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4 THE BLOOD-STAINED MANTLE.

left his cheek ; in an instant it returned with double
force to his brow, his e{e flashed with a look of horri-
ble exultation, and, throwing the golden broidery
across his shoulder, he hurried from the chamber, and
haughtily mounting his steed, issued roudly from the
portal. ~The husbandman, ay Garmallon rode slowly
along the valley, left suddenly his employment to pay
his oheisance to the chiel; but Garmallon was either

~ too imperious, or too absorbed in his own reflections,

to return the attention with the polite courtesy shown

by chiefs to their dependents in those days.
Garmallon was young and handsome. He was of

tall stature ; noble and commanding in his person ;

there was a degree of manly beauty in his looks ; but,

while we drew near to admire the harmony of his fea-
tures, we started almost dismayed from the contemp-
taous turn of his curled lip, and the sarcastic fire of
his dark, soul-investigating eye. His family had for
several centuries sought an ailiance with the virtuous
house of Dunlathmon ; but the daughters of that clan
recoiled from the fierceness of the Garmallons, whose
carlier nnme had been stained with ambitious crimes—
with blood, only to be wiped away by some heavy
and severe penance, which the Garmallons, up to the
present heir, had neglected to adopt. ‘

The las¢ young Dunlathmon had become the inti-
mate friend of the present Garmallon; he had also
proved a warm advocate in his behalf with the beau-
tiful Dar-thala, his only sister: but, as the rose twines
uncouthly with the rough foliage of the ine, so ill
was assorted the hand of Garmallon for the soft and
gentle maid of Dunlathmon, She esteemed the chief as

aguest, nw the friend of ber brother, but the tearful mo-

ment of decision confessed, that her heart could never

bocome Garmallon’s. The result of that conference

being mude known to him, he covered his features
with n smile, His wished-for union was rather the
impulse of obstinacy than affection. He secretly
swore to wronk a dreadful revenge; he swore to ac-
complish it, and he did so,
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106 hind been the ambition of the Carmallons to
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6 THE BLOOD-STAINED MANTLE.

dependents, wrapped in plaids, armed, and bearing on
their shoulders the banners of the two chiefs, with the
emulative tones of the pibroach, might have fired a less
gallant heart than that of Dunlathmon ; and his cheek
appeared flushed with animation, as he reined his
eager courser to the stately movement of his followers.
Garmallon too rode nobly along : mighty in dignity ;
there was o vigible satislnetion on his brow ; but it
was the satisfaction of a demon, who trinmphs over
the credulity of an unsuspecting vietim,

The cavalcade now drew near the spot where Dar-
thula stood. Dunlathmon hurried his steed to speak
to her as he passed ; while Garmallon, from apparent
courtesy, staid at a little distance, After a moment’s
conversation with her brother, Dar-thula waved her
hand, and he approached. * Lord Garmallon!” said
she, in a tone of cold phrenzy, ‘ this is your cause ;
my brother perhaps may fall in defence of your rights.
I could throw myself at his feet, and supplicate he
would not, for my sake, embark in another’s peril, but
that the ancient pride of Dunlathmon prevents it. My
anguish and my apprehensions ought not therefore to
damp the ardour of your enterprise; proceed, and
trivmph ; but, Garmallon, in the bhour of danger, in
the moment of annihilation, remember you desert not
the side of Dunlathmon ; and you, my brother, while
you trust your own life adventurously, too adventur-
ously perhaps, remember that Dar-thula has no earthly
protector but her brother.” With these words, with-
out a tear, though many wept that marked the woeful
paleness of her looks, she turned to one of her maidens,
and taking from her shoulders an embroidered mantle,

laced it in the care of Dunlathmon. He instantly
Kunu it noross his armour, and receiving her extended
hand, pressed it once agnin affectionately to his lips.-
Dar-thuln uttered not a word, but pointed to the
mantle, on which was embroidered her own name,
“ Dar-thula.,” Kach understood the meaning of her
silent admonition, The tears were forcing themselves
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into Dunlathmon’s eyes, and he spurred on his courser
in order {0 conceal his agitation. Garmallon laid his
hand on his breast to Dar-thula, as the band moved
on ; her’s were already crossed upon her own bosom,
and, unmindfal of the chiéf’s appeal, she continued to
invoke the assistance and protection of Heaven, till
even the sound of the war-march was lost in distance,
or drowned in the roar of the neighbouring torrent.

Our adventurers continued their route till noon, aud.
then halted in a glen not far from the encampment of
the aggressors. The attack, though not till evening,
was sudden, and victory seemed alrendy to declare
itself in favour of Guarmallon, when an arrow from
some noat and well-direoted hand, plorced the breast
of Dunlnthmon, I'he warriot foll, his foot eaught in
the trappings of his steed; in which manner he was
dragged by the affrighted animal into a wood at a
considerable distance from the field, where he §unk.on
the earth bleeding. Garmallon, true to the injunction
of Dar-thula, was indeed by the side of the unfortu-
nate Dunlathmon, and; seeing him about to breathe
his last, he endeavoured to force from his shoulders
the mantle given by Dar-thula at parting. Dunlath-
mon opened his eyes: ¢ Garmallon,” said he, in accents
wenkaned by loss of blood; “ I am not dead ; desert
me 1oty mpport me to some place of shelter, whe,r;e 1
M?‘ﬂﬂd menns (o stauneh the woand in my side,

& Vool 1" relterntod  Gaemanllon, soornfully, « think
not Grmallon caren to proserve the hated existonce of
a Dunlathmon ; die, last of a proud race, while Gar-
mallon, with the intelligence of your deatp, returns to
tyrannize over your demesnes, and the high heart of

our insolent sister.” With these words, throwing
Dunlathmon from his arm, the remorseless assassin
again proceeded to rend off the mantle. Dunlath-
mon’s countenance changed ; his lips became: deadly
pale s his heart beat cold and beavily. !

“ Gaemallon !” exclaimed he, “ is it indeed ygu'?
ig it the voice of my friend that imparts such horrible
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words? in mercy, Garmallon do not—you cannot,
leave me to perish;” and with ineffectual grasp he
held the mantle, which Garmallon easily succeeded in
dra'i;ghging‘from him,

e moon was riging, and, as its pale light fell upon
the tall armourod figure of (iurmull(lm, it gave him%he
appearanco of n fiend witching over the last moments
of @ condemned woul; for, ns Dunlathmon, with a
burst of anguish, sunk apparently lifeless at his feet,
the assassin seemed lingeringly to await the last con-
vulsion. Dunlathmon had ceased to speak. Garmal-
lon, in o::der to assure himself that he was no more,
placed his hand upon his heart, and perceiving no
symptom of returning animation, threw Dar-thula’s
mantle over his own shoulder, and hurrying to his
steed, pursued the nearest path which led to Inis-
thona.

Dar-thula had already been made acquainted by
Garmallon’s courier with her brother’s death ; and, in

‘order to renew the commencement of our narrative,

we must return to Garmallon on his journey to Dun-
lathmon with the fatal mantle. In deep mourning, he
presented himself at the castle, Dar-thula being ap-
prised of the chief’s arrival, almost rushed into his
presence: henj heart seemed to assure her that Garmal-
lon would bring tidings from the grave of her brother;
at least he would impart to her the dying accent of his
lips—the last wish that escaped from his affectionate
breast.

Any one but Garmallon might have been moved by
the forlorn and altered looks of Dar-thula; but cold
and relentless as marble, the arch hypocrite gazed
upon the unconseious being his own guilty hand seemed
to have renderod desolate,

Da;-tlmlu. unable to support the emotion excited in
her mind by the presence of the very man, whom so
short o time since she had been taught by her brother
to respoct and esteem, wept bitterly. Garmallon was
not displeased to find that the bosom of Dar-thula was
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wwitke to the lveliest agitation ; he was glad that her
rrhf nppoared likely to dissolve itself in- tears, and
voked forward to the moment when his protection
antl big hand should become but too welcome. He
took the mantle of Dunlathmon from his bosom, and
prosonting it to Dar-thula with an air of well-feigned
worrow, * Lady,” said he, * receive from my hands
tho last token of an expiring brother’s regard, who be-
wought me, with his closing breath, to bear it to Dar-
thuln, ax o pledge, that dying, he remembered her ;
(ol her too, Garmallon,” said he, “ that it was his
wihaheo
Durethuls oould hoar no more for, an hor eye rested
o (s dmpronsion of (the bloody hand in the mantle, with
i noronin of horeor, sho foll seisolos into the armu of her
it The blood-stained evidence of Gurmal-
on's gl we 1t sk expanded on the floor before him,
soomed (o offer o reproach for its master; and even
Garmallon felt an emLurrassment in his mind, while he
sllently gozed upon it. At length, as Dar-thula slowly
roooyvered, * take that mantle,” he exclaimed, to one
of the niten lants, « the last relic of a Dunlathmon,
il b 1t on the tomb of his ancestors.” The old
Wit wept an he vespootfully took up the mantle, and
%MM W owived her hand {n mournful acquiescence.
D:ﬂ ( ml Jon looked upon himself as the
Ox‘ nt whithimon, wid fattered himsell with
it Dt wiw his devoted viotim, Under
mrmlon. W oonoeived (6 would be politic to
wplant e Daethula’s mind the supposition, that Dun-
wilimon's dying Hps had boguenthed bher to him: the
wament of regrot was the one most auspicious to his
illpﬂll and taking Dar-thula’s band, Lady,” he
pontinied, * it iw the painful duty of Garmallon, the
o, denplsed Garmallon, to say that your brother,
with his ebbing life, bequeathed to him a treasure,
oot In biw estimation than those wide domains: that
teonnties, | apoak it now, lady, now, while the recol-
lootion of m{ doparted friend pleads most urgently in
my bohalf, that trensure was his sister.”

|
|
|
\
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Dar-thula shuddered convulsively ; - i '
; ‘a sudden light
rushed upon her bewildered mind, anel, sl
((;ol(;l 3’1‘ scorn, she gazed upon Garmallon. * Merciful
?{ ! shs ejaculated, *“ Dunlathmon perhaps for my
sake—=—;"” and, with a dead pause she again wildly
m\‘r‘estlgated the darkening fentures of Garmallon.
4 Dar-tlus'lu!” oxelaimoed he—“ Was this a time,
barmnllon? shuddered she, extricating her hand from
is grasp, and hanghtily turning away ; * leave me:
you llor,i;lut that I am still & Dunlathmon.”
Gﬂ.rml:tl‘i (;:1 .(,a;ye of Heaven,” said he, *“ you are now a
 Lord Garmallon !” resumed Dar-th
Nk P r-thula, solemnly,
& y!(])llxll;’thmon fell with you—God grant he fell not
“ Woman!” eried the chieftain, furio i i
_ ¥ usly laying his
l}:tt:;nd‘on bls claymore, as Dar-thula retrzate?i, a.gfew
th ps ; and, one or two of the vassals who, alarmed by
oir mistress’s sereams, had entered the apartment
ﬁrppurml to defend her, *“ had o warrior dared to utte;
l 1%, my eclaymore should instantly have pierced his
;gurt.‘ .U oruel, b}uck injustice ! Garmallon accused
9 0 (.nmv',’ul. which humanity shudders—Dar-thula,
ar-thula ! and he hastened towards the astonished
group with the impetuosity of a maniac. At that
:;séanlte ;bg folding-doors of the apartment flew open,
o 2:1nt§r:(i]. the arm of a stranger, Dunlathmon
Astonishment, for a moment
. 0 suspended every Ta-
culty : at length, with a burst of 'or;, DM-t-huluyﬂ:?v
mta the el:lttended arms of her brother.
Garmallon attempted to speak, but Dunlath
omt:lxll haughtily to the door. Garmallon bitiisrili;r;
‘u" m' Ic‘l'r—; l:::’u llllnd‘ involuntarily rested upon his dag-
p‘%‘zd.( n thought eame across him, and he de-
Che stranger who arrived with Dunlath ’
\ mon, th
PCmmhhftair of his life, was the youngest son of a B’otde:
it am ln. V:vhou he had witnessed the circumstance of
allon’s draggiog him into the forest; and immedi-

ately after the contest was decided, the youth lost no
timo in secking for the unfortunate rider, Garmallon had
been gone only a few minutes, when Maairvine renched
the spot on wﬁioh Dunlathmon was slowly recovering
from hix swoon ; he raised the bleading warrior in his
nem, nnd, after binding up his wound with a bandage
l(ml from his own raiment, suooeeded in supporting
him (o the cabin of o woodoutter, nud from thence, by
Iﬂlllﬂl of a litter, saw him snfely vonveyed to his own
onntle,

vom the vielent confliot of his aontul and bodily

h

ultlow, Lord Dunlathmon wis for gome time con-
o hi y A whi

od, Magirvine
f h?. with most assiduouy
s of henlth ws they wlowly
o hin . Parhaps Maoirvine had o
seoondary fasolnation to that of benevolence, the fre-
uent soclety of the beautiful Dar-thula; nor was
‘I.r-thnlu insensible to the worth and virtues of Macir-
vine,
Winter had set in, and Macirvine was still the wel-
gome guest of Dunlathmon.  The night was cold and
sloriy, and the heavy flakes of snow glistening on the
wa, hung about the suspended progress of
the sheaud of nature, Dunlathmon
yound a fire of blazing
<Uhuln, ot the request
¥ harp, o ordar to be.
e . ''he rioh tones of the
ment, an they oo rough the viulted roof
pluge, weemed to return o melancholy sound
whioh koells the departed soul to heaven.
snusod § she thought the distant tumult of
d with the dying cadences of her own
and she turned fearfully towards the
' : o the sounds proceeded : Dunlathmon
) Maoleying nlso heard distinetly the rush of foot-
atops, s (he shelek of dismay. Iach arose hastily,
i order (o seoure bis claymore: at that instant, Gar-




12 THE BLOOD-STAINED MANTLE.

mallon, heading a band of fierce and dark-looking
men, burst into the apartment—a dreadful confusion
ensued. Dunlathmon struggled for a moment with
Garmallon, and wrung from him his shield—the clash
of steel, and the wtrife of words, drowned alike the
appeal of mercy nnd the ery of despair ; desperation
and revenge sat brooding in the eruel countenance of
Garmallon, s the whole throng of nssassing rushed
furiously upon Dunlathmon, and buried a hundred
dugg.vn.u in his heart ; with a deep groan, the unhappy
chieftain sunk dead upon the earth. Garmallon bent
over the body where it lay, and, with the triumph of
an infernal, smote it again and again with his rueful
poniard. Macirvine was inhumanly dragged into the
adjoining gallery, and his dying cries were the first to
arouse Dar-thula from the state of stupefaction into
which she had fallen. She found herself alone, sitting
by the body of her murdered brother. The clash of
swords throngh the building still assailed her ear; and a
horrible ealm pervaded her mind, as she expected the
momentary return of Garmallon, to terminate her own
miseries.  Anawful silence followed. Dar-thula gazed
fearfully on the distorted features of Dunlathmon, as
the yellow light of the fire served to render them more
awful. Dar-thula grasped wildly the cold hand of her
brother, which still held firm the assassin’s shield, and
besought him in the anguish of her soul to rise up and
preserve her from the destroyer. What followed was
the darkness of chaos—the stilly approaching thunder
that bursts suddenly on the head of some devoted tra-
velle}'. Dar-thula was not mad, for she saw the blood
flowing ncross the floor from Dunlathmon’s body—it
was as though the influence of some spell were upon
her ¢ Dar<thula was not broken-hearted, for her eyes
waore unfilled with tears, and her spirit appeared to
have become super-human in despair, as she frequently
onlled down n curse on Garmallon., A wild laagh
apparently echoed through the gloom, and the tall
spirit of Dunlathmon seemed hanging over her. Dar-
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thula was on her knees: ¢ Shade of departed Dun-
lathmon !” she exclaimed, ¢ last of an injured name,
Dar-thula swears to avenge thy death, or sleep beside
thee, in the narrow house !—the whole blood of the
Dunlathmons rushes through her heart, and it shall
not yield till Garmallon is annihilated.” The return-
ing footsteps of Garmallon were heard: * He comes,”
said she, « to seek his shield ; he will find it in the hand
of the slain ; it will speak to him from the grave of
Dunlathmon. But Dar-thula shall be seen no more;
her step shall be sad in loneliness ; she shall come like
a phantom in the night, like a darting adder from the
green treo ; her return shall bring destruction to Gar-
mallon, and the haod which has laid low the strongest
of the Dunlathmons, by the weakest of the Dunlath-
mons shall perish.” Dar-thula rose from the ground ;

the spirit of her brother appeared floating before her,

as she issued from the chamber of death.

Garmallon returned in search of Dar-thula ; she
was no longer to be found ; a dull cloud overspread
his brow, but it passed rapidly away. Garmallon be-
came usurper and lord of Dunlathmon, and the form
of Dar-thula appeared no more.

Ambition had reached her golden height, but Gar-
mallon discovered, too soon, that enjoyment consists
less in adtalnment than in anticipation, The vassals of
Dunlathmon, though subdued to the government of
their new ohief, were secrotly bin foen ; they abhorred
the assassin of their master, and hostilities daily oc-
curred. Macirvine, who was not dead, had been con-
fined in a dungeon of the castle, from which he had
found means of escape, and the guards themselves
were companions of his flight.

Such events could not fail, while they awoke him to
a sense of his own enormity, to scatter thickly on the
pillow of Garmallon innumerable thorns. He had
grasped so eagerly at the rose, that its hidden barbs
had pierced him through and through. The murdered
form of Dunlathmon stood ever before him, and the
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fate of the unhappy Dar-thula forced itself continually
on his mind. ng%

its tranquillity ; darkness came filled with new horrors.
The guilty have no repose : they may not even sigh for
the serenity of the grave, CGarmallon trembled as he
reflected on the blood which he had shed,—on the

crime he had committed,—~on the infidelity of his ]

minions,  * Sommer,” sighed he, “wsinks imperceptibly
into autumn, day into night, life into death, but the
tortures of Garmallon remain eternal.” ;

One night, Garmallon went late to his couch, his
own tried warriors paced to and fro in the gallery of
his chamber ; the heavy sound of'their footsteps was
masic to the chieftain’s ear, and he resigned himself

gradually to sleep. A fearful dream came o’er him."

It was the form of Dunlathmon which he saw. The

spectre was clad in white armour, his looks were

ghastly in anger, his gory locks floated in the wind;
his steed wag white like the rider, and the forked light-
ning burst from its distended nostrils; a pale cloud

came over them, and Garmallon was still alone. He
started franticly from slamber ; hig cold grasp seemed
rivetted to a deathlike hand, he glared desperately

upon it ; it was the claymore which he had laid be-
side him. A sudden smile passed over Garmallon’s
features, but they were haggard as the brow of deso-
lation, Shame smote his heart, again he threw him-

self ‘upon his pallet; he slept; he awoke. By the *

flare of the chimney torch, Garmallon beheld, as it

were, his accusing spirit. It was a wild, fantastic’ |

spirit, tall, faded, and full of majesty ; fearlessly it

hung over the usurper ; the dagger with which he had’

smote Dunlathmon was gleaming in the air—the arm
of the phantom was upraised ; Garmallon marked the
corge-like fentures of Dar-thula; a deep groan escaped
hig lips: in powerless phrenzy he waited for the anni-
hilating blow ; it came not ; a momentary irresolation
seemed to withhold it ;—the form had disappeared.
Garmullon listened ; the sound of retiring footsteps

t no longer yielded its slumber or
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ponvineed him that the intruder was earthly ; firmly
he Il{l.wupon, the guards were asleep as he
{ the form glided swiftly before him ; * by
moonlight, it is, it must be Dar-thula!” Gar-
relod along the avenue ; he was on the eve
ug the mysterious being, as it turned abruptly
the ohnmber where Dunlathmon had fallen. Gar-
L on recoiled in dismay : his heart sickened at the
" mbrance of its own treachery. -
F mo time nfter this the goatherds, as they led forth
¥ gouts to the glens of Dunlathmon, were alarmed
y (e it appenrance of & wild woman amidst
. ~Phat she was mad, was evident,

' Jwor widon, the papldity with which
wp b of human  and the
ol her attire,  More than once she
weeplug on n beetling eminence,
Wl abutraotodly towards the distant battle-
wents of Dunlathmon, Once, as it was supposed,
m&d by hunger, she had entered the solitary cottage
A monntaineor, and eagerly taken from his board

Wit ol the oonrse viands which it presented. She
y, tromblingly put to her by the
‘ ‘tﬁﬁ i the first accent of his
f ulo the remotest caverns
an the Dunlathmons of
) I'Qi: ::t:' bolinv(;nl that
wi v, and never
i broke the stilluess of its
anporstition led the pea-
nolitary belng which some
uf Inte montly observed at the entrance
;‘Fﬂ vom, oould not be mortal ; they at length
MUPONL I8 the unquiet spirit of Dar-thula, who had
W sttty murdered by Garmallon. At the set of
Min, ik oo trembled a8 ho hurried his cattle: past
whimost lnnsosssible windings and declivities of ‘the
Wiled wlen | wod mothers wept at dusk the absence
o thole Shilidron, lost they should have fallen into the

b
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hands of the awful wild woman of the Dunlathmon
steeps. One creature only had the courage or huma-
nity, every morning, (o leave a certain quantity of
provision near the cuve; but this creature, whose name.
was Elfie, had lived, it was said, near a century back,

in the service of Dunlathmon's house ; she had retired:

many years past to o lone hovel, and from ber extreme

age wayg looked upon ny o wierd-sister, whom no one.

dared to interrogate : her benevolence, therefore, ex-
tended to the maniac, served not a little to heighten

the idea of its being superhuman.

Several of the various accounts at last reached the "

ear of Garmallon ; he readily believed the mysterious
woman to be some agent of a conspiracy aimed against

himself, and resolved alone, and in secret, to visit the.

habitation of the sorceress Elfie.
Daybreak found him on his way, sullenly reining

his steed round the dangerous and overhanging rocks.

It was impossible to proceed on horseback, Garmallon

therefore descended, and fastening the animal to a

withered tree, continued his route on foot. 'The scene

before him was wildly sublime, but the sublimity of |

pature had little influence to touch a heart calloused

by the exercise of cruelty, and shut by ambition to

the sufferings of oppressed virtue. The sun was just
rising from his ocean-bed, and gilded, with his benig-

nant rays, the stormy snow-covered summits of Dun-.
lathmon. A thousand fantastic varieties of light and
shade burst through the innumerable projections of

lowly and aspiring cliffs, along whose sides the cling-

ing and sweetly-scented under-wood sparkled with.

millions of translucent gems, So early was it, that
nothing molested the bewitching solitude of the scene,
excopt the enntious steps of Garmallon, and the la-
menting ory of the lapwing announcing his approach.
The hut of the wierd Elfie at length appeared, covered
almost with brambles, and surrounded by a deafeping
cataract of white foaming water, which rushed furi-
ously over the loftier summit of a neighbouring height.
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By means of several masses of fallen rock, which na-
ture soomoed conveniently to have hurled into the flood,
Garmallon wueceeded in gaining the witeh's door,
Lilflo, who was sitting almost double over a low fire,
roNo Lo receive him as he entered | dooropitude formed
no part of her existence, althou ‘ the welght of many
yoars were engraven upon her brow | with an air of
almowt haughty insolence, sho ghwed for o moment
uron him ; Garmallon almost sunk from the appalling
dignity of her tall figure, and the tervible investigation
of her dark oyon, which seemed it with supernatural

L
" Lol O'rmlmg"’ d whioy 0 tones hoarse with
mr 0w it ool i sopulohive, ** why this
I whomm seok you In the desolate dwelling of
the llmm-fnr’omn wlfo ™

* Waman " answored he proudly, throwing several
pleoes of gold on the table, *“ the mysterious maniac
of these crags is said frequently to receive from your
hind the menns of prolonging her wretched existence ;
doubtless, you know-——Dar-thula—-.

An almost internal laugh from the hag interrupted
irrenolute interrogations—and glaring scornfully
lon, * Fool! oxclaimed she, fiercely,
| of s hinnd in blood tremble when
botwoon the reeds of the lake ? whall

whioh averte not from the dying
J vﬁ” (o witness the reflection of an
ow P Yon, 1t shinll bo woj and the Hife of the
W heoome more bittor than (he polson-berries on
‘ wlx siden of Dunlathmon’s hills.”—Taking up
the money, and easting it indignantly upon the floor,
* Garmallon,” continued she, “ many years of solitude
hive taught mo to despise equally the wages of infamy
nid the ted value of opulence; enough is the
of the dny t too much the misery of the morrow.”
o nppronched o recess, and taking from it a
kot, deew out the mantle of Dunlathmon. “ Read
hore " oriod she, referring to the still visible marks of
B
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the bloody hand, as the long drapery unfolded itselfy i
«read there, mistaken Garmallon, the fatal evidence
of your early gnilt; it is u language which speaketh
our own doom j but for that blood W2 ‘
Pale with ire, “ Tell me,” exclaimed Garmallon,
furiously,“ how that mantle came into your possession?
tell me, or—==3" and he placed his hand on his clay-
more.
Elfie calmly touched his arm, ““ Lord Garmallon!”
continued she, ¢ I am too old to fear any impetuosity
of yours; the blast spreads no desolation over the
sapless tree. Fly, murderer of Dunlathmon! the hour. =
of vengeance approaches—I guessed it would end so.
Yes, unhappy Dar-thula! you shall be fully avenged!
Hark ! already I hear the note of death; they come;
see, cruel Garmallon.” With a sudden effort, she threw
open a wide oaken casement, and pointed with her
shrivelled finger, exultingly, to the distant towers of
Dunlathmon, ~
Garmallon enst his eyos hastily neross the expanse,
and beheld with dismay, that the banner of Dunlath-
mon was replaced upon the battlements. Turning
round to enquire of the sorceress, he perceived that -
she was gone; and after waiting some minutes in 1
fruitless expectation of her re-appearance, he abrupily |
quitted the place. Alarmed at the sight of the ancient
banner of Dunlathmon upon the turrets, he prepared
hastily to return, and was hurrying to his steed for, °
that purpose, when the clash of arms, atno inconsider-
able distance, smote his ear ; Garmallon paused, the ¢
words of Elfie veturned forcibly to his recollection. |
At that instant he bebeld a martial band filing down
the mountain ; the leader was Macirvine. That the
treachery of hix followers, and the chastisement of his
anomies, wore now about to prevail, Garmallon readily -
belleved ; bis heart sunk within him at the conviction,
and he abandoned bimself for lost. Full of despair
he arrived ot the entrance of the cavern, the very cas
vern in which the wild woman was: supposed; to con= -
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ool herself ; it wos o wide and deep chasm, rent by
the hand of nature; the descent was stoop and gloomy,
bt Gurmallon was goaded on l:! donpair.

Me continued to grope his way for some time in
darknens, ‘muning occasionally to hearken to the in-
distinot voices of his pursuers, At longth he arrived
i more ample space in the eavern, which received
e from above, by a sort of loop-holo, (doubtless
olfected hy art,) w{ioh being pown with brake,
admitted only n sufolent quantity of Hght to render
surrounding objeots indintinotly nwil, i quantity of
ruddi tomba, hndf anik b the oarth, sonttered around,
oonvinend | witn i the birylng place
of the Dunlathmons, Kioon amate ench other in

o Wi olaymore seamod flling from hin norvoless

y and e leaned for support against one of the
pru{notlnu monuments, A light step approached the
apot i Garmallon scarcely breathed ; it was the form
of a fomale which passed him: it was the wild woman
of Dunlathmon,

Nover had Garmallon imagined a pain so excra-
olting nx that which swelled his heart at the sight of
this distenotod boing.  She moved slowly along,—her
lookas were (howe of the grave, her sighs were like some
%ll‘whnly gnln swoeping through the quiet abode of
the ey

i Mhe atid saddenly before o sort of altar

1ly pomnteieted 1 the oentie of the place, formed
'anml whooon, wiakiltully pilod together p Garmallon
almeryed e dnguer upon l{mt wline's binwe, and alvo the
e of Daalathmon unoouthly soulptured, The wild
worni had sunk upon ber kiees, hier head rested in
wi wititnde of war upon the cold stone, and, as the
Jutg hair steenmed baek from her shoulders, though
the oy win fadad, though the cheek was sunken and
pile e mneble, ho saw, he koew the features of his
Viotlim Darsthula ! An involuntary shudder escaped
Wi 6l the eonviotion an insurmountable awe took
possonsion of his mind, and he resolved to rush forth

B2
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20 THE BLOOD-STAINED MANTLE,

rather than meet the being he had so basely wronged.
The retreat of CGurmallon startled the unhappy
Dar-thula; her wild ghriek echoed the cavern,itreached
the ear of Mucirvine, who, outstepping his attendants,
bad entered. Garmallon, rendered mad by the con-
tending emotions within him, rushed like a tiger from
its unseen lour upon the youth as he appronched. Mac-
irvine is senrcely equal to the furious strokes of the
(L, subdued by long suffering, gives

way ; he sinks upon his knee ; the dreadful arm of
Garmallon is uplifted; his blade gleams wrathful
above his head;  die!” he exclaims; Dar-thula
knows the voice, her hand grasps the dagger, rusted
in Dunlathmon’s blood ; she makes suddenly between
ihe combatants, and buries the weapon in Garmallon’s
eart.
Terrible was the death of Garmallon, as the avenger
gazed franticly upon him, Macirvine called tenderly
on the name of Dar<thula ; ghe knew, and recognized
her lover,—her goul burst joyfully to her lips; firml
she grasped his hand, her pale eyes rose towards
heaven ; Macirvine called tenderly on Dar-thula, but
Dar-thula had ceased to hear.

THE END,

P e W W SR T

THE

DESERTERS.

Trone were, in the reglment of e, two young
noldiers nhove fhﬂ pommon level, both from the same
plaoce, & small town in Lanoashive | and ench had
muoh feiondahip for the other, They had enlistod to-
other, though from different motives; they marched
ogother, und were inhabitants of the same tent; one,
whom 1 shall call the Lover, had enrolled his name
through an uneasiness from his being disappointed in
what he thought all his happiness was centered,—the
marrying of a sweet girl of his own town, by whom
he was as much beloved ; her relations were me:'(qrable,
and his hopes in vain ; the other, a lad of spirit, be-
lioving n soldier’s life as fine as the recruiting serjeant
hivd deworibed it, willing to see the world, accompany
bin felond, and worve hiv country, likewise accepted
the king's ploture | and may bo oalled the Volunteer.
o wi the only son of his mother, and sho n widow :
ahe wan muoh grioved at this step, whioh he had taken
without her privity and consent 5 but being in an easy
situntion, and not wanting his assistance for hgr sup-
yort, sho lamented it only through her affection for
im, The widow sent forth her son with tears and
blmsings ; the maid eyed her Lover from a distant
wrl'duw (n nearer approach not being permitted,) beat
time (o his sleps with her heart, till he was out of
mght, then sent nlmost her whole soul after him in a
doop-fetehed sigh. They had not been long in the
camp beforo the Volunteer had woeful proof of the
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wide difference between the ideal gentleman soldier
which he had dressed up in his imagination, and the
miserable half-starved slave, the food for powder. As
for the Lover, he was insensible to the hardships of the
body ; the agitations of his mind absorbed his whole
attention : in vain had he endenvoured to fly from the
object of his love; he had brought nway his person
only, leaving all hig thoughts umr heart behind him ;
and was as absent from bhimself in the noise and bustle

of the day as in the silent midnight watch, or when

stretched upon his bed of straw. They communicated
their sentiments to each other, and took the fatal reso-
lution to desert. Thus winged by love, and urged by
fear, the hills of Scotland flew from their heels, and
they bad arrived at a village within a mile of their
own town, when they were overtaken by a horse pur-
suit, and reconducted to their camp. A court-martial
was held, and they were condemned to die ; but the
Genoral ordered, ag is usual in such cases, that they
should cust lots, and only one should saffer. The day
following was to deeide their fate, At the appointed
time, the ring was formed, the drum placed in the
centre, with the box and dice upon its head, and the
delinquents made to enter. The horrors which had
sat brooding on their souls the preceeding night, and
were now overwhelming them at the awful crisis, were
strongly painted on their wan and pallied countenances.
Their friendship was real and sincere, but not of that
fabulous and heroic kind as to wish to die for each
other ; each wished to live, and each was disquieted
at the thought that his own safety must be built on
the destruction of his friend, They alternately request-
od enoh other to begin,—The Lover looked earnestly
at the little ministers of life and death, took them in
his trombling haad, and quickly laid them down.—The
offiegr. wan obliged to interpose, and commanded the
Volunteer to throw.—He lifted the box in his right'
hand, then shifed it into his left, then gave it to the
right again, and, as if ashamed of his weakness, or
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superstition, cnst his eyes upward for a moment, and
was in the actto throw, when the shrieks of female sorrow
steaek his ear, and in burst, from opposite purts of the
cirole, the Widow and the Maid; their hair dishovellod,
and their garments soiled and torn.«What asight was
this? T'he Mother and her Son on one side of the
deum, and the Maid and her Liover on the other. The
fiewt transports of their frantio joy at finding them
alive, were soon abated by the drendful uncertainty
of what must follow . The OMeer was o man, and did
not hurry the Volunteer to throw e put his hand
to the box of hix own nooord,  His Mother foll pros-
trate on the earth, e did wlso the Maid  and both,
with equnl ulunz wid forvour, poured forth their
dlhm‘ pnyernt Do threw < Ninelwn gloam of im-
orfoot }l’ay lghted up the Widow’s face; and she
ooked we you might nuL)pow her to have done, if,
standing on the shore, she had seen her son shipwrecked,
and bulleting the waves, when presently he gains a
raft, and is paddling to shore, and already she thinks
to foel hig fond embrace, but still is anxious, lest even
ol wome envious billow should snatch him for ever
&mu lior oyon,  Mennwhile the Lovers, giving all for
Jost, were looked in ench other’s arms, and entreated
‘:ob' thiow Killed togother on the spot.—She was held
i by furoe Mo advancod towards the drum

wil (z‘h (e wnime wle an o would have ascended
" : v lor W exoontion,  He throw-<"T'on l<the
spenng freom the ground an if she would have

piped o honven ¢ o onught her dn hiv arme; they
fulited on ench ot\wru‘- nock ;3 and recovered only to
fuint ngain,—The Volunteer was the least affected of
the four s all his attention was employed about his
Muther, whose head was in his lap, but she was in-
seusible (o biw onre. Soon after the women had rushed
into the ving, an OfMcer bad run to the Duke’s tent to
iform b of the uncommon tenderness of the scene.
Ho nooompnnied the Officer to the spot; and standing
behlud the fiest rank, had been an unobserved spectator
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of the whole transaction. He could hold no longer; ] b 4
he came into the circle, raised the Widow, and by §

- echoing in her ear—*‘ He is pardoned !—he is par-

doned!” restored her to life and happiness together ;— '

then turning to the Lovers, he commanded them to go

immediately to the Chaplain, to be uniten by that tie
which death only could dissolve. He often ‘declared,
he felt more pleasure from this action than from the

Battle of Culloden, He shed tears; but they were
not those of Alexander when he wept for more worlds
to conquer.

THE END.
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INSTRUCTIVE TOY BOOKS,

One Shilling each, illustrated with fourteen colowred Engravings.

Life of our Saviour Jesus Chyist

Miracles of our Saviour Jesus Christ

Parables of our Saviour Jesus Christ

Acts of the Apostles

Lives of the Apostles

Joseph and his Brethven

Prodigal Son ‘

Scripture History

History of Samson and Joshua

“Life of Mosen

Christinn Alphabot i ilusteative of
the New Tostament

Seripture Alphabet o (Nustntive of
the Holy Bible

Ladder to Lenmingy ory Sure Road
1o Wealth

Royal Alphabet 5 or, the History of

an Apple Pie

Pretty Alphabet: or, Path to Learn-
ing strewed with Flowers

Peacock’s Alphabet; or, Birds
taught their Letters

Flora’s Alphabet; or, Good Chil-
dren’s Flower Garden

Pomona’s Alphabet; or the Good
Child’s Fruit-basket

Butterfly's Alphabet ; or, Little Leo-
nard’s Fly-tra

Gold Fish at School; or, the Alpha-
bet of Frank, the Fisherman

Lion turned Tencher; or, Doant's
Alphabe

lnmrlul Alphabet y or, Good Child's

ligh

I
Little ‘.lluyn‘ l.nugllingh-:ock; ory
New Figures of Fun
Cries of London, Parts 1. and 11,
Jemm{.l umps; or, the Disadvantages
of playing Truant
Schoul’s Up; or, a Trip to the Fair
Jackoo, the Nfonkey; or, Vanity
frightened to Death
One, Two : come, Buckle my Shoe
Life and Death of Cock Robin

MINIATURE BOOKS,
Stapance cach, embellishad with Eulgmvings.

Avt of Angling

Art of Boxing

Art of making Fireworks
Avt of Swimming

Hoyle's Gamen

Whist. Player's Sure Guide

The above are a Part only of a very extensive Assortment.

Little old Man, not higher than'

Span !
The elderly Gentleman, his Cani
Hat, and Wig
History of Miss Deborah Diddle
Daisy-mead Green,and Sir Gilbe
Go-Softly, of Gooseberry Hall
Dandy Family
History of good Boys and Girls ; @
Onge, Two, Three
Youthful Games ; or, the Birth-da
of Augustus Rosebud )
Queen Tab and the Princess Kitten
Hob Brushy or, the Young Artist
Twolve Days' Work !
New Houne that Jack Built
Little Dog Toly
Bob Bufion’s Naturalist’s Cabing
of Quadrupeds
Ditto of Birds
My Mother: a Pathetic Tale
My Father; or, Filial Recollection
M¥ Grandmother: a Tribute of A
ection
M{l Grandfather; an Offering
sratitude
My Aunt: a Tale of Duty
My Uncle: a Token of Kespect
My Sister; or, Returns of Love
My Brother Verses of Affection
Little "Tom and Jerry
Harlequin and Mother Shipton
No Plensing Every Body; or, th
Man, Boy, and Ass i
Juvenile Almanack ; or, Emblen
for every Month in the Year
History of the Hoise
History of a Quartern Loaf ‘
Boys’ Games; or, Holyday Recred
tions
Girls’ Games
Juvenile Traveller’s Delight ;
Costumes of all Nations q
Old Mother Hubbard and Her Dog}

Little Togdst-Master
New Flash Dictionary
Little Valentine Writer
Laws of Cricket-Playing
Flash Song-Book _
Queen Mab's Vagaries ; or, Dreamy
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