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gearce purpose to geare me with the sort of disei-
pline which she administered to the groom in the
frieze-jacket, and to poor Adam Woodcock. But
we will gee to that anon; meantime, let us do
iustice to the trust reposed inus by this unhappy
Queen, ‘I think my Lord of Marray will himself
own that it is the daty of a faithful page to defend
his lady against intrusion on her privacy.”

Accordingly, he stepped to the little vestibule,

made faet, with lock and bar, the door which
opened from thence to the large staircase, and
then sat himself down to attend the result. He
had not long to wait—a rude and strong band firet
essayed to lift the latch, then pushed and shook
the door with violence, and, when it resisted his
attempt to open it exchaimed, * Undo the door
there, you within 1™

*Why, and at whose command,” gaid the page,
*am I to undo the door of the apartments of the
Queen of Scotland? ™

Another vain attempt, which made hinge and
bolt jingle, showed that the impatient applicant
withont wounld willingly have entered altogether
regardless of his challenge ; but at length an an-
swer was returned,

*Undo the door, on your peril—the Lord Linde-
say comes to speak with the Lady Mary of Scot-
land.”

*The Lord Lindesay, as a Scotch noble," an-
swered the page, “must await his sovereign’s
leisure.”

An earnest altercation ensued amongst those
without, in which Roland distingnished the re-
markably harsh voice of Lindesay in reply to Sir
Robert Melville, who appeared to have been using
some soothing language—*'No!l no! no! I tell
thee, no! I will place a petard against the door
rather than be balked by a profligate woman, and
bearded by an insolent footboy."

* Yet, at least,” =aid Melville, *let me try fair
means in the first instance. Violence to a lady
would stain younr scutcheon for ever. Or await
till my Lord Ruthven comes.”

*I will await no longer,” said Lindesay ; it is
high time the business were done, and we on our
return to the council, Buat thou mayest try thy
fair play, as thou callest it, while I canse my train
to prepare the petard. T came hither provided
with as good gunpowder as blew up the Kirk of
Field”

“For God's sake, be patient,” said Melville;
and, approaching the door, he said, as speaking
to those within, **Let the Queen know, that I,
her faithful servant, Robert Melville, do entreat
her, for her own sake, and to prevent worse con-
eequences, that she will undo the door, and admit
Lord Lindesay, who brings a mission from the
Counneil of State.”

“T will do your errand to the Queen,” gaid the
page, * and report to yon her answer.”

He went to the door of the bedchamber, and
tapping against it gently, it was opened by the
elderly lady, to whom he commmunicated his er-
rand, and returned with directions rrom we Wueen

to admit Sir Robert Melville and Lord Lindesay
Roland Greme returned to the vestibule, and
opened the door accordingly, into which the Lord
Lindesay strode, with the air of a soldier who hag
fonght his way into a conquered fortress; whils
Melville, deeply dejected, followed him mopg
slowly.

**1 draw you to witnees, and to record,' gaid
the page to this last, ** that, save for the especial
commands of the Queen, I would have made good
the entrance, with my best strength, and my best
blood, against all Scotland.”

‘““Be silent, yonng man,” said Melville, in g
tone of grave rebuke: ** add not brands to fire—
this isno time to makea flourish of thy boyish
chivalry.”

‘* She has not appeared even yet,"” gaid Linde-
say, who had now reached the midst of the par-
lor or andience-room: **how call you this tri
fling#"

** Patience, my lord," replied Sir Robert, “ time
presses not—and Lord Ruthven bath not as yet
descended.”

At this moment the door of the inner: apart
ment opened, and Queen Mary presented herself,
advancing with an air of peculiar grace and ma-

, and seeming totally unruffled, either by the
visit, or by the rude manner in which it had been
enlorced. Her dress was a robe of black velveg;
a small ruff open in front, gave a full view of her
beauntifully formed chin and neck, but veiled the
bosom, On her head ghe wore a small cap of
lace, and a transparent white veil hune from her
ghoulders over the long black robe, in large loose
folds, eo that it conld be drawn at pleasure over
the face and person. Bhe wore a cross of gold
around her neck, and had ber rosary of gold and
ebeny hanging from her girdle. She was closely

followed by her two ladies, who remained sfand-

ing behind her during the conference.
Lindesay, thongh the raodest noble of that rade
age, was surprised into something like respect by
the nnconcerned and majestic mein of her, whom
he had expected to find frantic with impotent pas-
gion, or dissolved in useless and vain sorrow, of
overwhelmed with the fears likely in such a gitu-
ation to assail fallen royalty.

“We fear we have detained yon, my Lord of
Lindesay,” said the Queen, while she courtesied
with dignity in answer to his relnciant obeisanee;
“but a female does vot willingly receive her vis
itors without some minutes spent at the toilette.
Men, my lord, are less dependent on such cers
monies,”

Lord Lindesay, casting his eye down on hig
own travel-stained and disordered dress, muttered
something of a hasty journey, and the Queen paid
her greeting to Sir Robert Melville with courtesy,
and even, as it eeemed, with kindness, There
was then a dead pause, during which Lindesay
looked towards the door, as if expecting with i
patience the colleague of their embassy. The
Queen alone was entirely nnembarrassed, and, a8
il ‘o break thesilence, she addressed Lord Linde
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say, with a glance at fhe large and cumbrous
gword which he wore, as already mentioned,
hanging from his neck.

“You have there a trusty and a weighty travel-
ling companion, my lord. I trust you expected
to meet with no enemy here, against whom such
a formidable weapon could be necessary? It is,
methinks, somewhat a singnlar ornament for a
court, thongh I am, as Lwell need to be, too much
of a Stewart to fear a sword.”

“Ttisnot the first time, madam,” replied Linde-
say, bringing round the weapon 8o as fo restits
point on the ground, and leaning one hand on the
huge cross-handle, ** it is not the first time that
this weapon has introded itself into the presence
of the House of Stewart.”

% Possibly, my lord,” replied the Queen, * it
may have done service to my ancestors—Your an-
cestors were men of loyalty.”

“ Ay, madam,” replied he, **zervice it hath
done; but such as kines love neither to acknowl-
edze nor to reward, It was the service which the
knife renders to the tree when trimming it o the
quick, and depriving it of the superfiuous growth
of rauk and unfroitful suckers, which rob it of
nourishment."”

 You talk riddles, my lord,” said Mary; “I
will iope the explanation carrics nothing insult-
ing with it.”

“You shall judee, madam,” answered Linde-
gay. **With this good sword was Archibald
Douglas, Earl of Angus, girded on the memorable
day when he acquired the name of Bell-the-Cat,
for drageing from the presence of your great
grandfather, the third James of the race, a crew
of minjons, flatterers, and favorites, whom he
hanged over the bridge of Lauder, as a warning
to such reptiles how they approach a Scottish
throne. With this same weapon, the same in-
flexible champion of Seottish honor and nobility
glew at one blow Spens of Kilspindie, a courtier
of your grandfather, James the Fourth, who had
dared to speak lightly of him in the royal pres-
ence. They fonght near the brook of Fala; and
Bell-the-Cat, with this blade, sheared through the
thizh of his opponent, and lopped the Hmb as
ex as a ¢hepherd’s boy slices a twig from a
sapling.*

“My lord,” replied the Quecen, reddening,
““my nerves are too good to be alarmed even by
this terrible history—May [ ask how a blade o
illustrions passed from the House of Douglas to
that of Lindesay ?—Methinks it should have been
preserved as a consecrated relic, by a family who
have held all that they could do against their king,
to be done in favor of their conntry.”

“Nay, madam,” eaid Melville, anxionsly in-
terfering not that question of Lord Linde-
gay.—And you, my lord, for shame—for decency—
forbear to reply to it.”

“Tt is time that this lady should hear: the
trnth,” replied Lindesay.

“ And be assured,” said the Queen, * that she
will be moved to anger by none that you can

tell her, my lord. There are cases in_ which
just scorn hus always the mastery over just an-
ger.”

“Then know," said Lindesay, “* that npon the
field of Carberry-hill, when that false and infa-
mous traitor and muarderer, James, sometime Earl
of Bothwell, and nicknamed Duke of Orkney, of-
fered to do personal battle with any of the ass0-
ciated nobles who came to drag him to justice, I
accepted his challenge, and was by the noble Earl
of Morton gifted with his good sword, that I
might therewith fight it out.—Ahl o help me
Heaven, had his presumption been one grain
more, or his cowardice one grain less, I should
have done such work with this good steel on his
traitorons corpse, that the hounds and cm-riqn—
crows should have found their morsels daintily
carved to theirusel™

The Queen’s courage well-nigh gave way at
the mention of Bothwell’s name—a name con
neeted with guch a train of guilt, shame, and dis-
aster. But the prolonged boast of Lindesay gave
her time to rally herself, and fo answer with an
appearance of cold contempt—* It is easy to slay
an enemy who enters not the lists. But had Mary
Stewart inherited her father’s sword as well as
his sceptre, the boldest of her rebels shonld not
upon that day have complained that they had no
one to cope withal. Your lordship will forgive
me if I abridge this conference, A brief deserip-
tion of & bloody fight is long enough to satisfy a
lady’s curiosity ; and unless my Lord of Lindesay
has =on ething more important to tell us than of
the deeds which old Bell-the-Cat achieved, and
how he would himself have emulated them, had
time and tide permitted, we will retire to our pri-
vate apartment, and youn, Fleming, shall finish
reading to us yonder little treatise, Des Rodomon-
tades Fspagnolles.”

¢ Tapry, madam,” said Lindesay, his complex-
ion reddening in his turn; **Iknow your quick
wit too well of old to have sought an interview
that you might sharpen its edge at the expense
of my honor. Lord Ruthven and myself, with
Sir Rubert Melyille as a concurrent, come to your
Grace on the part of the Secret Council, to tender
to vou what much concerns the safety of your own
life and the welfare of the State.”

 The Secret Conneil 3 said the Queen; *“by
what powers can it subsist or act, while I, from
whom it holds its character, am here detained
under unjust restraint ? But it matters noi—
what eoncerns the wellare of Scotland shall be
acceptable to Mary Stewart, come from whatever
quarter it will—and for what concerns her own
Jife, she has lived long enongh to be weary of it,
even at the age of twenty-five.—Where i8 your
colleague, my lord #—why tarries he #7

+ He come#, madam,” said Melville, and Lord
Ruthven entered at the instant, holding in his
hand a packet. Asthe Queen refurned his salu-
tation she became deadly pale, but instantly re-
covered herself by dint of etrong and sudden
resolution, just as the noble, whose appearance
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teemed to excite guch emotions in her bosom,
entered the apartment in company with Geo
Douglas, the youngest son of the Knight of Loch-
leven, who, during the absence of Lis father and
brethren, acted as Senechalof the Castle, under
the direction of the elder Lady Lochleven, his
father’s mother,

CHAPTER XXII,

t from off my head,
e from my hand;
With
With
w ;
With mine own breath release all duteous oathe,
Ricpazxp 11,
Lorn Ruravexn had the look and bearing which
becanie a soldier and a statesman, and the marlial
cast of his form and features procured him the
popular epithet of il, by which he was dis-
ingnished by his intimates, after the lero of a
cal romance then generally known. His
8, which was a buff-coat embroidered, had a
ialf-military character, but exh »d nothing of
gence which distingnished that of

his look that cast of inauspicions melancholy, by
which the physiognomists of that time pretended
to distingnish those who were predestined to a
violent and unhappy death,

The terror which the presence of this nobleman
ed on the Queen’s mind, arose from the
hare he had borne in the slaughter of

David Rizzio ; his father having presided at the
perpetration of that abominable crime, although
£0 weak from long and wasting ess, that he
could not endure the weight of his arm
arisen from a sick-bed to commit a murder in the
presence of his ign,  On that oceasion his
gon algo had attended and taken an active part.
It was little to be wondered at, that the Que
coneidering her condition when ench a deed of
acted in her presence, shonld retain

instinetive terror for the pr al actors in the
murder. 8he returned, however, with grace the
eulutation of Lord Ruthven, and extended her
haud to George Douglas, who kreeled, and kissed
it with respect ; the first mark of a subject’s hom-
age which Roland Greeme hed seen any of them
render to the captive Bover She returned
his greeting in silence, and there was a |
pause, during which the steward of the castle, a
man of a sad brow and a severe eye, placed, under
George Douglag’s directions, a table and writing
materials; and the page, obedient to his mis-
tress’s dumb al, advanced a large chair to the
side on which the Queen stood, the table thus
forming a sort of bar which divided the Quecn
and her personal followers from her nnwelcome
visitors, The steward then withdrew after a low
reverence. Wnen he had cloged the door behind
nim, the Queen broke silence—** With your favor,

having

my lords, T w1l sit—my walks are not iudeed ex
tensive enongh at present to fatizue me greatly,
yet I II!.A’.E repose something more necessary {hyy

She =at down aceordingly, and, shading hey
cheek with her beantiful hand, looked keenly ang
improesively at each of the nobles in turn, Mary
Fleming applied her kerchief to her eyes, anj
Catherine Seyton and Roland Greeme exchansed g
glance, which showed that both were too décp]y
engrossed with sentiments of interest and com-
misgeration for their royal mistress, to think of
anything which regarded themselves,

“T1 wait the purpose of your mis ion, my
lords,” said the Queen, after she had been geated
for about a minute without a word Leitg
gpoken,—**T wait your message from those you
call the Secret Council.—I trustitisa petition of
pardon, and a desire that I will resume my rights
ful throne, without using with due severity my
right of punishing those who have dispossesged
me of it.

“ Madam,”
us to speak

lied Ruthven, ** it is painfulfor
1 truths to a Princess who has
long ruled us. But we come to offer, not to im-
plore, par In & word, ma we have to
propose to you on the part of the Secret Couneil,
that you sign these deedg, which will coniribute
fication of the te, the ad-
8 fare of your
own future lif
* Am T expect se fair words on
the contents of

“ Unquestionably, lam; it is onr purpose
you shonld read what yon are required

d Ruthven.
* replied the Queen, with some

the phrase suits well the matter
1]

The Lord Ruthven proceeded to read a formal

ent, rmuning in the Queen's name, and

ting forth that she had been calied, atan early
age, to the administration of the erown and realin
of Scotland, and had toiled diligently therein, uns
til she was in body and epirit g0 wearied ont and
18ted, that she was unable any longer t0 ens
dure the travail and pain of 1e affairg; and
that since God had blessed her with a fair and
hopeful son, she was desirous to ensure to him,
even while ghe yet lived, his succession to the
crown, which was hig by right of hereditary d&
gcent. * Wherefo! the instrument proceededs
*we, of the motherly affection we bear to our
eaid son, have renounced and demifted, and b¥
these our letters of free good-will, renounce and
demit, the Crown, government, and guiding of
the realm of Scotland, in favor of our said soDy
that he may succeed to us as native Prince there
of, 48 much ag if we had been removed by disease,
and not by our proper act. And that this demiss
glon of our royal authority may have the more full
and solemu effect, and none pretend ignorance
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we give, grant, and commit, full and free and
plain power to our trnsty eonsins, Lord Lindesay
of the Byres, and William Lerd Ruthven, to ap-
pear inonr name before as many of the nobility,
clergy, and bur s, 48 may be a abled at
Stirling, and there; in onr name and behalf, pub-
licly, and in their presence, fo renounce the
Crown, guidance, and government, of this our
kingdom of Seotland.”

The Queen here broke in with an air of ex-
treme surprise. ** How is this, my lords #"" ghe
gaid; ‘*are my ears turned rebels, that they de-
ceive me with sounds eo extraordinary ?—And
yet it iz no wonder that, having conversed 8o long
with rebellion, they should now force its language
npon my understanding. Say I am mistaken, my
lords—say, for the honor of yourselves and the
Scottish nobility, that my right trusty consins of
Lindesay and Ruthven, two barons of warlike
fame and ancient line, have not sought the prison-
house of their kind mistress for such a purpose
as these words seem to imply. Say, for the
sake of honor and loyalty, that my ears have de-
ceived me.”’

* No, madam," said Ruthven gravely, * your
ears do not deceive yon—they deceived you when
they were closed against the preachers of the
evangele, and the honest advice of your faithful
subjects; and when they were ever open to flat-
tery of pickthanks and traitors, foreign cnbiculars
and domestic minions. The land may no longer
brook the rule ef one who cannot rule herself;
wherefore, I pray you to comply with the last re-
maining wish of your subjects and counsellors,
and spare yourself and us the farther agilation of
matter g0 painful.”

** And is this ¢fi my loving subjects require of
me, my lord 2" gaid Mary, in a tone of bitter
irony. *“Do they really stint themselves to the
eagy boon that T should yield up the crown,

ch is mine by birthright, to an infant which is
gcarcely more than a year old—fling down my
ecepire, and take up a distaf—Oh nol it is toolitfle
for them {o ask—That other roll of parchment
containg something harder to be complied with,
and which may more highly task my readiness to
comply with the petitions of my lieges.”

*This parchment,” answered Ruthven, in the
eame tone of inflexible gravity, and unfolding the
instrument as he spoke, **is one by which your
Grace constitutes your nearest in blood, and the
most honorable and trustworthy of your sub-
jects, James, Earl of Murray, Rezent of the king-
dom dunring the minority of the young King, He
already holds the appointment from the Secret
Couneil."

The Queen gave a sort of shriek, and, clapping
her hands together, exclaimed, “Comes the
arrow out of his quiver !—out of my brother's
bow ?—Alas! T looked for his return from France
as my sole, at least my readiest, chance of deliver-
ance. And yet, when I heard that he had as-
sumed the government, I guessed he Wwould shame
to wield it in my name,”

1 must pray your answer, madam," said Lord
Rathven, ** to the demand of the Counecil.”

“The demand of the Council!™ said the
Queen; * e rather the demand of a set of rob-
be impatient to divide the spoil they have
seized, To such a demand, and sent by the
mouth of a traitor, whose scalp, but for my wo-
manish mercy, should long since have stood on
the city gates, Mary of Scotland has no answer.”

“T trust, madam,” said Lord Ruathven, “my
being nnaceeptable to your presence will not add
to your obduracy of resolution, It may become
you to remember that the death of the minion,
Rizzio, cost the honse of Runthyen its head and
leader. My father, more worthy than a whole
province of such vile sycophants, died in exile,
and broken-hearted.”

The Queen clasped her hands on her face, and,
resting her arms on the table, stooped down her
head and wept so bitterly, that the tears were
seen to find their way in streams between the
white and slender fingers with which she endeav-
ored to conceal them.

** My lords,” eaid Sir Robert Melville, * this ia
too much rigor. Under your lordships’ favor, we
ame hither, not to revive old griefs, but to find
the mode of avoiding new ones.”

**Sir Robert Melville,” said Ruthven, ‘“‘we
best know for what purpose we were delecated
hither, and wherefore yon were somewhat unne-

v sent to attend ns.”

y, by my hand,” said Lord Lindesay, *I
know not why we were cumbered with the good
knight, unless he comes in place of the lump of
sugzar which pothicars put into their wholesome
but bitter medicaments, to please & froward child
—a needless labor, methinks, where men have
the me to make them swallow the physic
otherwise.”

Nay, mylords,” said Melville, ““ ye best know
your own secret instructions. I conceive I shall
best obey mine in striving to mediate between
her Grace and youn.”

“Be silent, Sir Robert Melville,” said the
Queen, arising, and her face still glowing with
agilation as she spoke. ** My kerchief, Fleming
—I shame that traitors should have power to
move me thus.—Tell me, proud lords,” she add-
ed, wiping away the tears as she spoke, * by what
earthly warrant can liece subjects pretend to chal-
lenge the rights of an anointed Sovereizn—to
throw off the allegiance they have vowed, and to
take away the crown from the head on which Di-
vine warrant hath placed it#**

**Madam,” said Ruthven, *T will deal plainly
with you. Your reign, from the dismal field of
Pinkieclengh, when you were a babe in the
cradle, till now that ye stand a grown dame be-
fore ue, hath been such a tragedy of losses, d
aslers, civil dissensions, and foreign wars, that
the like is not to be found in our chronicles. The
French and English have, with one consent, made
Scotland the battle-field or which to fight out
their own ancient quarrel.—For ourselves, every
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man’s haud hath been against his brother, nor
hath a year passed over without rebellion and
glaughter, exile of nobles, and oppressing of the
commons. We may endure it no longer, and
therefore, as a prince, fo whom God hath refused
the gift of hearkening to wise counsel, and on
whose dealings and projects mo blessing hath
ever descended, we pray you to give way to other
rule and governance of the land, that a remnant
may yet be raved to this di ted realm.”

My lord,” said Mary, * it seems to me that
von fling on my unhappy and devoted head those
evile, which, with far more justice, I may impute
to your own turbulent, wild, and untamable dis
positions—the frantic violence with which yon,
the Magnates of Scotland, enter into fends against
each other, sticking at no cruelty to gratify your
wrath, taking decp revenge for the slightest of-
fences, and getting at defiance those wise laws
which your ancestors made for.stanching of euch
cruelly, rebelling against the lawful anthority,
and bearing yourselves as if there were no king
in the land ; or rather.as if each were king in his
own premiges, And now you throw the blame
on me—on me, whose life has been embittered—
whose sleep has been broken—whose happiness
has been wrecked by your dissensions. Havel
not myself been obliged to traverse wilds and
mountains, at the head of a few faithful follow-
ers, to maintain peace and to put down oppres-
gion? Have I not worn harness on my person,
and carried pistols at my saddle ; fain to lay aside
the softzess of a woman, and the dignity of a
Queen, that T might show an example to my fol-
lowers 2™

“We grant, madam,”" said Lindesay, * that
the affrays occasioned by your misgovernment
may sometimes have startled yon in the midst
of a masque or galliard ; or it may be that
may have interrupted the idolatry of the ma
the jesunitical counsels of some Fry
dor. Bunt the longest and severest j
your Grace hag taken in my memory,

Hawick to Hermitage Castle ; and whether it was
for the weal of the Btate, or for your own honor,

:ts with your Grace's congcience,”

The Queen turned to him with inexp)
gweetness of tone and manner, and that engag
look which Heaven had assigned her, as if to
ghow that the choicest arts to win men’s affec-
tions may be given in vain. **Lindesay,”
gaid, ** yon spoke not to me in this stern tone,
and with snch scurril taunt, yon fair summer
evening, when you and I shot at the butts against
the Earl of Marand Mary Livingstone, and won
of them the evening’s collation, in the pr
den of Saint Andrew’s. The Master of Lind
was then my friend, and vowed to be my go
How I have offended the Lord of Lindesay I |
not, mmless honors have ehanged manners,”

Hardhearted as he was, Lindesay seemed
gtruck with this unexpected appeal, but almost
Instantly replied, ** Madam, it is well known that
your Grace conld in those days make fools of

ghe
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whomever approached you. I pretend not gy
have been wiger than others. But gayer men and
better courtiers soon jostled aside my rade hom.
age, and I think that your Grace cannot but'm
member times, when my awkward attempts'f
take the manners that pleased yon, were fhe
sport of the conrt-popinjays, the Marys, and thy
Frenchwomen,”

“My lord, I grieve if I have offended yoy
through idle gaiety,” said the Queen; * and ean
but say it was most unwittingly done, ' Yon are
fully revenged; for through gaiety,” she said
with a sigh, *will I never offend any one more®

“ Onr time is wasting, madam,” said Lond
Ruthven: **1 must pray your decision on thi
weighty matter which I have submitted to yon.®

“ What, my lord 1 said the Queen, **upou the
jnstant, and without a moment's time to'delibes
ate?—Can the Couneil, as they term themselves
expect this of me?™

“Madam,” replied Ruthven, *the Conngil
hold the opinion that since the fatal term which
passed betwixt the night of King Henry's murder
and the day of Carberry-hill, your Grace shonld
have held you prepared for the measure now pio-
posed, as the
dangers and di

“ Great God | ™ exclaimed the Queen; “andig
it as a boon that you propese to me, what every
Christian king onght to regard as a loss of honar
equal to the loss of You take from me my
erown, my power, my subjects, my wealth, my
gtate. What, in the name of every saint, can yo
offer, or do vou offer, in requital of my compls
ance?”

“We give yon pardon,” answered Ruthven
sternly—"*we give you space and means to spend
your ning life in penitence and seclusion=
we give you time to make your neace with Heay
en, and to receive the pure Gospel, which you
have ever rejected and persecnted ™

The Queen turned pale at the menace whiel thi§
gpecch, as well as the rongh and inflexible tones
of the speaker, seemed distinetly to infer—*Aul
if I do not comply with your requesi se fiercely
urged, my lord, what then follows #

She said this in a voice in which female and
natural fear was contending with the feclings of
insnlted dignity.—There was a panse, as ifne
one cared to return to the question a distineta
swer, At length Ruthven spoke: * There islittl
need to tell to your Grace, who are well read botl
in the laws and in the chronicles of the realiy
that murder and adu r are crimes for \'.'hic?m
now queens themselves have suffered death.”

“ And where, my lord, or how, found you &
accnsation so horrible against her who stands
fore you?” said*Queen Mary. **The foul and
odious calumnies which have poigoned the g&
eral mind of Scotland, and have placed me s helf
less priconer in your hands, are surely uo p
of guilt?” !

" We nded loolk for no farther proof,” replid
the stern Lord Ruthven, *than the shemeles

;
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marriage betwixt the widow of the murdered
and the leader of the vand of mmrderers |—They
that joined hands in the fated month of May, had
already united hearts and comnsel in the deed
which preceded that marriage but a few briel
weeks."

“My lord, my lord ! eaid the Queen, eagerly,
“remember well there were more consents than
mine to that fatal union, that most unhappy act
of amost unhappy life. The evil steps adopted
by sovereigns are oftem the suggestion of bad
counsellors ; bat these conngellors are worse than
fiends who tempt and betray, if they themselves
are the first to call their unfortunate princes to
answer for the consequences of their own advice.
Heard ye never of a bond by the nobles, my
lords, recommending that ill-fated union to the
ill-fated Mary® Methinks, were it carefully ex-
amined, we should see that the names of Morton
and of Lindesay, and of Ruthven, may be found
in that bond, which pressed me to marry that un-
happy man,—Ah! gtont and loyal Lord Herries,
who never knew guile or dishonor, you bent your
noble knee to me in vain, to warn me of my
danger, and wert yet the first to draw thy good
sword in my cause when I suffered for neglecting
thy counsel? Faithful knight and troe noble,
what a difference betwixt thee and those coun-
gellors of evil, who now threaten my life for hav-
ing fallen into the snares they spread for me]™

‘ Madam,” said Ruthven, ** we know that you
are an orator; and perhaps for that reason the
Council has sent hither men, whose converse hath
been more with the wars, than with (he langznaze
of the schools or the cabals of state. We bat de-
gire to know if, on assnrance of life and honor,
ye will demit the rale of this kingdom of Scot-
land ?

*And what warrant have 1" gaid the Queen,
‘“that ye will keep treaty wilth me, if I should
barter my kingly estate for seclusion, and leave
to weep in secret

* Our honor and our word, madam,” answered
Ruthven.

* They are too slight and unsolid pledges, my
lord,” said the Queen ; **add at least a handful of
thistle-down to give them weight in the balance.*

* Away, Ruthven," said Lindesay; ** she was
ever deaf to counsel, save of slaves and syco-
phants; let her remain by herrefusal, and abide
by itt”

* Siay, my lord,” said Sir Robert Melville, * or
rather permit me to have but a few minates' pri-
vate audience with her Grace. If my presence with
you could avail aught, it must be as a mediator
—do not, I conjure you, leave the castle, or break
off the conference, until I bring you word how her
Grace ghall finally stand disposzed.”

**We will remain in the hall,’ gaid Lindesay,
“for hall an howr’s space; but in despising onr

and onr pledge of honor, she has touched
{lie honor of my name—let her look herself to the
course she has to pursue. If the half hour shonld
pass away without her determining to comply
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with the demands of the nation, her career will
be brief enongh,”

With little ceremony the two nobles left the
apartment, traversed the vestibule, and descended
the winding stairs, the clash of Lindesay’s huge
sword being heard as it rang against each step in
his descent. George Douglas followed them, after
exchancing with Melville a gesture of surprise
and sympathy.

soon as they were gone, the Queen, giving
way to gricf, fear, and agitation, threw herself
into the scat, wrang her hands, and seemed to
abandon herzelf to despair. Her female attend-
ants, weeping themselves, endeavored yet to pray
her to be composed, and Sir Robert Melville,
kneeling at her feet, made the same entreaty.
After giving way to a passionate burst of sorrow,
she at length said to Melville, ** Kneel not to me,
Melville—mock me not with the homage of the
person, when the heart is far away—Why elay
you behind with the deposed, the condémned?
her whe has but few hours perchance to live f
Yon have been favored as well as the rest; why
do you continue the empty show of gratitude and
thankfulness any longer than they

*Madam,” said Sir Robert Melville, * so help
me Heaven at my need, my heart is as true to you
as when you were in your highest place.”

*“True to me! trne to me!” repeated the
Queen, with some scorn ; “* tush, Melville, what
gignifies the truth which walks hand in hand with
my enemies’ falzsehood ?—thy hand and thy sword
have never been so well acquainted that I can
trust thee in aunght where manhood is required—
Oh, Beyton. for thy bold father, who is both wise,
true, and valiant!"

Roland Greme counld withstand no lonzer his
eamest desire to offer his services to a princess s
distressed and so beantiful. If one sword,
said, **madam, can do any thing to back the wis-
dom of this grave counsellor, or to defend your
rightful canse, here is my weapon, and here iz my
hand ready to draw and use it.”” And raising his
sword with one band, he laid the other upon the
hilt.

As he thus held up the weapon, Cathetine Sey-
ton exclaimed, ** Methinks I eee a token from my
father, madam ;™ and immediately crossing the
apartment, she took Roland Grazme by the skirt
of the cloak, and asked him earnestly whence he
had that sword.

The page answered with surprise, * Methinks
this is no presence in which to jest—Surely,
damsel, you yourself best know whence and how
I obtained the weapon.”

**Is this a time for folly ? " said Catherine Sey-
ton; **unsheathe the sword instanily |

“1f the Queen commands me," gaid the youth,
looking towards his royal mists

“For shame, maiden!™ said the Queen;
‘“wounldst thou ins 3 the poor boy to enter
into useless strife with the two most approved
goldiers in Scotland

* In your Grace’s cause,” replied the page, **,
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will venture my life npon them|™ And as he
spoke, he drew his weapon partly from the sheath,
and a piece of parchment, rolled around the blade,
fell out and dropped on the floor, Catherine
ton canght it up with ea haste,
*It is my father's hand-writing," she said,

“and doub conveys his bes{ duteous advice
to your Majesty ; I know that it wae prepared to
be sent in this weapon, but I expected another
messenger.”!

** By my faith, fair one,” thought Roland, ** and
If you knew not that T had such a secret missive

about me, I was yet more ignorant.”

The Queen cast her eye upon {ke scroll, and

ained a few minntes wrapped in de ep thonght,
““Sir Robert Melyille,” she at length said, **this
seroll advises me to submit myself to necessity,
and to eubscribe the deeds these hard men have
brought with them, as one who gives way to the
natural fear inspired by the threats of rebels and
murderers. Yon, Sir Robert, area wige man, and
Seyton is both sagacious and brave. Neither, I
think, wounld mislead me in this matter.”

* Madam,” said Melville, *if 1 have not the
etrensth of body of the Lord Herries or \P\l(m
I will yield to neither in zeal for your 2
service, I cannot fight for you like the:
but neither of them is more w illing to die for your
service.”

*I believe it, my old and faithful counsellor,
gaid the Queen, * and believe me, Melville, I did
thee but a moment’s injus Read what my
Lord Beyton hath written to us, and give us thy
best connsel,”

He glanced over the parchment, and instantly
replied—* Oh! my dear and royal mis
treason itself could give you other advice th an
Lord Seyton has here expressed, Ie, Herries,
Huntly, the English amb. lor Throgmorton,
and others, your friends, are all alike of opinion,
that whatever deeds or ivstruments you execute
within these walls, must lose all force and effe
as extorted from your Grace by duresse, by suffe
ance of present evil, and fear of men. and harm
to ensue on your refusal. Yield, therefore, to the
tide, and be assured, that in sub
parchments they ]]rCSf'ht to yon
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that which alone £.111 1me
of lt.e granter.”

“yet mLthmI._ fur the (Lm hter of go long a 1

of sovereigns to resign her birihright, becanse
rebels press upon her with threats, arenes little
of royalty, and will 1(Jr1 ill me of Mary
in future rhln'mlu “~|1 Imhul Melville,
the traito 1 bold words,
but they will not d;u'u to p\'.l their hands forth on
our person,”

* Alas! madam, th
and incarred such pe
have gone, that th
worst and nttermo,

* Surely,” gaid the Que

lengths w 3
are but one step from the

B, her fears again pre-
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dominaling, **S8coltish nobles wonld not jend
themselves to assasginate a helpless woman$®

* Bethink you, madam,” he replied, * what
horrid spectacles have been seen in our days
and what act is so dark, that some Scottish hand
has not been fonnd to dareit? Lord Lindesay,
besides his natural sullenness and hardness of
temper, ig the near kinsman of Henry Darnley,
and Ruthven has his own deep and dangerons
pla The Council, besides, speak of proofs by
writ and word, of a casket with letters—of I know
not what.”

*Ay! good Melville,” answered the Qneen‘
‘*were I as sure of the evenhanded integrity of my
judges, as of my own innocence—and yet—2

*Oh | pause, madam,” said Mellville ; *even
innocence must gometimes for 'a season sloop o
injurious blame. Begides, yon are herg—"

He looked round and paused.

*Speak out, Melville,” said the Queen, ‘ never
one approached my person who wished to work

and even this peor page, whom Thave
y geen for the first time in my life, I can
safely with your communication.”

"Nfl_\"*l]:ﬂd.!l'tl,“ swered Melville, *in snch
emergence '1r:<[ hr- h- z the bearer of Lord Sey

ill venture to say, before him

2 +5, whose truth and fidelity I

(.:~p~"e 11017] gay I will venture to say, that there
'tr modes besides that of open trisl, by

s often c‘m' and ti.at a8

for Hle :unl, :.JL. \\'oman Il\'e!
not that would take the step sc soon as1-—-Bof
alas ! Melville, when we think of death, a thoss
sand sins, which we have trod as worms beneath
our feet, rise up ag t ns as flaming serpents
Most injuriously do y accuse me of aiding

leath ; . blessed Lady! I afforded
too open ou.,mm for the suspicion—I espounsed
Bothwell.”

“Think not of that now, madam,” said Mel
ville, “think rather of the immediate modeof
gaving you 1d gon,  Comply with the present
150 , and trust that better times

and happy

1 Roland Greme, * if it pleases
d do so, I will presently swi
if they refuse me other conveys
l will go to the Cumt-i sueces
nee, and Spain, and will

yed these "Jll. instruments

pulse than the fear of deathy
them that say other

er round, and with oné of

the era of HE®

sk, held her hand toWs

ut sm aking A wond. 18

'1 reve ;. and kissed it, and Melville
1 resumed
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“Madam,” he said, *‘time pres and yon
must not let those boats, which I see they are even
now preparing, put forth on the lake. Here are
enough of witnesses—your ladies—this bold youth
— myself, when it car serve your cause effectnally,
for T would not hastily stand committed in this
matter—but even without me here is evidence
enough to show, that you have yiclded to the de-
mands of the Council through force and fear, but
from no sincere and unconstrained assent. Their
boats are already manned for their return—oh!
permit your old servant to recall them."

** Melville,” said the Queen, ““thom art an
ancient courtier—when didst thon ever knowa
Bovereign Prince recall to his presence subjects
who had parted from him on sach terms as those
on which theze envoys of the Council left us, and
who yet were recalled without submission or
apology —Let it cost me both life and erown, I
will not again command them to my presence.”

**Alas | madam, that empty form should make
a barrier! If I rightly understand, you are not
unwilling to listen to real and advantageous coun-
sel—but your scruple is saved—I hear them re-
turning to agk your final resolution. Oh! take the
advice of the noble Seyton, and you may once more
command those who now usurp a trinmph over
you. But, hush! I hear them in the vestibule.”

As he concluded speaking, George Douglas
opened the door of the apartment, and marshalled
in the two noble envoys.

**We come, madam,” said the Lord Ruthven,
“to request your answer {o the proposal of the
Council.”

“Your final answer,” said Lord Lindesay;:
**for with a refusal yon must conple the certainty
that you bave: precipitated yonr fate, and re-
nounced the last oppertunity of making peace
with God, and ensuring your longer abode in the
world.” _

“My lords,” eaid Mary, with inexpressible
grace and dignity, the evils we cannot resist we
must submit to—I will subscribe these parch-
ments with such liberty of choice as my condition
permits me. Were I on yonder shore, with a fleet
jennef and ten good and loyal knights around me,
I wonld subscribe my sentence of eternal con-
demnation as soon as the resignation of my
throne. But here, in the Castle of Lochleven,
with deep water around me—and you, my lords,
beside me,—I have no freedom of choice.—Give
me the pen, Melville, and Dbear witness to what I
do, and why I do it.”

*Itis our hope your Grace will not snppose
yourself compelled by any apprehensions from
us,” said the Lord Ruthven, *‘to execute what
must he your own voluntary deed.”

The Queen had already stooped towards the
table, and placed the parchment before her, with
the pen between her fingers, ready for the im-
portant act of signature. But when Lord Ruth-
ven had done speaking, she looked up, stopped
short, and threw down the pen, “If,’* she said,
‘“Iam expected to declare I give away my crown
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of free will, or otherwise than beeanse I am com-
pelled to renonnce it by the threat of worse evils
to myselfand my subjects, I will not put my nama
to guch an untruth—not to gain full possesdion of
England, France, and Scotland |—all oncegny own,
in poseession, or by right.”

“Bewsre, madam,” gaid Lindesay, and,
snatching hold of the Queen’s arm with his own
gauntleted hand, he pressed it, in the rudencss
of his passion, more closely, perhaps, than he
was himself aware of,=—*‘ beware how you eon-
tend with those who are the stronger, and have
the mastery of your fate 1™

Heheld his grasp on her arm, bending his eyes
on her with a stern and intimidating look, till
both Ruthven and Melville cried shame; and
Donglas, who had hitherto remained in a state of
apparent apathy, had made a stride from the door,
ag if to interfere. The rnde Baron then quitted
his hold, disguising the confugion which he really
felt at having indulged his passion to such an ex-
tent, under a sullen and contemptuous emile,

The Queen immediately began, with an ex-
pression of pain, to bare the arm which he had
grasped, by drawing up the elecve of her gown,
and it appeared that his gripe had left the purpla
marks of his iron fingers upon her flesh—* My
lord,” she said, “as a knight and gentleman, you
might have spared my frail arm so severe a proof
that you have the greater strength on your side,
and are resolved to use it—But I thank you for it
—it i3 the most decizive token of the terms on
which this day's business is to rest—I draw you
to witness, both lords and Iadies,” she eaid,

of the grasp on herarm, *‘ that
scribe these instruments in obedience to the
1 manual of my Lord of Lindesay, which you
gee imprinted on mine arm.” *

remarkable event are, ven in the
aginary; but the outline of the events ia
bert Lindesay, brother to the author of the
first intrusted with the delicate commission of
ding the imprisoned Queen {0 re her Crown, As he
y refused to interfere, they determined to send the Lord
Lindesay, one of the rude: violent of their own faction,
with insiroc asions, and if thesa did
neeeed, to enter + harder tern Knox associates Lord
Ruthven with Lindesay in this alarming comm
son of that Lord Ruthven who was prime
of Rizzio; and little mercy was to be expected from his con-
junction with Lindesay.
The employment of such rude {ools argued a resolution on
t‘ue p. art of lhc(e who had ..T:e Q:u‘m 6 n“rsou in their pm\er, to

preceding chs
historical. S

nate. pressing danger, Slr Robert \-{elvﬂle wad
despatched hy them to Lochleven, carrying with him, concealed
n the scabbard of his sword, ie:le'rs to the Queen from the Earl
of Athole, Maitland of Lethington, and even from Throckmor-
ton, the English Ambassador, who was then favorable to the
ortunate Mary, conj ield to the necessity of the
and to su ch ¢ deeds as Lindesay ab-m]d lay before

g 60, in 1})& sh!e of cap
would neither, in law, hono

af one part of her sut
at Lind was arrived in a boasting,

thatls, threatening humor, the Queen, “ with some reluciancy
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Lindesay wonld have spoken, but was re-
strained by his colleagne Ruthven, who said to
him, * Peace, my lord. Let the Lady Mary of
Scotland aseribe her signature to what she will,
it i= our business to procure it, and carry it to
the Cof¥icil. Should there be debate hereafter on
the manner in which it was adhibited, therewill
be time enoungh for it.”

Lindesay was silent accordingly, only mutter-
ing within his beard, **I meant not to hurt her;
but I think women's flesh be as tender as new-
fallen snow.”

The Queen meanwhile sabscribed the rolls of
parchment with a hasty indifference, as if they
had been matters of elight consequence, or of
mere formality, When she had performed this
painful task, she arose, and, having courtesied to
the lords, was about to withdraw to her chamber,
Ruthven and Sir Robert Melville made, the first a
formal reverence, the second an obeisance, in
which his desire to acknowledge his sympathy
was obviously checked by the fear of appearing
in the eyes of his colleagnes too partial to his
former mistress. But Lindesay stood motionlegs,
even when they were preparing to withdraw. At
length, as if moved by a sndden impulse, he
walked round the table which had hitherto been
betwixzt them and the Queen, kneeled on one
knee, took her hand, kissed it, lef it fall, and
arose—** Lady,” he gaid, * thou art a noble crea-
ture, even though thon hast abused God’s choicest
gifts. I pay that dévotion to thy manliness of

spirit, which I would not have paid to the power
thou hast long undeservedly wielded—I kneel to
Mary Stewart, not to the Queen.”

“The Queen and Mar swart pity thee alike,
Lindesay,” said Mary—'‘alike they pity, and they
forgive thee. An honored soldier hadst thou been
by a king's gide—leagued with rebels, what art
thon but a good blade in the hands of a ruflian f—
Farewell, my Lord Rathven, the smoother but the
deeper traitor.—Farewell, Melville—Mayest thou
find masters that can understand state policy bet-
ter, and have the means to reward it more richly,
than Mary Stewart.—Farewell, George of Douglas
—make your respected grand-dame comprehend
that we wonld be alone for the remainder of the
day—God wot, 'we have mneed to collect our
thonghts,”

All bowed and withdrew ; but scarce had the
entered the vestibule, ere Rathven and Lindesay
were at variance. * Chide not with me, Ruth-
ven,” Lindesay was heard to say, in answer to
gomething more indistinctly urged by his col-
leagne—** Chide not with me, for I will not bro
it! You put the hangman’s office on me in i
matter, and even the very hangman hath leave to
ask some pardon of those on whom he
office. I would I had as deep canse to be this

Murray re
behaved w
signed 24th July, 1567,

lady’s friend as I have to be her enemy—tlog
ghouldet see if I spared limb and life in her guar
rel.”

“Thon art a_sweet minion,” £aid Rathyen,
‘¢ to fight a lady's quarrel, and all for a brent broy
and a tear in the eye! Such toys bave been gnt
of thy thoughts this many a year.”

“* Do meright, Ruthven,” said Lindesay, * Yog
are like a polighed corselet of steel ; it shinesmore
gaudily, but it is not a whit softer—nay, it iafiye
times harder than a Glasgow breast-plate of ham-
mered iron. Enough. We know each other.”

They descended the stairs, were heard to sum.
mon their boats, and the Queen signed to Relind

Greme to retire to the vestibule, and leaye hep

with her female attendants.
ST

CHAPTER XXIIL

Give me a morsel on the greensward rather,
Cosrse as you will the cooking—Let the fresh spring
ide my napkin—and the free birds
g and chirping, hop from bough to bough,
ihe crumbs I leave for perguisites—
Your prison feasts I like not.
Tue Woonsuan, A Drivi,

A recees in the vestibule was enlightened by'§

a small window, at which Roland Grrme sia
tioned himself to mark the departure of the lords
He could see their followers mustering on horee-
back under their respective banners—the westerm
snn glancing on their corselets and steel-capsas
they moved to and fro, mounted or dismounted at
intervals. Onthe narrow space betwixt the casils
and the water, the Lords Ruthven and Lindesay
were already moving slowly to their boats, ac
companied by the Lady of Lochleven, her gring:
gon, and their principal attendants, They took &
ceremonions leave of each other, as Roland conld
discern by their gestures, and the boats put off
from their landing-place; the boatmen stretehed
to their oars, and they epeedily diminished upon
the eye of the idle gazer, who had no better em=
ployment than to watch their motions. Sueh
geemed algo the occupation of the Lady Loch
leven and George Douglas, who, returning from
the landing-place, looked frequently back fo (he
and at length stopped as if to observe their
ss under the window at which Rolamd
cazed on the Jakg
be could hear the lady distinetly say, ** And &
as bent her mind to eave her life at the expense
of her kingdom ?
“ Her life, madam 1" replied her son; *I'know
not who would dare to attempt it in the castle of
her, Had I dreamt that it was with sucl
purpose that Lindesay insisted on bringing bis
followers hither, neither he nor they should have
passed the iron gate of Lochleven Castle.”
+T speak not of private glaughter, my eon, bt
of open trial, condemnation, and execution; foF
with such she has been threatened, and o sucl
threats she has given way. Had shenot more ol
the false Guisian blood than of the royal race of
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Beotland in her veing, she had bidden them defi-
ance to their teeth—But it is all of the rame com-
plexion, and meanness is the natural companion
of profligaey.—I am discharged, forsooth, from in-
truding on her gracious presence this evening.
Go thon, my son, and render the usual service of
the meal to this uigueened Queen.™

“ 8o please you, lady mother,” gaid Douglas,
*T care not greatly to approach her presence.”

*Thon art right, my son ; and therefore I trust
thy prudence, even because I have noted thy caun-
tion. She is like an isle on the ocean, surrounded
with shelves and quicksands ; its verdure fairand
inviting to the eye, but the wreek of many a goodly
vesss] which hath approached it too rashly. But
for thee, my son, I fear nought ; and we may not,
with our honor, suffer her to eat without the at-
tendance of one of nus. S8he may die by the judg-
ment of Heaven, or the fiend may have power
overher in her despair; and then we would be
tonched in honor to show, that in our housze, and
at our table, she had all fair-play and fitting
usage.”

Here Roland was interrnpted by a smart tap on
the shonlders, reminding him sharply of Adam
‘Woodeock's adventure of the preceding evening.
He turned round, almost expecting to see the page
of Saint Michael's hostelrie. He esaw, indeed,

‘atherine Seyton; but she was in female altire,
differing, no donbt, a great deal in shape and ma-
terials from that which she had worn when they
first met, and becoming her birth as the daughter
of a great baron, and her rank as the attendantona
princess. * So, fair page,’ said she, ** eaves-drop-
ping is one of your pare-like gqualities, T presome.””

* Fair sister,” answered Roland, in the same
tone, “*if some friends of mine be as well ac-
guainted with the rest of our m ry as they are
with the arts of swearing, swaggering, and switch-
ing, they need ask no page in Christendom for
farther insight into his vocation.”

** Unless that pretty speech infer that you have
yourself had the discipline of the switch since we
last met, the probability whereof Inothing doubt,
I profess, fair page, I am at a loss to conjecture
your meaniz But there is no time to debate it
now—they c¢ome with the evening meal. Be
pleased, Sir Page, to do your duty.”

Four servants entered bearing dishes, preceded
by the same stern old steward whom Roland had
already geen, and followed by George Douglas, al-
ready mentioned as the grandson of the Lady of
Lochleven, and who, acting as seneschal, repre-
sented, upon this occasion, his father, the Lord of
the Castle. He entered with his arms folded on
nis bosom, and his looks bent on the ground.
With the assistance of Roland Greeme, a table

m

with great 1 e A and Douglag
pending low had seen the table prop-
erly adorned, as if their royal prisoner had sat
at the board in The door opened, and
Douglas, raising his eyes hastily, cast them again

on the earth, when he perceived it was only the
Lady Mary Fleming who entered.

« Her Grace,” she gaid, * willnot eat to-night.”

# L et us hope she may be otherwise perenaded,”
gaid Douglas; *meanwhile, madam, please tosee
your duty performed.”

A servant presented bread and salt on a silver
plate, and the old steward carved for Douglas a
small morzel in succesion from each of the dishes
presented, which he tasted, a8 was then the cus-
tom at the tables of princes, to which death was
often suspected to find its way in the disguise of
food.

“The Queen will not then come forth to-
night #" said Douglas,

“ She has so determined,” replied the lady.

“ Qur farther atlendance then is unnecessary—
we leave you to yonr supper, f&ir ladies, and wish
you good-even.”

He retired slowly ag he came, and with the
game air of deep dejection, and was followed by
the attendants belonging to the castle, The two
ladies sat down to their meal, and Roland Greme,
with ready alacrity, prepared to wait upon them.
Catherine Seyton whispered to her companion,
who replied with the question spoken in a low
tone, but looking at the page—* Is he of gentle
blood and well nurtured ?”

The answer which ghe received seemed satis-
factory, for she said to Roland, * Sit down, young
gentleman, and eat with your sistersin captivity.”

“ Permit me rather to perform my duty in ai-
tending them,” said Roland, anxious to ghow he

h tone of deference pre-

ity.

“Yon will find, Sir Page,”" said Catherine,
“you will have little time allowed you for your
meal; waste it not in ceremony, or ye may rue
your politeness ere to-morrow morning.”

* Your speech is too free, maiden,” said the
elder lady ; **the modesty of the youth may teach
you moze fitting fashions towards one whom to-
day you have seen for the first time,"”

Catherine Seyton cast down her eyes, but not
till she had given a gingle glance of inexpressible
archness fowards Roland, whom her more grave
companion now addressed in a tone of protec-
tion.

¢ Rezard her not, young gentleman—she knows
little of the world, save the forms of a country
nunnery—take thy place at the board-end, and
refresh thyselfl after thy journey.”

Roland Grieme cbeyed willingly, as it was the
first food he had that day tasted; for Lindesay
and his followers secmed regardless of human
wants. Yet, notwithstanding the sharpnes

‘atherme Seyton, kept his attention awake, dur-
ing the meal, to all those nameless acts of duly
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and service which gallants of that age were ac-
anstom ed to render, He carved with neatn

and selected duly. whatever was

ace before the ladies. Ere they

, be sprung from the table,

ready tolbmply with it—poured wine—tempered

it with water—removed and exchanged trenchers,

end performed the whole honors of the table, with

en air at once of cheerful dilizence, profound re-

spect, and graceful promptitode,

When be observed that they had finished
eating he ks ed to offer to the elder lady the
eilver ewer, bagin, and napkin, with the ceremony
and gravity which he would have used towards
Mary hersell, He next, with the same decorum,
I.11\111~r supplied the basin with fair water, pre-
genied it to Catherine § yton. Apparently, she
was determined to disturh his self-possession,
if poseible; for, while in the act of bathing her
hands, she contrived, as it were by accident, to
flirt some drops of water upon the face of the as-
siduous assistant. But if such was her mischiey-
ous purpose she was completely disappointed ;
for Roland Greeme, internally piquing himself on
his self-command. neither la
composed ; and all that the ms
frolic was a severe rebuk:
taxing her with
Catherine

rhed nor was dis-

len gained by her
from her companion,
mal-address and indecorum.
replied not, but sat ponting, some-

thing in the humor of a spoilt child, who watches
the opportunity of wreaking upon some one or
other its resentment for a deserved reprimand.

The Lady Mary Fleming, in the meanwhile,
was naturally w d with the exact and
reverent obeervance of the page, and said to Cath-
erine, after a favorable glance at Roland Greme,
—*Yon might well say, Catherine, our companion
was well born and gently nuriured. I would not
make him vain by my praise, but his services
enable ns to dispense with those which George
Douglas condescends not to afford ue, save when
the Queen is herself in presence.”

“ Umph! I think hardly,” answered Catherine.
* George Douglas is one of the moest handsome
gallants in Seotland, and tis pleasure to see him
even still, when the gloomy of Lochleven Castle
has shed the same melancholy over him, that it
has done over every thing e ‘When he was
at Holyrood, who would have said the young
eprightly George Douglas would have been con-
tented fo play the locksman here in Lochleven,
with mo gayer amusement than that of furning
he key en two or three helpless women i—a
sirange office for a Knight of the Bleeding Heait
—why does he not leave it to his father or his
brothers ™

b o 3, like us,
swered Lady F
thon hast nsed t
reizember what Gec g

$T mine eyes, ick 3 1t
I was designed to do, a1
there. When T v
very uselcss appurienar

he has no
* But, Catherine,
nce ::1 u.-ult well, to

e,' an-

rorth 1 4
they
v I am at
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Lochleven, they are got. for nothing, save tg
look over that eternal work of embroidery,”

** Yon speak thus, when you have been bat g
few brief hours amongst ng—was this the maider
who would live and die in a dungeon, might ghe
but have permission to wait on her gracions
Queen?™

** Nay, if youn chide in earnest, my jest isend.
ed,” said Catherine Seyton. *'I would not yield
in attachment to my poor god-mother, {o the
gravest dame that ever bad wise saws npon her
tongue, and a double-starched ruff around her
throat—yon know I would not, Dame Mary Flem.
ing, and it i8 putting ghame on me fo gay other-
wise,”

“She will challenge the other court lady,"
thought Roland Greme ; ** she will o a cerfainty
fiing down her glove, and if Dame Mary Fleming
hath but the soul to lift it, we may have a combat
in the lists!™—But the answer of Lady MM]
Fleming was such as turns away wrath.

s Thau art a good child,” she said, *“ my Cath-
erine, and & faithful; but Heaven pity him who
shall have one day a creature o beauntiful to de-
licht him, and a thing so mischievous to torment
him—thon art fit to drive twenty hushands stark
m i

“Nay," eaid Catherine, resuming the fuil'cs-
reer of her careless good humor, **he must be
balf-witted beforehand, that gives me suchgn

jity. But I am glad you are not angey
ne in sincerity,” casting herself as she
spoke into-the arms of her d, and continuing,
with a tone of apologetic fondness, while she
kissed her on ecither side of the face ; ** you know,
my dear Fleming, that T have to contend both
with my father’s lul‘l\ pride, and with mymuw
er's high spirit—God bless them ! they haveleft
me these good gualities, having small porfion-to
give besides, as times go—and so I am wilfal god
sancy: but let me remain only & week in thiz
cas 119 and oh, my dear Fleming, my ap:m will
i and as humble as thine own:®
l)ume M eming's sense of dignity, and
love of form, could not resist this affectionate
appeal. She kissed Catherine Seyton in her turm
- - while, answerlng ‘the last part of
her specch, she said, “Now Our Lady forbid,
dear Catherine, that yon shonld lose anght that i
beseeming of \s hat becomes so well your lght
heart and Jively humor. Keop but your sharpib
on this side of madness, and it cannot butbes
Dblessing to us. But let me go, mad weneh—I
hear her Grace touch her silver call.” Andjex
tricating herseif from Catherine’s grasp, she went
towards the door of Queen Mary's apartment,
from which was heard the low tove of a silver
un'-llv \\t h, now only used by the boatswains
n, for vant of bells, the or
, even of the very
esties, Whea
towards the
and advancing
whom gae left together, Bi
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gald, in a very serious though a low tone, * I trust
it is impossible that we can, any of us, or in any
rirenmstances, forget, that, few as we are, we
form the household of the Queen of Scotland; and
that, in her calamity. all boyish mirth and child-
igh jesting can only serve to give a great triumph
to her enemies, who have already found their ac-
count in objecting to her the lightness of every
idle folly that the young and the gay practized in
her court.” BSo saying, she left the apartment.

Catherine Seyton seemed much struck with
this remonstrance. She suffered hersell to drop
into the seat which ghe had quitted when she
went to embrace Dame Mary Fleming, and for
gome time rested her brow upon her hands;
while Roland Grme looked at her earnestly,
with a mixture of emotions which perhaps he
himself conld neither have analyzed nor ex-
plained. As she raised her face slowly from the
postare to which a momentary feeling of self-re-
buke had depressed it, her eyes encountered those
of Roland and became gradually animated with
their usnal spirit of malicions drollery, which
not unnaturally excited a similar expreseion in
those of the equally volatile page. They sat for
the space of two minutes, each looking at the
other with great serionsness on their featu
and much mirth in their eyes, until at length
Catherine was the first to break silence,

“May I pray you, fair sir,”” she beg
demurely, ** to tell me what you see in my f
arouse looks 8o extremely sagacious and knowing
as those with which it is your worship’s pleasure
to henor me? It would & as there were some
wonderful confidence and intimacy betwi
fair sir, if one isto jundge from yonr extremely
cunning looks ; and go help me, Our Lady, as I
never eaw yon but twice in my life before.”

# And where were those happy occasions,”
gaid Roland, ** if I may be bold enough to ask the

ng,

€8,

question ?

% A{ the nunnery of Saint Catherine’s,” said
the damsel, **in the first instance; and, in the
gecond, during five minutes of a certain raid or
foray which it was your pleasure to make into the
lodging of my lord and father, Lord Seyton, from
which, to my surprise, ag probably to your own,
you returned with a token of friendship and
favor, instead of broken bones, which were the
more probable reward of your intrusion, consider-
ing the prompt ire of the honse of Seyton. I am
deeply mortified,”” she added, ironically, ** that
your recollection should reguire refreshment on
a subject so important; and that my memory
ghould be stronger then yours on guch an occa-

ion, is truly humilating.”

“Your own memory i8 not so exacily correct,
fair mistress,” answered the page, * sceing you
have forzotten meeting the third, in the hostelrie
of St. Michael's, when it pleased yon to lay your
switch across the face of my comrade, in order, I
warrant, to show that, 'in the house of Sey
peither the prompt ire of its descendants,
the uge of 1the doublet and hose, are subject to
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Salique law, or confined to the use of tha
males.”

“ Fair sir,”? answered Catherine, looking ab
him with great steadiness and some surprise,
“unless your fair wits have forsaken you, I am
at a loss what to conjecture of your meaning.”

“By my troth, fair mistress,” answered Ro-
Jand, “and were I as wise a warlock as Michael
Scott, T conld scarce riddle the dream you read
me, DidI not see you last night in the hostelrie of
8t. Michael’s? Did you not bring me this gword,
with command not to draw it save at the com-
mand of my native and rightful Sovereign? And
have I not done as you required me? Or is the
sword a piece of lath—my word a bulrush—my
memory a dream—and my eyes good for nought
—espials which corbies might pick out of my
head?

“ And if your eyes serve you no more truly on
other occasions than in yonr vision of St. Michael,”
gaid Catherine, **T know not, the pain apart, that
the corbies wonld'do you any great injury in the
deprivation—But hark, the bell—hush, for God’s
sake, we are interrupted—"" i

The damsel was right; for no sooner had the
dull toll of the castle bell begun to resound
through the vaulted apartment, than the door of
the vestibule flew open, and the steward, with his
gevere countenance, his gold chain, ané liis white
rod, entered the apartment, followed by the same
train of domestics who had placed the dinner on
the table, and who now, with the same ceremoni
ous formality, began to remove it.

The steward remained motionless as some old
picture, while the domestics did their office ; and
when it was accomplished, every thing removed
from ihe table, and the board itself taken from its

and disposed against the wall, he said
aloud, without addressing any one in particular,
and somewhat in the tone of a herald reading a
proclamation, * My noble lady, Dame Margaret
Erskine, by marriage Douglas, lets the Lady
Mary of Scotland and her attendants to wit,
that a servaut of the true evangele, her reverend
chaplain, will to-night, as nsual, expound. lec-
ture, and catechise, according to the forms of the
congregation of gospellers.”

“Hark you, my friend, Mr. Dryfesdale,” said
Catherine, * I understand this announcement is
a nightly form of yours. Now, I pray you to re-
mark, that the Lady Fleming and I—for I trust
your ingolent invitation concerns us only—haye
chosen Saint Peter’s pathway to Heaven, so I see
no one whom your godly exhortation, catechise,
or lecture, can benefit, excepting this poer page,
who, being in Satan's hand as well as yourself,
had better worship with you than remain to cum-
ber our better-advized devotions.”

The page was well-nigh giving a round denial
to the assertions which this speech implied, when,
remembering what had passed betwixt him and
the Regent, and secing Catherine’s finger raized
in a monitory fashion, he felt himself, as on

asions at the Castle of Avenel, obliged




