TALES OF THE BORDIERS.

de thirough thess walls for the Scottish
my to enter.”

he meseenger having iutimated the re-
! of the povernor to surrender to his
Bnce, preparations were instant!y made to
Bimmence the seice. Tho beseiced, Low-
er, Jid not behold the preparations of their
emies and remain intctive. Livery mecans
[defence was got ia readiness. The Coun-
8 hastened from post to post, inspiring the
i ricon with words of herojsm, ard stimula-
@ing them with rewards. Even the gentle
deline shewed that her soul could rise
k[ the occasion worthy of a soldier’s love;
Jd she, too, went from man to man, cheer-
M them o, and, with her sweet and silver
ghes. seemed torob even Ceath of ha!f its
or. Sir Wiiilam’s heart swelled with
ight as he beheld her mild eye lighted up
th enthusiasm, and heard lier voice, which
s as music to his car, giving couraze to
Be (aint-h-arted, and Leroism to the Lrave

¢ Heaven bless my Mnadeline! raild he,

ing her hand; “ye bhave tanght me to

ow what true couraze i, aud our beseigers

il feel it. They may raze the walls cf

e castle with the ground, a3 they have

Wireatened; butitshall beataprice that Scot-

! ,‘\4. can never forget; and even now, love;

Wit as night gathers round, we must again

enace to assume the part of our assaldants.”

+8 You must '—=I know you must ! she re-

plled ; “yet benot to rash—attempt not more

than a brave man ouglit—or all may be lost;

you, tco, may perish, and who, then, would
protect your Madeline ?”

He pressed her hani to his breast—again

hecried, “TFarewe!l!™ ard, hastening toa

.» 2p of hor=emen who onty wa'ted his com-

" " nds to sally from the gate npon the camp

.their bescigers, the drawbridee was let

“wn, ard, at tie head of his followers, he

. _-hed upon the nearest point of the Seottizh

ay. Deadly was the carnage which, for

-me, they spread around; and, as they

re again Jdriven back and pursued to the

e, their own dead andd their wounded

re left behind. TFrequently and suddenly

-re euch sallics made, as the falcen watch-

- itsopportunity and darteth on its prey

a as frequently were they driven brack

t never without leaving proof to the Scot-

h monarch, at what a desperate price

ark Castle was to be purchased. Fre-

ently, teo, as they rushed forth, the Coun-

- eagerly and impadently bLeheld them

.0 the turretz ; and, as the harvest moon

ke upon their ermour, she seomed to

watch every flash of tijcir swords, waving
her hand with exultation, or raising her voice
in & fteain of triumph. Bat, by her side,
siood Madeline, gazing not less eagerly, and
not less interested in the work of danger and
despair; but Ler eyes were fixed upon one
only—the young leader of the chivalrous
kand who hraved death for England and
their ladye’s eake. She also watched the
flashing of the swords; but her eycs sought
those only which glanced where the brightest
helmet gleamed and the proudest plume
waved. Often the contest was beneath tha
very walls of the castle, and she could Lear
Ler lover’s voice, and beheld him dasking as
a thunderbolt into the midst of his enemies.

Obstinate, however, as the resistance of
the garrizon was, and bloody 8s the price,
indeed, scemed at which the castle was to be
purchased, David had too much of the Bruca
in Lis blood to abandon the seige. He began
to fill the ditches, and he ordered engines to
be prepared to batter down the walls. The
ditches were filled, and, belore the heavy
and ponderous blows of the engines, a breach
was made in the outer wall, and with a wild
shout a thousand of the Scottish troops rush-
ed into the outer court.

" Joan Plantugenet disdains ye still ! cried
the dauntless Countess. “ Quail not brave
hearts,” she exclaimed, addressing the gar-
rison, who, with deadly aim continued show-
ering their arrows upon the beseigers; * be-
fore I yield, Wark Castie shall be my funeral
pile!”

* Ard mine!” cried Sir William, as an
arrow glanced from hie hand, anu uweceme
transfized in the visor of one of the Scottish
leaders.

Madeline glanced towards him, and her
eycs, yet beaming with courage, scemed to
say, ‘* Andmine ™

“And oure!” exclaimed the garrison—*and
ours ! they repeated more vehemently; and,
waving their swords, “Hurra!” cried they,
“for our lndye, St. George and old merry
England I?

It was the shoutyof valiant but disparing
men. Yet, asthe danger roze, and as hope
became less and less, 0 rose the determina-
tion of the Countess. She was present to
animate at every place of assault. She dis-
tributed gold amongst them ; her very jewsls
she gave in presentsto the bravest; but,
thongh they had shed much eof the best hlood
in the Scottish army, their defence was hope-
less, and their courage could not sava them,



