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Chapter V.
BAHDOLF Jjn> JOSLYNBBAITHWAITE.ThenheBtuck spurs into his horse,and slinging thelady'sbridleoverhis arm, they setoff on themurky road thatled to the wildfenswitHa speed that wouldhave been dangerous had not thehorsemanbeenacquainted withevery footof the way.

The fugitivepair werescarce quit ofthe castle woods when twomorehorses were led to the sally-port. The bridles wereheld by Joslyn
Braithwaitethehuntsman, and he waitedbut a fewminutes whenhe
wasjoinedby theLordRandolf.

11So!" he exclaimed inan angry whisper, " why loiters the ladyEvelina,Ibadeherbe herebefore the clock told twelve,anditis five
minutes past thehour j a fair specimen, by mine halidom,of wifely
obedience."

"Be patient,Ipray you,my good lord!" replied the retainer,
11 th« lady waits you at the stone cross that parts her fair landsof
Egremont from the demense of Coniston. She carednot to waityou
sonear the castle,'tis not half-amile,you know, from hence!""Icare not if it werebut a rood," answered Randolf,savagely.
"The wilfulgiglot, she didpropose this morning torepair thither with
her waitingdamsel, andItold herIwould nothave it so." '

"In sooth,my lord!" answered Braithwaite, " the lady Evelinaismeek andgentle:but she is a woman, nevertheless, andperverse,and smallmarvelit is that for once she should take her maiden pre-rogativeofdoing as she lists,sinceIweenit is for the last time."" The last time, Iwarrant her," answered Randolf. "Marry,
whenshe is my wifeshe shall look, think, walk, talk,only asbeseemsmypleasure. Yea, thoughher confessor may tellher,her soul is her
own,she shallorderherself as if it weremine,andif she thinks itisher own, she shallnot say so!"

"ByourLady'sgrace, your lordship will be a rare teacher forwives!" said Joslyn.'" Were morehusbandsof my mind, disdainful,capriciouswireswouldbe few," answered Randolf; "the whip and the curb,are thebest teachers for horses,dogs,and women, and eke for contumaciousseen,' he added,darting amaliciousglance at Joslyn, which tbe dark-ness ofthenight concealed.
The bittersarcasm of his voice, however, sufficiently informedthe retainer thathis admirable young lord in his last wordsreferredtohim;but he took no notice of the gibe till Randolf, suddenly

reiningin hishorse,exclaimed
—" Whithergoest thou, knave? this is the way to the Wolf'sHol-low, not to the StoneCross!""And to the Wolf'a Hollow thou goest, brutalboy Il'I1

'
cried theretainer fiercely. « There for three days shalt thou be taught with

stripesand curbs,in the same dungeon where'the boldScottish out-law,Maolan,beat out his brains with his fetters, in the daysof thy
grandsire, as cruelas thyself!"

"What meanestthou, what would thou dare? dog ofa retainer,thou(halt lungfor this :" cried Randolf, ina voice inarticulatewithrageand wonder.
Morehe would have added, but even while the wordswereonhit hpi, he was seized on either side by itrong bandsanddrawedunceremoniouslyfxomhis horiß, Bt>

Then the redlight ofa torch was flashedupon the scene,and thebad andbold young lord was startled at the grim and threateningaspect of the vassal, whom he accounted as less than ahawkor ahound.
"Iwill tell thee whatImean, Lord Randolf; thouseeat whatIdare! and what confederatesIhave chosen!" cried Joslyn, as hepointed to the two wildScotsof the border whoheldRandolf in theirgrasp.
"Adog amI!" reiteratedthehuntsman, whose wrathseemediokindle ashe spoke. "A dogin truth,with fangs to tear thehandthatstrikes unjustly. Thou hast struck me, LordRandolf— l,amanolderthan thy father! dost thou remember that daj ? Thou wert wroththat thy brother, swiftof foot,and true of aim,hadstricken thestagthat threw thehounds off the scent, and in thy spite and furj thoudidstlay theblameonme and the dogs. Me, whom,holy.S^jjnbert,

thoudidstlash across the face with thy riding whip!Iswore to beavenged on thee for thatblow. This nightIkeepmine oath. What,111 warrant thou didst think that a born vassal of Coniston wouldsubmitlikea very hound. Lord Raudolf, vassals are not dogs, butmen;
—

men who can be sb relentless and savagely as theirmasters.Didst never hear,since the daysofboldRobinHood,of vassals drivenmadby oppression whobroke the bonds of their vassalageby takingto the woods anddefying their masters?. There were such,Ican tellthee, so late as thedaysof the Fourth Edward,andImean to followtheir examplein tbVdaysof ourEighthHenry. Formyself, though,
Imight haveborne'it,— lmight have borne it all. But tbabrave,
gallant LordOswald,andlittleLordWalter, the innocentchild. Theonedriven fromhis father'sroof-tree,and theother drowned!drowned!to!parnperthy rank pride. Dog! callest thoume ? Dog thyself!nay
not half so noble as a trusty hound. Wolf, rapacious wolf! wolfsmeasure shalt thouhave to-night!"

With these last words, the voice of Joslyn, whichhad been halfsmothered with the sob in his throat as he spoke of the belovedWalter, became fierceand threateningas the wintrygale thathowledamongthe leafless trees,andseemed almost as if it wouldsweep thewhole,party from the giddy brink of the precipice on which they
stood.

Grasped, as he was,by the sturdy Scots, whoheldhimby eitherarm, the slender figure of Randolfswayedin theblast,his plumedcapwas blown from his headj his curled locks streamed wildupon thewind;andin the sullen and fitful glare of the torchhis face lookedwhite andghastly with rage,and fear, and hate. The alwaysextra-ordinary resemblance between him and his brother Oswald wasstrengthened, now that for his accustomed lowering and downcastlook,wassubstituted an expressionofrageanddefiance.
The retainer laughedbitterly!"" What doImean, and what doIdare ?"herepeated. "

Lookround thee, Lord Randolf! Yonder down the gorge, there away
where the cascade flashes white through the gloom, is the caverndungeon of Wolf'sHollow;there shalt thou pais this night;$ though,
by the fiends,Idoubtme if thy cruelty andrapacitywere not betterpaid by swinging thee from the topmostbough ofyonder blastedpine,—

an example for false brothers and tyrannous nobles,where thoushouldsthang!hang!and the kites and crows pick out thine eyes.And,verily the carrion birds are notviler things than thou."Randolf de Conistonhad not permitted the retaimerto givevent
tohis longpent up sense of injury, but he was for the timestruckdumb withsheer astonishmentand dismay.

Randolf de Coniston, though selfishandbrutal, wasnota coward;
Yet something like fear thrilled his heart, as he glanced from the
wrathfulcountenance of Joslyn around the wild scene.

Itwas enough to strike the boldest with dismay. On the onehand, theblack sombrewoods that girded theCastle of Coniston;onfie other,a dismal glen that swept down abruptly fromthebrowofthe hillto whichhehadbeenledby Joslyn.
A steep precipice, shagged with thorns and briars,over whichhung theblasted pine that Joslynnamed.
At the extremityof the glen, whichbore the ominous cameofWolf's Hollow,a whitegleam shone out upon theblack back-ground

of tbe leafless woods. This white gleam shot from the foam-crested
watersof a cascade tliet tumbleddown a mass of rocks, ina cavity
of whichhadbeen hollowed,partly by the handofnature/ andparti/
by tbe orders of an ancient feudal Lord of Thurston, a horrible
dungeon, in whichmany a refractory vassalor defeatedfoe hadbeendoomed toperish.

Randolfde Conistonglanced from the deep,sombre glen, withitsroaring waters and overhanging pine, to Joslyn and the Scottish
borderers. Joslyn had cherished a hatred of him of whichhehadneverdreamed, andhis evil destiny,or rather his rash confidence,had
placedhim in the man's power. Randolf's courage revivedfrom the
veryhorror and hopelessness of his position,and he facedJoslynas
defiantly as though he stood safe within his father's walls."Treacherousand insolent vassal!" he said, '\Ishallnot itoop
toplead to thee for mercy, though thou plunge me into the rockdungeon, or hang me as thoughIwere a slave like thyself, fromyonder creekiagpine. ButbeforeIdie,Iwould fainknow something
of theplot whichhas,Idoubtnet, its origin with Oswald, my thriceaccursed brother.""Iwould not that fcliou shouldst die," respondedtieretainerfiercely. "Food and wine will be stored with thee in the Wolf's
dungeon, andin three days thoushalt be released. Released, whenI
am safe over tbeScottishborder,and the LadyEvelinais thebrideof
thy brother. Know, too, this plot, as thou callest it, wasnot tho
coinageof thy brother'sbrain, but mine. TVhen thoudidstacquaint
me with the designed elopement with the damselof Egreinent, Icarried the news to the maltreated LordOswald. Ha, ha! He
resembles thee, thou knowest how closely, in person andvoice. A
slouched hat, a wrappingmantle,a speech more rough andrude than
is common for a gallant to his liege lady, and Evelina of Egre-
mont wasduped,andis already over the fells with thy brother. And,ha,ha,ha! she must needs consent tobe his bride,orbe reportedashis lem&n,
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GOOD COUNSEL.— ++—

BY 'WILLIAM PEMBBOKEMTJLCHINOCK.
Cling to yourfriend, whenyouprovehis devotion

—
Breast the false world withhimby your side,Firmas arock that repelstherude ocean
Dashingagainst itinpowerandpride.

Though dangeranddeatharoundhim shouldhover,Stillbeyouprompt to shield anddefend,
Tilleachrude tempestthat threatensis over,
, Meetit like truemen,andcling to your friend.
Toilfor yourlandwith unceasingendeavor,

Put forthyourpowers of muscle and mind,
Strike while a fetter is left you tosever,

Strike whilea tyrantis left tobind.Check not yourspirit,proud,pantingfor glory,
Free be the stroke of yourheart andyour hand-

On through the ranks of the plundererhoary,
Strike foryour freedom,strike for your land.

Giveto thepoor,o'er thewideearththey wander,
Toiling and working,neverat rest;Setter togive thaninriot to squander
That whichwouldlighten a sorrowingbreast.Thinkon the sickness andhunger assailing
Eachmud-built hutonthecold wintrymoor

—
Thinkoneach squalidchildbitterlywailing.Think onyour comforts— andgive to the poor.
Think onyourGodinallseasons andplaces,FondlyadoringHimbendyoutheknee;Shun everyvice,everysin that debases,

Happyand light letyour consciencebe ;
letyour soul take withoutgrief orrepining

Eachstrokehe deals withhis chast'ningrod
'

Soon tothemourningone brighthope conies shining,Behebutpatient— then think on yourGod.
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