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himself against the instructions of the chaplain,
Henry Warden.

“The fanatic preacher,” he thought within
himself, during some one of the chaplain’s fre-
quent discourses against the Church of Rome,
**he little knows whose ears are receiving his pro-
fane doctrine, and with what contempt and ab-
horrence they hear his blasphemies against the
holy religion by which kings have been crowned,
and for which martyrs have died | "

But in smch proud feelings of defiance of here-
8y, as it was termed, and of its professors, which
associated the Catholic religion with a sense of
generous independence, and that of the Protest-
ants with the subjugation of his mind and tem-
per to the direction of Mr. Warden, began and
ended the faith of Roland Greme, who, indepen-
dently of the pride of singularity, sought not to
understand, and had no one to expound to him,
the peculiarities of the tenets which he professed.
His regret, therefore, at missing the rosary which
had been conveyed to him through the hands of
Father Ambrose, was rather the shame of a gol-
dier who has dropped his cockade or badge of
gervice, than that of a zealous votary who had
forgotten a visible symbol of his religion,

His thoughts on the subject, however, were
mortifying, and the more so from apprehension
that his neclizence must reach the ears of his rel-
ative, He felt it could be no one but she who
had secretly transmitted these beads to Father
Ambrose for his use, and that his carel
was but an indifferent requital of her kindn

* Nor will she omit to ask me about them,”
gaid he to himself; ** for hers is a zeal which age
cannot quell ; and if she has not quitted her wont,
my answer will not fail to incense her.”

While ke thus communed with himself, Mag-
dalen Greme entered the apartment. * The
bleseing of the morning on your youthfal head,
my son.” she sald, with & solemnity of expres-
gion which thrilled the youth to the heart, so sad
aund earnest did the benediction flow from her
lips, in a tone where devotion was blended with
affection. **And thou hast started thus early
from thy conch to catch the first breath of dawn ¥
But it is not well; my Roland. Enjoy slumber
while thou canst; the time is not far behind
when the waking eye must be thy portion as well
as mine.”

She unttered these words with an affectionate
and anxions tone, which showed, that devotional
as were the habilual exercises of her mind, the
thoughts of her nursling yet bound her to earth
with the cords of human affection and passion.

But she abode net long in a mood which she
probably rezarded as & momentary dereliction of
her imaginary high calling—**Come,” she said,

outh, up and be deing—It is time that we

ve this place.”

**And whither do we go?*' said the young
man; **or what is the object of our juu‘."ne_\:’ :

The matron stepped back, and gazed on him
with surprise, o 't numningled with displeasure.

“To what purpose such a question?" ghe
gaid; ** is it not enough that I lead the way?
Hast thon lved with heretics till thon hast
learned to install the vanity of thine own private
Jjudgment in place of due honor and obedience $11°

* The time,” thought Roland Greme within
himself, ** is already come, when I must establish
my freedom, or be a willing thrall for ever—I feel
that I must speedily look to it.”

She instantly fulfilled his foreboding, hy recar-
ring to the theme by which her thoughts seemed
most constantly engrossed, although, when ghe
pleased, no one could so perfectly disguise her re-

igion.

“ Thy beads, my son— hast thoun told thy
beads ? ™

Roland Greme calored high ; he felt the storm
was approaching, but gcorned to avert it by a
falzehood.

“ T have forgotten my rosary,’ he gaid, **at the
Castle of Avenel.”

“ Forgotten thy rosary!" she exclaimed;
“ false both to religion and to natural duty, hast
thou lost what was sent go far, and at such rigk,
a token of the truest affection, that should have
been, every bead of it, as dear to thee as thine
eyeballs 2 "

“] am grieved it should have so chanced,
mother,” replied the youth, “and much did I
value the token as coming from you. For what
remains, I trust to win geld enough, when 1
push my way in the world ; and till then, beads
of black oak, or a rosary of nuts, must serve the
turn.”

**Hear him ! gaid his grandmother; *‘ young
as he is, he hath learned already the lessons of
the devil's schooll The rosary, congecrated by

he Holy Father himself, and sanctified by his
blessing, is but a few knobs of gold, whose value
may be replaced by the wages of his profane
lubor, and whose virtue may be supplied by &
string of hazel-nuts |—This is heresy—So Henry
Warden, the wolf who ravages the flock of the
Shepherd, hath faunght thee to speak and to
think.”

“ Mother,” said Roland Graeme, ** I am no her-
etic; I believe and I pray according to the rules
of our church—This misfortune I regret, but I
cannot amend it.”

“Thon canst repent it, though,” replied his
spiritual directress, ** repent it in dust and ashes,
atone for it by fasting, prayer, and penance, in-
stead of luooking on me with a countenance a8
light as if thou hadst lost but a button from thy
cap.”

* Mother," said Roland, ** be appeased ; I will
remember my fault in the next confegsion which
I have space and opportunity to make, and will
do whatever the priest may require of me in
atonement.—For the heaviest fault T can do no
more.—But, mother,” he added, after 2 moment’s
pause, ** let me not incur your farther displeastise,
if T ask whither our journey is bound, and what
is its object. I am no longer a child, but & mans
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and at my own disposal, with down upon my
¢hin, and a sword by my side—I will go to the
end of the world with you to do your pleasure;
but I owe it to mygelf to inquire the purpose and
direction of our travelg.”

“You owe it to yourself, ungrateful boy ?** re-

plied his relative, passion rapidly supplying the
color which age had long chased from her fea-
tures,—** to yourself yon owe nothing—you can
.owe nothing—to me you owe every thing—your
life when an infant—your support while a child—
the means of instruction, and the hopes of honor
—and, sooner than thou shouldst abandon the no-
ble canse to which I have devoted thee, would I
see thee lie a corpse at my feet 1™

Roland was alarmed at the vehement agitation
with which she gpoke, and which threatened to
overpower her aged frame; and he hastened to
reply,—** I forget nothing of what I owe to you,
my dearest mother—show me how my blood can
testify my gratitude, and you ghall judge if I spare
it. But blindfold obedience has in it as little
merit as reason.”

“ Baints and angels | ™ replied Magdalen, *“and
do I hear these words from the child of my hopes,
the nursling by whose bed I have kneeled, and for
whose weal I have wearied every eaint in heaven
with prayers? Roland, by obedience only canst
thon show thy affection and thy gratitude. What
avails it that yon might perchance adopt the
course I propose to thee, were it to be fully ex-
plained? Thou wouldst nof then follow my com-
mand, but thine own judgment ; thou wouldstnot
do the will of Heaven, communicated through thy
best friend, to whom thon owest thine all; but
thou wonldst observe the blinded dictates of
thine own imperfect reason. Hear me, Roland!
a lot calls thee—solicits thee—demands thee—the
proudest to which man can be destined, and it
uses the voice of thine earliest, thy best, thine
only friend—Wilt thou resist it? Then go thy
way—leave me here—my hopes on earth are gone
and withered—I will kneel me down before yon-
der profaned altar, and when the raging here-
tics return, they shall dye it with the blood of &
martyr.””

 But, my dearest mother,” said Roland Grame,
whose early recollections of her violence weré
formidably renewed by these wild expressions of
reckless passion, ** 1 will not forsake you—I will
abide with you—worlds shall not force me from
your side—I will protect—I will defend you—I
will live with yon, and die for you1"

“ One word, my son, were worth all these—say
only, ‘I will abey you.””

“ Donbt it not, mother,” replied the youth, I
will, and that with all my heart; only—"

“ Nay, I receive no qualifications of thy prom-
ise,” said Magdalen Greeme, catching at the word,
# the obedience which I require is absolute ; and
& blessinr on thee, thou darling memory of my
beloved child, that thou hast power to make a
promise go hard to human Lride! Truost me well,
that in the dusign in which thoun dost embarlk,

thon hast for thy partners the mighty and the val
iant, the power of the church, and the pride of the
noble, Succeed or [ail, live or die, thy name ghall
be among those with whom gnccess or failure i3
alike glorious, death or life alike desirable. For-
ward, then, forward | life is sbort, and our plan is
laborions—Angels, sainis, and the whole blessed
host of heaven, have their eyes even now on this
barren and blighted land of Scotland—What say
17 on Scotland ?—their eye is on us, Roland—on
the frail woman, on the inexperienced youth,
who, amidst the ruins which sacrilege hath made
in the holy place, devote themselves to God’s
cause, and that of their lawful Sovereign, Amen,
go be it! The blessed eyes of saints and mar-
tyrs, which see our resolve, shall witness the
execution; or their ears, which hear our vow,
ghall hear our death-groan drawn in the sacred
canse | ™

While thus speaking, she held Roland Greme
firmly with one hand, while she pointed upward
with the other, to leave him, as it were, no means
of protest against the obtestation to which he was
thus made a party. When she had finished her
appeal to Heaven, she left him no leisure for far-
ther hesitation, or for asking any explanation of
her purpose ; but passing with the same ready
transition as formerly, to the solicitous attentions
of an anxions parent, overwhelmed him with
qnestions concerning his residence in the Cas-
tle of Avenel, and the qualities and accomplish-
ments he had acquired.

1t is well,” she said, when she had exhaugted
her inquiries, *my gay goss-hawk * hath been
well trained, and will soar high; but those who
bred him will have cause to fear as well as to won-
der at his flight.—Let us now,"” she said, ** to our
morning meal, and care not though it be a scanty
one. A few hours' walk will bring us to mors
friendly quarters.”

They broke their fast accordingly, on such
fraements as remained of their yesterday's pro-
vision, and immediately set ont on their farther
journey. Magdalen Greeme led the way, with a
a firm and active step much beyond her years,
and Roland Greme followed, pensive and anx-
ions, and far from satisfied with the state of

# The comparizon is taken from some beantiful verses in an
old ballad, entitled Fanse Foodrage, published in the ¢ Minstrel-
ey of the Scottish Border.” A deposed queen, fo preserve her
infant son from the traitors who have elain his father, exchanges
him with the female offspring of a faithful friend, and goes on
to direct the education of the children, and the private
signals by which the parents are to hear news each of her ¢wx
offapring.

4 And you shall learn my gay goss-hawk
2ight well to breast a steed ;
And go will I your turtle dow,
As well to write and read.

¢ And ye shall learn my gay goss-hawk,
To wield both bow and brand;
And so will [ your turtle dow,
Ty lay gowd with her hand.

% At kirk or market when we meet,
We'll dare make no avow,
But, * Dame, how does my gnf‘ %oas-hn.ukf'
¢ Madame, how does my dow i’ ?
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dependence to which h i
¢ eeemed ag; Y
duced. eI
“Am I _for ever,” he said to himself, “tp he
devoured with the desire of independen
agency, and yet to be for ever led on, by
stances, to follow the will of others 7™

and free
circum-

—patl

CHAPTER X,
She dwelt unnoticed and alone,
Beside the springs of Dove;
A maid whom there was none to prais e,
And very few to love,
Wornsworrm,

IN the course of their Jjourney the travellers
epoke little to each other. h!z{:c[:ﬂ n ((}.-~'HL;:e
chanted, from time to time, in a low voice ;{Imrr,
uf‘slome one of those beautiful old Latin ‘115-1,111:
which belong to the Catholic service, muttered -1:1
%vc ora Credo, and so passed on, Jost u; (ie\:q—
tional contemplation. The meditations of i‘lcr
grandson were more bent on mundane m"””}w
and many a time, a8 a moor-fowl arose f]'a;‘l (i\L
heath, and shot along the moor, utterine hi;lbo‘.ri
crow of defiance, he thought of the jr?}!y 1\1-;'1
Woodcock, and his trosty goss-hawk orh-;
ihe{' passed a thicket wi the low h"uL‘w‘ :a‘.‘:v]
bushes were intermingled with tall t‘urn.i’ura; z J
b_room. 80 a8 to form a thick and intricate coy 1
his dreams were of a roebuck and a l,;"-ce toi:
gaze-hounds. But frequently his mind ;‘u-n d
to the benevolent and kind mistress whom i-el]-; 1
left behind him, offended justly, and qu-c "\ jii
by any effort of his. s
- “My step wonld be lighter,” he thoucht
and so would my heart, could but !J'I\'e:‘l"‘
turned to see her for one instant, ang ‘10 q«;.
113;(1:"-" the orphan boy was wild, but not ungrate-
Travelling in these divers moods abont the
hour of noon they reached a small str i L
lage, in which, as nsual, were gep
of .!\:use predominating towers, or peel
which, for reasons of defence elsewhere tletailed
were at that time to be found in ever ]an]rLale
hamlet. A brook flowed beside the village 11-
watered the valley in which it stood. Th:r: m-u-
a_lsu 2 mansion at the end of the village -T;:]J-:
lm]c' way separated from it, much dil; :j’f’iﬂh‘f,]‘
and in very bad order, but appearing to h:n‘chc;;,;
t‘._]e abode of persons of some consideration '1‘;; e
sitnation wae agreeable, beingz an anole fm'u.mru L
the stream, bearing three or four ‘.!l:'c Ev(--,_“-;::)v'.!
trees, which were in full leaf, and :cz'\':zd" to AL--
lieve the dark appearance of the mansion &
was built of a deep red stone. The honc‘
was a large one, but was now ol :
for the inmates ; sew

(L
1 One or two

l-houses

which
e itsell
U\'I'P!]h:y too biz
LRI v ral windows were buiit u :
especially those which opened from the 1 :,],'
Btory ; othors were blockaded in a less ..’HIJEJ!\:.:I
tial manner. The court before the unel '\‘;;“-‘ o
aad once been defended with a .~‘|rec-iu«‘n;'i“ I}
outer-wall, now ruinous, was paved ‘1,['“ ;;\i
stoues were completely covered with lope (,1.‘,;:,

LI - v

nettles, thistles, and other weeds, which, shoot
ing up betwixt the flags, had displaced many of
them from their level. Even matters demandine
more peremptory attention had been left Ilc::}uu;.
ff‘l- in & manner which argued sloth or p:jvuny
in the extreme. The stream, undermining a part
of the bank near an angle of the ruinous \{'ztll.haul
bron_’__r_ht it down, with a corner turret, the hi|1a
of which lay io the bed of the river, The current,
interrupted by the ruins which it had uverum}wn‘
and turned yet nearer to the site of the tower had‘
greatly enlarged the breach it had made, and w‘as in
the process of undermining the ground on which
the house itself stood, unless it were epeedily pro-
tected by suficient bulwarks.

All this attracted Roland Greme's observation,
as they approached, the dwelling by a \\‘indinﬂ‘
path, which gave them, at iuturvuiz‘hu view nrﬁ
from different points,

*1f we go to yonder house,” he said to his
mother, T trust it is but for a short visit. It
looks as if two rainy days from the north-west
would send the whole into the brook.”

**You see but with the eyes of the body," said
the old woman; *God will defend his own
thongh it be forsaken and despised of men. I_’.ct.j
ter to dwell on the sand, under his law, than iy
to the rock of human trust.” -

As ghe thus spoke, they entered the court be-
fore the old mansion, and Roland could -observe
that the front of it had formerly been consider-
ably ornamented with carved work, in the same
dark-colored freestone of which it was built
But all t ornaments had been broken da\vr.;
and destroy the ehattered vestiges of
niches and entablatures now strewed t]lunp]ace
which they had once occupied. The larcer en-
trance in front was walled up, buta Ii[tiDc foot-
path, which, from its appearance, seemed to be
rarely trodden, led to a small wicket, defended by
2 door well elenched with iron-headed nails, ot
which Magdalen Greme knocked three iin;fa.
pa r betwixt each knock, until she heard an
answering tap from within, At the last knock
the wicket was opened pale thin female, wlu;
said, ** Benedicti qué venfent in nomine Domini.”
They entefed, and the portress hastily shut be-
hind them the wicket, and made fast the massive
mstenings by which it was secured.

The female led the way through & narrow en-
trance, into a vestibule of some extent, paved
with stone, and haviug benches of the same ma-
terial ranged around. At the upper end was an
oriel window, but some of the intervals formed
by the stone-shafts and mullions were blocked up,
80 that the apartment was very gloomy

> they stopped, and the mistress of the

on, for such she was, embraced Magdalen

2, and, greeting her by the title of E ter,

kisged her with much solemnity, on either side
of the face.

**The blesging of Our Lady be upon you, my
eister,” were her next words; and they left no
doubt upon Roland's mind respecting the religion

B
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of their hostess, even if hie could have suspected
4is venerable and zealoug guide of resting else-
where than in the habitation of an orthodox
Catholic. They spoke together a few words in
private, during which he had leisure to remark
more particularly the appearance of his grand-
mother’s friend.

Her age mizht be betwixt fifty and sixty; her
'ooks had a mixture of melancholy and unhappi-
ness that bordered on discontent, and obscured
the remains of beanty which age had still left on
her featnres. Her dress was of the plainest and
most ordinary deseription, of a dark color, and,
like Magdalen Greme's, something approaching
to a religions habit. Strict ncatness and cleanki-
ness of person, seemed to intimate, that if poor,
ghe was not reduced to squalid or heart-broken dis-
tress, and that she was still sufficiently attached
to life to retain a taste for its decencies, if not its
elecancies, Her manner, a8 well as her features
and appearance, arzned an original condition and
edncation far above the meanness of her present
appearance. In short, the whole figure was such
as to excite the idea, ** That fernale must have had
a history worth knowing.”” While Roland Greeme
was making this very reflection, the whispers of
the two females ceased, and the mistress of the
mansion, appreaching him looked on his face and
person with much attention, and, as it seemed,
some interest.

+Thig, then,” she said, addressing his relative,
tjg the child of thine unhappy daunghter, sister
Magdalen ; and him, the -only shoot from your
ancient tree, you are willing to devote to the
Good Cause ? ™

“Yes, by the rood,” answered Magdalen
Greeme, in- her usual tone of resolved determi-
nation, * to the good cause I devote him, flesh and
fell, ginew and limb, body and soul.”

“Thou art a happy woman, sister Magdalen,”
anewered her companion, “ that, lifted so high
above human affection and human feeling, thou
canst bind guch a victim to the horns'of the altar.
Had I been called to make such a sacrifice—to
plunge a youth g0 young and fair into the plots
and bloodthirsty dealings of the time, nc* the
patriarch Abraham, when he led Isaac up the
mountain, would have rendered more melancholy
obedience.”

She then continuned to look at Roland with a
mournfal aspect of compassion, until the intent-
ness of her gaze oceasioned his color to rise; and
he was about to move out of its influence, when
he was stopped by his grandmether with one
hand, while with the other she divided the bair
upon his forehead, which was now crimson with
bashfulness, while she added, with a mixture of
proud affection and firm resolution—** Ay, look at
him well, my sister, for on a fairer face thine eye
never rested, I too, when I first saw him, aller a

ong separation, felt as the worldly feel, and was
nalf shaken in my purpose. But no wind can tear
a leaf from the withered tree which has long been
stripped of i‘s foliage, and no mere human casu-

alty can awaken the mortal feelings which have
long slept in the calm of devotion.”

While the old woman thus spoke, her manner
gave the lie to her assertions, for the tears rose to
her eyes while she added,** Bat the fairer and the
more spotless the vietim, i8 it not, my sister, the
more worthy of acceptance ?" She seemed glad
to escape from the sensations which agitated her,
and instantly added, ** He will escape, my sister—
there will be a ram caught in the thicket; and the
hand of our revolted brethren shall not be on the
youthful Joseph. Heaven can defend its own
richts, even by means of babes and sucklings, of
women and beardless boys.”

¢+ Heaven hath left us,” said the other female ;
% for our 8ins and our fathers® the succors of the
blessed saints have abandoned this accursed land.

Ve may win the erown of martyrdom, but not
that of earthly triumph. One, too, whose pru-
dence was at this deep crisis so indispensable,
has been called to a better world. The Abbot
Eustatius is no more.”

“ May his soul have mercy!™ said M
Greeme, * and may Heaven, too, have mercy upon
us, who linger behind in this bloody la
loss is indeed a perilous blow to our en
for who remains behind po
experience, his kelf devoted zeal, his consummate
wisdom, and hiz undaunted courage! He hath
fallen with the church’s standard in his hand, but
God will raise up another to lift the blessed ban-
ner. Whom have the Chapter elected in his
room? "

“Tt is rumored no one of the few femainmng
brethren dare accept the office, The hereticg have
gworn that they will permit no futore election,
and will heavily punizh any attempt to create a
new Abbot of Saint Mary® Conjuraverunt inler
se principes dicentes, Projiciamus lagueos efus.”

“ Quousque, Domine] "—ejaculated Magdalen ;
t this, my sister, werce indeed a perflous and fatal
brezeh in our band; bat Iam firm in my belief,
that another will arise in the place of him so us-
timely removed. Where is thy danghter Cathe-
rine ?*

*In the parlor,” answered the matron, * hut”
——S8he looked at Roland Greme, and muttered
gomething in the ear of her friend.

“ Fear it not,” answered Magdalen Greme,
“it is both lawfnol and neceseary—fear nothing
from him—I would he were as well grounded in
the faith by which alone comes safety,as he is
free from thought, deed, or specch of villany.
Therein is the heretics® discipline to be com-
mended, my sister, that they train up their youth
in streng morality, and choke up every inlet to
yonthful folly.”

“It is but a cleansing of the ontside of the
cup,” answered her friend, **a whitening of the
sepulchre ; but he shall see Catherine, since
gigter, jndge it safe and meet,—Follow us yo

ghe added, and led the way from the apartment
with her friend. These were the only words
which (he matron had addressed to Roland
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Greme, who obeyed them in silence. As they
paced through several winding passages and
waste apartments with a very slow step, the
page had leisure to make some reflections on his
gituation,—reflections of a nature which his ar-
dent temper considered as specially disagreeable.
It seemed he had now got two mistresses, or
tutoresses, instead of one, hoth elderly women,
and both, it would seem, in league to direct his
motions according to their own pleasure, and for
the accomplishment of plans to which he was no
party. This, he thonght, was too much; arguing
reasonably enough, that whatever right his grand-
mother and benefactress had to guide his motions,
ghe was neifher entitled to transfer her anthority,
nor to divide it with another, who seemed to as-
snme, without ceremony, the same tone of abso-
lute command over him.

“ But it sball not long continue thus," thought
Roland ; * I will not be all my life the slave of a
woman's whistle, to go when she bids, and come
when she calls. No, by Saint Andrew | the hand
that ean hold the lance is above the control of the
distaff. I will leave them the slipped collar in
their hands on the first opportanity, and let them
execnie their own devices by their own proper
force, It may save them both from peril, for I
guess what they meditate is not likely to prove
either safe or easy—the Earl of Murray and his
heresy are too well rooted to be grabbed up by
two old women."”

* Ag he thus resolved, they entered a low
room, in which a third female was scated. This
apartment was the first he had observed in the
mansion which was furnished with movable
seats, and with a wooden table, over which was
laid a piece of tapestry. A carpet was spread on
the floor, there was a grate in the chimney, and,
in brief, the apartment had the air of being
habitable and inhabited.

But Roland’s eyes found better employment
than to make observations on the aceommoda
tions of the chamber ; for this second female
habitant of the mansion seemed something very
different from any thing he had yet seen there.
At hig first entry, ehe had greeted with a silent
and low obeigance the two aged matrons, then
glancing her eyes towards Roland, she adjusted a
veil which hung back over her ehounlders as to
bring it over her face; an operation which she
performed with much modesty, but without either
affected haste or embarrassed timidity.

During this manceuvre Roland had time to ob-
serve, that the face was that of a girl apparently
pot much past eixteen, and that the eyes were at
once sgoft aud brilliant. To thege very favorable
oheervations was added the certainty, that the
fair object to whom they referred possessed an
excellent shape, bordering perhaps on embonpoint,
and therefore rather that of a Hebe than of a
Bylph, but beautifully formed, and shown to great
advantage by the close jacket and petticoat which
ghe wore after a foreign fashion, the last not quite
long enough to conceal a very pretty foot, which

rested on a bar of the table at which she sate; her
round arme and taper fingers very busily employed
in repairing the piece of tapestry which was
gpread on it, which exhibited several deplorable
fizsnres, enough to demand the utmost skill of the
most expert sempstress.

1t is to be remarked, that it was by stolen
glances that Roland Greme contrived to ascertain
these interesting particulars ¢ and he thought he
could once or twice, notwithstanding the texture
of the veil, detect the damsel in the act of taking
similar cognizance of his own person. The
matrons in the meanwhile continued their sep-
arate converzation, eyeing from time to time the
young people, in a manner which left Roland in
no doubt that they were the subject of their con-
versation, At length he distinctly heard Mag-
dalen Greme say these words—'* Nae, my sister,
we must give them opportunity to speak to-
gether, and to become acquainted ; they muct be
personally known to each other, or how shall
they be able to execute what they are introsted
with ¢

It seemed as if the matron, not fully satisfied
with her [riend's reasoning. continued to offer
some objections; but they were borne down by
her more dictatorial friend.

Tt must be so,” she said, ** my dear eister;
let us therefore go forth on the balcony, to finish
our conversation.—And do you,” she said, ad-
dressing Roland and the girl, ** become acquainted
with each other.”

With this-ghe stepped up to the young woman,
and raising her veil, discovered features whichy
whatever might be their ordinary complexion,
were now covered with a universal blush,

citumn s, said Magdalen, looking at the
other matron,

w Vix leitum,” replied the other, with re-
Inctant and hesitating acquicscence; and again
adjusting the veil of the blushing girl, she
dropped it o as to shade, though not to conceal
her countenance, and whispered to her, in a tone
loud enongh for the page to hear, ** Remember,
Catherine, who thou art, and for what destined.”

The matron then retreated with Magdalen
Greeme through one of the casements of the apart-
ment, that opemed on a large broad balcony,
which, with its ponderous balustrade, had once
run along the whole gouth front of the building
which faced the brook, and formed a pleasant and
commodions walk in the open air. It was now
in some places deprived of the balustrade, in
others broken and narrowed ; but, ruinous as it
wasg, could still be used as a pleasant promenade.
Here then walked the two ancient -dames, busied
in their private conversation; yet not go much
g0, but that Roland counld observe the matrons, as
their thin forms darkened the casement in passe
ing or repassing before it, dart a glance into the
apartment, to see how matters were gning on
there.
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CHAPTER XL

Lifa hath Its May, and it is mirthfa) then;
The woods are vocal, and the flowers all odor;
Its very blast has mirth in’t,—and the maidens,
The while they don their clonks to screen their kirtles,
Laugh st the rain that wets them.
Oup Prav,

CATHERINE was at the happy age of innocence
and buoyancy of epirit, when, after the first mo-
ment of embarrassment was over, a sitnation of
awkwardness, like that in which she was sud-
denly left to make acquaintance with & handsome
yonth, not even known fo her by name, struck
her, in spite of herself, in a ludicrous point of
view. She bent her beantiful eyes npon the work
with which she was busied, and with infinite
grayity sate out the two first turns of the matrons
upon the balcony ; but then, glancing her deep
blue eye a little towards Roland, and observing
the embarrassment under which he labored, now
shifting on his chair, and now dangling his cap,
the whole man evincing that he was perfectly at
a logs how to open the conversation, she could
keep her composure no longer, bnt after avain
gtrugrle broke out into a sincere, though a very
involuntary fit of langhing, o richly accompanied
by the langhter of her merry eyes, which actually
glanced through the tears which the effort filled
them with, and by the waving of her rich tresses,
that the goddess of smiles hersell never looked
more lovely than Catherine at that moment. A
court page would not have left her long alone in
her mirth ; hut Roland was country-bred, and, be-
gides, having some jealousy as well as bashful-
ness, he took it into his head that he was him-
gelf the object of her inextingnishable laughter.
His endeavors to sympathize with Catherine,
therefore, could carry him no farther than a
forced giggle, which had more of displeasure
than of mirth in it, and which go much enhanced
ihat of the girl, that it seemed to render it impos-
gible for her ever to bring her laughter to an end
with whatever anxious pains she lahored to do so.
For every one has felt, that when a paroxysm of
laughter has seized him at a misbecoming time
and place, the efforts which he makes to suppress
it, nay, the very sense of the impropriety of giv-
ing way to it, tend only to augment and prolong
the irresistible impulse.

It was undoubtedly Incky for Catherine, as
well as for Roland, that the latter did not share
in the excessive mirth of the former. For seated
as ghe was, with ker back to the casement,
Catherine could easily escape the observation of
the two matrons during the course of their
promenade ; whereas Greme was &0 placed,
with his side to the window, that his mirth, had
he shared that of his companion, would have
been instantly vigible, and conld not have failed
to give offence to the personages in question.
He sate, however, with some impatience, until
Catherine had exhansted either her power or her
desire of laughing, and was returning with good

grace to the exercise of her necdle, aud then he
obgerved with gome dryness, that * there seemed
no great occasion to recommend to them to im-
prove their acquaintance, as it seemed that they
were already tolerably familiar.”

Catherine had an extreme desire to set off
upon a fresh score, but ehe represged it etrongly,
and flxing her eyes on her work, replied by ask-
ing his pardon, and promising to avoid future
offence.

Roland had sense enough fo feel, that an air of
offended dignity was very much misplaced, and
that it was with a very different bearing he ought
to meet the deep blue eyes which had borne such
a hearty burden in the langhing scene. He tried,
therefore, to extricate himself as well as he could
from his blunder, by assuming a tone of corre-
gpondent gaiety, and requesting to know of the
nymph, * how it was her pleasura that they should
proceed in improving the acquaintance which had
commenced go merrily.”

“That" she eaid, *yon must yourself dis-
cover: perhaps I have gone a step too far in
opening our interview.”

“ Suppose,”’ said Roland Greme, ‘we should
begin as in a tale-book, by asking each other's
names and histories.”

“T¢ is right well imagined,” said Catherine.
“gand shows an argute judgment. Do yon begin,
and T will listen, and ouly put in a question or
two at the dark parts of the story. Come, unfold
then your name and history, my new acquaint-
ance."

«T am called Roland Greme, and that tall old
woman is my grandmother.”

“And your tutoress?—good. Who are your
parents ¥

“They are both dead,” replied Roland.

“ Ay, but who were they ? you had parents, I
presume ?

“J suppose 80, gaid Roland, “but I have
never been able to learn much of their history.
My father was a Scottish knight, who died gal-
lantly in his stirrups—my mother was a Greme
of Heathergill,<in the Debatable Land—most of
her family were killed when the Debatable coun-
try was burned by the Lord Maxwell and Herries
of Caerlaverock.”

“Ts it long ago ? 7" said the damsel.

v Before I was born,” answered the page.

“That must be a great while since,” said she,
ghaking her head gravely; *“look yoz, I cannot
weep for them.”

“Jt needs not,” said the youth, *they fell
with honor.™

8o much for your lineage, fair +ir,” replied
his companion, ** of whom I like the living speci-
men (a glance at the casement) far less than those
that are dead. Your much honored grandmothet
Jooks as if she conld make one weep in sad ear
nest. And now, fair sir, for your own person—if
you tell not the tale faster, it will be cut ghort in
the middle: Mother Bridget pauses longer and
longer every time she passes the window, and
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with her there is as little mirth as in the erave of
your ancestors.” g

** My tale is soon told—I was introduced into
the Castle of Avenel to be page to the lady of the
mansion,”

**She is a strict Huguenot, is ghe not? » said
the maiden, g

‘*Ag strict as Calvin himeelf. But my prand-
mother can play the poritan when it rs'niis her
purpose, and she had some plan of her own, for
quartering me in the Castle—it would have Izlfled
however, after we had remained several weeks né
the l?nmh:h but for an unexpected master of cere-
monies—"

* And who was that " said the gizl.

“A large black dog, Wolf by name, who
bronght me into the castle one day in his mouth
like & hurt wild-duck, and presented me to llu;
lady.”

A most respeetable introduction, truly.” said
Catherine; ‘‘and what might you hfuml:‘n. ih‘ii
£ame castle? I love dearly to know what m:,—ac_-
quaintances can do at need.”

“To fly a hawk, hollowsto a hound, back a
horse, and wield lance, bow, and hr:md.""

“Anf] to l_mas.t of all this when yon have
leﬂmu_I it,” gaid Catherine, ** which, in France at
least, is the surcst accomplishment of g page
But proceed, fair sir; how came your 1][]”1'1_':?[;’;
lord and your no less Huguenot lady to 1‘:(‘;:ui\'e
and keep in the family so perilous a ]'mr*uﬁ as a
Catholic page 7" > .

** Because they knew not that part of my his-
tory, which from infancy I have been tanght tl)
keep secret—and be e my graml—nlame?. for-
mer zealous attendance on their heretic chaplain
had Iaid all this suspicion to sleep, most lA‘lh‘u' lC:Ll,
lipolis,” said the page; and in so su\'jll:’ h(e Ed-:td:
his chair towards the seat of the fair t‘]u(f‘;'lrit i

3 ** Nay, but keep your distance, most ;'ql‘qnt.
gir,” answered the blue-eyed maiden: “ler ‘;'n-
less I greatly mistake, these reverend I:ulicu‘\\-Lul
£oon interrupt our amieable conference, if 1%0 a
quaintance they recommend shall Ecu'm t@) )‘f:n
ceed beyond a certain point—so, fair Firl b:
pleased to abide hy your station, and re !}‘.lf; 1*1:
questions.—By what achievements did you pn;v::
the qualities of & page, which you had thus har
pily acquired ? i g

_l_lc;l;aud, who began to enter into the tone and
Bpirit of the damsel's conversation, replied tt‘) th-r
with becoming spirit.

: *“In no feat, fair gentlewoman, was I found
inexpert, wherein there was mischicf im; l":
I ehot swans, hunted cats, frightened Hu'.l‘t'1"1:r;
women, chased the deer, and robbed the 01‘(:]1‘\1':] SI
Eay nothing of tormenting the chaplain in \-'-:‘rim.r
Ways 'l'or that was my duty as a good Ciﬂ]l[‘]]if‘ “n

: Now, as I am a gentlewoman,” said (::-.1‘,1.
erine, **I think these heretics have done C*mh:.;[i o
pena_nce in entertaining so nﬂ-umznmp]i;h;d l-{
gerving-man! And what, fair sir, micht lm";z
been the unhappy event which e‘u','privedjlhcm :;1'
wn inmate altogether so estimable 7

“Truly, fair gentlewoman,” answered tha
youth, **your real proverb says (hat the lon gest
lane will have a turning, and mine was more—it
was, in fine, a turning o

**Good " said the merry young maiden, “ft ia
an apt play on the word—and what occasion wag

aken for so important a cutastrophe ?—Nay, start
not for my learning, I do not know the schools—
in plain phrage, why were you eent from ser-
vice?™

The page shrugged his shoulders while he re-
plied,—* A short tale is soon told—and a short
horse soon curried. I made the falconer's boy
taste of my switch—the falconer threatemed to
make me brook his endgel—he is a kindly clown
a8 well as a stont, and I would rather have been
cudgelled by him than any man in Christendom
to choose—but I knew not his qualities at that
time—so I threatened to make him brook the
stab, and my Lady made me brook the * Begones?
g0 adieun to the page's office and the fair Castle of
Avenel—I had not travelled far before I met my
venerable parent—And so tell your tale, fair gen-
tlewoman, for mine is done.”

**A happy grandmother,” said the maiden,
“who had the luck to find the stray page just
when his mistress had elipped his leash, and a
most lucky page that has jumped at once from a
page to an old lady’s genileman-usher|

¢+ Al this is nothing of yonr history, answered
Roland Greme, who began to be much interested
in the congenial vivacity of this facetions young:
zf_“u;mlm\-mu:m,~—"m]c for tale is felluw-lr.‘lv‘ellel'%
Jjustice.”

** Wait till we are fellow-travellers, then,” re-
plied Catharine.

** Nay, you cscape me not £0," said the page 3
“if you deal not justly by me, 1 will call ont to
Dame Bridget, or whatever your dame De called,

1 you for a cheat.”

* You ghall not need,” answered the maiden—
“my history is the counterpart of your own ; the
same words might elmost gerve, chanze but dresa
end name. Iam called Catharine Seyton, and I
alzo am an orpha

** Have your parents been long dead 72

* That is the only qr on,” said ghe, throw-
ing down her fine eyes with a sudden expression
of gorrow ; ** that is the only question I cannot
laugh at.”

* And Dame Bridee

The sudden cloud } y like that which
crosses foran instant the summer sun, and she an-
swered with her usual lively expression, * Worse
by twenty degrees—Dame Bridget is my maiden
aunt.”

* Over gods forbode!™ said Roland—** Alas!
that yon have such a tale to tell | and what horror
comes next?”

*Your own history, exactly. Iwastaken npon
trial for service—""

* And tarned off for pinching the duenna, or

andmother?
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g0l — Our mistress broke up house, or had her
honse broke up, which is the same thing, and I
am a free woman of the forest.”

« And I am as glad of it as if any one had
lined my doublet with cloth of gold,” said the
youth,

1 thank you for your mirth,"” said she, ** but
‘he matter is not likely to concern yow.”

s Nay, but go on,” said the page, * for you will
e presenily interrupted; the two good dames
nave been soaring yonder on the baicony, like
two old hooded crows, and their croak grows
hoarser as night comes on; they will wing to
roost presently.~—This mistrees of yours, fair gen-
tlewoman, who was she, in God’s name ? 4y

“ Oh, she has a fair name in the world,” re-
plied Catherine Seyton. *‘Few ladies kept a
fairer houge, or held more gentlewomen in her
household ; my aunt Bridget was one of her house-
keepers. We never saw our mistress’s blessed
face, to be sure, but we heard enough of her; were
ap early and down late, and were kept to long
prayers and light food.”

“ Out npon the penurious old beldam!1™ sald
the page.

« For Heaven's eake, blaspheme not!” smd
the girl with an expression of fear.—** God pardon
us both! I meant mo harm. I speak of our
Dlessed Saint Catherine of Sienna l—may God for-
give me that I spoke o lightly, and made you do
a great sin and a great blasphemy. This was her
nunnery, in which there were twelve nuns and an
abbess. My aunt was the abbess, till the heretics
turned all adrife.”

« And where are your companions ?’' asked
the youth.

“ With the last year's snow,'’ answered the
maiden : **east, north, south and west—some to
France, some to Flanders, some, I fear, into the
world and its pleasures. We have got permission
to remain. or rather, our remaining has been con-
pived at, for my aunt has great relations among
the Kerrs, and they have threatened a death-fend
if any one touches us; and bow and spear are the
best warrant in these times.”

“ Nay, ther, you sit under a sure ghadow,"”
gaid the youth; ‘*and I suppose you wept your-
gelf blind when Saint Catherine broke up house-
keeping before you had taken arles * in her ser-
vice

« Hnsh ! for Heaven's sake," said the damsel,
crossing herself ; *no more of that! but I have
not quite cried my eyes out,” id she, tnrning
them upon him, and instantly again bending them
upon her work. It was one of those glances

which wonld require the threefold plate of brass
around the heart, more than it is needed by the
mariners, to whom Horace recommends it. Oaur
yonthful page had no defence whatever to
offer.

* What
two, thus 8

v you, Catherine,” he said, **if we
wely turned out of service at the

arnest-money.
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game time, should give our two most venerable
duennas the toreh to bold, while we walk a merry
measnre with each other over the floor of this
weary world? "

“ A goodly proposal, truly,"” said Catherine,
 and worthy the mad-cap brain of a discarded
pace l—And what shifts does your worship pro-
pose we should live by —by singing ballads, cut-
ting purses, or swaggering on the highway ? for
there, T think, you would find your most produe-
tive exchequer.”

 Choose, you prond peat!™ said the page,
drawing off in huge disdain at the calm and nn-
embarrassed ridicule with which his wild pro-
posal was received. And as he spoke the words,
the casement was again darkened by the forms of
the matrons—it opened, and admitted"Magdalen
Greme and the Mother Abbess, so we must now
siyle her, into the apartment,

———

CHAPTER XIIL

And holines T
And will be listan'd to.
Oup Pray,
WaEN the matrons re-entered, and put an end

to the conversation which we have detailed in the
last chapter, Dame Magdalen Greme thus ad-
dressed ber grandson and his pretty companion :
 Have you spoke together, my children ?—Have
you become known to each other as fellow-travel-
lers on the same dark and dubious road, whom
chance hath brought together, and who study to
learn the tempers and dispositions of those by
whom their perils ave to be shared 7™

Tt was seldom the light-hearted Catherine could
suppress a jest, so that she often spoke when she
would have acted more wisely in holding her
peace.

“ Your grandson admires the journey which
you propose £o very greatly, that he was evennow
preparing for setting out upon it instantly.”

“ This is to be too forward, Roland," said the
dame, addressing him, ‘*as yesierday you were
over elack—the just mean lies in ohedienee,
which both waits for the signal to start, and
obeys it when given.—But once azain, my chil-
dren, have you so perused each other’s counte-
nance, that when you meet, in whatever disguize
the times may impose upon you, you may recog-
nise each in the other the secret agent of the
mighty work in which you are to be leagued ?—
Look at each other, know each line and lineament
of each oth ountenance. Learn to distingnish
by the step, by: the sound of the voice, by the mo-
tion of the hand, by the glance of the eye, the
partner whom Heaven hath sent to aid in work-
ing its wil.—Wilt thon know that maiden, when-
goever, or wheresoever you shall again meet her,
my Roland G y

As readily y did Roland answer in tha
affirmative. ** And thoun, my danghter, will thon
acain remember the features of this youth?
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*Truly, mother,” replied Catherine Seyton,
“T have not seen 8o many men of late, that I
ghould immediately forget your grandson, though
I mark not much about him that is deserving of
special remembrance.”

“ Join bhands, then, my children,” said Mag-
dalen Greeme; but, in saying so, was interrnpted
by her companion, whose conventual prejudices
had been gradually giving her more and more un-
easiness, and who could remain acquiescent no
longer.

“ Nay, my good sister, you forget,” said ghe to
Magdalen, ** Catherine is the betrothed bride of
Heaven—these intimacies cannot be.”

*1t iz in the canse of Heaven that I command
them to embrace,” said Magdalen, with the full
force of hér powerful voice; *“the end, eister,
sanctifies the means we mugt uge.”

“They call me Lady Abbesg, or Mother at the
least, who address me,” said Dame Bridget, draw-
ing herself up, as if offended at her friend’s au-
thoritative manner—* the Lady of Heathergill
forgets that she speaks to the Abbess of Saint
Catherine.” .

*“When I was what you call me,” said Mag-
dalen, **you indeed were the Abbess of Saint
Catherine, but both names are now gone, with all
the rank that the world and that the church gave
to them: and we are now, fo the eye of human
judgment, two poor, despised, oppressed women,
dragging our dishonored old age to a humble
grave. But what are we in the eye of Heaven 79—
Ministers, sent forth to work his will,—in whose
weakness the strength of the church ghall be
manifested—before whom ghall be humbled the

wisdom of Murray, and the dark strength of Mor-
ton.—And to such wouldst thou apply the narrow
rules of thy cloistered seclusion ?—or, hast thou
forgotten the order which I showed thee from thy
Buperior, enbjecting thee to me in theze matters

“On thy head, then, be the scandal and the
gin," said the Abbess, sullenly.

** On mine be they both,” said Magdalen, “I
say, embrace each other, my children,”

But Catherine, aware, perhaps, how the dis-
pute was likely to terminate, had escaped from the
apariment, and so disappointed the grandson, at
least as much as the old matron.

* Bhe is gone,” eaid the Abbess, *to provide
eome little refreshment. But it will have little
ravor to those who dwell in the world: for I, at
least, cannot dispense with the rules to which I
am vowed, because it is the will of wicked men
to break down the sanctuary in which they are
wont to be observed.”

“It is well, my sister,” replied Magzdalen, ** to
pay each even the smallest tithes of mint and
cummin which the church demands, and I blame
not thy scrupnlous observance of the rnles of thine
order. But they were established by the church,
and for the church’s benefit ; and reason it isthat
they should give way when the salvation of the
church herself is at stake.”

The Abbess made no reply.

One more acquainted with human nature thsg
the inexperienced page, might have found amuse-
ment in comparing the different kinds of fanati-
cism which these two females exhibited. The
Abbess, timid, narrow-minded, and discontented,
clung to ancient usages and pretensions, which
were ended by the Reformation ; and was in ad-
versity, as he had been in prosperity, scrupulcas,
weak-spirited, and bigoted ; while the flery and
more lofty spirit of her companion suggested a
wider field of effort, and would not he limited by
ordinary rules in the extraordinary echemes which
were suggested by her bold and irregular imagina.
tion. But Roland Greme, instead of tracing these
peculiarities of character in the two old dames,
only waited with great anxiety for the return of
Catherine, expecting probably that the proposal
of the fraternal embrace would be renewed, as his
grandmother seemed disposed to carry matters
with a high hand.

His expectations, or hopes, if we may call them
50, were, however, dizappointed ; for, when Cath-
erine re-entered on the summons of the Abhess,
and placed on the table an earthen pitcher of
water, and four wooden platters, with cups of the
game materialg, the Dame of Heathergill, satisfied
with the arbitrary mode in which she had borne
down the opposition of the Abbess, pursned her
vietory no farther—a moderation for which her
grandson, in his heart, returned her but slender
thanks,

In the meanwhile, Catherine continued to
place upon the table the slender preparations for
the meal of a recluse, which counsisted almost en-
tirely of colewort, hoiled and served up in a
wooden platter, having no better sesgoning than
a little salt, and no better accompaniment than
gome coarse barley-bread, in very moderate gnan-
tity. The water-pitcher, already mentioned, far-
nished the only beverage. After a Latin grace,

delivered by the Abbese, the gnests sat downto
their spare entertainment. The simplicity of the
fare appeared to produce no distasie in the fe-
males, who ate of it moderately, but with the
usual appearance of appetite. But Roland Grema
had been used to better cheer, Sir Halbert Glen-
dinning, who affected even an unusual degree of
nobleness in his house-keeping, maintained it in
a style of genial hospitality, which rivalled that
of the Northern Barons of England. He might
think, perhaps, that by doing so, he acted yet
more completely the part for which he was born—
that of a great Baron and a leader. Two bullocks,
and six sheep, weekly, were the allowance when
the Baron was at home, and the number was no)
greatly diminished during his absence. A boll of
malt was weekly brewed into ale, which wasneed
by the hongehold at discretion, Bread was baked
in proportion for the consumption of his domestice
and retainers: and in this scene of plenty had Ro
land Greeme now lived for several years, Il
formed a bad introduction to lukewarm greens
and spring-water; and probably his countnance
indicated some svime of the difference, for the
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Abbess observed, ** 1t wounld seem, my £on, that our own wills nrt_crwarﬂs—-gxy. m?d w:ﬁldl tiake,na
the tables of the heretic Baron, whom you have =0 s_l:mru in our pastimes, too, if he t- ong 1‘ t lL[Itl].t E\ : -
Jong followed, are more daintily farnished than tirely innocent. But t.hem‘ old w ollfn;n ‘fr? T W;Hy
thu:c of the suffering danghters of the church j \\'rnptAup inglocm_. m:.‘stc_r.y‘and;e} - cut;al.—r] 0};
and yet, not upon the most solemn pights of fes- then, 1l’I_must neut_:er stir ?utrhl ligftltc: 10 :i(lc
tival, when the nuns were permitted to eat their outat window, Iwill at least Sul- \1\ 1: ':Lf;m
portion at mine own table, did I consider the of l!lﬂ l‘mnse contains that ma?r ;_e g 0 pth:t muey-
cates, which were then served up, as half so deli- ones tlmerlzcmdvcnmm I may 1}9; ;?‘n

cious as thege vegetables and this water on which eyer lafughcr in some cumerf 0111.10t Em Tl
1 prefer to feed, rather than do anght which may Going, lhcrg[orc, ont UI e"]c E‘x i thgtwo
derogate from the strictness of my vow._ Ttshall entrance opposite to that E_lrou:, 1‘: ic hos
never be =aid that the mistress of this hougemade matrons had departed (f"'f it may be r{aa lr{ﬂkﬁ:')r
it a house of feasting, when days of darkness and po:sed that he had no desire to u: m(hbcruto m
of affliction were hanging over the Holy Church privacy), he wandered from one ¢ am i S
of which T am an unworthy member," otl.\cfr, through the deserted edifice, see tmt,:‘;\

u Well hast thon said, my sister,” replied Mag- boyish eagerness, some s?iurlg:e ojhm ;:‘;-z.; ";)11:
-alen Greme; * but now it is not only time to amusement. Here he passe t muﬁ a]_me,.crc“a
putfer in the good ecause, but toactin it. And lery, opening on either hand L;izftu. ::3 11_ s
gince onr pilzrim’s meal is finished, let us go apart of‘ tl}e nuns, al{ ml.serto::], z.md'h ¢ f,-]fn; L?e r(:nes ! :ha
to prepare for our journey to-morrow, and to ad- trifling arnlclm of furniture which
vise on the manner in which these children shall ordler admgtted. L 30 ol bodl scRhviE I
be employed, and what measures we can adopt o * The birds are QOWDB ’ E:Amll:: ) mri.: B8 2
eupply their thoughtlessnese and lack of discre- Whether they will find themselves \’ OGE
tion.” open air than in these damp narrow cages, 1 ‘l,El\O

ﬁot.\w'imllstantling hiz indifferent cheer, the my Lady ‘:‘&hhess and my \:enural?};.;] r_u!al-i(:‘laaiﬁ
heart of Roland Greme bounded high at this pro- settle betwixt them. I think “he i 1.:10112_!1?5 e
posal, which he doubted not would lead to another W‘hnlm they have ]C:’FL bchmq I‘.l'l‘l_ll'l, would like bes
tito-4-tite betwixt him and the pretty novice. But tosing _nnr_ler God's free eky. o RS
he was mistaken. Catherine, it would seem, had _4\ winding etair, E.tl‘iilt “,“fl narz’-o‘\\, a31 re-
no mind go far toindulge him ; for, moved either n_und the nuns of their dn'tlc: f{l‘ ‘ms; au‘ mace,:t-a-
by delicacy or caprice, or some of those indeserib- tion, led down to. & lower sulle 0 rﬂv]dr_ullmnqz.
able shades betwixt the one and the other, with ““111(:11 occupied the'grolmd elo.u. Ua tnle 1:)]:1:,
which women love to tease, and at the same time 'lhnl-su roOImS Were even 1110rc ruinoun 5 :la?h -]ﬁoa-?*_
to captivate, the ruder sex, she reminded the Ab- wiiich he had left, for having encounterec fie. hr-.-.d
bess that it was necessary she should retire for'an  fury of the 35541112111‘181h}"\\ hom Thf mglllltlr?l ;
hour before vespers; and, receiving theready and been \\'ab_'tcﬂ. Ebe o dh:nl_ hwlnh : I-Ir]ljt: oxué
approving nod of her Superior, she arose to with- the doors, brokan down, an GW;l . Lé’-‘q- o
draw. But before leaving the apartment, shemade betwixtthe apartments, u'iz«zmn._p nees, L‘. 11‘0__ »
obeisance to the matrons, bending herself till her As he thus stalked from aescv}at-an to fero =3lltnn,
hands touched her knees, and then made a lesser 8nd began to think of returning 11'01_113'0 12“13;{(;
reverence to Roland, which consisted in a slight €sting a research to the ('hﬂﬂlhl‘il' ‘-\]hl‘":h . e he J
bend of ihe body and gentle depression of the left, he was 51}"1‘1'1»‘&‘;(1 to liear '_fAle Sk a Ci)fd
head. This she performed very demurely; but very close tolhnu., ?h? 901};10%_“‘3550‘:;:2332[:(1
the party on whom the salutation was c.on[crmq11 i: tw]ll?ttllx‘:iﬁ E‘:géinptlhih\:ai:é 0? ;Llionrhnd I;ﬁd e

o a 1d discern in her manner an arch 8¢ t =Ll '

grl]?;l;}?sciillicf'?):l:oi:ln;aiinn over his secret disap- h'.'md on his dagger, while :1'5 the ‘fulm g]mueutl.he
pointment.—** The devil take the sancy girl,” he light and lovely form of “L‘:dl'm\ ine Seyton r;_]tf;
thought in bis heart, thotigh the presence of the Fvn_te(l itzelf at ll‘.L‘: ’L‘l‘O\(h of the apartment fror
Abbess ghould have repressed all such profane W‘u}cl: the sound had 1:5-'.\1:1(1[.‘1. it
imarinations,—*ghe is as hard-hearted as the * Goad-even to you, valiant '311&1'1\1.3‘2!}1; =
laughing hyena that the story-books tell of—she ghe. “bmce\th? ﬂfll\: of Glll!" 0{ :11‘;;&‘:;):.8‘:&
has a mind that I shall not forget her this nightat \*'i‘-‘flmle ZIULS worthy to CDF“HD CE‘ G v.

I Cow ?" gaid Roland Greeme, ** by my faith, 1
lﬁaflt“.lm matrons now retired also, giving the page thought it had been the devil that roared g0 meat
to understand that he was on no account to stir. me. Who e\;er heard of a convent containing a

¢ vent. orto show himself at the win- cow-honse?’ .
gf?\l:jhllh;?hltu; assigning as a reason, thereadi- “Cow and calf may come hither now."'an.-
ness with which the rude heretics canght at every swered Catherine, lul_' we have 1o rnEaLns to keep
occasion of scandalizing the religious’orders. out either. But Iadvise you, kind :n‘, to return

“his iz worse than the rigor of Mr, Henry to the place from whence you came.” £
Warden, himself,” said the page, when he was “Not till T gee your ch:zrgc‘ I'u.u' sister, 31.1-
.eft alone; “for, to do him justice, how ever strict s“-cred_ Ral:‘md, and mndwln_s way m‘to thii:;pam
in requiring the most rigid attention during the ment, in gpite of the .]me serions half laughing re
time of his homilies, he left us to the freedom of monsirances of the girl,




WAVERLEY NOVELS.

The poor solitary cow, now the only severe re-
tluse within the nunnery, was quartered in a
epacions chamber, which had once been the re-
fectory of the convent. The roof was graced with
g -I]C‘(‘l arches, and the wall with niches, from
which the images had been pulled down. These
remnants of architectaral ornaments were strange-
Iy contrasted with the rude crib constructed for
the cow in one corner of the apartment, and the
stack of fodder which was piled beside it for her
food. *

“By my faith,” gaid the page, *Crombie is
more lordly lodged than any one here!™

“Yon bad best remain with her,” said Cath-
erine, ““and supply by your filial attentions the
offspring she has had the ill luck to lose.”

*1 will femain, at least. to help you to prepare
hc_r _ni;,rhr,'s lair, pretty Catherine,” said Roland,
ecizing upon a pitch-fork.

** By no means,” said Catherine: * for, besides
that yon know not in the least how to do her that
service, you will bring a chiding my way, and I
get enough of that in the regular course of things,"

“What! for accepting my ance? " gaid
the page,—** for aceepting my assistance, who am
to be your confederate in some d ep matter of im-
port? That were altogether unreasonable—and,
now I think on it, tell me if you ean, what is this
mighty emprise to which T am de ed?”

_“ Robbing a bird’s nest, I should snppose
said Catherine, ** congider g the champ
they have selected,”

** By my faith,” gaid the yonth, *and he that
has taken a falcon’s nest in the Seaurs of Pol-
moodie, has done something to brag of, my fair
gister.—But that is all over now—a murrain on
the nest, and the eyasses and their food, washed
or unwashed, for it was all anon of cramming
these worthless kites that I was sent upon my
present travels, Save thal 1 have met with \'n[{,
pretty sister, I could eat my dagger-hilt for Ve
tion at my own folly. Bat, as we are to be fel-
low-travellers 23

**Fellow-laborers ! not fellow-travellers 1" an-
Bwered the girl ; * for to your comfort be it known,

& or two ideas of the d
e by my father, In b
was born in 1

the animal fel
ry thus warning the
t. As the dog conti
r got the cld bnt

wans fonnd safe and s he place being filled wi
eommodity which littered the I

of Augeas, and wk
rendered the dog'e fall an en

that the Lady Abbess and I get ount catlier than
von and your respected relative to-morrow, and
that I partly endure your company at present, be
cause it may be long ere we meet again.”

** By Saint Andrew, butit shall not thongh*
angwered Roland; * I will not bunt at all unless
we are to hunt in couples.”

T suspect, in that and in other points, we
must do as we are bid,” replied the young lady.—
*Bat, hark! I hear my annt’s voice.”

The old lady entered in good earnest, and darted
a severe glance at her niece, while Roland hadthe
ready wit to busy himeself about the halter of the
COW.

*The young gentleman,” said Catherine,
gravely, * is helping me to tie the cow up faster
to her stake, forI find that last night when she
put her head ont of window and lowed, she
alarmed the whole village ; and we shall be sus-
pected of sorcery among the hereties, if they do
rotdiscover the cause of the apparition, orlose
our cow if they do.”

“Relieve y elf of {hat fear,” said the Ab-
bess, somewbat ironically ; ** the person to whom
she is now sold, comes for the animal presently.”

“ Good- , then, my poor companion,” said

Catherine, patting the 3 I's shoulders; “I
hope thou has

1 hands, for my
happiest hours of late n gpent in tending
tl I would I had been born to no better task 1 ™

**Now, ont upon thee, ted wench 1
said the Abb
name of 8 3
honse, freading the pathof election—and to be
spoken befor:

'med to say—* Yon gee to

y vizit has exposed me," when,

g her mind, she came forward

e, and extended her hand as she bid

him good-eveni Their palms had pressed each
other ere the astonished matron could interfere,
and C e had time to say—** Forgive me,
mother ; it is long gince we have seen a face that
with dness on us. Since these disor-

ve broken np our peaceful retreat, all has
gloom and o 7. I lid this youth kind-
come hither in kind-
are great, that we may
world. I guess better

ause the o
meet in t

gchemes on which you are rush-
hty for your management, and

I stone a-rolling,

h must eurely crush you in its descent. 1

bid farewell,” she added, ** to my fellow-victim 1™
This was epoken with a tone of deep and
together different from the usnal

's manner, and plaioly showed,

1esg of extreme youth and
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total inexperience, there lurked in her bosom a her provoking smile.”—He fell agleep, and it was
deeper power of sense and feeling, than her con- to dream of Catherine Seytomn,

dnet had hitherto expressed.

The Abbess remained a moment silent after
ghe had left the room. The proposed rebuke died
on her tongue, and she appeared struck with the
deep and foreboding tone in which her niece had
spoken her good-cven. She led the way in silence
to the apartment which they had formerly ocen-
pied, and where there was prepared a small re-
fection, as the Abbess termed it, consisting of
milk and barley-bread. Magdalen Greme, sum-
moned to take share in this collation, appeared
from an adjoining apartment, but Catherine was
secn no more. There was little said during the
hasty meal, and after it was finished, Roland
Greme was digmissed to the nearest cell, where
some preparations had been made for his repose.

The strange circumstances in which he found
himeself, had their usnal effece in preventing slum-
ber from hastily descending on him, and he could
distinctly hear, by a low but earnest murmuring
in the apartment which he had left, that the ma-
trons continued in deep consultation to a late
hour. As they separated he heard the Abbess
distinetly express hersell thus: “In a word, my
gister, I venerate your character and the author-
ity with which my Superiors have invested you ;
yet it seewns to me, that, ere entering on this per-
ilous course, we should consult some of the Fa-
thers of the Chureh.”

** And how and where are we to find a faithful
Bishep or Abhot at whom to ask counsel? The
faithful Eustatius is no more—he is withdrawn
from a world of evil, and from the tyranny of
heretics, May Heaven and our Lady assoilzie
him of his sins, and abridge the penance of Lis
mortal infirmities | —Where shall we find another,
with whom to take counsel ?

“ Heaven will provide for the Church,” said
the Abhess: *“*and the faithful fatbers who yet
are suffered to remain in the house of Henna-
quhair, will proceed to elect an Abbot. They will
not suifer the staff to fall down, or the mitre to be
unfilled, for the threats of heresy.”

* That will I learn to-morrow,” said Magdalen
Grzme ; ** yet who now takes the office of an hour,
gave to partake with the gpoilers in their wo
plunder ?—to-morrow will tell us if one of the
thonsand gaints who are sprung from the House
of Saint Mary’s continues to look down on it in
jts misery.—Farewcll, my sister —we meet at
Edinburgh.”

 Benedicite 1 answered the Abbess, and they
parted.

**To Kennaquhair and to Ediodburgh we bend
our way,” thonght Roland Greeme. * That infor-
mation have I purchased by a sleepless hour—it
suits well with my purpose. Al Kennaqnhair I
ghall see Father Ambrose ;—at Edinburgh I shall
find the means of shaping my own course throngh
this bustling world, without burdening my affec-
tionate relation—at Edinburgh, too, 1 shall. see
amin the witching novice, with her blue eyes and
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CHAPTER XIIL

n I thought we had hurl’d him
Dowa on the d, never more to rise.
Bring wedge and ax {zhbors, lend your hands
And rive the idol into winter fagots!

ATHELSTANE, OR THE ConvERTED DANE.

What, Dagon up

Roraxp Graxe slept long and sound, and the
gun was high over the horizon, when the voice of
his companion snmmoned him to resume their
vilerimare ; and when, hastily arranging his
dress, he went to attend Ler call, the enthnsiastic
matron stood already at the threshold, prepared
for her journey. There was in all the deportment
of this remarkable woman, a promptitude of ex-
ecntion, and a sternness of perseverance, founded
on the fanaticism which she nursed o deeply.
and which seemed to absorb all the ordinary pur-

md feelings of mortality. One only human
ion gleamed through her enthusiastic ener-
like the broken glimpses of the sun through

ing clouds of a storm. It was her maternal
fondness for her grandson—a fondness carried
almost to the verze of dotage, in cirer ances
where the Catholic religion was not concerned,
but which gave way intly when it chanced
either to thwart or come in contact with the more
led purpose of her soul, and the more devoted
duty of her life. Her life she wonld willingly
have laid down to save the earthly object of her
affection ; but that object itself ghe was ready to
hazard, and would have been willing to sacrifice,
conld the restoration of the Church of Rome have
been purchased with his blood, Her d
by the way, excepting on the few occasions in
which her extreme love of her grandsen fonnd
opportunity to display itself in anxiety for his
health and accommodation, turned entirely on the
duty of raising up the fallen honors of the Church,
and replacing a Catholie sovereizn on the throne,
There were times at which she hinted, though
very obscurely and distantly, that ghe herself was
foredoomed by Heaven to perform a part in this
important tagk; and that she had more than mere
human warranty for the zeal with which she en-
gaged in it. But on this subject she expressed
herself in such general langnace, that it was not
easy to decide whether she made any actual pre-
tensions toa direct and snpernatural eall, like the
celebrated Elizabeth Barton, commonly called the
Nun of Kent; * or whether ghe only dwelt upon
the general duty which was incnmbent on alt
Catholics of the time, and the pressnre of which
she felt in an extraordinary degree.
Yet thongh Magdalen Greeme gave no direct

# A fanatic nun, called the Holy Maid of Kent, who pre-
tended to the gift of prophecy and power of mira Having
doom of speedy death y VIIL for
his age with Anne Boleyn, the pr
Parllament, and executed w mplices, Her imposture
was for a time so su ‘ul, that even Sir Thomas More wax
gisposed to be a believer.




