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lives glide on calm and unruffled . as the
waters of Elysium. a5
It is the eighth evening that I have °
spent in my solitude. Maff’s vesper breezes
fantastically play on the bosom of a glassy
lake on one side of me, on the other is a
wood wearing the flowery ensigns of the
season ; it winds its variegated train along
till it loses itself among the ridges of some
neighbouring mountains, in the centre of
which are seen the grey fretted spires of
a lonely -monastery ; before me is visible,
through the veil of distance, a sublime
point of Mont Blanc, rising in awful
grandeur and frowning contemptuously on
the scene beneath. My residence is the
- cave of a holy father, that left this world
of pain three weeks before my arrival.
1t is the very place that suits me ; it con-
sist of two- cells, adorned as beautifully
with spars and shells as Calypso’s grotto ;
but instead of a vine twining round its *
entrance, it has a young woodbine that i
opens its rubied trumpets, breathing such “
|

1

soft perfumes as if in pity to appease the
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restlessness of Glencarn. But stop, pre-
sumptuous is the last remark ; doubtlessly
they emanated the same odours round the
pious man that planted their mother stem.
.My furniture consists of a curiously
wrought chair of knotted pine trée, ‘a ta-
ble of the same ;- oppOs’ite the window 1s
an oaken pedestal, on which stand a
cross and rosary ; a ho}y ‘book ‘on ‘one.
side and an hour glass on" the other. - On
shelves facing ‘the fire place are some,".‘
~wooden and stone utensils for eating and
- cooking, and two stone vases ; in one of
them is a faded bouquet of roses and vio-
~lets; T forbore to remove them : I feel a -
sacred veneration for these dried relics,
and for the-hand of the good man that
placed them there : he was fond of flowers,
—s0 was [ when in Scotland. On descend-
ing three steps from the cave is a gravel
path, whichaftera few paces breaksintotwo
distinct branches, the one leading towards
the east and the other to the west; the first
mentioned conducts to a little fence of lat-
tice, in the middle of which springs a foun-
tain pure as the spirit of innocence; beside
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it are a stone slab and another wooden cru~
cifix almost clothed with ivy ; the western
path leads to a garden which encloses a
fountain laid out with taste and neatness.
But stop, the bell of the monastery tolls, it
strikes upon my forlorn soul with an in-
describable emotion, it has told the hour of
ten,—I feel fatigued, my fever ishigher
than usual,—I’ll retire to my | bed, I would
it were to sleep.” ‘

Twelve o’clock.— Restless and uneasy,
sleep descendeth not on my feverish
brow; my parched and broken sighs
reverberate in sad echoes upon my ear,
all is still, dreary, and motionless; no
sound disturbs the listening night, all na-
ture is at rest but the wretched Glencarn.
Ah! wherefore was I created ? Why was
my breast endowed with feelings that
‘serve only to wither its own repose > Oh,
that my heart was of adamant, then should
I be happy: I would mock the woes &f
my fellow creatures, I would sneer at
their sighs and laugh at their tears. Or
kinderifate, had I been one of our high-
land clanmen, then should I have risen like
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the lark from my pallet, and after thetoils of
the day slept sweetly on my bed of rushes. ‘
Ambition’s dauntless step would not have
polluted my threshold. Nobility and pa:
_geantry, twin monsters, would have shiver-
ed at its appearance, and fortune, friend
to man, I should only have known by
name.  But what am I now? a martyr
to them all, like to a tree torn up by the
roots sapless and blighted ! Will title make
it bud again > Will gold reeal its verdure ?
Will vassals and demains make it grow
again ? No;—as the earth with its teeming
bosom noutishes the ¢ree, so was my Ellen
to me.” o
- Here Glencarn broke off. His eyes
were. dizzy, and his heart beat high against*
his bosom :—he rested his head upon
his hand: his fine brow, where truth
and beauty sat supinely, was white as
the fleecy cloud: his beautiful yéllow
hair, which the drops. of agitation had
moistened, pressed close to his temples.
The last gleam of his expining taper
quivered athwart them sadly as a dying
meteor on a lily bed.—Unfortunate young:
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man! is no one nigh to breathe comfort
"~ to thy troubled soul? Oh, Marion, hadst
thou seen thy brother, thy gentle heart
would have broken. Ah, she sleeps
sweetly in the proud castle of her father.
Sweetly did I say? No; her slumbers '
are broken with sickly visions; she

dreams of her exiled brother; she sereams

—she awakes—she thought he was expir-

ing in her arms—her pillow is moistened
with her tears. = Ah, shame! on her

haughty sire. Perdition light on thy

sordid soul! Thou seest thy chil-

dren’s misery, and seest it unmoved —
: tg@‘one a self-willed. alien from thy

home, the other like a lovely twin violet

torn rudely form its fellow bleeding to

death.

The bell of the neighbouring 1 monastery :
struck the hour of one, the moon’s depart-
ing rays trembled on the lake and seem-
ed to wish it peace for ever—when a
gentle tap at his door aroused Glencam.
It was father Philip. ~He was journeying
homeward to hig ‘monastery at that still
hour. He had been ministering comfort to
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a dying brother, and appeared like resigna-
tion gliding on the bosom of night.  His
pious prayers for the peace of the deceas-
ed were wafted to heaven, and may I say
_were accepted ? Yes, 1 will say so,
they were propitious. He was descend-
ing the last defile of the mountain ; his
dark cloak was almost obscured by the
brush wood that skirted his pathway,
when the sigh of Glencarn saluted his ear;
—pity and humanity gave an unwonted
speed to his aged feet.—He is at the
entrance of his cave.

<« Heavens, my son, what aileth thee ?”
was the holy father’s exclamation when -
he beheld the ghastly figure of Glencarn ;
yes, ghastly though beautiful. ¢ Where-
fore art thou up at this unseasonable

' hour ?’— Because 1 cannot sleep,” was

the reply. ¢ Your eyes are distorted,”
resumed the father ; *“your brow is clam-
my, and your hands are cold,—I must
prepare you something this instant. Un-
fortunate young man, what is the matter ?
My heart bleeds for you, though I know

* not the cause of your sorrows.” You

B O
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——< Hush, hush, my son, talk not so cal-
lously ; your life is not yours,—it is that
Being’s who bestowed it on you, then,
why have you aright to trifle with it #”"—
« Wherefore did he entail it on a wretch
_so unworthy of*the gift ?’— Be silent,
my son ; youthis natmally partial to life,
unless whenthwarted by disappointments ;
but when those casual mishaps are for-
gotten, all again is joy. They flit by as
the storms in an April day, which leave
behind them nought but hope and ver-
‘dure ; the glooms that late enshrouded
- them are turned to smiles; the young
traveller is invigorated to renew his jour-
ney. Such is the sanguine dispositions
of youth T know, and have experienced its
frailties.””—¢ Believe me, my kind father,
it i1s not so with me ; the tempest that
disturbed my youth’s sunny hour will
‘never be forgotten ; no, not even if I were
to live (which God forbid) till second
childishness enfeebled my faculties, still,
still, should I remember—the dreadful
carnage it has made.”— Forbear, my
son ; you must talk no more, I am youL:
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physician, my injunctions must be ob-
served with a sacred compliance ; we
will argue no longer on a subject wherein
neither can agree : frost and flowers were
ever at variance. - I will go and prepare
= your breakfast.”

While father Ph]hp iIs procuring a
repast for Glencarn, I must inform my
. readers, how and where he first became
acquainted with him.

When Glencarn arrived in that part of
Savoy, where he now resides, at a small
post town, about three miles from his
present residence, he engaged lodgings till
he had found out a place suitable to his
wishes. In one of his solitary rambles,
he accidentally encountered father Philip.
They were instantly prepossessed with
the appearance of each other. Chance
took them by the cave of father Thomas.
Glencarn was struck with its retired and
romantic situation'; the scenery around
it all accorded with his wishes, he ex-
pressed them to- father Philip, to whom
the deceased had given the disposal, and
instantly became its inhabitant. The
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. By this time father Philip had got

the breakfast ready ; for he observed with

satisfaction that his patient looked com-
posed, that his fever was abated, and
a resigned tranquillity beamed sweetly
upon his countenance. He partook of
the fare he had provided with a, better
zest than he could reasonably have ex-
pected. - But whether Glencarn really ate
with an appetite I eannot vouch, for he
made a hearty meal only to give pleasure.
to his anxious aEtendan_t.»» When he had:
finished his breakfast, he addressed the.
father in these words :—

“ If my good friend can have patience
to listen to the sorrows of a boy, T will
_give him my history in as few words as.
1 possibly can.” :

- The moment was at length arrived for

“whieh the father had so long 'in secret. .
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wished. « Well, my son, if you have
strength sufficient for the task, I-can as-
sure you of my patience.” . Glencarn
began as follows :— - v

“ You see in me the only son of one of
the first Peers in Scotland, though under
an assumed name. I pass here as an
ordinary individual, the kpowlédgfe' of
which I beseech you to confine to your-
self'; even were I dead, you must not re-
veal it.”> The father bowed assent, and
Glencarn proceeded.—¢1I returned from
the completion of my studies at the age -
of nineteen ;—my father seemed proud
and satisfied with my improyements, as
consistent with his expectations both as
his heir and representative. My mother,
tender soul ! gazed on me with rapture.
as her son and the brother of Marion.
My sister beheld me with delight as’ the
sweet companion of her tender years re-
turned, after a tedious and painful separa-
tion, and exclaimed with ecstasy as 1 em-
braced, her, ¢ Now, now, Alexander, I shall
be happy indeed !’

“But there was another that looked on
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me with a different emotion :—the quiver-
ing lip and colourless cheek when she wel-
comed me home told me the extatic truth
Ilong had sighed to hearw-that I was be-
loved by Ellen. She was the daughter of
my father’s deceased chaplain, my mother
had adopted her at his death, and brought
her up as the foster sister of Marion. We
passed the delightful season of childhood
together,and Ellen, Marion, and Alexander
were the happiest of the happy. My
mother beheld our.  harmony with pleasure,
it repaid her in some 'measure for the cold
indifferepce of her lord. !
During the summer months, after re-
peating our lessons for the day, we used
to wander hand in hand on the romantic
borders of the lake which skirted the ex-
tensive pleasure grounds that surrounded
our castle ; sometimes gathering garlands
from its sides, which we twisted in play-
ful negligence among our hair; and when
we were thus fancifully adorned, we either
angled in its bosom, or tried our dexterity
with the bow, till the shades of evening
obscured in mist the turrets of our lofty
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castle, then would we frequently miss our
way, and wander till we were weary among
the uncertain mazes of the lake, till
the anxious voice of our mother guided
the little tenants in' the true road. Now
does her benignant figure glide upon my
imagination, as she faintly appeared
through the vapours of the night, chiding
us tenderly for our protracted stay ; or at
times, when the’ atmosphere was clear,
I can see her from the top of the little
watch tower, that stood on the drawbridge,
waving her white handkerchief as the
beacon for return : Here the recpllection
of his mother prevented his utterance ;—
he thought of her and of her alone ; he
recalled the mild expression of her soft
blue eyes, beaming with tefiderness and
maternal love ; still did he feel the pres--
sure of her delicate hand ; yet did he fancy
her farewell sigh trembled on his ear :
and breaking out in agony, - he - cried,
0, Heaven ! why didst thou deprive me
of such a parent ? while the tears of filial

regret chased one another down his pal-
lidicheeks. 0w s : :

’
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The anxious father beheld with feeling
admiration this tribute paid to the sacred
memory of his mother ; he threw his eyes
up to that Heaven where rested his soul’s
good hope of a happy hereaiter, where we
"meet again those dear objects of our love
never more to be divided. Glencarn was
going to resume the thread of his history,
when he was again interrupted by the ap-
pearance of Saville, the ostler of the inn
where he formerly lodged, with a packet ;
he snatched it with convulsive precipi-
tancy ; it was from Scotland, and directed
by Mac Keith. It contained letters from
himselfand Marion—the first seal he broke
was that of his sisters.

March 1st.

Oh ! my wretched brother !

« Come to your Marion. Can the im-
portunities of your disconsolate sister be
unavailing ? are you still inexorable ?
will you never return to Scotland ? Ah !
stay, stay your wandering steps, and heal
the wounds of your Marion ; those
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wounds inflicted by your absence. O !
my Alexander, be not cruel ; leave me not

to die, for die I certainly shall if you come -

not to me. What a. dismal age does it
appear to me since your fatal journey to
London. O, Fate! why didst thou not
tell my unconscious heart when I pressed
your cheek in the elm walk that it was
for the last time ; had I known it, not all
the powers of earth should -have torn me

from you. I would have followed you
in all your ramblings ; T would have

walked bare-footed beside you from country
to country ; I would have shed tear for

Tear and answer’d sigh for sigh ; 1 would

have watched your slumbers, and comfort-
ed your wakings. Here I must. stop—
I cannot seefor weeping.”

March 2d.

‘T am now writing from the little blue
room in the western wing. O, how

dismal is its appearance. In one corner

lies my harp neglected and unstrung ; I
shall never play on it again, Opposite to
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that is your flute dangling in doleful silence
against the wall; and as it waves dismal-
ly with the breeze that rises from the
lake, seems to tell me its master will
never breathe on it more. And there is
the harpsicord still as death, by which
our sainted mother used to sit and listen
with delight to our little concerts. I can
" neither play, draw, walk, nor read, T can
only sit alone in this dear sad room. I
eat all my meals in it—I never quit it,
but for my loathsome couch.—It is the
hapless shell that used to contain all I
loved on earth.—Here I stay all day and
view the sun’s shining splendour with
despair, and shrink when I behold it sink
below the horizon. The lake reminds me
of all my departed joys; yet still dees it
ghde peacefully though Marion is forlorn.
The white canoe continues to float on 1ts
bosom, it is battered by the waves and
driven by the.gale; no friendly pilot
- steers it to a safe harbour; it rides neg-
lected and - forsaken like myself. Its
parted sails are rudely tattered by the keen
eutting winds of March, though the little
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embroidered banner floats triumphantly omn

the stern, and seems to defy the rudest

blast. How often do I recal that “day

when Ellen and myself completed our
long and tedious task of adorning it ; how
our dear mother laughed at our awkward-

ness in rigging our fragile vessel. Ah!

that happy time is gone for ever.—My

mother, my Ellen, and my Alexander are

all entirely divided from me, Mac Keith

alone remains. The draw-bridge is this.
moment raised, the courier is dispatched

to His figure is now obscured

by the mists that rise from the lake—yet

still do I hear the sound of his bugle—it

dies upon my ear—my heart sinks within

me; perhaps he may return with letters

from you. I can write no more.—Mae

Keith waits for mine. Farewell my bro-

ther.”
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CHAPTER 1V,

Soox as the first smiles of the morning
gilded the tall turrets of the castle, Lady
Marion arose from her couch, and fled with
trembing anxiety to the watch-tower on the
draw-bridge and there waited the return
of the courier. Her gentle heart throbs
at the appearance of every horseman; a
cold chill ‘runs through her veins, and a
loathsome sickness overpowers her when
she finds-not the object of her solicitude,
and she quiveringly sighs out alas! he
will never come. At length the sound of
a bugle alarms her, she turns her head
and beholds the haughty earl mounted on
his milk-white courser ;—he is surrounded
by his clanmen and lords, they are going
to the chace. He bends his stern brow
as' he passes his daughter, and coldly
wishes the lady Marlon good morning ;
she returns ‘his salutation “with ‘as much
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éburtesy as she could, when the thoughts

of his proud insensibility shivered her -

soul, and she involuntarily exclaimed, my
brother ! followed by a feeble scream and
fell. The earl stopped his steed ; he deli-
berately descended and retraced his steps
to the castle. :

The frown of self-reproach sat upon
his brow, but he was too proud to relent ;
the tender ejaculation of his daughter ap-
palled him at the moment; but the im-
pression was transient, and ere he had
reached the inmost portico, it was totally
erased ; and meeting Hilda, the attendant
of Lady Marion, -he imperiously com-
manded her to attend her lady. Then
returning to his comrades, le rallied his
clanmen, and pursued withalacrity his jour-
ney to the chace. But whether he really
did take that interest in the sports of the
day, as he pretended to, I cannot possibly
aver, or was it rather to repel the probings
of contrition, which in spite of himself,
now and then annoyed his haughty bo-
som ;—but true it is, that he frequently out-
rode his companions ; and when aware of
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his- absence he fretfull); retraced his

_route, and with fresh vigour would again

call on his dogs and men in defiance of
the workings of mnature.  Night arrived,
he returned fatigued and dlssatlsﬁed ‘the

banquet was spread; “but he could not par-

‘take of its viands.. A phantom stood

before him, it was his son#that haunted
his imagination.  The- bowl was brisk-
ly mrculated and in its noxious charms
alone could the mlcrhty éarl find an anti-
dote to allay that ﬁend which for ever pur-
sued him. But here I must leave him and

‘refer to Glencarn and. s letters. The
: next he unclosed was from h1s frlend

Mac Kezlh 1) Glencmn
- My dear A'lexander, =

« Could the sighs of a man, whose heart
bleeds for you at every pore, controul the
Tates, your sorrows would be healed, and
I should again fold in my arms the

_ friend of my soul, and the brother of my

Marion.  Perdition seize all such sordid
wretches as the earl. IIeavens, if he were
VOL. IIT. ()
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not the father of your sister, Iwould
this moment summon him to the field; .
and nobly revenge your wrongs, or
sacrifice my - life in the contest. I wish
the three ugly witches, whom the poets
feign torule the dgstinieS' of man, had this
hour completed their task, and despatched
his ghost to wander with sinners like
himself on' the black shores. of the rivers-
of darkness. T should have been with
you ere this, had it not been for my old
phlegmatic father. But then he is very
good, and now _anot‘her -ifnped'iment ne.
tards me. Dgath has run away with
the old Steward in the Isles, and 1 must
go to regulate the affairs. Trust me I
shall settle them ina pretty expeditious
way. Oh, I wish they were now all
sunk a hundred fathom in the sea: that
1s, before they had been inhabited. But
I am toorandom. Oh! Glencarn, when '
I reflect on thy injuries, my brain whirls,
and I am mad. Gods ! when I gaze on
that soulless idoly surrounded by his scrap-
g minions, presiding with all thé pomp
of a Jupiter Ammon 'at his sumptuous
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board, and revert my eyes - to the lovely
Marion, retired in one of the corners of the
hall to avoid the glare and dazzle of the
beholders, lookifig like an almost fading .

lily that is fearful to lift a leaf lest the

splendour of the ardent sun should destroy
its, purity. By my soul I could stab him,"
nor accuse myself of f guilt.” 44
- In continuation.— -

¢ 1 have just been with Marlon for her
letters ; she appears so pale, that she'
frightens me ; you will -break her" heart,

and then I shall shoot myself.—Reflect,

my dear Alexander, on your sister and
friend: Return, for Heaven’s sake, Te-
turn. O, Glencarn, in imagination I now
embrace you. Could this spirit leave its
tenement, it would be with you at this
moment. I look to that period when T
shall embrace you with extatic' emotion.
O, July, how I long for the month- to
come, when I shall press to my bosom
the companion of youth, and the friend
of my soul.
« Farewell. = Yours eternally,
“ Duncan Mac Keith.”

2
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«#« July will soon be here,” exclaimed”

Glencarn, with breathless extacy, as he

laid Mac Kelhh’s letter on- the little pine
tree table; a gleam of transitory pleasure ~

Iit up his faded blue eyes, and " the flush
of delight threw its crimson on his cheek,
and even at that moment Glencarn ap-
peared as he was “wont to do; but the
. expression was suddenly changed, when
he referred to the tender upbrald'ws of
Marlon,——somethmg like selfreproach
pressed upon his heart, when he reflected
that it was he himself that occasioned her
distress ; but how could he alleviate it?
to return to his country was impossible.
Father Philip watched with anxiety the
different emotions that were displayed on
the countenance of his young charge,
when he saw they were not tdo violent to
excite alarm. No; he feared a relapse
from their various conflicts.. With that

delicacy, which was the concomitant of °

all his actions, he withdrew, and Glencarn
found himself alone ere he knew of the

father’s departure. He picked up the

letters of his sister and friend, breathed
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over them the purest vows of affection,
and putting theni'tenderly into the sacred
deposit of his bosom, reached his hat with-
out knowing why he did so, left the cave,

~and descended the rugged path that led to
‘the lake beneath. ‘The sun was sinking

with majestic splendogr towards the verge
of the golden horizon ; vesper breezes

~ began to gambol amid the flowers that

skirted the water ; refreshing odours ema-
nated from the wood ; and the ‘dulcet war-
blings of the mghtmgale mingled sweetly
with the mellow pipe of the retiring goat-
herd.  Glencarn continued his ramble ;

his feelings were worked up to that sus-
«ceptible irritation which generally follows

the impressions of acute pleasure or. pain,
and hé could not forbear thinking that the
light pat of the wandering kid that crossed -
his path was the gentle step of Marion :
the toll of the monastery acted like elec-
tricity ; he startled at every ‘sound, as if
fearful of encountering some supernatural
attendant. e was by this time nearly,
arrived, at the broad pathway, that led

40 an ascent on the opposite side of the.
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lake, when raising his eyes, he beheld «
gentleman of prepossessing appearance,
on whose arm hung a young female of the
softest demeanor, she was attired in the
simple habiliments of her country ; athin
muslin jacket and petticoat fastened to her-
waist by a sash of pale yellow ribbon ;
her fine brown hair hung in playful ring-
lets on a forehead white as ivory, from
which shone a pair of eyes, that beamed
love and good will towards all mankind.
On her arm, which was disengaged, hung
her little round hat which she had sub-
stituted for a frail, and had filled with
flowers that she had gathered by the road.
On their coming down to Glencarn, the
knot slipt by which it was confined, and
its flowery contents strewed the pathway ;
with a peliteness that was natural to him,
he assisted her in picking them up, and
replacing them ; as hedid it; the crimson
of confusion suffused her cheeks ; and .in
broken and embarrassed terms, she endea-
 voured to mutter out her acknowledge-
~ ments. Delamere (which was the name
of her father) divested of the awkwardness
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of his dau'rhter, expressed, in better terms,

- his sense of the obhgatlon, accompanied

with an urgent invitation that Glencarn
would return with them to his cottage,
and give them the pleasure of his com-
‘pany. at supper. Adelaide was silent
whilst her father was talking, but her eyes
spoke as plainly as eyes could speak, that
she wished the invitation accepted by the
stranger: but Glencarn ‘deelined it, and
they separated, but not before a_promise
was extorted from him by Delamere, tha
he would attend them at breakfast the

following morning.  Glenearn turned his
head to gaze after them, he thought he dis-

‘covered something in the contour of Ade-

laide that resembled Marion, the affinity
lay in the shape of the shoulders, and form

of the waist.. While he was thus looking

at her, she cast her eyes back, but on
encountering his gaze, withdrew them in an
instant. = Glencarn felt conscious of the

- confusion he occasioned her, and redoubled
_his steps to the cave, where he was

met by father Phlllp, to whom he Would :
cheerfully have resumed his history ; but
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that good: man représsed the curiosity his

relation had excited, lest he shouldl be

fatigued ;. and atter feeling his pulse, and
bidding him retire early to bed, wished him

good night, assurieg him, at the same time,
he would be with him again in the morn- ;

mng. Though Glencarn would not have

willingly disobeyed the injunctions of-the

father, yet he felt no mclination: for rest;
an unusual depress1on came over him,
he pictured to himself the figure of his
sister, and. getting his j pen and mk Wrote
the followmg letter

2L Maribn. e sait

-

“Ah, mybeloved and _tehder Marion, do =

you call your unfortunate brother crue] ?
yet, you have Justly titled him, he s both
cruel and ungrateful, for he occasions the
rose of health to fly frog the cheek of his
sister.—Detested wretch that I am, I will

tear my ungrateful heart from my bosom, -

since it only gives life to a being that ren«
ders the amiable unhappy. Forget me,

Marion ; T only live for myself; I desire
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- not thy love ; Glencarn is unworthy of so
sweet a pledge. Kill me not, m'y‘ sister,
with your petitions for my return to
Scotland, it is 1mp0551ble I find my dis-
“ease 1ncreasmg daily, T am journeying
fast to that bourne where the wretched
- ®re at rest. T will be thy guardian angel,
I will ward off the evils that hang over
" thy devoted head, T will follow G
~visibly in all thy rambles, I will lead thee
safely through all the thorny mazes of this
" hateful world; and when thy pure spirit
leaves its pfObétienafy tenement, I will
- guide it triumphantly to the regions of the
blessed. In short, dear Marion, I will be
unto thee what my Ellen now is to me.
I see her soft form glide on the beams of
_the morning, and again Ibehold her on the
misty wings of the evening. I hear the
plaintive tones of her voice mingling with
the breeze of the® mountain, and in the
fluttering of the zephyr from the valley :
—she protects my uncertain steps in my
noon day walks; and when weariness as-
sails my feeble limbs, she leads me back
to my threshold, and dispels their listless-
(6351
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ness. When despondency weighs my
sad heart, and sleep flies from my restless
pillow, I hear her in the still hour of ‘the
night whispering sweetly m my ear.
¢« Glencarn, it wall not ‘be long ere thoy,
wilt be happy, not happy for hours; for
days, for months, but happy for ever.”-%
Here for a moment I must drop my pen.
“Tell my father I forget the ijuries he
has done me. Recollect, my Marion, he is
the author of your being ; treat him with
that love and reverence which nature de-
mands of you. I ‘pity him, poor man ;
he was mistaken in his mortal plans, as we
all are. Heaven has furnished me with a
friend that will attend my last moments
with pious solicitude, and will drop the
-~ tear of regret (if Mac Keith come not in
time) on this sapless trunk when it is unte-
nanted. Write to me often, Marion ; it
is my only consolation to hear from you :
and Duncan, but reproach me not. . Let
the bloom of health again light up your
countenance ; remember, poor Mac Keith,
you are the life of his soul ;—forget not
my request, assure me of your convales-
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cence, the tldmgs of which will beam like
the star of evening in the dark hemisphere
of my benighted heart, and light me calmly
to the grave ;—yes, to the grave; there
lies my hope of future peace. I write
" not to Duncan, because of his journey to
the isles.  Tell.him not to irritate his ge-
nerous breast on my account :—the sor-
rows of Glencarn will soonbe overwhelmed -
in the waters of oblivion ; Time’s dusky
wing will insensibly brush them from the
cogmzance of the living, and all will be -
again as though he never had been. Re-
member him of his promise of visiting me .
in July ; the very idea animates my whole
frame ;—1I shall see him again, he will
hear - my last sigh to Marion ; I shall
grasp yet once more the hand of my .

friend, and die composed.  The hour of .
midnight is approachmg may the spirits
of peace flit round thy pillow, may thy
slumbers be soft as the repose of the flow-
ers that close their fair heads on the borders
of thy native lake.  The harbinger of affec-
tion flies from my bosom its tissue wings
are laden with wishes for the future hap-
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. CHAPTER V.

s "T:rrE'early',song of fhe mountain goat-
_herd reverberated in wild echoes through

~ the windings of the valley. The bell of the

monastery called the fathers to their morn-
ing prayers, and seemed to reproach Glen-
carn for still pressing his pillow : he arose
refreshed from the repose of the night, and
‘though he did not gather strength, he cer-
tainly gained tranquillity. The wild ebul-

* litions of his griefhad subsided, and settled

into a tranquil melancholy. He could
behold the beauties of nature without re-

~ coiling at their sweets, and began diligent-

ly -to adjust the little garder of father
Thomas, which had been so long neglect-
ed. He tied up those flowers that had
been pressed and stiffled by the weeds, that
so _cruelly mutilated their delicate heads,
and viewed their opening tints with a de-
light to which he had long been a stranger.
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He was thus em'pl_oyed, when a gentle :
tap aroused him’from his reverie ; it was.
Delamere, who delicately reproached him
for not comidg to breakfast. Glencarn
looked abashed, he had. forgotten: his pro-.
mise, he endeavoured to apologize.. De--
lamere continued, ‘ Adelaide and myself
are quite angry with'you.”” ¢ Thatis my
misfortune,” interrupted Glencarn ; < I ge- -
nerally am ungrateful to my friends.”
The remark seemed .ambiguous, and Dela- -
mere forbore to reply. There was, if I
may be allowed the term, a kind of awe
inspiring-expression in the deportment of
Glencarn since his disappointments, that
could hardly be termed mortal, Dela-
mere felt it foreibly.—He regérded him
with  a tenderness that - was not con-. -
sistent with their infant acquaintance, he
enquired after his health, and pensively
observed that he looked paler than on the -
preceding evening. He requested to feel
his pulse, facetiously remarking, at the same
time, that he was half ‘a doctor himself.
(Glencarn complied with his yde,sire‘,
while 2 faint smile lit up his fine blue-
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eyes, and seemed to assure himthat it
could be of no service. Delamere obser-
ved it as he took his hand, and was going
to rally his newgcguaintance on his want
of faith ; but the sentence died on his
lips whenhe felt the parching palm of Glen-
camn. < Good God,”? cried Delamere;
« you have a most terrible fever.”— Itis
: }iigher than usual,” rejoined Glencarn.
 this morning ; but after I have steeped
“ my hands in water, it will abate.”—¢ And
is that your only remedy »” replied Dela-
mere with impatience. ¢ I am fearful it is:
but a temporary one, but that is.all I can
expect.” Here he was interrupted by the
appearance of Lisette, who had brought
his chocolate. Delamere withdrew at her
entrance, but not without a fresh assurance
from Glencarn that he would come and
“ see him in the evening ; she laid the bowl
upon the table, and while a smile of self
importance sat upon her brow, she exhort-
ed Glencarn to make a_good breakfast ;
for she very well knew that the chocolate
- was the best in the world ; and it could
not be made better than she had made it..
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«J make no doubt of its excellency, my -
-good woman, and 'I’wfl"l‘--"try my best to
assure you that I am-sensible of your su-
-perior cooking.” ’I‘i&te bridled her :
head, and pouted  her lip with self ap-.
probation at the compliment : but alas! -
Glencarn did not thake that execution in
the chocolate as she’ thought sufficiently
verified its goodness ; and with a snort of
disdain she flirted the bow],fro;mfﬂle table,l
observing, as she did it, that he had net
made half a brgakfast; she would not
give a thank ye for a hundred such peo-
ple s and protesting, at the same time, 1f it
were not for her, he would famish hiniself
to death. Glencarn smiled at the -old.
woman’s petulancy ; and with all the
calmness of a philosopher promised to be- -
have better another time. Lisette said
she -did not believe him; but fancying
she been rather too sharp (as she styled
it,) with the young gentleman, clapped him
on the shoulder, and told him 1t 'was not
well to daudle with siek persons, for she
knew its consequences ; - she “had' had
experience, she had been a nurse thig
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twenty years.. At this moment father Phi-
lip. broke in_upon her harangue ; but it
~was only a successful opportunity for the
-old woman to display her- deep erudition
-0 lmgermcr distempers (as she nominated
"them,) and she was well assured that no-
- thing in this world would hunt them away
but good eatmg and drinking. * In fact,
poor Lisette, in the heat of her discanta-
tion, would have entirely forgotten that
_any .dinnéi was necessary for her patient
‘that day, for she would fairly have talked
till sunset, if the father had not, by a gen-
tle hit of ‘humour, reminded her that good
eating and drinking ‘were reqmslte in lin-
gering distempers. -
Here, perhaps, it-might be expedlent
- to acquamt my readers who and what
this Lisette was, lest they should think
she sprang from nothing, and came, in
reality, possessed of a local habitation and
a tongue.  She was the sister of a neigh-
bouring goatherd ; who, in her youth, was
taken by a travelling French lady in her
tour through Savoy as her waiting wo-
man, Lisette was a smart girl, and acquit-
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ted herself with credit in her new avoca-
tion ; shenever left the employ of her mis-
tress till her death ;. at which period she
was rewarded for her faithful services with
alittle stipend for life, which was increased :
by her attendance onsick persons. - Father
Philip procured her for Glencarn, who
paid her handsomely by the week for -
: providing his meals, . making his bed, and
preparing his linen ; most of which she
did at her own cottage (which lay about a
hundred “yards distant,) the cave  being
deficient in conveniencies. Now leaving
Lisette to scold and to clean theutensils for
Glencarn’s dinner, I will ag_a'in refer to him
and father Philip; to whom he resumed the -
_continuationof his historyinthesewords:—.
“ It was the pleasure of my father that
_ 1 should rewmain at the castle il after I
had attained my one-and-twentieth year ;
which event he intended to celebrate with
all the splendour and pomp, that he '
thought consistent to display on the birth-
day of the future heir of his house, and
the successor to his title and dignities,
I was then to make the tour of the Conti-
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nent, and return, at the expiration of three
years. in order to be one of the candidates
- for - . My days glided on from
the period 1 returned home, to the expi-
ration of the time when I was to embark,
“in superlative. happiness ; but that happi-
ness would have been augmehted, had my -
father been a different man. I respected
him as the author of my being ; I endea-
voured to love him with the same adora-
tion as I did my mother; but his stern
rigidity forbade the expansion of that
pulse, which nature had planted in my
heart. - I exerted all. my energies to che-
_rish it 3= tuwe, w1t existed, but never flou-
vished. © He discovered no affection for
his children ; ,his affinity t# them was

* only cemented by pride; and that pride

arose from their being the descendants of
his house, and possessing the greatest
fortunes in Scotland. We seldom saw
him but when surrounded by company, or
when the weather kept him from the
chase, in. which was the only thing he
participated pleasure : his soul was inca-

pable of social enjoyments ; it was invul-
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nerable to the soft impressions of domes-_\
tic love ; heloved for himself alone. Tt .
was in the - delightful society of my mo- -
ther, my sister, and Ellen that my happi-
ness consisted, but in that'of the latter i
was blessed ; she seemed-the light of my
soul ; T looked on her as the chosen be-
ing with whom I wished to pass the resi-
dueof mylife: but that wish was distracted,
when [ reflected on the disposition of my:
father. 1 endeavoured to conceal an
. attachment that increased hourly ; and
succeeded in the attempt so far as to blind
Marion. It was not the” outward figure.
and beauty of Ellen that bound my heart
to her alone; it was fthe‘ graces of her
mind which'suppressed the natural vanity
of her sex, tempered with that irresistible *
softness that characterises the woman.
- Our’s was not the shallow unity of
general endearments : our’s was the
affinity of souls. When I 'saw lier tender
eye beam with pity’s drop for the distress
of a fellow-creature, or heard her.sweet
voice ameliorating the frailties of hu-
manity, then would I whisper fo my
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‘heart and tell it that Ellen was its queen.

‘I generally passed my mornings in read-
ing to my mother, who took particular‘in-
terest in that amusement ; while ‘Marion
.and Ellen either sat at their pamtmg or em-
br01dery ; and the evenings in walking
and riding amid. the wild and romantic
scenc’ of the -castle; or in making aquatic
excursions on the lake ; in the middle of
which is-a little island, -about halt an acre
in circumference, - and this spot we were

“determined to cultivate -with all possible

taste. Mac Keith, who lived at a short
distance, enlisted in the undertaking with
alacrity. After clearing 1 Tt of the brambles,
and brushwood that concealed 1ts surface,
we arranged and “cut out the walks, and
we unanimeusly agreed that they should
be shaded only by young pophrs, from
their: speed in growing, and this circum-
stance natunlly gave 1t the name of the
Isle of Poplars. While Mac Keith and
myself were employed in planting the
trees, Marion and Ellen were busy in
setting flowers, and adorning with moss,
smolt and shells a small grotto that was
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~ erected in" the centre of the plantation,”
'aﬁ'oi'din'g a most picturesque’ appearance
from the four cardinal points of the island,
‘in én.obliqué view :—at the termination of
each of the principal walks, where, on a_
little white stone obelisk, at the entrance
of each, was inscribed the name of the pro- -
prieter ;—there was Ellen’s walk, drion’s
walk, Alexander’s and Duncan’s. ' We
got one of our clanmen to procure: us a
couple of white kids, as the inhabitants
of the favourite Isle ; we took the greatest
pains to domesticate them, and succéeded
so well in a little time, that they instantly
came at the mention of their names, would
carry our handkerchiefs, and a thousand
other antic - tricks, to the surprise of all
that witnessed their- gambols.  Marion *
gilded their horns, and Ellen embroided,
each a blue collar; their  appearance,
when on the island, accorded with the
bewitching fantasies of fairyhood. We
devoted our summer months to beautifying
our isle. The winter came, and we re-
galed ourselves with music ; each evening,
we held alittle concerto. Ellen, though no
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‘proficient, touched the harp with taste.
arion excelled on the harpsichord ; Ma¢
Keith was tolerable on the violin ; and

I myself, blew the. ﬂute ; my mother was
an excellent judge, and used to- sit-the
'mentor of the choir. It was at these as-
semblies that T first observed the lmpres-
sion vth_e_ gnnocent Marion had made on
the heart of my fiiend.- -The fine tones
of her voice ‘when she sang solo seemed
to kindle delight in his eyes,” and if he
- handed her her music book, or mentioned
her name, the erimson of  passion dyed
his dark cheek, and gave new lustre to
his manly countenance. He composed
stanzas in celebration of her virtues ; she
set music to airs of her own composition,
-and unconsciously warbled the praises of
herself. My mother saw and understood;
she admired the generous disposition of
Mac Keith; and had it not been for a
certain ardour of temper, she knew not a
being' whom she would have preferred for
a son-in-law.  “But we cannot have per-
fection, you know, Alexander,” said she,
to me one day, when only Ellen was pre-
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sent. ¢You cannot indeed, - ’motheg;’
said I, with quickness.. ¢I.have no ob-
jection if the earl be agreeable 1 think
for him to be 0therw1se would be. JImpos-

sible.’—¢ But it is. time ‘enough’ to settle, 0

these prehmlnarles, ‘continued my mo-.
ther; - < Marion is yet: too young, and
Duncan has made no - advances, except
with:his eyes,’ lauohmg as she made the
last remark. . :

I felt-so panic:struck at this obs‘ervaa :
tion, lest the penetration of my mother
should have discovered any thing in- my
countenance that could testify my predi-
lection to Ellen, that I turned my head
towards the window, and g‘a{f'e a trivial -
turn to the conversation, by observing,
with great eagerness, that the pear trees
were in blossom. ¢ And have you not
observed that before, my son ¥’ no, was-
the simple remark. I trembled for fear
my emotion should betray the secret I had
so long endeavoured to hide ; but Marion
entering the dialogue was dropped, and
the criminal escaped detection. * And
am 1 always to be the wretchiy I now am ?
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, ‘conceal the adoration I feel for a being

* endowed with every virtue that can ren-
‘der man happy:? No; I will candidly
lay open my heart to my mother; and
" nobly demand the consent of my father.
I possess fortune sufficiently independent
of him to support her in all the elegancies
of life’; and marry I will in spite of the
Fates. Why should I wantonly tamper
with my own felicity, since Héaven has
blessed me with the independence of
choice ¥ I was here interrupted by the
appearance of Mac Keith.

“ < Why, what the deuce is the matter
with you, Alexander »—¢I have a slight
headache,” said I, negligently; and tak-
ing his arm, proposed a walk in the park.
In this ramble I discovered the real state
of my heart to my friend ; I told him the
dread I had of my father’s consenting to

» my union with Ellen ; and the perplexi-
» ties in which I should involve my mother
if I ran counter to his wishes ; for she had
always instructed us to observe his decrees
with the strictest reverence ; I knew well
VOL. III: D
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T should wound her benignant breast i

the severest manner if I married without
his consent. ¢lIs your mother aware of

your attachment . interrupted Mac Keith.
¢No; I have always endeavoured to con-{
ceal it from her’—¢ And do you suppose
that was possible ¥—¢ Y ou have no reason
to believe it impossible’—¢ I have the
greatest’” replied my friend. ¢How, or
by what means? said I, with alarm.
‘Be not" frightened,” said Mac Keith ;
‘no supernatural agent has been at work ;
but I have observed her eyes fixed upon
you,”  when your’s were fast rivetted on
another person ; I will forfeit my exist-
ence, that she is acquainted with every
pulse of your heart that beats for Ellem.’

¢ Then she pities me, I will be ingenuous,
I will lay my secret before her; but that’s
the circumstance I most dread ; she will
advise me not to think of Ellen; I can-
not be ungrateful to such a parent; I am
doomed to carry the thorn in my bosom
$ill it probes it to death !"—¢ Nonsense,”
said my friend ; ¢ingratitude to a parent
to consult your own happiness! I know
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this, that your mother’s peace depends.on

. the future felicity of her children.’—
“What, Mac Keith, would you advise
me to doP—¢To marry Ellen by all
means ; you have a fortune independent
of yBur father; by your marriage you
cannot make him more indifferent to your
mother than he already is; and I can
vouch for this truth, that if you are happy
she cannot be miserable’—¢ Ah, Mac
. Keith, you reason from yourself; there
are no impediments in your: prospect of
attaining Marion ; you view my fate in
an easy light, by comparing it to your
own.—¢ True; but if my situation were
yours, I know how I should act; I should
follow the law of God and nature, by tak- '
ing, in spite of consents, the woman of
my choice. Good God ! is your future
life to be ever blighted by such systematic
injunctions?  Consider, Alexander, the

« world is but a chaos, beset by pains and

¢ disappointments, unless your journey 1s
brightened by the mild sun of domestic’
enjoyment.” Here Marion appeared ;.
and Mac Keith was by her side ere I

D 2
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could reply ; but his last words ‘still vi-
brated in my ear; ‘unless brightened by
the mild sun of domestic enjoyment * I
. will follow thy advice, Mac Keith ; I will |
seek my mother this instant. - So saying,.f
I turned my steps towards the cHstle.
I met Hilda, my mother’s waiting woman
in the gate way, who told me herlady was
alone in her dressing-room, my heart beat
violently as I turned the bolt of the door
—1I pushed it open—~my mother was sit-
ting opposite to it,—she was reading on
my first entrance, but on my advancing in
the room she raised her eyes from the
book ; I felt annihilated by their gaze:
they seemed to penetrate my very soul: -
she observed my emotion, and exclaimed,
with alarm, ¢ Why, my dear boy, what
1s the matter P—* Nothing. Why, T am
very well—I shall be better presently.’
—* You are very well, my son,” said my
mother ; ¢and yet you will be better pre-
sently ; come, come, I must know all
about this” The door was opened; 1
looked fearfully towards it; Ellen ap-
peared, my face was crimsoned. ¢ With-
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f'draw, my honey,” said the Countess,
¢l will join you in half an hour.’
The door was again closed, and she con-

. tinued: ‘now tell me candidly, Alexan-
| der, is not Ellen the cause of this ‘very

‘well,”—¢ I shall be better presently?’ I could
not speak. It is an old remark; though
I believe a very true one, that silence is . -
assent; do you deny its authenticity,
Alexander > I here endeavoured to
speak, and after one or two unsuccessful
attempts attained composure sufficient to
lay my whole heart before her. She heard
me with patience, a tear swam in her
lovely eye, and every line of her fine
countenance declared commiseration.
When I concluded, she thus resumed :
—¢You certainly have disguised = your
attachment with a fortitude that I have
long admired and pitied ; I, myself, am
the only person that ever perceived any
predilection ; sometimes I thought myself
in an error in harbouring a thought of the
kind, I believed and disbelieved it ten
timesin aday. Ellen is an incomparable
girl, but I see no prospect of your ever
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possessing her in a manner I should wish
my son to claim the future partner of his
life; rouse up the energies of your soul

to conquer an attachment, which will in-
 evitably plunge us both in the most un—[
pleasant perplexities: I know well the/
disposition of the Earl, and trust the son of
my hopes will recoil at a union in dlsobe-
dience to his wishes.’

“1 here interrupted her with an unusual
warmth. ¢ Are virtue, worth, and all the
qualities humanity is capable of possessing
not to be considered? Why are we
taught by the dull lessons of morality to
revere and observe their divine injunction ;
yet, if not crested by fortune we must cease
to adore them —¢ Hush, hush, my son,’
rejoined the Countess ; I am sensible of
the truth of your remarks, but can I con-
sent to a measure that will create an ever-
lasting feud between my husband and my
son, my only son; you are yet young,
and absence will quell the effervescent
propensities of youth ; in the diversities
of travel you will cease to remember El-
len ; or at least only reflect on her, as the
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beloved sister of Marion : it is only three
months till your birth day ; you will then
leave the castle ; it will be dangerous to
remain longer in it ; three years Is an age
toa lover ; your passion will gradually

‘subside ; and you will then listen fo rea-

son and your mother.—¢ No, Madam,
the attachment - I bear to Ellen will only
expire with my life. I can never cease to
adore her, but it shall be in secret:
I will not involve you in perplexities.’

« My mother was melted at my emo-
tion ; she took my hand and moistened it
with her tears. ¢ Upbraid not, Alexander,
a parent that would lay down her life to
serve you.—¢ Verify the divine assur-
ance,’ said I, in breathless anxiety, ‘by
giving me Ellen for a wife!” She was
terrified at my vehemence, and rejoined
¢ look not so wildly, my son ; let us drop
the subject ; I will do all-in my power
after your return from the Continent.’—
* Heavens, what did I hear ? said I in
ecstasy ; ‘repeat those words again, my
mother, and your son is blessed '—
¢ Compose yourself,” interrupted the



56  THE EXILE OF SCOTLAND ;

Countess, with perturbation ; ¢ talk not so
wildly ; I will do my utmost to promote
your happiness; be not sanguine; my °
power is finite ; let things remain as they
are at present, if it be only for the peace of
_ your mother, till after your return. Marlj/
" me, my son, put the same constraint on
your actions that you have hitherto done ;
and recollect, as I have observed before,
that my power is finite.” Here she left
me.”—* And here,” said father Philip,« I
must insist on your taking something to
refresh you ; or you will be certainly
overpowered by this unusual exertion ;
and in truth, you look already exhausted.”
Glencarn complied with the good man’s
request, and afterwards continued.—

“ The assurances of the Countess seem-
ed to remove every obstacle that before
precluded my happiness: I already, in
Imagination, was the husband of Ellen ;
fancy painted the most bewitching visions ;
and distrust darkened not with her bane-
ful hues the crystal prospect of my future

elicity. The close of my minority was
fast approaching ; preparations were mak-
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ing in all quarters: no expence was to be
spared to perpetuate the occasion. My
mother entered into the cause with ala-
crity ; and Marion thought nor talked of

anything else. It was agreed that she

and Ellen should be the sole directresses
of the féte in the plantations, and my
mother was to. revise within.

- < Every face within and without the
castle seemed to participate in this joyful
festival. I myself was the only stoic in
the cause’; to me it appeared as a thing of
no account. I would gladly have dis-
pensed with the parade ; and turned that
money, which I considered thrown use-
lessly away, to the benefit of some of my
indigent brethren.

« The day at length arrived ; the proud
banners of my forefathers waved their
sanguinary arms high on the towers of the
castle, and seemed to mutter to the pas-
sing breeze, the dark black deeds of distant
days: Time’s cankering tooth had mutilat-
ed their splendour ; and their tattered fold-
ings, as they dismayfully rode on the gale,
displayed an impressive memento of the

R) )
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frailties of man, and told the reflecting
mind that all was vanity and vexation of
spirit. A volley of cannon announced
the hour of revelry ; the court-yard was
crouded with horsemen, and equipages ]
the wide gates were alike extended for’
the baron and his vassal, the traveller and
the beggar : and the delicate hand of Ma-
rion poured the horn of plenty into the
lap of the poor and hungry highlander ;
the chambers of state resounded with the
wild music of my country ; the brow of
my father appeared relaxed ; and the fine
vountenance of my mother beamed with a
benignity that alone was her’s ; and when
_ she received the congratulations of the
day, she replied, while the smile of mater-
nal pride shone in her eye, ¢you do me-
honour ; I am indeed proud of my son !’
Night came, and the taste of Marion and
Ellen was displayed in the .fanciful ar-
rangements of  the transparencies and ,
lamps that blazed in all parts of the plan- »
tations: but the isle of poplars wasreserved
for the grand coup d’wil; the sides of the
lake were plained, and on them were erected
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a number of Persian tents, which were com-
posed of white muslin, decorated with the
most beautiful wreaths of roses and ever-
. greens, while round the cupola of each was
extended achain of purple andamberlamps:
these were for the accommodation of the
guests while they contemplated thebeauties
of the isle; whose trees blazoned with innu-
merable lustres of every colour; and on
each side of the grotto appeared a trans-
parency appropriate to the day : all was
silent as enchantment; nothing was visi-
ble on the island but the kids skipping in
‘playful negligence from avenue to avenue,
when on a sudden the sprightly tones of
the pipe, tabor, harp, and bagpipe emana-
ted from invisible musicians, and a white
canoe was launched ‘on the water, with
cordage of azure and flowers, which Ma-
rion and Ellen, attired like Naiads, were
rowing to the island ; a burst of applause
+ broke from the_ astonished spectators as
* they landed on their fairy kingdom, from
whence they discharged an innumerable
collection of the most fanciful fire works.
It is impossible to describe the beauty
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and novelty of the scene ; it continued
about three hours, when dancing con-
cluded-the sports of the day, and with it °
my happiness for ever.” o
- Pears: strolled down the cheeks of}
Glencarn, and he stopped a few moments
to recover himself, - and thus went on :—
¢« Morning arrived, we all assembled: at
the breakfast table, Waiting the arrival of
the Countess and Marion, who always at-
tended her in dressing; when a piercing
shriek assailed our ears, and my sister
rushed into the room, and falling at my
father’s feet, and screaming as she fell,
cried, ¢ my mother, my mother is dead !’
Terror gave wings to my feet; I was by
her side in an instant. My senses” were
petrified on beholding the inanimate form
of the. Countess ; her countenance was
deadly pale ; and those lips ‘which but a
few hours before smiled love on all around
were contracted, and distorted with the ¢
last agonies of approach.ing: dissolution. *
I lifted up her insensible head, and placed
it with frantic despair on my bosom. F
called wildly on her name, ‘she heard me
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‘ot ; my agony “was unutterable. The
Earl felt her pusle, and instantly sent for
advice; he said they still beat; a

_cry of joy broke from the lips of Ellen; it
disturbed my mother ; she opened her
languid eyes, but instantly closed them
again ; we watched with terrified dﬁkiety
every movement of her face ; animation

- appeared tq make feeble advances, and in

a little time she heaved a deep sigh, and
faintly exclaimed ¢ where am I The
Earl placed her on a couch; I supported

her head; and Marion chafed her feet;
she revived, and turning her head on all -
sides of the chamber, as if searching for

‘some one, Marion fearfully enquired, my
mother whom would you have > ¢ Your fa-
ther, my child,” was her reply. Heis by
your side,” said the Earl, with softness ;
she appeared gratified at the discovery, he
seized her hand with a tenderness that
made me at that moment adore him; I
could have placed my head passively be-
neath his feet, even had they spurned it
away. A divine animation at the same
instant illumined the late distorted counte-
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nanceof mymother;a glow more than earth-
ly rested upon her cheek ; a supernatural -
energy pervaded her frame ; we gazed at her
with a sacred awe ; she appeared already
immortal. We. spoke, we moved not,
lest a breath should have poliuted her
pure spirit; and have made it dissolve
from the pestiferous cognizance of mortal
corruption.  She thus broke the entranc-
ed silence in a voice as emphatic as a com-
missioned Seraph. ¢ In me, my husband
and children, you behold an aweful in-
stance of the fallacy of all our mortal ex.
pectations. I arose but yesterday from
my bed in vigour both of mind and body,
looking forward with anxiety to the plans
and events of future years ; and ere the
sun departs again, I shall rest for ever,
It has pleased my God to call me to his
presence with all my imperfections on my
head; I fly to him as to an indulgent
Parent. When he created us he knew
well the propensities of the frajl machi-
nery ; and from him alone shall we re-
ceive the rewards either of our virtues, or
ourvices. You are, my children, only as
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ephemera ﬂlttmg, as 1t were, for amoment

in the long day of eternity, and in the du-
ration of your litttle span, endeavour to
assist your fellow -flutterers, heal the
wounds they have received in the way,
and remove, if it be in your power, the
impediments that obstriict their farther

_progress ; raise the oppressed, and lead

the helpless; let not the littleness of pride
retard you from your duty—remember you
are all alike the creatures of God. He be-
holds the prince and the beggar with the
same protecting eye, he overlooks the pal-
let of straw as he does the couch of crim-
son. The glorious sun ripens the lowly
garden of the vassal with the same gene-
rous rays, as it does the spacious crops of
his Lord ; when either are parched, the
rains of heaven descend and refresh them
both.  Though you, my children, are
surrounded by the titular dignities of this
little world, let not their glittering lure
eclipse from your veiled eyes the beaute-
ous figure of virtue, sand the gentle statue
of humanity, let thembe your directresses ;-
they are the chosen hand-maids of that

.
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*
God, whose penetrating, and effulgent eye
darts from side to side of -this pigmy
sphere, and either frowns or smiles at the .
proceedings of its inhabitants. To you,-
my Lord, I commend the future protec-
tion of my children ; and may they ever
regard you with ‘that reverence I have al-
ways endeavoured to instil into their
youthful minds when they accosted the
author of their being ; chide -them with
tenderness, and combine the solicitude of
the mother, with the pride of the father.
Soon, my Lord, will the sounds .of your

Matilda’s voice cease to vibrate in your
ear; but may you never forget the last

wishes that will escape from her breast ;
nay, you must promise to perform them
for the future peace of her soul ; and that
is, if the happiness of your son depends on
his union with Ellen, join and bless their
hands ; and reflect when you are doing it,
that you are fulfilling the dying request of
your wife.” She held out her hand toreceive
his, he gave it to her, and said he would
solemnly abide by her will ; she leaned her
head on his bosom, a tear stood in_ his
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eye—she raised it no more. Marion,
clasped her hands in agony aud called up-

.on her name in the shrill and frenzied

tones of -despair, they shivered the frame
of the Earl; ‘he placed the body of my
mother on the couch, and tottered towards
his distracted child, he could not proceed,
and overpowered by his feelings, he lean-

" ed against the wainscot; Ellen kneeled

by the corpse, and shed aipon it the tears
of unutterable anguish. I stood metion-
less, a mazy insensibility came over me ;
my eyes grew dark, and I fell on the inani-
tnate frame of my departed mother.” Hiere
Glencarn gave vent to his feelings, and
wept bitterly. The good father would
have condoled him, but he knew nature

* must have her vent ; and stood a pitying

spectator of his emotion ; the burst of
passion subsided and Glencarn continued =
—<« I must pass over the agonizing tumult
that preceded the obsequies of my saint-
ed mother. Her remains were deposited
with all the parade and pageantry that ac-
corded with the ruling passion of my fa-
ther : he presided at the ceremony with a
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composure Hat petrified my soul ; and
when the lone tone of the chapel bell
told me she was gone for ever, I tore my-"
self from the disgusting pomp that so ill
accorded with the grief that” pressed upon
my heart, and wept her loss in silence.”
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- * CHAPTER V.

_ “Two months had elapsed since the in-
terment of the Countess, when sitting one
evening with Marion and Ellen, a mes-
sage from my father required my immedi-
ate attendance. I entered his closet ;
some letters lay on the table, which he
told me were from his brother. Political
reasons prevent my wishing you to embark
to the Continent till next spring; my bro-
ther, Lord Dunreath, has informed me of
the ill state of health of the member for
C—, and in all probability he will not
survive the winter ; it will therefore be
expedient for you to prepare for London
early to-morrow morning, and there wait
the issue of the event. Our conference
was here concluded, and I repaired again
to Ellen and Marion with the inte'ligence.
They were surprised, but ejaculated both



68 THE EXILE OF SCOTLAND ;

in the same voice ; ‘it is notso bad, Alex-
ander, as going to the Continent, and we
can write to each other often,. which will
be almost the same as talki ng together.” I
plainly saw that they were hoth hiding
their chagrin under an assumed cheerful-
ness ; and we parted for the night each
dissatisfied with the-other. I arose early
the following morning, and was surprised
to findmy father up before me ; he received
me with a tenderness that affected me ;
he breakfasted with me, and affectionately
wished me a safe Journey. The horses
were put to the travelling carriage, the
rattle of the wheels was heard on the
draw bridge. I watched the countenance
of Ellen vary as the sound approached,
first red and then pale ; she laid down her
cup and retired to the window ; my heart
was sick, I followed her with my eyes, |
could have gazed at her for ever. When
the Earl entered and told me every thing
was ready for my departure, Marion
arose from the breakfast table, and said she
would walk down the avenue with me.
¢ Ellen, will you accompany me ?* inquired



A TALE, 69

my sister, as she tied on her bonnet.
‘No,” replied Ellen,. I will remain here.’
—I unstrapped my portmanteau and

\, pulled up my boots in hopes that my father
‘ would leave the room ; still he remained ;

® =

I was irresolute what to do ; to go, and not
bid farewell to Ellen, was impossible. I
stepped across the room towards the place
where she stood ; the Earl observed to
what object [~ was going, and pettishly
exclaimed, ¢ Come, come, are you going ' .
I seized her hand in tribulation, and
faulteringly said Adieu !* She raised her
eyes fearfully in my face; her lips mov-
ed, but she said not a word ; I darted
from her, and taking the hand of Marion,
was in the avenue in a moment, the car- -
riage was at the foot; I embraced my
sister, and bowed to my father ; my soul
was full, I could notarticulate farewell—the
postillions drove off, I turned my head,
and saw the white handkerchief of Marion
waving in the portico—a turn in the road
obscured her figure, and 1 lost sight of
her for ever. By this time the carriage had
reached the borders of the lake ; the Isle
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of Poplars was in view; I thought #
looked ominously beautiful ; it brought to
my mind the sacred remembrance of my

mother ; and the many happy days I had

passed there with Ellen in adorningit; a
sickness overpowered me, and 1 fell back
on my seat ; a flood of tears relieved me,
yet still a foreboding sadness oppressed
me; I reflected on the dying request of
the Countess, and the solemn promise the
Earl had made to his departing wife ;
surely, thought I, he can never be so cal-
lous as to forfeit his word to the dead ? I
endeavoured to compose myself butjt was
a superfluous attempt.—I pursued the
first fifty miles of my journey without any
adventure ; but at the end of the second

days’ stage, the - carriage was overturned,

and my arm broken by the accident : for-
tunately it was only three miles from the
town of , where I was conveyed to
an inn, and the fracture set with all pos-
sible haste ; my surgeon told me I must
not think of proceeding under three weeks
at the least. I did not think it worth
while to acquaint my father of my mis-

P
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adjventure' till my arrival in London; and
‘to tell Marion would be ogly making her
unhappy. - It was now the third week of

. my detention; I felt anxious to proceed ;

and my attendan® said I might follow my

~_desire of setting off immediately, without

‘the smallest danger. I retired to bed
early, in order to begin my journey by

- times in the morning; on my going up-

<

stairs I heard the rattle of a chaise in the
yard ; arough voice from within enquired
of the ostler if they could be accommo-
dated with horses to go to the next stage,
he was answered in the negative, and the
man at the disappointment broke into a
volley of imprecations ; I heard no more ;
or at least was got out of hearing. I had
scarcely put out my light, and got into
bed, when I heard the new travellers com-
ing up the stairs; I could plainly distinguish
in the bustle that one was a female that
had been taken ill on the road, and was
quite incapable of ascending the stairs.
In a little time all was still, and I soon
after fell asleep and slept soundly for some
time, for when I again awoke, my repeater
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told me that the last hour was four; I
was . going to_ compose myself, when I
thought I heard a deep sigh usher from
the adjoining apartment ; I'listened ‘with
more attention, and could plainly ,distin-

guish the broken sobs of a woman, appa-

rently in great anguish ; the lamentations
of the poor sufferer came weaker and
weaker; and at length totally ceased. I
concluded that sleep had overtaken her,
and was happy to think the unhappy crea-
ture was composed ; in a few moments
I began to dress, and rallied my servant,
and desired him to put the horses to the
carriage,and ordered my breakfast. By the
time I had eaten my repast, and settled all
the little preliminaries preparatory to our
starting, it was nearly six o’clock. I was
standing by the window waiting for my
trunk to be strapped, when I observed a
female concealed in a plaid roquolaire and
long black veil passing by me; she ap-
peared to walk feebly; for on coming
opposite to my vehicle she tottered, and
would have fallen, if a man who was be-
hind her had not received her into his

=



A TALE. - 73

drms’; 1 instantly ralsed the sash, and
begged to -know if I could render him
: any assistance ? He churhshly replied,
he whhted no assistance! I felt piqued
_at this harsh reply, and said -nothing
more ; the, female appeared entirely
lifeless : anothér man followed him, and
they placed the poor invalid in a chaise
- and four ; and stepping in afterwards, de-
siréd the postillions to drive on_quickly ;
~ they obeyed the ‘mandate, and beating
their horses, gallopped off at a furious rate.
I felt a sympathy for the female, and ques-
tioned the waiter concerning her. He said
that he had heard the preceding night from
the driver, that the lady had run off from
her father’s house with a young midship-
man ; that he had pursued and overtaken
her ; and they were now going to Leith,
which was her native place. I heaved a
sigh for the fate of the poor girl, and
» stepped into my carriage without stopping
"to hear the remarks, &c. of the waiter ;
and pursued my journey to London with-
out any. further impediment, from whence
I dispatched a letter to my father and
BYOFR. 111, E
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‘Marion, with one for Ellen .in her enve-
lope ; a month elapsed without receiving
any replies from either of the parties ; at * -
length one came from the Karl§ He .
expressed, in a formal manner, his com-
miseration formy misfortune at - and
concluded thh remarkmg that the lady
Marion was in good health I 1mmed1ate—
ly replied to his, and wrate again - fa
~ Marion and Ellen ; three weeks pas_sed.
away—nay, five were .gone, I. was almost
distracted, and- was: determmed to: repan‘
instantly to Scotland and investigate the-.
mystery of their silence, when I had an
answer from my father, in ﬁhiéh‘ he re-
marked that his: daughter was gone to-
spend three weeks with her uncle, at
Dunbarton, but ne- mention of Ellen ;: L
naturally concluded that she had accom--
panied Marion : my anxiety was dissipat-
ed under this expectation, and I instantly
dispatched a letter to my sister ; three .
weeks brought me a tender reply from. ©
Marion, exprtssmg her alarm at the silence
of Ellen, for she had not heard from her,
though she had frequently written toi#c._'r

S
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since she left the castle ;  and likewise
that she had hinted her surprise in
one ~or two letters to the Earl, but he
had fot: yet condescended to reply. I
concluded she must be ill ; and was de-
termined to.-leave London that night in
spite of my father’s commands to the con-'
trary. 1 was equnppmg myself when my °
servant entered with a note ; 1t was Mac
Keith’s writing, and requested my imme-
diate attendance at his hote! ; it appeared
written in @flurried manuer, [ was alarmed,
I knew pot what to conjecture; a thou-
sand frightful images rushed upon my
mind ; he came with news of Ellen. I
reached ‘my hat with perturbation, and
was at his lodging in a few moments. I
opened the door of the room where he was
sitting: he looked excessively pale and
'hardly spoke when I entered; he seized
my hand with eagerness, and pressed it
aﬁ'ectlomtely to his bosom ; ¢ FFor Hea-
ven’s sake, my dear Mac Keith, what is
the import of all this.  Is Ellen, is Mari-
on, is my father ill #— Marion and your
fatherareboth well,” he faulteringly repJ ied.
43 E 92
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¢ O, Heavens! then what can be the matter
with Ellen;”’—¢ Nothing is the matter with

her’—¢ You will dnive me mad, Mac

Keith ; be more explicit.’—¢ She is gone
to India,” was his reply. <To India,
cried I, in agony ; ¢ how, in what manner ;

- with her own consentP—-—‘ Not with. hel

own consent, [ beheve, said my  friend.

I smote my forehead in dlsmay, and threw

myself on a seat in all the anguish of des-"

pair ; then suddenlv rising I vowed, by
all the powers of heaven to embfrk that in-
stant. ¢ Stay, stay,’ said Mac Keith,
seizing my arm, and hear me ouf & o]
len left the castle three weeks after your
departure to London ; it was a mysterious
affair ; Marion knows not of it.>—¢ Detain
me not, inhuman man; Imust, I can, I will
follow her.” My friend conjured me to be
calm, and tolet him tellall. ¢ Go, go on;’
added I, bursting into an agony of tears.
¢ Hilda told me that the evening of the
day in which Marion set off for Dunbar-
ton two strangers came in a chaise to the
castle ;: and . that Miss Ellen was taken
away by them, and that she threw off her
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mourning and put on a white gown and
long plaid cloak, and her black’ veil ; and
* that  the coachman told her she was put
on board a vessel at Leith bound to<In-
dia.’—¢ O, Heavens !’ cried I, in all the bit-
terness of despair, ¢ kill me w1th thy thun-
the inn at ———, 1 heard ‘her swhs, I
beheld her torn from me for ever, and yet I
fled not to rescue her’—I broke from
Mac Keith, and ran wildly out Of the room
into *he street; I called madly on the
name of Ellen; a crowd encompassed
me: Mac Keith pursued me, and forcibly
dragged me back to the hotel. I upbraided
him as a villain and a. monster,. and
swore he should not ‘deter me from fol-
lowing her ; living or dead she was mine;
and living or dead I would pursue her;
and again ran to the street door. Mac
Keith entreated me to stay one moment;
»he had something else to tell me, which
I must listen to. At this I suffered him to.
lead me back passively to the room. €O'!
tell me, my friend, and forgive me.’ A
“flood of tears again relieved me, and I re-
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clined on his bosom—he was still silent.
< Ah, Mac Keith, what was it more you had
to say ? youare cruel to detain me from her!”
< You can never overtake her, Alexander,
sheis ’—<Heavens' what, is she mar-
ned ¥—¢ No, no; sheis she is, dead !”
- T heard no more, and - I fell insensible at
my friend’s feet ; a delirium succeeded ;
- and for three months T was a total lunatic.
« The solicitous attentions of Mac Keith
at leggth resfored me to reason, an(%to a
sense of my own misery. The turpitude
of my father appalled me; it.was he that
trepanned the jewel of my. soul, he bribed
her uncle with two. thousand guineas to
protect her to India, where he was to dis-
pose of her to the first*wretch that barter-
ed at the shrine of beauty for a wife ; but -
heaven was merciful to the innocent victim
of pride and needy pelf, and she died
before she lost sight of land. ;
«Bereft of all 1 adored on earth, England
was become insufferable tome ; Scotland
1 looked on as the deadly sepulchre of alk
my past delights ; I quitted the name of my
ancestors, and became a houseless wander-
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;- L held no confergnce with man ; I ﬂeg
from his threshold ds from the den of a
. vtyger and, till fate directed my so-

Jjourning feet to you, | have not exchanged
. a sentence with my species. From the
time I bad adieu to Mac Keith, I pur-
sued my long and tiresome tour through
France alone-and on foot. I slept but
little, and when I did, it was in the day,
beneath sometree that shaded my pathway.
¢ The tumult, of my brain gave artificial
strength to my body. I seldom or ever
felt fatigue, *and should probably have
continued my uncertain ramblings (un-
certain I call them), for I was in pursuit
of nothlno“ T had no obJect in my eye,
no W1shed for port to- gain, no home to
_ journey to; the world was all the same to
_me ; but ‘_you broke the spell, and pointed
my weary feet to a goal, where I shall pa-
* tiently remain till death commands me
) again through realms unknown to rise.”
As Glencarn concluded, father Philip
resumed. “ Your' sorrows, my young
friend, have been severe ; but they are not
mori heavy than suffering humanity .s
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'compelled to sustain. TLet" this hope
®ive you ; the God that chastens the
souls of his creatures can heal the wounds - *
‘he inflicts, in a way only known to him-
self. - Sooth yourself “with this truth !
disappointments are necessary for ‘man ;
they refine his heart, which is but crudely -
carved before ; they are as the last polish
of the sculptor, which alone makes perfect
his work ; and renders it complete and
beautiful. Man, too happy man, roving:
at large in this paradise below, clogged in
sweets, “would become msens1ble, if no
cloud engloomed the merldxan of his day -4
if no thorn obtruded its venom on his
path, the road to virtue would be too easy
of access ; the callous would pursue, and,
gain t the prize as easﬂy as the Worthy = and

with trlals and temptathns The laurels

of fame and honour would be plucked |

ahke by the dastard and the wise ; and

the flowers of art and science, without this

emulation; would wither where they grew.

There must be a stimulus to stir the in-
L
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nate powers of the soul, and rouse its
, energies to attion, and make it deserving
of that after bliss. which the virtuous alone
" can enjoy.”” Lisette entered and the fa-
ther ceased ; he enquired’ of Glencarn if
he intended, to accept the invitation of
Delamere. By all means was the reply.
Father Philip expressed the satisfaction he
felt at the occasion, and at the same time
remarked that the walk would be of ser-. .
vice ¥ him, and after wishing him a good
appetite to his dinner, Joyfully bade ' him,
farewell. . B
Here I must remark that the father:
thought more of this visit than he chose to.
declare to Glencarn ; he could not divest
himself of the-idea, that some good would.
arise from it ; and was in great hopes that
the virtues and attainments of Adelaide
would in some measure efface the remem-
brance of Ellen. The good old man, 11
+ plans of future h'lppmess for Glencarn, for-
got his present miseries ; and in the pleas-
ing perspective that his imagination had
depicted, beheld him already as the happy
husband of the daughter of Delamere.
DI
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-« Hecannever possess alovelier,” exclaim=
ed the father: “and I can vouch, that
more amiable one never existed. Heaven
grant that I may live to see the day ; I amx
sure fate must have ordained them for each;
other.”—He pronounced the last sentence
so loud, and with such an energetic
warmth, that one of the holy fathers;
whom he at that instant encountered, en-

~ quired with alarm what 'was the cause of

his perturbation. A thmg of moment
added father Philip ; but here the solemn
toll of the bell for mid-day prayer in-
terrupted him, and putting his arm within
- that of his comrade, he entered the gate-
way.. Here we will leave them at their
devotions ; but I can say with truth that
father Philip at that time, thought more of
mercantile speculations than Heavenly
affairs ; let ‘'me not throw an illiberal

shade over the purest form of earthly .

mould that cassock ever covered. $
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, CHAP, VIL.- 3
- GLENCARN was exhausted by his
exertion, he; however, enjoyed a good din-
ner. -‘Lisette was highly satisfied with
the execution he had made, and joy-
fully clapping her hands together, ex-
claimed, in the most fervent manner, “ that
she believed him for once.”— In what,
my good woman?’ enquired Glencarn in
the mildest manner possible. ¢ Why,”
replied Lisette; < that you have enjoyed a
good dinner for once.” IHere the good
old woman (and good in truth she was,
though rather tiresome) ran on in her usual
style ; namely, exhorting her patient to
eat heartily ; and that good cooking was
better than all the doctor’s stuff in the
world, till Glencarn was compelled to ac-
quaint her that he had a visif to make that
evening. The hint was taken, and Lisette
paid her parting compliments in perfect
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good humour. Glencarn looked at his
stop-watch, it told him it was time to
depart. The sun was intensely warm,
though the shades of approaching vesper,
had in some measure abated its brilliancy,
* yet he felt fatigued when he.arrived at the -
bottom of the mountain ; but he was there
refreshed by .the jnvigorating breeze that
arose from the lake- Fle ascended the
opposite hill, examining car efully eachside
of the hedge for the little white gate that
Lisette told him led to the habitation of
- Delamere ; but with all his scrutiny, he
had passed it, or was not -yet come up to:
it ; but that was impossible, it lay only
about two hundred yards from. the lake;
and he had, on a moderate calcul,atlonl
gone at least half a mile; he was deter-
"mined to proceed no farther, and with
all possible speed .retraced his steps; he
had not returned more thanfifteen minutes,
when he was met by the grandchild of
Lisette ; the sun burnt cheeks of the little
Nimrod sparkled with pleasure at the
sight of his benefactor. « Come, come, my
honny fellow, and show me the way to
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the cotta.ge ’—«Oh! la,thathﬂl grand-
mother sent me on purpose, for she

thought you,Would noty, find it.”—¢ She

surmised very true,” said Glencarn, smil-
ing; “how far'am I out?’—<Oh! a
great, great way,” added the child. Glen-
carn was vexed at the intelligence; but it
was but a transitory-chagrin ; for by this

- time 'they -were come in, sight of the little

invincible white gate. It lay about six
yards out of the pathway, and was nearly
obscured by two immense large elms that
stood on each side, whose thin venerable
boughs formed -a portico, which a Nero
might have reverenced.

Glencarn, bidding his little guide fare-
well, unclosed the gate, and found himself
insa complete grove of -box-wood, Inter-
mingled so closely, that the rays of light
were but here and there perceptible ; and
where they were, ‘they resembled the tem-
perate beams of a midnight moon. The
path was only wide enough' to admit one
person a breast; but cropped so closely,
that not a simple branch obtruded itself to
theannoyance of the passenger ;—at length



86 THE EXILE OF SCOTLAND ;

the wood terminated at the commencement
of a small gothic arch way,. Wh]Ch led to
the court within ; and here Glencarn was
rivetted immoveably “by the chains of
wonder, blended with those of admira-
tion. _ The front of the cottage was en:
closed within a. wall of six feet n helght

entirely clothed with China roses, in the
most luxuriant blogsom, intermingled with
the flowers of the passion-vine,. and innu-:
merable buds of myrtle, that unfolded
their delicate petals with fearful appre-
hension, amid the ruby flames of countless
budding geraniums.  The roof of the
cottage was low, and spotted with quanti-
ties of tame pigeons, the front was conceal-
ed in the same manner as the wall; the
porch consisted of lattice, in which recess
appeared the sylphid figure of Adelaide,
anxiously adjusting a spray of roses that
had escaped their prison fetters. Glen-
carn seemed in a dream ; the scene before
him resembled the habitation of Poesy ;
and its fair inhabitant as the genius of that
celestial art, culling a fairy chaplet to bind
the brows of her favourite votary.
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How long ‘Glencarn would have remained
in his trance, I cannot presume to affirm ;
till midnight, probably, had notthe voice of
Delamere from within roused him from
~ his stupefaction, with, “ Why, Adelaide,
I think our guest will never arrive
« Nor do I, papa, indeed.” In saying
these words, she ‘accidentally turned her
head towards the arch-way, and there
beheld the object of their solicitude ; she
felt confused ; but her father, observmg
him at the same moment, relieved her
from her embarrassment by giving his
~ visitor a good rallying for his punctilious-
ness, in making him wait such a long
while for his tea; and after the usual
compliments, agreed to show him his gar-
den on the other side of the house, while
Adelaide prepared it ; ¢ and if,” continued
Delamere, “you do not applaud mine
and my daughter’s taste for being the
finest in Europe, I shall pronounce you
an insensiblist.”  Glencarn took the
pleasantry ofhis good host, as he evidently
intended he should, namely, a benevolent
artifice to shake from him that distressing
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-despondency, which, in spite of himself,
was. portrayed in every movement both
of his face and figure ; and if he smiled,
he distressed you, for it appeared, as it
really was, only the languid endeayour of |
a broeken heart; which was yet emulous "
of not being thought ungrateful. ;
While Delamere and his guest were in
the garden, Adelaide was busy in prepar-
ing their repast within ; a gentle tremor
pervaded her whole frame : and a brighter
glow rested on her cheek, as, with trem-
bling hands, sheadjusted and re-adjusted
the fruit baskets. In cl’eéﬁng the coffee, -
she scalded her fingers, and then blushed
at her own weakness. She felt, and she
- knew not why, a desire to please. And
why, thought she to herself, should T wish
tc appear more amiable to this “stranger,
whom I have seen but once, than to my
beloved papa, who is every day, nay, every
hour along with me? O fie! Adelaide,
art thou not ashamed of thyself ? In utter- -
ing these words, she summoned up all the
energy of her benignant soul ; a frown of
self-reproach thwarted her mild brow ; and
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for once in her life-time, Adelaide appear-
ed unlovely, but it was only for a moment ;
for hearing the voices of Glencarn and her
father, who were already in the parlour,
and waited her attendance, she calmly
entered, and placing herself at the tea-
table, began to pour out thecoffee. Why,
‘what haye you done with your hand, my
: love ?” exclaimed her father with anxiety, :
as she laid hold of the coffee-pot. I have
- scalded it,” she  replied, with as much
composure as she could command. Glen-
carn prescribed a remedy ; and Delamere
fled to procure it Adelaide lifted not an
eye ; she idea of her own folly confound- v
‘ed her; but her father quickly returned,
and with him his dog Pilot. ~The beauty
- and extraordinary size of the animal be-
came the mp«ié of conversation ; and ‘Ade-
laide was 'ag:ai_n herself,—The evening
was spent in the most agreeable manner
on all sides. The condition of Delamere,
combined with his poetic lmagination,
made him, at ythe same time, both an ob=
ject of reverence and admiration ; the ab-
struse laByrinths of the one were SO -
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lighted with the glowing splendours of
the other, that while he instructed you,
" he likewise amused you. The easy and
copious flowings of his boundless elo-
quence, like the waves of the Nile, made
flowers spring, and young verdure rise,
where nought but the teemless sand and
barren rock appeared. Butit was not here
alone this good man shone ; e could de-
scend from the highest pinnacles of intel-
lectual knowledge, down to the most
trivial minutize of demestic occurrences ;
and would adjust a bow on the bonnet of
Adelaide with as much anxiety as he
would arrange the lines of one of Eu-
clid’s Problems; and would display as
much care in adorning. and discovering
the defects in a bough-pot, as he would in
examining a Newtonian apparatus.  Then -
can we be surprised at Glencarn, who
was his counterpart in every thing (excep-
ting the knowledge of the world, and the -
fascinating diffidence of youth) being de-
lighted in the company of such a man.
It was late before he departed ; and when .
he did, it was with regret. 9
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Though disappointments and disease
had almost reduced this amiable and un-
fortunate young man to the rigid opinions
of a misanthropist; yet, in his way home
from the cottage to the cave, in reflecting
on the generous qualifications of Delamere,
and the retiring graces of his daughter,
rendered doubly interesting to him from
her proximity to his beloved and only

sister, he found, tohis surprise, that society

was still amiable to man. :

Owshis opening the door of his habitation
he was agreeably astonished by seeing a
packet lying on the table; it was, as he sup-
posed, from Scotland; and contained letters

‘from Marion ; they ran in their usual tender

style, but less sad than any of her preced-
ing ones; she assured him of her complete
convalescence ; and told him that Mac
Keith intended t6 set out for Savoy in a
fortnight ; and concluded, with a lively
anticipation, of his returning withhis friend.
Glencarn perused, and reperused the be-
loved epistles. ; he pressed them fervently
to his lips and to his bosom ; and In ima-
gination’s airy dream, already held to his
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heart the friend of his youth, the generous
Mac Keith. ¢ Is it possible I shall again
behold him, again gaze on his manly and
expressive countenance >—again hear the
sonorous tones of his well-known voice >—
O, Glencarn! thou art too happy !’ In suchr
like agitation did Glencarn pass the remain-
der of the night; and when at last he
pressed his pillow, sleep descended not
upon his brow; the vigils of delight rested
there in his stead ; and with' their gentle
flutterings, scared the poppied wings of

Soq;yus from alighting on his couch.
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CHAPTER VIL

GLENCARN spent the night in a state
of restlessness, and Adelaide passed it in
that of discomposure; the figure of the

stranger was_still present to her imagina-

tion ; the tone of his voice yet vibrated on
herear ; thatvoice which she could nothear:
with indifference; it was both dangerous
and bew‘itchin'g‘; at least to the youthful
and susceptible like Adelaide. Secluded
from the world as she was, holding no con-
verse with man, seeing none of the oppo-
site species, save the hoary fathers of the
neighbouring monastery,and therusticated
goatherd of the surrounding mountains, is
it to be wondered that her heart, whichwas
thetablet of sensibility, should be perturbed
at encountering such a being as Glencarn,
whiose appearance was always engaging,
and now rendered ‘doubly irresistible by
that carrodmg despondency which shaded



94 THE EXILE OF "sc'oi_r'";;AND

‘every line of hlS eXpressive countenance.
Her: preposSessmn for him was augmented
’by the thapsodies which her father was
continually denouncing in favour of his
new and accomplished friend ; and Ade-
laide thought what,.or whom, her parent
applauded, it was her duty to admire:
she reverenced, she adored her father ! No
child wasever more duteous than was Ade-
laide! No look, no movement,-of De-
lamere’s was unheeded by this amiable
girl ! If he was cheerful, she was happy ;-
if he was sad, she was miserable ; and in
conversation, if any difference arose with
those with whom she conversed on the
opinions of her father, she would confute
“them with a firmness that was unnatural
to her gentle nature ; and proudly exclaim,
It was my father said se.” But not to
Déelamere alone did the amiable disposi-
tion of Adelaide render delight; it was

. extended to the ¢xhausted pilgrim and the ¢
houseless sojourner; for she would bind
the feet of the one, and refresh him acrain" to
pursue his journey,and comfort thesorrows
of the other, and shelter hlS battered head
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from thé_ pitiless elemengs. With the
most solicitous care, would she attend the
death-bed of the pious fathers and the
storm-beaten goatherd; arfd while her
pure spirit renewed its faith from the se-
~ rene . departure of these holy men, she
would, like an angel of light, illuminate
the darkness of the others. O, reader;
who ever thou art ! whether enthusiast or
stoic; hadst thou met this Fiii ‘creature
_climbing the rugged brows of her
native craigs; séekitig for the cell of the
unfortunate; gthou wouldst have taken her
for the mild figure of young benevolence,
when first she left the regions of paradise
to administer comfort to'a bleeding world ! .
Her name long continued probervnal :
in the nexghbourhood where she had lived,
by the holy appellation of the good young
lady of the mountain. But as [ have in-
troduced a fresh object, in a no less wretch-
, €d person than Glencarn, to call forth the
commiseration of thegentle Adelaide,need
I remark, that while his broken heart re-
ceived the. sweectest comfort from the
tender care of his new and beloved sister,
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as in time he sﬁyled her, so she was dally
imbibing a passion which was to destroy

the peace of her’s for -ever. No doubt

my readers dre by this time anxious' to

‘know something of the parent stock from

whence sprung this mountain rose, eor
this fair lily of the valley ; and if they be
patient, I will satisfy their curloUSIty in
the next chapter.

(=
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 CHAP. VIIL

" “ ARCHIBALD - Cleveland -was the se-
'cond-'son of a Scotch clergyman, that in-
*habited a beautiful cottage in the romantic
mneighbourhood of the Gramplans It was
early one fine summer’s morning, after re-

. ce1vmg his parental benediction, and plac-

ing his portmanteau under his arm, -that
Archibald .set out on foot to the nearest
post-town ; from whence he was to pro-
ceed to the hospitable roof of Sir Arthur
Campbell, the benevolent friend and pa-

tron of his father; to whose grandson our

young traveller wasappointed to the import-
ant task of private tutor. Possessing a
heart of the most exquisite sensibility,
which bled at every fibre for his suffermg
fellow-creatures, spurning the specious
‘prudence, and low-minded avarice of the
sordid worldlings of this: nether sphere ;
his ‘youthful soul was animated by the
noble fires of mdependence and though

VOL. III. ,‘ F
: &
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hurnbly pacmg on foot, with his little
bundle under his arm, he considered him-

self as great as the crested peer, whose.

lofty turrets “frowned ~on his . pathway.
Patiently pursuing his journey, he was

‘suddenly overtaken by a.shower, and :

‘quickening his pace; hastened towards 3
chestnut-tree, whose broad. and verdant

- leaves glowed with new: vigour from the’

passing storm. On coming up to it, he
~ found that a® gentleman and his servant,
together with their horses, had availed
themselves of the shelter' before him.
“ Why what does the fellow want?’ proud-
ly exclaimed the first, as Cleveland placed
himself beside him. <« Why what do I
want ?” haughtily retorted Cleveland, and
a glow of indignation rested on his intel-
ligent cheek; 1 am sorry you are so dull
asto need an explanation, sinceyou your-
self are partaking of the ame shelter which
I consider myself to have an equal right
to.”—¢ What, or who are you > fiercely
demanded the stranger, whose face, though
youthful, was metamorphosed into age by
_the lines of pride and derision which that

o«
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moment disguised it. < Why what,” sar-
casticalbi rejoined Cleveland, "‘ your imbe-
cility increases ; I am what 1 am, one of
God’s noblest works, a man.”’—¢ Unhang
the horses, Donald,” ejaculated the stran-
ger, as his lips. quivered with rage, and
turning‘od his heel, left the friendly co-
vert of the chestnut, though the rain still -
 pelted “with violence. The servant, in
obeying' the mandate of his master, con-
' trived to pass on that side on which Cleve-
land stood ; and, eying his portmanteau
with ‘an impertinent sneer, quickly rejoin-
ed, « Whys you did not know as that was
a Lord, did you?” A smile of contempt,
or rather pity; beamed from the fine eyes
of Cleveland, as he was preparing to an-
" swer this lace-bedeeked ape of folly and
pride, who, alarmed lest he should incur
the displeasure of his imperious Lord,
with an unmanly sneakishness, was al-
ready at his'side. And so much for no- -
bility, thought Cleveland to himself, as he
watched the receding figures of this
haughty lordling and his pitifal minion,
which a turn in the road soon obscured
R 2
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from his view ; and at the same time the
sun, emerging with sudden splendour
from the drifting clouds that ‘concealed
his rays, tempted our hero to renew, again
his journey. No fresh adventure diversi-
fied the common place routine. of a stage
coach conveyance ; and, at the close of the
second day’s ride, he was set down at the
lodge-gate that led to the ancient portals
of Loch Pine, warring with those blended
emotions, reluctance, hope, and depend-
ence, that agitated his bosom Cleveland
doubted whether Sir Arthur was at home,
or whether he had received his letter, an-
nouncing the day he intended to be with
him ; and with tardy steps, proceeded up
the avenue of dark pine trees that led to
the venerable maunsionsof his worthy bene-
factor,shrinkinglike asensitive leaf at every

being whom he met in his way thither ;-

for he naturally concluded, that they all
must be as wise as himself i relation to
his business there ; and that they certainly
must know he was coming to be the tutor
of the young Lord William.

There is something in the sensitive

]
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breast that shivers at the idea of its first
becoming a pensioned dependent on ano-
ther’s country.  Worldlings may style it
pride,.but I firmly deny the charge. Itis
an indescribable sensation,: which reason
‘has never yet given name to. At least
Cleveland thought so, as with palpitating
heart he lifted the massy knocker of the
great entrance-door. * You had better
go to the back door,” exclaimed a little
squeaking -voice, as he raised the first
stroke. ~ Cleveland turned his eyes; they
Tested on the identical servant whom he
‘had encountered the day before under the
goodly chestnut. Our hero’s face was crim-
soned over from different emotions, as he
 passively descended the steps, and followed
the injunctions of his guide,who pointed to
‘the passage which led to that part of the
house whichisaccessibleto the servants and
their visitors. Cleveland’s heart turned
4 sick, as he was demdnding a second admis~
sion, when he was kindly requested taenter
* by Mrs. Alice, the young lady’s waiting
woman, who as kindly conducted him to
what is generally styled the housekeeper’s
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room, where that important lady received
him with all the indifference people: of
that cast generally display to those who,
whether good or bad, old or young, are -
ushered in the back way. 5

“« What is your business, Sll‘ 2 sald‘
she, eying him negligently, as she wiped
a jelly glass, which the moment hefore
she, had took up from the side table.
« My business is with Sir Arthur,” cold- . -
ly replied Cleveland. I am afraid you-
. are come in a bad time to seehlmﬁ” added

Mis. Weston (for that was the hcouSekeep‘ >
er’s’ name.) ¢ Master has not set his
foot out of the drawmg—room since: his
last attack of the gout.”’—¢ Will you have
the goodness to: present. Mr. Cleveland’s
respects to Sir- Authur, and inform him
he is now arrived I”—< Certainly,” said
Mis. Weston, drawing up her chin; and
at the same time calling on Villars, the first.
footman,desiring him tddeliver the message
to Sir Arthur. Inafew minutes, he return-
ed, and with him a little rosy cheeked
boy, whose head was covered with a pro-
fusion of auburn ringlets, and who cross-
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mcr Villars:in the passage,-: cried out ina
“oice animated- as “young.. cheerfulness,
«Stop, stop, I will tell him myself, ‘Vil-
lars ;” and runmng into the room, seized
the hand of Cleveland, and while his eyes
si)arkled with . pleasure, said ¢ Sir;. grand—
papa. will be happy to welcome you in the
- drawmg—ro.om Cleveland felt instantly
- prepossessed in behalf of his’ pupil ; for it
~ was no other than the little Lord William
that conducted him into: the presence of
- Sir Arthur. The door suddenly opened,
the room blazed with light and company,
all eyes rested on the uncovered brow of
our hero, where Adolescence sported n
all her soul-subduing graces ; and those
graces, hexghtened by the timidity he ex-
perienced at so unexpectedl.y encountermg
“such A Drilliant host. - But he was in
some, measure relieved by the friendly
. salutations of Sir Arthur, who had already
" hobbled, with the assistance of his crutch,
from the opposite side of the room, in .
* order to welcome his expected guest.
After having enquired after the health of
his father, and expressed the satisfaction he

w
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exper 1enced at his arrival, he pointed tor - :
him to ill ‘a vacant chair that stood near,
and repaced back to his seat. Cleveland
was going’ to place himsclf in the chair,
when it was suddenly occupied by a gen-
tleman whose back was towards the door
at the time Clexeland entered : and he
felt confounded in the extreme on disco* .
vering it to be same that so grossly accost-
ed him the preceding day. An unfeeling
giggle from some ladies that occupied a
sofa on his left side, mcreased to a distress-
ingheight the embarrassmentof Cleveland ;
when a little light figure, simply arrayed
in green satin, 'whose blushing cheeks
were shaded by the luxuriant foldings of
her fine yellow hair, darted like a sylph
across the room, and led our hero to a
seat ; it was lady Clara, the sister of Lord
William, as well as the earl of Glennturry, -
who so barbarously had chagrined poct
Cleveland. This pantomime was perform-
ed before the good Sir Arthur regained his
easy chair, and directing the chief of his
conversation to Cleveland, who was now
- beginning to collect himself, and between

- -
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the pauses. of his dialogue with Sir Arthur
had already, compiled a little article to
lady Clara, ‘in which was expressed our
- poet’s gratitude to the commiserating
charms of ‘lovely: woman! The last line
was nearly completed, when Sir Arthur,
touching his elbow rather impatiently,
"¢ And isit possible, Archy, that your father
has cut down my favourite elm next the
_gate ?’—« He is in perfect health, Sir:
was never better in his life!”—< Why
what is the hoy talking about ?” exclaimed
~Sir Arthur, laughing loudly. “O! but
you are a genius, and ean hear double.”
Cleveland blushed at his absence; and
was going to blunder out an apology,
when he was interrupted by the Earl of
Glenmurry coming up to-pay his parting
compliments to. Sir Arthur, as he in-
‘tended to depart early the next morning,
to the no .small delight. of Cleveland,
Supper was soon after announced, the
guests departed, and our hero was shown
to his chamber. Cleveland pressed his
pillow, it is true, but sleep rested not on
F 5
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his brows ; his eyes were prevented from

.closing by a phamtom that kept continu-
ally sailing before them ; mot one of
puny form, nor goblin' hideous, but one
of airy shape, clad in pale green, with
folding locks of amber bright. ;
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CHAPTER IX.

Ir the transitory rencontre with the
lady Clara fhe preceding night had not
been suﬁic1ent ‘to disturb the tranquil
 peace of  the very susceptible Cleveland,
he would have stood but a poor chance the
succeeding morning, when she greeted
him in the breakfast room ; and, with an
angelic sweetn®ss, handed him his che-
- colate ; enquired how he had passed the
night ; and if he was recovered from the
fatigue of his journey. It was then that
the philosophical Cleveland first sighed
for trifling gold and still more for triffling
title.- :
Such, feeble man, is thy errmg nature,
whether stoic, clown, philosopher, or hero,
' when all subduing passion curbs thy
changeful soul, say, saving woman, where
1s thy boasted greatness ? Thus love, thus
powerful love subdued the fallible Cleve~
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land, and ere nine months ‘had expired

it drove him a self-willed alien, from the
threshold of his worthy friend, defenceless
and unprovided, to meet the j Jarring strife
of this little world in search of needy
.pelf.  The struggle had long agitated his
bosom ; when I say strug\gle, I mean the
war between gratitude and passmn, ‘neli-
~ nation and self-denial ; and, perhaps, when
he had worked up his courage to that
height which he himself concluded no-

thing on earth could vanquish, and

exclaxmed to himself, as-he unclosed his
cha'mbér-doorin the'mornin'g, (for trust me
it was only in the night that poor Cleve-
land could make his resolves,) < well, this
shall ‘be the last day that I will behold

her ; and go I must, ere again my feeble

heart yields to the sweet temptation of
remaining any longer beneath the same
roof with the being whont honour bids me
not to love.” And perchance at this mo-
ment Cleveland would meet on the stairs
the innocent object of all his pain, who,
in one of the sweetest yoices in the world,

would wish him good morning; or re~

~
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mark that he looked but sadly, and enquire
if ‘he were well. 'Then, alas! Cleveland
was ‘again unhinged, and he was deter-
mined not that day to make known his
intention of quitting Loch Pine. Surely
another night cannot possibly render me
. unworthy of the friendship and confidence
of the benevolent Sir Arthur ? Thus would
Cleveland resolve and resolve ; and would
probably so have continued during another
-nine months, had not the following inci-
dent decided his fate, and made him
determine to quit Loch Pine for ever.

In the month of October, in a deject-
ed state of mind, Cleveland was taking his
accustomed ramble, with the little Lord
Wiiliam 1n his hand, whose innocent and
engaging prattle both amused and delight-
ed him, when he made towards a seat that
lay under the drooping branches of ahoary
yew, his favourite retreat, and was go-
ing to repose himself on it in order to
watch the retiring rays of the setting day ;
but it was occupied, and occupied by
Lady Clara |—She appeared nearly faint-
ing ; Cleveland rushed to her,—he was
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unguarded ; he pressed her’ vehemently
to his bosom ; and fearfully enquired what
was the matter. =~ O! dear Cleveland !
leave me,- for God’s sake! 1 have only
. been frightened by cattle. The sound of
her voice rallied him to a sense of -his im-
" propriety : he placed her again on the
seat; and was in- a moment out of her.
sight. He precipitately fled to his own
chamber, threw himself violently ‘into -a
chair, and cursed his own weakness; he
began, before he knew what he was about,
to pack up his things, and afterwards to
indite a letter to Sir Arthur ; in which he
expressed in an almost unintelligible man-
ner, the gratitude he should eternally owe
him ; and, without giving any reason why
he did so, deplored his destiny for com-
pelling him to forsake his protection. He
sealed it ; laid it on the dréssi.ng‘table ;-and
instantly left the house; having first 1a-
structed Villars to forward®his trunk by
the next day’s coach. : :
Self bewildered, and not caring where
he directed his steps, Cleveland pursued
his route up the high road that led from
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Loch Pire. He had ascended the first hill
that would conceal it for ever from his
' eyes,—where he stood to take his last look,.
and last farewell of the venerable mansion
which contained the beloved object of his
soul’s first choice.  His eyes instinctivel y
“rested-on the chamber window of Clara.
There was a light in it, ‘and a figure was
seen pensively reclining against the wain-
scot. His heart told him it was her—nay,
he could not be deceived by the long
white veil that fell on her shoulders. A
bell was rung—it was the well remem-
bered sound that used to call the absent
Lady Clara to Sir Arthur.—She instantly
disappeared—and as the last rays of the
taper which she carried in her hand be-
came invisible to the lingering gaze of
Cleveland, he séemed like one bereft of
every hope whichtcould make detested
life - desirable. ~Mournfully turning his
desponding steps, he halted not till he
~entered a little village just as its church
clock told the hour of ten. He stopped
at the sorry inn, where the joyful sounds
of music from within proclaimed, as
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he thought, the celebration of some rustic s
merriment. He entered, and found that
the strains proceeded only from the violin
of a poor blind Highlander. = Disappoint-
ment, age, and famine, had reduced his
bending figure almost to a skeleton, as it
was thinly covered by the tattered foldings
of his faded plaid. Cleveland, ever awake
to the feelings of humanity, puta piece of
silver in his hand. The old man thanked
him ; and as if impelled by instinct, left
the sprightly air he was then playing for
one of those soul inspiring lays so pecu-
kar to his country, it was one that Lady
Clara used frequently to sing at her harp-
sichord ; it was too much for the heart
of Cleveland, and he leaned overpower-
ed, against a little worm-eaten settle that
fronted the fire-place.  The musician ceas-
ed; and Cleveland, without saying a
word, flew out of the house.
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CHAP. X.

* TuE cold rays of the waning moon
beamed pensively on the straw -covered
roofs of the little hamlet as our wanderer
left its peaceful arms ; and, with anguish-
ed steps, pursued the time-beaten path-
‘way. No sound disturbed the tranquil
repose -of all slumbering nature, save the
foot-falls of the unhappy Cieveland, who,
at length, oppressed with fatigue and agi-
tation, was compelled to rest himself un-
der the humble covering of a ruined shed
that stood by the side of his lonely way.
*Twas there the bewildered Cleveland
distended his weary limbs ; ’twas there,
on a little mound of mouldy straw, he
found a pillow for the night. The last
rays of the moon trembled on his cheek ;
they departed, but left in their stead the
watch lights of peace to guard the slum-
bers . of the benighted traveller.  Say,
werethey faithful to their trust? Did
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He arose refreshed from his lowly bed ;
and with renovated strength again renew-
ed his journey. Thesound of an approach-
ing horseman attracted his attention ; and

through the grey light of the dawn, he dis- -

covered him to be the,, courier from
Loch Pine ; his heart felt a painful throe
as he passed by; he stopped, sighed,
and gazed after him; and turning on--
wards, quiveringly said, ¢ He will see the
Lady Clara to-day, and I shall behold her
no more.’

By the hour of nine, Cleveland arered' .

‘Cléveland's]eép ?  Yes, sweetly till the»
~dews of morning bepearled his brows.

©

at the principal inn of the post-town of -

———. He entered the . room gsﬁigned
for stage passengers ; and felt scm{éfhipg«
like joy on finding it empty ; threw him-

self on the window-seat in order to wait -

for the coach that ran to ———— ; from
whence he intended to proceed to Lon-
don.—The waiter brought in some break-
fast, and while he was endeavouring to eat
a little, the landlord entered, and enquired

his name. He gave jt. ¢ Then, Sir,”
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rejoined the man; « there is a trunk, which
cameby last night’s coach, for you.” Cleve-
*land desired to have it brought to him:
On exammmg it, he found a small packet
_tiedto one of the handles. He hastily
unfastened it ; and ‘broke open the seal;
it contained only a letter from Sir Arthur,
who, in the mosf affectionate manner, ex-
pressed the regret he experienced at his
abrupt departure; and, in the most pres-
sing terms, entreated his return at the pre~
sent'tim?e, or at any convenient period
“ and if,’ 2 continued Sir Arthur, ¢ that be,
as you say, ,1mp0551ble, my good wishes
attend you every where. I have enclosed
you your salary ; and if ever you are in
zwanﬁédfmoﬂey, drop me a line, and my
purse is yours.”

The generosity of the worthy Sir Arthur
stung to the quick the self-upbraiding
Cleveland ; and, after pondering a few
.rn'mutes,, he had made up his mind to re-
turn immediately to Lech. Pine; when,
taking up the letter to have a second pe-
rusal, he caught hold at the same time of
the envelope which was lying under it,



116 . THE EXILE OF SCOTLAND ;

and something of substance fell from it on
the table. He instantly took it up, in
order to examine it, when, on unfolding
the paper ghich concealed it, he discover-
ed, to his utter gstonishment and delight, a
jewel which Lady. Clara always woreon her
neck ;—=his hands trembled with execessive
emotion, as he contemplated it, an emotion
he never felt before ; his eyes-at last caught
a scrap of paper which was pinned on the
chain that supported his treasure ;—he
anfolded it with precipitancy, and found
ontit these lines, < Will Mr, Cleveland
accept of this bauble, as the pledge of a
friend, who will always remember him
with interest ?’—¢ And is it possible that
she loves ‘the insignificant Cleveland?
Yes, yes, it must be,” as he pressed the
jewel to his heart, and tears of ecstacy at
the same time glistened in his eyes; but
te return now would be impious ; I must
proceed, but happmess now will be the ,
partner of my route. The coach was
announced; and Cleveland, with a light
heart, obeyed the mandate, ‘ ;

-
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cHAR XL W

IcNorANT- Of the chicanery of the#
~ world, and unpracﬁced n ‘the arts of the
great city, Cleveland, in three months’
time had expended in charities, advertise-
ments, and the like the whole contents of
his little purse; he was already in arrears
for his lodgings ; and yet was unemployed,
nor was he in the least likelihood of pro-
curing any situation. He had written
but once to his father, since his departure
* from Loch Pine, and that was on his
first arrival in London ; intimating that
he should hear from him again when he
was got into employ ; in which he assur-
ed him, he had but little doubt of soon
succeedmg to the utmost of his sanguine
wishes. But in that poor Cleveland was
deceived. Reduced to his last sh]llmg,
and likewise -in debt, he fled to the un-
fortunate’s last resource, namely, : the
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pawn shop ; his watch he produced at -
this stall 'of imposition ; and for which he
concluded he should, at least, get fifteen®
guineas,ghaving cost twice that sum. It °
was presented to him by Sir Arthur only

six months before ; and was not the worse

for wear. ~His keart smote him when he
had made up his mind to part with this
memento of his worthy friend. Yet what
is there that necessity, dire’ nec‘e’ssity,.will
not compel us to do, ‘when exposed'to the

" barbarous insults of the low and needy ?

Cleveland entered the shop, and produc-
ing his watch toa little iron featured disci-
ple of avarice, timidly demanded what was
its ‘worth. 'The man, after knitting his
brows, and putting on all the important
airs of his extortionate profession, ‘coldly
informed him, that five guineas was the ut-
mosthecouldpossiblyadvanceforit. Cleve-
land felt awe-struck, it was not sufficient
to satisfy the demands of his unfeeling

- hostess, exclusive of his journey to Seot-

land ; for it was his intention to repair
immediately to his father. . What was'to
be done ? He had no alternative, but to
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part with the jewel giv'enr him by Clara.
But that was impossible. While these

'thOnghts were crossing his -mind, a five

guinea note was laid on the counter ; and
the man interr upted his cogitations, by
enquiring if he was willing to pledge it
for that sum. ‘Cleveland knew not how
to barter, took up the 'money, and receiv-
ing his ticket, was going out of the shop,
when he was stopped at the door by a wo-
man entering. ‘He looked in her face,
and, to his utter amazement, encountered
the sparkling black eyes of Mrs. Alice.
Cleveland was confounded at the idea of
being discovered in such a situation ; and
to increase his mortification, his clothes

- were getting rather shabby. For some

-

minutes he was incapable of replying to
the joyful salutation of the delighted
Alice ; at length, he recovered himself so
far as to enquire for the health of the good
Sir Arthur. ‘'He would fain have asked
for Lady Clara, but his tongue faultered.
“ Then you have not heard,” said Alice,
shaking her head mournfully, © that our
poor dear master is dead!”’— Dead!”’ re-
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Jjoined Cleve]and in the utmost wsltatlon

— Yes, indeed, he died about a month
ago,’ sonowfully added Ahce, “and my
Lady Clara is now come again to live with
the -Earl of Glenmurry. Poor lady ! she
has not been like: herself ever since, and
is not likely to get any better, as long as
she stays with her crab of a brother. ‘Ah !
Mr. Cleveland, I do know what I do
know ; she has not been like the same
since you left Loch Pirie 2

Cleveland, at the last remark, felt an-
aihilated ; he pressed the hand of Alice,
and left the shop ; and, in a few moments
was at the door of his little lodgings ;
where, overpowered with excessive emo-
tion, he threw himself into the first chair -
he came to, but here he remained not long
ere the gruff and unsonorous voice.of
his landlady demanded admittance ; and
eagerly enquired, if he could give her the
ten pounds. I can produce you five,”
said Cleveland ; “and if you will have '
patience for me to write to my father, 1
will faithfully pay you the whole sum.”—
¢ Wait for you to write to your father, in-
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deed! I am not to be palmed off with
that story. If you can’t pay me now,
* I plainly see you never: will; for I can
tell this, you are getting worse: in the
. world every day.”—* Unfeeling woman,”
exclaimed Cleveland as he ‘was preparing
to leave the .room in order to give up the
jewel. ¢ Unfeeling Wretch*” vociferated
his enragegl hostess, as she placed her huge
arms befOre the door way ; Know this,
young man, you are not going to lef\ve
this house till [ have got my money —
Cleveland broke from her, and ran mto
the street with an intention of going again
to the pawn—shop, when a cry of “stop
thief!” arrested his ears. Judge what
was his horror, when;, on turning his head,
he found himself the object of pursmt he
was instantly encompassed by a mob,
“and dragged forcibly- back to his brutish
landladv, who immediately had him ar-
srested, and ﬂrom thence conveved to the
Marshelsea prison. Lost and bewildered
by the various and tumultuous ocCurrences
of the last half hour, Cleveland was con-
ducted into a little dirty room, which the
VOL. TII. G
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- turnkey told him he might keep to him-
self,’ if he paid for it. = Recollecting the -
- five guineas, Cleveland agreed, and the -
next moment found himself alone ‘at lei-
sure to ponder on hi‘slow'_fl%vaywapd and ..
untoward fate ; and at last concluded, that
the only probable means of getting out of
his present dilemma, was to write imme-
diately to his father. Buthowgcould that
be effected ? he had neither pen; ink, nor
paper ; but comforting himself with the
idea, that the turpkey would not refuse
him ‘these conveniences, if he gave him the
money to procure them: after making
‘these arrangements in his mind, Cleve-
land paced his little chamber with all the
composure his agitated nerves would al-
low. Hour suceeeded hour in all the
leaden  listlessness attendaht on deferred
expectation, still no turnkey appeared.
The hour of midnight drew nigh, and the
discordant din of muffled voices, that res
sounded from all sides of the prison, ceas-
cd to annoy the listening ears of Cleveland.
‘Fain would he haveslept, but he found
it impossible ; at length a' tap was 1‘1%“‘]'
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at the doot ; it was opened by the turn-
key, who enq.ulred if he was provided for
the night." < Can you possibly procure

‘me a light, with some pens, ink, and pa-

per »” The man answeted him in a voice,
whose lntlmldlty seemed tempered by the
honey of humamty, that he had some in
his own dpartment. Cleveland for some
m‘onﬁls' héd not heard such sounds, except-
ing those of the kindly Alice, and met -
them in a place where he least expected to
find them ; theyactedlike electricity upon

- his heart, and seizing ‘ the hand of the

turnkey, he thanked him with animafion.

Cleveland being thus happily and un-
expectedly provided with materials for
writing, indited a letter to his father; in
which he begged, that he would enclose
him twenty pounds, which sum would
be sufficient to clearhim of some trifling
embarrassméhts, and enable him to

) . :
return to his paternal roef, where he

would, with honour to himself, explain
the mystery that urged him to quit
Loch Pine, and earnestly entreated an
BI,QWGI‘ by the return of post.

e : G 2






-

. A TALE.- . 19

CHAPTER XII

‘Furer weeks, three long and lingering
weeks é]apsed,nye\‘t no: letter arrived to
case_the anxiety of 'the almost distracted
Cleveland. * And is my father too m-
human ? Is he deaf to the supplications

- of his child? No, no, it is impossible—

he must be ill.> His five guineas were
nearly exhausted ; nay, he had only a

solitary ten and sixpence remaining,—

what. resourceliad he > None.—Hehad no
friend in the f‘great world :—Sir Arthur,
the good Sir Arthur, was no more; his
father heard him mnot! but there was
Lady Clara, and in London too, but
how could he apply to her, and on such
an occasion | No, he would sooner die.
He thought of compiling a little book of
sonnets, but these could not be printed
without money ; and, alas! he had only
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one half-guinea. Thus was the frantic
CleVeland exclaiming to himself, Whenk
-the turnkey opened the: door of his prison,
and ‘produced his bill ‘of expences for the
week. Cleveland’s knees trembled when
he received it ; hlS heart-strings: quivered,

aas he perused it; ‘the amount was one
.pound ten shillings and six-pence. « O,

my God,” cried he, what ‘what, shaﬁ
‘Ido? He put his hand 111t0 his bosom,
‘and drew from thence the Jewel of Clara,
he looked on it for a moment; his tears
dimned its lustre he pressed it to hxs lips,
and turied himself round in ‘order to de-
Iiver it:to the man, - but he was not there ;' s
—thie door at that-instant unclosed, and.
he again entered, and held a letter in his
hand. Cleveland seized it convulswelv

it was from Scotland, and  directed by
the hand of his brother; his heart beatap-
prehensively at the discovery ; he knew
well the disposition of Hamilton—he-
broke open the seal. His brother coldly'
infornmied him, that his father expired
three days before the arrival of his letter;
that he was elected in his stead to the
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hvmg of . and that with the ex-
pences of the funexal and other thuws,
- he had no cash to spare for the yagaries
* of asilly boy, who, through caprlce, had
~ thrown hlmself out of a _good situation,
’ and Was now runnmor about the world 1n
search of- wbnders : <
The sudden death of his father, and the
in:h_umamty of his brother, petrified the
soul of the unfortunate Cleyeland ; and .
striking his forehead in dismay, he threw
himself on his chair. The turnkey con-
'tinue(ilhin the room, while Cleveland read
the letter ; -hls stout heart melted at the
despair of the - ~poor young man, as he
«called him ; he. fled from the room, and.
procured a glass of brandy and water,
which, after much entreaty, and exhorting:
him to take -comfort, he persuaded him#
to drink, and withdrew. The effeets of
the grief, together with those of the
llquor, combmed to stupify the senses. of
poor Cleveland ; and overpowered by
drowsiness, his head rested insensibly on.
the little round oaken table.——
¢ Sleep. on, Cleveland ! drea_m_ not_ of

7
- -
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danger, a cherub of pity watches thy
slumbers ; her blue eyes are bedimmed
with the tears ‘of commiseration, they
stain her check; even now they alight

upon thy brows—yet thou art’ insensible .

to thejr pressure.———Softly, Cleveland, her
white hand scizes thine ; she presses it
to her lips.” - L il
Clevelandunclosed hiseyes; theybeheld
the form of the Lady Clara. « O, Cleve-
land! what, what, is the matter? My-
life, my fortune, are your’s; say what
shall T do to serve you?” « Cleveland
fixed his eyes immoveably on ‘her; the
sound of her voice seemed only like the
lure of some direful syren, who was only
come to mock his woes, and make his
despair more visible. O, heavens !
Cleveland, you will drive me mad,”
frantically exclaimed Lady Clara, as he
still continued togaze on her. Her agony
brought him back to recollection, ands
falling on his knees before her, he vowed
eternal love, veneration, and, gratitude, to.
his lovely benefactress, who along with
the faithful Alice, lent a pitying ear ta

N5
.. R

3
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the tale of his mischances, mingled their
tears with s in deploring his father, and
‘in her turn, explainéd,in a few words,
the mystery of their sudden appearance ;
and pulling the: watch of Cleveland . from
her pocket, gave him to understand that
Alice had traced the clue, which led them
to a discovery of his wretched situation.
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CHAPTER XIII.

-

THE next "day beheld Cleveland ‘the

“joyful husband of. the Lady Clara, who,
though a minor, was amply provided with
funds, from the bounty of her grandfather,

to commence her flight; and ere the -

- star of even had shed his last rays in the
sea, they entered the harbotur of Calais.

Attended only by Alice, they left London

i the disguise of gipsies; for, had their
route been discovered, the life of Cleveland

would have been forfeited to the laws of

his couﬁtry ; for the chancellor was the
guardian of Lady Clara; and every pre-
caution was Mecessary till she became of
age, a period bf three years ; should he

be Inactive, there *was every thing to

dread from the vigilance of the haughty
relentless Earl of Glenmurry. Our ad-
venturers continued their route, till they

N

~—
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arrived’ at the province of - Languedoc,
where, in one of the flowery valleys of -
-Montpelier, they _inhabited a beautiful:
cottage in happiness and - obscurity. It
was there their little Adelaide first saw
the light, and it was there the blissful
days of Cleveland and his Clara ex-
pired. Sitting one evening in their fairy
garden, under the spreading shades of a
young olive, contemplating, with all a
parents raptures, the charms of their
sleeping infant, Lady Clara observed a
stranger pass. the .garden three different
times; who eyed the cottage with 2
scrutiny that alarmed her. Cleveland ob-
serving her change colour, tenderly en-
“quired if she was well. She pressed her
finger on her lips to-enjoin secrecy. The
man disappeared ; and she then explained
her fears to Cleveland. He rallied her
- out of her terrors,ib,y some smart hit of
- humour, led her ifr‘nediatgly back to the
house, and taking up his flute, endea-
voured to djvert her mind with those well
loved sounds, that never failed of effect.
Nothing occurred to excite farther alarm :
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and the residue of the evening was spent
in the accustomed round of all those bliss-
~ ful endearments which none but the vir=
tuous know. . The following day arrived;
cvening again approached, and tranquil-
lity was perfectly restored: Clara ad-
vanced, with all a mothers fondﬁess, to-a
small couch of blue satin, with some
silver net fringe of her own making, for
her little Adelaide, whose ruddy cheek.
slumbered sweetly on the bosom of
Alice. « Now, now, Alice,” said Lady*
Clara, with delxcrht, as she broke off her
last needle full, ¢ comeand lay her gently
on ity that I may see how the darling
looks! O! beautiful,” exclaimed the en--
raptured parent, as she pressed the lips of -
ber sleeping babe. .« Rum, run; Alice,
aud call Cleveland to come and ‘see her
hefore she awakes!”—< He is already
here,” cried Cleveland, stepping softly
into the room, ande coming up to the’
‘couch, contemplated with those trans-
ports none but a father feels, the eharms
of his lovely child, and seizing the hand
of his no less lovely wife, raised his in-

.

\\
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~spired eyes to that Bemv from whom

his Blessmgq sprung, and lndeed at that

moment he thought himself too happy.

A loud rapping at " the door broke the
delighvtful calm that ensued;—it was
opened by Alice ; and a stranger entered,
who, aﬂvancing instantly to €leveland and
Lady Clara, exclaimed, “ You are my
prisoners,” taking out of his pocket at
the same time a eouple of warrants: from
the French Government; one for Cleve-
land, which was to carry him to the Bas
tile ; and the other for Clara, who was to
be detained at Paris, till the arrival of the
Earl of Glenmurry. Cleveland clenched
his hands 1n agony, as he turned his dis-
tracted eyes towards his wife, who, pale
and speechless, sunk powerless on the
couch. Alice screamed aloud, as she
beheld the despair of her beloved master
and mistress ; when the latter rising with
firmness, made towards the officer, who
was standing near, and falling on her
knees before him, ejaculated, in a voice
that would have melted the Fates,—¢ Art
thou a husband ? Art thou afather? Art
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thou a man ? Has.t thou a heart? If so,
canst thou deny my Suit?”’ Thesman
gazed at thé beautiful petitioner ;. and his
heart melted as he exclaimed, ¢ any thing
that i$ consistent w1tn my duty, lady, I

will not deny you.”— Then thy duty is
humanity ; spare, spafe my Cleveland,
and my child;—and Iam your willing
prisoner:” The officer was preparing’ to
reply, but grasping his hand, she inter-
rupted him. ¢ Nay, deny menot; hun-
dreds, thousands, shall be your’s; any
thing you desire;” and, taking a cross
of bulhants from her neck, desned him -
to keep it, until she could ransom it with
specie: its value was.two thousand gui-
neas, The man accepted the pledge ;.
but enjoined Cleveland to abscond di-
rectly : for, should it be known, his life
would be sacrificed for betraying his trust.
¢ For Heaven, for mine, and our child’s
sake, take care of your own safety ; it is - -
only ten short months, and we shall all
be united again ;” in saying these words,
Lady Clara flew out of the room, and re-
turning in 3 few minutes, was with. Alice
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7 "e'quipped‘ ready for her journey. Hero- -
. 1sm seemed to-have kindled the fires of
‘her lovely blue eyes, as she darted to the

couch, and bringing her still, sleeping in-
fant to the arms of its father, she said in
tones that echoed the energy of her soul,

« Accept her from'thy Clara, my Cleve-'
land, as a hostage of her constant love

_and ﬁdehty, tnl happxer tate puts her

again in thy arms. ' Thy life is preserved,

my husband; I go, and go happy !”’
Then pressing a hasty kiss on hlS, and her
Adelaide’s cheeks, triumphantly gave her
hand to the officer, whose heart Bemg in-
terested for the happiness of this amiable:
pair, he proposed a method for their cor-

_ respondence, again charging Cleveland to

depart that night from Montpelier, and
repair to the seclusion of the Pyrenees,
where, at Colioure, he would direct his
letters ; handed his prisoner to a chaise
and four, and drove off immediately.
Though restored, as it were, from the
Jaws of inevitable death, Cleveland re-.
Joiced not at the restoration of life, since
the soul of that life was departed with his
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CHAPTER. XIV.

Ar the still hour of midnight, unat-
tended and alone, Cleveland was pre-
pared to commence his, solitary journey.

" Wrapping his little Adelaide warmly in

“his roquelaure, and pressing her closely

to his aching bosom, he pursued, with
painful steps, his secret and uncertain -
route. » . :

. The innumerable stars that hung their
crystal lamps in the blue watch tower of

~ heaven, and strewed their glimmering

raylets on the quivering waves of the Me-
diterranean, became totally extinguished by .
the conquering fires of the God of Day.
Xs Cleveland passed hy the beach that
led from the town of he beheld a
small yacht laden with figs and olives un-
mooring from the cove, he hailed the helms-
man, and enquired their destination. The
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man replied Colioure. It was miracu=
lously fortunate, being the identical town
to which his letters were to be forwarded,
besides its contiguity to the. Pyrenees.
He directly agreed with the man for his
passage ; and stepping into the long boat,
was in a few moments at the side of the
vessel, which, ‘sailing before a prosperous
wind, soon lost sight of the harbour—and
by day break the ynext morning entered
Colioure, in which place Cleveland remains
ed, till he discovered' a seclusion suitable
to his wishes. At length he succeeded.
It was at the cottage of a Pyrenean hunts-
man and his w1fe, situated in a valley;
verdant as Eden, that fantastlca]ly mazed
round the foot of one of the smaller moun-
tains. Lima and Gabriel, for those were
the names of his host and hostess, exert-
€d all their endeavours to render, their ac-
commodations comfortable to the good
strange gentleman, as they styled Cleve-
land. Lima tried all her skill in dressing -
and seasoning the game, which Gabriel
killed in abundance, to invite the good
gentleman to an appetite ; and if in this
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Cleveland failed, poor Lima was almost
in despair. She was a most faithful nurse
to the little Adelaide ; whom she had
now ‘taught to go alone. What a sight
was this to the erraptured father! to be-
hold his cherub. faultering towards "his
knee to gain the offered fig, or orange !

_What a pangat those moments would rush

through his heart, when he thought of his
absent Clara! Those throes were ge-
nerally observed by the attentive Lima,
who, nodding her head, sagaciously at
Gabriel, would whisper, that all was not
well with the poor gentleman. Cleve-
land had been two months in his solitude;
and yet he had not once heard from Clara.

. He dispatched Gabriel- constantly each

day to Colioure ; but, alas, he returned
not with the wished for intelligence. Day
succeeded day in this horrible suspence, ;
and Cleveland became inconsolable.

, He thought of setting out to Paris; but

how could he leave hlS Adelaide? And
besides, the greatest danger attended the
rash enterprize. Should he meet with
his death, what then would be the agony
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of his Clara? Surely, thought ‘Clew'elan(j;-

Heaven will protect the virtuous! I
shall yet see her again! I shall yet be
happy! While these 1deas occupied his
mind, he left the cottage,'leading his little

Adelaide by the hand, who had now learnt

to lisp the endearing, the sacred name of
father, and to which he was endeavouring
to add the softer, the sweeter sound of
mother, when his attention was arrest-
ed by a man coming towards him in the

habit of a sailom Cleveland was rather.

staggered at his appearance. It .was un--
usual to see any individual, excepting the
huntsmen that occupied the different cot-
tages in the valley; he fearfully turned
his steps, and repaired by a short obscure

- path that led instantly back to the habita-

tion of Gabriel, cautiously gazing back-
wards, to see if the stranger pursued him !
He did, and beckoned him to meet him.

Cleveland was petrified with tesror ;—
the man was now almost up with him—

to retire was impossible.—He stood mo-
tionless, and raising his eyes to Heaven,
fervently exclaimed, “ Gracious God! pro-
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~ tectmy child ’—¢ Fear menot,” ejaculat-
~ed the sailor, who was by this time at his

elbow. Cleveland looked in his face, and
beheld, to his relief and astonishment, the
officer that arrested him at Montpelier.
I bring tidings from lady Clara,” con-
tinued the man ; ¢ and should you doubt

my Veracity, here is the symbol of my

fidelity,” producing a signet, which Cleve-
land knew to be his wife’s. <« She is
well, and by this time in Scotland, but
closely watched by the Earl, who confines
her at Loch [JPine ; his emissaries are still
at Paris, all on the alert. An order is left
with the post-master to intercept every
letter that comes to or from her. She ex-
horts you, as you value her life, not to
think of either coming or writing to Scot-
land, till the expiration of her minority.
God’s peace be with you,” said the officer,
taking the hand of Cleveland, ¢ and may
you never cease to remember the faith of

Louis Brabant.” = Cleveland was going to

embrace him, but he was gone.
Cleveland, between the surprise, doubt,
and perplexity of the scene he had under- -
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gone, seemed as one'that had been awaken-
ed from a fearful sleep. He had heard of
his Clara, it is true; but she was a pri-
soner, and at a frightful distance; she.
‘was exposed to the crudty of a barbarous
brother ; she had no friend near her. <« O,
fate! why dost thou hold me from her ?”’
Tears accompanied the expression, and
taking his little Adelaide into his arms,
he pressed her wildly to his heart. :




CHAPTER XV.

Tuk last rays of an autumnal vesper
danced on the faded foliage, and for a
while dressed it with lustre, but it was
only transitory, like the fainting remem-
branee of joys that are flown ;—cold night
winds arose; they blew rudely ‘the
cloak of a poor hiO'hhhd barper, that was
climbing the he]O‘htS of a birch which
covered the mountain that sheltered Loch
Pine ; he arrived at the stately door, and

- taking his harp from his shoulder, trilled a

Pn

merry lay that youths and maidens were
wont to hear with glee, . Thrice did he
string” his harp ; but, alas ! no maid or
youth appeared.

e Agair; he tngi his skill, and touched a little dole-

X ful ai

That fain would pierce the heart of Lady fair,
Or lordling proud. -

But soot.h they nouglit'conld hear.”
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‘Hopeless and weary, the despairing
mingtrel took up his harp, and departed;
but ere he had paced ten steps, he fel
exhausted at the foot of a young' poplar ;-
its leaves could have been numbered; a
rude gale came and swept the rest away ;
they alighted on the brows of the poor
wanderer ; softly they descended—they
woke him not ;—the sylphs that guard the
virtuous, tempered their rustlings. O'!
spirits  of peace! waft your downy
_ pinions oer his head ; bind up his wounds
and make them bleed no more! But, ah !
footsteps approach, a .female bends over .
him, and clasping her hands together,
exclaimed in astonishment,—¢ Good
God ! it is my master!” It was the voice
of Alice that roused the disguised Cleve--
land, ‘who had wandered thus far to be-
hold his Clara. Desperation urged him
to quit the cottage of Gabriel ; it made
him resign his child to the care of the!
tender Lima; it'compelred;\im'to brave
the laws of his country? but, ah! he
finds her not; death,—insatiate death,
spared not youth, nor beauty, love, nor



ﬁaﬁ'ectlon yes, ‘yes, th, "'dy/‘ffclara was: |
dead. "What tidings for one to hear, that
* loved so well! But, Cleveland thou must
bear them for thy sweet. child’s sake—thy
~ darling, thy helpless Adelaide! Alice
wept aloud, while she told the direful
story ; she was now the only inhabitant
that cheered the dreary walls of forsaken
Loch-Pine ; - a deadly silence. pervaded
every part of the lonely mansion, as the
- faithful creature conducted her beloved:
master over the moss-covered stones that
_led to the little chapel, where reposed in
silence the remains of Clara. Cleveland’s
soul shivered as: he descended the steps
. that led to the eastern aisle. The grey
twilight beamed = sadly through = the
glass painted window; a newly erected
tomb became visible, that stood beneath
- the drapery. of some tattered tapestry ;
Cleveland arvived at the base ; his senses
daultered ; he groaned convulsively ; and
bending his héad‘ on the cold urn of his
Clara, sobbed aloud. The rays of young
Hesper trembled on the mourner; the
queen of night looked pensively on hlm
¥OL. 111 Lo
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s mornmg shot her arrows through the sky, 4
and still he was there. But day came

and drank ¢he tears that the wretched
Cleveland had shed on the tomb of his
“adored Clara. The ties of nature are
powerful ; the thoughts of his child spur-
red him to action ; 2nd when night again
enshrouded the hills of Loch-Pine, he
pressed the hand of Alice, and departed ;

and after a togsome journey through '
France, arrived again on the ﬁ:hreshol«\i of
Gabriel. On his entering, Lima almost
~ screamed with™ joy, but pensively, Te-
marked, that he looked very, very sadiy-
“ Tell me not of myself, good Lima,
where, where is my Adelaide ?”—« O!

she is gone for an airing on the mountam,

with Gabriel ; if T had but known of
your coming, I would have put on her
pretty pink frock; she always looks so
nicely in that.” Cleveland threw himself
on a little unplaned bench, and attempted
not to interrupt the loquacwus Lima.

His heart was bursting, -he should see
his child: he should see her motherless.

Lima took a horn, and going to the door
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“blew i loudly ; it was the way she al-
* ways called the absent Gabriel home;
" the echoes resounded’ amid the mouns

tains; and soon reached the ears of her

husband ; and, in less than twenty mi-
_nutes, he was at the doorof his cottage ;
and putting his little burthen down at the i
door, bid her go carry her roses to 1
: "Tottering towards her with her

pletty offering, her eye cautrht Cleveland,
as he reclined on the bench, and throwing
her ﬂowers on the ground, clapped her
little hands with joy, ran to his knees and
tried to elimb them, crymg as she made
the effort, “ papa, papa’s come home!”
Cieveiand could hold mno longer, and
ing into an agony of tears, folded

) rub to: h]s busom ; the gentle pres-
ocent cheek, seemed to
to the distracted breast
~of her fath She was now the soul of
Ris existence ; he could not suffer her to
depart an mstant from his doatm@ sight ;
‘he lived, he breathed, he existed, on]yr
when she was by Since his return from
_ Scotland he had taken an insurmoun-

H 2
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table dlsgust to the seclusion of the Py*—: 2
renees ; ‘it proceeded from the ide® that,
when he first entered their shades, he
should leave them only to behold again
his beloved wife. ~ This thought preyed
upon his heart; and Cleveland conceiv-
ed he could be more contented in some
other plaee*iand he was determmed to,
quit them. To settle in France was his
abhorrence; he had there been happy
with Clara. If he returned to his own
country, his, child would be -considered
illegitimate ; it gave birth, and still con-
tained the tyrant that murdered ‘lus feli-
city ; he would forget ‘its name for ever.
He had some thoughts of Spain, but the
climate he was fearful would be m.]uﬂ@s ‘
to Adelaide. At last Savoy '_f"i ‘
his imagination, and to Savoy
solved to'go. There, init
live secluded  from. ammy
kind, I shall exist only with fo

child. Inafew days he took an a.ffec-
tionate farewell of ‘the ‘good hunstman
and hlS wife, whose simple and genuine
gmef at his. departme both pleased and










» cottage. He pald them a v151t constantly'

7 th y have 'glven uf) to have been journey-
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ﬁach day But at last . ‘became such an

* - excessive toil, that he was obhged to rest .

V,eral tlmes in descendmw ‘the mountain,
_and in returning he at length became so
feeble, that the arm of tather Phlhp was
requlslte, or he evidently would have
famted in the attempt. While he was
thus ascendmg the pathway to the cave,
: Adelalde would fly to her lattice, and

# Watch Wﬁh‘fearful eye the recedmg ﬁgure

""departed from her painful gaze,
d sigh, as if she should behold

; and then such an over-

ing to ' Heaven beside him. Every morn-
mg Delamere and his daughter invariably

“went to the cave to enquire how he had

passed his nights. ~ In one of these visits
he went unattended by Adelaide, who
staid a few minutes behind to gather'some









#
154 THE EXILE OF SCOTLAND

own misconduct, and looking self-de-
graded round the room, she found her .
father was absent, she felt relieved at the
dlscovery, and bursting 1nt0 tears, retned
to the window. < N
~ Father Philip saw, pltled and admu'ed
the agitation of #he gentle Adelaide, and
feelingly observed, “ my good young
lady, our patient is exhausted d you
not better prepare him somethmg Pie.
must narse him with care.”’—:¢ Indeed we
must and will,” fqultermgly r3301ned Ade
laide as she closed the door. The. good
old man watched her receding figure with
pain, attear, spite of himself, trickled upon
his cheek ashesighed, ¢ alas! sweetvxctxm, :
isitcome tothis!” Glencarn here appeared :
restless, and wished to change his position.
Delaflere soon after reérned, followed by
Adelaide, with some jelly and syine.
Glencarn partook of each, and soon be- -,
came invigorated ; he enquired Tor the
mulberries, she produced them, and
though her white hand trembled as she
handed him the basket, her heart felt a
thrill of delight, as he fixed upon the iden-
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tical bunch, which had been the subJect
of her recent devotion. .

The benevolent Delamere, in h1s anx-
lety for promoting-the health and comfort
of Glencarn, saw not the imminent-dan-
gér-of his daughter; he saw not that, by
his thus facilitating an intercourse with
a belng whose heart though purely amia-
ble, was incorrigible te all the soft im-
pressions ‘of youth and mnocence : he

Lknew that his child possessed a soul sen-
“smve, and suscef ble " the fondest ex-
treme, yet he reflected not that he should
endanger her peace by his tendér hos-
pitality - to- the wunfortunate Glencarn.
Ldlsmterested and: beneficent, he thought
f‘ of every one but himself, and with the
sollc1tude ‘of a father, insisted on his
going no more to ‘the cave, but to make
his cottage his- home. < I will be your
» doctor, and Adelaigle shall be your
“nurse.” ~ Glencarn with his natural deli-
cacy . persisted in refusing the invitation
of Delamere ; he spoke of the trouble he
should give to him *and his foster sister,
and when his strength would not let him
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proceed his eyes started 1mmutable seru-
ples, but his hast was positively bent om
his contmumg with hlm, and comreyed
his wishes in a manner that even the dif- -
fident Glencarn could not resist.

By the united attentions. of Delamere.
and his daughter, - Glencarn, after his re-
sidence at the  cotfage, found himself in-
sen51bly roused from that hornd despon--

hlS health was cer
; though his dxsease

mg of Adelalde, or assis ‘her:
" ing and copying her _paintings. I
beautiful art, nature had ev1dehtly—’ i
‘bestowed on her a talent to excel ; yet.
perchance on the morrow, he would again

be so faint and ill, ghat the sounds of their ,
voices would almost distract him. He*
was subject to the most violent paroxysms .
of the head ache; and when these were
upon him, silence wds necessary to pre-

serve his intellects from being injured by

L
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their excrueiating tortures. While they
lasted, which was geneyally for twelve
hours, neither Delamere nor Adelaide
ever left him ; the former, with parental
fondness, used to hold his parched and

_ burning palm i his own, in order to pro-
“duce perspiration ; and his daughter,
with steps light as a fairy, would fly to hold
his dlstr'ncted temples; or bind round

them, with trembling aixiety, bandages
dipped in acids, which often proved suc-

~cessful in procurieg ‘ease: and when she

did these little offices of tenderness for

: him, if he 1mprmted on her soft hand the
- grateful kiss

£ brothellv affection for her
, the thrills that darted through
e ﬁame, convinced him that she‘

'j-floved h1m with all the foridness of a wo-
man, yet her herom soul would spurn the

avowal, and even at those moments, ,she .

would have smiled, and have smiled tran-
. quilly, to have seen hlm blessed with the

faith of Ellen. She had heard her story

_ from his own lips, she had JOlned in the

‘praises of her whom he adored. She had
wept her wrongs, and had conquered the

« P
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~ GHAP. XVIL

i "H;]A_Eﬁ;yeil:(;\i;\} leaf wﬁved sadly amid her
verdant fellows, and told the 1inhabitants
of the cottage that summer was about to

: depart, ‘and Whe:i'e“ late her flowery ban-

@

ners rode on *e“_’huﬂ‘i\éd gale, autumn’s
desponding §6 ours hung on the rude
blast. Adelai

son with a saddened joy; it seemed: to
accord with her soul’s mild sorrow. To
Glencarn it was most welcome. Its
chilly atmosphere made him breathe more

de hailed the drooping sea-

~lightly, and kindly made the latter rem-
- nant of his life less laborious ; but to

Delamere it appeared heart dividing and
unlovely.—The faded cheek of his
daughter alarmed him; but he imputed

" it not to the right cause.  He concluded

it arose from the fatigue she experienced
in attending on Glencarn, and while he
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exhorted her to ‘be carc
health, the idea that she i
benevolent a cause as thal

alteration in th
He concluded t
which occas

scence would ag
accompanie
can I prohi
~ exertions to.
isolated bein;
etermty 5







his nature
enquired

dead, even if it were to walk barefoot from
one side of Savoy to the other) ‘
the roads are so rough.” In saying the
last words, she drew up her head and :
‘gave one of herself approving bridles.
“ For God’s sake,” pettishly exclaimed.
Delamere, ¢ make haste or we shall have
him die indeed !’ Lisette departed, and
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ere she returned with the father, Dela-
~ ere: had the heart felt satisfaction of see-
g mg Glencarn become more tranquil ; and,
) ments, he seemed quite com-
it was a composure ‘that was
' ﬁ-natuml Its sullen and
: pession assured his apxious
attendants, that the lacerated being, whose
WOLlnds-lbseeme bind, (for in truth ’
they now had: ceased to bieed), would in
a little, a very little time, be unconscious
of stheir probings. He gave the letter of
Marlon to Delamere. . It contained buta
few distracted lines from  her, in which
; _she told him that her father had been

: thrown from his horse, in one of his hunt-

; ing excursmns, down a precipice, and died
Fa feW hours after his return to the castle.
She exhorted him, in the most vehement
manner, to return sinstantly to Scotland,
and only signed with her initials,

» When Delamere had concluded the
ietter, his eye caught the seal, on examin-
ing the arms, his face became deadly pale,

nd on some trivial occasion, he left the

“ambiguous
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it was now the middle of November.
The letter of Mac Keith, Glencarn gave
not to Delamere, because ‘it spoke of hi
family and title, gwhich cu'cumstancé
wished not to be known to his wort 1y
and disinterested frieffls. o
Though he informed him of the other :
contents, and of his intention not to come‘”
to Savoy till after he had heard again from
him, Delamere instantly wished to reply -
to.Mac Keith, and intreat him to set out .
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* immediatly. < You may do it my good'
friend,” said Glencarn, - penswely shaking
* his head at the same time, as much as to
to say, it will be too late,
- Delamere seemed not to comprehend :
hlm, and ctly commenced wrltmg
~ While he was thus emplwed a gentle
sluinber stole softly on Glencarn ; And
Adelalde, who W retun—ied from the
- rhonastery; taking her work on her lap, sat
‘opposite to-the sofa. She scarcely allow-
‘ed herself to breathe lest she should dis-
turb hlm' and each time that she drew
through her yeedle, the thread rested on
her delicate fingers,  while a- prayer was
; hﬂted to heaven for his soul’ s best interest,
: ook was directed towards his pallid
isfigured countery ice, in which was
d the angelic and tempered affec-
devoted heart ; a tear, in spite
eroism would moisten the darken-
> ed lashes of her lovely eyes, but br ushmg
" it off with predipitancy, she would endea-
dour to follow her work with the same
« avidity, 'till an uneasy sigh from Glen-







: CHAPTER XVIII.

: ..
Ir'. was now. the the thll'd day since-
Glencarn had 'tecelved the. mtellmence of
his father’s death. The shock was deci-
sive, it rent the fraglle chords of his shat-
 tered frame ; the last hold was balanced
by every breath, and seemed speedily to
yield its languid thread, that feebly con-
_nected his vital and corporeal existence.
The bleak and joylless moans of a Novem-
~ ber blast wound dismally athwart the
~ dismantled valley, a loathsome vapour
arose from the lake, and ob¥cured with its
sickening mist the chilly and desponding
rays of an almost expiring sun. The dried
leaves that strewed the pathway of the
> pensive goatherd rustled dismally on his
ear, accompanied by the lamentations of
the cheerless bird that inhabited the craigs
of the broken mountains. The hour of
prayer arrived, the bell of the monastery
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'called the ho y'i;fathers to thelr vesper de-
votions—every stroke shweﬁ the soul
of the devoted Adelaide as she held the
~ clammy brow of the dying Glencarn. Fa-
" ther Philip was knvehr'g at his feet read-
ing in a low yet 1mpresswe voicea prayer,
that saints might again repeat in heaven,

4

\\)

for the repose of his beloved son. Dela- -

mere was beside him on the couch ; his
eyes alternately wandering : from Glencarn:
to Adelaide, from Adelaide to Glencarn.
The blanched brow of the latter, ‘where
trembled the drops of expiration, was
smooth :md unrufiled as the Parian marble,
waiting with confidenc® and resignation
the decree of fate, that almost made Dela-
mere envy the approach of death, and at
that moment®he wished to have been
Glencarn but that wish became extinct:
when again he reverted to his lovely
daughter. The mild rays of inspiration
that illumined her placid countenance; the:
Juxuriance of her loosely flowing fine dark:
 hair, again made life appear desirable. Had
Gmdo been there he would have painted .

herfor Devotion. But here the scene was -
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disturbed. The eye-lids of Glencam fell,
a stiftled shriek burst from the quwermg ;
lip of Adelalde, her head fell on his face ;
her emotion again roused hlm a heaven-
ly smile still hngered on his mouth ; he
seized her hand Wlth unnfxtmal Vlgom,
pressed it ardently to his bosom and ex-
claimed aloud, « Ah,.my sister, -why did
you call me back > Here the door of the
parlour was opened, a female attired in
deep mourning darted into the room,
screaming wildly as she rushed towards
the couch, Vancl_- clasped in her arms, with
convulsive agony the spare form of Glen-
carn.—It was Marion ! It was his sister !
She was followed by Mac Keith, who,
overpowered by his feelings, staggered to
a chair.—Oh ! hapless, yet fortunate Ma-
rion! Art thou arrived at this lone hour
to watch the last struggles of thy dying
brother? Alas '?ﬁ‘weet sufferer, didst thou
“ for this speed swift as wind o’er
thy toilsome journey ? Was it for this,
that thou. exposed thy “delicate frame to
the mght schill ait ? and, speedful as the
roe, climb the mazes *of” the stranger

NOL. IIT: % I
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CHAPTER XIX. ’

SHALL pass Qvér 'thfe' succeeding
fourweeks, only observing that the remains
of Glencarn were deposited, according to
his desire, in the monastery of St. Benedict
beneath a simple grey slab, bearing only
the initials of his assumed name. The
expiration of the above period brings us
~ to that juncture when lord and lady Mac

Keith were about to bid a sad and lasting
adieu to.the wilds of Savoy. The grief
of Marion was desperate and unrestrained.
Not so the gentle Adelaide. No distor-
tion spoiled the serenity of her still placid
countenance ; no frantic gesture of body
told you ‘of the anguish that preyed on
her youthful heart, and still would you
have been ignorant that a canker destroy-
ed its peace, had it not been that she was
visibly shrunk. It wasonlyin the secresy
- of her own chamber, that Adelaide dared
12
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mdulcre the sorrows of “her tender soul ;

and not.even there in the glare of day ; the

light seemed to unhallowed to -witness
tk:alr sacred breathings. It was when her
innocent head pressed her pillow that this
'amiablle vibtiin ever unswaithed the wounds
that lacerated her spotless bosom. L%dy
Mac Keith’s incessant. importunities for

Adelaide to. accomp_any‘ her  to \Sco‘ﬂapdﬂ

were unavailing, though Delamere urged
them as warmly as he could, yet still she
persisted with a ﬁrmness that_surprised

him. % Your health, my dear. .child, will

‘be renovated by the journey.” « My health
_papa, is uninjured ; and, though I love
-lady Marion sincerely, and would do any
-thing:. to . oblige “her, . yet I v&ould not

leave you for the world’s. wealth 17 Not o

‘my love,” rejoined. Marlon « if your papa
were to accompany us i’ Say the word
- my Adelaide,” added Ddamme ‘with

quickness, and lady Mac I&e]th will de-"

<
L

fer her journey a few days until we équip ’
ourselves.” ¢ Oh, no, no,”. sald Adelalde, )

] shall die if I go from S'Woy » e Al
my sweet mcomcrlble sister,”’ rejomed
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Marion, why are you so cruel ?” and
tearsofanguishaccompanied the expressxon
« Oh say not so, I would die to serve you,.
but indeed, I cannot: come to Scotland,” -
~ and falling on Marion’s besom she sobbed
aloud. Delamere looked distressed. and
withdrew, and lady Mac Keith tenderly re
joined, “as we go not till to-morrow we will -
dropthe subject.” At this moment Lisette
came into the room, and pulling from under
her apron a little deal box laid it on the
table, ' pensively remarking as she did: it,
« That it was just a month since the dear
young gentleman died ; and on this. very
day I promised him to give it to Miss
Adelaide, and I am sure I would not be
worse than my word for the world,” and
laying the key upon the lid, the good
woman turned on her heel and was out of
the room in an instant. The thoughts of
the dear young gentlemanhad brought tears:
into, her eyes, and she was eager to con-
ceal them. But they were observed by
Marion who instantly caught the infection.
The name of her beloved brother harrowed
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afiesh the slucgish grief that still clouded the
¢ranquillity of herbrow, and sobbed convul-
sively. Adelaide’s heart beat high ; a death=
like sickness pervaded her wholeframe, and
shetottered toaseatin order tohide her emo-
tionss which, in spite of herself,were delinea-
‘tedin every lineofher varying counténance.
“ Open the box, my Adelaide,” said lady
Mac Keith, who had now in some mea-
sure recovered the shock her feelings had
sustained. * Do you hear me, my love ¥~
“again added Marion, in one of the softest
voices in the weorld ; sympathy told her
of the innate throbbings of Adelaide; and
as such she reverenced them. ¢ Pardon
me,” faulteringly rejoined Adelaide, ¢ yow
must do it for me.”—¢ No ; that would
be impious,” retorted Marion, and tears
added lustre to the dimmed radiance of
lier fine dark eyes.  You, and you alone
must unclose it,’> in saying these words
she put the box and key into her lap:
With a trembling hand Adelaide unlocked
it; and turning towards Mariom, disco-
vered that she had left the room. She
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raised the lid, and found that it contamed a
parcel directed in a large hand to Dela-
" ‘mere, with an express in one corner
that it was to be opened by his daughter.
“Adelaide carried it to her lips; a bene-
diction quwered from them ; she turned
her eyes upwards, as much as to’ say,
Glencarn I am grateful for thy gift.
Drops of resignation bedewed her cheeks
as again she reverted to the box. There
was nothing more in it than a small red
morocco casket, twisted round with a nar-
row green ribband, on which was penned
a label, expressing these words, «To my
beloved foster sister, I commit this sacred
deposit ; may she give it a. place in her
bosom. It was the only treasure I pos-
sessed on earth, and to her I consign it, as
a being whom gratitude binds me to love
and reverence here and hereafter.” She
pressed the- spring, the cover flew open
and discovered to her the features of a most
lovely woman. Her heart told herit was
Ellen. A ray of pleasure animated her
eye ; a glow of triumph darted across her
cheek ; butit was but for a moment. The
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she fél] back msens1ble on the sofa

She had not been lom in th]s situatiott
ere Lady Mac Keith knocked at the door,
and gently demanded adrmttance Alarm-
ed at the silénce within shé unclosed the
door, and there beheld the mam-ma;e form
of Adelaide.. “Oh! Heavens,” she
wildly exclaimed, and rushed towards her,
and in so doing stumbled over the open
casket which had fallen on the flogr. She
saw the well remembered lineaments of
Ellen. She knew that they had occasion-
ed the égifatiori of Adelaide, she seized
the miniature with avidity, then, rushing
to the sofa, pressed her to her bosem,
shrieking loudly for assistance. ~Lisette
entered quickly followed by Delamere,
who had heard the alarm in the garden.
% Oh, my poor child,” said he, and a cry
of pain accompanied the " expression.
¢« What, what is the cause of this ?’—
« Why, whatis the cause,” replied Lisette,
with her usual importance, ¢ love, love
to be sure, I always saw it.”’-— Drive me
not mad, woman, with your prate,” fran-
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tically retorted Delamere, as he eagerly
drew her into his arms. ¢ Rest on thy
father’s bosom. O God, O God, she hears
me not! O wretched, wretched man, :
what, what will become of thee now?”
The anguished tones of her father’s voice
roused the insensible Adelaide ; she open-
ed her eyes and breathed loudly. < Hea-
ven ! I thank thee,” fervently ejaculated
Delamere, turning his eyes upwards.
Lady Mac Keith proposed removing her
to bed. Her father approved of the pro-
position, and carried her to her chamber ;
he laid her gently on her pillow, and rest-
ing himself beside her, watched, with a
distressing anxiety, every breath that is-
sued from her parched and feverish bosom.
Marion sat pensively weeping at the foot
of the bed, anxiously gazing at the picture
before her. She beheld that amiable fa-
thier, that devoted child, and shivered at
the consequence. When the voice of
Mac Keith on the stairs startled her, she
fled to him. He appeared distressed.
¢« A dispatch is arrived at the next town,
and we must quit our friend this moment.”
e
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—« And his daughter so ill,” faultermgly
said Marion. “ What is the matter ”
Mac Keith seemed to evade an answer.
_* Deceive me not, my life,” retorted his
wife ; “know I must.”—* Your aunt
1s taken dangerously ill -at Paris.”—
““Then go indeed we must.” Go
They both entered the room, and in a
few words acquainted ‘Delamere of the
message. They fell on his neck and em-
braced him. They shed tears of regret
en the burning cheeks of the still sleeping:
Adelaide. T hey invoked heaven with
prayers for her recovery, and in a few
moments departed from the. threshold of
the hospitable Delamere. :
Their journey was pursued with the ut-
most velocity ; the heart of Marion was
divided. One part of it still lingered by the
bed of her darling Adelaide; the other
rested at Paris with her beloved and in-
Jured aunt. Duty compelled her to go,
and duty bade her stay. The one she
thought it was ungrateful to leave, the
other she longed, yet dreaded, to behold.
Mae Keith, with compassionate sorrow,
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witnessed the agitation of his beloved
wife ; fain would he . have soothed her,
but it was not in his power. * -
Delamere, in his anxiety for his adored
child, regretted not the departure of his
guests. IHer fever was increased to an
algrmihg height. Her languid pulsation
frightened him beyond measure ; and he
trembled at the approach of a disease, one
of the most dreadful that attacks our suf-
_fering mnature. She still continued to
dose, but her sleep was broken and un-
easy.  Father Philip was sent for, whose
knowledge and skill in medicine wag pre-
ferable to his own. The good father, on.
coming to the bed side of Adelaide, stood
aghast.  Delamere watched his counte-
nance, and though he knew the decree that
was to blast his ears, yethe had hopes till
it was pronounced ; an inflaimmation on the
brain was the malady that oppressed.  his
child :—what a moment was this ! he feit
paralysed at every pore. But that tran-
sitory suspension of suffering vauished,,
when that child with a sudden start un-
.closed her eyes, _those eyes but:late so

]
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mild and beautlful, glaring with the tern-
, fic fires of ‘madness, and screaming ‘with
such slmll and terrific tones on thé hame
of Glencarn, that scemed to rend the very

centre of the cottage, and pierced the:

heart’s core of those that heard her. How

dreadful to those that had been accustom-

ed to the sonorous music of her all' sooth- .

ing voice! How appalling to her father!

but I can say no more. He had left her

bed side, and was leaning against the pil-

ar of the fire place, in all the -anguish and
distraction of a most tender and affection-

~ate parent. When he arrested the atten-
tion of his disordered child. She instant-
ly rushed out of her bed ; for still she
knew him, but, tottering ere she reached
him, fell on the floor—she made an effort
to rise, but, falling in'the attempt, struck
her temple against the corner of the dress-
ing table and made it bleed copiously.
This sight was too much for Delamere ;,

he staggered towards her, but could not
proceed. Tather Philip raised her in his
‘arms, and carried her to the bed, but this
she obstinately refused to enter, and fierce-
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ly tearing the bandages which he and
Lisette endeavoured to bind round her
wound, presente& the most ghastly spec-
tacle of mental derangement. Her features
were almost obscured with the blood that
issued from her forehead ; her hair,
clotted and dishevelled, had half escaped
from . the . confinement of her tottered
night cap ; her long and delicate arms
were -totaily, divested of their coverings,
-and besmeared in the same horrible man-
-ner ; and she resisted,. with supernatural
violence, the efforts of those who vainly
endeavoured to compose her. Her re-
sistance in a little time became less vigor-
ous, her screams not so frequent and
more feeble, at length entirely ceased ;
and the poor lost sufferer at last passively
reclined her disfigured head on the shoul-
der of father Philip. The loss of blood,
together with the exertion she had under-
gone, rendered the exhausted maniac, who
but a few minutes was as ungovernable
as the enfuriate tygress, tractable as the
feeble lamb,  Her face was washed from
the blood, the bandages were lefl un-
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- molested on her languid brow, . and she
suffered them to place l}er feeble and now
almost inanimate body quietly on her
bed. And, had it not been for a ghastly
smile that still curled her unclosed lips,
you would undoubtedly have taken her
for the corpse of the once agile Adelaide.

A death like stillness pervaded: the late
tumultuous chamber. No sound obtruded
on the horrid silence, but the sighs of the:
discousolate parent, as by the sickening
light of the midnight taper he watched the:
almost  1mperceptible breathings of his
only child; that child, who but a little
time, a very little time before, was all his
doating soul could wish for ; so good; so
dutn‘ul and so lovely, was now extended
before him mangled and distorted;
and those eyes, that could expound the
inmost workings of his séul, and antici-
pate every clesue that rested at- his heart,
were now rolling in frightful vacancy, un-
conscious and regardless of him and every
thing.

As he thus contemplated the beautiful
wreek- of all he loved on earth, Delamere



A TALE. 183

smote his bosom in dismay, and cursed
" the day he first sheltered the unfortunate
Glencarn. = He accused himself as the
murderer of his child in blindly exposing
her to the danger of imbibing a pagsion
which would now, in-all probability, de-
-prive him of her for ever—“Oh! my
poor’ martyred Adelaide, victim of too
- tender a heart! *tis [, 'tis I alone have
destroyed thee: ’Tis the imprudence of
thy culpable father that robbed thee, O,
thy God! ofthe light of reason.” It was
thus that the distracted Delamere poured
forth the torturing anguish of his harrrow-
ed soul. 3
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CHAP. XX.
- :

Turicr the tame pigeon tapped at the
lattice, but no white hand appeared strew-
ing crumbs to invite him ; a truce, pretty
nestling, they mistress sleeps ‘and’ hears
not thy invocations.” It was the petling
of Adelaide. Delamere, through the,
musky rays of the damp and cold morning,
beheld the fluttering wings of .the pretty
petitioner. It brought painful reflections

_to his heart, and with hasty and perturb-
ed steps he paced the chamber. It was
the ninth night of his watching, and father
Philip, ﬂarmed lest the want of rest should
deprive this anxious parent of that health
which the distressing state of his child
now so doubly needed; secretly conveyed *
into a cup of coffee an opiate, which -
kindly procured that forgetfulness distract-
ed nature withheld. g

- Adelaide, since the raging paroxysms of
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the first attack, had sunk into astate of apa-
thised silenee,whichiwas only varied by short
and'broken slumbers. She had just fallen
into one of these, when father Philip led
the relactant Delamere to his bed, and
had the pleasing satisfaction of seeing him
sink unconsciously into the arms of sleep,
and softly drawing his eurtains hastened.
with all possible speed back to the cham-
“ber of Adelaide. *But what was his sur-
prise on finding the door open and the bed
unoccupied. His knees trembled with
apprehension, as he lifted the lafch of a
little closet, being the only place of con-
cealment in the room, She was not
there. He flew ‘down stairs in order to
enqmre of Llsette, but suddenly recollect-
ing that he had dispatched her on an
7 érr'and to the monastery, went into the par-
lour, and from thence to the garden ;
but alas! the object of his search was
not there to be found. The lake occurred
to his mind. He shivered at the idea,
lest he should there behold floating on its
hurried bosom some of the well known
habiliments of the ill-fated Adelaide. He
was without the archway in an instant,
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and bursting open the wi_cker gate. at the

extremity of the wood, somethiﬁg' white'

on the glound attracted his aLt'>nt10n It

was a Inndkerchlef one that Adelalde»

doubtlessly -had - dropped in _her flight,

for in picking it up he phmly dlscovered :
the print of a small naked foot.- 1t could

be none but hers ; Wlth breathless scrutiny -

he traced it until its impression was ren:
dered invisible by the high grass that bor-
dered the water. . The horrid doubt now
appeared in all probability realized. He

stood aghast, and smiting his aged breast '

in agony, uttered a soul piercing cry of
despair. It.reached the ear of a goatherd
who was running with precipitancy down
the mountain, crying as heiflew ¢ That he
had seen the ghost of the lady Adelaide.””

“O! where? where?” exclaimed the
father. «O Lord! O Lord! running
up the mountain,” replied the man nearly
fainting with terror. ¢ Heaven be thank-
ed,” rejoined the pious father, as he left
the affrighted peasant; and immediately
ascended the pathway up the mountain,
and in a short time arrived in sight of the
forsaken habitation of Glencarn, where,
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through the drizzing mist.of a chilly rain,
he plainly discovered the figure of Ade-
* Tlaide devoutly kneeling at the foot of the
little oaken crucifix, her figure at the same
time commanded both pity and veneration,
her long white night dress, entirely wetted
by the misling atmosphere, clung closely to
her fragile frame, “which disease had redu-
ced to a supernatural spareness; her
beautiful. hair was rcompletely concealed -
by the bandages that encircled her wound-
’ ed forehead. Her eyes and hands were,
lifted upwards, and her teeth dismally
chattered with the raw and piercing cold,
though she herself appeared insensible to
its influence. She resembled a phantom
of air, which the sighs of a disturbed fancy
had created ; and the father, entranced
by - the fetters of adoration, moved not,
spoke not, lest a breath should dispel the
painful, though beautiful fiction. A
> groan from the lovely spirit dissolved the
charm, and rising at the same time from
her knees, she exclaimed in a plaintive
and sweet voice, ¢ Glencarn, I shall come
before sunset to-morrow.”
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Here father Philip could contain him:
self no longer. He caught her in his
arms, and held her with a trembling grasp
to his bursting bosom: A ray of-return-
ing' reason at that, moment alighted on the
brain of the lost Adelaide. « Pray let us
make haste home ; my poor father will be
frightened. How came I here?’ and
mstantly attempted to walk s but crying
out at the same time, “ Oh ! what is the
matter with my feet? I can’t put them to
the ground ?” The father examined them :
they were bleeding from the incisions they
had received in the rough ard flinty path-
way to the cave ; the sight was most pi-
teous. « Why whiat are you looking at >
said Adelaide, with a: horrid laugh ;
“ why sore as they are, I must walk to
Glencarn before sunset to-morrow ” < And
is that beam of blessed light departed ?”
despairingly ejaculated the father, as he
bore her in his aged arms towards the cot- °
tage. She gave no resistance ; and lay-
ing her head languidly on his bosom, said
not another word, till he placed her again
in the bed. ;
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CHAPTER XXI.

Tug prediction of the poor sufferer
proved prophetic ; for with'the last beams
of the succeeding day, her pure spirt
departed to ﬂJt in the realms of the
blessed—- ¢

(G destmy‘ “direful power ! thy decree
fell heavy on- the defenceless head of the
devoted Delamere. Fain would I tell
thee, reader, of his sorrows! but the un-
‘hallowed ‘tongue of mortality shrinks
nerveless from the task ; and thou must
picture them as thou thinkest fit.

- T will. only pourtray to thee that sad,
sad evening, when the muffled bell of the
hoary monastery called to its narrow home
» the mortal remains of the youthful Ade-
'laide. 'The virgin rays of the wan cres-
cent beamed mournfully beauteous on the
sorrow-bleached head of the distracted
father ; they discovered him pale and mo-

e
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 tionless standing at the grave of his only
child ; the hollow reverberations of the
coffin, when the earth was strewn upon it,
aroused him ; he staggered, and fell back
into the arms of a female, who held him
with a convulsive grasp to her bosom —it
was Clara, his beloved and long lost Claray
whom Fate, as an angel of pity, had kind-
* ly restored to bind up those wounds her-
own iron- hand had inflicted ; it was no
other than the aunt of Marion. and Glen-
carn, and the mother of Adelajdé, It
was ertor spread her death; it was the
villainy of the ruthless Glenmurry.
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CHAPTER XXII.

Tre labyrinths of Fate are dark, per-

'pléx_ed, and inscrutible ; and though the

" poor pilgrim be sorely probed and lacerated

by the venomed thorns that fence the
trackless Inazes of his uncertain way, yet

if he have faith in his friendly star, whose

. rays are often hid by darksome mists and
~ impenetrable fogs, it will lead him on to

-

peace. Heaven is ever merciful to man.
Thus- was poor Cleveland, as we again

shall call him, redeemed from the darkest

fathoms of despair, whose ‘sullen .waves
threatened to overwhelm him for ever,

‘and raised again to life and joy '—Though

he mourned his child, deeply and sadly
mourned her, yet the soothing pity of
his faithful Clara, aided by the gentle
Marion, and: the generous Mac Keith,

wore away insensibly the poignancy of

his first desperate grief; and tranquillity,

2
ol
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though in saddened state, descended on
his brow. In a month’s time he could
composedly listen to the adventures of his
wife, who before had refused to unfold
them, lest she should by retailing her own
SOITOWS, make bleed afresh those of her*
beloved Cleveland. As it was stipulated
that they should not leave Savoy till the
following spring, she had time to’ relate
them at 1elsure, abrldgmg, for the sake of
her husband, the most dlstressmcr parts in
the following terms :— - .

_ < Nothing worth recmng occurred on
her jowney -from Montpelier. to Paris. .
On her ateppmtr into the vehicle which
was to convey her to that city, the heroism
with which she separated from her husband
and child departed, and left in its stead
all the ‘grief and terror of her situation.
Alice sat a silent spectatress of the sor-
rows of her beloved lady. Fain' would
the faithful - creature have consoled her, ¢
but, alas! that was not in her power. On
their stopping at the hotel in Paris, the
door of the carriage was opened by the
‘Farl of Glenmurry ; a sullen moroseness
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clouded his haughty brow, as he extended
his hand to assist the'lady Clara to alight.
He conducted her in silenee to an apart-
ment up stairs, which, on their entering,
he turned and closed the door with vio-

“lence in the face of the- poor abject .
Alice, who had fearfully followed her lady ;
then threwing himself on a ‘sofa, with a
smile of savage contempt, sarcastically
congratulated his sister on the disgrace
with which she had ‘tarnished the house
of Glenmurry. The crimson of indignant
pride glowed on the cheek of the till then
pale lady Clara, as, with a firm and unfaul-
tering voice, she thus replied :—*

« [ have only added lustre to the glory
of my ancestors by marrying a virtuous
and intelligent man ; and know this, my
lord, (while her liquid blue eyes eloquent-
ly spoke derision) you have no authority
to controul me.”  The earl at this arose

'.from his seat, and advancing towards her
deliberately, bent his towering head and
loudly exclaimed, « remember, Madam, if
the earl of Glenmurry possess notpower
to restrain your infamous proceedings, the

V0L, | ¥IT. K

)
‘)
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law of his country have, and with the
last drop of his illustrious blood will he
aid them to bring to the bar of public jus-
tice this miscreant, this base-born wretch,-
whom you dare to call by the name of
husband, whose artifice has as. yet eluded”
~ the vigilance of the officer ; but with fresh
vengeance will I pursue him, if.it be to
the farthest extremity of the globe.” A
piteous shriek broke from the lips of the
térrified Clara, all fortitude forsook her
when the life of her Cleveland was threa-
tened, and falling abject at the feet of her
ruthless brother, she twined her white
“arms round his knees, and sued for
mercy. . :
Did the tyrant listen to-the suppliant’s
suit > Did his granite heart not feel one
throe of pity? No—he spurned her from
him, and desired her to lay aside her wo-
" manish airs, and prepare to proceed for
Loch-Pine by day break the next morn-'
ing. In saying these words, he slowly
walked out of the room. Alice instantly
entered and fled to the assistance of her
almost insensible lady. She led herto 2



A TALE. 195

window, but her terrors were only in-
creased, by perceiving the court yardfilled
with armed soldiers. The air and the
- scene before her contributed to re-ani-
mate the Lady Clara. There was no
hope of escaping; and falling on her
knees, she piously ‘commended her hus-
band and child to the care of heaven,
and' arose with new strung fortitude, to
defy the ills of fate. She desired Alice
to endeavour te procure her pen, ink,
and paper, but she assured her it was only
endangering the safety of her beloved
master, for she had heard, when she was .
down stairs, that the postmaster had re-
ceived an order from the French govern-
ment to open all letters that were direct-
ed either to him, or herself. ¢ O! What
shall I do ?” despairingly ejaculated Lady
Clara, and anagony of tears bestrewed
her cheeks. ¢ My Cleveland will go dis-
tracted.”— Have courage, my dear lady,”
said the anxious Alice, affectionately tak-
ing her hand; ¢ God will comfort him."”
¢ I will endeavour to think so,” mourn-
fully rejoined her lady. At this moment,
K 2

2
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the door of the apartment-was cautiously
‘opened, and a woman of masculine sta-
ture entered, she approached Lady Clara,
who, to her astonishment, beheld:the offi-
cer that had conducted her from Mont-
pelier. He put his finger to his lips to
enjoin secrecy, and taking a pencil from
his pocket, wrote on a scrap of paper, these
words.—¢ Put down your wishes, lady,
on the opposite side, and I myself will
carry them to your husband; but no
written document.” ~With a trembling
hand Clara obeyed his injunctions, and
taking a ring from her finger, put it into
his hand with the scrawl, dropped on her
knee, and thanked him in silence. The
officer hastily read it over; and after-
wards, throwing it into the fire, left the
room in an instant. Lady Cleveland
followed him with her eyes; and when
the door closed upon him, it seemed as
though her good genius had forsaken her ;
and, raising her tearful eyes to Heaven,
she invoked the Father of Mercies to load
him with blessings. Then, taking the
hand of Alice, repaired to her chamber
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Her -good angel ‘guarded her slumbers,
and she dreamt of her Cleveland and her
child. She thought she held - her darling
to her heart ; she was devouring her with
kisses, when the voice of the Earl dis-
pelled the airy charm, and she awoke to
welp her absence.  Yet fancy, kind en-.
chantress to the wretched, still made her
think the ruby-died treasures lingered on
her lips; still did she taste the honey of
their dews. After an unsavoury break-
fast, the now passive Clara stepped into
the carriage, followed by the Earl and
Alice. They proceeded to Calais, from
thence to Dover, and so on till the walls
of Loch-Pine were in view. During their
long and toilsome route, the haughty
Glenmurry,in silence and .apathy, watched
his weeping captive unmoved, his iron
soul beheld her sorrows, but her faithful
,Abigail numbered her tears.

+ On their entering the portals of Loch-
Pine, the demeanour of the Earl suddenly
changed, and leading the Lady Clara inte
the breakfast room, he thus addressed her,
“ You suppose me, Lady Clara, your ene-
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my, but in that you are mistaken, though
I confess, my outward deportment sanc-
tions your suppositions ; publicly I side
with the Chancellor, but rest satisfied, the
Earl of Glenmurry is your real friend ;
and after the expiration of your minority,
he will feel happy to acknowledge M.
Cleveland as his brother.” - Lady Clara
took his hand and pressed it to her lips ;
but. answered him not, she was over-
powered by her feelings, which the Eart
observing, rang “the bell for Alice and
left the room. ' ;

_ Did the ingenuous Clara heed the
avowal of the wilely Glenmurry ? She did
at the moment ; but before Alice obeyed
her summons, suspicion thwarted the be-
lief ; and ere she entered the room, her
faith was completely dissolved ; and or-
dering some chocolate, she retired to her
chamber and the remainder of the nights
was passed in tears and lamentations for
her Cleveland and her child,
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< 7 CHAPTERZX X

i e S S

-, Ox the flight of Lady Clara being
discovered, the Earl of Glenmurry dis-
played to his friends all the rage and
chagrin which was concomitant with his
- haughty character ; though, i the depth
of his heart, which the eye of a Cynic
could not penetrate, he inwardly rejoic-
ed at the occurrence ; for, in the first
place, if he arranged matters well, he
could have an easy access to her immense
possessions (rendered doubly desirable by
the bountiful bequests of Sir Arthu
Campbell,) which he had long in secret
sighed for; and in the next place he
could have his full and ample revenge o~
Cleveland, whom he had never forgiven
for his supposed insults under the chest-
nut tree. It was a propitious chance for
" the wilely lord to bring to perfection
those long wished for schemes, which for
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some time past ‘had disturbed his " rest.
Now, in spite of .the ‘world, for even ‘the”
mighty Glenmurry feared the world, he
could trlumphantly grasp his - twin loved
darlings, revenge and gold. ~
He instantly dlq)atched -sples in. aIl
parts of ‘England ;. but being unsuccessful,
he ordered them to ex‘plore “all France;
and, after a weary and fruitless search,
again returned without discovering their
desired prey. Montpelier never came
once within their scrutiny. .- Hirelings
are never so faithful as their masters, and
~ the disappointed Earl was determined to
search every part of the continent himself,
and at last discovered the objects of his
route.

After sueceeding so far in his plot, as to
have the Lady Clarain his fangs, though
he was foiled in that of Cleveland, and
she being the golden prize, he thought
it expedient to throw off his natural dis- -
position, and seek shelter under the mask
of hypacrisy, and thereby declared him-
self her friend ; and had almost seduced
the guileless Clara into a belief of his pro=
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fessions, which to her were doubly sanc-
tioned, by his never so much as question-
ing her respecting the retreat of Cleveland.

No.—Glenmurry, ever cautious and
wary, was determined to finish well one
undertaking; before he commenced ano-
ther. And as for the simple Alice,
to use her own expression, she called her-
self one of the wickedest creatures in the
world, for ever speaking or thinking ill of
the Earl. = After staying three weeks at
Loch-Pine, which was now the home of
Lady Cleveland, the Earl proposed taking
herto Glenmurry Castle, situated in the
highlands, in order to present her to his
Countess, whom she had never seen. It
was two days easy travelling from Loch-
Pine, but a third commenced, and they
were not yet arrived in sight of the Castle.
Lady Clara expressed her doubts as to the
postillions missing their way: but the
! Earl quelled them, with assuring her they
were in the right, and that their tardiness
only proceeded from the increased rough-
ness of the roads.  Lady Clara was going
to reply, but an insurmountable drowsi-

K 5
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ness came over her, and she at last sunk
into a profound sleep, and opened not her
eyes again till she found herselfon one of
the heights of Loch Diurness, in which
was floating a ready rigged sloop to con-
vey her to the dreary shores of the joy-
less Rona. Stupified by the powers of
an opiate, which her specious brother
had given her on theroad, she made no
remark.  Her eyes were open it was true,

and though she made use of her feet, she
~ seemed insensible to every object. that
was before her, and the motion of the ves-
sel again lulled her to sleep.

By sun-rise the following morning, the
sloop was moored under the rocky heights
of the foggy Rona, which was to be the
future residence of the captive Clara.
On one of its highest points, stood-a
delapidated watch-tower. The red beams

of the morning had painted its tempest-

. worn head with flaming crimson, where
perched the screaming gannet, and the
solitary sea eagle. No tree shaded its
sides, which were thinly bearded by
some russet weeds, and still defied the at-
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tacks of all conquering time. No ver-
dure green, at its feet; but the waves of
the mighty deep dashed rudely against its
stony base. O earth | why didst thou not
swallow it in thy gaping bosom ? Or kinder
ocean! why didst thou not overwhelm
it with thy waters ? And still more pity-
ing Heaven! why not shiver it with thy
ﬁres' But, ah! it stands, and ‘proudly
stands, to be the lasting prison of the
lovely, the wretched, the innoceist Clara.
- A loud blast from the * bugle of Glen-
murry aroused a flight of gulls, that
pierced with their screams the very centre
of therocks; again he sounded it, and a
highlander . appeared descending from a
flight of broken steps that led from the
tower to the sea ; it was one of his clan-
men, that had been instructed for the oc.
casion ; he hit well upon his minion ;
, his face was savage as the height on which
»he stood; and his broad and gigantic
shoulders seemed to have been nurtured
by the prowling wolf, rather than the
breast of woman. On his coming to the
bottom of the steps, he untacked a little
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pinnace, and rowed it immediately to the
sloop, into which was placed the still un-
conscious Clara, whom the Earl of Glen-
murry there left, and instantly repaired
back to his own Castle, artfully *reported
the sudden death of his. sister; and had
her supposed remains deposited, with all
funeral pomp, in the famlly chapel at
‘Loch-Pine.

Clara, on coming to herself, found that
she was lying on a low hard bed in a little
unfurnished chamber. Amazed and be-
wildered, she turned her eyes on all sides
to enquire where, or in what place she was;
they encountered a young woman that
was sitting on the farthest side of the bed ;
and upon another survey, discovered her
to be Jessy, one of her waiting ‘women,
that used to attend her at Loch-Pine. On
being observed by Lady Clara, she burst
mto tears, and begged her dear lady ,
not to think that she had any hand in »
bringing her to this frightful place. * O,
heavens! In what place then am I?”
screamed the affiighted Clara. < 1.ord, then,
my dear sweet lady, don’t you know
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‘that you are confined in this old dismal
tower, that stands on the heights of Rona;
and where my wicked, wicked uncle,
brought me three weeks ago, to attend,
~ asthe said, upon some grand lady, that
was out of her mind? 1 am sure, I have
never shut my eyes since I came here.”—
¢« Father of Mercies!” exclaimed the dis-
tracted Clara, as she rose up in her bed,
« am I never to behold again my Cleve-
land and my child ¥>—A pause of several
minutes succeeded, while her eyes were
fixed in a soul piercing gaze on a little
window that stood at the bottom of the
bed. ¢ Be comforted, sweet lady,” said
the weeping Jessy; the sound of her
voice, broke the horrible silence of Lady
Cleveland, who awakened to a thorough
knowledge of her wretched situation ;
shrieked loudly with dismay, and tearing
her beautiful hair, called woefully on her
husband and her Adelaide; and then ex-
claimed against her brutal, her ruthless,
her sordid brother.

Thus passed, in all the frenzy of con-
firmed despair, the first weeks of her cap-
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twvity ; and rarely could the affrighted,

Jessy persuade her to partake of the least

nourishment. = After she had remained

there for some months, she was so com-

posed as to think in some measure of es-

caping ; and though it was a vain, a fruit-

less hope, yet it diverted her mind from
giving up to those severe paroxysms of

- grief, which she did on her first imprison-

ment. She had a thought of petitioning

Malcolm to become her friend; but,

alas ! she had no gold to bribe him; and
to solicit him would be fruitless. But if

she could attract the notice of some ship

perchance she should succeed. She com-

municated her ideas to Jessy ; for Jessy

was a faithful creature, and entered into

all her lady’s schemes, with the eagerness
of a simple and ingenuous soul.

One day, as they were conversing on
the subject nearest to their hearts, tliey
agreed to hang a white badge at the win-
dow of the chamber that looked next to
the sea, and thereby could not be dis-
covered by the watchful Malcolm; and
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every morning the veil of Lady Clara was
extended, and ‘again sorrowfully taken
down *at night. Her favourite and almost
constant retreat, was reclining over the
grey southern battlement, because it
fronted that spot of earth, where still she
hoped her Cleveland and her child exist-
ed. Her stedfast and immoveable gaze
~would almost pierce the horizon, while
the breezes of old ocean, as if attracted
by the captive beauty, would wanton amid
the ringlets of her yellow hair. FEre the
golden rays of morning were shed on the
clouds, she would lift her head from its
noisome pillow, and sorrowing seek her
lonely tower ; there would she stay, till
tired evening laved her tresses in the sea.
One day as she was thus sitting, she
was In ecstacy at the sight of a little bright
spot, which she discerned upon the waves,
as she concluded it was some vessel, and
was going to call aloud upon Jessy, when
she saw the frightful Maleolm parading -
the strand, with his shouldered musket,
on the same side on which she was sitting;
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it was therefore evident that he had seen
the speck as well as herself ; she quietly
descended the broken stair-case that led
to her little chamber, in order to impart’
the joyful tidings to Jessy, who eager to
behold the delightful sight, returned in an
instant with her lady to the tower, where
they waited with almost breathless anxiety
the event. In a little time the vessel be-
came visible ; its white sail glittered in the
sun beam ; Clara and Jessy waved their
handkerchiefs, the invitation was observed
by the crew, for a small boat was put-out
and triumphantly cut the billows towards
the dreary Rona. It arrived at the foot of
the watch tower. Lady Cleveland could
hold no longer—liberty or eternal capti-
vity was now to be her lot, and uttering a
piercing shriek, she frantically begged for
succour. The man that rowed the boat
was a Norwegian ; he seemed mnot to
comprehend her, and endeavoured to draw
nearer under the battlement, but by this
time, the watchful Malcolm was at the
foot of the steps, and pointing his loaded
musket at the bosom of the sailor, threat-
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ened him with instant death, if he didnot
immediately depart. The man, -alarmed
at his.menaces, was fearful of his life, and

retreated, without heeding the despairing
cries of the distracted Clara.
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CHAPTER XXIV.

AFTER this event, . days, weeks,
months, nay years of misery succeeded,
and left the wretched captive in hopeless
despondency. Tears followed tears, and
yet as many tears remained ; sigh follow-
~ ed sigh, and still as'many sighs were there
.to come. The howling tempests of the
blackened north, during seventeen long
winters pelted her prison. The rays of as
many tedious summers peeped into her
Jjoyless window, but still no comfort came.
The roses that bloomed in her gladsome
youth, now no longer rested on her cheek,
And the lustre of her azure eye, alike
had sunk in dimness. She was resigned,
patient, and melancholy. She had for-
saken her station on the battlement,
and would now sit for hours together in
her bed-room, gazing on the miniature of
her Cleveland, and her child; they were
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nowgher only consolations in her solitude,
and even had you seen her at these mo-
ments, you would have conceived her to
have been happy. Sometimes she would
accompany Jessy to gather fuel for their
fires, and cull shell fish on the sands for
their mid-day repast.

While she was thus employed, attired
in her dark and loose robe, that displayed
the dazzling brightness of her fine yellow
hair, waving like a sun-beam on the brow
of a storm, she resembled the forsaken
genius of the desolate isle, or rather some
beautiful sprite,who,bewildered and forlorn,
was wandering among its treeless wilds.

One morning, as they were thus occu-

_pied, the sound of a bugle pierced the ear
of the terrified Clara.. Why tremblest
thou, poor captive, life and liberty now
await thee ? Dress thy pale cheek with
roses, thy blue-eyes with lustre.

Lady Cleveland turned round her head
to see from whence the sound issued, and
beheld approaching her a youth beauteous
as Telemachus conducted by the towering
Malcolm. He held out his hand to greet
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the astonished Clara, but as she drewgear
him his lips quivered and he leaned his
head on the broad shouldér of his guide.
Recovermg his composure he raised it
again, and said * Lady Cleveland, my:
name is Mac Keith. In me you behold
the husband of the innocent Marion, the
daughter of the Earl of Glenmurry, whom
Heaven has summoned from earth with
all his impieties on his head ; on his ‘death-
bed he confessed his crimes and your
captivity.”— Peace be to his soul,”
ejaculated the pious Clara, as she reclined,
overpowered, on the bosom of Jessy, from
. whenceshe would hayesunk to the ground;,
but for the support of her nephew’s arm,
He led her to the ruined watch tower.
His noble soul wept womanish tears as
he beheld the dismal prison of his injured
aunt. By mid-day they were ready to
depart, assisted by the joyfal Jessy, and
the generous Mac Keith. Lady Cleve-
land was placed in the shallop, and soon
lost sight of the barren shores of the in-
hospitable Rona. They arrived safely
at the castle of Glenmurry, where Marion
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was waiting the arrival of Mac Keith to
accompany her to Savoy, in hopes of in-
ticing back to his country the self-exiled
Lord Fitzallen. Lady Cleveland joined
them to Paris, eager to attain some im-
formation of her husband and her child.
Her first step was to apply to the police
for her old friend, Louis Brabant; but
being there informed that he had for some
years past resided at GGrenoble, sheinstant-
ly dispatched a letter to him ; and, after
anxiously waiting three weeks for his
reply, received her own letter back, which
had been opened by the post-master, who
intimated that the person of that name
had absconded from that city somemonths,
and no one could tell whither. This mn-
telligence was a thunder bolt to the hopes
of Lady Cleveland, and brought on her a
most alarming malady ; and a. dispatch
was instantly forwarded for the immediate
attendance of Marion and Mac Keith, who
arrived just as the disorder had taken a
favourable turn, and in a few days entirely
- forsook her, when, hearing of the amiable
Delamere and his only daughter, named
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Adelalde, a vague idea crossed her mind
that they might be the objects of her ten-
der and pamf‘ul solicitude ; on the strength
of this supposition, she instantly sped
back with her niece and nephew to Savoy,
and arrived just in time to shed the tear

of maternal regret in the grave of her only
child.
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CHAP. XXV.

As I have given my readers an account
of Lady Cleveland’s captivity, I must now
take a peep at the proceedings of the
cottage. O! what a fortunate incident
to hit upon; the very moment when
Clara, having®finished the recital of her
adventures, and while a smile of sadden-
ed remembrance lit up her faded blue eye,
she reclined her head on the bosom of her
beloved Cleveland. . Marion was wiping
off the tears that watered her pensive
cheek, which Mac Keith observing, he
pressed her hand in secret. No sound
disturbed the delightful calm that succeed-
ed; till Lisette, tapping at the door,
enquired if they were ready for supper,
urgently remarking at the same time, that
the pigeons were done to perfection.
Clara sédly smiled and assured her, that
the whole company were prepared. Li-

-

N
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sette was now in her element, and throw-
ing open the door, began to make the
customary preparations with all her usual
importance, and triumphantly placing the
birds at the head of the table, sorrowfully
remarked, at the same time, that the wing
of the smallest was rather scorched, but
that was no fault of hers. “No, no, my
good woman,” said Mac Keith, smiling,
« undoubtedly it was the fire’s.” Lisette,
though not perfectly pleased condescend-
ved to sumper.
The following week, ‘Mac Kelth with
a trembling hand and sick heart, unfolded
the packet ‘which the amiable and un-
fortunate Lord Fitzallen had directed to
Cleveland. It contained a disposal of
that property which he possessed. inde-
pendent of his father. Three thousand
- pounds was bequeathed to his compassion-
ate friend Delamere, and the same sum to
father Philip, with a handsome annuity to
Lisette and Nimrod. On the contents
being imparted to Cleveland, he made
over hlS portion to the monastery of Saint

Benedict.
-
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CHAP. XXVI.

. WH'EN_»the inhabitants of the cottage
breathed their farewell devotions on the
tombs of Adelaide and Fitzallen, every

eye swami in tears ; the struggle was vio-
lenit to Cleveland and his Clara; their

breaking hearts re(:eived the final benedic-
tion of the good, the pious father Philip,
who deeply lamented the departure of his
friends, with whom he promised constant-
ly to correspond. Their fairy cottage,
which the taste of their dear departed
Adelaide had so sweetly adorned, they
bequeathed'to the loquacious Lisette and
> the little Nimrod ; Marion took a most
’ beautiful sketch of it, as well as of the
cave of her beloved brother, and when she
did the last, her gentle heart wept drops
of blood. From Savoy our pensive tra-
vellers proceeded to Montpelier; it was
WOL: III. L
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the wish of Lady Cleveland to behold
“aoain that place, that hallowed place,
where her youth’s star of happiness rose
brightly upon her, glittered fairly awhile,
though it set dimmed in tears. Lady
Marion urged it strongly ; she had been
in love with Montpelier ever since the
recital of her aunt’s story. The desire of
Clara was the will of ‘Cleveland ; the
wish of Marion the life of Mac Keith ;
and they arrived at thatgtown in the de-
Mline of one of the fairest days that ever
smiled upon its orange-tree valleys. ~On
their taking refreshment at the inn where
they alighted, they enquired of the land-
lord _ respecting their former residence.
He mformed them that it was occupied
by a poor Parisian artist and his daughter

and little son ; but he believed that the

poor Mor151eur Le Clerc was obhged to
keep out of sight; for there were “two

queer looking gentlemen enquiring for

him last night. ¢ How long has he resid-
ed there ? interrupted L‘ady Cleveland.
<« About six months, Madam,” rejoined
the landlord; *“and to tell you plainly,
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L believe they lived too fast at Paris, for
it seems but bad times with them now ; -
and as for Méidemoiselle, she has ‘115
pupils.”—¢ Does she keep school ?”’ de-
manded Lady Clara. ¢ No, Madam, she
teaches drawing. 1 have one ‘of her
cards.”— Pray produceit,” said Marion,
with eagerness, who was dying to behold
Mademoiselle Le Clerc.  The card was
brought, which intimated that flower paint-
ing was taught, and an assortment of bou-
quets and fancy-work offered for sale.s
After perusing it Marion hurried the
party to proceed, and though she knew not
a jot of the wayy seized the arm of Mac
Keith and led the van ; not so with Lady
Cleveland, who reclining on her husband’s
arm followed with tardy stseps She longed
yet dreaded to behold agam thek place
where her Adelaide first saw. the light,
, They were arrived in sight of the well
" known gate that led into the httle meadow
that fronted the cottage. - ' Mac Keith
enquired if they were right, Cleveland
bowed assent, and Marion, leaving his
arm, ran up the meadow with a full n-
L2
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tention to buy of Mademoiselle as many
things as she could carry back to the inn.
On her coming to the gard®h that enclosed
~the cottage, she eagerly pushed open the
“wicker gate and was. at the door in a mo-
ment. It was opened by a tall, interest-
ing girl, attired in a faded frock of blue
silk ; she was remarkably pale, though a
faint blush crossed her countenance as she
encountered Lady Mac Keith, who pre-
sumed that she was Mademoiselle Le
Clere, and would be obliged by her show-
ing her some of her paintings. She mo-
desty 'curtseyed in the affirmitive ; and
was preparing to unlocks the exhibition-
room, when a little boy, about six years
of age, came running in, and called out
¢« Rosalie, Rosahe, shall I comein alone,
Rosalie ?”? Her face was crimsoned, and
~pulling an orange hastily from her pocket,
she said “ No, no, Paul, go and play in
the garden.” Manon sympathetically,
devined the occasion of her emotion ;
for the toes of little Paul were seen
through his shoes. By this time Cleve-
land and Lady Clara were coming up the



@

e

AwER G 7L

steps, whom Marion observing, begged
"Mademmselle to allow them to go round
the gardens, as they had some years ago
lived in the cottage and had a wish, if it
were not inconvenient, to review those
grounds they were once so partial to.
Rosalie; with the utmost politeness, as-
sured her they were welcome. = Cleve-
land took the hand of his wife, and led
her mechanically to the seat under the
olive.  The trge was increased amazing-
ly in height, though the bark still bore the
name of Clara’s Bower. It had been
sculptored by the knife of Cleveland, and
as he peinted ‘out the well remembered
motto, his tongue faultered, and he endea-
deavoured to hide a few officious tears ;
but they were observed by Clara, and

" hers flowed copiously ; a charm invineible

bound them to the spot, musing on all
the sad, though pleasing luxury of pensive
recollection, till the voice of Marion invit-
ed them in to admire her purchases. They
obeyed the mandate, but, ere they had
gone three steps, sympathy impelled them
to go back so take one more look, one

L 3
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sad and Llstmg farewell look, at the conse-
crated olive ; nay another, ~and a second
 lingering glance they gave, but Marion
was nnpatlent, and reluctantly they went.
On passing through the vestibule, Clara
_turned into the little parlour, and breaking

=

1nto an mvoluntary exclamation,said “look -

here, dear Cleveland ! there is the miche
in which our Adelaide’s cradle stood ; and
here is the very spot where Liouis Brabant
released you.” Mac Keith, Marlon, and
" Rosalie entered at this moment ; but the
"~ latters cheek, at the mention of Louis
Brabant, changed colour, and approaching
Lady Cleveland, she faulteringly enquired,
if she knew that person. “ O! yes,
yes,” rejoined Lady Clara, interrupted
by her tears ; *he was one of my dearest
triends.”—* Then,” replied Rosalie,

 hesitating, « he is—he is—my father!”

—« Good Heavens!” said Cleveland

rising from the window, into which he had

=

sunk to mdu]oe his emotlon « I.ead me,

take me to him.” Rosahe looked dlstrgssé&,"

and seemed  to be’ d@ubtmg whegier she
had done rlght or wrong. Lady’ ‘Cleve-
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land pressed her cheek, and urged her to
feteh her a pen and ink. She returned
with one in an instant, which Lady Clara
taking from her, presented to her husband,
who, drawing a ,piece of paper from his
pocket, wrote on it these words:
«Cleyeland remembers the faith of Louis
Brabant, and is impatientto embracehim;”
then rolling it up, he requested Rosalie
to carry it to her father. She trembled
as she received it, and left the room. In
less than ten minutes she re-appeared ;
and giving her father’s comphiments to:
Monsieur Cleveland, said, as he was. in-
disposed, would he excuse seeing him in
his chamber ? Cleveland followed her
_ upstairs, and Lady Clara ascended with
them ; they were conducted to his bed- *
room, the window curtains of which were
drawn ; they discovered the good officer
sitting in one corner, who, on their enter-
ing, arose to greet them. Cleveland em-
braced him ; and Clara kissed his hands,
‘and engquired where lay his indisposition.
Brabauf:with “his usual' brevity, told her
his complaint lay chiefly in his pecket.

—
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“Then we will relieve. it instantly,” said
Cleveland. ' Louis Brabant informed him
in a few words, of the condition of his
circumstances ; said “ that, after toiling
all his life’ to procure am independence,
which the bounty of Lady Clara almost
completed, he deposited it in a bank 'at
Grenoble, where he intended to' reside, -
having resigned his post under govern-
ment, hoping to spend the close of his
days in comfort and peace; but the
_ bank failed about nine months ago ; and
being rather involved, was obliged to ab-
scond from Grenoble, - and coming to
Montpelier, he found this cottage vacant,
which before had been occupied by a
Venetian, who was retired  to his own
" country, and that his sole dependence
rested now on the acquirements of his
daughter, whom he had hbelally educat-
ed; but, alas !’ added the worthy Louis,
“she meets with cold encouragement
through the lack, of appearances.” His
story being finished, Cleyveland gave him
an order for two thousand pounds, which
sum¥he would depositin a house at Mont-
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pelier ; The tear of gratitude :spoke elo-
~_quent truths on the rough cheek of the
 silent Brabant ; and taising 'his eyes 'to
Heaven, he secretly :thanked his God and
his friends ; and fervently :gragping 'the
hand of Cleveland, was by him conducted
downstairs, and presented to Marion and
Mac Keith, whe joined in ‘the general
invitation, that -he would come and reside
m Scotland. ' '

Rosalie’s, the now happy Rosalie’s
 eyes sparkled ; but ‘her father preferred
his own country. By this time night-
£l commenced ; and the party left the
cottage with a promise of taking an early
breakfast there the following morning be-
fore they ‘embarked for Colioure ; from
which place they intended to proceed to
the Pyrences. Morning came, and Ro-
salie, with a grateful and happy heart,
prepared the breakfast ; the guests soon
attended ; and after partaking of a hasty
repast, took a lively farewell of the worthy
Brabant, his amiable daughter, and the
little sprightly Paul. On the morrow, by
mid-day, they arrived in sight of the green
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verdant vale that led to the cottage of (za~
briel, the good huntsman. Lima was
sitting at the door busily employed in
plucking a wild fowl ; on hearing the foot-
steps of ghe strangers she forsook her avo-
cation and appeared in amaze at the
approach of such a host, brushed the fea-
thers off her apron, and pulled forward
her bonnet. Cleveland was by this time at
her side, and clapping her on hershoulder,
exclaimed, ¢ good Lima, do you remem--
ber me?” Lima looked for some minutes:
in his face, and at length broke out into
this exclamation, *“ Good God ! it is the
dear good gentleman. Heavens bless you,
Sir; I never thought to see you again,”
wiping away, as she concluded herspeech,
the tears that stood in her eyes. Here
the rest of the company surrounded them,
and Lima observing Marion, ran instantly
towards her crying in eestacy, ¢ this, this,
is my own dear Miss Adelaide; I know
her by her eyes.”  This was probing the
soul of poor Cleveland to the quick ; and
flying into the cottage, and throwing
himself on the little rough hewn bench,
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he deplored with tears of agony the death
of his ‘child, where he had so many years
before lamented the supposed death of his
wife. Clara was at his side, and Marion
and Mac Keith remained in the garden to
undeceive the good Lima, who wept%
decease of her sweet Miss Adelaide
unfeigned regret, and was going to fetch
them one of her little red shoes, which she
said she had kept ever since hung up in her
blue cupboard, and to tell them the truth,
neither she nor Gabriel ever looked at it
without crying. She was repairing to the
cottageto present it to them, when Marion
detained her, telling her it would only be a
painful memento to her parents. Here the
footsteps of Gabriel were heard coming
up the path that led to the garden.
Lima ran to meet him, and imparted the
joyful intelligence, that the good gentle-
man and his lady were come on purpose
to see them ; but that the sweet Miss Ade-
laide was not of the number. “No, Ga-
briel,” continued his wife, ¢ the poor dear
- young creature is in heaven. But don’t
say a word about her.”
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The joy that thrilled through the frame‘
of Gabriel at the news of the good gen-
tleman’s arrival was suddenly damped;
on hearing of Adelaide’s death; and
going up to the cottage he was met at the
door by Cleveland, who had recovered
and was coming out to enquire after him.
Time had made an apparent alteration in
the appearance of the worthy Gabriel;
autumn was departed, and the winter of
advancing age had. frosted with silver his
once shining black hair, though his cheeks
were as ruddy as ever. Cleveland pressed
his hand with affection, while the simple
Gabriel conveyed in nature’s own elo-
quence. the joy of his guileless heart.

After resting a few hours at the cottage,
during which they were regaled with some
broiled wild fowl, cold kid, and sallad,
followed by a desert of dried fruits and
wine, which Lima set off in her best style.

- At the conclusion of the repast, Cleveland
and lady Clara put into their hands 2
handsome present, which, to use their own
words, would make them happy for life.
Our travellers returned to Colioure, @il
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