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'THE FORESTERS.

, CHAPTER 1.

OFr the Mumble mansions that not many years ago Jvere
thickly interspagsed through the romantic scenery of
the Esk, between Roslin and Lasswade, there was not
one‘;norc beautiful than that which bare the appro-
priate name of Dovenest. l:t was built o1f a gentle
cminence that iuerefy_lifted it in safety above the high-
ost water-mark of the river sweeping round the little
sylvan peninsula; and the breath of smoke that, vose
froln its hidden chimnies was even on the ealmest day
lost on the hroad borvm of the overslidowing wood, be-
fore it could reach the naked clift that rose like a pil-
lar into th€ky. Scveral glades, and even pasture-
fields, lay contealed at no great distance up and down
ither direction
lead intosprospects, of, confined but righest cultivation,
where the houses of the more opulelit

the stream ; and a few steps could in

Yooked out cheer-
ful’y, each over itsown quilt easure-ground, nor seem-
ed, in their unostentatious retirement,, at all out of uni-
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son with the character of the solitary or clustering cot-'
tages of the poorer inhabitants. But for a fantastic pro-
jection of rock, with iti crown of drooping birch-trees,
Dovenest would have commanded a view of the cavern-
ed cliffs of Hawthornden, and indeed, even of Rnslm
Chapel.« Although the (m.stle was not vm.)le, the
. rooks were seen flying over its turrets ; and on a calm
day, the noise of the Linn was Iteard below the foun-
@gjoys of the old Place of Wor%lup The village
Sabbath-bell sent its voice so dxatmctly down the glen,
that. it sometimes seemed to be ringing cluse to the
very Cottage and on a warm still summer’s-q 1y, there
was but one sound of bees from the broomy knoll of
Dovenest, to the \mll-ﬂowers on the crevices of that
hallomed Ruiw. There was felt to be a little qmet
“world within itsclf ; and, the same stream—the same
rocks—the same line of sky, b()l.l.l:d togéther Cottage,
Chape), and Castle, in one spirit of harmonious beauty.
Dqvenest was not a summer retreat for lawyer, citi-
zen, or po::t, although it had often been coveted both
by matter-of-fact gnd imaginativetmen, and its archi-
tecture been made to undergo frequent alteration in the
day-dreams of tasteful grtists ; but it hadleen for thir-
ty years the dwelling of its @bscure and industrious own-
er, Adam I“o;' ter, a gardener. Adam Forester had
been proud of 'tat humble professjonal narfie in the
prime of life,* en his good spade was his only for-
tune ; a.nd he desued no-befter, in %fter times, when
by skill, labour, sad integrity, he had sccumulated suf-
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ficient capital to purchase that pretty little property,
and by degrees, spring after spring had made his
nursery-garden the pride of ajj the glen, and to idlers
from the City one of its rarest and most delightful at-
tractions. The southern bank, which he had cleared
frgn the embosoming wood, seemed {o enjoy pera
petual sunshine; and so happily sheltered was it by
natural mounds and battlements, that often while there
was aqstorm among the oaks above, not a blossom, was
“hakefr fromm hi% fruit-trees, and the blackbird conti-
nued to vlng undisturbed,from the top of the gpeady
Larch tfat rose single from a grass-plat in the rtiddle’
Of the garden.* That Larch was famous during early
sping, in the perfect beauty of its tapering verdure,
and glowing with a million cones of purplle t.l'mt laY pro-
fusely scattered over the lomg graceful branches that
swept the mossy floog, up to the slender last year’s shoot
that scarcely supportedthe blytusome songster. Nothing
could surpass the order and regularity prgvalent over
t}:e parierres of flowers, the beds of seedlings, and the
wider bank+ of infant forest trees, : Iready distinguish-
able in shape and hne of leaf stalk and tendril, but
all equally ublike the gigantic forms they were des-
tined onc da;r to become park or mwpuntein. . The
spirit of young vegetable life wantfied everywhere
asound, Delow theshadow of the snc1 t woods, and old
Mdam Forester, the gardener, uncons iously Jpved the
flowgrs and plants, among a cdnstant succession of which
he had spent upwards of forty not urthappy years. He
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had not reached his time of life without some heavy
griefs ; but when he went out to muse at even-tide, he .
felt, like the Patriarch ¢f old, that God had to him been
aGod of mercey, and thought with profound peace of mind
on the hour now assuredly near at hand, when he should
Jbe laid in the sume grave with the mother of lus child-
ren, her whom he had buried twenty years ago, but whose

3

image had been with hin. to support and console, duly
alld githout fail, at morning and evening prayces.
Adam Forester had enjoyed more df pure and real
happjness thanoften falls to the lot of man iu Lis condi- )
tion cf life, although, perhaps, that be sometimes the
very happiest condition in the world. «Iis mind, ori-
givally one of strength and sensibility, had received that
best of all'education, the cducation which untempted
and unpcrrverted nature- bestows upon ,itself, during
employment that is laborious but mot slavish, and dur-
ing leisure that is free for much thoughtfulness at least,
if not for gystematic study, in the interval benignly
provided between the two twilights for the refresh-
ment and restoration of every human soul. From
youth to manhood, and from manhood to age, he had
always been bettering his worldly ciremstances ;
he jad neverqmado a sin‘xglc retrograde step in his
lowly well-doin ; and while many whom he acknow-
ledged to be b&ftﬁr than himsclf, had suffered se-e
chances and chahges, goipg d?wn in trouble to untin.e- .
ly graves, and others halt in some ?e_w instances De-

come absclute pati pers from vice or misfortune,—he had
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thankfully enjoyed continual increase of prosperity, and

-along with it an enlargement too of heart that enabled

him to feel the blessing of Prowidence. Although he
lived in a thatched house, with such temperate appetites

" as its frugal hearth could casily supply—wore on work-

dayw the’'mean but decent apparel of a labqurer—open-
cd his Bible with g hand that labour had hardened—
sat on the Sabbath in & pew among poor people—inter-
changed greetings on agfooting of perfect equalityewitn
every honest individual of that class to whom by his

" birth he bedonged, and requiyed for the daily sustengnce

of his uhambitious heart only the simple converse of
1;orking men; Yt Adam Forester was not altogether a
straggger to the society of persons occupying the more
clevated stations of this life, nor in that'qocl'ety did he
miss the respect duato his cstqn.mle character. In the
way of his professiony he had become known to many
men of wealth and rank ; and the plain dignity of his
manners, especially as age began to add t¢ the linea-
ments of his countenance that power of reverenge which
is superior to thai fof every mere artificial distinction;
was acknowledged by all who had sense to discern and
appretigte ¢h¢ natural and unnienable authority of in-
telligence and virtuc.

])ovenexst, therefore, although thus eautiful in its
own seemmgl) remahtic world, lmﬁever been the
scééne of any other jovs and *OT!'OW%\HIM) sugh as he-
long Jnecessarily nnd esscntﬁlly to human nature in
every condition. The worthy owner®had suffered ma-
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ny domestic afflictions, but all in the common- course of
nature ; and with a wife who tenderly and reverently .
loved him, and had diecharged every duty towards him'
and their children in joyfulness and gratitude, he had
lived many long peaceful years. During those years

« an infaiit—a child—one blooming girl—a boy of mach
promise—and, saddest loss of all, a son grown up to
manhood—had been taken away Euddenly, or after lin-
gering decay. Five funerals bad there indeed,heen—
before that blackest of them all, when the mother was
carried to her rest. But these deprivations hddbeenscat-
tered over the length of full thirty years—mercifully
timed, it migltlt be seid, had been the visits of theangelof
death—-—and although there not unfrequently had.ween
seasdns when miles, or at least any thing approaching
to laughter, would have grated against the heart-strings
of the whole saddened family, and when it almost
seemed as if their happiness were never more to de-
serve that name, yet natural distress gradually yielded
to natural comfort, and the survivors carried over up-
on one another, and into onc another’s hearts, the af-
fection that had belonged to them that were no more
seen, except in the startling visions of sudden waking
recollection, ¢~ in the dreams of sleep. -

Even the afiiction that made Adam Forester a wi-
dower brought th it healmg upof: its wings. For, whon
his Judjth dled",she was not cut off suddenly in .ne
prime of life, nor did sHe pine away in its fall: but
after the: grey hdirs had been visibly mingled with the
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once bright brown, an illness, neither frightfully short
-mor tryingly prolonged, extinguished the lamp of life
that burnt clearly to the closeyand with all the most
anxious solicitudes of a mother’s heart at rest, she was
" resigned to shut her eyes upon her husband and her two
dutéful dons. Her sober matronly steps and quiet
smiles were no more seen, and in a few years generally '
forgotten. But, in ‘nét a few neighbouring families, her
image gemained, as if .hcr picture had hung upon the
wall ; and the peor continued to bless her who had not
only relieykd their hunger, but had gjven charity to
their friendless souls. Tlu, lines of labour and d(fvaﬂ‘-
ding age were painfully decpened on the widower’s face
during the year she left him, and the ‘heighbours all
prognosticated that he would never recyve the Dlow.
But theirs was a common misﬁlke ; the old man was not
forsuken in his bereavement ; in a few weeks he took
his place in his pew in the kirk ; the lark called him to
lus garden, not perhaps from such sleep us he had
once enjoyed ; und although they who knew lum inti-
mately saw a chawge in all his demeanour, and heurd
a difference in the usual tones of his speech, yet to in-
differexgt $servers he was thg same active industrious
old man as before. Nor dj¢ Dovenest undergo any per-
ceptible diminution of its cheerful neagaéss, except that
there s@emed abqut,it a less grgeoys flush of flowers
than formerly, and that the lustr-of, the latticed win-
dows was not sd spotless, 29d somewhat mofe thickly
evergrown, now that one pruning hapd was cgd. But
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Adam Forester, in his more awful hours, was not with- .
out a source of comfort, that every year flowed deeper.
and deeper in the midgight silence ; while in his ordi-
nary work-day life in the open air, he had the best, of
earthly solaces in a fair reputation, health yet unimpair- ’
ed, a syund understanding, and a clear consdience ;.2
suflicient competence against the evil of cld, two duti-
ful sons, and, above all, the love, of labour, strong as that
of life itself, that subdues within the heart a thousand
vain anxieties, and changes the stern law of necessity,
against which gnany fruitlessly rebel, into the voluntary
éhoi;e of a calm and well-ordered life. .

On the death of his wife, Adam Ferester had been,
left with twosons, Michael and Abel. They had both
received ' regular education, and possessed more than
ordinary ubilitics. Micljel had, at one time, thought
of becoming a clergyman, and had attended the Uni-
versity, but, on his mother’s death, he felt it to be im-
possible to leave his father alone, and being fonder
every month of that way of life, and deeply attached to
the place of his birth, he resolved to follow his father’s
employment,’ and had now done so for many years.
He was a man of staid gdeportment and ¢uiet manners,
but of deep and strong feelipgs—it may, indeed, be said
passions—and ‘f extraordinary strength of intellect.
But he had no - vorldly ambition, apd was satisficd *o
live the same hygicty and obscure life with his father. -
He was ‘enough of a scholar to be able to read the Old
and New Testaments in their original tongues,~and
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his favourite studies, next to theology, circumscribed as
they necessarily became, were natural history and astro-
nomy. Each year brought, independently of reading,
its own growth of inward knowledge ; and Michael
Forester of Dovenest had long been esteemed the first
manain ail the neighbourhood for general 1ialents, and
sound practical infur:nation in the business of life. His
. whole appearance betoRgned no ordinary character ; and
althougy he did not purposely keep aloof from g the
young men of the place, his infinite and unapproacha-
*ble superionity was felt by them all, and he was looked
upon as the equal of the parish minister, and other.per:
sons of educatiom and authority. Proud was the old
man of such a son—but it was a pride that now and
then only made its way into a heart fortiied$with a far
higher principle, that of religious gratitude} and, as
they worked in their garden together, the grey-hca(ied
father would sometimes rest his withered hand on his
spade, and leaning over it as if to pause from his wyrk,
Dless his son in a fervent prayer, nor \uu'c.if his dim
eyes poured down upon the ground a shower of passion-
ate tears. Working together day after duy from morn-
ing to nigh';’ mud sitting together every evening, there
was often lonf silence betfeen them, but never any
dearth of inward thoughts ; and cach lje;rt was as fer-
tile of affectionate feqlings as the soil ,jf the garden be-
»ngeth the common labour of theit*Bands. The very
helplessness of olfl age wh fdt tobe a happy ‘tate, in
the presence of s'nc.h a protector ; and gvhen the old man
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would lay himself down, during the heat of the day,
beneath the shadow of the sycamores, for a single hour
of rest, reluctantly gvailing himself of the privilege of
threescore and ten years, his closing eyes could not help
seeing, in his dutiful son, as it were the figure of an .
angel'watching over his sleep. -
Abel, the younger brother, although now far less
deserving than Michael, was pétwithstanding almost as
dear to his father ; for strong instinctive affegtion wili
not yield to the law of desert, and the frailties, the
fol!ies, and even sins of c}nildren will often mournfully'
‘endear them to their parents. Abel, too, in face, in
eyes, the colour of hair, and the toneof voice, was the
very image of his mother ; and grievous as had been
his . miscondwet, that overpowering resemblance had
never pleaded for hifn in vain. There was also
much that was redeeming in his amiable but uncer-
tain character ; and how could a father long retain
wrath, or even strong displeasure towards one so ready
to repent', so warm in his affections, and when away
from evil associates, so perfectly winning in all his
ways, and so reconciled even to an active and jndus-
trious life? Lively, versatile, and ingetious,—he was,
indeed, when at home the light and the music of the
house and y en, and the old man thought, and still
thought, aﬂndly' deluded himgelf into ‘convictjon
often broken and'as often repaired, that Abel e
about to reform,. and tc‘z-be'éome a vredit to him like
Michael in his declining days. Although Abel had
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,not yet absolutely disgraced himself by any dishonest
‘or dishonourable action, & mist hung over his reputa-
tion both in town and country ; his few known asso-
ciates were persons of profligate habits ; rumours were
afloat in the neighbourhood of an indefinite, but dis-
tressing kind ; and it was the belief of all that ere long
he would bring hin}self to disgrace and ruin. His
Jfather tried to shut both,his eyes and his ears, but still
he saw and heard enough to fill his mind with dispal
apprehensions ; aitd now that all the past was peace—
‘now that he could look nof, only withont one single
pang on the grave-stone above his Judith, and’ ghe’
other five dead omes, all of them long ago so tenderly
beloved, but even with the profound satisfaction of ex-
pecting rest,—he felt it cruel to be disturbed®almost at
deatl’s door, by a son to whom die had been pefhaps but
too indulgent, and wljose errors seemed, month after
month, to be darkening into wickedness. Oh! that
Abel were reformed ! thought often the old man—-—pnd
that prayer was sometimes worded in his sleep—-then
might I yield up my spirit to its Maker! Abel knew
well his father’s grief, and often wept bitterly like a
child before hi} tremulous rebuke—too like a child, for
his tears were soon dried ; gay smiles too delightful to
a forgiving father took their place, and after the deep
but transient calm, ofireconcilement leich Abel had a
*heart tender enough to feel but not ﬂrm'enough to re-
memBer, away he *flew 1ike a lnrd and dlsnppeared for
m?nths in the un.known dissipationsand vige of the
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city. < My boy loves me as kindly as ever, but he
reverences me no more, and my power over him is but as°
of a shadow. O, Michael! when I am dead, try to -
save poor Abel—for if evil befall him, methinks.. my
bones will not rest in the grave !

Such words as these were not lost upon Michae}; for,
independc;xtly of his filial reverence, he loved his brother
Abel with exceeding affectiop.” Indeed, the very dif-,
fergnce in their characters, pursuits, and habits’endear- '
ed them to each other ;—and while the elder brother
could not help being won by that mirth and merri- .
me.glt, that frolic and whim so foreign to hls own na-
ture, but so congenial with the whokt frame of Abel’b,
that unthinking hoy could not but vencrate in Michael
that irreproavhable practice and those uncompromising
principlés in which he faund himself to be so deplorably
deficient in the hour of trinl. ,The disparity in their
age also, (for Michacl was the elder by upwards of ten
yeqrs,) gave an endearing character to their mutual af-
fection. It had always preserved hetween them an
unbroken integrity of feeling, without the deadening
or alienating interruptions of jealous or angry moods.
Abel no more thought pf ever qunrrollmg w1thr Michael
than with his father himself ; and if ever Michael had
occasion to ci;ide or reprove him, the remonstrance was
indeed fatheﬂ‘;kin spirit and in evopd, tempered at ¢he
sametime by the s‘ense of the feeblcr anthority of brotl&s
hood, and breathed fortk as'a confidential comnmmca-
tion between friond and friend.
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i “ You must not think that I love Abel better than
you, Michael, although sometimes it would even seem
as if the dear unhappy boy did i;xdeed drive you out
of my heart. No—no—no—you, Michael, are my best
.beloved son—boy, lad, and man the same—true at all
times §o me, your aged fnther,‘ and to your God. If ever
Ihave been silent—cold—harsh—or sullentowards you,
Iy son—I ask your tfngiveness, for in truth age chills
even sor@thmg of the warmth at a father’s heart.”

The father and son were sitting together on a bench
n a sort of small natural arbour that fuged the light
*of the setying sun ; and as l\Iu,lnel looked on the’&d‘
man’s face, he felg, that he had never before noticed the
wrinkles so decp, nor scen over all his countenance so
strong a shadow of the world to come. g kielt down
and asked o blessing. lcmlcrncsa and awe were like
a religion in hLis splrlt .).nd as the withered hands were
laid upon his head, he felt as if & human pareut were
interceding for him with a divine, and that such pray-
ers would not be unhcard in Heaven. At “that mo-
ment light footsteps were heard, aud Abel stoud before
the opening of the arbour.

There wA% a wild and unsettled expression in his
eyes, a ;'everis‘h flush over Ais cheeks, and his whole
demeanour was disturbed. Self-dissati¥faction and
shgme, niixed Wit}.l ap angry retklesgness, sadly ob-

wawred that face on which a few ytors ago cvery one
that knew it looked with Pleadure arfd affectiof.  Yet

the unhappy youth could not now divest himsclf of
!
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that respect—that veneration with which he had frt’)m\
his very heart always treated his father. The scowl
which he had summened to his brow gave way before the
solemn look of the old man’s dim eyes, and struck at
once into remorse for the mere show of disrespect,
to his father, Abel hung down his head and.wept.
When he found voice, he said, « Father, I am going to
leave Dovenest for good and cll, and to-morrow I set
off for England with Will Mansell. You ppust not
ask me any questions—1I could not think of going with-
out coming to ask your forgiveness and your blessing.”
« The old man, who had lc:ng feared the worst of his son,
now felt that the worst had almost befallen him, for
Mansell wds a man of a ruined reputation, and known
to be familiar with criminals. ¢ Yes—yes—Abel,
here isemy blessing—and my forgiveness,” and the
old man rose up »nd kissed his undutiful son with
many tears. Mcanwhile, Michael retired a short dis-
tance from the arbour, and when he returned to take
farewell df his brother, Abel was gone. “ Oh! Michael,
when I am dead—and this parting has taken some
months from the year I might have had to live, never
lose your pity for Abel, for much I fear wiLi he stand in
need of pity, hurrying o to disgrace or destruction.”
¢ My brothér shall never want,” said Michael, « while
these hands have sirength to work, while therq, s
water in the, chantel of the Esk, and corn grows 4=
on its'banks. But I will'go afte: him, and perhaps

he will return tp his father’s house.”—¢ No—Michael,
11 |
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—}e will never return—never in my time, at.leust—
and if he dves return, it will be as a wretched beggar,
aye worse than a beggar, a criménal, flying perhaps
{from justice, and his life forfeit to the law.”
. *That severe passion of grief did not, however, en-
dure png in a heart that in all its sufferings,had
found what strength there is in submission. * The old
man hearkened to comYost from his elder son, and tried
ofo oonvix&e himself that Ris fears might prove to have
been altogether ungroundzd. And a letter from Abel
gbout a month after, written‘ in a kind agxd cheerful
‘spiuit, restored him apparently to his usnal composui.'e,
so That it might be said that Dovenest was again happy.-
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CHAFTER II

]

Among the lowly houseliolds closely connected in
ancient friendship with the family at Dovenest, there
»wils none so dear on any account as that of Sprinkald,
a cottage that stood by itself in a sheltered holm, a
few fields from Lasswade. It had been built by a na-
tive of ¢he.village, a prospercus tradesman, who diegl
in the prime of life, lewving a widow and one daughter.
His widow did not long survive him; and the child
was left to the carc of a female relation who had
resided in the family, aud who loved the orphan,
Agnes Fiay, as tenderly as if she had been her mother.
This excellent person had lost her husband many years
before, and had no children. Her whole income con-
gisted of the very moderate jointure whieh she enjoy-
ed as the Widow of a Clergyman, from the l)es;; of all
Charitable Institutions ; but tl;is, added to the little
fortune of her wardy was a complete indepeudence, and
enabled them toe<ead the sume life to which they;_hml
been accustomeu, without wifliculty or privation. Ag-
nes Hay had, therefore, never felt what it is to be an
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ozphan. She had lost both her parents before she was
eight years old ; and at that innocent and joyful age, less
"than one single summer suffices to wipe away the bit-
terest tears, although their source ¥ still left open in the
unpainful affection of the heart. Perhaps those early
* afflictions gave a somewhat deeper tone of pensiveness
toa claracter naturally thoughtful and sedate ; and no
doubt the rememhrances of her dead parents survived
more distinctly and tem?efly in that retired and almost
' solitary Ie. Being an omly child, and having had few
play-mates, her thoughts and feelings naturally revert-
.ed to the past, so that the bygone happfness of }mr
chjldhood 4vas never entirely forgotten, but continutd
to blend itself with'all those unsought enjoymgents which
nature graciously provides for the expanding affections.
Few incidents or events had occurred to (fxverslfy her
calm and contented life, nor lmtl any strong emotions
ever disturbed the tranquillity of her innocence. Each
succeeding Sabbath found her humbly trusting in that
contrite spirit, which even the most innocent gust feel
when joining in the services of religion.; and weeks,
months, and years had glided by, leaving her now in
the prime of 'xouth, a favourite with all the families in
the ncighbourho.od, even with.t}mse to whom she was
hardly more known than by appearance or ngme ; while
at those ﬁresules where she was a_familiar guest, she
wase beloved with = perfect love for all those de-
Ligntful endowmentb that showed thequelves moye at-
tractively in the unconscmuq simplicity of her mild
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and gentle manners, and almost veiled her beauty it-
self under that charm of character which belonging pe-
culiarly to the gifted individual is felt to be at once pei'-.
manent and irresistiBle.

Neither Michael Forester nor Agnes Hay knew
that they were in love with each other. Indeed, for’
two or three years past,*it had almost seemed’ as if
there had been some slight shadow thrown over the
friendship of the two families. *Accidental causes, suck
as swill often arise in the least varied lot, ¥ad made
the footpath less frequently trodden that led from

<Deyenest to Sprinkeld. + But where there is sincere,
anll well-founded mutual affection in good hearts, it
remains unjmpaired among all hiddrances, interrup-
tions or absence. Pleasant remembrances of words and
looks su'ppli the place :Jf actual interchanges of kind-
ness ; and, perhaps, the softenad images of innocent
delight, returning of their ownsaccord upon our hearts,
do more than any thing else in this world attach us
tor those with whom that delight had becen enjoyed.
Agnes Hay was frequently hearing the character of
Michael Forester spoken of by those whom she most
respected in terms of the highest praise‘T-lxis talents,
his industry, his uprightness, and what was even
more touching to her heart than them all, his filial
piety, and his fond attachment to his infatuated bro-
ther. Sometimes shé thought what happmess it would
have been Had Sile been hls daughter—or his sist€tt«
or any near blood relaﬁon, 80 that slne might hrve had
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thg privileges of an inmate of his household.  She had
. indead scarcely ome single relation living, but Aunt
Isobel, as she had called from glel' infancy the good
old Lady who was her protectress. Such thoughts

pasged through her heart oftener than she was aware,
but yithout any disturbance of feeling ; for, although
she interchanged affectionute greetings with Michael
Forester every Sabbdtly at church, and not unfrequent-
ly saw lnm on ordinary week-day occasions, her heart
was entlrely free from pasmon Never had she fallen
into one single vain dream of him and hjs dwelling ;
so that- h’ad he married am;ther, it did not seem:td'
Agnes that such an event would have affected, or at
1chst diminished the happiness of her codtented life.
And yet, when Aunt Isobel, in speaking pf his excel-
lence, had once said, what a happy woman would be
the wife of Michael Forester, Ag,nes had unconscious-
ly turned away her face, and as she did so, her eyes
fell upon the geraniums in all their rich and variegated
glow which she had received from him, and had tend-
ed with assiduous care, as she herself thought entirely
for the sake of their own beauty.

With MioRacl Forester the case was somewhat dif-
ferent. e was fiftcen yearml(fer than Agnes, and al-
though the growing charms of her womanhtod had gra-
dually inspired him with far other feelings than those
thh which he had been accustomed to regard the pretty
lxttle child that he had oft.n léd by the hand tdrough
his gar&ens, and sent away happy as a fairy with a bunch
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of flowers—yet a sense of the disparity of years, whick
to him seemed far greater than it was in reality, b:pt
down, as if it were even in his conscience, any fonder af-
fection for Agnes as she had been stealing into the beauty
of her prime. It seemed impossible that she could
love him; and that belief in the mind of such a,man
overcame all vain hopes, and reconciled him without
much pain to the thought of somg duy seeing Agnes Hay
the wife of another. He therefore strove with himself,*
and'not altogether unsuccessftﬁly, not indeed to abstain
from her society, for that was impossible, but to regard.
def et all times as one fo whom he could never be
mo;e than a friend, or a brother, or a father. Some-
times in thesquiet of a beautiful summer evening, when
in his silent ]eisure his mind uncongriously framed pic-
tures of &he future, he {elt that to Agnes Hay he could
be all these, and more, far more than them all ; that to
see her beantiful countenance at that lattice window,—
her delightful figure walking along that green,—her
white arms employed in training the roses around the
trellice-work- of that humble porch,—to hear her name
him in the familiar words of love, and tune her soft voice
especially for his ear—thoughts like these did sometimes
indeed overpower him‘—.for he had led,a pure and un-
stained life, wice had withered not one fibre of his heart,
he had wasted none of his best emotious on unworthy
objects, so that Lis visions of domdstic happiness were
brighttand stromg, and hexlooked on them with ‘the
same solemn, deyout an('i sacred spirit with which} onthe
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§ bbath-day, he entered the place set apart for worship.
till the belief recurred that Agnes could not love
him—that she would one day be another man’s wife—
and in depriving himself of the dangerous enjoyment
of his own loving, ‘almost impassioned thoughts—he
felt ¢hat such self-denial brought its own recomgense,
and heightened that happi;xess which Providence had
allowed him to enjoy without either fear or blame, and
which ge humbly acknow®edged was sufficient for con-
tentment and gragitude.
®* One beautiful Sabbath-evemng, Micpael Forester
wes walking by himself along the banks of the lzsk‘
#id met Agnes Hay going to Reslin to bnng home her
Aunt, who had that day attended Divine strvice in that
church. The meeting at such a time, and n such a
state of their aff(.ctzons, was fel¢ by them both te be more
than usually happy. Agnes took Michael’s arm with
cheerful willingness, and they spoke of every thing
most interesting to the welfare of their rerpective
homes. The sweet sercnity of the afternddn was in
perfect unison with that of their own hearts, and Agnes,
the orphan Agnes, with such a friend by her side, felt
as calmly oBnfident of the duration of her peace, as if
she had had 2 hundred kind and rich relations alive,
and the future provided and fenced in against the in-
trusion of any earthly calamities.* All the woods were
Jinging with vernal delight and jow and her gounte-
nance, whose general chaﬁcter was theek and pensive,
was now tinged with the very light gf gladness—her
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steps, usually so graceful in their composure, were noy'
no less so in the buoyancy of exhilaration, and without |,
doing the slightest violence to the native and prevalent
modesty of her demeanour, the innocent creature’s per-
fect happiness enlivened every attitude and every mo--
tion, while not altogether unconscious, perhaps, of the
power of her beauty, she stepped over stone and stalk,
on their devious hill-side track, through the overbang-
ing ‘trees whose branches se.netimes almost impeded *
their progress, and touched their h.e,ads with the first
odorous buds,of an early spring.

* Duvenest and its gardefxs lay before them at a sud-
den bend of the river. The Cushat-dove was sounds
ing his deep song in the pines behind the low thatch-
ed roof, 2ad in front the bright Golden Osak, whose fo-
liage preceded by at lerst a fortnight that of all the
other trees, shone in the‘setting sun.  Will you cross
the stepping-stones, my dear Agnes, and see how this
Spring promises in our gardens? You have not been
within our gate once during this finest and most for-
ward of all Aprils, and to-morrow is May-day.” Ag-
nes was glad to comply, and they descended into the
channel of the river, where, at the head of & stream that
formed a small waterfall, there was a natural ledge of
rock, over which, when the water was low, it was easy
to cross the Esk. The showery April had however
slight]y flooded the-stream, and while Agnes was speak
ing of going rouad by th. wooden bridge, Michael
Forester took her gently in his arms, and in a few mo-
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ments let her down from his breast, in all her blush«
ing*heauty, on the turf of his own paternal acres. The
heart within that manly breast,.by habit and duty in
general 50 calm, beat as loudly as if it were the heart -
of fear itself in an unexpected peril. Her pure breath
had peen close to his cheek, closer than it had ever be-
fore been since she was a chil.d, and he had felt on hisside
the otion of that ¥irgin bosom, where purity, inno-
" cence &nd loveliness wer folded up together in most
beautiful repose. ¢ She is an orphan,” thought M ichael
e—oh! that this very blessed day I copld win her
heart !” and hope came to him from the unoffendea:ex-‘
Pression of her downcast eyes, as they walked arm in
arm towards his house. Few words wefe uttered by
him—and none by Agnes—till they enteredethe little
. white gate, with its arch of vm.mdbine and sweetbriar ;
and as it closed behind them, Michael Forester felt sud-
denly that whathe loved most on thisearth wasnow with-
in the boundaries of his own dwelling. Dearer wassh.e to
him than all his other best and happiest pofsessions—
than all other remembrances—all other fiopes—even
than his father’s grey hairs.  Yet at the very timne that
he thus kn@®y in the tumult of his heart, that the fair
and meek orphan was, and -mt.mt for ever he to him
life itself, and that without ixer life wouldl be us death,
yet his other human affections were not lost or swal-
Me(l up in that :tronger love, bué zather all cgmpre-
hended within ity influewe, s!» that* he loved both fa-



24 THE FORESTERS.

ther and brother, and his other friends, better for the
sake of his own Agnes Hay.

With a faltering voice, which he in vain tned to

" compose, Michael Forester said, with great tenderness,
* The time was—Agnes—when you came almost every-
day tp Dovenest. Then it was only week after week
—now I may say it is only month after month—and in
future, perhaps, it may be only year after year. Yet
it might be better for me if & were so—for, Agnes, you
will be the wife of another soon perhaps—and whenever
that happens, may the blessing of God fall upon you,
but from that day shall I be the most miserable of men.
I love you, Agnes—but I know that you cannot lov:
me—it is impossible !” And as the image of the fair
child pasted before him, dancing along the very walk
where they now stood, with garlands of flowers wreath-
ed round her small waist and arms, he felt with a pang
that Agnes could not now look on him as a lover, whom
she must have so long regarded with such other feel-
ings, and lie remained silent in his despair.

The whole heart of Agnes Iay seemed to herself to
have undergone a deep change since she had met Mi-
chael only an hour ago; but, in truth, <he had for
years loved him in the vndisturbed innocence of her
gentle nature: She had, oftener than she knew, thought
of him, as a certain despondency would sometimes come
overher when musing on her orphan state; and therelore
this avowal of his love; altd ough whelly unexpected,
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di‘d\ not find her altogether unprepared. The words,

.heard at first with a delightful doubt of their meaning,

reached, before Michael had cgase.d speaking, the very
core of her heart ; and never having had any attach-

ment to any other person, beyond that of mere ordinary

kindngss, she felt that she could give him all thag her
life had ever contained, without reserve of one single
transitory feeling.  * Impossible to love Michael Fo-
rester lg no—no—say not e0—1I have loved you ever ;
and I will love you as long as I know to love all that is
good, worthy, and most estimable in a Clristion hus-
band.” That one last word ‘wus sufficient for Mlchael'
Feraster’s perfect happiness, and he folded this beautl-
ful orphan in as warm and reverential an®embrace as
ever brought woman to man’s beating bosom. e

They walked for a while sllent and composed ¢hrough
the dewy arbours ; and stood hand in hand beside the
dial, shadowless at the ‘sweet hour of eight, in the last
dewy evening of April. All around was orderly—
peaceful—prosperous, and beautiful. Theny as if .by
the same impulse, they bent their way towards the
house ; and Michael fervently blessed his Agnes as she
stepped acrofs the threshold. They sat down together
in the neat little parlour, whose *windoiw looked up the
Esk upon a home-scene hemmed in by a furtastic sweep
of wooded rocks. The large Family Bible was lying
oncﬂ on the table, and Michacl takimg the hand gf his
Agnes, lnid it upon the sa®ed olume, and in that be-
trothiment, with 4 reverential prayer of thanksgiving,
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they vowed to love one another until death. Agres
shed a few tears over the blessed page, but they were.
such tears as nature consecrates to her best affections,
and assuredly were not of evil omen. Michael Fores«
ter kissed others away from her sweet eyes, as her head
rested upon his breast, and in that tender and ~acred
embrace in which he folded his betrothed, and in which
a piousspirit expressedits gratitude to Heaven for anun-
hoped and boundless happitiess, Agnes felt bewond all
possibility of being deceived, that she had committed
her lot in this life to a man who knew the value of in-
-no&-uce, and in wedlock would cherish and respect it.
But voices were heard near the porch, and althoumgh
Agnes knew well whose they were, and had nothing to
fear frome such intruders, yet a new tremor crept over her
at their approach, and ker heart that had beat trau;uil-
ly in the arms of her lover, palpitated violently as she
arose to meet her own Aunt Isobel and old Adaw ¥o-
rester.

A few words from Michael explained the reason of
all those unusual tears, and that speechless confusinn.
Aunt Isobel could not but give herself some little cre«
dit for having always internally predicb:d that this
would be a marriage some day ; but new that her few
doubts and Inisgivings were removed, and she found
that she was, in good truth, a prophetess, she’ could
not belp weeping in her joy, as she thought that now,
die when she might, hér btloved orphan would not be
left desolate. The old man had always loved Agnes
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as his own child, and had sometimes allowed himself
to wish that Abel had been deserving of such a wife.
Now that his eyes were opened to what he had never be-
fore suspected, and saw Michael h possession of such
a trea'.sure, he blessed her with a fervent voice, and pro-
;munch her name, as if he dwelt upon the sound, for the
nume of the daughter he had lost was Agnes, and he had
read it but a few houts ago on her gravestone. The
sthought. of poor Abel, and dis cureless follies, passed
across the old roan’s mind, and he'felt that, if that d&r
boy would but repent and reform, it wouldl)e a blessed
lot to be gathered with the *dead, for that then ¢hes
wlnle happiness possible to human life would have
been hiy, and it would therefore be timee to depart.
But the closing shades of evening warned the party
to break up—the stars were glready faintly o4visible
—and Agnes, who did not foréet others in her own
happiness, feared that Aunt Isobel might suffer from
the cold dews. So, in a few minutes, they left Dove-
nest ; but not before the evening psalm had been sung,
in which the voice of Agnes, silvery sweet, but some-,
what tremulous, touched Michael's heart, in his own
hovse, with @profounder emotion than his nature had
ever experienced before,—while t'he old man, unable to
withstand the beauty of its hol}ness, could ot continue
his part in the sacred melody, but bowed down his
hg%l; and, with a broken voice, breathed a few worgls of
thanksgiving.
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CHAPTER III.

Few ostentatious ceremonics marked these humble
nuptials ; yet decent preparations had been made for
éhelr change of life, and the marriage-day of Michael
Forester and Agnes Hay was almost a kind of lLibli-
day in Ldsswade and its neighbourhood. Some little
idle géssip there had no doubt been about the happy
couple for at least a l'nonth before the union, for Agnes
was not only beautiful, but an heiress, and it is sur-
prising what interest some good people take in the
dearest concerns of those with whom they are not per-
l;aps at'all acquainted, but for whom they hold them-
selves entitled even to judge and decide, from the single
circumstance of having seen them at church or market.
Some wise critics in marriage matters %tould not help
thinking that Michael Forester, although a most ex-
cellent mah, was somewhat too old and grave for so
very young and lovely a bride, and were anxious to
justify that opinion by adding some ten years Yo_his
useful life. Sdme cinscidatious persons again, were
much afraid that Agnes Hay, who had been bred up
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\dafntily under the care of her Aunt, who it was well

known had always taken upon herself the whole
trouble of house-keeping, would make but an indiffer-
ent wife to a man who followed a laborious profession,
and would probably expect more activity and frugality
than i§ was likely he would find in a young woman
spoiled by ease and indulgenc:f. Others wondered, and
of their wondering could find no end, what would be-
&dme of yoor Mrs Irvine ? ¥Woung Mrs Forester would
surely never be so heartless as to leave her by herself
at her advanced time of life ; a.md yet, should she tak.c
the good old lady with her to Dovenest, who could sy
to 2 certainty that she would prove agreeable to the
husband, or to his father, who was well knowh to be ra-
ther a particular sort of man, of perfect integrity, but
of a very imperfect temper?

These scrious topics had been very seriously discuss-
ed at the tea-tables of “Lasswade, Roslin, and their
neighbourhood ; and had given rise to many clashing and
contlicting opinions. All anxiety, however, in tht publi::
mind about Aunt Isobel was removed; for, cven on the
very marriage-day, she went with her dearly beloved
Agnes from Sgrinkeld to Dov encst Her own parlour
therehad been prepared for her wecks before,and apret-
ty parlour it was, the very same in which sHe had first
known that Michael and Agnes had pledged their
troth, '—thb a low rbof and one window dgwn to ¢he
floor, a window thag, but fer w&ekly Pruning, would
soon hae been blinded by the clustermg roses, and
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from which she could see a little waterfall, woods, and
rocks, on either side, a few pasture-fields, here and there
the roof of a half-}'id house, or the blue smoke from
chimneys concealed entirely in the groves of Dryden.
The summer months passed'over Dovenest in per-
fect happiness ; and that silent and sumewhat nelan-
choly spirit that, for a few years, had lain on the
house and grounds, was now aimost wholly dispelled.
Although the old man could never, for one say, for-
get his Abel, yet Agnes filled up the void in Lis heart.
Igl all thirgs she was indeed a daughter. There wus
nd interference however slight with his habits, formed
insensibly during the lapse of so many years,—no hiad-
rance from’household arrangements ever met him in any
of his dwn peculiar ways, from morning to night,—no
formal’ officiousness ever caused him trouble by its ill-
timed attempts to prevent or remove it—no unimportant
word—no unsympathising look ever made him feel that
there was a separation between the souls of the old and
young. ' But Agnes, from the first week of her abode
at Dovenest, had felt and understood, with the delicate
and fine discrimination of a loving nature, the preva-
lent spirit of the household. In the feahess confidence
of an affection which was to endure for life, she gently
took upon herself the management of all those little
concerns necessary*for her father’s comfort, and walked
aboat the,place? with as familiar and unrestramned a
happin®ss as if she hid h®'self been born in the house,

#md had atterded on her father froin the earliest years
10
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\of “moral reason. Sprinkeld itself, pleasant place as it
was, and the scene of her whole previous happy life,
was not forgotten, but removed, as "t were, far back in-
to the distance of years. For in her husband’s house
was lier whole heart centered—beyond the white gar-
den-gage her thoughts never strayed and all the beau-
tiful or affecting images, which other happy days and
scenes had supplied, Were now all collected ‘together
Jvithin I)‘? bounds of Doversest. A thousand deligh:-

, ful visits which she had made there long ago, and had
fargotten, now rose dlstmctly to her remembpance ; she
recollected the voice—the ﬁgure—the occupatlon—tﬂp ‘
kingdness to "her then a child of him who was now her
husband ; and in all those renewals of the past made in-
voluntarily, and by the mere force of affection there
was nothing different from what,she now experienced,
but although at that time imperfectly understood, the
same gooduess, intcgrity; and peace had been witness-
ed, within whose Losom she now lived in love and grati-
tude.

Michael Forester led outwardly just his usual life.
But the whole world had to him undergone a sudden
and blessed tgnsformation. Iitherto, he had been
happy in the cultivation and enlar.gement of his intel-
lect—in the discharge of his dutics—and in the indul-
gence of filial and paternal affections These pleasures
were with him still, But now a beingy simpler, puser,
more fnnocent far,—; ~—jmore hmgxfant tBwards all her
fellow-créatures, and more entlre]v pious to her Crea-
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tor, than he felt it possible, that he himself, or any
other man could be—laid herself and her whole life in
trust within his bosom. Such blessedness, only a few
months before, he had not even ventured to imagine,
much less to hope. Agnes Hay he indeed had 3l-
ways loved, but only as one most fair and goggd, who
was to be nothing more to him, and every thing to some
happier man. Now;, their lives'were blended together,
and he felt his whole cheracter elevated and purifidd
by the union. Not a day now passed without absolute
happiness,, without calm and deep enjoyment. Evesy
cl:.y was now divided into hours of different delight, so
that life itself, which formerly escaped away unnotiged,
year following year in confusion within the memory,
seemed now to be prolonged by the gontinual and un-
interrapted successiop of employments for the hand
and the heart, each ﬁﬁng way to the other, but when
over, still all remembered.

Adam Forester now worked but seldom, and when
he did, only for his amusement. This his son insisted
upon ; for there was no need to conceal from his father
that his strength was much decayed, and that his work-
days were over. We know not what cagses within the
soul may affect, for ‘good or evil, the body of old age.
It seemed: as if all Abel’'s misconduct, and even his de-
sertion of home, had not touched the old man’s frame
S0 3trongly as the perfect happiness with which ! e now
saw himgelf sucrounded., That happiness had given a
shock—a gentle oné no doubt, but still nut unper-
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ceived—to that frame which had borne undepressed

. and unfaltering the weight of threescore and ten la-
borious years, with all their inqitable anxieties and
sorrpws. His hand, long so steady, had now more than

A sl.ight tremble when lifted up in prayer; even with
his glasses he could read the Word of God no more ;
but the voice of Agnes, soft and low as it was, was still
not indistinctly heard by his now dulled ear, when
loud&®ones were all undistinguishable ; and on her grm
alone would he lean in his Sabbath-walk along the Esk,

*and confess to her his dutifu] daughter, that an unpgin-
ful sense of weakness told him to hold himself read}:f'o-r
perhaps a suddenssnmmons. But such solemn thoughts
were reserved for solemn times ; and so cileerful were
his ordmary converse and demeanour, that it was re-
marked by all his nelbhbmlrﬁ, t%at although there might
be a change for the werse in his bodily frame, yet that
the youth of Adam Forester’s mind seemed indeed to
have been renewed. .

But the happiness of this houseliold would have been
incomplete without Aunt Isobel. She was indeed the
most lively and cheerful of all possible old ladies, blest
with untamgable good spirits, and that happy constitu-
tional temperament that cannot abide the pressnre of
unnecessary or undue sorrows. Having been all her life
long, from mere childhood, thrown upon her own re-
sources, and accustomul to a husy, r)ustlmg, and® care-
ful lifg, all her enérgctlc qualmes had been cultivated
to the utmost, and s.hc looked 'upon idReness as at once

e
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the greatest of sins and of punishments. She was al-
ways doing something, and would have found some re-
gular employment even in the solitary cell of a prison.
Yet, although constantly on the alert, she was never
teasing nor troublesome in her activity,—although ].)eri
petuslly moving about, she was never in any body’s
way, and in the midst of her multifarious concerns, she
always wore a smiling face, as if perfectly mistress of .
her business, and sure of tlfe result, which rest was
never her own ease, of which she at no time thought, but
thq ease, conxfort, or happiness of others. She was not’
much of a literary woman, although her powers of wit,
humour, and raillery, would have ,+st many a blué-
stocking aghast, but nevertheless she had her Album.
A formidable quarto it was, and therein had she copied,
in a neat old-fashioned Yand, full of ‘dexterous contrac-
tions, and in an orthography original and ingenious, al-
most every receipt, however recondite, known to the then
culinary world. Indeed, that book of magic told how
best to do ‘every thing that could be done in any house,
from hall to hut. Andalthough AuntIsobel had nevgrhad
an opportunity of displaying her knowledge and powers
on a very splendid scale, yet had it been a::lknowledged
by the whole world, that Sprinkeld was a perfect mo-
del of the most beautiful order and neatness that ever
was seen, and that ®very thing within doors, just as
withotit, seemed to go on of itself by some natural pro-
cess, chang! succecdmg chnnge \Vlthout any apparent
effort, like the wery seasons.
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With a heart full of tenderness, and alive to every
kind human feeling, Mrs Irvine, for that was Aunt Iso-
bel’s name, made no pretence te sensibility. On the
contrary, she was much averse to the shedding of
tears, which she thought should be reserved for solemn
occasions, frequent enoughya as she had lherself expe-
rienced, in this uncertain world. Although the most
c}gantable of Chrlstmns m thought, word, and deed,
she d'l'enked the whining even of real poverty anddlis-
tress ; and often Yrave alms with a severe countenance,

'which some finer spirits might probably think dimmed
the merif, and marred the beauty of the charit8ble
deed. But Mrs*Brvine thought neither pof the merit
nor the beauty of her limited charities,—they were
from a kind, humble, and pious heart, and she thought
her Maker would be best pleised when he beheld her
relieving, under his providence, the wants of the wor-
thy, and sometimes even giving unto the vicious and the
wicked, since their wants are indeed the greatest and
the most mournful that can befal the children of men.
Hers was a deep, still, unostentatious religion, that but
slightly colgured her outward demeanour upon week-
days ; but duly as the Sabbath came, her whole ap-
pearance, pers'on, and deportment were, calmed and
elevated. Every worldly care, however laudable in it-
self at other times, was now thrown aside thh her
weekly garments ; those gylck.busyateps beeame com-
posedeand cven dignified; that sharp shrill voice was

subdued into a pleasant lobvness, fer face, which
N .
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had never at any time been more than comely, but al-
ways expressive of goodness and intelligence, was now
almost beautiful in ite tranquillity, with her grey hair
decently braided over her open and yet unwrinkled
forchead ; and as, in her black-silk gown, which were
her widow’s weeds thirty years ago, and had never been
worn but on Sabbaths, she took her place in her pew in
the kirk, and placed before her the Bible which her
husband had given her on her wedding-day, the?é was
not perhaps in all the congregation ‘one more like a
ladv than sheé, if such a distinction may be thought of
in sach a place, while assuredly there was not one more
truly a Christian. -

How then could the family at Dovenest be otherwise
than hapi)y? It seemed to Michael and Agnes as if the
first summer of their m.rriage, even independently of
their own joy, was most especiall beautiful. Never in
the memory of Adam Forester himself had there been so
mary soft, warm, and dewy nights, so many cloudless
and sunbright days. In spring the frost had spared
the blossoms—the summer insects had not touclpd the
fruits—and the autumn had come mildly to gather her
ripened riches. ‘ )
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CHAPTER 1IV.

-

THE merry Christmas-week was just over, with all
its festivities, and the new-year had beguh to opengus-
piciously, on the family at Dovenest, when one forenoon

*a stranger of mosterespectable appearance came into the
garden, and inquired for Michael I‘orester They re-
tired into an inner-room, and the visitor did not take
his leave for upwards of an %our. Michael ‘accompa-
nied him to the gate.and on his return into the house,
his disturbed and troubled countenance did not for a
moment escape the notice of his wife. Indeed,sshe
had never before seen her husband so ng.itated, and
knew well enough that something most disastrous must
have happened. Her fears were instantly for Abel ;
although she could not help dimby apprehending some evil
personal to Michael himself, so haggard, and evenghastly
was the expression of his long, dark, and gloomy silence.
She followed him, into his room, and sitting down by
his side, took hold of hl% hapd, aqd looked uf to his
face, but without” smllmg or ustering a word. Her hus-
band looked on l}m; with &entle, bat sad, and even
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weeping eyes,and folding her to hisbosom, said,—¢ Abel
has ruined himself and all of us for ever. Yes, Agnes,
he has beggared us al}—and, oh ! Agnes, what is worse
—far far worse than beggary, he has committed a fear-
ful and a fatal crime—is a forger—and a felon—ﬁmy’
die the death of shame—and the white head of the old
man may yet be brought to the dust in agony and dis-
honour. Yes—it will kill him—Abel has murdered
his father—Abel whom he loved so tenderly-:-Abel
whom he will yet weep over in forgiveness, when his
tongue no more is able to pronounce a blessing. Poor
losteunhappy boy ! we will all of us forgive him—and,
oh! Agnes! that the wide sea were nnv rolling between
him and us, so that the dreadful arm of the law might
not reach him, and his life be safe from the cruelty of
justice in a foreign land,.”

The time had now come, soon and unexpectedly,
when Agnes felt herself called upon to exert that power
whigh her heart told her resided in its pious innocence.
Norepining pang shot through that instructed heart—no
selfish grief, when thus told suddenly that poverfly was
to be her lot—no wocful disappointment of lawful hopes
which it had been her duty to cherish—no vain wish—
no idle thoughts flung back to the independent retire-
ment of Sprinkeld—but with the whole passion of
love that existed in her nature, she embraced her hus-
band’s neck, and with every kindest and most encour-
aging word, addressed to his own ear, mingled prayers
of holiest fervour for his peace of mind to the Giver of
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all mercies.  Oh! Michael, what need we care for

- poverty—nay, poor can we never be, although all our
worldly substance may have mglted like the snow.
For-Abel we must for ever weep—and also for our fa-

. ther—but Michael—my Michael—yield not to your
despair—he will escape—he will escape—fear it not——
and when we hear and know that he is safe, happier

_shall we all he than ever—-although that, indeed, is im-
possible, for, since I was yom' wife, too happy ha\e
been for any one in this mortal world.”

It was fortunate that Adgm Forester had gone, ‘his
sunny forenoon, to Roslin, and thus escaped heapntg
this intelligence,swhich, no doubt, the stranger would
have communicated to him had he been at home. In
a wonderfully short time, Michael recovered first from
the fever, and then from the sgupor of that gr8at grief.
Agnes had had no agts of allurement or fascination,
when she was a maiden—but in her unreserved sim-
plicity had she given him her affection. Nor since
her marriage had she ever sought to sway his mind,
cither in trifling or serious concerns, but by the truth
and purity of disinterested love, which had no other
object in this life but to make him happy. Now, she
had made use not of many words, nor yet of very riany
tears, but those that were said and shed hud done their
offige, and her hushand was perfeetly composed in this
most severe affliction. As he Jookéd on ker calid, still
beautiful face almost smxlmg, and wluch, had it not been
for the thoughts of Abel, wou ld. most assmredly have smil-

L]
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ed with its usual untroubled sweetness on the prospect
of poverty or even want, he could not but feel the ut-
ter worthlessness of; all other possessions; while the
hopeful light of her eyes beaming fondly upon him
forced him to believe that his brother would escape,
and that the worst evil he had feared need no 'more
haunt his imagination. Each tear as it fell at times
down her cheek upon his—each almost repressed sigh
—each whisper of comfort’ when no word was”sylla-
ble.a, and each consoling sentence of wisest words, when
her emotionvpermitted utterance to her calm voice, re-
fioped him more and more nearly to his usual tran-
quillity. A sort of haze hung over the evil that had
befallen—its most hideous features were hidden—and
all those' cheering thoughts arose, which, whencesoever
they carhe, and by whorgsoever inspired, are in times of
distress the sure reward of a virtuous and pious life.
Aunt Isobel now came bustling with her usual mirth
and vivacity into the room, but instantly changed her
mood and her manner when her eyes met those of Ag-
nes. For the first time in her life had she now feen
in these eyes something like 4n expression of misery,
which was not diminighed by the faint smile that re-
luctantly passed over their tears. Could it be, she
thought, that Michael had been unkind 7—gnd she
turned towards him' an almost upbraiding look. But
Michte]. kissed the brow of Agnes—and putting her
hand into ‘that of her guardmn, for that was still her
desexved name; he earnestly desired the old lady not
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to be disturbed while he told her of a very great and
- melaneholy misfortune, the details of which he had not
yet communicated fully even to his wife.

«.The stranger who left the house about an hour
dgo is a respectable’person in trade in Edinburgh, and
my Unhappy brother—poor Abel, instigated, no doubt,
and assisted by that villain Mansell, has forged upon
him to a very large amount. ~Abel has got the money
—an® avless 1 repuy lt--'Mr Maxwell will do all he
can to discover, apprehend, ‘and bring my brother to

*punishment ; that is, to death—yes, to certfin irreprigv-
able death. If I make good the loss he has sustained,
fie will suffer the affair to rest, Abel will escape this
time at least, and we may yet rescue him from destruc-
tion.” The good old lady sighed deeply, and wiped
her eyes, but said not a wo, and motioned him to
proceed. “ At my fyther's death, which God remove
to u distant day, yon know this property is mine, bur-
thened with a considerable mortgage, and a sniall angpu-
ity to Abel. We Liuve some outstanding debts due to us .
—and you know the amount of the fortune my beloved
Agnes brotgght me,—all together would no more than
repay what Mr Maxwell has lost by my infatuated bro-
ther’s crime.”— Hush! Hush!” said Agnes, “I thiuk I
hear my father’s footsteps !” They listened, but it had
only been the motion of some bird among the w1thered
leaves. ¢ Yes, my dear 'Agnes, L feel*the meaning
of yoyr fears—to know all thet we know would break
the old man's heagt. 1 did,not think it necessary to
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consult you what ought to be done—so, trusting to
your approval, I told Mr Maxwell that I would make-
good what he had Inst to the last shilling I possessed,
or would possess for years to come. But I told him
that it would certainly kill my father to be told of
Abel’s crime, so I have become his debtor to the whole
amount he desired, and while I continue to pay him the
interest, he will not demand the principal till my.fa-,
theg’s death. Then Dovenest must be sold, fnd we
must seek out, in our poverty, for another habitation.”

Michael fose from his seat at the close of these words;
anc paced hurriedly up and down the room. < Alas!
Mrs Irvine, you will think now—i# will be impossibfe
for you not to think it, that Agnes Hay has made an
unhapp);marriage, and that you brought her up so ten-
derly, and so wisely, to‘hecome miserable at last. And
yet, if I could die for my Agnes, if for her sake
I could pour out from my heart every drop it contains,
if U could purchase her peace through life by the mu-
tilation of my limbs and miserable decease in a lazpr-
house——"—* Oh! Michael ! my husband, what iszis
Ihear? Did you not promise, even now, when you press-
ed me, as you said with pride, to your besom, to think
nothing of this evil which, since Abel is to be spared,
is no evil at all>—No! Michael—it is a blessing—a
blessing from that Being who has been most merriful
to us'all our'aays.\who gua;tled my orphan head by day
and night, and has givea me the gift of a humbtle and
contented spirit.” And so saying, the beautiful young
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wife knelt down, and folded her hands beneath her
hosom over the babe that stirred within her, and gave
her a foretaste of a mother’s joy. & Disturb her not—
disturb her not,” said her guardian with sobs that
might not be controlled. * Not I—not I was it that
taughi? my Agnes—her virtues are from God, and
from God came the lore that putteth to shame all
voudly wisdom, and maketh her alike fit for the trials
*of earth, or the reward of h:eagen." -
It was no sudden and transient fit of enthusiasm,
but the calm deep movement of picty that kept Ag!;f:
in the attitude of prayer. To the meaning of her words,
hfgh as it was, her nature was to be for ever true. No
exultation felt she in her submissiveness; it was the
strong humility of a perfectly resigned heart. The
fair sight breathed a correspofding calm over those
who in themselves had wot perhaps been so comforted,
and, on rising from her knees, she was rewsrded by
the peace on her husband’s face, and the kind eyes of
her guardian, that looked on her with a sabbs:th smile.
And now the old man’s footsteps were evidently heard ;
every cheek was dried, and every voice composed to cheer-
fulness, when their father entered the room. He put
his staff in the usual corner, and said witlz animation,
¢ Children, I have had a sharp walk, and it is a fine
black frost—let us tg our meal —fof an east-wind gives
a good appetite, and I think that I n:gy yet live t3 see
another, Christmas.” .
The small round table wag now covered with its
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white cloth, and placed near a blazing root-fire. Agnes,
with even more than her usual tenderness, wheeled the
old high-backed agm-chair into its place. The old
man held up his withered hand, and bowed down his
hoary head in a thanksgiving over the frugal repast,
and, forgetting or hushing within their hearts all pain-
ful thoughts, the family broke their bread in peace, and
there were even smiles sent round the board, whigh, in
spite of that sore distress, was blessed of Heaven.
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CHAPTER V.

' A sNow-sTORM lad been blowmg throughout the day
from all points of the compass,and huge drits blockd
up almost all the roads and paths leading into the vaﬂ-
ley of the Esk. Ple family of Dovenest were sitting
somewhat late on a January night round a blazi.ng fire,
nor did the secret, which their hearts had kept from the
old man, painful as it was to thifsk upon, preven;: them
from enjoying much happiness. Indeed, by their con-
stant care to look cheerful at all times in his presence,
they had often made themselves really so, when if left
to themselves they could not but have been oppressed
with anxiety and grief. Adam Forester had that night
spoken frequgntly of Abel, and lamented that they did
not know where. he was; for, ss#fd he, I wished to
have sent him a New-Year’s gift, which hg, no doubt,
must be sorely in need of—the poor boy has not, 1
fear., esuch a comforuble house as we have over his
head this wild night—not sly:h b firc &8 ours to sit by
~—no—no—Why did he ever leave his father’s house
Soon after these words, the old, man fel! asleep in his
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chair, and nothing more was said by anybt;dy to dis-
turb his slumber. Michael took his book, Agnes sai
before him at her work, of a kind most affecting to the
heart of a young wife, and Aunt Isobel, whom nobody
ever saw idle, was moving about® the room with noise-
less steps, and getting ready the evening meal by the
time the old man should awake, which he was sure to
do when the clock gave warning before the howr of
cight. Early hours, night and morning, were“kept at
Dovenest, with some variation, both in winter and sum-
wer,and from November till the end of March, nine was
the hour of evening prayer.

A loud blow struck the door, arc then a man, dress-
ed in red, like an officer of justice, burst into the room.
He looked round for a few seconds with a stern smile,
and then said, * Aye— -aye—you have put Master Abel
to bed I trow—Dbut the bird is not flown—he is in the
cage—s0, good folks, without more ado, let him be
produced—I must do my duty,” and he laid down a
pair of hand-cufts on the table. X

Adam, roused from his sleep by that horrid intru-
sion, kept his eyes fixed in a ghastly stare upon the
pitiless wretch, whil~ his withered cheeks were white
as ashes. “ Giles Mansell has forge(i on the Bank of
Scotland, and his crony, Abel Forester, your son, old
man, is igplicated. The brass plates were found in
the garret he inhabited not long since—but no need of
palaver, hanging is but hanging, so bring him out, or I
must have a search in the rookerv.”

11
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The old man now knew that Abel was a forger, and
saw him. on the scaffold. He gave no sigh, no groan,

* no shudder, but, as if a bar of irenzhad struck him on
the temple, or vapour damp suffocated him, his head
felt back, and his featiires grew rigid, as in the grasp
of death. Isobel saw the change, and soon bathed his
forehead. But Michael questioned the officer, who,
unmoved, without circumlocution, and in a few plain
and dreadful words, repeated the frightful truth.

e The miserable father scemec’l to hear in his swoon,
afld raising himself up in his ghair, which He was tqg
weak to leave, fustened his eyes once more, as in fa:-a‘
cifation up(;n a serpeyt. *° Abel has done many things
sore amiss, Mr M<Intyre, for I know your name, Sir,
but he is no forger,” and the very sound of that fatal
word struck on his heart like a kugll, while with his eyes
still fixed in dreadful dopbt on the officer’s dark scowl-
ing countenance, and, with a forced smile of hope that
passed away over his quivering lips and cheeks, he laid
back his white head once more, and uttered one long
dismal deadly groan of incurable despair.

McIntyre se.arched thoroughly the whole house, and
then appeared to believe that he had come thither on
wrong information. He sat down, laid his loaded pis-
tols on the table, and helped himself to food. Mean-
while Mlchael had taken his fathe? in his arms, and
carrymg him into hls own room, laid 1um ou his bed.
-He tried, to comfoft him m h's agony, but his fa-
ther, altheugh he looked on him, dM not seem
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to hear or to understand his words.- Agnes came and
sat down at the bed-side, holding the old man’s head
between her hands,—and Michael returned to the room
he had left. M-‘Intyre was eating greedily, and de-
manded liquor, which was given: There the fiend sat
with his shaggy eye-brows, coarse features, and sallow
complexion, dead to all human misery. The thief-
taker had once been a soldier, and had seen much of ho-
nourable and dishonourable death. For twenty years,
—for the wretch’s coarse hair was grizzled,—it had
Eren his business to prowl about prisons,—to lock ceils
" wpon guilt and despair,—to sit cold as ice beside quak-
ing caitiffs at the Bar,—and to dpshideous work about
scaffolds on days of execution. Even he had an idea of
duty—.-inexomble with a warrant—and not to be brib-
ed by the criminal en whom he had set his fangs—
gruff and grim in his integrity that was proof against
the silver and gold of those who had been driven to
wickedness by want and famine.
¢« Nae doubt it is hard on your father—Sir—but in
time he’ll get ower it like mysel. It’s nae secfet— a’
Scotland kens it—how my ain son, Donald Dhu, rub-
bed shouthers with the gallows. Ile bad gotten up to
be sergeant in the Forty-Second—the Auld Black-
Watch—but a halbert wouldna content my gentleman,
he wad fgin be an ensign, so he forges a bill for four
hunder poun’—but his huwse wasna made for hemp, aff
gaed Donald across the seas, and was shot through the
heart by a bluck Nigger in the West Indies. Anither
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stoup o’ whisky, Sir, gin ye please. It'sa bitter night,
_eneuch to tirr a taed, and I hae been up to the oxters in
snaw-pits fifty times between thxs and Loanhead.”
Michael, who had had time to ‘eflect on the charge
agamst Abel, began o recover his spirits, and to believe
‘that «his might be a mistake—at all events, he had no
reason to think that his brother was now in Scotland—
and in this belief he tould bear more patiently the pre-
“se. of the loquacious man of blood. « Weel—weel
—man—I'm no sorry that this ne’er-do-weel brithé o’
syours is no here the nicht. Dut dinna think thate’ll
no be gruppit during this verra moon. Think ye Bl
escape a’ the thief-takers between the Land’s End and
John o' Groats? We're a strong squad. And then
there’s no a cluchan, nor a town, nor a road-side change-~
house, that has nae a llue-and;.cry description ¢ him by
this time—liker than ony painted picture. There they
are stuck up on ever): smiddy-door—every cross-stane
—ecvery gabel-end—every kirk-yett. A fux may as
weel think ¢’ running in the day-time thro’ nma;ng
houses, and alang the king’s high-road, without being
worried by a thousand curs. The Hue-and-Cry will
gang down®into the verra coal;pits, and the chimley-
soopers will kén him war he to tak a brush owre his
shouther, and blacken his face like the®deil himsel’.
But here’s to you—Sir—this is paime spirit.—I’se war-
rant it's smuggled.*
Finding that Michael €fd n%t joln in the conversa-
tion, the officer ‘lighted his pipe—angl sat mute and
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surly, with his huge hand close upon his pistols—till
the clock struck twelve, when, with an oath, he started
to his feet, and, growling out that he must be at the jail
by two o’clock, pwﬂeted his weapons, and faced the
storm, still raging furiously, in the starless night. 'Mi-
chael listened at the door, and heard him pluaging
through the wreathes away down the Glen.

Michael’s heart, in some degree, revived on the re-
moval of that loathsome reytile, or beast of prey , and
judu as he was about to go into his father’s room, the
old wman, spported by Agnes and Isvbel, came fee-
b}‘;""a forwards, and requested to be placed in his chair.
« Oh! Abel, Abel! why hast thou done this thing?
And is there indeed no pity for thee among thy fellow-
creatures P—No, they know not how to pardon each
other’s .ins. But we have not had family worship yet,
and it must be done be‘fore I take to my bed ; for from*
that bed shall I never be lifted again, till you Michael
walk at my feet, and lay your father in the only place
of rest on this cruel earth.” But Michael was not able
to read the chapter, so Agnes, stronger than thewi all
in this trial, took the Bible, and read what her fa-
ther had marked some hours before, with a voice that
faltered less and less at every verse, and, at the close,
was almost sceady as it had been in the mornjng wor-
ship. ‘

A pane m the window that moved on a hinge was
stirred, and a well-known w.isper said,— Brother—
brother !” The.old feeble man started like a youth to

4
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his feet at the sound of Abel's voice. The door was

. unlocked, and there in the midst of them, all drenched
with sléet and snow, stood the poor hunted felon. ¢ Kiss
me—kiss me, Abel—for I am sick.-sick at heart,” and
the miserable man Jaid his icy cheek cloge to that of

" his father. Instinctively he supported him to his chair,
and knelt down, leaning Mis head upon his father’s
knees. ¢ Will not thut fearful fiend return against us ?”
sala “he old man, lookinge wildly towards the door—
and Michael stood in'his giant strength before hi¢‘fa-

sther and his brother, resolved that not a hgir of I's
head should be touched till fie himself was killed. Eat .
she officet had obeyed his instructions, and was now
miles on his road to Edinburgh.

Abel had for wecks suffered more pain—lmunger—
and cold—more searching mlsery of mind and body,
than had almost ever fallen to the lot of man ; and the
relief now yielded by the very light and heat of the
hearth was felt in his spirit through its frame. They
who loved him so dearly would fain have spared Lim
the agony of shume in telling the extent of his delin-
quencies ; all that they desired was to hear from him
if he had afly hope, if there was auy chance of escape.
But his sin—Ilris shame—his suffering were now all for
a time forgotten ; for a cold flutter, he skid, was tug-
ging at his heart, and he fell down like a corpse upon
the’floor. His father, who, a few minutqs before, was
unable to walk agross the Yooth unshsisted, now raised
his son’s head with an arm of strength, and along with



52 THE FORESTERS.

Michael, bore him to that bed in which he had slept
for so many tranquil and innocent years. Every other
fear was lost in that of his immediate dissolution ; and
the old man expressed his determination to sit by him
during the whole night. The lights were soon extin-
guished—all but one taper—and at dead of midhight
there was silence, if not sleep over all the house.
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CHAPTER VI.

e
Hap Adam Forester been even a stern and austere

*father, instead of one most, indulgent and forglm
the pitiable condition of his son must have softenedeall
fudgment of his undutiful transgressions. His guilt
had Deen great, but so had already been its punish-
ment. He had found himself inextricably $avolved
in many dishonest and dangerd4s practices by Mansell,
whose sister he had privately married.- That unprin-
cipled person had urged him to the commission of all
those acts which had made him amenable to the crimi-
nal law, and had indecd s practised upon his casy and
credulous nature, as to lead his hand into guilt with-
out even a clear knowledge in his mind that he was
perpetrating any crime. Mansall, a man of education
and ingenuity, had been an engraver, and.had applied
his knoewledge of that art to the worst purposes. Abel
had been made a convenient tool f by his abandoned
brother-m-law, and at last Jound th@t he had brdught
himsel{ close to fhe very edge of destruction. He
scarcely knew the exact exteny of his ovn guilt. But
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he knew that he had been procleimed a felon—and
that the officers of justice had for some time been in
search of him on a capital charge. Mansell was some-
where hidden in the wide darkness of London, and
Abel’s wife was concealing herself in the north of Eng-
land, till it might be possible for him to elude the 'keen
blood-hounds that were hunting him out, and join her
at an appointed place in those secluded regions.

Abel had at last been driven to such extremities in
his endeavours to conceal himself, that for a weck
he _iad remained day and night in one of the old tombs
of the Grey-Friars Church-yard. Now and then he
had come out like a ghost from that dreadful asylum,
and purchased something to keep him alive. The
weather had been intensely cold, and the poor criminal
had been sometimes ncurly frozen to death. But the
love of life, that strong passion, had supported his
heart in the very frostiest famine, and the agitation of
an unceasing anxiety had made his blood to circulate,
when otherwise it would have been congealed t} rough
his veins in that open vault, whose only door had some-
times been a drift of snow. In the sgualor of his
wretchedness he had ..t last been afraid to go into any
shop to purchase a loaf to devour in his gnawing hun-
ger—eyes looked at him suspiciously, he thbilght, and
people whispered to 'each other—so that, unable longer
to endure that direful imprisonment, he had issued
forth in spite of fear, and in defiance of all emergencies
had found his way in tha, snow-storm to the house of his
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father. Some one had, perhaps, known his countenance,

-and informed the police that he had been seen in the

city ; or M<Intyre’s visit to Dovepest might have been
one .of those accidental coincidences, that often bring

. guilt to detection, and at all times hang over the work-

ers of iniquity, making on a sudden the most safe and
secret place dangerous as the lion’s den.

oHis extreme suffering had so worn out both soul and
body, that Abel, on his arfval at Dovenest, was at first
almost insensible o every thing he saw or heard. Fis

*very remorse was lost in pgin, sickness, ﬁnd.exhp-

tion; and while his old grey-headed father had embraged
Rim once more, ho scarcely knew that he was in the old
man's arms. “ Let me lie down—father—for I am
dead with weariness, cold, hunger, and want o sleep.”
Adam Forester’s strength hadegeemed miraculdusly re-
stored on sight of his son. On his shoulders, rather
than on Michael’s, had the prodigal leaned as he tot-
tered to his bed—at that bed-side his father heard his
hurried confession ; nor would the old mai go to his
own rest till Agnes besecched him with those soft dewy
eyes, whose.gracious power he could never oppose, and
promised to call him up before dgy-light, with that low
and plaintive voice which had never yet asked and been
refused, and never would so do until his dying day.
But long before day-hght there*was Adam Forester
s:ttmg by his Abel's bed-slde Wlth his own Rands
had hg lighted a fire in Phe room, and was preparing
some food for him w.hen Agnes appeared. A few hours
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warm sleep had much restored the miserable man ; and
wholly possessed with the feeling of being once more
at home—once morg, a dweller in Dovenest, Abel al-
most forgot that he was a hunted felon, and that in an
hour he might be dragged from his bed and flung ma-
nacled into a dungeon. All the evil of these two last
years, whether it were sin or sorrow, guilt or remorse,
was banished from his memory—himself of that dis-
tracted time had perished awuy —and he was theinnocent
Ai)e! of other days, when he had little more to upbraid
higylf witu but a few faults and follies, forgiven as
soop as known, and never remembered against him be-
yond the first evening-prayer. Then would he all ax
once remember what he was now—and as the horrible
future appalled him, he wished that the past might be
here peucefully expiated, and his head never more lifted
up from that pillow.

Within the last few hours some of the strongest of all
human passions had with severe force struck the heart
of old Adam Forester, and passions, too, opposite to each
other as mid-day and mid-night. These sudden snocks
had for the time communicated, as it were, apreternatu-
ral strength to their vietim. But when the final exci-~
tation subsided, it left him weak as a reed. He was
sensible, before others observed it, that a palsy had
crept over him, tha. his powers of speech were be-
numbed, and that this must be the finger of death.
The chapge was soon visibie to all but Abeg ; and
Michael, Agnec, and Ispbel, who had the most nice
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knowledge of all his looks, gestures, words, and mo-
tions, certainly knew that he was fatally stricken.

* There was no painful distortion to digress their hearts—
his specch was not greatly changed ; but a mortal weak-
ness overspread face und figure, and there was an ex-
pressio.n in his eyes that told the lids would in a few
hours be closed. ¢ I am dying—children—Ilet me have
all gour prayers.” Abel had again fallen asleep, and
*heard not his father’s voice. *

There was no weeping or lamentation at that deaﬁl:
ved. As the tide of life kept ebbing away, tile old Mg
seemed anxious and more anxious about Abel. But
hif anxiety although Jheavier seemed less painful, and
to be nearly akin to hope and trust. They who sur-
rounded him knew well what was meant by each faint
single word, they also knew all §¢ wished to hear, and
as his dim eyes looked towards them, which of them
he expected to speak.  If my Alel has wronged any
one, sell this patrimony, Michael, and purcha.se him
life.”

Michael had kept one sccret from his father, for
he knew that‘ independently of other considerations,
old men cannot bear, without sevare pain, the thoughts
of the property their industry has painfully purchased
departing into a stranger’s hands after their death ; and
Adam Forester was not altogether W%ithout this failing
1nc1dent to old age. But now Mlchael §aw that he cduld
give him,strong comfort. ® Father, fear not for Abel’s
life. Of this last crime of his associate he has said that
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he is wholly innocent, and however suspicious circum-
stances may be against him, they will all be explained
should he ever be Frought to trial. The innocent will
not suffer. Otherwrong things has Abel done—but some
months ago I settled the whole ‘with his accuser, and
even with this, my patrimony, have I already pur-
chased safety to his life. Not a hair of Abel’s head
shall be hurt, father—no not a hair of his herd.”
¢ Then can I die happy,”"said the old man, and these
were his last words. hgnes leancd down her cheek
- e to his, and was about to smooth his pillow—but
she heard no breath, and said calmly to Michael, ¢ Our
father is dead.” -
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CHAPTER VII.

In o few weeks it was known throughout the neigh-
bourhood, that both Dovenest and Sprinkeld were tth(o
sold. Some people, who pretended to be in the secret,
satd, thet Michael’s* young wife longed for a town-life,
and had given him no peace until he had agreed to re-
move into Edinburgh. Others looked grave and shook
their heads, saying, they had neter thought Adam Fo-
rester a rich man—that heavy mortgages were on his
small property, and that, no doubt, Abel had cost his
fond and foolish father much money, the old man havs
ing, very reprehensibly, encouraged him in all his ex-
travagance. None knew the real state of the case ; al-
though, in a‘short time, Michael let it be generally
understood, that he was able indeed to pay all his debts,
but, after that was done, that he should be but a poor
man. Coarse and idle rumours died away in less than
one ljttle month, and it was felt by every fire-side in
the glen, that, when the Forgsters le{; it, it* would Yose
the bestefamily it had contained within the oldest me-
mory. There was no pity felt, for theth, for they all
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ed with its usual untroubled sweetness on the prospect
of poverty or even want, he could not but feel the ut-
ter worthlessness of, all other possessions; while the
hopeful light of her eyes beaming fondly upon .him
forced him to believe that his brother would escape,
and that the worst evil he had feared need no‘more
baunt his imagination. Each tear as it fell at times
down her cheek upon his—each ‘almost repressed sigh,
—each whisper of comfortwhen no word wa¢%ylla~
bled, and each consoling sentence of wisest words, when
hel"_emotion'-permitted utterance to her calm voice, re~
fiofed him more and more nearly to his usual tran-
quillity. A sort of haze hung oves the evil that had
befallen—its most hideous features were hidden—and
all those'cheering thoughts arose, which, whencesoever
they carfie, and by whorgsoever inspired, are in times of
distress the sure reward of a virfuous and pious life.
Aunt Isobel now came bustling with her usual mirth
and vivacity into the room, but instantly changed her
mood and her manner when her eyes met those of Ag-
nes. For the first time in her life had she now seen
in these eyes something like &n expressmn of misery,
which was not diminighed by the faint smxle that re-
luctantly passed over their tears. Could it be, she
thought, that Michael had been unkind ?—and she
turned towards him“an almost upbraiding look. But
Michtel kissed the brow of Agnes—and putting her
hand into that of her guar ian, for that was s¢ill her
deserved names he earn'estly desired the old lady not
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to be disturbed while he told her of a very great and
melaneholy misfortune, the details of which he had not
yet communicated fully even to his wife.

. The stranger who left the house about an hour
agoisa respectnble-’l;erson in trade in Edinburgh, and
my unhappy brother—poor Abel, instigated, no doubt,
and assisted by that villain Mansell, has forged upon
Jhig to a very large amount. Abel has got the money
—and™anless I repuy it—Mr Maxwell will do all he
can to discover, apprehend, and bring my brother to
'punishment ; that is, to deatl—yes, to certdin irrepripv-
able death. If I make good the loss he has sustained,
he will suffer the affair to rest, Abel will escape this
time at least, and we may yet rescue him from destruc-
" The good old lady sighed deeply, and wiped
her eyes, but said not a woit), and motioned him to
proceed. < At my fyther’s death, which God remove
to a distant day, you know this property is mine, har-
thened with a considerable mortgage, and a small anyu-
ity to Abel. We have some outstanding debts due to us
—and you know the amount of the fortune my heloved
Agnes brought me,—all together would no more than
repay what Mr Maxwell has los¢t by my infatuated bro-
ther's crime.”—< Hush! Hush!” said Agnes, I think 1
hear my father’s footsteps !” They listened, but it had
only been the motion of some bird among the withered
leaves. ¢ Yes, my dear .Agges, Lfeel'the m:aaning
of yoyr fears—to know all that we know would break
the old man’s heart. 1 did, not think it necessary to

tion.”
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consult you what ought to be done—so, trusting to
your approval, I told Mr Maxwell that I would make*
good what he hud Inst to the last shilling I possessed,
or would possess for years to come. But I told him
that it would certainly kill my father to be told of.
Abel’s crime, so I have become his debtor to the whole
amount he desired, and while I continue to pay him the
interest, he will not demand the principal till my_a-,
ther's death. Then Dm_/er:est must be sold, €hd we
must seek out, in our poverty, for another habitation.”
Plichael fose from his seat at the close of these words,.
ant paced hurriedly up and down the room., « Alas!
Mrs Irvine, you will think now—it will be impossibfe
for you not to think it, that Agnes Hay has made an
unhappy‘ marriage, and that you brought her up so ten-
derly, and so wisely, tobecome miserable at last. And
yet, if I could die for my Agnes, if for her sake
I could pour out from my heart cvery drop it contains,
if X could purchase her peace through life by the mu-
tilation of my limbs and miserable decease in a lazar-
house——"—* Oh! Michael ! my husband, what is tuis
Thear? Did you not promise, even now, when you press-
ed me, as you said with pride, to your bosom, to think
nothing of this evil which, since Abel is to be spared,
is no evil at all>—No! Michael—it is a blessing—a
blessmg from that Bemg who has been most mergiful
to us'all our days, ‘who gua;ded my orphan head by day
and night, and has given me the gift of a humble and
contented spirif.” And so saying, the beautiful young
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wife knelt down, and folded her hands beneath her
bosom over the babe that stirred within her, and gave
her a foretaste of a mother’s joy. & Disturb her not—
disturb her not,” said her guardian with sobs that
might not be controlled.  Not I—not I was it that
taught' my Agnes—her virtues are from God, and
from God came the Jore that putteth to shame all
yogldly wisdom, and maketh her alike fit for the trials
*of en;tﬁ‘, or the reward of h:eav.en."

It was no sudden and transient fit of enthusiasm,

-

but the calm deep movement of piety that kept Agres
in the attitude of prayer. To the meaning of her words,
hi.gh as it was, her nature was to be for ever true. No
exultation felt she in her submissiveness ;'it was the
strong humility of a perfectly resigned heart. The
fair sight breathed a corresporling calm over those
who in themselves had pot perhaps been so comforted,
and, on rising from her knees, she was rewarded by
the peace on her husband’s face, and the kind eyes of
her guardian, that looked on her with a sabbath smile.
And now the old man’s footsteps were evidently heard ;
every cheek was dried, and every voice composed to cheer-
fulness, when their father entered the room. He put
his staff in the usual corner, and said with animation,
¢ Children, I have had a sharp walk, and .it is a finc
black frost—Ilet us tg our meal—for an easi-wind gives
a good appetite, and I think that I m’gy yet live t8 see
another, Christmas.”

The small round table was now c¥ered with its
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white cloth, and placed near a blazing root-fire. Agnes,
with even more than her usual tenderness, wheeled the
old high-backed agm-chair into its place. The old
man held up his withered hand, and bowed down his
hoary head in a thanksgiving over the frugal repast,
and, forgetting or hushing within their hearts all pain-
ful thoughts, the family broke their bread in peace, and
there were even smiles sent round the board, whigh, in
sPite of that sore distress, was blessed of Heavén.

-
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CHAPTER V.

* A sNow-sTorm ltad been blowing throughout the day
from all points of the compass, and huge dritts blockd
up almost a]l the roads and paths leading into the vl
ley of the Esk. The family of Dovenest were sitting
somewhat late on a January night round a blazi.ng fire,
nor did the secret, which their hearts had kept from the
old man, painful as it was to thifk upon, preven;: them
from enjoying much happiness. Indeed, by their con-
stant care to look cheerful at all times in his presence,
they had often made themselves really so, when if left
to themselves they could not but have been oppressed
with anxiety and grief. Adam Forester had that night
spoken frequently of Abel, and lamented that they did
not know where. he was; for, sadd he, “ I wished to
have sent him a New-Year’s gift, which he, no doubt,
must be sorely in need of—the poor boy has not, I
fear., such a comforfable house as we have over his
head this wild night—not su[:h 3 firc, a8 ours to sit by
~—no—no—Why dﬂ he ever leave his father’s house ?”
Soon after these words, the old, man fell asleep in his
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chair, and nothing more was said by anyb(;dy to dis-
turb his slumber. Michael took his book, Agnes sat
before him at her vork, of a kind most affecting to the
heart of a young wife, and Aunt Isobel, whom nobody
ever saw idle, was moving about® the room with noise-
less steps, and getting rcady the evening meal'by the
time the old man should awake, which he was sure to
do when the clock gave warning before the hopr of
eight. Early hours, night and morning, were kept at
Dovenest, with some variation, both in winter and sum-
wer,and from November till the end of March, nine was
tke hour of evening prayer.

A loud blow struck the door, arc then a man, dress-
ed in red, like an officer of justice, burst into the room.
He looked round for a few seconds with a stern smile,
and then said, ¢ Aye— -aye—you have put Master Abel
to bed I trow—Dbut the bird is not flown—he is in the
cage—s0, good folks, without more ado, let him be
produced—I must do my duty,” and he laid down a
pair of hand-cuffs on the table.

Adain, roused from his sleep by that horrid int 2a-
sion, kept his eyes fixed in a ghastly stare upon the
pitiless wretch, whil~ his withered cheei&s were white
as ashes. “ Giles Mansell has forged on the Bank of
Scotland, and his crony, Abel Forester, your son, old
man, is implicated. The brass plates were found in
the®garret hé inhabited not long since—but no need of
palaver, hanging is but hanging, so bring him out, or I
must have a search in the rookerv.”

11
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The old man now knew that Abel was a forger, and
saw him.on the scaffold. IHe gave no sigh, no groan,

* no shudder, but, as if a bar of iren had struck him on
the temple, or vapour damp suffocated him, his head
fell back, and his feattires grew rigid, as in the grasp
of death. Isobel saw the change, and soon bathed his
forechead. But Michael questioned the officer, who,
un oved, without circﬁmlocution, and in a few plain
and drexdful words, repeated the frightful truth.

+ The miserable father secmed to hear in his swoon-:;
afid raising himself up in his ghair, which He was tqg
weak to leave, fastened his eyes once more, as in fas"
cirfation up(;n a serpent.  “ Abel has done many things
sore amiss, Mr M<Intyre, for I know your name, Sir,
but he is no forger,” and the very sound of that fatal
word struck on his heart like a kusll, while with his eyes
still fixed in dreadful dopbt on the officer’s dark scowl-
ing countenance, and, with a forced smile of hope that
passed away over his quivering lips and chieeks, he laid
back his white head once more, and uttered one long
dismal dcadly groan of incurable despair.

M<Intyre se.arched thoroughly the whole house, and
then appeared to believe that he had come thither on
wrong information. He sat down, laid his loaded pis-
tols on the tahle, and helped himself to food. Mean-
while Mlcha.el had taken his fathe? in his arms, and
carrymg him into lns own room, lald 1nm on his bed.
-He tried, to comfox't him m lns agony, but his fa-
ther, although he l(.)oked on .hlm, dd not seem
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to hear or to understand his words. Agnes came and
sat down at the bed-side, holding the old man’s head
between her hands,—and Michael returned to the room
he had left. Mc<Intyre was eating greedily, and de-
manded liquor, which was given. There the fiend sat
with his shaggy eye-brows, coarse features, and sallow
complexion, dead to all human misery. The thief-
taker had once been 2 soldier, and had seen much of ho-
nourable and dishonourable death. For twenty years,
—for the wretch’s coarse hair wes grizzled,—it had
keren his business to prowl about prisons,—to lock cells

) irpon guilt and despair,—to sit cold as ice beside quak-
ing caitiffs at the Bar,—and to do-hideous work about
scaffolds on days of execution. Even he had an idea of
duty—inexorable with a warrant—and not to be brib-
ed by the criminal an whom he had set his fangs—
gruff and grim in his integrity that was proof aguinst
the silver and gold of those who had been driven to
wickedness by want and famine.

« Nae doubt it is hard on your father—Sir—but in
time he’ll get ower it like mysel. It’s nae secret- . a’
Scotland kens it—how my ain son, Don.ald Dhu, rub-
bed shouthers with the gallows. He had gotten up to
be sergeant in the Forty-Second—the Auld Black-
Watch—but a halbert wouldna content my gentleman,
he wad fuin be anl ensign, so he forges a bill ?qg four
hunder pouﬁ‘——ﬁut his h%\{vse wnsna.made for hemp, aff
gacd Donald across the seas, and was shot thrpugh the
heart by a hlsck Nigger in the West Indies. Anither
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stoup o’ whisky, Sir, gin ye please. It's a bitter night,

_eneuch to tirr a taed, and I hae been up to the oxters in

snaw-pits fifty times between this and Loanhead.”
,
Michael, who had had time to reflect on the charge
against Abel, began o recover his spirits, and to believe

that shis might be a mistake—ut all events, he had no

reason to think that his brother was now in Scotland—
and in this belief he tould bear more patiently the pre-

‘seln of the loquacious mzn of blood. ¢ Weel—weel

—man—I'm no sorry that this ne’er-do-weel brithe¥ o’
oours is no here the nicht. But dinna thiak that{
no be gruppit during this verra moon. * Think ye Iedl
oscape o’ the thief-tukers between the Land’s End and
John o' Groats? We're a strong squad. And then
there’s no a clachan, nor a town, nor a road-side change-
house, that has nae a hue-and;cry description ¢ him by
this time—liker than ony paint.ed picture. There they
are stuck up on every' smiddy-door—every cross-stane
—every gabel-end—every kirk-yett. A fox may as
weel think o’ running in the day-time thro’ ama{ng
houses, and alang the king’s high-road, without being
worried by a thousand curs. The Hue-and-Cry will
gang down "into the verra coal;pits, and the chimley-
soopers will ken him war he to tak 8 brush owre his
shouther, and blucken his face like the‘deil himsel’.
But here’s to you—Sir—this is pxime spirit.—I'se war-
rant it’s smuggled.” '

Fmdmg that Michael &fd nbt jo'n in the conversi-
tion, the officer “lighted his pipe—uangd sat mute and

’
» D
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surly, with his huge hand close upon his pistols—till
the clock struck twelve, when, with an oath, he‘started_
to his feet, and, grm:rling out that he must be at the jail
by two o’clock, pocketed his weapons, and faced the
storm, still raging furiously, in the starless night.. Mi-
chael listened at the door, and heard him pluuging
through the wreathes away down the Glen.

Michael’s heart, in some degree, revived on the re-
moval of that leathsome reptile, or beast of prey., and
juku as he was about to'go into his_father’s room, the
old mai, svpported by Agnes and Isobel, came fees

forwards, and request'ed to be placed in his chair.
« Oh! Abel, Abel! why hast thou done this thing?
And is there indeed no pity for thee among thy fellow-
creatures ?—No, they know not how to pardon each
other’s nins. But we h(lve not had family worship yet,
and it must be done before I take to my bed ; for from
that bed shall I never be lifted ugum, till you Michael
walk at my feet, and lay your father in the only place
of Test on-this cruel earth” But Michael was not able
to read the chapter, so Agnes, stronger than them all
in this trial, took the Bible, and rcad what her fa-
ther had marked some hours before, with'a voice that
faltered less and less at every verse, and, at the close,
was almost sceady as it had been in the mormng wor-
Shlp ‘ .

A pane in the wvindow that moved on a hinge'was
stirred, and a well-known W.isper s1id,— Brother—
brether !” The old feeble man started like a y:mth to

4
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his feet at the sound of Abel’s voice. The door was

_unlocked, and there in the midst of them, all drenched
withsleet and snow, stood the poor hunted felon. « Kiss
me—kiss me, Abel—for I am sick.--sick at heart,” and
the miserable man Jaid his icy cheek close to that of

"his fther. Instinctively he supported him to his chair,
and knelt down, leaning his head upon his father’s
knees. ¢ Will not that fearful fiend return against us ?”
satu *he old man, lookings wildly towards the door—
and Michael stood in'his giaat strength before hisfa-
sther and his brother, resolved that not a hair ¢f Abel’s
head should be touched till fie himself was killed. But
she officet had obeyed his instructions, and was now
miles on his road to Edinburgh.

Abel had for weeks suffered more pain—lmnger—
and cold—meore searching migﬁ_ry of mind ard bedy,
than had almost cver fallen to the lot of man ; and the
relief now yielded by the very light and heat of the
hearth was felt in his spirit through its fram¢.  They
who loved him so dearly would fain have wpared Lim
the agony of shaine in telling the extent of his delin-
quencics ; all that they desired was to hear from him
if he had aly hope, if there was any chance of escape.
But his sin—lis shame—his suffering were now all for
a time forgotten ; for a cold flutter, he said, was tug-
ging at his heart, and he fell down like a corpse upon
the’floor. His father, who, a few minutqs beforq, was
unable to walk agross the Yooth unadsisted, now raised
his son’s head with an arm of strength, and along with
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Michael, bore him to that bed in which he had slept
for so many tranquil and innocent years. Every other
fear was lost in that of his immediate dissolution ; and
the old man expressled his determination to sit by him
during the whole night. The lights were soon extin-
guished—all but one taper—and at dead of midnight
there was silence, if not sleep over all the house.
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CHAPTER VI.

[ X
Hap Adam Forester been even a stern and austere

“father, instead of one most, indulgent and forglh
the pitiable condition of his son must have softenedall
judgment of his mmdutiful transgressions. His guilt
had been great, but so had already been its punish-
ment. He had found himself inextricably involved
in many dishonest and dangersis practices by Mansell,
whose sister he had privately married. That unprin-
cipled person had urged him to the commission of all
those acts which had made him amenable to the crimi-
nal law, and had indecd so practised upon his easy and
credulous nature, as to lead his hand into guilt with-
out even a clear knowledge in his mind that he was
perpetrating any crime. Mansall, a man of education
and ingenuity, had been an engraver, and had applied
his knowledge of that art to the worst purposes Abel
had been made a convenient tool 8f by his abandoned
brother-lr-law, and at last found thgt he had bhrought
himsel{ close to the very edge of destruction. He
scarcely knew the exact extenf of his ovn guilt. But
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he knew that he had been proclaimed a felon—and
that the officers of justice had for some time bLeen in
search of him on a cdpital charge. Mansell was some-
where hidden in the wide darkness of London, ‘and
Abel’s wife was concealing herself in the north of .Eng'-
land, till it might be possible for him to elude the keen
blood-hounds that were hunting him out, and join her
at an appointed place in those secluded regions.
Abel had at last been driven to such extremities in
his endeavours to conceal himself, that for a week
he Zad remained day and night in one of the old tombs
of vhe Grey-Friars Church-yard. Now and then he
had come out like a ghost from that dreadful asylum,
and purchased something to keep him alive. The
weather had been intensely cold, and the poor criminal
had been sometimes neirly frozen to death. But the
love of life, that strong passion, had supported his
heart in the very frostiest famine, and the agitation of
an unceasing anxiety had made his blood to circulate,
when otherwise it would have been congealed through
his veins in that open vault, whose only door had some+
times been a drift of snow. In the squalor of his
wretchedness he had ut last been afraid to go into any
shop to purchase a loaf to devour in his gnawing hun-
ger—eyes looked at him suspiciously, he thought, and
people whispered to each other—so that, unable lqnger
to endure that direful imprisonment, he had issued
forth in spite of fear, and in defiance of all emergencies
had found his way in that snow-storm to the house of his
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father. Some one had, perhaps, known his countenance,
- and informed the police that he had been seen in the
city ; or MIntyre’s visit to Dovepest might have been
one .of those accidental coincidences, that often bring
. guilt to detection, and at all times hang over the work-
ers of iniquity, making on a sudden the most safe and
secret place dangerous as the lion’s den.
, «flis extreme suﬁ'er.ing had so worn out both soul and
' body, that Abel, on his arrlval at Dovenest, was at first
almost insensible o every thing he saw or heard. Tis
‘very remorse was lost in pgin, sickness, nd 'exhw-
tion; and while his old grey-headed father had embraged
Him once inore, ho jcarcely knew that he was in the old
man’s arms.  Let me lie down—father—for I am
dead with weariness, cold, hunger, and want of sleep.”
Adam Forester’s strength hadsgeemed miraculdusly re-
stored on sight of his son. On his shoulders, rather
than on Michael’s, had the prodigal leaned as he tot-
tered to his bed—at that bed-side his father heard his
hurried confession ; nor would the old man go to his
own rest till Agnes besecched him with those soft dewy
eyes, whose.gracious power he could never oppose, and
promised to call him up before dgy-light, with that low
and plaintive voice which had never yet asked and been
refused, and never would so do until his dying day.
But long before dmy-hght there*was Adam Forester
slttlng by his Abel’s bed—sxde With his own Auands
had he, lighted a fire in fhe room, and was preparing
some food for him when Agnes appeared. A few hours
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warm sleep had much restored the miserable man ; and
wholly possessed with the feeling of being once more
at home—once morg a dweller in Dovenest, Abel al-
most forgot that he was a hunted felon, and that in an
hour he might be dragged from his bed and flung md-
nacled into a dungeon. All the evil of these two last
years, whether it were sin or sorrow, guilt or remorse,
was banished from his memory—himself of that dis-
tracted time had perished awiy—and he was theinnocent
Af)é! of other days, when he had little more to upbraid
hiw: :1f ‘with but a few faults and follies, forgiven as
soon as known, and never remembered against him be-
yond the first evening-prayer. Then would he all ac
once remember what he was now—and as the horrible
future appalled him, he wished that the past might De
here peacefully expiateg, and his head never more lifted
up from that pillow.

Within the last few hours some of the strongest of all
human passions had with severe force struck the heart
of old Adam Forester, and passions, too, opposite to each
other as mid-day and mid-night. These sudden shocks.
had for the time communicated, as it were, a preternatu-
ral strength to their vigtim. But when the final exci-
tation sub;ided, it left him weak as a reed. Ile was
sensible, before others observed it, that a palsy had
crept over him, tha: his powers of speech were be-
numbed, and %hat this must be the finger of death.
The change was "soon visibie to all but Abe] ; and
Michael, Agner, and Isgbel, who had the most nice
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knowledge of all his looks, gestures, words, and mo-
tions, certainly knew that he was fatally stricken.

" There was no painful distortion to disgress their hearts—
his speech was not greatly changed ; but a mortal weak-
ness overspread face ind figure, and there was an ex-
pressio.n in his eyes that told the lids would in a few
hours be closed. I am dying—children—let me have
all gour prayers.” Abel had again fallen asleep, and
*heard not his father’s voice. *

»  There was no weeping or lamentation at that death-
bd. As the tide of life kept gbbing away, te old g
seemed anxious and more anxious sbout Abel. But
hi§ anxiety 'although.hcavier seemed less painful, and
to be nearly akin to hope and trust. They who sur-
rounded him knew well what was meant by each faint
single word, they also knew all g wished to hear, and
as his dim eyes looked towards them, which of them
he expected to speak. < If my Abel has wronged any
one, sell this patrimony, Michael, and purchase hiny
life.”

Michael had kept one sccret from his father, for
he knew thut‘. independently of other considerations,
old men cannot bear, without severe pain, the thoughts
of the property their industry has painfully purchased
departing into a stranger’s hands after their death ; and
Adam Forester was not altogether without this failing
mcldent to old age. But now Mlcbael faw that he cohild
give him, strong comfort. "Fmther, fear not for Abel’s
life. Of this last crime of his associate he has said that
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he is wholly innocent, and however suspicious circum-
stances may be against him, they will all be explained
should he ever be Frought to trial. The innocent will
not suffer. Otherwrong things has Abel done—but some
months ago I settled the whole "with his accuser, and
even with this, my patrimony, have I alread'y pur-
chased safety to his life. Not a hair of Abel’s head
shall be hurt, father—mno not a hair of his hepd.”
 Then can I die happy,”"said the old man, and these'
were his last words. Agnes leaned down her cheek
#%3e to hiy, and was about to smooth his pillow—but
ske hcard no breath, and said calmly to Michael, < Our
father is dead.”
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CHAPTER VIIL

»

» I a few weeks it was known throughout Ehe peigh-
bourhood, that both Dovenest and Sprinkeld were tm
sold. Some people, who pretended to be in the secret,
said, that Michael's*poung wife longed for a town-life,
and had given him no peace until he had agreed to re-
move into Edirburgh. Others looked grave and shook
their heads, saying, they had ne?sr thought Adam Fo-
rester a rich man—that heavy mortgages were on his
small property, and that, no doubt, Abel had cost his
fond and foolish father much money, the old man hav.
ing, very reprehensibly, encouraged him in ali his ex-
travagance. None knew the real state of the case ; al-
though, in a ghort time, Michael let it be generally
understood, that he was able indeed to pay all his debts.
but, after that was done, that he should be .b_ut a poor
man. Coarse and idle rumours died away in less than
one little month, and it was felt by every fire-side in
the glen, that, when the Forgsters lef} it, it would lose
the best.family it had contained within the oldest me-
mory. There was n pity felt, for theth, for they all
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seemed composed and cheerful shortly after the funer-
al. Indeed, there are persons, and the Foresters were
of that number, tvho, even in severest trials, are ob-
jects of a higher feeling than pity, and appear, in the
clevation of misfortune, worthitr our envy than our
compassion. Towards them all impertinent curiosity is
at once quelled by the simple dignity of their demean-
our—their condition, whatever it may be, must ne he’
Juestioned, and, althouch we remain ignorant of their
real cn‘cumstances, we take the propriety of all their
-rfaﬁlduct on trust, and fo'low them in all their unrepin-
ing changes with our silent and approving sympathy.
Nor was there now any unhappiuess very hurd to be
endured within the walls of Dovenest. Abel had re-
maine‘d in his concealment, till he thought he might
venture to attempt Mis nightly escape over the hill
country into the North of England. His case was
desperate, and after many contrite and remorseful con-
fessions, and receiving his brother’s entire forgiveness,
hie went his way, promising to let them hear something
of him, if he cluded detection, as soon as pruden'e
would permit. The silence of all rumoprs concerning
him was the best coafort that could be offered to all
their he'u'ts ; and they were willing to cherish the be-
lief that he had effected his escape beyond seas. That
belief was enough What although they were, about
to be what"is cqlled Jpoor ? By that poverty they had
probably purchased Abel's life, at'a time when it was
forfeited, and*he himself might have been seized. And
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what peace could there ever have been at Dovenest
again, if for its sake Abel had been destroyed? Yet
» ulthough soon to leave that beloved place, they did not
seek violently to dissever from it their strong affections.
They would enjoy it 8o the last; every day they had
yet to Yemain within its quiet bounds, they filled up
from morning to night with elldearing thoughts of its
beauty-every little nook was visited and revisited
w1th an unrestrained pleasfre gently mingled w:th
(,an unpainfu} regret;—every treé that hung its shudow
over the hawthorn-hedge upon their own river, tl'hy,
regarded more fondly now that their last spring was
aderning, its familiag pranches—and as they stood be-
side the dial, they prayed that the hours might throw
over it their lingering shadows, that the day of’ their
departure, though fixed, might begs remote as possible,
and their last two months extended in the multitude of
their thoughts within them into the length of a mourn-
ful but not unhappy year. To Michael, the prospeet of,
leaving for ever the house in which he had beén born,
was, perhaps, less disturbing at any time, than it
was to Agnes t:) know that the scene of her bridal bap-
piness was soon to pass away fromy her like a dreaw.
Seeing them perfectly resigned, Aunt Isobel lost no-
thing of her habitual vivacity, and her constaht cheer-
fulness often msmuated itself by arP agreeable conta-
gion into their spmts, when Perhaps they wvere dis-
posed to despond, und might®have yielded to the pres-
sure of natural dxsappomtmmt. and digtress. And
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ere long there was a new inmate within the peaceful
dwelling—for a child was born, and Michael and Ag-
nes being now pagents, not one single shadow of sor-.
row could abide round its cradle. Agnes felt it at
her bosom—Dichael saw its mother smile—and all
mere worldly prosperity was under the power:of that
sacred instinct utterly' forgotten. Richer were they
than tongue could tell, or heart ‘could conceive ; and the
Sabbath-day, on which tlie infant Lucy wus bapt'fzeB.

“Was the most serenely and perfectly blest day of all

ieir " livés, scarcely excepting that on which they bad
been married.

Michael Forester had fixed upon a plan of life, and
had already prepared to carry it into execution. The
only master he had ever known was his own father, and
that 'ad been alwayg a pleasant servitude. Independ-
ent he would still be ; and in so resolving, he felt that
he was influenced by an allowable—an honourable

. pride. A strong man in the meridian of life, well edu-
cated and nut unconscious of his abilities, what had he
to fear either for himself or those he loved? Nav, a
new spring of happiness seemed to be flowing within his
heart, now that a demand was made for exertions that,
but for;this misfortune, would have been unnecessary:
and he looked with a steady and bold eye into futurity.
His life at Doveuest, industrious as it had been, almost
appeared to Him now, in the’elation of his hopeful
mingd, to have been a life' of indolence. I will build
another howse—I will cultivate other fields—-I will be-
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come a sitter in another kirk—I will form other con-
nections—not tothe forgetfulness of any one thing, place
» or person now dear to me—mno— nop-never shall they
cease from my grateful remembrance—but to all those
I will add other enjoyments, and my Agnes, if so it
pleaseth H eaven, my beautiful Agnes shall be yet hap-
pier than ever.”
Therc was a pastoral Farm in the Parish of Holy-
lee, (..Llled Bracken-Braes, vhich had been attached ,
Jo one still larger several years ago, but which was

again to be let by itself, owing,to the mlsmanagemebu

and failure of the tenant. The dwelling-house had®
been suffered to go almpost entirely into decay ; but the
agent of the rich proprietor to whom a large district
of the country belonged, at once offered to repair orre-
build it, and Michael, having ewsily found suréties,
took the Farm. Aunt Isobel, out of her jointure as a
minister’s widow, had, during upwards of thirty years,
saved three hundred pounds ; and Michael knew what
was his duty too well to refuse employing that sum in
the way that was best for the happiness of the house-
bold. The chee:ful old lady Jaughed on confessing her
unknown riches, but tears of thankfulness were, 4t the
same time, in her .eyes, when she knew what a bless-
ing was now in her little store. So, while Agnes was
happy thh her infant Lucy at Dovenést Michael fre-
quently vmted Bracken-Braes, Jhich ws to be ready
for them on, the twent)’-ﬁﬁ:h o'f May, when there would
be a joyful flitting—aye joyful, even although it was
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to be from Dovenest—although that gate which he had
had so often unlatched was to be closed behind him
for the rest of hisylife.

The house of Bracken-Braes, at the end of Febru-
ary, was in ruins. The mossy 8tone-wall, round what
had once been a garden, was in many places fallen
down, and here and there the wild sweet-briars seem-
ed to hold it together by their roots and tendrils, In
o that defaced garden nothing was to be seen but a fow
gooseberry-bushes in ‘their old age almost as tall and

-ﬂ'mde as hlacs A sheltered bourtree, and a mountdin-
*ash dwarfed by the browzing cattle, stood at one gable
end which was yet entire, and amoble Plane oversha-
dowed the deserted domicile. The hill-side behind, from
which the place took its name, was sprinkled with
braékens interspersed with a few hazels, while here and
there a holly with its burnished green brightened the
pasture. The other low hills near at hand were smooth

+ and bare, but in the distance was a range of heathery
mounl';ains. Several streams, or rather rumlets, rose
imperceptibly round about, in droughty weatherno d xubt
dried up, but now with the melted snow clear as dia-
monds, while a well even still cleurer, and never known
to have been dry, green with water-cresses, and re-
splendent with various vegetable lustre, had lain there
for a good man§ years undisturbed by bowl or pitcher,
‘and stirred oply by the shaggy hlll-pollles, or sportsman
lying down to quent.h his thirst' when in pursuit of the
solitary plbver. |
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Poets are fond of building fairy cottages in an oasis
in the desert—or perhaps beneath the lake-waves—or
in grove's of air at the rising or set{jing of golden suns.
But here, all transformation, sudden and beautiful as it
was, was the work of homely human skill, labouring
on the homeliest materials. A small quarry of blue
slate-stone, unworked since from it had been built the "
parish-kirk, nearly a céntury ago, was cleared of brack-
én?, briars, and fox-gloves,®o the disturbance of no-
thing but the little shy wren and the old grey hare—
and in a week the sledges had laid: down besme\bg
ruined walls wherewithal to rebuild up anew their ag-
cignt proportions. .I\'Ixchael's own hands dug the foun=
dations, and shaped them into lines even of picturesque
beauty, obeying only the character of the groun'd, and
its small jutting angles. The perry masons sodn ran
up the walls. Several oaks that had been dug up
from a neighbouring moss, almost as fresh as when they
had sunk in it, furnished the lintels and the humblg
roof-tree,—a few carts of wheat-straw from thie sunny
and fertile fields of Stowe were enough to form a
thick regular thatch-roof impervious to the thawing
suows, or the Yeluging hill-rains ;_ the trowels covered
the low front antl gable-ends with a cheerful gleam
of whiteness that perhaps the painter might have
condemned, but which was to smije op the narrow
glen YWith perpetual® sunshme—and there was the
Homestead of Bracken-BrJes, séen from foundation-
stone to clumney top, before the second anoon had en-
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tirely withdrawn her midnight-light from the glitter-
ing stream of Heriot-Water.

The sun, on the tyventy-fifth of May, rose with so joy-
ful a lustre upon Dovenest, that all its inmates felt it
would be worse than vain to be wery sorrowful. But
even before that joyful lustre had glinted upon the

" woods of Dryden, Hawthornden, and Roslin, all its
inmates had been moving about in the grey and un-
certain dawn. They had'uot been forced to sell their,
furmture, nor to undergo the mean, miseries of a sale.

Jpwas soon dispatched towards Bracken-Braes—their
lest meal was taken in Dovenest—and if some tears
were shed as they were going down the glen, all eyes
were nearly clear before thev reached Lasswade. It
was rather like a party of pleasure seeking a rural
holiday, than a family, leaving an old home.

“ Aye, yonder is our new dwelling-place!” exclaim-
ed Aunt Isobel, as, during one of the cool hours befure
evening, the little cavalcade turned round a green
mound that had hidden Bracken-Braes—* Look yonder,
my jewel—will not your cradle rock pleasantly yonder
like a bit nest on the shady bough?” and she raised up
the baby in her arms, that certainly smiled an answer
to her cheerful nurse. In a few minutes Michael took
Agnes in' his arms, and welcomed her with a kiss to
their new habitativn; and there she stood more beautiful
and belovad thdp even on that afternoon when they first
told to each other their phre affection. To Agnes the
scene around her was far more than enchantment. Her
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husband had spoken of the place in measured praise,
fearing it might not please after Dovenest. But it was
so different from that spot, in its simple pastoral beau-
ty, that Agnes loved it at once, without any compari-
sons, for its own sake In silent joy she walked with
her husband—Aunt Isobel behind them cherishing and
singing to the lnfant—up the avenue that winded round
a knoll to the front of the cottage. There, on each side
of the sloping banks, were tfle very self-same rose-trees
, that had flourished so richly at 'Dovenest—many of the
very self-same flowers—and a few shrubs that had !ka\z.
especial favourites. ¢ They are taking kindly to the
sofl already,” said Michael. « But here—here”—cried
Aunt Isobel—¢ here is the prettiest flower of them all
—my own little Lucy Forester, the Primrose of Brack-
cn-Braes !”

For a couple of hours Aunt Isobel was quite in her
clement arranging every thing within doors and without
—insisting all the time, that Agnes should not fa-,
tigue herself, but remain with her Lucy on the seat be-
neath the Plane-Tree. The parlour was soon furnish-
ed, if not w1th the same orderly neatness which it re-
ceived next dny, very passably at lgast, oonsulermg all
the hurry and confusion,—and it was needful it should
be so, for a party of visitors were already at the gate.

The clergyman of the parish, and his sober-suited
sister, Mr and Miss Kennedy, and w1th them several bf
the most respectable nelghbo‘hrs, (among others, Peter
Tmt, the formal and pragmatical schoolmaster,) had
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come, by Michael’s appointment, to give a welcome to
their new parishioners at Bracken-Braes. Agnes and
Aunt Isobel, each {n her own pleasant way, received
their unexpected guests, who had not come unpro-
vided, and a tea-party was soom laughing and talk-
ing in the parlour. By and bye, the twilight*softly
darkened their faces, and the night-hawk was heard
without, whirring at intervals' his monotonous song,
,now close at hand, and iow from the other side of
the glen: The kind' visitors, with a warmth like
<4¥it of ancient friendship, said farewell beneath tke
still shadow of the Plane; and the family, in another
hour, had all thankfully gone ta.rest in their new
dwelling.
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CHAPTER VIII

S1x quict and laborious years, every week an th
of which had, no doubt, contatned its own little intéf?
esting incidents, had brought the farm of Bracken-
Bfaes to the perfdcsion of pastoral beauty. Many a
cold marsh, with its long unprofitable rushes, had been
converted into the hard firm sod, on which the gheep
lay with their lambs on the daisléd herbage. Unseen
turf-fences went winding along the foot of every emi-
nence, and even round and round the lower hills, sub-
dividing the whole farm into picturesque engclosures.’
Small spots of rye and barley were visible among the
heather ; the turnip field showed its richer verdure be-
side the stony slope of the uplands—and down in the
haughs, on the water-side, bloomed the white and pur-
pleclover, protected by thick thorn-hedges frop the cat-
tle browzing on the old lea adjacent to the Homestead.
That Homestend looked now almost like a building pf
other years. The thatch had regeived its* weather-
stains, the most beautiful of colouring ; l)nt little of
the walls below the eayes could be discerned through
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the roses, that clustered more thickly round the large
vine-like leaves of the Virgin’s Bower ; the very shrub-
beries now cast the®> shadows, and the old Plane-Tree
itself, that seemed to have reached its gro\;vth a quarter
of a century before, had extended its branches beyohd
the roof, and darkened ‘the parlour-twilight. Every bare
nook about the place was now overgrown ; every mark
of the labour that had created cottage, garden, aud
<venue was hidden ; all* the little stone walls were:
covered wjth moss and wild creeperc ; the lanes leading

Way to neighbours’ house, sheep-fold, shealing or
peat-moss, were adorned with furze and hawthorns;
and the character of the whole, umall territory was
that of completed cultivation, denoting comfort and in-
dependence.

Not only had Michael Forester prospered in his
worldly circumstances, and gained the esteem of the
whole parish, but, during those six years, there had'
mever been an hour of much anxiety at his fireside.
Agnes Hay, for he always called his wife by her own
sweet name, had been to him all that he desired. Ax-
nes certainly was not what could be called a very ac-
tive or ruling houswife, for gentlenes‘s and serenity
were the prevallmg qualities of her disposition, and she
allowed the stream of life quietly to murmur by in'her
contentment. Fhere was no waste—no extravagance
—no carclessness under her mild domestic domlmon,
but her arrangements wete all nuiseless in- their regu-
larity, and jroceeded in the spirit of peace. If there
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was any one thing in which she ever upbraided herself
, for being too expensive, it was in the article of dress.
But her husband, although a plajn and almost austere
man in all his habits, thought Agnes Hay the most
beautiful being or'earth, and in that beauty he
“placdd all his pride. It needed not many ornaments,
but it could bear some, witl.mut any diminution of its
matronly and maiden-like simplicity. Michael himself
worked at every sort of Iibour, and in all weather',
but there was no peed for Aghnes to perform any other
stasks, but such as suited her somewhat deli:.‘at:mth.
and when he came home from the hill, and found ker
sitting, at her negdle, dressed as he desired, and
with Lucy at her work too beside her knee, he felt
his whole nature not only supported, but Ppurified
by the cheerful presence of so yauch beauty, innocence,
and affection. At evening he saw those for whom he
had been toiling during the day ; and a feeling far pro-
founder than pride or admiration was constantly in hjs
heart whenever he left or entered the humble porch.
An undisturbed quiet was for ever in his house, brok-
en only by the sharp shrill voice of Aunt Isobel, who
liked to spesk in an upper key, gr by her footsteps still
quick as those of girlhood,—and sweetgst of all sounds,
. by the prattle and the singing of his Lucyin features
the very image of her mother, bug the most gleesome
of chiildren, and wild*as the fawn inthe wopd. Yet, in
the mldst of all her mirthy Lucy wou.ld full hush in a
moment at her mother's voice, and all the smiles near-



e THE FORESTERS.

ly disappe;xr in the composed cheerfulness of her eyes-
and forechead. Then those golden clusters lay still up-
on her fair temples ;ethe child, at the bidding of her
mother’s eye, would take up her book—perhaps the
Bible—and read—or in employment equally religious;
with her little hands would set the house in order
against her father’s return, and arrange upon the table
his frugal meal. Whether the lark or the linnet sung
of, were mute in the open aif, within there was at all
tlmes a musm that never was heard with weariness,
od€in the darkest of dayp there was thus a sunbeam *
in the house.

Lucy was only six years old, but bold as a fairy, she
had gone by herself a thousand times about the braes,
and often upon errands to houses two or three miles
distant.. What had hes parents to fear? The foot-
paths were all firm, and led through no places of dan-
ger, nor are.infants of themselves incautious when
alene in their pastimes. Lucy went singing into the
coppice-woods, and singing she reappeared on the open
hill-side. With her small white hand on the rail, she .
glided along the wooden-bridge, or lightly as the ouzel .
tripped from stone tostone across the shallow stream:
let. The creature would be away for hours, and no
fears felt on her account by any one at home—whether
she had gone with her basket under her arm to borrow
some articles of bonsehold use from a neighbour, or
merely for her own lohtary telight,wandered off to the
braes to play -among the flowers, coming back Inden
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with wreaths and garlands. With a bonnet of her
.own sewing to shade her pretty face from the sun, and
across her shoulders a plaid in %hich she could sit
dry during an hour of the heaviest rain beneath the
snallest beild, Luey ';;ast many long hours in the day-
light,"and thus knew, withoyt thinking of it, all the
topography of that pastoral solitude, and even some-
tlgng of the changeful appearances in the air and sky.
s The happy child had beén invited to pass a whole
, day, from morningsto night, at Ladysnde, (a fp ouse
dbout two miles off,) with hex playmates, the Maynts;®
and she left home about an hour ofter sunride.
She was dressed for o holiday, and father and mother,
and Aunt Isobel, all three kissed her sparkling face
before she set off by herself, and stood listening' to her
singing, till her small voice was lost in the murmur of
the rivulet. During her absence, the house was silent,
but happy ; and the evening being now far advanced,
Lucy was expected home every minute, and Michaely
Agnes, and Isobel went to meet her on the way'. They
walked on and on, wondering a little, but in no degree
alarmed, till they reached Ladyside, and heard the
cheerful din of the i imps within still rioting at-the close
of the holidly. Jacob Mayne came to the door—but
on their kindly asking why Lucy had not’been sent
home before daylight was over, he losked painfully sur-
prised, and said that She had not beex, at Ladyside.”
Agnes suddenly %sat do\h without speaking one
word, on the stone-seat beside the door,’and Michael
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Aupporting her said— Jacob, our child left us this
morning at six o’clock, and it is now near ten at night.
God is merciful, but, perhaps, Lucy is dead.” Jacob
Mayne was an ordinary, common-place, and rather ig-
norant man, but his heart leaptvwithin him at these
words, and by this time his own children were étand-
ing about the door. « Yes—Mr Forester—-God is mer-
ciful—and your daughter, let us trust, is not degd
Let us trust that she yet'liveth—and without delay

let us go to seek the child.” Michael trembled from )

e to foot, and his voice was gone; he lifted up hi
eyes to heaven, but it seemed not as if he saw either
the moon-or the stars. “ Run overdo Raeshaw—some
of you,” said Jacob, « and tell what has happened. Do
you, Isaac, my good boy, cross over to o’ the towns on
the Inverleithen-side, sud—oh ! Mr Forester—Mr Fo-
rester, dinna let this trial owrecome you sae sairly”—
for Michael was leaning against the wall of the house,
ond the strong man was helpless as a child. “ Keep up
vour heart, my dearest son,” said Isobel, with a voice all
unlike her usual,  keep up your heart, for the bless d
bairn is beyond doubt somewhere in the keeping of the
great God, yea, without a hair of her head being hyit.
A hundred things may have happened her;@hd death not
among thé number.—Oh ! no—no—surely not death—
that would indeed be too dreadful a judgment ! and
Atint Isohel, oppressed by the pbwer of that word, now
needed the very comfort #aat she had in vam tried to
bestow. ¢
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Within two hours a hundred people were traversing
the hills in all directions, even to a distance which it
seemed most unlikely that poor Jyucy could have reach-
ed., The shepherds and their dogs all night through

_ searched every nosk—every stony and rocky plate—
every little shaw—every Jiece of taller heather—
every crevice that could conceal any thing alive or

X gead,—-but no Lucf was there. Her mother, who for
a while seemed inspired With supernatural strengtl,
had joined in the search, and with a qusking heart

* looked into every brake, or stopped and lim,xm
shout and hollo reverberating among the hills, ifsshe
«ould, sefze on sgme  tone of recognition or discovery.
But the moon sank, and then all the stars, whose in-
creased brightness had for a short time supplied her
Place, all faded away, and thep came the grey Uawn of
morning, and then the clear brightness of day, and still
Michael and Agnes were childless. ¢ She has sunk in-
to some mossy or miry place,” said Michsel to a man
near him, into whose face he never looked. ‘< A cruel,
cruel death for one like her, the earth on which my
child walked has closed over her, and we shall never see
her more !”°

At las@e man who had left the search and gune in
a direction towards the high-road, eeme ranning with
something in his arms, towards theplace where Michael
and 'others were standing beside Agges, who lay apgpar-
ently exhausted almost tcsdying on the sward. Heap-
proacht;d hesitatingly, and Michael sawsthat he carried
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Lucy’s bonnet, clothes, and plaid. It was impossible
not to see some spots of blood upon the frill that the
child had worn roun€ her neck. ¢ Murdered—mur-
dered—" was the one word whispered or ejaculated all
arotnd, but Ag;xes heard it not, fir worn out by that
long night of hope and despair, she had fallen aaieep,
and was perhaps seeking her lost Lucy in her dreams.

Isobel took the clothes, and narr;:wly inspecting therp
*gith eye and hand, said with a fervent voice, that was
heard gven in Michael's' despair, “.No—Lucy is yet
mﬁg the hvmg There are no marks of violence on*
the garments of the innocent—no murderer’s hand has
been here. These blood-spots havesbeen put there tb
deceive. Besides, would 'not the murderer have carried
off thes:e things ? For what else would he have mur-
deredher? But oh! foolish despair! what speak I of ?
For wicked as this world is—aye, desperately wicked—
there is not, en all the surface of the wide earth, a
hend that would murder our child! Is it not plain as
that sun in Heaven, that Lucy has been stolen by some
wretched gipsy-beggar, and that, before that sun has set,-
she will be saying her prayers in her father’s house, with
all of us upon our kyees beside her, or w‘ith our fmg
Pprostrate upon the floor ?”

Agues opened her eyes and beheld Lucy’s bonnet
and plaid lying clese beside her, and then a s:iént
crowd. Her senges a.ll at once rbturned to her, and
she rose up—< Aye, sure énough tlrowned—drowned
—drowned—but where have you laid her >—let me see
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our Lucy, Michael, for in my sleep I have already
seen her laid out for burial.” The crowd quietly dis-
persed, and horse and foot began #o scour the country.
Some took the high-roads, ethers all the by-paths, and
_many the trackless #ills. Now that they were in some
measure relieved from the hgrrible belief that the child
was dead, the worst other calamity seemed nothing, for
llope brought her back to their arms. Agnes had been
able to walk to Bracken-Braes, and Michael and Isobe'/
sat by her bedside. Lucy’s elnpty little erjb J
‘*as the child had left it the mgrning before, neatly
up with her own hands, and her small red Bible Was
lying an the pillow,

“Oh! my husband—this is being indeed kind to
your Agnes, for much it must have cost you to stay
here ; but had you left me, mg silly heart had ceased
to beat altogether, for it will not lie still even now
that I am well nigh resigned to the will of God.” Mi-
chael put his hend on his wifc’s bosom, and he felt her
heart beating as if it were a knell. Then ever and -
anon the tears came gushing, for all her strength was
gone, and she lay at the mercy of the rustle of a leaf
or a shadow across the window. » And thus hour after
hour past &h till it was again twilighit.

« I hear footsteps coming up the brae,” said Agnes,
who had for some time appeared tovbe slumbenng, and
ina few moments the voice of JacotAMayne was heard
at the guter door. * It wasd no time for ceremony, and
he advanced into the room whare the fainily had heen
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during all that trying and endless day. Jacob wore a
solemn expression of countenance, and he seemed, from
his looks, to bring tHem no comfort. Michael stood up
between him and his wife, and looked into his heart.
Something there seemed to be in his face that was not
miserable. If he has heard nothing of my child, tho{xght
Michael, this mah must care but little for his own
fireside. ¢ Q speak, spenlt.;"—said Agnes, “ yet why
‘fed you speak? All this has been but a vain belief,
and J@oo & in Heaven."— Something like a trace of
Mer has been discovered—-a woman with a child that
did not look like a child of hers, was last night at
Clovenford—and left it by the dew'ing.”—< Do you
hear that, my beloved Agnes?” said Isobel, “ she’ll
have tramped away with Lucy up into Ettrick or
Yarrow, but hundreds ‘of eyes will have been upon
her, for these are quiet, but not solitary glens, and the
hunt will be over long before she has crossed down
upon Hawick. I knew that country in my young days.
What say ye, Mr Mayne? there’s the light o’ hope on
your face.”—There’s nae reason to doubt, Ma’am, tha.
it was Lucy. Every body is sure o't. If it was my
ain Rachel, I should ‘ia’e nae fear o’ seeing herfys
blessed nicht.” ’ '
Jacob Mayne now took a chair, and sat down, with
even a smile upon s countenance. I may tell you,
noo, that Watty Oliver kens it was your bairn, for lie
saw ber limping after the fimmer* at Gala-Brigg, but
ha’cing nae s:mpicion, he did na tak’ a second leuk o’
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her—but ae leuk is suflicient, and he swears it was
Jonny Lucy Forester.,” Aunt Isobel, by this time,
had bread and cheese, and a bottl¥ of her own elder
flower-wine on the table. ¢ You have had a long and
hard g’oumey, wherefer you have been, Mr Mayne—
tak’ some refreshment,”-—ant} Michael asked a bless-
ing. Jacob saw that he might now venture to reveal
the whole truth. « No—no—Mrs Irvine, I am ower

» happy tp eat or to drink.—You are o’ prepared for thes”
o, Dlessing that awaits you—your*bairn is no fay sff—and
T mysel’, for it was I mysel’ that found her, will bnng d
her by the han’, and yestore her to her parents.” Ag-
nés hadraised herself up in her bed at these words, but
she sunk gently back on her pillow. Aunt Isobel was
rooted to her chair, and Michael, as he rose up, felt a8
if the ground were sinking undsr his feet.

There was a dead silence all round the house for a
short space, and then the sound of many Joyful voices,
which again, by degrees, subsided. The eyes of all then-
locked, and yet feared to look towards the do‘or. Ja-
cob Mayne was not as good as his word, for he did not
bring Lucy by, the hand to restore her to her parents ;
but, dressetf ugam in her own bonnct, and her own gown,
and her own plaid, in rushed their child, by hersclf,
with tears and sobs of joy, and her father laid her within
her mgther’s bosom. ‘
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CHAPTER IX.

-

Sne——
[}

-
5 AcoB MAYNE had nbt, perhaps, .either felt ‘more or
Iexgt‘:d himself more than his other neighbours, on the
oécasion of Lucy’s disappearance, but her parents con-
tinued to entertain towards him am especial gratitude.
His was the first sympathy they had received, and he it
was that rescued Lucy from that cruel gypsey. Hence-
forth ‘they could never see him without emetion, and,
as he was a worthy man, a lasting friendsilip was ce-
mented between the families at Bracken-Braes and
Ladyside. Jacob, whose wife was living, a quiet
homely woman, had one son, a boy of surprising abili-
ties, now about ten years, and two daughters, onlygh
year or two older than Lucy. They were her chief
companions ; but the girl that Lucy loved tost, as she
grew up, was Mary Morrison of Ewebank, the only
daughter of a widower. Ewepank was farther off than
Ladyside, and indeed in another parish. Even that
in"mginary distim:tiol‘i_'he}ps to kéep families apart more
than distance, and in thfs case,'a range of hills that
might almose be called mountains intervened, so that
10¢ °
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Lucy did not see Mary Morrison oftener than perhaps
once a month, on an average through the whole year.

- But there was something in the nture of these two
young happy creatures, that, all unknown to them-
selves, knit their hea®ts to each other. Lucy thought
there Yvas no face, among all her other friends, nearly
so delightful as the meek face of Mary Morrison, and
Mury, who was rather the eldef of the two, sometimes
c:)ntnved an excuse for a walk over to the Henot-Wa- .

ter merely to see the joyful smiles of Lucy }"orester
Mary lived in a very lonesome house, with a father
who no 'doubt loved, but who was far from being ger»
tlestowards 'her,—and the thought of the cheerful par-
lour of Bracken-Braes often brought the tear to her
eye when she looked at the hill-range that separated
it from the dull solitude of Ewelank. *

Jacob M:;yne had a brother, a man of some proper-
ty, who had lost his wife and only son many years ago.
Jacobhimselfhad had severestruggles with the world,and,,
was now far from being prosperous. He could live, and
clothe, and educate his children decently, but that was
all. He had not been able to lay by a single shilling,
and scarcely any new article of furniture had come
into the hause for a good many years. Perhaps he wus
somewhat soured in his temper by this contlnued po-
verty ; and what occasionally still moge depressed him,
was the total cessationof all intercoutye between hinh.
self and his brother, owing % one'of those fatal quar-
rels which, beginning in the merest triflds, unintelli-
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gible to all persons but the parties themselves, eventu-
ally alienate affection, and leave those who in youth
slept in the same( bed, to travel down, anérily and
apart, to the grave. Michael Forester had endeavour-
ed to reconcile them, but in vai. ; and he had even so
offended Jacob Mayne by his interference, that, for a
short time, their familiar friendship had been disturb-
ed. The children, however, had always continued to
p}a}y with each other, and, while that is the Lase, the
parents qwait an opportinity for rgconcilement ; while
- es Hay, who had been a peace-maker, ever sinze
she had come into the parish, had done so many deli-
cate kindnesses to Jacob’s wife, that at iast one day
at the kirk Jacob came cordially up to the group, among
whom Michael was standing during the ringing of the
bell, and entered into conversation with him about the
concerns of both their houses.
About two years after Lucy’s adventure, there was
a deep sensation sent through every household, by
the discovery of a sacrilegious crime perpetrated by
a man who, up to the time of that wretched wyck-
edness, had borne the highest character for probity
and religion—no other than this wealthy brotgr
of Jacob Mayne. The unimppy man was an El-
der, and had been observed, by a poor old woman,
who had sat dopvn unobserved.to rest herself in a
shed cloge to e church-gate, to take money out of
the poor’s plate, and sectet it about his person. The
pauper watched him for several Sabbaths, and at last
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issued out of her concealment, and suddenly charged
him with his guilt, to which she said she had frequently
before been an eye-witness. In thb tribulation of de-
tected sacrilege, Richard Mayne had not a word to
§Péak.. The fierce _B.ld crone cried out ageinst him
till her voice was heard in the kirk, and before a crowd
of people who would all have disbelieved her as a ma-
njac, the Elder confessed his gmlt, and demanded to be
'led to prison. -
The very horror of the crinde quelled in #lL hearts
ahy desire of punishment. It.shook the whole parish
like an earthquake, and there was a disturbed silende
in®every house. WAq might dare to say he could stand
fast, when Richard Mayne had fallen under the
temptation of Mammon, whom it now appeared he had
served, and not the living God » Miserable man,.wlmt
to him was money—the money of the poor ? His wife
and his son—they slept in the grave—and for himself,
who was more abstemious than he—who more temper-»
ate—and who, until this hidden sacrilege, ir; all his
dealings more rigidly just? And of what had Richard
Mayne, the Rjch Elder, during the unknown length of
his crime, robbed the few paupersvim the parish—that
palsied widow and three other aged women, l.)edridden
or tottering on crutches—the two cripples, one so af-
flicted from his youth, and the other cfushed at his work
by a fallmg stone—and him, that } ess creature, to
whom reason had been denied ? Perhaps altogether a
few pounds, the loss of which kad been Yelt in their
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salt and their meal, in their miserable daily dole, by
the palsied, the blind, the lame, and the lunatic! Ja-
cob Mayne, opprdised with shame, absented himself '
with all his family from the kirk—shut himself up
in his house, round which no figure was seen mov-
ing—and no one for a time went near the abude of
the grey-headed worker of iniquity, nor knew whe-
ther he was alive or dead. Mr Kennedy, the mi-
. nigter, had indeed gone t:) his house—and knocked at
the daox: but a low fhiserable veice told him to go
away, and a8 he leckedup, on his departure, toa wifi-
dow, he beheld the countenance of Richard Mayne as
if it were that of an evil spirit already undergoing-its
punishment. His only domestic had never returned
to the house since that Sunday ; nor had any smoke been
seen since then from chis chimney. Pity had not yet
begun to work—at least not outwardly—in any human
heart towards this great sinner. Even his brother yet
« stood aloof.

One night after Isobgl and Lucy had gone to rest
Agnes said, « O Michael, will you not go and sethe
wretched old man—if he be indeed in life? This mi-
sery must be more than he can bear.” " The summer-
fire had been for some time dead on the hearth, but
the brigilt moonlight filled the room, and ‘the door
was not yet laythed. A shadow fell on the floor
as Agnes was b’peulking, and Richard Mayne himself
was in their presence. ~ Long® and ruefyl was the
old man’s confession, and Michacl now thought that
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he descried in him, what before the crime he had
wever noficed, although, no doubt, it had then ex-
* isted, a manifest taint of insanith. In all his re-
morse, and it had worn him to the bone, his haggard
eyes still gleamed whin he spoke of the coins he had
stolen from the poor, and betrgyed, in a crafty and sus-
picious leer, the passmn of the miser. The old man
wgpt when Michael told hnn, great as had been his
crime, to hope for mercy; but as he wept, he bltte‘rly
,accused his brotherof hard-hedrted cruelty, .#nd with
a*tremulous voice swore befare his Maker, that he
would leave any thing he had past that fomily. 1
have alwayé received more kindness from you, Mr Fo-
rester, than any other man in the parish, and I. have
made my will in your favour. Yes, I have made my
will I have indeed made myswiil—a good hundred
pound to the poor—and the rest in money and bonds
to you, Sir, for you often called in upon me, and were

a moderate man in all your bargains. But I bave not-
long to live, and to-morrow I will show myself at mar-"
ket, and next Lord's day I will show myself at church.

God grant thaf she be not there whe saw these wither-

ed hands robbing the widow and*the fatherless—yet
there she cannot be, for they tell me she is dead ; and
oh! Sir ! does not her ghost come every mid;ﬁght and
stand pointing and la.ughmg, with a')\alsied hand, with
bleared eyes, on the old wlute-beaded udas Iscariot on
his straw 3" '

Michael, in the morning, corducted back the un-
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happy old man to his own house—and got a person to
take care of him for the short time he had to.live. At
church and markek, however, Richard Mayne appear-
ed. Few remained near him, even as if he had been
an infectious lazar. His brother-had for the firsp time
that Sabbath attended, Divine . service ; but he left
the kirk with his family by a door at the other end
from that where the excommunicated Elder sat, apd

* -a8,he never even looked' up, it is supposed he did’
not gge-the old man. In a few weeks Richard Mayne

*- died, and Michael Forester gave orders about his fune-
ral. His brother received an intimation of it, but did
not attend. Nobody was asked to*be present but the
bearers—and Mr Kennedy and Michael Forester let
down the coffin and said < Dust to dust!”

It was soon known ever all the parish that the un-
happy man had left all his property to Mr Forester.
In a few days Jacob Mayne came over to Bracken-
Braes, and sat down with a face of angry determina-
tion. < I have been a poor man all my life, Mr
Forester, and thank God, with a clear conscienceﬁnd
a well-behaved family, I can submit to poverty for the
few years L have to ltve. Much good may my brother’s
money do you—Mr Forester—but the love of money is
said in Seripture to be the root of all evil, and i¢ ‘was so
with my brother z’ichard. For ourselves, Sir, we were
all tolerably wellOff at Lqsdyside before you came among
us—and we can live ulthouéh our families shou'd hence-

forth be strar;gers. You understand me, Mr Forester.
e
11
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As for you, Mrs Forester, I have always respected you
~—aye, your face was always welcome in our house.
But this injustice has struck deef, and I could curse
the hour in which I was born.” With these words,
Jaco} raised himselk'tipon his staff, and said, < Here I
shake the dust off my shoes—let us never more speak
in this world.”
o= Michael Forester had gone into his own room during
’Jacob's speech, and now returned with some paxch- -
ments in his hand. “ Jacob-this is your#poor bro-
ther's will ;” and so saying,.he put it into the fire, !
which was burning briskly on a somewhat’ chill evén—"
iffg. < You are ybur brother's natural and only heir,
my worthy friend, and the property he knew not how
to use, (bnt you must think on him with the deepest
- pity, for he was not in his sound mind,) may it for

many years prove a blessing to you all at Ladyside.”
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CHAPTER X.

————

YV}V‘M blessed chatige from a long lot of poverty,

“in which the wants and necessities of each day are
' with difficulty supplied, leaving to-morrow and all its
uncertain demands unprovided fog: and still lowering
upon tlhe anxious foresight, to such a competency of
this world’s goods as sets the hearts of parents free,
at (mcé and for ever, fromn all anxieties but those that
must in every condition attend upon their children’s
conduct, their errors or their well-doing ! It isa bless-
fag felt over all our moral nature, to know that our
board, however frugal, can be duly spread in security
and peace, and that should we be called away off a
short warning, those whom we leave behipd us will aot
full away from comfoxt into any destitution. Dorestic
virtue is almost only another name for domestic peace ;
and althou.gh assuredly many bear §rtremest penury,
not only withoui:ftrimont to their character, but to
* its purification arfd ingregsed vigour, yet, with people in
! g.enera'l, extreme abagement ‘of condition does mpurnfull y
abase the sou‘, and ewen our natural affections them-
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selves pine and dwindle in that cold and cheerless at-
mosphere.

*  This truth was now gratefully felt by the family of the
Maynes. Now that his mind was relieved from that trou-
ble ot; anxiety aboutyMis wife and children, which had
more or less disturbed him by day and night, almost from
the year of his marria;,e oJ acobi\fnyne saw distinctly the
dutles he had either neglected altogether, or very im-

Operfectly performed. He rflected, with surpnse and

, sorrow, on his fretful and irritsple temper, tlyt l_md S0
often made the house unhappy—-on his unreasonable de-
mands on his wife and children who, do what thoy~
weuld, gever couldsplease him—on causeless quarrels
among those who yet loved one another—on many long
evenings of silent dissatisfaction, more painful in'refro-
spect than the angriest contentigns—and, above all, on
his unpardonable, his unchristian conduct to his brother,
with whom he had cherished an inveterate dissension,
and had suffered to lead that unbefriended and lonesome,
life that had finally preyed, as it would now seem, on his
very reason, till, under the power of a discased passion,
he perpetrated a crime that was expiated, on carth, by
death and infamy. To these, 2gd many other such
thoughts, his mind and his heart now gave a ready
entrance, and he confessed, in sinere contrition, all his
manifold errors to Michael Forestery whose noble cha-
racter, in spite of all the best_'me?n \nd opportunities
of knowlgdge, he had griebously misunderstood, and
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whom he had not hesitated to accuse to his face of hy-
pocrisy and injustice.

But there was nd reason why honest Jacob should not
in due time forget his errors. His hard-working wife
now wore a smiling face, that refpinded him of what it
was long ago, when he crossed the moors to visit her
at her father’s house. His gu'ls could néw show them-
selves at church or market with the very best in the

- parish, nor yet subject their parents to a charge of ex-
travagange, and, abovevall, his som Isaac, the pride of

« the country side, could pow be sent to College, and be-
cdme a scholar. Nor was Jacob, bad judge as he was of
such matters, deceived in this ; fg1 his son'was indeed
a boy of surpassing genius, a boy of many thousand,
born although he was of such very ordinary people, and
without one single adwantage, working in the fields,
even at that tender. age, during most of the hours that
he could spare from the parish-school. His vacations
dad been little else than a month’s bodily toil; but
nature had lavished upon him her choicest mental
gifts, and in his ample forehead, and full clear 'i\yes,
there was apparent the expression of an, extraordinary
intellect. Michael &orester gpproved of the plan of
sending him to College, and, accordingly, before he had
perfected his twelfth year, Isaac Mayne, the pale-faced
thoughtful scholay of Ladyside, left for the ﬁrst time
the farm-house £ which he was born, and, w1thout
friend or patron, entered with enthusiasm og his aca-

. (]
demical career. N
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On the death of Richard Mayne, Michael Forester
was made an Elder, and thus was brought more fre-

' quently into immediate intercoursehwith Mr Kennedy.
Michael had always been a respected guest at the
Mange—but he knd¥ his own situation, and kept it.
Mr Kennedy was a man of literary habits, and had
also for some years employed his leisure hours in edu-
cating the sons of several of the neighbouring gentry.

» Michael never intruded himself upon his minister’s re- -

, tirement, but they often me! notwithstan#ng, and
thight be said to have been an a footing of friendship *
ever since Michael came to Bracken-Braes. Nor afé™
there any purer swegteners of our mortal lot than those
calm and tempered friendships that, while they scarce-
ly seem to constitute any sensible portion of m;r life,
do yet shed their perpetual inflwence over it all, i{eep-
ing alive within hearts that feel each other’s worth all
the best human affections, unimpaired by distance or by
time, end ready on the slightest call of duty, to rise
up from their silent harbour, and display their strength
in the most disinterested and ardaous exertions.

Michael’s duty as an Elder took him more than for-
merly into the hguses of his brotlfer-parishioners, most
frequently in company with Mr Kennedy, but often,
alone and sometimes, too, his wife and daughter went
with him when his visits were to tBe sick or the poor
—nor was Aunt Isobel ever. found hbsent* when she
could be.a comfort, by fire.or bed side. Thus Lucy,
who had now reached her tenth year, had her wild
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spirits tamed down by the knowledge of duty and dis-
tress, As quiet and still were all the pretty creature’s
motions in a sick-rtom, as they were dancing and glee-
some on the green sward. The smiles that were na-
tive to her eyes were not the sthfles of heartless levi-
ty that soon cease to charm even on the face of beautiful
childhood, but they were the smiles of an involuntary
joyfulness she could not help, and never tried to cha-
.rish, intermingled as it was by nature with the inno-'
oe;lee of\yguileless heary. The more dove she gave away, |,
+ the more did love overflow within her bosom. She loved
‘iter father—her mother—Aunt Isobel—Isaac Mayne—
his sisters—his parents—all with,+ different affectiom,
—and meek Mary Morrison, who dwelt beyond all the
braes, for her she kept as it were a secret corner of her
heart, where none othqr entered but she ; and if weeks
and months passed by, and no Mary Morrison came
over to Bracken-Braes, yet stjll the unobscured image of
that sweet girl was almost the same as her living self,
and often often did Lucy commune with it sitting in
her parlour, or beneath the shadow of the Plane, or by
some little clear spring among the hilly, whither she
had gone to bring home the water-cresses, or to sce
what was now the number of the spring-lambs. Little
as Lucy Had seen or heard, that little was all pure and
good, or it was tly: purifying grief that follows repent-
ant guilt,.so that, although a uiere child, she was in
her innocence wiser than she knew, and had learned to
10
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louk, even with a thoughtful eye, both o human joy
and human aflliction.

Never, even in her happiest pastfmes, was Lucy dis-
inclined to go with her father or mother to the hut of
Elspgth Riddel thelwidow, who had been a widow,
and had lost all her twelve chjldren, upwards of thirty
years ago. Close to the side of that frail image, now _
ppwards of ninety years old., would Lucy stand, with

*upward eyes swimming in reverent pity, while the lopg
 locks, white as thetlriven snowh, hung over & golden
élow of the maiden's tresses, that changed their lustre
at every motmn of her head. Lucy, at her blddmg, )
wbuld read the BiBle in that lonely hut, and Elspeth
said, that, although somewhat deaf now, she never lost
a word of that low sweet distinct voice. Garden ﬂgwers,
too, she would often take to that hut, and Elspeth,
dim as her eyes were, knew them all by name in a
moment, for long before even Lucy’s father was born,
had she often gathered such flowers as these for the*
bosoms of pretty maidens like Lucy herself, who had
all, long since, gone down in old age to the grave.
¢« Aye—aye, Mrs Forester, I have seen generation af-
ter generation, snd bonny faces ire for ever passing
away on the earth, but a bonnier face than that o your
ain Lucy saw I never in all my lang days, and that I
‘say bgfore herseP, for the lassie tl‘gt will come and
speak comfort to an auld forgottpn uin of a human
creature like me, may be ‘telt without scaith o’ her



94 TIIE FORESTERS.

beauty, perfect as it is like the beauty of the Rose of
Sharon.”

Often too did Litcy visit Mooredge, a house only less '
solitary than that of Elspeth Riddel, whose hut, indeed,
had no name, a mere turf-shea.liﬁé, that lu:d beey built
in a single day. In the, comfortable cottage of Moor-
edge lived Allan Laidlaw and his wife,'now a cheer-
ful couple, although th‘e very summer when the
Foresters came into the parish, their three sons had
been dwned in attelnpting to cross a ford of the,
Tweed, when the river was in flood. To hear these

“0ld people laughing and talking, one would have
thought that they had never betn acquainted with
grief. But Lucy had often scen them when no smiles
were, in the house, and when both Mr Kennedy and
her father, who had «come there to pray with them,
declared, that from such perfect resignation as theirs,
they would carry comfort to their own homes, but that

*they could add nothing to such a frame of spirit. It
is not time that cures our sorrows, Mr Kenredy,”
would the old woman say, “for time would v?rq;ry,
and waste out, and distract the souls of ps mortal étea-
tures. No—no—it* is not time, Mr Forester, for as
plainly, as clearly, as distinctly do I see now the faces
of my three drowned boys, as I saw them on’that day,
when they were firagged out of the @ruel waters—and
if me and Allan‘had, hag no other comfort, long ere this
hour, would be baith ha'e gaen down in sorsow to our
graves.” ‘ "
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Thus past the days of Michael Forester and his fa-
mily.- Ten years it was since they had left Dovenest,
* and, although they had their share of those ordinary
anxieties and sorrows that will pass over the surface of
the calmest life, yet;, Quring all these ten years, they
had known only one miserable night and day, when
they feared that Lucy had been lost or dead. And
Wgat gratitude could ever repay such happiness? What
&f severest trinls awaited thém, had they not been the
favourltes of Heaven, and had ehey not reasor Ammbly
td trust, that, in their lives, their Maker was well
pleased ? -
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CHAPTER XL

“Ir wgs the cheer 'l season of Bark-Peeling, and
Michael Forester had been for several weeks employed’
.2n felling a pretty extensxve wood, about five miles
from Heriot-Water, on the edge of the Hirst—a lagge
and old estate belonging to a branch of the Cranstouns.
Michkel had many persons of both sexes and all ages
working under him, and not contented with being mere-
ly an overlooker, he had the axe frequently in his own
" powerful hand, and thus added to his other gains the
_wages of a labourer, always high in that severe and
dexterous employment. Sometimes he slept all night
in a shealing in the wood, and on these occasions Lucy
would come tripping over the hills, and try to surprise
her father by laughing in at the door, ‘even before he
had left his heather-bed in the first glow of sunlight.
She carriad to him in her basket provisions for-the day ;
remained near him till gwilfght among the fallen trees,
md more than l::e, indeed, she had'stayed with him

all night in the shealing. « .
It happened that Michael Forester had been detained
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in the wood for two successive nights, and, therefore, the
wholefamily, Agnes, Aunt Isobel, Lucy, and their three-
days visitor, Mary Morrisen, detertined to pay him a
visit at his work, and bring him home with them in the
evening to Bracken-Braes. They took with them what
would be considered quite afeast in the forest ; and Aunt
Isobel selected a-bottle of the choicest cowslip wine, of
tkmt celebrated vintage, which had proved victorious
vover all competition at ad annual meeting of the
Edinburgh Horticyltural Socigty. Luey saidshe Had
* selected a dining-room, on a spot of ground, smooth as
velvet, near a spring, over which the huge arm of a fall--
en oak hutig like a canopy that now and then flutter-
ing in the breeze, and tempered to a pleasant coolness
the strongest heat of the sun. ¢ There will yoll three
sit— father—mother, and Aunt.lsobel, while Maty and
I will wait at table—and if you please, sing you a song
when you are drinking your wine.” Lucy and Mary
Morrison carried between them the basket of provisiong
covered with its white cloth—and thus they stepped
cheerfully along over hill and hellow, often hurrying far
before, and often loitering far behind Agnes and Aunt
Isobel, who took their own good tipe, not caring if they
should not reach‘ the wood till one o’'clock, the hour at
which their table was to be spread in that wilderness.
The little party, under thg gmdmce of Lucy, pene-
trate(! not withdut some dxihcultles in‘their way into the
licart of the wood, avhich eovered nearly thirty acres.

1

“ What a change since yesterday !” exchimed Lucy ;
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« I saw naething o’ that brae and that wee bit bon-
nie glen yestreen—The auld oaks, as they fa’, let
many a secret place come into the open light. Waes
me for a’ the birds and their nests—there’s a poor shil-
fa mourning for her young.” 'Mfichael beheld theim,
all approaching with a pleased surprise, and left his
axe in a wide gap across the stem of a noble oak that
reached nearly to its heart’s core, and would soon
prostrate the giant with the earth. It was, indeed, now
th; hou¥ of rest and r( freshment, and all the clash-

* ing and crushing sounds ceased in the forest. ¢ This

“wity—father—this way, father,” cried the joyful Lucy,
« all of you follow Mary Morrison znd me—for we ave
going to lay the table-cloth in the Queen-Fairy’s own
(lining:room—-and long before the moonlight we will
leave it without disturbing any of the furniture to her-
self and her Silent People.”

« Remember, lassie, that we are not all so young as
yoursel'—here am I an auld woman of three-score and
seven, for ten has a fearful sound—and I have waked
five good miles without crutch or staff—come hither,
Lucy, like a bit roe as you are, and give me your arm
to lean on while I ¢ake my breath on this branch.
Preserve us, what a thickness o’ moss, and what soft,
grey, blue, red, yellow, aye, all the seven colours o’ the
rainbow, & glowing with gold and silver on the bark
of a fallen tree. et the bark-peelers will strip it aff
and fling it aside without®ever 18oking at it. Dear
me ! that so ‘many tall trees o the forest should be
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brought low to —— tan leather! And yet—I forgot
ships maun be built—to say nothing o’ houses. Agnes,
my dear bairn, is not this wood, infits ain way, a very
paradise ?”

‘That word, which*Aunt Isobel pronounced with a
sort of half self-reproving sn.lile, was not in this case
altogether misapplied For labour, the lot of man,
seemed here even in its severity to partake of the charac-

oter of a pastime. Here fidm one party, the nnglng
axes as they kept at regular ingervals biting t¥e indt-
ted oaks, brought the short shIt echoes out of the grey
cliffs that ever und anon showed some new shaped:
crpy formerly hidden by the umbrage. There a group
of women, girls, and boys, and amo;xg them some mere

infunts, were beating the short limber branches,” while
a nursing mother, a little apart, wrapped in Her red
gipsy cloak, hushed her baby, and then returned cheer-
fully to her work. In one place, a number of strong
men were hauling trunks or huge arms of trees out of
the way, with merry cries like those of sailors at the
weighing of anchor. In another.place, lads were heap-
ing up the poles together in pyramids, or binding the
low cords of 'ﬁre or spoke-wood. . A rae, a rue,” ex-
claimed many y‘oung voices, .and away bounded the
beautiful animal with twenty shepherds’ dogs barking
in vain behind its flight. The squirgels, startled at the
noise *of the chace, ren higher up the branches of the
standard-oaks, and.the lwge’wlﬁte owl, issuing from
his crevice in the yew-tree, kept floating about in tho
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darkness of the day-light, and then settled on a branch
with his clerical conntenance, to the infinite amuse-
ment of all the shouting imps in the wood.
« Come along, come along,” said the impatient Lucy,
“ you see they have all left- their work. - Put your
hand on my shoulder, Aunt -Isobel, I see Mary Mor-
rison is helping my mother down the brae.” A dozen
different little dinner-parties were now forming them-
selvgs in nooks and corners ; while the linnets and the
chaffinchus, in the und¢rwood, or on the spared trees,
v- whose nests had escapec‘i;tbe general devastation, began
~3a-take advantage of the silence, and were chirping and
carolling- in the shaded sunshine. s The oushat, tag,
moaned from his pine—and two or three herons came
flapping their slow and silent wings from some distant
lake of stream to the elm-grove that, for sake of those
noble birds, was suffered to stand with all its heredi-
tary nests. .
. Lucy, with finest eye and ear, had selected the place
for their Forest Feast. It was a close scene, yet x A that
covert was felt the whole spirit of the wood. Within the
circle, of an old charcoal burning-place, the ingenious
creature had so placeg several wreathed limbs of trees,
intermingled withrootsand tendrils, thatthey formed one
continued couch with resting-places for back and arm,
and enclosed a slab:sawn off an antique ash, which, sup-
poited by four pillars of unpeeled birch, formed a table
at once elegant and commodious. <That table was soon
set out by Lucy snd Mary Morrison ; and as soon as the
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laughing glee had subsided, Michael blest the table,
and, after a moment’s silence, the feast began. ¢ Why,
* Mary, had not you and I green cidthes, and then we
would have been very fairies >—but Aunt Isobel is look-
ing fgr a cup of neotar'” and off flew the ldughing Lucy
with her golden tregses dancing in her delight, and
from that spring brought water: clearer and brighter
than any diamonds-—while meek Mary Morrison moved
wound the circle with gentler steps, and with emtable
demeanour, almost es if she been lndeedafervant
* Agnes, who had not been ofit of the'lone ‘pastoral
country of Heriot-Water for several years, felt her
tranquil .héart kindbgd by the beautiful forest scemery ;
and as she looked over the multitnde of fallen trees
through the stems.of the standing wood she rémem-
bered Dovenest, Hawthornden, Dryden, Lasswade,
and Roslin. « Oh! Michael, you surely will not fell
yonder tree—look at it—and say if it be not the iden-
tical image of the oak that stends beside the ford acress,
the sk, at the very borders of Dovenest.”—* Why,
my Agnes, Dovenest, our house and our gardens, and
our trees all are gone, or if not gone. by this time so
much changed, othat even youwpuld - not know the
place. They are building there a paper-mill—the
mill-lead runs where were our gravel-walke—and the
wheel goes dashing round where outr father died and
our Lucy was born."— And Why not ?” said Aunt
Isobel with a cheerfnl voide, C what were the walls
but stone and lime, and the trees and shritbs, and even
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the flowers, what but dead matter without thought and
feeling ? There is, at least, no change in our hearts,
my son, but what," I hope, is a change for the better. '
For my own part, never was I so happy—I never saw
you both so happy either at Dovenest or Sprinkeld as
you are this Elessed hour. There was no Lucy then
—*¢come hither my pearl,” and while old Aunt Isobel
kissed Lucy’s forehead, they ‘were all silent in the
hush of happiness. ' g
Cee H‘u". ha!” cried fLucy, ¢ yonder is auld b]ind,
Sandy Paisley with his\fiddle. Only look, father, hdw
=fis bonny wee dog, Princy, leads him through among
the briars and branches, and how,with his staff feebng
round in all directions, the auld man without a sin-
gle stumble is making his way along the wood! See
now—he kens folk gre near’ at hand—for Princy is
beginning to cock up his ears and bark—so Sandy has
taken his seat on a stump, and now for his fiddle!

aye, you'll hear him singing too—hush—it is puir Tan-
nahill’s” sang wi' Mr Smith’s music, < Jess> the
Flower o’ Dunblane.”

As soon as Sandy Paisley’s voice and vi«zlin were heard,
there was an end torall the dinner-pagties in the wood,
and the old blind musician was quickly surrounded by
a crowdell audience. Two or three young éirls joined
in the song, and Bandy Paisley then instantly changed
his voice.into a firm, deep, low,tremulous second, that
charmed the most ig.no;arﬁ and uhinitiated in the mys-
teries of mifkic. ¢ A reel, a reel,” was now the general
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cry, and half a dozen couple beat the sod to Tulloch-
gorum, while Sandy yelled amain at every turn, and
moved his bow-hand till the fingars were almost invi-
sible.

. “‘Are these draps o rain,” quoth the blind man,
« plashing on the ‘grun’ like lead? and callants and
cutties, dinna ye find it closé, and sultry, and breath-
.less ?~—Tell me, are there no ony black clouds in the
lift >—hear till't—that glowl comes frac the west.
The thunder will be rattling like artillery sw¥esour
+heads, by the time I ha’e play2d three times baith parts_
o' the Flowers o’ the Forest.”  Sighing sounds went
Jvavering all ovep the wood ; the western horizon, far
and wide, was hln::kened, and all the work-people flew
to seek shelter from the thunder-storm. ’

Agnes had always been overcome by a thundery
atmosphere, and had indeed, for an hour past, felt great
oppression, but, in such a happy scene, she concealed
her sickness, and had said nothing. Michael, after or-
dering the work-people to keep away from-the stand-
ing trees, carried Agnes, almost fainting, in his arms,
and laid her on the heather-bed in the shealing where
lie had slept for the last two nishts. Aunt Tsobe] sat
down beside her ; and Michael, taking Lucy and Mary
under his protection, lay down with them, under some
leafy branches. The thunder cjoud was now right
ovet their heads, apd seemed to explode like a cawnon.

Every person in,the wgoa? fo? the space ‘of a moment,
was stunned, and there was all around, in the hotness
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of the unbreathing air, a strong smell of sulphur. Many
started to their feet, happy to feel, by the use of their
limbs, that they wes2 unstricken, while a greater num-
ber lay concealed in fear among the bushes, from which,
now and then, was lifted up the (righted face of some
cowering urchin. ¢ Where is Mr Forester?” cried
twenty voices, and Lucy, who had been lying almost
in his arms, leapt to her feet, und'stood over her father,
who was yet motionless, an\l seemingly insensible. '

Whil the thunder yent awzy, growling over the

, wood and the moor beon@, into the eastern mountains,

~acny hands were assisting Michael Forester. Mary
Morrison was lying by his side, but,in a few minuteg,
she awoke, as if from a dream, an‘d looked about her .
unharmed. There were no outcries—no clamorous
voices~-all was nearly Eilent. Michael seemed to re-
cover his recollection, and the first words he was heard
to say were, “Lucy—Lucy, how is your mother?”
Lucy heard the words with many sobs, but her sobs
were changed into #hrieks, for she looked wildly jnto
her father’s face, and saw that he was blind. The
fire of Heaven had scorched out his eycs,-and Michael
Forester was never more to see either the heavens or
the earth.

Michael delt that there lrad been dealt to him a sud-
den and severe dispensation. But his soul knew not, as
yets what might be the extent of jts great loss, for he
knew not whether Agne§ agd Luc‘y were alive or dead.
Isobel had lefs Agnes stunned into a swoon by thenoise of
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the bolt, but, by this time, she had somewhat recover-
ed, and came out into the open air. Michael now
-heard both her voice and Lucy’s, afid though it was
the voice of weeping and lamentation, yet was he now
contegt. “ Puir man-ﬁpuir man,” said blind Sandy
Paisley ; “ is it, mdeed a God's truth, that Mr Fo-
rester has been blmded by the lightning ?>—Puir man
I 'pxty him,” and he ‘clasped his hands together in
atrong compassion, the very Rands that held the stnng
by which his dog led him from }ouse to house. " *
" +In a little while, ane of the ]jys' came from another
part of the wood, and said, * Sarah Fleming is killed
¢ Puir opphan,” said.n voice, ** Sarah had no much in
this world to wish living for—but she was a hard-work-
ing harmless thing, and quarrclled wi' naebody.”* Tweo
of the wood-cutters brought the b.ody to the spot, where
all the others were now assembled, and laid it on the
ground. There was no disfigurement of fice or figure, but
the orphan girl was manifestly dead. She had neither |
brother nor sister, nor any relation working in the wood.
Indeed she had been an only child of parents who
died before she knew their faces.  And, although, for
a week or two, every one pitied Sarah Fleming, her
death made small void in that little circle, and on the
second Sabbath only a very few missed her face in the
kirk.

The'body of the orphan now lay unhecded, not froh
indifference to her fate, but {gord a Sense of the unavail-
ingness of pity, while every one was sorely disturbed
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about Michael Forester, and many tried to persuade
themselves, that there still might be hope, and that
his eye-sight might be restored. But Isobel in hex
aged composure, Agnes in her exceeding love, and Lu-
cy in the distraction of childish tenderness, al} alike
knew that hope there was none, and beseeched the
workmen to carry Michael to Bracken-Braes.
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CHAPTER XII.

- .

FRow the first moment therd had been no “hope for
Michael Forester. This he hjd himself known,—Ag-
nes, Lucy, and Isobel, and all who had seen the rfi-
ture of the afflictjon. It was a sudden and total
change from light to darkness, from free bounding mo-
tion over all the varieties of the uneven earth, to anxi-
ous and timid steps along the floor of a sick rdom, or
at last tobeguided by some living hand within a safe and
narrow circle of unincumbered ground, set apart for
the exercise of the blind. Such visitations come alike
upon humility and pride, sweeping the low and the
high places, so that the cottar and the king are cqually
insecure as the worm that is trodden upon among the
grass. Oh! what thoughts weighgd on Michael’s mind
as he felt himself carried in pain and darkness up and
down the hills towards Bracken-Braes! ‘Phoughts of
dependence and uselessness, perhaps of a life to be
sustained on charityd—what a change since the morn-
ing he had left them, aw he heard the door of his
house opened, and knew that Jic was td see that roof
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and that Plane-tree no more! Utterly extinguished
were those clear bright bold eyes that had never been
afraid to look int any man’s face—no more to gaze*
over the meadows and pastoral braes of his farm—no
more to be turned in the delight of pious knowedge
towards the glorious luntinaries of Fleaven—to see sweet
little fair-haired Lucy and her laughing eyes no more
~nor her innocent hands folded in prayer before l\pr
Maker Unseen by him was henceforth to be the
meek‘beauty of his A'gnes. But her soft low voice,
that was still to be eNjoyed far more than ever, aﬂd'
tuat blessed head was yet to lie nightly within his bo-
som. The dire distress met a sort of dim and awful cen-
tentment in the depth of his spirit as it descended there;
and on the morning of the second Sabbath, as he heard
and Knew the sound of familiar feet and voices, some-
what as it séemed more cheerful and unconstrained,
Michael Forester knew not whether he might not al-
.most be called happy.

“ 1 never heard the kirk-bell so distinctly k.fore.
What a calm and clear-aired day must it be, Agnes!
Has Lucy gone with Aunt Isobel to the ku'k ?” Lucy
had that moment ceme into the room, and her father
knew her lightest footstep—for, even nlready, in one
little week, had his thoughts and feelings begun to
trust more than Before to the intimatiens of the ear.
He took his child’s hand into Mis, and felt th‘at her
small fingers were e'ncl.osilg her*Bible. < Be hap-
py-—m} Ludy—in th¢ house of God—for I am hap-

10, ,
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py-” Luey’s eyes were all filled with tears, but Aunt
Isobel called to her with a kind impatience from the
souter-door, that the first bell had® ceased; so the
child gave her father a farewell kiss, and by the time
they.had crossed the Wooden-bridge, the sun was shin-
ing so joyfully, the st’x"eum mur?xuring along with such
a cheerful tune, and the lark so happy in heaven, that
Lycy’s checks were dry, and the bright calm of child-
hood established in her bosobn, permanent as the blue
region of air lying .without a cloud from the niSrning
‘til the evening of some long su}mier—day.

The house was filled with the stillness of Sabbatle
ang, the othér few inmates had left Agnes sitting by her
blind husband. ¢ Oh! Michael! I am a poor weak
being—and I fear that I have not been, in too ‘many
things, a good poor man’s wife, When I look back
on our eleven married years, I see myself cherish-
ed, and cared for at all times like the best lady in the
land. For me and Lucy has my husband toiled early
and late, and in all weathers, while I was idlé by the
fireside. If Agnes Hay was in comfort, my Michael
thought not of himself—and, ohi! may my Maker now
graciously be pleased to enable me to do my duties—
different as they must henceforth be—else better that
I had never been born. Oh that this dispensation had
fallen upon me ! for I am but little worth in the house,
and would have been, well contented to be, still and
humble ill the loss of sighty while you were busy as
before at all your works. Oh! my husbatl ! if ever T
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have been self-willed, or forgetful, I will weep in re-
morse of my sins—for you taught me every thing 1
know, and without your communications of what I owed «
to God, and my fellow-creatures, more worthless should
I have been than even what I’ feel myself to be, with
such a burden of love and duty now laid upon my heart
The blind man would not mterrupt that piteots voice,
for it reconciled him to his fate. He sat up in his be.(_l,
and taking his Agnes’s hénd into his, « This ring,” ha
said With a smile, 4 I put on .thy hand with joy
when thou wert the fa\rest of the fair—nor have yeass'
yet impaired thy beauty. Blind I am—and must for
ever be—but thy face will yet be,visible, nor, will ghy
smiles ever be as nothing in my memory. Never once
—Agnes—never once—hear me, O Heavens! from
whoth came the scorching lightning—hast thou given
me one moment’s unhappiness ! and if thou repinest
not—I shall be as happy—it may be happier than

,ever. But I know you will not repine—for Agnes
Hay, child, maiden, and mother, waking and g leep,
by her own hearth, in the open air, and in the house
of God, hath ever been a Christian.”

Now for a whilg silent—and now speakmg to eaé'h
other a few affectionate words, three hours had passed
away, and the congregation had left the kirk. = « Agnes
—think, if my eyes had been yet unextinguished, and
our Lucy,dead, what then would have been tht dark-
neds and the silence & Bracken-Braes? Both of us
had then, <ndeed, been worse than blind: for what
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then to us had been the unavailing light ? Methinks
the dear lagsie will soon be returning from Divine ser-
Vice, or perhaps they have taken her and Aunt Isobel to
the Manse.” Lucy had come into the room with feet
silenit~qs the shadows, and had heard her father’s words.
Well she knew how dear she was to her father, but
this expression of it so overheard carried her into hea-
ver. She stood still at the foot of the bed—a guardian
angel, unseen by him for whom she wept. Agneg—
why are you sobbing?” said Michael ; but his Lucy
came up to his pillow, and at once ‘melted and overawed,
knelt down and breathed a prayer, of which the few,”
simple, and broken words were assuredly not unheard
in heaven. .

In the cool of the evening, Mr and Miss Kennedy
came from the Manse to Bracken-Braes. Aunt Iso-
bel had had warning of the visit, and had the house in
the same cheerful order as if they had been invited to a
festival. ¢ Come—Lucy~—snod your hair a litt‘le, and
dinna look as you had been crying,”—and at that kind
command, Lucy smiled from her very heart. The tea-
table was got ready in Michaecl’s room ; and the pre-
sence of Mr and Miss Kennedy impased a pleasant re-
straint on any too mournful feelings that might other-
wise have arisen. The Minister knew tke chaTacter of
his Elder, and his words of comfort were but few.
But they were chosen by a fine 'and pious mind ; and
the grace hefore and atter thek meal touched cords that

>
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long continued to sound in the resigned silence of the
blind man’s spmt.

Aunt Tsobel, who had kept moving to nnd fro, now*
ushered in Sandy Palsley “1 hope you’ll no.be of-
fended, Mr Forester, wi' my commg to see how you
are after your calamity, A blin’,man like me can feel
mair than othegs in sic a tnal But he can, maybe,
likewise gi'e mair comfort Auld Sandy Paisley was
kindly welcomed, and 'shook hands with Michael in hx&
bed. “He was pr1v1le ed to speals, lowly as he was in
character and conditioh—for he was upwards of seven-
%y, and had been in darkness for forty years. « Wud
you believe me, Mr Forester, witen I say i, thateit’s
just like a dream to me, the time when I saw the hea-
ven ;md the earth, th; stars, and the ﬂOV{ers, human
creatures, and the agimals o’ the brute creation? M y
faith, gin I were to get the use of my e’en now, how I
wud glower at a’ the outward works of God! Gude troth,
I'se warrant I could na comprehend them balf as weel
as 1 do now. It would be a sair confusion.” There‘was a
gladsome tinkle in the old contented creature’s voice
that made these few words a homily to all their hearts,
and Lucy put the #ca-cup into his hand with more than
usual care and gentleness “T recollec’ that Lwas ga’en
gleg frad the first week o’ my blindness. Before that, I
never could walk"twenty yards wi’ my ¢en shut without
bemw terrified o’ runging owr€ a precipice, or a coach
and six, although I was 1 a haf-field. Byt nae soon-
er was I blin’, than,away I marched right leg foremost,
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without fear o’ stumbling owre a stane or a straw. I
felt a little nervish and queer sometimes before I got a
*doggie and string—and you wud b’ leuch to split
your sides to ha’e seen me louping as if I had been de-
mented, high up in thé ‘9ir, and wi’ a lang spang, at a bit
runner o’ water, aibljns the bl;eadth o’ my twa hands.
I had na learned then, you understand, to calculate
soun’s ; and then when I knoited the ba’ o’ my foot
ﬂgamst a stane, I wud caper. us if I had ran fou‘l’o a
haill cart-load o' road-metal. But these are auld
times—noo I gang dannering mhng as steady as a rock,
or rather like a ship under sail in a fine breeze on th%
ocean.” °* -

The loquacity of some people—one can scarcely tell
why—although endless is not tiresome—and such now
was the loguacity of this'old blind mendicant. < We're
gaun to ha'e a fine summer o’t, I'm thinking. 1 ken
by the sangs o’ the birds in April what is to be the na-
ture o’ July. Oh! but I like the lang days that gang
snoving so cannily down the skies—for then I carena
whare I sleep. I just drap down behint a stane or a
dyke—wi’ the kine lying round about me—and the
wee bit moorland birds twittering, Yike perfect nightin-
gales as they are, wi’ sma’ interruption thx;ough the
star-hours. Deevil the fear o’ ony rheumatics—for 1
seldomewant a drap o’ the cretur in a bit leather bog-
tle I keep in ane (2' my gouchas. Gude’ safe us”
~—————2¢¢ Nay, Sandy, my honest frignd—a little
more reverent in your !aqguage.”:—“ Pardon—pardon,
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Mr Kennedy and all the rest—I'm but a puir sense-
less sinner,” letting his voice drop at the same time,
« and what wouid become o’ me, stane-blin’, and no sae
far aff fourscore, ‘gin my Maker should forget me wan-
dering by mysel’ along the high-roads, or amoi.g the
hags o’ peat-mosses on the loneseme moors.”

Michael Forester felt his whole nature strengthened
by Sandy’s cheerful resignation. Shall I repine—he
thanght—or question the mercy of God’s judgments—
when I hear this childless, houseless, grey-haired beggar
so happy, over whose dying hour there may be none to
Watch when it comes perhaps upon himinasnow-wreath,
or a storm among the hills! <Did 2 ever tell you,” conti-
nued Sandy, ¢ the story o’ the Brigg? Weel then—You
see there had been a spate in the Yearn-water the day
o’ John Borland’s wedding, and the Broose was to be
frae the Manse o’ Mearns into Eaglesham. Thinks I to
mysel’ I should like to see the Broose—that is, to hear
the bragsle—for I had a kind o’ an interes't'in ane o
the Pownies, Bob Howie's Pyet. So awhilé afore the
start, aff I sets, intending to take my station on a bit
knowe at the Brigg-end. A kittle turn &t was, halfway
down a stey brae. As I was standing on the bit knowe,
hearkenipg about me, there was something I didna weel
understand in the soun’ of the Yearn, a maist desperate
gurgling, and growling, and rampaging o’ watar—and
the roar seemed to gang clean up to the skies without
ony deadenipg effec’ o’ stane and lime. O ho!thinks I—
what's become o’ the Brigg ? I gangs cannily on, fitby

11



THE FORESTERS. 115

fit, wi’ Service before me—(no the same doggie as that
" aneath my chair—but the father o) him,) and Service,
to be sure, youfs, and turns about, and rugs at the
string like a trout that has been weel heucked wi’ a
bal-heuck. The bonnie Brigg o° Humbie had sunk
down before the sphte like a*pack o’ cards—and Hea-
ven ha'e mercy—these comes the Broose, along the flat
'-?1fore the rising o’ the hill,ea’ gallopping like mad, wi’
a score o’ lads riding doubley wi’ bonnie lassw akhint
them. Puir blin” creatures, they were a’ gallopping to
destruction. Up I gets—and awa like lightning, jw
Servxce harely able to keep up wi' me—for he was ra-
ther pechy, and Had never seen his master fleeing in
that gate afore—roaring out, ¢ The Brigg’s down—
the Brigg’s soopit awa’ by the spate.” I heard Bob
Howie on the Pyet—for weel°I kent the cretur’s feet
like so many hailstanes—¢ The Brigg's fa'en down’—
but on drove the wild deevil, for he feared naething in
this warld—vwhile, thinks I, ¢ The Pyet "Il flee owre the
Yearn, and ne’er ken the Brigg’s missing.’—However
the Broose fell lown, and the Pyet came back to where
I was stan’irfls, close to the hedge,. for there was a power
o’ rough-shod cattle. ¢ Ye ha’e saved the lives o’
mony o’ us—Sandy’—said John Borland—‘ghat reward
shall you have?’ Says I, ¢ A kiss o’ the bride,'—and
I prfed her mou’, (I ask your parden, ladies,) for I
was a young chiel then—-—go &cteding saxty, and I had
known Nancy Whitelaw since she was & bairn. Never
played I wi’ sic birr,amat that weddmg—and the com-
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pany collected for me ayont thretty shillings—to say
naething o’ claes. The truth maun be spoken—I was-
na quite sober for half a week after. There’s a gude
deal o’ meaning in that story, Mr Kennedy—but
aiblins you bave heard it before—though I rfver
tell’'t twice the same way, and yet every way is the true
ane.” .

In an hour all visitors were gone—Agnes and Lucy
acpompanied Mr and Miss Kennedy as far as the Linn,
and old Sandy Palsley retired thankfully to his straw
bed in an out-house, the sort of lodging which the
blind menrkcant had preferred to every other for many
years.
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CHAPTER. XIII

It was within hi$ own heart :md his own hom: that
Michael Forester found the most effectual consolation
under his irremediable calamity; but the universal
commsswn felt for him over the parish, and expressed

in a hundred affecting ways, could not but breathe its
own peculiar comfort. He knew that there was not
a single fireside for many miles eound at which he was
not thought of, and prayers offered up for the welfare
of his family. Not a day passed without children
dropping in with inquiries from their parents ; and of-*
fers were made and accepted to perform gratuitously
little pieces of work about the farm which could not
be delayed, now that the power of the suramer-season
was strong on the earth. In the Wischarge of his du-
ties as an Elder, Michael had been in every house in
the parish. Families with whom hg¢ had scarcely any
other acquaintance, now visited him with much of the
affectionate sohcntude of old friends ; while ‘the few to
whom he‘had long been attached by an intjmate friend-
ship behaved like brothers, or’sons, or fathers. If
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there were any persons who looked on the Foresters
with unkindly feelings—of envy or jealousy, or cause-
less offence—they now dismissed all such recollection
from their minds, and bore testimony to Michael’s
worth and the piety of his resign.a‘tion. Even Elspeth
Riddel—the old lonely creature ef ninety—who had
not been able to attend the kirk for several years,
tottered down to Brackeg-Braes, and on the utmo.t
verge, of life, with the world fast fading away from her
dim eyes, and all its bands long ago broken, she eager-
ly beseeched Michael to tell her how his mind bore
this dispensation, and smiled cheerfully when she heard
his collected reply, like one still interested’ in ti.is
scene of shadows.

‘Michael had now almost completely recovered his
former strength ; and, at first sight, a stranger could
not have discovered that he was blind. Iis deport-
ment had always been quiet and grave, although he
was a man of great strength and activity ; and his
blindness had occasioned but a slight alteration in his
appearance and his movements. His high broud ample
forehead chiefly fixed the notice of thos. who regard-
ed him, and in the pleasant calm of his other intelligent
features, it was not at first observed that his eyes were
extinguished. Michael Forester was generally thetallest
mrn present—and his naturally straight and ere\t per-
son was little, if any -thaag, deprégsed now by the feel-
ing of helplessness or iusecu‘rity. On the contrary, much
was added to its dignity by that settled calm which,
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approaching to melancholy, was only found not to be
.80 when you entered into conversation with him, and
found his mind alert upon all topi::s, and full as ever
of the power of mtelhgcnc.e and enjoyment.» While or-
dime.ry—perhaps frlvulous-—mxrth and amusement went
on about him, Mlylmel sat unaware perhaps of the
trifling pleasures stir.ring in the room, or if aware of
,hcw, he allowed thew to.procced without regret or
reproval.  He remembered wlnat he had lumself been
a couple of months ago, and was glad to thmk that
‘those pleasant pastimes which sweeten life were going
on in lm presence, although he could now take 1Nl
or 1o aktive part i% such recreations.  Voices now were
to him the sole symbols of affection and happiness—
and he felt himself every day recognizing shades of
tone in the voices of those he most loved, that ::xpross-
ed to him all the varicties of the wiost watchful feel-
ing, and seemed even to yicld him a deeper knowledge
than he had ever possessed before both oi"th;:ir lowe
and their character. A word from his Agnes was now
even more than a smile had been before, and when he
heard Lucyslaughing or singing, in or out of dvors, he
also at the same time saw the® happy cresture as vi-
vidly in her beauty as if he had gazed u pen her with o
thousand eyes. Already he felt the gracious processes
goimg on within him, by which nature supplies ghose
losses which w uuld' seem iatﬂ to the peace of u mortal
being, tnd finally conver ts into a blessmg that elevates
the whole life, that which still continues tu appear to
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others to be a curse that would almost make death itself
welcome to the stricken spirit. .

It was now the time of the Sacrament in the Parish
of Holylee. The kirk was a very small edifice, and
with its narrow aisle, if the passlqge may so be caied
that divided the pews, was ill adapted for the celebra-
tion of that Rite. Accordingly, it had been the us-
age, from time immemorial, to administer the Sacra-,
ment jp the open air. There was a low round hill, not '
far from the kirk, with a plat of level ground at its
foot, of which, as it was a sheep-pusture, the herbage'
was always smooth und short. Round this green
cminence the streamlet glided away’like a dream, and
within the distance of a few hundred yards an unseen
waterfall refreshed the place with a perpetual murmur.
The knoll was covered with the congregation, and on
the edge of the plat stood a tent from which the zeal-
ous minister addressed his flock. On that plat, too, the
tables were spread—there the Elders placed the bread
and wine—and beneath the blue skies of heaven was
ratified that mysterious covenant between fallen man
and his Redeemer. ¢

At this Summer’s Sacrament, all eyes were turned
upon Michael Forester. For several years before, he
had been seen there, acting as an Elder, but now he did
notwventure to take upon himself any active duties.
Kind way was made foreim and his famnily, as walk-
ing between Agues and Lu‘cy, he entered améng the
seats placed on the green sward, Lucy had hold of her
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father's hand, and every eye blessed the little beautiful
guide. The blind man was delighted in his darkness
*to hear the rustle of the leaves of Psalm-Book and
Bible, as the congregation prepared to sing the praises
of Meir God, or look'ed out the text from which their
Pastor was to preach the tidings of salvation. He
thonght of other meetings of other years, yet his soul
oPas not dismayed.
During this solemn service, thg eyes of one youngcrea-
. ture, especially, Emma Cransteun, were often fixed on
t'he family of the Foresters. She was then, indeed,
the Lady of the Hirst, for her father had died several
years ago, and her'only brother was a prisoner of war
at Verdun. Emma Cranstoun had been educated fa-
shionably in England, and this was the first summer she
had been in Scotland since her infancy. Although
one so well born could not want friends, yet Emma,
in the midst of riches and splendour, had long been as
miich to be pitied as the poorest orphan.  Iler heart®
was by nature formed for every pure uffection, but it
had been locked up during those years, when the fountain
of feeling flots with most force and clearness. Delicate
health brought her to the Ilirst, t8 breathe for asummer
the air of her native hills—and being on n.visit, for a
few days, at the Manse, she now gttended the Sacra-
ment®at Holylee, and took her place among the hun-
blest parishioners. .Early dusng the service her eyes
had fallén on Agnes and tucy, whomn ghe saw to be
mother and daughter. , Michael's calamity she had
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heard spoken of, and her heart was suddenly touched
with emotions of pity and admiration. Although there
was little difference in their dress from that of their
lowly equals, Emma Cranstoun saw at once ahout
them a finer character of feeli'n:g and intelligeace.
_Her heart was interested, attracted, drawn towards
the group by the cords of some invisible sympathy, and,
after the service was concludcd she told Miss Kenneds,
that she wished to speak %o her tenant, Michacl Fo- :
rester. The i impression which, unaware to them, Mi-
chael and his family had made upon the young Lady
of ‘che Hirst, was rendered still more favourable during
that short conversation ; and Emma £ranstoun, who hal
scarcely ever before spoken to a cottager, because she
had had no opportunities, was touched with a new de-
light, on finding so mych sense, grace, and beauty in
those whom she had been taught to consider almost an
inferior order of beings. Emma Cranstoun was but
-ixteen years old, and Lucy was eleven, so that her
heart yearned towards the child at every blush that
mantled round her downcast eyes, and she said within
herself, that she would, that very eveniny;, pay a visit
to Bracken-Bracs.

Emma Cranstoun, the Lady of the Iirst, was accus-
tomed to follow all her inclinations, but these were uni-
formly innocent. Self-willed she no doubt wag, but
her nature® was a happy one, aicd even her caprices
were virtuousc. Her heart nad been defraudcd, by an
imperfect education, out of much that was the natural
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ﬂowry of youth, but it had received no taint of corrup-
tion. She had retained her simplicity in the midst of
* false or excessive refinement, nor had the hollow hy-
pocrisies of those to whom the care of her early years
haé been committet'i.-taught her any unconscious imi-
tation of artifice of deceit. .The creature of impulse
she indeed was, but her impulses were all instinctive-
hr towards right actions nnd the society of the inno-
* cent like herself. Of this kmd was her strong sudden
emotion of love to Lucy l'orester It might be call-
ed a mere whim—a sport or sally of the humour—yet
who could look on Lucy’s face and say, that to lov8 it
at sight ‘was eithtr thoughtless or unreasonable ? In
the calm of the evening, thercfore, Emma took with
her a single domestic and walked up the vale ‘towards
Bracken-Braes. -

With a delighted wonder at its perfect neatness, or-
der, and beauty, the Lady of the Hirst stood below the
Plane-tree and gazed on the cottage. The enchans
ment of heavenly music rose from within with many a
joyful swell, and many a pathetic close. She knew
that the fagmily were praiving their Maker-—that this
was the evening psalm. She terned aside her head to
listen more intently—and her eyes fell upon the gold-
en light of the setting sun. Th.e pure cvening air—
the gwalk up the vale—the whole solemn businegq of
the day—and the 10\ elty of ,gll around her, worked up-
on hersheart and her imfination ; and wlneu the hymn
ceased, Emma felt the tears on her cheek and drew a
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deep sigh of disturbed happiness. It seemed as if,
since this Sabbath morning, a new life and a new world
had been revealed to her,and that before thisevening she
had known little or nothing either of her own heait or
of her fellow creatures. v
Lucy was leading her father out to his seat below the
Plane-tree, to enjoy an hour of its dim shadow, before
they all retired to rest, when she beheld the Lady of .
the Hirst smiling upon her, with the most affable be-
pign.ity. ¢ Father—father, our Lady’is here,” breathed
Lucy in a whisper, and Michael turned respectfully
towards the sweet voice of their visitor. Agnes and
Aunt Isobel were soon of the party,’and Emma sat ort
the osier seat beneath the tree, surrounded by her new
friends, who regarded her with affectionate admiration.
Agnes Hay was fair in her matronly serenity, and
beautiful Lucy indeed was with all her kindling smiles
half subdued by bashfulness and humility, but Emma
Cranstoun possessed that charm, which only high re-
tinement can give, and which is altogether irresistible
and inimitable, when united, as in her it was, with
simplicity as unaffected as ever belonged tdrural inno-
cence in the most solitary dwelling. < They say that
the Cranstouns have ever been a beautiful family,”
whispered Aunt Isqhel to Agnes, “ but never surely,
since they bore that name, was there a fairer daugiter
of that house than that lavel imag‘c." Then, seeing a
slight hectic flush on the lady’s cheek, Agnes enfreated
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her not to sit in the dews, but to honour a poor man’s
house with her presence.

The conversation led insensibly into the cares and
joys, the pains and plgasures belonging to humble life.
EnYna Cranstoun asked a great many questions, but
every sentence seented to awaken her heart. Hither-
to she had seen, and qnly seen poor men’s houses, and

.q’.xssed them by without a fgeling or a thought. She
bad seen the smoke rising froj the chimneys in the

» morning or evening calm, and thought it beautiful, but,
as it dissolved in the air, it was forgotten, as if it had
been a picture of an unreal thing. Now she looked

~ith intense intere8t on all the furniture of the farm-
house, and, homely as it was, in comparison wjth the
splendour in which she had always lived, she coyld not
but feel how interesting and appropriate it was, and how
true the character of every thing belonging to those
excellent people was to their condition. ¢ Are all the
families of humble life like this?” thought the simple®
girl ; < if so, may I live all my days at the Hirst, and
be a daily visitor among the cottages.”

The sun h4d gone down, and there was now as much
darkness as there would be during the whole night. The
Lady of the Hirst, more than courteously, wished good
night to Michael, Agnes, and Aunt Isobel ; and happy
indeetl was Lucy to walk by her side, part of the way,
to the Manse. « Do&ou thmk,my pretty Lucy, that you
could love me, for I wmh that we were friends?”
Lucy was afraid to spegk ; the’ very thought of such a
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superior being to herself calling her friend, was more
than the simple ¢hild could for a moment. imagine.
But all the way back from the Manse, beneath the
moon and the stars, Lucy was thinking, in her delight,

what she could do for that beautiful lady—how ’she
could serve her in anys way, however small, only to
show her gratitude—and, when she thought on that
sweet smile, and still sweeter voice, addressed to her
blind father, Lucy felt-that she could die willingly for
one so free from pride, so lovely, and so compas-.
sionate. Agnes, whose quiet heart was yet ut all
tir.nes filled with tenderest anxieties about Lucy, this

night laid her head on her hush#nd’s bosom with A.

assurance that her child had found a friend—and that
fair gnd benignant Creature was before her in her
dreams. '
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CHAPTER XIV.

e ]

,  Lrerig r e than half of Michael Forester’s lease of
twenty-one years had expired whenhe had lost his sight,
and duriug the ﬁrs:: despair of that deprivation he had
+sought of giving udp his Farm. But he soon felt that
there was no necessity for doing so—and that with faith=
ful assistance he could continue to pay his rent, and do
justice to the beautiful property he had so long culti-
vated. That assistance he had found in William Laid-
law, a nephew of the old childless couple at Mooredge. ,
All the braes had long been clear pasturage—the holms
by the streamlet’s side were rich in natural svil and ge-
nerous treatment—each inclosed field had been hrought
to sustain unéxhausted its due rofations of crop—the
small coppice-woods, preserved from sheep and cattle,
flourished amain with their oaks, birks, and hazles—
while here and there among the hedgérows stood an Ash
or an Flm of no mean growth, and casting 3 grntefu.l
shadow in the pa.stor:‘ solityde. *Now that nearly three
years had" elapsed since his bligdness, Michael had
every reason to believe that Bracken-Braes still pre-
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served its superiority over every other furm in the Pu.
rish. - .

During these three years it was astonishing what
progress Michael Forester had mpde in that practical
cducation which the blind pursue under the guidd.uce
of nature. Indced he hud many aud great advantages
over the generality of men reduced to that condition.
Hisstrong natural talents ard deep natural affections hal
all been genially cultured and cherished—so that from
the first week of his afliction, his mind and his heart
had ncither of them been left desolate. Thoughts and
feelings had been stored up against that evil day, and
the blind man felt strong in knowledge and in loxo
His habits had from boyhood been of a thoughtful cast,
and when the presence of the visible world was veiled
from his eyes, his meditations only became more con-
centrated—or rather morespiritual ; but there had been
no violent wrenching away or breaking off, and in an
incredibly short time memory supplied the plaze of
sight, and her images were substantial as realities.\ His
body and his limbs were powerful and active beyond
those of most men; and he soon learne\l to plant his
feet on the ground withont shrinking or timidity, and
to walk along fearless of all obstructions. A hundred
sounds unnoticed sefore were now familiar to him,veach
signifying something uscful for the blind to knew. He
by degrees observed Ithw all surlpunding objects modi-
fied his perceptions. Measuremeénts of rclative dis-
tances were unconsc.iously wmade in his mind cvery

1 .
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shorter or longer walk he took, and paths became
known to him alone, existing not to the eyes of others,
* but traced out by his ear and his touch. The streamn
could not wind its most noiseless way without his ear
désecting the altered murmur over deep or shallow.
He knew in a momgnt precisely where he stood, as the
gentle din of the tiny waterfall rose up from among
the hazles. The cawi.ng of the rooks rising or falling
&n his ear told him how far he wps from the Hirst-woods
—and he knew from the plover’s cry before he came
* to the edge of the moss. Echoes, that others heard not,
whispered to him the path in his solitude. The hollow
ground—the accliwjty—the bent—the lea—the light
gravelly soil—the heavy till—the moss turf—the hea-
ther-patch—the wet rushy flat—the stony upland—
here and there a huge rock—or,an extended pre.cipice
—by help of these characters he reperused in his dark-
ness the country around him that he had so long stu-
aied with open eyes, and thus every month he heard and
felt his way farther and farther among the braes, hills,
and mountains. Ie soon found that his long staff’ was
indeed like a feeler, as old Sandy Paisley had told him,
and that it was really very part ofshis existence. But
it was not thus that all his practice had been acquired ;
for his gentle, patient, and devotesl Agne.s was for
ever at.his side—or Aunt Isobel, whose lamp burnegd
with a more cheerful glow as thg mist of yeats gather-
ed round ig—or Lucy led t way with a dance and 2

song, or hushed and silent as an *undisturbed lapwing
L)
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walking on the solitary lea. When alone, which he not
unfrequently was, even at e distance from the house,
he knew that the eye of God was upon every footstep
of the blind, and, beyond all doubt, that very calami-
ty itself brought wisdom. The creature was told kya
still small voice to throw itself upqn its Creator.

In such a state of mind, what a blessing was such a
wife as Agnes! What 1f a vain, light, unintelligent
woman had been called upon to assist and comfort him,
even although oonjugal affection had subsisted in her
bosom! But here was a guardian being constantly
near him, night and day, strong in peace, inunocence,
and piety. No stormy passion hnd ever broken the
calm continuity of her blameless life. Never had she
denied God or her Suviour by vain repining or wilful
disobedience. Her Bible had not been taken up casu-
ally, giving unwelcome intimations that were neglect-
ed in worldly cares, or that served only to sadden the
heart with the touch of feelings too solemn and sacred
to hold long alliunce with mere earthly affectione. But
in that Bible she had, from the dawn of reason, seen
revealed a light that never was eclipsed by the clouds
of this world. Let her read that book a thousand and
a thousand times, not a single page ever begame weari-
some on the repetition! To what state of the soul
might not one or other of those touching Par.lbles he
applied ! On ev enmg of work duy alike as on that
of the Sabbath, had he heart ever been open to
that Sermon on th: Mount! So that when her
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blind husband was sitting by the fireside, that blazed
with the old roots his own hands had collected, and
Lucy working, or reading, or smgmg beneath the quick
notice of Aunt Isobel’s eyes, while all the room was
éMe silent but the tick of the clock or the rustling
noise in his wickey cage of p thrush that had never
known liberty—at such an hour, in that hut, re-
storative and like a vmce from above was the memory
‘of those words, « Blessed .u'e the poor in spirit, for
theirs is the kingdom of Heaven !” ;
And during the three years of her father’s blindness,
how had his Lucy shot up into a stately flower ! On
that diwastrous dag in the Hirst-Wood she was but a
child—now she was the fairest maiden of all the hills.
Month after month had Michael felt her head gl:owing
up beneath his hand—and he kad not now to stoop so
low to kiss her check. IHer voice had lost much of its
infantine tone—and was deepened into a mellow musie.
Free still were her otions in the open air ag those of
the fawn at play—bhut she stepped about the house, of
which she had now her own part in the arrangments,
with a blythgome carefulness; while at church, she
sat as perfectly composed and #ttentive during the
whole service as the oldest person.  Her feelings were
naturally quick, warm—almost impatient ; “and when
lefe wholly to herself, Lucy might sometimes be way-
ward and headstrona; but when any duty‘called her
to her father, then in a mothent she was h.ushed, like a
lark that drops down suddenly fnto its nest from the
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sky when the shadow of the hawk is seen on the hill-
side. Nor did Michael Forester deny to his Lucy any
of the harmless p:;stimes suitable to her age. Each
season had its holidays; and perhaps winter, with all its
snow, gloom, and darkness, was to‘fmcy the cheerfullsst
time of all the year. Then she and the Maynes went
for a month or two to the dancing in a barn neur the
Manse, or to learn church-music in the village school.
But above all the other flesti'vals that came between their t
long intervals of homely life, tinging them with the hues
of imagination, was merry Hulloween. In that secluded
glen, the mirthful superstition of that night wasfelt to be
prolonged almost from winter to winper. Bracken-Braes
was most frequently the chosen scene of the revels.
The commodious kitchen was decked with branches of
the ha‘wthorn, red witl, its humble fruit—and with the
holly-boughs, cut without mercy, and in spite of all
their prickles, to brighten the festivities. Then the
casily excited spirit of childhood and youth threw all
its feelil;gs and all its fancy into the hazle-nuts chat
cracked away from the ruddy cmbers—and many a
pretty face, in vain pursuit of the swipming apples,
hung over the waterspail, with its long heavy tresses to
be readjusted by the hand of some hoyish sweetheart.
Meanwhile the older people carried on their own con-
versation by the .chimney-nook-—undisturbed by the
noisy mirth that gave a happier flow to their own
thoughts—and many a joke went round the circle—the
wit of the lo‘wly mind-that seldom lacks in its content-
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ment a strong trace of kindliness, and wisely sports with
- the hardships of the poor man’s life

Nor had that visit of the young and beautiful Lady
of the Hirst been thg.last, by at least a hundred, dur-
i.ng those few years at Bracken-Braes. Emma Cran-
stoun’s heart had réeived, omthat Sabbath, an impres-
sion which was never,to be effaced. Not without great
injustice could it have been gaid that the innocent girl
had not, before that day, been a Christian. For, in
, the midst of all thé vanities with which her steps had
been surrounded, she had never been a stranger to the
place of worship, nor unacquainted with her Bible.
But the' influence "that ought to have been prevalent
and abiding, had been but partial and transitory; that
book had been taken up only at formal intervals of time
far otherwise occupied ; and the Sabbath-day not more
than decently observed, stood by itself uncommunicat-
ing with the week, so that a pious spirit had still to be:
rewakened and renewed. Neither had the life she had
been constrained to lead frequently stirred her best
human affections. But as soon as her eyes had been
opened to thesknowledge, however limited, of humble
rural life, she beheld before her wants that she could
supply, sorrows that she could assuage, evils,that she
could avert, and joys that she couldsincrease tenfold ;
while, ghenceforth, all the precepts of christianity,’
either of will or deed, ﬁeemcd to eall upen he.r for obe-
dience anc® practice. *She had carried the beauty of her
presence into every house jn the p::rish,—her charities.
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under the advice of Mr Kennedy and Michael Forester,
hadbecomecvery sezson moreeffective,—and happy were
all, rich, independent, and poor to see that, on those
errands of real religion, the ladg whom all loved had
drawn new health from the pure gales of Lenven—tfiat
all symptoms of that fatal malady“had left her cheek,
and that Providence, under whom she humbly served,
had bidden her own native hills breathe into her bosor.
a stronger spirit of life. '
And where, during all those years, was poor forgot-
ten Mary Morrison, Lucy’s earlicst friend ? Had all
their affectionate thoughts towards each other, as they
had often sat in the same plaid, in the moors and mosg-
es, passed away like the sounds and the shadows of
that solitude? Had Lucy lost in her pride, now that
she was o guest even at the Hirst, all her more than
sisterly love for meek Mary Morrison in that lonely
hut with her stern father? No, Lucy learned other
lessons from Emma Cranstoun—and she who had been
Mary’s helpless friend in their infant days, had now be-
come her henefactress. For she had ventured to speak to
the Lady about Ewebank ; and AbrahancMorrison, with
whom the world hiad gone hardly, had got such a re-
duction of his rent, and such remission of arrears, that
he had not only Fept his head fairly above water now,
vut, which was a great admission from him, acknewledg-
ed that he had reasor: o be conts uted.  Luey’s love for
Mary was *he same as ever—there was no inequality
in their condition—although Ewebank was indeed a
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far poorer place than Bracken-Braes;—and while
Mary showed, by her whole behavmur, that she thought
Lucy far her superior in all thmgs, besides her beauty
in which there was none indeed to compare with her in
bath parishes, yet Lucy, true to the bliss of former days,
and without even the shadow of change, saw in Mary
the very perfection of sense and sweetness, and with the
game open and yearning heart as ever, as she came from
visiting the Lady of the Hirs;xt, turned away up the
narrow birchen-glen of Ewebank, and by the ingle, or
on the brae-side, whispered away a few happy hours
with Mary Morrison.

“ Oh, Lucy, dear,” said that humble creature, as one
day they were sitting in their plaids on'the hill, « do
you know that I dream so often of my mother, that
sometimes I think it must be her ghost that visits me
in my sleep. She seems to weep—although not like
one of us mortal creatures—and asks me it I am happy.”
« Ilow very young you must have been, Mary, whene
your mother died! For I never saw her—but has she
aye the same face in your dreams ?”—< Aye—Lucy—
aye the sume white mournfu’ face she wore when 1
used to sit upon her knee. I remember it just us weel
as if she had been buried yesterday. My father was
not at home the day she was taken away. *Oh ! dear !
Lucy-—how my father looked and groane(l for mont}ns
—perhaps a year—after her (Ec.nth Do you ken, 1
dinna think she wds very happy—my father is unco

. o s ’
severe—sometimes—and if it were na for you, Lucy,
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I wud somctimes maist wish myself i’ the mouls. But
when I think that surely we twa will be freen’s a’ our
days, then I canna help singing by mysel’, or being
cheerfu’ as the morning.”— Aye—sure enoygh—
Mary—our love will never die—and long as we b2-
have ourselves well, the Lady of, the Hirst will be
our friend. But, look—Mary—the sun is going fast
fast down—farewell—farewell.”— Oh ! dinna be lang
o’ coming to see me again,”rsaid Mary with tears in her'
eyes, < and above a’ things, dinna think that I lo’e
not my father. O, Lucy! when my father smiles—or
evén when his countenance is without a frown—my
heart beats as if I could gang up and kiss nim—and
after a’, every ane has his ain way, and my father
has his—there is nae reason to think he does na like
me his only bairn, and when I was in the wanderings
o that fever, he was, I am tauld, sairly distracted.”
The two innocent young creatures parted on the hill-
side—Lucy towards a cheerful home, filled with com-
fort, pem‘:e, and affection, where blessings awaited he.
from every voice and eye, Mary Morrison to a hut, per-
haps silent and solitary, or overspread with the gloom
of a parent’s countenance, who knew not how to look
kindly in his affection upon his only child.
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CHAPTER XV.

Lucy ForrsTER’s fifteenth spring was now dawn-

' ing upon her beauty, and although she had sometimes
brought the tear to her mother’s eye, and awoke Aunt
Isobel’s -sﬁort-live(},displensure, by childish indiscre-
tions and forgetfulness, yet amidst all the nll(zwable
levities of girlhood that occasionally led her into little
acts of disobedience wilful or yndesigned, one .single
instance of unkindness or neglect to her father had ne-
ver been laid to her charge. Often and often had she
refused making up parties of pleasure with l:er play-
mates, Decause he might expect her to take a stroll
with him to a neighhour’s house, or into the quiet pas-
tures ; and nqt unfrequently, when on the very eve of
some rural festival,she found that i» wasright sheshould
remain at home, the loving child had done so, not unly
without murmuring, but with a proud delight. Her
childh(‘od was now over, or ncarly so; and her fatheg,
knowing that she was appronch.ing the verge of that
season when all life wonld msensibly appear to her eyes

covered with a different colours and when her affec-
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tions would be liable to wounds from many causes that
to her had as yet no existence, felt an anxiety for her
sake taking hold of his very heart, and almost disturbing -
his sleep.  Our happiness,” he would sometimes say
to Agnes, “has been too perfect to endure much longez,”
and he began now to be unhappy whenever Lucy was
out of hearing.

At the Manse there had lived, for about a twelve-
month, a youth called Edward Ellis, the son of ax
English gentleman of .fortune, who had been an in-
timate friend of Mr Kennedy. He was now nearly
sebenteen years of age, extremely handsome, and an uni-
versal favourite over the whole perish. Edward Ellis
was a boy of fine talents, but his mind had not yet °
taken kindly to books, and, although not at all defi-
cient"in the common scholarship of that early period of
life, all that he knew had been learned almost intuitive-
ly, for his heart lay in those pursuits that brought him in-
to immediate and free intercourse with his fellow-crea-
tures. He rejoiced to accompany Mr Kennedy on lus
walks or visits——and thus he had become quite a fami-
liar guest at the firesides of the cottagers, and at none
more 80 than that ¢€ Braucken-Braes. He was not, of
course, without the romance of that season of life, and
Laucy Forester was the Queen of his Fairy-Land.

The love of Edward Ellis, however, was not such as
to break his slumbers, destroy his appetite, or sicken
himn with his amusements.  On the contrary, he slept
as soundly a5 any coter after a day’s darg, ate heartily
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at all his meals, and few good days past by in winter or

. spring, that he was not on the hills with Lis gun, or on
the banks of the river with his angle. His day’s amuse-
ment, however, three times a-week, terminated, some-
h3w or other, very luclu]y just at the gate of Bracken-
Braes. Most happy were they to receive the noble
boy at all times, and M ichael’s spirits, it was observed,
‘were ulways raised by his a.mmated open, and intelli-
gent conversation. * If all rich people, all ladies and
gentlemen,” thought Lucy, *“are like Emma Crans-
toun and Edward Ellis, how happy must life be in
the palaces of great cities !”

Lucy was not often from home when Edward Ellis
called there, but when she chanced to be so, she felt
something like a disappointment. She never went now
on an errand down to the village, a dozen hamlets
bearing the name of the parish, that she did not, un-
consciously, entertain a hope that he might be angling
within sight, or mect her somewhere in the ngighbour-'
hood. She had never thought much about her own
beauty, till she overheard Edward Ellis praising it in
warm admiregion ; and, from that time, Lucy Fovester
would stand a few minutes at her*mirror, after she had
arranged her simple dress, and, perhaps, return to it
again to alter a ringlet over her forghead.

Thg quick eye of Aunt Isobel saw, but without any
pain, the attachment of their sjncere and uncorrupted
hearts. Xt was a delightfu#dream, that wquld, of itself,
pass away, and yet leave no wound hehind. In another
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year, Edward Ellis was to return to England, and the
image of Luey W(‘)lild then seem to him like that of some.
shepherdess of whom he had read in a pastoral poem— '
while Lucy, happy in the humble enjoyments spread
around her feet on the floor of her father’s cottn%e,
would let him depart for ever to the land of his nativity,
nor send after him, when a month was gone, more than
a tender wish for his pfrpétud welfare. Yet the
thoughtful old lady, in, praising Mr Edward Ellis, al-
ways took care to speak of his depatture from the glen
as not far distant, and probably for ever; at which
times, Lucy would give something almost like a sigh,
and kept her eyes fixed pensively 4n the gréu‘hd ; but
the inglistinct dream soon deserted her imagination, and
she would break out a-singing in her happiness.

There was a little waterfall of singular beauty, about
half a mile from Bracken-Braes, just half way down
the stream to the Manse. The green hills closed in
suddenly upon some low rocks that lay quite across the
stream, so that the waters parting in two nearly equal
divisions, poured over in separate cascades into the pool,
while between them rose up a natura' pillar, from
whose base sprung @ few weeping birch-trees, and a
single mountain ash. About a rood of grass-plat was le-
vel with the sleeping waters below, and down into that
sclitary, but always cheerful place, a sheep-trock led
along one §ide of the brae. An old decayed Yew, co-
vered entirely with ivy, an called the Howlet’s Nest,
stood within reach of the spray that kept its mantle in
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perpetual verdure. Here Lucy bleached the garments
she brought from Bracken-Braes, s:nd here Edward
+Ellis was fonder of angling than in any other pool
on all the water. Umlesxgnedly, but fortunately, had
it ecome a Trystmg-Place to these youthful lovers.
There arc often gays before February has closed,
that come down unexpectedly and without warning from
heaven, with a delight.ful summer feeling that is not
Jxceeded in softness even b.y the balmy June. On
such a day, Lucy and Edward found themselves toge-
her beside the ITowlet’s Nest. ¢ Will Lucy Forester
give Edward Ellis a lock of her hair, to keep for tl;e
sake o’ the ‘bonniest dassie in a’ Scotland, when he may
be wandering afar off, perhaps in a foreign country,
away beyond the seas ?”—<« Oh! me, Mr Ellis,” cried
Lucy with a beating heart, ““are ygu, indeed, going away
from Holylee never more to return?” and tears she
wished not to reveal, in the sincerity of her innocent
affection trickled down her cheeks, from which the
rose-leaf colour had in an instant vanished. ¢ No—mno,
my sweet Lucy, not for another year at least, and that
is a long long time, is it not ? with many months« of
long summer days, and many mouths of long winter
nights, it is hard to say which the happiost.:’ Lucy
felt relieved from a deadly feeling ; for a year, to Ler
young imagination, did in truth appear an almost un.»
bounded time ; and smce Edward Ellis was not to leave
Holylee for,a whole vear, she*was again near]y happy as
ever. Edward took one of her rich'auburn ringlets that
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hung over her temples, and while Lucy stood still in
her joyful tears, l‘le fastened a little gold brooch on her
bosom whose beauty, like that of the white lily, was*
alike fair in shade and sunshine, ¢ Now, Luoy, sing
me one of Burns's songs, and, if you pleasc, let i be

¢« To Mary in Ileaven.’’, 'The happy girl at once com-
plied, and, while Edward Ellis lmd his hand upon her
shoulder with all the tenderness of youth, she sung
that beautiful hymn te the melancholy accompammen‘;
of the lonesome waterfall.

Isaac Mayne, the scholar and poet of the Vale, came
down the foot-path, and stood before the pair, just as
Lucy was singing, for the last tihe, the pathetic line
that gommences and closes the hymn. Isanc was sever-

al years older than Lucy—about seventeen—but hav-
ing been in Edinburgk for successive winters, and when
at home buried in his studies, he had not been much
at Bracken-Braes since she had been a mere child.
Isaac Mayne, however, under silent and shy habits
concealed strong passions, and while he seemed to be
giving all his intellect and imagination to the study of
books, he had yielded up his heart te violent human
emotions. He hatl all along resolved, within his own
heart, tlnt Lucy Forester should, some day, be his-wife ;
and the flower was growing, he thought, in its solitude
«to the perfection of its nature, without any cyg but his
capable 6f discerning its consupimate beauty. Some-
time, durigg the last sumitier, Le had lookedson Edward
Ellis with a jealou$ eye—and now that he had left
10 [
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Edinburgh for a single holiday, he came upon him
standing almost in an embrace with l:is ‘own Lucy Fo-
'rester. Pride—rage—shame—jealousy and grief ull en-
tered hLis heart togethg;, and mere boy as he was—in-

. dé®d what else were they all but children—the same
pangs rent his breass as ever dyove manhood into insa-
nity or death. Ilis pale cheek became sallow—his dark
erestlashed fire—he thrust his hand fiercely through his
tuven locks—and his frame, {hat had been feeble from
his infancy, shook as in a slight convulsion. Ile scarce-
'ly spoke, but passed by frowning and sullen, and dis-
appeared down the nurrow pass, as if on his way to
the Mansé. Lucy'wvondered a little at his abrupt
manner, but said that poor Isaaec Mayne was ruinigg his
henlth und spirits by too deep study. Edward Ellis
saw the truth, and with the pridaof a successful rival,
laughed at the rude scholar, and said, < I hope Isaac
will not drown himself for love.”
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CHAPTER ®VI.

¢ CoMr, Lucy,” said Aunt Isobel « lay down your
kmttmg, and give us a lilt, my lassie—any air you like
—for your father seems drowsy I think—your mother has
not said a single word for at least t#n minutes-yourself
have been mute as an image ever since you took that
net into your hand—and not a soul can I get to con-
verse with me—this i8 dull dreary work, and that per-
petual drive of blashing sleet against the panes is
enough to deafen one’s very life. Come—my bonnie
bird—gi’e us something heartsome.”

It was a genuine Scottish March night, wild as in
winter. There had been a keen frost all day, and the
wind had almost amounted to a hurricage. It had, with
the fall of darkness, become more fitful, and there be-
ing a sort of thaw, a thin wet snow-shower had for
hours been whirling about the glens. Ouly the week

obefore, and there had been many gentle appeagances of
Spring. * The goosgberry bushes were green in all
the gardens—the hawthotn hedges had begun to bud

.—here and there the early :villows had put out a few
4
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yellow blossoms to the chance bee—the forenoon sun
.had wakened the insect-world—and the angler had
* been seen walking down the stream. But now the
waters were again sheeted with ice—both rivulet and
tafn ; and the pale aspect of the skies had foretold that
tbe‘shepherds woull soon haye work to do up among
the hills. The noise without doors had made all si-
i.nt within ;—but Lucy, alv.vays ready to waken from
her short reveries, dropt her netting at Aunt Isobel’s
, request, and laying her. folded hands on her lap, and
fixing her large soft hazle eyes on the floor, with her
head and all its clustering ringlets tenderly inclined
towards 'her father, who roused himself from his half
slumber, and turned his -face upon his child, smiling
even as if he really saw her beauty brightening in the
blaze of the kindled fire—she hnmmed a few low sweet
uncertain notes, and then richly and simply as the
irey-Linnet warbled one of her father's favourite
Ballads, the Gaberlunzie Man— .

“® ¢« The wind blaws cauld from Donought-head.”

The small audience sat mute for a*few moments at the
close of the air, and Lucy had again taken up her work,
when Michael said, “ I hear a foot at the door—no Ga-
berlungzie man, I warrant—for now-a-days they keep
better under cover on wild nights—and the beggar
takes his supper comfortably by the ingle in the small
way-side public-house, if no cottér has taken him in—
K
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it will be one of the Raeshaw shepherds that have been
down at the Fordy looking after the early lambs. Has
he gone by without stepping in >~—~No—that’s a stran-"
ger’s rap—and it sounds as from g feeble hand.” * Lucy
sprang from her stool by her father’s knees—but %ﬁﬁt
Isobel was before her. . Stand ot o’ the draft o’ the
door, ye delicate thing,” and then she opened the door
but a little, for the blast came down the glen in a vefy
tempest. “ Pity me—who are you that faces such a hur-
ricane >—Come in—come in,” and & figure in a tatter- .
ed dress, covered with cranreuch and icicles, but in no
haste to enter, came at last reluctantly forward on the
floor, while Aunt Isobel shut the ddor agains.t the snow
that had been drifting into the middle of the room. He
muttered a few indistinct words to Isobel’s rejterated
questions, who and what he was?—and seemed as if
he was not altogether in his right mind, although per-
haps it was only the inclemency of the night that had
benumbed his senses.

But Michael—the blind man—whose ear was finer
than the mole’s—rose from his chair and advanced to-
wards the stranger. “ What ! are you an auld man—
suid ye »'—* Auldét in sin and iniquity than in years.”
«1t is my brother Abel—as God liveth -and dealeth’
mercifully—it is, my brother Abel.” The staff fell
from the frozen hand, and Abel was upon his byother’s
bosom. Agnes and Jsobel gozed upon the wretched
man, but fgr a while the} recognised himenot—that
ghost-like being could not by the laughing and blythe
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Abel of Dovenest! But Michael feared not that it was
Jhis brothér whom he held to his ®heart—for faint,
broken and feeble as that voice sounded, it was still
the same voice that he-had heard for so many years in
that quiet garden. Lucy, who now and then had
heard her uncle’s name, but pronounced as the name
of one assuredly in hisegrave, looked on the figure be-
i}e her almost with fear, like one risen from the dead ;
but, as she touched his withered hand, cold as the ice,
Jove and pity arose Within her for her father’s brother.
Never before had Lucy scen her father weep—and jn
his tears there was something so awful to her young
heart, that she shed.hone herself, but stood in perfect
silence, a little aloof from that meeting. .
They mow saw through his utter wretchedness all
that remained of the Abel of' other happy days.
Though he was cold to the touch, and quite frozen,
yet he never shivered. His body was forgotten by
him, and his mind, that mind once so quick andebright,
so full of fancies for the young, and feelings for the
old, overflowing with resources for every season—it
was now manit¥stly worn out, impa.ired and shattered.
He scarcely returned his brother's embrace—his eyes
looked around bewildered and mistrustful—ang he said,
“ Are ngf you Michael Forester thit lived once at
Dovene®t? If so, then hear me, Michael, for I. am your'
brother Abel, who ruiged you alltby forgery, yet turn
me not out’of your door till the storm is over—Where
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is the old man, our father, for I see him not, and per-
haps he is dead ?*o

A bed was soon made by the fireside, and the wan-
derer's head was on the pillow. -eLong had it been, no
doubt, since the squalid beggar had lain on such a place
of rest. Many years wefe at last over of houseless want
that now had no record even in his own darkened me-
mory. But there he now lay apparently in peace, with
the snow-white sheets carefully folded round him, that
had been woven from their own few flax-ridges, and
spun by old and young hands in the long merry winter
nights, when, alas ! Abel was wandering far off and un-
known! Fourteen years and more had passed since
he had parted from them in fear and danger at Dove-
nest. And who, thought Michacl, can count the ago-
nies, the diseases, and the despair of all the hours,
days, weeks, and months, that crowd themselves into
so many unbefriended and homeless years ?

« O, Michael ! what means that look about your
eyes P—What is it that I heard about you at a house
near the mouth of the glen ?”—< I lost my sight by
lightning four years ago, brother, but I-feel small loss
of my eyes now—yet would that for a little while I
could sea-my Abel’s face once more.” Remembrances
of old times now seemed to be crowding in upon his
mind, but every word he spoke showed how- indistinct
and confused they o}l were ; while, of what he saw,
or of any thing connected with the present condition of

10
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the family, he asked not a single question, just as if his
powerless understanding had submltted itself entirely
*to a dream. Much they wondered ‘how he had found
his way hither—where he had heard of them—and,
aBuve all, from what region had the wanderer come.
Some instinct seemed to have led him unawares to
Bracken-Braes, for it was plain, from his wandering
lavks and unconnected words, that Abel knew not, for
!my continued length of time, in what quarter of the
world he now wasy nor whose fireside it was at which
*Providence had given him that bed of rest.

Perhaps there had been times, when anger had ¢h-
tered into Michael’sqgeart, thinking on all the ruin which
his brother had brought upon him, times too, when all
anger had utterly ceased, when he had not only recon-
ciled himself to the belief of Abgl’s death, but felt that
it was better so, and that he did not even wish that
he were in the land of the living. Then had come
years almost of forgetfulness, and the blank of oblivion.
Michael had never ceased, not perhaps even for a week,
to think of Dovenest, and his father, and his brother.
But that was ghe real living, innocent, and happy Abel;
the brother of these latter yearswas nothing else but the
image of a dim and disturbed dream. But now, from
lands, perhaps beyond the seas, and at the exbiration of
so mary years of rueful banishment, had come the bro;
ther, whom he had so tenderly loved, toall appearance
a dyingman. Well, was it for M’lchnel that he did not
see his brother, for although yetea young man, his hair
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was quite grey, and all his features shrunk and fallen,
like the face of old age. That voice told a mournful tale
to the blind man’s heart, but still he could not image
before him such a sight as Agnes, Isobel, and Lucy
now beheld lying on that bed. “He thought of Aley,
changed, wearied, and worn ; but they saw the very
ghost of Abel, swathed as it might seem in its wind-
ing-shect. )

Abel refused all sustenance—and lay almost without
speaking a word quite motionless on the bed. But
warmth and rest were sustenance to him, and sleep
wis coming to his aid. The Psalm was sung in a low-
er key not to disturb him—but_he was yet awake,
and the voice of Lucy, like that of an angel from Hea-
ven, was singing to his car forgiveness and peace. La-
den with guilt, as was the wretched man, yet in our
Father’s house there are muny mansions—all of them
happier and more blessed than the most untroubled re-
cesses of any earthly household.
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(HAPTER XVIIL

ALL unger, grief, hope, and despair, regarding his
brother Abel, had long past away from the heart of
Michael Forester. Aund now, after fourteen years' tib-
sence, which had bgém looked on as the separation of the
grave, the two brothers, who had always loved onc an-
other so well, slept with only a thin partition between
their beds. Michael could hear_his brother’s disturbed
breath during midnight. They sat again at the same
board ; but Abel’s mirth and merriment had long been
at an end ; he scarcely everopened his lips. Ingenious had
he been with his cunning hands at all manner of work
out or in-doors, making his very umusements contribute
to his toil ; a‘ld then, in hours of perfect leisure, no
musical instrument had ever cqne wrong to him—
he made them all discourse, and acquired skill was
put to shame by native genius. .But all® these ac-
complishments that had enlivened Dovenest for so
many years had long deserted their master~—the very
remembrguce of thef no more bided in his brain—
all was weakened in his mind, or uttc;ly decayed ;
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and it was plain to every one, that if Abel survived,
nothing could restore the powers of his memory and
intellect. But let Providence spare him even thus, and
an asylum was prepared for him in his brother’s house
at Bracken-Braes. v
During the whole of April, and un towards the mid-
dle of May, Abel lost and regained stre'ngth of body
every twenty-four hours. “ Had he come a year earlie.
to us,” often said Micbael; “ we could have saved his
life.” Nature within him strugglec to survive, for the
heart and the mind of the unfortunatemanfeltthechange
that had come over him, and would fain have remained
among 8o many images of peace and repose, afier such
weary and rueful wanderings. Sometimes, now decently
and comfortably clothed, he wandered by himself into the
fields, with eyes still watching him, and sitting down
on some sunny bank, remained for hours motionless,
like a shepherd watching his flock. When in the warm
afternoons the family took their meal beneath the
Plane-Tree, there Abel was seated among the reést—
and to a stranger’s eye his face betokened nothing dis-
tressing, nothing but a placid melancholy, for the fea-
tures were still remaikably handsome, and preserved an
expression of intelligence which was no longer within the
mind. More than once since May-day, on which there
had been’ & small Festival, he had been observed to
weep, and Agnes thought that a good symptom, for the
tears seemed to flow on account of something that was
fast coming more distinctly into his memory. And
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true it was, that Abel’s mind gradually became less
and less gbscure. But as his facultjes grew stronger,
*his bodily frame grew weaker and weaker ; and final-
ly, he asked leave to remain in his bed, saying, that he
had heard a voice calling upon him from the other
world, and that he evished to prepare himself for de-
parture. .
.'When it was seen that tl.le bed on which Abel lay
was soon to be a death-bed, there was not around it
much outward denfonstration of grief. It even secm-
* ed best that it should be so, for he had run his race,
and sorely wearied indeed was he, now that he had
reached the goal. *Little—nothing could he done by
skill—every thing he desired by affection. The peigh-
bours knew his state; and came no farther tha.n the
door. Mr Kennedy alone crossed the threshold. Abel
lingered in this way, suffering no sort of pain, but
smitten motionless for several days, during which Mi-
chael never left his bedside. He gathered up each
sentence—each word that the dying man articulated
often at long intervals, and bound them together into
affecting meamings. Both brothers were grateful to
God for the wonderful restoration vf Abel to his sound
mind. It was impossible for any mortal man to be
more truly penitent and contrite, ynd seeing around
him nqthing but countenances full of love and forgive
ness, he could not but believe ingthe mercy of his Ma-
ker. Albhis knowledge of the Bible reviyed with his
restored power of memory—and he was told, that great
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as had been his sins, he might hope for the salvation
Heaven offered to all believers. He seemed to hold
his cyes fixed for a long time on Lucy, and then life-
left his lips so quietly, that it was not till his hrother
lifted up his hand that they perceived Abel was amofig
them no longer. The silence of the house was rather
more hushed than before—that was all—and they who
had loved him so well dried up their tears. Abel had
been in foreign countries, and driven about the wide
world by land and sea. They buried him in a quiet
nook of the kirk-yard of Holylee—and before the next
Sabbath, there was a stone at his head inscribed with
his name and age. Rumours thers had perhaps been
among the firesides about the character of the dead
man ; but fifteen years bring oblivion even of great
deeds and noble triumohs—and except his own family,
there was not one at Abel Forester’s funeral who knew
what he had either done or suffered.
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CHAPTER XVIII

IN about a weeke after the funeral, Michael received
“a letter from England, the contents of which he imme-
diately communicated to the family. Abel had told
him, a few days befpre his death, that he had joined
his wife, Julia Mansell, at Ambleside, soon after he
had left Dovenest—that she had died there in child-
bed—and that he, alarmed byethe hue and cr; that
had pursued him even to that retired village, had fled
to Liverpool, whence he had escaped as a soldier in a
transport then sailing for the West Indies. This child,
of whom he had never since heard, he left a few days
old in the Poor-House. Michael Forester had written
to Mr Colinsos, the Vicar of Ellesmere, whom Mr Ken-
nedy slightly knew, inquiring if ®any thing could be
heard of such an infant—and he had now received an
answer, that ¢« Scotch Martha,” as, she ha:l been al-
ways cglled, was living, and servant to a cotter in hi
parish.
Nothing was ever done hastily, or withput due pre-
meditation, at Brucken-praes. *Some communication,



156 THE FORESTERS.

however, there must be made, and that right speedi-
ly, with this orphgn girl. As the servant of a small
cotter, in the north of England, no doubt, ¢« Scotch
Martha” might very probably be. and continue to be
very happy—but it was Michael Forester’s duty, and
his strong desire, too, to know texactly the condi-
tion and character of his new-found niece, and then to
judge what ought to be done for her in future. Whut
is there, thought Mlc}:ael within himself, to prevent
me from going to Ellesmere, and ascertaining precisely
from Mr Colinson, the Vicar, what is my line of duty
on this occasion. The resolution was no sooner sug-
gested than formed. * I will ta}c Agnes with me,”
exultingly said the blind husband aloud, ¢ and see if
in all the houses of Westmoreland, Lancashire, or Cum-
berland, be they the ‘houses of cotter, tenant, states-
man, vicar, or esquire, there be any maid, wife, or wi-
dow to be compared with my own Agnes Hay’

When this plan was first laid before Aunt Iscbel,
she declared most explicitly that both Michael Forester
and Agnes Hay were mad, and that such would be the
opinion of the whole parish, if they were seen carrying
it into effect. ¢ You without your sight, my dear
Michael, and my daughter there, delicate as & house-
lamb, to think o venturing by yourselves away into
the woods, and lakes, and mountains, and wilderness-
es of a strange land! Order the lassie to come down
here to Bragken-Bracs—are no you her unclz, and has
not the power o’ her dead father devolved inta your
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hands? Order Scotch Martha down.” But ere long,
Aunt Isobel began to see the matfgr in a somewhat
"different light, and to speak with less decision. * Why,
my dear Aunt,” said Michael, « would you grudge Ag-
nes Hay one single marriage jaunt in fifteen years ? I
took her with me ol our marriage-day from Sprinkeld
to Dovenest—not a quarter of a mile, as you know—
eﬂd from Dovenest I brou&ht her to Bracken-Braes,
not very unlike a soldier’s wife en a baggage-waggon—
not above three or four times has my Agnes been as
“far as Lasswade to see her old friends there, for they
have been good enough to visit me here—and ):ou
know how she has temained like a shadow by my side
since that day in the Hirst-wood. Well, then, do you
grudge her a jaunt to the land of the English Lakes,
which people say are so beautiful, and of which Agnes
Hay has a soul to see the beauty, aye to see it, and feel
it too, although she may use but few words, and these
of a calm kind ?”"—¢ But, pity me, Michael, it’s a long
long journey, my son—and are you sure our Agnes is
able to bear it ? If you think so—and if you will both
be happy travelling together into merry England, then,
Michael, all I say is, go—go—afid God be with you
till you come back to Bracken-Braes.” .
Preparations were busily set a-going for their depar-
ture. Jucy had at first longed to accompany her parents
into England. To the imaginggjon of one} who had
never been more than eight or ten mileg from home,
that long travel seemed like arl adventure in n tale.
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Fain would she have flown away from Bracken-Braes
to that far-off coumtry, on the wings of youth and joy,
to return again ere long, like a bird that, at evening,
comes back from the cultivated-ralley to its moorland
nest. But neither her father nor her mother had said
a word about taking her with theini ; and besides, her
heart told her that she must remain with Aunt Isobel.
Reconciled, therefore, without one murmuring thou gh'{),
to what could not well Be called a disappointment, Luvy
set herself, with all her heart and soul, to get every
thing ready for the journey. Her needle had no rest
from morning to night. Up with the lark was Lucy,
and never down till after the nighkt-hawk. Aunt Iso-
bel wes busier than any bee ; while Agnes herself, who,
in her gentleness and composure, seemed idle to unob-
serving eyes, sometime$ was acknowledged, at the close
of day, to have put through her quiet hands fully as
much work as both together. For Aunt Isobel’s fing-
ers were but feeble, cheerful as was the old lady’s ‘alk,
and Lucy was off her seat a hundred times a-day, look-
ing for that which was not lost, undoing, or doing over
again, what was already done, and, in tlfé confusion of
her happiness, making progress by many little circui-
tous paths. followed because they seemed to be so much
shorter, so that sotaetimes she could not help laughing
dt her own mistakes, and, throwing down her*work,
would trip out into t} > sunshine, and observe whether
the skies loeked settled for fine weather during the
journey to England. .
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Michael Forester had held several consultations with
William Iaidlaw, Mr Kennedy, andsJacob Mayne, on
all that was to be done about the farm during his ab-
sence. * For even to «JMichael, the prospect of being
away perhaps a fortnight or three weeks was accom-
panied with some liftle anxiety. He had always con-
sidered himself ubsolutely necessary to all their on-go-
i{lgs about Bracken-Braes. JThe very crops he almost
feared would not grow after his departure; and he
thought the sheep and lambs on the hill-side would
miss the blind man who used to walk quietly amongst
them with his staff. But all these important arrange-
ments were made—"! orders, oral or written, deliver-
ed and understood—and now, by sunrise, on a beauti-
ful June morning, Mr Kennedy’s taxed cart was gt the
door, drawn too by his strong séber steed, and driven
by Alexander Ainslie, one of the sons of the Soldier's
Widow, an urchin who had been about horses from the
time he could crawl, and although only fifteen, never-
theless an expert and cautious Jehu.

Lucy and Aunt Isobel accompanied the travellers to
the very end of their own valley. As they passed the
Manse, there were Mr and Miss Kennedy to wish
them, for the twentieth and last time, a happy parting
and return, while the latter hande® up to Agnes a
basket full of choice viands, lest provisions should be’
scarce in the barren pgrts of Englaggd through which she
understood they weré to pass ; and Edward Ellis, who
was going to angle, as he said at any rate, down the
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stream, leapt up into the vehicle beside Lucy, and
away drove Alexander the Great in his pride amidst
many gazing villagers. At Broomyside-toll there was
a parting, with a few tears and. jnany smiles—Richael,
Agnes, and Alexander, to distant Ambleside—Aunt’
Isobel, Lucy, and Edward Ellis, to near Bracken-

Braes.
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CHAPTER "XIX.

Nor a single adventure befel the humble travellers
all the way from Bracken-Braes to Ellesmere. The coun-
try through which they passed had not much beauty
of any kind to boasthof ; yet Agnes, seated by the side
of her husband, thought it often exceedingly beagtiful,
and described to him all she saw with affectionate ani-
mation. Michael Forester hadp more than once, been
in the North of England, and a few words irom
Agnes made him understand clearly where he was
between stage and stage. He often turned, his face
towards the different scenes, in the vividness of re-
collection, and seemed just as much as Agnes to en-
joy the calm Pright weather of June. 'There were se-
veral friendy’ houses by the way, Where they received
all due hospitality ; and, after crossing the Border, the
neat way-side inn, with its front white as snow, and
sign hdnging perhaps from ‘the branch of an old Elm®
tree, that stood in the gircle before ghe porch, was cheer-
fully entefedatthe closeof evening, and fouad to exhibit
in its interior almost all the comfort, quietness, and res
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gularity of a private dwelling. The equipage of our
Scottish travellers was far from contemptible, to say
nothing of their own appearance, which was such as
to ensure respect everywhere—while their driver -be-
came more dexterous and dignified as they advanced
into England, and world fain, éh various occasions,
have entered into competition with gigs and post-chaises,
which he could not see splashing by, without a flourish
of his whip, betokening a sense of conscious superiority,
were he to put Sampson on his mettle. The object
of their journey was aright pleasant one, and they had
left their home strong in its guarded innocence ; so that
there was something delightful to them both, thus to
be at.a distance from it, and their spirits rose almost
to the level of those more youthful emotions of happi-
ness that they had experienced at Dovenest, when not
a cloud had past over their wedded life, and when every
sunrise had brought a new day of brighter or decper
enjoyment.

¢ Oh ! beautiful indeed !” exclaimed Agnes, moved
beyond her ordinary composure; ‘ most beautiful !”
when, from the hill of Orresthead, she beheld Winder-
mere, and all her sylvan isles, lying without one breath
of air, beneath the sunlight and the blue marble firma-
ment! What a depth of peace in that resplendent
water! What quiet pastures encircling the small re-
tired bays | Never * >fore had her eyes fallen on such
verdure as crowned these hanging groves, and woods
that seemed to cover the hill even to their very sum:
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mits ! The houses too, how sweetly hidden in hollows,
or revealed on eminences rising oveg the little vallies,
‘with here and there an old noble tree flinging a wide
shadow over the opep. ground that lay covered with
sunshinn!  All apparently the dwellings of comfort
and independence ! ® Agnes then thought of Bracken-
Braes, and its solitary pastoral valley, where she knew
g.lhost every single bush, nnd. every linn that murmured
over its shelving rocks—the few houses too, from Rae-
shaw down to the’ Manse. Holylee secemed to be a
‘reality—the scene before her a vision and a dream. But
now a besutiful girl, about Lucy’s age, past by with a
cheerful salutation, %nd the heart of Agnes leapt within
her, for she knew that, at this very hour, Lucy and
Isobel were sitting, according to their tryst, undgr the
Plane-Tree.

Michael Forester had long been perfectly happy in
his blindness, and no more wished that he could see,
than any other person wished to discern objects beyond
the horizon ; while Agnes, knowing his complete resigna-
tion, seldom or mnever felt very unhappy now for his
sake. But a®they proceeded along the banks of Win-
dermere, she could not help shedding a few tears for
her husband. The beauty was of such a delightful
kind, that as it entered into her spirit she wept to know
that itvexisted not for her Michael. ~Why should sh®
gaze on that heavenly region in rglfish and ﬁnpartaken
delight ? * But her husband turned towards her with a
smile and said, “ Tell me when the lake is hidden by
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a wood, not unlike the Hirst, and with here and there
a grove of larches_now doubtless grown into good trees
since I saw them planted twenty years ago, for that is
Calgarth, the abode of Watson, the defender of Christi-
anity against the Infidel, and a name, therefore, vener-
ated by the fircsides over all our owhn Scotland. Humble
people, like us, my Agnes, who, pass by his gates, may
well give a blessing on hisdvenerable head, for he has se-
cured to many a poor man his belief in his Bible, and
that is bestowing charity on the human race.” Agnes
wiped away the idleand transient tear, for what mattered
it ;:hat woods, rocks, and lakes were all veiled from her
husband’s eyes, since at all timec-nis soul could com-
mune with solemn or cheerful thoughts, and although
deprived of the sight of men’s earthly habitations, knew
how to meditate on their immortal destinies !

As their journey was drawing near a close, Michael
and Agnes began to feel 4 stronger interest in its ob-
ject, and to converse earnestly about their ~rphan
niece, to whom they were about to become parents. In
that conversation, even Windermere had entirely es-
caped the notice of Agnes, and. on look:ng towards it
once more, it was éone-—and Alexander Ainslie had
dismounted at the foot of a steep rocky hill, up which
he observed it would be prudent for them all to walk.
On descending the other side, they found theinselves
in a glen, and Agne~ said to Michael, that she sus-
pected they were witl‘xin half-a-mile of the Vicarage of

Ellesmere.
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The party from Scotlund had been expected at the
Vicarage the night before, and the Vicar had now saun-
vered down the lane with his daug'hter Ruth, some-
what impatient for t}:eu' arrival. He knew their char-
acter from Mr Kennedy, but now that he beheld them,
he could not help keing struck with a feeling, even
stronger than that of respect, on their very first appear-
amce. There was a humble dignity in the demeanour
Of the Blind Man, that alme¥t ippressed Mr Colinson
with awe, while thedbeauty of his wife, which was no way
“impaired, only softened and shaded by years, and the
perfectly lady-like gentleness of her manner, came upbn
him altogéther by syrprise, for of that he had heard
nothing from the good Minister of Holylee. Greetings
were interchanged, and, in a few minutes, Michaél Fo-
rester and Agnes were introducgd in due form to Mrs
Colinson, and seated in the Vicarage. What was its
external appearance— how many windows it had infront
~—whether it were thatched or slated—had it a porch or
no porch—whether it were sheltered by trees, or gave
its roof to the sunshine—Agnes had been too attentive
to their kind jost to vbserve ; only she thought there
were high hawthorn hedges, with hollies intermixed
all the way from the gate to the house, and that she had
seen, close at hand, an enormous Trge, which, from its
barkless and involuted trunk, must surely be a Yew of
many centuries. .
The best preparatic.m had been tnude for mutual re-
gard between those, who,.in a very few hours, felt for
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one another what may well be called friendship. It
is not easy to tell what qualities of conversation are
most winning or impressive in early intercourse, or
why they are so—a few sentences, often giving us a
higher opinion of the speaker’s moral and intellectual
powers, than any sentiment contakied in them would
seem altogether to justify ; while frequently most ex-
cellent talk fails to make us esteem very highly tae
person exhibiting himself, and leaves us in the belief
of his being, after all, but an ordinary;and in no way very
delightful character. Tong before sunset, all hearts’
within the Vicarage were touched with the kindest im-

pressions, and Michael felt proud ;s the conviction that
his Agnes was already loved and admired by the whole
family. Of himself he did not think ; but Mr Colin-
son, who was merely a.sensible and good man, without
any pretensions to scholarship or talents, was much af-
fected by the Blind Man’s superior character, and list-
ened with more than respect to the plain eloquc.ace of
his speech, for it deserved no other name, and to the
strength and soundness of all the thoughts that came
from him with that easy afd natural flew peculiar to
minds familiarised to early habits of reflection. The
Vicar had a son too, just arrived from Cambridge, where
he was a student ¢f two years standing, and the intel-
lgent and well-informed youth perceived that, even in
his own scholastic acquirements, he might not be greatly
superior to this Scottish peasant. But this was not Mi-
chacl’s thought, for he lightly esteemed the little know-
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ledge he had been able to acquire in youth, and to retain
_without loss in his blind years—and he doubted not that,
* in a few days, he would receive much instruction from
the Cambridge scholar.

* Just before twilight  Scotch Martha,” who had been
sent for to a cottage about two miles distant, came to
the Vicarage. Agnessaw in a moment that her features
lbre o certain resemblance to those of Abel. The great-
*est kindness was shown to fhe Orphan—but there was
no extravagant display of feeling—for Martha seemed
cheerful and contented enough—was apparently in
good health—and did not exhibit much emotion in*her
first interview with her relations. Her manner, how-
ever, was simple and pretty enough as she dropped Ag-
nes a curtesy,—a smile was in her eyes that shone with
something of the same keen light that had belonged to
her father’s,—and although her dialect was not wholly
intelligible at first, either to Michael or Agnes, yet
there was a kindliness in the tone of her voice that
was pleasant, and seemed to bespeak a character of
cheerfulness, alacrity, and contentment. To the ques-
tion, if she thought she would like to go to Scotland,
Martha answered instantly, with little or no thought,
that she would like it very well,—%or the young crea-
ture had no very strong or tendey ties to bind her to
her present place, and was plainly not only willing, hut
eager to go any where, however far off, with those who
addressed her so aﬁectlonately, and whose very appear-
ance assured her, inexgeriencdd and ignorant as she
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was, that they were good people. Besides, had they
not come from a distant country merely to see her—a
poor orphan ? And was not she about to have a father
and a mother? ]

Never, during all their fifteen &em of wedded life,
had Michael Forester and his Agnes lain down to rest
more perfectly happy, than they did this night at the
Vicarage of Ellesmere. ' o
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CHAPTER XX.

S——

Tur Vicar and*his wife soon made their visitors ac-
quainted with the history of their niece. Poor Scotch
Martha had passed the first eight years of her life in
the Poor'-l'nouse of Asableside, a miserable establishment
indeed, where little attention was paid either,to the
bodily or mental wants of the paupers, and where idle-
ness, vice, and disease were seen in their most squalid
and loathsome union. The child had been removed
from all this wretchedness into a cotton-mill, where
she was bound an apprentice ; but the bankruptey of
the proprietor liberated her along with many other
pining pale-faced creatures, after two years imprison-
ment—and Stotch Martha then hecame the sole ser-
vant to a very poor couple, carrierd b.etween Ambleside
and Hawkshead. In that hard but healthy service
she had now been four years, with very small wages no
doubt,pand scanty fare; yet the pure airs of Heaveh
had been constantly hlowing abong her, and the orphan,
for whomfew or noné greatly cared, had notwithstanding
been happyin the quick and atron'g spirit of youth, which
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is in itself happiness, and so tenacious of life that it will
not be stiled but jin the very grave. To have been re-
duced to such a condition as that of poor Martha, would
have broken the heart of many a child ; but Martlha had
never known abetter,—and wasreconciled to allitshard-
ships and privations. She had beefl always accustomed
to much indifference or neglect, for she was alone in
the little world in which she lived, and while every
one else had b:others, or sisters, or near relations, Mar-
tha had none,and also knew indistinétly, although with- .
out pain, that there was meanness or shame in her birth.
Yet nature had not suffered her heart to be very sorely
depressed. Some kind attentions sti: met with occasion-
ally, and these she treasured up in her memory with a
keenness of gratitude proportioned to the rarity of their
occurrence, often repaying the slightest civilities by the
warmest affection, and looking on those as her friends
who had only perhapsspoken kindly to the orphan on the
road, or on thefootpaths as she was bringing fuel frim the
wood or moss. The old couple, in whose service she lived,
were extremely poor, and wholly uneducated. Their
sole endeavour of mind and bedy, in tlis world, was
—to subsist. They were by no means without religion
—but it was a religion received passively—its usages
observed decently from long custom, and even so observ-
ed not without a blessing—while their knowlelige of
the Bible, as neithef of them conld read, was imper-
fect and con¢used, and had been, previous to the time
Martha came to live with thein, acquired entirely from
10



THE FORESTERS. 171

the church service. Martha herself had been at the
_free-schogl for a month at a time, ngw and then, when
* she could be spared from her work—but her education
had been small indged, and, in that slavish condition,
there was no time for reading any book. Yet on the
Sundays, when dressed in cogrse clean garments, and
mingling with decent people at church, the hard-work-
mg and neglected orphan no doubt felt something of
“the sacred influence of Dfvine W orship—and every
month, as she was growing up to womanhood, hadlearned

) uﬁeonsciously more and more of her duty to her Maker.
The misery and vice which her eyes had been madé to
witness during to«rlong a childhood, were all utterly
forgotten—and narrow as the sphere now was of her
thoughts and feelings, Scotch Martha was at least a
harmless creature, and under such tendance as she was
now about to receive, likely enough to turn out an ami-
able and intelligent young woman.

Michael Forester lost no time in settling matters
with the cottar in whose service Martha lived ; and it
was agreed that, after their small harvest, which would
be over in a®week or so, and a few other trifling mat-
ters, she should accompany het relations to Scot-
land. So Martha continued, without any unnecessary
visits of interruption, at her usuad toils, the severest

“of which were now light in the foreknowledge of
a speedy termination to her sel_-.vitude. She was al-
ready qflite a changed creature—boldgr and more
free in all her looks, swiles, and motions—the chains
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she now wore galled not at all, for in a few days
they were to be thrown aside, and she herself to be
taken as a daughter into her uncle’s family. Yet long
habit had attached her even to that severe and solitary
life, and she now and then could almost have sighed to
think that she and the old people -vere in a few days
to part probably for ever. Cheerfulness and joy, how-
ever, were Martha’s chief companions now—and she
longed to be in Scotland, of which she had read in those '
songs and ballads that spread through adjacent countries
a certain knowledge of each other’s customs and charac-
ter, and true as they often are to nature, are felt and
understood among all the varietiesapy differencesof pro-
vincial life. It was soon known too that Scotch Martha
was come of a respectable family—and all the neigh-
bours round were pleaseq that so industrious and harm-
less a girl should have been so providentially rescued
from the uncertain evils of an orphan condition.
Martha had not many leisure hours during any se :3on,
and this was with her, perhaps, thebusiest time of allthe
year. Yet, now that she and the old people were to
part, she must leave them a few keepsal:es, that the
sight of the trifles might sometimes recal to their minds
her who had shared their poverty. Out of her « sair-
won pennyffee," she purchased a few articles of wear-
ing apparel, and sat up an hour or two longer after her
work to leave them fit for use at her departure. On
looking back gver the four years she had lived in their
hut, nothing rose to her tecollectjon but their small kind-
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nesses, and her own most cheerful hours—-their anger,
.or neglect, or severity, were all forggtten. They were
" both too exceedingly old—not much less than fourscore
—and, perhaps, theig next servant would not be so at-
tentive to them as she had been, and leave more hard-
ships on their age® Martha knew that she was going
to live with her own relations, and could want nothing ;
.a’nd, therefore, besides thosc.: keepsakes, she determin-
ed to give the old people Lacksher last half year's wa-
ges- As her necéssities disappeared, the orphan felt
her nature becoming every day more kindly, and she
began to do what she had never done before, to fook
with the pleasurefof hope into the years yet to come,
and to feel that Providence, perhaps, intended pher for
a life of happiness.
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CHAPTER XXI.

MicHAEL and Agnes were now positively domesticat-
ed at the Vicarage. They had become perfectly ac-
quainted with the ways of the family—and quiet, re-
gular, industrious, and not inelegft ways they were,
admirsbly adapted to preserve that competence which
the inmates knew so well how to enjoy. Agnes de-
scribed to her husband, when they were alone, all the
beauties of the habitation—its slate-roof with so many
irregularities which were all seen, on the slightest at-
tention, to have each a meaning, use, and characer of
its own—the tall round chimneys surmounted with the
blast-breaking slate-flags, and rising up almost fantas-
tically through embowering trees—the porch, itself a
parlour, with its niche-seats, and outwardly overgrown
with roses and jessamines—the hollies and laurels glit~
tering among the bther shrubs whose beauty lay more
il their flowers than leaves— the smooth-shorn circular
lawn in front with its central dial-stone—that prodi-
gious Yew, ander whose shadow the kine were milked
~—the stately Elm-grm‘re with {ts rookery, a pleasant din
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—the tops of woods seen in the distance, and the soft-
blue misty-light floating all between the meadows be-
‘longing to the Vicarage, and the rocky or verdant
mountmins that encir¢led the glen, and showed a dif-
ferent outline, under the changes of the atmosphere,
many hundred time} between she morning and evening
sun. Michael knew the scene, from his wife’s descrip-
gian, almost as well as if hq.saw it, and with a smile
said, he hoped Agnes would not*forget Bracken-Bracs.

They were not allowed to forget any one thing they
had left, for Lucy, although she had never written a
letter in her life before, now sent them long dxspatch-
es full of news aboj® all that was stirring in the par-
ish. These epistles, written in the true conversstion~
al style, when read to Michael, brought Lucy clgse to
his side ; and as they contained no secrets, they were
given to the perusal of the whole family, one after the
other ; for Agnes was proud of her Lucy’s accomplish-
ments a8 a penwoman, nor had she any reasqn to be
ashamed of the natural strain of sentiment that ran
through them from beginning to end. ¢.Our Lucy—
Mrs Colinson®-had the best education, I muy say,
from the time she could speak~for her father taught
her every thing himself before it had pleasgd God to
take away his sight—and ever since syne she has been
constartly about his knees, so you may all ken what
advantages our Lucy,has hed sboge any other girl of
her age.”

Only a fortnight or three weeks ago, and these now

»
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so affectionately disposed towards one another, and so
happy in each othe~’s society, had been mutually ignorant
of the existence of the two Families! Why need friend-
ship, although a sacred plant, be of slow growth? No
doubt its flowers are not all disclosed, but under the in-
fluence of tears, which ace to it like the evening dews—
and if tears were all that were wanting to the friend-
ship of the Foresters and Colinsons, they were soon
supplied—for Agnes kiad been unwell for a couple of
days, having exposed herself, it was thought, too mnch
to the mid-day sun observing the merry work in the hay-
field, and now lay in a low but oppressive fever, of
which the symptoms became dailpmore alarming, till
her medical attendant, Mr Ianson, at last pronounced
her to be in imminent danger.

At the beginning of his wife’s illness Michael Fo-
rester had behaved with that calmness and composure ac-
cordant with his character. But no sooner had Mr
Colinsor intimated to him something of the truth, than
it seemed as if he had spoken to a different man. That
grdave and resigned demeanour was in a moment chang-
ed into the wildest distraction. While his features grew
rigid in his ageny, he clasped his hands together, and
turning his sightless countenance towards heaven, he
uttered o short pfayer for mercy. The big tears roll-
‘ed down his cheeks, and he groaned aloud without any
restraint. It was n possible for- any human heart but
hilownt?knowwlmt his love was to his Agnes. It
had pleam God to destroy this eyesight, but everi the
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first troubled days-of that affliction had been calmed
by the piety of his wife. Love, -afection, gratitude,
:and reverence towards her had been accumulating in
his heprt for several dark years, till now Agnes was to
him the being that kept incare its very pulses, and with-
out whom it would 2ease to beat. Was Agnes indeed
to die? « Dreadful are thy, judgments, O Lord ! And
thg strong man fell down ugon his face, deprived of
stnse and speech. When Le awoke to a sense of the
condition of Agnes, that fit of passion was in no degree
ubated. Religion itself gave him no power over his
misery, and he confessed to them all that his spirit was
in rebellion®against Gad, and could not submit to his

terrible decrees. Where, now, was the merit of al®his
Prevlou» .

sl interfu;z’at.\%.? Joy and delight had been graci-
le: )\,:hat e had borne them “wmér trials; and no won-
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may come to know that even into the deepest wounds
‘those affectiona aan suffer, there is a Divine hand
that can pour & balm that flows in the fountains of
heaven !
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CHAPTER XXII

emp——

* CHEBRFULNEss and tranduillity had reigned in and
about the house gt Bracken-Braes during the whole
month ef June. The spirit of Michael Forester had
seemed to preside during his absence; and for the first
week after the departure of her parents, not unfre-
quently had Lucy 1ooked up when a shadow came to
the door, half forgetful that her Father was away, and
expecting to see him enter and lay down his’ staff.
Loud and merry was the murmur of the Plane-Tree,
where the hill and the hive-bees met in multitudes, re-
gardless of each other among the honey-dew, and Aunt
Isobel and Lucy, saccording to agreement, sat below
it at stated times every day; that Michael and Ag-
nes, when fay off, might thipk they beheld them in
that pleasant shadow. Oftener, perhaps, than usual
did Edward Ellis come now to the house ; at least so
thought Aunt Isobel ; and, indeed, he couldnot other-
wise see Lucy, for many were the injunctions her moy
ther had given her never to léave the old Lady long by
herself, apd the affectionate creatiye never cared to go
out of the gate at the end of the avenue.
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“ You never go now to the Linn—my dear Lu-
cy—perhaps, for any thing you know, the Howlet's-
Nest is gone. What would you say to find the old Yew
destroyed, and all its bright ivy ? Do—sweet Lucy—
take a walk down there to-morrow evening—you can
easily make an errand to the Mance—nay, I will tell
a white lie, and say to AunfgIsobel, that Miss Kenne-
dy wishes you to drink tea there. Mind now—m:
beloved Lucy—do not make me unhappy—I will not
leave the Linn till the first star. But there comes
that everlasting Aunt Isobel.” Slight as was the fault
of that stealthy assignation—which, indeed, Lucy had
not, except by her silence, agreed to hold—sle felt as
if detected in doing something wr'ong when Aunt Iso-
bel looked into her face, and no doubt saw its beauty
overspread with many innocent blushes. Edward Ellis
felt he had spoken a little disrespectfully of the good
old Lady, and set himself to make smends by his plea-
santest courtesies. There was a charm in the g aceful
boy’s maiiners which never was lost on any onc— young
or old—below that roof ; and when he rose to go, Aunt
Isobel even pressed his stay. But Edward giving one
anxious and hopeful leok to Lucy, took his fishing-rod
and disappeared.

When t6-morrow evening came, great was the strug-
gle in Lucy’s mind, whether to go or not tv go to the
Linn. She remembered the serious injunctions of both
her parents never to-eave Aunt Isobel in the house by

herself—but the white lie had been told—the long
k] 11 .
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summer evening was wavering by dewy and ealm—that
sun, which in another hour or so yould be setting, was
indeed a golden sun, and so were the clouds that lay
over the golden sky—the stream as it went gliding on
" towards the Linn, seemed to murmur on herto accompa-
ny the music along its banks—and she thought of Ed-
ward Ellis leaning, perhaps, at that very moment
~against the Yew-tree, and almost angry at her non-ar-
rival. ¢ Surely there can besno great harm,” thought
Lucy, * in my just going to tell him not to wait any
.fonger, and singing to him ¢ Auld lang syne,” or the
¢ Flowers o’ the Forest.’” So Lucy put on her bohnet,
feeling “notwithstapding her slight disobedience, that
while she loved Edward Ellis, her affection wot_lld only
be for a month or a year when he would be gone for
ever, but that she belonged, indeed, to her father and her
mother, and would live with them contented and happy
all the days of her life.

Shie was standing at the door looking at the sun that
now shone right over the Cairn-Craig, when, 'to her sur-
prise, there were Mr Kennedy and Edward Ellis com-
ing up the avenue. They bade her good evening with
more serious looks than she had ever observed before,
and her heart sunk, she knew not why, in an indistinct
foreboding of some evil. Mr Kennedy imn:ediately be-
gan to speak to Aunt Isobel about their distant friends,
and opening a letter which he said he had just receiv-
ed from Mr Colinson, informed them that Agnes was
far from being well,—ipdeed that she had a fever, and
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that her hushand, not without reason, was unhappy for

her sake. He then read the letter aloud, and Lucy
could not but know that the life of her mother was in
danger. She heard it with a pang of conscience, and
in spite of Mr Kennedy’s calm voice, and hopeful ex-
pression of countenance, wept in a fit of fear, pity, and
grief. “ Nay—nay—Lucy—do not weep so,” said Ed-
ward Ellis, with a cheering tone ;  the fevers in that-
country are sharp and severe, but not dangerous—not
often fatal—your mother is in God’s hands—and do not
fear—Lucy—but that she will recover.” But every com?
fort Was wasted upon the terrified child, and she look-
ed in vain for encouragement to Aunt Isobel;  whose
face had undergone a dark change. Mr Kennedy and
Edwar:i remained about an hour in the house, and Lu-

cy, who accompanied them a little way down the vale,

whispered to the latter with a sob, < O! Mr Ellis—

Mr Ellis—can you meet me to-night at twelve o’clock

~—aye, at midnight at the Linn?” and she retired v rep-

ing to the house.

Aunt Isobel did all that affection and pity could do
to comfort Lucy—but all in vain—they were able, in-
deed, to say the evening-prayer, but it was with sore
distress—and they at last retfred to their beds. * You
had better sieep with me to-night, my dear bairn,” but
Lvcy said she wenld rather lie in her mother’s bed, as
she had done since they went away—and that Aunt
Isobel need not com® to her durihg the night, unless
she called upon hrer—se by the dim summer light each

1
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went to her own room. But no sconer was every thing
_still in Aunt Isobel’s room, than Lucy, who had never
*undressed herself, rose silently as & ghost, and taking

a few garments in hgx; basket, stole out of the house.

Truer than any maiden to the trysting hour was Lucy
at the Linn ; but dhere Edw;ard Ellis was before her,
and received the weeping girl with all the soothing
fendness of a brother. ¢ Oh! now, the time has come,

* Mr Ellis, when you can plove if you have any kind-
ness for poor Lucy Forester. My mother is dying far
a;Vay, and my blind father is at her death-bed. Ever
good to us all have you been—and now I beseech gou,
in the mame of the great merciful God, and the Son of
God, that you will help me to get to the place where my
parents are, far off although it be, mair, indeed th;y say,
than a hundred miles.” Edward stood in amafement
and said nothing. < Oh! Sir! if your ain father were
dying, you would na' lang be here, and puir ignorant
creature as I am, you cannot love your parents better
than do I minc—so, tell me—tell me how “to get to
England, and I will pray for you to heaven morning
and night as long as I am in life.” And Lucy drop-
ped upon her knees, and held up to him her clasped
hands in an agony of supplication.

Edward Ellis tried to raise h¢r gentl} from her
kneeling posture, but Lucy seemed rooted to the ground.
Then lifting her eyes to heaven, she said with a calmer
and cleager voice,—* O Thou tift dwel!.est far above
the moon and stars, take pity on me, and save my mo-
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ther from death !” and in the hush of the great heavens,
it seemed as if th‘e child heard a merciful response
given to her prayer. '
*“ There will be no darkness_to-night—Lucy—for
to-day was the longest day in all the year—and the
morning will soon come upon the moon and stars.
Cheer up—my sweetest one—and brother and sister as
we are, we two will travel southwards together through
the openings between ,thé hills.” Away they went'
side by side over bank snd brae; and Edward El-
lis, who as a sportsman knew all the hill-country well,
to thie very English Border—determined to lead Lucy
to the point where he knew, at a stated hour, a con-
veyance would be found for ber to Penrith. No wea-
riness affected her limbs—the passion of grief carried
her lightly over the hags in the moss—over the stoney
torrents—and the steep heathery hills—no more tired
than a fawn feeding during the night hours—and at
sunrise, many a clouded mountain lay between I »r and
Bracken-Braes. She, poor fugitive, felt now that she
had made her escape from Aunt Isobel, who never would
have suffered her to go, and that she was jndeed on the
way to her dying mother. Even hope began to rise with
the bright morning-light, and as her feet brushed yet
unfaltering over the dews, she faintly smiled in the
face of her guide, and in her gratitude to him, felt al-
most an assurance that her mother would yet recover.
They sat down togtther on the trf beside g hill-side
apnng--nd Lucy needed no other refreshment than a
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little of that purest water. But Edward left her for a
few mmutes, and running to a hut on the edge of a birk
coppice, came back with some barley-bread “ You
may rest yourself here—Lucy—for an hour or two, or
¢éven three—if you choose—for we shall even then be
in good time at thednn, on the Great North Road, and
I will not leave you till I see y.ou in safe hands.” Lucy
pwt her trust in him, just as if he had been an angel
tvhom she had seen come 8owp from the sky—her
plaid had been brgught with her—the noble-hearted
boy* folded her up in it withgentlehands—and madeher
lie down by his side below the shadow of a grey motsy
rock, that, like a canopy, covered a bed of smoothest
herbage. Lucy, nlth.ough she had not known it, was
wearied with her flight of more than twenty long Soot-
tish miles, and fell asleep with her hand laid in its in-
nocence almost upon her benefactor’s hreast. Kdward
put aside the golden ringlets and kissed her forehead,
and then he too fell into a slumber, but still conscious
that his arm was over Lucy Forester. )

In an hour or twe Lucy awoke, and starting to her
feet,looked roynd as in a dream. But the thought of her
mother made all plain at once—over moss and muir they
again pursued their journey—and in good time reached
the place where their walk wus to terminate. Lucy
reeeive‘i her instructions from Edward, who knew,
well—boy as he was—all the Lake-land, and she put
his memorandum-bock into her b@som. I will get
back to the Manse before mghb—Lucy-—lf I should
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have to hire a horse out of the work-field—what will
the good people at Holylee and Bracken-Braes be
thinking has become of us ?”—< I left a sllp of paper+
in Aunt Isobel’s Bible, telling what I intended to do,
and begging her forgweness-—and there she would be
sure to find it at six o’clock this merning.”

No less magnificent a vehicle than his Majesty’s
mail now drove up in style, and ‘while the horses wege
baiting, Edward Ellis looked in and beheld two per-’
sons asleep, and two half-awake. IHe opened the door
—and without ceremony lifted Lucy up—but strdhg
oppiosition was declared by the most pompous of the
somnolent gentlemen, thus disturl')ed in his ideal world,
by the intrusion of a human face like that of Lucy
Forester. An old-maidenish Lady, with a somewhat
sour expression, seemed disposed to join the leader of
the opposition, but first looking at Edward Ellis, and
then at Lucy, her features relaxed into a benevolent
smile, and she seemed willing to endeavour tr make
room for'them both—a young man, in a naval uniform,
stopt the fat whig’s mouth with a harmless nautical
oath—and Edward Ellis committed Lugy to his care.
« Aye—aye—young, gentleman—I will see her safe to
.harbour—whether sister or sweetheart.” Edward
knew Luéy was safe—and had just time to shake
hands with the tar who bore bravery and kindness
in his wesather-beaten countenance, when the guard
sounded his bugle, #ftd off flew Lty Forester.of Brack-
en-Braes, in a carriage drawn by four blood-horses.
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CHAPTER XXIII.

Lucy had been qommitted to the charge of a man
who'would have gone through fire and water—nay, who
had done so—nor thought anything of danger—to saVe
the life of a human gresturc in jeopardy. Mr Mar-
shall was a Lieutenant in the Navy, and his ship hav-
ing come into Leith Harbour, for repair of damages
sustained in a gale in the Norgh-Seas, he had taken
the opportunity of wheeling off for o week to his fa-
ther’s house on the banks of Ullswater. He soon heard
poor Lucy’s story, and having learned the value of
home-feelings on the great deep, he felt the s;.rongest
compassion for his pretty little friend, and did all he
could to amssuage her affliction. Lucy felt s if the
whole world were kind to her, ands allowed herself to
believe in the offered comfort. In a few hours she
could even listen with interest to Mr Marshall’s
stories gbout the sea, and once or twice almost joined»
in the laughter of the other passengers, when the jolly
tar becames amusing .in his anecdof®s. Old maids do
not in general stand high jin public estimation, on the
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score either of urbanity or tender-heartedness ; but this -
may be a popular delusion, and certainly, in the pre-
sent case, Lucy had good cause to love the sisterhood.
For this elderly Preston Spinstress was as tender to-
wards her as if she herself had been the happy mother
of many children, and on partingtwith her at Penrith,
late in the evening, when Lucy was to leave the coach,
gave her the present of an English Prayer-book,®in-
scribed hastily with both their names.—¢ Lietitia Bair-
stow to Lucy Forester, God have ker always in his holy
keeping.” "
Lucy showed Mr Marshall the instructions she had
received from Edward Ellis. ¢ All right=-all right,
my bonnie lassie, but you are not afraid, are you, to
trust yourself with me ?”— No, Sir, I will trust my-
self entirely to so good a man. You know where I am
going, and from where I have come.—Oh! Sir, you
ken that my heart is fu’ o’ grief, and that I want sair to
sec my mother—can you contrive to send, me ¢ 1 to El-
lesmere, and my father will be sure to pay the expence,
for I came awa’ without siller, and neither did Mr
Ellis remember.” The Lieutenant put his hand kindly
on her shoulder, and Lucy was silent. In a couple of
hours, Lucy Forester found herself in Seathwaite-Hall,
an old mansion on the banks of Ullswater, in a draw-
1ing-room, surrounded by young ladies, who after em-
bracing joyfully their gallant brother, bestowed their
wondering and admiring kindness upon his beautiful
charge. It was latd in the night, and except those
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three hours sluinber by the spring on the hill-side in
Scotland, Lucy had had no sleep sin& the early morn
of yesterday. She was conducted to the prettiest bed
in the prettiest room she had ever seen, by a young
lady only a little older than herself, and who kissed
her on saying good-néght ; and pefore Lieutenant Mar-
shall had been able to satisfy the curiosity of his sisters
abeut the beautiful Scot.tish maiden, Lucy was in a pro-
found sleep. .

Nature had givan Lucy Forester into the arms of
sle::]), but all the while the child lay dreaming, there
was a resolution kept mysteriously within her heart,
that she atould awukg at sunrise. For her filial sor-
row was not dead in that slumber, and it awoke her
like o little knell at the time her heart had fixed.
She opened the shutter, and logked timidly out .upon
a broad bright bay that glittered i the sunbght,
shaded from the opposite shore by a grove of huge fo-
rest-trees. Lucy thought herself in another. world.
Several men were standing beside a boat, the first she
had ever seen, except in pictures—and there was Lien-
tenant Marsha}), whose loud cheerful laugh was heard
from the water-side. As she stood eonsidering liow she
could join the party, the pretty creature, who had ta-
ken her to the bed-roum last night, came in dressed al-
most asgplainly as herself, and conducted her to the par--
lour. Breakfast over, Agatha Marshall accompanied her
down to the lake-side, and leapt into the pinnace.
Lucy followed in wonder, but she® saw the Lieutenant



190 THE FORESTERS.

at the helm—nth? snow-white sail was hoisted and un-
furled, and a bregze coming with a rustle down Glen-
coin, uway went the Naiad of Ullswater, and before 't.s
word was spoken, had rounded phe green point of the
bay, and was out of sight of her anchorage.

Agatha held Lucy by the hand, and as the Naiad
stooped her gunwale in the wreathed foam that flowed
like a waterfall away from her prow, told her with a
smile not to be afraide Friends of an hour—there they
sat like sisters that had lived together from their birth.
Lucy, oppressed as her heart was, and sorely trouBled,
ofuld not help seeing, with the stealing delight of
wonder, the wooded cliffs that s.eemed to shoot across
the water and block up their way, and then slowly to
rec;de, leaving nothing but the merry multitude of
waves. Were these rocks, she thought, or were they
old castles and churches hidden among the trees or the
clouds? But Lucy would then close her eyes, for she
felt them filling with tears, as she figured to herself
the bed, where her blind father might be standing to
witness her mother die.  Let go the main-sheet,”
cried the Lieutenant, and, after a momept’s bustle, they
were all standing in a green meadow, beside a bank of
willows. “ You are now at Patterdale, Lucy, and
here I ad Agatha must bid you farewell. It is not often

» I see the old gentleman, and I must not be JAway at
the breakfust-table the first morning I am at home.”
Lucy would not H8ar of a guidd., Mr Magshall knew
-there was no fear ofs her mijssing the way over Kirk-
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stane ; the day was fine, so away denced the homeward-
bound Naiad, with Agatha wnving’ signal from the

‘stern; and Lucy, after gazing a little while, turned her
towards the greut mgqntains.

Lucy had never been one moment utterly alone since
she heard of her mgther’s illness. But now, in a short
time, there was no human bein.g near herin the solitude,
Hyuse after house had disappeared, and now there was

*nothing but rocks and sky. These were not like the hills
about Brackeu-Brges—and the child felt awed in the
dewert. She sat down on the ledge of a bridge across a
small rivulet that crossed that wild road, and opened the
book given to her by that unknown lady. “ God have
her always in his holy keeping—" she lifted her eyes
from these words, and saw the lambs running races
upon the scanty green-plats among the rocks—the air
was filled with murmuring insects, and a little bright
bird, of a kind she had never seen before, kept playing
his pretty gambols on the very ledge where she was
sitting, as if for ber amusement, and then f)egan to
trim his yellow and crimson plumage. Every creature
seemed happy, and why might not she at least hope ?
She read over and over aguin all fdward Ellis’s kind
instructions, and hoped that God would bless him all
the days of his life. .

- The young pilgrim was just about to rise and purs
sue her journey up the toilsome mountainswhen two
or three bjg drops of ‘rain fell on tde blueslate coping
of the bridge, and the dpst of the road seemed in an
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instant sultrier. That narrow desert place was dark-
ened between itéi.fearful r .'s, and she knew, from
the sudden grimness of the h aven, that there was go«
ing to be a thunder-storm. Ever since that fatal day
in the Hirst-wood, her heart had quaked at the most
distant growl of the element.

A number of large stones confusedly hanging over
each other, afforded various places of shelter, and T -
cy, to avoid the rain thaf*how came down in torrents,
and to lose sight of the flashes, crept into one of them,
and endeavoured to hide herself from the thunder.
There she lay with a quaking heart, while sometimes
the thunder-crash seemed to shake the pillars of her
priso.n. Looking out with a hurricd glance, during a
cessation of the peals, she saw the tall figure of a.man
indistinctly moving through the mist, and the sight of
a human being in that awful solitude, brought her out
from her concealment. Pale and speechless, and
trembling with fear, and the coldness of that vet dun-
geon, Lucy stood before him in the attitude of a sup-
pliant. In a little while she told her story; and the
old shepherd, who had been descending into Patterdale,
turned back, and snid he would see her safe into the
vale of Ambleside. The hurricane still continued, but
Lucy forgot all her fears, for the shepherd wore a calm
.and cheerful countenance, and told her, that in an hour
at farthest all would be peace and sunshine. He had
heard, too, of the Lscotch people at the Vicarage of El-
lesmere, and assured Lucy that her mother must have
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been alive the night before, as he had been in a house
in that vale, and had heard the farfily talking of er
‘illness. At these words Liicy heard not the dying
voice.of the thundex;, nor observed the water-courses
that were traversing the road down that mountain-pass.
She kept close to ghe side of the old grave shepherd,
whose words were few, but evr;ry onc of which sounded
sweeter than any music. “ Noo, my Ii’le lass, that’s
*Ammleside, ye canna ga Whang, so God be wi' you,
and may ye find yqur puir mother in life.”

“Bucy was once more alone, but her guide had left her
with a strengthened heart, and in a place where it ¥as
not possible to be very melancholy. For the short sum-
mer-storm was over and gone, and the valley below
her literally swam in light, as the sun, no longe; ob-
scured by the black clouds that were fading in every
direction, illaminated the woods aud meadows, and the
winding waters of the Rothay. The blue roofs of the
village, cmbowered in trees, sent a cheerful feeling in-
to Lucy’s heart as she past by the gate of a Building,
which, with its dialled tower, she knew to be a church,
and crowds of haymakers scen retugning into every
field after the rain, made her at onge forget the slitary
region, where she had been overtaken in the storm.
There was no danger of losing her way now,"nd, with
almost p spirit of checrfulness, Lucy dropt like a birde
into the Valley of Ambleside. .
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CHAPTER XXIV.

¢

TaERE had been a thunder-storm for several hours
among the mountains of Coniston and Langddle,
wheére the clouds lay heaviest and blackest, and now
it had reached Ellesmere, and was raging sbove the
Vicarage. The windows of the room in which Ag-
nes lay in her fever had been left open, behind the
half-closed shutters, that a wandering breath of air
might haply come down from some one of the little
glens, to relieve the oppressive sultriness “of the atmo-
sphere. As the thunder went rattling over th roof,
and the flashes of lightning gleamed across the
darkened room, Agnes was wholly insensible to the
strife, and although not asleep, returned no answer to
the kind words of inquiry which now and then the
watchers by her bedside ventured to whisper in their
anxiety. “In the intervals of silence, the many moun-
“tain torrents were heard sounding on all sides, for there
had been ‘a deluge of rain at their sources, and every
billside shoyved a nfimber of cataracts. Michael Forest-
er heard none of these sounds. His wife’s hand was
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between both of his——and while at gne time he seemed
to be counting the pulses—at anothér he listened to her
* breathing, as if life or death were in each successive
sigh, He was tqrrified lest those fitful pantings
"should all at once be mute, and for ever. So long as
he heard that breath—to him gll the outward tumult was
as silence.
® The Vicar, and imi‘eed the whole family, had ncarly
* given up all hope of Mrs Forester's recovery. A fatal
crisis seemed to be at hand ; and as if each person read
in"the other’s eyes, an intimation that they ought a.ll to
leave the room, one by one they began to do so, and at
last non® were left there with the dying person but
Mr Ianson and her husband. The family collected
themselves together in the large room below, and there
they sat, not without sobbing and tears, fearing every
moment to see Mr Ianson coming down stairs, with a
countenauce telling that all was over. And thus they had
sat nearly an hour,—the storm was hushed—and sun-
shine was again struggling through the gloom, and
finding its way through the lead-latticed window to
the floor of the room where they had been sitting so
dark and silent. The swallows wére beginning to twit-
ter without—und nature slowly to reassume her cus-
tomary cheerfulness and tranquillity. The door open-
ed—and o stranger girl, stepping timidly across the
floor, asked eagexly, «“ Is this Mr Colinson’s) the Vicar
of Ellesmere? O Si.r, I am the d;ughtenof Michdel
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Forester and Agnes Hay, and my name is Lucy. Is
my mother in the iand o the living ?” .

Many kind tongues, and eyes, and hands, were soon
comforting the dutiful daughter.; but Lucy heard no-
thing but that her mother was not dead. ¢ Oh ! surely
you are not deceiving me—and yet why are you all
weeping so? Where is my father—perhaps he too is
gone—and God’s judgments more terrible than I cca
bear? Here am I, 2’ :he_{vay frac Scotland, come to
pray by my mother’s bedside—and «God has brought
me here unharmed, by means o’ the kind hands o’ my
fellow creatures, who all helped me on towards this
house, so far away from Bracken-Braes where'we live !
Oh ! jny bonnie lassie, tell me—tell me—if my mother
is indeed likely to live!” Ruth Colinson felt her own
hopes strengthened by the passionate earnestness of this
appeal, and said with a faint smile to Lucy, that her
mother had not been any worse since the morning, and
that perhaps the danger might be past. Justt” en Mr
Tanson came down stairs—and there was no fatal ex-
pression in his countenance—so Ruth once more assured
her that there was hope. Then Lucy.;at down and
cried bitterly as if her heart would break.

At such a time there was no need of.deception or
concealment. Noae knew how God was dealing with
‘ner in the room sbove ; but here was the creatuns dear-
est to her un this earth, brought to her bedside as by a
prayer. S they led Lucy to the sick-rooms and in a
moment, with every sob hushed, she was on her knees
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at her mother’s bedside, with her foxfhead resting upon
-, the hands of her father.
The mind of Agnes had been wandering for some
.timé—and the fever had caused many afflicting dreams.
“ Poor Lucy ! droyned in that black marl-pit—merci-
ful God ! see her—see her clinging to a branch ! What
can a blind father do to save his child—oh! what
o shrieks ! what shrieks " Michael turned his sightless
countenance towards Mr Ianson, as if he looked for
comfort. In the agony of his despair, he believed that
in medical knowledge lay a foresight of futurity, and he
felt as if,even the issues of life and of death were com~
mitted to his mortal hands. ¢ Oh! father—father—
I your daughter, Lucy, am here—put your hand.upon
my head and know—my mother’s face is not so chang-
ed as I thought—and she will live-—-will live—and go
back with us, under the mercy of the Almighty, to
Bracken-Braes.” Michael Forester sat for a few mo-
ments mute and motionless—and then he, t8o, knelt
down hy the bedside of Agnes, and laid his cheek on
Lucy’s head, .the touch of whose hair, wet as it was
with the rains, and sorely dishevglled, was familiar to
the yearnings of his inmost heart, and calmed in some
measure the severity of his protracted passioh.

Agnss started up in one of those sudden fits of dis-»
ordered strength, that in a fever often come, upon the
apparent prostration of all vital power, and gpening her
eyes for the first time du{ing twenty-four hours, fixed
them upon Lucy, who by this time had risen from
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her knees, and wm{hstanding by the bedside. Perhaps
the sound of that voice had been recognized in the
seeming deafness of her spirit. Ever and anon she
averted, and then again cast her éy'es, with a bewilder-
ed eagerness, upon her daug}‘ter-'—tﬂl at last she
stretched forth her arms, dnd with a face expressing the
most passionate fondness, but nothing else, drew Lucy
to her bosom, and kissilng ter with a thousand kisseé,
fell back on her pillow. Lucy, in that embrace, had
crept into the lowly bed, and there she lay by her mo-
ther’s side—both mute—and to all who looked upon
them beautiful as in the happiest sleep. §

Now that Michael had been permitted to reflect
on the wonderful appearance of Lucy at the Vi-
caragé—and then had been told by Mr Colinson of the
nature of her joumey,‘he could not help feeling that
the mother of such a child would be spared even for
her sake. He had for several days and nights past
thought ‘of Lucy as an orphan. In his dreams he had
seen her weeping in sore distress, and she would not
be comforted. For in all his dreams, Michael saw still
the objects of his affection ;—and indeed there was no
blindness in that imaginary world. Now God and
God only 21ad sent Lucy to restore her mother to life.
& Impossible—im‘i)ossible—that our child has been
brought hither only to see her mother dic ! Hush™hush
—they have both fillen asleep—and Agnes’s breathing,
methinks, is assuredly more free, and more éomposed.”
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« I am not asleep—father—but my mother is—and,
oh ! I beseech you all—here let me fie till she awakes.”

The fever in which her mother lay might be infectious,
but.Lucy never thought of that—nor perhaps did
any one then present,ror in such extremities, prudence
is not known to loe, ahd all fear is for the dying. With-
out any clearly understood reason for it, every heart now
Uegan to hope ; the Vicar walked out into his orchard—
Ruth looked after some little hdusehold duty withnoise-
less steps—and Mrs Colinson prepared some refresh-
ment for Mr Ianson, who now appeared inthelower rgom,
and seid that there certainly seemed a decided change
for the Better in thacondition of his patient. Michael
Forester had followed kim down stairs unperceived,
and on hearing these words, not meant for his egr, but
manifestly addressed to another, he felt as if lifted up
out of the grave.
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CHAPTER XXV.

Hap the load of misery under which Michacl Fg-
rester groaned Deen all at once removed, it is probable
that his mind would have given way, and reason itself
been overthrown. He had ofter meditated upon all
other-cvils that might befal limself or Lucy, but the
death-of Agnes had never been suffered to steady itself
before his imagination; as an cvent that might take
place, and as soon as that horrid catastrophe was immi-
nent, he abandoned himself with headlong passion to
uttermost despair. But now he was told, and ] > be-
lieved it, that Agnes might recover—nay, was recover-
ing—and his whole frame of mind and body was sha-
ken as by a convulsion. He walked about the house
and then into the open air, praying and clasping his
hands, and sometimes when he thought himself unob-
served, kneeling down and asking forgiveness of Heaa
ven.  All that night he continucd to sit by hier bed-
side, as he had done for several nights before, although
he Was assurgd that the crisis of the fever was past.
Lucy had been removed into another room—=but she
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was in perfect health~—and her fatlier, contented with
one single kiss of her closed eyes, séemed to forget that
'she was in the house, and sat like an image by his
Agnes. Ruth Colinson, unknown to him, was in the
' room, for one or Othi of the family had been by that
sick-bed all night lohg ever since Agnes had been
swimming for her lifg. Voices were still low, and sad,
#hd whispering—and all the ordinary oceupations of the
house carricd on in silenco. Michael longed to hear
one cheerful tone—any sound like a laugh—auny mo-
tion that might denote bustle or activity—for he still
gave a rucful interpretation to every thing he discern-
ed.in Mis darkness,,and shuddered lest the noiseless-
ness of midnight might be a token of despair and death.
Another day and another night passed by, and
Michael Forester knew that his Agnes was to be re-
stored. Far was she from death now, according to the
judgment of man, as on the afternoon she arrived at
Ellesmere.  Their usual gentle and steady light had
returncd to her eyes—the few words she was able in
her weakness to utter were composed and happy—
she recognized every one with a smile—and two or
three quict tears trickled down her pale cheeks when
Michael told her the story of Lucy’s deuarturc and
journcy from Bracken-Braes. Mickael und Agnes were
now keft much alone ; and kind and skilful as Mr Iail-
son had been, what blessedness to know that his pre-
sence whs no longe; nceded in their house! When he
did come, it was only @ visit of congratulation ; and
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Michael Forester was even able to enjoy his cheerful
and jocular converbation—for Mr Ianson was some=
thing of a humorist, and had a store of anecdote, on *
which the club had drawn every Sgturday night for se-
veral years, without any visible djzninution of the charm
of novelty. But in a few days the tvorthy Doctor dis-
continued even such visits as these—and Agnes, so far
from being disturbed, enjoyed the life and animation
that, somewhat restraix.ed:':were heard once more in ’
every apartment of the Vicarage.

But the joy and gratitude of Lucy exhibited thein-
selves in quite a different character. Hope and trust had
entered into her young and innocent heart lortg before
her father had dared to indulge them ; and as soon as
she was told by Mr Ianson that her mother was out of
dange;, avery flood of rapture overflowed her wholespirit.
She tried to keep down her joy—she gazed on her mo-
ther’s sunk cheeks, and wept—she went by herself in-
to the room, or along with Ruth Colinson, and k-eel-
ing down, poured forth the most beautiful extempor-
aneous thanksgivings—she opened the Bible, and read
portions of our Saviour’s history—his mir:cles and cru-
cifixion. She put her arms round Ruth Colinson’s
neck and kissed her, for Ruth had comforted her day
and night;and then going into the fields or orchard
with that affectionate girl, she bounded along in her
glee; or for an hour joined in the work of the haymak-
ers now housing the produceof the Iatestenclosareon the
hillside.  If there were a ﬂl(:wer on bank or in hedge-
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row, Lucy’s eyes were sure to detect it ; and she form-
ed a small garland, whose sweet smell, she said, would
.restote her mother, for, * methinks, Ruth, that your
. English flowers ha%¢ a finer ‘odour than even those
at Bracken-Braes,n:xSl I must confess that they are
richer in their beautiftil colowrs—for here there is mair
shelter—ayec, it is lowner far than at Holylee.”
® There had been one Salbath only since Lucy’s ar-
rival at the Vicarage, and that was not a day on which
it was possible for the afflicted girl togo to the Chapel.
But she now took Ruth’s arm, who leaned on her pro-
ther Miles, and they proceeded to the place of worship.
For a ‘;hile Lucy lreard the bell tinkling, but where
she knew not ; for still at every turning of the path, as
they ascended or descended, the sound seemed to come
from a different spot. Then® the head of the glen,
which they had now reached, was quite filled with ljt-
tle wooded eminences, some almost entirely rock, and
others partly pasturage, rent obviously by sorge natural
convulsion fromn the sides of the mountains. Betwecn
these empinences lay patches of meadow-ground water-
ed by almost invisible runlets proceeding frow springs,
or from the main stream that Wound its increasing
way down towards the Vicarage, and finally into Win-
dermere. Here Lucy recognized woodmen’s huts such
as she had known in the Hirst-Wood, but no other ha-
bitation. Well dregsed people, however, were issuing
from all the coppices—and the .bell sounlling close at
hand, she lifted her eyel in that direction, and there
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was the beautiful low-roofed Chapel of Ellesmere, with
its white tower, and church-yard encircled with the
murmur of that mountain torrent. As the bell ceased
to tinkle, the cry of the kite walé'heurd in the hollow
heavens. !

Lucy had never been in any pubhc place of worship
but the Kirk of Holylee. All ‘hat she now saw arzd
heard was in form very ifferent—but in spirit the
same. This small rural congregation had an organ
whose music sounded sweetly and solemnly in that
lonesome chapel. The psalm-tunes were not the same
Lucy had been accustomed to, but her fine ear taught
her at once to accompany Ruth, and with a iow and
someWwhat hesitating voice, she joined in those beauti-
ful hymns. Before the worship was half over, Lucy
gave to it the whole religion of her heart. She thought
of her mother rescued from dcath—of her father sit-
ting at that hour by her bedside—of God’s mercies to
her a helpless child, and of the kindness experienced
from her fellow Christians at the Vicarage—and with
a fervent voice did the pious creature re;)eat every re-
sponse throughout the service.

An Annual Festival was now at hand, called the
Rush-bearing, for which all the maidens in the parish
about Lucy and Ruth’s age, and indeed much younger,
had been makmg preparations. The origin of this rite,
evidently ofa religious nature, is 'mt dlstmctly known,
but its celeBtation is with good reason supposed tobea
thanksgiving for the hay-harvest. It takes place in
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most districts of Westmoreland negr the end of July,
when the hay-fields are beginning to get green again

° with the after-grass, and a season almost of comparative
inactivity interveneg:between it and the first week
“of September, when \he corn-fields are yellow for the
sickle. Being a #cred instigution, the Rush-bearing,
beautiful sight as it iy, partakes of a somewhat solemn
characfer, and altllou;,h no prayers are said, no hymns
" are sung, but all is silent, and the very meaning of the
rite obscure, yet at its close nothing like amusement or
recreation occurs, nothing to break the spirit of a cere-
monial which piously regards the gratitude of the crea-
ture, arfll the bounty of the Creator.

In the parish of Ellesmere, the Rush-bearing had,
from time immemorial, been obscrved with morg than
ordinary attention. The good Vicar, which is not usual
in other places, always took upon himself the arrange-
ment of the procession. The children all met at the
Vicarage, cach provided with her lower-garland, dress-
ed in white, and adorned with ribbands, whose colours
gay, and gometimes even garish, were notwithstanding
plensant‘to bebold in that infant band. Nothing what-
ever was worn on the head, but®every ringlet flowed
free and unconfined. Ranked according to their height,
the innocent creatures walked twd by two, with the
flowersgarlands in their hands—and thus the procession
moved silent as a dream towards the solitdry Chapel.
Lucy and* her cousin’ Martha walked side ¥y side, and
it was upon this day thlat they might be said to have
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begun to love oge another with a sisterly affection.

Every heart was happy, it knew not why, for every

child that walked in that fair array felt the beauty of
that whole of which itself made part ; and one spirit of
harmonious feeling pervaded the living chain, from the

two leading maidens now on the vetge of womanhood,

to the last two small creatures of five summers, who

were often scarcely able to keep up with the slow pate

of the Procession. Tle birds kept flying from bough ‘
to bough as the Rush-bearing past through the copplce-

woods, and in every quiet pasture the lambs frisked

among their knolls. The Chapel-door was open, and in

went the quiet sisterhood to deposit their flower-gar-

lands on the pews, the pulpit, and the altar.

In s few minutes, the interior of the Chapel, which
with its dark oak furmiture, stained walls, and low
raftered roof, was perhaps somewlat gloomy, glowed
witha thousand bright and gorgeous colours. Many
of the garlands had been framed with much taste of
garden-flowers both rich and rare ; but indeed it is not
possible to join together a multitude of blossoms, and
buds, 4nd flowers, and leaves, without “he Iaggregate
being most beautiful. The Rush-bearers themselves,
a name originating in another custom now disused,
could not help eyeing, with delighted wonder, the
splendid show of their distributed garlands—artd then
arranged as before, they reverently left the Chapel, and
hand in harfl returned to the Vicarage.

There, beneath the solema shadow of that ancient
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Yew-tree, the Vicar’s wife had set ous tables of simple
viands, the same tables at which the merry haymakers
‘had taken their meals. The Vicar blessed the bread
and fruit—and whenethe repast was over, some of the
clder maidens sung a liymn. Ruth Colinson whisper-
ed to her father, that.Lucy ,would sing one of the
psalms used in the Kirk at Holylee, and a leaf would

hate been heard to fall whilg. she warbled,
[ ] [ ]

¢¢ Plaintive Martyrs, worthy of thc name.”
.

The sun was setting in all his glory—and Agnes, who
was now strong enough sometimes to leave her bed,
had beerf for a short, time sitting at the window, of
which Michael ventured to open a few panes, just as
Lucy began to sing by herself,

L)
¢¢ The Lord’s my Shepherd, I'll not want;
He makes me down to lie
In pastures green, he leadeth me
The quict waters by.”
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CHAPTER XXVI.

THERE was now cntire happiness within the Vi--
curage of Ellesmere, for all the shadows of death had
dis;ppeared, and Agnes, who had lain so long wasted
and delirious in hopeless discase, had risen up in her
pale returning beauty, and had walked about the shad-
ed pastures, both in the moruing and evening light. A
deep religious gratitude gave a still more delightful
character to those eyes that never smiled without in-
spiring affection, and the awe left by the consciousness
of the peril from which she had been providentially
saved, breathed a mournful composurc over a de-
portment that was at all times naturally sedate, mak-
ing even the tones of her speech swecter and more
gentle. Her husband had not wholly recovered his
usual undisturbed demeanour, yet every thing he said
or did expressed tv Mr Colinson repentance for that pas-

" sion of grief that had so utterly overwhelmed Lim, and
showed that, on another trial, his heart would probably
he more hunble and ohedicnt.  But where was Lucy in
lierjoy ? Tell how the linnet ‘n spring passes every hour
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in its vale of sunshine. In the grey dawn, before the
yellow sunlight tinged the diadem of the Elm-grove, or
melted the veil of diamonds that lay over the dewy
swayd, before the thush had fed her brood, or the young
swallows looked out from their nests below the antique
cornice, while yet®the kine were reposing, and the hare
sitting fearless at a edistance from his shelter, Lucy
was out in the morning solitude, and forgetting her
happiest dreams in the still an¥l shaded Toveliness that
was gradually Drightening over heaven and earth.
Sometlmeb, even before Ruth Colinson was nwake, had
Lucy been by herself all the way to the Chapel, and
received kind words, from the shepherds going to the
mountains. The long day glided by, she knew not,how,
in various delights, and often did she wonder, on look-
ing at the sky, to see that thessun was indeed setting
among his golden clouds. And was Bracken-Braes for-
gotten ? The green broomy hills and treeless banks of
Heriot Water—that one wooded Linn—the Iowlet's-
Nest—and he, whom her heart had so often be.nt within
her mmo§t bosom to meet there, Edward Ellis? No—
no, all Lucy’®affections were true to the place of her
birth, and sad although she certdfinly would be when
the day came, now near at hand, that they.must take
their departure from Ellesmere, yet*her heart yearned,
at the*forethought, towards sweet Scotland, and there
among the banks .md braes where she was Born, might
she also live, die, and be buried. -

Baut this is the mornimg of the most beautiful Festi-
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val that cheers the Land of Lakes, Windermere Re-
gatta—and Miles Colinson, with Lucy and Ruth, will
join in his pinnace that Mediterranean flcet. As for"
Martha, she showed her good seuse and her good fecl-
ing in preferring to accompany the old people from
whom she was about so soon to pait; and Alexunder
Ainslie, who had become a prodigious favourite at the
Vicarage, attended the nymphs of the household in lis
Scotch bonnet, which he wore with an air of pride, as
if the object of universal observation.» So bound to the
Vicarage by love and by fear had been the heart’ of
the affectionate Lucy cver since her arrival from Scot-
land, that she had never once left the vale of Elles-
mere,, the Chapel, and the rocks around it having been
the boundary of her rambles. One glance of Winder-
mere was all that she had taken on that troubled day,
when she was flying to her mother, and its beauty was
like a dim dream to her imagination. But now the
party winded joyously up the wooded hills, and below
the precipices that intervened between secluded Elles-
mere and the Quecn of the Lakes ; and Lucy prumised
not to turn her eyes from the scenerp>immediately
around her, till Miles Colinson had conducted her toa
natural watch-tower at High-Wray, built of rocks that
no lever could have stirred, and with a flight of steps
that had been hung in air by an earthquake. Miles Co-
linson thentook his gentle hand from Lucy’s forehead,
while he and: Ruth watched the expression of her coun-
tenarce as Windermere burstrupon her view,—water,
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woods, air, and sky all blended together in beautiful
. and magnificent repose.
The simple creature had neverknown any other world
than that of Holylea “That pastoral parishwas to her the
‘ image of the whole earth. After reading to her father
about other countrles, all thoyght of them was laid aside
with the book, and she saw and heard only the scencry
dof her native vale. But now Lucy felt herself in hea-
ven—no dream, but a reality énduring in its delight.
The bliss of novelty, beyond all doubt or comparison,
of.every bliss that the human soul cun know, the most
vivid, luminous, and dazzling, now possessed her whole
being a$ she gazed and gazed ; a capacity of happiness
adequate to the heauty for the first time revealedssud-
denly unfolded itself within hernature, and in thegmidst
of her wildered and exulting*happiness, she wept to
know that her mother had been saved from death, and
that the Great Being who stretched out the hcavens
and the earth, had looked with an eye of mergy on her
sick-bed, had hearkened to the prayers of her a fwr
little child, and on his throne had guarded the foot-
steps of Ler Blind father. ¢ Oh! Ruth—Ruth, this is
by far the happiest day of all my"life, and I will think
of it, dream of it every day and every night; as long as
I live, when I am far far away ih Scotland.” But
Ruth Yook her hand, without any reply, and bounding'
together‘down thc.e mossy steps, scatterinjz the wild
rose-leaves, but without startling the red-n®ast from its
nest, and then along tRe sloping hay-fields and old



212 THE FORESTERS.

flowery leas, the two happy creatures stood breathless
on a little pier that jutted into a bay, and there saluted
Miles, whom they had absolutely outrun, with a laugh
of raillery, as he handed them"tripping into the boat,
and then, with vigorous arm, made the Antelope of
Ellesmere glide with her broken sMadow.under rock,
and along level shore, till she reached the middle
of the Lake, and pointed her prow towards the place ¥f
rendezvous, Lowood-Bay,rwith its few sentinel pine- )
trees, and wooded mountain with ali its peaceful bat-
tlements.

Illucy remembered her voyage up Ullswater, but the
wind had wafted the Naiad so swiftly along, that che
scarcely knew where she was, till again standing on

. the shore. Grief and fear too had blinded and deafened
her to the beauty of that morning. DBut now life and
joy were one. The heaven smiled over her head, and
as she looked down, there also were the heavens, when-
ever the oars rested, and the pinnace, with its gaudy
flag yet unfolded, floated with almost imperceptible
motion on the air-like water. But for the Jittie bells
that went wavering in myriads past the"gur'xwule, and
showed that they wcre on another element, Lucy could
have thought hersclf sailing through the very skies,
and a sort of pleasing fear subdued her gladness, when
‘once more the Antelope resumed her flight, and Bronght
them within hearing of the merry music, becoming
every moment more clear and distinct from Lowood-
Bay.  Aye, there’s the Bowness band!” exclaimed
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Ruth ; < how sweet, Lucy, is the sound of the clarionet

. and bugle, and does not the hollow sound of the great
drum fill the whole lake from Ecclerig-Crag to Water-
Hedd »” *

Just behind a low pastoral point, that running out
from a coppice-wood, formed bne of the horns of a small
bay, that to the careless eye was not observed to be a
bay at all, but thought to e merely part of the straight
shore, was anchored in shallow water, and within leap
of ,the silver sa;lde(l beach, the Antelope of Elles-
mere. From that station there was not only a view of
Lowood; Bay, distant a few hundred yards, but of the
Lake down to Belle-Isle, and across to the undisturbed
waters of Pool-wyke, that seemed a lake of them-
selves, and almost separated 'in their still secfusion,
from the spirit of festivity now breaking out all along
the opposite shore. Like Apparitions rising up from
the depths of the Lake, for whence they came Lucy
knew not nor could conjecture, many a gaily painted
pinnace now moved twinkling over the broad bosom of
Winde)slare‘and the echoes answered to shouts and
laughter from the merry crews gstriving in amicable
contest. Lucystarted to her feet at the first signul gun,
which she thought close to thejr anchdtage; and
the little carronade having beear placed on a spot com®
manding a multitudinous echo, it seemed ag if, on that
cloudless, sky, peals of thunder were rollig round the
whole circle of mountains, and more than once re-awak-
ening, when all thought them over, dicd faint and afar
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off, beyond the blue skies of Langdale-Pikes, amountain
that, look where you will, still forms part of the scenery
of Windermere. .

Not one lazy straggler was now seen out upon the
Lake, but the whol ¥iny Fleet was moored around the
bay, a bright and gorgeous circle of flags and awnings.
The rowing boats now started for the prize, and n‘!l
was animation and enthugfusm. But Lucy was told
to look away from the race, towards Calgarth and Mil-
lar-ground, for the sca had sent its southern breczes, and
the (ail-boats, that had lain all morning becalmed in the
bay of Bowness, now loomed on the horizon, and stoop-
ing beneath the winds that they ‘were bringing along
with them to the stillness of the airless water of Lowood,
soon showed the various splendour of their array, and
proudly imparted another character to the whole Festi-
val. ¢ There goes the flying Schooner, the Victory,”
said Miles Colinson, an enthusiastic and skilful fresh-
water sailor ; “ and that is the Endeavour with its long
white pendant, close upon her stern, standing ¢ 2 the
same tack ; they are going nearly before the *:ad now,
and methinks the Engleavour is about to ruu foul of the
boom of her main-sail—but we shall see before evening
which eats the other out of the wind, when close-haul-
¢d, and in the wind’s eye, weathering Seymour-Crag.
~Look, Lugy, are they not beautiful ?” Beautiful, in-
deed, they appeared to her eyes, Lat their beauty was
as that of living creatures, an.gl their motion as that of

life, ‘while with wings white as snow, and meteors at-
11
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tending their course, they held. their undeviating pro-
gress towards the mountains, and apparently without
any guidance, but that of their own spirit, went gliding
by the hanging groves and woods. “AuldLangSyne, asI
live,” exclaimed Lucy ! and, asﬂwlou& of sail carried
away that melancholy music,the Scotch maiden was, for
amoment, at Brackes.-Braes, sitting beneath the Plane-
'I.‘roe, and the Ieriot Wateg murmuring along the wil-
low-haugh, down to the Linn and the Manse of Holy-
leg. '

Apart from the bay and all its beautiful confugion,
yet near enough to enter into the spirit of the Festival,
the crew of the Antelope remained with her, during all
the boat-races, at their quiet anchorage. But *Miles
Colinson now weighed anchor, and Lucy toek her
seat at the stern, while Ruth‘relieved the flag from its
staff, proud of the emblazoning which their joint needle~
work had formed during the long eveunings below the
Yew-Tree. ¢ We must take our place in dhe Grand
Aquatic Procession,” said Miles withasniile, “but Imust
take cw\not‘ to run dewn the Nil Timeo, the ten-oared
Barge of the Windermere Sail.ing.-(}lub." Much brend-
ishing and splashing of oars there was before both lines
were formed, and the ¢« Grand Aquatic Procession” mov-
ed in the sunshine over the dark blue waters, as if some
dougl:ty Doge were about to wed the Lady of the Lake.
The crey of each host doubtless thought her the bright-
est star in that m.oving constellation, and so occupied
were all the rowers and their companics with their nice



216 THE FORESTEKS.

and difficult duties, that it was only now and then that
the Sail-boats attracted notice, when bearing down, with
a freshened breeze, upon the Procession returning to its
anchorage in the form of a ctescert, they tacked sud-
denly, just when about to break the line, and bore away
majestically before the wiad, with their bands playing
Rule Britunnia, or God Save the. King.

¢ Ruth—Ruth,” oxc}aiq;.ed Lucy, « there is bonn‘y
Agatha Marshall who was so kind to me at her father’s
house on the banks of that other Lake,” and the two
boatg were now so close together that Lucy and
Agatha shook hands across their gunwales, and then
again in a moment were separated hy un oar length of
foamy water. By this time Lucy had become quite a
bold wailor, and taking off her bonnet, that she might
behold the spectacle on all sides, down fell her cluster-
ing ringlets in a shower of sunbeams over her cheeks
and neck, and never had the Cambridge scholar beheld
in imagination so bright a figure of an Hour, a Grace,
or a Nereid, as that fair Scottish shepherdess no'v goz-
ing on him with smiles of bewildered kagipiness.
Like an Hour, too, flne was to pass a\;ay-—amd al-
though unforgotten—yet to return never—never more.
But the horns of the crescent had touched Lowood-
Pay—a hundred oars rose into the air—the boats were
again anchored or drawn up to the beach—the whole
fleet deserted by their crews, and the shores alive
from the water-edge to the knolls below the wooded

Seanr where the hawks inhabit.
10
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Lucy sought anxiously through the moving crowd
for Agatha Marshall, and it was not long before they
Tecognized each other. The Colinsons and Marshalls
‘weres not altogethe straugers, and the two parties
agreed to retire from the stir and®bustle of the scene,
and have a repast’in some quiet glade within reach
of the lake-breezes. Miles soon recollected a fit spot
half way between Lowood and hcclerlg and a crowd of
remembrances came over Lucy s mind, when in a few
mijnutes they sat down upon the bank of a charcoal-pit,
within a wood that had been thinned that very spging
—s0 perfectly like the Hirst-wood where her father
lost his ‘sight in thas thunder-storm ! Agatha, Lucy,
and Ruth were all intimate friends in a few minutes—
and Lucy’s eyes beamed with joy to hear thas the
Lieutenant had been most prosperous in his late cruise,
and was now quite a rich man. ¢ They say we are to
have peace soun—and then my brothet will live with
us at Scathwuite-Iall, and we shall get Regattas of our
own on Ullswater ; Lucy Forester will surely visit her
friends ggain—und I do not despair of seeing her with
us long before—I am married.”

Mirth and merriment soon gre.w general, but never
loud over that sylvan saloon. In an hour gr two, the
heron who hadbeen disturbed by the unusual clamour,
was seen returning from Rydal woods, with wings
moving not quicker ghan oars, and his flight gradually
desoendmg neurer ‘and nearer the water,”as he kept
approaching his nest on*Rough-holm by the deserted
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bay of Ray-rigg. The wind, too, was dying away, as
the sun declined westwards ; and here and there a boat
with elderly people and children taking an early fare-
well of the revelries, crawled almbst reluctantly home- .
wards along the sléeping lake that was spread with
deepeningshadows. Independently of the umbrage of the
forest-boughs, the air was cooler, although calmer, and
the butterflies that had enjoyed that day of light had all
settled down upon the wild-flowers. ¢ Part we must not
without some Scottish music,” was the feeling of all the
pargy—and Lucy, who never in all her life had been
asked twice to do any thing she could do, warbled the
wildest and most mournful spiritsof the genius of her
cournry. There were wet eyes during some of those
airs 3 for worthy, indeed, were they of tears, sung as
they now were by one to whom nature had taught the
music of the heart, in whose sorrow innocence rejoices
amidst the pauses of its gladness, and then returns more
happy to,its own living world. It seemed as she sung,
that the composure of the soul within her alrost so-
bered the golden gleam above her forehead, gnd touch-
ed with paleness the roses of her cheek.” Fair moved
the bosom of one not yet woman-grown, while those
liquid mugmurs left her lips apart in their beauty—
and when at the close of the tune every tongue and
eye applauded, Lucy soon recovered all her gladsome
smiles, and lifted up from the sward eyes that looked
as if they cbuld express no other emotion than that of

rejgicing happiness.
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CHAPTER XXVIT.

S———

TuEstay of the Foresters at the Vicarage of Ellesmere
had been protracted some time beyond the almost per-
fect recovery of Agnes, by mutual friendship of a very
deep and.endeuring character. Distress and sympathy
had opened up and exhibited the recesses of each
other’s hearts, and that two months’ visit had made re-
velation of feelings which might have lain concealed
during a whole life. But the duy of parting had come
at last. The Vicar, his wife, and his son and
daughters, had accompanied their héloved guests as
far as Seathwaite-Hall, on Ullswater, and the final
farewell, bad ‘thus been less melancholy than if it
had taken place at the door of .their own dwelling.
Michael parted from a friend in Mr Colinsun whom
he held dearer than he supposed he could have done
any new acquaintance at his time "of life, when the
Leart 15 contented with affections of old standing, and
is slow tq expand ityelf fully under the power of any
fresh attachment. The admirable characté? of the Vi-
car, onc of the most mmfest, humble, and unassuming
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of men, had betrayed itself unconsciously in many
simple traits almost every day after their friendship
was a week old ; and Michael, who at first scarce-
ly understood how to reconcile Mr Colinson’s zeal in
secular concerns with such a religious spirit as his sa-
cred profession demanded, and wondered a little at his
manual labours in the hay-field and the barn, ere long
discerned, that the recongilement of custom can, wit‘;h-‘
out moral injury, blend together pursuits elsewhere
deemed repugnant, and acknowledged that the life.of
a gpod man ought not to be tried by any other test than
the consistency of its own condition. In Scotland,
Michael Forester was aware that no clergym.an could
engage personally in rural toils, almost like a hind,
witheut loss of character, and implied degradation of
mind. But in Ellesmére the spirit of the clerical life
had for ages been of this homely and primitive kind.
Even in dress, the Vicar, he was told by Agnes, was
but little distinguished from the respectable houschold-
ers around, and clad as he was throughout the  -eck in
grey, she confessed that she had never compqu-ly felt
that he was a clergyman till the first Sabb'lth when
walking to tllechapel he appeared justlike Mr Kennedy
at Holylee, more dignified and impressive it might be
Jrom the contrast of his usual homeliness of dress and
manner. But, in good truth, each member of the family
at the Vicarage was alike estimable. Although far infe-
rior bothin Tental and corporeal giftsto Agnes, yet Mrs
Colinson was a woman without guile, and of a truly
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Christian spirit. She had borne many afflictions that had
_never fallen to the lot of Agnes with unrepining resig-
‘nation. No human being ever worshipped her Maker
more in &pirit and i1? truth than did she every Sabbath
in that little chapel. Her charties were like the
night-dews, felt ndt seen, and one good deed was by
her forgotten in anothgr, her whole life being past ina
quflet succession of kmdnesses towards her fellow-crea-
®tures. Ruth, her sole survwmg r daughter, was also the
flower of all the flock, and allowed to be the sweetest
and’ the prettiest girl in Ellesmere. And Miles, yho
had already distinguished himself at Cambridge, both
in classical literaturesand science, reminded the elder
statesmen in the neighbouring vales of his uncle Joshua
Colinson, formerly Curate of Wansfell, whose farae as
a mathematician and divine stitl survived in those ob-
scure and remote places, whither he had retired in the
prime of life, and where he had died in iznoble but use-
ful retirement in a green old age. But the Foresters were
far away from the Vicarage now—and had returned all
safe and Jwill to Bracken-Braes.

If tears had®blinded Lucy’s eyes as they stole a lost
glance of Ellesmere, it is not to be thought that they
were dry when once more she beheld the spjre of He-
lylee Kirk. As they passed the Mahse her heart beat
wildly,® for there was Edward Ellis with » kindly
smile and a voice of rejoicing salutation. Aunt Tsobel
was on the look-out for them below the Planc-Tree,
and after the first weepidg embrace was over, and all
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had time to feel that the roof of Bracken-Braes was in-
deed over them once more, Michael gave thanks to
the Almighty for bringing them all out of their laté
tribulation. Little or no chang: was visible in the
rooms—as far as their faithful memory served, every
thing was in its usual place—untotiched, yet free from
dust. The old clock, that had rest while Aunt Isobel
sojourned in the Manse, now ticked with all its potver
—a few books lay on the broad wooden chimney-piece,
and Lucy remembered the very passage she had been
reading that day the letter came from Mr Colinson
about her mother’s illness—the barking glee of the two
shepherd dogs was over, and the. creatures sai each at
its own side of the fire glad of the return—and there
was, the speckled-breasted mavis, in his cheerful prison,
uware that it was Luey’s white hand that now ran its
fingers along the wicker-bars. The seasons at Bracken-
Braes were not so early as at Ellesmere. It was not
above a week ago since the first swathe of grass had
fallen before the scythe— To-morrow,” said Wil-
liam Laidlaw, ¢ the rakers will be all in the Haugh,
and I am mista’en if ye ha'e seen or weard o’ a hea-
vier crop in ony part of England.”— Stupid crea-
tures,” qpoth Isobel, “ not one o’ you can speal.: a
, word o English," ye ha’e o’ the Scottish accent sac
strong that it is just perfectly vulgar. Coullna the
Vicar, a8 'you call him, or his son, the student, have
taught you' 2 mair refined discourse? You'll be 2’ Epis-
copals, 1 doubt not—and whut'll you think o’ the kirk
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" o’ Holylee in comparison with that chapel o’ Ellesmnere
that Lucy wrote me so long a letter about, wi’ its or-
gan, and hymns, and printed prayers!” DBut Aunt
Isobelnow spoke to hose who understood all her pe-
culiar modes of speech, and knew show rightly to in-
‘terpret its meaninds. .Every, Sabbath had she, sit-
ting in the kirk of Holylee, thought of them in the

Cha#pel of Ellesmere, and wh.ztever differences there
Might be in their forms of worbfup, and solemnly at-
tached as she waseto her own simple form of faith,
dee;)fy did she feel that wherever afew were gathered
together in sincerity God would be in the midst of
them, and®mercifully, gs he thought fitting, grant their

prayers. .

Aunt Isobel scrutinized Martha the orphan wjth
kind but keen eyes, and asked amd answered a hundred
questions. She was much pleased with Martha’s plain,
quiet, and sensible manners, and declored that she
would lave known her to be her father’s child had she
met her ut Japan. ‘¢ Aye—aye—my good Martha,
you have been a hard-working lassie, they tell me, and
ha’e wor]“(.ed: téh, a' your days for them that were not

o your ain blood. But you'll lead®s different life, my
bairn, at Bracken-Braes, and we’'ll o’ use you as kind-
ly as we do Lucy herself. Oh! Agrles, don’t you see
the veryeglint o’ poor Abel’s eye there—and there, too,
the sclf-same dimples that showed themselves in ilka
cheek whenever he la'néhed, which was ofter*and often
in the shortest day, for a Merrier man than Abel Fo-
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rester never sang at his work beneath Heaven’s sun-
shine.” ,

In a very few days Martha was quite at home dt
Brackeu-Braes. She felt with gratitude that the kind
promises that had been made to her before she left
Westmoreland had been more than realized. * At
meals, at all their fireside work or leisurc, at prayers,
in bed, for she slept wit.h_ Lucy, the once-neglectetl or
oppressed orphan now felt herself taken within the af-
fection of many excellent hearts, and gradunally becom-
ing familiar with thoughts and feelings of whose :e:;ist-
ence she had formerly known nothing, but that found
out corresponding chords in her own nature. Pleas-
edswith herself, thankful to her Maker, ever day more
angd more attuched to all the family, and naturally fond
of work and averse %o all idleness, Martha wus soon
thought quite a treasure—and her character began to
stand high in the Parish. The hay-harvest went on
apace,and Martha,although at first a little puzzled with
the Scotch fashion, soon distinguished herself by her per~
severance and activity. Jacob Mayne declared sae was
worth her weight in gold, and held he} '“I; as a pattern
to his own daughters, who, it must be confessed, were
somewhgt indolent, and afraid of the sun tanning their
skin and hurtirlg the delicacy of their complexion.
Good-humour, contentment, and a willingnéss to do
one’s best, are prime qualities in the character of a
cottage-girl ; and although Martha was no beauty, yet
they gave a pleasing exptession to ordinary emough
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features, and, except Lucy herself, no one at the close
of the week was more admired in the Haugh.
Few states of life are more delightful than the calm
and granquil return jnto old dear familiar habits, even
‘although they may have been interrgpted by a change in
* itself perfectly happy. .Micha%l's feet knew well all the
ground about Bracken-Braes, and after the necessary
comfinement of a new kind of scenery at Ellesmere, he
®*now felt an enlargement of mIndvin the greater freedom
of motion in all hig limbs ; again the day was subdivid-
ed tha way that had long been habitual to him; and
all the on-goings of his farm told him perpetudlly
where the sun stood .in Heuven. Once more, too, he
had taken his place as an Elder below the Pulpit—-.l\:[r
Kennedy’s voice was even pleasanter to his ear thanbefore
~—ne¢ disparagement to the readjng of the good Vicar—
and thoroughly as he had entered into the spirit of the
service of the Church of England, yet to him the sancti-
fying power of years lay upon Lis own form of worship.
Agnes had never hoped to see Bracken-DBrads more,
and to her it was dearer—more beautiful than cver—
while Bficy$ e avineing herself, with many a sigh, that
she must never hope to be ut Elleswere again, except in
a dream, cherished the remembrance of all its loveli-
ness, without losing any of her attaclyment tolhe sweet
place of her nativity.  Bare, naked, and bleak it was,

no doubt, in comparison with that English valley ; but
in spring Und in sumiher what place, in ity own way,
could be more beautiful ghan the Vale of the Heriot-
Water, all the way down from Ladyside to Holylee ? .
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CHAPTER XXVIIIL

-

THERE were two causes of distress to Lucy
soon after her return from Westmoreland ; her two
dearest friends—the highest and the lowest—Emma
Cranstoun of the Hirst, and Ma}'y Morrison of Ewe-

bank, were both ill in health and distressed in spirit.
Mary had only once been over at Bracken-Braes for a
singie hour, and Lucy had but once visited her in return.
Both times the poor creature’s eyes had seemed red with
weeping, and when a smile crossed her face, it was more
woful than any other expression. She fixed her eyes cn
Lucy’s as if she had some secret to reveal and confide
to her affection ; but then would turn away in ghastly
silence, and even cover her face with he~ hanas, or for
a while disappear. Lucy knew that she had a harsh
father, but there seemed now about Mary Morrison a
deeper diftress than could arise from that cause, which
“had always existed the same—and Mary herself said,
« I canna speak—I darena speak—but my heart is
broken—ILmcy—and before winter I may be in my
grave—and my soul called to judgment.” Lucy breath-
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ed not a word to her parents or Aunt Isobel of Mary’s
melancholy stateof mind ; but determined to persuadeher
friend, whom she loved more tenderly than ever, to tell
her what secret migery was preying upon her life.

On her first visit to the Hirst,gat the carnest request
of-the Lady hersolf, Lucy was if possible even more dis-
tressed by her appearance than by that of Mary Morri-
sn. Emma Cranstoun, who only a few weeks ago leapt
so lightsomely from her pfifrey at the cottage-doors,
was lying on a cpuch so faint and languid that she did
n¢t rise up on Lucy’s entrance into the room, but
stretched out her hand, which felt hot and feverish as
Lucy ldssed it with tears of affection. My old malady
has come back, my friend, and I fear it must be called
a consumption. Yet I am not in that cheerful frame
of mind which it is said conspmptive persons gt; with
to the very grave. No—my swect Lucy—my heart is
disquieted within me, and I fear to dic. Much havel
longed for your return—yet now that I see you, I am
too weak both in mind and body to eajoy your pre-
sence as I always used to do. But sit still, do not go
away®

Lucy Forcster loved Mary Morrison, as two inno-
cent and humble creatures love each other, in equal con-
dition of lowliness. But with her love for the Lady
of the Hirst was blended that admiration—that revéd-
rence with which a guileless child of poqr estate will
naturally regard a high-born and beautiful,benefactress.
From her father’s cottage had she come with all humi-
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lity into the drawing-room of that old Hall. Surround-
ed with all the elegancies—even splendours of rank,
little as she was known to value them, now 1ay with
a deep hectic flush on her cheeks, ,and with eyes of a
brilliancy that pained Lucy’s heart she knew not why,
the Lady whom all the country loved. For Mary Mor-
rison, Lucy would have watched night after night—for
her would she fearlessly have walked over mountairs
and moors in the frost anh snow of winter midnights.
But for the Lady of the Hirst, she felt that she was
ready to die on a moment’s warning—willing to ledve
father, and mother, and all, so that she might purchase
life for Emma Cranstoun. That one so good, #o pure,
so beautiful beyond compare, so charitable, and so reli-
gious', and so far superior in all her looks, words, and
motions to every body else she had ever seen—that
such a being should die—was a thought too dreadful
to be endured—even although Lucy well knew that,
were it to be so, it would be an instant change from
earth to Heaven. ‘
¢ Lucy—I have more comfort in your presence even
than in Mr Kennedy’s, excellent Christ'~n“as™he is,
and kind to me as if X were his own daughter. Oh!
sweet ! heavenly sweet were the sounds of that psalm
the first evening L. ever was at Bracken-Braes! I
st get you to sing it to me on my death-bed.”
Lucy laid her head on the couch and wept—but sud-
denly a cheering comfort came, shé knew not Whence,
into her heart. < I will sing to you every psalm—
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every hymn I know—but not on your death-bed, Lady
—for you will recover and ride sbout the braes as you
used to do, blessing the houses of the poor !"—¢ Read
these letters—Ludy—and tell me what you think—re-
member the eye of God is at all times on his creatures,
and speak the triith.” .

Little did Lucy Fprester know of this world—little
8f its awful or its mean mystenes—but these miserable
letters altogether shocked anc\ baffled her reason. In
them the weak or wicked writer told Emma Cranstoun
that she was assuredly dying—that her mother angd sis-
ters had all died of consumption, which was hereditary
in the*family—that Mr Kennedy knew nothing of the
spirit of the Gospel promises—and that she ought to
call in to the aid of her soul sume very different,Mini-
ster of Christ, before it was tos late, for that after death
cometh judgment! Lucy felt an indescribable horror
of such a cruel and merciless communication,—and
weak and ignorant child as she was, there was a power
in her unperverted conscience that appealed, in a few
simple words, to the quaking heart of her benefactress
‘ Oh'! béstbf all ladies that ever brought the blessing
of their presence across the thrébhold of the poor, what
sins and iniquities can you have to repent of—what
evil thougbt did your bosom ever*conceive—what evxl
worad did your lips ever utter—what evil deed did your
hends ever perform ? Can my father, and my mother
and Mr Kennedy, and all the rest of the*people in the
parish, be in the wrorg, who all bless your name, and
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count them happy days since you came to live at the
Hirst ? No doubt we are all frail—all fallen—all cor-
rupt. The Bible tells us that—but the Bible tells us
that there is a Saviour, and if you'will let me, I will
read you some chapiers that will set your heart at
rest.” ‘ "
Who may be a wiser interpreter of many of the
doctrines of Christianity than an innocent and guilc>
less maiden, who has been brought up at the knee ofa
father, whom religion had reconciled to a sore distress ?
May,_such a one not explain the spirit of those pnssng:as,
whose celestial beauty has brought heaven upon her
midnight dreams? Meanings pehaps too fiiie and
pure’ for the comprehension of strongest minds, pol-
luted or deadened by worldly pursuits, may become fa-
miliarly known to such 4 reader in her simplicity, and
flow in eloquence from her lips, when her heart is
touched at once with devotion to her Maker, and love for
a fallen creature united to her in congenial innocence.-
The eye of such 2 meek and humble one falls, as if by
o sacred instinct, on the promises of redeeming mer-
cy. If fear and awe mingle with her lovéit is ut to
chasten it into a solemn holiness. The affection she
bears to her father on earth is transferred to her Fa-
gper in Heaven, but more tender, still more overpower-
ing, more full of trust—now indeed piety ! Theh the
Word of Gol explains itself—there is light upon every
page—and tiie young Christian, indéed, cnjoys a reve-

1

lation !
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Emma Cranstoun, in the despondency of disease, and
the solitariness of that old mansion, had kept those perni-
tious lettersbelow her pillow,and read them so often that
a belief began to setgle in her heart, that their contents
‘were full of fearful truths, and that, they might perhaps
" have becn written by a truly religious spirit, in pity of her
lost state. But the sound of I:ucy’s voice, so earnest in
Lex affection and simpl.icity, dispelled the horrid dream
—she allowed herself to be petsuaded that Mr Kennedy
knew what Christjanity was far better than the writer
of duch letters—and having got the better of worse
fears, she began to hope, that perhaps the fear of dehth
might be premature,.nnd that God would yet spare her
life for a few years.

For how could life be otherwise than dear to Emma
Cranstoun, young, good, beautjful, and rich, both in
vatural endowments and the gifts of fortune? She
had an eyc to sec the loveliness of earth and heaven—
feeling, fancy, and imagination to enjoy, and to create
enjoyment. Whatever happiness a human being might
derive from this world, and its allowed affections,
she might-well hope to share, and to shut her eyes for
ever upon it all was a rueful thapght, and hard to be
borne. But she wished still more earnestly to live,
that she might do good, and practige the Precepts of
her fajth. All these desires blended together in hers
prayers, and although sometimes she upbraided herself
with too'worldly aJove of life, at other seagons she felt
assured, that her yearning after the good of her fellow-
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creatures was sincere, andsincere too,in asfar as thefrail-
ty of her nature could allow her conviction that there
was no virtue but in obedience to the will of God. Sick:
ness, such as hers, sometimes eleyates, and sometimes
depresses the spirit. But it needs the comfort of hu-
man love, and that, in her case, ‘was found in Lucy
Forester. < I never sieep——Lucy—at least seldom
two hours together, and the n'ights are weary long!
but if I had you in tHe room, methinks I should’
have pleasant slumbers.”— Me in the room—my be-
loved Lady! My mother is well now—and I have a
cousinyou know at Bracken-Bracs totake my place inthe
house. I beseech you, let me lie beside you, or on the
floor closeto your bed, a whisper will awake me, and in
a sflort time, in a weck or a month at the longest, you
will be as well as ever—for, oh! Lady, what mortal
creature can do without sleep, and not faint hoth in
body and in soul?”

- Some slight opposition was made to the arrangemen’
by an old lady, a relation of Emma’s, who had been
a sort of guardian to her since her father’s death—not
the most judiciously chosen in the worldw-bat 1: was at
pnce overruled ; and a bed being made for ]"aucy, by
that of her gracious mistress, it was fixed, by a message
to Bracken-Braes, that she should remain a month at

* the Hirst, the friend of Emma Cranstoun—so s2id the

Lady herself—but Lucy called herself by another name
——not even, companion, but servant; and in that name
she rejoiced with a humble pride.
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CHAPTER.XXIX.

TaE duties which Lucy now daily and hourly dis-
chatged were to her so truly delightful, and so entire-
ly occupied her whole capacity of affection, that it thay
almost be said her heart was away from Bracken-
Braes, and bound to the Hirst by a spirit of homefelt
happiness. Her love to her parents was so vital, t.hat,
like the beatings of that heart, it went on unconscious-
ly ; norwasthe innocent creature afraid or ashamedeven
occasionally to forget them, knowing well that they were
dearer to her than all the rest of the world- From in-
fancy she had loved, honoured, and obeyed them ; and
since their return from Westmoreland, she felt that
their affecqp for her had if possible increased. More
than once they had alluded to hey flight to Ellesmere,
and in such a way as told Lucy how proud they were
of their dutiful daughter. Aunt, Isobel®*had long
ceased, to scold her on account of that wild adventure,”
and had even told her, when they two werg, alone, that
she had blessed har on her knees the vegy hour her
flight was known from the little paper in the Bible.
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Yes, my bonnie bairn, I thocht o’ the fifth com-
mandment, ¢ Honour thy father and thy mother, that
thy days may be long upon the land which the Lord
thy God giveth thee”” With, Emma Cranstoun,
therefore, she could, reside without being guilty of any
neglect of home—and there was noshing to restrain-the
flow of all her tenderest and warmest feelings towards
her benefactress. ' ¢
In that feeble and languid frame, both of body and
mind, into which the Lady of the Hirst had gradually
sunk, the perpetual presence of a creature, so blithe
and joyful, yet at the same time so quiet and humble
as Lucy, worked like a very charm, and brought back
to her beautiful countenance some of those smiles that
had been familiar there for several years of renovated
health. The spirit of the invalid, when relapsing into
melancholy or frightful trains of thought, was arrested
by the motions, the words, or the eyes of her devoted
attendant, and brought back to the contemplation rf
this cheérful world- Lucy narrated to her all that she
knew of the histories of the families in the parish—and
her knowledge was confined to their weod gualities,
their enjoyments, on their misfortunes. Her little pic-
tures of life were drawn from what she had seen by
humble hearths ; hut they were drawn with animation
>and delight, since the Lady was desirous to knqw from
her what thoughts and feelings were familiar at the
firesides of the poor. The interest which she took in
all such representations made Lucy believe more aid
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" more that her own lowly condition was the very happiest

that Providence could have bestowed on her ; while on
the other hand Emma Cranstoun drew from all the
tales and stories of #he simple girl, a stronger and
stronger trust in the power of resignation and faith to

‘support the soul in all extremitjes. ¢ Let me believe,

as all these poor cottageps believe—and my Maker may
forgtve all my sins, and reconc_ile me, if it be his will,
to an early death.”

Lucy had never been at any reading-school, but had
been faught toread by her father, and mother, and Aux.xt
Isobel. Ever since the time of her father’s blindness,
she had refid to him twyp or three hours daily on an aver-
age, and during the dead of winter much more thanthag,
and as her understanding and feelings expanded, na-
ture had taught Lucy her own elocution. She always
remembered for whose sake she was performing thut
pleasant task, and filial love and reverence had inspir-
ed intonations most touching and expressive. The
books, ton, that Lucy had read were such as ga’ve her,
day after day, insights into that naturc to which she
belonged”; arfft#he had learned to think on it with awe,
although yet in her innocence almos#ignorant of its evil.
Little, therefore, as Lucy Forester had seen or suffer-
ed, in that little quiet world, where joy was s.teady as
the daydght, and grief like the mere flitting clouds,
she had thoughts and feelings within her heart that
rosc up to meet whatever was congenial to them, whe-
ther offered in conversation of the old, or in the religi-
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ous books that formed the chief part of her father’s
library. Emma Cranstoun could not but, listen with
delighted surprise to many of the young creature’s sen-
timents, and never did she weary of hearing her silver
voice reading por‘ions of her favourite authors, withan
accent unrefined no doubt, and ¥ith a pronunciation
that might have offended very fustidious ears, but with
a pathos, or an intelligence alternating beautifully*with
the various meanings of every passage. While Lucy
thus cheered the soul of her benefactress, and by sweet,
solemn, or sacred compositions, brought the dim hush
of evening imperceptibly on the daylight that was often
nearly gone before the sun had been observed by them
to be sinking westwards, she at the same time was en-
lightening her own mind by these labours of love, and
g;'adually coming to. know more and more of herself,
her fellow-creatures, and her Creator.

Where now were all Emma Cranstoun’s elegant and
graceful accomplishments, the fruit of a consumm ite
education successfully pursued ? Vain indeed did she
now hold them all—more vain perhaps than they real-
ly were,—for they were intended to %d0rn the rejoic-
ing days of health, not to support the despondency of
sickness. Her lute—her guitar—and her harp were
now all silent—and the pencil refused to obey her
feeble fingers. Yet Lucy, who had in otrer days
often listened in rapture to the witchery of those string-
ed instrements, echoing through the saloons of that
old hall, or in some secret. covert in the huge-armed
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" woods, and had gazed on the Lady who touched them as
on’a creature almost too beautiful for this world, could
10t join in the dispraise or censure of endowments that,
when the soul was no# sick, could dispense such pure
dehght ““In a few wecks, my beloved Lady, your
hands will again be &qual to yoyr music and your draw-
ing—and harm surely there can be none in such gifts
as these! Never hearkened I to your singing to the
fouch of the harp without thinking of hallelujahs in
Heaven, and sure emough that is the figure of an Angel
you gave me last summer, drawn by your own hang,
with a face hidden in adoration of the Great God, by
the foldings o’ the immprtal creature’s wings.”

Emma Cranstoun possessed much genius, and it was
apparent in every trifling work of her hands. She
touched nothing, whether it was«an article of dress or
furniture, or the disposition of a flower-stand, or the
arrangement of a rose-bed, or border of carnations or
lilies, without producirg an effect unattainable by com-
mon hands. Lucy was not long in catching son;ething
of this spirit of beautiful invention. Above ull things,
she had &ver'Yobed, studied, and understood flowering
plants and shrubs, such as in our coM northern climate
flourish only under shelter. This lore her fa.ther had
taught her; for Michael Forester, a Iotanist and a flo-
rist, hadscome at last to know every plant by the touch
of its leaves or its flowers; and many rare specimens
had been collected at Bracken-Braes, some of the finest
of which were now sent sver to the Hirst, for the
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Lady’s own domestic Green-house between her parlour
and her bed-room. Such were the occupations in
which Lucy’s hours glided away ; and when occasion-
ally visitors came to the Hirst, and the Lady was well
enough to receive them, Lucy, who knew her own
place and office, soon fetired. motlestly from the’room,
but seldom or never without causing many a question
to be asked concerning one so heautiful in her Ifumi-
lity. s ‘
The Lady of the Ilirst had now recovered so much
sgrength, that, of her own ancord, she allowed L'u;:y to
return home. ‘I shall be dull without you, Lucy,
and my parlour will soon miss your hands. What
will become of our Green-house when you are gone ?
But you must try to visit me once a-week, if possible,
for to you it is but a trip across the braes. I would fain
walk with you to the Beeches, but I must not leave
the temperature of my sick-room. Perhaps I may be
feebler—worse—nearer death, when you come te sce
me again ; but, sweet Lucy, the same love will be in
my heart—" and, as she kissed Lucy’s cheek, although
her own was dry, the kiss touched‘s”gush of tears
that were not to be withheld or hidden. ¢ Oh! that
you woyld let me be your servant all the winter ; for,
if you would, it is certain, with the blessing of God,
that you would be quite well in the spring4” This
proposal- was a pleasant one, indeed, to Emma Cran-
stoun ; aud it was arrangei, that, if Lucy could leave
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Bracken-Braes during the winter, without any distress
to'her parents, she was to be an’ inmate at the Hirst.

* As the old towers of the Hirst disappeared in the
woods, and then the, woods themselves in the airy
distance, Lucy ceased to reflect, fyr the present, on
the vlife she had ®been leading there, and began
to think of Mary Morrison and Ewebank. From
those pictured walls and hanging curtains, couches and
VYases, and all the splendid eleg‘anbies which to her cyes
still wore a charm,shed over them by her own young
ima.glnation, she turned, without the slightest abai;e-
ment of love and delight, into that low and somewhat
gloomy hut. There Mary was sitting at her wheel,
and her father in bhis chair by the hearth. Lucy’s
heart always sunk in his presence, for his aspect wore
a settled sternness, and his voige wanted that cordial
tone, without which, even the kindest words are felt
to want their most essential charm. Mary’s face was .
even paler and more mournful than ever, and as soon
as her eye met Lucy’s, it was overspread with’a disor-
dered flush far from betokening happiness. * So—you
have been staging for a month bygene at the Hirst,
Miss Lucy,” said Abraham, rather ungraciously, and
without rising from his chair—¢ I wish you may not
forget your auld friends among sic fipe folk. * For my
ain past, I think Mary there better at hame.” Lucy
felt that she did not deserve such a reproof, ,and repli-
ed somewhat eagerly, that she would always be happy
to visit at any friend’s house where she got a warm
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welcome. Perhaps she might have said something
stronger ; but on looking towards Mary, who was stoop-
ing down her head, as if busy with disentangling her
threads, she observed the tears.fast falling, and in a
moment changed ker voice and her face into her usual
sweetness. <« N o—no, Mr Movrison, I love your
daughter Mary better, if indeed that be possible, even
than the Lady of the Hirst. We two are cqual in ¢on-
dition, although I am somewhat younger in years, and
if you, Sir, would be glad to see me here, I will come
over to Ewebank every week.” The perfect simplicity
and sincerity of these words touched Abraham’s self-
tormenting and discontented spirit ; and he-told Lucy
to, sit down, for that she was, he verily believed, the
best girl in the parishes either of Ferns or of Ilolylee.
Already by this time, were Mary's tears wiped away,
and there was something almost like cheerfulness in
the house.

Mary Morrison said that she would accompany Lu zy
part of the way to Bracken-Braes, and they walked on
in silence. But just as Mary turned about to com-
municate some sorrow, Edward Ellis v.2% seen bound-
ing down the hill ; :so she hastily wrung Lucy’s hand,
and with a face of deep melancholy returncd to Ewe-
bank.

It was not possible for Lucy’s heart not to throw off
much of its sadness, whether for her own sake or that of
others, o= this sudden appearance of Edward Ellis.

Circumstances had prevented her from seeing much of
11 i
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him since her return from Ellesmere, and she had
never been alone in his company since that miduight
+journey among the mountains. The many affecting
thoughts that had almost ever since possessed her
" heart had by no means excluded his image ; but they
had certainly hindered it from occupying her waking
and her sleeping dreams so filly as it had once done,
and had subdued her affection down to what might
» now with some truth perhap? bave been called the af-
fection of a sister. Screne in her sense of duty towards
here parents and her friends, Lucy met his approach
with a countenance sparkling with unconcealed happi-
ness, and she expressed in words that came from the very
heart her delight at this unexpected meeting. I
never liked, Mr Ellis, to say all I thought before
people, even before my father and my mother them-
selves ; but now that we are alone, I pray to Heaven

.
to bless you and vours, in your own country or in.

foreign parts, all your life. Your goodness to me has
been beyond all gratitude, and sometimes, Siry remem-
ber on the Sabbaths, that there is ane praying for you
in the Kirl.oxHolylee.”

Edward Ellis was little more experienced in this
life than Lucy Forester herself ; and as he ventured to
kiss those soft blue eyes that as they smiled upon him

swam with misty tears, he felt that she was dearer-

to him than he knew in her simplicity, and not to

be parted from for ever without an indgfinite de-

spondency and distress. Jt seemed to him as if Lucy
Q

-
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had grown nearer to woman’s height and form since
the night he had met her at the Linn,—that her coun-
tenance had lost something of its more childish pretty--
ness, but had gained unspeakably, in the expression of
intelligence and feeling—and that even her voice was
tuned to a deeper softness that thrilled to his very
heart. Neither had that montl’s residence at the Hirst
been thrown away upon one so.quick to perceive and
learn ; an unconscious alr of grace, beyoud what is -
native to the cottage, was visible over her demeanour ;
and in her dress still suitable to the Shepherdess of
Brhcken-Braes, the name by which he had loved to call
her, there was a rustic elegance no doubt figely imi-
tated, or rather inspired, from tha;: of Emma Cranstoun.
Like a bird, too, escaped from a happy confinement which
it had no wish to leave, but still rejoicing in its new-
found liberty, Lucy once more felt elated in the open air
of the Braes, and now bounded along the heather, not
so lightly indeed as not to bend down the purple fruit-
stalks, for that is done by the leveret and the lapwing,
but so lightly and so quickly too, that it wus not with-
out some effort that Edward Ellis, whe, was esteemed
active even among the hill-side shepherds, kept pace
with her gladsome career.

But they stood ogether by a little spring, known only
to hunters and shepherds, overshadowed by arock, whose
base was c’overcd with briar, broom, and bracken, and
from whosg cleft-sumumit grew onesolitary drooping birch-
tree. ¢ Lucy--1 am about tp leave Holylee—I know
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not if for ever. No—no—not for ever—yet it may be
years before I return to visit Mr Kennedy and your
Father. A change has been suddenly made in the plan
of my education—apd to-morrow I go away. Will you

" accept a few keepsakes ? Never again shall T meet

with so sweet a muiden as Lucy Forester, nor one whom
I love so well.” Lucy had.scarcely power to reply ;
but, with a faltering: voice and trembling hand she
accepted them, and after a’few inarticulate words of
affection, put them without looking what they were,
intb her bosom.

Edward Ellis knew not what was the nature of his
feelings, nor what ought now to be his conduct. His boy-
ish passion—at lcast delightful affection for Lucy Fo-
rester had for nearly a year past been growing with his
growth, and now that he had even expressed it, he felt
ay if Lucy were betrothed to him by her kind accept-
ance of his love-gifts.  But what could that word *¢ be-
trothed” mean between him a mere boy, and the daugh-
ter still younger of a man in Michael Forestex’s humble
situation of life? Again he fixed his gazing eyes upon
her, and e beauty was more and more irresistible.
“When I return—Lucy—after a few years—1 shall find
you married to Isaac Mayne, the famous scholar.”—
“ Never—never,”—and Lucy, unrestraincg by shame
or pride, now wept bitterly ; for thoughts over whick
she had¥o power came in a tumult into her heart, and
almost stopped its beatings, quick and strong as they had
for some moments been in that sudden colloquy. There
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had been a dream enveloping her, which yet she had not
known to be a dream, till'now she saw it dissolving with
all its enchantments. Now had she the first tigonizing
insight into her own heart, and into many feelings that
lay couched there, strong as life itself, feelings that had
been rising there in rapid growtls every hour since
that travel, side by side with Edward Ellis beneath
the moon and stars. ~ A sudden gladness was breath-
ed over her soul—an imiimation given that grief is
a guest in every human breast—a voice whispering
that she must forbid that glec in which she had reveHed
from the first morning-light—that she must tame the
fairy flight of those footsteps over the daisied green—
that the laughter indulged to childhood must be now
restrained—and that tears, or a calmness more sorrowful
than tears, must often now subdue the smiles that had
hidden her eyes as it were in their own kindling light.
Something was to be removed soon, sudden, and for
ever, that unknown to herself had been the chief bliss
of life. Her brother, Edward, was no morc to visit
Bracken-Braes! yet even in that fit of grief, her heart
acknowledged him to be her brother, for »sbut affection
could be more sisterly, pure, and irreproachable ? What
although a few sobs were heard ! Yet was that affection
not to ceaSe—iot to be utterly extirpated—but by
ubsence and separation kept down within the heart,
till reason apd religion should overmaster it, bifore af-
fection becae love, and love trouble,and thenthe whole

of life by night and by day, in the lonesome glen, or the
11
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crowded House of God, infested by one dream never
to be broken, stronger even th:;n piety or superstition,
.and.golouring all the humblest incidents of life with
.one hue, till the soul, formerly free in its wandering
innocence, should BE\ enslaved at ladt beneath the bond-
age of one unrelem;ing ‘passion.
A shepherd came up unperceived to the Hawk-
, stane Spring, and relieved Ly this interruption, Ed-
ward and Lucy accompanied him down to the Heriot-
Water. The presence of an indifferent person soon calms
even the strongest emotion, and before they reached
Bracken-Braes, the brother and sister, or if it must be
so0, the joui:hful lovers were, if not cheerful, almost
again happy. ) °
Mr Kennedy had been there only an hour beforeand
had acquainted them with Mr Eflis’sintended departure
next morning. Every one was, if possible, kinder and
more tenderly respectful to the noble youth than they
had ever intentionally been before, and when, at last,
he reluctantly rose to go not *without a choked voice
and tears in his eyes, Michael Forester stood up and
blessed him' with a fervent voice. As for the rest,
they were unable to speak, and when they found that
Edward Ellis was indeed gone, they wondgred how
they could have suffered him to depart without ex-,
' pressidna\‘gf greater affection.
Agnes said to Lucy that she seemed fatigued with
her walk, and desiréd her to retire torest. She was fain
to escape to her little lofiely room, and weep there un-
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observed. The Lady of the Hirst, as some thought,
in a dying state—DMary Morrison unhappy—and Ed-
ward Ellis gone away for ever! But her proycis
calmed ler heart, and in little mor'e than an hour, when
Aunt Isobel slipped into her room to give her the usual
farewell kiss for the night, Lucy Forester was asleep,
and her face as tranquil as tuat of a child in its

cradle. .
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CHAPTER XXX.

e

L]

. :I‘ g morning on which Lucy was to leave home, for
a whole winter, rose bright and beautiful, and alhthe
family assembled cheerfully under the Plane-Tree to
bid her a happy farewell. Iler parents were the
proudest people in the whole world, but theirs was a
pride indulged in profoundest gratitude to the Giver
of all Mercies. Their child was beloved over all the
parish, and in every house she had frier«s, but she was
now going to become the chosen compunion of her
whose very smiles were a blessing, and they felt
that, in case of their own death. Lucy would have
an asylum at the Hirst, where the orphan could well
repay her "benefactress for the protection of her inno-
cence. Therefore, so far from its'looking like a parting
scene, every face kindled with pleasure as ::t a returnu.
Michael stood with his ealm counténance in the morn-
e "l-"‘tg turned affectionately towards his child, as
happy s any man in existence. Agnese had herself
assisted Lucy in dressing, and regardod Lefvith o me-

ther's admiring eyes, ad ber heauty shone with a more
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joyful lustre, in the conyiousness of her neatly ordered’
array, and the anticipation of Emma Cranstoun’s em-
brace. Aunt Isobel said, that she now loved Mamthra™
so well, that she would never miss qu-:;,'imt reminded
her, at the same time, with a hand fondly laid on her
bosom, that once a-week had she pr;)mised to see them
all at Bracken-Braes, and never. to miss a single Sab-
bath at the kirk of Holylee. Martha was sincerely
happy at her kind cousin’s good fortune, and expressed
her happiness in her usual homely langnage. So away
daned Lucy across the hills—her last kiss, and Ler last
whisper, perhaps a tear, having been given as his due
to her blind father.

“ Where now is Edward Ellis ?” thought Lucy with
a sigh, as she glided up and down the solitary places,
the rocks and braes, the' mosses and the coppice-woods,
through which he had accompanied her but a few weeks
ago. With something like pain and reluctance she turned
aside to the little shaded spring, on whose mossy brink
they had sat and conversed so affectionately, like bro-
ther and sister. That pleasant drcam was vanished—
the same blue unclouded sky was reficcted in the water,
but a dead silence liy around—and that delightful
~yoice and those beaming eyes were gone, and for ever.
Lut,y took from het bosom some of the small memorials
‘of his affection, which, for reasons she scarcely knew,
shehadalways concealed from every eye, andunc;nscious-
ly put thenr to her lips. “ God bless him all his days,”
was the prayer she breathed as®she returned the trifles
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to the fair warmth of her breast, which in a few mi-
,nutes beat with all its wonted tranqullhty
- It was a clear October day, the sky perféetly settled,
_the %ir pure }&pur{ might be, and a slight frost, beau-
tifl:l as dew, lyin.g yet unmeltedeover the discoloured
heather. Lucy looked back to the happy parting below
the Plane-Tree, and $orwards to the Hirst, and all sad
thoughts either faded away, or were tinged with the joy-
fulness of 2 hopeful spirit. “\ hymt singingthere, sweet
rgbin-redbreast, on a briary stone-pillar in the moors?
The summer days are all over und gone, and in anather
month may be coming the snow. Away, sweet robin-
redbreaét—-away to eBracken-Braes, and trill that bit
short merry sung o’ thine frac the roof o’ the barn, till
not a leaf is left on our Plane-Tree, and then kecp.hop-
ping about the door, and in a1fd out of the window, as
you have done for seven winters.”

Lucy wus now nearly half way to the Hirst, for she
was standing on 2 small eminence, called the Gowan-
Green, where Mary Morrison and she had often sat
together for hours in their plaids, both in glovm and in
sunshine. Ilere they had often waited for eacia other,
on those days when it was known that Lucy was going
to the IIirst, and when not lucky enough to meet, each
betokened her disappointment by*a bunch of heather
or wWild-flowers laid on the middle of that platform
It was ‘not easy to imagine a place more solitary. No
streamlets here murmured along the buseof the hills
that came close togdther without any intervening
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vallies, however narrow. But just below the emi-

nence lay = little lake, or tarn, not much larger than,
a pond, s(-ff-fcd, and black with its moorland water.

The long heather quite surroundpd it, except ori the,
side of the Gowan-Green which sloped away down to
the margin, with its short smooth pasture. A number
of large loose stones, for they would hardly be called
rocks, lay here and there upon the water edge, aud

a few birch trees were sprinkled among the stunted
hazles. There were no features belonging to the scene
tha could he called beautiful ; yet, on a fine day, the
lonesome place was pleasant in its silence, and in spring
or early summer, there was constantly here the sweet
fragrance of whins, broom, and briar, with which was

intermingled that of many unnoticed wild-flowers, as
well as that of the lady=fern, and of the birches some of
which eaten down by the sheep were not much taller
than that graceful plant. Lucy and Mary had once
passed a whole summer Sabbath here, witheut any in-
terruption, fromm morning to night. It so happened
that there had been no Divine Service either at Holylee

or the Ferns, and here the two happy 'creaturcs had

agreed to pass the whole day, reading their Bibles,

singing hymns in the wilderness, and talking overall the
concerns of their young and innocent life.

Ewebank, the house of Mary Morrison, Waﬁ]l().t very
far off ; and Luey knowing how early in the merning it
yet was, rcéddlved to surprise her by a visit hefore per-
Japs her hearth was kindled. 'Looking down upon the
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tare, behold upon the stony edge of the water she saw a
female figure with her face covéred with herhands, and a
‘nan standing beside her upparently in gredt agitation.
The éigure lifted up #s face for a moment, and she knew
that it was Mary Morrison. The mgn paced to and fro, a
short distance, and Sverand anon stood close beside Mary,
with violent gesticulutigns, and attitudes bespeaking rage
and hotred. Atlength he seized Mary by the hair, who
' fell down on her kuces, and cladped Ler hands together
in.s.upplication. T his right hand there seemed to be
a large stone picked up from the edge of the tarn ; and
all at once Lucy knew that he was about te be 4 mur-
dercr. The dead silence of the lonesome place—and
the furious looks of the ruffian quailed Lucy’s heart
within her, and her first impulse was to fly buck to-
wards Bracken-Braes, or sink down where she stood in
conccalment among the heather. But her love for meck
Mary Morrison— the first and best friend of her youth
prevailed, and uttering a wild cry, she Hew down the
hill-side towards the tarn, and in « few” moments
was at her side. Mary fixed her eyes upon Tier
friend with % wild look, and then upoen hin: whose
hard had suddenly 1ot go its grasp of the wretched
creature’s huir, and said quakingly,—¢ Ol! Mark
Thornhill-—Mark Thornhill—have pity a l)()l.l Us—-mux-
der % not—for we arc baith young—and as for me,

sair ncc& hae T o’ repentance.”  The stonafell from his
right hand—the paleness of fear scemed @ pass over

the deadly scowl of rath, and his knecs knocked
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against each other in the sudden remorse of an unact-
ed crime. But still an evil demon kept whispering in
his ear, thit Mary and Lucy were yet in the power of
the criminal. Mary Morrison, who had felt that her
last hour was come, had not strength to rise up from
her knees, but sunk down altogether, and lay insensi-
ble among the hard flints of the beach. For a short
time not a word was uttered, but all was silent in the
fear of death that suill overshadowed that solitary
place.

{mcy knew nothing of the dreadful mystery in which
she had all at once been involved. But her courage
did not desert her, and she beseeched Mark Thornhill,
for she caught his name in Mary’s indistinet sup-
pli;ations, to look upon them hoth without anger,
and that God would forgive and reward him for his
pity. That hand which had been clenched to do a
deed of death could not now have hurt a hair of Mary
Morrison’s head. It was quelled by the sudden bea,:-
ty of that fearless innocence coming upon him, as if
from heaven to save him froin perdition. He had re-
ceived a reprieve from crime. Mary ventured to lift
up her face from the sand, and®aw that he was not re-
lentless.  “¢ Swear—swear that you are not mj v ife—
and that you will never claim me as your husband.”—

" «I swear it,” said Mary, and again bowed downhe. head.
Her betrayer moved slowly and sullenly av/ay—and
disappeni.-g over the Gowan-Green, left Mary and
Lucy alone on the brink of th2 Ouzel-Loch:
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*  Guilt and its miseries had hitherto been to Lucy
Forester like the words of a strahge tongue. And now
wthing distinct —nothing that could be bdme to be
thought of had enteregd her mind. But there lay meek
Mary Morrison ashamed to look her in the face—and

' uttersng no words bt these, < This will break my fa-~
ther’s Licart—this will break x;ly father’s heart. Oh!
Lucy—gang away to the Hirst—and leave me here to
flic—for when you ken what 1°am now, your eyes will
smile on me never-mair—and yet I surely think they
will'weep for me when I am dead and buried in sin agd
shame, and sorrow !”  Lucy was weeping for her al-
ready—nor had these dismal words any power to deaden
her affection. She assisted Mary to rise from that
cruel bed, and in a little while, was sitting with an
arm round her neck, where they,had so often sat and
sang in their joy, on a knoll in the centre uf the Guw-
an-Green.

There was for a long time sobbing and sighing, and
then dcad silence. Lucy was the first to® speak.
« Mary—DMary—will you hear me? Well then here
before our Father which is in Heaven, and Him: who
died for us, do 1 upon M knees say unto you, that I
will never forsake you—that I will not enly pity you,
and pray for you night and day, but, 1 will Yove you
better, far better than ever—let others do as they may
—1I at least will be the same to you as ever—-yes, Ma-
ry, I will love you beyond all living creatures®but my
father and mother. If I do not, may the gates of yon-
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der blue skies never be opened to me by the hands of
God’s holy angels ” )

Mury Morrison was yet too young to be sick of life.
Solitary, and but for ng‘cy, friengdless as that life had
been, still it had too much sunshine to be exchanged
without dismay for the darkness of the grave. Even
shame, she began to think, might be borne, if Lucy
would but continue to look on her with unaverted
and unchanged eyes in her disgrace. * Perhaps even
my father may be brought to forgive me !” But that
wps a transient thought—for although she loved
her father, she feared that forgiveness was not in his
nature for such a crime. Suddenly her hecart burn-
ed within her, and knceling down beside Lucy, who
was still on her knees, she exclaimed, ¢ God will
bless you, Lucy, for this—but hear me now, and
believe me when I suy that I am not so guilty as peo-
ple will think. 1 will keep my oath—Lucy—for you
heard me swear—but to you who saw so much I
may speak without being foresworn-—guilty as I am,
yet in the sight of Ilcaven am I Lis wife, and Mark
Thornhill is my husband ! Yes! Lucy—we were mar-
ried before two witnesses—and Mark gave me a pa-
per, saying I was bis wife—but, waes me! he docs
not care for me wow, he has sent the witnesses out of
the way, and as for the writing, he tore it ovt of my
bosom this dreadful morning, and it is destroyed for
ever. Desebody will ever believe now that we were
married—and, oh ! how cand face my father?”
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In a few hours—for hours indeed past by and the
suh was high in heaven— Mary Morrison hag told La-
¢y her history over and over again many njny times.
and she begau to feal even some relief from her con-
science in her friend’s unabated uffpetion.  She cven
ventured to think it*possible that Lucy’s father and mo-
ther would not altogether forsuke her in her shame, for
shame there was indeed to be, worse than all other evils
txcept—death.  But then she tlvught of her own fa-
ther, and her heart died within her, for she knew too
well,*that, as soon as she confessed to him, never aggin
would she be allowed to darken the door of Ewebank.

At lastthey parted—Mary to her father’s, and Lucy
for one night, and one night only, to the Ilirst—for she
was determined to tell every thing she durst to her fa-
ther, und beseech him to go oger in the morning.to
Ewebunk.
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CHAPTER XXXI.

Lucy left the Hirst before marning had entirely
dimmed the stars, and had to tap for admission info the
house at the window of her facher’s room, for sleep }et
held all the family at Bracken-Braes. The story she
had to tell about Mary Morrison greatly disturbed her

* parents and Aunt Isobel, and, for a while, Lucy feared
that her unhappy friend was to be deserted in her
misery. Michael, Agnes, and Isobel were all too sen-
sible of their own failings and frailties, and_ too reli-
giously impressed with an habitual sense of the utte
weakness of human nature, to judge and condemn stern-
ly the errors or sins of their fellow Christiaris. But
this was a case that it was necessary~to understand
perfectly before they could decide what was their du-
ty. They were bound by love, nature, and religion,
to prote::t their daughter from all stain of pollution,
and to sever her inexorably from her tenderest«friend-
ships, rather than suffer her to incur any danger, how-
ever sliffist, of being contaminated by evil example.
They all loved Mary Morrison, and could not easily
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believe in her guilt—but they knew how many shades
of 'sin darken the actions of us mortal creatures, and
*perhaps that poor girl, although more the oBject of pity
than, blame, had nevertheless grievously erred. From
Lucy’s story, they saw enough to dgtermine them all to
give Mary their 'compassion‘ their condolence, and
their support in,the agony of her affliction, in so far as
that could be done, without vml.xtmg the awful sancti-
® ty of the moral law, and thcreby tainting perhaps the
very atmosphere in which their own Lucy breathed.
They all remembered Mary’s meekness and modesty—
her unrepining gentleness under the severities of a cruel
parent—her gratefu] disposition, indeed almost too
grateful, to them at Bracken-Braes, for even the com-
monest courtesies and kindnesses—and that deep sepse
of religion, which more constartly than with any one
they knew, influenced her whole conduct and demean-
our, and made her, without excepting even their own
Lucy, the most perfect model of a Christian daugh-
ter. -~ . )
Lucy “was altogether overcome by the thoughs that
her father and® mother might be about to leave Mary
Morrison to her fate. True to her promise to that
unfortunate creature, she had wmot disclose(l all she
knew, and thus her pleadings for lter beloved friend
had been in their most passionate earnestness, perplex-
ing and inpperfect. At last she binted thatsthere was
a secret that must not be revealed, and by déErees her
father came to understand something of its nature, and
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of the obligation Lucy had come under to observe si-
lence. The clear and high understanding of Michael
Forester sz not to be deceived by the sophistry which -
fear and shame had whispered tn the hearts of his
daughter and her friend. The truth must be told, the
whole truth, and nothing but the tfuth, else God,-the
Searcher and Judge of all hearts, would not be well
pleased. Promises and oaths, by whomsoever extorted,
under such circumstances, must be given to the winds,
and a full confession made before God and man of the
sin, and of the aggravating or palliating circumstaiices
with which it might have been attended.  There was
no speck, no dimness on the eyc of Michael Forester’s
mind, and he saw that here there was selfish, and licen-
tious, and cruel guilt trampling upon abused and terri-
fied innocence. “This,” said the Blind Man, ¢ with the
blessing of God, must not be, and I feel myself called
upon to be the minister of His Eternal Justice.”
What tears poured down the pale face of Agnes
and what fear quaked within her heart, when Lucy
narrated all that had happened at the Ouzel-Loch !
« Manifestly the arm of mercy was ¢ver our child,
Michael, else had that bonnie head of hers been laid
cruelly in the dust.” Lucy was too anxious about
Mary-Morrison te hear even the just commendation of
herself, although coming from the lips of those wham
it was the sole object of her life to make happy, and
she only"¢.claimed, « You will not forsake Mary now,
father, should she be driven from Ewebank ? Oh! will
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you—say that you will receive her into our ain house
for, unless we do so, her heart will break, and before

*the end of the week Mary Morrison will be in her
graye.”— Yes—ney Lucy—if she needs it, the door
of Bracken-Braes shall be open jo her, nor do I fear
although her head should even lie on the same pillow
with that of my own ghild.”

Michael and Lucy were not long. in setting out for
Ewebank. Few words were f#poken as they crossed
the solitary hills and vallies, for Michael was settling
in Ris own mind all that ought to be said to the fasher
of Mary Morrison. On reaching Ewebank, Lucy saw
him walking about gistractedly, with his grey head
uncovered, in a small garden close to the hut. A frown
was scttled on his forechead and all about his eyeg as
firmly as if it had been their constant expression—his
cheeks seemed rigid, and his white lips quivered as in
convulsions. I a low voice Lucy described to her fa-
ther his agitated state. ¢ This is, indeed, a distress-
ing afliction—Abraham—and I feel for you—;'or 1, too,
have but an only child. I have ventured over to pray
with, you—to®comfort you in any way one Christian
may comfort another—and especially, my worthy friend,
to inform you of something thatsgoes far to prove your
daughter’s innocence.”— May the ourse of God cleave
to her-s-the wages of sin are death !” and he again paced
to and frp with clenched hands, and eyes-uplifted to
heaven in savage supplication. * May I isk where
sheis, Abraham ?—but Irbeseech you by Him who died
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for us on the Trec, not to curse the daughter of Alice
Gray!” T!‘mt name rooted the angry sufferer to the
ground ; buf, again, he tore himself away, and cried
aloud,— Yes—I curse her, and may she be cursed,
for she has covered t‘:hese white hairs with shame,” and
he flung down a handful of his long silvery locks,.and
trampled upon them with his feet. Lucy was terrified
at the sight, and retiring to a little distance, sat down
upon a bank. ¢ Wheze is your daughter—Abraham ?
— for I feel as if God sent me here to reconcile you unto
her,”—*¢ Call her not my daughter, for daughter she is
none of mine—neither know I where the prostitute
has hidden herself from my wrath—in the moor, or
the mosses, or the Ouzel-Loch. Never again may
these eyes behold her in life,” and at these words he
burst out into hideous laughter, all drenched in a
flood of tears, and fell down with great violence to the
earth. :

Michael heard the fall, and Lucy was coming to Fis
assistance, when, issuing silently as a ghost from the
Birch-Wood, the edge of which came almost close upon
the garden, Mary Morrison was alread:- on her knees,
with her father’s head supported on her bosom. ¢ This
is my doing—MTr Forester—all my wicked doing—you
had far better leaye me to my death, after you have re-
covered my father. Oh! that he could be taken,over to
Bracken-Braes, and comforted back again im‘:o his rea-
son. As'lvr me it is but just that I should die. But see
~—see—Lucy, his cyes are onening—and now he shuts
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them upon me, for T am hateful in my sin, and most
loathsome to my father’s soul I must hide myself
agmn in the thicket among the briars—if % touch him
perhaps he will kil’me—Oh ! Mr Forester, invite him
over to Bmcken—?mes, and tell*him that I have fled
out’of the parish to pollute his eyes never mair on this
side o’ the grave.” ®Mary Morrison then started up
and disappeared. i

That paroxysm had in some measure allayed the pas-
sign, in Abraham Morrison’s spirit, by the weakness
which it induced over his entire frame. He almost
seemed as if u palsy had stricken him, but by and by
he revived, and in § sort of stupor walked into the
house, followed by Michael and Lucy. Unconsciou’ of
his actions he sat down as usual in his chair by*the
hearthside, on which no fire was burning, and his hand
falling violently upon that Book which speaks only of
mercy and forgiveness, he again uttered un mdlstmct
curse upon his child. It appeared that he had been
reading the Bible, but some evil spirit had turned over
the leaves, am.l the balm of consolation was to him poi-
son, bitter and mortal. Lucy stood trembling behind
her father, and then said in a whisper, “ T will go to
Mary in the wood.” )

Perhaps Abraham Morrison knew not that any one
was in the room, for now his words seemed to be utter-
ed as if t) himself i in solitude. * If ever I'forgwe her
—may I be unforglven' If she dies in child-birth, and
I shed a tear, may it sink like a spark of hell into my



262 THE FORESTERS.

heart !” Then gazmg on Michael Forester, he start-
ed up and-cried with a loud voice, “ What brought
you hither, *Mr Forester? Go home and watch your own
child—for young as she is, and with a smile upon her
face, how know ycu that she may not be a sinner, and
up to the lips in pollution ?”—¢ Abraham Morrison,”
said the Blind Man, standing like a prophet, with his
outstretched arm, and tall figure straight and still in its
majesty of command—« Abraham Morrison—remem.-
ber that you are a father, and that none other but the
hadd of the Almighty can break that bond that ties‘you
all the days of your life to your child. Be she even guilty
—the voice of the Great God commands you to forgive
her, for in his sight you are far guiltier than she—yes
—Abraham Morrison, your sins have been many, and
they have been done urider the shadow of grey hairs—
hers have becn few, and this—I know it well—this is
the poor creature’s birthday, and she is but seventeen
years ! Buthearken unto me—Abraham—I commar. 1
you to hearken unto me—your daughter’s heart is un-
polluted, and if her father deserts ler, then this very
night shall she sleep in my own Lucy’s arms. Grant,
O God! thy blessing on this atflicted house.” And
Michael I“orester stoéd a litMe while with his head

. gently bowed, and his hands uplifted in the attitude of

prayer. !

It is in the power of a strong and stubborn heart not
only to hatden itself against all natural affection, but
to triumph in what it strives Within itself to consider
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in the light of a sacrifice. So was it now with Abra-
ham Morrison. He knew well—it was not possible to
* keep that knowledge from his conscience—pthat he had
denied his daughter,all the harmless amusements and
pastimes of youth—that he had clo.sed his heart against
her.in all his domRstic hours, finding at last a sullen
satisfaction in {yrannizing over the gentle, and obedi-
ent, and unrepining creature whom he could not but
* love—that he had often left her quite alone in that so-
litary hut for long days together, and uncared for and
ungiarded among the,hills—and now that evil hadgpe-
fallen her innocence, instead of looking into his own
unfathenly conduct, he steeled himself against her in
his very remorse, and took refuge in the cxcommunica-
tion of his own flesh and blood from the privileges of
nature. It was all in vain for Michael Forester to ex-
culpate her, or palliate her transgression.  She herself
had the night before told her own pitiable story, but
under the terror of that oath had said not a word
against her betrayer and her murderer. The’stern old
man adhered cruelly to her own confession, and all
Michacl’s words rebounded back as if from a rock.
He too who thus unmercifully judged his daughter’s
transgression, thought far moreof himself and the shame
that had fallen upon him, than of her guilt it the eyes
of her dMaker, or even of the Eternal’s goodness to his
fallen cregtures. The eyes and the tongues qf men were
to him not éndurable in their scorn and conduinnation ;
and his pride wished tha% rather than this disgrace, his
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daughter had been drowned, or had perished in fire.
He had borne ill his mary worldly misfortunes, and al-
though his igtegrity had been unimpeached, he repined .
in his poverty. His crops had been oftener withered
or blasted, he thought, than those of his neighboui's—-
diseases came among his cattle moze frequently than
among theirs—and nothing prospered about Ewebank
ever since he had been its tenant. There had always
been an evil eye upon. the place, and now the whole
phials of wrath had been poured out, and he was ready
to curse God and die. ¢ Go home—Mr Forester<-go
home with your daughter—and leave me in my misery.
As for her, if she cross my threshold again, may she
drop down dead upon the floor.” )

Liucy came into the room, and taking her father’s
hand to lead him out, they left the hut unnoticed by
the wretched man who sat with his eyes sullenly fixed
upon the dead ashes on the hearth. They entered the
Birch-Wood by a small glade, and there Mary Morrison
was lying upon the ground. ¢ Oh ! father,” said Lucy",
“we must take Mary with us, for she has been all
night long in this very place, afraid even of her life, so
fiercely did her father rage against her—and if left here
she will surcly die.” pMichael took her into his arms
and kisseG her cheek, but he could not see what Lucy
wept to behold, the mark of violence upon her face, no
doubt from her father’s hand, although Marx had said
not a word of that cruelty, and beseeched them both to

10
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forgive him, for that her misconduct had driven him to
distraction.

o They once more passed near the door of the hut,
but nothing stirred within ; and Mary, wh was almost
helpless from her suﬂ'ermgs, permitted herself to be
taken away from Ewebank, and ‘without speaking a
single word all the way, fofind herself at Bracken-
Braes.
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CHAPTER XXXII.

(8

Lucy’s visit to the Hirst was necessarily delayed, at
least for a few days, till the mental agonies of Mary
Morrison might be assuaged by the tenderest sympa-
thies of those who seemed indeed now to be her only
friends on earth. Not a word of forgiveness came from
her own unrelenting father, and she was indeed an or-
phan. Few friends had she ever had to cheer her so-
litary life, and those few deserted her in her disgrace.
Abraham Morrison was but a poor man, and therefore
people, whom his disagreeable character had repelled
from Ewebank, had no selfish inducement now to offer
any comfort in his aflliction. Ile became an object
of blame rather than of pity, although doth feelings
might well have been entertained towards him, and his
daughter’s fall was at every fireside laid to the charge of
his austerfcy or indifference. This Abraham knew, and
'while his heart acknowledged that the charge was true,
yet hesullenlyregarded those by whom it was mnade, and
his conscience hardened itself in pride against those
haunting visitations that come upon the lonely hours of
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every man that forgets or violates any of the great na-
taral duties. He continued ofsdurate in his unrelent-
Ing misery within the gloom of his hut, and, not one of
the fpw neighbours who had gone to sec Lim repeated
the visit, for they saw that their int.erference only serv-
ed te embitter the®poison on which he fed. He took
an old pauper into his house, stricken with many of the
infirmities of age, but who, silent in her deafness and
*indifference to life, could yet Bring water from the well,
dig up vegetables from the garden, preparc his meuls
which now he scarcely asked God to bless, and make
that bed on which he had lain with open cyes ever
since his® daughter had sunk into sin and shame—
for from these words he would not depart; and dwelt
upon them till his whole mind was exclusively filled
with hideous and dreadful imaggs. '
Meanwhile various judgments were passcid on the an-
fortunate girl and her friends at Dracken-Braes. It
woulil sometimes scem as if the human heart, even in
a state of comparative innocence and simplicity, found
a pleasurce in the worst distresses that can befl our
common naturd, and eyes that ought to overflow vith
compassion are often averted from suffering with a
coldness that is indeed absolute cruclty. The young
feared to pity Mary Morrison lest their owi purity
might Be suspeeted, and the old lost in their anxiety
for the virtue of their own children, the coymon fecl-
ings of humanity for her who had deviated from its
paths.  The censure was.generally loud, the pity in a
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whisper ; and when, in a week or two, gentler judg-
ments and feclings aroe, people were beginning to lose
an interes in what did not immediately concern them=
selves, and Mary Morrison’s name, if not forgotten, was
unpronounced as if by general agreement. Neither
was the conduct of Michael Forcster and his wife al-
lowed to pass without n'mny comments—some of them
by no means favourable ; but his commanding charac-
ter silenced open blante, and Michael was not a man to*
heed the opinions of the timid or uninformed, in a case
where his duty shone clearly before him, and where na-
ture and religion alike bade him shelter the orphan head.
He did by nomeans despise the ppinions of his fellow-
creatures, bt his conscience was his monitor, and a mo-
nitor enlightened by the Bible. Therefore no mis-
giv'ings assailed the constancy of his protecting affec-
tion towards poor Mary Morrison—and he determined
to see her vindicated before the eyes of men, as he be-
lieved her to be nearly so in the eyes of God.

The ifitensity of Lucy’s love for Mary Morrison ren-
dered her wholly indifferent to any painful rumours, ac-
cidentally overheard, and she also reposéd a perfect re-
liance on the judgment of her parents and Aunt Iso-
bel, which would alwyys have reconciled her conscience
to any thihg they approved. But when she was given to

" understand that the Lady of the Hirst no longer de-
sired her attendance, then indeed a pang pierced her
heart, and she wept sorely over the loss of such friend-
ship. Emma Cranstoun was- the very soul of candour,
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intelligence, and pity, but to one in her situation, the
knowledge of what is transacting in the houses of the
%poor must often come in baneful whispers, yn(l in cases
of error or misfortuge can scarcely fuil of being per-
plexing and imperfect. Lucy herself she had not seen,
and,with one so very young it would not have been
possible to conyerse on such 3 subject. Emma Cran-
stoun therefore heard the truth with every accompani-
ement of falsehood, even fron? those who did not mean
either to deceive or traduce ; the unhappy girl’s stay at
Brheken-Braes she felt to place an insuperable impegi-
ment in the way of her friendship with Lucy Forest-
er—and while she still continued to think with affec-
tion and gratitude of. all her services, ands with almost
unimpaired admiration of her character, nevertheles.s a
necessity was imposed upon her o release Lucy from her
engagement at the Hirst. Such another attendant on
her sick-bed she well knew was nowhere to be found ;
but she could not in this matter run counter not only
to the determined resolution of Mrs Rumsay, but to
the implied advice and open remopstrances of all her
other friends. o
The loss of the Lady’s love was to Lucy like the
darkening of the daylight. For several years she had
felt her own nature elevated b; constant cmmfunion
with sych a perfect being as, in her enthusiasm, she
not very erronevusly considered Emma Cranstoun;
and to be not only severed from that communion, but
thought no. longer worthy of it, sunk Lucy in her
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own esteem; and deprived of that stay, she seemed
to sink away back inte’an inferior condition, such’ as
had contented her childhood before that beautiful and
beneficent creature had ever been seen at Bracken-
Braes. But for whose sake had she sustained this
great loss? For meek Mary Morrigon, with whom she
had never had one unkind word—with whom she had sat
in the same plaid a hundred times beforc she ever knew
that the Lady of the I}irst was in existence—whom she '
had called her sister, and indeed loved as if they had
lain in one cradle—and towards whom at all times pro-
foundest pity had miugled an inexpressible charm with
the joyfulness of affection. Lucy now turned.back her
heart to the past, and remembered many many words
and looks during several years which she had but little
attended to, but which now affected her with the
knowledge of unhappiness borne uncomplainingly by
the poor girl whose mother was dead, and whose fa.
ther was little disposed to supply her loss. She won
dered how she could ever have been so blind as not to
see Mary’s wretchedness at home, and thought now
how miuch better it wonld have been4to have wept
along with her than to have tulked merrily and laugh-
ed too in the sunshine of bygone summer days. But
now dm&sids will be made for all such oversightf—-
and sooner will the bird forget its nest, than Lucy to
supply hourly comfort to her sister. Mary M orrison
had never spoken much even in her happier days—for
gentle smiles and affectionate eyes filled up the pauses
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« of their artless talk ; but now not a smile was seen—
those eyes,as it was fitting titey should do, rested on
she ground, and shunned the sunshine—-a)d her pale
lips were mute, except when a sigh would have its ut-
terance, and her bosom heaved in agony to think that
one human being cvuld have had til‘e heart to use an-
other as Mark Thornhill had dsed her, without pity or
repentance, and yet kn;wing all the time that there was

*3 God in Heaven! )

But it was not her own loss alone that affected Lucy
whea she thought of the Lady of the Hirst—For what
hands can tend her so carefully as mine would have
done? What eyes will open at midnight so readily as
mine did at the slightest whisper—or wherfever my be-
loved benefactress moved her head dpon the pillow:?
No—not one in all Scotland coyld serve her like me—
or likc me go with her, if she chose, to the nttermast

1

parts of the earth!” Then something like pride—a
stirring of that elevated spirit which virtue breathes in-
to the simplest and humblest heart—and which may
prostrate itself wholly before him ulone from whose
throne it comess—rose to Lucy’s support, and made her
lift up her head undepressed with ell its golden ring-
lets—till again the Lady lying languid, and faint, and
feverish, on her couch, perhaps all glone in %ha% vast
and soljtary hall, appeared before her, and then fain
would Lucy have knelt before that image, and bescech-

ed her once more to. restore to favour the servant once



272 THE FORESTKRS.

beloved, and now more devoted than ever, although the
light of that countenante was alas ! withdrawn.

In a mauth’s time the heart of Mary Morrison in
some degree revived. Nothing bat guilt need be per-
monently miserable, and that faith which she had learnt
from her infancy, qud which, with all his other lament-
able faults, her father had venerated, outwardly at
least, before his daughter, was not found a cold and bac-
ren creed, now that she read her Testament with eyes
that dropt tears on every page. Truly parental tender-
ness now met her on every occasion, however small, on
which it could be shown ; so much affection she thought
surely could not thus be felt by the good for her if she
were quite worthless ; no restraint was laid on her inter-
course with Lucy, and above all things else, that
thought would comfort. her even on the bed of death.
¢ Michael and Agnes Forester let their innocent child
sleep in my bosom—and oh! merciful God, forﬁive him,
and inspire with another heart, who has fixed apon %
a stain of pollution—for I thought that I was his wife,
and my sin was more in ignorance than from a corrupt-
ed heart. So at least I humbly hope to be judged at
the great day!”

The unprincipled man who had thus betrayed the
unsuspécting and unprotected innocence of Mary Mor-
rison had left the country, and no one knew where
he had gope ; but Michael Forester communicated all
her case to Mr Kennedy, and they did not doubt that
it would be in their power some day to establish proofs
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of her marriage. Meanwhile Mary accompanied the
family to church; and although on the first Sabbath
°the trial was terrible, and she would faiA have sunk
and, disappeared dofvn among the bones, and skulls, and
rotten coffins of the grave, whens she felt hundreds of
eyet all dr,eadfully. dazzling ypon her face, and search-
ing pitilessly ihto her soul, yet that coarse curiosity
could not sustain itself agamst one so perfectly hum-
bled in contrition, and sitting between such friends as
Agnes and Lucy. On the fourth Sabbath, the few
looks that sought her out were of the most compassion-
ate character, and suflicient to show that innocence will
ultimately triumph even in this world, da:'k and disas-
trous as may be its days of suffering. Her father be-
longed to another congregation—but he was nevergout
of Mary’s sight during the whdle time of service.
Although Emma Cranstoun did not ask Lucy to
come toher at the Hirst, yet she knew too thoroughly
the characters of all at Bracken-Braes, to treat them
with neglect or displeasure. Many kind inqlliries still
came, and Lucy had even received two or three letters,
expressed almost with her former free affection. Lu-
cy could not but look forward, in her hopeful nature,
to being restored some day to thg place she had left in
her bosom, and beside her bed ; and, « perhaps, even
when the whole truth is brought to light, my conduct
may be approved, and Mary Morrison forgiven.” But
the most alarming riimours respecting the Lady’s health
were now prevalent over the whole parish—Mr Ken-
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nedy evidently spoke as if his fears were greatly in-
creased—and Lucy often awoke in the middle of the
night, shrieking out that the Lady of the Hirst was
dying—or dead. More than onceg too, had she dream-
ed of recovery and reconcilement, and on awaking,
felt heaven with all its ecstasy chabged in a moment
into this mournful earth. :

Unable to endure all this fear, and all this love, Lu-
cy resolved to go to fhe Hirst, and find entrance to
that room which she had so often decked to please
her- mistress’s eyes, and never in vain. She kmew
that her intrusion would cause no disturbance, and
that, if turned away from the gate. her tears would drap
to the ground in silence. No angry frown, she felt as-
sured, would fall upon one who had so often sung in Em-
ma Cranstoun’s hearing Liymns in praise of their God ;
and the gracious Lady who had so often smiled upon her
dutiful Lucy, and held her hand, when togel:her they
knelt down in prayer—the daughter of a long ] ne
of illustrious ancestry, and the child of a peasant
whose forefathers had all been dwellers beneath straw-
roofs—such an one would remember théir pleasant de-
votion, and for the sake of their common hopes of hea-
ven, perhaps not refuse once more to take her back to
her bt;soin. “ Then, too,” thought Lucy, I can judge
for myself, if there be any change on her cheek for better
or worse—but hope I will never resign till I am forced
to look at her grave |”

There was no unfilial disobedience in stealing away
10
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one fine winter morning, with a hesitating hint that
she was going to Ladyside, #ind directing her steps as

*soon as she was out of sight toward theHirst. She
soon found herselfoon one of those beautiful winding
walks through the woods where Jshe had so often ac-
companied the Lidy farthex; and. farther on into the
solitude of the-waterfalls. Winter had stript the most
of the trees, and the withered leaves rustled mournful-
ly beneath her feet. But s:ill'there was sunshine, and
looking towards the hall, every window seemed on fire
with its cheerful illumination. There she distirtetly
saw the plants at the window of the Green-house,
ond they were bright, even at that distance, with a
thousand blossoms. Nothing was there fo hint of de-
cay or death, and Lucy’s heart leapt within her in_the
belief that many happy years might yet be in store for
Emma Cranstoun.

Feurful as if she had been doing a thing that was
wrong, Lucy glided up the steps that connected
the Green-louse with the southern lawn, and opened
the door, which she had often unfolded to the beams
of the mornifg sunshine.  She wasted not a look,
or if she did, it was hurried and indistinct, on the
plants she had tended and trainegd ; but w;th a beatmg
heart, ventured into the room wheraEmma Cranstoun
used te have her couch, and there, indeed, was the La-
dy lying as before, but with half shut eyes that opened
as the shadow fell on them, for Lucy’s feet were without
asound. Lucy stood trembling in the smile of recogni-
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tion,bright, beaming, and benign as it ever had been, and
to the heart now relieved from fear, even more perfect-
ly beautifukin its forgivingness. “ Come hither, my
lovely and loving Lucy, come hither to my heart.” And
although nothing filled her outstretched arms, the soft
white hand fell upon Lucy’s head that leaned uponthe
couch, as the grateful creature knelt down and sobbed
in her happiness too mournful to be endured.

Emma Cranstoun g:'ive" orders that no one, not even
Mrs Ramsay, should disturb her, and listened with the
deépest interest to Lucy’s simple and innocent elo-
quence, when telling all she knew of the wickedness
that had betrayed Mary Morrison. The power of
truth was in every word, and Emma Cranstoun asked
Lucy Forester’s forgiveness. That request was some-
tHng too overpoweringly affecting to a heart that
looked up to her as to a superior being, and Lucy be-
seeched her to recal such words, for that it was impos-
sible for her to do wrong, and that every one at Brac «-
en-Braes had ull along said that, till Mary’s character

“was cleared, no one from the family could ever dare to
show their face at the Hirst. ¢ But lakt night I had
a foretaste of this happiness in a dream, and will
henceforth believe that dreams are sent from heaven.”

Lucy knew that her benefactress must not be al-
lowed to speak much in her exhausted condition, and
feared that she had sorely wearied her by exciting too
many feelings for Mary Morrison. * Say not so, my
Lucy, for you have placed my pillow so, that the most
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delightful rest is over my whole frame, and that voice
of thine is the best of all restoratives.” All apprehen-
*sion of displeasure now wore away, ang Lucy kept
her.seat by the side of the couch, or obeyed the Lady’s
bidding at word or sign, in all thg little arrangements
about the room, with the same noiseless alacrity that
she had learneldl longego, when first her Father had
been stricken blind, and that made her indeed, in
' sober truth, a ministering anga at a sick-bed.

It was, however, impossible for Lucy not to see that
the frame of her mistress was weaker, and more dna-
ciated than before, and that her voice had a fainter—
almost & hollow sound. Alive as she was to hope in
all sorrow, yet she never foolishly shut her eyes to.the
truth, merely because it was distressing ; and the tfuth
now too plainly was, that Emma Cranstoun was not so
well as she had been a few weeks ago. Lucy, there-
fore, did not wait to be asked to remain at the Hirst,
but implored permission. ¢ If Mrs Ramsay dislikes
me, and still objects on Mary’s account to my being
here, Oh ! send for Mr Kennedy, and ask his advice as
to the propriéty of your Lucy being again allowed to be
your servant. Perhaps Mrs Ramsay will not dislike or
condemn it, if Mr Kennedy gays it is not_wrong.
Then my cousin Martha is one of the best-hearted,
most obliging girls that ever was known, and indeed
is far more useful about the house than Iam, do what
I will. They will miss me now less than ever—and,
oh! what a relief to poor Mary Morrison’s heart to
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know that the Lady of the Hirst has taken me into her
service once more, in si)‘ite of all that ever was said
against her in her affliction and her innocence.” '
The snow was falling thickly, artd the afternoon.had
become full of gusts. the tree-tops bending low, and
their red leaves careering in eddies. Lucy wrote a let-
ter with her own hund to her fathér, for she had
always addressed him in her correspondence since she
could write at all, telling in a few words that the Lady
of the Hirst lad forgiven them, even Mary Morrison
herfelf ; and although Mrs Ramsay’s natural tenllper
was not the best in the world, and her judgments not a
little warped, yet her intentions were good, and before
night she had brought herself to regard Lucy with not a
little kindness. A good share of trouble, too, was about
to be taken off her own hands, although, to do the good
Lady justice, she never grundged trouble, fond as she
was of descanting on her meritorious services ; and hav-
ing the sincerest affection for Emma, who, without sa-
crificing any of her own independence, always treated
the old Lady with respect, she was even happy to
think that there was now a young persoﬁ whom Emma
loved constantly with her ; so that she guve orders, with
a pleagaft countenanpe, about Lucy’s bed, that had
been remo'ved, but«vas now soon wheeled with its pret-
ty curtains into its niche in the wall, and to Emma’s
eye gave the whole room an instant look of cheerfulness
that already, in some measure, restored her heart.
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CHAPTER XXXIII.

o

As soon as it was known that the Lady of the Hirst
had Yestored Lucy Forester to her favour, and thereby
declared her approbation of her father’s conduct in the
melancholy affair of yary Morrison, that unfortunate
creature’s situation was regarded in a very different
light by all the firesides in the parish. Innocence will
be vindicated at last, and evegy heart that has been
conscious of cruelty or injustice to a fellow-creature,
is afterwards fain to make amends by additional ten«
derness and commiseration. Mary was not long of dis-
cerning a decided change in the expression 6f almost
all countcnances, and life that had for some time been
a burden, was-not only lightened, but a stealing sense
of happiness came over her worn-out heart, and her eyes
were able once more not only to endure, but to enjoy
the sunshine. * . o

Michael Forester did not proceed rashly in his de-
termination to establish proofs of Mary’s marriage with
Mark Thornhill, but he allowed the truth gradually to
be brought out almost of its own accord. One of the
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witnesses, he found, had gone beyond seas, but the

other, a woman of indifferent character, he had traced

to Edinburgli, and there was a certainty of his bring«

ing the nefarious conspiracy to light, when the hax.ld of
Providence itself was stretched out in the cause of the

innocent. Mark Thornhil! was stopped short in, his

wickedness by a mortal fever, and on his dying bed, re-

morse urged him to a full confession. Mary Morricon

he acknowledged to be Lis lawful wife, and in a few
days afterwards she was a widow.

Released from ignominy and disgrace, Mary ‘now
yielded herself up to the deepest grief, for, in spite of
all his merciless barbarity, she felt that she, hgd stjll
continued to love Mark Thornhill. His death-bed re-
pentance, whatever others might think of its severity,
was accepted of by her as far more than an atonement
for all the sins he had committed against her peace,
and had it pleased God to spare his life, she would
have been willing to have been taken to his bosom, ind
to have shown how perfect could be the forgiveness of
a Christian wife. The time surely once was when he
had loved her, nor could any thing everfface from her
remembrance the impressions of his tenderness to her
in the first season of their love, when, probably, he de-
signed~z» evil, and spoke the truth, when he said that
he loved her for her modesty and her innocence. A
dreadful change had indeed ensued, and she had be-
come the victim of a wickedness that he himself had
not known to be in his Leart, till gradually it had ris-
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en up in greater and greater power, and driven him
at last to the very verge of itrexpiable crime. Mary
Morrison had been taught, and truly taught by the
stern Calvinism of jher own father, that the human
heart is desperately wicked, and now that her husband
was.dead, she judged him in the light of that awful
doctrine, and saw in his miscrable guilt that of fallen
amd corrupted nature. Above all other considerations,
he had now been called to jud@ment, andshe humbly hop-
ed, not without many inevitable, although perhaps un-
availing prayers, that as great sinners as he may have
been ransomed into the mercy of the Eternal.

- But gracious nature would not suffer Mary to remain
long utterly disconsolate. The calm of ¢he grave, so
very profound, soon began to inspire her with a con.ge-
nial tranquillity, and the melapicholy creature, not yet
eighteen years of age, walked about the yuiet retire-
ment of Bracken-Braes, in her widow’s weeds, with .a
composure that promised a life of sufficient happiness
to one so contented and resigned. Her eatly youth
had suffered the sorrows that belong to advanced age,
but, although. the light of joy had been sorely darken-
ed, it was not for ever eclipsed, and might yet shine
upon her steadily, if not brightly, at Ewebank, in her
father’s house, if that door was" again to b€ YPened to
one who ought never to have been driven from its shel-
ter. . .

Abraham Morrison had shown himself to be what
every body now called an unnatural father. But had
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he been really so, and had God frowned at all times
upon his grey head sincé that evening when he cursed
his child away from the hut in which she had been
born? In that dark and disturbed tumult of many
passions, He who framed the heart may have seen what
was hidden from human eyes, fo® He alone judges
aright in his omniscience the secrets that wring the
souls of the children of men. That unforgiving fatier
had not been altogetlrer ‘deserted in his childless hut.
Many a thousand times in the darkness of midnight, or
thes worse darkness of the unvisited day, had efery
shadow of anger left his wrinkled face, and every feel-
ing of anger flown far away from his heart.

- Tossed had his exhausted frame been in such soli-
tary seasons, like a bark upon the sea, when every
Iivi;Jg thing has left the wreck. Often and often had
he risen up, like one wulking in his sleep, and implor«
ed God to send him back his child—kissed the pillow
on which her once innocent cheek had lain, and recal -
ed every durse he had ever imprecated against her, with
ten-fold destruction on his own unhappy hcad. But
then evil whisperings came close by his ¢ar from every
corner of the dark dwelling—fingers pointed at him
scornfully, and the eyes of the whole congregation, as
they sat £t God’s own house turned upon him, the fa-
ther of her who had sold herself to sin and to shame.
In his half-waking dreams there was a hissing as of
serpents ; and a hand-writing on the lowly walls, insti-
gated him in his delirium to keep this outcast sinner
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* under the pursuing vengeance of a father's ban.
Then the long habits of an unindulgent, indeed an
unforgiving spirit, strengthened the power of all these
phangasms ; and thus fighting against all the most sa-
cred emotions and instincts whiclj were often victori-
ous, hnd as often o'vercome, he had sunk into a sort of
insanity, which ‘is the more (.h'eadful, because its vic-
tim believes himself to be obeying, not only the law of

*nature, but the command of ; stiperior and inexorable
power.

Michael Forester knew the character of Mary's fa-
ther well, and had not forgotten the last parting scene
at Ewebank. Therefore, after her complete vindica-
tion by the side of her husband’s death-bed, he still ad<
vised her to remain with them at Bracken-Braes till a
fit time might come for reconciliation. Neighbours
were told to step in upon Abraham now and then at
Ewebank, and by their more free and cheerful manner’
of talking, to show that u change was taking place in
the opinions of all respecting his daughter. Ere long,
something like the full truth was revealed to him by
successive glimpses, and Michael at last ventured to
send a message to him by a person whom he greatly re-
spected, that he would in a few dgys come over to Ewe-
bank, gnd he trusted not to leave it till he had con-
vinced his friend that Mary, who had surcly been a
wife, and was now a widows, ought to be taken back
without any upbraidings into her father’s house.

Michae] Forester chose the Sabbath-dav for this work
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of love and righteousness. Agnes and Isobel accompa-
nied him to Ewebank; and they all three walked si-
lently and solemnly into the room where Abraham was
sitting, with the open Bible before him, and the old
pauper reading her’s likewise in a nook by herself, for a
while unobservant of their entrance. Abraham, although
too weak to walk to the kirk, even although his unhap-
py feelings had suffered him to do so, was decently
clad in his Sabbath nppal?el, and being prepared for a vi-
sit, received them with surprising fortitude. < I again
aslkk a blessing upon this house,” said Michael, and these
few words were heard efficaciously in the silence. The
aged attendant placed her spectacles in her Bible, and
walked out ‘'of the hut. Then Abraham felt his con-
science smite him like a death-knell, for the presence of
those wholiad received kis daughter into their house when
her father would have driven her out even into the win-
ter’s snow, dispelled all those distempered thoughts hy
which he had blinded his moral understanding, and he
knew that he had sinned against nature and against
God. ¢ My bairn will never forgive me—though meek
Mary Morrison was aye the name she Bore—for didna
you see, Mr Forester—no, you saw it not, for the Al-
mighty, who burned out your eyes with his lightning,
saved thém from. that pollution—but your Lucy saw
it, and I wish you all to hear me confess it with my
wicked grey hairs in the dust—your Lucy beheld this
hand, which yct may wither in the unquenched fire,
smite my daughter as she k:lelt before me—aye, smite
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her on the temples, till, without one groan, she stretch-
ed herself out like a corpse uponi this very floor.” At
these words Abraham Morrison laid down kis head in
the vghite ashes on tk.ae hearth, and sprinkled them over
it, saying, « Is this remorse, is this repentance, or must
I feed the worm thét never dies, and for me shall my
Suviour have in vain bgen nailed upon the tree ?”

No one moved—but they suffered the passion of the
®contrite man to take its coursé. Then said Isobel,
¢ Fear not, my friend, but that this Sabbath shall in-
déed be unto thee a day of rest. Even at this very hdur
is the Psalm perhaps rising to the throne of God from
the Kirk of Ferns, in, which, although for some time
absent, you have been for many long year8 a worship-"
per. In that congregation you will yet sit with Mary
at your side, happier than you have been for many hun-
dred Sabbaths—nor, Abraham, is your daughter even
now far distant from you—she and Lucy are on the
hillside looking down upon the dwelling in which she
long thought herself happy, and below whose Toof fain
is she with a loving heart once more to return!”

Agnes had gdhe quietly out of the room when Abralium
had given way to that fit of passion, and she now came
back, but not unaccompanied, for Mary l\mmson in
deep mourning walked in with hcr and Lucy, and then
advancing a few steps, stood before her father. There
was no agitation on her cougtenance, for her soul was
prepayed for this meeting, and it had gone through such
sorrows that it was now found equal to any trial. She
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came not to forgive but to be forgiven, and in a calm
low voice asked if her tather would take back to his bo-
som his repentant child. Iler face was quite pale, but
also quite imppy—-it did not see that she trembled—
and as her father stood motionless with his hands before
his eyes, Mary walked up to him ‘with wonderful com-
posure, and putting her arms round his neck, kissed his
cheek almgst as placidly as if on returning home from
an annual visit to & friend’s house, and then leaned
upon his breast, half supporting and half supported by
him who had held her up in baptism, joyful in the
smiles of his first-born.
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CHAPTER XXXIV.

THaE winter sometimes passes away as if that season
of the year had been imperceptibly blended with the
autumn and the spring, and from December to April
the earth lies with litt]e diminutiou of its cheerful cha-
racter below the beautiful uncertain weather. In a
pastoral country of hills such months are especialfy
pleasant. All thé"small rivulets are kept perpetuaﬁy
alive and transparent in their grassy or pebbly beds—
the flocks feeding on the braes repose white in the fit-
ful sunshine, just as in the warmth of summer—and
frequently the whole air is filled with insects®sent up
from the rushes, or crevices of the rocks in their ephe-
meral festivals.® If here and there in the clefts on the
mountain tops some patches of snow are seen, they
serve only to make the faded verdure of the pastures
below appear brighter—the little’ mgorland %frds are
heard twitterring long before Valentine’s day—and the
flocks of fieldfares are morg shy than when in se-
vere sgorms they alighted among the drifts, and could
with dificulty find their food on the winter fallows.
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"Then, at the time of merry Christmas neighbours haveto
find their way to each ‘others’ houses by more circuitous
paths, accerding to the position of the bridges, for flo
stream is frozen, and perhaps the low-lands are flooded .
or full of pools like the sea-shore at the flowing tide.
The crowing cocks are distinctly héard in the calm from
house to house to a gre’at distance, and from the hill-
side the shepherd can count a hundred wreaths of
smoke seemingly settled for hours togetHer, so breathless
is the atmosphere beneath the blue firmament and all
it¥ fleecy clouds. -
Such had been the character of this open winter in
the parish of Holylee, and not a homestead within all
its bounds inore enjoyed the temperate season, or look-~
ed more beautiful under its variable colourings, than
Bracken-Braes. Indeed there had scarcely been a
single day since Lucy went to the Hirst on which the
family could not sit below the Plane-Tree. Its hard
healthy buds seemed impatient for the full spri g,
while the lilacs and horse-chesnuts all the way down
the avenue, when tinged by the sunlight, were, in the
early part of February, as far forwaid as they had
sometimes been at the middle of March. The prim-
roses showed themselves, as it seemed, aulmost before
the gl:)fy' of the last 'year's garden-flowers was forgotten,
and the geraniums and myrtles were oftener left out
on the sloping bank for hours together, than they had
ever been in any one’s remembrance. There had even
been blossoms on the fruit-trees before the carliest bird
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had begun to build its nest, and that earliest bird was
the thrush, that again hung its cradle in the Travel-
ler’s Joy, descending like often altered drapery over the
parlour-window. ¢

Michael and A.gnes were without their Lucy, and
yet“they had never been moge perfectly happy. Al-
ways on the Subbuths:she came into her father’s seat in
the kirk, and sometimes wegt with them to Bracken-
Braes, walking over to the Hir.::t before dark, orin the
myponlight.  The dear stranger thus continually restor-
ed her parents’ hearts, and carried her real presence in
upon the cherished image of her absent beauty. Every
Sabbath.Agnes and Psobel thought they djscerned some
new sweetness in her appearance or manner—as *for
Michael, he desiged but to hear her voice, and wus*sa~
tisfied. DMartha, in whose disfmsition envy or jealousy
had no place, and who now felt that she owed every
day new obligations to her uncle and aunt, was at no
pains to conceal her admiration of her iucpmparable
cousin, and knew that she could net more ucceptably
prove her gragitude. '

But in no other house, for many miles round, had
there been such a change for the better in all things as
at Ewebank. It had not pleasd Providene® to grant
to Mary Morrison, in her early widowhood, the comfort
that breathes from the cradle, for her buby died almost
as soon as born ; but Mary ‘considered that afiliction as
part’of the punishment of her disobedience, Herself
deceived by her unhappy husband, she hadbeen pre-
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vailed upon by him to deceive her father, and she had
lived sorely to rue that clandestine and irregular mar-
riage. Her Tather was now an altered man indeed—
patient, even mild—and under the power of a pious
penitence. The chaiige had not been imposed upon
him from without, and thcrefore liable to other chm.lge
and relapse, but it had been worked out by Lis own
spirit fighting with itself, ~he better part finally trium-
phant. Pride, stubbornness, and a wilful hardihood,
had, been his besetting sins ; but now all these weve
gone, and Abraham Morrison was gentle as a child to
her who had for so many years trembled at his frown,
and loved himr with a troubled heart. Besides, Abra-
ham felt that he could not be a long liver, and every
day seemed more and mre anxious toenake amends to
Mary for all the evils which his former neglect or cruel-
ty, far more than her own error, had brought upon her
in those very years which nature holds privileged from
any rueful distress. Sometimes when the sunshine
broke suddenly in upon them sitting by the fireside, or
as she was guing about her work, with the constant ap-
proval of her father, Mary, in spite of Ler great mis-
fortunes, felt a strong spirit of happiness expanding her
bosom, axid she would start to hear her own voice hum-
ming sume cheerful air which perhaps she had warbled
with Lucy Forester on the Gowan-Green.

It was the general opinion over all the parish, that
Lucy Forester had saved the life of the Lady of the
Hirst. Even the proud and stately Mrs Ramsay, who
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with difficulty could bring heyself to see either merit,
.beauty, or virtue in any one of -what she called ple-
beian birth, had been drawn against her will into
an ‘affection for hc’r, and treated Lucy with all the
kindness that her peculiar mdhners would permit.
En;mn Cranstqun had, during the whole winter, been
exactly in that precarious state, in which any neglect,
or even injudicious care, might have proved fatal, and
in which, even the silence of unaccompanied solitude
might have insupportably weighed down her spirigs to
death. But Lucy was always with her, and that was
enough, whether mute or speaking ; her looks, motions,
and words, were afl timed and measurgd and tongd
by the nicest observations that a naturally fine mind
could make under the inﬂuex.xce of affection, and’ not
only no touch, but no breath even was too rudely up-
plied to the Lady’s frame that, like the leaf of the sen-
sitive plant, would have shrunk into a tremor at the
slightest violence, during that illness in which the im-
mortal soul may be stricken into anguish by a cloud
darkening the day, or the leaves rustling against the
window. From November till May, Emma Cranstoun
had never left her room ; but now the summer was
again at hand, and in a few wecks she Wa8 to leave
the Hirst, and scek new strength in the air of Italy.
Mrs Ramsay was to tak(z her, for at least a year,
to ‘iemm, Florence, or Pisa—the Hirst was to lose
its Lady—and Lucy Forester to return to Bracken-
Braes. -
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Emma Cranstoun did not despair of herself ; and al-
though the idea of takmg Lucy with her to Italy had
certainly not.only passed across her mind, but even
taken possession of it, she knew that it would be im-
possible to do so withuut cruel injustice to her parents.
Michael Forester was perfectly happy, no doubt, in his
blindness, but then he could not iive, were Lucy away
in a foreign country, whjle to Agnes, whose health
was by no means strong, her departure would seem
like death. The Lady felt that Lucy had done all the
duties to her that nature and religion could approve,
and was ready with even a hopeful cheerfulness to em-
bgrk on a voyage to that beautitul land to which so
many have sailed to drop their bodies into a foreign
grave.

It was a sad day amo.ng all the hills of Holylee and
Ferns, when Emma Cranstoun was to leave the Hirst.
Never did June breathe a more beautiful summer than
had been deepening the umbrage of these old woods,and
clothing even their shadiest recesses with a profusion
of wild flowers. The year was in itg perfection—
yet the Hirst was in one hour to be darkened. Em-
ma Cranstoun, who had many friends to bid farewell
to from the houses of 41l the gentry, far and near, who
came that day to the Hirst, not on idle ceremony, but
with sincerest sorrow, took Lucy an hour before her
departureinto that Green-hc;use, now filled with odorous
balm, and the brightness of a thousand intermin-
gled blossoms, and joining in a prayer which they
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had often before repeated together, they there separat-
ed in silence—Emma going to join her friends in the

* drawing-room, and Lucy to her father apd mother who
were in the great hall.

The Lady of the Hirst soon gppeared gliding down
the wide stair-case, and walked to her carriage through
the midst of the whale tenantry. There was Michael
Forester with his head unegvered and Agnes weeping
many tears—but Agnes was not the only ome who
wept, for there were orphans and widows in thnt
crowd ;—and they who had no cause to shed Sears
from any afflictions in their own lot, could not with-
hold thém when theeyoung, the beautiful,.the charitab}e,
and the pious was seen taking her departure from
the house of her forefathers—to a foreign countryy too
probably never more to return.



204 THE FORESTFRS.

CHAPTER XXXV.

_—

In a few weeks Lucy received a letter from Emma
Cranstoun, written on the eve of embarkation, i'n a
hopeful spirit, and if she read it once, she did so =
hundred times, in the room beside.her parents, in her
own small retreat, beneath the Planc-Tree, up upon
the hill-side, and on the Gowan-Green half-way to the
Hirst, whose cxtensive woods were visible from that
eminence. The hand-writing was firmer, Lucy thought,
than usual, and she inspected the form of every syl-
lnble, that she might guess the degree of strength pos:
sessed by the dear hand that traced the affectionate
words. There were no melancholy fears or forebodings
expressed, and Lucy, before even the Lady of the Hirst
had perhaps left the shores of England, already anti-
cipated her, return in srestored and established health.
Letters too were coming occasionally from Ellesmere ;
not that Ruth Colinson, or any one of the whole family
at the Vicarage, were shining or frequent correspon-
dents, but, once in the threc months or so, a W'est-
moreland letter did arrive—and then the word < Ken-
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dal” imprinted with villanous post-office type, and ink
more villanous still, across the superscription, always
brought to Lucy’s eyes a smile of cordial delight. The.
Colinsons never foggot Martha, but sent’ her all the
news they could gather about the old people with whom
shehad lived, and®all her humble acquaintances; and
the sound of the familiar names of persons and places
tdok her back again, in short dreams, to the wooded
neighbourhood of Hawkshedd,and its pretty Lake of
Esthwalte, illustrious alike for its pike, its perch, its
plovers, and its poetry. For Mr Thomson, the Rard
of Saury, had sung Martha’s dcparture to Scotland,
which he described gs an isle far off in the great seas,
und remarkable, as it was indced naturally to be en-
pccted for the multitude and majesty of its Swttlsh
pines. .

Lucy and Martha were both out, at some distance
from the house, when an clderly stranger, of very gen-
tlemanly exterior, walked into the room, and courte-
ously saluted Agnes and Michael. In a fetv minutes
he told his name—the father of Edward Ellis. The
manner of all.present was in an instant changed from
hospitable civility into the most respectful attention,
and many were the inquiries about the health and
happiness of the youth, who had so«ften cleered with
his conversation and laughter theroof of Bracken-Braes.
But it was soon somewhat painfully observed, even
by $ie Blind Man, that Mr Ellis’s tone was cold and
constrained, and that he was far from meeting with
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sympathy their eager and heartfelt interrogations.
< My son was at Rome when last I heard of him, and
I believe hg will remain in Italy at least another year,
when probably he will visit Greoce.”

The chilling influence of Mr Ellis’s manner and dis-
course soon froze Michael, Agnes, and Isobel into un-
accustomed silence. But the mystery of such apparent-
ly uncalled for superclhousness was soon explmned
“Mr Forester, from ' any thing I can hear from Mr '
Kennedy, you are an upright man, and may be con-
fidéd in—and, therefore, Sir, I have taken the lil;erty
of visiting you in your own house, which, perhaps, you
may at present be thinking rathor an intrusion—but
the truth is, that—that I was some time ago made very
ungasy about my son Edward—you will pardon, be-
cause you can understand a father’s anxieties, Mr Fo-
rester—about my son Edward, Mr Forester, and your
daughter, her name I beheve is Lucy.—Now that the
ice is broken, Mr Forester, I may say that the remet-
est chance of my sonforming such a connection could
not fail of being mest distressing—most agonizing—
and I trust in God, that you will deal openly and
honourably with me, and declare if there be anything
like an engagement—an engagement of marriage—for
there is no use in reasoning the matter between those
foolish children, foolish is the word I use, for, from your
daughter’s very tender age, I feel persuaded that there
is no occasion for a term of severer reprehension."[:

Michael Forester was almost entirely unprepared for
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such a speech as this—for although assuredly now and
then he had thought it very ll'liely that Edward Ellis,
in the full flow of youthful enthusiasm, might admire,
even love his Lucyy yet judging justly of that high-
souled boy, he never had suffered the thought to give
hint one moment} serious uneasiness, well knowing
that his daughter’s inpocence’ was as safe in her sim-
plicity with Edward Ellis, as if she had been his sis-
ter ; and that any love that ‘might subsist between
young hearts, in such very different conditions of life,
would be llttle more than that emotion of comMon
humanity, which, where the mutual objects are worthy,
may not” only harmlessly but happily unite in friend-
ship those whom destiny must soon not dnly part, pat
keep for ever separated, except in slight and trans.ient
intercourse on the paths of lMe onwards even to the
very grave. But there was something not only in Mr
Ellis's words, but in the tone in which they were de-
livered, to which Michael Forester, poor man, and
blind as he was, had never been accustomed, and rais-
ing himself up with natural dignity in his chair, he
said, with a.gravity almost austere, < My daughter,
Sir, is little more than a child—but since such a word
as warriage has indeed been cgupled Witll Jhe inno-
cent’s name, be assured, Sir, that my Lucy would not
leave her blind father’s side, if I only put my hand
upon her head—thus—not for all the rank and riches
in 'he land, altilough poverty, want, disease and
11
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death were in all their ghastlmess on the floor of this
house.” '

The language of Michael on all occasions of any
seriousness or importance, was pegfectly that of a man
of education—in nothing vulgar—and not ineloquent
in its simple and straight-forward plirase,—at once clear
and emphatic. Mr Ellis, whe although a good and
honourable, was in intellect a very ordinary man, had
not been prepared for' sich an interview, and felt the
artificial authority of his mere rank giving way be-
nesth the ascendancy of natural endowments. ‘The
erect and commanding frame -of the Blind Man, com-
posedly seated in his chair, with one hand 'upon his
staff, as if about to raise himself up into a standing
posture,—his strongly marked, but far from harsh fea-
tures, animated by sudden emotion beyond the calm of
that habitual thoughtfulness which the loss of sight had
induced—his manifest contentment with his lot, which
so surrounded as he was, indeed scarcely seemed owe
of great hardship,—his pride, or some state of the
soul of a more sacred character, in his dutiful and de-
voted child,—the affecting solemnity of his motions and
gestures, every one of which slightly betrayed a sense
of his compamtwe helplessness and dear dependence
on those to whom. Heaven’s light was not denied,—
and along with all these, a deference which he seemed
not unwilling to show towards one who, he had been
informed, was greatly his superior in rank, as well {s the

L
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* courteous kindness which he owed to a guest below his
own roof, and that guest the fatlier of Edwargl Ellis,—
ofle and all of these things, separate or upgited, gave
the stranger a suddea knowledge of somefhing exist-

, ing in lowly life, of which he had never had any sus-
picion, and in prestnce of which he felt abashed—
humbled—and changed in a moment from the arrogant
and dictatorial superior into an inferior called upon not

*to teach but to learn, not to command but to obey.
Mr Ellls, although confused and confounded, attempt-
ed to rally his spirits, and after a few words of com-
mon-place comphment, said that his purse was at Mr
Forester’s service. Michael, although a poor man, was
as independent in his circumstances as axfy man in alk
Scotland ; and if ever he had been at all worldly-
minded, and perhaps all peoplesof very encryetic cha-
racter, when toiling either in mind or body for the good
of their family, are apt to become somewhat too much
so, he had long ceused to crr in that dircction, for
blindness had made him something better than a phi-
losopher, and he Lad found the golden mean in wo-
derate desires and a cheerful faith. Michael did not
even condescend to notice what Mr Ellis had now said,
but he indulged an allowable pnde in nlludmg to him-
self and his condition. “ Do you thmk Mr Ellis, that
in poor men’s huts, the best natural affections do not
reside in as great force ands purity as in the dwellings
of t1$ rich or noble ? I not my Lucy as dear to me,
and for the self-same reasons, as your Edward is to his
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father, and a finer boy never stepped across a poor
man’s threshold?  You have hopes—just hopes of your
son—and .may God in his goodness cause them all
amply to be fulfilled. You act «rightly in this matter.
Your son must mayry a wife in the same rank of life_
with himself—Lucy Forester is But the daughter of a
peasant. These eyes ;)f mine, Sir, have not seen for
upwards of five years-—a.nd the last time I beheld my
Lucy, she was a fairy ofa thing, that still slept in her
mother’s bosom. But although beauty be but a fading,
Il0 not say a worthless flower, and although I have
better gifts to delight me in my Lucy than any beau-
ty that ever shone on maiden’s countenance; yet they
‘sey my daughter is like the mother that bore her,—
and there Agnes—there mry wife sits before you—and
judge for yourself if T would exchange my lot with
that of any other man living—blind though my eyes
be as the floor beneath your feet.”

In the silence that succeeded this impassioned ip-
peal, Lu‘cy Forester came singing into the room, with
her hair sportively wreathed with a gnrland of wild-
flowers, and on seeing the stranger, stood suddenly
fixed with all her glowing beauty, in one of Nature's
most graceful attitudes on the floor of the lowly hut.
« Lucy—this is Mr Edward Ellig’s father,” said Aunt
Isobel, anxious that the blush that already mantled
over her brow, cheek, afid eyes, might conceal her
emotion. Lucy dropt a curtsey, with her heartlbeut-
ing like a frightened bird in its cage, and had just
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strength to seat herself on tlne_ stool by her father’s
knee. '
‘Her father put his hand upon her head, fmm which
she had just released the garland of flowers ‘that fell at
Jher feet, letting all her rich golden ringlets flow uncon-
fined, "and requested ‘Mr Ellis to speak, that, before a
word was said to Lucy, ke might judge for himself how
she received the communication. But Mr Ellis was
dazzled with the beauty of the peasent’s daughter, and
at the same time persuaded by its uncommon sweet-
ness that she was altogether artless and innocent—hls
naturally kind and considerate character recovered it-
self from an unnecessary, if not an unworthy fear, and
he felt that it would be at once coarse and cruel even *
to allude to his son after what he had heard and now
saw of all the inmates of Bracke-Braes. All that he
said or did was to put aletter from Edward into Lucy’s
hand, with a few words of kindness ; and she, unable
to endure the scene any longer, flew out into the open
air, and almost without knowing whither h;r steps
were carrying her, followed the stream down—down to
the Linn—and the Howlet's-Nest, where Edward had
first learned to meet her by accident twe summers ago,
—summers, alas ! how swiftly floyn, and neyer to be
equalled in beauty, and in delight, fong as that sun
should shine in Heaven.
The waterfall was cheering the solitary déll with its
foamir®y murmurs, but Lucy saw—heard it not—or if
she did, "twas like something sounding and gleaming in
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an imperfect dream. She leant, sick and blind, against '

the ivy-tree—and at last opened the letter, in which
she felt she was to read something for ever fatal to her
happiness. There were not mahy lines—and kind—
perfectly kind they were—but still they were charged
with meaning not to be misunderstood. Thenceforth
Edward Ellis was to be nothing to her—but a name, a
thought, a shadow—and as for herself, never more
would her image come before his eyes as he roamed
over foreign lands, or sailed on the bosom of the wide
sea. Lucy Forester wept in grief—love—~perhaps an-
ger—shall it be said—despair? She went to the edge
of the Pool, and taking from hef bosqm the .kcepsakes
'Edwasd had given her at the Hawkstane Spring, she
dropped them one by one into the deep water—all—all
but one, which would not leave her hand, the brooch
which contained his dark glossy hair, with two names
engraved upon it—‘ Edward to Lucy.” She took o1t
the hair—and then the dearest memorial of all sunk to
the bottom of the Linn. Now, indeed, the dream was
broken, like a foam-bell upon the flowing waters. Not
till this moment had she been completely undeceived.
Yet there had been no deceit—no faithlessness—no
falsehoed,  Ignorant of themselves—their present con-
dition—and their future lot, had Edward and FLucy
been in the joy of their mutual affection. He had first
come to see the impossibility of their ever being more
to one another than they had already been—arid now
Lucy saw the same truth with the same sad conviction.
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e Vain creatare that I was, and void of all understand-
ing, ever to dream for a single time in my sleep that
Edward Ellis wasall his life long to love Lycy Forest-
er! And yet often—too often have I dreamt it, and

elo! he has passed away from Holylee—from Bracken-

Braes—from the Lm.n and the Ivy-tree like a cloud—
and I shall never see hisbonny face again till my dying
day!” But as her tears flowed, her thoughts grew less
and less bitter. She now began. to recal all the de-
lighsfpl traits of his character, and to her unselﬁsh
nature that meditation brouwght an alleviation of gnef
How courteous had he ever been in the cottage! How
tenderly p.olite to her thother, how more tl.xan respect-
ful to her father, how pleasant to Aunt Isobel! But ail
at once she tore herself away from the trysting-place,
and said within her heart that she would never more
venture to revisit it—for all its beauty, all its blessed-
ness was gone, just as the indescribable brightness of
some too heavenly dream, that is felt at the time to be
but a dream, and long long after, when it returns in
indistinct remepbrance on the soul, sheds something of
its yet unextinguished light over the dim, and clouded,
and imperfect happiness of this waking world !

Lucy lovked at Bracken-Braes-gbut Edwogd Ellis’s
father might still be sitting there—and she dared not
—could not again meet his face, even in the gloaming.
Sv shg sat down among th& broom, and did not go
home ¥ill the Plane-Tree was standing quite visible in
the moonlight.
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CHAPTER XXXVI.

, F

Lone before Christmas Lucy Forester was hap:
py as a lark in heaven,ethat cares not for a few
clouds, and often is heard singing when there is little
or no sunshine. Idleness is the great bane both of vir-
' tue and happiness, but she was never idle, and putting
at all times her whole heart and soul even into the
most trifling occupations, there was literally no time
for regret or repining at Bracken-Braes. Perhaps it
might have seemed to those persons who love to in-
dulge themselves in useless sorrows, that Lucy was a
girl of no stedfast affections, since she could so easily
get rid of all mournful remembrances about Edward
Ellis. But how could human life proceed at all, ex-
cept in despondency and care, if the heart of the inno-
cent wgre for ever, to.retain its afflictions?  Losses,
troubles, and deéath invade every dwelling on earth,
but there are few dwellings m which nevertheless
there may not be contehitment. Fleeting as .human
joys too often are, perhaps they are not more %o than
human griefs; and, at all events, it can never be a
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duty to brood over recollections that enfeeble our for-
titude, even although they may relate to the best and
"surest sympathies of nature.

But while all was cheerfulness at Bracken-Btaes,
there were sorrows in a worthy neighbour’s house, that
greatly affected Michael Forgster and his whole fami-
ly. Their good frierls, the Maynes at Ladyside, had
for a considerable time pasj s‘uﬂ'éred the very sorest
distress that can enter within the doors of a house.
Isage, the scholar, the youth whose surprising ge:xius
had been the glory of the parish of Holylee, had missed
his way in the world, the broad end shining way of
truth and righteousness, and had bronght himself to
the very gates of death. Michael Forester had hng
suspected that his conduct had not been what might
have been predicted of a boy so richly endowed with the
gifts of nature. Jacob Mayne far seldomer spoke of
his son than he had used to do, and never now with
that pride which once kindled in his eyes at the slight-
est mention of his name. But truth could be con-
cealed no longer—all Isaac’s brightest prospects in life
had been blasted by his own imprudence, follies, and
vices, and he lay now in a hopeless condition within
his father’s house at Ladyside. . .

Who can estimate the blessings of education, when
it comprehends within its range almost every dwelling
in the land, -and when {1l the most numerous fa-
milies of the very poorest men, up even from the
child of six years old to the grandsire of fourscore, can

»
U ’
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read, and in due measure understand the word of God,

and the written commentaries of man ? From the hum-

blest huts in such a country come sometimes forth in
power the illuminatorsof the race ; while all the ordinary

ongoings of life partuke of a loftier character among

those who pass unknown to the grave, along the quiet

paths that all end there as well as the 'pnths of glory.

Generations do not then. disappear merely like the

leaves, but theirs is an undying spirit that pervades

future time, and invigorates the whole frame of social

life, thus continually increasing in strength and beauty.

But even this blessing is not without that alloy which

mingles with all that is most excellent in man’s estate.

How many that might have been safe in their simpli-

city employ knowledge to their own destruction !

Feelings in their origin pure and high, often catch in

their progress a taint of corruption—imagination often

dazzles to betray—and genius itself, the most envied .
gift of Heaven, has it not too often conducted to guilt,i
despair, and death !

So had it been with poor Isaac Mayne. In earliest
boyhood, when sitting on the brae herding the sheep,
to him had whisperings come of a world of thought
that lies fo- ever unkrown to the ordinary peasant. He
saw a beauty in every little wild flower, in the struc-
ture of every blade of grass glowing with its dew-
drops, and in the drooping branches of the hirch-trees
imaged peacefully in the unsullied water they &ver-
shadowed, which he bore within his spirit like an un«
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communicated secret, a very burden of delight which
there was no one to share with him in his solitude,
Unassisted by advice, and led as it were by some sa-
cred, instinct, Isaac,®before he was twelve years old,
had pored over many books, in gwhich his own keen
and bright genius enabled him to interpret the charac-
ter which, as hisintellest expanded, all scemed as full of
hidden meanings as hleroglyphxcs Then the young en-
"thusiast left his native hut, and walked into the be-
w1}dermg world of thought. But as he became fnm1-
liar with all those ideal regions, he was at the same time
surrounded, tried, and tempted by wants, cares, desires;
hopes, and passions #hat spring from flesh and blood,
course along the veins, and all unwearied with theif
ceaseless journeyings, come and go from the beatingeor
the boiling heart. Isaac, ashe stéod on the verge of man-
hood, fclt that there was truth in the fiction, that man
has, indeed, two sonls. On the wings of the vne he soar-
ed into regions so pure and high, that he sccmed to
float above this earth and all its bewildered s scenery, like
an eagle aloft i in the stainless ether—but on the fect ot
the other, made of gold and clay, he walked through
haunts where danger lures on in the shape of delight,
till at last sin boldly meets her gugst with ugdjsguised
lineaments, and stamps upon his very conscience, as
with a searing-iron, the brand by which she at once
recognizes and claimns all tAose who have %old them-
selves for the price of her irresistible allurements.
Yet it was long—very long—after his first great
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lapses, before such a youth as Isaac Mayne could be
degraded by the permanent dominion of vulgar vices.
The fineness of his native genius saved him from many
pollutions to which coarse natures are prone. Byt no
happiness of natural, constitution con guard its posses-
sor from worse and worse evils, when the eye of con-
science has been darkened or shut, and when religion
has evaporated into a mere imaginative feeling, or been
narrowed into a cold conviction of the understanding.
Therefore Isaac became at last little better thana vulgar
sensualist—the disorder in his spirit disordered his
whole life—his duties were either neglected or despised
=-his character, month after month, received a darker
die—and not only conscious of what he now was, but
aware of what he might have been, he finally flung
from him the hope and the desire of restoration, and
was willing, in the dawn of his youthful prime, to shut
his eyes for ever on a world which had been spread in
its beauty before him, only, as it now seemed, that he
might disfigure and profane all its most holy charms,
and carry with him to the grave the miserable remem-
brance of talents misemployed or thrown away, and of
aspirations that once ownmed no other source than
Heaven, sunk now o the level of the lowest creatures
that crawl upon the earth.

What could his ignorant father, his simple-minded
mother, and his homely sig.ers, now know of the suffer-
ings of Isaac Mayne ? They saw him for some sweeks
wandering like a ghost abolut the doors, and then tak-
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ing to his bed in silence, refusmg sustensnce, and sul-
lenl) shunning all concern even with his parents. His
" were failings they could neither understand nor as-
supge. Their kindnesses were directed to things that,
in Isaac’s eyes, were now less than nothing—for what
signified to him ‘a smooth ,pillow, food or medicine
brought with weeping eyes and the tenderest hand, or
the silencing of the wheel, gnd of every, the least noise
in that small house! Isaac cared: mot about his bed,
for spread it as his mother might, to him it was a bed
of iron, and strewn with thorns—poison would to him
have been more acceptable than any food, and there
were sounds in his *spirit that would not cease, louder
and more alarming than the winter storm. Jacob
knew not where to turn for comfort, seeing thas his
son’s reason’s was impaired, but next to Mr Kennedy
he looked for relief, if relief there could be, to Michael
Forester. .

Michael had sometimes, in his solitary medltatmns,
thought that perhaps some day Isaac Mayne might
make Lucy his wife. Many things ‘'must escape the
knowledge of the most intelligent of the blind ; and in
this case Michael had been greatly deceived in the cha-
racter of him whom he continueg to esteery and admire
long after almost all others had begun to regard it with
more than suspicion. He was even occasionally dis-
pleased with Lucy for lfer indifference’or dislike to
Isamc Mayne, and he hoped that as she grew up, and
saw more clearly and widely into her condition, that
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her heart might be changed, and favourably inclined
towards one of whom he entertained so high an opinion.
But Lucy had noticed many things in Isaac that turn-'
ed her from him with feclings strosger than she wish-
ed to indulge towardy any human being, for her eye,
quick in her innocence, hgd seen that Isaac was an tn-
dutiful son, and treated both his father and mother
with disrespect. Lucy ha:l not been mistaken in these
observations, for when once the soul of a man has
stooped to any single meanness, another and another
will not only work in of itself, but will be dragged
over his whole conduct by the very circumstances of
life. Isaac had become ashamed ef his poor parents—
ardothere were situations, in which it is more than pro-
bable he would have disowned them because of their
homely manners and appearance. The time had been
when he was proud to walk to the kirk with his hard-
working father, and to stand hand in hand with him in
the little friendly ring of Christians at the door, before
the bell began to tinkle, or Mr Kennedy appeared.
But he had had the wretched weakness to attach a
painful importance to the idle words that he had since
occasionally heard in town-talk about low birth—hum-
ble origin—plebeian bllood——and so forth—expressions
which are never heard from the lips of high-born men,
but not unfamiliar to the mouths of the mean in nature
or condition-—and he Lad almost unconsciously allowed
himself to form unwarranted associations of every #hing
most worthy of being admired and imitated with a cer-
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tajn rank in life—so that it even pained him to think
on’ the low and thatch-roofed cabin, as it might be
called, in which he was born and bred ; and it would
have brought the red colour into his face, to have ac-
knowledged, in some companies, Mis humble but honest
origin. When he thought on his mother even, and all
hig sisters working in the harvest field, or busy in the
byre or the dairy, and then censidered where he might
then be sitting among ladies and gentlemen, into whose
soeigty his distinguished genius and talents had gro-
cured him a ready admission, and who most assuredly,
at least all of them whose good opinion was worth hav-
ing, did not admire him the less becausg they indee.d
knew that he was the son of a peasant, Isaac®Mayne
had often felt foolishly humbled in his own estimation
—so nearly allied arc meanness and pride! What high
satisfaction was thus lost to this youth’s soul! For to
have striven as he had done, was indeed glorious, and his
imagination, under the impuise and guidance of nobler
principles and feelings, might have visited in its dreams
the braes of dlolylee, as the only paradise on earth,
and Lis father’s lowly mansion at Ladyside as the very
centre of that paradise, from which would have streamed
a light that need never to have Jeen darkened before
the eyes of filial reverence. )

Both Agnes and Lucy had once been witness to a scene
in the church-yard of Holyl.ee, at the closeof DivineSer-
vice,*after which neither of them had been able to re-
gard Isaac Mayne with their former affection. Sever-
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al ladies and gentlemen, who had been sitting in the
seat of the Lady of the Hirst, in the little gallery, ad-
dressed” Isagc on the dismissal of the congregation,
when he was along with his pareﬁ'ts and sisters. They
had known him in Edinburgh, as a young man of ge-
nius, and were not awan> that Holylee was his native
‘parish. Isaac had then, undef manifest uneasiness,
separated himself fromthe decenthome-groupe, of whom
no man need have been ashamed ; and to an inquiry
frqm one of the party, who were the friends he, kad
just left, his answer was vague, and implying, that
his father, mother, and sisters might be to him almost
strangers. Lucy could not help eyeing him with anger
and dfsdain, while she thought for a moment of Ed-
wurd Ellis; and then, going up to her Blind Father,
walked with him through the crowd, in a pride known
to herself alone, but in a beauty that attracted the
gaze of all the strangers, who at once said to Emm;
Cranstoun,  There is no need to tell her name—your
description, partial as it was, did'not exceed the truth
—she is indeed the Primrose of Bracke1-Braes.”

But all such remembrances were now dismissed from
their minds, and Agnes and Lucy, no less than Michael,
thought'orly on the fair side of Isaac’s character. They
went almost every forenoon to Ladyside ; and Isaac,
who, day after day, had become more indifferent to
every thingkabout him, and almost wholly unobservant,
asked if he could sce Lucy Forester. His nfother
took Lucy to his bed-side—and Isaac’s eyes, for a few
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mpments, recovered their fine intelligent expression, as
théy were lifted up towards her pale and weeping coun-
tenance. « God bless Lucy Forester !I” sgid the dying
youth—and his mother afterwards often assured Agnes
that these were his last words. s Yet Isasc lived on
for two or three weeks withopt pain, but insensible to
the world. The old shepherd dog, that had been four-
teen years in the family, lgapt up on his bed, but
Isaac felt no disturbance. Had the flail been sounding
inthe near barn, it would have been unheard. « My
poor soon, Mr Forester,” said Jacob in a calm voice,
“ has for nearly a week been past hearing our evening
psalm.” I am hdppy to know that you are so re-
signed, Jacob—your wife—and daughters toe are; 1
think, composed.” ¢ Aye—aye—we have in a men-
ner taken farewell of Isanc—for you see his mind is
gone—but his soul has not yet been called away, and
I will not give him the last kiss till he is dead.”
There was no one else in the room at this time but the
two fathers; and Jacob Mayne, whose usual state of
mind towards Michael Forester was that of reverence,
now embraced him in a sudden burst of agony, and
cried with a loud voice,  Pity me—pray for me—for
Isaac—my darling Isaac—the life, and the Xght, and
the pride of this house will never know his father’s
voice more !
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CHAPTER XXXVII

ol cv—

JAD¥YSIDE was at all times rather a melancholy loek-
ing place, standing as it did =t the very remotest end
of the valley of the Heriot-Water, there an insignifi-
cant rivulet, and at a considerable distance from any
other Habitation. The high heather hills overshadow-
ed*it, but there were no trees, for the decayed and mos-

sy stumps of a decayed Torest could not be called trees ; 5
and Jacob Mayne had never been very well able with
his narrow means, even if he had thought of it, to mak: .
any plantations either for ornament, or shelter to his
cattle. Its mournful character was deepened on the
day of Isaac’s funeral, which was on one of those dim
and silent forenoons that, in early spring, breathe a
pensiveness over the air and the earth. No bleat of
lambs waseyet heard,over the braes—the birds had not
begun their carols—and the perfect silence was broken
only by the sound of feet, as friend and neighbour, one
after the ot':her, at short intervals, were coming in to
the funeral. ¢

) The company assembled in the kitchen, a wide low-

11
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"roofed room, with an ample chimney, in the corner of
which, below the smoke-stained beam, Isaac Mayne
hid sat during many a long winter evening, conning
over his book, to the Yelight of his proud fa’tlxer's heart,

,undisturbed in his studies by thg noise of work or
merriment. Mrs Mayne had,.herself, with the assist-
ance of Agnes, arranged all the seats that very morn-
ing: and evety thing was decent and orderly about the
room. Many an intelligent and thoughtful countenance,
not,a few of them with their foreheads sprinkled with
grey halrs, were seen in that circle,—some wine and
funeral -bread was handed round, and partaken of by
all, after a prayer from Mr Kennedy—and then going
into the open air, the company formed thémselyes be-
hind the coffin, which had been placed on the Green bg-
fore the door, and the processiol! moved down the val-
ley.

Isaac’s mother and sisters had, during the prayer,
taken farewell, on the Green, of his mortal part, stand-
ing together with Agnes und Lucy ; and zu;.soon as
the party left the door, weeping eyes followed it from
the window in the thatch, down the stream, till round
a small mount it disappeared.

The funeral company was a, large ong, for the
Muynes were respected in the parish, and as for Jsaac,
his fame had spread far beyond its narrow bounds, and
now that he had expiated even by death whitever faults
he had committed, the grief that went with him to the
grave was profound and universal. Many people who
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could not be invited to the funeral, nevertheless came
into the church-yard,'and all clothed in mourning-—'-the
children of the village-school were drawn up in a line
near the g‘rave-—and the low walls that enclosed that
quiet place of burigl were almost entirely covered with,
spectators, few of them indifferent to the solemn'scene.
Michuel Forester, who, next «o the father of the de-
ceased, was chief mourner, stood close beside ‘him
when the coffin was Iowered down, and grasped Jacob’s
hand when the first shovel-full of earth said, mt}mut
man’s words,  dust to dust.”
The silent party dissolved,and in an hour or two most
of them who had composed it went to their work
“in the fields. Michael went back with Jacob Mayne
tp Ladyside, and early in the afternoon the whole fami-
ly sat down to their mbal. There were not a great many
tears, and such as fell at times were not very very bit«
ter, for every heart had had time to prepare itself for
weeks before Isaac’s death, and now that his remains
were given up to invisible decay, a calm came down
from heaven upon the house, and life, ‘although it had
lost much, still had to them its blessings. .
 Mr Forester,” said Jacob,  many great kindnesses
have we received at your hands—but this last is the
greagest of them all—religion itself has been a mair
unspeskable comfort to uz all on this occasion, because
of your Christian charity to the aflicted—and poor
Isaac’s mother there, last night when sairly distressed,
and calling on God to comfort her, mentioned your
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name, and your wife’s and daughter’s in her prayers.
She is, as you know, a woman of few words, but there
nhe where lives ane wi’ a mair grateful heart.” Jacob
then turned his eye® towards a little bobk-case that
hung on the wall by a string fastened to a nail—and
said, "« That was the wark o’ Jsaac’s ain hands before
he was ten years old. «Many and many an hour have
1 seen him at it, and an ingenions thing it is for so
young a creature—these volumes were the first he ever
boyght—wi’ his ain money too, for we were very poor
in those days, as you ken, and Isaac was most indus-
trious.” But here Jacob’s voice was mute—and he
walked out into the sopen air. Michael joined him
there—and by the long conversation that”ensued con®
cerning Isaac, the father’s heart was quieted, and he-
lieved that his son’s spirit waé now happy in Hea-
ven.

Leaving the family at Ladyside composed and re-
signed, Michacl, Agnes, and Lucy returned bencath
the stars to Bracken-Braes. Lucy scarcely o[.)encd her
lips—for she thought of Isaac’s very last words, and
knew, now that his heart was still in the dust, how
much dearer she had been to it than she had ever be-
lieved. His many good qualitieg well degeryed her
tears, and the remembrance of the happy hours she had
long ago passed with him and his sisters, when every
one loved and admired him $ but the thought that she
had been dearer to him than even his own nearest kin,
and that his affection for her was the last thing to leave
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his soul on the bed of death, touched her with an al-
most self-upbraiding sorrow, and gave his memory a
hold on her secret bosom, from which she felt nothing
could ever drsplacé it.

While they were all sitting round the fire, and just
as the clock striking ten told them to retire to rest, the
door opened, and in came Mary Morrisdén. * Pity me,”
cried Aunt Isobel, ““ what brings you here sae late at
night—tell us, are you all well at Ewebank ?” Mary
sat down on the seat that Lucy’s ready hand had placed
forher, and said calmly, « My dear father is dead!
Perhaps I should not have left him—but there was no-
body in the house with me ; and when it became quite
dark, for the fire had gone out, I was not able to abide
thg dreadful stillness, and have come here.” The key
of the hut was yet in her hand, which she had carried
in it, unconsciously, all the way from Ewebank.

Abraham Morrison’s death had been sudden ; but every
circumstance attending his latter days had been such
as now to comfort his daughter. Their reconcilement
had been perfect ; and the last year of the old man’s
life, blameless and Christian-like, had prepared him
for this change. Mary had been already acquainted
with grigf,‘ and now sat in her cloak, beneath which she
still wore her widow’s weeds, unagitated by any strong
cmotion, like one having corpe from a neighbour’s house
on some grawe, but not griovous errand. She had come,
tov, at a time when all Ler friends were, from the me-
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'langholy duty in which they had been engaged during

the day, in a state of mind altogether congenial with
her own ; and in another hour Mary was lying, as she
had often done before,’in Lucy’s bosom.
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CHAPTER XXXVIIL
‘P——'

., WHAT strong support does the consciousness of a
good reputation yield to all men in the dlscharge of
their most arduous duties, and how benignly does a re-
gard to the opinions of those among whom we live
“blend almost into one motive with that which we ob-
sarve towards the injunctions of our Maker! Michael
Forester knew that he was esteemed—beloved by every
family in Holylee ; and although he had in no one
single instance ever tried to become the object of
such sentiments, by any unworthy submission or com-"
promise, yet he rejoiced to know their existence, and
felt them to be, in part, both the imp.ulse and reward
of virtue. Above all, his character as a peace-maker
was especially dear to his heart and conscience ; and
nothing cheered hjs blindness more than the humble
trust, that in administering comfort to human misery,
which it had not unfrequently fallen to his lot to do, he
had been obeying the pretept of Him whose prime com-
mandment was, that we should love one another. Mi-

_ chael had often thought, that had he still possessed his
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eye-sight, he might have been more selfish—more ex-
clusively devoted to the tem.p'oral interest of his own
*family, and more lukewarm in the interest of his Hea-
venly Master. Ho attributed no merif to himself in
any kind action which he had begn enabled to perform ;
but his conscience'rewarded him by the most delightful
of all feelings—1.gratitude to God.
* There were now two orphans living under his roof,
his own brother Abel’s Marfha and Mary Morrison.
Never were any two creatures more different, yet they
wére equally grateful, and in 2 month or two fter
Abraham Morrison’s death, it might almost have been
said, equally happy, Martha had never known much
deep heart-grief, but then she had endared toil, tgou-
ble, hardship, and neglect during the worst years of
her life, and during the best ker happiness had sprung
up of itself, whatever it might have been, against not
a few depressing circumstances of which the misery"
had been felt, although overcome. Since she came to
Bracken-Braes, no one could be more dontent and
cheerful, showi;lg her enjoyment of life, not by any
starts of delfght or sallies of glee, but by a perpetual
vivacity that kept her stirring from morning to night
in solitary occupations, which, whether easy or labori-
ous, seemed ulike sources of th& liveliest.sa;isfaction.
Martha was now quite a Scotch girl, an epithet which
she had borne in Ellesm.gre, without agy very good
title to what was so respectable ; yet still something of
the Westmoreland dialect blended with the Doric of the
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Selkirk Braes, and at times recalled pleasant remem-
brances of the distant Vicarage. The first time that
Michael stood beside his brother Abel’s grave, with
Martha by his side, who read the ‘etters on the stone
rather with a grave curiosity than any mournful emotion,
for what more could they well be to hér but mere chizel-
led characters, his heart travelled back o the garden at
Dovenest, and into another world of pleasant years that
seemed almost as mucli apart from that in which he
now lived, as two separate states of existence! He
thought too of his father’s love for Abel, and his con-
science told him that he had not forgotten the old
man’s dying words. Such remembrances might not
now, after so 1aany years, be very frequent, but they
never recurred without refreshing lus\whole moral be-
ing, , and deepening his contentment, his gratitude, and
his faith.

Towards Mary Morrison, the feelings of the whole
family, if not of a more affectionate, were of a deeper
kind. Buc for them she might have been wholly lost,
and the gradual revival of her disconsolate, and once
almost broken heart, was a daily delight to them all,
but far beyond others, to Lucy. There was nothing
approachmg to jealousy in Martha’s mind towards
Mary ; on the contra: y> that warm-hearted girl always
behaved to her with a thoughtful tenderness, which
made Lucy love her njece more than she had ever done
before, and anxious to show her at all times that there
was no preference of Mary Morrison, in any thing that
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could wound either pride or affection. Martha was
certainly inferior to them both, in fineness and ten-
*derness and depth of character; but still they had no
feelings, in which she could not in her own way and
measure sympathise, and she gometimes won upon
their very closest “affection, by unexpected and casual
glimpses of sensibilitigs that her ordinary deportment
did not display, but which Jet slumbered in her na-
ture, and were fated, at no very distant time, to be cal-
led into play, in the more difficult duties of mature
Lfé.

As for the Maynes, it is wonderful how happy they
all were at Ladyside, Jacob’s eldest daughter had been
requested in marriage by one of the mdst respectalfe
young men in the whole parish, the only son of a con-
siderable heritor ; and this event, independent of its na-
tural interest to a father’s heart, relieved his too
anxious and foreboding mind from all the worst fears
about his family in case of his own death.

Isaac had cost his father much money—such now
were Jacob’s own words when speaking of his dead son
to his very infimate friends, and without the remotest
meaning of censure—so that it was generally supposed
that there was a heavy mortgage on the propcrty for-
merly belonging to Richard Mayn®. Such thoughts, ve-
ry natural, and not at all reprehensxble, came to Jacob’s
mind along with the influepce of time and the oper-
atlon of many other better reflections, till by mid-sum-
mer a stranger going in to Ladyside, might have re-
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mained there a whole day without seeing or hearing

any thing to make him suspect, that a few months ago

death had taken away him who had been the pride of
the whole houe.

It was again midsummer, and no less than two
whole years had revolved since Lucy had set out’at
midnight, under the gmdance of Edward Ellis, for
Ellesmere. These two years had brought her to wo-
man’s estate—and now, in ber seventeenth June, per-
haps her friends at the Vicarage, were they to see her
now, would scarcely know her tobe the same maiden that
came so suddenly upon them, on that day of rain and
thunder, weeping and sobbing on gccount of hér dying
mbther., Thdse friends had not forgotten her, and the
hour had eome, when Ruth Colinson and her brother
Miles were indeed at Btacken-Braes.

Beautifully prepared for their arrival was the avenue,
the green, the garden, and the cottage. Agnes and
Lucy remembered the exquisite neatness of every thing
in and about the English Vicarage, and almost des-
paired of equalling what scemed to be peculiar to the
character of that country. There was a'richness, too,
of verdure and bloom at Ellesmere, with which nothing
in their own poor pastoral part of Scotland could pre-
tend to v1e and cdming from all those woods and
groves sounding with their open or hidden water-
falls, what would the Colinsans think of their lone Val-
ley, and the Heriot-Wa%r wimpling along the, open
pastures ? But these thouggxts had been only half sin-

0
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cere, and as the sun rose on one of the fairest morn-
ings that the summer had brought, Lucy eyed the
*place with pride, and was glad that their friends from
England were to afrive at Bracken- Braes during such
heavenly weather. In the cool of the evening before,
all ‘the shrubberies had been watered—a slight sprink-
lmg of bright blue geavel from the burn had given a
spirit of liveliness to the gvenue and all the plants
through which it winded along, and it secmed as if
every bee in the Parish were in the Plane-Tree, so loud
and yet so lulling was the sound in that umbrageous
Tent.

Ruth’and her brosher had been true to the very hour,
and never had there been a happier meeling than now
befel in front of that Cottage. Martha was no insigni-
ficant personage on this occasich ; and for a short time
Lucy left all the questions to her, preserving all her
own kindest whisperings to Ruth for the shadows of
the evening.

This visit awoke in the hearts of Michael and Agnes
the wost dist.ressing and the most delightful remem.
brances belonging to their whole life, and while Luey
accompanied Ruth and Miles all about the braes, and
not unfrequently to the Hirst, the ouly old Place worth

seeing to strangers, they remained at home conversing
about the Vicarage,and the percy shown to them by their
Maker in that crisis. DBut wfter the first week Michael
also tgok his staff, and made otte of the party on many
of their excursions ; and on all such walks, Lucy more
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and more regarded Miles Colinson with esteem and
affection, for then he showed himself forth in converse
with her father, and his were talents strong by nature,
and nobly endowed by sciences itn which there is no
deception, and that give a simple and unostentatious
character to the whole mind of him by whom they are
successfully pursued. How superior seemed to Lucy
the calm settled knowledge of such a mind as that of
Miles Colinson, to the wild and disturbed eccentrici«
ties, which with all his feeling and genius had fatally
characterized that of Isaac Mayne! This knowledge
was clearly in alliance with virtue. Ilere, heart and
mind were almost different words for the same thing,
and Luery, when Miles was speaking to her father on
such subjects as she could understand, did not so much
th’nk about his abilitiés as his dispositions, for a cer-
tain considerate sweetness of sentiment embued all
he said with the common spirit of humanity. Yet, was
Miles Colinson fit to be compared in her imagination”
with Edward Ellis, the graceful, and elegant, and
beautiful boy that had once laid himsielf down and
watched over her while she slept by that mossy well
in the desert, with no other living thing near them but
the moor]and birds, and the bees murmuring through her
dreams among the flowers and heather-bells of the so-
litary mountains ? But thgt was a childish vision, and
never again-could it find a abiding place withina bo-
som not yet indeed depressed, but still somewhat
hushed by the almost unconscious influence of the sha«
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dows of time stealing upon her altered being! The
pa.zst, while it rose up before her, now always possessed
the character of a dream, and like a dream stood apart
by itself from the r8alities of the living ‘world. Such
dreams visit every human hearty sometimes perhapg
sicklening it by the contrast, yet oftener inspiring gra-
titude, for in all their beauty, what are they but the
gc;ldcn mist that shrouds all jobjects in undistinguish-
able delight, and veils from youthful eyes the real
sh;nPes and lineaments of nature ? .

Besides, Lucy’s whole mind was now woman-grown,
and all the relations of life had been, oftener than she
knew, meditated upen by her with their delights and
dutics. The conversations that took plac.e eveny even-
ing by the fireside when all were sitting together, were
often of a light, but never of 4 trifling natuce. Pure
were all Lucy’s thonghts us the well in which she dipt
her pitcher, but they were familiar with all sacred
houschold words ; and as she beheld herself in her mir~
ror which, close to the window of her bed-mf;m reflect-
ed not only hgr face and figure, but all the flowering
richness of the avenue, and the beauty of the broomy-
braes, she would sometimes slowly retire, and then as
slowly return in her rejoicing bea:uty, like s bride on
her weddiug-morn ; and it may be, wondering in a tran-
sient thought, if it were igpossible that she could be
now beloved by Miles Coliason, as she had once been,
by ong far away over the roaring seas !

Poor Mary Morrison, the blossoms of whosc early af-
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fections had been so soon dismally blighted, thought

now of nothing else than Lucy and Mr Colinson.

Could she see Lucy married to such a man, then would
all her own ‘cares be forgotten. ¢ The sight of such
pure, calm, thoughtful and profound affection as was

dawning upon her eyes,sometime§ almost made her
weep, for although her conscienee had not much to re-
proach her with in her uphappy love for Mark Thorn-
hill, how different had been his wooing from this ! How
un?ertain, and how troubled,—how deceitful in its's,i,n-
cerest tenderness,—how cruel in its close,—and then
what distraction on that bed of death! Theirs were
the first gentle beginnings of wutual faith—of love
almost before the hearts in which they were arising,
knew with what kind of delight it was that they were

sosweetly stirred. Thére were truth~—simplicity—ho-
nour—and religion, all united in one holy purpose,
and yet that purpose scarcely known to those bosoms of
which, nevertheless, it shaped and coloured all the'
very lightest and the very gravest thoughts. ¢ In for-
mer days, sometimes when sitting by ourselves on the
sunny braes, I have said to Lucy that I would be her
bridesmaid—some far happier creature than me must
now stard, in that place ;—but perhaps I may be al-
lowed to go with Lu'cy Colinson to Ellesmere, and me-
thinks these hands o’ mine could better than ony ither
but her ainput up her bonay hair, and adoern her like

a lily on her wedding-day. No black must be worn on

that holy morning of sadness and joy; and I will lay
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aside my weeds for one day, returning to them again
by the next sun, for they are tokens of my affection for
him who is gone, and also of my sin and repentance.”
But what did Mides Colinson think of/Lucy Forest-
er? He could not forget the hgur when first he saw
Ruth wringing odt the rain from her ringlets, as she
stood among them in the Vicz.xrage, beseeching them to
lay if her mother was mdeed alive. But now those
ringlets, although they had 1dst something of that
suany glow which the tempest could not tame with
all " its deluge, were far more lovely than ever) in
the subdued and tender light that shone over her
thoughtful foreheads Then she had been accustomed
to gaze on cvery thing she beheld, with the almost
instinctive delight of childhood,—but now Lucy un-
derstood more of the meanings on the face of nature,
and looked over the Heaven and the earth with a spi-
rit of piety that felt God to be there, even while all Ler
thoughts were about her fellow-creatures and their ha-
bitations. Even when Lucy spoke of that*festival on
Windermere, which at the time had seemed to be more
like a gloriou.s train of sights passing in the trance of a
fairy dream than a scene transacting on the bosom and
the banks of a real lake, it was with a calm and al-
most melancholy voice ; for was Yhe ever agam to be-
hold those clouds, and wogds, and waterfalls, shadow-
ed far down within the depths of that .mirror, over
whosg surface not an air hreathed to veil with dim suf-
fusion the reflected scemery of earth and heaven?
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“ Am I ever again to be at Ellesmere,” thought Lucy ;
and the same thought, more eager, ardent, impassioned,
and overwhelming, was in the heart of him to whom
Lucy was eviry hour becoming duarer and more dear,
till even the very semse of her surpassing beauty
was lost in a love that lived upon her whole delightful
character, and could never die, away while life last-
ed, even if that beauty were to be utterly extinguished
—for still the maiden at his side would be Lucy Fo-
rester, and none but she was ever to be cherished in his
hedrt, whether it had been already doomed that she
was thenceforth to be to him but a shadow, or a steady
light that might shine on him for gver !

{t was not possible that Miles Colinson’s growing at-
tachment to Lucy could escape the notice of any one
of those most interested in her welfare, and Michael
and Agnes, happy as they would both be beyond their
imagination of happiness were their daughter to be-
come the wife of such a man, almost wished that he'
were gone from Bracken-Braes. They did not know
whether such a connection,—and yet perhaps the very
forethought was altogether but an idle d;-eam,-—might
be agreeable to the worthy Vicar. The visit had mere-~
ly been one of a friendly return ; and such consequen-
ces as now seemed iar from improbable could never
have entered into the minds of Mr Colinson’s parents
when he and Ruth left Ellesmere. There almost
secmed to the high and independent mind of Michael
Forester something clandestine, or at least not perfect-
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ly open, in thus allowing the affection of the guest be-
low his roof to grow into a deeply rooted attachment
for his own daughter, without being perfectly certain
that such an attacHinent would be approved by those
who were not indeed privileged tadispose of their son’s
feelings, but certafnly to guide them, and to be con-
sulted in their final decision. Agnes felt the same
dihiculty and delicacy in this situation ; but Aunt Iso-
bel considered the subject in & very different light.
“ Whats the use, children, o’ making yourselves :m-
happy about what is one day to be the greatest blessing
that ever shone upon us frae Heaven, cither at Dove-
nest or Bracken-Braes? My troth, there is nae occa-
sion to pity the folk at the Vicarage. A’ Grangd Viedr
Apostolic o’ the Episcopalian Church the Young Man’s
father maun indeed be, if Lucy Forester be not worthy
of marrying into his family ! For my ain part, I like
the lad, God forgie me, very near as well as Mr Ellis
himself—and he was a hoy o’ many thousand—but will
any body tell me that he deserves our Lucy? And
yet he loves l:er well—that I can see, dim and auld s
are my een noo—and will love her better and better as
lang as he lives. For he has a strong thoughtfu’ heart,
that young Mr Colinson, and gin I am ngt gore mis-
ta’en, a clear conscience ; and wheh such a one lovetha
maiden, it is not for her fage, or her een, or her breast,
although that maiden be eur bonny Lucyshersel’, but
for sgmething that endureth and fadeth not away, the
soul within us being immortal.”
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CHAPTFR XXXIX.

_e——

TuirTY long days, certainly in general the finest, of
all“the year in Scotland, from the middle of June to
the middle of July, had floated away down the sky
since Ruth and Miles Colinson hed first found them-
stlves domesticated at Bracken-Braes. Scarcely dur-
ing all that time had there been a dim forenoon, or
any other than golden sunsets. Such weather may be
objected to on account of sameness, and deficiency in
picturesque and poetical effects ; but it gives ample
scope of time to hill-wanderers, and their walks of dis~"
covery between morn and eve, unimpeded by swollen
rivulet or dripping fern, can embrace vale after vale—
glen after glen—secret chasm known but to natives—
wide moors not without a spirit of lonesome beauty—
lochs miles asunder—and the cataract far up among
the mountains, the ‘boundary indeed of the journey,
and beneath whose overshadowing birches, within
reach of the-dewy spray, the Pilgrims may find shelter
from the mid-day heat, and spread their table in the
peaceful wilderness.
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But the last evening they were to pass at Bracken-
Braes was now about to descend ; and although there
was no reason for melancholy, a pleasant pensiveness
seemed deepening belw the shadow of the Plane-Tree.
Ruth and Myles had taken farewell of the few fami-
"lies I whose housed they had familiarly sat, especially
those at Raeshaw, Ladyside, and the Manse ; so there
was nothing more to do in the view of their departure.
Lucy, Ruth, Mary ‘Womson, ‘and Martha, walked
down the Heriot-Water in that uncertain and uneqn-
cerned state of mind as to their movements that every
one feels when affected by mingled pleasure and pain.
Miles Colinson was glad to see the groupe tripping
across the bridge of the Whin-Holms, fot he yas de>
sirous of being alone for an hour with Michael apd
Agnes, nor did he care if Aunt Isobel were also to hear
his confessions.

There was but little chance of any visitor coming to
Bracken-Bracs at that hour of the evening ; but Miles
Colinson thought neither the Parlour nor the Plane
sufficiently safe from interruption, so he requested his
friends to walkt with him a little way up the hill be-
hind the house, in among the hazles, hollies, and yews,
where there were several little glades, as perfectly
retired, within « hundred yards of the porch, as if they
had been in the heart of g forest. In one of these
they took their seats on the dimb of an old.disinterred
tree; and while oné and all suspected what might be
the nature of the commmunication, yet not one of them
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would have been surprised, had Miles Colinson intro-
duced quite another subject.

Miles at once declared with earnestness but com-
posure, for he felt too profoundly to be visibly agita-
ted, that he loved L.ucy, and hoped that if he were so
happy as to gain her affections, her parents would give '
their consent to the mar;iage. He acknowledged that
as yet he had no reason to believe that her regard for
him was at all of the nai:ure of love, and that indeed
the idea of her extreme youth had often so influenced
his behaviour towards her, that he was aware she
could now only think of him as an elder brother. Ie
felt that he owed it to Lucy’s simplicity and innocence,
fa the parenfal kindness with which he had been re-
ceived at Bracken-Braes, and to the character and con-
dition of Mr Forester,~—for now for the first time in
his life he alluded to Michael’s blindness,—to the re-
membrance of all thai happened when they werc at the
Vicarage,—and to hisown father and mother,—to confess
in this manner the state of his affections, before he
even endeavoured to win Lucy’s heart. ¢ I dare not now
speak to your daughter of love or marriage, Mr Fores-
ter; for were Lucy to hear me with averted eyes,
methinks I could not bear to live ; but all I beseech of
you is leave to hope;} that if in future months or years
Lucy should give me her affections you will not dislike
me for a son-in-law.” .

Both Michael and Agnes, when Miles Colinson had
ceased speaking, thought of themselves, and that sweet
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*spring Sabbath, more than seventeen years ago, when
in the gardens of Dovenest they found that a few words
hatl betrothed them, and that a new light, fairer than
ever they had beheld bafore, was stealing ovtr the woads
of Dryden Agnes was now sitting by Michael's side,
and lrid her hand in sudden happiness upon his, which
was not slow to return its pressure.  If I live,” said
Michael,  to sce the day on which you will call Lucy
your wife, this world will be almdst too happy for her
blind father {” The fine and delicate spirit of Agnes
had felt unspeakable delight in the reverence with which
Mr Colinson had behaved to her husband, and the ex-
quisite tenderness he had shown towards Lucy’s youth

"‘and innocence. This was indeed love—love'such gs sha *
had herself enjoyed for so many years—uninterrupted

—unimpaired—indestructible” in® its sanctity and in
the preserving spirit of human joy that, but for love
would fall—die—and be buried like the flowers of the
senseless earth.

Isobel alone stood up, and her eyes shining with a
lustre like that of youth looked towards the setting
sun. I see rong years of happiness preparing for
them by that hand, which is over all His works. Yes,
I have seen my Agues the happiest of the ha‘ppy—-as
she is, and ever was, the best of th8 good—and now,
lo! her Maker hath also bless.ed my Lucy, and her life
and her latter end shall be pegee.” .

But now voices were heard below, and Lucy’s was
among them ; and, from the deadened sound, it was
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plain the party had sat down beneath the Plane-Tree.
Although but few words had been uttered by those as-
sembled in that glade, yet a weight of solemn and sacred
meaning had lain upon their lauguage. Miles Colin-
son, without any pain, was willing to obey the injunc-
tions of Lucy’s parents, not to address her till the fol-
lowing summer, having beer- assured by them that
there was no danger of her heart yielding to any other
attachment. From their affectionate prayers for his
‘Yelfare he felt that in his absence they would not only
prevent his image from fading altogether away from
Lucy’s heart, but would hold it always before her in
the most favoursble and endearing light: In that
“hopeful state of mind, he begun to dwell upon little
¢ircumstances that had occurred between him and
Lucy, that seemed now, although they were too inde-
finite even to be named, to be not wholly insignificant ;
and indeed had he not been, although aware of his
own moral worth and intellectual acquirements, a mote
than usually modest person respecting any power over
the female heart—a power which he had ncver before
thought of very seriously exerting—-hé might have be-
lieved, without any very great mistake, that Lucy’s
eyes regarded him with a pleasure that although not
what qt;uld be calied love, was something at her tend-
er age far better, frorq which would in due time
be made go spring,  thet consummate flower,” which
can only unfold to perfect beauty in the light of ma-
tured reason. ‘
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. Certainly that evening, although the last, was the
happiest. that Miles Colinson had past at Bracken-
‘Braes. Lucy, altogether unconscious of being not only
the, object of all hif’love, but as it might be said, affi-
anced to him by parents, who feared not but that her
affections would soon glide jinto his bosom, sat with
her arm round Ruth's neck, and gave her, over and
over again, the kindest messgges to her father and mo-
ther, independently of a long letter, which she had
wiitten something in the form of 4 journal. Miles had
mnde thany pencil sketches of the scenery of Holylee,
which Lucy had never before thought so beautiful in
reality, much as shesloved it all, and hé asked her to
keep them for his sake. Lucy promised to do so with-
out & blush, but with the most bemign eyes, and with
Miles leaning over her, am;ﬁge?l, according to her own
liking, the small green nooks with a few shedp, or two
or three cattle feeding, or standing below a rock—a
little broomy oasis in the blackness of 'a Scottish moor
—a waterfall—aye, even the Linn of the "Howlet's
Nest closed in by gentle braes in its sylvan loneli-
ness from all but the silent sky—a glade in the Hirst
woods, selected by Lucy 1lerself, because one of the
favourite haunts of Emma Cranstoun. These, asd many
more, she promised, as she was asked, to keep for his
sake ; nor did she conceal hgr joy at the thought of vi-
siting Ellesmere, which Miehael said was not impos-
sible next summer, unless indeed the Vicar and Mrs
Colinson would come to them at Bracken-Braes. « The
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Lady of the Hirst,” said Lucy, ¢ will be coming home
next summer, for, by the blessing of God, her health
is now perfectly restored by the air of those sweet fo-
.reign lunds—ind I must not be ‘away when she re-
turns.” But Miles (Colinson, from her affectionate
looks when she was thus thinking of Ellesmere, drew
the most delightful hopes, and said with a smile, « that,
for the future, they would all trust in Providence.”
Lucy had shown some of Emma Cranstoun’s letters,
first to Ruth and then to her brother, for they contained
no secrets that might not be heard by any friend she
had ; and Miles Colinson could not but be still prouder
of his Lucy—for to himself he haid sometimes dared to
call her,s0, when the sunshine danced into his heart—on
thinking how highly that accomplished Lady estimated
her character, and how tenderly she admitted her into
her friendship.

Early next morning a parting took place without a
tear beneath the Plane-Tree, and as long as Ruth and
her brother were visible, many a farewell was waft-
ed to them down the vale, by hand and kerchief—
many a prayer sent after them, when they had disap-
peared.
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CHAPTER XL.

.?HE harvest in the parish of Holylee was this gea-
son n late one, and there had been much cold and in-
clement weather during the ripening month, so that
well on in October, she crops, especially on the uplands,
were still green, and promised badly for the thyeshiag-
floor. Since the time Michacl Fogester came to Byac-
ken-Braes, there had been much more land brought in-
to tillage, along the course of the Heriot-Water, and
except now and then in a late and unfavourable season
like this, the new agriculture had been far from unpro-
ductive. It so happened that there were a greater
number of acres under the plough this year than any
previous one, and there was even a want of hands for
the harvest. What happens in one hill parish, gene-
rally happens ina great measure in another; aud bands
of shearers were now traversing the south of Scotland,
soff® of them even from the most distant Highlands.

A small band, consisting ef father, son, and daughter,
had looked in at Bracken-Braes, and were hired for a
fortnight. At the expiration of that time, they wero
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to go to Ladyside, and it ;was probable they might get
a few days likewise at Raeshaw. They had not been
at Bracken-Braes half-a-week, till Donald Fraser had
told the story of his not uneventful-life.

Donald had been 3 soldier, and had seen service
on the .sands of Egypt, under Abercromby. Al-
though not the Highlander why took the Invincible
Standard, he would not have been slow in taking it had
it come in his way, and a bayonet in his hand must
have been an unchancy weapon. Unfortunately his
broad breast and brawny limbs had escaped without a
wound, so Donald had no pension. Foreign warfare,
and foreign climate had done his constitution some
wieng, and to say the truth, except by fits and starts,
it did not appear that Donald had ever been very fond
of work. On leaving the army, which he had been
forced to do by rheumatism that at one time threat-
ened to leave him lame for life, he took up his abode in
a hut near the head of the Dee, the most mountainous
region perhaps in Scotland. He had left a wife and
two children there when he joined the Forty-second,
and soon after his return, his wife died, leaving him to
provide, as best he could in that solitary region, for
Hamish and Flora. Year after year had passed away,
and there had never been any absolute want of food or
raiment, such as they were, in Donald’s hut. ®he
lochs were full of trout, thc river of salmon, the heather
mountains of grouse, and the forest of deer, and Don-
ald had, several fishing-rods and one rifie. Now that
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his son and daughter were grewn up, they had for se-
veral harvests sallied into the Lowlands, sometimes
“walking and working their way by Montrose and Kirk-
aldy, and on the Yast oceasion, comix;g direct from
Aberdeen to Eginburgh, by ‘the Brilliant Steam
Yacht.

, Hamish was abouf nineteen years of age, of quiet
manners and inoffensive disposjtion, as most Highland-
ers are when not put out of their way ; but bold, active,
amy patient of hunger, cold, and toil. Beside his fa-
ther, who was almost of gigantic mould, Hamish seem-
ed little; more than a dwarf ; but he was in fact rather
above the middle size, slim, straight, and muscular,
every motion betokening the possession of strehgth and
agility not thrown away on useleSs pastimes, but’re-
served for occasions of real need. The courtesy for
which his poorest and most uneducated countrymen are
so pleasingly distinguished, marked his demeanour in
« more than ordinary degree, and when he threw aside
his bonnet, his freckled and weather-beaten counte-
nance, withogt being remarkable for one single feature,
except perhaps its light blue and sincere eyes, was ex-
tremely agreeable, and when lighted up witk a smile,
even handsome below its curls of yellow heir’ There
was not a better hook on the corn-rigg than the young
Hi'ghlander, for, besides going over much ground in
little time, he left the stubble no higher than his ankle.
As fer food, he cared not about it, nor what it was, if
wholesome—barley-meal and goat’s milk had s€ill been
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the chief fare in the hut by the Linn of Dee, although
it must be confessed that a more potent liquor, when it
came in the way, was in no disrepute, and that the old
man especiall}, although he knew his besetting sin,
was not very cautious against temptation.

Flora Fraser was one of those perfectly simple and
harmless—say at once, innocent creatures—of whom it
is thought we may read in old songs and ballads, the
fictions of imaginative minds in lowly life, but no where
exirting even in the hut farthest remote from the haunts
of men. But in those little traditionary strains of feel-
ing, and of genius, the human spirit speaks of itself no
more than the truth; and although to those who live
not améng the lonely dwellers in the wild, and know
them most imperfettly from the mere appearances of
their outward condition, such pictures may seem false
and visionary, yet the colours are true as those of twi-
light or the sunset heavens, and touched by an uner
ring hand obeying the genuine impulses of nature.
Flora had slept all her life on heather or straw—and
little or no care had ever been taken to kcep her mind
from the knowledge of those evils, and vices, and sins,
that, like the seeds of plants, seemed to be wafted by
the winds into the most secluded-and solitary places,
and sometimes grow there with a rank luxuriance, even
below the same atmosphere-that cherishes all the best
charities of life. Although her father protected his
daughter’s virtue, and would have killed the mar who
offered to corrupt it, yet the rough old soldier had of
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course little delicacy of thinking, or of speaking, and
Fad not only witnessed, but taken a part in many a scene
"of turbulent and reckless enjoyment in those bloody
bug triumphant companies. But still, like some beau-
tiful small bird of the mounta#ins, that rises up with
unstained and shmmg plumage, from the dankest
marsh, and in the midst of the raining mists, young
Flora Fraser had retained a1l the hues of her native in-
nocence, and returned home from her walks or occupa-
tigns among the mountains, happy as that bird tp its
nest. And now cheerful in the haughs or on the up-
lands of Holylee, as in the glens that open down to her
ownriver, she sung Rerold Gaelic songs around Bracken-
Braes, or sat sheltered in her tartan plald when the
sleet came strong, below the hills that wanteds the
heather on which, from infur;cy, she had watched her
few sheep and goats at the fout of the great Highland
mountains.

Martha, who, for the last years of her childhood, had
always been a worker in the open air, was not con-
tented to reyuin at home in domestic occupations, and
now joined the shearers. She and Hamish Fraser were
together on the same corn-rigg ; and, busy as they all
were, still there was time for talk even duting their
work ; and then, at meals taken in the field by the
hedge-side, on some banks below a tree—all was glee
and merriment with every’ group. Hamish and Mar-
tha gere at first fellow-shearers, then acquaintances,
and theu friends ; and, before the fortnight was over
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and all the fields covered with stooks, or some of them
left naked by. the wains rapidly moving to and fro from
the stack-yard, they were more to each other than'
friends, even lovers in all the warinth~and tenderness
of youthful affection. . The Frasers always, after the
days work, walked down fo the vill'age to their beds,
in a small apartment there ; and it did not require much
persuasion to induce Martha occasionally to accompany
them, while old Donald led the way with his bag-pipe,
that sounded with a wild outlandish music among the
braes—Ilaments nnd marches, melancholy or exulting, as
over chiefs that had fallen, or with kilted battalions
rushing to battle. Love was mad2 both in shade and
sunshing, without those young creatures knowing that
it was love ; and, an the evening before the Highland
party were to move to Ladyside, Martha promised to
marry Hamish Fraser, and to go with him, .if he chose,
to the world’s end. .
Donald blamed in no measured terms his son’s folly,
and tried to frighten the young lovers by terrific pictures
of the married life ; but he had himself (lone the same
thing in his youth ; and when he saw that a marriage
it would be, he ga.ve Martha his blessing. . Flora, too,
cheerfully galle.d her sister, for Martha was too pas-
sionately attached to Hamish not to give her affection
freely:to one so near a-kin tp him. Lucy Forester was
not held the:less dear—nor did she become forg:atful or
ungrateful to her uncle and aunt ; yet still from Brac-
ken-Braes she was willing to go, and fearlessly, and
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without an hour’s hesitation, tg enter into the uncertain
prespects of a new life. ' .

* Not a little surprise was given to them all, at Mi-
chael’s fireside, by dhis unexpected event; but what
had happened was not to be changgd. There was some-
thinf to regret, but not to blame ; and, since Martha
would g0, it was now their duty to be as kind to her,
on her departute, as they h%d been during her stay,
and, in as far as lay in their power, to contribute to the
comfort and respectability of her condition. Nature,
where there is no guilt, may as well be allowed to take
its course, even when prudence would say nay. Per-
haps thete was some,wilfulness in Martha’s disposition
which could only fruitlessly have been ‘opposed, sstd
if thwarted, would have affected not only her .fu-
ture happiness, but her very nature ; and, judging con-
siderately and affectionately what was, on the whole,
best for her condition and circumstances, Michael and
Agnes used few arguments to dissuade her from her
resolves ; and then made a promise, which Ehey faith-
fully kept, tg treat her the same as ever while she
stayed at Bracken-Braes, and to send her, not only
with their best prayer and advice, but with substan-
tial comforts, into the wide world.
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CHAPTER XLI.

Sy————

Tux three merry harvest-homes, at Raeshaw, Lady-
sid:3, and Bracken-Braes were not over till the first
week in December. Many of the latest waggons left
the marks of their wheels on the snow, and some patch-
esoof grain that never ripened at all fed the working~
horses in the ficld.or stable. The large kitchens of
these houses exhibited; each on its own night, a feast
that was not long of melting away before many well-
earned appetites—there was no distinction of rank bz-
tween master and servant, heritor or hind, at these
plenteous boards—nor was there any need of crabbed
censor to ’restrain the harmless wit, that ever and anon
set the table in a titter, or a roar. Soon as the few
toasts had been given, at the head of which, even be-
fore his well-b&loved Majesty, Great George the King,
came not with loudf cheers, but low murmuring con-
gratulations, ¢ The Lady of the Hirst,” tables, chairs,
and forms were expeditiously removed, and the floor
cleared for the dance, reel, or jig—for waltz, or cotil-
lon, were yet unknown, while Bauldy Baird, successor
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to Blind Sandy Paisley, now.ynder the mouls, screw-
ed his strings to the sticking-place, and after a few pre-
Tusive flourishes, broke, with all his birr, into the Came-
ronign rant, or Lord Macdonald’s reel. Martha and the
young Hl;,hlander were conspicueus for the right good
will with which they tripped jit and flung it to the gay
strathspeys. Lucy did not decline the awkward bow,
and the bony hand of the hpmeliest suitor, and even
Mary Morrison herself was once or twice on the floor,
although she preferred sitting with Agnes and IsoRel,
or making herself useful among the refreshments.
Ooud Donnld had still in the rvom his unmerciful bag-
pipe, and among the ¢ sma hours,” without askmg
leave of any one, blew up his chanter, and to.the -
gry dismay of Bauldy Baird, whose fiddle was then,no
more heard than if it Lad been a mouse * cheepin’ in
the riggin’,” filled the house with a din, that made ma-
ny a pretty girl put her hands to her ears, and no
doubt sorely disturbed the bonny grey cock, and his
wives and family, in his adjoining roust bt;yond the
hallan. '

Now that all these festivities were over, and winter
had fairlyset in, who to make amends for his absence
the year before, brought with him his ﬁwsg beisterous
train of storms and snows, the Hig] ighlanders spoke of
taking their departure—-no; for their hut at the Linn of
Dee, for that they had lefe for ever and*a day, but
for distant Canada. Donald Fraser had for many
years been impatient of his poor and uncertain, and
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often inactive life, and had resolved to emigrate. e
knew that he had a brother in Canada, although he had
not for a long time heard directly from himself, and
that he was 'alse in a prosperous condition. Many of
his countrymen, and not & few of his clan were settled,
there, and the old soldier, who had'been in all climates,
cared not if he should leave hig bones in a foreign soil,
since it was tilled by Hjghland hands. Ilamish and
Flora were willing to go with their father, and they
were buoyed up by thewdventurous spirit of youth, that
looked with an imaginative eye into a lifé beyond the
seas. It was not to be thought that Martha wonld be
the one of the party most proneo regret or fear ; she
hed been contented in Ellesmere, happy at Bracken-
Braes, and she now hoped to be even more than happy
in the Canadian woods.

Michael Forester could not, however, agree to their
plan of embarking at Greenock in a vessel just then
about to sail, and insisted on their waiting till the win-
ter hurricanes were over, and taking advantage of the
more moderate breezes of early spring. With some
difficulty the stubborn veteran was prevailed on to re-
main in the neighbourhood for a few mqnths; and
Ewebark, which, since Abraham Morrison’s death, had
been untenanted, was soon put into a habitable state.
Donald and his son took immediate possession—Mi-
chgel-sent wver one of hisebest milch-cows, and an old
dik chest, by way of girnel, well filled in its two depart-
ments with oat and barley meal. Isobel added a few
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of her celebrated mutton-hams ; and old Donald him«
self, who, if there was a still within six miles, scented
it out with miraculous sagacity, procured by some in-
explicable means, a %olerable sized caskeof mountain-

, dew_: in which he endeavoured tg assure his sceptical
frietd Mr Forester that there was not a single head-
ache. '

Both the vettran and his son got plenty of winter
work to do, and earned good wa.'ges Martha was still
an mmate of Bracken-Braes, but there were few days
on wludl she did not see her lover. It was fixed thut
the wedding was to take place on her birth day, in the
middle of February,ewhen she would have completed
ler seventeenth year—and’ they were Yo take their
passage in the first Greenock ship,that was to sail for

“anada in March.

Meanwhile every hand was busy within Bracken-
Braes getting ready clothes and comferts of all kinds
for the voyage and their Canadian dwelligg. Martha
had never seemed to care much about ‘dress hefure, al-
though her V.Vestmoreland edncation had taught her
at all times to be neat and tidy about-the house as a
swallow—but now she half imitated the way in which
Lucy put up her hair, and half-adorned her ringlets by
more careful and assiduous touchedof her own taste. In
compliment to Hamish, or rather in undesigning sym-
pathy, she sent all the way ¢o Edinburgh fer a plaid of
the Fraser tartan; and whether it was that her features
and complexion suited the colours of the web, or that
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her face was now tinged, and animated by the glow of
youthful passion, Martha certainly never had looked
half so well before, and might even be said to have somé
pretensions tocheauty. But Martha had no pretensions
to any thing she did not possess ; and any little altera-
tion that now took place, either in her appearance, her
manners, or her general conduct, proceeded entirely
from that blameless joy that rose within her heart at
the thought or the sight of Hamish Fraser, and that so
far from engrossing her wholly, prompted her to even
more than her usual obligingness and gratitude to every
body around her, from all her relations at Bracken-
Braes to Alexander Ainslie at Halylee, who had driven
them years ago down from Ellesmere. Seeing her cheer-
fulness, her industry, her activity, her intelligence, and
her amiable disposition, now shown in a stronger and
more trying light than ever, the whole family felt that
they were going to lose a most excellent member, hut
at the same tjme one who was admirably adapted for the
life she had chosen, and who would be happy, and make
any kind husband happy, in any corner of the world.
The middle of February was not long of arriving ;
and the young Highlander issued out from the Manse
after Mg Kennedy had made them one, with Martha
on his arm: amidst  loud shout of congratulation sent
up from all the village-school children, and others of a
larger growth. AlexandercAinslie, whom nature had
destined for one of the Tenth Hussars, tpok the lead

and kept it in the broose, on an iron-grey galloway
11
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whose fame is yet rife in the parish of Holylee. Do-
nald led the foot procession across the hills, with cheeks
béfore which the peony would have waxed pale, the
drones of his pipe flo¥ing with a hundred*ribbons ; and

,the daybeingcalm, it is asserted that the concluding pi-
broch was heard i in the kirk-yard all the way from Ewe-
bank, although that solitary farm-house was three good
Scottish miles fom Holylee; and the length of any one
of these may be judged of by all' who have performed
the, dlstance at the close of a day’s walk, when the way-
sxde inn ha® seemed to retire into the mists, and the
termination of a Scottish mile to be extended to a re-
moteness ‘fearful to the very imagination.

About a fortnight after the wedding, a lettey came
from Donald’s agent, a tide-waiter {n Greenock, mark-
ed  haste and care,”—an injunttion to which no doubt
all due attention was paid by more than one post-mas-
ter,—urging him to appear forthwith on the quay, for
that the good ship Montreal was nearly ready for sea.

Before the marriage, Michacel Foréster had given
Martha fifty gounds in money, and paid all their pas-
sages to Quebec. Stores had been also purchased for
them in Greenock, and Martha's wardrobe was little in-
ferior in the number of articles, and far supeljonin solid
worth to that of many a young lady hiling to the Orient
for a husband. Donald, Hsu;nish, and F_lora had each a
privy purse—what sums they held did not appear, but
they gould not have been very magnificent, saved as
they had been from the wages of their Lowland har-
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vests. A certain sum was to be sent to them annual-
ly, after it was known where they had ultimately set-
tled, so that the emigrants were to be independent of
Donald's brother, who might be dead, or if alive, un-
willing to acknowledge the claims of kindred. There
was, in good truth, nothing to gend them away to Ca-
nada, but the hearts of one and £1l yearned for a foreign
land ; their cool determination had become longing de-
sire ; and even Martha was impatient to hear the rust-
ling of the great ship’s sails, so different from those
that she hed seen gliding along the ‘blut water of
Windermere—and that were to waft her away from the
hollow skies which lately had seemed to her to encircle
the whole world.

The Emigrants rame to take farewell, most probably
for ever, of their friends at Bracken-Braes. Martha
sat by the side of her youthful husband, and was
waited upon by Lucy, who, with tears in her eys,
handed round wine and cake on the little silver t;ay
she had got in a present from Emma Cranstoun.
Mary Morrison could not help looking at the young
bride almost with pity for her sake, and with a mourn-
ful remembrance of her own sad story ; but Aunt Iso-
bel would not allow even a parting scene to be clouded
with vain grief. * God bless you baith, my gude
bairns—nsae fear you will be happy.—Hear how the
very bird in his cage theressings to you—the first time
he has tuned his pipes this spring, and is na it a cheer-

fu’ sang ?~—A’ the world over, nae better omens are de-
1 .
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sired than the Lilt o’ birds ; and, in Scotland, the maist
encouraging is that o’ the lintwhite and the mavis.”
Agnes put a small Bible into Martha's hand, and asked
back her own as a‘memorial. Michael put his hand
on her head, and, remembering kis brother Abel, gave
her’a silent b{ess.ing—and :then sweet Flora Fraser
came in for her share of the tender farewell, when the
Emigrants at list rose to go, Lucy and Mary Morri-
son were not in the room, but ‘they had gone to wait
fog them g little way down the burn, and they did.not
return honle till more than an hour after their final de-

parture.
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CHAPTER XLIL
s———

OncE more had the sunny June loaded the woods
of the Hirst with beauty, and darkened into grateful
twilight a thousand glades that, but a month ago, were
all open to the sky. The grey walls of the ancient
Edifice gould now be espied but from a few distant
points, for oak, elm,.and sycamore were hiding all its
turrets. For two dull years, the majestic and vener-
able place had lost the animating and presiding spirit,
that breathed a cheerfulness throughout all its scenery,
Although skilful hands had continued to do every
thing required by the perfect order and regularity of
the walks, lawns, and gardens, that furnished a delight-
ful contrast to the rich confusion of nature over the
adjacent groves and remoter woods, yet, during the
absence of the Lady, many fine and delicate percep-
tions had been wantifig, which had formerly discovered,
almost every day, some new embellishment or some
magic change, perhaps no iore than the lopping off a
bough, or the thinning of a coppice-skreen, that,in a
moment brought the airy distance to view,—or a cot-

1
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tage embowered in trees, or.a bright slope of hill-side,
or a wider expanse of sky, for the clouds to travel in
‘or to repose. But now the Hirst was to be jocund as
in its best days, fof the wide gates of the avenue were
flung open, and, :mder an archy, a triumphal arch of
flowers and blossoms, was the Lady expected to pass
to her native home, ereturning from blessed Italy in
p.erfegt health,’and, as the rymour flew, if possible more
beautiful than ever. )

o A few days before, there had been a meeting of gome
of the most intelligent of the tenantry, and they had
arranged with the land-steward their plan of welcome.
Ten thousand branches would never be missed in those
extensive and gigantic woods—the removal of “fen
thousand flowery sprays would scarcely dim the lustre
of that wilderness of lilacs and laburnums—the bees
would know no difference among the banks of wall-
flowers, although troops of children were to carry away
in little baskets on their heads, all that their hands in
one forenoon could gather of those balmiest treasures
of our Scottigh Flora—and if the earliest roses must
go, although yet but in the bud, let them be plucked
without a sigh, and trust to the prodigal summer to hring
undiminished Drightness to every parterre @énd terrace.
But they all knew that the Lady had been fond of
roaming aggong the braes, end that she admired nothing
more than the spreading f&rn, and the brdom that yel-
lowed the little lonely glens. Many a pretty plant,
and flower, and weed, grows almost in every solitary
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nook, and places familiar only to the birds, bees, an@
sheep, were now rifled of their sweetness, that the tri-
umphal arch might show to her gaze some of the native’
products of thehills, intermingling their simple charms
with the richness of the lawn and garden. It was not
till o little after sunrise, on the -very morning the
Lady was expected to arrive, that the last touches
were given to the arch by, Lucy’s own hands, and so
many perfectly fresh and unfading flowers were clus-
tering there, that the wandering bees wheeled from
their forward flight to the clover-lea, and lingered in
the honey-dew of those gorgeous garlands.

Such was the spirit of the Festi¢al ; for among those
lowly folks, Love looked to Imagination to brighten the
Lady’s birth-place to her eyes on her return from a
foreign land. That trit'lmphal arch was nothing less
than most beautiful, with its shower of blossoms now
moving in the brecze, and now when the air was calm,
depending stedfastly as images in water. But the
bugle rang from the top of the central turret of the
Hall, a signal of the happy Approach, axd up came a
splendid equipage sweeping along, while the tall white
ostrich feathers gracefully nodding in the airy sun-
shine, tdldell the joyful assemblage that the Lady of
the Hirst was there.” There was no shout, nor yet was
there any music te sound a welcome. DBut all the ten-
antry stood ‘ith uncovered and bowed heads in saluta-
tion, not with downcast looks, as on the day sht left
them, but with smiles of rejoicing, and not a few tears,
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amidst a deepening murmut«of blessings. On both
sl'des of the entrance, immediately below the arch that
shul flowers down upon their bosoms, stood a row of
protty children all dressed in white, who dropt courte-
s1e§, with eyos fixed in admiration. of their Lady’s an-
gelic beauty—as she stood up in the carriage, and, per-
haps little nblg to spe.ak, waved blessings over all the
crowd, with arms that, in theip graceful motion, were
fairer than the snow. A little apart from the main
assemblage, in hopes of attracting the Lady’s éyes,
stood the party from Bracken-Braes, and Lucy’s heart
quaked with joy, when that hand waved a kiss towards
her, and a smile followed itsof such pierging sweetness
as placed her at once in heaven.

This was no idle pageant,, thit-passes away, "and
leaves the heart half-despising the emptiness of a fan-

tastic dream. But here gratitude gave visible and .

vivid expression to itsell for its own und its object’s
delight, in the greenuess of bough und the brightness
of blossom, which might, without any regret, all fade
and wither M1 the next week’s sun, gince the feeling

they symbolled was imperishable. 'Lhe very children -

felt the whole meaning of the spectacle, of which them-
selves made a proud part ; and the wonddful show of
flowers was understood by them, as it indeed was, to be
an offering to Heaven, altﬁgugh they had never heard of
such altars—of thunksgiving for that beautiful Being’s
escafe from the grave. The Sabbath before, Mr Ken-
nedy had alluded to her in his prayer ; aud that recol-
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lection now gave within every innocent heart over which
it came a religious sanctity to the rural festival.

Nor was the assemblage suffered to depart and dis-
solve, till the Lady of the Hirst had an opportunity of
more fully expressing her sense of th> kindness shown,
than she had been able to do in the sudden surprise of
that delightful reception. A me'ésage was sent to Mr
Forester, who was presént, in perfect happiness,
amidst the beauty of a scene which from Lucy’s
worlis he had been at no loss to imagine, that sie
wotild be happy to see all her friends, young and old,
on the southern lawn. There they were soon arranged
in an order that could not be otherwise than proper,
since all'fell into the places that were felt to belong to
their own age, character, or condition. The door of
the Green-House opened, and down came the Lady, with
light steps, and across the carpet-sod, close to the first
row of her humble friends. With the sweetest smilss
that ever were seem, she first of all said, that she
hoped happiness had been in their homes; and then,
with a more solemn expression of eyes, rettirned thanks
to God in their presence for his great mercy to herself.
— But.where is Lucy Forester ?” These-few words,
said with a silvery fone, brought Lucy from her fa-
ther’s side, and as she stood there, with eyes downcast,
and cheeks pale in emotion,.’fmany thought that it was
hard to tell which was the most beautiful—Emma
Cranstoun or Lucy Forester. All, too, remembered
that she had attended the Lady in her illness, and had
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Leen instrumental in saving Ler very life. Was it not
also well known that Lucy had been the friend of all,
whenever she had been questioned about their firesides,
and that, from her representation, théir benefactress
had learned all Jjer true knowledge of the family at
Bracken-Braes Thereforey, not one heart there felt
the slightest touch of°envy on seeing Lucy thus singled
out—while l\fichael, who hnd. heard the words with
sightless eyes towards Heaven, was perhaps the hap-
Piest man there; and the gentle Agnes careds not
if the whole assembly noticed her gushing tears. Em-
ma Cranstoun kissed Lucy’s cheek, and whispered a
few words into her'ear ; apd then, knqwing her own
station, and finely understanding how far thre Lady’s
condescension was at this time nfeant to extend, Mi-
chael’s daughter, after a low obeisance, returned to Lis
side, and the whole group expressed their pleasure und
applause.

This had not been intended for one of thgse more or-
dinary common-place merry meetings, where tables are
placed beneuth the shade, and the jovial tenantry of
some great estate feast in honour of the House. Such
festivals have their own peculiar character of huppi-
ness, and may they never be blotted out froth the holi-
days. But here the meaning of the entire day was
higher and more solemn®;—little “parties were formed
by the children and thefr parents, up and down the
wodds, at some considerable distance from the Hall,
which was now left altogether undisturbed ;—other
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groups took their frugal refreshments by the spring-
wells among the braes, plucking the water-cresses to
their bread ;—and in not a few of the houses on the
estate there were evening meetings of youths and
maidens, who were all dressed already in their best ar-
ray, and saw each other home nmoné the falling dews,
and below the moon and stars.
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'CHAPTER XLIIIL

oJwcy had never, in former years, contemplated the
beauty of Emma Cranstoun without melancholy ; but
now there was no occasion for any such feeling; for
her step, although dight as ever, was now far more
elastic. Nothing like lassxtude or dec.xy belunged to
her most graceful of all figures. Her voice was mellow
as her own new-strung lute ; and the Jjoyfuiness of
grateful health tinged her face, without being able to
overcome its characteristic pensiveness. She never
could—ucver ought—never wished to forget, that from
the very brink of death she had been restored; and
that rememlyrance, present with her in her pleasantest
hours, could not but give to her eyes a perpetual ex-
pression of piety, that threw an affecting light over all
her ordinary pursuits. It might well have been said
that her manners were religious, *for they were all in-
spired by a spirit that wassoindeed ; and while Emma
Cranstoun seldom or never introduced ihto her com-
mome conversation any of that language which, being
divine, ought cautiously to be guarded against any in-
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voluntary profanation, her pious heart spoke in the en-
tire structure of her speech. She said, that she liked
even to hear Lucy’s Doric tongue ; but what could be
her pleasure,*in all its simple or Scottish phrases,
sweetly syllabled as they were, to the delight which
Lucy enjoyed from that. perfectly besutiful English
that flowed from the Lady’s lips, expressive at once of
all the highest endowments of mind and soul, and of a
range both of thought and feeling to which the humble
shepherdess of Bracken-Braes feared even to raise hor
imagination.

Lucy felt now, even more than ever, the vast dis-
tance at which she stood from the Lady of the Hirst.
Bug hers was still the same affection, not at all altered
in its nature, only deepened and strengthened by a
clearer insight into the order of things. When a child
—at least a mere girl—she had often sat in the Lady’s
presence, never, never indeed, with any thing like tl.e
feeling of an equal, but almost without any restraint,
and free of her own accord to talk or to smile. But
now Lucy saw the nice duties of look and manner
which that gracious and benign friendship imposed,—
duties that no one else could have discerned. There is
nothing to hinder love from existing between persons
in most unequal conditions, when each knows well the
full nature of her own ; and perhaps in some peculiar-
ly felicitous instances, that very inequality preserves
the completeness of the emotion, and continues it tu the
end pure, unfading, and entire. It was so with Emma
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Cranstoun and Lucy Forester. , Here it might be said’
lpe't together the genii of the hall and the hut—and
who could pronounce which spirit was most beautiful,
the lady with her dark hair braided across her pensive
forehead, and a fgw pearls among the lace-veil that
sha};ed her head-dress into that which charms in old
pictares of our Mary Queen, or the shepherdess with
her golden tresses yet as rich in ringlets as when Isaac
Mayne compared it to a star tw.inkh'ng on the brow of
tito hill, with rays seemingly half light and half dew,
so bright, and yet so soft, the splendour?

« What a heart must be hers,” thought Lucy, * ne-
ver to have forgotte one single event or mcldent how-
ever small, that we ever talked about, never,to kive
lost the least part of her interest im any of the concerns
of any one poor family in the whole parish, after an ab-
sence of two years, and these years, too, past in strug-
gling with disease in far-away countries! What a me-
mory have the truly good.” All this was true, and no
exaggeration of Lucy’s admiring heart. .In_deed the
Lady of theoHirst was more attached to it than ever,
and now that her health allowed her to rise with the
sun, what blessings was it in her power te bestow dur-
ing the length of a midsummer day! At Bracken-
Braes all that was needed was *her presence.  An
hour in the week on an average all the year through
will content me,” said the blind man, “ ¢ visit fromn her
maRes that day a Subbath, Agnes—does it not ?” And
Agnes felt the very same state of mind her husbaund
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had thus expressed. Aunt Isobel, it seems, had once
seen the Lady’s mother on the steps of Dalkeith-Iouse
when she was a bride—but she was forced to confess
that the living Emma Cranstoun iwas the fairer, oge of
the few instances on record of a daughter being more
beautiful than her mother. Mary Morrigon, now almost
cheerful in her widowhood, yet meek as when that
word was in childhood first applied by general consent
to her name, desired no better happiness than to be-
hold Lucy sitting in the Lady’s smiles; but if neta
better, yet 2 more animating happiness was hers, when
she herself too came in for her own share of kindness,
retired as she most frequently was on some seat in a
noox, or.a little out of the circle, not to shun observa-
tion, for she had lived once more to love the sunshine,
but from a humble habit learncd in other days, and
proceeding fromn a part of her very nature.

¢ Lucy—have you heard that my brother is comiag
to the Iirst? I fear that his long detention in France
has not been for the benefit of his character, but I shall
hope the best. Yon know that I had not seen Harry
since T was almost a child—but last winter Lie came to
see me at Rome. He is, alas! too much a foreigner—but
he treated me with the greatest affection. I do not
think that he will ever liveat the ITirst—and he has told
me that I may live here, if Inchoose, all my life.” No
words could be more happy to Lucy,.for her heart did
not expect, and scarcely wished ever to care mucl? for
any thing out of the Parish of Holylee.
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But Emma Cranstoun had apother communication
to confide to Lucy, and she was now led to do so from
its connection with what she had said about her bro-
ther. I am engagtd, Lucy, to be masried—but he
,who hopes to be my husband loves dearly the Parish of
Holylee, and wg shall reside, at the Hirst, if my bro-
ther prefers living abrond—if he possesses the Ilall of
his oforcfuthers, “which I wish, he may do, then Mr El-
lis intends to purchase the Mair;s, and build a mansion
thage, on the site of the present ruin.” .

« Mr Ellis I” that word almost stopped the beatings
of Lucy’s heart, although at first it made it flutter
nearly into o faintin-fit. But Emma (/mnstoun was
herself too much possessed by her own t]wu‘rhta to 8b-
serve her emotion. < Edwar:l tdd me that he kad
frequently visited the family at Bracken-Brues, and.
indeed, when I think of"your moonlight journey, I
could almost be jealous,”—and Emma lifted her beau-
tiful white arm to adjust a ringlet that she then felt
upon her blushing cheek, with a smile that showed at
once ignoranee of poor Lucy’s first love, and confidence
in the power of her beanty. ¢ I am sure, Lucy, you
will admire my Edward—he, I know, will love every
one I love—and there is not, and never vill he that
friend dearer to iy heart than Ll.lcy Forester.”

Lucy soon recovered Her composure—and, indecd,
what had there been said to agitate her—for had not
Edvard Ellis been long ago thought of with unpainful

affection, and of late, often removed out of her remem-
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brance! And then, had not her own heart found mere
pleasure—more happiness—more delight, than perhaps
she might be willing to confess even to herself, in the
company of Miles Colinson ? Could she have laid her
hand on that fair bosom, and denied that it had ever
heaved a tender sigh when dreaming of Ellesmere ?
Was a dream of the days of old, once bright and beau-
tiful as it was, and tender, most tender in all its celes-
tial bliss, to come back from the mist to drive away the
pleasant prospects which were dawning around her life,
or to deaden her spirit to the enjoyment of more so-
ber realities? Lucy had too simple, too strong, too
wise a heart, long to indulge in such delusions; and
after & pause of not very many minutes, she kissed the
Lady’s hand—an expression of attachment which she
especially loved, because felt to be at once respectful
and endearing—and after prayers for her happiness
with Mr Ellis, as sincere as ever went to Heaven, sle
returned perfectly happy—by the Gowan-Green, and
the Hawk-Stane Spring to Bracken-Braes.
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CHAPTER XLIV.

memem—

Wurn Michael Forester compared all the circu.m-
stances of hls life from his earliest remembrances, with
all that he knew of the lot of any other individual
high or fow, rich erepoor, and such comparisons had
of late years been more and’more frequehtly made By
him in his solitary meditations, or jn cheerful conver-
sations with his beloved Agnes ‘when all the household
were asleep, what reason Lgd he to be grateful to Pro-
vidence for so many undeserved blessings! Even their
‘unceasing solicitude about Lucy had been to them both
a source of happiness, for in all their anxieties, they
felt that she Jvas nevertheless secure, and that their
fears proceeded entirely from an excess of parental af-
fection. Her beauty, and her goodness were to them
onc idea ; and when praying together, they, felt assur-
ed that both were indestructible. ® Then, how had all
their worldly affairs prospgred! Rich they were not,
nor wished to be ; _bad seastns, and fluctuating prices,
had gjfected them as well as their neigkbours, and for
a good many years they had had struggles to preserve
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their independence. But the farm of Bracken-Brges
had seemed to become more productive after Michael’s
blindness, not merely from its increased cultivation,
but even as if the sunshine and‘the dews had visited
it more genially since that afliction. All the money
that Michael had at first to borrow had been repaid—
Aunt Isobel’s three hundred pounds had again been
put into the bank in her own name, for old as she was,
it was yet possible that she might survive them all
—the stock on the farm was his own, and the furni-
ture in the house, and he had considerabie sums lent
on unexceptionable securities. Were Lucy ever to be
left an orphan, she would be very far from destitute ;
atd, perhaps, that confidence is the most perfecily
socthing and satisfactory feéling that can fill the bo-
soms of affectionate and thoughtful parents. What
more could they desirc on #his side the grave?

Now, that Lucy was grown to woman’s estate, they
sometimes had spoken to her of such matters, and ai-
though at first she listened with a painful fecling,' for
the very possibility which these conversations implied
of her parents’ death was most distressing, yet since
they were so deeply interested in what they said, she
did not interrupt' them, und even put on an appear-
ance of being interested herself, which was altogether
foreign to her real state of ;nind. As long as her father
and her mother lived, Lucy cared not either about riches
or poverty—were they to die, she felt that nothing could
ever lighten to her eyes the darkened earth. But
) 11
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they were both well, strong, and happy ; neither were
they old; and as for her mother, Lucy thought her,
aor was she greatly deceived, except the Lady of
the Hirst the moitbeautiful person she.ha.d ever seen :
—DBut Emma Cranstoun was nc:t yet twenty, and Ag-
nes Hay nearly twice that age. Her matronly loveli-
ness was yet idmire(! by all, but they who remember-
etl her when first she came into the Parish of Holylee
doubted if at that time she®ould not have stood a com-
parison even with the Lady, now in the perfection of
heér virgin beauty. °
They were all sitting together under the Plane-
Tree, and Lucy cheering the evening silence with a
song, when a stranger, whe had stood wnobserved at a
small distance during the time she was singing, “ad-
vanced courteously, and introduced himself as Mr Max-
well. The name was one that had long since ceased
to be familiar to Michael’s mind ; but Agnes at once
recognized a likeness in his features to those of the
gentleman whom she had seen at Dovenesty that even-
ing her husband told her of the ruin of his fortunes.
“ 1 am the 8nly son, Mr Forester, of Mr Maxwell who
came into possession of your property between Lasswade
and Roslin.” These words awoke many remembrances
in Michael’s mind, but they were of no pdinful nature,
for he had never repined from the first day he had left
Dovenest, and had long lﬁ;en 80 perfectly. reconciled to
his lot, that he often felt the pleasure of living over
agaif his life in those quiet gardens washed by the
Aa -
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Esk that mumured louder than the Heriot-Water in
his dreams. ¢ It is getting late in the evening, Sir, wjll
you be our guest till the morning?” Mr Maxwel!
assented, and they all went togethgr into the house.

It was not till after supper and prayers that their
guest spoke of any but ordinary suljects ; but just as
Lucy was lighting his taper, he asked leave to address
them on an affair of some importance, and which he
hoped would tend in some measure even to promote
their domestic happincss, although he saw, and indeed
previously knew, that it was built on a surer founda-
tion than mere temporal prosperity. ¢ My father, Mr
Forester, was an honest and uprig‘ht man, and I should
be. unworthy of calling myself his son, did I not respect
his memory. But by his successful industry I am now
a rich man, and I am come to restore to you the full
value of that property which, on an unfortunate occa-
sion, passed from your into his hands. I do not say that
I am unentitled to it, although my doubts are strong ;
but be that as it may, it is now yours, and had the
place itself not long' ago been purchased and repurchas-
ed, as you know, Dovenest itself should now have been
put into your possession. Before I leave this roof, my
words shall be made good.”

Michael Forester continued to sit exactly in the
same posture in which he was before Mr Maxwell be-
gan to speak nor did any vi§ible emotion pass over his
placid countenance. Agnes looked at her husband, but
her face was equally calm. Aunt Isobel alone spoke,
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¢ Aye—there is an honest man—something more than
honest—your very face, my friend, declares your char-
*acter, and my heart warmed towards you when you
knelt beside me om our earthen floor. , Your substance
will not be lessened by this acj—but for it and others
like it, for good deeds like bad®never go single, Pro-
vidence will bless yoyr children’s children.” Mr Max-
well secmed #o feel that his conduct scarcely deserved
such benediction ; but as fis consciencc told him that
he was doing right, his heart di lly decline
the old lady’s commendations, and: seldom Yeen
happier than he now was at that ﬁresxde.

Micliael, in a fey minutes, showed that very strong
feelings were rising withifl his breast. ¢ The mergsre-
covery of what had been lost so long ago did not aﬂ"(,ct
him at all, but the principle of Mr Maxwell’s conduct
did so exceedingly, and there also came over him a
deep sense of the goodness of his Maker. How had all
things wrought together for the good of himself and
family ! His father had died quite happy =t last, and
full of years—poor Abel, after much suffering no doubt
which his errors incurred, had found, when all his
wanderings were over, a hopeful death-bed, and a
quiet grave—Martha the orphon, although far away,
had prospects of happiness in thaf peacefuf foreign land
—who was so good, and so happy, as his beautiful Lucy
—Agnes Hay had broug’;t blessings into his house
which nonc enjoyed more than that gentle spirit—in
extreme age, Aunt Isobel was cheerful as a new-stirred
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fire—and Mary Morrison, in her meekness, was like a
child of their own at Bracken-Braes.

For an hour after all the others had retired to rest,
Michael sat by himself in his cheir, aware from the
cessation of the flickering sound, that the fire was dead
on the hearth. It was pleasant to bé’alone in the per-
fect silence. His whole soul was calm and bright as
the heavens stretched with their stars ovar all the quiet
hills. .

What stronger proof of the superior excellence nnd
happmess of virtue than that placid and serene con-
tentment that is almost always the portion of the blind!
That inner world which is to us al] the most essential
world which we inhabit, is*to them more clearly dis-
covered than to ourselves. Our inward eye is dazzled
with the light in whxch we live ; but theirs, in its dark-
ness, sees well and undisturbedly. Their mind is a
clearer world to them, as it is also more clearly reveal-
ed. Hence it is, that judging more justly of the hu-
man soul, they are less troubled with its passions. Cut
off from so many of the amusements and pursuits of hu-
man life, and left so much to the dominion ‘of their own
silent spirits, they feel and know that there is no stability
=n0 hope—no trust in vicious appetencies or degrading
thoughts. All these they fear and abhor as false friends
stealing upon the noiseless calm of their lives, and whose
visit must bring and leave behind trouble and remorse.
But kind affections—pure sentiments—lofty thoughts
—gentle opinions of humanity—and devout feelings to-
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swards God—these are a solaee and support in which
there can be nothing vain or delusive. Resignation is
" ever attended with its own perfect peace; and the blind
sijting in their sofitude, and for a while forgotten per-
hz.zps even by those who most tenderly love them, are
happy, because their souls are true to virtue, and be-
gcause the Great Being who inflicted the dispensation
has more than compensatgd it, hy that inward light
which shines amidst the thickest darkness with its own
eacred and inextinguishable lustre. R
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CHAPTER XLV.
——

Tug Hirst had for several weeks been a scene of
unusual festivities; for Henry Cranstoun with' several
fashionable friends had arrived there from London, and
it soon appearcd that his tastes and enjoyments were
altogither of a different description from those of his
incomparable sister. Mr Cranstoun had not been in
Scotland since his childhood—for he had reccived his
education at a great English school, and one of the Eng-
lish Universities, and had afterwards been detained for
many of the best and most critical years of his life at
Verdun. That system of education which has formed
s0 many good and great men, had to him besn produc-
tive of nothing but evil. Iis fine talents had either lain
wilfully neglected, or grossly misapplied, his passions
had run riot in early indulgence, and before he left
England he had formec' wild, irregular, and disorderly
habits, which his long residence in France had confirm-
ed. It was not possible now éither to himself or others
to understand what was his natural character, it was
so overlaid with foreign accomplishments, follies, and
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wices. His, however, had seemed to be the very worst
kind of selfishneys— that which enjoys nothingintensely,
unless there be about it something vicious or unlawful ;
and with all that cheerful laughter ad airy demean-
our that to heedless observatioh betokened only good
humour and generosity, Hepry Cranstoun had always
an eye to his own gratifications, and would greedily
grasp them to°the sacrifice of every just and humane
principle! DBut then he was in the prime of life—ex-
tsgmely handsome—skilled in almost every art of in-
sinuation and allurement—master of all the modern
languages of Europe—a consummate musician, for mu-
sic was an art he might be said to have inherited—of an
dld family, and with a prin::ely fortune.”

It is surprising what a quick and true perception
of the moral character of their superiors is often pos-
sessed by people in the lowliest conditions. They may
make great mistukes, as to manners, acquirements, and
intellectual capacity ; but, with regard to the essentials
of worth, their opinions are generally rig}.lt. Virtue
breathes without disguise—speaks openly—and appears
forth clearly before men, even in the most retiring of
unostentatious characters. Its lustre cannot be hid-
den. If it shine not like a star, it will glimmer like
a lighted window. Intellect ofton works in a sphere
of which common men kgow nothing, not even its ex-
istence, and the famous gefiius may seem to them a re-
clusg, ignorant of the world and all its concerns. But
if there be great vices in a man’s character, let his
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rank or riches be what.they may, they will be repro-
bated by the honest poor in their huts. Outward res-
pect may still be shown, for that is due to their
station, and the peasant, shephe'rd, or hind, may,
without reproach of conscience, unbonnet to his
worthless Iandlord. But gll his most courteous smiles,
and words, and acts, within the Goors of their huts, or
the gates of his own halls, will never purchase for
such a man the smallest portion of genuine esteem.
His entrance into humble households will be regarded
with suspicion ; and fathers and mothers  will pray
that their porch may be unvisited by him, who knows
not the value, and feels not tht sanctity of inno-
cefce. - '

Henry Cranstour had not been many weeks at the
Hirst, till he had become the object of such disturbed
and disapproving feelings and judgments, very widely
over the whole parish. He seemed either totally igno- |
rant of the character of the peasantry on his estate, .
or insensible to its excellence. It was not a little rude-
ness, folly, error, or even apparent vics itself, that
could have wholly alienated from the heir of an old
house, the affections of an intelligent and virtuous
tenantry ; but this infatuated young man seemed to
have even a pleasurd in insulting their holiest habits,
and deepest natural emotions. The Sabbaths at the
Hirst were uéw disturbed “with the noise of revelry,
that had been heard by whole families walking through
the woods to the House of Ged ; and, to the horror of
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the yet simple dwellers in thg parish of Holylee, cards,
atid dice, and other hideous gambling were, according
to rumour, rife there, even on the Lord’s Day. Ser-
vangs, with more &ven than their mgster’s reckless
vices, and a pnde almost equal to the debasement
of their ignorance, and the shockmg brutality of their
manners, swarmed about the old venerable Hirst; and
some part of the indignatiop and scorn, which the be-
haviour df these tyrannical slaves at the houses of poor
megn had far and near excited, could not but fall upon
him, who could not only endure their presence, but
whose life seemed even to depend for many of its en-
joymer;ts on their base servilities and unprincipled cru-
tlty. « There is nothing Scottish abdut him or his,”
was the bitter expression of many,a father and mother’s
heart. “ God grant the timé be not far, when he and
his outlandish counts and valets disappear from Holy-
lee !”

Emma Cranstoun conducted herself towards her bro-
ther in the way that might have been‘xexpécted from so
nearly perfgct a character. She soom saw, with the
deepest grief, that she must not hope to work any great
change upon him, in less time than yéars upon years;
for his bad principles were rooted in a gtrong under-
standing, and his evil practice had made his heart cal-
lous. She endeavoured, to make him comprehend the
character of the people, By opening up«o him some of
thgir home habits, and she did not even scruple to be-
seech him to respect their prejudices. For had she
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called their reverence of a]l religious institutions by its
true and high name, she would only have been more
strongly exciting his ridicule or contempt. With bit-
terest tears of shame and grief, she beseeched him to
remember that their iunocence was the sole portion of
the females of the poor man’s family. ¢ Oh ! brother,
as you respect the purity of me, yeur sister, and would,
I verily helieve, rather see me dead than dishonoured,
respect, for my sake, the purity of the harmless crea-

“ tures, whose forefathers have even lived for generationg
on tliis estate. They have a hereditary claim to your
protection—and, methinks, that were any infamy to
come to them from yourself, or thase whom you have
chosan to be your friends, that I could not bear to look at
these pictures of our blameless ancestors. See what
venel"able sweetness is on' the face of Alice the Lovely,
whose burial was a hundred years ago! But look—
look here, my deur brother, this is the picture of our
own sainted mother!”  And Emma drew aside a black
silk curtain, chat shaded from the light a face drawn
in crayons, which beamed with a mingled dignity and
gentleness, not easily to be gazed on, now that their
mother was in her tomb, without an emotion, that in
its mournfulm:ss was akin to virtue.

To all these gentle and affectionate remonstrances of
Emma Cranstoun, her brothet‘lwas not altogether in-
sensible, and however unappaent their influence had
yet been on the general tenor of his conduct, they hyd
at least awakened in his heart both a finer and a
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" strenger feeling of affection for, his mild and persuasive
instructress. Perhaps he had hitherto loved his sister
more on account of the pride he felt in her great beau-
ty and accomplishments, which had byrst suddenly
Jupon him the first tlme he had sgen her since a child
that summer at Rome, than for the sake of her better
worth but now he felt the holy charm of virtue

. when seen shinihg forth in one by nature necessarily
s6 dear to thim, and in the midét of his own reckless
profligacy, he paid it an unaccepted and unavallmg
homage. Emma endured the disturbed and disre-
putable life he had introduced inte that once peaceful
Hall, as long as she ould do so with any propriety ;
Dutt her sense of duty and dignity at lerfigth overcape
every other consideration, and she formed the'rcso.lu-
tion of leaving the Hirst for a®season, and going with
Mrs Ramsay to the seat of one of her father’s oldest
friends, who would probahly understand the reason of

Jher offered visit.

The character of young Cranstoun was®no where
better underggood than at Bracken-Braes, and Michael,
Agnes, and Isobel, had one and all of them cantioned

+ Lucy to avoid at all times the slightest approach on
his part to her company, at least when alox%e, either at
the Hirst, in any of the vallies, oy at their own house,
which he had*been much fonder of visiting lately, than
was agreeable to any one within its walls This cau-
tion yvas not giveri- in any doubt of his daughter, but
to prevent the possibility of any unknown evil coming
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from that quarter. Lucy did not need any such wam«
ing, for she knew too well her own danger, or rather
she knew what anger and misery and disturbance of
spirit there would be at Bracken-Braes, if her father
had been aware of Mr Cranstoun’s repeated attempts
to gain upon her vanity, her simplicity. her ignorance,
or her weakness—and Lucy was willing enough to
confess, that all these ,might belong to her cha-
racter. '

Hls sole desire and determination, smce Herry
(lmnstoun had first seen Lucy Forester, was to get her
into his power, and carry her off with him to the Con-
tinent. What was she but a peasant’s daughter ?
Her father, t6 be sure, was a man far beyond the com-
mon run,—and he was also a blind man, who would
sorely miss the child heard for so many years in his
darkness. Lucy was likewise, humbly born as she
was, his own sister’s bosom-friend, and her kindness, :
it was said, had even saved Emma’s life. She was
also a perfectly happy creature—and to destroy great
human happiness, requires a cold, or a stera, or a fierce
heart. But then she was beautiful—aye, beautiful as
an angel, and not less innocent—and his heart, which
had so lonp been the victim, the slave of passion,
beat and leapt and bounded at the forethought of all
that angelical beauty and jnnocence being prest in
transport to his bosom, althdhigh afterwards might come
shame, sorrow, despair and death.

Had Lucy known all that the heart of Henry Cran-
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stoun had planned against her, sooner would the small
singing bird have left the hawthorn-hedge when it saw
tle merlin on the wing, than she have forsaken for an
hour the shelter of Bracken-Braes. But innocence
suspects not, nor if it did, could penetrate into the

* dark secrets of thit heart from which pity and honour
and religion are all fiyng asiae, and nothing heard, felt,
t.)r.obeyed, but ¢he cry of passion unresisted in its long
career and conquest of crime and migery.

Henrzy Cranstoun had had his spies and emlssanes
at watch and at work through all the parish. He Knew
every step that Lucy took half a mile from Bracken-
Braes. °‘Did she go,to Raeshaw, to Ladyd#ide, to the

“Manse, to Ewebank, to any® hut withou# even a ngme,
her visit, if one that had been previously intended, Was
already known to him at the* Hirst. He had some-
times been at her side among the Bracs, as if he had
risen out of the earth, and had come carelessly and ac-
cidentally into the solitary dwellings where Lucy per-

* haps had gone to see some sick or dying person, or to
offer some charitable office to the poor. He stood not
in awe of t’mt God whose servant the young, the
humble, innocent and happy creature was upon those
affecting occasions, and he would have ruined the soul
of her whom he might have behe}d kneeli;g in prayer
by the sick-beds of the widow and the orphban, or
gliding home to her Blif\d Father's dwelling with a
song that cheered the solitary braes, and seemed to
leave its music in the wild moors. Her innocence, Le
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saw, could never be corrupted—but it might be be-
trayed ; and were Lucy Forester away with him into
another country—away beyond the seas—cut off from
Bracken-Braes by hundreds of l.agues of land and
seas, with all their moyntains and waves, might she not
perhaps become his in her homeless;-hqpeless destitu-
tion and despair, and ‘Tight not his joy—his happiness
—his bliss be perfect at last in that sacrifice ?

But, Emma Cranstom:, although she kad never
breathed a syllable of her suspicions to her brother,
had been for some time more unhappy and wfraid even
than Lucy herself of his wicked designs. Indeed, it
was her miverable conviction of some meditated evil, too
dreadful even to be alluded to, that fifially determined
her to léave the Hirst, and to take Lucy with her to
Ballendean. Michael and Agnes, although almost
daily expecting a visit from Miles Colinson, did not
think of making any objections to this plan, under cir-
stances which they fully understood without puttings
that Lady under any necessity of entering into any
lengthened explanation ; so it was fixed that Emma
Cranstoun was to send over a servant for Lucy next
evening, and that she should accompany herself and
Mrs Ramsay to Ballendean, where they would re-
main till her brother and his companions left the
Hirst.
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-CHA_PTER XLVI.

Lucy had left Bracken-Braes in the evening on
Emima Craastoun’s own palfrey, under care of a ser-
vant ; and Mary Morrison had tripped on foot by her
side as far as the w'ell-known Gowan-Green. There

~shje had parted from her friend with a liss, and kept
her eyes upon her till she saw the horses following the
bridle-road towards Ewebank < Aye, aye!” said
Mary to herself, ¢ Lucy is just going round by the
house where I used to live, to take a look at the sweet
birch-wood, where we have so often sat together in

*days when I was as happy and as innocent as herself !”
—and then returned to the Heriot-Water.

Michael n®ver slept very soundly when Lucy was

from home ; and he now rose in the gloaming, before
" the sun had shown his disk over Raven-Crag, or
awakened a bird in the eaves or the Plane-tree. It was
the dawn of the twelfth of August.~ and no sooner had
the light broken, than thetfrequent gun of the fowler
was heard on the hills. A foot came up “the avenue,
and & voice said, “ Mr Forester, here is a letter from
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the Hirst.” Michael took it to Agnes. It was from
the Lady herself, and expressed much surprise that
Lucy Forester had not, according to agreement, come
to the Hirst, with tender inquirieg as te the cause of
her not appearing, which she trusted was not illuess,
either of herself or any one at Bracicen-Braes. .

Every inmate was soor up ; and a dire and dismal
distraction, in which reason itself was haflled, prevail-
ed over the whole fangily. Their fears all connected
themselves with Henry Cranstoun, but nobody yet ex-
pressed them—till Michael himself said,.  Let’ us
trust in that God who has never yet forsaken us, and
whose proyidence, although often inscrutable, will not
suffer our child to be destroyed !” But every minuf~
brought its own horrid thought, and there was an un-
certain and hurried walking about, as if the tencment
had been on fire.

Maury Morrison, who had gone out to speak with the
person who had brought the letter, came back with
quick pace to the room, and said, « Here is Mr Miles
Colinson—here is Mr Miles Colinson!” Aunt Isobel
~—for Michael and Agnes were sitting in a sort of stu-
por—went and brought him in, after telling him, in a
few words, at what crisis he had arrived. ¢ You have
come to us just when we have lost our Lucy, Mr Co-
linson ;—a villain has taken her from us—from Agnes
there—and me, her blind fa.her ; and dreadful are the
decrees of the Most Merciful and the Most High !

It seemed that nothing was in their power to do, any
10
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more than if they had all been chained in a dungeon.
Tnto what quarter of the horizon should the pursuers
go ? Hours—hours—many long hours had there been—
a whole night of haprs—since Lucy had fallen into the
fatdl snare. As well go seek for a drop; pearl from the
hair over the boufids of a great forest, as seek for Lucy
Forester now among all thole ountains ! The light
of morn must have found her far—far off from Bracken-
Braes ;—r perhaps the light of morn may not yet have
visited her weeping eyes in some dark den, known only
to that pityless Atheist. -

Perhaps Miles Colinson was now a more miserable
man even than Michael Forester. He had come to woo
+his bride in her father’s howse—and lo e she had been
carried off by a ravisher. Yet, wicked as the world is,
there are bounds, he thought md.said, set to wicked-
ness, which even a demon from below could not have
power to overleap ; and a hope came, even from his be-
ing the brother of Emma Cranstoun, that Lucy might

' find mercy at his hands. They all knewsthat Lucy
would walk into a burial-vault, and be left there to dic
of hunger, rather than break one of God’s command-
ments. A sort of wild joy was in Michael’s broken
voice, as he cried out—¢ Oh ! that she hqd the wings
of a dove, *hat she might come ﬂy:ng back to her Blind
Father I"—<,Fear it not—fear it not,” said Aunt Iso-
bel, now too old to weep, Kut whose hope was strong as
possession, both of this world and the world beyond the
grav%, « safe is she at this hour, wherever she be, as

B
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the youths in the fiery furnance ; nor shall a hair of her
head be skaithed.

Mary Morrison now mentioned, that Lucy had left
the direct road to the Hirst, and had gone up the brae
towards Ewebank. A sort of light glimmered in upon
Michael’s mind. As Ewebank was a‘very lonely place,
it was possible that hi§ datighter had been wiled away
thither by some pretence ; and he called to mind, tov,
that it was now inhabited by a person of no very good
character, who hung loose on society, and did not follow
any regular profession. Such place, and such person,
seemed well fitted for the nefarious wickedness he
feared ; and the Blind Man, taking his. staff, requested
Miles Colinsor to accomparty him to Ewebank. .

When they reached that solitary house, no smoke
came from the chxmney, -and nothing was stirring about
it any more than if it had been uninhabited- The
door was locked—the window-shutters closed, or ra-
ther the light excluded by boards, and branches of
broom and fern. Miles Colinson heard nothing, but
Michael said, “ there are people in the house, I hear
footsteps and whispering.” No answer being given to
their words, Michael Forester put his hand and foot to
the door, an._gl it flew open like that of a childish play-
thing. Wat Armstrong met him in the passage with
a fierce countenance, but Miles Colinson was not a man
to be intimidated, and stepped forward between the
Blind Man and his opponent. <« Is the temant of
this house at home?” said Michael, * and if so, why
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bLas he barricadoed his door ?”, It was too late to offer
resistance to the resolute Blind Man and his friend, for
.Lucy had heard their voices, and was already in her
father's arms. TBere too was Henry Cranstoun, the
representative of an ancient &nd honourable family,
standing like. a condemned, felon, in a clay-built hut,
on his own hereditary estate.

Lucy Foreiter's eyes wgre red with weeping—her
cheeks dim in the rosy beauty which no agony could
wJtogether blanch, and her silken hair, which gJmest
one singl.e touch of her hand could trick into graceful
wreaths, sorely dishevelled.  But now there was per-
fect restoration brought to her disturbed spirit—her
*kindling smiles rev:ved—-and kneeling down, shesgave
thanks to the Great Power thatehad protected her in-
nocence. * I offered no violence to your daughter, Mr
Forester—I loved her—and I repent of my gross mis-
conduct.—What more can I do?—Tell what amends
I can make—the best farm on the estate shall be yours
rent-free.”——< Base robber, speak not to me of farms
and rents-ythe dead ground and the worthless dross—
but look into my face—behold how God has been
pleased to extinguish these eyes within their sockets,
and then tremble lest his vengeance smite you dead in
your sins.—Lucy, my beloved dhild, rise up—rise up,”
for Michaef felt her clasped hsnds resting on his knees,
and his tears of thankfulness fell dowrr upon her fore-
hepd, as her eyes that had just been turned to Heaven
now calmly contemplated her father’s countenance.
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Miles Colinson gazed on that sight, al;d 80 received
it into his very soul, that fade away would it never
more, till the last hour of his life. But the betrayer
could not endure the sceme beforé him, and disap-
peared. - .

Rescued from that horror, Lucy looked on Milds
Colinson as her deliverer. He it was that now raised
her in his arms from the floor, and felt privileged, in
her father’s presence, to press her to his bosom. There
was no one in the hut but themselves—the storp
was over—and there was now almost a perfeét calm—
nor was Lucy released from that gentle embrace, till
she heard an earnest prayer bresthed close to her
chedl:, that Heaven would inspire her heart with af-’
fection, and grant such a wife to one who would cherish
and guard her like a sacred thing. That prayer was
not unheard by the Blind Man, and he blessed them
both, as they stood together by his side, and called
them by one ‘mame, My children !” -
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‘CHAPTER RLVIIL

-.MrcHAnL ForesTER would have spared him~who
had mckedly designed to rob him of his all, the shame
of exposure ; but rumours soon ran from house to house
among the braes, Itke echoes, and before night, the
whole parish was stirred with mdlgnant relx'obatlon
Such profligacy appalled every parent,—the rescue of
the innocent came home to every heart ; and here there
was not a single circumstance of extenuation—on the
contrary, all was hideously and impiously cruel. Will
Michael Forester continue to live, after Euch an out-
rage, at Bracken-Braes? Ought not punishment to be
inflicted one the criminal ? Such thoughts were at
every fireside, and he who could so easily haye had his
name pronounced with constant blessings, was now
cursed as an evil spirit that had come to rein the peace
of families, and to spread corruption over the whole
country-side: )

Next morning was the ﬁabbath, and the family from
Bragken-Braes went as usual to the place of Worship.
In the kirk-yard, one subject alone was spoken of
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among the various groups assembled there, and when
Mr Forester appeared walking between his wife and
daughter, although no one alluded, in the most distant
way, to the events of the preceding day, the salutations
they received from every quarter were most earnest,
and sufficiently expressed the general sympathy. There
too was the Lady of the Hirst, evidently looking around
for one family—she soon discovered Ludy, and putting
her arm within her’s, she took her up to her own seat
in the gallery. The eyes of the whole congregaticn
approved—and Mr Kennedy himself gave Lucy a look
of kind recognition from the pulpit.

As the c;ongrégation was dismissing, words of shock-
ing“import spread from one person to another, till there
was a general consternation. The Lady’s brother had
been found, during the very time Divine Worship had
been performing, lying in a lonesome place within the
Hirst-Woods, mortally wounded. It was rumovred
that there had been a duel, and that all the gentlemen
residing at the Hall had fled. Emma Cranstoun’s ears
could not but receive the fatal tidings, even before she
had left her seat in the kirk, and while she was whis-
pering in a low voice to Lucy, about the unhappy man
now dying cr dead.

Before evening, Michael, Agnes, and Lucy, were all
three at the Hirst. The Lady had indeed need of com-
fort now, for her brother’s eyes were shut for ever—
his career of guilt at an end—without more than a few
~a very few agonized or fainting hours—for repent-
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ance. Two strangers had that mornilig come to the
lest, and they had again left it, but not till, from the
‘hand of one of them, Henry Cranstoun had received
his death-wound. * Emma had not even the melancho-
ly comfort to k’n:)w that his fate had been ungeserved,
for almost his last words were to say, that Captain
Z.Lorimer had behaved like a man of honour, and that
he had justly punished with death his sister’s seducer.
The *feelings which now wrung Emma Cranstoun’s
Jeart were not those of grief and pity alone, but of a
more awful and overwhelming nature. Till within
these very few months she had never been with her
brother, except that one week at Rome. ® But natural
" affection does not wait even for worth to awakemn jt—
and her heart had yearned towards him in the midst of
those vices which it bled td think of, and would have
died to cure. Not a pleasing—or fine—or good trait
in his charrcter but she had fixed her eyes upon it
alone, with the loving hope of being able to exagger-
ate it into a virtue. But now—there he lay with all
that once grdent blood cold as the frozen stream—that
face, whose changeful features kindled every hour with
the expression of so many passions, had now but one
meaning—rest, eternal rest ! The_sonl.—the immortal
soul had gone to judgment, gnd even in the Book of
Mercy are’ there not dreadful images of the world to
come ? . -
o The Lady of the Hirst had many friends in her own
rank of life, for she never had had any wish to seclude
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herself from sdbiety which, she both enjoyed and adorn-
ed; and in this great distress there were more than
one whose presence would have been a comfort. But
during the first days of death, the louse stands silent, -
and dearest friends do-not feel privileged to look on
the mourner’s face till the final ceremony is over, and
all vanished. Lucy Forester, however, remained on
that Sabbath evening when, the others wént away, and
for several nights occupied the bed where she had so
often lain whole nights without sleeping when it was
thought the Lady was dying of a consumption—and
her presence was again a greater blessing than could
be told, during the midnight hours when grief comes
upor, the very dreams of those who weep. ’
There was a burialyplace about half a mile from the
"Hall, in an old wood. An open space had been left
centuries ago, when thie acorns were planted, and in it
a mausoleum had been built. The arms of the oaka
had extended farther, perhaps, than had been-contem-
plated, and one enormous tree flung a mossy limb
across the melancholy lawn, quite close to the gateway
of the tomb. All about the dark walls were yews that
shrouded it in perpetual gloom, and the sound of a
stream ﬂowmg in the forest, might sometimes be heard,
and sometimesnot, by axy solitary person wandering into
that stern seclusion. The martins built their nests in
crevices of the somewhat dilapidated building, and
the roes knowing how unfrequented was the place hrr-
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boured below that grove, and. among its surrounding
thickets.

The whole tenantry followed the Bier to this burial-
place—the iron-gate once more recoiled on its rusty
hinges—and the gemains of Heliry Cranstoun tvere left
to moulder away among the bones of his ancestors.
All reproachful thouthts were dead—had he lived, he
might have Decome a bet¢er—a good man—even a
Christiat—for what revolutions have taken place in
those spil:itual kingdoms, the souls of men—and-with
these and such reflections, silent or expresssed, the fus
neral party dissolved away among the woods.
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CHAPTER XLVIII.
——

Loy remained for a week after the funeral wjth
Emma Cranstoun, nor did one strong wish to be at
Bracken-Braes, notwithstanding the presence there of
one so dear, enter a heart so fill2d as hers was with
pity and friendship. -The rueful calamity was such as
to hinder, during ity first dark days, the movement of
all deep feelings on any other subject ; and although
there were in both their breasts, feelings so very deep as
never again to be obliterated, yet the images of Edward
Ellis and Miles Colinson either did not rise up before
them at all, or if they did, each image was contemplated
with perfect freedom from any agitating.emotion, by
her to whom it was more especially interesting. For
in such hearts as theirs, love, instead of swallowing up
in its own ,passionate selfishness every other feeling,
strengthens and puyifies them, lending to them all
much of its own enthusiasti¢ and spiritual nature. At
the end of a.week, Lucy returned to Bracken-Braes.

Almost unconsciously had these lovers been, be-
trothed—but on their velry first meeting, they remem-
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bered that the betrothment, had received the fervent
blessmgs of their father. Few words had been utter-
‘ed at that disturbed time, but these few bound their
hearts for life with all the sanctity of an oath, felt to
be inviolable. thtle or no agitating passionhad pre-
céded their d,eclamtlons of everlastmg attathment—in-
deed, with Lucy, the charm of her love to her own
;pirit was its perfect peace. Since last summer,
when her lover began first tb be dear, she had been
garried away down the quiet hours imperceptibly into
the final®calm of their affection—as a boat in which two
friends are sitting, may drift away down the dream-
like sbenery of somge river, till it is found’anchored in &
beautiful lake. *

All their roamings last summgr over the braes, and
through the woods, had beex! as happy as they had then
desired life to be; but the earth was now greener
to their eyes, and the heaven bright even without its
sunshine. Then, their parties had been larger—for
Rauth, and Mary Morrison, and Martha, ‘were genegal-
ly there, gnd the spirit that seemed chiefly to animate
them, was the natural gaiety of youthful existence.
But now Lucy and Miles walked all alone‘into the se-
cluded glens—and all alone reclined by the murmurs
of the solitary rivulets. There was no merriment—
no laughter-—sometime.s not many words. Thoughts
and feelings often rose®up into looks gnd smiles—and
\ghen the lovers were mute in the solitude, the silence
was divine. Day after day they felt themselves more
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and more belonging exclusively to one another—and
dreams of the future brought a tenderer light upon the
sunshine of their present happiness. « O beautiful
Ellesmere !” breathed Lucy in a whisper to her lover—
and .as her head rested on his bosom, she asked her
heart with & sel.f-upbraldmg sigh, if it were, indeed,

posuble that hour had ‘come when she could think of
leaving her blind father w1thout his Lucy at Bracken-
Braes!

The long-continued and habitual moderation of spj-
rit belongmg to Michael Forester in his resigned blind-
ness was scarcely proof against the intense happiness
which rose fiom the prospect of Luey’s marriage.  Al-
though his daughter had been from the first day of his
loss of sight 80 necessary to him, that without her
guiding voice and hand, le would probably never have
learned to extend the circle of his unattended walks be-
yond the gate of the avenue ; and although her presencr,
in the room had for years been a sort of sunshine
whjch even the blind could see, yet Michael felt on the
Ppresent occasion, that it had all along been heg happiness
that was his comfort, and that to lose her, since that hap-
piness was about to be increased, so far from being any
rational cause of sorrow, ought, and assuredly would, in-
crease tenfold the gratitude of those left behind
at Bracken-Braes. The events of the last few days
had shown what evils might guther round her beauty—
and if her father should die, what might become of

Lucy in this bewildering world? But now there were
1 ,
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tq be two nests for the dove-—and should the winds in-
jure or blow down the ome at Bracken-Braes—the
other might still be hers in the sheltered vale of Elles-
mere.

The same feehngs possessed ¢he maternal hosom of
thé gentle Agnes She had never feared fot Lucy, ex-
cept when she thought of “her’ somewhat warm and
in.npetuous character, rathe: too apt to give way to
sudden emotion, and to urge hér forwards incautioubly
at Jeast, if not imprudently, upon the path her heart
had chose.  Yet Lucy had never yielded to or obey-
ed any strong impulse, unless it prowmnpted to deeds of
kindness and humanjty ; and her mother rhther trem-
bled at the possibility of ‘her’being led astray, than from
the recollection of any instances in which her conduct
could be justly reprehended. *Lucy’s ardour and fear-
lessness in all innocent pursuits—her disposition to re-
vel in joy the very instant she left her blind father’s
side—her utter incapacity of suspicion, or of belief in
guile or wickedness—her quick eager temper, whose
anger was ngither more boisterous nor permanent than
the breeze that comes rustling down the birch-wood
and in a minute forsakes the leaves—and her readiness
to sacrifice any thing, however sweet to herself, to the
more insigpificant interests cof her friends nay even
her acquaintances—all these t\'mts in her character, at
once endearing to others end dangerous, to the lovely
creature herself, had often disturbed her mother’s sleep.
But under the safeguard of such a husband as Miles
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Colinson, all these qualities would be sources of happi-
ness alone,—time, instead of blighting, would beautify
such flowers as these,—and she could not but be a
happy wife who had, in the sight bf men, angels, and
the Almighty, been tke best and most blest of daugh- .
ters. Alrbady was the express:on of her bright eyes
somewhat subdued—her steps were gliding into a slow-
er gait, in its gentleness almost matrdaly—the tears
were sometimes seen on her cheek, probably as she
dreamed of leaving them all at Bracken-Braes—and.in
truth, Lucy Forester sometimes already bore almost
the placid, quiet, and thoughtful countenance of a
bride.

The month of August had done, and the first half of
the beautiful September, that seemed almost to court
the first stealing touches of the frost. It was time for
Miles Colinson to return to Ellesmere, and Lucy was
contented not to see him again till the following Juae.
Why should they hasten their marriage? Lucy was
not yet eighteen, although she wanted but a few months
of that age—months that could bring no, accession to
her loveliness, although they would doubtlessly bring
knowledge and wisdom to a heart awakened to a new
and sacred passion. A few mgnths longer possession
of their dutiful child was something to her father and
mother—and Lucy, in the blissful calm ‘of her affec-
tion for Miles Colinson, coutd have been happy so long
as he was so, in years of betrothed separation. Next
summer—then—they were to be married=-and Aunt -
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Isobel, who frequently spoke of her own death with as
m_uch cheerfulness as she coild do of going to bed af-
ter a busy day, said that she would pray to be allowed
to be present at that wedding, and then care not about
seelng another Christmas. ¢ The deat bairn will be
little more than 8ighteen years "old on that Mday—and I
upwards of fourscore and five—sbut, Heaven preserve
us! what fine _;nadamgs this at the door? Come ben Miss
or Mistrgss—how is your Bady ower by yonder at the
Hall?” This fine madam, as Aunt Isobel called her,
was Emma Cranstoun’s Swiss maid— a very excellent
kind creature in her way, although fond of lace, veils,
and feathers, to a degree that excited the wonder of the
who® parish. Her .hea;l a$ this particular time nodded
lugubriously like the plumes of a hearse, although her
face was all one smile, and Jher®gesticulation, as she
gave Lucy a letter, expressive of a general delight, not
so much proceeding from any ome specific cause, as
from the vivacity of her own peculiar and national cha-
racter. The letter merely infirmed Lpcy that the
Lady of the Hirst would, by the time it was received,
be on her Way on foot, and with a friend, by the Gow-
an-Green Path, to Bracken-Brues. .

Lucy and Miles Colinson immediately set out to
meet the Lady ; and; before they had gdhe two miles,
the parties,were all together in® lonesome nook among
the hills. Emma Crarffoua and Edward Ellis—Lucy
Forester and Miles Colinson, meeting at the Hawk-
Sfane spring! Edward and Lucy had a dream of their
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own, and after the first emotion, it was far from being
undelightful. There they had stood a few years ngo,
as they thought—as indeed they were—in love—the
pure—imaginative—visionary love of youth, as yet
equally ignorant of itself and the world. There were
innocent and blamelessesecrets, that r.2eded not to he
revealed to any ear—tno éim, in the distance of the
past, to be distinctly remembered even by their oww
hearts—too vague and worcless to be co;nmupicnted ;
and as Edward turned towards his Emma, and Lucy
looked at Miles Colinson, without any perceptible eni-
barrassment, and with sentiments of mutual admiration
and esteem—they who had journeyed together over the
moonllght hills, and almost slept in each others fino-
cent arms. —saluted each other as friends, who at last
possessed the happiness appropriate to their condition,
and would remain friends, in the best sense of the
word, throughout life.
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CHAPTER, XLIX.

WHETHER has the lover of Nature’s works—the so-
litary pedestrian, who finds beauty everywhere Without
seeking for it—had most delight, in his roaming reve-
ries among the pastoral paraaise of Scotlynd, where his
imagination, lencfing itsown light to, the scenery and
the people, has restored the age of gold-—or ‘among
some of the richer valleys,of terry England, where
there is little need for fiction to embellish or change
the truth, but almost every human habitation is indeed
a perfect picture, rcady formed to the eye of taste
or genius? Perhaps remembrances gome in such
crowds upon the mind that delights to embody all its
visions of*the past, that there is a confusion of feelings
leaving no distinctive judgment of the peculiar charac-
teristics of those two beautiful kingdoms. Then, too,
for one scene vividly remembered, a huhdred are well
nigh forgotten. Entire days®-walks by the sides of
lochs and rivers, are o8 if they had never been—un-
numbered glorious sunsets have been in vain shown to
ungrateful worshippers—cataracts are pealing in the
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solitude once visited in awé, and since heard ;10.
more—and the thunder storms that shook the ever-’
lasting mountains have not left in the imagination so *
much as a whisper. Which country then shall be said
to be the most jmpressjve—and what pilgrim shall
declare the jvdgment ? - .
But let the decision of suth questions be left to the
poet and the painter ;—and let Agnes and Lucy, and’
Mary Morrison, and ever old Aunt Isobel, judge for
themselves of the comparative merits of Ellesmere and
Brack®n-Braes. For Michael Forester and all his fa<
mily are at the Vicarage ; and a brighter, perhaps so
bright a June never glittered on the lone banks of the
sweet, Heriot-Water, and the-Braes of Holylee, as now
glitter§ on" Risedale-Beck, wherever its strcams and
pools are open to the day omong meadows for ever los-
ing themselves in the overshadowing woods of Elles-
mere. .
Ttswas no less than four years ago since Agnes and”
Lucy were at the Vicarage, and much as they had then
loved and admired it, it seemed now to them both a
place whose delightful character they had fiot in the
least undersiood. Every day gave them an insight in-
to the meaning of every object they beheld ; and they
discovered of themselves reasons why the beauty of the
vale was so various, and never could be injured. Miles
Colinson showed them the very bpirit of the place ; and
Lucy every night lay down with some new charm
mingling in the scenery of her dreams. Here she was
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to live—here most probably to die—and in the church-
yard of the chapel, at the foot of those great moun-
tains, her bones would be laid along with those of the
Colinsons, who htd been dwellers in ghe vale of Elles-
mere for several centuries. sMelancholy theughts of-
ten arise out of our very happiest hopes, and indeed
seem almost insepayable from ‘them ; for hopes are on-
'ward-gazing, and the vista has, and can have at last,
but one termination. But tis union of the sweetness
and the sadness of fancy is perhaps the most blisgful of
Sl moods of mind ; and youthful lovers feel it to be so,
when to their approaching happiness there seems to be
no other alloy, buj the knowledge of the 'frailty of hu-
man nature, and of the Sudden obscaration or gtlipse
to which the light of all human happiness is everlast-
ingly exposed.

The lovers thought themselves happy—the happiest
living beings on all the earth—but Michael Forester
and his Agnes were far happier. The Blind Father
had always been a thoughtful—never *a melancholy
man—yet if all the sad feelings that had assailed his
heart on "aucy’s account for the lust seven or eight
years had been collected together, they weuld have
made up a great sum of sorrow. All were now at an
end—and not only so, but vivid and rejoicing emotions
took their place, so that eveI: Agnes herself, whose
gyes had never been off her blind hugband’s counte-
napce for one day-light hour together, since the light-
nitg had past over it, could not help wondering at the
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change, and felt as if the same sedate cheerfulness of
his manly beauty, which won her heart at Dovenest;
80 long ago, had been restored. But just as great &
change had been wrought on Agunes herself—and Mi-
chael percgived it in her voice. Much of that samie
glad tone returned to it, with which she had charm.
ed every heart in the years of her maidenhood—and
for years, too, of her wedded life, when Lucy was a’
mere sportful child, for whom it was needless. yet to
chensh any mournful fears. Agnes Hay was indeed
almoﬂ in the very prime of life- -and Michael believed
Aunt Isobel, when she said, that her child was still as
beautiful as tne day when she was a bride. .

The marriage~day was now near at hand, and there
was not in all Westmoreland a prettier cottage than
the one ready for the ;'eception of Miles Colinson and
his Lucy. It had been built about two years before
by the Vicar's only Brother, Mr Brathwaite Colinson,
a London Solicitor, who hud returned rich to pass his'
latter days.in: the quiet of his native valley. DBut the
old gentleman felt Oldfield to be somewhat too dull
and lonely for one of his metropolitan habifs, and had
taken refuge in the Vicarage. There he had his own
parlour looking into the orchard—a room full of many
gimcracks, for the Solicitor was something of a me-
chanician, and had a box of tools, by means of which,
he bodied forth many things Sunknown, and inventegd
very extmordin‘ary pieces of ornamental furniture. Few
men made angling-rods better than he, and he had been
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engaged for nearly three, years on a fiddle, which it
 seemed likely he would leave in an unfinished state.
But Brathwaite Colinson had a heart as warmly affec-
tionate as when'he left Ellesmere §fty years ago in a
suit of country, grey—and although he had Joved to ac-
‘cumulate money, he himself now rejoiced to feel that
he was no miser,end determined to make his nephew
" Miles independent before his marriage. At the very
first stght of Lucy Forester, his heart was more than
<ever expanded with an emotion of permanept ge-
nerosity", and he loved her as well as his own niece
Ruth. , -
But although Pldfield had seemed a dull residence
to an old bachclor like the Solicitor, ft was in truth one
of the most cheerful places imaginable, and the most
beautiful, too, in all Ellesmiere. The house seemed to
be situated low, for it was surrounded by knolls, rocks,
hills, and mountains, but it in fact stood at a consider-
able elevation above the stream ; and a sloping lawn,
carried the eye gently down to a watérfall—for the
close nibhling sheep had made a lawn of a ficld, whose
daisies and clover had not been disturbed by the plough
in man’s memory, although ridges were still visible.
Brathwaite Colinson loved too well the gicturesque ar-
chitecture of the Westmorelapd cottages, to build on
his farm of Oldfield a tgwn-house, or suburban-box, or
rugal villa. He had onty to look at the Vicarage it«
self, and an edifice rese up, another and the same, with
such varieties as imagination, in this case little more
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than memory, easily created, The roof might almost
be said to undulate, when the eye looked down on its .
angular and irregular terraces—latticed windows peep-
ed out unexpectedly, each upon its own home-view or
far mountein prospect—e&nd the round‘L tall chimney's
carried the smioke well up among the trees, that in &
year or two must be felled, else they would infallibly
overshadow the house in the strongest sunshine.
During each of the yéars that the Foresters had
lived gt Bracken-Braes, some small new article of fur-_
niture had crept into the house—so that at'an ex-
pence quite imperceptible, even to them who were
almost poor, it was within like the oynamented cottage
of somg tasteful man of fortune. Lucy had the whole
furnishing of Oldfield left entirely to her own judgment,
and on consulting her lovkr, was pleased to be told,
« make it as like as you can to Bracken-Braes.” But
this Lucy did not wish altogether to do—for she loved
the old glossy dark oak-wood furniture of the West-
moreland houses, with all its ancient and not inelegant
carved-work, and fond as she was of Scotland, and all
that belonged to it, she did not forget that the taste
and imagination of every one are formed in those de-
lightful days, when every household object has a charm
which will belong for'ever to all that is peculiar to
the country where we were born and mpassed our
youth. ,
Ruth Colinson was not to be—as she had rashly
promised—bridesmaid to Lucy Forester—and for the
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best of all reasons—she was, to be married herself on
the same day, to Captain Marshall of Seathwaite-Hall,
Ullswater. Well did Lucy yet remember his kind and
manly countenancd, and that too, of ljis pretty sister,
the joyful Agatha Agatha®was now already en-

- gdged to be brldesmmd to Ruth—and Luey had, there-
fore, in that extremity, to apply to Ellinor Elleray of
Rydal, half-afraid, and not more than half-afraid
that her’own beauty might be eclipsed by that cele-
brated May-day Queen.
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CHAPTER L.

ELLEsMERE had dawned forth into faint and softest
beauty, “under the opening eyelids of the morn ;" d
the dewy hours melted away before the bolder light,
the woods dnd groves were all crowned with. their
greep and yellgv glories; and by ten o’clock, the ap-
pomted time for the marrlage party to leave the Vi-
carage, and proceed fo the Chapel, all .nature was re-
joicing in a summer forenoon, as bright, blue, and cloud-
less as ever shone over heaven.

There had, for more than one hour, been a pleasant
agitation at the heart of the Vicarage. Not a few
hands had been busily and tenderly engaged in adorn-
ing the Brides. That duty had been left t6 the young
—Agnes and the Vicar’s wife sat with their husbands,
while Aunt Isobel and the old Solicitor were strolling
in the orchard.—How blessed was the composure of
this solemn morn! Two young, innocent, and happy
creatures were about to ‘entér on the paths of a ngw
life. Some troubles must attepd those paths, lﬁ‘s}ny
might infest them ; but when Lucy and Ruth appeared
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. in their white bridal dresges, simple as simple might
“be, yet not without their appropriate ornaments, the

* hearts of their parents burned within them, and all
the future seem& full of sunshine, Michael would
fain have behgld his Lucy—2grateful would he have
been to heayen for one glimpse of vision—but that was
a transient wish ef excecdmg love, and kissing her
“cheek, as she sat on the same chair, her Blind Father
was satisfied.

The Marriage Party were just about to leage the
Vlcaragé when all the dogs about the place, no small
number, including several nondescrlpts.belongmg to
the Solicitor, set gp a barking, that was answered by
a general caw from the rooks on the Elm-Grove.." The
narrow avenue, or approach, wgs not formed for such
splendid equipage as that which now appeared at the
gallop. The kine stared and wondered from beyond
the high stone-wall, or scampered off unwieldily in
distant imitation of the motions of the four beautiful
blood horses that wafted along the Lady ‘of the Hirst,
while widg open eycs, from kitchen, byre, and barn-
door, devoured the miraculqus spectacle. .A stronger
sensation could not have been produced by the descent
of the Grand Coronation Balloon.

The Lady of the Hirst, now Jro more Emma Crans-
toun, descended graceful.ly from her carriage, assisted
by ber husband, Edwar® Ellis, and embraced Lucy
Fojester. Lucy had evritten to her as soon as she had
fixed her marriage-day, and the Lady, being on her
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own bridal tour, had come to gracclthe nuptials. But -
no time was to be lost, for the Chapel bell, so calm and-
clear was the atmosphere, was absolutely héard tink- ~
ling with joj far away up the glen ; not a few flags
were seen raised up over the tops of cottages, in honour
probably of the gallant Captain, and now and then was
heard a discharge of small artiller; borrowed for the
occasion from Bowness and Lowood, whose tourists for
one day would be cheated out of their somewhat extra-
vagant echoes. The Lady of the Hirst—for so let her
still be called—took her beloved Lucy into her landau
—along with her bridesmaid Ellinor of Rydal, and
meek Mary Morrison the faithful and affectionate,
whom. she had recognized and saluted with Ler most
gracious smiles. Other vehicles, neat enough in their
way, formed in the rear ; and although the road to the
chapel was rather rough and angular, and at many
turns secmingly shut up by old ivied pollard stumps,
or moss-grown walls, built up cairn-like of stonis
cleared from the fields they enclosed, yet the Chapel
was soon gained in safety, and in about oncjour, Lucy
and Ruth returned to the Micarage as Mrs Colinson of
Oldfield, Ellesmere, and Mrs Marshall of Seathwaite-
Hall, Ullswager.

Two or three Lours of quiet converse passed away,
during which Miles Colinson cheerfully -esigned his
Lucy to the Jady of the Hirst—but as it was not a
very short, and by no means a very level rom._ to
Seathwaite-Hall, over Kirkstone and Place-Fell—-m
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Entertainment, which, in dcference and respect to the
fashionable world, let be called a Dejeun a la Jour-
chette, was with no delay spread below the Yew-Tree.
The Vicar’s wife and Agnes sat togather at the head,
the Vicar and Michael Foresler at the foot of the
We. The blus}ung Lucy and Ruth wer. seated be-
side their respective bndesmmds, and Mary Morrison
‘was not far érom the side of her who was dearest and
kindeston the earth to that widow and orphan. The
bridegrooms assumed already a somewhat impertant
air, and &ndeavoured to seem as becomingly composed
as Edward Ellis, who was now quite an old qmrried man,
for thé beauty of his bnde had disturbed the Sabbath-
devotion of two congregatxons, one in town, and’ the
other in country. Uncle Brathwaite and Aunt Isobel
were the merriest of the company.

But who were those threc humble looking persous
cntering the gate, while u young woman advanced a
little before the others, with familiar but not obstru-
sive steps, towards the vicarage? ¢ Good Heavens !
cried Mary Morrison, ¢ can that be Marthd and Ha-
mish, and Flora Fraser!"§ It was so indeed—and
Martha had an infant at her bosom! The emigrants
had returned from Canada—but old Donald Fraser was
not with them. They had left his bones in a burial-
place in the avoods. Martha soon told her story. The
hrother whom Donald had'gone to visit had died soon

the old soldier, amd left property to Hamish and
Flo worth nearly three hundred pounds. With
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such a sum they resolved to.return to their dear High-.
lands ; and having landed at Liverpool, Martha could
not think of passing on to Scotland without stepping’
aside for a day tosee the old people with whom she had
formerly Yived, and her friends at the,vicarage. Had
such a mee.ng as this been described in a Novel, it
would no doubt have been crxtlcxsec! as too improbable ;
but Martha and Lucy had each her own romance of
real life, and thus far it had been, although sdmetimes
a little dim or dark, on the whole not undelightful.
Martha was happy at the thought of passing'her days
in the Highlands, somewhere in the Glen of Dee, or
in Glen-Tilt, or on the banks of tlie Bruar, or by the
watérfally of thé Tummel, or the sylvan shores of Loch
Rannoch. Those names she pronounced readily, and
even with something of a Highland accent—for her
husband Hamish had taught her some Gaelic, and in
that language she now hushed her little Canadian,
awaking from his dream in her bosom. by
The Lady of the Hirst bade them all farewell, not
without Miles Colinson’s promise to bring, his wife to
Holylee next summer. @aptain Marshall bore off his
Ruth in triumph—and Miles and Lucy, attended by
Mary Morison, had walked away unnoticed to their
own house at Oldfielq; The emigrants were most wel-
come indeed at the Vicq.rage, in the silence of that
evening. Martha had not a Bgtle totell, and Aunt Jsobel
did not let her rest a minute with questions put li'll.f in

kindness and half in curiosity—since the old lady, in
' €10
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the perféct satisfactibn of her spirit, could afford to for-
get her Lucy, and keenly interest herself abegt Mar-
*tha’s past and future concerns—for short as Her time
was now to be in Phis world, she stlll regarded those
whose term there might be a prolonged one, ,with the
unabated warmth of a heart that could b& made coid
only in the grave.

® As for Michael and Agnes—they retired that even-
ing sooner than usual to their own room. They had
not lost a daughter, but they had found a son ; should
Providence permit, the families at Oldfield and Brack-
bn-Braequere to visit each other year about—and to
that Providence, w*atever might be its décrees, they
knelt down in prayer as happy as any of its creatares
below Heaven. )

TUX END.
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