Dzath of de la Beaute.

ysfollowers, and rushed upon the armed
1ofD’Arcy. At first the numbers were
4y equal, and the contest was terrible.—
s man fought hand to hand, and the
v was terrible. Each man fought hand
4, and the ground was coutested inch
wh. The gilded ornaments of the
-¢h horses were coversd with blood, and
ymovements were encumbered by their
at. The sword of Wedderburn had z}l-
i smitten three of the Chevalier's fol-
stothe ground, and the two chiels now
sded in single combat. D'Arcy fought
wihe fury of despair, but Home continued
arupon him as a tiger that has been
sjof its cubs. Every moment the force
1 Chevaller was thinned, and every in-
4the number of his enemies increased,as
righbouring peasantry rallied round the
-4ard of their chief. Finding the most
wal of his followers stretched up~n the
3, D'Arcy sought safety in flight. Da-h-
tissilver spurs into the sides of his noble
i, he turned his back upon his desperate
ay, and rushed along in the direction of
‘erdeiny, and through Dunse, with the
+of gaining the road to Dunbar.of which
- he was governor. Fiercely, Wedder-
1 fllowed at his heels, with his naked
auplifted, and ready to strike : imune-
1 j behind him, rode Trotter, the hench-
qolthe late Earl, and another of Home’s
wesuamed Dickson. It wasa learful
tas they rushed through Dunse, their
& striking fire from their heelsin the
1t of the very sunbeams ; and the sword
_cpursuer within a few feet of the fugi-

_ 8iill the Chevalier rode furiouasiy, ur-

zon the gallant animal that bore him,
vheeemed conscious that the life of its
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rider depended upon its spced. His flaxen
locks waved behind him in the wind, and the
voice of iis purcuers ever and anon fell upon
his car, like a daggerof death thrust into
hisbesosn.  The horse upon which Wedder-
burn rode, had been wounded in the conflict,
and as they drew near Broomhouse,its epeed
glackened, and his followers, Trotter and
Dickson, teok the lead in the pursuit. The
Chevalier had reached a spot on the right
bank of the Whitadder, which isnow in a
ficld of the furm of Swallowdean, when his
noble steed, becoming entangled with its
cumbrous trappings, stumnbled, and hurled its
rider to the earth. The next moment the
swords of T'router and Dickson were transfix-
ed in the body of the unfortu .ate Chevalier.

* Off with his head !” exclaimed Wedder-
burn, wlio at the same instant reached the
spot. T'he bloody mandate was readily obey-
edt; and Home tahimg the bleeding head in
Lis Lhand, cut uff the flaxen tresses, and tied
them as a trophy to his saddle-bow. The
budy ol the ¢ Chevalier de la Beaute’ was
rudely buried on the spot where he fell. An
humble stone marks out the scene of the tra-
gedy, and the people in the neighbourhood
yet call it—" Bawty’s grave.” The head of
the C..evalier was cariied to Dunse, where
it was fixed upon a spear, at the cross, and
Wedderburn exclaimed—" Thus be exalted
the enemies of the house of Home !?

The blooJy relic wasthen borne in triumph
to Home castle, and placed upon the battle-
ments. © There,” said Sir David, “ let the
Regent climb when lic returns from France
for the head of his favourite—it is thus that
Home of Wedderburn revenges the murder
of his kindred.”



