170 WAVERLEY NOVELS.

and moorland lay before her, and the park around
the castle was oceupied by the troops of her most
faithful and most favorite nobles.

*Rise, rise, Catherine,” cried the enraptured
Princess ; ‘“arise and come hither |—here are
swords and spears in true hands, and glittering
armor on loyal breasts, Here are banners, my
girl, floating in the wind, as lightly as summer
clouds—Great God | what pleasure to my weary
oyes to trace their devices—thine own brave
father’s—the princely Hamilton’s—the faithful
Fleming's—See—see—they have caught a glimpse
of me, and throng towards the window 1

She flung the casement open, and with her
bare head, from which the tresses flew back
loose and dishevelled, her fair arm slenderly
veiled by her manile, returned by motion and
eign the exulting shouts of the warriors, which
echoed for many a furlong around. When the
first burst of ecstatic joy was over, she recol-
lected how lightly she was dressed, and, putting
her hands to her face, which was covered with
blushes -at the recollection, withdrew abruptly
from the window. The cause of her recireat was
eagily conjectured, and increased the general
enthusiasm for a Princess, who had forootten
her rank in her haste to acknowledge the services
of her subjects. The unadorned beanties of the
lovely woman, too, moved the military spectators
more than the highest display of her regal state
might; and what might have seemed too free in
her mode of appearing before them, was more
than atoned for by the enthusiasm of the mo-
ment, and by the delicacy evineed in her ha
retreat. Often as the shouts died away, as often
were they renewed, till wood and hill rang again ;
and many a deep oath was made that morning on
the cross of the sword, that the band should not
part with the weapon, till Mary Stewart was re-
gtored to her rights. But what are promises,
what the hopes of mortals? In ten days, these
gallant and devoted votaries were slain, were
captives, or had fled.

Mary flong herself into the nearest weat, and
g#ll blushing, yet half smiling, exclaimed, ** Mz
mignonne, what will they think of me$—to show
myself to them with my bare feet hastily thrust
into the slippers—only this loose mantle about
me—my hair loose on my shoulders—my arms

and neck so bare—Oh, the best they can suppose
is, that her abode in yonder dungeorhas turned
their Queen’s brain| But my rebel subjects saw
me exposed when Iwas in the depth of afiliction,
why should I hold colder ceremony with these
faithful and loyal men ?—Call Fleming, however
—1I trust she has mot forgotten the little mail
with my apparel—We must be as brave as we
can, mégnonne.”’

* Nay, madam, our good Lady Fleming was in
no case to remember any thing." 3

**You jest, Catherine,” said the Queen, some-
what offended ; **it is not in her nature surely,
to forget lier duty so far as to leave us without
& change of apparel #

* Roland Greme, madam, took care f that )
answered Catherine; *for he threw the mail,
with your Highness's clothes and jewels into the
boat, ere he ran back to lock the gate—I neyep
eaw =0 awkward a page as that youth—ths
packet well-nigh fell on my head.”

**He shall make thy heart amends, my gir "
said Queen Mary, laughing, “for that and aj
other offences given. But call Fleming, and et
us put ourselves into apparel to meet our faithfa]
lorda.®

Such had been the preparations, and such was
the skill of Lady Fleming, that the Queen. ap-
peared before her assembled nobles in such attire
a8 became, though it could not enhance, her
natural dignity. With the most winning cour
tesy, she expressed to each individual her grate.
ful thanks, and dignified not only every noble, but
many of the lesser barons by her particular atten-
tion.

* And whither now, my lords?” she said;
*“what way do your counsels determine for us %

* To Draphane Ct replied Lord Ar,
broath, * if your Maj g0 pleased ; and
thence to Dumbarton, to ¢ your Grace's per-
gon in safety, after which we long to prove if
these traitors will abide us in the field.”

And when do we journey? "

“We propose,” said Lord Seyton, *“if youe
Grace’s fatigue will permit, to take horse after the
morning’s meal,”

“ Your pleasure, my lords, is mine,” replied

the Queen; * we will rule our journey by your
wisdom mow, and hope hereafter to have the
advantage of governing by it our kingdom.—You
will permit my ladies and me, my good lords, to
break our fasts along with yon—We must be half
goldiers ourselves, and set gtate apart.”

Low bowed many a helmeted head at this
gracious proffer, when the Queen, glaneing her
eyes through the assembled leaders, missed both
Dounglas and Reland Greme, and inquired for
them in a whisper to Catherine Seyton,

**They are in yonder oratory, madam, sad
enough,” replied Catherine; and the Queen ob-
served that her favorite’s eyes were red with
weeping.

 This must not be,” said the Queen. *Keep
he company amunsed—I will seck them, and in-
iroduce them myself,”

She went into the oratory, where the first she
met wag George Douglas, etanding, or rather re-
clining, in the rece of a window, his back
rested against the wall, and his arms folded on
Lis breast. At the sight of the Queen he started,
and his countenance showed, for an instant, an
expression of intense delight, which was instantly
exchanged for his usnal deep melancholy.

“What means this ?" she said; ‘* Douglas,
why does the first deviser and hold execator of
the happy scheme for our freedom, shun the com-
pany of his fellow-nobles, and of the Sovereign
whom he has obliged ?

“Madam,"” replied Donglae, **thoge whom you
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grace with your presence bring followers to aid
vour cause, wealth to support your etate,—can
offer you halls in which to feast, and impregnable
castles for your defence. I am a houseless and
landless man—disinherited by my mother, and
Jaid under her malediction—disowned by my
pame anrd kindred—who bring nothing to your
gtandard but a single sword, and the poor life of
its owner.”

“Do you mean to upbraid me, Donglas," re-
plied the Queen, * by showing what you have lost
for my sake

 @od forbid, madam 1" interrupted the young
man, eagerly; *“ were it todoagain, and had Iten
times as much rank and wealth, and twenty times
28 many friends to lose, my logses would be over-
paid by the first step yon made, as a free princess,
upon the 2oil of your native kingdom.”

 And what then ails you, that you will not re-
joice with those who rejoice upon the same joy-
ful occasion ?" said the Queen.

Madam,” replied the youth, *thongh ex-
heridated and disowned, I am yet a Doug

o8t of yonder nobles my family have been
in fend for ages—a cold reception amongst them
were an insult, and a kind one yet more humiliat-
mg.”?

¢ For ghame, Do ;" replied the Queen,
“ ghake off this unmanly gloom !—I can make
thee match for the best of them in title and

fortune, and, believe me, I will.—Go then amongst
them, I command you.”

“ That word,” said Donglas, ** is enongh—I go.
This only let me say, that not for wealth or title
would I have done that which I have done—Mary
Stewart will not, and the Queen cannot, reward
me,” 2

So saying, he left the oratory, mingled with
the nobles, and placed himself at the bottom of
the table. The Queen looked after him, and put
her kerchief to her ey

“Now, our Lady pity me,” she said, *for no
gooner are my prison cares ended, than those
which beset me as a woman and & Queen again
thicken aronnd me.—Happy Elizabeth! to whom
political interest is every thing, and whose heart
never betrays thy head.—And now must I seek
this other boy, if T would prevent daggers-draw-
ing betwixt him and the young Seyton.”

Roland Greeme was in the same oratory, butat
guch a distance from Deuglas, that he could not
overhear what passed betwixt the Queen and
him. He also was moody and thoughtful, but
cleared his brow at the Queen’s question, ‘*How
now, Roland ? you are megligent in your at-

tendance this morning. Are you o much over-
come with your night's ride "

' Not g0, gracious madam,” answered Greme ;
“bat I am told the page of Lochleven is nof the
page of Niddrie-Castle; and so Master Henry
Seyton hath in a manner been pleased to super-
gede my attendance.”

“Now, Heaven forgive me,” gaid the Queen,
“ how soon these cock-chickens begin to sparl—

with children and boys, at least, I may be &
queen.—I will have you friends, Some one gend
me Henry Seyton hither.”” As she spoke the last
words alond, the youth whom she had nam‘ed
entered the apartment. ‘* Come hither,” she said,
‘*Henry Seyton—I will have you give your h_:md
to this youth, who so well aided in the plan of my
escape.”

“ Willingly, madam,” anzwered Seyton, *‘eo
that the _\'uﬁth will grant me, as a boon, that he
touch not the hand of another Seyton whom he
knows of, My hand has passed current for he_rs
with him before now—and to win my fi"lﬂn(l.“-hl]?,
he must give up thoughts of my sisters
love.” :

‘ Henry Seylon,” said the Queen, *“does it
become you to add any condition to my com-
mand ?

s Madam,” said Henry, I am the servant c}f
your Grace's throne, son 10 the most loyal man in
Scotland. Our goods, our i our blood, are
yours : Our honor is in our own keeping, I could
say more, but S

i Nay, speak on, rnde boy,” said the Queen ;
** what g t that I am released from Lochleven,
if T am thus enthralled under the yoke of my pre-
tended deliverers, and prevented from doing justice
to one who has dezerved as well of me as your-
13
“Benot in this distemperature for me, sover-
ei * said Roland ; ** this young gentleman,
beinz the faithfal servant of your Grace,and the
brother of Catherine Seytor, bears that about him

will eharm down my passion at the hot-

8e

T warn thee once more,” said Henry Seyton,
haughtily, ** that you make no speech which may
infer that the danghter of Lord Beyton can bheauncht
to thee beyond what she is to every churl's blood
in Scotland.”

The Queen was again abont to interfere, for
Roland’s complexion rose, and it became some-
what questionable how long his love for Catherine
would suppress the natural fire of his temper. But
the interposition of another person, hitherto un-
seen, prevented Mary's interference. There was
in the oratory a separate shrine, enclosed with a
high sereen of pierced osk,within which was p‘.a.ced
an image of Saint Bennet, of peculiar sanctity.
From {his recess, in which she had been probably
eneaged i her devotions, issued suddenly Mag-
dalen Greme, and addressed Henry Seyton in

wnly to hig last offensive expressions—*'‘ And of
hat clay, then, are they moulded these Seytons,
t the blood of the Greemes may not aspire te
mingle with theirs # Know, proud boy, that when
1 call this yonth my daughter's child, I afirm hig
descent from Malise Earl of Strathern, called Ma.
lise with the t Brand ; and I trow the blood
of your house gprings from no higher source.™
« Good mother,” said Seyton, ** methinks your
ganetity should make you superior to these worldly
-.'auitie..s; and indeed it seems to have rendered
you somewhat oblivious touching them, since, to
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be of gentle descent, the father’s name and line
mugt be as well qualified as the mother's

*“And if I say he comes of the blood of Avenel
by the fathe gide," replied Magdalen Gr
b I not blood as richly col
own §

**Of Avenel #" gaid the Queen: “is my 1
descended of Avenel 7° S s i

** Ay, gracions Pr
of that ancient house—Julia
father, who fell in battle azainst the

“I have heard the tale of sorrov
Queen ; “i

Id, and died on k
r waye does woman's &
er own misery! The
ng in hall and bow

oland, art that child of m

body ¥ Alas! hown

tion find to work out
bag oft been told and
And thon,

, he is thine equal in blood and birth,
carcely so,” gaid Henry Seyton, ** even were
he legitimate; but if the tale be told and su
el wae a fa
edulons m

* Now, by Heav
Greme, and Jaid his hand on his sword, e
entrance of Lord Seyton, however, prevented vio-
lence.

**Save me, my lord,” gaid the Queen, *and
ecparate these wild and untame

** How, Henry," said the Baron, ** are my casile
and the Queen’s presence, no checks on thine in-
solence and impetuosity f—And with whom art
thou brawling ?—unless my gpell that token
false, it is with the very youth who aided me =o
gallantly in the skirmish with the L
me look, fair youth, at the medal which thouw
estin thy cap. By Baint Benn the same
Henry, I command thee to forbear him, as thon
lovest my blessing——""

‘““And as you honor my com
Queen ; **good service hath he

madam,” replied young
when he carried the billet enclose
sheath to Lochleven—marry, the
no more than a pack-hors |

*But T who dedicated

gpirits.”

les—Le

said the

carryir
ereat work,
eaid Magdalen Greme—* I, by whose advice and
agency this just heir hath been unloosed from her
thraldom—I, who spared not the last remaining

gope of a [@lling house in this great action—T, at
seast, knew and counselled ; and what merit may
be mine, let the reward, most gracious sze]i,
descend upon this youth. My ministry here is
ended ; you are free—a govereign Princess, at the
head of a gallant army, surrounded by valiant
barons—My service could avail you no !:u-t.hrr, but

bt well prejudice you ; your fortune now rests
upon men’s hearts and men’s swords—May they
prove as trusty as the faith of women 1™ C

““You will not leave ns, mother,” said the
Queen—'* you whose practices in onr favor were
g0 powerful, who dared so many dang and
wore o many disgui ]

£es, to blind our encmies and

1 not Teave fe iy
fortunes, ere we hava
10w and to thank you ¥

“Yon cannot know her,
, **who knows not reare timva,
when, in this woman’s frame of mind, there is the
gtrength of him of Gath—in this overtoiled brain
the wisdom of the m -ounsellor—and !i"e;il;
the mist is on me, a trength is v.'ealrn::«u
my wisdom folly. I have spoken before [}1:5!1(-‘0;
and v, noble Princes, even before tha
prinees of thine own house of Lorraine: and ¥
know not whence the w

1 flowed from ny
their ears.—And w;;.s'.

imswered Magdalen

of persnasion came
and were drunk in by
when I most need
i which
s me of ntterance.”
be anght in my power to do thee
id the Queen, * the barely naming i
1e eloguence.”
lied the enthusinst,
ment somse-
o one, whose
bore in the
Bat it will
ined in the
the folly," ghe
nd it shall be the
"s hand, ghe led bhim
£ upon one
him to knmeel on both.
e said, **look on this
ound by a kindly stranger on a
) and long it was ere my
anxious e W, 4 y arms pressed, all that
was left of my only daughter. Tor your eake,and
for that of the holy faith we both p . I could
leave this plant, while it was yet tender, to the
purture of nrers—ay, of s, by whom,
perchance, his blood wo .
forth as wine, had the heretic Glendinning knotwn
that he had in his house the heir of Julian Avenel,
Since then I have seen him only in a few hours
of doubt and dread, and now I part with the
child of my love—for ever—for ever!—Oh, for
every weary step 1 have made in your rightfal
cauge, in this and in foreien l:ﬂiéﬁ, aive pro-
tection to the child whom T must no more call

KL

pleaznre,

I swear to you, mother,” gaid the Queen,
deeply affected, ** that, for your sake and his
own, his happiness and fortunes ghall be ount
charge!

*“I thank you, davghter of princes, said Mag-
dalen, and pressed her lips, first o the Queen’s
hand, then to the hrow of her grandson. ** And
now," s ing her tears, and rising witk

h has had its own, and Heaven

the rest. ness of Scotland, go forth

and conquer! and if the prayers of a devoted
votaress can avail thee, tl will rise in many

d, and from man, nt ehrine, Twill glide
like a ghost from land to land, from [em‘p"lt‘. ta
temple; and where the very name of my country
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& unknown, the priests shall ask who is the
Queen of that distant northern land, for whom
the aged pilgrim was so fervent in prayer. Fare-
well! Honor be thine, and earthly prosperity, if
it be the will of God—if not, may the penan
thou shalt do here ensure thee happiness hereaf-
ter I—Let no one speak or follow me—my resola-
tion is taken—my vow canmnot be cancelled.”

She glided from their presence as she gpoke,
and her last look was upon her beloved grand-
child, Ile would have risen and followed, but the
Queen and Lord Seyton interfered.

& Press not on her now,” said Lord Seyton,
“if you would not lose her forever. Many a time
have we seen the sainted mother, and often at the
most needfal moment; but to press on her pri-
vacy, or to thwart her purpose, is a crime which
ghe cannot pardon. I trustwe shall yet see her
at her need—a holy woman she is for certain, and
dedicated wholly to prayer and penance; and
hence the heretics hold her as one disiracted,
while true Catholica deem her a.saint.”

“Let me tl hope,” said the Queen, ‘*that
you, my lord, will aid me in the execution of her
last-request.”

“YWhat | in the proteciion of my young second ?
—cheerfally—that is, in all that yonr majesty can
think it fitting to ask of me.—Henry, give thy
hand upon the instant to Roland Avenel, for so 1
presume he must now be called.”

¢ And shall be Lord of the Barony,” said the
Queen, **if God prosper our rightful arms.”

Tt can only be to restore it to my kind pro-
tectress, who now holds it,” said young Avenel.
T wonld rather be landless, all my life, than ghe
lost a rood of ground by me.”

“ Nay,” said the Queen, looking to Lord Sey-

is mind matches his birth—Henry, thon
hast not yet given thy hand.”

Tt iz his.” gaid Henry, giving it with some
appearance of courtesy, but whispering Roland at
the same time,—** For all this thou hast not my
gister’s.” .

“ May it please your Grace,” said Lord Seyton,
“now t i p ces are over, to honor our
poor meal. Time it were that our banners were
reflected in the Clyde. We must to horse with as
little delay as may be.”

—_—

CHAPTER XXXVIL
these wild times
*s dueat,
t, and th ain'd,
many hagards,
Tae Spanmn Farmee

It is not onr object to enter into the hisorical
part of the reign of the ill-fated Mary, or to re-
count how, during the week which gucceeded her
flight from Lochleven, her partisans mustered
around her with th ollowers, forming a gallant
army, amounting to six thousand men. Som 1ch
12 heen lately thrown on the most minute de-
, by Mr. Chalmers, in his valuable

History of Quecn Mary, that the reader may be
wafuly referved to it for the fallest information which
ancient r afford concerning that interesting
tim=. It is sufficient for our purpose to say, that
while Mary’s headgunariers were at Hamilton, the
Regent and his adberents bad, in the King's
name, assembled a hoBt at Glasgow, inferior in-
deed to that of the Queen in numbers, but formi-
dable from the military talents of Murray, Mor-
ton, the Laird of Grange, and others, who had
been trained from their youth in foreign and do-
mestic wars,

In these circumstances, it was the cbvious
policy of Queen Mary to avoid a conflict, secure
that were her person once in safety, the number
of her adherents must daily increase; whereas,
the forces of those opposed to her must, ag had
frequently happened in the previous history of
her reign, have diminished, and their spirits be-
come broken. And so evident was this to her
counsellors, that they resolved their first step
should be to place the Queen in the strong cas-
tle of Dunbarton, there to await the course of
events, the arrival of suecors from France, and the
levies which were made by her adherents in every
province of Scotiand. Accordingly, orders were
given, that all men should be on horseback or on
foot, apparelled in their armor, and ready to fol-
low the Queen’s standard in array of battle, the
avowed determination being to escort her to
the Castle of Dunbarton in defiance of her ene-
mies

The muster was made upon Hamilton-Moor,
and the march commenced in all the pomp of
fendal times. Military music sounded, banners
and pennons waved, armor glittered far and wide,
and spears glanced and twinkled like starsin a

y. The gallant spectacle of warlike pa-
on this occasion dignified by the pres-
ence of the Queen herself, who, with a fair retinne
of ladies and househeld attendants, and a special
guard of gentlemen, amongst whom young Seyton
and Roland were distinguished, gave grace at
omee and confidence to the army, h spread its
ample files before, around, and behind her. Many
chnrchmen also joined the cavalcade, most of
whom did not scruple to assume arms, and de-
clare their intention of wielding them in defence
of Mary and the Catholic faith. Not sothe Abbot
of Saint Mary’s. Roland had not seen this pre-
late since the night of their escape from Loch-
leven, and he now beheld him, robed in the dress
of his order, assume hi ation near the Queen’s
person. Roland bastencd to pull off his basnet,
and beseech the Abbot’s blessing.
“Thou hast it, my son ! ** said the priest; *1I
see thee now under thy troe name, and in thy
itful garb. The helmet with the holly branch
befita your brows well—I have long waited for the
hour thon shouldst assume it."
“Then you know of my descent, my good fa-
ther ! " said Roland.
“1 did so, but it was under seal of confession

from thy grandmother; nor was I at liberty to
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tell the secret, till she herself shounld make i
known.”

Her reason for such secrecy, my father?’
sald Roland Avenel,

**Fear, perchance, of my brother—a mistaken
ell a

ftr'nr, for Halbert would not, fo ensure h
kingdom, have offered wrong to an orphan; be

sides that, your title, in quiet times, even had
your father done your mother that justice which I
well hope he did, conld not have competed with
that of my brother's wife, the child of Julian's

elder brother."

“They need fear no cempetition from me”
“8Bcotland is wide enongh, and
?here are many manors to win, without plunder-
ing my benefactor, But prove to me, my rever-
end father, that my father was just to my BT
—show me that I may call myself a legitimate
Avenel, and make me your bounden slave for

eald Avenel.

ever.”

**Ay,” replied the Abbot, **I hear the Séytous
hold thee cheap for that stain on thy shield.
Something, however, I have Jearned from the late
Abbot Boniface, which, if it prove sooth, may re-
deem that reproach.” -

“Tell me that blessed news,” said Roland
**and the future service of my life— :

**Rash boy!" eaid the Abbot, **I shonld but
madden thine impatient ter per, by excitin
hopes that may never be fulfilled—and is this a
time for them? Think on what perilous march
we are bound, and if thon hast a sin unconfessed
neglect not the only leisure which Heaven m
perchance afford thee for confession and absolu-
tion.”

*“There will be time enough for both, I trust
when we reach Dunbarton,” answered the page. :

*Ay,” gaid the Abbot, **thou crowest as loud-
Iy as the rest—bui we are not yet at Dunbarton,
and there is a lion in the path.”

“Mean you Murray, Morton, and the other
rebels at Glasgow, my reverend father? Tush!
they dare not look on the royal banner.”

of those who are older, and should be wiser t!
thou.—I have returned from the southern s
where I left many a chief of name arming in the
Queen’s interest—T left the lords here wise and
considerate men—I find them madmen on my re-
turn—they are willing, for mere pride and vai
glory, to brave the enemy, an

and under the beards of the adverse army.—
dom does Heaven smile on such mistimed confi-
dence, We shall be encountered, and that to the
purpose.”

*“And so much the better,” replied T
**the field of battle was my cradle.”

‘*Beware it be not thy dying bed,” said the
Abbot. * But what avails it whi 'pf-ri]{g to young
wolves the dangers of the e? Yon will lmm\‘.
perchance, ere this day is out, what yonder men
are, whom yon hold in rash rmnt..np'}‘

“*'Why, what are they?" said Henry Seyton,
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t who now joined them; “have they sinews of

wire, and flesh of iron?—Will lead pieree ‘aad
gteel cut them
little to fear.”

*“They are evil men," said the Abbot It
the trade of war demands no s:aim.u,knur;av and
- Morton are known to be the best penerals in-Scot,.
land. No one ever saw Lindesay's or Ruthven's
back—Kirkaldy of Grange was named Dby the
Constable Montmorency the first soldier in Ey
rope—My brother, too good a name for such'a
cauge, has been far and wide known for a soldier

“The better, the better!™ said Seytan, trigm
phantly; “‘we shall have all these traitors of
rank and name in a fair fleld before us., Qme
canse is the best, our numbers are the strongest,
our hearts and limbs match theirs—Saint Bexﬁ:et'
and set on !

The Abbot made no reply, but seemed lost in
reflection ; and his anxiety in some measnre com-
municated itsell to Roland Avenel, who ever, as
their line of march led over a ridge or an e’mi-
nence, cast an anxious look towards the towera
of Glasgow, as il he expected to see symptoms of
the enemy issuing forth. It was not that he
feared the fight, but the issne was of such deep
import to his country, and to himeself, that the
natural fire of his spirit burned with a less lively
though with a more intense glow. Love, holm.rl
fame, fortune, all seemed to depend on the issuc‘
of one field, rashly hazarded perhaps, but now
likely to become unav ble and decisive.

‘When, at length, their march came to be near
ly parallel with the city of Glasgow, Roland be-

nsible that the high grounds before them

3 Iready in part occupied by a force, show
ing, like their own, the royal banner of Scotland
and on the point of being supported by (-(:Iumm‘l
n‘r infantry and squadrons of horse, which the
city gat 1 poured forth, and which hastily ad-
vanced to eustain those troops who already pos-
sesged the ground in front of the Queen’s forces.
Horseman after horseman galloped in from ihe
advanced guard, with tidings that Murray had
t‘ukou the field with his whole army ; that hig ob-
Jject was to intercept the Queen’s march, and hig
unquestionable to hazard a battle, It

was now that the tempers of men were subjected
to a sud y 1l; and that those who
had too iptuously concluded that they
would pass without combat, were something dié—
concerted, when, at once, and with little time {0
deliberate, they found themselves placed in front
of a resolnte enemy.—Their chiefs immediately
assembled around the Queen and held a hasly
council of war. Mary's quivering lip confessed
the fear which she endeavored to conceal under &
bold and nified demeanor. But her efforts
by painful recollections of the dis-

of her last appearance in armg ab

and when she meant to bave asked

ice for ordering the battle, ghe in«

y inquired whether there were no means
ing without an engagement ?

) If =0, reverend father, we have

Carbe
them
volunts
of es
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“Hscaping?* answered the Lord Seyton;
%when 1 stand as one to ten of your Highness's
enemies, T may think of escape—but never while
I stand with three to two!™

“Battle! battle!* exclaimed the assembled
Jords; ““we will drive the rebels from their van-
tage gronnd, as the hound turns the hare on the
hill-gide.”

¢ Methinks, my noble lords,” said the Abbot,
“it were as well to prevent him gaining that ad-
vantage.—Our road lies throngh yonder hamlet
on the brow, and whichever party hath the lock
to possess it, with its little gardens and enclos-
ures, will attain a post of great defence.”

“The reverend father is right,” said the
Queen. ** Oh, haste thee, Seyton, haste, and get
thither before them—they are marching like the
wind.”

Seyton bowed low and turned his horse’s
head.—** Your Highness honors me,” he said; *I
will instantly press forward and seize the pass.”

“Not before me, my lord, whose charge ig the
command of the vangzuard,” said the Lord of Ar-
broath.

“Before you, or any Hamilton in Scotland,”
gaid the Seyton, “ having the Queen’s command
—follow me, gentlemen, my vassals and kinsmen
—Saint Bennet, and seton!™

% And follow me,” said Arbroath, ** my noble
kinsmen, and brave men-tenants, we will see
which will first reach the post of danger. For
God and Queen Mary [ ™

“Tll-omened haste, and most unhappy strife,”
said the Abbot, who saw them and their follow-
ers rush hastily and emulously to ascend the
height without waiting till their men were placed
in order.—And you, gentlemen,” he continued,
addressing Roland and Seyton, who were each
about to follow those who hastened thus disor-
derly to the conflict, ** will you leave the Queen’s
person unguarded ¥

“(Oh, leave me not, gentlemen,” said the
Queen. **Roland and Seyton, do not leave me—
there are enough of arms to strike in thig fell com-
bat—withdraw nol those to whom I trust for my
safety.”

*“We may not leave her Grace,” said Roland,
looking at Seyton, and turning his horse.

“T ever looked when thon wouldst find ount
that." rejoined the flery youth.

Roland made no answer, but bit his lip till
the blood came, and spurring his horse up to the
gide of Catherine Seyton's palfrey, he whispered
in a low voice, “I never thonght to have done
ancht to deserve yon; but this day I have heard
myself upraided with cowardice, and my sword re-
mained still sheathed, and all for the love of you.”

“There is madness among us all,” said the
damsel; **my father, my brother, and you, are all
alike bereft of reason. Ye should think only of
this poor Queen, and yon are all inspired by your
own absurd jealousies—The monk is the only
goldier and man of sense amongstyou all.—My
Lord Abbot," she cried aloud, ** were it not better
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we shoald draw to the westward, and wait the
event that God shall send us, instead of remain
ing here in the highway, endangering the Queen’s
person, and cumbeming the troops in their ad
vance

“ Yon say well, my danghter,” replied the Ab-
bot: “had we but one to guide us where the
Queen’s person may bein safety—Onrnobles hurry
to the conflict, without casting & thought on the
very cause of the war.”

WFollow me,” gaid a knight, or man-at-arme,
well mounted, and attired completely in black
armor, but having the visor of his helmet elosed,
and bearing no crest on his heimet, or device
upon his shield.

« We will follow no stranger,” said the Abbot,
s without some warrant of his truth.”

“1 am a stranger and in your hands, said the
horseman: **if you wish to know more of me,
the Queen hersell will be your warrant.” /

The Queen had remained fixed to the spot, as
if disabled by fear, yet mechanically smiling,
bowing, and waving her hand, as banners wera
lowered and spears depressed before her, while,
emulating the strife betwixt Seyton and Arbroath,
band on band pressed forward their march tow-
ards the enemy. Scarce, however, had the black
rider whispered something in her ear, than she
assented to what he said; and when he spoke
aloud, and with an air of command, * Gentlemen,
it is the Queen’'s pleasure that you ghould follow
me,” Mary uttered with something like eagerness,
the word ** Yes.”

All were in motion in an instant; for theblack
horseman, throwing off a sort of apathy of man-
ner, which his first appearance indicated, spurred
his horse to and fro, making him take such active
bounds and short turns, as showed the rider mas-
ter of the animal; and getiing the Queen’s little
retinue in some order for marching, he led them
to the left, directing his course towards a castle,
which, crowning a gentle yet commanding emi-
nence, presented an extensive view over the
country beneath, and in particular, commanded a
view of those heizhts which both armies hastened
to occupy, and which it was now apparent must
almost instantly be the scene of struggle and dis-
pute.

“Yonder towers,” gaid the Abbot, question-
ing the sable horseman, “to whom do they be-

w? —and are they now in the hands of

“They are untenanted,” replied the stranger,
“or, at least, they have no hostile inmates.—But
urge these youlhs, Sir Abbot, to make more haste

iz but an evil time to satisfy their idle cu-
ty, by peering ont upon the battle in which
y are to take no share.”

“mhe worse luck mine,” said Henry Seyton,
who overheard him; I wonld rather be under
my father’s ba 1is moment than be made
chambe 1 of Holyrood, for this my present
duty of peaceful ward well and patiently dis

—thi
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“Your place under your futher’s banner will
ghortly be right dangerous,” said Roland Avenel,
who, pr iz his horse towards the westward,
pad still his look reverted to the armies: *for I

which pres
tward, will reach the village ere Lord Sey-
n gain it."”

**They are but cavalry,” said S
attentively ;
out shot of harquebu:

** Look more closely,” said Roland; ** you will
8ee that each of these horsemen who advance so
rapidly from Glasgow, carries a footman behind
him.”

** Now, by Heaven, he speaks well | said the
black cavalier; *“one of yon two must go carry
the news to Lord Seyton and Lord Arbroath, that
they hasten not their horsemen on before the foot,
but advance more regularly."”

** Be that my errand,” said Roland, *“ for T first
marked the stratagem of the enemy,”

*“But, by yonr leave,” said Seyton, ** yonder
is my father’s banner engaged, and it best be-
comes me to go to the rescue.”

I will stand by the Queen’s
Roland Avenel,

**What new appeal 7—what new quarrel ?%
said Queen Mary—* Are there not in yondet dark
host ¢nemies enongh to Mary Stewart, but must
her very friends turn enemies to each other?”

* Nay, madam,” gaid Roland, * the young mas-
ter of Seyton and I did but dispute who should
leave your perzon to do a most needful message
to the host. He thought bis rank entitled him,
and I deemed that the person of least cor
quence, being myself, were better perilled

“ Not g0,” said the Queen ; *if one must leave
me, be it Seyton.”

Henry Seyton bowed till the white plumes on
Lis helmet mixed with the fowing mane of his
gallant war-horse, then placed himself firm in the
saddle, shook his lance aloft with an air of tri-
umph and determination, and striki hors
with the spurs, made towards his father’s ba
which was gfill advancing up the hill, and mth-d
his steed over every obstacle that occurred in his

long path.

“My brother! my father!” exc]
rine, with an expression of agoni
sion—"they are in the midst of pe
gafety 1™

* Wonld to God,” said Roland, *that T were
with them, and conld ransom every drop of
bleod by two of mine ! "

“Do I not know thon dost wis
Catherine—** Can & womai
have well-ni; id to thee, and y
eounld harbor fear or faintness of heart ?
that in yon dists
that plea me even w
wounld I were a man, that I mi
delight, without the mi

“*Ride up, ride up,
eried the Abbot, as i

decision,” said

il, an {l l in

pace, and were now close beneath the wal.g of
the tle—"*ride up, and aid Lady Fleming to
support. the Queen—she gives way m
St Yy more and
Th lted and lifted Mary from the saddle,
and were about to s_up;;::rt her towards the ca&lie
when she said faintly, * Not there—not there._
these walls will I never enter mor:
** Be a Quecn, madam,” c~lid the Abbot, “ang
forget that you are & woman.’
o I must forget much, much more ap.
red the unfortnnate Ms Ary, in an ulr‘er'une
‘ere I can look with steady eyes on these well-
known scenes |—I must forget the days which [
spent here as the bride of the lost—the mup.
dered—""
is th Castle of Crookstone," =aid the
g, “in which the Queen held he
d £o Darnley.”
thy hand is npen
us |—Bear _\'l:t 11p‘ 111:1(1:{1;1—_\'0:11‘ foes are the foeg
of the Holy Church, and God will this day decide
whether § ¢ Catholic or heretie.”
A heavy and coniinued fire of cannon and
musketry, bore a tremendous burden to his words,
and seemed far more than they to recall the spic-
its of the Queen,
**To yonder tree,” she gaid, pointing to a yew-
1 grew on a small mount close to the
;"I know it well—from thence yon may
rospect wide as from the peaks of Schehal

ants, she
:d, yet somewhat wild
noble yew. The Ab-
1 Avenel followed her,
3 ming Mm back the inferior per-
sons :):‘ her tra The black horseman also fol-
lowed the Queen, waiting on her as closely as the
emaining at the
nce of two or three ys

'.'11"! on Mary,
'S nf his cloged visor. The Queen
not, but fixed her eyes upon the

ehe said, as if at
pt away from the
1d overcome the horror which
it the first approach to Crook-
thou st st, and goodly a8
ever, \hm‘-rl. thou hearest lu, of war, in-
ead of the vows of love. All is gone since I
and vower
field, my
—yet what but evil

n this spot 7"
bent their eyes on the
discover nothing more

present scene, an
had np'm ssed her a

stone, ** ik

field of battle, but con
than that it was obs contested, The small
enclosures and cot -ardens in the village, of

y had a full and e nding view, and
which ehortly bs lay, w r lines of syca-
more and ash trees, so still and quiet it the mild
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jeht of a May snn, were now each converted into
8 line of fire, canopied by smoke; and the sus-
tained and constant report of the musketry and
cannon, mingled with the shouts of meeting com-
batants, showed that as yet neither party had
given ground.

% Many a soul finds its final departure to heaven
or hell, in thesé awful thunders,” said the Abbot;
**let those that believe in the Holy Church, join
me in orisons for victory in this dreadful com-
bat.”

“Not bere—not here,” gaid the unfortunate
Queen ; “pray not here, father, or pray in silence
—my mind is too much torn between the pastand
the present, to dare to approach the heavenly
throne—Or, if ye will pray, be it for one whose
fondest affections have been her greatest crimes,
and who has ceazed to be a queen, only because
she was a deceived and a tender-hearted woman.”

** Were it not well,” said Roland, * that I rode
somewhat nearer the hosts, and saw the fate of
the day ¢

* Do so, in the name of God,” said the Abbot ;
““for if our friends are scaltered, onr flicht must
be hasty—but beware thou approach not too nigh
the conflict ; fhere is more than thine own life de-
pends on thy safe return.”

**Oh, go not too nigh,™ gaid Catherine; “but
fail not to see how the Seytons fight, and how
they bear themselves,*

“Fear nothing, I will be on my guard,” said
Roland Avenel; and without waiting farther an-
swer, rode towards the scene of conflict, keeping,
as he rode, the higher and unenclosed ground,
and ever looking cantiously around him, for fear
of involving himself in some hostile party. As
he approached, the shots rung sharp and more
sharply on his ear, the shounts came wilder and
wilder, and he felt that thick beating of the heart,
that mixture of natural apprehension, intense ca-
riosity, and anxiety for the dubious event, whic
even the bravest experience when they approach
alone to a scene of interest and of danger.

Atlength he drew =o cloge, that from a bank,
screened by bushes and nnder \m:ﬂ he conld dh-
tinctly see where the strugasle was most keenly
maintained. This was in a hollow way, leading
to the village, np which the Queen’s vanguard
had marched, with more hasty courage than well-
advised condunct, for the purpose of possessing
themselves of that post of advantage, They
found their scheme anticipated, and the hedges
and enclosures already occupied by the enemy,
led by the celebrated Kirkaldy of Grange and the
Earl of Morton ; and not emall was the logs which
they susta‘ned while struggling forward to come
to close with the men-at-arms on the other side,
Bul, as the Queen’s followers were chiefly noble-
men and barons, with their kinsmen and follow-
ers, they had pressed onward, contemning obsta-
cles and danger, and had, when Roland arrived
on the ground, met hand to hand at the gorge of
the pass with the Regent’s vangnard, and endeay-
ored to bear them out of the village at the spear-

point; while their foes, equally determined to
keep the advantage which they had attained,
strugeled with the like obstinaey to drive back
the assailants,

Both parties were on foot, and armed in proof;
go that, when the long lances of the front ranks
were fixed in each other’s shields, corgelets, and
breastplates, the strugzle resembled that of two
bulls, who, fxing their frontlets hard against
each other, remain in that posture for honrs, until
the superior strength or obstinacy of the one
compels the other to take to flight, or bears him
down to the earth. Thus locked together in the
deadly strogele, which swayed slowly to and fro,
as one or other party gained the advantage, thoze
who fell were trampled on alike by friends and
foes; those whose weapons were broken, retived
from the front rank, and had their places supplied
by others; while the rearward ranks, unable oth-
erwise to share in the combat, fired their pistols,
and hurled their dagrers, and the points and
truncheons of the broken weapons, like javelins
acainst the enemy.

**God and the Quneen!” resounded from the
one party; “God and the King!™ thundered
from the other: while, in the name of their sover-
eign, fellow-subjects on both sides shed each
other's blood, and, in the name of their Creator,
defaced his image. Amid the tumult was often
heard the voices of the captains, shouting their
commands; of leaders and chiefs, erying their

words ; of groans and shrieks from the
g 7 and the dying.

The strife had lasted nearly an hour. The
gth of both parties seemed exhansted; but
their rage was unabated, and their obstinacy un-
subdned, when Roland who furned eye and ear
to all sround him, saw a column of infantry,,
headed by a few horsemen, wheel round the base
of the bank where he had stationed himself, and,
levelling their long lances, attack the flank of the
Queen’s vangnard, closely engaged as they were
in conflict on their front. The very first glance
ghowed him that the leader who directed this
movement was the Knight of Avenel, his ancient
master; and the next convinced lu'n that its
effect wonld be decisive. The resnlt of the at-
tack of fresh and unbroken forces upon the flank
of those already wearied with a long and obeti-

nate struggle, was, indeed, instantaneons.

The column of the assailants, which had hith-
erto shown one dark, dense, and united line of

, surmounted with plumage, was at once
broken and hurled in confusion down the hill,
which they had go long endeavored to gain. In
vain were the leaders heard calling npon their
followers to stand to the combat, and seen person-

ting when all resistance was evidently

They were slain, or felled to the earth, or
hurried backwards by the mingled tide of flicht
and pursuit. What were Roland’s feelings on
beholding the rout, and feeling that all that re-
nmined for him was to turn bridle, and
to ensure the safety of the Queen’s person! Yet.

1+
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keen as his grief and shame might be, they were
both forgotten, when, almost ¢lose he
bauk which he occupied, he saw Henry Secyton
forced away from his own party in the tnmulf,
and blood, and defending him-
1 of the enemy who
had gathered around him, attracted by his gay
armor, Roland pansed not a moment, but push-
ing his steed down the baunk, leaped him amongst
the hostile party, dealt three or four blows
amongst them, which struck down two, and
made the rest stand aloof ; then reaching Seyton
his hand, he exhorted him to seize fast on his
horse's mane.

“We live or die together this day,” said he;
tkeep but fast hold till we are out of the press,
and then my horse is yours.”

Seyton heard and exerted his remaining
strength, and, by their joint eflo Roland
brought him out of danger, and behind the spot
from whence he had witnessed the disastrous
conclugion of the ficht. Butno sooner were they
under shelter of the trees, than Seyton let go his
hold, and, in epite of Roland’s efforts to support
him, fell at 1-.1&_411 on the turf. *Trouble your-
self mo more with me," he said; “ this is my first
and my last battle—and I have already eeen too
mueh of it to wish to see the close. Hasten to
save the Queen—and commend me to Catherine—
she will never more be mistaken for me nor I for
her—the last sword-stroke has made an eternal

tinction.”

“Tet me aid you to mount my horse,” said
Reland, eagerly, ** and you may yet be saved—I
can find my own way on foot—turn but my horse's
head westward, and he will carry you fleet and
easy as the wind.”

“1 will never mount steed more,” &4
youth; * farewell—I love th 1g than
ever I thought to have done whilein I would
that old man's” blood were not on my hand I—
Sancte Benedi ora pro me/—Stand not to
look on & dying man, bat haste
Queen!™

These words were spoken with the last effort
of his voice, and scarce weére they uttered ere the
speaker was no more. ¢ recalled Roland to a
gense of the duty wh d w o‘.l—
ten, but they did not reach his

“The Queen—where is the
Balbert Glendinning, who, followed by two or
three horsemen, appeared at this instant.
land made no answer, but, turning his hors

confiding in his sp:
Fp;ar‘ and rode oy
the Castle of Crookstoue.
and mounted npon & hox
bLu Glendinning follow h couched lance,
: f . a8 he rode, **Sir, with the hol
br: .1uch halt, and show your n-rh[ to bear that
badge—fly not thus cowardly, nor dishonor the
cognizance thou deservest not to wea ar [—Halt, sir
aoward, or, by Heaven, I will strike thee w ith my
ance on the back, and glay *hee like a dastard—

id the

icht and hollow towards
More heavily armed,
C s speed, Sir Hal-

I am the Enight of Avenel--1 am Halbert Gleg-
dinning.”

But Roland, who had no purpose of enconn
tering his old +ant who, besides, knew
the Queen’s safety depended on his making
the best gpeed he could, answered not a word to
the defiances and reproaches which Sir Halber
continued to throw out against him; but making
the best use of his spurs, rode wL harder than
before, and had gained about a hundred yards
upon his pursuer, when coming near to the yew-
tree where he had left the Queen, be saw them
already getting to horse, and cried ont as lond g8
he could, * Foes | foes !—Ride for it, fair ladies—
PBrave gentlemen, do your devoir to proteet
them ™

So saying, he wheeled hig horse, and avoiding
the shock of Sir Halbert Glendinning, charzed
one of that Knight's followers, who was nearly
on & line with him, so rudely with his lance, that
he ov(‘rﬂ‘.rew horse and man. He then drew his
sword and attacked the eecond, while the black
man-at-arms, throwing himself in the way of
@Glendinning, they rushed on each other go flerce-
1y, that both horses were overthrown, and the
riders lay rolling on the plain. Neither was able
to arise, for the black horseman was pierced
through with Glendinning’s lance. and the Knight
of Avenel, oppressed W llh the weight of his own
horse, and sorely bruised besides, seemed in liftls
better plight than he whom he had mortaliy
wounded.

“Yield thee, Sir Enight of Avenel, rescue or
no rescr d Roland, who had puta second
antagonist ount of condition to combat, and bhast-
ened to prevent Glendinning from renewing the

conflict.

T may not choose but yicld,"” said Sir Hal
bert. ** gince I can mo longer fight ; but it shames
me to speak such a word to a coward like theel”

« Call me not coward,” =aid Roland, lifting his
vigor, and helping his prisoner to rise, * since
bat for old kindness at thy hands, and yet more
at thy la , I had met thee ag a brave man
ghould.”

‘“The fave page of my wifel™ said Sir
Halbert, astc 1ed. **Ah! wretched
heard of thy treason at Lochleven.”

¢ Reproach him not, my brothe ;' said the
Abbot, *he was bat an agent in the bands of
He

To horse, to horse!’ eaid Catherine Sey-

o .t and begone, or we are all Jost. 1
gee our gallant army flying for many a leagné—
To i\u : ‘11)’ Tord Abbot—To horse, Roland—
My jege, to horge] Ere this, we
htmld. have ridden a mile.”

“T,00k on these features,” gaid Mary, point-
ing to the dying knight, who had been unhelmed
by some compassionate hand; * look there, and
tell me if she who ruins all who love her, onght
to fly a foot farther to save her wre H.h"d life!”

The reader must have long antici
covery which the Qneen’s feelings had masde ha

boy, I haye -
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fore her eyes confirmed it. Tt was the featares of
the unhappy George Douglas, on which death
was stamping his mark,

“#Look—look at himswell,” said the Queen,
“ thus has it been with all who loved Mary Stew-
art I—The royalty of Francis, the wit of Chastelar,
the power and gallantry of the gay Gordon, the
melody of Rizzio, the portly form and youthful
grace of Darnley, the bold address and courtly
manners of Bothwell—and now the deep-devoted
passion of the noble Donglas—nought could save
them—they looked on the wretched Mary, and to
have loved her was crime enongh to deserve early
death! No sooner had the vietim formed a kind
thoaght of me than the poisoned cup, the axe and
block, the dagzer, the mine, were ready to punish
them for casting away affection on such a wretch
as I am |—Importune me not—I will fly no far-
ther—I ean die but once, and I will die here 1

While she spoke, her tears fell fast on the face
of the dying man, who continued to fix his eyes
on her with an eagerness of passion, which death
itself could hardly subdue.—* Mourn not for me,”
he said. faintly, ‘* but care for your own safety—
I die in mine armor as & Douglas should, and I
die pitied by Mary Stewart!”

He expired with these words, and without
withdrawing his eyes from her face; and the
Queen, whose heart was of that soft and gentle
mould, which in domestic life, and with a more
suitable partner than Darnley, might have made
her happy, remained weeping by the dead man,
nntil recalled to herself by the Abbot, who found
it mecessary to use a style of unusual remon-
strance. “We, also, m'lriam, he said, ** we,
your Grace’s devoted followers, have friends and
relatives to weep for. I leave a brother in immi-
nent jeopardy—the husband of the Lady Fleming
—the father and brothers of the Lady Catherine,
are all in yonder bloody field, slain, it is to be
feared, or prisoners, We forget the fate of our
own nearest apd dearest, to wait on our Queen,
and she is too much occupied with her own sor-
rows to give one thought to ours.”

“T deserve not your reproach, father,” said
the Queen, ehecking her tears; **but I am docile
to it—where must we go—what must we do?

“We must fly, and that instantly,” said the
Abbot; * whither is not go easily answered, but
we may dispute it npon the road—Lift her to her
gaddle, and set forward.” *

informed in the moat polite manner, by D. MacVean

Ezq., of Glasgow, that T have been incorrect in m i
giving an account of the battls of Langside, Crookstone Castle,
be observes, lies four miles west from the field of battle, and
rather in the rear of Murn placa from which
Mary saw the rout of herla art Castle, which,
: was situated in the
of the Queen’s own army. stray in the present
, by the anthority of my deceas md, James Grahame,
inble anthor of th bbath, in his drama
t of Queen Mary ; and by a traditionary report of
rg seen the battle from the Castle of Crockstone,
med 80 much to incr the interest of the scene, that
ihave been unwilling to make, in this particular instance, the

They set off accordinzly—Roland lingered a
moment to command the attendants of the
KEnight of Avenel to convey tln ir master to the
Castle of Crookstone, and to say that he demand-
ed from him no other condition of liberty, than
his word, that he and his followers would keep

fetion giveway to the fact, which last is undoubtedly in favor
of Mr, MacVeans system.

Iiis ular how tradition, which is sometimes a sure guide
to truth, is; in other cases, prone to mislead In the cele-
brated field of battle at Killiecrankie, the traveller is struck

h one of those rugged pillars of rongh stone, which indicate
the scenes of ancient confiict. A f.lend of the. author, well ac.
quainted with the cirewmstances of the battle, was standing

large stone, and looking on the scene around, when a
Highland shepherd hurried down from the hill to offer his ser-
vices as cleerone, and proceeded to inform him, that Dundes
was slain at that stone, which was raised to his memory. “ Fie,
Donald,” answered my .l’r:u'sd, # how can you Le]t such a story

battle, u 1 £ Oich] oich !’ said Donald, no way abashed,
“ and your how n the right, and I see you ken o sbout it
Anid he wasna killed on the spot neither, but lived till the next
ing t a7 the Saxon gentlemen like best to hear he was

led at the great stane” It is on the same principle of
1y readers, that I retain Crookstone Castle Instead of

1 field of battle newhat to the ea
¢ strict in adhering to the incident:

vard, he has besn
the enwagement,
as m]l appest from a comparison of events in the novel, with the
¢ account from an old writer:—
Regent was out on foot and sll his company, except
Alexander Hume of Manderston, and
umber of two hundred.
wed the ground, and with all ix
ed every horseman to take behind hima iw.ml-n
behind them, and rode with speed to
gside-hill, and set down the footmen with
culverings at the head of a straight lane, where there wera
houses and yards of great advantage. Which
b their eontinual shot killed divers of the vaunt
, led by the H ons, who, courageously and fiercely
ing up the hill, were already out of breath, when the Re-
t guard joined with thein. Where the worthy Lord
ne fowrhr. on_with his pike in his hand very manfully,
ted by the Laird uf Cessford, bis brother-in-law, who helped
uaa!trm}nn to the u-rnml by many
= tu.'oug‘v the throwing pistels at him after
He was also wounded, with staves,
of spi throngh his legs; for he and
Grauge, at the j ng, eried to let their adversaries first lay
down il pears, to bLar up theirs rs wereso thick
fixed in the others’ jucke, that some of the pistols and great
€4 that were thrown by them which were behind, might Le
x upon the
% Upon the Que & the Earl of Argyle commanded the
d the Lord of Arbroath the vannt gnard. But the Re-
ed to the Laird of Grange thespecial care, as bein
mented Captain, to overses every danger, and to
ng, to encourage and make help where greatest need
perceivod, at the first joining, the right wi ;
vaunt guard put back and like teo
est part wers eommons of the barony of F

he (lui ride alone, ¢
enemy were shaken and flyin tha litila
and desired afew nu an to o h him.
he found enough willi
Lochleven, S

2y
Where
the Laird of
Jumes Balfour, and all the Regent's servants,

s the Lord Lind
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secret the direction in which the Queen fled. Ae
he turned his rein to depart, the honest conute-
nance of Adam Woodcock stared upon him with
an expression of surprise, which, at another time,
would have excited Lis hearty mirth., He had
been one of the followers who had experienced
the weight of Roland’s arm, and they now krew
each other, Roland having put up his visor, and
the good yoeman having thrown away his barret-
cap, with the iron bars in front, that he might the
more readily assist his master. Into this barret-
cap, as it lay on the gronnd, Roland forgot not to
dropa few gold pieces (fruits of the Queen’s liber-
ality), and with a signal of kind recollection and
enduring friendship, he departed at full gallop to
overtake the Queen, the dust sed by her train
being already far down the hili,

“It is not fairy-money,” said honest Adam,
weighing and handling the gold—* Aud it was
Master Roland himself, that is a certain thin
the same open hand, and, by Our Lady!
(ehrongging his shoulders)—* the same ready fist !
—My Lady willhear of this gladly. for she mourns
for him as if he were her son. And to see how
gay he is| But these light lads are as sure to be
uppermogt ag the froth to be on the top of the
quart-pol—Your man of sclid parts remains ever
a falconer.” So saying, he went toaid hig com-
rades, who had now come up in greater numbers,
to carry his master into the Castle of Crooksione,

R
CHAPTER XXXVIIL
My native land, good-night!
Byro¥,

ManT a bitter tear was ghed, during the hasty
flight of Queen Mary, over fallen hopes, futnre
prospects, and sl htered friends, The deaths
of the brave Douglaz, and of the flery but gallant
young Seyton, seemed to affect the Queen as
much as the fall from the throne, on which she
had go nearly been again seated. Catherine Sey-
ton devoured in secret her own grief, anxions to
gupport the broken spirits of her misiress ; and
the Abbot, bending his troubled thonghts upon
futurity, endeavored in vain to form some plan

h had & shadow of hope. The spirit of

sland—for he also mingled in the hasty

shateg held by the companions of the Queen’s
flight—contintied unchecked and unbroken.

** Your Majesty,” he said, ** has lost a battle—

back after long
others to and fro with ¢ spears. There
men to pursne after them, n erent

1 town
nnox,
to arrest Queen ] or attendants, were
o make way for her, not without slanghter,

Your ancestor, Bruce, lost seven suceessively, ere
he eat trinmphant on the Seottish throme, ang
proclaimed with the voice of a victor, in the fielg
of Bannockburn, the independence of his country,
Are not these heaths, which we may traverse at
will, 1 r than the locked, guarded, and lake
moated Castle of Lochleven ¥—We are free—in
that ene word there is comfort for all our losseg®

He struck abold note, but the heart of Mary
made no regponse,

* Better,” ghe s T had &till been in Loch-
leven, than seen the slanghter made by rebels
among the subjects who offered themselves to

h for mysake. Speak not to me of further

—they would only cost the lives of you,
the friends who recommend them ! I would not
again undergo what T felt, when T saw from yon-
der mount the swords of the fell horsemen of Mor-
ton raging among the faithful Seytons and Hamil-
tons, for their loyalty to their Q@neen—I would nof
again feel what I felt when Dougla ife-blood
stained my mantle for his love to Mary Stewart—
not to be empress of all that Britain’s seas en-
close. Find for me some place where 1 ean hide
my unhappy head, which brings destruction onall
who love it—it is the last favor that Mary asks of
her faithful followers.”

In thiz dejected mood, but still pursning her
flight with unabated rapidity, the unfortunate
Mary, after baving been joined by Lord Herries

:, at length halted, for the first

v of Dundrennan, nearly sixty

distant from the ficld of battle. In this re-

mote cormer ef Gal . the Eeformation not

having yet been strictly enforced againat the

monks, a few still lingered in their cells, unme-

lested ; and the Pri 2 and reverence,

received the fugitive Queen at the gate of his con-
vent.

*T bring you ruin
Queen, as she was lifted

*It is welcome,

ood father,” eaid the
rom her palfrey.
id the Prior, **if it comos

ound, and supported by her

, the Queen looked for an instant at her
which, jaded and drooping ils head,

g if it mourned the distresses of its mig-

* Good Roland,” said the Queen, whispering,
““let Rosabelle be cared for—ask thy heart, and
it will tell thee why I make this trifling request
eyen in this awful hour.

rtment, and, in

ried consultation of her attendants, the

fatal resolution of the retreat to England was
finally adopted. ' In the morning it received her
approbation, and ssenger was despatched 1o

English warden, to pray him for safe-con-

duct and hospitality art of the Queen of
Scofland. On the next day the Abbot Ambrose
walked in the garden of the Abbey with Roland, to
whom he expressed his disapprobation of the
course pursued. *‘It is madness and ruin,” he
gaid ; ** better commit hergell to the savage High
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anders or wild Bordermen, than to the fith of
Elizabeth. A woman to a rival woman—a pre-
sumptive successor to the keeping of a jealous and
childless Queen!—Roland, Herries is' true and
_oyal, but his counsel has ruined his mistress.”

% Ay, ruin follows us everywhere,” ‘gaid an
old man, with a spade in his hand, and dr ed
like a lay-brother, of whose presence, in the
vehemence of his exclamation, the Abbof had not
been aware—* Gaze not cn me with such won-
derl—I am he who was the Abbot Boniface at
Kennaquhair, who was the gardener Biinkhoolie at
Lochleven, hunted round to the place in which I
gerved my noviciate, and now ye are come toronse
me up againl—A weary life T have had for ooe
to whom peace was ever ihe dearest bless-
fng1”

“We will soon rid you of our company, good
father,” said the Abbot; ‘“and the Queen will, I
fear, tronble your retreat no more.”

“Nay, you said as much before,’* said the
quernlous old man, ‘“and yet I was put forth from
Kinross, and pillaged by troopers on the road.—
They took from me the certificate that youwot of
—that of the Baron—ay, he was a moss-frooper
like them s—Yon asked me of it, and I could
never find it, but they found it—it showed the mar-
riage of—of—my memory f me—Now see how
men differ! Father Nicholas would have told you
an hundred tales of the Abbot Ingelram, on whose
goul God have mercy |—He was, I warrant you,
fourseore and six, and Iam not more than— let
me gee—""

“Was not Avenel the name you seek, my good
father?’® said Roland, impatiently, yet modera-
ting his tone for fear of alarming or offending the
infirm old man.

Ay, right—Avenel, - Julian Avenel—You are
perfect in the name—I kept all the special confe:
sions, jndging it held with my vow to do so—I
conld not find it when mjy cessor, Ambrosius,
gpoke on’t—bul the troopers found it, and the
Knight who commanded the party struck his
breast, till the target elattered like an empty
watering-can.”

++8aint Mary 1™ said the Abbot, “in whom
conld such a paper excite such interest! What
was the appearance of the Knight, his arms, his
colorz¥ "

+ Ye distract me with your questions—T dared
hardly look at him—they charzed me with hearing
letters for the Queen, and searched my mail—This
was all along of your doings at Lochleven.”

# ] trnst in God,” said the Abbot to Roland,
who stood beside him, shivering and trembling
with impatience, “ the paper has fallen into the
hands of my brother—I heard he had been with
his followers on the scout betwixt Stirling and
Glaszow.—Bore not the Enight a holly-bough in
hig helmet $~—Canst thon not remember?”

“0h, remember—remember," said the old
man pettishly ; ** Count as many years as 1 do, if
your plots will let you, and see what, and how
wuch, you remember.—Why, I scarce remember

the pear-mains which I graffed here with my own
hands some fifl ars since.””

At this moment & bugle sounded londly from
the beach,

' It is the death-blast to Queen Mary’s royalty.””
gaid Ambrosins; ** the English warden's answer
has heen received, favorable doubfless, for when
was the door of the trap closed against the prey
which it was set for 2—Droop not, Roland—this
matter shall be sifted to the bottom—but we must
not now leave the Queen—follow me—let ns do
our duty, and trust the issue with God e
Farewell, zood Father—I will visit thee again
goomn.”

He was about fo leave the garden, followed by
Roland, with half reluctant steps. The Ex-Ab-
bot resnmed his spade.

«1 could be sorry for these men,” he said, * ay,
and for that poor Queen, but what avail earthly
corrows toa man of fourscore P—and it is a rare
dropping morning for the early colewort.”

#He is stricken with age,” said Ambrosing, as
he draczed Roland down to the- sea-beach; “*we
must let him take his time to collect himself—
nothing now can be thought on but the fate of the
Queen."

They soon arrived where she stood, surronnd-
ed by her little train, and by her side the sheriff
of Cumberland, a gentleman of the house of Low-
ther, richly dressed and accompanied by soldiers.
The aspect of the Queen ex ibited a singunlar
mixture of alacrity and reluctance to depart. Her
langnage and gestures spoke hopeand consolation
to her attendants, and she secemed desirous to per-
suade even herself that the step she adopted was
geeure, and that the assurance she had received of
kind reception was altogether satisfactory; but
her guivering lip,and unsettled eye, betrayed at
once hier anguish at departing from Scotland, and
her fears of confiding hersell to the doubtful faith
of England.

W elcome, my Lord Abbot," said she, speak-
ine to Ambrosins, *and you, Roland Avenel, we
bave joyful news for you—our loving sister's offi-
cer proffers ns, in her name, a safe asylum from
the rebels who have driven us from our home—
only it grieves me we must here part from you for
a short space.”

“ Part from us, madam 1* gaid the Abbot. *“Is8
your welcome in England, then, to commence with
the abridgment of your train, and dismi sl of your
couneellors ¥

“Make it not thus, good Father," said Mary,
t the Warden and the Sherifl, faith{nl servants of
our Royal Sister, deem il necessary to obey her
i{nstructions in the present case, even to the let-
ter, and can only take upon them to admit me
with my female attendants. An eéxpress will
inatantly be despatched from London, a
ing me a place of residence; and I will gpe
send to all of you whenever my Court shall be
formed.”

% Your Court formed in England ! and while
Elizabeth lives and reigns?” said the Abbot-—




