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Now, the number of the Highland party
was sompleted, and they stood, a band of
hardy, determined, and desperate-looking
men ; but the party of the Borderers was one
deficient.

“ Is there not another,” cried the herald,
* o stand forth, wsd maintain with lissword
the honour and cow age ol the Borders 27

“Yest here am I 1” shouted Andrew, aud
drawing Janet’s arm from his; “nowdearest,”
added he, hastily, * just hae patience; just
stand here {or ten minutes; and '}l ler ye see
what 1 can do.”

She would have detained nim ; but ina
moment he sprang into the amphitheatee, and
exclaimed.

“ Now, Sir Knights, ye that hae been try-
ing yer hands at the tourneyings, will ony o’
ye hae the guidness to oblecge me wi’ the
loan @ yer sworgd for a wee while, and T'll
be bound for ye I'll no disgraceit; il try the
temper o’ it in earnest.”

Andrew instantly had a dozen to choose
upon ; and he took his place amongst the
Borderers.

Whenhe joined them, those who knew
him, said—" the day is ours—Andrew i3 a
host in himsel.”

The marshals gave the signa) for the onset
—and a deadly, a savage onset it was.—
Swords were shivered to the hilt. Men,who
had done each other no swrong, who had ne-
ver met before, grasped each other by the
throat—the Highland dirk and Border knife
were drawn. Men plunged them into each
other-~they fell together—they rolled, the one
over the other, in the struggles and the ago-
nies of death. The wounded strewed the
ground—they strove to eraw! from the strife
of their comrades. The dead lay upon the
dying, and the dying upon the dead, Death
bad reaped a harvest from both parties; and
no man could tell on which side would {ie the
victory. Yet no man could stand the sword-
arm of Andrew~antagonist against antago-
nist went before him.  He rushed to every
part of the combat, and wheresoever he went
the advantage was in favour of the Border-
ers. He was the champien of the field—the
hero of' the fighc. The king gave a signal,
(perhaps because his young queen was hor-
rified with the game of butchery) and at the
command of the ma.shals the combatants
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on both sides laid down theirarms, Reiters.
ted shou's again rang from the spectatorg~
Some clapped their hands and cried, * Eye
mouth yet ! “ Wha's like Andrew!” “Weit
carry him hame shouther high ! shoutei
some of hig townsmen.

During the combat, poor Janet had hee;
blind with anxiety, and was supported in the
arms of the spectators who saw him rush frop
her side. But as the shouts of his name bury
on her ear, eonsciousness returned ; and ehe
beheld him, with the sword in hishand, has
tening towards her. Yet ere he had reache
where she stood, he was summoned, by the
men-at-arms, who had kept the multiwg
{rom pressing into the amplutheatre,to appes
before the king, to receive from his hands te
promised reward.

Anxious as he had been to obtain the priz
poor Andrew, notwithstanding his herols,
trembled at the thought of appearing in th:
presence of a monarch. Higidea of the lin
was composed of imaginings of power, ar
greaness, and wisdony, and splendonr—t
knew him to be a man, but he did not thix
of'him assuch. And he gaid to those wh
sammoned him to the royal presence—

“ Oh, save us @', sirs! what shall Isay:
him ? or what will he suy to me ¥ How shd
Ibehave? I would rather want the sile
than gang wi’ ye!”?

in this state of tremor and anxiety, Andret
was conducted towards the canopied da
before the Majesty of Scotland. He wasly
to the {not of the steps which ascended otk
seat where the monarch and his bride sat-
Ilis eyes were rivetted to the ground, andl
needed not to doff his bonnet, for he hadlx
it in the conflict.

 Look up, brave cock o’the Borders,” sas
the monarch; “ certes, man, ye would he
anill-far’d face if ye needed to hude it, afie
exhibiting sic a heart and arm.”

Andrew raised his head in confusion ; b
scarce had his eyes fallen on the countenasy
of the king, when he started back, as thoug
he beheld the face of a spirit.

# Ha! traitor!” exclaimed the monarch, 8x
a frown gathered on his brow,

In a moment, Andrew perceived that b
victor-wrestier—his cropy in Lucky Hewitt
—ihe tempter of his Janet—the man whe
he had felled with a blow, and whose bl
he had drawn, and the King of Scotlan
was one and the same persoil.



