun, in order that he
might be ready for his rendezvons in the morning.

It is not known how the Master of Ravens-
wood disposed of the rest of that unhappy
Late at night, however, he arrived at Wolf's C
and aroused hig old domestic, Caleb Balderston,
who had ceased to expect his return. Confused
and flying rumors of the late tragical death of
Miss Ashton, and of its mysterions cause, had
already reached the old man, who was filled with
the utmost anxiety, on account of the probable
effect these events might produce upon the mind
of his master.

The conduct of Ravenswood did not alleviate
his appreheusions. To the butler's trembling
treaties, that he would take some refreshment,
at first returned no answer, and then suddenly
and fiercely demanding wine, he drank, contrary
to his habits, a very larze draught. Seeing that
kis master would eat nothing, the old man affec-

tionately entreated that he would permit him gy
light him to his chamber, Itwas not until the re
quest wag three or four times repeated, that Re
venswood made a mute sign of compliance, By
when Balderston conducted him to an apartment

which had been comfortably fitted up, and whigh,

ginee his return, he had usually occupied, Raveng
wood stopped short on the threshold.
* Not here,” eaid he, eternly ; ** ghow me thy

room in which my father died : the room i
which suE slept the night they were at the eas |

tie.™

“Who, gir " gaid Caleb, too terrified to pre
gerve his presence of mind.

“ She, Lucy Ashton!—would you kill me, old
man, by forcing me to repeat her name ¢ ™

Caleb would have said gomething of the disre-
pair of the chamber, but was silenced by the ird-
table impaticnce which was expressed in hig
master’s countenance ; he lighted the way, trem
bling and in silence, placed the lamp on the table
of the deserted room, and was about to attempt
some arrangement of the bed, when his master
bid him begone in a tone that admitted of no de-
lay. The old man retired, not to rest, bat fo
prayer; and from time to time crept to the door
of the apartment, in order to find ont whether
Ravenswood had gone to repose. His measared
heavy step upon the floor was only interrupted by
deep groans ; and the repeated stamps of the hedl
of his heavy boot, intimated too clearly, that the
wrelched inmate was abandoning himself at sach
moments to paroxysms of uncontrolled agony
The old man thought that the morning for which
he longed would never have dawned; but fimé
whose course rolls on with equal current, how:

ever it may secem more rapid or more slow 0

mortal apprehension, brought the dawn at Iast
and spread a ruddy light on the broad verge of ihe
glistening ocean. It was early in November, and
the weather was serene for the season of fhe
year, Bat an easterly wind had prevailed during
the night, and the advancing tide rolled mearer
than usual to the foot of the crags on which the
castle was founded.

With the first peep of light, Caleb Balderstos
again resorted to the door of Ravenswood's eleep-
ing apartment, through a chink of which he ob

served him engaged in measuring the length ofS)

two or three swords which lay in a closet adjoiis
ing to the apartment. He muttered to Liimeeh
as he selected one of theze weapons, * It 1s shorits
—let him have this advantage, as he has evey
other.”

Caleb Balderston knew too woll, from whaths
witnesszed, upon what enterprise his master Wil
bound, and how vain all interference on his
must necessarily prove. e had but time to 1=
treat from the door, =0 nearly was he Eu:'pl'isedbl'
his master suddenly coming out and descending
to the stables, The faithful domestic folioweds
and, from the dighevelled appearance of his ma%
ter's dress, and his ghastly looks, was confirm®d
in his conjecture tha: he had passed the D
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without sleep or repose. He fonnd him busily
engaged In saddling his horse, a gervice from
which Caleb, though with faltering voice and
frembling hands, offered to relieve him. Ravens-
wood rejected his assistance by a mute sign, and
having led: the animal into the court, was just
about to mount him, when the old domestic’s fear
giving way to the strong attachment which was
the principal passion of his mind, he flung him-
self snddenly at Ravenswood’s feet, and clasped
kis knees, while he exclaimed, “Oh, sir! Oh,
master] kill me if you will, but do not go out on
this dreadful errand! Oh! my dear master, wait
but this day—the Marquis of A— comes to-mor-
row, and a' will be remedied.”

* You have no longer a master, Caleb,” said
Ravenswood, endeavoring to extricate himself;
“ why, old man, would you ecling to a falling
tower ?”

“ But I kate a master,” cried Caleb, still hold-
ing him fast, **while the heir of Ravenswood
breathes. 'T am but a sgervant; but I was born
your father’s—your grandfather’s servant—I was
born for the family—I have lived for them—I
wounld die for them | —Stay but at home, and all
will be well1™

‘e Well, fool | well 1" paid Ravenswood; ** vain
old man, nothing hereafter in life will be well
with me, and happiest is the hounr that shall soon-
est close it! ™

So saying, he extrieated himself from the old
man’s hold, threw himself on his horse, and rode
out at the gate; but instantly turning back, he
threw towards Caleb, who hagtened to meef him,
a heavy purse of gold.

“Caleb!™ he said, with a ghastly smile, “I
make you my executor;” and again turning his
bridle, he resumed his course down the hill

The gold fell unheeded on the pavement, for
the old man ran to obeerve the course which was
taken by his master, who turned to the left down
a small and broken path, which gained the sea-
shore throngh a cleft in the rock, and led to a sort
of cove, where, in former times, the boats of the
castle were wont to be moored. Observing him
take this course, Caleb hastened to the eastern
battlement, which commanded the progpect of the
whole sands, very near as far as the village of
Wolf's-hope. He could easily see his master rid-
ing in that direction, as fast as the horse counld
carry him. The prophecy at once rushed on
Balderston's mind, that the Lord of Ravenswood
should perish on the Kelpie's Flow, which lay
half way betwixt the tower aud the links, or sand
knolls, to the northward of Wolf’s-hope. He saw
him accordingly reach the fatal spot, but he never
gaw him pass farther,

Colonel Ashton, frantic for revenge, was al-
ready in the field, pacing the turf with eazerness,
and looking with impatience towards the tower
for the arrival of his antagonist. The sun had
now risen, and showed its broad disk over the
eastern sea, so that he could easily discern the
borseman who rode towards him with speed
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which argued impatience equal to his own. At
once the fignre became invisible, as if it had
melted into the air. He rubbed his eyes, as if he
had witnessed an apparition, and then hastened
to the gpot, near which he was met by Balderston,
who came from the opposite direction. No trace
whatever of horse or rider could be discerned ; it
only appeared, that the late winds and high tides
had greatly extended the msual bounds of the
quicksand, and that the unfortunate horseman, as
appeared from the hoof-tracks, in his precipitated
haste, had not attended to keep on the firm sands
an the foot of the rock, but had taken the ghortest
and most dangerous course. One only vestige of
his fate appeared. A large sable feather had been
detached from his hat, and the rippling waves of
the rising tide wafted it to Caleb’s feet.

The old man took it up, dried it, and placed it
in his bosom.

The inhabitants of Wol{’s-hope were now
alarmed, and crowded to the place, some on
shore, and some in boats, but their search availed
nothing. The tenacious depths of the quicksand,
as is nsual in such cases, retained its prey.

Our tale draws to a conclusion, The Marguis
of A—, alarmed at the frightful reports that wera
current, and anxious for his kinsman's safety, ar-
rived on the subsequent day to mourn his loss;
and, after renewing in vain a search for the body,
refurned to forget what had happened amid the
bustle of politics and state affairs,

Not eo Caleb Balderston. If worldly profit
could have consoled the old man, his age was bet-
ter provided for than his earlierlife had ever been j
but life had lost to him its salt and its savor, His
whole course of ideas, his feelings, whether of
pride or of apprehension, of pleasure or of pain,
had all arigen from his close connexion with the
fawul,y which was now extinguished. He held up
nis head no longer—forsook all his nsual haunts
and occupations, and seemed only to find pleasure
in moping about those apartmentsin the old castle
which the Master of Ravenswood had last inhabit-
ed. He ate without refreshment, and slumbered
without repose; and, with a fidelity sometimes
displayed by the canine race, but seldom by hu-
man beings, he pined and died within a year after
the catastrophe which we have narrated.

The family of Ashton did not long survive that
of Ravenswood. Sir William Ashton ontlived his
eldest son, the C‘ulnnel, who wasg slain in a dnel
in Flanders; and, Henry, by whom he was suc-
ceeded, died unmarried. Lady Ashton lived to
the verge of extreme old-age, the only survivor
of the group of unhappy persons whose misfor-
tunes were owing to her implacability. That she
might internally feel compunction, and reconcile
her=elf with Heaven whom she had offended, we
willnot, and we dare not, deny ; but to those around
her, she did not evince the slightest symptom
either of repentance or remorse. In all external
appearance, she bore the same bold, hanghty, un-
bending character, which she bad displayed be-
fore these unhappy events. A splendid marble
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monument records her name, titles, and virtues,
while her victims remain undistinguished by
tomb or epitaph,

READER!

Tak TALES OF MY LANDLORD are now finally
closed, and it was my purpose to bave addressed
thee in the vein of Jedediah Cleishbotham ; bat,
like Horam the Son of Asmar, and all other im-
eginary story-tellers, Jedediah has melted into
thin air.

Mr. Cleishbotham bore the game resemblance
to Ariel, as he at whose voice he rose doth to the
gage Prospero; and yet, o fond are we of the fic-
tions of our own fancy, that I part with him; and
all his imaginary localities, with idle reluctance.
I am aware this is a feeling in which the reader
will little sympathize ; but he cannot be.more

sensible than I am, that sufficient varieties hae
now been exhibited of the Scottish chamcm!.‘" 1
exhaust one individual's powers of (.‘rhﬁ[:ri‘ﬂ.ﬁog‘
and that to persist would be useless and tedioys
I have the vanity to suppose, that the Popularity
of these Novels has ghown my countrymen, aad
their peculiarities, in lights which were newf
tte Southern reader; and that many, hitherto
different upon the subject, have been inducedfp |
read Scottish history, from the allusions to i} n
these works of fiction. [
I retire from the field, conscious that there re
mains behind not only a large harvest, but labee
ers capable of gathering it in, More than opg
writer has of late displayed talents of this de
seription ; and if the present author, himselfy
phantom, may be permitted to distinguish g
brother, or perhaps a sister shadow, he wonld
mention, in particular, the author of the veg
lively: work entitled ** Marriage.” ‘
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