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Eppearance those who had gathered fiercely
around Roland, fell back with respect.

This was a tall man, whose dark hair was al-
ready grizzled, thongh his eye and hanghty fea-
tures retained all the animation of youth, The
upper part of his person was undressed to his
Holland shirt, whose ample folds were stained
with blood. But he wore a mantle of crimson,
lined with rich fur, cast around him, which sup-
plied the deficiency of his dress. On his head he
had a erimson velvet bonnet, looped up on one
side with a small golden chain of many links,
which, going thrice ronnd the hat, was fastened
by 8 medal, agreeable to the fashion amongst the
grandees of the time.

*“Whom bave you here, sons and kinsmen,”
£aid he, ““around whom you crowd thus rough-
ly !—Enow you not that the shelter of this roof
should secure every one fair treatment, who shall
come hither either in fair peace, or in open and
manly hostility #

‘*But here, my lord,” answered one of the
youths, ““is a knave who comes on lreacherous
espiall”

*“I deny the charge!” said Roland Greme,
boldly, “I came to inquire after my Lord Sey-
ton.?

A likely tale,” answered his accusers, *“in
the mouth of a follower of Glendinnjng.”

: ‘“Stay, young men,” gaid the Lord Seyton, for
it was that nobleman himself, **let me look at
this youth—By heaven, it is the very same who
came 8o holdly to my side not very many minutes
gince, when some of my own knaves bore them-
selves with more respect to their own worship-
ful gafety than to mine! Stand back from him,
for he well deserves honor and a friendly wel-
come al your hands, instead of this rough treat-
ment.” b

They fell back on all sides, obedient to Lord
Beyton’s commands, who, taking Roland Greme
by the hand, thanked him for his prompt and gal-
lant assistance, adding, that he nothing doubted,
““ the same interest which he had taken in his
cause in the affray, brought him hither to inquire
after his hurt.”

Roland bowed low in acquiescence.

** Oris there anything in which I can serve yon,
to show my sense of your ready gallantry §

But the page, thinking it best to abide by the
apo.ozy for his visit which the Lord Seyton had
£0 aptly himself suggested, replied; **that to be
assured of his lordship’s safety, had been the
only cause of his intrusion. He jndzed,” he
added, **he had seen him receive some hurt in
the affray.”

A ftrifle,” said Lord Seyton; I had but
siripped my doublet, that the chirurgeon might
put some dressing on the paltry scratch, when
these rash boys interrupted us with their clamor.*

Roland Graeme, making a low obeisance, was
now about to depart, for, relieved from the dan-
ger of beir: treated as a spy, he began next to
fear, that his companion, Adam Woodcock, whom

he had so unceremoniously quitted, wonld either
bring him into some fartherdilemma, by venturing
into the hotel in quest of him, or ride off and leave
him behind altogether. But Lord Seyton did not
permit him to escape so easily.—* Tarry,” he
said, *“ young man, and let me know thy rank
and name. The Seyton has of late been more
wont to see friends and followers shrink from
his side, than fo receive aid from strangers—
but a new world may come round, in which he
may have the chance of rewarding his well-
wWishers.”

*My name is'Roland Greme, my lord,” an-
swered the youth, “*a paze, who, for the present,
is in the service of 8ir Halbert Glendinning.”

**1 said so from the first,” said one of the
young men ; **my life I will wager, that this is a
shaft out of the heretic’s quiver—a stratagem
from first to last, to injeer into your confidence
gome espial of his own. They know how to
teach both boys and women to play the intelli-
gencers.”

**That is false, if it be spoken of me,” said Ro-
land ; *“no man in Scotland should teach me such
a foul part 1™

‘I believe thee, boy,” said Lord Seyton, * for
thy strokes were too fair to be dealt upon an un-
derstanding with those that were to receive them.
Credit me, however, I little expected to have help
at need from one of your master’s honsehold ; and
I wonld know what moved thee in my quarrel, to
thine own endangering 1

*“So please you, my lord," said Roland, “I
think my master himself wonld not have stood
by, and seen an honorable man borne to earth by
odds, if his single arm could help him. Such, at™>
least, is the lesson we were tanght in chivalry at
the Castle of Avenel.”

** The good seed hath fallen into good ground,
young man,” said Seyton; ‘“‘but alas! if thoa
practise such honorable war in these dishonorable
days, when right is everywhere horne down by
mastery, thy life, my poor boy, will be but a short
one,”

* Let it be ghort, o it be honorable,” said Ro-
land Grzme; ‘‘and permit me now, my lord,
to commend me to your grace, and to take my
leave. A comrade waits with my horse in the
streef.”

**Take this, however, young man,* gaid Lord
Seyton,* undoing from his bonnet the golden
chain and medal, “and wear it for my sake.”

* George, fifth Tord Seton, was hwmavably faithful {o
Queen Mary during all the mutabilities of her fortune. He was
grand-master of the household, in which espacity he had s
picture painted of himself, with his official baton, and the
following motto:—

In adversitate, patiens ;
T prosperitate, bensvolus,
Hazard, yel forward,

Op varions parts of his castle he inscribad, as expressing hin

ré jigious and political creed, the legend,
U~ Diev, uvx Fov, ux Rov, ux Loy,
Hop declined to bo promoted to an earldom, which Queex

|
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With no little pride Roland Greme accepted
the gift, which he hastily fastened around his
bonnet, as he had seen gallants wear such an or-
nament, and renewing his obeizance to the Baron,
left the hall, traversed the court, and appeared in
the street, just as Adam Woodcock, vexed and
anxions at his delay, had determined to leave
the horses to their fate, and go in quest of his
youthful comrade. * 'Whose barn hast thou bro-
ken next " he exclaimed, greatly relieved by
his appearance, althongh his countenance indi-
cated that he had passed through an agitating
scene. !

* Ask me no questions,” gaid Roland, leaping
gaily on his horse; **but see how short time it
takes to win a chain of gold,” pointing to that
which he now wore.

“Now, God forbid that thon hast either stolen
it, or reft it by violence,”” said the falconer; “for,
otherwise, I wot not how the devil thou couldst
compass it. I have been often here, ay, for
months at an end, and no one gave me either
chain or medal.”

*Thon seest I have got one on shorter ac-
quaintance with the city,”” answered the page,
*“but set thine honest heart at rest; that which
is fairly won and freely given, is neither reft nor
stolen.”

* Marry, hang thee, with thy fanfarona * about
thy neck ! said the falconer; **I think water
will not drown, nor hemp strangle thee. Thou
hast been discarded as my lady's page, to come
in again as my lord’s squire; and for following a

Mary offered bim ai the same time when she advenced her
aatural brother to be Earl of Mar, and afterwards of Murray.

On his refusing this honor, Mary wrote, or caused to be
written, the following lines in Latin and French:—

%€ Sunt comites, ducesque alii; sunt d_er_!!«}ue reges;
Sethoni dominum sit satis esse mihi.”

11 y a des comples, des roys, des dues; ainsi ;
(est assez pour inoy d’estre Seigneur de Seion.™

Which may be thus rendered:—

¢ Earl,-duke; or king, be thou that 1'15!"2,0 he;

Seton, thy lordsh enough for me.

This distich reminds us of the ¥ pride which aped humility,”

in the motto of the hovse of Conei:i—
¥ Je suis ni roy, nl princs anssi;
Ja suis le Seignenr de Coucy.”

After the battle of Langside, Lord Seton was obliged to re-
tire abroad for safety, and was an exile for two years, doring
which hé was reduced to the necsssity of driving a wazgon in
Flanders for his subsistence, He rose to favor in James VL's
reizn, and resuming his paternal property, had himself painted
in his waggoner's dress, and in the act of driving & wain with
four horses on the north end of a stately gallery at Seton
Castle, He appears fo have been fond of the arts; for thers
exists a Deautifnl family-picce of him in the cenire of his
family, Mr, Pinkerton, in his Scottish Iconographia, published
an engraving of this curions portrait.  The original is the prop-
erty of Lord Somerville, pearly connected with the Seton
family, and i3 at present at his lordship’s fishing villa of the
Pavilion, near Melrose,

# A nams given to the gold chains worn by the military men
of the period. It is of Spanish erigin; for the fashion of wear-
ng these corlly ornaments was much followed amongst the
zonquerors of (ki New World,

noble young. damsel into some great household,
thou gettest a chain and medal, where another
would have had the baton across his shoulders
if he missed havies the dirk in his body.—But
here we come in front of the old Abbey. Bear
thy good luck with you when you cross these
paved slones, and, by Our Lady, you may brag
Scotland.”

As he spoke, they checked their horses, where
the huge old vaulted entrance to the Abbey or
Palace of Holyrood, crossed the termination of
the street down which they had proceeded. The
conrt-yard of the palace opened within this
gloomy porch, showing the front of an irregulas
pile of monagtic buildings, one wing of which is
still extant, forming a part of the modern palace,
erected in the days of Charles L.

At the gate of the porch the [alconer and page
resigned their horses to the serving-man in at-
tendance; the falconer commanding him with
an air of authority, to carry them safely fo the
stables.— We follow,” he said, * the Enight of
Avenel.—We must bear ourselves for what we
are here," gaid he, in a whisper to Roland, * for
every one here is looked on ag they demean them-
gelves, and he that is too modest must fo the
wall, as the proverb says; therefore cock thy
bonnet, man, and let ns brook the causeway
bravely.”

Asgsuming, therefore, an air of consequence,
corresponding to what he supposed to be his
master’s importance and quality, Adam Wood-
cock led the way into the court-yard of the Palace
of Holyrood.

—_—

CHAPTER XVIIL

The sky is clouded, Gaspard,
And the vex’d ocean eleeps a troubled sleep,
Beneath a lurid gleam-of parting sunshine.
Such slumber hangs o’er discontented lands,
While factions doubt, as yet, if they have sirength
To front the open battle,

Avmion—A Pors,

TrE yonthful page pansed on the entrance of
the court-yard, and implored his guide to give
him a moment’s breathing space. “‘Let me but
look around me, man,” said he; *you consider
not I have never seen guch a scene as this before.
—And this is Holyrood—the resort of the gallant
and gay, and the fair, and the wise, and the pow-
erful 1

¢ Ay, marry, is it1?? said Woodecock; “ but I
wish I could hood thee as they do the hawks, for
thou starest as wildly as if you sought another
fray or another fanfarona. I would I had thee
safely housed, for thon lookest wild as a goss-
hawk.”

It was indeed no common sight to Roland, the
vestibule of a palace, traversed by its varions
groups,—some radiant with gaiety—some pen-
sive, and apparently weighed down by affairs
concerning the state, or concerning themselves.
Here the hoary statesman, with his cautious yet
commanding look, his furred cloak and sable pamx




76 WAVERLEY NOVELS.

toufles - there the soldier in buff and steel, his
.ong sword jarring againet the pavement, and his
whiskered upper lip and frowning brow, looking
an habitual defiance of danger, which perh .
was not always made good; there again passed
my lord’s serving-man, hich of heart, and bloody
of hand, humble to his master and his master’s
equalg, insolent to all others, To these might he
added, the poor snitor, with his anxious Jook and
depressed mien—the officer, full of his brief an-
thority, elbowing his betters, and possibly bis
benefactors, out of the road—the proud p'r‘test.
who sought a better henefice—the proud baron,
wlho songht a grant of church lands—the robber
chief, who eame to solicit a pardon for the in-
juries he had inflicted on his neighbors—the
plundered fr in, who came to seck

for that which he had himszelf received. Besides
there was the mustering and disposition of cuards
and goldiers—the despatching of messengers, and
the receiving them—the ::':nﬁ.piinq and neighing
ofhorses without the gate—the flashing of ar
and rustling of plumes, and jin 3 3
within it. In short, it was that gay and splendid
confusion, in which the eye of youth sees all that
iz brave and brilliant, and that of experience
much that is doabtfnl, deceitful, false, and hollow
—hopes that will never be gratified—pro 8
which will never be fulfilled—pride in the dis-
guise of humility—and insolence in that of frank
and generous bounty.

As, tired of the eager and enraptured atfention
which the page gave to a scene s0 new to him,
Adam Woodcock endeavored to get him to move
forward, before his exuberance of astonishment
should attract the observation of the sharp-witted
denizens of the court, the falconer hims
an object of attention to a gay menial in
green bonnet and feather, with a cloak of a corre
sponding color, laid down, as the phrase then

t, by six broad bars of silver lace, and welted
with violet and silver. The words of recorni
burst from both at once. * What | _\Lr“:['mp\\'nr_\(lr
cock at court!* and * What! Michael Wing-the-
wind—and how runs the hackit greyhound biteh
now i

**The wanr for the wear, like ourselves, Adam
—eight years this grass—no four legs will carry a
dog for ever; but we keep her for the bireed N:ul
80 she "scapes Border doom.—But why stand yon
ghzing there? I promise you my lord has wished
for you, and asked for you."

*My Lord of Murray asked for me, and the
Regent of the kingdom too!” said Adam. “I
bunger and thirst to pay my duty to my good
lord ;—but I fancy his good lordship remembers
the day’s sport on Carnwath-moor; and my
Drummelzier falcon that beat the hawks from
the Isle of Man, and won his lordship a hundred
crowns from the Southern baron whom they

called Stanley.” 3

* Nay, not to flatter thee, Adam,” =aid his
court-friend, ** he remembers nought of thee, or
of thy falcon either. He hath flown many a

higher flight since that, and strack his qnerry
too. But come, come hither away; I trust we
are to he good comrades on the old score,™

“What!™ said Adam, “yon would have me
erush a pot with you; bat I must firet dispose of
my where he will neither have girl to chase,
nor 0 draw sword upon.” :

**Is the youngster such a one ? said Michael;

Ay, by my hood, he flies all game,” replied
Woodeoek.,

*Then had he hetter come with us,” egig
Michael Wing-the-wind; * for we cannot have a
proper carouse Just now, only I would wet my
lips, and so must yon. I want to bear the news
from Saint Mary's before yon sce my lord, and I
will let you know how the wind sits up yondes?

While he thus spoke, he led the way to a side-
door which opened into the court; and threading
geveral dark passages with the air of one who
knew the most secret recesses of the palace, con-
ducted them to a small matted chamber, where

ced bread and cheese and a foaming flagon

before the falconer and his youngz coms

panion, whoimmedi did justice tothe Tatter

in a hearty dr t, ch nearly emptied the

Having drawn his breath, and dashed

the froth from his whiskers, he obseryved that his
for the boy had made him deadly dry.

nd your dranght,” said his hospitable

friend, again supplying the flagon from' a pitcher

which stood beside. “I know the way to the

And now, what T say—this

1 of Morton came {o my lord ing

at ! they keep the old friendship, then®?®
said Woodcock.
ay, man, what else?" eaid Michael;

imd must seratch’the other, But in'a

ty chafe was my Lord of Morton, who, to say

, looketh on soch oceasions altogether un-

7, and, as it were fiendish; and he says fo
—for I was in the chamber taking orders

a cast of hawks that are to be fetched from
vay—they match your long-winged falcons,

friend Adam.”

“T will believe that when I see them fly a8
high a pitch,’ replied Woodcock, this professional
observation forming a sort of parenthesis.

“ However,” said Michael, pursuing hig tale,
“my Lord of Morton, in a mizhty chafe, asked

rd Regent whether he was well dealt with

~for my Dbrother,’ eaid he, ‘should have had 8
gift to be Commendator of Kennaguhair, and 10
have all the temporali erected inio a lordship
s benefit; and here,'said he,

* the fals s have had the insolence to choose
& new Abbot to put his ¢laim in my brother's
way ; and moreover, the rascality of the neigh-
borhood have burnt and plundered all that was
left in the Abbey, so that my brother will not have
a honse to dw in, when he hath ousted thelazy
hou of priests.” And my lord, secing him
chafed, said mildly to him, “These are shrewd
tidings, Douglas, but I trust they be not true; for
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Halbert Glendinning went southward yesterday,
with a band of spears, and assuredly, had either
of these chances happened, that the monks had
presumed to choose an Abbot, or that the Abbey
had been burnt, as you say, he had taken order
on the spot for the punishment of such insolence,
and had despatched us a messenger. And the
farl of Morton replied—now I pray you, Adam,
to notice, that I say this ont of love to you and
your lord, and also for old comradeship, and also
becanse Sir Halbert hath done me good, and may
aoain—and also becanse I love not the Earl of
Morton, a8 indeed more fear than like him—so
then it were a foul deed in yon to betray me.—
¢ But.' caid the Earl to the Regent, ‘take heed,
my lord, you trust not this Glendinning too far—
he comes of churl’s blood, which was never true
to the nobles'—by 8aint Andrew these were his
very words.—* And besides,’ he said, ‘he hath a
Drother, a monk in Saint Mary's, and walks all
by his gnidance, and is making friends on the
PBorder with Bucclench and with Fernieherst®
and will join hand with them, were there likeli-
hood of & new world,! -Apd my lord answered,
like a free noble lord as he is: *Tush! my Lord
of Morton, I will be warrant for Glendinning's
faith : and for his brother, he is a dreamer, that
thinks of nonght but book and breviary—and if
such hap have chanced as you tell of, I look to re-
ceive from Glendinning the cowl of a hanged
monk, and the head of a riotous churl, by way of
sharp and sudden justice.’—And my Lord of Mor-
ton left the place, and, as it seemed to me, gome-
what malecontent. But since that time, my Lord
has asked me more than once whether there has
arrived no messenger from the Knight of Avenel.
And all this I have told you, that yon may frame
vour disconrse to the best purpose, for it seems
to me that my lord will not be well-pleased, if
aught has happened like what my Lord of Morton
gaid, and if your lord hath not ta'en strict orders
with it.”

There was something in this communication
which fairly blanked the bold visage of Adam
Woodcock, in spite of the reinforcement which
his natural hardihood had roceived from the berry-
brown ale of Holyrood.

*What was it he said abouta churl’s head, that
grim Lord of Morton 2 said the discontented fal-
coner to his friend.

t* Nay, it was my Lord Regent, who said that
he expected, if the Abbey was injured, your Enight
wonld gend him the head of the ringleader among
the rioters.”

* Nay, but is this done like a good Protestant,”
gaid Adam Woodecock, “or a true Lord of the
Congregation ?  We used to be their white-boys
and darlingg when we pulled down the convents
in Fife and Perthshire.”

‘ Ay, butthat,” said Michael, ** was when old
mother Rome held her own, and her great folks
were determined she should have no shelter for

* Beth these Border Chio Queen
Mary.

s wers great friends

her head in Scotland. Bat, now ‘hat the priests
are fled in all quartefs, and their houses and
lands are given to our graniees, they cannot
goe that we are working the work of reforma-
tion in destroying the palaces of zealous Protest-
ants.”’

“ But T tell you Saint Mary's is not destroyed | !
gaid Woodeock, ‘in increasing agitation ; ** some
trash of painted windows there were broken—
things that no nobleman counld have brooked in
his honse—some gtove saints were brought on
their marrow-bones, like old Widdrington 2t
Chevy-Chase; but as for fire-raising, there was
not so much as a lighted lunt amongst ns, save
{he match which the dragon had to licht the burn-
ing tow withal, which he was to spit against Saint
George ; nay, I had caution of that.”

“ How! Adam Woodcock,” said his comrade,
1 trust thou hadst no hand in snch a fair work?
Look you, Adam, I were loth to terrify you, and
yon just come from a journey ; butl promise yoi,
Earl Morion hath brought you down a Maiden
from Halifax, you never saw the like of her—and
she'll elasp you round the neck,and your head
will remain in her arms.”

“Pchaw1? answered Adam, “I am too old
to have my head turned by any maiden of them
all. I know my Lord Morton will go as far for
a buxom lass as any one; but what the devil
took him to Halifax all the way ? and if he has got
a pamester there, what hath she to do with my
head ? "

“ Much, much!® answered Michael, * Her
od’s danghter, who did such execution with her
foot and ankle, danced not men’s heads off more
cleanly than this maiden of Morton.® *Tis an
axe, man,—an axe which falls of itself like a sash
window, and never gives the headsman the trouble
to wield it.”

“ By my faith, a shrewd device,” said Wood-
cock ; * heaven keep us free on’t1"

The page, seeing no end to the conversation
betwixt these two old comrades, and anxions
from what he had heard, concerning the fate of
the Abbot, now interrupted their conference.

# Methinks,” he gaid, ** Adam Woodeock, thou
hadst better deliver thy master’s letter to the Re-
gent ; questionless, he hath therein stated  what
has chanced at Kennaquhair, in the way most ad-
vantageons for all concerned.”

The boy is right,” said Michael Wing-the-
wind, * my lord will be very impatient.”

“The child hath wit enongh to keep himselt
warm,”? gaid Adam Woodeock, producing: from
his hawking-bag his lord’s letter, addressed to the
Earl of Murray, *“and for that matter so have L

Master Roland, yon will e’en please to pr
this yourself to the Lord Regent; his pr
will be better graced by & young page than by an
old faleconer.”

® Maiden of Morton—a gpecies of Gaillotine which the Re-
gent Morton brot downt from Halifax, certainly at a period
co ably later than Intimated in the tale, He was himself
the first who suffered by the eagine,
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“Well eaid, canny Yorkshire!™ replied his
friena ; * and but now you were so earnest to gee
our good Lord !—Why, wouldst thon put the lad
into the noose that thou mayest slip tether thy-
gelf f—or dost thou think the maiden will clasp
his fair young neck more willingly than thy old
gunbornt weasand ¢

* 3o to,” answered the falconer; *thy wit
towers high an it could strike the quarry. I tell
thee, the yonth has nought to fear—he had noth-
Ing to do with the gambol—a rare gambol it was,
Michael, as'madcaps ever played ; and I had made
as rare a ballad, if we had had the luck to get it
eung to an end. But mum for that—/ace, as 1
gaid before, is Latin for a candle. Carry the
youth to the presence, and T will remain here,
with bridle in hand, ready to strike the spurs up
to the rowel-heads, in case the hawk flies my
way.—I will soon put Soltraedge, I trow, betwixt
the Regent and me, if he means me less than fair
play.”

‘* Come on then, my lad," said Michael, * gince
thon must needs take the spring before canny
Yorkshire.” 8o saying, he led the way through
winding passages, clogely followed by Roland
Greme, until they arrived at a large winding sfone
stair, the steps of which were go long and broad,
andat the same time so low, as to render the as-
cent uncommonly eagy. When they had ascended
abont the height of one story, the guide stepped
agide, and pushed open the door of a dark and
gloomy antechamber; so dark, indeed, that his
youthful companion stumbled, and nearly fell
down upon a low step, which was awkwardly
placed on the very threshold.

“Take heed,” said Michael Wing-the-wind, in
a very low tone of voice,; and first glancing can-
tionsly round to see if any one listened—‘* Take
heed, my young friend, for those who fall on these
boards seldom rise again—Seest thou that,” he
ad in a still lower voice, pointing to some
dark crimson gtains on the floor, on which aray
of light, shot throigh a small aperture, and tr.
ersing the generai gloom of the apartment, fell
with mottied radiance—** S8cest thou that, youth?
—walk warily, for men have fallen here before
you,"

“What mean you?" eaid the page, his flesh
ereeping, though he scarce kmew why. “Is it
blood? ¥’

* Ay, ay,” said the domestic, ip the same whis-
pering tone, and dragging the youth on by the
arm—* Blood it is—but this is no time to ques-
tion, or even to look at it. Blood it is, foully and
fearfully ehed, as foully and fearfully avenged.
The blood,” he added. in a still more cauntious
tone, * of Seignior David.”

Roland ¢ e's heart throbbed when he found
himself 20 nunexpectedly in the scene of Rizzio's
glanghter, a catastrophe which had ehilled with
horror all even in that rude age, which had been
the theme of wonder and pity through every cot
tage and castle in Scotland, and bad not escaped
that of Avenel. But hig guide hurried him for-

ward, permitting no farther guection, and wily
the manner of one who has already tampered tog
much with a dangerous subject. A tap which ha
made at a low door at one end of the \'(‘slihu}g
was answered by a hulssier or nsher who, open-
ing it cantiously, received Michael’s intimatién
that a page waited the Regent’s leisure, whe
brought letters from the Enight of Avenel.

** The Couneil is breaking up,” said the usher;
“but give me the packet; his Grace the Regent
will presently see the messenger.”

“The packet, replied the page, ** must be de-
livered into the Regent’s own hands; such were
the orders of my master.”

The usher looked at him from head to foot, ag
if snrprised at his boldness, and then replied, with
some asperity, "S:t_‘.' you £0, my young mastert
Thou crowest loudly to be but a chicken, and
from a country barn-yard too.”

**'Were it a time or place,” said Roland, ** thoq
shouldst see I can do more than crow: but do
your duty, and let the Regent know T wait his
pleasure.”

“Thou art but a pert knave to tell me of my
dnty,” said the conrtier i office ; * but I will find
a time {o chow you you are out of yours; mean-
while, wait there till you are wanled.” So saying,
he shut the door in Roland’s face.

Michael Wing-the-wind, who had shrunk from
his youthful companion during this altercation,
according to the established maxim of courtiérs
of all ranks, and in all ages, now transgressed their
pradential line of conduct so far as to come up to
him once more. *Thon art a hopefal young
springald,”
Yorkehire had reason in his cantion. Thon hast
been five minutes in the court, and hast employed
thy time so well, as to meke a powerful and8
mortal enemy ount of the usher of the cotmell
chamber. Why, man, you might almost as well
have offended the deputy b

*“I care not what he is

e Roland Greme;
“T will teach whomever I epeak with to speak

civilly to me in retnrn. T did not come from Ay
enel to be browbeaten in Holyrood.”™
“ Bravo, my lad ! 8aid Michael; “it {s a fine

The usher appeared, and, in a more civil {one
of voice and manner, said, that his Grace the
Regent would receive the Knight of Avenel’s mes
gage ; and accordingly marshalled Roland Greme

way into the apartment, from which the Coon
cil had been just dismissed, after finighing their
consnltations. There was in the room & long
oaken table, surrounded by stools of the same
wood, with a large elbow ehair, eovered with
crimson velvet, at the head. Writing materials
and papers were lying there in apparent disorders

1 one or two of the privy counsellors who had

o] behind, assuming their cloaks, bonnets
swords, and bidding farewell to the Regent

‘e departing glowly by a lg door, on the'op

ysite side to that through which the page entered

gaid he, “and I see right well ald:
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Apparently the Earl of Murray had made some
jest, for the smiling countenances of the states-
men expressed that sort of cordial reception which
18 paid by courtiers to the condescending pleas-
antries of a prince.

The Regent himself was laughing heartily as
hesaid, ** Farewell, my lords, and hold me remem-
bered to the Cock of the North.”

He then turned slowly round towards Roland
Greeme, nnd the marks of gaiety, real or assumed,
disappeared from his countenance, as completely
as the passing bubbles leave the dark mirror of a
still profound lake into which a traveller has cast
a stone; in the course of a minute his noble fea-
tures had assumed theirnatural expression of deep
and even melancholy gravity.

This distingnished statesman, for as such his
worst enemies acknowledged him, posseszed all
the external dignity, as well as almost all the noble
gualities, which could grace the power that he en-
joyed; and had he succeeded to the throne as his
levitimate inheritance, it is probable he wonld
have been recorded as one of Scotland’s wisestand
greatest kings. But that he held his anthority by
the deposition and imprisonment of his gisterand
benefactress, was & crime which those only can
excuse who think ambition an apology for ingrat-
itnde. He was dressed plainly in black velvet,
after the Flemish fashion, and wore in his high-
crowned hat a jewelled clazp, which looped it up
on one gide, and formed the only ornament of his
apparel. He had his poniard by his side, and his
sword lay on the council-table,

Snch was the personage before whom Roland
Greeme now presented himself, with a feeling of
breathless awe, very different from the usual bold-
ness and vivacity of his temper. In fact, he was,
from eduncation and nature, forward, but not im-
pudent, and was mach more easily coutrolled by
the moral superiority, arising from the elevated
talents and renown of those with whom he con-
versed, than by pretensions founded only on rank
or external show. He might have braved within-
difference the presence of an earl, merely distin-
guished by his belt and coronet; but he felt over-
awed in that of the eminent soldier and states-
man, the wielder of a nation's power, and the
leader of her armies.—The greatest and wisestare
flattered Dby the deference of youth—so graceful
and becoming in itself; and Murray took, with
much courtesy, the letter fromthe hands of the
abashed and blushing page, and answered with
complaisance to the imperfect and half-muttered
greeting, which he endeavored to deliver to him
on the part of Sir Halbert of Avenel. Heeven
pansed a moment ere he broke the silk with which
the letter was gecured, to ask the page his name—
go much he was struck with his very handsome
features and form.

“Roland Graham.'”” he said, repeating the
worde after the hesitating page. ‘* What ! of the
Grahams of the Lennox ¢

“ No, my lord,” replied Roland ; * my parents
dwelt in the Debatable Land.”™

Murray made no farther inguiry, but proceeded
to read his dispatches; during the perusal of
which his brow begzan to assume a stern express-

sleasure, as that of one who found some-
thing which at once surprized and disturbed him.
He eate down on the nearest seat, frowned till his
eyebrows almost met together, read the letter
twice over, and was then silent for geveral min-
utes, At length, raising his head, his eye en-
countered that of the usher, who in vain endeav-
ored to exchange the look of eager and curious
obgervation with which he had been pernsing the
Regent's features, for that open and unnoticing
expresgion of countenance, which, in looking at
all, geems as if it saw and marked nothing—a cast
of look which may be practised with advantage
by all those, of whatever degree, who are admitted
to witness the familiar and unguarded hours of
their euperiors. Great men are as jealous of their
thonghts as the wife of King Candaules was of
her charms, and will as readily punish those who
have, however involuntarily, beheld them in men
tal déshabille and exposnre.

“Leave the apartment, Hyndman,” gsaid the
Regent, sternly, **and carry your observation
elsewhere. You are too knowing sir, for your
post, which, by special order, ig destined for men
of blunter ecapacity. So! now you look more like
a fool than you did”—(for Hyndman, as may
eagily be supposed, was not a little disconcerled
by this rebnke)—* keep that confnsed stare, and
it may keep your office. Begone, sir!"

The usher departed in dismay, not forzetting
to register, amongst his other causes of dislike to
Roland Greeme, that he had been the witness of
this disgracefnl chiding. When he had left the
apartment, the Regent again' addressed the
page.

“ Your name, you say, is Armstrong ¥

“No,” replied Roland, ** my name is Greme,
so please you—Roland Graeme, whose forbears
were designated of Heathergill, in the Debatable
Land.”

“ Ay, T knew it was a name from the Deb
ble Land. Hast thou any acquaintance in Edin-
burgh #**

“ My lord,” replied Roland, willing rather to
evade this question than to answer it directly, for
the prudence of being silent with respect to Lord
Seyton's adventure immediately strock him, *I
have been in Edinburgh scarce an hour, and that
for the first time in my life.”

*What ! and thon Sir Halbert Glendinning’a
page? " said the Regent.

I was brought up as my Lady’s page,”
the youth, “and left Avenel Castle for the firs
time in my life—at least since my childhood—only
three days since."

“ My Lady’s page ?"" repeated the Earl of Mur-
ray, a8 if gpeaking to himself; **it was {
send his Lady’s page on a matter of such deep
concernment—Morton will say it is of a piece
with the nomination of his brother to he Abbot;
and yet in some sort an inexperienced youth will
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beat serve the turn,—What bhast thon been tanght,
young man, in thy donghty apprenticeship
4 To hunt, my lord, and to hawk," gaid Roland

L0 Tu hunt coneys, and to hawk at onzels!”
eaid the Regent, smiling, ** for such are the sports
of Jadies and their followers,”

Greme's cheek reddened deeply as he replied,
not without gome emphasis, ** To hunt red-deer
of the first head, and to strike down herons of the
highest soar, my lord, which, in Lothian speech,
may be termed, for aught I know, coneys and
ouzles ;—algo I can wield & brand and couch a
lance, according to our Border meaning ; in inland
Bpeech these may be termed water-flags and bul-
rushes,”

** Thy speech rings like metal,” gaid the Re-
gent, “and I pardon the sharpness of it for the
troth.—Thou knowest, then, what belongs to the
duty of a man-at-arms ¢

**8o far as exercise can teach it without real
gervice in the field,” answered Roland Greme;
**but our Knight permitted none of his honsehold
to make raids, and I never had the good fortune
to see a stricken field.”

*The good fortune " repeated the Regent,
emiling somewhat sorrowfully, *take my word
young man, war is the only game from which
both parties rise losers.”

** Not, alwaye, my lord 1" answered the page,

with his characteristic audacity, ** if fame speaks
truth.”

**How, sir? " gaid the Regent, coloring in his
turn, and perhaps suspecting an indiscreet allu-
eion to the height which he himself had attaine
by the hap of civil war,

‘*Because, my lord,” said Roland Grmme,
withont change of tone, *‘ he who fights well,
must have fame in life, or honor in death: and
B0 war is & game from which no one can rise a
loger.”

The Regent smiled and shool his head. when
at that momeut the door opened, and the Earl of
Morton presented himself,

I come somewhat has " he said, “and I
enter unannounced, because my news are of
weight—It is as I said; Edward Glendinning is
named Abbot, and y G

“].lL.qh, m) lord I
it, but

**And perhaps you knew it before I did, my
Lord of Murray,” answered Morton, his dark red
brow growing darker and redder as he spoke.

** Morton,” said Murray, *‘suspect me not—
tonch not mine honor—I have to suffer enongh
from the calumnies of foes, let' me not have to
tontend with the unjust en ons of my friends,
—We are not alone,” said he, recollecting him-
gelf, ** or I.could tell you more. :

He led Morton into ome of the deep embrasures
which the windows formed in the massive wall,
and which afforded a retiring place for their con-
versing apart. In this recess, Roland observed
them speak together with much carnestness,

gaid the Regent, “I know

Murray appearing to be grave and earnest, ang
having a jealous and offended air, which seemed
gradually to give way to the assurances of the
Regent.

As their conversation grew more carnest, they
became gradually louder in speech, it.}.\‘mu- per-
haps forgotten the presence of the page, Lhe more
readily as his position in the apartment placeq
him out of sight, so that he found himgelf yp.
willingly privy to more of their disconree than he
cared to hear, For, page though he was, 8 mean
curiosity after the eecrets of others had never
been numbered amongst Roland's failings; and
moreover, with all his nataral rachness, he copld
not but doubt the safety of becoming privy to the
gecret discourse of these powerful and _dreaded
men. Still he could neither gtop his ears, nor
with propriety leave the apartment; and whils
he thought of some means of gignilying his pres-
ence, he had already heard so much, that, tohave
produced himeelf suddenly would have heen as
awkward, and perhaps as dangerous, as in quiet
to abide the end of their conference. What he
overheard, however, was but an imperfect part
of their communication; and although an expert
politician, acquainted with the circumstances of
the fimes, would have had little difficulty in tras
cing the meaning, yet Roland Greme could only
form very general and vague conjectures as to the
import of their digcoursge.

*All is prepared,” said Murray, “and Linde
gay is metting forward—She must hesitate no

- I act by thy counsel, and
nst gofier considerations,”

**True, my lord,” replied Morton, **in whatis
necessary to gain power, you do not hesitate, but
go boldly to the mark. But are you 28 careful to
defend and preserve what you have won $—Why

establishment of domes around her f—has
not your sizter men aud maidens enough to tend
her, but you mnst consent to this superduous and

ous retinue® ™
ame, Morton!—a Princess, and my
, could I do less than allow her due tend-

" replied MMorton, * even thus fly all your
Fh‘l[.. —s ms.il]\ enongh loosened from the bow,
and not unskilfully aimed—but a breath of feolish
afiection ever crosses in the mid volley, and sways
the arrow from the mark.”

“Say not so, Morton,” replied Murray, “1
have both dared and done—-""

**Yes, enongh to gain, but not enough to keep
—reckon not that she will think and act thus—
you have wounded her deeply, both in prideand
in power—it signifies nought, that yon would
tent pow the wound with unavai
matters stand with you, you must forfeit the title
of an affectionate brother, to hold thatof a bold
and determin 1tésman,”

“Morton!” gaid Murray, with some impa
tience, *I brook not these taunts—what I have
done I have done—what I must farther do, I must
and will—=but I am not made of iron like thes

salves—a8
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and I eannot but remember—Enough of this—my
purpose holds ™

“And [ warrant me,” said Morton, “the
choice of these domestic consolations will rest
with—"

Here he whispered names which escaped Ro-
land Greme’s ear, Murray replied in a similar
tone, but so much raised towards the conclusion
of the'sentence, that the page heard these words—

i« And of him I hold myself secure, by Glendin-
ning’s recommendation.”

“ Ay, which may be 28 much trustworthy as
his late conduct at the Abbey of Saint Mary's—
you have heard that his brother’s election has
taken place, - Your favorite Sir Halbert, my Lord
of Murray, has a8 much fraternal affection as
yoursell.”

% By heaven, Morton, that taunt demanded an
unfriendly answer, but I pardon it, for your
brother also is concerned ; but this election shall
be snnulled. I tell you, Earl of Morton, while I
hold the sword of state in my roral nephew’s
name, neither Lord nor Knight in Scotland shall
dispute my authority ; and if I bear with insults
from my friends, it is only while I know them to
be such, and forgive their follies for their faith-
fulnees.”

Morton mutttered what seemed to be gome
excuse, and the Regent answered him in a milder
tone, and then subjoined, ‘‘Besides, I have an-
other pledge than Glendinning’s recommenda-
tion, for this youth's fidelity—bis nearest relative
has placed herself in my hands as his security, to
be dealt withal as his doings shall deserve.”

“That is something,” replied Morton; * but
yet in fair love and good-will, I must siill pray
you to keep on your guard. The foes are stirring
again, as horse-flies and hornets become busy so
soon as the storm-blast is over. George of Sey-
ton was crossing the canseway this morning with
a score of men at his back, and had a ruflle with
my friends of the house of Leslie—they met at the
Tron, and were fizhting hard, when the prov( ost,
with his guard of pfun ans, came in thi man,
and staved them asunder with their halberds, as
men part dog and bear,”

“He hath my order for such int cr!’trrme 3
eaid the Regent—*'* Has any one been hurt

“ George of Seyton himself, by black Ralph
Leslie—the devil take the rapier that ran mot
throngh from side to side! Ralph has a bloody
coxcomb, by a blow from a messan-page whom
nobody knew—Dick Seyton of Windygowl is run
through the arm, and two gallants of the Leslieg
have suffered phlebotomy. This is all the gentle
blood wirich has been spilled in the revel; but a
yeoman or two on both gides have had bones
broken and ears chopped. The ostlere-wives,
who are like to be the only logers by their mis-
carriage, have dragged the knaves off the sireet,
and are crying a drunken ceronach over them.”

**You take it lightly, Douglas,’ said the Re-
gent; *“these broils and fend mnnd ghame the
capital of the great Turk, let alone that of a Chris-

tian and reformed etate. Bat, if I live, this gear
ghall be amended ; and men shall say, when they
read my story, that if it were my crael hap toris
to power by the dethronement of a sister, T em-
ployed it, when gained, for the benefit of the
comuonweal,”

“And of your friends,” replied Morton;
4 wherefore I trust for your instant order annul-
ling the election of this lurdane Abbot, Edward
Glendinning.”

“You shall be presently satisfied,” =aid the
Regent ; and stepping forward, he began to call,
8o ho, Hyndman!* when suddenly his eye
lighted on Roland Greme—** By my faith, Doug-
lag,” eaid he, turning to bis friend, * here have
beeu three at conngel I

**Ay, but only two can keep counsel,” said
Morton; * the galliard must be disposed of.”

“Yor shame, Morton—an orphan boy!—
Hearken thee, my child—Thon hast told me some
oﬁhy accomplishments—eanst thou speak trmh ; b

Ay, my lord, when it serves my 1urn ’ re-
plied Greeme.

‘It ehall gerve thy turn now,” said the Re-
gent; “and falsehood shall be thy destraction.
How much hast thou heard or understood of
what we two have gpoken together 2

**But little, my lord,” replied Roland Grazme
boldly, ** which met my apprehension, saving that
it geemed to me as if in something you donbted
the faith of the Enight of Avenel, under whose
roof I was nurtured.”

“* And what hast thou to say on that point,
young man 7 * continued the Regent, bending his

upon him with a keen and strong expression
of observation.

*That,” said the page, **depends on the qual-
ity of those who speak against his honor whose

pread T have long eaten. If they be my inferiors,
I say they lie, and will maintain what I eay with
my baton; if my equals, stiil T say they lie, and
will do battle in the quarrel, if they list, with my
sword ; if my saperiors "—he paused.

“ Proceed boldly,” said the Regent—* What
if thy superiors said aught that nearly touched
your master’s honor ¥

“J wounld say,” replied Greme, “that he did
ill to slander the absent, and that my master was
a man who could render an aceount of his actions
to any one who shonld manfally demand it of him
to his face.”

“ And it were manfally said,” replied the Re-
gent—** what thinkest thou, my Lord of Mor-
tonf”

**1 think," replied Morton, ** that if the young
galliard resemble a certain ancient friend of ours,
as mnch in the craft of his disposition ashe does
in eye and in brow, there may be a wide differ-
ence betwixt what he means and what he
gpeaks.”

**And whom meanest thou that he resembles
so closely ? 7 gaid Murray.

 Even the true and trusty Julian Avenel,” re
plied Mortor.

10—+
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*“But this youth belongs to the Debatable
Land,” said Murray.

Tt may be so; but Julian was an outlying
gtriker of venison, and made many a far cast
when he bad a fair doe in chase.”

“ Pghaw " eaid the Regent, “‘this is but idle
talk — Here, thon Hyndman — thon curiosity,”
calling to the usher, who now entered,—** con-
duct this youth to his companion — You will
both,” he said to Greme, “‘keep yourselves in
readiness to travel on short notice.””—And then
motioning to him courteously to withdraw, he
broke up the interview,

——

CHAPTER XIX.

1t is and is noi—"tis the thing I sought for,
Have kneel’d for, pray'd for, risked my fame and lifs for,
And yet it is not—no more than th e

Upon the hard, cold, i 2

1s the warm, graceful, rounded, living substance

Which it presents in form and lineamen,

Oip Pray.

Tae usher, with gravity which ill concealed a
jealous scowl, conduncted Roland Greme to a
lower apartment, where he found his comrade
the falconer. The man of office then briefly ac-
quainted them that this would be their residence
till hig Grace’s farther orders ; that they were togo
to the pantry, to the buttery, to the cellar, and to
the kitchen, at the nsual hours, to receive the al-
lowances becoming their station,—instruetions
which Adam Woodcock’s old familinrity with the
eourt made him perfectly understand—* For your
beds,” he said, ** yon must zo to the siuh:y of
Saint Michael's, in respect the ce is now full
of the domestics of the greater nobles.

* No sooner was the usher’s back turned than
Adam exclaimed, with all the glee of eager curi-
osity, ** And now, Master Roland, the news—the
news—come, unbutton thy ponch, and give us
thy tidinge—What says the Regent? a he for
Adam Woodcock ¥—and iz all soldered up, or
must the Abbot of Unreason strap for it ¥

“ All is well in that quarter,” said the pagy
*“and for the rest—But, hey-day, what! have you
taken the chain and medal off from my bonnet § !

“ And meel time it was, when yon usher, vin-
ggar-faced rogue that he is, began to inquire what
Popish trangam you were wearing—By the mass,
the metal would have been confiscated for con-
science-gake, like your ot t
Avenel, which Mistress Li ars abount on he
ghoes in the guize of a pair of shoe-buckles—This
comes of carrying Popish nicknackets about
yon.”

“The jade | exclaimed Roland Greme, * has
ghe melted down my rogary into buck
clumsy hoofs, which will set off such a garnish
nearly as well as a cow’s mig —But, han,
let her keep them—many a dog’s trick have I
played old Lilias, for want of having something
better to do, and the buckles will gerve for a re-
membrance. Do you remember the verjuice I

for her

put into the comfits, when old Wingate and ghe
were to breakfast together on Easter moming g ®

“In troth do I, Master Roland—the ﬂ?ﬂjor-
domo’s mouth was as crooked as a hawk's beak
for the whole morning aftc :, and any other
page in your room would have tasted the disci.
pline of the porter’s lodge for il. But my Lady's
favor stood betwiren your skin and many a jgit_
ing—Lord send you may be the Dbetter for her
protection in such matters ™

**T am at least grateful for it, Adam; and 1am
glad you put me in mind of it.”

“ Well, but the news, my young master,” saig
Woodcock, ‘““spell me the tidings—what are we
to fly at next?—what did the Regent eay fo
you?t" y

“ Nothing that T am to repeat again,” said Ro-
land Greme, fhaking bis head.

* Why, hey-day,” eaid Adam, *“how praodem
we are become all of a sudden! Yon have ad-
vanced rarely in brief space, Master Roland, You
have well-nigh had your head broken. and yon
have gained your gold chain, and yon _ave made
an enemy, Master Usher, to wit, with his twolem
like hawks® perches, and you have had audienca
of the first man in the realm, and bear as much
mystery in your brow, as if you had flown in the
court-sky ever gince yon were hatched. T be-
lieve, in my soul, you would rmn with a pleceof
the ezg-shell on you head like the curlews, whieh
(I would we were after them again) we used fo
call whanps in the Halidome and its neighbor
hood. But it thee down, boy; Adam Woordcoek
was never the 1ad to seek to enter into forbidden
gecrels—sit thee down, and I will go and fetch the
vivers—I know the butler and the pantler of o/d.®

The good-natured falconer set forth upon bi§
errand, busying himself about procuring their re-
freshments and, during his absence, Roland
Graeme abandoned himeelf to the strange, compli=
cated. and yet heart-st ong, to which
the events of the moming had given rise. Yes
terday he was of neither mark nor likelihood, &
vagrant boy, the attendant on a relative of whose
sane judement he himself had ‘not the highest
opinion; but now he had become, he knew nol
why, or wherefore, or to what extent, the ensto-
dier, as the Scottish phrase went, of some jmpor
tant state gecret, in the safe keeping of which the
Regent himsell was concerned. It did not dimin-
ih from, but rather added to the interest of a sitogs
tion so unexpected, that Roland himself did not
perfectly understand wherein he stood committed
by the state secrets, in which he had unwittingly
become participator. On the contrary, he felt like
one who looks on a romantic landscape, of which
he sees the features for the first time, and then
obscured with mist and driving tempest.  The

imperfect glimpse which the eye catchesof rocks,
fre and other objects around him, adds double
dig othese nded mountainsand darkened
abysges, of which the height, depth, and extent,
are left to imagination.

But mortals, especially at the well-appetized
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#age which precedes twenly years, are geldom €0
much engaged either by real or conjectnral sub-
jects of speculation, put that their earthly wants
claim their hour of attention. And with many a
emile did our hero, so the reader may term him if
he will, hail the re-appearance of his friend Adam
Woodcock, bearing on one platier a tremendons
portion of boiled beef, and on another a plentiful
allowance of greens, or rather what the Scotch eall
lang-kale. A groom followed with bread, salt, and
the other means of setting forth a meal; and when
they had both placed on the oaken table what they
bore in their hands, the falconer observed, that
ginee he knew the court, it had got harder and
harder every day to the poor gentlemen and yeo-
men retainers, but that now it was an absolute
flaying of a flea for the hide and tallow. Such
thronging to the wicket, and such churlish an-
gwers, and such bare beef-bones, such a shoulder-
ing at the buttery-hatch and cellarage, and nought
to be gained beyond small insufficient single ale,
or at hest with a single straike of malt to counter-
palance a double allowance of water—** By the
mass, though, my young friend,” said he, while
e saw the food disappearing fast under Roland's
active exertions, **it is not so well to lament. for
former times as totake the advantage of the pres-
tnt, else we are like to lose on both sides.”

S0 gaying, Adam Woodcock drew hig chair
towards the table, unsheathed his knife (for every
one carried that minister of festive distribution
for himsell), and imitated his young cempanion’s
example, who for the moment had lost his anx-
iety for the future in the eager satisfaction of an
appetite sharpened by yonth and abzstinence.

In truth, they m though the materials were
safficiently simple, & very respeciable meal, at the
expense of the royal allowance ; and Adam Wood-
cock, notwithstanding the deliberate censore
which he had passed on the household beer of the
palace, had taken the fourth deep dranght of the
black jack ere he remembered him that he had
gpoken in its dispraise. Flinging himself jollily
and luxuriously back in an old danske elbow-
chair, and looking with careless glee towards the
page, extending af the same time his right leg, and
ptretehing the other easily over it, he ninded his
companion that he had not yet heard the ballad
which he had made for the Abbot of Unreazon's
revel. And accordingly he struck merrily up
with

“ The P
Hua bli

of pride,

Roland Greeme, who felt no great delight, as
may be supposed, in the falconer’s satire, consid-
erine its eubject, began to snatch up his mantle,
snd fling it around his shonlders, an action which
mstantly interrupted the ditty of Adam Wood-
eock.

 Where the venceance are you going now,"
he eaid, * thou restless boy i—Thon hast quick-
gilver in the veins of thee toa certainty, and canst
uo more abide any douce and sensible commun-

mg, than a hoodless hawk would keep perched
on my wrist1®

“ Why, Adam,” replied the page. **if you must
needs know, Iam about to take o walk and look
at this fair may as well be still mewed
up in the old ¢ he lak one is togit the
live-long night between four walls, and hearken to
old ballads.

Tt iz a new ballad—the Lord help thee 1" re-
plied Adam, ‘“and that one of the best that ever
was matched with a rousing chorus.”

“ Be it g0, eaid the page, ‘1 will hear it an-
other day, when the rain is dashing against the
windo and there is neither steed stamping,
nor epur jingling, nor feather waving in the neigh-
borhood to mar my marking it well. But even
now T want to be in the world, and to look about
me."”

“ But the never a stride shall yon go without
e, said the falconer, “until the Regent shall
take you whole and sound off my hand; and so,
ifyou will, we may go to the hostelrie of Saint
Michael's, and there you will see company enongh,
but through the easement, mark youn me; for
to rambling through the street Lo seek Seytons and
Leslies, and having a dozen holes drilled -in your
new jacket with rapier and poniard, I will yield
no way to it.”

«1o the hostelrie of Saint Michael's, then,”
with all my heart,” said the page; and they left
the palace accordingly; rendered to the sentinels
at the gate, who had now taken their posts for the
evening, a strict sceonnt of their names and buosi-
pess, were dismissed throngh a small wicket of
the close-barred portal, and soon reached the fnn
or hostelrie of t Michael, which stood in a
large court-yard, off the main street, close under

e descent of the Calton-hill, The place, wide,
waste. and umcomfortable, resembled rather an
Fastern caravansary, where men found shelter
indeed, but were oblized to supply themselyes
with every thing else, than one of our modern
inns;
4 \Where not one eomfort shall to those be lost,
Who never ask, or naver feel, the cost.”

Bat atill, to the inexperienced eye of Roland
Greme, the bustle and confusion of this place of
public resort, furnished excitement and amuse-
ment. In the larce room into which they had
rather found their own way than been ushered by
mine host, travellers and natives of the city en-
tered and departed, met and greeted, gamed or
drank together, forming the strongest eontrast to
the stern and monotonous order and silence with
which matters were conducted in the well-or-
dered honsehold of the Enight of Avenel. Alter
cation of every kind, from brawling to jesting,
was going on amongst the groups aronnd them,
and yet the noise and mingled voices seemed to
disturb no one, and indeed to be noticed by no
others than by those who composed the group to
which the speaker belonzed.

The falconer passed through the apartment to
a projecting latticed window. which formed a sort
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»f recess from the room itself: and having bere
ensconced himself and his companion, he called
for some refreshments: and a tapstor, after he
had ghouted for the twentieth time, accommodat
nim with the remains of a cold capon and a ne
ue, together with a pewter stoup of weak
a stonp of brandy-
e—We will be jolly to-night,
(1 li(‘ when he saw himself
and let care come to-mor-

wine, thou
Master Roland,”
thus ﬂf:w.n‘mo ‘.ned
row.”

But Roland had eaten too lately to enjoy the
gopd cheer ; and feeli his curiosity much
sharper than his appetite, he made it lli.s choice
to look out of the lattice, which overhung a ls
yard, surrounded by the stables of the hostelr
and fed his eyes on the bhu o
Adam Woodcock, after lie had Cnmp wred his com-
panion to the ** Laird of Maecfarlane's geese, who
liked their play better than their meat, disposed
of his time with the aid of cup and trencher, oc-
cagionally humming the burden of his birth-
strangled ballad, and beatine time to it with his
fingers on the little round table. In this exer-
cige he was frequently interrupted by the
mations of his companion, as he saw something
new in the yard beneath, to attract and interest
him. ’

It was a busy scene, for the number of gentle-
men and nobles who were now crowded into the
city, had filled all spare stables and places of pub-
lic reception with their horses and military at-
tendants. Th were some scorg of u;uml‘
dressing their own or their masters’ horses in the
yard, whigtling, singing, laughing, and upbraid-
ing each otMer, in a style of wit which the good
order of Avenel Castle rendered strange to Ro-
land Greme’s ears, ;
their own arme, or ¢ o
ters. Cne fellow, having just bought a bundle of
bwenty epears, v sitting in a corner, employed
in painting the white staves of the weap
yellow and vermilion. Other lacqueys le
slag-hounds, or wolf-dogs, of noble race. car
muzzled to prevent accidents to passengers,
came and went, mixed together and =

ath, while

nation had not even conceived a scene sgo caily
dive ed with the objects he had most II]GQ__"-'I'II‘;Z
in beholding ; so that he was perpetually breaking
the quiet reverie of honest Woodeock, and the
mental progress which he was making in his
ditty, by exclaiming, ** Look here, Adam—look at
the bonny bay horse—Saint Anthony, what a gal-
lant forehand he hath got l—and see the goodly
gray, which yonder fellow in the frieze-jacket is
dressing as awkwardly a8 if he had nev L-(: touched
aught but a cow—I would I were nigh him to
teach him his trade '—And 1o . ;
Milan armor that the yeoman i
and gilver, like our Knight's prime suit, of which
old Wingate makes sueh account—And

yonder pretty wench, Adam, who comes tri ippi
through them all with her milk- -pail—I warrs nn'

, the

to

me ghe has had a long walk from the loaning;
she has a stammel waistcoat, like your favorite
ely Sunderland, Master Adam!”

* By my hood, 1ad,”’ answered the falconer, it
is well for thee thon wert brought up where grace
grew., Hwven in the Castle of Avenel thon wert a
wild-blood enongh, but hadst thou been nurtured
here, within a flight-ghot of the Court, thon hadsg
been the veriest crack-hemp of & page that ever
wore feather in thy bonnet or steel by thy gides
truly, I wigh it may end well with thee,”

“ Nay, but leave thy senscless humming and
drnmming, old Adam, and come to the windowy
ere thon bast drenched thy scnses in the pint-pot
there. See liere comes a merry minstrel with
hig crowd, and a weneh with him, that dances
with bells at her ankles ; and see, the yeomen and
pagzes leave their horses and the armor they wers
cleaning, and gather round, as is very natural, to
hear the music. Come, old Adam, we will thithep
too.”

1 call me catt if I do go down," said
Adam, ; ** you arc near a8 good minstrelsy as the
stroller can make, if you had but the grace to lis-
ten to it.”

“ But the wench in the slammel waistcoat is
gtopping too, Adam—by heaven, they are goingto
dance! Frieze-jacket wants to dance with gtam
mel waistco 7 and recasant.”

Then snddenly changing his tone of levity into
rmom deep interest and surprise, he exclaimed,

* Queen of Heaven | what is it that I seel” and
le.U remained silent,

The sage Adam Woodeock, who was in & soxt
of languid degree amused with the ]‘Jll”‘f"ﬁ excla-
mationsg, even while he profe
became at length rather desirous to set hN tongne

a-going, that he mizght enjoy the sope-

ity afforded by his own intimate familiarity

with all the ¢ inces which excited in his
young companion’s mind so much wonderment.

* Well, then,” he said at last, ** what is il yon

, Master Roland, that you have become mute
“lL of a seudden
Roland returned no answer.

““1 gay, Master Roland Greme,” said the fals

nd Graeme 1
rain is in the boy,” said Adam
“he has etared out his eyes, and
s toncue to pieces, I think,”

The falconer hastily drank off his can of wine
and eame to Roland, who stood like a statue, Witk
hiz eyes e 7 bent on the court-yard, though

nnable to detect amongst

joyous scenes which it exhibifed aught that
deserve such devoted attention.

is mazed |* said the falconer 0

and Grame had good reasons for Hid
1eh they were not euch as be conld
e to his companion.
The tauch of the old minsirel’s instrument, for
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fe had already bezun to play, had drawn in gev-
eral anditors from the street, when one entered
the gate of the yard, whose appearance exclusive-
ly arrested the attention of Roland Greeme. He
was of his own age, or a good deal younger, and
from his dre d bearing might be of the game
rank and calling, having all the air of coxcombry
and pretension, which accorded with a handsome,
though slicht and Jow figure, and an elegant dress,
in part hid by a large purple cloak. As he en-
tered, he cast a glance up towards the windows,
and, to his extreme astonishment, under the pur-
ple vélvet bonnet and white feather, Roland rec-
ocnized the features so deeply impressed on his
memory, the bright and clustered tresses, the
laughing full blue eyes, the well-formed eyebrows,
the nose, with the slichtest pcesible inclination
to be aquiline, the ruby lip, of which an arch and
half-snppressed smile seemed the habitual expres-
gion—in short, the form and face of Catherine Sey-
ton ; in man’s attire, however, and mimicking, as
it icwe?nw} not wnsuceessfully, the bearing of a
\,mllhml but forward page.

Saint George and Saint Andrew | " exclaimed
the smazed Roland Graeme to himself, ** was there
ever such an audacious guean |—she seems a liftle
ashamed of her mummery too, for she holds the
Jap of her cloak to her face, and her color is height-
ened —but Santa Maria, how she threads the
threng, with as firm and bold a step as if she had
never tied petticoat round her waist ! — Holy
saints 1 she holds up her riding-rod as if she would
lay it about some of their ears, that stand most in
her way—by the hand of my father!—she be
herself like the very model of pagehood.—Hey !
what | sure she %will not strike frieze-jacket in
earnest ?” But he was not long left in doubt;
for the lont whom he had before repeatedly no-
ticed, standing in the way of the bustling page,
and maintainieg his place with clownish obsti-
nacy or stupidity, the advanced riding-rod was,
without & moment’s hesitation, sharply applied
to his shonlders, in & manner which made him
gpring aside, rabbing the part of the body which
had received so unceremonions a hint that it was
in the way of his betters. The party injured
growled forth an oath or two of indignation, and
Roland Greme began to think of flying down-
gtz to the assistance of the tr ated Cathe-
rine; but the lJangh of the yard was against fricze-
jacket, which indeed had, in those days, small
chance of fair play in a quarrel with velvet and
embroidery ; so that the fellow, who was a menial
in the inn, slonk back to finis h his task of dr
ing the bonny gray, langhed at by all, but mos
by the wench in the stammel-wa :_Udl.l i‘;i-
low-servant, who, to crown his disgrace, had the
cruelty to cast an applanding smile upon the
author of the injury, while, with a freedom more
.ike the milkmaid of the town than she of the
plaing, ehe accosted him with—*I# there any one
vou want here, my pretty gentleman, that you
gcem in such haste? ™

“1 seek a sprig of a lad,” gaid the seeming

eallant, * with a spriz of holly in his cap, black
hair, and black eyes, green jacket, and the air of
a country coxeomb—I have sought him through
every close and alley in the Canongate, the d
gore him 17

“ Why, God-a-mercy, Nun 1™ muttered Roland
Greeme, much bewildered.

“T will inquire him presently out for your fair
young worship,” said the wench of the inn.

“Do,” said tne gallant squire, *‘and if you
bring me to him, you shall have a groat to-night,
and a kiss on Sunday when you have on a cleaner
kirtle.”

“Why, God-a-mercy, Nun!” again muttered
TRoland, * thisis a note above E La.”

In a moment after, the servant entered the
room, and ushered in the object of his surprise.

While the disguised vestal looked with un-
abashed brow, and bold and rapid glance of her
eye, through the various parties in the large old
room, Roland Greeme, who felt an internal awk
ward sense of bashful confugion, which he deemed
altogether unworthy of the bold and dashing char-
acter to which he aspired, determined not to be
browbeaten and put down by this singular fe-
male, but to meet her with a glance of recogni-
tion go sly, ro peneirating, so expressively hu-
morons, 45 should show her at once he was in

sion of her secret and 1 er of her fate

should compel her to humble herself towards

him, at least into the look and manner of respect-
ful and deprecating observance.

This was e ely well planned ; buat just as
Roland had called up the knowing glance, the
suppressed smile, the shrewd intelligent look,
which was to insure his triumph, he encountered
the bold, firm, and steady gaze of his brother or
gister page, who, casting on him a falcon glance,
and recognisingz him at once as the object of his
gearch, walked up with the most unconcerned
look, the most free and undannted composure,
and hailed him with * You, Sir Holly-top, I would
gpeak with yon.” .

The steady coolness and assurance with which
these words were uttered, althongh the voice
was the very voice he had heard at the cld
convent, and although the features more nearly
resembled those of Catherine when seen closa
han when viewed from a distance, produced,
pevertheless, such a confusion in Roland's mind,
that he became uncertain whether he was not atill
under a mistake from the begzinning; the know-

shrewdness which should have animated his
visage faded into a sheepish bashfulness, and the

sged bot most intelligible smile
came the senseless gigole of one who laug
cover his own disorder of ideas,

“Do they understand a Scotch tongue in thy
country, Holly-top 2"’ this marvellons speci
men of metamorphosis. *I said I would gpeak
with thee.”

“ What is your business with my comrade, my
young chick of the game?™ d Adam Wood-
cock, willing to step in to his companion’s as




