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THE AMARANTE. y

huge gap in the lofty agger of the Roman en-
trenchment on which they had been standing.
The opening cffected by the cannon of Crom-
well, is still visible, and aflords a prospect of
the castle and open country.

Leaping their horses over the numerous dit-
ches which intersected the plain, two cavaliers
were seen advancingat full gallop towards the
dismantled castle.  Foramoment they halwd
before its rnincd gateway, and one of them,
raising his hands toward the rebel standard,
appearcd to address some conversation to his
companion ; then, turning their coursers’ heads,
they spurred onward to the water’s ecdge
through the opening, whence the two fisher-
men had retreated at their approach. Here
again they commenced an ecarly parley, of
which, to judge from gestures and significant
glances, Gilbert and his companion appeared to
be the subject, who, on their side, were no way
backward in scrutinizing the bearing of the
strangers. The chicf of the party, as might be
inferred from the respectable deference mani-
fested towards him by the other, who though
nearly twice as old, remained uncovered whilst
he spoke, was a man of between thirty and
forty years of age, about the middle size, ro-
bust and well proportioned. His dark, oval
conntenance was distinguished by an air of
settled melancholy, heightened perhaps by the
ample mustachios and pointed beard so preva-
Ient in the scventeenth century. He wore a
large slouching Spanish beaver, which, like the
ample plume that drooped over his face, had
once been black ; but was changed by the ef-
fects of time and the weather to a light russet.
A buff coat, miserably tornand discoloured, ap-
pearcd beneath a suit of rusty digjointed body
armour, and, in a word, his whole appearance,
like that of his attendant, who displaycd, if
possible, cven a greater degree of wretchedness,
when coupied with the uncasy and restless
counienances, suggested the idea of men long
* exposed to penil, fatigue and want.

Their collaquy, however, had not endured
many minutes before the younger individual
turned his horsc's head, and hastily motioning
Giles to approach, fixed his large, dark, mclan-
choly eyes vpon hum, and said :

“Art thou acquainted, friend, with the pas-
sageof theriverhereabonts 3 Canst ihou guide
us to the Ferry of the Blackrock 77

“I can,” said Gilbert, dofiing his boancet as
ha2 spake.

“And the boats 7—we would pass with all
speed to the other side—canst thou command
tha &7

“We are ferrymen here, and will beaflo:
ten minutes, an’ 1t please your honour.”

“Lead on, then,” exclaimed the stran: g
casting a hurried glance in the direcuu
which they had approached, and putting ¢
horses 1n motion, m a few moments they s
upon the pier at which the boats lay mouor ga!

Stimulated by the prospect of a reward. : gy
impressed with the hope that the ocenrrungg
of the day might be the herald of better: g
tune, the two men used the utmost alacris. fy
getting the cavailers and their jaded bepyi
into the boat; then haisting sail, they dr gy
rapidly through the surf, and in about tw. gn
minutes ran safely into Chisel Pilt, on the - wig
posite shore. sei

The air of watchfulness and anxicty wih
had in the begnning characterized ther .j8f
meanor, gradually subsided as the twe stipn
gers saw themselyes beyand the reach of r h
sent danger.

“Helmsman,” said he wha had before : m
ken, pointing to the child that lay quietly rpn!
ling 1n the straw beneath the qmrtcrdoc\,fu
the vessel, “1s this curly-headed boy thy so: pie
and, cre the father could reply, he had &
aft and lifted the child iato his arms; ¢
thou more beside

“He is the only one remaining out of :-am
an’ 1t please your worship,” said the boatz an:

# Ah, true, thinc is a perilous vocation; red’
at times, men say, even the broad ocean & st)
less d‘mgcr than these same narrow chann. %
then, lowering his voice, he added, whil
features assued that air of deepened sacfer
which seemed to betheir congenial express-ea
“Died they young 7 and wert thou near
when they perished 77 an

The father dashcd away with the baced;
his hand the tear that moistened his hmJﬂ
and weather-beaten cheek ; hut his vouce 5@
tered not as he rephed, “ My boys, genumzﬂ
have found the soldier’s grave ; they fell 78
ng for the King at the battle of Mar i‘:r'
Moor.” The sirangers exchanged sigmf-¥3
glances; but at the same instan: the ke
the vessel grated harshly against the lanaé
place, the mainsail was hardly lowered. £
Gilbert and his comrade leaping ashore «
cd themselves in getiing out the horses.
younge " of the two cavaliers now drew
his girdle a purse, which he poised for 2
seconds in his hand, and then smd, “ Dol
unicss thou art richer than thy master, 135
these honest frllows will have <]ight cans8
thank us for the trouble we have given thagh
their gencrosity, then, is our only resourg




