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TALES OF THE GORDERS.

‘was broken by the sounds of invasion, The
ramparts were crowded with armed citizens,
and a laree English fleet were seen bearing
vound Lindislerne. 1n a few hours the hostile
vessels entered the river, and commenced 4
furious attack upon the town, Their assault
was returned by the inhabitants as men who
were resolved to die for liberty. For hours
the battle raged, and the T'weed became as
a sheetof blood. But, while the conflict rose
fiercest, again the Bell Tawer sent forth its
sounde of death. Edward, at the head of
thirty-five thousand chosen troops, had cros-
ged the river at Coldstream, and was now
seen encamping at the foot of Halidon Hill.
Part of his army immediately descended
upon the town, to the assistance of his fleet.
They commenced a resolute attaclk from the
north, while the greater part of the garrizon
held bloody combat with the ships in the
river. Though thusattacked apon both sides,
the besieged fought with the courage of sur-
rounding lions, and the proud fleet was
defeated and driven from the river. 'fhe
attacks of the army were desperate, but
without success, for desperate were the men
who opposed them. Treachery, however,
that to this day remains und'scovered, existed
in the town; and, at an hour when the gar-
rison thought not, the gates were deceitfully
opened, and the English army rushed like a
torrent upon the streets. Wildly the work
of slanghter began. With the sword and
with the kuife, the inhabitants defended
every. house, every foot of ground. Mild
mothers and gent e maidens fought for their
thresholds with the fury of hungry walves—
and delicate hands did deeds of carnage.
The war of blood raged from strect to street,
while the English army poured on like a
ceaseless siream.  Shouts, groans, the clang
of swords, and the shrieks of woman mingled
together. Tiercer grew the close and the
deadly warfare; but the numbers of the
beseiged became few. Heapsof dead men
lay at every door, each with his sword glued

to his hands by the blood of an enemy. OI

the warriors from Fife, every man perished ;
but their price was a costly sacrifice of the
boldest lives in Budgland. The streets
ran deep with blood: and, independent of
slaughtered enemies, the mangled and life-
less bodies of seventeen thousand of the
inhabitanis paved the streets. The war of
deéath ceased only from lack of lives to prey
upon. With the exception of the Red Halil,
the town was an awful and a silent charnel-
hodse. Within it were the thirly brave
Flemiings, pouring their arrows upon the
trinmphant beseigers, and resolved to defend

it to death. Amongst them was the father
of lsabella, and by his eide his intended son-
in-law, his hands, which lately held a bride’s,
dripping with blood. The entwe strength
of the Bnglish army pressed around the Hall;
and fearful were the doings witch the band
of devoted merchants, like death’s own
marksmen, made in the midst of them.—
What the beseigers, however, {ailed to effect
by force, they effected by fire; and the Red
Hall hecame enveloped in flames—its wool,
its silks, and rich merchandize blazing toge-
ther, and causing the fierce element to
ascend like a pyramid. Still the brave men
stoad in the midst of the conflagration, un-
quailed, hurling death uvpen their encmies;
and, as the fire raged from rcom to room,
they rushed to the roof their Hall; discharg-
ing their last arrow on their beseigers, and
waving their swords around their heads, with
a shout of triumph. There, also, stood the
father, his daughter, and her lover, clasp-
ing and embracing each other in death.—
Crash succeeded crash—the flames ascended
higher and higher—and the proud building
was falling to pieces. A loud crash followed,
the ficrce elemnent surrounded the brave
victims—the gentle Isabella, leaning on her
bridegroom, was seen waving her slender
hand in triumph round her head—the hardy
band waved their swords and shou ed * Li-
berty I and in one moment more, the build-
ing fell to the earth, and the heroes, the
bridegroom, and his bride, were buried in
the ruins of their fortress and their factory.

Thus fell the Red Hall, and with it the
commercial glory of Berwick. Sir William
Douglas surrendered the castle to Edward,
and the town was given up to plunder and
brutality. Its trade in wool aud in foreign
merchandise was transferred to itsrival, Lon-
don—and need we say that it has not recov-
ered it ?

GRIZEL COCHRANE,
A TALE OF TWEEDMOUTH MOOR.

‘When the tyranny and bigotry of the last
James drove his subjects to take up arms
against him, one of the most formidable
cnemies to his dangerous usurpations was
Sir John Cachrane, ancestor of’ the present
Earl of Dundonald. He was one of the most
prominent actors in Argyle’s rebellion, and
for ages a destructive doom seemed to have
hung over the house of Campbel!, enveloping
in a common ruin all who united their for-
tunes lo the cause of its chieftains. Thesame
doom encompassed Sir John Cochrane. He
was surrounded by the King’s troops—long,



