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modating limself; “ betwixt yonr Bess of Bed-
lam pranks, and your dam’s frenzies, a man might
live quieter in the devil's ken than here And
he again resnmed the broken jug out of wh

had been drinking,

“ And wha's this ¢'t?" eaid the mad woman;
daneing up to Jeanie Deans, who, although in
great terror, yet watched the scene with a resolu-
tion to let nothing pass unnoticed which might
beserviceable in aseisting her to escape, or inform-
ing her as to the true nature of her gituation, and

danger attending it,—* Wha's this o't¥"
arain exclaimed Madge Wildfire.  ** Douce Davie
Deans, the auld doited whig body’s danghter, in a
gipsy’s barn, and the night setting in! Thisis a
gight for sair ¢en |—Eh, sirs, the falling off o’ the
godly |—and the t'other sister’s in the Tolbooth
of Edinburgh; I am very sorry for her, for my
share—it’s my mother wusseg ill to her, and no me
—though maybe I hae as muckle cause.™

‘““Hark ye, Madge,” gaid the taller ruffian,
“yon have not such a tonch of the devil's bloed
as the hag your mother, who may be his dam for
what I know—take this young woman to your
kennel, and do not let the devil enter, though he
ghould ask in God's name.”

“ Ou ay; that Iwill, Frank,”"said Madge, tak-
ing hold of Jeanie by the arm, and pulling her
along for it’s no for decent Christian young
leddies, like her and me, to be keeping the like o’
yon and Tyburn Tam company at this time o’
pight. Sae gude-e'en, t'ye, sirs, and mony o
them ; and may ye a’ sleep till the hangmen
wanken ye, and then it will be weel for the coun-
try.”

She then, as her wild fancy seemed saddenly
to prompt ber, walked demurely towards her
mother, who, seated by the charcoal five, with the
reflection of the red light on her withered and dis-
torted features marked by every evil passion,
seemed the very picture of Hecate at her infernal
rites ; and, sudde iropping on her knc 2nid,
with the manner of 4 six years' old child, ** Mam-
mie, hear me say my prayers before I go to bed,
and gay God ble nny face, as ye used to
do lang eyne.”

* The deil flay tl
wi'!" gaid the old ls
supplicant, in s

The blow mi . who,
acquainted by experience with the
her mother was wont to confer her maternal ben
dictions, slipped ont of }

8. The hag the ed up,
would have

eo it to gole his 1

3 leng

once more arrested by tl

Frank Levitt, who, scizin

flung her from him with g

ing, ** What, Mother Damna

govereign presence | —Hark ye, Madge of I m !
wet to your hole with your playfellow, or we shall

have the devil to pay Lere, and nothing to pay
him with.”

Madge took Levitt's advice, retreating as fast
a8 ghe could, and dragging Jeanie along with hep
into a gort of recess, partitioned off ftom the rest
of the barn, and filled with straw, from which it
appeared that it was intended for the purpose m
slumber. The moonlight shone, throngh an open
hole, upon a pillion, a pac 1d one op
two wallets, the travelling furniture of Madgeand
her amiable mother.—**2 saw ye e'er in your
life,” said Madge, e daintya chamber of deas $
gee as the moon shines down sae caller on fresh
gtrae! There's no a pleasanter cell in Bedlam,
for as braw a place it is on the outside.—Were ye
ever in Bedlam?"

“No,"” answered Jeanie faintly, appalled by,
the guestion, and the way in which it was put,
yet willing to soothe her insane companion, being
in circumstances o unhappily carious, thag
even the society of t madwoman
seemed a species of protection.

“ Never in Bedl
gome surprise.
at Edinburgh?

! repeated Jeanie,

‘ Weel, Ithink thae dalt e e magistrates
gend naebody to Bedlam but me—thae maun hae
an unco respect for me, for whenever Iam broughi
to them, they aye hae me back to Bedlam. But
troth, Jeanie * (she said this in a very confiden-
tial tone), " to te
think ye are at nac great loss; for the keeper’s &

as if with
in the ceils

ane o' them’s get in her
I will git with my back
be that e irring
n_s Madee ] "—* Madze Wildfire!™

—**Madge devil! what have done with the
horse?’ was repeatedly asked by the n with-
out.

‘*He's
swered N
it were
less o' your d

pper, puir thing
il an ye were at yours, too,an
ue, and then we wad hag
*His suppe the more sulky ruf
flan—** What d 1t —Tell me where
he is, or I will knock 3 am brains out1”
“H in Gaffer Gablewood's wheat-close, an
ye maun ken,”
jilt ! " answered
indignation.
1 urn Tam, man, what ill wil
ades of the y¢ wheat do to the puif

id the other rob-
say to ns 1o

in gnch quarfers?—
, and brirg him m; and avoid the gofl
ny lad; leave no hoof- track Dbehind

ber; *‘ but what tl
morrow, when thej

Go, T
ground,

you.”
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%] think you give me always the fag of it,
whatever iz to be done,” grumbled his com-
panion.

“ Leap, Laurence, you're long enough,” said
the other; and the fellow left the barn according-
1y, without farther remonstrance.

In the meanwhile, Madge had arranged herself
for repose on the straw; but still ina half-sitting
postare, with her back resting against the door
of the hovel, which, as it opened inwards, was in
this manner kept shut by the weight of the per-
gon.

# There’s mair shifts by stealing, Jeanie,” said
Madge Wildfire; ** though whiles I can hardly get
onr mother to think sae. Wha wad hae thought
but myzell of making a bolt of my ain back-bane ?
Bat it's no sae strong as thae that I hae seen in
the Tolbooth at Bdinburgh. The hammermen of
Edinburgh are to my mind afore the world for
making stancheons, ring-bolts, fetter-bolts, bars,
and locks. And they arena that bad at girdles for
earcakes neither, though the Cn'ress hammermen
have the gree for that. My mother had ance a
bonny Cu'ross girdle, and I thought to have haked
carcakes on it for my puir w that's dead and
gane nge fair way—but we maun a’ des, ye ken,
Jeanie—You Cameronian bodies ken that braw-
lies; and ye're for making a hell upon earth that
ye may be less unwillin’ to' part wi’ it. - Bat as
touching Bedlam that ye were speaking about,
T'se ne'er recommend it muckle the tae gate or
the other, be it right—be it wranz. But'ye ken
what the sang says." And, purs ying the uncon-
nected and floating wanderings of her m
sung alond—

44 Tn the bonny eslls of Bedls

whips, ding-don
And pra ¥
“Wecl, Jeanie, I am something herse the

k, Iam

She drooped her head on her breast, a posture
from which Jeanie, who wounld have given the
world for an opportunity of quiet to consider the
means and the pr ility of her escape, was very
carcful not to disturb her. After nodding, how-
ever, for a micute or two, with her eyes kalf-
closed, the fet and restless spirit of her
malady a seailed Madge. She raised her
head, and spoke, but with a lowered toue, which
was again gradually overcome by drowsin to
which the fatigue of a day’s journey on hor
had probably given unwonted occasion,—* I dinna
kon what makes me sae sleepy—I amaist never
gleep till my bonny Lady Moon gangs till her bed

air by token, when she's at the full, ye kem,
rowing aboon us yonder in her grand silver coach
—1I have danced to her my lane sometimes for
very joy—and whiles dead folk came and danced
wi' me—the like o' Jack Porteous, or ony body I
had ken’d swhen I was livine—for ye mann ken I
was ance dead mysell. Here the poor mania¢
sang. io a low and wild tone,

4 * Wy banes are buried in yon kirky;
f ont the sea,
g but my blithesome ghaia
speaking now to thee

‘But, after a', Jeanie, my woman, nacbody
kens weel wha's living and wha's dead—on
wha's gone to Fairyland—there’s another ques-
tion. Whiles I think my puir bairn’s dead—
ye ken very weel it's buried—but that signifies
naething. I have had it on my knee & hun-
2, and a hundred till that, since it was
buried—and how could that be were it dead, ye
s merely impossible.””—And here, gome

ghe burst into a fit of crying and
ejaculation, * Wae's me! wae's mel wae's me!’
till at leneth she moaned and sobbed herself into
a decp sleep, which was soon intimated by her
breathing hard, leaving Jeanie to her own melap
choly reflections and observations.

CHAPTER XXX.

, by this steal,
I truss for com
FLETCHER.

Bind her quick!
P11 tell, althouz

Tug imperfect light which shone into the win
dow enabled Jeanie to-see that there was sear
any chance of maki
for the ap
row. that,
might well doabt whether it would have per
her to pass her body through it. An unsucel
attempt to escape would be sure to draw down
worse treatment than ghe now received, and she

herefore ved to watch her opportunity care-
fully ere making suchap ms effort. For this
purpose she applied herself to the ruineas clay
partition, which divided the hovel in which she
now was from the rest of the waste barn. It was
decayed and full of cracks and chinks, one of

view of the old hag and the taller ruffian, whom
they called Levitt, seated together beside the de-
cayed fire of charcoal, and apparently engaged in
close conference. She was at first terrified by the
atures of the old woman had a
hideous cast of hardened and inveterate malice
and ill-humor, and those of the man, though nat-
urally less unfavorable, were such as ot
well with licentious habits, and a lawless prof
sion.

+ But T remembered,” said Jeanie, * my worthy
father's t: of a winter evening, how he was
confned with the blessed martyr, Mr. James Ei
W who lifted up the fallen standard of the tra
reformed Kirk of Scotland, after the worthy and
renowned Daniel Cameron, our last blessed ban-
per-man, had fallen among the swords of the
wicked at Airemosg, and how the very hearts of
the wicked ma stors and murderers, whon
they were confined withal, were melted like wax
at the sonnd of their doctrine: and I bethought
mysell, that the same help that was w* them in
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their straif, wad be wi’ me in mine, an 1 could
but watch the Lord’s time and opportunity for
deliverine my feet from their snare; and I minded
the Scripture of the blessed Psalmist, whilk he
insisteth on, as weel in the forty-second as in the
forty-thira psalm. *Why art thou cast down, 0
my goul, and why art thou disqunieted within me?
Hope in God, for I ghall yet praise Him, who is
the health of my countenance, and my God.'”

Strengthened in & mind naturally calm, sedate,
and firm, by the influence of religions confidence,
this poor captive was enabled to attend to, and
comprehend a great part of an interesting conver
sation which passed betwixt those into whose
kands she had fallen, notwithstanding that their
meaning was partly rised by the occasional
use of cant terms, of which Jeanie knew not the
import, by the low tone in which they spoke, and
Dby their mode of supplying their broken phrases
by shrugs and signs, as is usnal amongst those of
their disorderly profession,

The man opened the conversation by saying,
“Now, dame, yon see Lam true to my friend. I
have not forgot that you planked @ chury,* which
helped me through the bars of the le of York,
and I came to do your work without ing qumes-
tions ; for one good turn deserves another. Dub
pow that Madge, who is as loud as Tom of Lin-
coln, i ewhat still, and this same Tyburn
Neddie is ghaking his heele after the old nag, why,
you must tell me what all this is about, and what's
to be done—for d—n me if I touch the girl, or let
her be touched, and she with Jim Rat's pass,
too.”

“Thon art an honest lad, Frank," answered
the old woman, “but e’en too good for thy trade ;
thy tender heart will get thee into trouble. I will
gee ye g p Holborn Hill backward, and a’ on
the word of some silly loon that could never hae
rapped to ye had ye drawn your knife across his
weasand.”

“Yeu may be balked there, old one,” answered
the robber; “I have known many a pretty lad
cnt short in his first summer npon the read, be-
cange he was something hasty with his flats and
gharps. Besides, a man would fain live out his
two years with a good conscience. So, tell me
what all this is abont, and what's to be done for
you that one can do decently ?"

% Why, you must know, Frank—but, first taste
a enap of right Hollands.” She drew a flask from
her pocket, and filled the fellow a large bumper,
which he pronounced to be the right thing.—
“You must know, then, Frank—wunna ye mend
your hand ™ again offering the flask.

“ No, LnA—“ﬁmn a woman wants mischief from
you, she always beg s by fillling you drunk, D—n
a1l Dutch courage. What I do I will do soberly—
T'll last the longer for that too.”

“wiWell, then, yon must know,” resumed the
3ld woman, without any farther attempts at pro-
pitiation, * that this girl is going to London.”

#* Concealed a knife.

Tere Jeanie conld only distinguish the word
gister.

The robber answered in a lounder tone, * Fair
enough that; and what the devil is your business
with it?”

« Business enongh, I think. If the b—queer
the noose, that silly cull will marry her.”

# And who cares if he does?” the man.

% Who cares, ye donnard Neddiel I care;
and I will etrangle her withmy own hands, rather
than she should come L0 Madge’s preferment.”

« Madee's preferment! Does your old blind
eyes see no farther than that? If he is as you
gay, d've think he’ll ever marry a moon-calf Jike

dee? Ecod, that's a good one—Marry Madge
Wildfire!—Hal ha! ha!™

“Hark ye, ye crack-rope padder, born beggar,
and bred thief1” replied the hag, ** suppose he
pever marries the wench, is that a reason he
should marry another, and that other to haold
my daughter’s place, and she crazed, and I a beg:
gar, and all along of him? DBut I know thatof
him will hang him—I know that of him will hang
him, if he had a thousand liv es—1 gnow that of
him will hang—hang—hang him ! 4

¢he repeated and dwelt npon
able, with the cmphasis of 4

“Then why don't you hang —hang —hang
him%” gaid Frank, repeat her words con
temptugusls would be more sense in
that, than in wreaki re upon iwo
wenches that have done you our daughier
no ill.”

«Np ill " answered the old woman—** and be
to marry this jail-bird, if ever she gets her fool
lcose 1"

«“Put a8 there is no chance of his marryinga
bird of your brood, I cannot, my soul, Ees
what you have to do with all th again replied
the robber, shrugeing his shoulders. *¢ Whene
{here is onght to be far as my neigle
bors, but I hate mischief for mischief’s sake.”

And would you go nae length for revenge!”
gaid the h ‘ for rever _the sweetest morsel
to the month that ever was cooked in helll™

wThe devil may keep it for his WL eating
then,” gaid the robber; * for hang me if I like
the sauce he dresses it with.”

“Revence!” continued the old womany
“why, it i8 the best re d the devil gives ok
for onr time here and hereafter. I have wronght
pard for it—I have suffered for it—and 1 bate
sinned for it—and I wi ve it.—or there is DEk
ther justice in heaven nor in hell1”

Levitt had by this time ited a pipe a"_ﬂ
was listening with great compogure to the frantié
and vindictive raving old hag. He wal
too much hardened by his cou of 1ife to bé
ehocked with them—too indifferent, and probablf
too stupid, to catch any p
or energy. ‘“*But, motl after a pans

that if revenge iz your wish, yo
ghould take it on the young fellow himself”

yart of their animatiol
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wY wish T conld,” she said, drawing in her
breath, with the eagerness of a thirsty person
while mimicking the action of drinking—*1 wigh
I could—but no—I cannot—I cannot.”

4 And whv not?—Yon would think little of
peaching and hanging him for this Seotch affair.
—Rat me, one might have milled the Bank of
England, and less noise about i

" T have nureed him at this withered breast,”
answered the old woman, folding her hands on
her bosom, as if pressing an infant to it, **and,
though he has proved an adder to me-—thongh he
kas been the destraction of me and mine—though
he has made me company for the devil, if there
be a deyil. and food for hell, if there be snch a
place, yet T cannot take ‘his life.—No, I cannot; ™
ghe continned, with an appearance of rage against
herself; ** I have thonght of it—1 have tried it—
but. Francis Levitt, I canna gang throngh wi't—
Na, na—he was the first baim T ever murst—ill I
had been—and man can never ken what wo-
man feels for the bairn she has held first to her
bosom 1"

“mo be sure,” said Levitt, ** we have no ex-
perience; but, mother, they pay you ha'n’t been
a0 kind to other baérns, as you call them, that
have come in your wa Nay, d—n me, never lay
your hand on the whittle, for T am captain and
leader here, and I will have no rebellion.”

The hag, whose first motion had been, npon
hearing the gnestion, to grasp the haft pf a large
%mife, now unclosed her hand, stole it away
the weapon, and suffered it to fall by her
while she proceeded with a sorl of smile
“PBairns] ye are jol lad—wha wad fouch
bairr Madge, puir thing, had a misfortune wi’
ane—and the tother”—Here her voice sunk £o
much that Jeanie, though anxionsly mpon the
watch, eould not catch a word she & d, until she
raised her tone at the conclusion of the tence
85 Madge, in her daffin’, threw it into the
Nor’-lock, I trow.™

Madge, whose slumbers like those of most
who labor under mental malady, )
and were easily broken, now made herself heard
from her place of repose.

“ Indeed. mother, that's & great lie, for I did
nae sic thing.”

« Huosh, thon hellicat devil,” i lier mother
— By heaven! the other wench will be waking
too.”

 That may be dangerons,” said Frank; and
he rose, and followed Meg Murdockson across
the floor.

“Rise,” said the hag to her danehter, *or I
gall drive the knife between the planks into the
Bedlam back of thee!™

Apparently she at the same fime seconded her
threat by pricking her with the point of a knife,
for Madge, with a faint scream, changed her place
gnd the door opened.

The old woman held a candle in one hand, and
a kmife in the other., Levitt appeared be ind her,
whether with & view of preventing, or assisting

lier in any violence she might meditatz, conld not
be well guessed. Jeanie’s presence of mind stood
her friend in thie dreadful crisis. She had reso-
Iution enough to maintain the attitnde and man-
ner of one who sleeps profoundly, and to regnlate
even her breathing, notwithstanding the agitation
of instant terror, so as to corregpond with her at-
titude.

The old woman passed the light across her
eyes, and, althongh Jeanie’s fears were s0 pOwer-
fully awakened by this movement, that she often
declared afterwards, that she thought she saw the
qetres of her destined murderers through her
closed eyelids, he lhad still the resolution to
maintain the feint, on which her safety perhaps
depended.

Levitt looked at her with fixed attention; he
then turned the old woman out of the place, and
followed her himself. Having regained the out-
ward apartment, and seated themselves, Jeanie
heard the highwayman say, to her no small relief,

She's as fast as if she were in Bedfordshire.—
Now, old Meg, d—n me if T can understand a glim
of this story of yours, or what good it will do you
to hang the one wench and torment the other ;
but, rat me, I will be true to my friend, and serve
ve the way ye 1 see it will be a bad job;
but I do think I could get her down to Surfieet
on the Wash, and =0 on board Tom Moonshine’s
neat Ingzer, and keep her out of the way three o1
four weeks, if that will please ye—But d—n me if
any one shall harm her, unless they have a mind
to choke on a brace of blue plums.—It's a cruel
bad job, and I wish you and it, Meg, were both at
the devil.”

“ Never mind, hinny Levitt,” said the old wo-
man; *you are a rufiler, and will have a’ your
ain gate—She shanna gang to heaven an hour
soomer for me : I carena whether she live or die—
it's her gister—ay, her sis

“Well, we'll eay no more about if; I hear
Tom coming in. We'll couch a hogshead,* and
80 better had you." They retired to repose ac-
cordinely, and all was silent in this asylum of

Jeanie lay for-a long time awake, At break
of day she heard the two ruffians leave the barn,
after whispering to the old woman for some fime.
The sense that she was now guarded by persons
of her own sex gave ber some confidence, and
irresistible lassitude at length threw her inte
slumber,

When the captive awakened, the sun was high
in heaven, and the morning considerably ad-
vaneed, Madee Wildfire was still in the hovel
which had served them for the night, and imme-
diately bid her good-morning, with her usnal air
of insane glee, **And d'ye ken, la g, £aid
Madge, *‘there’s queer things chanced since ye
hae been in the land of Nod. The constables has
been here, woman, and they miet wi' my minnie
at the door, and they whirl'd her awa to the Jus-

# Lay ourselves down to sleep.
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lice’s about the man's wheat. —Dear! thae Eng-
Lish ¢ 3 1k a8
OF ZTass, A8 § tel vhont his ma
and his muir- 1, ots. Now, s, if ye like, W
play them a fing : we will awa out and take
a walk—they wi k unco wark when they miss
us, but we can easily be back by dinner time, or
before d 1ight at ony rate, and it will me
frolic and fresh air.—But maybe ye wad like to
take some breakfast, and [huﬂlliu down in?
by mysell, there’s whiles I can git wi' my
ad in my hand the haill day, and havena a word
to cast at a dog—and other whiles, thal 1 canna
git atill 2 moment. That's when the folk
me warst, but I am aye canny enengh—ye needna
be feared fo walk wi’ me.
Had Madge Wildfire been the most raging lu-
natie, ins ing a dounbtful, nncer-
hL Bort c:f Luh'”-‘\l]!‘ ing,

2, Jt.:mu, \\01;‘:d mm‘;‘:,v have o'ra‘ (
leave a place of captivity, where she had so much
to apprehend. She eagerly assur

ehe was
her keeper's
woods,

“It'snoa ‘lwwl'] f-r F:)rtb n ne :
Madge e
ont o’ thae 1?11!\ 8 hang 11(: i‘*‘li Iht‘ are a'the-
gither bad folk neither, but th 1ave queer v
wi' them, and I whiles qdir ; i
been weel wi' my mother and me si
gic-like company.”

With tt te, the joy, the fea
of a libe 2d captive, Jeanie s
little bundle, followed Madge intot
eagerly looked round her fora i
but none o be geen, The

crazy humor for

some pla

in others swamp, and elsewhere f
downs or pasture grounds,

Jdeanie’s active mind next led her to con
which way the high-road lay, whence

If she
ghe mi
L gome hon
1 request y
around her,

ined that pul
S00N meet some
where ghe m
wrotection. But, s
r with regret tl
means wh er of directing her courge with any
degree of certainty, and that st g gfill in de-
pendence upon her crazy companion. ‘! Bhall we
not walk upon the high-road ¢’ saids
in snch a tone as a nurse nses to coaxa
wer walking on the road tl
i 1e8 and whin
who was walking very
n, and looked at Jeanie w
a.r‘l gcrafinizing glance, that e
complete acquaintance with her purpose

an amang

stopped at

sudden

** Aha,

lass 1" she exclaimed, “are ye gann to guide us
t gate 9—Ye'll be for making your heels save
your head, I am judgi
Jeanie hesitated for a mc
mpanion thus express her
not better take the hint, and try to on
gL:t rid of her. Butshe knew notlin what direction
no means sure that she would
I o gwiftest, and perfectly conscious thaip
l 1e event of her being pursued and ove
would be inferior to the madwoman in strength,
She therefore g 8 for the present of
attempting to es t manner, and, saying

1 the wayward path
by which her gt 1t per to lead her
Madge, infirm of purpos sily reconciled
to the present scene, whatever ir Wi ._A‘
to talk with 1

“Tt%= a d
fine :mu.mw lit it !':\r bcitu than
the towr - {1 i a W n duddie bairns to
were a warld's
is a thonght
ir nei ln’>[1r~._
he prond o braw
ae's me | they’re but

r o' them, and what

re. are taking

ne that she

3 :L'llwmr de ls and more re-
mote from tk -

“Do I ken the road —Wasna I mony a day

1 a I ken the road?

it was afore my ac-

let them try it as
this time they

». and at the foot of one
a hillock of

£4ne
for want of

in a ~u--'h ng tone,
forlorn E‘lu ature.
» in a sitting
that

sanie was af

fon; and

that, throt ain of lier

wavering and inconsiztent state of mind and 1ing
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. conduct, she discerned a general color of kind-
nees towards herself, for which she felt gratitude,

¢ Let me alane [—let me alane 1" said the poor
young woman, as her paroxysm of sorrow began
to ahate—** Let me alane—it does me good to
weep. I canna shed tears but may be anes or
twice a year, and I aye come to wet this turf with
them, that the flowers may grow fair, and the
grass may be green,

“ But what is the matter with you?™ said

“Why do you weep so bitterly ¥

¥ There's matter enow,” replied r“e hln"“
“mair than ae puir mind can I;o
a bit, and T'll tell you a' about it 3
Jeanie Deans—a’body spoke weel about ye when
we lived in the Pleasaunts—And I mind aye the
drink o’ milk ye gae me yon day, when T had been
on Arthur's SBeat for r-and-twenty hours, look-
ing for the ship that somebody was gailing in.»

These words recalled to Jeanie's recollection,
that, in fact, she had been one morning much
frichtened by meeting a cr. young woman near
her father’s house at an early hm.r‘ and that, as
ghe appeared to be harmless, her apprehension
had been changed into pity, and she had relieved
the nnhappy wanderer with some food, which she
devoured with the haste of a famished person.
The incident, trifling in itself, was at present of
great importance, if it sbould be found to have
made a favorable and permanent impression in
her favor on the mind of the object of her charity.

“ Yeg," said Madge, “ Tl tell ye a’ about
for ye are a decent man’s dau
Deans, ye ken—and m
find out the narrow w
for I have been burning
walking throngh the weary w mh,m\ of Sinai,
for langz and a day. Bat whenever I think
abont mine errorg, I am like to cover my li
ghame.”—Here she looked up and smiled.
g strange thing mow—I hae spoken mair gnde
words to you in fen min than I-wad speak
to my mother in as mony years—it's no that I
dinna think on them—and whiles they are just at
my tongne's end, but then comes the Devil, and
brushee my lips with his black wing, and lays his
broad black loof on my mouth—fur a black loof
it is, Jeanic—and sweeps away a' my gude
thought e words, and pitsa

in their place.”

’ gaid Jeanie,—‘‘try to settle
your mind and make your breast clean, and you'll
find your heart easier.—Jus the devil, and
he will flee from youn—and mind that, a8 my
worthy father tells me, there is nae devil sae de-
ceitfn’ as our ain wande thoughts.”

 And that's true too, lags,” said Madge, start-
ing up; “and I'll gang a gate where the devil
danrna follow me; and it's a gate that you will

gang—bnt T'11 kr,q.p a fast haud o

yom arm, for fear Apollyon shounld st ide across
the path, as he did in the Pilzrim’s Progress.”

Accordingly she got up, and, taking Jeanie by
the arm, began to walk fuuu.d at a great pace;

h me to
sht path,

1

and soon, to her companion’s no small joy, cama
into a marked path, with the meanders of which
she seemed perfectly acquainted. Jeanie endeav
ored to bring her back to the confessional, but the
fancy was gove by. In fact the mind of this de-
ranged being resembled nothing so much as a
quantity of dry leaves, whicn may for a few min-
utes remain still, but are instantly discompozed
and put in motion by the first casual breath of air
She had now got John Bunyan's parable info her
head, to the exclusion of everything else, and on
she went with great volubility.

“Did ye never read the Pilgrim’s Progress?
And you shall be the woman, Christiana, and I
will be the maiden, Mercy—for ye ken Mercy was
of the fairer countenance, and the more alluring
than her companion—and if I'1md my little messan
dog here, it would be Great-heart, their gnide, ye
ken, for he was e’en as banld, that he wad bark
at ony thing twenty times his size; and that was
¢en the death of him, for he bit Lnrponl MacAl-
pind’s heels ae morning when they were hanling
me to the gnard-house, and Corporal MacAlpine
killed the b‘t faithfn® thine wi’ his Lochaber axe
—deil pike the Highland banes o him !>

0 fiel Ma * gaid Jeanie, ** you should not
speak such words.”

“It's very true,” said Madge, shaking her
head: ““bat then 1 maunna think 0" my puir bit
doogie, Snap, when I saw it lying.dying in the
gutter. But it’s just as weel, for 1t suffered baith
cauld and hunger when it was living, and in the
grave there is rest for a’ things—rest for the dog-
gie, and my puir bairn; and 4

“ Yonr bairn?™ said Jeanie, crmcen
by speaking on such a topic, su
real one, ehe could not fail to brsu-'hur companion
to a more composed temper.

She was mistaken, however, for Madge colored,
and replied with some anger, ** My bairn? ay, to
be sure, my bairn. Whatfor shouldna I hae a
bairn, and loge a bairn too, as weel as your bonny
tittie, the Lily of 8t. Leonard’s?

The answer gtruck Jeanie with some alarm,
and she was anxions to soothe the Irritation she
had unwittingly given oceasion to. **I am very
gorry for your misfortune—""

“Sorry? what wad ye be sorry for?” am-
swered N @, “ The bairn was a blessing—
tha sanie, it wad hae been a bleseing if it
hadna been for my mother; but my mother's a
queer woman,—Ye see, there was an auld carle
wi’ a bit land, and a gude clat o' siller besides,
just the very picture of old Mr. Feeblemind or
Mr, Ready-to-halt, that Great-heart delivered from
Slayzood the giant, when he was rifling him and
abont to pick his bones, for 8layzood was of the
nature of the flesheaters—and Great-heart killed
Giant Despair too—but T am doubting Giant Des-
pair's come alive again, for a’ the gtory-book—I
find him bugy at my heart whiles.”

“ Weel, and so the auld carle,” said Jeanie, fou
she was [ﬂinmllv interested in getting to the
truth of Madge’s history, which she could not bul

L1




140 WAVERLEY NOVELS.

suspect was in some extraordinary way linked
and entwined with the fate of her sister, She
was also desirous, if possible, to engage her com-
panion in some narrative which might be carried
on in a lower tone of voice, fur she was in great
apprehens.on lest the elevated notes of Madge's
conversation shonld direct her mother or the rob-
bers in search of them.

“ And so the auld earle,”” said Madge, repeat-
ing her worde—** I wish ye had seen him stoiting
gbont, aff ae leg on to the other, wi’ a kind o dot-
and-go-one sort o' motion, as if ilk ane o' his twa
1 had belanged fo sindry folk—but Gentle
George could take him aff brawly—Eh, as 1 used
to laugh to see George gang hip-hop like him !—
I dinna ken, I think I Jaughed heartier then
than what I do mow, though maybe no just sae
muckle,”

“ And who was Genlle George ? 7 said Jeanie,
endeavoring to bring her back to her story.

0, he was Geordie Robertson, ye ken, when
he was in Edinbargh; bat that’s no his right
name neither—His name is—But what is your
business wi' his name?” 1 she, as if upon
sudden recollection. ** What have ye to do ask-
ing for folk’s names ?—Have ye a mind I should
scour my knife between your ribs, as my mother
paysi™

As this was spoken with a menacing tone and
gesture, Jeanie hastened to protest her total inno-
cence of purpose in the accidental question which
she had asked, and Madge Wildfire went on, some-
what pacified.

“ Never ask folk’s names, Jeanie—it's no civil
—T hae geen half a dozen o’ folk in my mother’s
at anes, and neler ane o' them ca'd the ither by
hig name ; and Daddie Ratton says, it is the most
nncivil thing may be, b i
are aye asking fashious q hen ye saw
sic & man, or sic & man; and if ye dinna ken thei
names, ye ken there can be nae mair speer'd
about it.”

“In what strange school,” thonght Jeanie to
hergelf, *“has this poor creature been bred up,
where such remote precantions are taken against
the pursuits of justice? What would my father
or Renben Butler think, if I were fo tell them
there are gic folk in the world? And to abuse
the simplicity of this demented creature! Oh,
that I were but safe at hame amang mine ain
leal and true people! and I'll bless God, while I
have breath, that placed me amongst those wi
live in His fear, and under the shadow of His
wing.”

She was interrupted by the insane langh of
Madge Wildfire, as she saw a magpie hop acr
the path.

“8ee there !—that was the gait my auld joe
ased to cross the conuntry, but no just ¢
~—he hadna wings to help his anld le
but I behoved to have married him for a't
Jeanie, or my mother wad hae been the d
me, But then eame in the story of mj
bairn, and my mother thought he wad be d

w1 1ts skirling, and she pat it away in below (he
bit bourock of turf yonder, just to be out o' fhy
gate ; and I think she buried my best wits with
it, for T have never been just mygell since. And
only think, Jeanie, after my mother had been st
3’ these pains, the auld doited body Johnny Drottle
‘arned up his nose, and wadna hae anght to say

tome! But it's little I care for him, for I have led

a merry life ever since, and ne'er a braw gengle
man looks at me but ye wad think he was gann
to drop off his horse for mere love of me. I havg
ken'd some o' them put their hand in their pock
s, and gie me as muckle as gixpence at a time
just for my weel-faurd £
This speech gave Jeanie a d
Madge’s history. She had been courted by a
wealthy gnitor, whose addr s her mother had
favored, notwithstanding the objection of old
age and deformity. She had been seduced by
some profligate, and, to conceal her shams and
promote the advantageous match she had planned,
her mother had not hesitated to desiroy the oft
gpring of their intrigue. That the consequence
should be the total derangement of a mind which
constitutionally unsettled by giddiness and
and such was, in
fact, the history of Madge Wildfire's insanity

—_—

CHAPTER XXXL

So free from dan
They croased

Pt va the path which Madge ha
Jeanie Deans observed, to her no small delighly
that marks of more cultivation appeared, and the
thatched roofs of houses, with their blue gmoke
arising in little columns, were seen embosomed
in a tuft of trees at some dis The track led
in that direction, and Jeanie, therefore, resolvedy
while Madge continued to pursue it, that she
would ask her mo questions; having bad the
penetration to o re, that oing so she rin
the of irritating her guide, or awakening
guspicions, to the impress which, persons
in Madge’s uneettled state of mind are particnlags
1y liable.

Madge, therefore, uninte
the wild disjointed chat w
agination suggest a mood in which she was
much more communicative respecting her oW
history, and that of others, than when there wia

ny attempt made, by direct queries, or Cross-ex
nations, to extract information on thesé sub-
Jjects.

“It's a gueer thin

can speak about the

pted, went on with
h her rambling im=

, **bat whiles ]
rn and the rest of ity
y's, and nomy
I am to break my heat
u ever a 1 1, Jeanie? "
Jeanie replie

*Ay; but your
hat came o't t00.”
“In the name of heavenly mercy,” s3i

: oh—and T kes=
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Jeanie, forgetting the line of conduct which ghe
had hitherto adopted, * tell me but what became
of that unfortunate babe, and—"

Madge stopped, looked at her gravely and
fixedly, and then broke into a great fit of langh-
ing—** Aba, lass,—catch me if you can—I think
it's easy to gar you trow ony thing.—How suld I
ken ony thing o your sister's wean? Lasses suld
hae naething to do wi’ weans till they are mar-
ried—and then &' the gossips and cummers come
in and feast as if it were the blithest day in the
warld, — They say maidens’ bairns are weel
guided. T wot that wasnpa true of your tittie's
and mine; but these are sad tales to tell.—I mann
just sing a bit to keep up my heart—It’s a sang
that Gentle Georze made on me lang syne, when
1 went with him to Lockington walke, to sce him
act upon a stage, in fine clothes, with the player
folk. He might hae dune waur than married me
that night as he promised—better wed over the
mixen* as over the moor, as they say in York-
shire—he may gang farther and fare wanr—but
that's a’ ane to the sang,

+I'm Madge of the country, P'm Madge of the town,

And Pm Madge of the Iad I am blithest to own—
The Lady of Beeve in diamonds may shine,
But has not a heart half so lightsome as mine.

¢J am Queen of the Wake, and I'm Lady of May,

And I load the blithe ring round the May-pole fo-day ;

The wild-fire that flashes o fair and so free,

Was never o bright, or so bonny, as me,
I Like that the best o' &’ my sangs,” continued
the maniae, ** becanse ke made it. I am often
ginging it, and that’s maybe the reason folk ca’
me Madee Wildfire. Iaye answer to the name,
though it's no my ain, for what's the use of mak-
ing a fash ™

Bt ye shonldna sing upon the Sabbath at
least,” said Jeanie, who, amid all her distress
and anxiety, conld not help being scandalized at
the deportment of her companion, especially as
they now approached near to the little village.

“ Ayl is this Sunday?> said Madge. “My
mother leads sic.a life, wi' turning night into
day, that ane loses &’ count o' the days o’ the
week, and disna ken Sunday frae Satnrday. Be-
gides, it's &’ your whiggery—in England, folk
gines when they like—And then, ye ken, you are
Christiana and I am Merey—and ye ken, a8 they
went on their way they sang.” nd she imme-
diately raised one of John Bunyan’s ditties :(—

& ¢ Ha that ts down need fear no fall,

He that is low no pride,

He that is humble ever shall
Have God to be his guide.

¢ Fulness to such & burthen is
That go on pilgrimage;

Hera little, and hereafter bliss,
Is best from age to age

boy that
* A homely proverb, sig

sne fatched from s distance.—Mlixen s'g dunghill.

sheep in the Valley of Humiliation, and Mr.
Great-heart says, that he lived a merrier life, and
1ad more of the herb called heart's-ease in his
bosom, than they that wear silk and velvet like
me, and are 2s bonny as T am.”

Jeanie Deans had never read the fanciful and
delightful parable to which Madze alluded. Bun-
yan was, indeed, a rigid Calvinist, but then he
was also a member of a Baptist congregation, so
that his works had no place on David Deans's
shelf of divinity. Madgre, however, at some time
of her life, had been well acquainted, as it ap-
peared, with the most popular of his perform-
ances, which, indeed, rarely fails to make a deep
impression upon children, and people of the
lower rank.

“T am snre,” she continued, ** T may weel say
I am come out of the city of Destruction, for my
mother is Mrs. Bat's-eyes, that dwells at Dead-
man’s corner; and Frank Levitt, and Tyburn
Tam, they may be likened to Mistrust and Guilt,
that came galloping up, and struck the poor pil-
grim to the ground with a great club, and stole
a bag of silver, which was most of his spending
money, and =0 have they done to many, and will
do to more. Bnt now we will gang to the Inter-
preter’s house, for I ken a man that will play the
Interpreter right weel; for he has eyes lifted up
to heaven, the best of books in his hand, the law
of truth written on his lips, and he stands as if
he pleaded wi’ men—Oh, if I bad minded what
he had said to me, I had never been the castaway
creature that I am 1—Bat it is all over now.—Bub
we'll knoek at the gate, aud then the keeper will
admit Christiana, but Mercy will be left out—and
then 1" siand at the door, trembling and crying,
and then Christiana—that’s you, Jeanie—will in-
tercede for me; and then Mercy—that's me, ye
ken—will faint; and then the Interpreter—yes,
the Interpreter, that’s Mr. Staunton himself—will
come out and take me—that's poor, lost, de-
mented me—by the hand, and give me a pome-

iate, and a piece of honeycomb, and a small
bottle of spirits, to stay my faintine—and then
the good times will come back again, and we'll
be the happiest folk you ever saw.”

In the midst of the confused assemblage of
ideas indicated in this speech, Jeanie thought she
saw a serious purpose on the part of Madge, to
endeavor to obtain the pardon and countenance
of some one whom she had offended ; an atlempt
the most likely of all others to bring them once
more into contact with law and legal protection.
She, therefore, resolved to be ¢ ided by her
while she was in so hopeful a disposition, and act
for her own safety according to circumstances.

They were now close by the village, oue of
those beantiful scenes which are so often found in
merry England, where the cottages, instead of
beine built in two direct lines on each side of a

epersed not only with large oaks awd elms, but
with froit-trees, so many of which were at this
time in flourish, that the grove seemed enameied
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with their erimson and white blossoms, In the
centre of the hamlet stood the parish chureh, and
its little Gothic tower, from which at present was
heard the Sunday chime of bells.

*We will wait here until the folk are a* in the
chnrch—ihey ca’ the kirk a church in England,
Jeanie, be sure you mind that-—for if I was gaun
forward amang them, a’ the gaitts o' boys and
lasses wad be crying at Madge Wildfire's tail, the
little hell-rakers! and the beadle would be ag hard
uwpon us as if it was our fanlt. I Jike their skirl-
ing as ill as he does, T can tell him; P'm surel
often wish there was a het peat doun their throats
when/they set them np that gate.”

Conscious of the disorderly appearance of her
own dress after the adventure of the preceding
nioht, and of the grotesque habit and demeanor
of her guide, and sensible how important it was
to secure an attentive and patient audience to her
strange story from some one who might have the
means to protect her, Jeanie readily acquiesced in
Madge's proposal to rest under the trees, by which
they were still somewhat screened, until the com-
mencement of service should give them an oppor-
tunity of entering the hamlet without atiracting a
crowd aronnd tkem. BShe made the less opposi-
tion, that Madge hed intimated that this was not
the village where her mother was in custody, and
that the two sqiires of the pad were absentina
different direction,

She sate heizelf down, therefore, at the foot
of an oak, and by the assistance of a placid foun-
tain, which had been dammed up for the use of the
villagers, and which served her as a natural mir-
ror, she began--no uncommon thing with a Scot-
tizh maiden of ner rank—to arrange her toilette in
the open air, and bring her dress, soiled and dis-
ordered as it was, into such orderas the place and
circumstances admitted.

. She soon prreeived reason, however, to regret
that she had =t about this task, however decent
and necessary, in the present time and society.
Madge Wildfire, who, among other indications of
insanity, had a most overweening opinion of those
charms, to which, in fact, she had owed her
misery, and whose mind, like a raft upon a lake,
was agitated and driven about at random by each
fresh impulse, no sooner beheld Jeanie begin to
arrange her hair, place her bonnet in order, rub
the dust from her shoes and clothes, adjust her
neck-handkerchief and mittans, and so forth, than
with mitative zeal she began to bedizen and trick
herself ont with shreds and remnants of beggarly
finery, which she took out of a little bundle, and
which, when disposed around her person, made
her appearance ten times more fanfasticand apish
than it had been before.

Jeanie groaned in spirit, but dared not inter-
fere in a matter so delicate. Across the man’s
cap or riding hat which she wore, Madge placed a
broken and soiled white feather, intersected with
one which had been shed from the frain of a pea-
cock. To her dress, which was a kind of riding-
hebit, she stitched, pinned, and otherwise secrred,

alarge furbelow of artifisial flowers, all crushed,
wrinkled, and dirty, which had at first bedecked
alady of quality, then descended to her Abigail,
and dazzled the inmates of the servants™-hall. A
tawdry ecarf of yellow silk, trimmed with tinse]
and spangles, which had seen as hard service, and
boasted as honorable atransmission; was next
flung over one shoulder, and fell a¢ross her person
in the manner of a shoulder-belt, or baldrick,
Madge then stripped off the coarse ordinary shoes,
which she wore, and replaced ‘them by a pair of
dirty satin ones, spangled and embroidered to
match the scarf, and furnished with very high
heels. “8he had cut a willow switch in‘her morn-
ing’s walk, almost as long as a boy’s' fishing-rod.
This she set hersell’ seriously to peel, and when it
was transformed into such a wand as the Treas-
urer or Hich Steward bears on public oceagions,
ghe told Jeanie that she thought they now looked
decent, ag young women should do upon the Sun-
day morning, and that, as'the bells had done ring-
ing, she was willing to conduct hier to the Imter-
preter’s house.

Jeanie gizhed heavily, to thirk it should be her
lot on the Lord’s day, and duaring kirk-time too,
to parade the street of an inhabited village with
80 very grotesque 2 comrade; but necessity had
no law, since, withont a positive guarrel with the
madwoman, which, in the circnmstances, would
have been very unadvisable, she conld see no
means of shaking herself free of her society.

As for poor Madge, she was completely elated
with personal vanity, and the most perfect satis-
faction concerning her own dazzling dress, and
superior appearance. They entered the hamlet
without being observed, except by one old wo-
man, who, being nearly * high-gravel blind," was
only conseious that something very fize and glit-
tering was passing by, and -dropped as deep &
reverence to Madge as she wounld have done toa
countess, This filled np the measure of Madge’s
self-approbation. She minced, she ambled, she
smiled, she simpered, and waved Jeanie Deans
forward with the condescension of a noble chape-
rone, who has nndertaken the charge of a couniry
miss on her first journey to the capital.

Jeanie followed in patience, and with her eyes
fixed on the ground, that she miglit save herself
the mortification of seeing her companion's ab-
surdities ; but she started when, ascending two
or three steps, she found herself in the church-
yard, and saw that Madge was making straight
for the door of the church, As Jeaniec had no
mind to enter the congreration in such company,
she walked aside from the pathyway, and saidin a
decided tone, “*Madge, T will wait here till the
church comes out—youn may go in by yoarself if
you have a mind.”

As she spoke these words, she was about to
seat herzelf npon one of the grave-stones.

Madge was a little before Jeanie when she
turned aside; but, snddenly chaneing her course,
she followed her with long strides, and,*witk
every feature inflamed with passion, overtook and
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geized her by the arm. “ Do ye think, ye un-
gratefi’ wretch, that T am gaun to-let you sit doun
npon my father’s grave 2 The deil settle ye doun,
if ye dinna rise and come into the Interpreter’s
house, that's the honse of God, wi' me, but Fll
rive every dud aff your back!™

She adapted the action to the phrase; for with
one clatch she stripped Jeanie of her straw hon-
net and a handful of her hair to boot, and threw
it np into an old yew tree, where it stnck fast.
Jeanie's first impnlse was to seream, but conceiy-
ing she might receive deadly harm before she
could obtain the assistance of any one, notwith-
standing the vicinity of the church, she thonght
it wiser to follow the madwoman into the congre-
gation, where she might find some means of es-
cape from her, or at least be secured against her
violence. But when she meekly intimated her
consent to follow Madge, her guide’s uncertain
brain had canght another train of ideas.  She held
Jeanie fast with one hand, and with the other
pointed to the inscription on the grave-stone, and
commanded. her to read it Jeanie obeyed, and
read these words:—

¢ Trr=  MONUMENT WAS ERECTED TO THE MEMORY OF
Doxarp Murpocgson oF THE KiNeg’s xxvi, o
CaMERONTAN REGIMENT, & SINCERE CHRISTIAX, 4
BRAVE SOLDIER, AND' A FAITHFUL SERVANT, BY
HIS GRATEFUL AND s0RROWING DMastEn, Ropsnt
STAUNTON.”

“It’s very weel read, Jeanie ; it’s just the very
words,” said Madge, whose ire had now faded
into deep melanchely, and with a step which, to
Jeanie’s great joy, was uncommonly gniet and
mournful, she led her companion towards the
door of the charch,

It wasone of those old-fashioned Gothie parish
churches which are frequentin England, the most
cleanly, decent, and reverential places of worship
that are, perhaps, anywhere to be found in the
Christian world. = Yet, notwithstanding the de-
cent solemnity of its exterior, Jeanic was tfoo
faithful to the directory of the presbyterian kirk
to have eniered a prelatic place of worship, and
would, nupon any other occasion, have thought
that she beheld in*the porch the venerable figure
of her father waving her back from the entrance,
and pronouncing in a solemn tone, ** Cease, my
child, to hear the instrmction which camnseth fo
err from the words of knowledge.,” Butin her
present. agitating and alarming situation, she
looked for safety to this forbidden place of aszem-
bly, as the hunted animal will sometimes seek
shelter from imminent danger in the human habi-
*ation, or in other places of refuge most alien to
.ts nature and habits. Not even thesonnd of the
organ, and of one or two flutes which accompanied
fe psalmody, prevented her from following her
guide into the chaneel of the church.

No sooner had Madge put her foot upon the
pavement, and become sensible that she was the
object of attention to the spectators, than she re-
eumed all the faniastic extravagance of deport-
ment which some transient touch of melancholy
had banisked for an instant. She swam, rather

=

than walked up the centre isle, dragging Jeante
after her, whom she held fast by the hand. She
would, indeed, have fain slipped aside into the
pew nearest to the door, and left Madge to ascend
in her own manner and alone to the high places
of the synagogue ; but this was impogsible, with-
out & degree of violent resistance, which .seemed
to her inconsistent with the time and place, and
she was aceordingly led in captivity up the whole
length of the church by her grotesque condue
tress, who, with half-shut eyes, a prim smile upen
her lips, and a mincing motion with her hauds,
which corresponded with the delicate and af-
fected pace at which she was pleased to move,
seemed to take the general stare of the congrega-
tion, which such an exhibition necessarily ex-
cited, as a high compliment, and which she re-
turned by nods and half-courtesies to individuals
amongst the andience, whom she seemed to dis-
tinguish as acquaintances, Her absurdity was
enhanced in the eyes of the spectators by the
strange contrast which she formed to her com-
panion, who, with dishevelled bair, downcast
eyes, and a face glowing with shame, was dragged,
as it were, in trinmph after her,

Madge’s airs were at length fortunately cut
ghort by her encountering in ler progress the
looks of the clergyman, who fixed upon her a
glance, at once steady, compassionate, and ad-
monitory. She hastily opened an empiy pew
which happened to be near her, and entered, drag-
ging in Jeanie after her. Kicking Jeanie on the
shing, by way of hint that ehe should follow her
example, she gunk her head upon her hand for the
space of a minute. Jeanie, to whom this posture
of mental devotion was entirely new, did nof at-
tempt to do the like, but looked round her with
a bewildered stare, which her neighbors, judging
from the company in which they saw. her, very
natarally ascribed to insanity. Every person in
their immediate vicinity drew back from this ex-
traordinary couple as far asthe limits of their
pew permitted ; but one old man could not get
beyond Madge’s reach, ere she had snatched the
prayer-book from his hand, and ascertained the
lesson of the day. She then tnrned up the ritual,
and, with the most overstrained enthnsiasm of ges-
tare and manner, showed Jeanie the passages as
they were read in the service, making, at the same
time, her own responses go loud as to e heard
above those of every other person.

Naotwithstanding the shame and wyexation
which Jeanie feltin being thus exposed in a place
of worship, she could not and durst not omit
rallying her spirits 80 as to look around her, and
consider to whom she ought to appeal for protec-
tion so goon as the service should be concluded.
Her first ideas naturally fixed npon the clergy-
man, and she was confirmed in the resolution by
observing that he was an aged gentleman, of a
dignified appearance and deportment, who read
the gservice with an undisturbed and decent grav-
ity, which brought baek to becoming attention
those younger members of the congregation whe
®




144 WAVERLEY NOVELS.

had been disturbed by the extravagant behavior
of Madge Wildfire. To the clergyman, therefore,
Jeanie resolved to make her appeal when the ser-
vice was over.

1t is troe she felt disposed to he shocked at his
gurplice, of which she had heard so much, but
which she had never seen upon the person of a
preacher of the word. - Then she was confused by
the change of posture adopted in different parts
of the ritual, the more so as Madge Wildfire, to
whom they seemed familiar, took the opport unity
to exercise aunthority over her, pulling her up, and
pushing her down with a bustling assiduity, which
Jeanie felt must make them both the objects of
painful attention. But, notwithstunding these
prejudices, it was her prudent resolution, in this
dilemma, to imitate as nearly as she conld what
was done aronnd her. The prophet, she thonght,
permitted Naaman the Syrian to bow even in the
house of Rimmon. Surely if I, in this etreight,
worship the God of my fathers in mine own lan-
gnage, although the manner thereof be strange to
me, the Lord will pardon me in this thing.

In this resolution she became so much con-
firmed, that, withdrawing hersell from Madge
far as the pew permitted, she endeavored to
evince, by serions and composed attention to
what was passing, that her mind was composed
to devotion. Her tormentor would not long have
permitted her to remain quiet; but fatigue over-
powered her, and she fell fast asleep in the other
corner of the pew.

Jeanie, thongh her mind in her own despite
gometimes reverted to her s , compelled
herself to give attention to a sensible, ¢ i
and well-composed discourse, upon the praci
doctrines of Christianity, which she corld not
help approving, although it was ev
ten down and read by the preacher,
it was delivered in a tone and _gestare
ferent from those of Boanerg¢
was her father’s favorite preac

The serions
and placid attention with which i

digturbance, to provide ag

possible, he often turned his eyes to the part of
the church where Jeanie and she were placed, r-.r <E
became soon aware tl lthoueh the loss of

1COMMOon &l hl anxions air to the
eatures of the former, yet she was in a state of
mind very different from that of her comp:
When he dismissed the congregation, he obse
her look around with a wild and terrified look
if uncertain what course she ought to
noticed that she approached on
most decent of the congregation, as if to address
them, and then shrank back timidly, on observy-
ine that theyseemed to skun and to avoid her.
The clergyman was 1 d there must be go
thing extraordinary in all this, and
Jent man as well a
regolved to inquire into the matter more minutely

8 a benevo-
g & good Christian pastor, he

CHOAPTER XXXII.

—There governed in that year
A stern, stout churl—an angry oversser,

WaiLe Mr, Stannton, for snch was thix worﬂg’

royman’s name, was laying aside I
the vestry, Jeanie was in the act of coming toan
open rupture with Madge.

“ We must return to Mummer's barn directly ®
said Madge ; * we'll be ower late, and my mothe
will be angry.”

“T am not going back with yon, Madge," said
Jeanie, taking out a guinea, and offering it to
her; *I am much obliged to you, but I masn
gang my ain road.”

** And me com
pleasure you, ye ungratefa’ cutiy,”
Madge; * ""]d me to be brain
when I gang hame, and a° for your &

! this way out o’ my gateto
answered
d by my mother
—But I

or 0ff |—she is mad™

red the boor; **1 hae somé

and I trow thou be'st & bird of the
. I redd thee

wer, or I'se J.\.Ald :he\: a whister-

Xy,
guess of th

1e feathe
keep hand off 1
poop.™

Several o' the lower class of the parishioners
now gathere zers, and the ey
Arose amon re was a-going to
be a fite b Murdockson #nd

: the fryas

= a8 mueh

of the

nane hope of &
e, the laced cocked-|

amc

*What's ]\"ul
donnot, to plagne th

n, thon silly

bronght

to lay to honest men's
to burden us with this
d as thysell, as if rates
Were 10 up en Away wi’ thee to thy thiefof
& mot ghe's fast in the stocks at Darksion
town-end— \\' ay wi' ye u.lt o' the parish, or T'se

te; hut ghe had

on to the beadle’s

to feel conrdge

* And my mother—my | ould mother, i8It
the stocks at Barkston!—This is a' your Wi
& Jeanie Deang; but I'll be npsides wi' Joly

as sure as my name’s Madee Wildfire—I mess
1 helpme, 1 f t my very name

turned upon her heel, and went
1l the mischievons imps of e
. canst thou tell th¥

kirts of her dres§

oth and ingenuith

r other to exasper

THE DEART OF MID-LOTHIAN.

Jeanie saw her departure with infinite delight,
shough she wished, that, in some way or other,
ghe could have requited the gservice Madge had
conferred upon her.

In the meantime > applied fo the beadle to
know, whether * there was any house in the vil-
lage where she could be civilly entertained for her
money, and whether she could be pérmitted to
gpeak to the clergyman ¢

‘“Ay, ay, we'se ba' reverend care on thee;

ewered the man of constituted

thon answer the Rector

u]l r.w bdrv spare thy money, and gie thee
lodging at nm ;mrl--l charge, young woman

*“Where am I to go then? gaid Jeanie, in
gome alarm

“Why, I am to take thee to hiz Reverence, in
the first place, to gie an account o’ thysell, and to
gee thou comena to be a burden upon Hm IJ'IH\]]

“T do not wish to burden any one," replied
Jeanie; I have enough for my own wants, and
only wish to get on my journey ly.”!

*“Why tha another matter,” replied the
beadle, **and if it be true—and T think thou dost
not lock so polrumptious as thy playfellow yonder
—Thoun wouldst be a mettle lass enow, an thou
wert enoz and snod a bit better. Come thou
away, then—i{he Reetor is a good man.”

“JTs that the minister,” said Jeanie, who
prf' ached—"

“The minister? Lord help thee! What kind
ian art.thon 1—Why, 'tis the Rector—
g gell, woman, and there isna the like
*him in the county, nor the four mext to it.
Come away—away with, thee—we maunna bid
here.”

3 “*for, though he read his
at surplice as they call it

dizconrse,
here, I canna but think he ry worthy
God-fearing man, to preach the root of the matter
in the way he did.”

The disappointed rabble, fi that there
was like to be no farther sport, had by this time
disperzed, and Jeanie, with her usual patience,
followed her congequential and surly, but not

1, conductor towards the rectory.

rical mansion was large and commo-
the living was an excellent one, and the
n belonged to a very wealthy family in

eighborhood, who had usually bred np & son
or nephew to the church, for 1]10 ‘Jl\c of indu

dions, fo

ble provision.
nl “.flmr im had alwa,
rect and immeds
: and as the rick

geftled in
taken to render th

and commodious, but even dignified

gently upward, covered with gmall enclosures, or
closes, laid out irregularly, so that the old oaks
and elms, which were planted in hedge-ro fell
rspective, and were blended togetl in

hL utifual irre arity.  When they approached
nearer to the house, a handsome gateway ad-
mitted them into a lawn, of narrow dimensions,
indeed, but which was interspersed with large
sweet-chestnut trees and beeches, and kept in
handsome order, The front of the house was ir-
regnlar, Part of it ed very old, and had, in
en the residence of the inenmbent in
Buccessive oceup! had made

considerable additiong and improvements, each
in the taste of his own age, and without much re-
gard to symme Bat these incongruities of
architectare were 2o graduated and happily min-
gled, that the eye, far from being displeased with
the combinations of varions sty saw nothing
but what was interesting in the 'y 1and intri-
cate pile which they displayed. Fruit-trees dis-
played on the southern wall, outer stair-cases,
ious places of entrances, & combination of
roofs and chimneys of different ages, united to
render the front, not indeed beauntiful or grand,
but intricate, pcmlo\r_d or, to use Me. Price’s
appropriated phrase, picturesque. The most con-
siderable addition was that of the present Reetor,
who, * being a bookish man,” as the beadle was
at the pains to inform Jeanie, to angment, per-
, her reverence for the person before whom

was to appear, had built a handsome library
and parlor, and no lesg than two additional bed-
YOOmS,
M
pense,”

men wounld hae scrupled such ex-
tinuned the parochial ofticer, ** seeing
as the living mun go as it pl s Sir Edmund to
will it; but hiz Reverence has a canny bit land
of his own, and need not look on two sides of a
penny.”

Jeanie conld not help comparing the irregnlar
yet extensive and commodious pile of building
before her, to the * \J 1ng in her own country,
where a get of pe ns herite rofessi 1
the while the devotion of their lives und fortunes
to the presbyterian establishment, strain their
inventions tu discover what may be nipped, and
clipped, and pared from a building which forms
but a poor accommodation even for the present
incumbent, and, despife the snperior advantage

{ stone-magonry, must, in the course of forty or

¥ years, ag burden their descendants with

an !“([V nse, which, once liberally and handsomely
cmployed, onght to have freed their estates from
arecurrence of it for more than a centnry at least.

Behind the Rector’s house the ground gloped
down to a small river, which, without possess-
ing the romantic vivacity :msl rapidity of a
northern stream, was, nevertheless, by its oeca-
sional appearance throngh the r of willows
and poplars that crowned 1ts banks, a very pleas-
ing accompaniment to the landscape. **It was
the best trouting stream,” said the beadle, whom
the patlence of Jeauie, r..J-'J. especially the assur




