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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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THE ABBOT;

BEING THE SEQUEL

T0 THE MONASTERY.

INTRODUCTION—(1831.)

From what is said in the incrotnction tv the
Monastery, it must necessarily be inferred, that
the Author considered that romance ag something
very like a failure, 1t is true, the booksellers did
not complain of the sale, because, nnless on very
felicitous occasions, or on those which are equally
the reverse, literary popularity is not gained or
08t by a single publication. Leisure must be
allowed for the tide both to flow and ebb. ButI
was conscious that, in my situation, not to ad-
vance was in some degree to recede, and being
naturally unwilling to think that the principle of
decay lay in myself, I was af least degirous to
know of a certainty, whether the degree of dis-
countenance which I 2ad incurred, was now
owing to an ill-managed story, or an ill-chosen
subject.

I was never, I confess, one of those who are
willing to suppose the brains of an author to be a
kind of milk, which will not stand above a single
creaming, and who are eternally harping to yonng
authorg to hnshand their efforts, and to be chary
of their reputation, lest it grow hackneyed in the
eyes of men. Perhaps I was, and have always
been, the more indifferent to the degree of esti-
mation in which I might be held as an author,
because I did not put so high a value as many
others npon what is termed literary reputation in
the abstract, or at least upon the species of popu-
larity which had fallen to my share; for though
it were worse than affectation to deny that my
vanity was eatisfied at my snccess in the depart-
ment in which chance had in some measure en-
listed me, T was, nevertheless, far from thinking
that the novelist or romance-writer gtands high
in the ranks of literature. But I spare the reader
farther egotism on this eubject, as I have ex-
pressed my opinion very fully in the Introductory
Epistle to the Fortunes of Nigel, firgt edition;
and, although it be composed in an imaginary
character, it is a8 sincere and candid as if it had
been written ** without my gown and band.”

In a word, when I congidered myself as having
been unsnceessfu. in the Monastery, I was tempt-
ed to try whether T could not restore, even at the
riek of totally losing, my so-called reputation, by
& new hazard—I looked round my library, and
conid not but observe, that, from the time of

Chaacer to thair of Byron, the most popular
anthors had been the most prolific. Even the
aristarch Johnson allowed that the quality of
readiness and profusion had a merit in itself, in
dependent of the intrinsic value of the composi-
tion. Talking of Churchill, I believe, who had
little merit in his prejudiced eyes, he allowed him
that of fertility, with some gnch qualification as
this, ** A crab-apple can bear but crabs after all;
.but there is a great difference in favor of that
which bears a large quantity of frait, however in-
different, and that which produces only a few.”

Looking more attentively at the patriarchs of
literature, whose career was as long as it was
brilliant, I thought I perceived that in the busy
and prolonged course of exertion, there were no
doubt occasional failures, but that still those who
were favorites of their age trinmphed over these
migcarriages, By the new efforts which they
made, their errors were obliterated, they became
identified with the literature of their country, and
after baving long received law from the critics,
came in some degree to impose it. And when
such a writer was at length called from the scene,
his death first made the public sensible what a
large share he had occupied in their attention. 1
recollected a passage in Grimm’s Correspondence,
that while the nnexhausted Voltaire gent forth
tract after tract to the very close of a long life,
the first impression made by each as it appeared,
was, that it was inferior to its predecessors; an
opinion adopted from the general idea that the
Patriarch of Ferney must at last find the point
from which he was to decline. But the opinion
of the public finally ranked in succession the last
of Voltaire's Essays on the same footing with
those which had formerly charmed the French
nation. The inference from this and similar
facts seemed to me to be, that new works were
often judeed of by the publie, not so much from
their own intrinsic merit, a2 from extrinsic ideas
which readers had previously formed with regard
to them, and over which a writer might hope to
trinmph Dy patience and by exertiop Thereisa
risk in the attempt ;

% If he fall in, good-night, or sink or awim."”

But thiz i a chance incident to every literary
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attempt, and by which men of a sanguine temper
are little moved,

I may illustrate what I mean, by the feelings
of most men in travelling. If we have found
any stage particularly tedions, or in an cspecial
degree interesting, particularly short, or mugh
longer than we expected, our imaginations are so
apt to exaggerate the original impression, that,
on repeating the journey, we usually find that
we have considerably overrated the predomi-
nating quality, and the road appears to be duller
or more pleasant, ghorter or more tedious, than
what we mpu‘.lul. and, consequently, than what
is the actual case. It requires a third or fourth
journey to enable ug to form an accurate judg-
ment of its beauty, its length, or its other attri-
butes,

In the same manner, the public, judeing of a
new work, which it receives perhaps with little
expectation, if eurprised into applanse, becomes
very often ecstatic, gives a great deal more appro-
bation than is d::c. and elevates the child of its
immediate favor to a rank which, as it affects the
author, it is equally difficult to keep, and painful
to lose, 1If, on this occasion, the author trembles
at the height to which he is raised, and becomes
afraid of the shadow of his own renown, he may
indeed retire from the lottery with the prize
which he has drawn, but, in fature ages, his
honor will be only in proportion to his labors
If, on the contrary, he rushes again into the lists,
he is sure to be judged with F(?\'L'l'il}' proportioned
to the former favor of the public. If he be daunt-
ed by a bad reception on this second occasion, he
may again become a stranger to the arena. If,
on the contrary, he can keep his ground, and
stand the shuttlecock’s fate, of being struck up and
down, he will probably, at length, hold with some
certainty the level in public opinion which he
may be found to deserve; and he may perhaps
boast of arresting the general attention, in the
same manner as the Bachelor Samson Carrasco
of fixing the weathercock La Giralda of Seville
for weeks, months, or years, that is, for as long ag
the wind shall uniformly blow from ore quarter,
To this degree of popularity the anthor had the
hardihood to aspire, while, in order to attain it,
he assumed the daring resclution to keep himself
in the view of the public by frequent appearances
belore them.

It must be added, that the author’s incognito
gave him the greater courage to reneyw his attempts
te please the public, and an advantage similar to
that which Jack the Giant-killer received from
his coat of darkness. In sending the Abbot forth
80 soon after the Monastery, he had used the
well-known practice recommended by Bassa-
nio :—

# In myy school days, when I had Tnu one shaft,
1 shot another of thu self sam
The self san y
To find the other forth.”

And, to continue the simile, his ghafts, like those
of the lesser Ajax, were discharged more readily

a way, with more advised watch,

another alteration.

that the archer was as inacceseible to critj
personally speaking, as the Grecian archer ndey
his brother’s gevenfold shield.

Should the reader desire to know upon yiisf
principles the Abbot was expected to amend tig
fortune of the Monastery, I have first to regugy

his attention to the Introductory Epistle addressed

to the imaginary Captain Clutterbuck ; a mode

which, like his predecesgors in this walk of fig
tion, the real author makes one of his dramatiy
persone the means of communicating his owg
sentiments to the public, somewhat more arfifs
cially than by a direct address to the readers, ¥
pleasing French writer of fairy tales, Monsieg
Pajon, author of the History of Prince Soly, hagt
get a diverting example of the same machingsy

where he introduces the presiding Genius of the™y

land of Romance conversing with one of thepep
sonages of the tale,

g Introductory Epistle, the anthor com®
municates, in confidence, to Captain Clubfes
buck, his sense that the White Lady had nofmé
the taste of the times, and his reason for with®
drawing her from the scene. The author did nof
deem it equally necessary to be candid respecting
The Monastery was designel

at first, to have

agency, arising out of the fact, that Mclrose fiad

been the place of deposit of the great Rober

Bruce’s hes

from f up
"

rt. The writer shrunk, howeres
in ﬂm particular, the sketch 883§
y traced ; nor did he venture {05
sume, in the conti
had left unattempted in the original werk. Thas
the incident of the discovery of the heart, which
occupies the gre:
the Monastery, is a mystery unnecessarily iniie
duced, and which remains at last very imperl'etl_ljj-
explained. In this particular, I was happyis
ghroud myself by the example of the authorof
“ Caleb Williams,” who never condescends foins
form us of the .wtu'\l contents of that Tron Chest
which makes such a figure in his intercsfing
work, and gives the name to Mr, Colman’s drims
The public had some claim to inquire into {his
matter, but it geemed indifferent policy in i
mllhnr to give the explanation. For, whatewt
: bu due to the ingenuity w hich bring!
to a gen ~ombination all theloose threads l:lfl‘
narrative, like fhe knitter at the finishing ofbes
stocking, T am greatly deceived if in many Cises
a superior advantagce is not attained, by the Bﬁ'o[
reality, which the deficiency of explanation ok
taches to & work writlen on a different ﬂylte‘nh
In life itself, many things befall every nluﬁﬂld:
which the individual never knows the real eaise
or origin ; and were we to point out the mosl
marked distinction between & real and a8 fictitions’
narrative, we wonld say that the former, in refés
ence to the remote causes of the events it relates
is obecure, doubtful, and mysterions; “Mm%‘
in the latter case, it is a part of the mlthorsﬂuu
to afford satisfactory detuils upon the causes

the scparate events he has recorded, and, IS

contained some supernatuml®

ion, the suhject which i@

er part of the Introduction

INTRODUCTION

word, to account for every thing. The reader,
like Mungo in the Padlock, will not be satisfied
with hearing what he is not made fully to com-
prehend.

I omitted, therefore, in the Introduction to the
Abbot, any attempt to explain the previous story,
or to apologize for unintelligibility.

Neither would it have been prndent to have
endeavored to proclaim, in the Introduction to
the Abbot, ihe real spring by which I hoped it
might attract a greater degree of interest than its
immediate predecessor, A taking title, or the an-
nouncement of a popular gubject, i8 a recipe for
gnccess much in favor with booksellers, but
which authors will not always find eficacions.
The eanse is worth & moment’s examination,

There occur in every country some peculiar
historical characters, which are, like a spell or
charm, rovereign to exeite curiosity and attract
attention, since every one in the slightest degree
iurcreste\,d in the land which they belong to, has
heard much of them, and longs to hear more. A
tale turning on the fortunes of Alfred or Elizabeth
in England, or of Wallace or Bruce in Secotland,
is eure by the very announcement to excite publie
curiosity to a considerable degree, and ensure the
publisher’s being relieved of the greater part of
an impression, even hefore the contents of the
work are known. This is of the last importance
to the bookseller, who is at once, to use a tech-
nical phrase, ** bronght home,” all his cntlay be-
ing repaid. Bat it is a different case with the
author, since it cannot be denied that we are apt
fo feel least satisfied with the works of which we
have been induced, by.titles and laudatory adver-
tisements, to entertain exagrerated expectations.
The intention of the work has been anticipated,
and misconceived or misrepresented, and al-
though the difficnlty of executing the work asain
reminds us of Hotspur’s task of ** o’er-walking a
enrrent roaring lond,”” yet the adventurer must
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look for more ridicule if he fails, than applause it
he executes, his undertaking.

Notwithstanding a risk, which should make
authors pause ere they adopt a theme which, ex-
citing general interest and curiosity, is often the
preparative for disappointment, yet it wounld be
an injudicions regmlation which shonld deter the
poet or painter from attempting to introduce his-
torical portraits, merely from the dificulty of ex-
ecuting the task in a satisfactory manner., Some-
thing must be trusted to the gencrous impulse,
which often thrusis an artist upon feats of which
he knows the difficnlty, while he trusts courage
and exertion may afford the means of surmount.
ing it.

It is especially when he is sensible of losing
ground with the public, that an author may be
justified in using with address, such selection
of subject or title as is most likely to procure a
rehearing. It was with these feelings of hope and
apprehension, that I ventnred to awaken, in a
work of fiction, the memory of Queen Mary, so
interesting by her wit, her beauty, her misfor-
tunes, and the mystery which still does, and
probably always will, overhang her history. In
doing so, I was aware that failure wounld be a con-
clusive disaster, o that my task was something
like that of an enchanter who raises a spirit over
whom he is uncertain of possessing an effectual
control; and I naturally paid attention to such
principles of composifion, as I conceived were
best suited to the historical novel.

Enongh has been already said to explain the
purpose of composing the Abbot. The historical
references are, as usunal, explained in the notes.
That which relates to Queen Mary 2 escape from
Lochleven Castle, is a more minute account of
that romantic adventure, than is to be found in
the histories of the period.

Asporsrorp, 14 January, 1831,

INTRODUCTORY EPISTLE

FROM THE AUTHOR OF ““ WAVERLEY,” TO CAPTAIN CLUTTERBUCK, LATE OF HIS MAJHSTY'S
REGIMENT OF INFANTRY.

DeAr CapramN,—I am sorry to obszerve, by
your last favor, that you disapprove of the numer-
ous retrenchments and alterations which I have
been under the necessity of making on the Mann-
*cript of your friend, the Benedictine, and I wil-
lingly make you the medium of apology to many,
who have honored me more than I deserve,

I admit that my retrenchments have been nn-
merous, and leave gaps in the story, which, in
your original manusecript, would have run well-
nigh to a fourth volume, a8 my printor agsures
me. Iam sensible, besides, that, in consequence
of the liherty of cwrtailment you have allowed

me, some parts of the story have heen huddled up
withont the necessary details. But, after all, it is
better that the travellers should have to step over
a ditch, than to wade through a morass—that the
reader should have to suppose what may easily be
inferred, than be obliged to creep through pages
of dull explanation. I have struck out, for ex-
ample, the whole machinery of the White Lady,
and the poetry by which it is 2o ably sapported,
in the original manuscript. But yon must allow
that the public taste gives little encouragement to
ihose legendary superstitions, which formed alter
nately the delight and the terror of our predeces
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gors. In like manner, much iz omitted illustrative
of the impulse of enthnsiasm in favor of the an-
cient religion in Mother Magdalen and the Abbot.
Bgt we do not feel deep sympathy at this period
with what was once the most powerful and ani-
mating principle in Europe, with the exception
of that of the Reformation, by which it was suc-
cegsfully opposed,

You rightly observe, that these retrenchments
have rendered the title no longer applicable to the
subject, and that some other would have been
more suitable fo the Work, in its present state,
than that of the ABBor, who made so much greater
figure in the original, and for whom your friend,
the Benedictine, seems to have inspired you with
a gympathetic respect. I must plead guilty to this
accusation, observing, at the same time, in man-
ner of extenuation, that though the objection
might have been easily removed, by giving a new
title to the Work, yet, in doing 80, I shonld have
destroyed the necessary cohesion between the

present history, and its predecessor T MoxAs-
TERY, Which I was unwilling to do, as the period,
and several of the personages, were the same,

After all, my good friend, it is of little conse-
quence what the work is called, or on what inter-
est it torns, provided it catches the public atten-
tion; for the quality of the wire (could we but
ensure it), may, according to the old proverb,
render the bush unnecessary, or of little conge-
quence.

I congratulate you npon your having found it
consistent with pradence to establish your Til-
bury, and approve of the color, and of your boy’s
livery (subdned green and pink).—As yon talk of

.completing your descriptive poem on the * Ruins

of Kennaquhair, with Notes by an Antiquary,” 1
hope you have procured a steady horze.—I remain
with compliments to all friends, dear Captain,
very much
Yours, &e. &e. &Ke.
Trz AUTHOR oF WAVERLET.

THE ADLBOT,

CHAPTER I

Domum mansit—lanam fecif,
Ancrent RoMax EPrTard,
She kecpit close the hous, and birlit at the quhele.
Jdawarn Dovaras.

THE time which passes over our heads so im-
perceptibly, makes the same gradual change in
habits, manners, and character, as in personal ap-
pearance. At the revolution of every five years
we find ourselves another, and yet the same—
there is a change of views, and no less of thelight
in which we regard them ; a change of motives as
well as of actions, Nearly twice that space had
glided away over the head of Halbert Glendinning
and his lady, betwixt the period of our former
narrative, in which they played a distinguished
part, and the date af which our present tale com-
mences.

Two circumstances only had imbittered their
union, which was otherwise as happy as mutual
affection could render it., The first of these was
indeed the common calamity of Scotland, being
the distracted state of that unhappy country,
where every man’s sword was directed against his
neighbor’s bosom. Glendinning had proved what
Murray expected of him, a steady friend, strong
in battle, and wise in counsel, adhering to him,
from motives of gratitude, in gituations where by
his own unbiassed will he would either have stood
neuter, or have joined the opposite party, Hence,
when danger was near—and it was seldom far dis-
tant—Sir Halbert Glendinning, for he now bore
the rank of knighthood, was perpetnally sum-
moned toattend his patron on distant expeditions,
or on perilous enterprises, or fo assist him with
his counsel in the doubtful intrignes of a half-bar-
barouns court. He was thus frequently, and for a
long space, abgent from his castle and from his
lady; and to thig ground of regret we must add,
that their nnion had not been blessed with chil-
dren, to occupy the attention of the Lady of Ave-
nzl, while she was thus deprived of her husband’s
domestic society.

On such occasiong she lived almost entirely se-
cluded from the world, within the walls of her pa-
ternal mansion. Visiting amongst neighbors was
a matter entirely out of the guestion, unless on
occasions of solemn festival, and then it was
chiefly confined fo near kindred. Of these the
Lady of Avenel had none who survived, and the
dames of the neighboring barons affected to re-
gard her less as the heiress of the House of Ave-
nel than as the wife of a peasant, the son of a

church vassal, raised up to mushroom eminence
by the capricious favor of Murray.

The pride of ancestry, which rankled in the
bosom of the ancient gentry, was more openly
expressed by their ladies, and was, moreover, im-
bittered not a little by the polilical fends of the
time, for most of the Southron chiefs were friends
to the authority of the Queen, and very jealous of
the power of Murray. The Castle of Avenel was,
therefore, on all these accounts, as melancholy and
golitary a residence for its lady as ecould well be
imagined. Still it had the essential recommenda-
tion of great security. The readeris already aware
that the fortress was built upon an islet on a small
lake, and was only accessible by a causeway, inter-
sected by a double ditch, defended by two draw-
bridges, so that without artillery, it might in those
days be considered as impregnable. It was only
necessary, therefore, to secure against surprise,
and the service of six able men within the castle
wag sufficient for that purpose. If more serious
danger threatened, an ample garrison was sup-
plied by the male inhabitants of a little hamlet,
which, under the auspices of Halbert Glendin-
ning, had arisen on a small piece of level gronnd,
betwixt the lake and the hill, nearly adjoining to
the spot where the canseway joined the mainland.
The Lord of Avenel had found it &n easy matter
to procure inhabitants, as he was not only a kind
and beneficent over-lord,but well qualified, both by
his experience in arms, his high eharacter for wis-
dom and integrity, and his favor with the power-
ful Ear] of Murray, to protectand defend those who
dwelt under his banner. In leaving his castle for
any length of time, he had, therefore, the conso-
lation to reflect, that this village afforded, on the
slightest notice, a band of thirty stont men, whi;h
was more than suflicient for its defence; while
the families of the villagers, as was usual on such
oceasions, fled to the recesses of the mountains,
drove thelr cattle to the same places of shelter,
and left the enemy to work their will on their mis
erable cotiages.

One guest only resided generally, if not con
stantly, at the Castle of Avenel. This was Henry
Warden, who now felt himsell less able for tha
stormy task imposed on the reforming clergy; and
having by his zeal given personal offence to many
of the leading nobles and chiefs, did not consider
himselfas perfectly gafe, unless when within the
walls of the strong mansion of some assured
friend. He ceased not, however, to serve his canse
as eaverly with his pen, as he had formerly done
with his tongue, and had engaged in a furicus and
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acrimonious contest, concerning the sacrifice of
the mass, as it was termed, with the Abbot }'luls—
tatius, formerly the Sub-Prior of I{:mnnquhfur.
Answers, replies, duplies, triplies, quadruplies,
followed thick upon cach other, and displayed, as
is not unusual in controversy, fully as much zeal
as Christian charity, The disputation very soon
became as celebrated as that of John Knox and
the Abbot of Crosraguel, raged nezrly as ﬁcr-:(fi_v,
and, for aught I know, the pui)liu&}inns to w lu(-t;
it gave rise may be as precious in the eyes of
bibliographers.* But the engrossing nature ofhis
occupation rendered the theologian not the most
interesting companion for a solitary female ; a'nr]
his grave, etern, and absorbed deporiment, wh?ch
seldom showed any interest except in mug which
concerned his religious profession, made his pres-
ence rather add to than diminigh the gloom which
hung over the Caslle of Avenel. To superintend
the tasks of numerous female domesticg, was the
principal part of the Lady's daily emp]o;-'m_unt:
her spindle and distaff, her Bible, and a solitary
walk upon the battlements of the castle, or upon
the cangeway, or occasionally, but more geldom,
upon the banks of the little lake, consumed t‘he
rest of the day. Bnt so great was the insecurity
of the period, that when she ventured to extend
her walk beyond the hamlet, the warder on the
watch-tower was directed to keep a sharp look-out
in every direction, and fouror five men held them-
gelves in readiness to mount and sally-forth from
the castle on the slightest appearance of alarm.
Thus stood affairs at the castle, when, after an
absence of several weeks, the Knight of Avenel,
which was now the title most frequently given to
Sir Halbert Glendinning, was daily expected to
return home. Day after day, however, passed
away, and he returned not. Letters in those days
were rarely written, and the Knight must have
resorted to a secretary to express his intentions
in that manner; besides, intercourse of all Kinds
was precarions and unsafe, and no man cn.re_d to
give any public intimation of the time and dn_“cc-
tion of a journey, since, if his route were publicly
known, it was always Jikely he might in that case
meet with more enemies than friends upon the
road. The precise day, therefore, of Sir Halbert's
return was not fixed, but that which his lady’s
fond expectation had calculated upon in her own
mind bad long since passed, and hope delayed be-
gan to make the heart sick. .
It was upon the evening of a suliry summer’s
day, wheun the gun was half-sunk behind the dis-
tant western mountains of Liddesdale, that {he
Lady took her solitary walk on the battlements
of a range of buildings, which formed the front of
the castle, where a flat roof of flagstones presented
a broad and convenient promenade. The level
wrface of the lake, undisturbed except by the oc-
casional dipping of a teal-dnck, or coot, was gilded

#* The tracts which appeared in the Disputation betw
Seottish Reformer and Quentin Ken Abbot of ( L
mre among the scarcest in Scotlish B aphy, See M'Crie’s
Life of Knoz, p. 258,

with the heams of the sectfing lnminary, and
flected, as if in a golden mirror, the hills amongsy
which it lay embosomed. The scene, otherwisg
&80 lonely, occasionally enlivened by the voiges
of the children of the village, which, softened by
distance, reached the ear of the Lady, in her goli,
tary walk, or by the distant call of the hurﬁsmu‘
as he guided his cattle from the glen in which they
had pﬁ.ﬂur:-d all day, to place them in preater g
curity for the night, in the immediate vicinity of
the \"iilu_::c. The deep lowing of the cows seemed
to demand the attendance of the milk-maideus’
who, singing shrilly and merrily, strolled forth,
each with her pail on her head, to attend to the
duty of the evening. The Lady of Avenel lookeg
and listened; the sounds which she heard pe
minded her of former days, when her most ime
portant employment, as well a8 her greatest de
light, was to assist Dame Glendinning and Tibh

Tacket in milking the cows at Glendearg, The ™

thonght was franght with melancholy.

. “'hy was I not,” she said, **the peasant girl
which in all men’s eyes I seemed to be? Halbest
and I bad then spent our life peacefully in hig
native glen, undisturbed by the phantoms either
of fear or of ambition. His greatest pride bhad
then been to show the fairest herd in the Hall
dome ; his greatest danger to repel some pilfering
snatcher from the Border ; and the utmost distance:
which would have divided us, wonld have been
the chase of some outlying deer. But, alas! whak

avails the blood which Halbert hag shed, and the

dangers which he encounters, to support 8 name
and rank, dear to him because he has it from me
but which we shall never transmit to our pes
terity 1 with-me the name of Avenel must expire®

She sighed as these reflections aroge, and
looking towards the sghore of the lake, her eys
was attracted by a group of children of varions
ages, assembled to see a little ship, constructed
by some village artist, perform its first voyage on
the water, Tt was launched amid the shouts of

tiny voices and the clapping of little hands, and

ghot bravely forth on its voyage with a favoring
wind, which promised to carry it to the other sidé
of the lake. Some of the bigger boys ran round
to receive and secure it on the farther shore, ir§e
ing their speed against each other as they gprang
like youpg fawns along the shingly verge of thé
lake. The rest, for whom such a jonmey seemed
too arduous, remained watching the motions of
the fairy vessel from the spot where it had beer
launched. The sight of their sports pressed o
the mind of the childless Lady of Avenel.

“ Why are none of these prattlers mine " s
continued, pursuing the tenor of her melancholf
reflections. * Their parents can scarce find thl’.lm
the coarspst food—and I, who conld nurse themin
plenty, I am doomed never to hear a child callmé
mother "

The thought sunk on her heart with & bitter
ness which resembled envy, so deeply is the desit
of offspring implanted in the female breagt, .Sh.
pressed her hands together as if she were Wrilgs
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g them in the extremity of her desolate feeling,
as one whom Heaven had written childless. A
large staghound of the greyhound species ap-
proached at this moment, and, attracted perhaps
by the sestare, licked her hands and pressed his
large head against them. He obtained the desired
carees in return, but still the sad impression re-
mained.

* Wolf," she sald, as if the animal conld have
understood her complaints, ** thon arta noble and
beautiful animal; bot, alas! the love and affec-
tion that I long to bestow, is of a gnality higher
than can fall to thy share, though I love thee much.”

And, as if she were apologizing to Wolf for
withholding from him any part of her regard, she
caressed his proud head and crest, while, looking
in her eyes, he seemed to ask her what she want.
ed, or what he counld do to show his attachment,
At this moment a shriek of distress was heard on
the shore, from the playful group which had been
lately go jovial. The Lady looked, and saw the
cause with great agony.

The litile ship, the object of the children’s de-
lighted attention, had stuck among some tufts of
the plant which bears the water-lily, that marked
& shoal in the lake about an arrow-flicht from the
ghore. A hardy little boy, who had taken thelead
In the race round the margin of the lake, did not
hesitate a moment to sirip off his wylie-coat,
plange into the water, and swim towards the ob-
ject of their common solicitude. The firet move-
ment of the Lady was to eall for help ; but she ob-
gerved that the boy swam strongly and fearlessly,
and as she saw that one or two villagers, who were
distant spectators of the incident, seemed to give
themselves no uneasiness on his account, she sup-
posed that he was accustomed to the exercige, and
that there was no danger. Bnt whether, in swim-
ming, the boy had struck his breast against a
sunken rock, or whether he was suddenly taken
with cramp, or whether he had over-calcnlated
his own' strength, it so happened, that when he
had dizembar the little plaything from the
flags in which it v entangled, and sent it for-
ward on its course, he had scarce swam a few
yards in his way to the ghore, than he raised him-
gelf suddenly from the water, and screamed alond,
clapping his hands at the same {ime with an ex-
pression of fear and pain.

The Lady of Avenel, instantly taking the alarm,
called hastily to the attendants to get {the boat
ready. But this was an afihir of some time. The
only hoat permitted to be used on the lake, was
moored within the second ent which intersected
the canal, and it was several minutes ere it conld
be unmoored and got under way. Meantime, the
Lady of Avenel, with agonizing anxiety, saw that
the efforts that the poor boy made to keep himself
afloat, were now exchanged for a faint struggling,
which would soon have been over, but for aid
equally prompt and unhoped for. Wolf, who, like
eome of that large species of greyhound, was a
practised water-dog, had marked the nljoct of her

suxiety, and, quitiing his mistressy able, had

sought the nearest point from which he conld
with safety plunge into the lake, With the won-
derful instinct which these noble animals have =o
often displayed in the likecircumstances, he swam
straight to the spot where his assistance was go
much wanted, and seizing the child’s under-dress
in his month, he not only kept him afloat, but
towed him towards the canseway. The boat, hav-
ing put off with a couple of men, met the dog
half-way, and relieved him of his burden. They
landed on the causeway, close by the gates of the
castle, with their yet lifeless charge, and were
there met by the Lady of Avenel, attended by one
or two of her maidens, eagerly waiting to admin-
ister assistance to the sufferer.

He was borne into the castle, deposited upona
bed, and every mode of recovery resorted fo,
which the knowledge of the times, and the skill
of Henry Warden, who professed some medieal
science, could dictate. For some time it was all
in vain, and the Lady watched, with unspeakable
earnesiness, the pallid conntenance of the beanti-
ful child. He seemed about ten years old., His
dress was of the meanest sort, but his long enrled
hair, and thenoble eastof his features, partook
not of that poverty of appearance. The proudest
noble in Scotland might have been yet prouder
could he have called that child his heir, While,
with breathless anxiety, the Lady of Avenel,
gazed on his well-formed and expressive featnres,
a-slight shade of color returned gradually to the
cheelr; guspended animation became restored by
degrees, the child sighed deeply, opened his eyes,
which to the human countenance produces the ef-
fect of light upon the natural landscape, stretched
his arms towards the Lady, and muttered the
word ** Mother,” that epithet, of all others, which
is dearest to the female ear.

‘* God, madam,” said the preacher, *“has re-
stored the child to your wishes ; it must be yours
g0 to bring him up, that he may not one day wish
that he had perished in his innocence.”

**It shall be my charge,” said the Lady; and
again throwing her arms around the boy, she
overwhelmed him with kisses and caresses, so
much was she agitated by the terror arising from
the danger in which he had been just placed, an¢
by joy at his unexpected deliverance,

**But yon are not my mother," said the boy,
recovering his recollection, and endeavoring,
though faintly, to escape from the caresses of the

ady of Avenel; * you are not my mother,—alas|
I have no mother,—only I have dreamt that I had
one.”

I will read the dream for you, my love,” an-
swered the Lady of Avenel; “and I will be my-
solfl your mother. Surcly God ~has leard my
wishes, and, in his own marvellous manner, hath
sent me an object on which my affections may
expand themselves.” Shelooked towards Warden
as she spoke. The preacher hesitated what he
should reply to a burst of passionate feeling,
which, perhaps, seemed to him more enthusiastie
than the occasion demanded. In the meanwhile

: [
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the Jarge etaghound, Wolf, which, dripping wet as
he wae, had followed his mistress into the apart-
ment, and had eat by the bedside, a patient and
quiet spectator of all the means nsed for resus-
titation of the being whom he had preserved, now
became impatient of remaining any longer unno-
ticed, and began to whine and fawn upon the
Lady with his great roneh DAWE.

“Yes,” eghe said, * good Wolf, and you shall be
remembered also for your day's work: and T will
think the more of you for baving preserved the
life of a creature so beantifal.”

But Wolf was not quite eatisfied with the
share of aitention which he thus attracted ; he
persisted in whining and pawing upon his mis-
tress, his caresses rendered still more tronblesome
by his long shaggy hair being g0 much and thor-
oughly wetted, till she desired one of the domes-
tics, with whom he was familiar, to call the ani-
mal out of the apartment, Wolf resisted every
mvitation to this purpose, nntil his mistress pt:s{-
tively commanded him to be gone, in an angry
tone; when, torning towards the bed on which
the boy still lay, balf awake to sengation, half
drowned in the meanders of fluctnatine delirinm
he uttered a deep and savage growl, curled up hi;
nose and lips, showing his fall rance of white and
sharpened teeth, which might have matched those
of an actual wolf, and then. turnine round, sul-
lenly followed the domestic out of the aipart-
ment.

“It is singular,” said the Lady, addressing
Warden ; ** the animal is not onlys ::n:r&
to all, but so particularly fond of ehild ren. What
can ail him at the little fellow whoge life he I
saved §

> *“Doge,” replied the preacher, *“are but too
like the homan race in their foibles, though their
instinct be less- erring than the reason ?)f poor
mortal man when relying npon bis own unassist-
ed powers. Jealousy, my good lady, is a passion
not unknown to them, and they rJI‘n-n evince it,
not only with respect to the Ifrvf‘e:'c-11c:z:- which
they see given hy their masters to individuale of
their own species, but even w hen their rivals are
children, Yon have caressed that child m :.-ch. Nli'd-
eagerly, and the dog considers himself a8 a die-
carded favorite. " ;

*1t is & strange instinct,” eaid the Lady:“and
from the gravity with which you mention it. my
reverend friend, I wonld almost say that youn !—'Il[:~
posed this singular Jjealonsy of my vorite Wolf,
was not only well founded, but jI‘t‘-liﬁfﬂJ]e‘ But
perhaps you speak in jest §»

“Iselfom jest,” answered the preacher; “life
was not lent to us to be expended in that idle
mirth which resembles the crackline of thorns
under the pot. Iwonld only have \-a:1 derive, if
It 50 please yon, thig lesson from what I h:‘m:
raid, that the best of our feelings, when induleed
to z’_.wc 8, may give pain to others, There is ?mt
one in which we may indulge to the ntmost limit
of vehemence of which our bogom is ea

apahble, se-
cure that excess cannot exist in the greatest in-
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tensity to which il ean be eseited—I megn fy |
loye of our Maker.” f

** Burely,” said the Lady of Avenel, "Wemgl
commanded by the same authority to luveuu
neighbor$» |

** Ay, madam,” said Warden, * but our lovef
God i8 to be unbounded—we ave to love him wiy
our whole heart, our whele sonl, and our whels
strength. The love which the precept COMmMmindg
us to bear to our neighbor, has affixed to ity
direct limit and qnalification—we are to love gy
neighbor ag ourself; ae it is clsewhere explalie
by the great commandment, that we minst do ity
him as we would thathe should do ento us, Hers
there ig a limit, and a bonnd, even to the most
praiseworthy of our affections, so far as theyam
tarned upon sublunary and terrestria] ohjects,
We are to render to our neighbor, whatever Ba
his rank or degree, that corresponding portionaf
aflection with which we conld rationally expest
we should ourselves be regarded by those stand:
ing in the same relation to us. Hence, neillig !
husband nor wife, neither son nor daughiter,
neither friend nor relation, are lawfully to e
made the objects of our idolatry. The Lord om
God is 4 jealous God, and will not endure that g
bestow on the creature that extremity of devotion |
which He who made us demands as his nwn:
share. 1 say to yon, Lady, that even in the fijt
est, and purest, and most honorable feelings ¢l
our nature, there is that original taint of &
which ought to make us pause and hesitate, ers
we indulge them to excess,”

*I understand not this, reverend sir," said fhe
Lady; **nor do I gness what 1 ean have now gaid
or done, to draw down on me an admoniti
which hag gomething a taste of reproof.”

* Lady,” said Warden, “I crave your pandon,
if T have urged aught beyond the limitg of my
duty. But consider, whether in the sacred prome
ise to be not only a protectress, but-a mother, o
this poor child, your purpose may meet thewishes
of the noble knight your husband. The fondnes
which you have Javished on the unfortunate, ind,
I own, most lovely child, bas met somethinglike
a reproof in the bearing of your household dog
Displease not your noble -husband, Men, as well
as animals, are jealous of the affectiogs of thos
they love."

**This is too much, reverend sir,” said the
Lady of Avenel, greatly offended. * Yon haw’

been long onr guest, and have received from thed
Knight of Avenel and myself that honor and 1&8
gard which your character and profession 8o jos&
ly demand. ButIam yet to learn that we DaveS
at any time anthorized your interference in outs
family arrangements, or placed yon as a judgeol &
our conduct towards each other. I pray this migs
be forborne in futare.” 4
“ Lady,” replied the preacher, with the boliss
nesg p ar to the clergy of hie persuasion l*-l
that time, ** when yon weary of my admonitions
—when I gee that wmy services are no longer 8
ceptable to you, aud the noble knight your bk
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yand, I shall know that my Master wills mue no
.onger to abide here ; and, praying for a continu-
ence of his best blessings on your family, I'will
then, were the season the depth of winter, and
the honr midnight, walk out on yonder waste,
and travel forth through these wild mountaing, as
lonely and unaided, though far more helpless,
than when T first met your husband in the valley
of Glendearz. But while T remain here, I will
not see you err from the true path, no, not a hair’s
breadth, withont making the old man’s voice and
remonstrance heard.”

“Nay, but,’* said the Lady, who both loved
and respected the pood man, thongh sometimes a
a litlle offended at what she conceived fo be an
exuberant degree of zeal, * we will not part this
way, my good friend. Women are quick and
hasty in their feelings ; but, believe me, my wish-
es and my purposes towards this child are snch
as both my husband and yom will approve of.™
The clergyman bowed, and retreated to his own
apartment.

CHAPTER IL

How steadfnatly ho fix'd his eyes on me—
hining through forgotien taars—
call’d me mother]

His dark ey
Then stretch’d his little arms, a
‘What could I do? I took the

I could not tell the imp he had no mother.

Couxe Basiw.

WrEN Warden had left the apartment, the
Tady of Avenel gave ‘way to the feelings of ten-
derness which the sight of the boy, his sudden
daneer, and his recent. escape, had inspired ; and
no lonzer awed by the sternness, as she deemed
it, of the preacher, heaped w regses i_he love-
1y and interesting child. He was now,in some
measnre, recovered from the consequences of his
accident, and received passively, thongh not with-
out wonder, the tokens of kindness with which
he was thns loaded. The face of the lady was
strance to him, and her dress different and far
more snmptuons than any he remembered. But
the boy was naturally of an undannted temper;
and indeed children are generally acute physiog-
nomists, and not only pleased by that which is
beautiful in itself, but peculiarly quick in distin-
guishing and replying to the attentions of thnfe
who really love them. Tf they see a person m
company, thor a perfect stranger, who 18 by
nature fond of children, the little imps seem 1o
discover it by a sort of fréemasonry, while the
awkward attempts of those who make advances
to them for the purpose of recommending them-
seives to the parents, usnally fail in attracting
their reciprocal attention. The little boy, there-
fore, appeared in some degree sensible of the
lady’s caresses, and it was with difficulty she
withdrew herself from his pillow, to afford him
Leisure for necessary repose.

% Mg whom belo~gs our little rescued varlel?
was the first questivn which the Lady of Avenel

put to her hand-maiden Lilias, when they had re
tired to the hall.

*To an old woman in the hamlet,” said Lilias,
“who is even mow come so far as the porter's
lodge to ingunire concerning his gafety, Is it your
pleasure that she be ac

“Is it my pleasure? ** said the Lady of Avenel,
echoing the question with a strong aceent of dis-
pleasure and surprise; *can you make any doubi
of it? What woman but must pity the agony of
the mother, whose heart is throbbing for the
safety of a child so lovely 1

* Nay, but, madam," said Lilias, *“this woman
is too old to be the mother of the child ; I rather

hink she must be his grandmother, or some dis-
tant relation.”

“ Be she who she will, Lilias,” replied the Lady,
* she must have an aching heart while the safety
of a creature go lovely is uncertain. - Go'instantly
and bring her hither. Besides, I wounld willingly
learn something concerning his birth.”

Lilias left the hall, and presently afterwards
retarned, ushering in a tall female very poorly
dressed, yet with more pretension to decency and
cleanliness than was usnally combined with such
coarse garments, The Lady of Avenel knew her
figure the instant she presented herself. 1t was
the fashion of the family, that upon every Sab-
hath, and on two evenings in the week besides,
Henry Warden preached or lectured in the chapel
at the castle, The extension of the Protestant
faith was, upon principle, as well as in good pol-

¥, 4 primary object with the Enight of Avenel.
The inhabitants of the villace were therefore in-
vited to attend npon the instructions of Henry
Warden, anda many of them were speedily won to
the doctrine which their master and protector ap-
proved. These sermons, homilies, and lectures,
had made a great impression on the mind of the
Abbot Enstace, or Enstatius, and were a suafli-
cient gpur to the severity and sharpness of his
controversy with his old fellow-colleciate, and ere
Queen Mary was dethroned, and while the Catho-
lics still had congiderable anthority in the Border
provinces, he more than once threatened to levy
his vassals, and assajl and level with the earth
that stronghold of heresy the Castle of Avenel
But notwithstanding the Abbot’s impotent resent-
ment, and notwithatanding also the disinelination
of the country to favor the new religion, Henry
Warden proceeded without remission in his la-
borg, and made weekly converte from the faith
of Rome to that of the reformed church. Amongst
those whoave most earnest and constant attend-
ance on his ministry, was the azed woman, whose

form, tall, and otherwise too remarkable to be
forzotten, the Lady had of late observed frequent-
1y as being conspicuons amongst the litfle au-
dience. She had indeed more than once desired
o know who that siately-looking woman was,
whose appearance was so much above the poverty
of her vestments, But the reply had always been,
that she was an Englishwoman, who was tarry-
ing for a season ab the hamlet, and that no one
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knew more concerning her.,
alter her name and birth.

“Magdalen Grieme i8 my name,” said the
woman ; * T come of the Greemes of H areill,
in Nicol Forest,* a people of ancient blood.™

*“And what make you,” continned the Lady,
go far distant from your home

“1 have no home,” said Magdalen Greeme, *it
was burnt by your Border-riders—my husband
and my son we slain—there is mot a drop’s
blood left in the veins of any one which is of kin
to mine.”

“That i® no uncommon fate in these wild
times, and in this nnsettled land,’ said the Lady;
* the English handg have been as deeply dyed in
our blood as ever those of Scotsmen have been in
yours,"

“You have right to gay it, Lady,” answered
Magdalen Greme ; ** for men tell of a time when
this castle was not strongz enough to save your
father's life, or to afford your mother and her in-
fant a place of refuge. And why ask ye me, then,
wherefore I dwell not in mine own home, and
with mine own people §

It was indeed an idle question,” answered
the Lady, * where misery so oftén makes wander-

but wherefore take refuge in a hostile coun-

She now asked her

13

7 neighbors were Popish and mass-mon-
gers,” gaid the old woman; *it has pleased
Heaven to give me a clearer sight of the gospel,
and I bave tarried here to enjoy the ministry of
that worthy man Henry Warden, who, to the

ize and comfort of many, teacheth the Evan-

el in truth and in ginceri

‘** Are yon poor?
of Avenel,

“Yon hear me ask alms of no one,” answered
the Englishwo

Here there was a pause,
woman was, if not disre

The manner of the
rectful, at least much
Jess than gracious ; and she appeared to give no
encouragement to farther communication, The
Lady of Avenel renewed Lhe comverzation on a
different topic.

*You have heard of the danger in which your
boy has been placed # i

“1 have, Lady, and how by an especial prov-
idence he was resened from death.
make him thankful, aud me! "

“* What relation do yon bear to him ¢ »

YT am his grandmother, Lady, if it so please
you; the only relation he hath left upon earth to
take charge of him.”

*The burden of his maintenance must neces-
parily be grievous to you in your deserted sitna-
tion ? * pursued the Lady.

*1 have complained of it to no ome,” eaid
Magdalen Greeme, with the same nnmoved, dry,
and nneoncerned tone of voice, in which she had
pnswered all the former questions,

“If" said the I

May Heaven

y of Avenel, **yonr graz

A distzict of Cumbe 1, lylog close tg the

child conld be received lnto a noble family; wonld
it not advantage both him and you?"

* Received into a noble family 1" said the ol
woman, drawing hersell up, and bending he
brows until her forehead was wrinkled ioto g
frown of unusual severity ; and for what purpose,
I pray you ¥—to be my lady’s page, or my lord's
jackman, to eat broken victunals, and confend
with other menialg for the remnants of the mag
ter’s meal? Would you have him to fan the flisg
from my lady’s face while she sleeps, to carry he
train while she walke, to hand her trencher when
she feeds, to ride before her on horseback; to
walk after her on foot, to sing when she lists, ang
to be gilent when she bi a very weathercoek,
which, thongh furnished in appearance with
wings and plumage, eannot soar into the air=
cannot fly from the spot where it is perched, but
receives all its impulse, and performs all its reves
Intions, obedient to the changeful breath of & vaig
woman ¥ When the eagle of Helvellyn perches
on the tower of Lanercost, and turns and changes
hig place to show how the wind sits, Rolind
Greme shall be what you would make him.»

The woman spoke with a rapidity and ve
hemence which seemed to have in it a touch of
inzanity ; and & sudden sense of the danger'o
which the child must necessarily be exposed in
the charge of snch a keeper, increased the Ladys
desire to keep him in the cas

“You mistake me, dame
ing the old woman in a soothing manner; “1de

not wish your boy to be in attendance on myselfs

but upon the good knight, my husband. "Werehe
himself the son of a belted earl, he conld not et
ter be trained to arms, and all that befits a gentles
man, than by the instr ons and discipline of
Sir Halbert Glendinning
“ Ay," answered the old woman, in the same
style of bitter irony, ** I know the wages of thaf
—a curse when the co 1
ciently brightened,—a blow when the girth isnof
tightly drawn,—to be beaten becanse the hounds
are at fanlt—to be reviled because the foray isuns
successful,—to stain his hands for the masters
bidding in the blood alike of beast and of manss
to be a buicher of harmless deer, a murderer and
defacer of God’s own image, not at his own piess
ure, but at that of hig lord,—to live a brawling
rufiian, and a common stabber,—exposed o heat,
to cold, to want of food, to all the privationsol
an anchoret, not for the love of God, but for fhe
gervice of Saian,—to die by the gibbet, or in some
obscure skirmish,—to sleep out his brief life ik
carnal securit;
which is never quenched.”
“ Nay,” said the Lady of Avenel, * but ta sneh
nnhallowed course of life your grandson will not

be here exposed. My husband is just and kind

to those who live under his banner; and you
yourself well know, that youth have here a ghrick

as well as a good preceptor in the person of om =

chaplain,

The old woman appeared to panse.

let is not enffi- ¥

and to awake in the eternal eS8
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You have named,” she said, **the only ¢ir-
gamstance which can move me. I must soon on-
ward, the vigion has eaid it—1 must not tarry in
the same spot—I must on,—I must on,—it is my
weird.—Swear, then, that yon will protect the
boy as if he were your own, until I return hither
and claim him, and I will consent for a space to
part with him, But especially swear, he ghall not
lack the instruction of the godly man who hath
placed the gospel-truth high above those idola-
trous shavelings, the monks and friars.”

“ Pe gatisfled, dame,” said the Lady of Ave-
nel; *the boy shall have as much care as if he
were born of my own blood. Will you see him
now "

“No," answered the old woman, sternly; **to
part is enough, I go forth on my own miszion,
1 will not soften my heart by useless tears and
wailings, as one that is not called fo a duty.”

“YWiil you not aceept of something to aid yon
in your pilerimage ?™ said the Lady of Avenel,
putting into her hands two crowns of the sun.
The old woman flung them down on the table.

+ Am T of the race of Cain,” she gaid, ** proud
Yady, that you offer me gold in exchange for my
own flesh and blood 7

71 had no such meaning,"” said the Lady, gent-
ly; “nor am I the prond woman you term me.
Alas! my own fortunes might have tanght me
humility, even had it not been born with me.”

The old woman seemed somewhat Lo relax her
tone of severity.

' You are of gentle blood,” she =aid, * else we
had not parleyed thus long together.—You are of
gentle blood, and to such,” she added, drawing
up her tall form as she spoke, s“pride is as grace-
ful as is the plume apon the bonnet. But for
these pieces of gold, Lady, you must needs re-
eume them, Imneed not money. I am well pro-
vided ; and T may not care for myself, nor think
how, or by whom, T shall be sustainéd. Fare-
well, and keep your w ord. Cause your gates to
be opened, and your bridges to be lowered. I
will set forward this very night. When I come
again, I will demand from you a strict acecount,
for I have left with you the jewel of my Jife !
Sloep will visit me but in snatches, food will not
refresh me, rest will not restore my strength, until
I sce Roland Greme. Once more, farewell.”

“Make your ok nee, dame,” said Lilias to
Magdalen Greme, a8 ghe retired, ‘““make your
obeisance to her ladyship, and thank her for her
goodness, as is but fitting and right."”

The old woman turned shorf around on the
officions waiting-maid. * Let her make her ohei-
gance to me, then, and T will retarn it. Why
ghonld I bend to her —is it becanse her kirtle is
of silk. and mine of blue lockeram #¥—Go to, my
lady’s waiting-woman. Enow that the rank of
the man rates that of the wife, and that she who
marries a churl's son, were she a king's danghter,
is but a peasant’s bride.”

Lilias was about to reply in great indignation,
but her mistress imposed silence on her, and com-

manded that the old woman should be safely con-
ducted to the mainland.

¢ Clonduct her safe | exclaimed the Incensed
waiting-woman, while Magdalen Grame left the
apartment; “I eay, her in the loch,
then we will see whether she is witch or not, as
everybody in the village of Lochside will say and
gwear. 1 marvel your ladyship could bear g0 long
with her insolence,” But the commands of the
Tady were obeyed, and the old dame, dismissed
from the castle, was committed to her fortune,
She kept her word, and did not long abide in that
place, leaving the hamlet on the very night sue-
ceeding the interview, and wandering no one
asked whither, The Lady of Avenel inguired
under what circumstances she had appeared
among them, but could only learn that she was
Dbelieved to be the widow of some man of conse-
quence among the Gremes who then inhabited
the Debateable Land, a name given to & certain
portion of territory which was the frequent sub-
ject of dispute betwixt Scotland and England—
that she had suffered great wrong in some of
frequent forays by which that unfortunate dis-
trict was wasted, and had been driven from her
dwelling-place. She had arrived in the hamlet
no one knew for what purpose, and was held by
some to be a witch, by others a zealous Protes-
tant, and by others again a Catholic devotee. Her
language was mysterious, and her manners re-
P e+ and all that'could be collected from her
conversation s ed to imply that she was under
the influence either of a spell or of a vow,—there
was no saying which, since she talked as one who
acted under a powerful and external ageney

Snch were the particulars which the Lady
quiries were able to colleci coneerning Magdalen
Grieme, being far too meagre and contradictory
to authorize any satisfactory deduction. In truth,
the miseries of the time, and the various furns of
fate incidental toa frontier country, were perpet-
nally chasing from their habitations those who
had not the means of defence or protection.
These wanderers in the land were too ofien seen,
to excite much attention or sympathy. They re-
ceived the cold relief which was extorted by gen-
eral feelings of humanity ; a little excited in some
breasts, and perhaps rather chilled in others, by
the recollection that they who gave the charity
to-day might themselves want it to-mOITOW.
Magdalen Greme, therefore, came and departed
like a shadow from the neighborhood of Avenel
Castle.

The boy whom providence, as she thought, had
thus strangely placed under her care, was at once
established a favorite with the Lady of the castle.
How could it be otherwise? He became the ob-
ject of those affectionate feelings, which, finding
formerly no object on which to expand them-
selves, had increased the gloom of the castle, and
imbittered the solitnde of its mistress To teach
him reading and writing as far as her skill went,
to attend to his childish comforts, to wateh hit
boyish sports, became the Lady’s favorite amuse




