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er's turret to intimate that those in the castle are
impatient for your return. Yet there is time for
you to take a slight repast; and, as your friend
and physician, I hold it unfit you should face the
water-breeze with an empty stomach.”

Roland Greme had nothing for it but to return,
with such cheer as he might, to the place where
his boat was moored on the beach, and resisted
all offer of refreshment, although the Doctor
promised that he should prelude the collation
with & gentle appetizer—a decoction of herbs
gathered and distilled by himself. Indeed, as
Roland had not forgotten the contents of his morn-
ing cup, it is possible that the recoliection in-
duced him to stand firm in his refusal of all food,
to which such an unpalatable preface was the pre-
liminary., As they passed towards the boat (for
the ceremonions politeness of the worthy Cham-
berlain would not permit the page to go thither
without attendance), Roland Greme, amidst a
group who seemed to be ¢ 1bled around a par-
ty of wandering musicians, distingt
thoucht, the dress of Catherine Seyt
shook himself cl from his attendant, and at
one epring was in the midst of the crowd, and at
the side of the damsel. * Catherine,” he whig-
pered, *is it well for yon to be still her F—will
yon not return to the castle? ™

“ Ty the devil with your Catherines and your
castles1™ answered the maiden, enappishly;

we you not had time enough already to get
rid of your follies? Begone! I desire not your
farther company, and there will be danger in
thrusting it upon me.”

L /—but if there be danger, fa

as he

rine,” replied Roland, ** why will you not allow
me to stay and share it with yon ?”

“Intruding fool," said the maiden, * the d
ger is all on thine own side—the risk is, in plain
terms, that T strike thee on the month with the
hilt' of my dagger.” So saying, she turned
haughtily from him, and moved through the
crowd, who gave way in some astonishment at
the masculine activity with which she forced her
way among them.

As Roland, though much irritated, prepared to
follow, he was grappled on the other side by Doc-
tor Luke Lundin, who reminded him of the load-
ed boat, of the two wefts, or gignals with the
flag, which had been made from the tower, of the
danger of the cold breeze to an empty stomach,
and of the vanity of epending more time upon coy
wenches and sour plums. Roland was thus, in a
manner, dragged back to his beat, and obliged to
Jaunch her forth upon his return to Lochleven
Castle.

That little voyage wag gpeedily accomplished,
and the page was greeted at the landing-place by
the severe and caustic welcome of old Dryfesdale.
't 8o, young gallant, yon are come at last, after a
delay of gix honrs, and after two signals from the

stle? Bat, I warrant; gome idle junketing had
occupied you too deeply to think of your se
or your duty. Where is the note of the plate

houschold-stuft *—Pray Heaven it hath not beeg
dimir'shed under the sleevelegs care of so yonng
a gad-about 1"

“ Diminished under my care, 8ir Stewardi
retorted the page angrily ay £0 in earnest,
and by Heaven your gray hair shall hardly proteet
your saucy tongue 1"

‘A troce with your swaggeriug, younz es
quire,” returned the steward; *‘ we have bolis
and dungeons for brawlers, Go to my lady, and
gwagger before her, if thou darest—ehe will give
thee proper cause of offence, for she hag waited
for thee long and impatiently.”

“ And where then is the Lady of Lochleveni®
gaid the page; *“for I conceive it is of her fhon

akest??

# Ay—of whom elge?” replied Dryfesdale

“or who besides the Lady of Lochleven hatha

1

right to command in this castle?
¢ The Lady of Lochleven is thy mistress," said
Roland Greme; *but mine is the Queen of Scot-

looked at him fixedly for & mo-

n and dislike

ation of contempt.

hicken,” he aid * will bes

If by his rash crowing. I have marked

thy altered manner in the chapel of late—ay, aud

your changing of glances at meal-time with a cer-

tain idle damsel, who, like thyself, langhs at alk

gravity and goodness. There is something abouk

you, my master, which should be looked to. Baky

if you wonld know whether the Lady of Loch-

leven, or that other lady, hath a right to command

thy service, thou wilt find them together in {he
Lady Mary's anteroom.”

Roland hastened thither, net unwilling te c&s
cape from the ill-natured penetration of the old
man, and marvelling at the same time what pects
liarity conld have occasioned the Lady of Laoch-
leven's being in the Queen’s apartment at this
time of the afternoon, so much contrary fo her
usual wont. His acuteness instantly penefrated
the meaning. * She wishes,” he concluded, 10
gee the meeting betwixt the Queen and me oning
return, that she may form a guess whether thers
is any private intelligence or understanding be-
twixt us—I mnst be gnarded.”

With th solation he entered the parlor
where the Queen, seated in her chair, with the
Lady Fleming leaning upon the back of it, had
already kept the Lady of Lochleven standing in
her presence for the space of nearly an hour, 18
the manifest increase of her very vigible bad ba-
mor, Roland Graeme, on entering the apartmenty
made a deep obeisance to the Qneen, and nnnthe.l
to the Lady, end then stood atill as if to awail
their farther question. Bpeaking almost togetnen
the Lady Lochleven eaid, ‘8o, young mam you
are returned at length? ™

Ana then stopped indignantly short, whileHé
Queen went on without regarding her—* Ro
you are welcome home to us—you have profﬂd
the true dove and nob the raven—Yet Lam sutel

ment, v
were ill-
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eould have forgiven you, if, once dismissed from
this water-circled ark of ours, you had mnever
azain returned tous. I trust you have brought
back an olive-branch, for our kind and worthy
hostess has chafed hersell much on account of
your long absence, and we never needed more
some symbol of peace and reconciliation.” :

1 grieve I should have been detained, mad-
am,” answered the page; * but from the delay
of the person intrusted with the matters for
which I was sent, T did not receive them till late
in the day.”

“See you there now,” said the Queen to the
Lady Lochleven; ** we could not persuade you,
our dearest hostess, that your household goods
were in all safe keeping and surety. True it is,
that we can excuse your anxiety, considering that
these august apartments are 80 geantily furnighed,
that we have not been able to offer you even the
relief of a stool during the long time you have af-
forded us the pleasure of your society.”

“The will, madam,” gaid the lady, ** the will
to offer such accommodation was more wanting
than the means.”

“YWhat!” said the Queen, looking round, and
affecting surprise, “ there are then stools in this
apartment—one, two—mno less than four, includ-
ing the broken cne—a royal garniture 1—We
observed them not—will it please your ladyship
tositi™

No, madam, I will soon relieve you of my
presence,” replied the Lady Lochleven; **and
while with you, my aged limbs can still better
brook fatigue, than my mind stoop to accept of
congtrained courtesy.”

“Nay, Lady of Lochleven, if you take it so
deaply,” said the Queen, rising and motioning to
her own vacant chair, **I wounld rather you as-
sumed my seat—you are not the first of your fam-
ily who has done s80.”

The Lady of Lochleven courtesied a negative,
but seemed with much difficulty to suppress the
angry answer which rose to her lips.

During this sharp conversation, the page's at-
tention had been almost entirely occupied by the
entrance of Catherine Seyton, who came from

rthe inner apartment, in the usual dress in which

ghe attended upon the Queen, and with nothing
in her manner which marked either the hurry or
confusion incident to a hasty change of disgnise,
or the conscious fear of detection in a perilous
enterprise. Roland Greenie ventured to make her
an obeisance as she entered, but she returned it
with an air of the utmost indifference, which, in
his opinion, was extremely inconsistent with the
circumstances in which they stood toward each
other.—* Surely,” he thought, ‘“she cannot in
renson expect to bully me out of the belief due to
mine own eyek, as she tried to do concerning the
apparition in the hostelrie of Saint Michael's—I
will try if I cannot make her feel that thig will be
bot a vain task, and that confidence in me is the
wiser and safer conrse to pursue.”

These thoughts had passed rapidly through his

mind, when the Queen, having finished her alter-
cation with the Lady of the castle, again ad-
dressed him—* What of the revels at Kinross,
2oland Greme? Methought they were gay, if
1 may judge from some faint sounds of mirth and
distant music, which found their way so far as
these grated windows, and died when they en-
tered them, as all that is mirthfol must—But thou
lookest as sad as if thou hadst come from & con
venticle of the Hugnenots 1"

% And so perchance he hath, madam,” replied
the Lady of Lochleven, at whom this side-shaft
wae lannched. I trust, amid yonder idle fool-
erias, there wanted not some pouring forth of
- octrine to a better purpose than that vain mirth
which, blazing and vanishing like the crackling
of dry thorns, leaves to the fools who love it
nothing but dust and ashes.”

«Mary Fleming,” said the Queen, turning
round aund drawing ber mantle about her, od |
would that we had the chimney-grate supplied
with a fagot or two of these same thorns which
the Lady of Lochleven describes g0 well. Me-
thinks the damp air from the lake, which stag
nates in these vaulted rooms, renders them deat
1y cold.”

“Younr Grace’s pleasure shall be obeyed,” said
the Lady of Lochleven; **yet may I presume to
remind you that we are now in summer?"

T thank yon for the information, my good
lady,” said the Queen; ** for priconers better learn
their ealendar from the mouth of their jailer, than
from any change they themgelves feel in the sea-
gons.—Once more, Roland Greme, what of the
revels?™

“ They were gay, madam,” said the page, **but
of the usual sort, and little worth your H
ear.”

t Oh, you know not,” said the Queen, **how
very indulgent my ear has become to all that
speaks of freedom and the pleasures of the free.
Methinks I wonld rather have seen the gay vil-
lagers dance their ring round the Maypole, than
have witnessed the most stately masques within
the precincts of a palace. The absence of stone-
wall—the sense that the green turf is under the
foot which may tread it free and unrestrained,
is worth all that art or splendor can add to more
courtly revels.”

7T trost,” said the Lady Lochleven, addressing
the page in her turn, ** there were amongst these
follies mone of the riots or disturbances to which
they =o naturally lead?"

loland gave a slight glance to Catherine Sey-
ton, as if to bespeak her attention, as he replied
—+1 witnessed no offence, madam, worthy: of
marking—none indeed of any kind, save that a
bold damsel made her hand somewhat too famil-
iar with the cheek of a player-man, and ran some
hazard of being ducked in the lake.”

As he uttered these words he cast a hasty
glance at Catherine; but she sustained, with the
ntmost serenity of manner and countenauce, the
hint which he had deemed could not have been
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thrown out before her without exc)
mnd confusion,

*I will cumber yonr Grace no longer with my
pregence,” said the Lady Lochleven, * unless yon
have aught to command me,"

‘* Nought, our good hostess,” answered the
Qneen. ** unless it be to pray you, that on another
occasion you deem it not needful to posipone your
better employment to wait o long upon us.”

“May it please youn,” added the Lady Loch-
leven, **to command this your gentleman to at-
tend us, that I may receive some account of these
matters h' have been sent hither for your

ng some fear

rhat you are pleased to
reguire, answered the Queen. “Go
with the ]
necegsary to 111,\ i!u;n: g0. We will hear to-mor-
row the history of thy Kinross pl
this night we dismis ¥y endance,’

Roland Greeme went with the Lady of Loch-
leven, who failed not to ask him many que
concerning what had passed at the
which he rendered such au most
likely to lull ep any ch she
might entertain of his di“\ji() Queen
Mary, taking especi usion to
the apparition of \:.:wc.JInn Greme, :11nl of the
Abbot '\mhmﬂ,u‘: At length, after nnder
2 long and & ination, he was
dismissed with ench expres ing from
the reserved and ster 3
seem to expres
nance.

Hi st care was to obtain some r«
which was more cheerfully afforded
good-natured paptler than by Dryfesdale who
was, on this occasion, much disposed to
the fashion of Pudding-burn House, where

# They who came not the first
Gat:nomore meat till the next meal.”

‘When Roland Greeme had finighed his repast,
having his dismigsal from the Queen for the even-
II"' and being little inclined for snch society as

castle afforded, he stole into the den, in
which he had permission fo spend his leisure
time, when it pleased him. In this place, the in-
genuity of the contriver and disposer of the
w s had exerted itself to make the most of
little epace, and by screens, both of stone orna-
mented with rude sculpture, and hedges of living
green, had endeavored to give as much intric
and variety as the confined limits of the g
would admit. N

Here the young man walked sadly, considering
the events of the day, and comparing what had
dropped from the Abbot with what he had him-
gelf noticed of the demeanor of George Douglas.
“TIt must be s80,” was the painful but ine
conclusion at which he arrived. *“*Itm
his aid that sheis thus enabled, like a p]--mh.ml
to transport herself from'place to place, and to
appear at pleasure on the ms ml](m(l oronti
~It must be g0, he repeated once more; ** wi

him she holds a el
gpondence, altogethe

of favor which she

and destructive to the ho
known these glance

[ mm 8 cast upon me
: \\h:(‘h ?‘w musf hava

And yet (for love will hope \'l'llcw reason’ de
the thonght rushed on his mind, that it
le she only encouraged Donglag's pas.
sion go far as might serve her mistress's Interest,
and that she was of too frank, noble, and eangdid
anature, to hold ont to himeelf hopes which she
meant not to fulfl, t in these varions conjeg.
tares, he seated himself upon a bank ‘of furf
which commanded a view of the lake on'the pne
gide, and on the other of that front of the castle
along which tlie Queen’s apartments were sifn
ated.
The son 1

1 now for some time get, and the
idly fading into a serene

d water rose ang
test influence of g
y dimpled the gnr
In the distanes wag

the expan

a sandalled pilgrim, a3
by a man of God—now
¢ of lazy priests,

glve

e licifers of a Protestant

epeck, amid the

h surrounded if,

n stretched

e (’_\l‘, of lns mind., ‘Had

ered their exile as licentions

it once, and disgrace, of the

d the hand of avarice and rapine

temple, not the ribalds who

who served the

The arguments of

plative hour, rose with

and conld scercely be

hich the Abbot Ambrosius

derstanding to his feelings,

rich he had felt more forcibly amid

4 than now when his're-

lections were more undisturbed. It requiredan
effort to divert his mind from this embarrassiog
ie; and he found that he best succeeded by
turning b s to the front of the tower, watehs
ing where a twinkling light still streamed from
the casement of Catherine Seyton's apartment
obscured by times for & moment as the shafdow
of the fair inhabitant T »d betwixt the taper
and the window. At lengih the light was removed
or extingnished, and that object of speculation
s0 withdrawn from the eyes of the medilts
lover. Dare I confess the fact, without i<

ne his character for ever as a‘hero of 2o
mance? 'These eyes gradually became heavyi
speculative doubts on the subject of religions
controversy, and anxions conjectures concerning
th te of his mistress's affeclions, became ¢on
Dlended together in his musings; thel
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tignes of a busy day prevailed over the ha rassing
gnbjects of contemplation which occupied his
mind, and he fell fast asleep.

Sound were his glumbers antil they were eud-
denly dispelled by the iron tongue of the castle
bell, which sent its deep and sullen sounds wide
over the hosom of the lake, and awakened the
echoes of Bennarty, the hill which descends
steeply on its southern bank. Roland start ed up,
for this bell was always tolled at ten o’clock. as
the signal for locking the castle gates, and piacing
the keys under the charge of the seneschal, He
therefore hastened to the wicket by whien ﬁe
garden communieated with the building, and had
the mortification, just as he reached it, to hcslr
the bolt leave its eheath with & discordant erash,
and enter the stone-groove of the door-lintei.

i Told, hold,” eried the page, “‘and let me in
ere vou lock the wicket.”

The voice of Dryfesdale replied from within,
in his nsnal tone of imbittered sullenness, ** The
nour is passed, fair master—you like not the in-
gide of these walls—even make it a complete holi-
day, and spend the night as well as the day out
of bounds.”

“Open the door,” exclaimed the indignant
page, **or by Baint Giles I will meke thy gold

smoke for it1"
ake no a..lr‘n here,” retorted the impen-
1 dale, “but keep thy sinful oaths
and silly threats for those that regard them—I do
mine office, and carry the keys to the seneschal.
Adieu, my young master! the cool night air will
advantage your hot blood.”

The stewerd was right in what he said; for
the cooling breeze was very necessary to appease
the feverish fit of anger which Roland expe-
rienced, nor did the remedy succeed for some
time. At length, alter some hasty turns made
throngh the garden, exhausting his passion in
vain vows of ve ngeance, Roland Greeme began to
bv ~umb1t- ituation ounght rather to be

or than of seriouns resent-
ment.
in the open air h: le of hardship, and
the poor malice of the steward seemed more
worthy of his contempt than anger, ‘I would
to God,” he sgaid, *“that the grim old man may
always have contented himself with such sportive
revenge. He often looks as he were capable of
doing ns a darker torn.” Returning, therefore,
to the turf-seat, which he had formerly occupied,
and which was partially sheltered by a trim fence
of green holly, he drew his mantle around him,
gtretched himself at length on the verdant settle,
and endeavored to resume that sleep whicn the
castle bell had interrupted to so little purpose.

Sleep, like ofher earthly blessines, is nigeard
of its favors when most courted. The more Ro-
land invoked her aid, the farther she fled from
his eyelids. He had been comp awakened,
first, by the sounds of the bell, and then by his
own aroused vivacity of temper, and he found it
difficult in to compose himself to slumber.

At length, when his mind was wearied out with
a maze of unpleasing meditation, he sueceeded in
coaxing himself into a broken slumber. This
was again dispelled by the voices of two persons
who were walking in the garden, the sound of
whose conversation, after mingling for some time
in the page’s dreams, at length succeeded in
awaking him thoroughly. He raised himsell
from his reclining posture in the uimst aston-
ishment, which the circumstance of hearin,
persons at that late hour conversing on the oui-
side of the watchfully guarded Castle of Loch-
Jeven, was so well calculated o excite. Hie first
1i1nu<rht was of supernatural Dbeings; his nv\t
upen some attempt on the part of Queen Mary
friends and followers ; his last was, that (rwrhv
of Douglas, po »d of the keys, and having
the means of ingress and egress at pleasure, was
availing himself of his office to hold a rendezvous
with Catherine Seyton in the castle garden, He
was confirmed in this opinion by the tone of the
voice, which asked in a low whisper, ** whether
all was ready

once the
And distant echoes tell th
Oro Pray,

ROLAND GREME, availing himself of a breach
in the holly screen, and of the assistance of the
foll moon, which was now arizen, had a perfect
opportunity, himself unobserved, to reconnoitre
the perxon- and the motions of those by whom
his rest had been thus unexpectedly disturbed;
and his observations confirmed his jealous ap-
prehensio They stood togethier in close and
earnest €« tion within four yards of the
place of his retreat, and he could easily re: ognise
the tall form and deep voice of Dounglas, and the
no less remarkable dress and tone of the p at
the hostelrie of Saint Michael's.

“T have been at the door of the page’s apart-
ment,"” said Donglas, *but he is not there, or he
<will not answer. It is fast bolted on the inside,

om, and we cannot pass throuch it
—and what his silence may bode I know not.”

“You have trusted him too far,” said the
other; “a feather-headed 'coxcomb, upon whose
changeable mind and hot brain there is no making
an abiding impression.”

“ Tt was not I who was willing to trust him,"
gaid Douglas, * but T was assured he wonld prove
b ily when called upon—for—" Here he
spoke go low that Roland lost the tenor of his
words, which was the more provoking, as he was
fully aware that be was himself the subject of
their conversation.

“Nay,” replied the stranger, more aloud, *1
have on my side put him off with fairw ords,
which make fools fain—but now, if you distrust
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him at \t.e push, deal with him with your dagger,
and g0 make open passage."

“That were too rash,” said Donglas; * and,
bezides, as I told you, the door of the apartment
is ehut and bolted. I will essay again to waken
him."”

Greme instantly comprehended, that the la-
dies, baving been somehow made aware of his
being in the garden, had secured the door of the
outer room in which he usnally slept, as a sort of
gentinel upon that only access to the Queen’s
apartments, But then, how came Catherine Sey-
ton to be abroad, if the Queen and the other lady
were still within their chambers, and the access
to them locked and bolted :—'* 1 will be instangly
at the bottom of these mysteries,” he said, **and
then thank Mistress Cat 1@, if this be. really
ghe, for the kind use which she exhorted Doug-
Jag to make of his dagger—they seek me, as I
comprehend, and they shall not seck me in
vain.”

Douglas had by this time re-entered the castle
by the wicket, which was now open, The stranger
stood alone in the garden walk, his arms folded
on his breast, and his eyes cast impat y up to
the moon if acensing her of betraying him by
the magnificence of her lustre. In a moment
Roland Graeme stood before him—* A gzoodly
night,” he said, ** Mistress Catherine, for a young
lady to stray forth i ise, and to. meet with
men in an o

“Hush!™ gtranger page, hush, thou
foolish patch, and tell us in a word if thou art
friend or foe.”

«How should I be friend to one who deceives
me by fair words, and w
deal with me with his po

“The
too, thou born mad eap, and sw¢
gaid the other; * we shall liscovered,
death is the word.”

« Catherine,” said the page, * you have dealt

cly and ernelly with me, and the moment of

nation is now come—neither it nor you ghall

lagand thee

plot1?

e me,

% Madman 1" said the stranger, I am neither
EKate nor Catherine— the moon ehines bri
enonch surely to know the hart from the hind.

# Phat ghift ghall not serve yon, fair mistre

, laying hold on the of 1
+ this time, at least, I will know with
whom I deal.”

* Unhand me,"” said she, en ring to ex-

If from his grasp; and in a tone
semed to contend with a desir
you so little discretion towar
danghter of Soytont™

But as Roland, encouraged perhaps by her
risibility to suppose his violence was not unpar-
donably offensive, kept hold on her mantle, she
gaid. in a sterner tone of nnmixed resentment,—
“ Madman, let me go l—there is life and death in
thie moment—I would not willingly hurt thee,
aud yet beware 1V

As she spoke ghe made a sudden effort to eg.
cape, and in doing so, & pistol, whick she carried
in her hand or about her person, went off,

This warlike sound i ly awakened fhe
well-warded castle. The warder blew his horn,
and began to toll the castle bell, erying out at the
game time, * Fie, treason! treason ! cry alll ery
all)”

The apparition of Catherine Seyton, which the
page had let loose in the firet moment of aston.
ishment, vanished in darkness, but the plash of
oars wag heard, and in a second or two, five or
six harguebusses and a falconet were fired from
the battlements of the castle succesgively, as if
levelled at some object on the water, Confounded
with these incidents, no way for Catherine’s pro-
tection (suppesing her to be in the boat whieh ke
had heard put from the ghore) occurred to Roland,
gave to have recourse to George of Douglas, He
ha d for this purpose towards the apartment
of the Queen, whence he heard loud yoices and
much trampling of feet. When he entered, he
found himself added to a confnsed and astonished
group, which, azgembled in that apartment, gtood
gazing upon each other. At the upper end of the
room stood the Queen, equipped as for a jonrney,
and attended not only by the Lady Fleming, but
Dby the omnipresent Catherine yton, dressed in
the habit of her own sex, and bearing J her hand
the casket in which Mary kept such jewels a8 she
had been permitted to re ain. At the other end
of the hall w the Lady of Lochleven, hastily
dressed, tled from slumber by the sad-

stics, some

ers holding naked swords

nch other weapone as they

] ght alarm.. Be-

of Donglas,

es bent on the

eround, like a criminal who knows not how {0

1y, yet ¢ ing to avow, the guilk

he etected.

o " gajd the Lady

r the horrid sng-

Say, “A Dong-

,and I am &

wrest son, and it is all

1 ask thee to say to clear thy name, even under

.uch a foul charge, Say it was but the wile of

these unhappy women, and this false boy, which

plotted an escape so fatal to Scotland—so destrits
tive to thy house.”

le the stewand,

page, that he

zing the doors,

s night bolted him. out of the

r limned this night-plece, the
lad’s share in it seems to have been gmall.”

castle.

« Thou liest, Dryfesdale,’’ said the lady, “and
wouldst throw the blame on thy master’s house,
to save the worthless life of a gipsy boy.”

+ His death were more desirable to me than
his life.” answered the: gteward, sullenly; “huk
{he truth is the truth.”

THE ABBOT. 139

At these words Donglas raised his head, drew
ap his figure to its full beight, and spoke boldly
and gedately, ag one whose resolution was taken,
“ Let no life be endangered for me. Ialone—"

“ Donglags,” gaid the Queen, interrupting him,
tgrt thon mad ? Speak not, I charge you.”

“Madam,” he replied, bowing with the deep-
est respect, *‘gladly would I obey your com-
mands, but they must have a victim, and let it
be the trne one.—Yes, madam,” he continued,
addressing the Lady of Lochleven, ** I alone am
guilty in this matter. If the word of a Donglas
has yet any weight with you, believe me that this
boy is innocent; and on your conscience I charge
you, do him no wrong ; nor let the Queen suffer
hardship for embracing the opportunity of free-
dom which sincere loyalty—which a gentiment yet
deeper—offered to her acceptance. Yes! I had
planned the escape of the most beautiful, the
most persecuted of women 3 and far from regret-
ting that T, for a while, deceived the malice of her
enemies, I glory in it, and am most willing to
yield up life itself in her cause.”

“ Now may God have compassion on my age,”
gaid the Lady of Lochleven, * and enable me to
bear this load of affliction] O Princess, born in
a lnckless hour, when will yon cease to be the
instrument of seduction and of ruin to all who
approach you? O ancient house of Lochleven,
famed so long for birth and honor, evil was
the honr which brought the deceiver under thy
roof 1™

“Say not o, madam,” replied her erandson §
the old honors of the Douglas line will be out-
shone, when one of its descendants dies for the
most injured of gueens—for the most lovely of
women.’!

“Donglas,” said the Queen, ‘must I at this
moment—ay, even at this moment, when I may
.ose a faithful subject for ever, chide thee for for-
getting what is due to me as thy Queen ? ™

“ Wretched boy,” said the distracted Lady of
Lochleven, * hast thon fallen even thus far into
the enare of thiz Moabitish woman ?—hast thon
bartered thy name, thy allegiance, thy knightly
oath, thy duty to thy parents, thy country, and
thy God, for a feigned tear, or & sickly smile,
from lips which flattered the infirm Francis—
lured to death the idiot Darnley—read luscious
poetry with the minion Chastelar—mingled in the
lays of love which were sung by the beggar
Rizzio—and which were joined in rapture fo
thoge of the foul and licentious Bothwell 1™

“ Blaspheme not, madam!" eaid Douglas;—
“nor you, fair Queen, and virtuous as fair, chide
at this moment the presumption ofthy vassal l—
Think not that the mere devotion of a subject
tould have moved me to the part T have been per-
;orming. Well yon deserve that each of your
Jieges should die for you; but I have done more
—have done that to which Jove alone could com-
pel a Dounglas—I have dissembled. Farewell,
then, Queen of all hearts, and Empress of that of
Douglas I—When you are freed from this vile

bondage—as frecd you shall be, if justice remains
in Heaven—and when yon load with honors and
titles the happy man who shall deliver you, cast
one thought on him whose heart would have de-
spized every rewurd for a kiss of your hand—cast
one thought on his fidelity, and drop one tear on
his grave.” And throwing himsell at her feet, he
geized her hand, and pressed it to his lips.

“Mhig before my face ™ exclaimed the Lady
of Lochleven—** wilt thou court thy adulterous
paramour before the eyes of a parent {—Tear them
asunder, and put him under strict ward ! Seize
him, upon yonr lives1" she added, seeing that
her attendants looked on each other with hesita-
tion.

“ They are doubtful,” said Mary. * Save thy-
gelf, Douglas, I command thee!"

“He started up from the floor, and only ex-
claiming, ** My life or death are yours, and at
your disposal |"—drew his sword, and broke
throngh those who stood betwixt him and the
door. The enthusiasm of his onset was foo sud-
den and too lively to have been opposed by any
thing short of the most decided opposition ; and
as he was both loved and feared by his father’s
vassals, none of them would offer him actual
injury.

The Lady of Lochleven stood astonished at his
sudden escape—* Am I surronunded,” she said,
v by traitors? Upon him, villains ! — pursne,
gtab, cut him down!”

“He cannot leave the island, madam,” said
Dryfesdale, interfering; **I have the key of the
boat-chain.

But two or three voices of those who pursued
from curiosity, or command of their mistress,
exclaimed from below, that he had cast himself
into the lake.

“ Brave Donglas still 1" exclaimed the Queen
—4 Oh, true and noble heart, that prefers death
to imprisonment ! "

“ Fire upon him!" said the Lady of Loth-
leven ; f there be here a troe servant of his
father, let him shoot the runagate dead, and let
the lake cover our shamel™

The report of a gun or two was heard, but they
wera probably shot rather to obey the Lady, than
with any purpose of hitting the mark; and
Randal immediately entering, said that Master
George had been taken up by a boat from the
castle, which lay at a little distance.

‘““Man a barge, and pursue them !™ said the
Lady.

“ It were quite vain,” said Randal; by this
time they are half way to ghore, and a cloud has
come over the moon,”

* And has the traitor then escaped? ™ said the
Lady, pressing her hands against her forehead
with a gesture of despair; * the honor of om
house is for ever gone, and all will he deemed ac
complices in this base treachery.

“Tady of Lochleven,” said Mary, advancing
towards her, * yon have this night cut off my
fairest Lopes —you have turned my expected
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freedom into bondage, and dashed away the cop
of joy in the very instant I was advanc
my lips—and yet 1 feel for your sorrow
pity that you deny to mine—Gladly would
comfort you if 1 might; but as T may not, 1 would
part from you in charity.”

Vo pua[ni woman 1" gaid the Lady
“who ever knew g0 well as thou to deal the deep-
est wounds under the pretence of kindness and

, gince the great traitor, could

jeg 9

18 mUI:Lm thon r.uM m.i offen
en by thy coarge and unwon
held to me in the presence of mer

1 £ ‘t]u«n‘ ‘w{ ns‘ul'-x"

e bmu:r‘

Lady T,{;c‘.-h-m a strong
herself, and passing from her tone of
that of 1 uri:‘fm;.'; ‘“our poor ho
but geldom graced with royal smil
hardly, with my choice, exchange th
honesty for such court-honor as
has now to b

*They,” replied Mary, “w cnew 50 well
how to fake, may think then
1‘w ol »T' gation implied n. receiving.

a8 the fault

to you, Prir " gald
2 int on
lence to

zed from

ir nothing, madam,”
y ,in the same bitte
hequer which neither your own ;_.‘
n, nor your offended country
While you have fair words 1
2 at command, you need no otherl
lure youth to folly.”
The Queen cast no

replied the La

[egs grows CcCoO
ning 3

th whic
Your (21';1(‘.-

3 insnlt anc
eturn—if her words ar
Im her use her poniard if she dare |
“’11 e } ady of Lochleven,” said the Lady
ying alond, ** wonld earely do well now to
"

“Ay." replied the “or'to leave her
@race, and her Grace's minions, to think what
illy fly they may r meshes abe

were he not more
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afraid of the consequences of this home allusjon
to the errors of 1 Lochleven's early life, the

ation ; we will ‘o onr

If she would disturb ug

e must cause the door to be
ed to her bedroom,

., and not the less deeply incensed

1 drawn it upon herself, remained like
on 1h|- spot which she had occupied
p Dryfes-
er.‘] to ronse her fo

jonble the sentinelz, and place
and another in the gardenf®

spatches were sent to Sif

to acquaint him with
demanded Dryflesdale;

of Kinross to ba

be force upon the shoresof

1 the Lady, colleets

to depart. *Thou hast the
soldier, Dry take all pre-
Heaven! that I shonld be: thus

* enid Dryfesdals
dy—be mora

Lady, indignani
y low a gratificss
s more worthy vengeance

tors shall cover my

gtoops not to

bave it, madam,” replied
vo sums go down, you shall
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3 pres y left the aparh

'.yw of Dryfesdale, the rest

ssod, some to do the

rs to their repose. The stef=

d after they had all departeds

6. who was alone in the apark
¢ the old soldier advance

of greater cordiality than

3 med-to him, but whicl

owlinge featnres,
.*T have done thee £0m8

THE

wrong—it is thine own fault, for thy behavior

ath seemed as ‘ight to me as the feather thou
wearest in thy nat; and surely thy fantastic ap-
parel, and idle hnmor of mirth and folly, have
made me construe thee something harshly. ButI
gaw this night from my casement (as I looked
ont to see how thou hadst disposed of thyself in
the garden), I saw, I say, the frue efforts which
thon didst make to detain the companion of the
perfidy of him who is no longer worthy to be
called by his father's name, but must be cut off
from his house like a rotten branch. I was just
abont to come to thy assistance when the pistol
went off; and the warder (a false knave, whom I
suspect to be bribed for the nonce) saw bimself
forced to give the alarm, which, perchance, till
then he had wilfully withheld. To atone, there-
fore, for my injustice towards you, I would will-
ingly render you a conrtesy, if you would accept
of it from my hands.”

“May I first crave to know what
plied the page.

“#8imply to carry the news of this discovery
to Holyrood, where thon mayest do thyself much
grace, as well with the Earl of Morton and the

as with Sir William Douglas,
geeing thou hast atter from end to end,
and borne faithful part therein., The making
thine own fortune will be thus lodged in thine
own hand, when I trust thou wilt estrange thy-
gell from foolish vanities, and learn to \-“l in
this world as one who thinks upon the next.’

“Sir Steward,” said Roland (;m,mo, “1 thank
yon for” your courtesy, but T may not do your er-
rand. I pass that I am the Queen's sworn ser-
vant, and may not be of connsel against her. But,

ting this apart, mathinks it were a bad road to
Sir William of Lochleven’s favor, to be the first
to tell him of his son's defection—1 er would
the Regent be over well ple to hear the inf
delity of his vassal, nor Morton to learn the false-
hood of hiz kinsman.”

“Um]l™ gai
ticnlate sound whic
with displ
list ; for, giddy-pa
to bear you in the world.”

“T will show you my esteem is less scliish
than ye think for,” said the page; “ for I hold
truth and mirth to be better than gravity and can-

c—ay, and in the end to ch for them.
r loved me less, Sir Steward, than you
moment. I know you will give me no
ence, and I am resolved to accept no
false protestations as current coin. Resume your
old cours spect me as mnch and watch me as
closely as you will, T bid you defiance—you have
met with your match,”

“By Heaven, young man," said the steward,
with a look of bitter malignity, **if thon darest to
attempt any tregchery towards the House of L 0:“1-
.even, thy head shall blacken in the sun from the
werder's turret1™

“He cannot commit treachewy who

it {g 7" re-

eward, that inar-

real con

Tefuses

ABBOT.

Farewell, 1!10’1 prating and speckled pie”
gaid I_Ir; esdale, ** thou art so viin of thine idle
tongue and variecated coat] Beware trap and
lime-twig.”

** And fare thee well, thou hoarse old raven,”
answered the page; *thy solemn flight, sable
hue, and deep eroak, are no charms againgt bird-
balt or hail-shot, uj(l that thon mayest find—it is
open war betwixt us, each for the cause of ont
mistress, and God show theright!"

“ Amen, and defend his own people!™ said
the steward., * I will let my mistress know what
addition thon has{ made to this mess of traitors.

ht, Mon - Featherpate.”

** Good-night, Seignior Sow v, replied the

d, when the old man departed, he betook
to rest.

Zd

—_——

CHAPTER XXXL
, foraook, cast off 1
Kixa Joam.

OWEVER weary Roland Greme might be of
) ven—however much he might
h that the plan for Mary’s escape had been
d, I guestion if he ever awoke with more
feelinra than on the morning alter
o's plan for accomplishing her de-
nee had been frastrated. In the first place,
conviction that he bad misun-
Abbot, and that the

2, not on Cs

M-w.m: but on the Qne: and in the
place, Trom the sort of ex] ion which imd
taken place betwixt the steward and him, he felt
elf at liberty, without any breach of honor
of Lochleven, to contribate
r scheme which should in fatare
be formed 1ur[ een’'s escape; and, indepen-
dently of t'u,(”:.-l will which he himself h.ll to
the enterprise, he knew he counld find no surer
road to the favor of Catherine Seyton. He now
y to inform her that he
opitions ir
At the ordinary hour of breakfast, it was in-
iced by the steward with his usual forms,
as soon as it was placed on the board in the
ent, 8aid to Roland Greme, with a
] castic import, *' I leave you, my
youne sir, to do the office of sewer—it has been
too long rendered to the Lady Mary by one be-

g to the honse of Dongla,

e it the prime and principal who ever
bore the nar id Roland, ** the office were an

ying to this
0T,
5 Clue cns
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gawcd in alabor of ove, to imitate, as well as he

ould, the grace and courtesy with which George
0“.'011_5:11:5! was wont to render his ceremonial ser-
vice at meals to the Queen of Scotland. There
was more than youthful vanity—there was a gen-
erons devotion in the feeling with which he took
up the task, as a brave soldier assumes the place
of a comrade who has fallen in the front of battle.
“I am now,” he said, ‘““thefr only champion;
and, come weal, come wo, I will be, to the best
of my gkill and power, as faithful, as trustwort!
as brave, as any Douglas of them all conld have
been,”

At this moment Catherine Seyton entered
alone, contrary to her custom; and not less con-
trary to her custom, she entered with her ker-
chief at ber eyes, Roland Greme up;:l'wr:icht‘l'n

her with beating heart and with downcast eyes
\'U:.Cr‘=

and asked her, in a low and hesitating
whether the Queen were well ?

Can yon suppose i gaid Catherine.
“Think you her heart and body are framed of
gteel and iron, to endure the cruel disappoint-
ment of yester even, and the infamons tannts of
yonder puritanic hag?—Would to God that I
were a man, to aid her more effectually | "

If those who carry pistols, and batons, and
poniards,’ eaid the page not men, they are
at least Amazons; and that is as formidable.”

“Yon are welcome to the flash of yonr wit,
gir," replied the dameel ; ** T am neither in spirits
to enjoy, nor to reply to it.”

“Well, then,” said the page, “list to me in all
gerions truth. And, first, let me say, that the
gear last night had been smoother, had you taken
me into your eounselg.”

“And so we meant; but who could have
guessed that M.'HECP I’uu.,- ghould choose to pass
all night in the ga , like some moon-stricken
knight in & Sy instead of his be-
ine in hig bedroom, when Douglas came to hold
communication with him on our project ? ™

“ And why,” gaid the pace, * defer to so late a
moment go mspnr tant a confidenee ?

‘* Becanse your communications with Hender-
son, an d—mlh ]M!"[.U]If‘lll.., natural impetuos
and fickleness of your dispozition, made us dread
to intrnet yonu with a gecret of such consequence,
till the last moment.”

““And why at the last moment?” —::ill the

nge, offended at this fra
that, or any other moment,
I'uilun(‘. to incur so much suspi

“ Nay—now yon are angry
erive ; ‘“and to gerve yon
off thie talk; but I will ])L mag 'nm‘mnll".
answer your guestion. Know, then, our
for trusting you was twofold. In the first pl lace,
we could scarce avoid if, since you slept in the
room through which we had to pass. In the sec-
ond place

“Nay," eaid the page, “7¥
with a second reason, when {l st makes your
confidence in me a case of ne?

* Good now, hold thy peace,” ga d Cathering,
‘*In the second place, as I said before, there js
one foolish person among us, who believes that
Roland Greeme's heart is warm, thouch his head
is giddy—that his blood is pure, though it beils
too hastily—and that his faith and honor are trye
as the load-star, though his tongue gometimes is
far less than discreet.”

This avowal Catherine repeated in a low tone,
with her eye fixed on the floor, as if she shnnned
the glance of Roland while she snffered it to es-
cape her lips—"And this eingle friend," ex
claimed the yonth in rapiure; **this only one
who would do justice to the poor Roland Grieme,
and whose own generous heart taught her fo dis
tinguish between follies of the brain and fanlis
of the heart—Will you not tell me, dearest Cath
erine, to whom I owe my most grateful, my mosf
heartfelt thanks ? "

‘“*Nay,” said Catheri with her eyes still
fixed on the ground, **ilf your heart tell yon
not—"

** Dearest Catherine said the page, seizing
upon her hand, and kneeling on one knee,

**If your own heart, 1 say, tell yon not,” said
Catherine, gently disengaging her hand, *“it i§
Yery u teful ; for eince the maternal kindness
of the Lady Fleming

The page started on hi
Catherine, your to wears as many disguises
as your person ! ut you only mock me, cruel
girl.  Youn know the Lady Fleming has no more
regard for any one, than hath the forlorn princess
who is wrought into yonder piece of old figured
court tapestry.”

It may be so,” said Catherine Seyton, * but
you shounld not speak go loud.”

“* Pehaw | " answered the page, but at the eameé
time lowering his voice, **she cares for no one
but herself and the Queen. And you Enow, bé
sides, there is no one of yon whose opinionl
vll‘uo if 1 have not your own. No—nof that of

feet. ** By Heaven,

me for you, if it be go,” eaid
eat composure.
therine,”” said the page,
“why will you thus damp my ardor, when Iam
devoting 1 f, body and soul, to the cause of
your migtre /

“ Tt is because in doing 80, said Catherine,
“vou debase a cause g0 noble, by naming along
with it any lower or more selfish motive. Believe
me," she said, with kindling eyes, and while the
blood mantled on her cheek, ** they think yilely
and falsely of women—T mean of those who de-
gerve the name—who deem that they love the
gratific aim, of their vanity, or the mean purposeé
of er e & lover's admiration and affection,
better than they love the virtue and honor of the
man they m ln brought to prefer. He that
serves his re yn, his prince, and his country,
with ardor and ('.L‘\l; jon, need not plead his nm_lse
with the commonplace rant of romantic passiol
—{ihe woman whom he honors with bis love be

-

comes his debtor, and her corresponding affzction
15 engaged to pay bis gloricus toil.”

"lou hoil a glorions prize for guch toil,”
gaid the youth, bending his eyes on her with en-
thosiasm.

* Ouly a heart which knows how to value 4,
pald Catherine. “He that shovld free this in-
jured Princess from these dungeons, and set her
at liberty among her loyal and warlike nobles,
whose hearts are burning to welcome her—where
is the maiden in Scotland whom the love of such
a hero would nol honor, were ghe sprung from
the blood royal of the land, and he the offspring
of the poorest cottager that ever heid a plough 7

*Tam determined,” said Roland, ' to take the
adventure. Tellme first, however, fair Catherine,
and speak it as if yon were confessing to the
priest—this poor Queen, I know she is unhappy
—but, Catherine, do you hold her innocent ¥ She
is accused of murder.”

“Do I hold thclﬂmh guilty. becanse it is as-
gailed by the woll ¥ answered Catherine; ‘*do 1
hold yonder sun polluted, becanse an carth-damp
pullieg his beams ¢ »

The page sighed and looked down. * Wounld
my conviction were as deep as thine! Bot one
thing is clear, that in this captivity she hath wrong
—She u,m‘.l.rul herself up, on a capitalation, and
the terms have been refused her—I will embrace
her gnarrel to the death |

Will you— will you, indeed f” said Cathe-
rine, taking his hand in her turn. * Oh, be but
firm in mind, as thon are bold in deed and quick
in resolution; keep but thy plighted faith, and
after ages shall honor thee as tus savior of Scot-
land | ™

* But when I have toiled suecessfully to win
that Leah, Honor, thou wilt not, my Catherine,”
gaid the page, “condemn me to a new term of
gervice for that Rachel, Love? "

* Of that,” said Catherine, again cxtricating
her hand from his grasp, “ we shall have full time
to speak ; but Honoris the eldest sister, and must
be wen the first,”

*I may not win her,”
**but I will venture fairly for her, and man can
10 no more. And know, fair Catherine,—for you
shall see the very secret thought of my heart,—
that not Honor only—not only that other and
fairer sister, whom yon frown upon me for so
much as mentioning—but the stern commands
of duty also, compel me to aid the Queen’s de-
Jverance.”

* Indeed | " said Catherine;
have doubts on that matter.’

** Ay, but her life was not then threatened,”
replied Roland.

“*And is it now more endangered than here-
tofore ? " asked Catuerine Seyton, in anxious
terror,

**Be not alarmed,” said the page; ‘‘but you
heard the terms on Mn(‘.‘.a your royal mistress
parted with the Lady of Lochleven?®

*Too well—but oo well,” said Catherine;

angwered the page;

* yon were wont to
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“alus| that shie cannmot rule her princely resent-
ment, and refrain from encounters like these | ?

**That hath passed betwixt them,” said Roland,
“for which woman never forgives woman. I saw
the Lady’s brow turn pale, and then black, when,
before all the menzie, and in her moment of
power, the Queen humbled her to the dust by tax-
ing her with her shame. And I heard the oath of
deadly resentment and revenge which she mut-
tered in the ear of one, who by his answer will,
I judge, be but too ready an executioner of her
will,”

*You terrify me,” said Catherine,

**Do not so take it—eall up the masculine part
of your spirit—we will counteract and defeat her
plans, be they dangerous as they may. Why do
yon look npon me thus, and weep?*

 Alas ! " gaid Catherine, * because you stand
there before me a living and breathing man, in all
the adventurons glow and enterprise of youth,
yet still possessing the frolic epirits of childhood
—there you stand, full alike of generons enter-
prise and childish recklessness ; and if to-day, or
to-morrow, or some guch brief space, you lie a
mangled and lifelesg corpse upon the floor of these
hateful dungeons, who but Catherine Seyton will
be the cause of yonr brave and gay carcer heing
broken ghort as you start from the goal? Alas!
she whom you have chosen to fwine your wreatk,
may too probably have to work your shroud | ™

*And be it so, Catherine, said the page, i
the full. glow of younthful enthusiasm; **and do
thon work my shroud ! and if thou grace it with
such tears as fall now at the thought, it will honor
my remains more than an earl’s mantle would my
living body. DBut shame on this faintness of
heart! the time craves a firmer mood—DBe a wo-
man, Catherine, or rather be a man—thou canst
be a man if thou wilt.”

Catherine dried her tears, and endeavored to
smile.

“You must not ask me.” ghe said, “abouk
that which so much disturbs yonr mind; yon
shall know all in time—nay, you should know
all now, but that—— Hush! bere comes the
Queen.™

Mary entered from her apartment, paler than
usual, and apparently exhausted by a sleepless

oht, and by the painful thonghts which had ill
sup olied the place.of repose; yet the langunor of
her looks was so far from impairing her bcanty,
that it only substituted the frail delicacy of the
lovely woman for the majestic grace of the Queen.
Contrary to her wont, her teilette had been very
hastily despatched, and her hair, which was nso-
ally dressed by Lady Fleming with great care,
escaping from beneath the head-tire, which had
been hastily adjosted, fell in long and luxariant
tresses of Nature’s own curling, over a neck and
bosom which were somewhat less carefully veiled
than nsual.

As she stepped over the threshold of her apart-
ment, Catherine, hastily drying her tears, ran to
mect ber royal mistress, and having first kneeled
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at her feet, and kissed her hand, instantly rose,
and placing herself on the other gide of the
Queen, geemed anxious to divide with Lady
Fleming the honor of supporting and assisting
fier. The page on his part, advanced and put in
arder the cl of state, which she usually ocen-
pied, and having placed the cushion and footstool
for her accommodation, stepped back, and stood
ready for service in the place nsually occupied by
his 1 cegsor, the youmg Semneschal. Mary's
eye rested an instant on him, and could not but
remark the change of persons, Hers was not the
female heart which could refuse compassion, at
least, to a gallant yonth who had suffered in her
canse, although he had been guided in his enter-
prize by a too presumptnons passion; and the
words “ Poor Douglas!* escaped from her lips,
perhaps nneonseciously, as she leaned herself back
in her chair, and put the kerchief fo her eyes.

“Yeg, gracious madam,” said Catherine, as-
suming a cheerful manner, in order to cheer her
govereign, “ our ant Knight iz indeed bar d
—the adventure was not reserved for him ; but he
has left bebind him & youthful Esquire, as much
devoted to your Grace’s service, and who, by me,
makes you tender of his hand and sword.”

“If they mn_'.‘ in anght avail your Grace,” gaid
Roland G 2, bowing profonndly.

“Alas!” ~'1'<] the ch‘(‘l “what needs this,
Catherine ¥—why prepare new victims to be in-
volved in, and overwhelmed by, my cruel fortune #
—were we not better cease to struggle, and our-
gelve k in the tide without farther resistance,
than thus drag into destruction with ns every
generous heart which makes an effort in our fa-
vor?—I have had but too much of plot and in-

me around me, since I was stretched an orphan

in my very cradle, while conter r nobles
strove which should rule in the name of the un-
conscious innocent. Sarely time it were that all
this busy ar st dangerous tc;ll ghould end.
Let me call my |
gion a volunta
the world and its waj

** Speak not thus, madam, before your fai
servants,” gaid Catherine, *to discoura
z ni :!.[ once '1 tn mlk their hearts,

gliow ourselv et us Lnl'
before her fi * to be her
own ma ' And lea Roland
Grezme to the Q1 t, they bo neeled
down before her. Mary : erself in her
chair, and sat erect, w , extending one hand
to be kissed by the page, she arranged with the
other the clustering locks, which ded the bold
yet ovely brow of the high-epirited Cathe-
rine. 3

“Alas! ma mignonne,” she said, for go in
fondness she often ealled
 that you shonld thus desperately mtx with my
unhappy fate the fortune of you

her young attendant,

Are they not a lovely conple, my Flem

-
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ig it not I1v-1t't-mm‘)iu; to think that T mupst ba
llu]r ruin ??

d Roland Greme, **it is we,
gracious Sovereign, who will be your delner.
ers.”

% Fr oribus parvelorum!*" said the Queen,
looking upward ; *if it is by the mouth of them
children that Heaven calls me to resume fia
ately thoughts which become my birth and my
rights, Thou w ilt grant them thy protection, and
to me the power of rewarding their zedl | *—Plen
turning to Fleming, she instantly added,—*Theg
knowest, my friend, whether to make those who
have served me happy, was not ever Mary's fii-
vorite pastime. When I have been rebuked by
the stern preachers of the (ﬂ\wm tic heresy—
when I have seen the ﬁf‘ur' countenances of my
nobles averted from me, has it not been becansat
mixed in the harmless pleasures of the young
y, and rather for the sake of their Zappis
ness than my own, have mingled in the masque,
the or the ce, with the youth of ‘my
houseuold? Well, I repent not of it—thongh
Erox termed it sin, and Morton degradation—I
was happy, because I saw happiness aronnd mej
and wo betide the wretched jealounsy that canex
-r|u]1 ont of the overflowings of an ungnarded
ty | — Fleming, if we are restored to oiF
i ". t]nll we not have one blithesome dayat
thesome bridal, of v h we must now name
1or the bridegroom? but thaf
Ao TOOTN £ have the barony of Blairgowne
Lride’s chaplet shall be twined with. the firest
pearls that ever were found in the depths of
Loch Lomond ; and thou thyself, Mary Fleming
est d er of tires that ever busked ths
s of a Queen, and who would scortia
I those of any woman of lower rank,—$o8
t, for my love. twine them into'the
ses.—Look, my Fleming, suppose thei
clustered locks as thosze of our Catheriue

ame upon thy skill.*
»d her hand fondly over i
avorite, while her moreaged
despondently, ** Alas] madam;

y far I

Flemi id the Queen; **bit

in vou to call them Lack i—God

¢ kept the perch this nighthok

T will recall the gay visions

were it Im to| h them. Yes, at that blithe
some bridal, Mar hall forget the weisht
of sarrows, and the toil of state, and herself once
more lead a me s —At whose wedding wisit

d, my Fleming? T thiok cird
has troubled my memory—yet -u.m’ﬂlil"’ ofit]
ghould remember—canst thou not aid me =l
know thon canst.

“ Alas | madam,” replied the lady—

“What | ** said Mary, ** wilt thou not help u8
80 far ¢ this is a peevish adherence to thine OWL

aver opinion, which holds our talk a8 foily Jai
thou art court-bred, and “vilt well undentsnd 08

ir gift even for & Queen to give, and sy

“Leading Roland Greeme to the Queen’s geat, they both kneeled down before her.

raised herself in her chair, and sat erect, extending one hand to be kissed by the pag
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when I say, the Queen commands L'uh Fleming
to tell her where she led the last branle.

With a facs deadly pale, and a mien as il she
were about to sink into the earth, the court-bred
dame, no longer daring to refuse obedience, fal-
tered out—" Gracious Lady—if my memory err
not—it wasat a masque in Holyrood—at the mar-
riage of Sebastian.’

The unhappy Queen, whohad hithertolistened
with & melancholy smile, provoked by-the relue-
tance with which the Lady Fleming brought out
her story, at this ill-fated word interrupted her
with a shriek so wild and loud that the vanlted

apartment rang, and both Roland and Catherine

gprung to their feet in the utmost terrer and
alarm. Meantime, Mary seemed, by the train of
horrible ideas thns suddenly excited, surpriged
not only beyond self-command, but for the mo-
ment beyond the verge of reazon,

S Trajtr ' ghe said to the Lady Fleming,
*thou wou lay thy sovereign—Call my French
guards—a moi] @ moi] mes Frangats /—1 am be-
set with traitors in mine own palace—they have
murdered my husband—Rescue !—rescue for the
Queen of Scotland!™ She started up from her
chair—her features, late so exqnisitely lovely, in
their paleness, now inflamed with the fary of
frenzy, and resembling those of a Bellona. * We
will take the field ourself,” she said; * warn th
city—warn Lothian and Fife—saddle our Spanish
barb, and bid French Paris see our petronel be
charged I—Better to die at the head of our brave
Scotsmen, like our grandfathier at Flodden, than
of & broken heart, like onr ill-starred father!™

“ Be patient—be composed, dearest Sovereign,”
said Catherine : and then addressing Lady Flem-
ing angrily, she added, ** How could you say aught
that reminded her of her hushand 2*?

The word reached the ear of the unhappy
princess, who caught it up, speaking with great

dity. * Husband |—what husband *—Not his
most Christian Majesty—he is ill at ease—he can-
not mount on horseback—Not bim of the Lennox
—but it was the Duke of Orkney thou wouldst
eay.”

“For Ged's

love, madam, be patient!™ 8
the Lady Fleming.
But the Queen’s excited imagination could by

no entreaty be diverted -from its course. **Bid
him come hither Lo our aid,” she said, **and bring
with him his lambs, as he calls them—Bowton,
Hay of Talla, Black Ormiston, and his kinema
Hob—Fie!l how swart they are, and how they
smell of sulphur! What ! closeted with Morton ?
Nay, if the Donglas and the Hepburn hatch the
complot together, the bird, when it breaks the
ghell, will scare Scotland. Will it not, my Flem-
Lug ? "

* She grows wilder and wilder,” said Fleming ;
"*we have too many hearers for these strange
words,”

“Roland,” gald Catherine, **in the name of
God, begone! You cannot aid ns here—Leave us
o deal with her alone—Away—away ! ™

She thrust him to the door of the anferoomj
yet even when he had entered that apartment,
and shut the door, he could still hear the Queen
talk in a loud and determined tone, as if giving
forth orders, until at length the voice died away
in a feeble and continued lamentation.

At this crisis Catherine entered the anteroom,
“ Be not too anxious,” she said, * the crisis is now
over; but keep the door fast—let no one enter
antil ghe is more composed.™

“Tn the name of God, what does this mean?™
gaid the page; *or what was there in the Lady
Fleming’s words to execite so wild a frans-
port? ™

“ Oh, the Lady Fleming, the Lady Fleming,”
said Catherine, repeating the words impatiently;
“ the Lady Fleming is a fool—she loves her mis-
tress, yet knows so little how to express herlove,
that were the Queen to ask her for very poison,
she would deem it a point of duty not to resisther
commands. T could have forn her starched head.
tire from her formal head—The Queenshonld have
as soon had the heart ont of my body, as the word
Schastian out of my lips—That that piece of
weaved tapestry should be a woman, and yet ot
have wit enough to tell a lie!™

“ And what was this story of Sebastian? " said
the page., ‘ By Heaven, Catherine, you are all
riddles alike |

“ You are as greata focl as Fleming,” returned
he impatient maiden ; "lmow ye not, that on the

1 ‘e murder, and at the blow-
ing up of the Kirk of l;c d, the Queen’s absence
was owing to her attending on a masgue at Holy-
rood, given by her to grace the marriage of thig
same Sebastian, who, himself a favored servant,
married one of her female atfendants, who was
near to her person?”

“ By Baint Giles!" said
not at her ps n, but only marvel by what for-
getfnlness it was that she could urge the Lady
Fleming with such a question.”

©71 cannot account for “it,’ said Catherine;
“but it seems as if great and violent grief and
horror sometimes obscure the memory, and spread
a cload like that of an exploding cannon, over the
circumstances with which they are accompanied.
But T may not stay here, where I came not to mor-
alize with your wisdom, but simply to cool my re-
sentment against that unwise Lady Fleming,which
I think hath now somewhat abated, so that I shall
endure her presence without any desire to damags
either her carch or vasquine. Meamwhile, keep
fast that door—I would not for my life that any
of these heretics saw her in the unhappy state,
which, bronght on her as it has becn by the suc-
cess of their own diabolical plottings, they would
not stick to call, in their snuflling cunt, the judg-
ment of Providence,”

She left the apartment just as the latch of the
ontward door was raised from withont. Bat the
bolt which Roland had drawn on the inside, re-
gisted the efforts of the person desirous to enter.
“Who is there 1" said Grieme alond.

he page, ** I wonder




