The Laird of Cassway
By James Hogg

There is an old story which | have often heard related, about a great laird of Cassway, in an outer
corner of Dumfries-shire, of the name of Besttie, and his two sons, but whether it is a dream or
an gpparition, as it partakes of the nature of both, | cannot decide. This Besttie had occasion to
be dmost congantly in England, because, as my informant sad, he took a great hand in
government affairs, from which | deem that the tradition had its rise @out the time of the avil
wars, for about the close of that time, the Scotts took the advantage of the times to put the
Beatties down, who, for some previous ages, had maintained the superiority of that district.

Be that as it may, the laird of Cassway's second son, Francis, fel desperady in love with a
remarkably beautiful girl, the edest daughter of Henry Scott of Drumfielding, a gentleman, but
dill only a retainer, and far beneeth Beditie of Cassway, both in wedth and influence. Francis
was a scholar newly returned from the universty—was tal, handsome, of a pade complexion,
and gentlemanly gppearance, while Thomas, the eldest son, was fair, ruddy, and stout made, a
perfect picture of hedth and good-humour, a sportsman, a warrior, and a jovid blade; one who
would not suffer a fox to get rest in the whole moor didrict, nor a pretty girl to degp quietly in
her bed. He rode the best horse, kept the best hounds, played the best fiddle, danced the best
country bumpkin, and took the best refreshment of mountain dew of any man between Erick brae
and Teviot sone, and was dtogether that sort of a young man, that whenever he cast his eyes on
a pretty girl, either at chapel or wesgpon-shaw, she would hide her face, and giggle as if tickled by
some unseen hand.

Now, though Thomas, or the Young Laird, as he was cdled, had only spoke once to Ellen
Scatt in his life, a which time he chucked her below the chin, and bid the deil take him if ever he
saw as bonny a face in his whole born days; yet, for dl that, Ellen loved him. It could not be said
that she was in love with him, for a maiden's heart must be won before it is given absolutdy
away; but hers gave him the preference to any other young man. She loved to see him, to hear of
him, and to laugh & him; and it was even observed by the domedtics, that Tam Bedttie o' the
Cassway’ s name came oftener into her conversation than there was any occasion for.

Such was the date of affairs when Francis came home, and fdl desperatdly in love with Ellen
Scott; and his father being in England, and he under no redtraint, he went forthwith and pad his
addresses to her. She received him with a kindness and affability that pleased him to the heart;
but he little wig that this was only a spontaneous and naturd glow of kindness toward him
because of his connexions, and rather because he was the young Lard of Cassway’'s only
brother, than the poor but accomplished Francis Besttie, the scholar from Oxford.

He was, however, so much ddighted with her, that he asked her father's permisson to pay his
addresses to her, and, in one word, court her for his wife. Her father, who was a prudent and
sengble man, answvered him in this wiss—“That nothing would give him greater ddight than to
see his beloved Ellen joined with so accomplished and amigble a young gentleman in the bonds
of holy wedlock, provided his father's assent was previoudy dtained. But as he himsdf was
subordinate to another house, not on the best terms with the house of Casswvay, he would not take
it on him to sanction any such connexion without old Squire Bestti€'s full consent. That, more-
over, as he, Francis Bedttie, was just setting out in life, as a lawyer, there was but too much
reason to doubt that a matrimonia comexion with Ellen a that time, would be highly imprudent;



therefore it was not to be thought further of till the old Squire was consulted. In the meantime, he
should dways be welcome to his house, and to his daughter’s company, as he had the same
dependence on his honour and integrity, asif he had been a son of hisown.”

The young man thanked him affectionately, and could not help acquiescing in the truth of his
remarks, promised not to mention matrimony further, till he had consulted his father, and
added—"But indeed you must excuse me, if | avall mysdf of your permisson to vist here often,
as | an sengble it will be impossble for me to live for any space of time out of my dear Ellen's
gght.” He was again made welcome, and the two parted mutualy pleased with each other.

Henry Scott of Drumfieding was a widower, with sx daughters, over whom presided Mrs Jane
Jerdan, ther maternd aunt, a right old maid, with fashions and ideas even more antiquated than
hersdlf. No sooner had the young wooer taken his leave, than in she bounces to the room, the
only gtting apatment in the house, and says, in a loud important whisper, “What's that young
svankey of a lawyer wanting, that he's aye hankering sse muckle about our town? I'll tel you
what, brother Harry, it strikes me that he wants to make a whed-wright o' your daughter Nell.
Now, gin he axes your consent to ony sickan thing, dinna ye grant it. That's a. Take an auld
fool’s advice gin ye wad prosper. Fo'ks are awise ahint the hand, and sae will ye be”

“Dear, Mrs Jane, what objections can you have b Mr Francis Besttie, the most accomplished
young gentleman of the whole country?’

“ "Complished gentleman! 'Complished kim-milk, float-whey, and jedabery! I'll tdl you
what, brother Harry, afore | were a landless lady, | wad rather be a tailor's layboard, and hae the
red-het goose gaun bizzing up my rumple Wha has he to maintan a lady spouse with? The
wind 0 his lungs, forsooth!—thinks to sdll that for goud in goupings. Hech me! Crazy wad they
be wha wad buy it; and they wha trust to crazy people for ther living will live but crazily. Take
an auld fodl’s advice gin ye wad prosper, ese yell be wise ahint the hand. Have nae mair to do
with him—Neél’'s bread for his betters, tdl him that. Or, by my certy, gin | megt wi’ him face to
face I'll tdl him.”

“It would be unfriendly in me to keep aught a secret from you, Sgter, consdering the interest
you have taken in my family. | have given him my consent to vidt my daughter, but a the same
time have redtricted him from mentioning matrimony untill he have consulted his father.”

“An’ what is the vidting to gang for then? Sack possets and blawvflummery? Blaw the soup,
dawtie, that it dinna blister the sweet gab o' you! O, it is sac savoury and swedt, this courting and
cooing between a pennyless maid and a briefless lawvyer! Fiend hae me, gin | wadna rather ride
the stang through the great burrough of Lochmaben, afore | were set down to woo, and hadna
ether marriage or some waur thing to converse about. Away wi’ him! Our Nel’'s food for his
betters. What wad you think an she could get the young laird his brother wi’ ablink o' her ee?’

“Never speak to me of that, Mrs Jane. | wad rather see the poorest of his shepherd lads coming
about my child than he;” and with these words Henry |eft the room.

Mrs Jane stood long, making faces, shaking her gpron with both hands, nodding her heed, and
sometimes giving a samp with her foot. “1 have st my face againg that connexion,” said she
“our Nell's no made for a lady to a London lawyer. It wad set her rather ketter to be Lady of
Cassway. The young laird for me I'll hae the branks of love thrown over the heads o' the
twasome, tie the tangs thegither, and then let them gdlop like twa kippled grews. Mv brother
Hary's a smple man; he disna ken the credit that ke has by his daughters—thanks to some other
body than he! Niece Néell has a shape, an ee, and a lady manner that wad kilhab the best lord o
the kingdom, were he to come under ther influence and my manoovres. She's alerdan d
through, and that I'll let them ken! Fo'ks are & wise ahint the hand; credit only comes by catch



an’ keep. Goodnight to a younger brothers, puffings o' love vows, and sabs o' wind! Gie me the
good green hills, the gruff wedders, and bob-tail’d ewes, and let the law and the gosped men I
thewind o' their lungs as dear as they can.

In a few days, Henry of Drumfielding was cdled out to atend his chief on some expedition; on
which Mrs Jane, not caring to trust her message to any other person, went over to Cassway, and
invited the young laird to see her niece, quite convinced that her charms and endowments would
a once endave the eder brother as they had done the younger. Tam Beditie was delighted a
finding such a good back friend as Mrs Jane, for he had for a twevemonth had designs upon
Ellen Scott; he had scarcely consdered of what nature, but was quite convinced of the necessity
of some love affar between the beauty and himsdf, and it was only sheer want of leisure tha
had prevented him from putting it in execution. In the keight of his romance, however, he, ether
through chance or design, asked Mrs Jane if the young lady was privy to thisinvitation.

“She privy to it!” exclamed Mrs Jane, shaking her gpron. “Ha, wed | wat, no! She wad soon
hee flown in my face wi’ her gibery and her jaukery, had | tauld her my errand; but the gowk
kens what the tittling wants, dthough it is not aye crying, Give, give, like the horse loch-leech.”

“Does the horse-leech redly cry that, Mrs Jane? | should think, from a view of its mouth, that
it could scarcely cry anything,” said Tom.

“Are ye Sc a reprobate as to deny the words o' the Scripture, Sir? Hech, wae's me! what some
folks hae to answer for! We're & wise ahint the hand. But hark ye—come ye ower in time, ese |
am feared she may e settled for ever out o your reach. Now, | canna bide to think on that, for |
have dways thought you twa made for ane anither. Let me take a look 0’ you frae tep to tae—O
yes made for ane anither, as led as ever the hat was made for the hind, or the sheath for the
swvord. Come ower in time, before billy Harry come hame again; and let your vigt be in timeous
hours, dse I'll gie you the back of the door to keep. Wild reprobate, to deny that the horse loch
leech can speak! Ha——he he is the man for me. Down wi’ a courting, and kissing, and sghing,
and sabbing, without amotivel for they wha gang to seek an errand generdly find one.”

Thomas Besitie was true to his gppointment, as may be supposed, and Mrs Jane having her
niece rigged out in eminent syle he was perfectly charmed with her; and redly it cannot be
denied that Ellen was as much ddighted with him. She was young, gay, and frolicsome, and Tom
had no sooner met with her, even in her aunt’s presence, than he began aflatering her, and from
that to toying and romping with her; so that Ellen never spent a more joyous and happy dfter-
noon, or knew before what it was to be in a presence that deighted her. True, he never
mentioned the word marriage, though Mrs Jane gave him plenty of opportunities, but Ellen liked
his company a great ded the better. It had dways proved a chilling, damping sort of term, that, to
her; and in the buoyancy of youthful spirits, innocence, and gaiety, she liked better that it should
be set asde for the present; and never two lovers came better on than Tom Besttie of Cassway
and the beautiful Ellen of Drumfielding.

There were two beds in the room with running doors, dl of which stood ddightfully open, in
order to show the beautiful coverlets within; and as Ellen had become very teasng, Mrs Jane
ventured to remind the laird of the above circumstances, adding, that she deemed the wild gilly
well deserved to fed the metd of a gentleman’'s beard, as none of her former lovers had been
blessed with such a privilege. The laird took the hint, and tried, at a gentle wrestle, to place Ellen
on the stock of one of the beds, but he could not, without being more rude, than, even in that rude
age, good manners dlowed; and in this gentle exercise were the two engaged, dtogether by
themselves, when the roomdoor opened, and in popped Francis Besttie! Ellen's face was
flushed with laughter and animated exertion, and when she saw her devoted lover a her side, she



blushed ill deeper, and her glee was damped in a moment. She looked rather like a condemned
cimind, or a least a guilty cresture, than what she redly was a being over whose mind the
cloud of guilt had never cast its shadow.

Francis loved her above dl things on earth or in heaven, and the moment he saw her standing
abashed, and extricating hersdf gently from the hands of his brother, his spirit was moved to
jealousy-to maddening and uncontrollable jedlousy. His ears rang, his hair sood on end, and the
contour of his face became like a bent bow. He waked up to his brother with his hand on his hilt,
and dmogt inarticulatdy addressed him thus, while his teeth ground together like a horse-réttle:

“Pray, 9r, may | ask you of your intentions, and of what you arc seeking here?’

“I know not, Frank, what right you have to ask any such questions, but you will dlow thet |
have a right to ask a you what the devil you are seeking here a present, seeing you come so very
inopportundy.”

“Do you know what you are doing, Sr, what you have done, or what you have attempted? That
maiden, dr, is my maden—my beloved and betrothed maiden dearer to me than life and dl its
enjoyments, and ere you touch that dear maiden with a foul finger, gr, you shal sooner touch my
heart’ s blood! Dare you put it to the issue of the sword this moment?’

“Come now, dear Francis, don't fal on to act the fool and the madman both at a time, for this
maiden is not your maden, nor ever will be ether your maiden or your wife, and rather than
bring such a dispute to the issue of the sword between two brothers who never had a quarrd in
ther lives, | propose that we bring it to a much more temperate and decisive issue here where we
gand, by giving the maiden her choice. Stand you there at that corner of the room, | at this, and
Ellen Scott in the middle; let us both ask her, and to whomsoever she comes, the prize be his.
Why should we try to decide, by the loss of one of our lives, what we cannot decide, and what
may be decided in afriendly and rationa way in one minute?’

“It is easy for you, gdr, to tak temperately and with indifference on such a trid, but not so with
me. Thisyoung lady is dear to my heart.”

“Well, but soissheto mine”

“I have asked her of her father as my wife, and have his consent. | have asked hersdf, and have
not been denied; and here again if | do ask her, | ask her only as my wife”

“Wadl, Frank, then you have the advantage of me, and it is but justice you should avall yoursdf
of it. For | have not asked her father, nor do | intend it; and when | ask her here from you, | ask
her only as my mistress.”

“And have you the arrogance to suppose that this peerless young maiden, this flower of the
Border, would listen to a suit so degrading and ruinous?’

“No man can tdl, Frank, to what a woman will listen, or to what she will not ligen; dl thet |
say is, that | am willing to take my chance and abide by the consequences. | was not aware of
any engagement between you and her when | made the proposd; and though | find I am now
placed & a manifes disadvantage, | am willing to abide by her fiat; for what do a man's
pretensons sgnify, without the countenance and assent of the object of his affection? Let us,
therefore, appeal to the lady a once, whose clam is the best, and as your pretensons are the
highest, do you ask her firgt.”

“My dearest Ellen,” sad Francis, humbly and affectionately, “you know that my whole soul is
devoted to your love, and that | aspire to it only in the most honourable way; confirm then my
goped by coming to my arms, and suffering me to embrace you as my own loved and betrothed
dame, in the presence of this unlicensed and presumptuous libertine.”



Ellen sood dumb and motionless, looking stedfastly down a the hem of her green jerkin,
which she was nibbling with both her hands. She dared not Ift an eye to ether of the brothers,
though apparently conscious that she ought to have flown into the arms of Francis.

“Ellen, 1 need not tell you tha | love you, for a woman knows that by indinct,” sad Thomeas.
“Nor need | attempt to tell how dearly and how long | will love you, for in fath | cannot. My
pretensions, it is true, are not of the most honourable description, as some men count honour; but
in truth, |1 love you so well, that | doubt very much if | can live without you in one way or other. |
know you love me better than perhaps you ought to do. Put reason to her cradle then, and suffer
nature to have her own way, and | am sure of my Ellen for them dl.”

Ellen looked up. There was a smile on her lovely face; an arch, mischievous, and happy smile,
but it turned not on Thomas. Her face turned to the contrary sde, but yet the beam of that smile
fel not on Francis, who stood in a state of as terrible sugpense between hope and fear, as a Snner
a the gate of heaven, who has implored of St Peter to open the gate, and awaits a fina answer.
The die of his fae was soon cadt, for Ellen Scott looking one way, yet moving another,
draightway threw hersdf into Thomas Beditie€ s ams, excaming, “Ah, Tom! Tom! | fear | am
doing that which | shdl rue, but | must trust to your generosty, for bad as you are, | like you the
best.”

Thomas was deeply affected by this goped of the young and splendid beauty to his generosty.
He took her in his arms, and embraced and kissed her; but before he could say a word in return,
the despair and rage of his brother bresking forth over every barrier of reason, interrupted him.
“This is the trick of a coward, to screen himsdf from the chastisement he deserves” cried
Francis, shaking his sword at his brother. “A mean ad infamous gpped to the agitated passions
of an inexperienced and infatuated girl. But you escape me not thusl Follow me if you darel”
And he rushed from the house, shaking his naked sword at his brother.

Ellen trembled with agitation a the young man's rage; and while Thomas Hill pressed her to
his bosom, and assured her of his undterable affection, in came Mrs Jane Jerdan, shaking her
gpron, and tucking it S0 asto make it twang like a bowstring.

“What's a@ this, Squire Tummas? Are we to be babbled out o house an' hadding by this
rgpacious young lawyer o' yours? By the souls o' the Jerdans, I'll kick up Sc a stoure about his
lugs as shdl blind the juridicd een 0 him! It's queer that men should study the law only to learn
to break it. Sure am | rae gentleman that hasna been bred a lawvyer wad come into a neighbour’s
house bullyragging that gate wi’ sword in hand, mdice prepense in his eye, and venom on his
tongue. Just as a lasse hadna her am freedom o' choice, because a fool has been pleased to ask
her! Haud the grip ye hae, Niece Ndl, ye hae made a wise choice for aince. Tam's the man for
my money! Fo'ks are & wise ahint the hand, but red wisdom lies in taking time by the forelock.
But, Squire Tam, the thing that | want to ken is this—Are you going to put up wi’ & that
bullying and threatening? Or do ye propose to chastise the fool according to hisfolly?’

“In truth, Mrs Jane, | am very sorry for my brother’s behaviour, and could not with honour
yield any more than | did to pacify him. But e must be humbled. It will not do to suffer him to
carry materswith so high ahand.”

“Now, wad ye be but advised and leave him to me, | would play him sc a plisky as he
shouldna forget till his dying day. By the souls o' the Jerdans, | would! Now promise to me that
yewinnafight him.”

“O promise, promisel” cried Ellen vehemently, “for the sake of heaven's love, promise my
aunt that.”



Thomas amiled and shook his head as much as if he had said, “you do not know what you are
asking.” Mrs Jane went on.

“Do it then—do it with a vengeance, and remember this, that wherever ye st the place o
combat, be it in hill or dde, deep linn or moss hagg, | shal have a thirdsman there to encourage
thee on. | shdl give you a meeting you little wot of .”

Thomas Besttie took dl this for words of course, as Mrs Jane was well known for a raving,
ranting old maid, whose vehemence few regarded, but a great many respected her for the care
she had taken of her ggter’s family, and a greater number ill regarded her with terror, as a being
possessed of superhuman powers, so after many expressons of the fondest love for Ellen, he
took his leave, his mind being made up how it behoved him to ded with his brother.

| forgot to mention before, that old Bedttie lived a Nether Cassway with his family; and his
eldest son Thomas at Over Cassway, who, on his father entering into a second marriage, was put
in possession of that castle, and these lands. Francis, of course, lived in his father's house when
in Scotland, and it was thus that his brother knew nothing of his frequent visits to Ellen Scott.

Wadll, that night, as soon as Thomas went home, he dispaiched a note to his brother to the
following purport: That he was sorry for the rudeness and unreasonableness of his behaviour.
But if, on coming to himsdf, he was willing to make an gpology before his midress, then he
(Thomas) would gladly extend to him the right hand of love and brotherhood; but if he refused
this, he would please to meet him on the crook of Glen-dearg next mornng by the sun-risng.
Francis returned for answer that he would meet him at the time and place gppointed, and make
his asseverations good to his heart. There was then no farther door of reconciliation left open, but
Thomeas il had hopes of managing him even on the combat field.

Francis dept little that night, being wholly st on revenge for the disgraceful way in which he
had log his beloved midress, and a little after daybresk he arose, and putting himsdf in light
armour, proceeded to the place of rendezvous. He had farther to go than his elder brother, and on
coming in gght of the crook of Glendearg, he percaeived the latter there before him. He was
wrgpt in his cavdier cloak, and waking up and down the crook with impassoned drides, on
which Francis soliloquised as follows, as he hasted on.—*Ah hal so Tom is here before mel This
is what | did not expect, for | did not think the flagitious dog had so much spirit or courage in
him as to meet me. | am glad he had for how | long to chagtise him, and draw some of the
pampered blood from that vain and insolent heart, which has bereaved me of dl | held dear on
earth!”

In this way did he cherish his wrath till close a his brother's sde, and then addressng him in
the same insolent terms, he dedred him to cesse his cowardly cogitations and draw. His
opponent ingtantly wheeled about, threw off his horseman’s cloak, and presented his sword; and
behold the young man's father stood before him armed and ready for action! The sword fell from
Francis's hand, and he stood gppalled as if he had been a statue, unable either to utter a word or
move amuscle.

“Take up thy sword, caitiff, and let it work thy ruthless work of vengeance here. Is it not better
that thou shouldst pierce this old heart, worn out with care and sorrow, and chilled by the
ingratitude of my race, than that of thy gdlant and generous brother, the representative of our
house, and the chief of our name? Take up thy sword, | say, and if | do not chastise thee as thou
deservest, may Heaven reft the sword of justice from the hand of the avenger!”

“The God of Heaven forbid that | should ever lift my sword against my honoured father!” said
Francis.



“Thou darest not, thou traitor and coward!” returned the father—"I throw back the disgraceful
terms in thy teeth which thou used'st to thy brother. Thou earnest here boiling with rancour, to
shed his blood, and when | gppear in person for him, thou darest not accept the challenge.”

“You never did me wrong, my dear father; but my brother has wronged me in the tenderest
part.”

“Thy brother never wronged thee intentiondly, thou decetful and sanguinary fratricide; and
where no previous intention exigts, there is no offence committed. It was thou done who forced
this quarrd upon him, and | have great reason to suspect that thou designed' s to cut him off, that
the inheritance and the maid might both be thine own. But here | swear by the arm that made me,
and the Redeemer that saved me, if thou wilt not go draight and kned to thy brother for
forgiveness, confessing thy injurious treatment, and Swearing submisson to thy naturd chief, |
will banish thee from my house and presence for ever, and load thee with a parent’s curse, which
shdl never be removed from thy soul till thou art crushed to the lowest hell.”

The young scholar, being utterly astounded a his father's words, and a the awful and stern
manner in which he addressed him, whom he had never before reprimanded, was wholly
overcome. He kneded to his parent, and implored his forgiveness, promisng, with tears to fulfil
every injunction which it would please him to enjoin; and on this understanding, the two parted
on amicable and gracious terms.

Francis went sraight to the tower of Over Cassway, and inquired for his brother, resolved to
fufil his faher's sern injunctions to the very letter. He was informed his brother was in his
chamber in bed, and indisposed. He asked the porter farther, if he had not been forth that day,
and was answered, that he had gone forth early in the morning in armour, but had quickly
returned, apparently in grest agitation, and betaken himsdlf to his bed. He then requested to be
taken to his brother, to which the servant indantly assented, and led him up to the chamber,
never suspecting that there could be any animosity between the two only brothers, but on John
Burgess opening the door, and announcing THE TUTOR, Thomas, being in a nervish date, was
a little darmed. “Remain in the room there, Burgess” sad he. “What, brother Frank, arc you
seeking here a this hour, armed capapee? | hope you are not come to assassinate mein my bed?’

“God forbid, brother,” said the other; “here, John, take my sword down with you, | want some
private conversation with Thomas” John did so, and the following conversation ensued; for as
soon as the door closed, Francis dropt on his knees, and said, “O, my dear brother, | have erred
grievoudy, and am come to confess my crime, and implore your pardon.”

“We have both erred, Francis, in suffering any earthly concern to incite us againgt each other’s
lives. We have both ered, but you have my forgiveness chearfully; here is my hand on it, and
grant me thine in return. Oh, Francis, | have got an admonition that never will be erased from my
memory, this morning, and which has caused me to see my life in a new light. What or whom
think you I met an hour ago on my way to the crook of Glendearg to encounter you?’

“Our father, perhaps.”

“Y ou have seen him then?’

“Indeed | have, and he has given me such a reprimand for severity, as son rever received from
aparent.”

“Brother Frank, | must tell you, and when | do, you will not believe me—It was not our father
whom we both saw this morning.”

“It was no other whom | saw. What do you mean? Do you suppose that | do not know my own
father?’



“I tdl you it was not, and could not be. | had an express from him yesterday. He is two
hundred miles from this, and cannot be in Scotland sooner than three weeks hence.”

“Y ou agtonish me, Thomas. Thisis beyond human comprehension.”

“It is true—that | avouch, and the certainty of it has sickened me at heart. You must be aware
that he came not home last night, and that his horse and retinue have not arrived.”

“He was not a home, it is true, nor have his horse and retinue arrived in Scotland. Still there is
no denying that our father is here, and that, at least, it was he who spoke to and admonished me.”

“I tdl you it is impossble. A spirit hath spoke to us in our father’s likeness, for he is not, and
cannot be in Scotland a this time. My faculties are dtogether confounded by the event, not being
able to cdculate on the qudities or condition of our monitor. An evil spirit t certainly could not
be, for dl its admonitions pointed to good. | sorely dread, Francis, that our father is no more—
that there hath been another engagement, that he hath lost his life, and that his soul hath been
lingering around his family before teking its find leave of this sphere. | beieve that our father is
dead; and for my part, | an s0 sick a heart, that my nerves are dl in a flane. Pray, do you take
horse and post off for Sadop, from whence his commisson to me yesterday was dated, and see
what hath happened to our reverend father.”

“I cannat, for my life, give credit to this, brother, or that it was any other being who rebuked
me, but my father himsdf. Pray dlow me to tarry another day at least, before | st out on such a
wild-goose chase. Perhaps our father may appear in the neighbourhood, and may be conceding
himsdf for some secret purpose. Did you tell him of our quarrdl ?*

“No. He never asked me concerning it, but charged me sharply with my intent on the firs
word, and adjured me by my regard for his blessing, and my hope in heaven, to desst from my
purpose.

“Then he knew it dl intuitively; for when | firsd went in view of the spot gppointed for our
mesting, | perceved him waking sharply to and fro, wrapped in his military cloak. He never 0
much as deigned to look a me, till | came close to his Sde, and thinking it was yoursdf, | fdl to
upbraiding him, and desred him to draw. He then threw off his cloak, drew his sword, and
telling me he came in your place, dared me to the encounter. But he knew dl the grounds of our
quare minutely, and lad the blame on me | own | am a litle puzzled to reconcile
circumgtances, but am convinced my faher is near a hand. | heard his words, saw his eyes
flashing anger and indignation. Unfortunately | did not touch him, which would have put an end
to dl doubts, for he did not present the hand of reconaliation to me, as | expected he would have
done, on my yielding implicitly to dl hisinjunctions”

The two brothers then parted, with protestations of mutua forbearance in al time coming, and
with an underganding, as that was the morning of Saturday, thet if their father, or some word of
him, did not reech home before the next evening, the Tutor of Cassway, as Francis was
denominated, | know not why, was to take horse for the county of Sdop, early on Monday's
morning.

Thomas, being thus once more left to himsdf, could do nothing but toss and tumble in his bed,
and reflect on the extraordinary occurrence of that morning; and, after many troubled cogitations,
it a length occurred to his recollection what Mrs Jane Jerdan had said to him: “Do it then. Do it
with a vengeancel—But remember this, that wherever ye set the place of combat, be it in hill or
dde, desp linn, or moss hagg, | shal have a thirdsman there to encourage you on. | shdl give
you ameeting you little wot of.”

If he was confounded before, he was ten times more so at the remembrance of these words, of
most ominous import.



At the time he totadly disregarded them, taking them for mere rhodomontade; but now the idea
to him was terible, that his father's soirit, like the prophet’s of old, should have been conjured
up by witchcraft; and then agan he bethought himsdf that no witch would have employed her
power to prevent evil. In short, he knew not what to think, and so, taking the hammer from its
rest, he gave three rgps on the pipe drum, for there were no bdls in the towers of those days, and
up came old John Burgess, Thomas Bedttie's henchman, hunts-man, and groom of the chambers,
one who had been attached to the family for fifty years, and he says, in his dow West Border
tongue, “How’s ton now, cdlan’?—Is tou ony betterlins? There has been tway sags seen in the
Bloodhope-Linnstis mworning aready.”

“Ay, and there has been something dse seen, John, that lies nearer to my heart, to-day.” John
looked a his magter with an inquidtive eye ad quivering lip, but sad nothing. The latter went
on, “I am vey unwdl to-day, John, and cannot tdl what is the matter with me. | think | am
bewitched.”

“It'svery likely thou is, calan’. | pitsnae doubt on't at & .”

“Is there anybody in this moor didrict whom you ever heard blamed for the horrible crime of
witcheraft?’

“Ay, tha there is, mar than ane or tway. Theré's our neighbour, LuckyJerdan, for instance,
and her niece, Néell, the warst o' the pair, | doubt.” John said this with a dy stupid ker, for he had
admitted the old hen to an audience with his master the day before, and had eyed him afterwards
bending his course towards Drumfidding.

“John, | am not digposed to jest a this time for | am disturbed in mind, and very ill. Tel me,
inredity, did you ever hear Mrs Jane Jerdan accused of being awitch?’

“Why, look thee, madter, | dares nae say she's a wotch, for Lucky has mony good points in her
character. But it is wed kenned she has mair power nor her am, for she can sswop a the plewsin
Eskdde wi' a wave o' her hand, and can raise the dead out 0’ thelr graves, just as a matter o
course.”

“That, John, is an extraordinary power, indeed. But did you never hear of her sending any
living men to their graves? For as that is rather the danger that hangs over me, | wish you would
take a ride over and desire Mrs Jane to come and see me. Tdl her | am ill, and request of her to
come and see me.”

“| shdl do that, cdlan’. But are tou sure it is the auld wotch I'm to bring? For it srikes me the
young and maybe has done the deed; an’ if sac, she is the fittest to effect the cure. But | sdl bring
the auld and. Dinna flee intil a rage, for | sdl bring the auld ane—though, gude forg’e me, it is
unco like bringing the houdy.”

Away went John Burgess to Drumfidding, but Mrs Jane would not move a his entregties. She
sent word back to his master to “rise out o' his bed, for he wad be waur if onything aled him; an’
if he had ought to say to auld Jane Jerdan, she would be ready to hear it a hame, though he
behoved to remember that it wasna ilka subject under the sun that she could thole to be
questioned anent.”

With this answer John was forced to return, and there being no accounts of old Besttie having
been seen in Scotland, the young men remained over the Sabbath-day in the utmost congternation
a the gpparition of ther father which they had seen, and the gppdling rebuke they had received
from it. The mos incredulous mind could scarce doubt that they had had communion with a
supernatural  being; and not being able to draw any other concluson themsdves, they became
persuaded that their father was dead;, and accordingly both prepared for setting out early on
Monday morning towards the county of Salop, from whence they had last heard of him.



But just as they were ready to sat out, when their spurs were buckled on and their horses
bridled, Andrew Johnston, their father's confidentid servant, arived from the place to which
they were bound. He had rode night and day, never once dinting the light galop, as he said, and
had changed his horse seven times. He gppeared as if his ideas were in a state of derangement
and confusion; and when he saw his young masters standing together, and ready-mounted for a
journey, he stared a them as if he scarcely believed his own senses. They of course asked
immediately for the cause of his express, but his answers were equivoca, and he gppeared not to
be aile to assgn any motive. They asked him anent ther father, and if anything extreordinary
had happened to him. He would not say ether that there had, or that there had not, but he
inquired in his turn if nothing extreordinary had happened with them a home They looked to
one another, and returned him no answer; but a length the youngest said, “Why, Andrew, you
profess to have ridden express for the distance of two hundred miles, now, you surdly must have
some guess for what purpose you have done this? Say, then, a& once, what is the purport of your
message? Is our father aive?’

“Ye—es, | think heis””

“Youthink heis. Areyou uncertain, then?’

“I am certain heis not dead, at least was not when | left him.

But hum certainly there has a change taken place. Hark ye, masters——can a man be said to be
in lifewhen heis out of himsdf?’

“Why, thou provoking and ambiguous rascal, say at once the purport of thy message, and keep
us not in thisthrilling sugpense. Is our father well?’

“No—not quite well. | am sorry to say, honest gentleman, that he is not. But the truth is, my
masters, now that | see you well and hearty, and about to take a journey in company, | begin to
sugpect that | have been posted dl this way on a fool’s errand; and the devil another syllable will
| spesk on the subject, till | have had some refreshment, and if you gill indst on hearing a
ridiculous story, you shdl heer it then.”

“You shdl as soon have my right hand!” exclamed the passonate Francis, “as you shdl ether
taste meset or drink in my father’ s hdl, till you have said every word of his message to us.

“Why, hark you, Mr Tutor,” said the important Andrew, “I think | can command as much as |
please to eat and to drink in the Cagtle of Cassway, without your interference, or with it; and by
the spirits of al the Johngtons of Annandde, I'll keep my word. | am nether my master’s sexf
nor his hound, to cour beneath the menace of a boy; and if my message imports aught, which |
aver not that it does, it bears nothing favourable to you in its substance, Mr Tutor; and, therefore,
in one word, | begin no long dories, pining with fatigue, with hunger, and thirs.” But Thomas,
who knew his man better, had him ingantly conveyed to a private gpartment; and, after he had
been amply supplied with the best that the larder and cellar could produce, Andrew Johnston
began as follows:

“Why, fath, you see, my masters, it is not easy to say my errand to you, for in fact | have none.
Therefore, dl that | can do is to tell you a story, a most ridiculous one it is, as ever sent a poor
fdlow out on the gdlop for the matter of two hundred miles or so. On the morning before ladt,
right early, little Isaac, the page, comes to me, and he says—'Johngton, thou must go and vist
measter. He's bad.’

“‘Bad!” says|. ‘Whaten way is he bad?

“ *Why, by not being good,” says he. ‘He's s0 far ill as he's not well, and desires to see you
without one moment's delay. He's in fine taking, and that you'll find;, but whatfor do | sand



here? Lword, | never got such a fright. Why, Johnston, does thou know that measter hath Iwost
himsdf?

‘ ‘How logt himsdf? Rabbit, says |, ‘spesk plan out, ese I'll have thee lug-hauled, thou
dwarfl thou merlin! thou bratchet of an dfin;’ for my blood rose a the crimp, for fooling a any
mishap of my magter's. But my choler only made him worse, for there is not a gregter dal's
buck in dl thefive daes.

“ *Why, man, it is true that | said,” quoth he, laughing; ‘the old gurly squoir hath Iwost himsdf;
and it will be grand sport to see thee going cdling him a dl the sane-crosses in the kingdom, in
this here way—Ho yes! and a two times ho yes! and a three times ho yed Did onyhody no see
the better haf of my measter, laird of the twa Cassways, Bloodhopc, and Pantland, which was
amissng overnight, and is supposed to have gone a-woolgathering? If anybody hath seen tha
better part of my meagter, whilk contains as mooch wit as a man could drive on a hurlbarrow, let
them restore it to me, Andrew Johnston, piper, trumpeter, whacker, and wheedler, to the same
great noble squoir, and high shal be his reward. Ho yes!’

“ ‘The devil resore thee to thy rightd’ said I, knocking him down, and leaving him sprawling
in the kenndl, and then hasted to my master, whom | found, indeed, on the very north-west turret
of derangement; feverish, restless, and raving, and yet with a fervency of demeanour that stunned
and terrified mc. He saized my hand in both his, which were burning like fire, and gave me such
a look of degpar as | shdl never forget. ‘Johnston, | am ill; sad he, ‘grievoudy ill, and know
not whet is to become of me. Every nerve in my body is in a burning flame, and my soul is as it
were torn to fritters with amazement. Johnston, as sure as you are in the body, something most
deplorable hath happened to mc.’

“ 'Yes, as sure as | am in the body there has, master, says |. ‘But I'll have you bled and
doctored in style; and you shal soon be as sound as a roach,” says |, ‘for a gentleman must not
lose heart dtogether for a little fire-raising in his outworks, if it does not reach the citadd,” says |
to him. But he cut me short by shaking his head and flinging my hand from him.

“ ‘A truce with your taking, says he. ‘Tha which hah befdlen me is as much above your
comprehenson as the sun is above the earth, and never will be comprehended by morta man.
But | mugt inform you of it, as | have no other means of gaining the intelligence that | yearn for,
and which | am incgpable of gaining persondly. Johngton, there never was a mortd man suffered
what | have suffered snce midnight. | believe | have had doings with hdl; for | have been
disembodied and embodied again, and the intendty of my tortures has been as far a@ove a
pardld as my own comprehension. | was a home this morning a day-break.’

“ ‘At home a Cassway? says|. ‘| am sorry to hear you say s0, master, because you know, or
should know, tha the thing is impossble, von being in the ancient town of Shrewsburv on the
King's business.

‘I was a home in very deed, Andrew, returned he; ‘but whether in the body, or out of the
body. | cannot tell—the Lord only knoweth. But there | was in this guise, and with this heart and
al its fedings within mc, where | saw scenes, heard words, and spoke others, which | will here
relate to you. | had finished my digpatches last night by midnight, and was stting musing on the
hard fate and improvidence of my sovereign master, when, ere ever | was aware, a neighbour of
ours, Mrs Jane Jardan of Drumfidding, a myserious character, with whom | have had some
grange doings in my time, came suddenly into the chamber and stood before me. | accosted her
with doubt and terror, asking what had brought her so far from home.’

“ *You are not 0 far from home as you imagine, sad she ‘and it is fortunate for some that it
is s0, for your two sons have quarrelled about the possesson of my niece Ellen, and though the



eldest is blamdess of the quarrd, yet has he been forced into it, and they are engaged to fight at
day-break at the crook of Glen-dearg. There they will assuredly fdl by each other’s hands, if you
interpose not; for there is no other authority now on earth that can prevent thiswoful calamity.’

“ ‘Alad how can | interfere) sad |, ‘at this distance? It is dready within a few hours of the
meeting, and before | get from among the windings of the Severn, their swords will be bathed in
each other'sblood. | must trust to the interference of Heaven.’

“ ‘Is your name and influence, then, to perish for ever? said she. ‘Is it so soon to follow your
mester’'s, the great Maxwdl of the Dades, into utter oblivion? Why not rather rouse into
requistion the energies of the spirits that watch over human dedtinies? At lesst step asde with
me, that | may disclose the scene to your eyes. You know | can do it; and you may then act
according to your natura impulse’

“ *Such were the import of the words she spoke to me, if not the very words themsaves. |
understood them not at the time, nor do | yet. But when she had done speaking, she took me by
the hand, and hurried me towards the door of the apartment, which she opened, and the first step
we took over the threshold, we stepped into a void space, where | knew of none, and fell
downward. | was going to cal out, but fet my descent so rapid, that my voice was difled, and |
could not so much as draw my breath. | expected every moment to fal aganst something, and be
dashed to pieces, and | shut my eyes, clenched my teeth, and held by the dame's hand with a
frenzied grasp, in expectation of the catastrophe. But down we went—down and down, with a
cderity which tongue cannot describe, without light, bresth, or intervention of any sort. | now
felt assured that we had both & once stepped from off the earth, and were hurled into the
immessurable void; and now that | redly felt it had taken place, | wondered how it had not
happened to many others besde oursdlves. The airs of darkness sung in my ears with a booming
din as | rolled down the steegps of everlagting night, an outcast from nature and dl its harmonies,
and ajourneyer into the depths of hell.

“ ‘I dill hdd my companion's hand, and felt the pressure of hers and so long did this our
darming descent continue, that | a length caught myself bresthing once more, but as quick as if
| had been in the height of a fever. | then tried every effort to gpesk, but they were al unavailing;
for 1 could not emit one sound, dthough my lips and tongue fathomed the words. Think, then, of
my astonishment, when my companion sung out the following sanza with great glee—

‘Herewerall,
Body and soul,

Down to the deeps of the paynim’s goa—
With speed and with spell,
With yo and with yell,

Thisisthe way to the paace of hell—
Sing Yo! Ho!
Level and low,

Down to the Valey of Vison we go!’

“ *Ha, ha, hal Tam Bedttie’ added she, ‘where is & your courage now? Cannot ye lift up your
voice and sing a stave wi’ your auld crony? And cannot ye lift up your een, and see what region
you are in now?

“ ‘1 did force open my eydids, and beheld light, and apparently worlds, or huge lurid
substances gliding by me with speed, beyond that of the lightning of heaven. | cetanly



percaived light, though of a dim, uncertain nature; but so precipitate was my descent, | could not
diginguish from whence it proceeded, or of what it condsted, whether of the vapours of
eementad wadtes, or the streamers of hell. So | again shut my eyes closer than ever, and waited
the event in terror unutterable.

“ ‘We a length came upon something which interrupted our further progress. | had no feding
as we fdl againg it, but merdy as if we came in contact with some soft substance that impeded
our descent; and immediately afterwards | perceived that our motion had ceased.

“ ‘What a terible tumble we hae gotten, laird” sad my companion. ‘But ye are now in the
place where you should be, an’ dell speed the coward!”’

“ 'So saying, she quitted my hand, and | fet as if she were wrested from me by a third object;
but ill 1 durst not open my eyes, being convinced that | was lying in the depths of hell, or some
hideous place not to be dreamed of; so | lay ill in despair, not even daring to address a prayer to
my Maker. At length | lifted my eyes dowly and feafully, but they had no power of
digtinguishing objects in the place where | now sojourned. All that | perceived was a vison of
something in nature, with which | had in life been too wel acquainted. It was a glimpse of green
glens, long withdrawing ridges, and one high hill, with a cairn on its summit. | rubbed my eyes to
dives them of the enchantment, but when | opened them again, the illuson was ill brighter and
more magnificent. Then soringing to my fedt, | perceved that | was lying in a little fary ring, not
one hundred yards from the door of my own hal!

“ ‘I was, as you may wel concelve, dazzled with admiration; ill | fdt that something was not
right with me, and that | was struggling with an enchantment; but recollecting the hideous sory
told me by the beldame, of the deadly discord between my two sons, | hasted to watch ther
motions, for the morning was yet but dawning. In a few seconds after recovering my senses, |
perceived my eldest son Thomas leave his tower armed, and pass on towards the place of
gopointment. | waylaid him, and remarked to him that he was very eally adtir, and | feared on no
good intent. He made me no answer, but stood like one in a stupor, and gazed a me. ‘I know
your purpose, son Thomas, sad |; ‘so it is vain for you to equivocate. You have challenged your
brother, and are going to meet him in deadly combat; but as you vadue your father's blessng, and
would deprecate his curse-as you vaue your hope in heaven, and would escape the punishment
of hell-abandon the hideous and cursed intent, and be friends with your only brother.’

“ ‘On this, my dutiful son Thomas kneded to me, and presented his sword, disclaiming, at the
same time, dl intentions of teking away his brother’s life, and dl animosty for the vengeance
sought againg himsdlf, and thanked me in a flood of tears for my interference. | then ordered
him back to his couch, and taking his cloak and sword, hasted away to the crook of Glendearg,
to wait the arriva of his brother.””

Here Andrew Johnston's narrative detailed the sdf-same circumstances recorded in a former
part of this tale, as having passed between the father and his younger son, so that it is needless to
recgpitulate them; but beginning where that broke off, he added, in the words of the old laird, “
‘As soon as my son Francis had left me, in order to be reconciled to his brother, | returned to the
fary knowe and ring where | firgt found mysdf seated at daybreak. | know not why | went there,
for though | considered with mysdlf, | could discover no motive that | had for doing so, but was
led thither by a sort of impulse which | could not resist, and from the same feding sporead my
son's mantle on the spot, laid his sword down beside it, and laid me down to deep. | remember
nothing farther with any degree of accuracy, for | ingantly fel into a chaos of suffering,
confuson, and racking dismay, from which | was only of late rdeased by awaking from a trance,
on the very seat and in the same guise in which | was the evening before. | am certain | was a



home in body or in spirit—saw my sons spake these words to them, and heard theirs in return.
How | returned | know even less than how | went, for in that ingance it seemed to me as if the
mysterious force that presses us to this sphere, and supports us on it, was in my case withdrawn
or subverted, and that | merely fdl from one pat of the earth’s surface and dighted on another.
Now | am so ill that | cannot move from this couch; therefore, Andrew, do you mount and ride
graight for home. Spare no horse flesh, by night or by day, to bring me word of my family, for |
dread that some evil hah befdlen them. If you find them in life, give them many charges from
me of brotherly love and affection; if not what can | say, but in the words of the patriarch, If | am
bereaved of my children, | am bereaved.” ”

The two brothers, in utter amazement, went together to the green ring on the top of the knall
above the castle of Cassway, and there found the mantle lying spread, and the sword beside it.
They then, without letting Johngon into the awful secret, mounted draight, and rode off with
him to ther father. They found him 4ill in bed, and very Il; and though rgoiced a seeing them,
they soon lost hope of his recovery, his spirits being broken and deranged in a wonderful mant
ner. Thelr conversations together were of the most solemn nature, the vigtation deigned to them
having been above their capacity. On the third or fourth day, their father was removed by death
from this terrestriad scene, and the minds of the young men were so much impressed by the
whole of the circumdances, that it made a great dteration in ther after life. Thomas, as solemnly
charged by his father, maried Ellen Scott, and Francis was well known afterward as the
celebrated Dr Besdttie of Amhers. Ellen was mother to twelve sons, and on the night that her
seventh son was horn, her aunt Jerdan was lost, and never more heard of, ether living or deed.

This will be viewed as a most romantic and unnatural tory, as without doubt it is, but |1 have
the strongest reasons for beieving thet it is founded on a literd fact, of which dl the three were
sengbly and postively convinced. It was published in England in Dr Besttie's lifetime and by
his acquiescence, and owing to the respectable source from whence it came, was never disputed
in that day as having had its origin in truth. It was again republished, with some miserable
dterations, in a London collection of 1770, by J. Smith, a No. 15, Paternoster-row; and though |
have seen none of those, but relate the story wholly from tradition, yet the assurance atained
from a friend of the exigence of these, is a curious and corroborative circumstance, and proves
that, if the story was not true, the parties believed it to have been 0. It is certainly little accordant
with any principle of nature or reason, but so dso are many other well authenticated traditionary
dories, therefore, the best way isto admit their veracity without saying why or wherefore.



