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“Permit me again to reply,” said the page,
% that if T have offended my only mistress, friend,
and benefactress, it includes the sum of my guili,
and deserves the sum of my penitence—Sir Hal-
bert Glendinning calls me not servant, nor do I
call him master—he ig not entitled to blame me
for chastising an insolent groom—nor doT fear the
wrath of Heaven for treating with scorn the un-
authorized interference of a meddling preacher.”

The Lady of Avenel had before this seen symp-
toms in her favorite of boyish petulance, and of
impatience of censure or reproof. But his present
demeanor was of a graver and more determined
character, and ghe was fora moment ata losshow
ghe ehould treat the youth, who seemed to bave
at once assumed the character not only of a man,
bat of a bold and determined one. She pausedan
inetant, and then assuming the dignity which was

t* s il to me, Roland, that

Is it for the purpose of

favor I have shown you,

tbat you declare yourself independent both of an

earthly and a Heavenly master? Have you for-

gotten what you were, and to what the loss of my
protection would speedily again reduce yon? ™

“Tady,” said the page, 1 have forgot noth-
ing, I remember but too much. 1 know, that but
for you, Ishould have perished inyon blue waves,”
pointing, as he spoke, to the lake, which wasseen
throngh the window agitated by the western wind.
“Your goodness has gone farther, madam—yon
have protected me against the malice of others,
and against my own folly. You are free, if you are
willing, to abandon the orphan you have reared.
You have left nothing undone by him, and he
complaing of nothing. And yet, Lady, do not think
1 have been ungrateful —I have endured something
on my part, which ['would have borne for the sake
of no one but my benefactress.”

“ For my sake!™ said the Lady; ‘“and what is
it that I can have subjected you to endure, which
can be remembered with other feclings than those
of thanks and gratitude "

“You are too just, madam, to require me to be
thaulkful for the cold neglect with which yourhns-
band has uniformly treated me—neglect not un-
mingled with fixed aversion. You are too just,
madam g% require me to be grateful for the con-
stant anfhnceasing marks of scorn and malevo-
lence withwhich T have been treated by others, or
for snch a homily as that with which your rev-
erend chaplain has, at my expense, this very day
regaled the asgembled household,™

* Heard mortal ears the like of this! id the
waiting-maid, with her hands expanded and her
eyes turned up to heaven; ** he epeaks as if he
were son of an earl, or of a belted knight the least
peony 1™

The page glanced on her a look of supreme
contempt, but vouchsafed no other 2 His
mistress, who began to feel he 1sly of-
fended, and yet sorry for the youth's folly, took
up the same tone,

+ Indeed,Roland, you forget yourself so strange-

1y," said ghe, ** that yon will tempt me to takeser
ous measnres tolower you in your own npiuiouh,
reducing you to your proper station in society.™

 And that,” added Lilias, ** would be hest done
by turning him ont the same beggar's brat thag
your ladyship took him in.”

 Lilias speaks too rudely,” continued the
Lady, ** but ghe has spoken the truth, youngmang
nor do I think T ought to epare that pride which
hath so completely turned your head. Yon have
been tricked up with fine garments, and treated
like the son of a gentleman, until you have forgof
the fountain of your churlish blood.”

¢ Craving your pardon, most honorable madam,
Lilias hath not spoken truth, nor does your ladys
ghip know anght of my descent, which ehould en-
title you to treat it with such decided scorn. Iam
no beggar's brat—my g wdmother begged from
no one, here nor elsewhere—she would have per-
izhed sooner on the bare moor. We were harried
out and driven from our home—a chance which
has happed elsewhere, and to others, Avenel
Cagtle, with its lake and its towers, was not atall
times able to protect its inhabitants from wantaud
desolation.”

 Hear but hiz assurance ! said Lilias, “he
upbraids my Lady with the distresses of her fams
Ay 1"

“ Tt had indeed been a theme more gratefully
gpared,” said the Lady, affected nevertheless wilh
the allusion.

“Tt was necessary, madam, for my vindicas
tion,” said the page, ** or I had not even hintedat
a word that might give you pain, Put belieye;
honored Lady, Iam of no churl’s blood. My props
er descent I know not ; but my only relation has
gaid, and my heart has echoed it back and atiested
the truth, that T am sprung of gentle blood, and
deserve gentle usage.”

And upon an assurance so vagne as fhis®
said the Lady, ** do you propose to expect all the
ard, all the privileges, befitting high rank and
distinguished birth, and become & contender foF
concessions which are only due to the noble? Go
to, sir, know yourself, or the master of the house-
hold shall make you know you are liable to the
scourge as a malapert boy. You have tasted o0
little the dis e fit for your age and Bté-
tion.’

“The master of the household shall taste of my

e T taste of his discipline,” said e

iving way to his restrained passion. * Latjy

1 have been too long the 1of a pantoutle, aud
the slave of a silver whistle, You must hemce

forth find some other to answer your call; and I

him be of birth and spirit mean enough to brogk
the scorn of your menials, and to call a chareh
vassal his master.”

“T have deserved this insult,” said the Ladyys

coloring deeply, ** for 80 long enduring and foster:
ing your petulance. Begone, sir. Leave this
castle to-night—I will send you the means of sibs
sistence till you find some honest mode of sup-
port, thongh I fear your imaginary grandeur Wit
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be above all others, save those of rapine and vio-
lence, Begone, gir, and see my face no more.”

The page threw himself at her feet in an agony
of gorrow. **My dear and honored mistress,” he
gaid, but was unable to bring out another syllable.

“ Arise, sir,” said the Lady, “and let go my
manile—hypocrisy is a poor cloak for ingrati-
tude.”

T am incapable of either, madam," said the
page, springing up with the hasty start of passion
which belonged to his rapid and impetuous tem-
per. “Think notI meant to implore permission
to reside here ; it has been long my deternination
toleave Avenel, and I will never forgive myself
for having permitted you to say the word begone,
ere I said, *Ileave you.! I did but kneel {o ask
your forgiveness for an ill-considered word used
in the height of displeasure, but which ill became
my mouth, as addresscd to you. Other grace L
asked not—youhave done muech for me—but I re-
peat, that you better know what you yourself
have done, than what I have suffered.”

“Roland,” said the Lady, somewhat appeased,
and relenting towards her favorite, ** you had me
to appeal to when you were aggrieved. You
were neither called upon to suffer wrong, nor en-
titled to resent it, when you were under my pro-
tection.”

“ And what,” said the youth, *if T sustained
wrong from those you loved and favored, was I to
disturb your peace with idle tale-bearings and
eternal complaints? No, madam ; I have borne
my own burden iu silence, and without disturb-
ing you with murmurs; and the respect which
you accuse me of wanting, furnishes the only
reason why I have neither appealed to yon, nor
taken venceance at my own hand in a manner far
more effectual. It is well, however, that we purt.,
T was not born to be a stipendiary, favored by his
mistress, until ruined by the calumnies of others.
May Heaven multiply its choicest Dlessings on
your honored head ; and, for your sake, upen all
that are dear to you ! "

He was about to leave the apartment, when
the Lady called upon him to return. He stood
gtill, while she thus addressed him: ** Tt was not
my mtention, nor would it be just, even in the
height of my displeasure, to digmiss you with-
ont the means of support; take this purse of
gold.”

“Porsive me, Lady,” said the boy, **and let
me go hence with the consciousness that T have
not been degraded to the poini of accepting alms.
If my poor services can be placed against the ex-
pense of my apparel and my maintenance, I only
~emain debtor to you for my life, and that alone
1s a debt which I can never repay ; put up then
that purse, and only say, instead, that you donot
part from me in anger.™

“No, not in anger,” said the Lady, **in sor-
row rather for your wilfulness ; but take the gold,
you cannot but need it.”

“May God evermore bless you for the kind
tone and the kind word! but the gold I cannot

teke. Iam ableof body, and donot lack fiiends
g0 whelly as you may think; for the time may
come that I may yet show myself more thankful
than by mere words.” He threw himself on his
knees, kissed the hand which she did not with.
draw, and then hastily left the apartment.

Lilias, for a moment or two, kept ber eye fixed
on her mistress, who looked so unusnally pale,
that she seemed about to faint; but the Lady in.
stantly recovered herself, and declining the as-
gistance which her attendant offered her, walked
to her own apariment.

S sl

CHAPTER VI
Tho: bast ench seeret of the household, Francla
I dare be sworn thou hast been in the buttery
ing thy curious humor in fat ale,
And in the butler's tattle— ay, or chatting
With the glib waiting-woman o'er her comfits—
These bear the key to each domestic mystery.
QL Pray.

UpoN the morrow sncceeding the scene we
have deseribed, the disgraced favorite left the
castle; and at breakfast-time the cautious old
steward and Mrs. Lilias sat in the apartment of
the latter personage, holding grave converse on
the important event of the day, gweetened by a
small treat of comfits, to which the providence
of Mr. Wingate bad added a little flask of racy
canary.

“He i3 gone at last,’ said the abigail, sip-
ping her glass; *and here is to his good journey.”

 Amen,” answered the steward, gravely; L,
wish the poor deserted lad no ill.”

“ And he is gone like a wild-duck, as he
came,” continued Mrs. Lilias; *no lowering of
drawbridges, or pacing along causeways for him.
My master has pushed off in the boat which they
call the little Herod (more shame to them for giv-
ing the name of a Christian to wood and iron),
and has rowed himself by himself to the farther
side of the loch, and off and away with himself,
and left all his finery strewed about his room, I
wonder who is to clean his trumpery outafter
him—though the things are worth lifting, too0,"”

“ Doubtless, Mistress Lilias,” answered tha
master of the household; *“in the which case,
I am free to think, they will not long cumber the
floor.™ Y

“ And now tell me, Master Wingate,” con-
tinued the damsel, ** do not the very cockles ‘of
your heart rejoice at the house being rid of this
upstart whelp, that flung us all into shadow 2

*“Why, Mistress Lilias," replied Wingate, *‘as
to rejoicing—those who have lived aslong in great
families ag has been my lot, will be in no harry
to rejoice at any thing. And for Roland Greeme,
though he may be a good riddance in the main,
yet what says the very sooth proverb, ‘Secldom
comes a better,”

«8eldom comes & better, indeed!” echoed
Mrs. Lilias, ** I say, pever ean come & worse, C%
one half so bad. He might have been the ruin o.
our poor dearmistress  (here she used her ker

—————

ERTem
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cthief), *body and eonl, and estate too; for she
spent more coin on his apparel than on any four
servants about the house,

* Mis Lilias,” said the sage steward, “[
do opine that our mistress requireth not this pity
gt your hands, being in all respecis competent to
take care of hcr own body, soul, and estate into
the bargain,”

“You would not mayhap have sald so,” an-
swered the waiting-woman, **had you seen how
like Lot's wife she looked when young master
took his leave, My mistress isa good lady, and
a virtuous, and a well-doing lady, and a well-
gpoken of—but I would not Sir Halbert had seen
her last evening for two and a plack.”

‘: Oh, foy! foy! foy!" reiterated theste

vants should hear and see, and nothing,
Besides that, my Lady is utterly devoted to Sir
Halbert, as well she may, being, as he is, the most
renowned knight in th

*Well, well,” said the il, “I mean no
more harm; but they that seek least
abroad, are most apt to find quiet at home, that’s
all ; and my Lady’s lonesome ¢ tion is to be
congidered, that made her fain to take up with the
first begear’s brat that a dog bronght her out of
the loch.”

“ And therefore,” said the st
joice not too much, or too h
for if your Lady withed a favorite to pass
the time, depend upon it, the time will not 1‘.’1‘-'1'

ward 3
“

other favorite to ¢
gured, if she wishes such a toy,
one.”

‘**And where

ghould she choose one, but
among her own tried and faithful sery ai

Mrs. Liliag, **who have broken her br
drunk her drink, for so many ye
known many a lady as high as she is
3 X or favorite beyond their
own waiting-woman—always having a ],ru}w" 1u
gpect, at the same time, for their old an f
master of the ho 101d, Master Wi
“ Truly, Mistress Lilias,” replied the steward,
“T do partly gce the mark at which you shoot,
but T doubt your bolt will fall short. Matters be-
ing with our Lady as it likes youn to suppc
neither be your crimped pinners, Mrs. 1 3
saking of them with due respect), nor my
r il up the
void which Roland Greeme must 1 3 leave in
our Lady’s leisure. There will be a learned yonng
divine with some new doctrine—a learned leech
with some new drug—a bold cavalier, who will
not be refused the favor of wearing her colors at
A runni at the ring—a cunt lulgmr that
could harp the heart ont of woman’s i, a8
they =a bl mor J_Lm:] i.:znc) did to our poor
f folk who supply
wvorite, and not an old
steward, or & mi( ed waiting-woman.”
‘' Well," replied L “you have experience,
Master Wingate, and troly I would my master

wonld leave off his pricking hither and thifher,
and look better after the affairs of his honsehold;
There will be a papistrie among us next, for whaj
ghonld I seeam ster’s clothes but a steine
of gold bea I promise you, aues and :_‘.l'f:lo:
both |—T seized on them like a falcon,”

“1 doubt it not, I doubt it not.” gaid the
steward, sazacionsly nodding head ; *“*Thaya
often noticed that the boy had strange obgern
ances which savored of popery, and that he was
very jealous to conceal them. But you \\'i]lﬁnd
the Catholic under the Pre
as the knave under the Friar’s Iwmd-——\\ hat
we are all mortal—Right proper beads they arg®
he added, looking attenti at them, ** and may
weigh four ounces of fin

“And I will have them melted down pres
ently,” she said, ** before they be the mls-:;uitling
of some poor blinded soul.”

“ Very cantious, indeed, Mistress Lilias," sgid
the steward, nodc is head sent.

“1 will have them made aid Mrs, Liliag
“into a I would nct wear
the Pope's trinkets, or whatever has once bome
the shape of them, one inch above my instép,
were they diamonds ead of gold—DBut this §8
what has come of F Ambrose coming abouk
the castle, as demn a cat that is about to
stes 11 ¢l Y

* Father Ambrose is our master’s brothes®
said the steward ¥

“Yery tr " answered the
Dame; *“but is th: |1 a rood on why he should

pervert the king’ : to papistrie?™

‘‘Heaven forbid, Mistress Lilias,”” answered

the sententious major- mmlu “but yet Lhere apey

worse folk than th
**1 wonder where
the waiting-woman, wi
believe, Master W
you about the devil himsi
were worse people than 8
** Assuredly I might 80,” replied the
steward, * sup posing that I ‘saw Satan standing
at my elbow.’ :
The waiting-woman started, and having ez
claimed, * God bless us!™ added, I wondes
Master Wingate, you can take pleasure in frighten
ing one thus.”

e to be found," said

me asperity; “ butk
1l one were to speakto

yOR Wou 1d say thers

, T had no such pufs
' was the reply; *“but look you here—thg

are but put down for the present, but who

knows how long this word present will Jast§
There are two great Popish earls in the north of
England, that abominate the very word reformés
tion ; T mean the Northumberland and Westmores
land Earls, men of power enough to shake aoy
throne in Christendom, Then, though onr Scol
tish king be, God Dless him, a true Protestant
yet he is but a boy; and here ig his mother that
was our queen—I trust there is no harm to safy

God bless her too—and she is a Cathelic; &

may begin to think she has had but hard measirey
such as the Hamiltons in the west, and sone of
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our Border clans here, and the Gordons in the
north, who are all wishing to see a new world ;
and if such & new world should ehance to come
up, it is like that the Queen will take back her
own crown, and that the mass and the cross will
come up, and then down go pulpits, Geneva
gowns, and black silk skull-caps.”

“ And have yon, Master Jasper Wingate, who
have heard the word, and listened unto pureand
precious Mr. Henry Warden, have yon, I say, the
patience to epeak, or but to think, of popery com-
ing down on us like a storm, or of the woman
Mary again making the royal seat of Scotland a
throne of abomination? No marvel that you are
go civil to the cowled monk, Father Ambrose,
when he comes hither with his downcast eyes
that he never raises to my Lady’s face, and with
his low sweet-toned voice. and his bencdieites,
and his benisons ; and who so ready to take them
kindly as Master Wineate 2

“Migtress Liliag," replied the builer, with an
gir which was intended to elose the debate,
“there are reasons for all things. If I received
Father Ambroge debonairly, and snffered him to
steal a word now and then with this same Roland
Greme, it was not that I cared a brass bodle for
his benison -or malison either, but only beecanse
I respected my master’s blood. And who can
answer, if Mary come in again, whether he may
not be as stout a tree to lean to as ever his
brother hath proved to us? For down goes the
Earl of Murray when the Queen comes by her
own again ; and good is his lnck if he can keep
the head on hiz own shounlders. And down goes
ounr Knight, with the Earl, hiz patron; and who

-go like to mount into hiz empty saddle as this

game Father Ambrose? The Pope of Rome can
soon dispense with his vows, and then we should
have Sir Edward the soldier, instead of Ambrose
the priest.”

Anger and astonishment kept Mrs. Lilias
silent, while her old friend, in his self-complacent
manner, was making known to her his political
epeculations, At length her resentment found
utterance in words of great ire and scorn.
 What, Master Wingate | have yon eaicn my
mistress’s bread, to say nothing of my master's,
g0 many years, that yon could live to think of her
being dispossessed of her own Castle of Avenel,
by a wretched monlk, who is net a drop’s bleod
o her in the way of relation? I, that am but a
woman, wonld try first whether my rock or his
cowl was the better metal. Shame on you,
Master Wingate! If I had not held you as so old
an scquaintance, this shonld have gone to my
Lady's ears though I had been called pickthank
and tale-pyet for my pains, as whcn I told of
Roland Greme shooting the wild swan.’

Master Wingate was somewhat dismayed at
perceiving, that the details which he had given of
.his far-sighted political views had produced on
his hearer rather suspicion of his fidelity, than ad-
miration of his wisdom, and endeavored, as
hastily as possible, to apologize and to explain,

althouzh internally extremely offended at the un-
reasonable view, as he deemed it, which it had
pleased Mre. Lilias Bradbourne to take of hig ex-
pressgions; and mentally convineed that her dis-
approbation of his sentiments arose solely out of
the consideration, that though Father Ambrose,
goppoging him to become the master of the
castle, would certainly require the services of a
steward, yet those of a waiting-woman would, in
the supposed circumstances, be altogether super-
flnons.

After hig explanation had been received as ex-
planations usnally are, the two friends separated;
Lilias to attend the silver whistle which called
her to her mistress’s chamber, and the sapient
major-domo to the duties of his own department.
They parted with less than their nsual degree of
reverence and regard ; for the steward felt that
his worldly wisdom was rebuked by the more dis-
interested attachment of the waiting-woman, and
Mistress Lilias Bradbourne was now compelled to
consider her old (riend as something little better
than a time-gerver.

—_—

CIIAPTER VIL
‘When I hae & saxpence under my thumb,
Then I get eredit in ilka town ;
But when I am puir they bid me gae by—
Oh, paverty parts goods company !
OLp Soxe.

Wik the departure of the page afforded sub-
ject for the conversation which we bave defailed
in our last chapter, the late favorite was far ad-
vanced on his solitary journey, without well
knowing what was its object, or what was likely
to be its end. He had rowed the skiff in which
he left the castle, to the side of the lake most
distant from the village, with the desire of escap-
ing from the notice of the inhabitants, His pride
whispered, that he would be, in his discarded
state, only the subject of their wonder and com-
passion; and his generosity told him, that any
mark of sympathy which his sitnation shounld ex-
cite, might be unfavorably reported at the castle.
A trifling incident convinced him he had little to
fear for his friends on the latter score. IHe wag
met by a young man some years older than him-
self, who had on former occasions been but too
happy to be permitted to share in his sports ip
the subordinate character of hig assistant. Ralph
Fisher approached to greet him, with all the
alacrity of an humble friend.

* What, Master Roland, abroad on this side,
and withont either hawk or honnd ?*

“Hawk or hound,” said Roland, * I will never
perhaps hollo to again. T have been dismissed—
that is, I have left the casile.”

Ralph was surprised. * What! you are to
pass into the Knight’s service, and take the black
jack and the lance?"

¢ Indeed,” replied Roland Greme, ** T am not
—T am now leaving the service of Avenel for
ever.”
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“ And whither are you going, then? ™ gaid the
young peasant.

‘ Nay, that is a question which it craves time
to angwer—I Liave that matter to determine yet,*
replied the disgraced favorite.

“Nay, nay," eaid Ralph, ** I warrant you it is
the ‘rame to youn which way you go—my Lady
would not dismiss you till ghe had put gome
lining into the pouches of your doublet.”

“Sordid slave! said Roland Greme, * dost
thon think I would have accepted & boon from
one who was giving me over a prey to detraction
and to ruin, at the instigation of a canting priest
and a meddling serving-woman! The bread that
I had bought with. such an alms would have
choked me at the first monthful.”

Ralph looked at hiz quondam friend with an
air of wonder not unmixed with contempt.
*“Well," he eaid, at length, “no oceasion for
passion—each man knows his own stomach best
—bat, were I on a black moor at this time of day,
not knowing whither I was going, 1 should be
glad to bave a broad piece or two in my pouch,
come by them as I could.—DBut perhaps yon will
go with me to my father's—that is, for a nicht,
for to-morrow we expect my uncle Menelans and
all his folk; but, as I =aid, for one night ]

The cold-blooded limitation of the offered
ghelter to one night only, and that tendered most
unwillingly, offended the pride of the discarded
favorite.

*1 would rather sleep on the fresh heather, as
T have done many & night on less oceasion,” said
Roland Greme, * than in the smoky garret of
your father, that smells of peat-smoke and us-
quebaugh like a Highlander’s plaid.”

“Yon may choose, my master, if you are go
nice,” replied Ralph Fisher; * you may be glad
to emell a peat-fire, and usquebaugh too, if von
Jjourney long in the fashion you propose, 1"”11
might have said God-a-mercy for your proffer,
though—it is not every one will put [ill‘!l]-‘{l‘!"‘.‘;
in the way of ill-will by harboring a discarded
serving-man."

** Ralph," said Roland Greeme, *“ I would pray
you to remember that T have switched you !)i-j‘m:;
now, and this is the same riding-wand which you
have {asted.”

Ralph, who was a thick-set clownish fienre
arrived at his full strength, and conscions of t[..‘:
most complete personal superiority, I
temptuously at the threats of the
etripling.

“It may be the same wand,” he eaid, “but
not the » hand ; and that is as good rhyvme as
if it were in a ballad. Look you, my Lad ‘w_.r(;
that was, when your switch was np, it was r:u
fear of you, but of your bette that kept r]‘n‘l._-
down—and I wot not what hinders me from ¢lear-
Ing old scores with this hazel rune, and :-hu\vi}j-y
yon it was your Lady’s livery-coat which I
spared, and not your flesh and blood, Master T
land.”

In the midet of his rage, Roland Greeme was

1ed con-
ght-made

20~

.and stronger than himself;
with a sort of jeering laugh of defianes !

just wise enouzh to sce, that by continning this
altercation, he would subject himself to very rade
treatment from the hoor, who was so much olie
and while his antagp.

1ed to provoke the contest, he felt the bitte

sg of his own degrad condition, and b

into a passion of tears, which he in vain endeay.
ored to conceal with both his hands.

Even the rough churl was moved with the dig.

tress of his qnondam companion.

“Nay, Master Roland,” he said, ** I did butsy
‘twere jest with thee—I would not harm thee
man, were it but for old acquaintance sake. Biif
ever look to a man's inches ere you talkjof
switching—why, thine arm, man, is but like'a
spindle compared to mine.—But hark, I hearol]
Adam Woodeock hollowing to his hawk—=Coms
along, man, we will have a merry afternoon, gud
go jollily to my father’s
and usquebangh to boot. Maybe we may puj
yon into’some honest way of winning your bread,
though it’s hard to come by in these brokem
times.”

The unfortunate page made no answer, foe
did he withdraw his hands from his fee and
Fisher continued in what he imagined a suitable
tone of comfort. l

**Why, man, when yon were my Lady’s mins
fon, men held youn proud, and some thonghtyou
a Papist, and T wot not what; and so, now thit
you have no one to bear yon out, you mugtbe
companionable and hearty, and wait on the mins
ister’s examinations, and put these things outef
folk’s head ; and if he says you are in faultiyen
must jouk your head to the stream; and ifagens
tleman, or & gentleman’s gentleman, give you's

word, or a light blow, you must onlyssy

you for dusting my doublet, or the like/as

e done by yon.—But hark to Woodcoek's
whistle again, Come, and I will teach you all the
trick on’t as we go on.”

“J thank you,” said Roland Greeme, endesy=
ing to agsume an air of indifference and ofus

periority ; *“but I have another path before m&
and were it otherwise, I could not tread’is
yours,”

“Very true, Master Roland,” replied $i8
clown; ‘*and e man knows his own maten
best, and o I'will not keep yon from the pathiés
you say. re us & grip of yonr hand, man, foe
auld lang syne.—~What! not clap palms erewes
part f—w 80 be it—a wilful man will havehis
wuy, and go farewell, and the blessing of the
morning to yon.”

* Good-morrow—gzood-morrow,” said Roland
stily, and the clown walked lightly off; whiss
ng as.he went, and glad, apparently, to De il

acquai 2, wh vime might be trow

e, and who had no longer the means 00

e to him. 3

me compelled himgelf to walk o

while they were within sight of each othery that
his former intimate might not augurany ¥

in gpite of the peat-smoke™
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tion of purpose, or uncertainty of object, from his
remaining on the game epot ; but the effort was a
painful one. He seemed stunned, as it were, and
giddy; the earth on which he stood felt as if un-
sound, and quaking under his feet like the sur-
face of a bog; and he had once er twice nearly
fallen, though the path he trode was of firm
greensward, He kept resolutely moving forward,
in epite of the internal agitation to-which these
symptoms belonged, until the distant form of his
acquaintance disappeared behind the slope of a
hill, when his heart failed at once; and, sitting
down on the turf, remote from human ken, he
gave way to the natural expressions of wonnded
pride; grief, and fear, and wept with anrestrained
profusion and ungualified bitterness,

When the first violent paroxysm of his feel:
ings had eubsided, the deserted and [riendless
youth felt that mental relief which usually follows
such discharges of sorrow. The tears continued
to chase each other ddéwn hiz cheeks, but they
were no longer accompanied by the same sense
of desolation; an afilicting yet milder sentiment
was awakened in his mind, by the recollection of
his benefactress, of the unwearied kindness which
had attached her to him, in spite of many acts of
provoking petulance, now recollected as offences
of a deep dye, which had protected him against
the machinations of others, ag well as against the
consequences of his own folly, and would have
continued to do so, had not the excess of his
presumption compelled her to withdraw her pro-
tection.

“ Whatever indignity I have borne,” he &
¢ has been the just,reward of my own ingra
And have I done well to accept the hospitality,
the more than maternal kindness, of my protec-
tress, yet to detain from her the knowledge of my
relizion ¥—but she ghall know that a Catholic has
28 mnch gratitnde as a Puritan—that I have been
thoughtless, but not wicked—that in my wildest
moments I have loved, respected, and honored
her—and that the orphan boy might indeed be
heedless, but was never ungrateful 1™

He turned as these thoughts passed through
his mind, and began hastily to retread his foot-
steps towards the castle. But he checked ihe
first engerness of his repentant haste, when he re-
fiected on the scorn and contempt with which the
family were likely to see the return of the I
tive, humbled, as they mnet necessarily suppe
him, into a supplicant, who requested pardon for
hig fanlt, and permission to return to his service.
He slackened his pace, but he stood not still.

T care not,” he resolutely determined; **let
them wink, point, nod, sneer, speak of the con-
ceit which iz humbled, of the pride which has h
& fall—I eare not; it is & penance due te my folly,
and I will endure it with patience. But if she
aldo, my benefactress, if she also ghould think me
pordid and weak-spirited enongh to beg, not for
her pardon alone, but for a renewal of the advan-
tages which I derived from her favor—her
of my meanness I cannot—1I will not brook.™

He stozd stil, and his pride rallying with con-
gtitutiona. obstinacy against his more just fee.-
ing, urged that he would incur the scorn of the
Lady of Avencl, rather than obtain her favor, by
following the course which the first ardor of his
repentant feelings had dictated to him.

“Ir I had but some plansible pretext,” he
thonght, *“some ostensible reason for my return,
some ¢xcuse to allece which might show I came
not 28 a degraded supplicant, or a discarded me-
nial, I might go thither—butas T am 1 eannot—
my heart wonld leap from its place and burst.”

As these thonghts swept throngh his mind,
something passed in the air so near him as to
dazzle his eyes, and almost to brush the plume in
his cap. He looked up—it was the favorite falcon
of Sir Halbert, which, flying around his head,
seemed to claim his attention; as that of a well-
known friend. Roland extended his arm, and
gave the accustomed whoop, and the falcon in-
gtantly settled on his wrist, and began to prune
itself, glancing at the youth from time to time an
acute and brilliant beam of its hazel eye, which
geemed to ask why he caresged it not with his
usual fondness,

 Ah, Diamond | " he said, as if the bird under-
stood him, * thou and I must be strangers hence-
forward. Many a gallant stoop have I seen thee
make, and many a brave heron strike down ; but
that is all gone and over, and tkere is no hawking
more for me !

# And why not, Master Roland,” said Adam
Woodcock the falconer, who came at that instant
from behind a few alder bushes which had con-
cealed him from view, * why should there be no
more hawking for yon? Why, man, what were
our life without our sports #—thou know’st the
jolly old song—
¢ And rather would Allan in dangeon lie,

Than live at large where the falcon cannot fiy 3
And Allan would rather lie in Sexton’s pound,
Than live whers he follow’d not the merry hawk and hound.” "

The woice of the falconer was hearty and
friendly, and the tone in which he half-sung half-
recited his rude ballad, implied honest frankness
and cordiality. But remembrance of their quar
rel, and its consequences, embarrassed Roland,
and prevented his reply. The falconer saw his
hesitation, and guessed the cause.

“ What now," said he, * Master Roland? do
yon, who are half an Englishman, think that T,
who am a whole one, would keep up anger against
you, and you in distress? That were like some
of the Scots (my master’s reverence always ex
cepted), who can be fair and false, and wait their
time, and keep their mind, as they say, to them-
gelves, and touch pot and flagon with yon, and
hunt and hawk with you, and, after all, when
time gerves, pay off some old fend with the point
of the dagger. Canny Yorkshire has no memery
for such old sores, Why, man, an you bad hit me
a rough blow, maybe I would rather have taken
it from yon, than a rough word from another; for
you have a good notion of faleonry, thongh you
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stand up for washing the meat for the eyasses
So give us your hand, man, and bear no malice.”
Roland, though he felt hig proud blood rebel at
liarity of honest Adam’s address, could
t its downright franknegs, Covering his
face with the one hand, he held mll the oiber to
the falconer, and returned with readiness his
friendly grasp.

** Why, thig is hearty now,” said Woodcock;

“Y always said you had a kind heart, though you
have a epice of the devil in your dispogition, that
is certain. I came this way with the falcon on
purpose to find you, and yon hallbred lubbard
told me which way you took flicht. You ever
thought too mueh of that kestril-kite, Master
toland, and he knows nought of sport after all,
but what he canght from you, I saw how it had
been betwixt you, and I gent him out of my com-
pany with a wanion—I wounld rather have a rifler
on my perch than a false knave at my elbow—and
now, Master Roland, tell me what way wing
yer"

“That is as God pleases,” replied the page,
with a sigh which he conld not suppress.

‘ Nay, man, never droop a feather for being
cast off,” said the falconer; ** who knows but you
may gosr the better and fairer flight for all this
yet #—Look at Diamond there, '{is a noble bird,
and shows gallantly with his hood, and bells, and
jesseg; but there is many a wild falcon in Nor-
way that would not change properties with him
—And that is what I would say of yon. You are
no longer my Lady’s page, and you will not clothe
go fair, or feed so well, or sleep so soft, or ghow
g0 gallant—What of all that? if you are not her
page, you are your own man, and may go where
yon will, without minding whoop or whistle. The
worst ig the loss of the sport, but who knows
what you may come to? They say that Sir Ilal-
bert himself, I epeak with reverence, was once
glad to be the Abbot's forester, and now he has
hounds and hawks of his own, and Adam Wood-
cock for a falconer to the boot.”

“You are right, and say well, Adam,” an-
swered the youth, the blood mantling in his
cheeks, **the falcon will soar higher withont his
bells than with them, though the bells be made
of silver.”

“That is cheerily spoken,”
coner; ** and whither now § ™

“] thought of going to the Abbey of Eenna-
quhair,” answered Roland Greme, “to ask the
counsel of Father Ambrose.”

“And joy go with you,” said the falconer,
“though it is likely you may find the cld monks
in gome sorrow; they say the (,::mmul‘- are
threatening to furn the
make a dévil's mass of it in the old church,

¢ have forborne that gport too long; and
n clear of the same upi;]l-m =
hen will F
having a friend beside I ge, man-
fum
“ Ay, batmyy

replied the fal-

oung fearnought,” replicd the fal-

coner, ** the friend will scarce be the hetter of
being beside Father Ambrose—he may come by
the redder’s lick, and that is ever the worst of the
battle.”

1 care not for that,”” said the page, *the
dread of a lick should not hold me back; butl
fear T may bring trouble between the brothers by
visiting Father Ambroee, I will tarry to-nightag
Saint Cunthbert's cell, where the old priest will
give me a night's helter; and I will gend to P
ther Ambrose to ask his advice before I go down
to the eonvent.”

* By Our Lady,” eaid the falconer, “and that
is a likely plan—and now,” he continued, ex-
changing his frankness of manner for & sort of
awkward embarrassment, as if he had somewhat
to say that he had no ready meauns to bring onf—
“and now you wot well that I wear a pouch fo2
my hawk's meat,* and go forth; but wot you
what it is lined with, Master Roland

“With leather, to be sure,” replied Roland,
somewhat sorpr at the hesitation with which
Adam Woodcock asked a question apparentlygo
simple.

“With leather, lad?™ said Woddeock; *ay
and with silver to the boot of that. See here,” he
said, showing a secret slit in the lining of his hag
of office—** here they are, thirty good Harry groats
as ever were struck in bluff old Hall's time, and
ten of them are right heartily at your service ;and
now the murder is out.™

toland’s firet idea was to refuse his assistancey
but he recollected the vows of humility whichhe
had just taken npon him, and it occurred thatthis
was the opportunity to put his new-formed rese-
lution to the test. Assuming a strong commgnd
of himself, he answered Adam Woodcock with ag
much frankness as his nature permitted him to
wear, in doing what was so contrary to his inelis
nations, timi he accepted thankfully of his kind
otfer, while, to soothe his own reviving pride, he
could not help adding, * he hoped soon (o requiie
the obligation.”
at as yon list—that as you liet, young

id the falconér, with glee, counting ouk

elivering to his young friend the supplyhe
v offered, and then adding, with

Now, you may go through

t can back a horse, wind &
yound, fly a hawk, and play &k

man,’

; for he
horn, hollow a gr:
gword &
green jacket, and ten lily-white groats in bié
pouch, may bid Father Care hang himself i iz
own jesses. Farewell, aud God be with yoa!®

So and as if desirous to aveid the
thanks of bis compauion, he turned lJ.'Iétii_\‘l‘OU-“dn
and left Roland Gr

alooe,

the world ;

*# This same

th ¢ red bag, b
to wear bis bawkin -|‘=h covered with satln uf that color

nd buckler, with a whole pair of shoes; s

¢ to pursue his journ€ys

CHAPTER VIII.
The sacred tapers’ lights are gone,
Gray moss has elad the
The kely Image is o’arthrown,
The bell has ceased to toll.

The long ribb’d are burst and shrunk,
The holy shrines to ruiu sunk,
Departed s the pious monk,

God’s blessing on his soul]

r abone,

RepIvIvA.

Tae cell of Saint Cuthbert, ag it was called,
marked, or was supposed to mark, one of those
resting-places, which that venerable gaint was
pleased to assign to his monks, when hig convent,
being driven from Lindisfern by the Danes, be-
came a peripatetic society of religionists, and
bearing their patron’s body on their shoulders,
transporied him from place to place throngh Scot-
wand and the borders of England, until he was
pleased at leneth to spare them the pain of carry-
ing him farther, and to choose his ultimate place
of rest in the lordly towers of Durham. The odor
of his ganctity remained behind him at each place
where he had granted the monks a fransient res-
pite from their labors; and proud were those
who conld assign, as his temporary resting-place,
any spot within their vicinity. There were few
cells more celebrated and honored than that of
Saint Cuthbert, to which Roland Greeme now bent
his way, situated considerably to the north-west
of the great Abbey of Kennaquhair, on which it
was dependent. In the neighborhood were some
of those recommendations which weighed with
he experienced priesthood of Rome, in choosing
their sites for places of relizion.

There was a well, poszessed of some medicinal
qualities, which, of course, claimed the saint for
its guardian and patron, and occasionally pro-
duced some advantage to the recluse who in-
habited his cell, since none could reasonably ex-
pect to benefit by the fountain who did not extend
their bounty to the saint’s chaplain. A few roods

of fertile 1and afforded the monk his plot of gar-’

den-ground ; an eminence well clothed with trees
roze behind the cell, and sheltered it from the
porth and the easi, while the front, opening to
the south-west, looked up & wild but pleasant
valley, down which wandered a lively brook,
which battled with every stone that interrupted its
passage.

The cell itself was rather plainly than  radely
constructed—a low Gothic building with two small
apartments, one of which served the priest forhis
dwelling-place, the other for his chapel. As there
were few of the secular clergy who durst venture
toreside go-near the Bon.u', the assistance of this
monk in spiritual affairs had not been useless to
the community, while lhe Catholic religion re-
tained the ascendency ; as he could marry, chris-
ten, and administer the other sacraments of the

Roman Church, Of late, however, as the Protest-
ant doetrines gained ground, he had found it con-
venient to live in close retirement. and to avoid,
as much as possible, drawing upon himself ob-
eervation o1 animgdversion. The appearance of
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his habitation, however, when Roland Gremes
came before it in the close of the evening, plainly
showed that his cauntion had been finally ineffect-
ual.

The page’s first movement was to knock at the
door, when he observed, to his surprise, that it
was open, not from being left unlatched, but be-
cause, beat off" its upper hinge, it was only fast-
ened to the door-post by the lower, and could
therefore no longer perform its functions. Some-
what alurmed at this, and receiving no answer
when be knocked and called, Roland began to
look more at leisure upon the extemor of the little
dwelling before he ventured to enter it. The
flowers, which had been trained with care against
the walls, seemed to have been recently torn
down, and trailed their dishonored garlands on
the earth; tke latticed window was broken and
dashed in. The garden, which the monk had
maintained by his constant labor in the highest
order and beauty, bore marks of having been lately
trode down and destroyed by the hoofs of animals,
and the feet of men.

'he sainted spring had not escaped. It was
wont to rige beneath a canopy of ribbed arches,
with which the devotion of elder times had se-
cured and protected its healing waters, These
arches were now almost entirely demolished, and
the stones of which they were built were tumbled
into the well, as if for the purpose of choking np
and destroying the fountain, which as it had shared
in other days the honor of the saint, was, in the
present, doomed to partake his unpopularity.
Part of the roof had DLeen pulled down from the
honse itself, and an attempt had been made with
crows aud levers upon one of the angles, by which
several large corner-stones had been forced out of
their place; but the solidity of ancient magson-
work had proved too great for the time or patience
of the assailants, and they had relinquished their
task of destruction, Such dilapidated buildings,
after the lapse of years, during which nature has
gradually covered the t‘f‘t'ctb of violence with
crecping plants and with weather-stains, exhibit,
amid their decay, a melancholy beanty. But
when the vizible effects of violence appear raw
and recent, there is no fecling to mitigate the sense
of devastation with which they impress the spec-
tators ; and such was now the scene on which the
youthful page gazed, with the painful feelings it
was qualified to excite.

When his first momentary surprige was over,
Roland Greme was at no loss to conjecture the
canse of these ravages, The destruction of the
Popish edifices did not take place at once through-
out Scotland, but at different times, and according
to the spirit which actnated the reformed clergy;
some of whom instigated their hearers to these

molition, and others, with better taste

, endeavored to protect the ancient

shrines, while they desired to see them purified
from the objects which had attracted idolatrous
devotion. From time to time, therefore, the pop-
ulace of the Scottish towns and villages, when in

F—¥
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gtigated either by cheir own feelings of abhor-
rence for Popish superstition, or by the docfrines
of the more zealous preachers, resumed the work
of destruction, and exercised it npon gome ge-
questered church, chapel, or cell, which had
escaped the first burst of their indignation against
the religion of Rome. In many places, the vices
of the Catholic clergy, arising out of the wealth
and the corruption of that tremendous hierarchy,
furnished too good an apology for wreaking ven-
geance upon the splendid edifices which they in-
habited; and of this an old Scottish historian
gives a remarkable instance.

“ Why mourn ye,” said an aged matron, seeing
the discontent of some of the citizens, while a
gtately convent was burnt by the multitude,—
 why mourn ye for its destruction? If you kuew
half the flagitious wickedness which has been
perpetrated within that house, you wounld rather
bless the divive judgment, which permits not
even the senseless walls, that ecreened snch prof-
ligacy, any longer to cumber Christian ground.”

But although, in many instances, the destruc-
tion of the Roman Catholic buildings mizhtbe, in
the matron’s way of judging, an act of justice,
and in others an act of policy, there is no dounbt
that the humor of demolishing monuments of an-
cient piety and munificence, and that in a poor
country like Scotland, where there was no chance
of their being replaced, was both useless, mis-
chievous, and barbarous,

In the present instance, the unpretending and
quiet geclusion of the monk of Saint Cuthbert’s
had hitherto saved him from the general wreck ;
but it would seem ruin had now at length reached
him, Anxions to discover if he had at least
escaped personal harm, Roland Greme entered
ihe half-ruined cell.

The interior of the building was in a state
which fully justified the opinion he had formed
from its external injuries, The few rude utensils
of the solitary’s hut were broken down, and lay
gcattered on the floor, where it seemed as if a fire
had been made with some of the fragments to de-
stroy the rest of his property, and to consume, in
particular, the rnde old image of Saint Cuthbert,
in his episcopal habit, which lay on the hearth like
Dagon of yore, shattered with the axe and
gcorched with the flames, but only partially de-
gtroyed. In the little apartment which served as
a chapel, the altar was overthrown, and the four
huge stones of which it had been once composed
ay scattered around the floor, The large stone-
crucifix which occupied the niche behind th
altar, and fronted the supplicant while he pnul
devotion there, had been pulled down and dashed
by its own weight into three fragments, There
were marks of gledge-hammers on each of these;
yet the image had been saved from utter demoli-
tion by the size and strength of the remaining
“ragments, which, though much injured, retained
enongh of the originai scalpture to show what it
pad been intended to represent.*

# 1 may here observe, that this is eniirely an ideal scene.

Roland Greeme, secretly nursed in the tenely
of Rome, saw with horror the profanation of the
most sacred emblem, according to his creed, of ogp
holy reljzion.

Tt is the badge of our redemplion,” he gaj
*which the felons have dared to violate—woyld
to God my weak strength were able to replaceff
—iny humble sirength to atone for the sacrilegei®

He stooped to the task he first meditated, ang
with & endden, and to himself almost an increde

ble exertion of power, he lifted up the ong eg

tremity of the lower shaft of the cross,and reste
it upon the edge of the large stone which served
for its pedestal, Encouraged by this success, b
applied his force to the other extremity, and

his own astonishment, sncceeded so far as to eped ™

the lower end of the limb into the socket, outiof
which it had been forced, and to place this fras
ment of the image upright.

While he was employed in this labor, or raihe

at the very moment when he had accomplished®

the elevation of the fragment, a voice, in thrillisg
and well-known accents,
words :—** Well done, thon good and faitlifal see

vant] Thus wonld I again Im,Lt the child of my
love—the hope of my aged eyes.

Roland turned round in a.-[:;ni.-k‘.ment, and the
tall commanding form of Magdalen Graeme stood
besgide him. She was arrayed in a sort of loos
habit, in form like that worn by penitentsin
Catholic countries, but black in color, and &
proaching as near to a pilgrim’s cloak as jtwe
gafe to wear in a country where the suspicion af
Catholic devotion in many places endangered ths
gafety of those who were suspected of attachmens
to the ancient faith, Roland Greme threw hims
self at her feet, She raised and embraced him
with affection indeed, but not unmixed ‘Wit
gravity which amounted almost to sternness,

** Thon hast kept well,” she said, * the birdits
& youth, thou hast kel

thy bosom.* Asa I

fast thy faith amongst heretics—thon hast ke

rt, a person of established sanctity, bod, no ﬂlﬂl,
hi Aders, whers he floursid S
pel is the only one whith S

hermitage described fn the Sk

, famous -for gratifying wree wishet fit

belief In its
landed in his s

s spot, the
which he salled down the TRl
o coffin long lay, in evideasttl
Francis Blake De n.qiisﬂ[!lhh\‘_
the exact measure of the coffin; and to have ascertaimely
hydrostatic prineiples, that i t have actually sy &
ofsne farmer in the r nced his fntention o
POI\\\T\ ng t
but the pro ossible, either by e
nious votary in lm behalf, for on the followies
us was found broken in. two figs

hese points of resomblance, iy
the opposite direstion as regards Mlsty
4 cell of Saint Cuthberl s said to hava bt
hair,
1 used by Sir Ralph Perey,slain In the betll
of F ¥y r in 1464, when dying, to express his
preserved unstained his fidelity to the House of Lancaster,

spoke behind him these:
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thy secret and mine own amongst thine enemies.
I wept when I parted from you—I who seldom
weep, then shed tears, less for thy death than for
tk:y epiritual danger—I dared not even see thee to
bid thee a last farewell—my grief, my swelling
grief, had betrayed me to these heretics. Bat
thou hast been faithful—down, down on thy knees
before the holy sign, which evil men injure and
blaspheme; down, and praise saints and angels
for the grace they have done thee, in preserving
thee from the leprous plague which cleaves to the
hounse in which thou wert nurfured I

71f, my mother—so T must ever call youn,” re-
plied Greme, **if I am returned such as thou
wonldst wish me, thon must thank the care of the
pions Father Ambrose, whose instructions con-
firmed your early precepts, and taught me at
once to be faithful and to be gilent.”

“PBe he blessed for it 1" said she, * blessed in
the cell and in the field, in the pulpit and at the
yltar—the saints rain blessings on him |—they are
just, and employ his pious care to counteract the
evils which his detested brother works agzainst
the realm and the church,—but he knew not of
thy lineage ?™

7 could not myeelf tell him that,” answered
Roland. *I knew but darkly from your words,
that Sir Halbert Glendinning holds mine inheri-
tance, and that I am of blood as noble as runs in
the veins of any Scottish Baron—these are things
not to he forgotten, but for the explanation I
must now look to youn.”

“ And when time gaits, thou shalt not look for
it in vain. But men say, my son, that thon art
bold and sndden ; and thoke who bear such tem-
pers are not lightly to be trusted with what will
gtrongly move them.”

* Sny mather, my mother,” returned Roland
Greme, * that I am laggard and cold-blooded—
what patience or endurance can you require of
which %¢ is mot capable, who for years has heard
his religion ridiculed and insulted, yet failed to

lunze his dagger into the blasphemer’s bo-
plun; 29 .

som!™

#Be contented, my child,” replied Magdalen
CGreme; *the time, which then and even now de-
mands patience, will soon ripen to that of effort
and action—great events are on the wing, and
thon—thon shalt have thy share in advancing
them. Thon hast relinquished the service of the
Lady of Avenel?”

«T have been dismissed from it, my mother—I
have lived to be dismissed, as if I were the mean-
est of the train.”

Tt is the better, my child,” replied she: *‘thy
mind will be the more hardened to undertake
that which must be performed.”

*Let it be nothing, then, against the Lady of
Avenel  said the page, *“as thy look and words
geem to imply, I have eaten her bread—I have
experienced her favor—I will neither injure nor
betray her.”

“ Of that herpafter, my son,” said ske; * but
£arn this, that it is not for thee to capitulate to

thy duty, and to say this will I do, and that will |
Jeave mndone—No, Roland! God and man will
no longer abide the wickednees of this genera-
tion. BSeest thoun these frazments—knowest thon
what they represent 7—and canst thou think it is
for thee to make distinctions amongst a race 8s
accursed by Heaven, that they renounnce, violate
Dblagpheme, and destroy, whatsoever we are com-
manded to believe in, whatsoever we are com-
manded to reverence? "

As she spoke, she bent her head towards the
broken image, with a countenance in which strong
resentment and zeal were mingled with an ex-
pression of ecstatic devotion; she raised her left
hand aloft as in the act of making a vow, and
thus proceeded: ** Bear witness for me, blersed
symbol of our salvation, hear witness, holy saint,
within whose violated temple we stand, that as it
is not for vengeance of my own that my hate par-
sues these people, so uneither, for any faver or
earthly affection towards any amongst them, will
I withdraw my hands from the plough, when it
shall pass through the devoted furrow | Bear wit-
ness, holy gaint, once thyzelf a wanderer and fo-
pitive as we are now—hear witneéss, Mother of
Merey, Queen of Heaven—bear witness, saints
and angels 1™

In this high strain of enthusiagm, she stood,
raising her eyes through the fractured roof of the
vanlt, to the stars which now began to twinkle
through the pale twilight, while the long grey
tresses which hung down over her shoulders
waved in the night-breeze, which the chasm and
fractured windows admitted freely.

Roland Greme was too much awed by carly
hahits, ag well as by the mysterious import of her
words, to ask for farther explanation of the pur-
pose she obscurely hinted at. Nor did she farther
press him on the subject; for, having concluded
her prayer or obtestation, by clasping her hands
together with solemnity, and then signing herself
with the cross, ghe again addressed her grandson,
in a tone more adapted to the ordinary business
of life.

“Thon must hence,” she gaid, ** Roland, thon
must hence, but not till morning—And now, how
wilt thon shift for thy night's quarters ?—{hon
hast been more softly bred than when we were
companions in the misty hills of Cumberland and
Liddesdale.”

#T have at least preserved, my good mother,
the habits which I then learned—can lie hard, feed
gparingly, and think it no hardship., Since I'was
s wanderer with thee on the hills, T have been a
hunter, and fisher, and fowler, and each of these
is accustomed to sleep freely in a worse shelter
than sacrilege has left us here.

“Than sacrileze has left us here!™ said the
matron, repeating his words, and pausing on them,
* Most true, my son ; and God's faithful children
are now worst sheltered, when they lodge im
God’s ewn house and the demesue of his blessed
gaints. We shall sleep cold here, under the night
wind, which whistles through the breaches which
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heresy has made, They shall lie warmer who
made them—ay, and through a long hereafier.”
ing the wild and singular expres-
ehe appeared to retain tow-
ards Roland Greme, in a strong degree, that
affectionate and sedulous love which women bear
to their nurslings, and the children dependent on
their care. It seemed as she would not permit
him to do aught for himself which in former days
her attention had been used to do for him, and
that she considered the tall stripling before heras
being eqnally dependent on her careful attention
as when he was the orphan chila, who had owed
all to her affectionate solicitude.

**What hast thon to eat mow ' she raid, as,
leaving the chapel, they went into the deserted

abitation of the priest; ‘** or what means of kin-
dling u fire, to defend thee from this raw and in-
clement air? Poor child! thou hast made slight
provision for a long journey ; nor hast thon skill
to help thyself by wit, when means are scanty.
But Our Lady has placed by thy side one to whom
want, in all its forms, is as familiar as plenty and
eplendor have formerly been. And with want,
Roland, come the arts of which she is the in-
veptor,”

With an active and officions dilizence, which
strangely contrasted with her late abstracted and
high tone of Catholic devotion, she set about her
domesticarrangements for the evening. A pouch,
which was hidden under her garment, produced a
flint and steel, and from the scattered fragments
image of Saint

around {those pertaining to the
Cuthbert scrnpnlously excepted) ghe obtained
splinters sufficient to raise a sparkling and cheer-
ful fire on the hearth of the deserted cell.
‘* And now,” ghe eaid, ** for needful food.”
“Think not of it, mother,” said Roland, *‘un-
Jess yon yourself feel hunger, It is a little thing

for me to endure a night's abstinence

atonement for the necessary transgre

rules of the Charch upon which I was compelled
during my stay in the castle.”

* Hunger for myself1’* answered the matron—

“Know, youth, that a mother hnows not hunger
till that of her child is satisfied.” And with af-
lectionate inconsistency, totally diffcrent from
her nsual manner, she added, ** Roland, yon must
not fast; you have dispensation; you are young,
and to youth food and sleep are necessaries not
to be dizpensed wit Husband your strength,
my ekild—your eovereign, your relizion, };:rur
courtry, require it. Let age macerate by fact and
vizil a body which can only suffer; let
these active times; nourizh the limbs and the
strengih which action reqnires.”

While ghe thus epoke, the gerip, wi
produced the means of siriking fire, furni
provision for a meal; of which she herself scarce

petite which abstinence had rendered unns
gharp, Reland readily obeyed her recommenda-

tions, and ate the food which ghe so affectionately
and earnestly placed before him. But she shook
her head when invited by bim in return to par-
take ofsthe refreshment her own cares had fur-
nished ; and when his solicitude became more
pressing, she refused him in a loftier tone of re-
Jjection.

“Young man,” she said, *“you know mnot to
whom or of what you speak. They to whom
Heaven declares its purpose must merit its com-
munication by mortifying the senses; they have
that within which requires not the superfluity of
earthly nutriment, which is necessary to those
who are without the sphere of the Vision, Te
them the watch spent in prayer is a refreshing
slumber, and the sense of doing the will of Heaven
is a richer banguet than the tables of monarchs
can spread before them |—But do thou sleep #off,
my son,” she said, relapsing from the tone of
fanaticism into that of maternal affection and
tenderness; **do thou sleep sound while life is
but young with the, and the cares of the day can
be drowned in the slumbers of the evening. Dif-
ferent is thy duty and mine, and as
means by which we must qualify and sirengthen
ourselves to perform it. From thee is demanded
gtrength of body—from me, strength of soul.”

When she thms spoke, ghe prepared with ready
address a pallet-conch, composed parily of the
dried leaves which had once furzished a bed to
the solitary, and the guestr who occagionally re-
ceived his- hospitality, and which, neglected by
the destroyers of his humble cell, had remained
little disturbed in the corner alloted for them. To
these ber care added some of the vestures which
lay torn and scattered on the floor. With a zeal-
ous hand she selected all such as appeared to have
made any part of the sacerdotal vestments, laying
hem aside as sacred from ordinary purposes, and
with the rest she made, with dexterous prompt-

s, such a bed as a weary man might willingiy
stretch himsell on; and during the time she was
preparing it, rejected, even with acrimony, any
atiempt which the youth made fo asgigt her, or
any entreaty which he urged, that she wounld ac-
cept of the place of rest for her own nse. **Sleep
thon," said she, ** Roland Greme, sleep thon—the
persecuted, the disinheriled orphan—the son of
an ill-fated mother—sleep thon! I go to prayin
the chapel beside thee.”

The manner was too enthusiastically earnesk,
too obstinately firm, to permit Roland Greeme fo
dispute her w arther. Yet he felt some

mme in giv vay to it. It secemed

riten the years that had passed away since
to meet, in the tall,

This did not
son’s characteristic and con-
al pride. He obeyed, indeed, awed into
on by the sudden recurrence of former
tion, and by feclings of affection and

Btill, however, he felt the yoke.

fail to hurt her
stituti

gratitude.
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“lave I relingnizhed the hawk and the
hound,” he said, *to become the pupil of her
pleasure, a8 if I were still a child #—I, whom even
my envious mates allowed to be superior in those
exercizes which they took most pains to acqy ire,
and which came to me naturally, as if a knowl-
edge of them had been my birthright? This may
not. and must not be. I will be no reclaimed
gparrow-hawk, who is carried hooded on a wo-
man’s wrist, and has his quarry only shown to
him when his eyes are uncovered for his flizht. I
will know her purpose ere it is proposed to me to
aid it.”

These, and other thoughts, streamed throug
the mind of Roland Greme ; and although wearied
with the fatigues of the day, it was long cre he
could compose himsell to rest.

_

CHAPTER IX.

Eneel with me—swenr it— ot in words I trost,
Save when they're fenced with an nppeal to Heaven.

OLp Pirav.

AFTEE passing the night in that sound sleep
for which agitation and fatigue had prepared him,
Roland was awakened by the fresh morning air,
and by the beams of the rising sun. His first
fecling was that of surprise; for, instead of look-
ing forth from a turret window on the waters of
the Lake of Avenel, which was the prospect his
former apartment afforded, an unlatticed aperture
gave him the view of the demolished garden of
the banished anchorite. Ie sat up on his couch
of leaves, aud arranged in his memory, not with-
cut wonder, the singular events of the preceding
day, which appeared the more gurpriging the
more he considered them, He bad lost the pro-
tectress of his youth, and, in ne day, he had
recovered the gnide ar 1ardian of his childhood,
The former deprivation he felt ought to be mat-
ter of unceasing regret, and it seemed as if the
Jatter conld hardly be the subject of nnmixed se
congratulation, Ileremembered this persen, who
had stood to him in the relation of a mother, as
equally affectionate in her attention, and absclute
in her authority. A singular mixture of love and
fear attended upon his early remembrances as
they were connected with her; and the fear that
she might desire to resume the same absolute con-
trol over his motions—a fear which her conduct
of yesterday did not tend much to dissipate—
weighed heavily against the joy of this second
meeting.

+ 8he cannot mean,” gaid his rising pride, * to
lead and direct me 4s a pupil, when T am at the
age of judging of my own actions ¥—this she can-
not mean, or meaning it, will feel I 10 strangely
deceived.”

A senze of gratifude tows
peainst whom his heart thus rebelled, che
conrse of feeling. Heresisted the thoughts which
involnntarily arose in his mind, as he would have
resisted an actual instigation of the foul fiend;

and, to aid n in his struggle, he feit for his
beads., But, in his hasty departure from the Cas.
tle of Avenel, he had forgotten and left them be-
hind him.

'his is yet worse, hesaid; '*buttwo things
Ilearned of her under the most dead!
secrecy—to tell my beads, and to conceal that 1
did so: and I have kept my word till now ; and
when she shall ask me for the rosary, I must say
I have forzotten it! Do T deserve she should be-
Jieve me when I say I have kept the secret of my
faith, when I set so light by its symbol ¥

He paced the floor in anxious agitation. In
fact, his attachment to his faith was of a nature
very different from that which animated the en-
thusiastic matron, but which, notwithstanding, it
would have been his last thought to relinguish.

The early charges impressed on him by his
erandmother, had been instilled into a mind and
memory of a character peculiarly tenacions.
Child as he was, he was proud of the confidence
reposed in his discretion, and resolved to show
that it had not been rashly intrusted to him. At
the same time, resolution was no more than
that of a child, and must, necessarily, have gradu
ally d away under the operation both of precep!
and example, during his residence at the Ca tle
of Avenel, but for the exhortations of Father Am-
brose, who, in his lay estate, had been called
Edward Glendinning. This zealous monk had
been apprized, by an nnsigned letter placed in his
hand by a pilerim, that a child educated in the
Catholic faith was now in the Castle of Avenel,
perilously situated (so was the scroll expressed),
as ever the three children who were cast into the
fiery furnace of persecution, The letter threw
npen Father Ambrose the fanlt, should this

ylamb, nnwillingly left within the demesnes

e prowling wolf, become his final prey.
There needed no farther exhortation to the monk
than the idea that a soul might be endangered,
and that a Catholic might become an apostate;
and he made his visits more [re an usnal
to the Castle of Avenel, leat, through want of the
private enconragement and jnstruction, which he
always found some opportunity of disper
the chureh should lose a prosely
to the Romish ereed, the devil acquire & goul.

Still these interviews were rare; and though
they encouraged the solitary boy to keep his se-
cret and hold fast his religion, they were neither
frequent nor long enough to inepire him with any
thing beyond a blind attachment to the observ-
ances which the priest recommended. He ad
hered to the forms of his religion rather because
he felt it would be dishonorable to change that of
his fathers, than from any rational conviction or
gincere belief of its mysterions doctrines. It
was a principal part of the distinction which,
in his own opinion, singled him on
with whom he live d gave him an addi
though an internal and concealed reason, for con-
temning those of the household who showed an
undisguised dislike of him, and for hardening




