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INTROBUCTORY EPISTLE

* FROM

CAPTAIN CLUTTERBUCK,

- . . €
)F 1116 MAJESTIY » RIGIMEN WQEINTANT Y.

10

THF,AT I'IOR OF « WAVERLEY.”

SR,

Avinouvcn I donot pretend tQtthe plea-
SUIG of your personal acquaintance, like
'manx who I'believe to be equallystrangers
%0 you, I amn nevertheless interested in your

' pubh(atmns, and desire thelr continuance ;
—hot that I prct,ond to much taste in feti-
tious eomposltlon, or that I am apt; to be in-
torgsted in your grave scenes, or amused by
thesé whlch are meant to be lively. T will
nqt dlsgmso. from“you, that I have yawned
over the last interview of MacIvor and his

VOT .1 A
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sister, and fell fairly sleep while the schoola
master was reading the hyumours of - ~fdie
Dinmont. You see, sir, thay I scorn tofss-
licit your favour in a way to which you are
" no stranger: If the pgpers I enclose you are
worth nothirg, 1 will not endeaveur-to se:
commend‘ mem by 'personal flattery, as a
bad cook pours rancid butter upon®stale,
fish. No, sir! What 1 respeet in you, is
the light..you have occasionally thrown on
national *ntiquities, a study w'ich I have,
commenced rather late in life, but to whiclt
I am attached with the devotion of a first
love, because it is the only study I'ever
cared a farthing for.

You shall have my history, sir, (1t will’
not reach to three volumes,) before that of
my manuscript; gnd as you usually.throw---
out a few lines of verse (by.way of sklrmxsh-
ers, I suppose,) at the head of each division
of prose, I have had the luck to light upon
a stanza in the schoolmaster’s copy bf Burnsg,
which describes me exactly. { love it the™
better, because it was ‘originally désigned
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fog Captair Grose, an’excellent antiquary,
-thc}&gk,.'tike Ridelf, sotnewhat too apt to
treat with levity his own pursuits :
*Tis said ;m wasma SO]dxer bred,
And ane wad rather fa’ an-than fled;”
But now he has quit the spurtlg blade,
And dog-skin wiiTe,
And ta’en the—antiquarian tfade,
I' think they call it.
I never could conceive what nfluenced
me, when a boy, in the choice = u profes-
“sion. Military zeal and ardour it was gpt,
which made me stond out for a commission
M the Scots F Fuzileers, when my tutors and
eurqtors Wished to bind me apgrentlce to
"old David Stiles, Clerk to his Mapstyh.slg.
‘et. I say, military zeal it was not; for I
" was no fighting boy in iy own person, and
cared not a penny to read the history of the
hercés whq turned the world upside down
informer ages. As for courage, I had, as I"
" have sifice discovered, just as much of it ag
s®rved my ‘turn, and not one grain of sur~
plus. I soon found out, indeed, that in -ac-
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tion there was more danger in running g away
thian in standing;*and béxtdps I GBI]F"hOt
afford to lose my commissich, which Was
my chief means,of support. Buif, as for that
over-botkng valowr, swhich T have hcard
many of our.srtal'k'of, though I scKlom ok’
served that ¥ infldenced them in the actual
affair-—that exuberant zcal, which courts
Danger as a bride, truly my courage was
of a complexion much less cestatical.
ngain‘, “the love of a red coat® which, in
defeult of all other aptitudes to the profes-
sion, has made many a bad soldier and some
good ones; was an utter stranger to my dis®
posﬁ'on I cared not a ¢ bodle’ for the enin-
pany -of tl= misses: Nay, though t". cre was
a boarding-school in the village, and though
we used to meet with its fair inmates 4t Si-
mon Lightfoot’s weekly Practising, 1 can-
not recolleet any strong emotions Deing
‘excited on these occasions, excepting the
infinite regret with which T weént through
the polite ceremonial of preeentniw iy part-
ner-with an orange, thrust into my, pocket
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by my aant for this’ specml purp'ose, but
wl‘ﬂ’m’; dad- I,émﬁd I certamly would have
sepreted for my own personal use. As for
vanity, or “love of finery for itself, T was
sucha qtmngcr to it, tha® the Jlﬂlculty was
great t¢ make me bl“.lbrl my,coat and zp-
pear in proper trim upon parade. I shall
never forget the rgbuke of my old Colonel.
on a mevning when the King reviewed a
brigade of which we made part. “ I am
_no friend te extravagance, Knsign Clutter-
buck,” suid he ; “ but, on the day wherrwe
are to pass before the Sovereign of the king-
d()m,,m ihe name of God I woitld have at
least shewn him an inch of clean line...
Thud a stranger to all the orﬁinaxﬂno-
tives which lcad young men to make the
e their chvice, and without the least de-
sire 4o become” cither a hero or a dandy, *
I re.ﬂly denot know what determined my,
thoug ghts that way, unless i¢ were the happy
state of half-pay indolence enjoyed by Cap'-
tain l)oollttle, who had set up his staff of
rest in my native yillage. Every other per-
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son had, or seemed to have, sometkin g to do,
less or more. They did nbf indeedst-utise-
ly go to school and learn tasks, that last of
evils in my estimation ; but it'did not es-
cape my boyish okservation, that they were
al® bothered with somecthing or other like
duty or 18bour—all but the happy Cap-
tain Doolittle. The minister had his pa-
rish to visit, and his preaching te prepare,
though perhaps he made more fuss than he
neéded about both. The laird had his farm-
ing and improving operations to superin-
tend; and, besides, he had to attend trustee-
meetings, and lieutenancy-meetings, and.
hear’-\.ourts, and meetings of justices,sand
whiit not=~was as early up, (that I alivays
detested,) and as much in the open air, wet’
and Ary, as his own gricve. The Shop-
keeper (the village boasted 'but one of*cmi-
‘nence) stood indeed pretty muck: at his'ease
behind his cour.ter, for his customi was by
no means over-burthensome ; but still he
enjoyed his status, as the Bailie calls it, upon
condition of tumbling all the wares in his
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booth over and oyer,-when any cne chose
to‘rvzwt a yard oof muslin, a mouse-trap,
arf ounce of carraway, a paper of pins, the
Sermons ofe Mr Peden, or the Life of Jack
the Giant-Queller, (nots Killer, as usually
erroneotisly written and pronounced ——-See
my Iissay on the true hlstorg,ngf this wor-
thy,’where real facts have ih a peculiar de-’
gree beep obscured by fable.) In short, all
in the village were under the necessity of
doing sonecthing which they would rather
have left undone, excepting Captain 1)oo-
little, who walked every morning in the
bpen street, which formed the, “high-mall
of lour v1lla0'e, in a blue coat with a red
neck, agd played at whist the whole_gféu‘
'ing, when he could make up a party.
Thishappy vacuity of all employment ap-
pgaged to me so delicious, that it became
the primayy hint, which, according to the
system of IHelvetius, as thc minister says:
detersflined my infant talents towards the
Profession’I was destined to illustrate.
But who alas, can form a just estimate of
thaieture procpécts in this deceitful werld!
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1 was not long engaged in my new profes-
sion, before I discovered,, !pt if d.)g,,'..dc-
pendent indolence of half-pay was a para-
dise, the officer must pass throt.gh the pur-
gatory of duty imgl service in order to gain
admission to it.” Captain Doolittie migkt
brush his Blie coat with the red neek, or
"leave it unbrushed, at his pleasure ; but
Ensign Clutterbuck had no such option.
Captain Doolittle might go to bed at ten
o'ciock, if he had a mind; but tie Enrsign
must make the rounds in his turn. - What
was worse, the Captain 1aight repose under
the tester of his tent-bed until noon, if he
was 60 pleased ; but the Ensign, God belp
hih. had 4o appear upon parade at peep ot
day. As for duty, I made that as casy as
I could, had the: sergeant to whisper to
me the words of command, and bustled
through ac other folks did. Of service, 1 saw
tnough for an ilidolent man—vas buftetted
up and down the world, and visited both
the East and West Indics, ]*,u‘v pv and other
‘diptant places, which my ynuth had scarce
Srefined of. The Frenlh I saw, mm felt
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too; witwess two fingers of m'y right hand,

wfl’.ch'gne of,théfir curstd hussars took oft
with his sabré as neatly as an hospital sur-

geon. At Fengthi the death of an old aunt,

who left me some fiféecn hundred-pounds,

snugly Yested in the ghreé per cents., gave

me the long-wished-for opporvanity of re-_
tiring, with the prospect of enjoying = dean

shirt and a guinea four times a-week.

IFor the purpose of commencing my new
wpy of life, I sclected for my residence the
village of Kennaquhair, in the south. of
Scotland, cclcbrated for the ruins of its mag-
hificent Monastery, iptending there to lead
n})"ﬁ;tiure life in the otium cum (.liguitr;&of

“half-pajand annuity. 1 was not bngdew”
‘ever, in making the grand discovery, that
ip grder to enjoy leisure, it is absolutely ne-
cegsary it should be preceded by occupation.
Fot Some tjine, it was delightful o wake at
day-break, dreaming of the, reveillée—then"®
to reeollect my happy emancipation from
The slavery that doomed me to start at &
piece of clattering parchment, turn on my
A2
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other side, damn the panade, andgo to sle,ep
again. But ever® this &njoyment, had its.
termination ;' and time, when it hecame a
stock entirely at my own dispo's.al, began to
hang hetvy on my and.

« 1 angled for two days, dunng whieh
 time I los'lngnty hooks, and several scores
of*yard of gut-and-line, and caught note
even a minnow. Hunting was eut of the
question, for the stomach of a horse by no
means Agrees with the half-pay establish-<
ment. - When 1 shot, the shepherds and’
ploughmen, and my vety dog, quizzcd me
every time that I misscd, which as, gené-
rallxspeaking, every time I fired. Besides,
.tl‘tlni’oﬁni;'y gentlerr}]ren in this qun,'te:klike‘
their game, and began to talk of prosecu-
tiong and interdicts. Idid not give uptfight-
ing the French to commenee a domestic war
with the*¢ pleasant men of Teviotdale;” as
* the song calls them; so I e'en spent ghree
days (very pleasantly) in clemfing nty gun,
‘and disposing it upon two hooks over my '
chimney-piece. '
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_ The sygacess of this accidental experiment
s& m~ on tryingemy skil in the:mechanical
arts. ft\ccor(ﬁnglx, I took down and clean-
ed my landlady* cuckoo-clock, and in so
doing, silenced that ¢ompaniorr ofdhe spring
for evet'and a day. 1 mounted a turnmg
lathe, and, in attemptmo' to use it, I very
snearly cr ibbed off, with an inch-and-haii
former, one of the fingers which the hussar
had left me.

X Books T tried, both those of the little cir--
culating library, and of the more rational
subscription-collection maintained by this
*intellectual people.  Dut ncither the light
reading of the one, nor the heavy artillery of
tlmotkcl , suited my purpose. I-a]wﬁtell
asleep at the fourth or fitth page of history
or disquisitipn ;5 and if took me a month’s
hard reading te wade through a half-bound
trashy noyel, during which I was pcstered'
"with apphcatlons to retur n the volumes, by
evcry'half bred milliner's miss about town.
"In short,? during the hours when all the
town besides had something to do, I. had
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nothing for it, bub to walk in the church-
yard, and whistle iill it was dinner-simé.
During these promenades, the Ruins ne-
cessarily forced themsels es on iny attention,
and, by degrees, Ifound myself engaged in
studying themore minute ornaments, and
at length «the Gehcl‘hl plan, of' this noble
“struecture. The old sexton aided my labours.
and gave me his portion of traditional lore.
Every dey added something to iy stock

of knowledge respecting the ancient styte -

of the huilding ; and at length I made dis-
coveries concerning the purpose of several
detached and very ruinous portigns of the
building, the use of which had hitherto

béex. eithur unknown altogether, o erione-’

ously explained.

The knowledge svhich T thus acquagd,I
had %‘rcquent opportunities of retailing, to
those visitors whom the progress of a Svot-
tish tour brought to visit this eclebrated
spot. Without encroaching on the privi-
lege of my friend the sexton, I became gra-

dually an assistant Ciceron.: in the task of
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descriptionand explanati’dn, and oftén (see-

«ing a figsh panty Of visitbrs arrive) has he
turned aver to me -those to whom he had

told half his' story, with the flattering ob-

servation, « What need$ I sa); olfly mair

atout'it? There’s the, Captaih kens maix

anent it than T do, or any man inthe town.”

‘Then would I salute the strangers courte-
ously, and expatiate to their astonished

minds upon crypts and chancels, and naves,

warches, Gotnic and Saxon architraves, mul-
Tions and flying buttresses. It noteinfre-
quently happened,® that an acqupintance

which corymenced in the abbey concluded

in the inn, which served to relieve the #Qlji

$fiide 25 Well us the monotony of thy lme.
1ady’s shoulder of mutton, whether hot,

cold,. @ hashed. .

By degrees my mind became enlarged ;

I found a beok or two which enlightened

me* oy the subject of Gothie architecture,

'and T fead now with pleasure, because I
"Was intcrestéd in what I read about. Even
my chfxm.ct.er bogau' to dilate and expantl.
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I spoke w1th more authority ut the club,
and was listened to with deference, bechuse
on one subject, at least, I possessed more
information than any of its members. In-
deed, Y found tkat even my stories about
-Egypt, whith, to say truth, were somewhat
thread-bare, were now listened to with more
respect than formerly. < The Captain,”
they said, “ had something in him after a’,
—few folk ken'd sae mickle about the Ab-
bey.” -
With this general approbatlon waxed
my own sense of self-importance, and my
feeling of general. comfort. I ate with
.mare appetite, I digested with more, ease,
Ty down at night with joy,.and slepc
sound till morning, when I arosc with a
sense of busy importance, and hieq me to
measure, to examine, and to compare the
various “parts-of this interesting structure.
I lost all sense and consciousness of cerain
unpleasant sensations of a non-desulpt na-
ture, about my head and stomach, to which
I had been in the habit ef attending, more



JN Tnonvc'r(m g EPISTLE. 15

for, the benefit ofvthe ‘vﬂlage apothecary
-than my ‘owng fof the phre want of some-
thing else to fhink-about. I had found out
an occupatidn unWwittingly, and was happy
because I had someth’mgitq do.” I8 word,
T+had ‘commenced local antiqlﬁu’y, and wa-~
not unworthy of the name. , ~ *
+ * Whilst I was in this pleasing carcer of
busy idleness, for so it might best be call-
ed, it happcned that I was one night sit-
' ting in my little parlour, adjacent to the
“closct which my landlady calls my bed-
room, in the act of preparing for,an early
rétreat, to the realms of Morpheus. Dug-
.?ilg@ Monasticon, borrowed from the ,b;
rary'at\\ , was lying on thestablcebe-
tore me, ﬁanked by some excellent Cheshire
chpésey (a present by the way from an, ho-
nest T.ondon citizen, to whom I had ex-
plained the difference betwixt a Gothic and
a Suxon :n(h .) and a glass of Vanderhagen’s
.hcst ale” T hus armed at all points against
my old enemy Time, I was leisurely and de-
liciously preparing for bed—now reading a
line ¢ old Nugdale—now sipping my =¥,
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or munching my bread and cheese—now
undoing the strings at 1y breechgs’ kneesy
or a button or two of my waistepat, until
the village clock should strike ten, before
which-vime I make it a rule pever to go to
obed. A loud knocking, however, inter-
_rupted my ordinary procgss on this occa-
siun, and the voice of my honest landlurd
of the George was heard vociferating,
“ What the decvil, Mrs Grinslees, the Cap-
tain is no in his bed ? and a gontleman at
our housc has ordered a fowl and minced
collops, and a bottle of sherry, and has sent
to ask him to supper, to tell him all about
the. Abbey.” e,
-—-““ Na,? answered Luckie Grinslacs; in the
true sleepy tone of a Scotch matron when
ten o'clock is gaing to strike, “ hels ng in
his bed, but I’se warrant him no gac out at
this time o’ night to keep folks sittu.g up
waiting for himn—the Captain’z a ‘glecént
man.” I ’
I plainly perceived this last compliment
was made for my hearing, by way both of
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mdlcatm g and of reeomnrendm g the vourse
of condugt whxcﬁ Mrs Gtinslees desired I
should pursue. " ButI had not been knock-
ed about thé world for thirty years and
" 0dd, and lived a bluff b‘acbu.lor all th while,
to comie fome and be put under petticoat
government by gy landlady. . Actordingly
} 6penced iny chamber-door, and desired lﬁ'y
old friend David to walk up stairs.
“ Captain,” said he, as he entered, “I ain
*as glad to fiud you up as if I had hooked »
fwcnty pound saumon. There’s a gentle-
man up yonder that will not slecp sound
in*his bed this blessed night, unless he has
the pleasure to drink a glass of wjine with
you o
“ You know, David,” T replied, with be-
coiging dignity, “ that I eannot with pro-
priety go out to visit strangers at this time
v of muht or accept of invitations from peo-
ple of whom I know nothings”
David ‘swore a round oath, and added,
TWas cver the like heard of? He has or-
dered a fow] and egg sauce, a pancake and
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minced collops, and a bottle*of sherry—
Drye think I wad coméAnd ask you fo gn
to kecp company with ony bit English rider,
that sups on toasted cheese and a cheerer
of runi-toddy ? «This is a gentleman every
.inch of hit, and a virtuoso, a'clean vir-
tuoso—a sad-coloured stand of claiths, and
4 wig like the curled back of a mug-ewe.
The very first question he speered was about
the auld draw-brig that has becn at the bot-
4om of the water these twalscore yeaps—i
have seen the fundations when we were
sticking saumon—And how the deevil suld
he ken ony thing about the auld d;aW-bﬁg,
‘ynless he were a virtuoso ?”

*David being a virtuoso in his‘own way,
and moreover a landholder and heritor, was
a qualified judge of all who frequented his
house, and therefore I conld not avoid again”
tying the strjngs of my knees. ‘

« That’s right, Captain,” vociferated Da-
vid; “ you twa will be as thick as three in
a bed an’ ance ye foregather.’ I haena sechn
the like o’ him my vexy eell since I saw the
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gregt Doctdr Samuél J ohhson on his’ tower
through chotla'na whilk "tower i lying in
my back-pa‘lour for the amusement of my
guests, wi’ the twa boards torn gﬂ‘ ”

“ Then the. nrentleman‘-le a scholar, Da-
vid?”

“ I'se uphaud him a scholar,” answered-
David ; “he has a black coat on, or a brown
anc, at ony rate.”

“TIs he a clergyman ?”

. I am thinking no, for he looked aftér
his horse’s supper before he spoke b’ his
ain,” replied mine host. '

“ Has he a servant » demanded I.

m Nae servaut ”answered David ; “ buda,
grand ‘fadc he has o' his ain, that® wad'gﬁ
eny body be willing to serve him that looks
upon-fim.” *

“<And what makes him think of disturb-
imr me? Ah, David, this has bcen some
of yoar chatterm ; you ate perpetually
b;umlng youl gucsts on my shoulders, as
if it were my business to entertain every
man who-coines to’the George.”
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“ What the deil wad ye hae mg.-do,
Captain ?” answered mine host ; “ a gentle-
man lights down, and asks me in a most
earnest manner, what ‘man of sense and
learni'r;g there is about our town, that can
tell him aliut the antiquities of the plice,
and specially about the auld Abbev—Ye

wadna hac me tell the gentleman a lic, and
ve ken weel eneugh thiere is nacbody in the
town can say a rcasonable word about it,
e it o yoursel, exeept the Ledral,cang
he is' as fou as a piper by this time. o,
says I, there’s Captain Clutterbuck, .,tlxgt’s
a very civil gentleman, and has little to do

Jerbye telling o the auld eracks gbout i
“Abbey," and dwells just hard 1))@ " Then
says the gentieman to me, ¢ Sir,” says he,
very civilly, ¢ have the goodness tosiep to |
Captain Clutterbuck with my complinfents,
and say I ama stranger, who have been Jed
to these parts’chleﬂy by the fame of these
Ruins, and that T wouold (all upon him.
but the hour is late’. And mair he said
that I have forgotten, but’I weel remember
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# ended—* And, landlord, get a bottle of
your best sherry, 4dd supper for two—Ye
wadfa have had me.refuse to do the gen-
tleman’s biddhg, ahd me a publican ?”

« Well, David,” said I3 « I wis*your
virtuoso Ifad taken a fitter hogr—but as
you say he is a gentleman”—u ‘

«%I's¢ uphaud himn that—the order speaks®
for itsel—a bottle of sherry—minced col-
lops and a fowl—that’s speaking like a gen-

rademan, I trow?—That's right, Captaiif, but-
t<°m weel up, the night's raw—but theswa-

1's (le‘nin;, for «* that, we’ll be on't neist
mbht m my, Lord’s boats, and we'll hae ill
]uck if, I dinna send you a kipper to relish
vour ale b cen.”

In five minutes after this dialogue, I
found iy selt in the parlous of the George,
fnd iy the presence of the stranger.

» Hevds a grgve personage, about ny own
zmo‘ ¢whichewe shall call about fifty), and

‘Aily had, s my iuu)d Davi.. expressed
\t Romething  his iace that inelined meni
to oblige and to sevve him. Yet this ex--
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pression of authority was nottzt all of the
cast which I have seen in the copntenance
of a general of brigade, neither was the
stranger’s dress at all martial. It consisted
of an uniform suit of raven-grey clothes,
cut in rather an old-fashioned form. His
legs were defended with, strong leatherr
gambadoes, which, according to an anti-
quated contrivance, opened at the sides,
and were secured by steel clasps. His
~countenance was worn as much by toi] and
sorrew as by age, for it intimated that he
had seen and endured much. His address
was singularly pleasing and gentlemafx-like,
gnd the apology which he made for disturb-
‘ing me at such an hour, and ins.chra man-
ner, was so well and handsomely expressed,
that T could not reply otherwise than by
expressing my willingness to be of service
to him: . . '

s T have been a traveller to-day, sir,” said
he, “ and T would willingly defer-the littie
I have to say till after our supper, for which
1 feel rather more appetized -than usual.”

13
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We sate'down to table, and notwith.
standing the strafiger’s alleged appetite, as
well'as the gent'le preparation of cheese and
ale which I hid alréady laid aboard, I really
‘believe that I.of the twotdid the greatest
hoaour to my friend Dav1d"$ fovsl and

‘mnced collops. o .
-4Vhen the cloth was removed, and we
had cach made a tumbler of negus of that
liquor which hosts call Sherry, and guests
call Lisbon, ¥ perceived that the stranger
seemed pensive, silent, and somewhat em-
barrassed, as if he had something to com-
md'mcate which he knew not well how to
mtrodme To pave the way for. him, l
spoke of%he ancient ruins of the $o
t&ry, and of their history. But, to my great
surprises I found I had met my match with
‘a witness. The stranger not only knew
eall thdt 1 coudd tell him, but.a great deal
more ; andywhat was still more mortifying,
He was able, by reference to dates, charters,
and other evidence of facts, that, as Burns
says, “downa be confuted,” to correct many
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of the vague tales which I haa.adopted on
loose and vulgar tradition; as well as to con-
fute more than one of my favourite theories
on the subject of the old monks and their
dwellings, whick I had sported freely in all
the presurzption of superior information.
And here T cannot but remark, that much
of the stranger’s arguments and inductions
rested upon the authority of Mr Deputy
Register of Scotland, and his Iucubrations;
a gentieman whose indefatigable rescarch:
into che national records is like to destroy
my trade, and that of all local antiquaries,
by substituting truth instead of leg.en‘a dnd
romance, Alas, I would the learned gen-
“tleman did but know how difflzult it is
for us dealers in petty wares of antiquity
10w

Pluck from our memories a rooted « legend,”
Raze out the written records of our brain, ’
Or cleanse ofir bosoms of that periloiis staff——

aind so forth. It would, I think, moveTus
pity to think how many old dogs he has
11
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‘ set to leatn new tricks, how }nany venera-
ble pafrots he*lfath tadght to sing a new
sdng, how miany grey heads he has addled
by vain atfempts to exchange their own old
Mumpszmug for his new Sumpsimus. Dut
det it pass-—IIumana perpesgi sumus—All
changes roung us, past, present, and to come;

-that which was history yesterday bécomes
fable to-day, and the truth of to-day is
hatched into a lie by to-morrow.

. ¥indings myself like to be overpow eved
in the Monastery, which I had hitherto re-
ga.rded as my citatlel, I began, like a skilful
rreneral 4o evacuate, that place of defence,
and ﬁOht my way through the 'ldjacent
count®y. I had recourse to my” acquamt
ance with the families and antiquities of
the aneighbourhood, ground on which 1

‘thaught I might skirmish at large without

.itebeing possible for the stranger to meet
me ith advantage. Butel was mistaken.

The mail in the iron-grey suit shared a

“much more minute knowledge of thesé par-
VOL.I, - B
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ticulars than I had the least pretension to.
He could tell the very year in which the
family of De Haga first settled on théir
ancient barony. Not a Thane within reacl:
but he knew his ﬂnnily and connections,
haw many cf; his ancestors had failen by.
th sword of the English, hoy many in do-
mestic brawl], jand how many by the hand-
of the executioner for march-trcason. Their
castles he was acquainted with from turret
to foundution-stone ; and as fom the mis-
cellaneous antiquities scattered about the
country, he knew every one of them, from
a cromleck to a cairn, and could. give as
good an account of each as if he had lived
in-ihe time of the Danes or Druids:

I wasnow in the mortifying predicament
of one who suddenly finds himsclfa schkolar
when he cume to teach, and nothing was
left for me*but to pick up as mrch of his
conversation as I could, for the benefit of
the next company. I told, indeed, Allan
‘Ramsay’s story of the Monk and Miller's”
Wife, in order to retreat with some honour



\INTRODUCTQRY EPISTRE. . 27
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“under cover of a parting volley, Here,
Howeyer, my, figmk wasagain turned by the
eternal stlanger .

“ You are pleased to be facetious, sir,”
said he, “ but you cgnnot be #gneant, that
_the .LiMiferous incident you, yentioned is
the subject of a tale much oﬁer than that’

-of 4llan Ralmay s e

I nodded, utwilling to acknowledge my
ignorance, though, in fact, I knew no more
wlnt he gneant than did one of my friend
David's post-horses. .

“ T do not allude,” continued my omni-

escfent conipanion, “ to the curious poem
puplishied by Pinkerton from the Maitland
Manwweript, called the Fryars Q® Berw ik,
although it presents a very minute and curi-
ous Jicture of Scottish janners during the
rel gn of James.V.; but rather to the Itahan
new ehst by whom, so ﬂu as I.know, the
story was first printed, althouoh unques-
tlonalﬂy.heﬁrst took his orlgmal from some
ancient fabliau.” .o
“ It is not to,be doubted,” answered I,

v
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not very, well understanding, however, the
proposition: to which I gave such. unqua-
lified assent. )

“ Yet,” continued my comganion, “ 1
question much, had ycu known my situa-
tion and profession, whether you would
'have pitched upon this precise anecdote for
my, arusement.”

This observation he made in a tone of
perfect good humour. I pricked up my
cars at the hint, and answered as politely
as T could, that my ignorance of his condi-
tion and rank could be the only cause of
my having stumbled on any thing disa-
greeable ; and that I was most willing to
applogize for my unintentional offe.:~e, so
soon as I should know wherein it consisted.

“ Nay, nooffence,sir,” hereplied; “offence
can only exist where it is taken. I have
been too long accustomed to mere severe
and cruel misconstructions, to be cffended
at a popular jest, though directed at my
profession.” '

¢ Am I to understand thep,” Lanswered,
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“,that T Am speaking \hiith a Catholie cler-
ﬂvm'ur"” o ’

“ An unworthy Monk of the order of
Saint Benedlct » qald the stganger, “ be-
longing to zscommumty of your own coun-
trymen, long established i France, and -
seatfered unlmppily by the events p{'.the
Ievolution.”

“'Then,” said I, « you are a native Scots-
man, and from this neighbourhood ?”

« Not so,” answered the Monk; I au. 1
Scotsman by extr. actxon only, and n&ver was
i this nm;,hbourhood during my whole
life” * .

* ‘\ovcr in this neighbourhoed, and ygt
S0 mmutgl} acquainted with 1ts1ust0ry its
traditions, and even its external scencry!
You surprisé me, sir,” I replied. .

- “ It is not shrprising,” he said, ¢ that I
should Late that sort of local information,
when j{is considered, that’my uncle, an ex-
cellent t‘nan, as.well as a good bcoteman,
the head also of our religious commumty,
employed much 8f his leisure in making me
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acquainted with these partlcu]ars “and thet
I myself, disgusted withw hat lias been pass-
ing around me, have for niany years amu-
sed my self by digesting and arranging the
various SClapS of iuformation -vhich T de-

-rived from i )r worthy relative, and other
aged blethren of our order.”

“I prequme, sir,” said I, « though I would
by no means intrude the question, that you
are now returned to Scotland with a view
t5 settle amongst your countrymen, since
the gredt political catastrophe of our time
has reduced your corps rd

“ No, sir,” replied the Benedictire, “ such
is, not my intention. A Kuropean potén-
tate, who still cherishes the Catholic faith,
has offered us a retreat within his domini-
ons, where a few of my sc'ltter"ed brethren
are already assembled, to pray to Gaod, for
blessings on their protector, and pardon to
their enemies. No one, I believe, wili be
_able to object to us under our new éstablish-
ment that the extent of our revenues will
Le inconsistent withour voivsof pov exty and
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a,bstmenm}, but, 9et us strive to be thank-
ful to God, thaf the snare of temporal abun-
dance is removed from us.”

« Many®of your convents abroad, sir,”
said I, « enjoyed very handsome ificomes—
and yc.\t; allowing for times,s question if
any were better prov.ide’d for'than the Mo-

"nastery of this village. It is said to have
enjoyed nearly two thousand pounds in
yearly money-rent, fourteen chalders and
nine bolls of wheat, fifty-six chalders five
bolls barley, forty-four chalders and fenbolls
oats, capons and poultry, butter, salt, car-
ﬁ:ge and arriage, peats and kain, wool and
ales” .

“Jifen too much of all thesetempeaal-
goods, sir,” said my con'panion, “ which,
dhcugh well intended by the pious donors,
Sserved only to make the establishment the
cnv.y and the prey of those,by whom it was
ﬂnally dcevoured.” .

“ Pn the meanwhile, however,” T obser-
ved, “ the 1\Ionks had an easy life of it; and, -
asvthe old:song woes,
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made gude kale
On TFridays whan they Jas.ed.

“ I understand you, sir,” said the Bene-
dictine ; “it is difficult, saith the proverb, to
carry a fall cup witaout spillin g. Unques-
tionably the.wealth of the community, as
it endangerced the safety of the establish-
ment by exciting the cupidity of others,
was also in {frequent instances a snare to the
brethren themselves. And yet we have seen
the revenues of convents expended, not on-
ly in acts of beneficence and hospitality to
individuals, but in works of general and
permanent advantage to the world at Jarge.
The noble folio collection of French histo-
r#.ns commenced in 1737, under the nispec-
tion and at the expense of the community
of Sajnt Maur, wili long shew that the re-
venues of the Benedictines were not alway-,
spent in sclf-indulgence, and that the mem-
bers of that order did not uniformiy slum-
ber in sloth and indolence, when they had
discharged the formal duties of their rule.”

As I knew nothing carthly at the time
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.about. the commﬁmty ©of Saint Maur and
their icirned. labours, 1 could only return a
mumbling assent to this propomtmn Thave
since seen this noble ‘work in the Il’)raly of
a distinguished famﬂy, “nd ['muft own I
am ashamed to reflect, that itsto wealthy ~
country as ougs, a similar digest of our his-
torians should not be undertaken, under
the patronage of the noble and the learned,
in rivalry of that which the Benedictines of
Paris executed at the expence of heir own
conventual funds. . ‘

“ T pereeive,” 5aid the ex-Bencedictine
smllmcr % that your heretical prejudices arc
too strong to allow us poor brethren any,
merit? hether literary or spmtlta ”

¢ Far from it, sir,” said I; © I assure you
J haxe been ruch obliged to Monks in my
4ime. When I'was quartered in a Monas-
tery in Flznders, in the cawpaigh of 1793,
F nexer ‘lived more comfortably in my life.
They* were *jolly. fellows the Flemlsh Ca-
nons, and ught sorry was I to leave my good
quartery, and to know that my honest hosts

B2
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were to be at the mercy of the Sans-Cu-
lottes. But fortune de la gucrre I”

The poor Benedictineslooked down and
was silent. |1 had unwittingly awakened
a train of blttCl‘ rcflections, or vathey I had
touched sowsewhat rudely upon a chora
which scldom ccased to vibrate of itself.
But he was too much accustomed to this
sorrowful train of ideas to suffer it to over-
come him. On my part, Thastened to atone

Afor my vlunder.  “ If there wus any ob-
ject of his journey to this country in which
I could, with propriety, assist him, 1 beg-
ced to offer him my best services.” T own
T laid some little emphasis on the words
- with propriety,” as I felt it woula i1l be-
come me, a sound protestant, and a servant
of government sofar as my half-pay wos
concerned, to implicate mysclf in any -
cruiting which- my companion might have
undertaken in behalf of foreign semiraries,
or in any similar design for the advanecement
of popery, which, whether theI’ope be actu-
ally the old lady of Bubyiou or nq, it did not
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become me in any manner to advance or
.countuaance. i o

My new friend- hastened to relieve my
indecision.” « T was about to 1cqucst your
assistm;ce, sir,” he sai d Yina matter which
vamot but interest you as #w antiquary
and a person of research. But I*assure you
it relutes entirely to events and persons Ye-
moved to the distanee of two eenturies and
a half. 1 have experienced too much evil
from the violent unscttlement of the coun-
try in which I was boin, to be a mash la-
i;g';,n‘cr in the workl of innovation in that .of
ny ancestors” .

I-again assared him of my wi ‘errnc.‘» to
assistfiim in any thing that wae hot cot=
trary to my dllcgmnce or religion.

“ Ly proposal,” he replied, '1”0(% nei-
t\he» —May God bless the reigning fan.ily i
Britain ! 'Fhicy are not, indeed, of Lhat dy-
ihsty, t8 restore which mysancestors strug-
gled 'm(]'suhered in vainj but the 1’1m i-
dence who has e mducted his present Mas
osiyto the: thromes has nwen hiny the virtues
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necessary: to his time—firmness and intre-
pidity—a trueloveofhis country, and anen-
lightened view of the dangers by which she
is surrounded.— For the religion of those
realms, "L am contented to hqpe that the
greatPowersavhose mysterious dispensation
has rent them from the bosom, of the church,
wiil, in his own good time and manner re-
store them to its holy pale. The cfforts of
an individual obscure and humble as my-
self, might well retard, but could never ad-
vance a work so mighty.”

« May 1 then enquire, sir,” said I, « with
what purpose you seek this country ?” "

Ere my gompanion replicd, he took from

“uis pocket a clasped paper book, about the

size of a regimental orderly-book, full, as it
seemed, of memoranda; and drawing on¢
of the candles close to him, (for David, in
strong proof of his respect for the stranger,
had indulged us with two,) he seemed to
perusc the contents very earnestly.
"« There is among the ruins of the west-
ern’ end of the Abbey «<hurch,” said he,
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lpokmg p to me, yet keeplng tlr¢ memo-
mndum boole Dalf open, and occasionally
u‘lancmg at it, as if to refresh his memory,
“ g sort of Tecess or cha,pel bepeath a bro-
ken arch, and in the ‘im.ediate v1cm1t) of
oneof those shatter ed Gothic citumns whicl,
once supporied the magmﬁcent roof, whose
<tall has now encumbered that part of the
building with its ruins.”

« T think,” said I, ¢ that I know where-
abouts you are. Is there not in"the side
wall of ch chapel, or recess which you
mentmn a lar ce carved stone, bearing a
o858t of arms, which no one hitherto has
bem) able to decypher ?” .

ATAL are right,” answered theBenedic-
‘tine, and again consulting his memoranda,
A added, “ tlte arms on the dexter side are
thow of Glendinhing, being a cross parted
by u cross indented and counitercharged of
the samet and on the sinister three spur-
rowels ‘f:n'-those of Avenel: they are two
“ancient fannhcb, now almost extinet in this
country—the arms party per pale.”
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« T think,” said I, « there is ho part of
this ancient structure with whichi -you are
not as well acquainted* as was the mason
who built it.  But if your information be
correct he who tnade out thesc hearings
“must have Nad better eyes than mine.”

¢ His e)vrcs,” said the Benadictine,  have
long been closed in death; probably when
he inspected the monument it was in a more
perfect state, or he may have derived his
information from the tradition of the place.”

“ I assure yon,” said I. “ that no such
tradition now cxists. T have made scyeral
reconnoissances among the ola’ people, in
hopes to lecarn something of thc arinorial
‘ueaunn's, but I never heard of such '« cir-
cutnstance. It scems odd that you should
have acquired it n a foreign land.”

“ These trifling particulars,” he repliad,
“ were formeily looked upon‘as more -
portant, and they were sanctified”to the'ex-
iles who retained recollection or' them, be-
cause they related to a place dear indecd to
1_1':emory, but which théir’ eyes ~culd neyex,
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agpin belld. .It;.is possible, in lfke man-
sner, that 'on the Potowmack or Stisquehana,
you may find traditions current concerning
places in hnoLmd wh_]ch are ut.terlx forgot-
tenin the ncwhbourhoou where thcy crigi-
nated. But to iy purpose. In this recess,
mal ked by thearmorial be(umws Tie s byr 1,:*(1
"4 treasure, and it is in order to remove it
that I Luve undertaken n:y present jour-
ney.”

“ .\ treasure ” echoed 1, in astonishment.

“ Yen,” replied the Monk, “an inéstima-
ble treasure, {or those who know how to use
it rightls® .

[1»\\11 ey cars did tingle a littlp at the.
Wort” troas: ure, and that a handSome til-"
Tur v, with a neat eroom in blue and sear-
Lt l.\*z-r_v, having a smatt cockade onr his
guazed hat, seemed as it were to clide across
the rooin Lefore my eyes, while a voice, as
celfna ir, plovlrmnccd in my car, « Captain

Llllt(lblltkb tilbury—drive up.” But 1
resisted the devil, and he fled from me.

“ I believie,” stid T, < all hidden tlemurc
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belongs vither to the kmg or the iord of the
soil; and as I have served his wzjesty, I
cannot concern myself in any adventure
which may, have an, end in the Court of
Exchequer . 2,

v ¢« The tréasure I seek,” said the strangcr

siniling, ** will not be envied by princes or

nobles,—it is simply the heart of an uprighy

man.”

“ Ah' T understand you,” T answered,
“ some relique, forgotten in the confusion of
the Reformation. I know the value which
men of your persuasion put upon thg‘ bo-
dies and liinbs of saints. I have scen the
three Kings of Cologne.” .

“ Thé reliques which I seck, hdw.. o,
said the Benedictine, “ are not preciscly ot
that nature. The excellent relative vvhqm
I have alrcady mentioned, amused his lei-
sure hours wih putting into form the wa
ditions of his family, partlcularly some’ re-
markable circumstances, which stodk place
about the first breaking out of the schism of
the Church in Scotland. ‘He became so inuch
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interested fh his qwn laboyrs, that at length
ke éesolv'e'd thdt the heart of one individual,
the hero-of Jis tale; should rest no longer
in u land of heresy, now descrted by,.all his
kindred., Asehe knew where it was depo-
sited, he formed the .rcsoluti_on. to visit
his native country for the purpose of reen;
vering this valued relique. But age, and
at length disease, interfered with his re-
solution, and it was on his decath-bed that
Jhe charged e to undertake the task in his
stead The various important events which
hav G CTOW ded upon each other, our ruin
and our evilg, have for nany years obliged
me to‘postyone this delegated duty AVhy,
indee®, "transfer the reliques of a holy and
worthy man to a country, where religion
awd virtue arc become the mockery of the
-scorrrer ! T have now a home, which.I trust
' #ray be permanent, if any thing in this
earth cun_be termed so. Thither will I
fransport the heart of the good father, and
beside the shrine which it shall occupy, 1
will construet:my dwn grave.” '
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“He must, indeed, have been dn excellont
man,” ref)lied I, « whose meinory, at so dis -
tant a period, calls fortn such strong marks
of regord.®

“ He was, as you justly tcrm béin,” said
the ecclesiastie, “ indeed excellent—excel-
It in his life and doctrine—excellent,
above all, in his self-denied and disinterest-
ed sacrifice of all that life holds dear, to
principle and to friendship. But you shall
read his history. T shall be happy at once
to gratify your curiosity, and to shew my
sense of your kindness, if you will have the
goodness to procurfe me the neans of ac-
complishing my object.”

I replied to the Benedictine, thi€ s ihe
rubbish amongst which he proposed to
search was no part of the ordinary burial-
ground, and as I was on the best terms with
the sexton, I had little doubt that I coaid
procurc him the means of executing his
nious purpose. o ,

With this promise, we parted for the
night ; and on the ensuihg morning I made
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it mYy bumncss to see the sexton, who, for a
sthall gratuity, xeadlly granted - permission
of scarch, ()ll\(,Olldl,thll, however, that he
should be present himself,, to see that the
stranger rémoved nothing of intrinsic value.

“ 'I'o banes, and sculls, and hearts, if he
can find ony, he shall be welecome,” said thiz,
truardmn of the ruined Monastery,  there’s
plenty @’ about, an’ he's curious of them
but if there be ony picts (ineaning perhaps
#y2) or chalishes, or the like of such Popish
veshells of gold and sjlver, dc’il hae me an
T eopeeve at their being removed.”

The sexton also stipulated, that our re-
.searches should take place at night, being
un\ml & to excite obser vation, or give rise
to scandal. . .

~&iy new acquaintance and I spent the
day -as became lovers of hoar antiquity.
e visited every corner of th.c?se magnifi-
cent ruins aggiu‘ and again during the fore-
noon ; and, haring ntade a comfortable din~
ner at David’s, we waﬂ\ed in the afternoon
to such places in the nemhbourhood as an-
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cient tradition or modern cofijecturerhad
rendered mark-worthy. ' Night found ns in
“the interior of the ruiys, attonded by the
sexton, who carried a dark lantern, and
stumblipg alteriately over the gr-ves of the
dead, and the fragments of that architec-
-ture, “ which they doubtless trusted would
have canopied their bones tiil doomsday.”
I am by no means particularly supersti-
tious, and yet there was that in the pre-
sent service which 1 did nét very much
like. There was something awful in the
resolution of disturbing, at such ag hour
and in such a place, the still, ‘I ate sanctity
of the ‘grave. My companions were free,
from this impression—the strangef*"1rom
his energetic desire to exccute the pulpose
for which he came-—and the sexton, i
habitual indifference. "They soon Stoed in
the aisle, which, by the accotirt of the striii.-
ger, contained the bones Qf thf--’famlly of
. Glendinning, and were buuly employed in
removing the rubbish from a corner which
the stranger pointed out. Ifahalf-pay Cap-
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tam‘q)uld hawve reprefented- an ancient Bor-
den.knlglu, or an ex-Benedxctme ‘of the
nineteenth century a-wizard monk of the
sixteenth, we ml,«:lit have aptly, enough
personified, the gearch after Michael Scott’s
lamp and book of magic power. * But the
sexton would haye been de trop’in the
groape. '

Ere the strangel, assisted by the sexton
in his task, had been long at work, they
came to someshewn stones, which seemed
to have made part of a small shrine, though
now displaced and destroyed.

- « Yidt us remove thesewith caution, my
friend,” «said the stranger, “ lest we,injure
thataxbést 1 come to seek.”

* They are prime stanes,” said the sexton,
“ picked .frce every ane of them ;—warse
than the best wad never serve the Monks,

§ed urrant.”

A raingte<after he had made this obser-
'vation, he+¢xelfimed, “ I hae fund some-
“thing now thaf stands ‘again the spade, as”
if it were neither earth nor stane ”

10
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-

Tle stranoer stooped eagﬂrly to Jossist
him. - ! -

% Na, na, hail 0’ my ain,” said the SeX- ¢
ton ; “ nae halves or’ quar'iers ;"—and he
lifted from amengst the ruins a small leaden
box. ' ¢

* Yéu will be disappointed, my friend,”
said the Benedictine, « if vou expect any
thing there but the mouldering dust of a
human heart, closed in an inner case of por-
phyry.” ‘

1 interposed as a ncutral party, and ta-
king the box from the sexton, reminded
him that if there were trecsure concealed
in it, still it could not become the nroperty
of the finder. T then proposed, ti-t =< the
place was too dark ‘to examine the conteuts
of the leaden casket, we should adjourn to
David’s, where we might have the 'ld\'lllh
tage of light and fire while carrying o ovy
investigation. The stranger requested us
to go before, assuring us that lic would iol-

‘low in a few minutes. B
I fancy that old Mattocks‘suspected these
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few\nnutesqmuht be emplm ed in offect-
ing further discoveries amongst the tombs,
for he glided back theough a side-aisle to
watch the Benedictie's motions, but pre-
sently retirned, and told nde in a whlsper
that « the g,entleman was on his' knees
amang the cauld stanes, praying ltke ony
saunt.” *

I stole back, and beheld the old man ae-
tually employed as Mattocks had informed
nme. The language scemed to be Lating
and as the whispered, yet solemn accent,
glided away through “the ruined aisles, I
coul®not help reflecting how long it was
since they had heard the forms of that re-
ligige, £+ the exercise of which they had
‘bren reared at such cost of time, taste, la.
boqg. and cxpence. “ Come away, comg
a_v'v‘ay,”‘, said I; “ let us leave him to him-
YellL ™ Iattocks, this is no business of vurs.”

“ My certes, no, Captain,” said Mattocks ;
“ e crthe}css,dt' wmna be amiss to keep an
e'e’on him. M'y f'ather, rest his saul, was a”
horse-couper, and used to say he never was -
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cheated in a naig in his lifep savmgmﬂoy a
west-country whig frae Kilmatnock, that
said a grace ower a dram o’ whisky. But
this genfleman w111 be a Roman, I'se war-

rant.” . “ “
“ You are perfectly right in that, Saun-
ders,” said I. .

“ Ay, T hae seen twa or thrce of their
priests that were chaced ower here some
score o’ years syne. They just danced like -
mad when they looked on tle friars’ heads,
and the nuns’ heads, in the cloister yonder;
they took to them like auld acquaintance
like. Od, he is not stirring ~yet, mair than
he were a through-stane '* 1 never kenn’d
a Roman, to say kenn’d him, bzt ~~p—
mair by token, he was the only ane in the
town to ken, «nd that was auld Jeok of the
Pend. It wad hae been lang ere.ve fand
Jock praying in the Abbey in a thick £ght:
wi' his knecs on a cauld stane. Jock liket ™
a kirk wi’ a chimley in’t. *¥ony a merry

———y

* A tombdtone. )
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[ T hag had wi’ him, down' at the inn
yor der ;'and whér! he died decently, I wad
ha? earded him ; bug, or I gat his grave weel
howkit, ‘some of the quality, that were o’
his ain unhappy persuasign, had the-corpse
whirried away up the water, and Lwricd him
after their ain pleasire doubtless—they
kenn¥ best. I wad hae made nae great
charge. I wadna hae excised Johnie, dead
or alive.—Stay, see the strange gentleman
is coming.”_ ,

« Hold the lantern, to assist him, Mat-
tocks,” said I.— This is rough walking,
sir. .

“Yes,” replied the Benedictine ; «“ I may
sav with a poct, who is donbtlessefamiliar

*to you”
¢« I, should- be surprised if he werc,”
thought I internally.
~Lhe stranger continued :

]
-

% Saiat .l‘,ranéis be my speed ! how oft to-night
Have ty df feet stumbled at graves.”

“ We are now clgar of the churchyard.”
VOL. 1. c
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said I, ¢ and have-but a short walk to IDi-
vid’s, where I hope we shall find a' cheerful
fire to enliven us after our night’s work.”

We entered, accordingly, the little par-
lour, into which Mattocks was als~ about
to push hithself with sufficient effrohtery,
when Davig, with a most astounding oath,
cxpelled him by head and shoulders,d—n-
ing his curiosity, that would not let gentle-
nien be private in their own inn, Apparent-
Iy mine host considered his ov'n presence
as no intrusion, for he crowded up to the
table on which I had laid down the leaden
box. It was frail ard wasted;as might be
guessed, from having lain so many years in
the groind. On opening it, we foum: -
posited within, a case made of porphyry, as”
the stranger had 'announced’to us. -

“ I fancy,” he said, « gentlemen, your cu-
riosity will net be satisfied, perhaps I shid.
say that your suspicions will not be rerito-
ved, unless T undo this casket-yet it only”
contains the mouldering remains of a heart
once the seat of the noblest thaughts.”
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He undjd the box with great caution ; but
h\: shrivelled ststance’which it contained
'Irre now no rescyblance to what it might
once hive Yeen, the means used to preserve
it having been appai enfly unequat to pre-
scrve its shape and colour, al'tlfbugh they -
were adequate to prevent its total decay.
Weswere quite satisfied, notwithstanding,
that it was, what the stranger asserted, the
remains of @ human heart ; and David rea-
dily promised his infiuence in the village,
which was ahrcst co-ordinate with that of
the Baillie Limnself to silence all idle ru-
mours.  IAvas, maqreover, plcased to fa-
voug us with his company to supper; and

. havjng taken the liow’s share of tio bottles
of sherry, he not only sanctioned with his
plengry autherity the stranger’s removal of
the heart, but, ¥ believe, would have au-
therized the removal of the Abbey itsclf,
Lt that it happens considerably to advan-
tage the wetthy publican’s own custom,
The objtet of the Benedictine's visit to
the land of his forcfathers being now ac-
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complished, he announced his irtention
departing early in the ensuing day; hut re-
quested my company tobreakfast with him
before his departure. I came accordingly,
and wken we hag finished our mormngs
meal, the priest took nme apart, and, pull-
ing from lis pocket a large bundle of pa-
pers, he put them into my hands. ¢ These,”
said he, “Captain Clutterbuck, are genuine
Memoirs of the sixteenth century, and ex-
hibit in a singular, and, as I think, an in-
teresting point of view, the manners of that
period. I am induced {o believe that their
publication will not be an unacceptable pre-
sent to the British public; and I willingly
" make ovar to you any profit that may, ac-
crue from such a transaction.”

I stared a little at this annunciation, and
observed, that the hand secmed too modern
for the dute he assigned to the manuscript.

“ Do not mstake me, sir,” said the Bo-
nedictine ; “ I did not mean tc ~ay the Me-
1oirs were written in the sixteenth century,
but only, that they were compiled from au-
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entic materials of that period, but.written
in the taste and linguage of the present day.
My uncle commenced this book ; and I,
partly to improve my habit of English
compesgtlon,.partly to divert melavncholy
thoughts,” amused my leisure<hburs with
continuing and concluding it. *You will
sce the period of the story where my uncle
leaves off his nanatwe, and I commence
mine. In fact, they relate in a great mea-
surc to diffrent persons, as well as to a dif-
ferent period.”

Rectuining the > papers in my hand, I pro-
ceeded to steté | to him any doubts, whether,
as a good Protestant, I could undertake or

«rerintend a publication written probably
in the spirit of Popery.

“ Xou will‘find,” he said, ¢ no matter of
contyoversy in these sheets, nor any senti-
wxals stated, with which, I trust, the good
imrall pgrsuasions will not beswilling to join.
'1 rcmembe-éd I was writing for a land un-
happlly divided ﬁom the Catholic faith}"
and I have taken care to say nothing which,



54 INTRODUCTOR Y, F.PISTLE.

justly interpreted,. could give ground f-r
accusing me of partiality. But ify upon
collating my narrative avith the proofs to
which I refer you—for you will find copies
of many of ‘the orfoiial papers in that par-
,cel—you are of opinion that I have' beex
partial to mny own faith, 1 freely give you
léwve to correct my errors in that respect.
I own, hewever, T am not conscious of this
defect, and have rather to fear that the Ca-
tholies may be of opinion, that Ihave men-
tioned circumstances respeeting the decay
of discipline which preceded, and partly oc-
casioned, the great schism, @%ed by you
the Reformation, over which T ought to
have drasvn a veil, And indeed, this is=zi..
reason why I chuse the papers should ap-
pear,in a forcign Jand, and piss to the press
through the hands of a stranger.” ‘

To this I had nothing to reply, unless™te
object my owr incompetency to the talk
the good father was desirous to fﬁ.poé’e upon
me. On this subject he was pleased to say
more, I fear, than his knowledge of me fully
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warranted.—more, at any rate, than my mo-
ddsty will perin#f ‘ine to tecord. At length
. ended, w1th advising me, if I continued
to feel the \diffidence which I stated, to ap-
ply to sowme veteran ofohtcxafurc*, whose
exypericnce mluht supply 1y, doficiencics.
Upon these terms we' parted,, with muuual
expressions of regard, and 1 have ne
since heard of him.

After several attempts to peruse the
quires of paper thus singularly conferred
on me, in which I was interrupted by
the most inexplicable fits of yawning, I at
fength, in o201t of despair, communicated
theg to our village club, from whom they
found a more favourable receptioy than the
unlucky conformation of my ncrves had
been able te afford them. They unani-
mously pronounced the work to be exceed-
ingly good, and assured me I.would be
guilty of the greatest possible injury to cur
flourishingavillage, if I should suppress what
threw sud an interesting and radiant light



56 I'NTRODUCTO'RS,-,EI’ISTLI:

upon the history of the anment Monaste:ry
of Saint Mary. ‘

At length, by dint of hsten;ng to their
opinion, I became dubious of my own ; and
indeed, when I heard-passages read fo: th by
the sonorvus voice of our worthy pastor, I
was scarce-more tired than I have felt myself
as some of his own sermons. Such, and
so grcat is the difference betwixt rcading
a thing one’s self, making toilsome way
through all the difficulties of manuseript,
and, as the man says in the play, « having
the same read to you,”—it is positively like
being wafted over a creek in“¥boat, or wa-
ding through it on your feet, with the mud
up to your knees. Still, however, there -
mained the great difficulty of finding some
onne who could act as editoi, correcter at
once of the press and of the langvage,
which, according to the schoolmaster, was
absolutely necessary. -

Since the treeswalked forth to‘u}mse them-
‘selves a king, never was an horour so ban-
died about. The parson wquld not leave the
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niet of his chimney-corner—the baillic
pleaded the di gnity of hissituation, and the
approach of the great annual fair, as reasons
against g’oiﬁg to Edinburghto make arrange-
-ments for printing the Benedictihe’s Manu-
seript, 'The Schoolmaster along seemed of
malleable stufl’; and, *desirous perhaps of

emuleting the fame of Jedediah Clcishbg:
tham, evinced a Wish to undertake this mo-
mentous commission. But a remonstrance
from three opulent farmers, whose sons he
had at bed, board, and schooling, for twenty
pounds per annum a-head, came like a frest
over the blossz.ts of his literary ambition,
and he wis compelled to decline the service.
In these circumstances, sir, I'gpply to
'you, by the advice of our little council of
war, nothing doubting you will not be dis-
mclmed to take the duty upon you, as it
is much connected with that i in which you
hgve (hstlnnulshed yourself, What 1 re-
. quest 1§,-thj you will review, or rather re-
wise and cetrect the enclosed packet, and
prepare it for the press, by such alteratioxf_s?

c2
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additians, and curtailmerts, as you thipk
necessary. Forgive my ninting to yau,
that the deepest well may be exhausted,—
the best corps of grenadiers, as our old ge-
neral of brigade expressed himself, may; be
used up. ~Afew hints can do jmu no harm ;
and, for the.prize-money, let the battle be
Erst won, and it shall be parted at the
drum head. I hope you will take nothing
amiss that I have said. I am a plain sol-
dier, and little accustomed to cgmpliments.
I may add, that I should be well contented
to march in the front with you—that is, to
put my name with your's o-the title-page.
I have the honour to De,

A

Sig,
Your unknown humble Servant,
CutuBeERT CLUTTEREYCK.

ViLraceE oF KENNAQUHAIR,
— oprrd jry - T——

" Xor the Author of * Waverley,” &e.
b care of Mr Jokn Ballantync,
Hanover Street, Edinburgh.
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. BY
« THFE AUTHOR OF W.V 'L‘.RLE Y,
vo 111} ,
FOREGOING LETTERL
FROM ’

CAPTAIN CLUTTERBUCK.

Deanr CAPT:\IN,

Do not admire, that, notwithstanding
the distance and cerémony of your address,
I return an answer in the terms of fami
liarity. 'The truth is, your origin and na-
tive country are better known to me than
evell to yourself. You derive your respect-
able parentage, if I am not greatly mista-
ken, from‘a land which has afforded much
‘pleasare, ds well as profit, to those who
have'trade"d to it successfully. I mean that
part of the ferra incognite which is calle'd}the
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provmcc of Utopia. Itsprcductions, though
censured by many (and scie whe use tea
and tobacco without scruple) as idle ana
unsubstantial luxuries, have nevertheless,
like many other Inxuries, a general accep-
tation, aud are secretly enjoyed evcn by
those who exprece the greatest scorn and
dislike of them in public. The dram-driuker
is often the first so be shocked at the smell
of spirits—it is usual to hear old maiden-
ladies declaim against scandal—the private
book-cases of some grave-seeming men
would not brook decent eyes—and many,
I say not of the wise and ?qqy_ned_. but of
those most anxious to seem such, when the
spring-lock of their library is drawn, their
velvet cap pulled over their ears, their steps
insinuated into their turkey slippers, are to
be found, were their retreats suddenly in-
truded upon, busily engaged with theJast
new novel. '
I have said, the truly wise and learned
disdain these shifts, and will open the said
novel as openly as they would the lid of
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their snuff-pox. T will only quote one in-
stance, though I‘Enow o hundred. Did
y3 know the (,elebratod Watt of Bir ming-
ham, Captam Clutterbuck ? 1 bch(,ve not,

*h@ug,h, from what I am about to state, he
would, 1ot haVe failed to ‘have scught an
acquaintance with you: It was only once
my fostune to meet him, whether in body.
or in spirit it matiers not. There were as-
sembled about half a score of our Northern
Lights, who had got amongst them, Heaven
knows low, a well-known character of your
country, Jedediah Cleishbotham. This wor-
thy person, havi,g come to Edinburgh du-
ring the Christmas vacation, had become a
sort of lion in the place, and was led i leash
from housetohouse along with the guissards,
the stone-eater,agnd other afxzusements of the
scason, which « exhibit their unparalleled
feats to private family-parties, if required.”
Amidst this company stood Mr Watt, the
man whuw genius discovered the means of
'nultlp]) ing our national resources to a de-
gree perhaps even beyond his own stupen-
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douspowers of calculatloh and combination;
bringing the tn.asures*of the abyss to the
summit of the earth—glvmg the feclle
arm of man the momentum of an Afrite—
commanding manufactures to arise, as the
rod of the vrophet produced watzr, T thede-
sert, affording the means of dispensing with
" that time and tide which wait for np man,
and of sailing without that wind which de-
fied the commands and threats of Xerxes
himself.* This potent commander of the cle-
ments—this abridger of time and space—
this magician, whose.cloudy machinery has
produced a change on the world, the cffects
of which, extraordinary as they wre, are per-
haps only now beginning to be felt—was

* Note by Capta:n Clutterbuck.
Probably the ingenious author alludes to the na-
tional adage:
The king said sail,
But the wind said nc.
" Our schoolmaster (who is also a lard-surveyo‘)
* thinks this whole passage refers fc Mr Watt’s il...
" provements on the steam-engine.
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not only thg most profound mari of science,
the inos$ succesgfith combiner of powers and
calculator ofjnumbers, as adaptéd to practi-
' cal purposes,—was‘not only one of he most
sgeuerally wellinformed,—but one of the
best and kindest of human bein gss~—
There he stood, surréunded by the little
band ¥ have mentioned of Northern lite-
rati, men not less tenacious, generally speak-
ing, of their own fame and their own opi-
nions, than the national regiments are sup-
posed to be jealous of the high character
which they have won upon service. Me-
thinks I yet sce antl hegr what I shall never
sce or hear again. In his eighty-fifth year,
N jhe alert, kind, benevolent old man,-had his
-attention at cvery one’s question, his infor-
maticn, at every one’s command. His ta-
lents and fancy overflowed on every subject.
One Yentleman was a deep vhilologist,—
he talked with him on the ovigin of the al-
“phabet a$ if he had been coeval with Cad-
“mus ; anofher a celebrated critic,—~you
would have said the old man had studied
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pulitical economy and Helles-lettres all 4is
life,—of scicncé it is uhiecessary to speak,
it was his own distinguished walk. And-yet,
Captain Clutterbuck, when he spoke with:
your countryman Jededizh Cleishlotham,
yor-reeald have sworn he had ‘ieen 6oeval
with Claverse ahd Burley, with the perse-
rcutors and persecuted, and could 1:umber
every shot the dragoons had fired at the
fugitive covenanters. In fact, we discover-
ed that no novel of the lecast cclcbrity es-
caped his perusal, and that the gifted man
of science was as much addicted to the pro-
ductions of your native cSuntry, (the land of
Utopia aforesaid ;) in other words, as shame-
less and obstinate a peruser of novels as if
he had been a very milliner’s apprentice of -
eighteen. I know little apology for trou-
bling you with these things, excepting the
desire to commemorate a delightful even-_
ing, and a wish to encourage you to shake
off that modest diffidence which 1.12kes yow
afraid of being supposed connected with the
fairy-land of delusive fiction. I will requite
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your tag of verse, fr&m Horace himself,.with
“a paraphrase for your own usc, my dear
-,
Captain, and for that of your country club,
xcepting in reverefice the clergypman and
schoolnwster :—

Ne sit ancille tibi amor pidori, §c.
Take thou no scorn,
Gt fiction born,
Fair fiction’s muse to woo ;
Old Homer’s theme
Was but a drecam,
Ilimselt a fiction too.

Having told you*your country, I must
next, my dear Captain Clutterbuck, make
4;5(:0 to mention to you your own immedi-
ate descent.  You are not to suppose your
land of prodigies so little known to us as
your arcful concealment of your origin
weuldseem ta imply. But you have it in
coemon with many of your country, stu-
diously ar’d anmously to hide your con-
flection with® 1t There is this difference,
indeed, betwixt your ¢ountrymen and those.
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~f our more material fvorld,rthat many of
the most estimable of gours, such as s old’
Highland gentleman called (ssian, a fiionk
of Bristol called Rowley, and others, avein.
clined to pass themselves as deniggas of the
land.ef Je’xhty whereas most & our fellove-
citizens who deny their country are such as
that country would be urv wiltity to dis-
daim. The especial circumstances you e
tion relating to your life and scrvices, in-
pose not upon us. 'We know the yersatili-
ty of the unsubstantial %I)E(.leb to which yeu
belong permits theis to assume ail manter
of disguises; we })a\ e feen thew opparcicd
in the caftan of a Yersian, and the silien
robeof a Chinese,* and are prepored tosg
pect thir real character under every din”
guise. ut Low can we be igparant of
your country and manners, or deceiyed by
the evasions of its inhubitants, wifen ghe
voyages of discovery which‘hzwc’bccn nade

. -
]

* - -
* See « The Persian Letters,” and ¢ The Citizen of
the World.”
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to it’rival in nymber hose recorded by Bpze-
Mas o¥ by‘H‘ml\lpyh"" And to shew the
skill and persqverance, of your navigators
and travdllers, we have only to naume pind-
Jvad, Abeplfou: um, and Robinson Lrusoe
These were the mon for dlscovoncs Laid
we have sent Captain Greenland to lool\
out for the north-west passage, or Peter
Wilkins to examine Baffin's Bay, what dis-
coveries might we not have expected ! But
thue are fe ats, and these both numerons
“ind extraordinar y, performed by the inha-
bitants of your country, which we read
without once attem{ing, to emulate.

I we mder from my purpose, which was
e assure you, that I know you as well as
the iother who did zof bear you, for Mae-
Dufl"sepeculiarity sticks to your whole race.
You e not born.of woman, unless, in-
doed, Th that fygurative sense, iy which the
cebe bmted Marja Edgeworth may be term-
ed mothor® of the hncst family in England.

* See § Les Vaylges Imaginaires.”
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. You belong, sir, to the Editors of the land
of Utopia, a sort of pe“sons for whonr T have
the highest esteem. How is it possible
it should be otherwise, when you reckon
among your \,orporatlon the sage: Cid Ha-
met Renengeli, the short-faced president of
the Spectators club, poor Ben Silton, and
many others, who have acted as gentlemen
ushers to works which 'have chased our hea-
viest, and added wings to our lightest hours.

What I have remarked as peculiar to
Editors of the class in which I venture to
enrol you, is the happy combination of for-
tuitous circumstances’ which usually put
you in possession of the works which you
have the goodness to bring into public p~
tice. One walks on the sea-shore, and a wave
casts on land a small cylindrical trunk or
clasket, containing a manuscript mucb dama-
ged with sea-water, which is with dirficulty
decyphereé_. and so forth.* Another staps
into a chandler’s shop to purchase a pound

mm— S aau

* See the History of Automathes.
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of butter, and beholc ! the \iraste-paper.ek‘r‘
‘wittcheit is-laid is, thie manuseript of a ca

balist* A thigd is so fortunate s to ob-
* in from a woman who lets lodgings sthe
.urious eontents of an antique bureau, the
property of a deceased lodger.t AW “hose,
are certainly possible ‘occurrences; but 1
know not how, they seldom occur to any
Editors save those of your country. At
least T can answer for myself, that in my
solitary walks by the sea, I never saw it
cast ashore any thing but dulse and tangle,
and now and then a «dcceased star-fish;
r:y landlady never p12senfed me with any
1eanuscript save her cursed bill; and the
adhnst interesting of my discoveries in,the
tvay of waste-paper, was finding a favourite
passage cf one of my own novelswraptround
al_f oungg of snuff. No, Captain, the funds
From wiich I haye drawn my power of amu-
Sing. the publie, h/'lve been bought otherwise

L]

* A(.lventures of a Guinea.
+ Adventureg of an Atom.
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4han by fortuitous adventure. I have bu-
ried myself in librarifs, to extract fiuin Tne .
nonsense of ancient days pew nonsense of

“iny~awn. I have turnédover volumes, which,
from the potthosks I was obliged to decy-
nhow mijoht have been the cabalistic manu-
scripts of Cornelius Agrippa, although 1
never saw “ the door open andthe devil -
come in”* But all the domestic inhabi-
tants of the libraries were disturbed by the
vehemence of my studies ;—

From my research the boldest spider fled,
And moths, retreating, trembled as I read. '
4

From this learned sepulchre I, cmerged
like the Magician in the Persian Tales frou
his twelvemonth’s residence in the moun-
tain, not likq him to soar over the heads
of the multitude, but to mingle in their
crowd, and to elbow amongst thethrong,
making m y way from the highest society to

1 ‘e «
.3 T

* See Southey’s Ballad on the young Mau who rea.

in a Conjuror’s Books.
L]

"3
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the Iowest, ungergoing the sfcorn, or, whzs
isstndor te brook, ti& patrorfizing conde-
scension of the one, and endurinn"thé vul-
gar familiarity of the other,—and all. »ou
ywill say, for what ?—to colectr materials for
onc of those manuqcnpts with which mere
chance so often accommodatc s your coun-

trymen ;%n other words, to write a success-
‘ful novel.— O, Athenians, how hard to
labour to deserve your praise ”

I might stop here, my dcar Clutterbuck :
it would have a touching effect, and the air
of proper deference to our dear Public. But
T will not be false witl, yoy,—(though false-
hood is—-cxcuse the observation—the cur-

dent coin of your country) the truth js, I
%have studied and lived for the purpose of
grut.f ing my own curiosity, and passing
zm ay my own time j.and though the result
sbecn, that, in one shape or other, I have
becn frequently before the Public, perhaps
nore frcqﬁtntl than prudence warranted,
Yot I cannot®claim from them the favour.
due to those who ha':'e' dedicated their case
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~23d leisure to the improvement and cater-
tainment of others. *y | -
Having commumcated thus freely with
yo, Iy dear Captain, it follows, of course,
that I will gratefully accept of your com-
.nmunication, which, as your Benedictine ob-
served, divides itself both by subject, man-
ner, and age, into twé parts. But Iam
sorry I cannot gratify your litcrary ambi-
tion, by suffering your name to appear upon
the title-page ; and I will candidly tell you
the reason.
The Editors of your country are of such
& soft and passive disposition, that they
have frequently done themselves great dis-
grace by giving up the coadjutors whe
first brought them into public notice and
public favour, and suffaring their names
to be used by those quacks and impostors
who live upon the ideas of otherss» Thus
I shame to tell how the sage Cid Hamet
Benengeli was induced by one Juan Avel-
laneda to play the Turk witk the ingenio.o:
Miguel Cervantes, and to publish a second
d
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sart of the adventures of his hero te re-
nowned Don Quixote, without the know-
ledge or co-bperatioh of his principa‘lv afore-
said. It is true, the Arabian sag: returned
to his allegianee, and ther after composed a
genuine continuation of the Kmgnt or T.a
Mancﬂla, in which the said Avellaneda of
Tordesillas is severely chastised. For in this
you pseudo-editors rescmble the juggler's
disciplined ape, to which a sly old Scotsman
likened Jar.es I, « if you have Jackoo in
your hand, you can make him bite me; if
*I have Jackoo in my hand, I can make him
bite you.” Yet, notwithstandingthe amend.
konor'able thus made by Cid Hamet Benen-
geli, his temporary defection did hot the
less occasion the deccase of the ingenious
. Hidalgo Don ‘Quixote, if he can be said to
die, whose memory is immortal. Cervan-
tes put him to death, lest heeshonld again
v fall inte, bad hands. Awful, yet just conse-
- quence “of L Hamet's defection !

To quote a more.modern and much Icss
important, ingtance.” I am sorry to observe
'Md a\:q\iuintance Jededinh Cleishbo-™

T eVOrL L D
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than™has misbchaved bimself so far as to _
desert his original patron, and set up for
hirgself. I am afraid the poor pedagogue
will t:fh ittle by lus new allics, unless the
pleasure of enterfmnm«r the public, and, for
augit 1 Know, the gentlemen of the long
robe, with ‘disputes about his identity.*
Observe, therefore, Captain Clutterbuck,
that, wise by thesc great examples, 1 re-
ceive you as a partner, but a sleeping part-
ner only. AsT give you no titi~ to employ
or usce the finn of the copartnery we are
about to form, 1 will announce my pro-
perty in my title-page, ‘and put. my own
mark on 1y own chattels, which the at- -
torney 1ells me will be a crime to coun-

* ] am since more correctly informed, that Mr Cleish«
botham died some months since at Gandercleugh, and
that the person assuming his name is an impostor.
The real Jedediah made a most christian and edifying
end ; and, as I am credibly informed, having sent for a
Cameronian cler gyman when he was i ezir(wnis, was so
fortunate as Lo convince the good man, hat after all, he_
had no wish to bring down on the scattered remnant
of Mountain folks, ¢ the bonnets of Bonny Dundee.”
Ilard that the speculators in puint ar.d nuper will not
“llow a good man to rest quiet in his grave-! !!



. e
JANTRODYWCTORY EPISTLE. 75

.ic;rfeit, as Inuch ag it weyld to imitdfe the
autograph' ofany other emnpirie—a crime
amounting} as advertisements upon little
vials assure us, to nothing short of felony.
If, thiereforep my dear fjend, youf name
should hereafter appear in any uue gage
withgut mine,erecaders will know what to
think of you. [ scorn to use cither argu-
ments or threats; but you cannot but be
sensible, that, as you owe your literary ex-
istence to , ne on the one hand, so, on the
other, your very all is at my disposal. 1
can at pleasure cut off your annuity, strike
vour namnc from the half-pay establish-
ment, nay actually put you to death, with-
out being answerable to any one. "Phese are
plain words to a gentleman who has served
through the whole war 3 but, I am aware,
youewill take nothing amiss at my hands.
“"And now, my good sir, det us address
oill'scl\'f;‘s' to our task, and arrange as we
best cdn thh manuscript of your Benedic-
tine, so as to suit the taste of this critical
age. Youvwfll find I have made very libe-
&3] use of his permission, to alter whateve®
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seciied too favourable to the Church of
Rome, which I abominate, were-it but for
her fasts and penance. *

Our Feader is doubiless lmpatlent and
we miist own, with John Bunyap,

We have too long detained him in the porch,

And kept him from the sunshire with a torch.
Adieu, therefore, my dear Captain—re-
member me respectfully to the parson, the
schoolmaster, and the baillie, and all friends
of the happy club in the village of Ken-
naquhair. Thave never seen, and never will
see, one of theirfaces; and notwithstanding,
1 believe that as yet T am better acquaint-
ed with them than any man who lives.—
1 will soon introduce you to my jocund
friend Mr John DBallantyne of Trinity-
Grove, whom you will find warm from his
match at single-stick with a brother pub-
lisher. Peace to their differences! It is
a wrathful trade, and the irritablr genus
comprehends the bookselling agwll as the -
beok. writing species.—Once more adieu !

THE AuTHOR OF WAVERLTY
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CHAPTER I

0 ayc! the Monks, the Monks they did the mischief,
Theirs all the grossness, all the superstition
Of & most gross and superstitious uge—
May H be praised that scnt the healthful tempest,
And scattered all these pestilential vapours!
But that we owed them o/ to yonder Harlot
Throned on the seven hills with her eup of gold,
I will’as soon believe, with kind Sir Roger,
That old Moll White took wing with cat and byoom«tick,
And raised the last night’s thunder.
Old Pluy.

o

Tue village described in the Bencdic-
¢ifie’s manuscript by the nape of Kenna-
tpubair. bears the same Celtic termination
which dtcurs in Traquhair, Caquhair, and
other compbunds. The learned Chalmers
derives this. word Quhair, from the windipg
course of the stream; a definition whicke
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“Coincides in a remarkable degree with the
serpentine turns of the river Tweed near
the village of which we speak. It has been
long"icmous for the srlendid Monastery of
Saint Mary, foun:led by David the First of
Septland, in whose reign and in the same
county were formed the no less splendid
~stablishments of Melrose, Jedburgh, and
Kelso. The donations of land with which
the King endowed these wealthy fraterni-
ties procured him from the Monkish his-
torians the epithet of Saint, and from one
of his impoverished descendants the splene-
tic censure, * that he had been a sore saint
for the Crown.”

It seems probable notwithstanding, that
David, who was a wisc as well as a pious
monarch, was not moved soleiy by religious
motives to those great acts of munificeace
to the church, but annexed pelitical views
to his pious generosity. is possessions i.x
Northumberland and Cumberland tecame
precarious after the loss of the Fattle of the
Standard ; and since the comparatively fer-
¢'le valley of Teviotdale was likely to be-
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¢dme the frontier of his kingdom, it i¢’pro-
bable he wished td secure at least .a part of
these valuable possessions by placing them
in the hands of the Mgnks, whose property
was for a long,time respected, even amidst
the rage of a frontier war.” In this manner
alone had the King some chance of insu-
‘ring protection and security to the cultiva..
tors of the soil; and, in fact, for several
ages the possessions of these Abbies were.
each a sort of Goshen, enjoying the calm
light of pedce and immunity, while the rest
-of the country, occupied by wild clans and
marauding barons, was one dark scene of
confision, blood, and unremitted outrage.
But these immunities did not continue
down to the union of the crowns. Long
before that périod the wars betwixt Eng-
land_and Scotland had lost their original
ciffiracter of international hgstilities, and
had become on the part of the English a
war of ubjugation, on that of the Scots a
desperate” and infuriated defence of their
liberties, ,This mbroduced on both sides.a
D2
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'“deé‘me of fury and animosity anknown to
the earlier period of théir history y and as
religious scruples socn gave way to na-
tionat hatred spurred by alove of plunder,
the patrimony ol {ne Church was no (onger
sacred from incursions on either side. Sti]l,
however, the tenants and vassals of the
great Abbies had many advantages over
those of the lay barons, who were harassed
by constant military duty, until they be-
came desperate, and lost all relish for the
arts of peace. The vassals of tne church,
on the other hand, were only liable to be
called to arms on general occasions, and at
other times were permitted in comparative
quiet tp possess their farms and jfeis*

* Small possessions conferred {upon vassals and th( eir
heirs, held for a small quit-rent, or a moderate propor-
tion of the produce. This was a favourite manner, by
which the churchmen peopled the patrimony of their
convents ; and many descendants of such fum: s, a8
they are called, are still to be found in posscs<ion of
their family inheritances in the neighbgurhood of the
great Monasteries of Scotland,
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They of course exhibited superior skil in”

cvery thing_thaf refated to’the cultivation
of the soil, agd were thercfore hoth wealth-
_ier and better inf'orqud than the military
retainess of ths restless ahfefs and noblcs
in their neighbourhood.

The rcsidence of these* church vassals
was ustially in a small village or hamlet,
where, for the sake of mutnal aid and pro-
tection, some thirty or forty familics dwelt
together. This was called the Town, and
the land beMnging to the various familics
by whom the Town was inhabited, was call-
ed the Township. They usually possessed
the land in'common, though in various pro-
portions, according to their several grants,
The part of the Township properly arable,
and Fept as such continyally under the
'plough, was called. in.ficld. Here the use

foquantities of manure supplied in some

egree theexhaustion of the soil, and the

\'feuars—r'g.iied tolerable oats and bear,* usu-
a ‘ ]

* Orhigg, a cotrse kind of barley.
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-ally sowed on aljernate ridges, on which
the labour of the whole community was be-
stowed without distinction, the produce
being divided aftcx;‘})arvest, agreeably to
their respective ir.crests. ‘
There was, Uesides, outfield land, from
which it was thought possible to extract a
_crop now and then, after which it wa, aban-
doned to the ¢“skicyinfluences,” untilthe ex-
hausted powers of vegetation were restored.
These out-field spots were selected by any
feuar at his own choice, among.t the sheep-
walks and hills which-were always annexed
to the Township, to serve as pasturage to
the community. The trouble of cultivating
these patches of out-field, and the preca-
rious chance that the crop would pay the
labour, were considered as giving a right to
any feuar, who chose to undertake the ad-
venture, to the produce which might result
from it. . .
There remained the pasturage of ex.,
tensive moors, where the vallns ottén af-
forded good grass, and upon which the
. whole cattle belonging to the com munity
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fed mdlscnmmately during the sumiqer,”
under the’ harge of the Town. herd, who
regularly drqve them out to pasture in the
morning, and brought them back at night,
without which .precaut%vont they would have
fallen a speedy prey to some of the Snatch-
ers in the neighbourhood. “These are things
to make modern agriculturists hold up their
hands and stare ; Dut the same mode of cul-
tivation is not yet entirely in desuetude in
some distant parts of North-Britain, and
may be witiessed in full force and exercise
jin the Zetland Archipelago.

The habitations of the church.feuars were
not less primitive than their agriculture.
In each small village or Town were seve-
ral small towers, having battlements project-
ing aver the side-walls, and usually an ad-
vanced angle or .two with shot.holes for

 Bowking the door-way, which was always
defended by a strong door of oak, studded
with nails, and often by an exterior grated
dodi"o! m.»n, These small peel-houses were
ordinarily mhablted by the principal feuars
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“and'their families; but, upon 4he alarm f
approaching danger, the whole inkabitants
thronged from their own m’serable cot-
tages, which were rituated around, to
garrison these peints of defence. it was
then no easy nfatter for a hostile party to
penetrate into the’ village, for the men
were habituated to the use of bows and
fire-arms, and the towers being generally so
placed, that the discharge from one cross-
ed that of another, it was impossible to
assault any of them individually.

The interior of these houses were usually
sufficiently wretched, for it would have been
folly to have furnished them in a manner
which could excite the avarice of their
loose neighbours. Yet the families them-
selves exhibited in their appearance 2 de-
gree of comfort, information, and indepen.
dence, which could hardly have been <.
pected. Their in-field supplied them with
bread and home-brewed ale, their herds
and flocks with beef and muttor; (the ex-
travagance of killing lembs or calves was
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never thought of.) Each;family killcd a
mart, or fat. bullock in November, which
was salted updor winter use, to which the
good wife could, uponegreat occasions, add
a dish 8f pigeogs orr:‘:ﬁMapon—theolll-
cultivated garden afforded ¢ lang-cale,”—
and the river gavc salmon to'relish them du-
ring the season of lent.
Of fuel they had plenty, for the bogs
;?ﬁbrded turf'; and the remains of the abu-
sed woods continued to give them logs for
burning, as 4vell as timber for the usual
domestic purposes. In addition to these
comforts, the good-man, would now and
then sally forth to the greenwood, and
reark down a buck of season with his gun
or his cross-bow ; and the Iather Confessor
kcl;lom refused him absolutipn for the tres-
~pass, if duly invited to take his share of
ibeestmoking haunch. Some, yet bolder,
anade, cither with their own domestics, or
by aswtmw themselves with the moss.
! fioopers, in thy language of shepherds, « 2
. start and owgrloup ;7 «and the golden orna- .
12
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ments and silken head-gear worn by the fe-
males of one or two families of note, were
invidiously traced by their neighbours to
such successful excnisions, This, however,
was'a more inexpiable crime in the eyes of
the Abbot and Community of Saint Mary’s,
than the borrowing one of the « gude king’s
deer;” and they failed not to discounte-
nance and punish, by every means in their
power, offences which were sure to leac
to severe retaliation upon the property of
the church, and which tended to alter the
character of their peaceful vassalage.

As for the information possessed by those
dependants of the Abbacies, they mighthave
been ‘ruly said to be better fed than taught,
even though their feeding had been worse
than it was. Still, however, they enjoyed
opportunities of knowledge from . which
others were excluded. Th= Monks “Were
in general well acquainted with‘their vassals
and tenants, and familiar in the fomilies of
the better class among ther, where they
-were sure to be received with the respect
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due to their flouble gharacter of spiriiual
father and secnlar landlord, Thus it often
happened, when a boy displayed talents and
mclmatlon for study, «exge of the brethren,
with a view to hig being br to the church,
or cut of good nature, or in'order to pass
away his own idle tiime if he had no better
‘motive, Initiated him into the mysteries of
reading and writing, and imparted to him
.uchotherknowledgeasir:himselfpossessed.
And the heads of these allied familieg, ha-
ving more tfme for reflection, and more
sleill, as well as strongér motives for impro-
ving their small properties, bore amongst
their neighbours the character of shrewd,
intelligent men, who claimed respect on
account of their comparative wealth, even
\wbile they were despised for a less warlike
and enterprizing tutn than the other Bor-
derers.  They lived as much as they well
couM amongst themselves, avoiding the
compgm_y/df‘ others, and dreading nothing
fore than to, be involved in the deadly
feuds and ceaseless contentions of the se. -
gular landholders.
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Such was the general pitture of .these
communities. During the fatal Wars in the
commencement of’ Queen*' Mary’s reign,
they had suftered-#readfully by the hostile
invasions. Fof'the English, now a Protes-
tant people, were so far from sparing the
church-lands, that they.forayed them with
more unrelenting severity than ‘even the
possessions of the laity. But the peace of
1550 had restored some degree of tranquy’
lity to those distracted and harassed re-
gions, and matters began again gradually
to settle upon the former footing. The
Monks repaired their ravaged shrines—the
feuar again roofed his small fortali¢e which
the ¢nemy had ruined—the poor labourer
rebuilt his cottage,—an easy task, where a.
few sods, stones, and a few pieces of weod
from the next copse, furnished all the ma-
terials' necossary. The catile, lastly, Were
driven out of the wastes and thickeis iu
which the remnant of them hid _been se-
treted; and the mighty bull moved at the
head of his seraglio and their followers, to
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,take possession’ of thejr wonted pastures.
There ensued peace and quiet, the state of
_the age and naflion conidered, to the Mo-
nastery of Saint Mary, aMs dependencies,
-for several tranquil years.
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CHAPTER Ii.

In yon lone vale his early youth was bred,
Not solitary then—the bugle-horn
Of fell Alecto often waked its windings,
From where the brook joins the majestic river,
To the wild northern bog, the curlieu’s haunt,
Where pozea forth its first and feeble glreamlet.
0ld Play. -

WEe have said, that most of the feuars
dwelt in the village belonging to their town.
ships. This was not, however, Universally
the case. A lonely tower, to which the
reader must now be intrgduced, was at leaps-

..one exception to the general rule. - ./ |

It was of small diménsions, yet larjzer than:
those which occurred in the village, as inti-
mating that, in case of assault, ¢he pYoprie-
torwould have to relyupon hlsovm.,unassxst-

~ edstrength. Two or three miserable huts, at
the foot of the fortalice, held,the bondsmen
and tenants of the feuar.- .The site was-a
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beail't'iful green'knoll, which started up syd-
denly in the very throat of a wild and nar-
TOW glen, and "which, ‘being surrounded,
‘save on one side, by thev:zipdi ng of a small
stream, afforded & pOSlth;% considerable
strength.

But the great sequrity of Glendearg, for
so the place was called, lay in its seclu-
ded and hidden situation. To come at the
YT ower, it was necessary to travel three miles
up the glen, crossing about twenty times
the little streadl which, winding through the
narrow valley, encountered at every hyn-
dred yards the opposition ef a rock or pre-
cipitous Bank on the one side, which alter-
ed its direction, and caused it to shoot:off
in an oblique direction to the other. The
hills whiclr ascend on each sidz of this glen..
‘are very.steep, and Tise boldly over the
stream, which is thus imprisoned within
'theh ®arriers’ The sides of the glen are
xmpracucg,hlt for horse, and are only to be
traversed by Zueans ‘of the sheep paths
which lie alop§- their,gides. It would be
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difficult to suppose that a road so hopeless,
and so difficult could lead-to'any habitation
more important than the summer shealing
of a shepherd.

Yet the glen, though onely and difticulf:
of access and sterile, was not then absolute-
ly void of beauty. The turf which occupied
the little plain ground on the sides of the
stream, was as close and verdant as if it had)
occupied the scythes of a hundred garder.4
ers once a-fortnight ; and it was garnished
with an embroidery of daisies and wild
flowers, which the scythes would certainly
have destroyed. The little brook, now con-
fined betwixt closer limits, now lett at large
to chuse its course through the narrow val-
ley, danced carelessly on from stream to .

-pool, light and unturbid, as that Letter cl2s:

of spirits who pass their way through life,”
yielding to insurmountabie obstacles, but
as far from being subdued by them as the
sailor who meels bx chance wivk.an unfa.
vourable wind, ' ndahapes his course so as
to be driven bagk as little-as possible.
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The mountains, as they woyld have bgen
called in England, Scotticé the deep braes,
rose abruptly over thé little glen, here
presenting the grey ffto.of a rock, from
~which the turf had been pe%gd by the tor-
rents, and there displaying little patches
of wood and copse, which had.escaped
the waste of the cattle and the sheep and
the feuars, and which, feathering naturally
up the beds of empty torrents, or occupy-
ing the concave recesses of the bank, gave
at once beauty and variety to the land-
scape. Above these scattered woods rose
the hill, in barren, but ‘purple majesty ;
the dark rich hue, particularly in autumn,
contrasting beautifully with the thickets of
oak and birch, the mountain-ashes and
thorns, the alders and quivering aspens;-.
“which whequered and varied the descent,
and not less with the dark-green and velvet
. turf, which cdmposed the level part of the
_na_rrow'gl_m:
: 'Yet, though thus ex\xbellished, the scene -
<ould neither/ be stridtly termed sublime
or. beautiful, apd scarcely even picturesque
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or striling. Bat its extreme solitude press
ec on the heart; the traveller felt that
uncertainty whither he was going, or in
what so W:ld A path was to terminate.
which, at tim#s, strikes taore on the ima-’
gination than the grand features of a show-
scene, when you know-the exact distance
of the inn where your dinner is beqpoken,
and at the moment preparing. These are
ideas, however, of a far later age ; for at
the time we treat of, the picturesque, the
beautiful, the sublime, and all their inter-
merliate shades, were ideas absolutely un-
known to the inhabitants and occasional
visitors of Glendearg.

They had, however, attached to the scene
feelingsfitting the time. Its name, signifying
‘the Red Valley, seems to have been derived,
not only from the purple colour-of the
heath, with which the upper part of the ri-
sing banks was profusely cloathed, but also
from the dark red colour of the‘rocks, and
of the precipitous edrthen banks, which in
that country are called scaurs. Another

glen, about the head or Litrick, has acqui-
1%
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réd the same name from similar circam-
stances ; and there are probably mdre in
Scotland to which it has been given.

As our Glendedrg did not abound in
portat vmtants, super?tn:con, that it might
not be absolutely destituteof inhabitants,
had peopled its recesses with beings belong-
ing tosanother world. The savage and ca-
pricious Brown Man of the Moors, a being
which seems the genuine descendant of the
northern dwarfs, was supposed to be secn
there frequently, especially after the au-
tumnal equinox, when the fogs were thick,
and objects not easily distinguished. The
Scottish fairies, too, a whimsical, irritable,
and mischievous tribe, who, though at times
capriciously benevolent, were more fre-
quently, adverse to mortals, were also sup-

. posed to have formcd a residence in a par-

ticularly wild recess of the glen, of which

. the, real name was, in allusion to that cir-

cumstangce, Corrie nan Shian, which, in cor-

yrupted Celtic, significs the Hollow of the

Tairies. Byt the neighbours were more
VOL. I "B -
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cautious in speaking about this place, ar.d
avoidéd giving' it a fame, from an idea
common then through all the British and
Celtic provinces of Scctland, and still re-
tained in many p]:mﬂs, that to speak¢either
good or ill of this capricious race of super-
natural beings, is to provoke their resent-
ment, and that secrecy and silence is what
they chiefly desire from those who may in-
trude upon their revels, or discover their
haunts.

A mysterious terror was thur attached to
the little dale, which afforded access from
the broad valley of the Tweed, up the little
glen we have described, to the fortalicc
called the Tower of Glendearg. Beyond
the knoll, where, as we have said, the little
tower was situated, the hills grew more
steep, and narrowed on the,slender brook,
s0 as scarce to leave a foot-path ; and there
the glen terminated in a wﬂd waier-fall,
where a slender thread of water dashed
in a precipitous line of foam over two or
three precipices. Yet farthe- in the same
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‘\mection, and above these successive /ata-
racts, lay a wild, and exténsive moras, fre-
quented onlv by water-fowl, wide, waste,
_apparently almost interminable, and serving
.1 a gieat mcasure to separate the inhgbit-
ants of theittfe glen from®thosc who lived
to the northward. . .

To sestless and indefatigable moss-troop-
ers, indeed, these nforasses were well known,
and sometimes afforded a retreat. They
often rode down the glen—called at this
tower—askzd and received hospitality—
but still with a sort ef reserve on the part
of its more peaceful inhabitants, who en-
tertained them as a party of North-Ame-
rican Indians might be received by a new
European settler, as much out of fear as
hospitality, while the uppermost wish_of
" the Jlandlord is the speedy departure of
these } savage guests,

. This had not always been the current of

feelmg iy the little valley and its tower.
o Simon Glendmnmg. its former inhabitant,
beasted his connectlon by blood to that an.
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cient family of Glendonwyne, on the west-
ern berder. Hé was used to narrate, at his
fire.side, in the autumn evenings, the feats
of the family to which he belonged, one of
whom fell by the side of the brave Earl of"
Douglas at Otierbourne. On these occa-
sions Simon usually had upon his knee an
ancient broad-sword, which had beionged
to his ancestors before “any of the family
had consented to accept a fief under the
peaceful dominion of the Monks of Saint
Mary’s. In modern days, St:aon might
have lived at ease orf his own estate, and
quietly murmured cgainst the fate that had
doomed him to dwell there, and zut off his
access to martial renown. But so many op-
portunities, nay, so many calls there were
for him, who in those days spoke big, to
make good his words by his actions, that
Simon Glerdinning was socn under the
necessity of marching with the men of ‘he
Halidome, as it was called, of Sairct Mary’s,
in that disastrous campaign which was con-
cluded by the Battle of Pinkie!
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The Catholic clergy were deeply infrest-
ed in that national quarrel, the principal
object of which was; to prevent the union
of the infant Queeff Mary Jwith the son of
‘the heretigal ¢lenry VIIJ. The Monks
had called out their vassals, under an expe-
nenced leader. « Many of themselves had
taken arms, and rgarched to the field, un-*
der a banner representing a female, suppo-
sed to personify the Scottish Church, kneel-
ing in the attitude of prayer, with .the le-
gend, Afficte Sponse ne obliviscaris.*
* The Scots, however, in all their wars, had
more occasion for good and cautious gene-
rals than’for excitation, whether political
or enthusiastic. Their headlong and impa-
tient courage uniformly induced them to
rush to the action without duly w:ighing
eitlfer their own situation, or thav of their
enemies, and the inevitable «consequence
wab frequént defeat. With the dolorous
slaughtef of Pinkie we have nothing to do,

* Forget not the afflicted Spouse,
T L
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excejting that, among ten thousand men
of low and high degree, bnmon Glendin-
ning, of the Tower of Glendearg, bit the
dust, no way disparaging in his death that
anciént race from which he (laimed his de-
scent.

When the doleful news, which spread
terror and mourning thrnugh the whole of
Scotland, reached the Tower of Glen-
dearg, the widow of Simon, Elspeth Bry.
done Ly her family name, was alone in that
desolate habitation, excepting % hind or
two, alike past martial and agricultural la-
bour, and the helpléss widows and families
of those who had fallen with their master.
The feeling of desolation was universal ;—
but what availed it? The Monks, their
pations and proiectors, werc drivei from
their Abbey by the English forces, who
now overrunthe country, and compelled at
least an appearance of submission on the
part of the inhabitants. The Protector,
Somerset, formed a strong camp among the
ruins of the ancient Cactle of Roxburgh,
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and compelled the neighkoyring counlry to
come in, pay tribute, and take assurance
from him, as the phrase then went. In-
" deed, there was no Poyer of resistance re-
aining, andethe few bagons, whose high
spirit disdained even the apbearance of sur-
rendef, could omly retreat into the wildest

fastnesses of the country, leaving their

houses and property to the wrath of the
English, who detached parties through the
country to distress, by military exaction,
those whd¥e chiefs had not made their sub-
*mission. The Abbot and his commupity ha-
ving rctreated beyond the Forth, their lands
were scverely forayed, as their sentiments
were held peculiarly inimical to the alli-
ance with England.

Amtongst the troops detached on-this
serVice was a small party, commanded by
Stawarth Bolton, a captain in thé English
army, and full of the blunt and unpretend-
ing gallantry and generosity which has so
often distinguished the nation. Resistance
was in vain;- Elspeth Brydone, when she
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descijed a dozen, of horsemen threading
their way up the glen, with a man at their
head, whose scarlet cloak, bright armour,
and dancing plume, proclaimed him g lead-
er, saw no better protection for herself than
to issue from tie iron.grate, covered wiii
a long mourning veil, and holding one of
her two sons in each hand, to meet the
Englishman—state her deserted condition,
—vplace the little tower at his command—
and beg for his mercy. She stated, in a
few brief words, her intention, 4nd added,
« I submit, because 1 have nac means of
resistance.” .

“ And I do not ask your suomission,
mistress, from the same reason,” replied
the Englishman, ¢ To be satisfied of your
peaceful intentions is all I ask ; and, trom
what you tcll me, there is no reascn to
doubt them.”

¢ At least, sir,” said Elspeth Brydoue,
¢« take share of what our spence and our
garners afford. Your horses are tired—
your folk want refreshmgnt.”
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R  Not a whit—not a w.hit,” answere;d the
honest Englishman : « it shall never be said
we disturbed by cacousal the widow of a
. brave soldier, whilg she was mourning for
- her hasband. -—Comrad'es,faceabout.—Yet,
stay,” he addcd checking his war-horse,
¢ my parties are out m every direction ;
they must have some token that your fa-
mily are under mY assurance of safety.—
Here, my little fellow,” said he, speaking
to the eldest boy, who might be about nine
or ten yeag: old, ¢ lend me thy bonnet.”
. The child reddened, looked sulky, and
hesitated, while the mqther, with many a
%2 and nay pshaw, and such sarsenet chi-
dings as tender mothers give to spoiled
children, at length succeeded in snatching
the bonnet from him, and handing it to the
English leader. - -
Stawarth Bqlton took his embroidered red
crogs from his barret-cap, and pt.ltting it into
the loop qf the boy’s bonnet, said to the mis-
tress, (for the title of lady was not given to
dames of her degree,) “By this token, which
"E 3
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all mwv people will respect, you will be freéd
trom any importunity on .he par. of our
torayers.,” He placed it on the boy’s head ;
but it was no sooncr there, than the little
fellow, his veins swelling, and his eyes
shooting fire through tears, snatched the
bonncet from his head, and, ere his mother
could interfere, skimmed it into the brook.
The other Loy ran instantly to fish it out
2sain, threw his brother’s bonnet back to
- im, first taking out the cross, which, with
stcat veneration, he kissed, and put into
fis Sosom. The Englishman was half di-

wited, half surpriszd, with the scene.

¢ What mean ye by throwing away Suiur
{covge’s red cross ?” said he to the elder
f:ov, in a tone betwixt jest and earnest.

¢ Jecause Saint George is a snuthern
swut,” said the child sulxily.

¢t Goud—" said Stawarth Bolton. ¢ « And
what did you mean by taking it out of .the
brook again, my little fellow ? he demand.
ed of the younger.

« Because the priest says it is the com-
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mon sign of salvation to all good Chyist-
ians.”

¢ Why, gopd again !” said the honest sol-
dier. ¢ I protest unto you, mistress, I cnvy
“you tHese boys. Arc shey both yours ¥
_ Stawarth Bdlton had reason to put the
question, for Halbert Glendinning, the elder
of the, boys, hal hair as dark- as the ra-
ven’s plumage, black eyes, large, bold, and
sparkling, that glittered under eyebrows of
the same complexion; askin deep embrown-
ed, though it could not be termed swarthy,
and an air of activigy, frankness, and de-
termination far beyond his age. ©n the
other haud, Edward, the younger brother,
was light-haired, blue-cyed, and of fairer
complexion, in countenance rather palc,
and not exhibiting that rosy hue which co-
lours the sanguine cheek of robust health,
Yet the boy had nothing sickly or ill- con-
dmoned in his look, but was,” on the con-
traly i fau' and handsome child, with a
smiling face, and mild, yet cheerful eye.

The mother glanced a proud motherly
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'J
glarse, first at the one, and then at the
other, ere she answeied the Englishman,
« Surely, sir, they are both my children.”

“ And by the same father, mistress ?”
said Stawarth ; but, seeing a blush of dis-
pleasure arise cn her brow, h¢ instantly
added, ¢ Nay, I mean no offence ; I would
have asked the same question at any of my
gossips in Merry Lincoln.—Well, dame,
you have two fair boys; 1 would I could
borrow one, for Dame Bolton and I live
childlcss in our old hall.—Come, little fel-
lows, which of you will go with me ?”

The trembling wother, half.{earing as he
spoke, drew the children towards her, one
with either hand, while they both "answered
the stranger. ¢ I will not go with you,”
said Halbert boldly, ¢ for you are a false-
hearted southern ; and the southerns killed

my father; and I will war on you to the
decath, w vhen 1 can draw my fathers sword »

“ God-a mercy, my little levm bolt,”
said Stawarth, « the goodly custom of
deadly feud will never go down in thy day,
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1 presume.—And you, my fine white.head,
will yoy not go with nte, 4o ride a,cock-
horse ”
« No,” said Ldward, demurcly, ¢ for
"you ate a heretic.” °
"« Whyy Gbd-a-mercy still,” said ‘Sta-
“warth Bolton, ¢ Well,.dame, I see I shall
find nq recruits fdr my troop from you ; and
yet I do envy yow these two little chubby
knaves.” 1lc sighed a moment, as was vi-
sible, in spite of gorget and corslet, and
then addci('l, “ And yet, my dame *and I
would but quarrel which of the knaves we
should like best, for I should wish for the
black-eyed rogue—and.she, I warrant me,
for that blue-eyed, fair-haired darling. Na-
theless, we must brook our solitary wedlock,
and wish joy to those that are more fortu-
nate.—Serjeant Brittson, do thou remiin
here 1ill recalled—protect this family, as
under assurar‘;ce—do them no’wrong, and
suffer no wrong to be done to them, as
thou wilt answer it. —Dame, Brittson is a
married man, old and steady ; feed him on
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what you will, but - give him not over-muc‘h
liquor.” -
Dame Glendinning again offered refresh-
ments, but with a faultering voice, and an
obvious desire her invitation should niot be
accepted. Thz"fact was, that, supposing
her boys as precious in the eyes of the Eng-
lishman as in her own, (the most ordinary
of parental errors,) she was half afraid, that
the admiration he expressed of them in his
blunt manner might end in his actually
carrying off one or other of the little dar-
lings which he appeated to covet so much.
She kept hold of their hands, therefore, as
if her feeble strength could have been,.o¥
service, had any violence been intended,
and saw, with joy she could not disguise,
the little party of horse countermarch, in
order to descend the glen. Her feelings
did not escape Stawarth Bolton. ¢ I for-
give you, dame,” he said, ¢ for being sus-
picious that an English falcon was hovering
over your Scottish moor-brood. But fear
not—those who have fewest children have
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fewest cares; nor does a wise man covet
those of*ahother household.” Adleu, dame;
when the blatk-eyed rogue is able to drive
.a foray from Englapd, teach him to spare
‘women and clildren, for thc sake of Sta.
varth Bolton.”

“ God be with you,” gdllunt southern,”
said IMspeth Glendmmng but not till he
was out of hearing, spurring on his good
horse to regain the head of his party, whose
plumage and armour was now glancing and
gradually gisappearing in the distance, as
whey winded down thre glen.

¢« Mother,” said the klder boy, < I will
HdESLy amen 1o a prayer for a southern.”

«¢ Mother,” said the younger, more reve-
rentially, ¢¢is it right to pray for a heretic

“ The God td whom I pray only knows,”
answered poor Llspeth; ¢ but these two
words, southern and heretic, Elave- already
cost Scotland ten thousand of her best and
bravest, and me a husband, and you a fa-
ther ; and, whether blessing or banning,-1
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never wish to hear them more.—Follow me
to the Place, sir,” she said to WBrittson,
« and such as we have to offer you shall be
at your disposal.”
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CHAPTEX I11.”
. [ ]

They lighted down on T'weed water,
And blew their couls sae het,
And fired the March and Teviotdale;
All in an eveniyg late.
Auld Maitland.

THE report soon spread through the pa-
trimony of Saint Mary’s and its vicisity,
that the M#tress of Glendearg had recei-
ved assurance from the Lngllsh Captainy and
that her catsle were not tb be driven off, or
her ¢orn butned. Among others who heard
this report, it reached the ears of a lady,
who, once much higher in rank than Elspeth
Glendinning, was now by the same calas
mity reduced to even greater misfortune.

She was the widow of a brave soldier,
Walter Avertel, descended of a very ancient
Border fanrily, who once possessed immense
"estates in Eskdale. These had long since
Passed from them intqQ'other hands, but they
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stlll enjoyed anancint Barony of consi-
derable extent, not very far from the pa-
trimony of Saint Mary s, and lymg upon the
same side of the river with the narrow vale
of‘Glendearg, at the head of which was the
little tower of the Glendinnings. Hére
they had lived, bearing u respectable rank
amongst the gentry of their province, though
neither wealthy nor powerful. This general
regard had been much augmented by the
skill; courage, and enterprize which had
been displayed by Walter Avehel, the last
Baroa.

When Scotland began to recover from the
dreadful shock she had sustained after the
battle of Pinkie-Cleuch, Avenel was one of
the first who, assembling a small force, set
an example in'these bloody and unsparing
skirmishes, which shewed that a ‘nation,
thougfl coniquered and overrun by invaders,
may yet wage against them such a war of
detail as shall in the end becoine fatal to
the foreigners. In one of these, however,
Walter Avenel fell, ‘and the.news which
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came to the house of his fathers was follow-
ed by the digtracting intelligence,’ that a
party of Englishmen were coming to plun-
der the house and linds of ¥is widow, in
order by this act of terror ta prevent others
trom following the example of the deceased.
The unfortunate lady had no-better re-

. fuge than the misesable cottage of a shep-
herd among the hills, to which she was has-
tily removed, scarce conscious where or for
what purpose her terrified attendants «vere
removing fer and her ipfant daughter from
. hér own house. Here sh¢ was tendeds with
all the duteous service of ancient times
by the shepherd’s wife, Tibb Tacket, who
in better days had been her own bower-wo-
man. For a time, the lady was unconscious
of her misery; but when ‘the first stun-
ning efiect of grief was so far passed away
. that she could form an estimite of her
‘own situation, the widow of Avenel had
cause to envy the lot of her husband in his

"dark and silent asylum. The domestics
who had guided her ¢0 her place of refuge,
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were presently obligad to disperse to con-
sult for their own safety, or to seek for ne-
cessary subsistence, and the shepherd and
his wife, whdre poor cottageshe shared, were
soon after deprived of the weans of afford-
ing their late mistress even that coarse st
tenance which they had gladly shared with
her. Some of the English foragers had dis-
covered and driven off the few sheep which
had escaped the first researches of their ava-
rice. Two cows shared the fate of the rem-
nant of their stock ; they had «Jorded the
family almost their sole support, and ncw
famine appeared to stare them in the face.
¢« We are broken and beggared néw, out
and out,” said old Martin the Shepherd—
and he wrung his hands in the bitterness of
.agony, * the thieves, the harrying thicves!
not a cloot left of the hail hirsel !” «

« And to see poor Grizzy and Crumbie,”
said his wife, ¢ turning back-their 1ecks’
to the byre, and routing while-the stony-
hearted villains were broggmg them on*
wi’ their lances !”
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‘« There were but, four. of them,” said
Maltm, ®and. I have secn the day forty
wad not have® ventured this length. But
.our strength and manhood i””gane with
our puir mgisteg.”

¢ For the sake of the hofy rood, whlsht
man,” said the goqdwife, * gur leddy is half
gane alfeady, as ye may see by that fleigh-
tering of the ce-lid—a word mair and she’s
dead outright.”

I could almost wish,” said Martin, ¢ we
were &’ gage, for what to do passes my
puir wit. I care littlé for mysel, or you,
Tibb,—we can make a fend—work or want
—wt*can do baith, but she can do nei-

‘ther.”

They canvassed their situation thus open.
ly before the lady, convinced by the pale.
ness of her look, her quivering lip and
dead-set eye, that she neither heard nor un-
derstood what they were saying.

« There is a way,” said the shepherd,
~* but I kenna if she could bring her heart
to it,—there’s Simon Glendinning’s widow
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of the glen yonder, has had assurance frem
the southern loons, and nae soldier to steer
them for one cause or other. Now, if the
leddie couid bow her mind to take quarters
with Elspeth Glendmmng till better days
cast up, nae doubt it wad be doing an ho-_
nour to the like of her, but”

<« An honour ?” answered Tibb, ‘¢ay, by
my word, sic an honour as wad be pride to
her kin mony a lang ycar after her banes
were in the mould. Oh! gudeman, to hear
ye even the Lady of Avenel, to seeking
quarters wi’ a Kirk.vassal’s widow !>

s 'Loth should_I be to wish her to it,”
said Martin ; ¢ but what may we dr >—*o
stay here is mere starvation ; and where to
go, I'm sure I ken nae mair than ony tup I
ever herded.”
o« Speak no more of it,” said the widow
of Avenel, suddenly joining in the conver-
sation, ¢ I will go to the Tower.—Dame
Elspeth is of good folk, 3 widow, and the
mother of orphans,—she will give us house,_
room until something be thought upon.
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These evil showers make the low bush bet-
ter than mo'beild.” * - .

w ¢ See there, see there,” sald Martm,
¢ you sec the leddy has twice guf sense.”
"« And natural it is,” s3id Tibb, « seeing
that she is tonvent.bred, afd can lay silk
brmdery, forbye white -seam and shell-
work.” *

« Do you not think,” said the lady to
Martin, still clasping her child to her bosom,
and making it clear from what motives she
desired the ref'uge, ¢« that Dame Glendin-
ning will make us welceme.”

“ Blythely welcome, biythely welcome,
my leddy,” dnswered Martin cheerily, *“and

/¥e will deserve a welcome at her hand. Men
are scarce now, my leddy, with these wars,
and gi¢ me a thought of time to it, I can
do as gude a day’s darg as ever I did in my
life, and Tibb can sort cows with ony li-
ving woman.”

L« And muckle mair could I do,” said
leb « were it in ony feasible house ; but
‘there will be neither pearlins to mend, nor
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pinners to busk up in Elspeth Glendin-
ning’s.” ) v

¢ Whisht wi’ your pride, woman,” said -
the shepnerd ; * eneugh ye can do, baith
ontside and inside, an ye set your mind to
it ; and hard It is if we twa canna work far .
threefolks’meat,iorbye my dainty wee leddy
there. Come awa, come awa, nze use in
staying here langer; wehave five Scots miles
over moss and muir, and that is nae easy
walk for a leddy born and bred.”

Household stuff’ there was little or none
o remove or care for ; an old poney which
had escaped the plunderers, owing partly’
to its pitiful appearance, partly f--m the
reluctance which it shewed to be caughi
by strangers, was employed to carry the
few blankets, and other trifles which they
possessed. When Shagram came to his
master’s well-known whistle, he was sur-
prised to find the poor thing had been
wounded, though slightly, by an arrow,
which one of the forayers had shot off ig,
anger after he had long chased it in vain.

11
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« Ay, Shagram,” said the old man as he
‘applied something to the wound, ¢, must
you rue the lang-bow as weel as. a}} of us?”

¢ What corner ia Scotland}; &3 it not ?”

“said the Lady of Avenel.

o Ay, 2y, madam,” said Martin, * God
keep the kindly Scot fsom the cloth-yard
shaft, and he will keep himself from the
handy stroke. But let us go our way ; the
trash that is left I can come back for. There
is nae ane to stir it but the good neighbours,
and they ” -

« For the love of God, goodman,” said
fiis wife in a remonstrating tove, ¢ haud
your peact ! Think what yc’re saying, and
we hae sae muckle wild land to go over
before we win to the girth gate.”

The husband nodded acquiescence; for it
was deemed highly 1mprudent to spcak of
the Tairies either by their title of good neigh-
bours or by any other, especially when
about to pass the places which they were
supposed ‘to haunt.

They set forward on their pilgrimage on
VOL. I -+ *F




122 THE MONASERY.

the last day of October. ¢ This is thy birth-
day, my sweet Mary,” said the mother, as a
sting of bitter recollection crossed her mind.
¢ Oh, who-.could have believed that the
head, which, 3 few years smce, was cradled
amongst s0 manyrejoicing friends, may per-_
haps this night seek a cover in vain !

The exiled family then set forward.
Mary Avenel, a lovely little girl between
five and six years old, riding gipsey fashion
upon Shagram, betwixt two bundles of bed-
ding3 the Lady of Avenel walking by the
animal’s side ; Tibb leading the bridle, and
old Martin walkinz a little before, looking
anxiously areund him to explore the way.

Martin’s task as guide, after two or three
miles walking, became more difficult than
he himself had expected, or than he was
willing to avow. It happened that the ex-
tensive, range of pasturage, with which he
was conversant, lay to the west, and to get
into the little valley of Glendearg” he was
to proceed easterly. In the wilder districts
of Scotland, the passage from one vale to



THE MONASTERY. 123

.another, otherwise than by descending that
which you leave, and reascending theother,
is often very difficult. Heights gnd hol-

_lows, mosses and rocks interycae, and all

.those local 1mped1menfs which throw a tra.
veller out of his course. *So that Martin,
however sure of his general direction, be-
came eonscious, and at length was forced
reluctantly to admit, that he had missed the
direct road to Glendearg, though he insist-
ed they must be very near it. * If we can
but win across this wide bog,” he said,
s« I shall warrant ye are on the top of the
tower.”

Rag to:get across the bog was a point
of no small difficulty. The farther they
ventured into it, though proceeding with
all the caution which Martin’s experi-
ence recommended, the more unsound the
groun.d became, until, after thgy had pass-
ed some places of great peril, their best
argument for going forward came to be,
that they had to encounter equal danger
in returning.
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The Lady of Avenel had been tenderly
nurtured, but What will not a woman ‘en-
dure wren her child is in danger? Com-
plaining ]é'a*' of the ddngers of the road
than her attendants, who had been inured
to such from their infancy, she kept herself
close by the side of‘the poncy, watching its
every footstep, and ready, when it waz about
to flounder in the moras$, to snatch her lit-
tle Mary from its back.

At length they came to a place where the
guide greatly hesitated, for all around him
was broken lumps of heath, divided from
each other by dee|s sloughs of black tena-
cious mire. After great consideration, Mar-
tin, selccting what he thought the safest
path, began himself to lead forward Sha-
gram, in order to afford greater security to
the child, But Shagram snorted, laid his
ears back, stretched his two feet forward,
and drew his hind feet under him, so as to
adopt the best possible posture for obstinate
resistance, and refused to move one yard in
the direction indicated. Old Martin, much
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. puzzled, now hesitated whether to exert his
absolute authority, or to defer to the con-
tumacious obstinacy of Shagram, and was
not greatly comforted by his wuie’s observa-
tion, who, seging Shagram stare with, his
eyes, distend his nostrils, 4nd tremble with
terror, hinted that ¢ lte surely saw more
than they could see.”

In this dilemma, the child suddenly ex-
claimed—¢ Bonny ladie signs to us to
come yon gate.” They all looked in the
direction where the child pointed, but
.saw nothing, save a*wreath of rising mist,
which fancy might fogm into a hdman fi-
gura ; bat which afforded to Martin only
the sorrowful conviction, that the danger
of their situation was about to be increased
by = heavy fog. He once, more essayed to
lead forward Shagram ; but the animal was
inflexible to its determination not to move
in, the direction Martin recommended.
‘¢ Take your awn way for it then,” said

Martin, « and let us see what you can do
for us.”



126 THE MONASTERY.

Shagram, abandoned to the discretion of
his own free will, set off boldly in'the direc-
tion theittle girl had pointed. Therewasno.
thing wondesful in this, nor in its bripging
them safe to the other side of the danger-
ous morass ; fof the instinct of these ani-
mals in traversing bogs is one of the most
curious parts of their nature, and is'a fact
generally established. But it was remark-
able, that the child more than once men-
tioned the beautiful lady and her signals,
and that Shagram seemed to be jn the se-
cret, always moving in the same direction
which she indicate¢. The lady took little
notice at the time, her mind beirg proba-
bly occupied by the instant danger; but
her faithful attendants changed expressive
looks with each other more ‘than once.

« All-Hallow Eve! said Tibby, ir a
whisper to Martin.

« For the mercy of Our Lady, not a werd
of that now,” said Martin in reply. ¢« Tell
your beads, woman, if you cannot be si-
lent.”
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When they got once more on firm ground,
Martin ‘récognized vcertixin“land-mar,ks, or
cairns, on the tops ofneighbouringhills, by

. which he was enabled to guidc his course,
and ere long they arrived at the Tower of
Glendearé. ..

It was at the sight of this little fortalice
that the misery of her lot pressed hard on
the poor Lady of Avencl. When by any
accident they had met at church, market,
or other place of public resort, she remem-
bered the distant and respectful air with
which the wife of the warlike baron was
addressed by the spquse of the humble
feuar., And now, so much was her pride
humbled, that she was to ask to share the
precarious satety of the same feuar’s widow,
and-her pittance of food, which might per-
haps be yet more precarious. Martin proba-
bly guessed what was passing in her mind,
for he looked at her with a wistful glance,
as if to deprecate any change of resolation ;
and answering to his looks, rather than his
words, s!xe said, while the sparkle of sub-



128 THE MONASTERY.

dued pride once more¢ glanced from her
eye, ‘¢ If it were for myself alone, T could
but die-xbut for this infant—tlie last pledge
of Avenel”= , .

« True, my lady,” said Martin hastily;
and, as if to prevent the possibility of her
retracting, he added, ¢ 1 will step and see
Dame Elspeth—I kenn’d her husband weel,
and have bought and sold with him, for as
great a man as he was.”

Martin’s tale was soon told, and met all
acceptance from her companion in misfor-
tune. The Lady of Avenel had been meek
and courteous in hek prosperity ; in adver-
sity, therefore, she met with the greater
sympathy. Besides, there was a point of
pride in sheltering and supporting a wo-
man of such superior birth and rank. And
not to do Llspeth Glendinning injustice,
she felt sympathy for a woman whose fate
resembled her own in so many parts, yet
was so much more severe. Every species of
hospitality was gladly and respectfully ex-
tended to the distressed travellers, and they
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were kindly requested .to stay as long at
Glendearg as their circumstances Vndered
necessary, or their Inclination prompted.

F2
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CHAPTER IV.’

Xe¢'er be I found by thee unawed,

On that thrice hallow’d eve abroad,

When goblins haunt from flood and fen,
The steps of wen.
CoLrins's Ode to Fears

As the country became more settled,
the lady would have willingly returned to
her husband’s mansion. But that was no
longer in her power. It was a reign of mi-
nority, when the strongest had the best
right, and when acts of usurpation were fre-
quent amongst those who had much power
and little conscience. .

Juliant Avenel, the younger brother of
the deceased Walter, was a person of shis
description. He hesitated not to seize up-
on his brother’s house and lands, so soon as
the retreat of the English permitted him. At

8
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first, he occupied the prpperty in the name
of his‘niece, but when the lady lyoposed
to return with her ehild to the ménsion of
its fathers, he gav:c her to understand that
Avenel, being a male fief, descended to the
brother, instead of the ‘daughter, of the
last possessor.  The ‘antient philosopher
declihed a dispute with the emperor who
commanded twe.nty legions, and the wi.
dow of Walter Avenel was in no condition
to maintain a contest with the leader of
twenty moss-troopers. Julian was also a
» man of service, who could back a friend in
case of need, and wab sure, therefore, to
find pretectors among the ruling powers.
In short, however clear the little Mary’s
right to the possessions of her father, her
mother saw the necessity.of giving way, at
least for the time, to the usurpation of her
uncle.
oHer patience and forbearance was so far
attended with advantage, that Julian, for
very shame’s sake, could no longer suffer
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her to be absolutely dependent on the cha.
rity of . Elspeth Glendinning. A drove of
cattle atd a bull, (which were probably
missed by some English.farmer,) were sent
to the pastures of Glendearg; presents of
raiment and hcusehold stuff were sent libe-
rally, and some littie money, though with
a more sparing hand ; for those in tne si-
tuation of Julian Averiel could come more
easily by the goods represented, than the
representing medium of value, and made
their payments chiefly in kind.

In the meantime, tiie widows of Walter
Avenel and Simon',Glendinning had be-
come habituated to each others society, and
were unwilling to part. The lady could
hope no more secret and secure residence
than in the Tower of Glendearg, and she
was now in a condition to support ber
share of the mutual house-keeping. El-
speth, on the other hand, felt pride, as well
as pleasure, in the society of a guest of
such distinction, and was at all times will-
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ing to pay much greater deference than
the Lady of Walter Avenel could be pre-
vailed on to accept

Martin and his wife diligently served the
-united fapilyein their several vocations,
and yielded obedience to both mistresses,
though always considering themselves as
the especial servants of the Lady of Ave-
nel. This distinction sometimes occasioned
a slight degree of difference between Dame
Elspeth and Tibb ; the former being jea-
lous of her own consequence, and the lat-
ter apt to lay too much stress upon the
rank and family of her fistress. But both
were alike desirous to conceal such petty
squabbles from the lady, her hostess scarce
yielding to her old domestic in respect for
her person. Neither did the difference ex-
ist dn,such a degree as to interrupt the
general harmeny of the family, for the one
wisely gave way as she saw the other be-
come warm ; and Tibb, though she often
gave the first provocation, had generally
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the sense to be the-first in relinquishing
the avgument.

The world which’ lay beyond was gra-
dually forgotten by the inhabitants of this
séquestered glen, and unless when she at-
tended mass at the Monastery Church
upon some high holiday. Alice of Avenel
almost forgot that she once held an equal
rank with the proud wives of the neighbour-
ing barons and nobles who on such occa-
sions crowded to the solemnity. The recol-
lection gave her little pain. She loved her
husband for himself, and in his inestimab'e
loss all lesser subjects of regret had lost
the power of interesting her. - At times,
indeed, she thought of claiming the pro-
tection of the Queen Regent (Mary of
Guise) for her little orphan, but the fear of
Julian Avenel always came between. - She
was sensible that he would have neither
scruple nor difficulty in spiviting away
the child, (if he did not proceed farther,)
should he once consider its existence as
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formidable to his interest.. Besides, he was
a wild liver, mmglmg in all feuds and fo-
rays, wherever there’ was a spear to be
broken ; he evincedano purpose of marry-
ing, and the fate which he continually was
braving might at length remcve him from
his usurped inherjtance. * Alice of Avenel,
therefore, judged it wise to check all am-
‘bitious thoughts for the present, and re-
main quiet in the rude, but peaceable re-
treat, to which Providence had conducted
her. v
« It was upon an All-Hallow’s Eve, when
the family had resided together for nearly
three years, that the domestic circle was
assembled round the blazing turf fire, in
the old narrow hall of the Tower of Glen-
dearg: The idea of the master or mistregs
of the mansion feeding or living apart from
their domestics, was at this period never
- entestaineds The highest end of the board,
the most commodious settle by the fire,—
‘these were the only marks of distinction ;
and the servants mingled with deference in.
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deed, but unreproved and with freedom, in
whatever conversation was going forward.
But the two or three domestics, kept mere-
ly for agricultural pur,i)oscs, had retired to
their own cottages without; and with them
a couple or wenches, usually employed
within doors, the daughters of one of the
hinds.

After their departure, Martin locked,
first, the iron grate; and, secondly, the in-
ner door of the tower, when the domestic
circle was thus arranged. Dame Elspeth
sate pulling the thread from her distaff;
Tibb watched the progress of scalding the
whey, which hung in a large pct upon the
crook, a chain terminated by a hook, which
was suspended in the chimney to serve
the purpose of the modern crane.” Mar-
tin, while busied in repairing some.of the
houschold, articles, (for every man in these
days was his own carpenter and smith, as
well as his own tailor and shoemaker,) kept
from time to time a watchful eye upon the
three children.
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- They were allowed, hawever, to exer-
cise theif juvenile restlessness by rurning
up and down the hall; behind the seats of
the clder members of the family, with the
privilege of occasnonally rmkmg excur-
sions into onc or two small apartments
which opened from it, and ‘gave excellent
opportinity to play at hide-and-seck. This
night, however, the children secmed not dis-
poscd to avail themselves of their privilege
of visiting these dark regions, but prefer-
red carrying on their gambols in the vici-
nity of the light. )
In the mean while, Alice of Avenel site
ting close to an iron candlestick, which
supported a mis-shapen torch of domestic
manufacture, read small detached passages
from a thick clasped volume, which she
preserved with the greatest care. The art
of reading, the lady had acquired by her
-residgnce in a nunnery during her youth,
“but she seJdom, of late years, put it to any
other usc than perusing this little volume,
which formed her whole library. The fa-
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mily listened to the portions which she se-
lected, as to some good thing which there
was a merit in hearing with respect, whe-
ther it was fully understood or no. To
her daughter, Alice of Avenel had deter-
mined to impart their mystery more fully,
but the knowledge was at that period at-
tended with personal danger, and was not
rashly to be trusted to a child.

The noise of the remping children inter-
rupted, from time to time, the voice of the
lady, and drew on the noisy culprits the re-
buke of Elspeth,

¢ Could they not go farther a-field, if
they behoved needs to make such din, and
disturb the lady’s good words?” And this
command was backed with the threat of
sending the whole party to bed if it was not
attended to punctually. Acting under the
injunetion, the children first played at a
greater distance from the party, and more
quietly, and then began to stray into the
adjacent apartments, as they became impa-
tient of the restraint to which they were.
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subjec‘ed. But, all a¢ once, the two boys
cameé opén-mouthed into the hall, to tell
that there was &n armed man in the spence,
.« Itymust be Chrigtie of Clint-hill,” said
Martin, rising ;, ¢ what can have brought
him here at this time ?”
¢ Or how came he in?” daid Elspeth.
¢ Alas, what can he seek ” said the Lady
of Avenel, to whom this man, a retainer of
her husband’s brother, and who sometimes
executed his commissions at Glendearg, was
an object of secret apprehension and sfxspi—
cipn, ¢ Gracious hedvens!” she added,
rising up, ¢ where is my:child ?” All rush-
cd to the spence, Halbert Glendinning
first arming himself with a rusty sword,
.and the younger seizing upon the lady’s
book. They hastened to the spence, and
were, relieved of a part of their anxiety by
meeting Mary,at the door of the -apart-
'.ment, * She.did not seem in the slightest
degree alarmed, or disturbed. They rush-
ed into the spence, (a sort of interior apart-
ment in which the family eat their victuals
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in the summer seasan), but there was ne
one there. '
¢ Where is Christie of Clint-hill ?” said
Martin. ,
« % I do not know,” said little Mary; ¢« I
never saw him.”

DJ

¢ And what made you, ye mislcard
loons,” said Dame Elspeth to her two
boys, ¢ come yon gate into the ha?’, roar-
ing like bull-segs, to frighten the leddy,
and her far frae strong?” The boys looked
at each other in silence and confusion, and
their mother proceeded with her lecture.
« Could ye find tnae night for daffin but
Hallowe’en, and nac time but when the
leddy was reading to us about the holy
Saints? May ne’er be in my fingers, if I
dinna sort ye baith for it !” The eldcst boy
bent his eyes on the ground, the younger
began: to weep, but neither spoke; and
their mother would have proceeded 1o ex-.
tremities, but for the interposition of the
little maiden.



» THE MONASTERY, 141

> . ¢ Dame Elspeth, if was my fault—1I did
say to thém, that I saw & man in the
spence.” * ’

.. “ Apd what madeyou do so, child,” said
her mother, ¢ to startle iis all thus ?”

« Because,” said Mary, * lowering her
voice, ¢ I could not helpr it

< Not help it, "Mary !—you occasioned
all this idle noise, dnd you could not help
it ? How mean you by that, minion ?”

¢ There really was an armed man in this
spence,” said Mary 3 ¢ and because I' was
surprised to see him, I cried out to Hal-
bert and Edward” : '

« She hés told it herself,” said Halbert
Glendinning ; “ or it had never been told
by me.”

.4 Nor by me reither,” said Edward emu.
lously. '

« Mistress Mary,” said Elspeth, ¢“younever

.told us any thing before that was not true ;
tell us if this was a Hallowe’en cantrip, and
make an end of it.” The Lady of Avenel
looked as if she would have interfered, but
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knew not how ; and Elspeth, who was tqo
eagerly curious to regard any distant hint,
persevered in her -enquiries. ¢ Was it
Christie of Clint-hill /—I would not for a
raark that he were about the house, and
a body no ken whare.”

¢« It was not Christie,” said Mary; it
was—it was a gentleman—a gintleman
with a bright breast-piate, like what I hae
seen langsyne, when we dwelt at Ave-
nel”—

¢ What like was he ?” continued Tibbie,
who now took share in the investigation,

« Black-haired; black-eyed, with a peak.
ed black beard,” said the child, “ and
many a fold of pearling round his neck,
and hanging down his breast ower his
breast-plate ; and he hada beautifu' hawk,
with silver bells, standing on his left hand,
with 2 crimson silk hood upon its head”—

¢ Ask her no more questjons, for the
love of God,” said the anxious menial to
Elspeth, < but look to my leddy!” But
the Lady of Avenel, taking Mary in he
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~hand, turned hastily away, and walking
- into the hall, gave them no cpportunity of
remarking in what manner she received the
child’s communication, which she thus cut
“short.  What Tibb thought of it appeared
from her crossmg herself repeatedly, and
whispering into Elspeth’s ear, ¢ Saint Mary
preservesus '—the‘lassie has seen her fa-
ther ” y

When they reached the hall, they found

the lady holding her daughter on her knee,

"and kissing her repeatedly. When they
entered, she again arose, as to shun obser.
va{ion, and retired to the little apartinent
where her child and she occupied the same
bed.

The boys were also sent to their cabin,
and no,one remained by the hall fire save
the falthtul ‘Tibb and Dame Elspeth excel.
lent persons both, and as thorou0h gossips

-as ever waggpd a tongue.
It was But natural that they should in-
“stantly resume the subject of the superna.
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tural appearance, for such they deemed it,
which had this night alarmed the family.

¢ 1 could hae wished it had been the
de’il himself—be good to and preserve us!
—rather than Christie o the Clint-hill,”
sald the matren of the mamlon,  for the
wor] runs rife in the country, that he is
ane of the maist masterfu’ thievesever lap
on horse.”

¢ Hout-tout, Dame Elspeth,” said Tibb,
« fear yc naething frae Christie ; tods kcep
their ain holes clean. You kirk-folk make
sic a fasherie about men shifting a wee
bit for their liying! Our Border- lairds
would ride with few men at their back,
if & the light-handed lads were out o
gate.”

¢ Better they rade wi’ nane than distress
the country- side the gate they do,” said
Dame Elspeth, ’

« But wha is to haud back the Southron
then,” said Tibb, <« if ye take away the
lances and broad-swords? I trow we auld*

12
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» wives couldna do that wi’ rock and wheel,
and as little the monks wi’ bell and book.”
« And sac weel gs the lances and broad-
.swords hae kept them back, T trow !—I was
-mair beholdensto ae Southlon, and that was
Srawarth Bolton, tl n to 2 the Border.ri-
ders cver wore Saint Andrew’s cross—I
rechen? thelr skelping back and forward,
:nd wfting honest niew’s gear, has been a
main cavse of &' the breach between us and
Fngland, and Iam sure that cost me a kind
zood man. They speak about the wedding
qf the Prince and onr Quecn, but it’s as like
to be the driving of the3Cumberland folk’s
stocking that breught them down on us
like dragons.”  Tibb would not have fail
ed in other circumstances to answer what
she thought reflections disparaging to her
country-folk ; but she recollected that
Dame Elspeth, was mistress of the family,
. curhpd her own zealous patriotism, and
hastened to change the subject.
¢ And is it not strange;” she said, « that
VOL. I. .G
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the heiress of Avenel should hae seen her
father this blessed night 2

¢ And yc think it was her father then,”
said Elspeth Glendinnir.g.

¢ What else can I think ?” said Tibb.
"« It may have been something waur, in
kis likeness,” said Dame (Glendinning.

¢ 1 ken nacthing about that,” said Tibb,
—¢ but his likeness it was, that I will be
sworn to, just as he used to ride out a hawk-
ing ;.for having encmies in the country, he
seldom laid off the breast-plate; and, for
my pari,” added Tibb, ¢ I dinna think 1
man looks like a man unless he hgs s.eel on
his breast and by his side too.”

« 1 have no skill of your harness on
breast or side either,” said Dame Glendin-
ning; * but I ken there is little luck in
Hallowe’en sights, for I have had ane my-
sell.” ,

¢« Indeed, Dame Elspet ?” said old Tibb,
cdging her stool closer to the huge elbow-
chair occupied by her friend, ¢ I should
like to hear about thai.”
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i Xe maun ken then,-Tibb,” said Dame
G]endmmng, “ that when I was a hempie
of ninetecn or twenty, it wasna my fault
if I*wasna at a’ she erry-makings time
about.” . e . )

« That was very matural,” said Tibb ;
“ but ye hae gobered since that, or ye
wadna haud our hraw gallants sae lightly.”

¢ I have had that wad sober me or ony
ane,” said the matron. ¢« Aweel, Tibb, a
Jass like me wasna to lack wooers,.for 1
wasna sae ill favoured that the tikes wad
bark after me.”

s« How should that bt,” said leb “and
you sic a weel-favoured woman to this
day ?”

¢ Tie, fic, cummer,” said the matron of
Gleridearg, hitching her seéat of honour,.n
her tyrn, a little nearer to the cuttie-stool
on which Tibb was seated; ¢ weel-favour.
ed js past my time of day; but I might
pass then, for 1 wasna sae tocherless but
what I had a bitland at my breast-lace. My
father was portioner of Littledearg.”

13
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¢t Ye hae tell’d me thatbefore,” said Tibb;
‘ but anent the Hallowe’en.”

¢ Aweel, aweel, I had mair joes than
ane, but I favoured nane o’ them ; and sae,
at Hallowe’en, Father Nicolas.the cellarer—
he was cellarer ‘before this father, Father
Clement, that now is—was cracking his
nuts and drinking his brown beer with us,
and as blythe as might be, and they would
have me try a cantrip to ken wha suld
wed me ; and the Monk said there was nae
ill in it, and if there was, he would assoil
me for it. And wha but I into the barn
to winnow my three weights o’ naething—
sair, sair my mind misgave me for fear of
wrang-doing and wrang-suffering baith ;
but I had aye a bauld spirit. 1 had not
winnowed the dast weight clean outy and
the moon was shining bright upon the
floor, when in stalked the presence of my
dear Simon Glendinning, that is now hap-
py- I never saw him plainer in my life
than I did that raoment; he held up an
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arrow as he passed me, and I swarf’d awa’
wi fright. Muckle wark there was to bring
me to myscl again, <and sair they tried to
makg me Dbelieve i:L was a trick of Father
Nicolas ami Simon between them, and that
the arrow was o signify €upid’s shaft, as
the Father called it; and -mony a time Si-
mon wad threep it to me after I was mar-
ried—gude man, he liked not it should be
said that he was seen out o' the body !—But
mark the end o’ it, Tilbh ; we were married,
and the grey-goosc wing was the déath o’
nim, after a.” .

« As it has been of.cwer mony brave
men,” said Tibh; ¢ I wish therc wasna
sic a bird as a goose in the wide warld, for-
bye the clecking that we hac at the burn-
side.”

“ But tell me, Tibb,” saAd Dame Glen-
dmnmg, “ what does your leddy aye do
reading on, 1hat thick black book wi’ the sil-
ver clasps?—there are ower mony gude
words i it to come frae ony body but a
priest—An’ it were,about Robin Hood, or
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some o’ David Lindsay’s ballants, ane wad
ken better what to say to it. I am no mis-
doubting your mistress nae way, but I wad
like ill to hae a decent 'house haunted wi’
ghaists and gyre carlins.”

“ Ye hae nae reason to doubt my leddy,
or ony thing she says or does, Dame Glen-
dinning,” said the faithful Tibb, something
offended ; ¢ and touching the bairn, it's
weel ken’d she was born on Hallowe’en,
was nine years gane, and they that are born
on Hallowe’en whiles see mair than ither
folk.”

« And that wad L2 the cause, then, that
the bairn didna mak muckie din ahout what
it saw—if it had been my Halbert himself,
forbye Edward, who is of softer nature, he
wad hae yammered the hail night of a con-.
stancy. But it’s like Mistress Mary has sic
sights mair natural to her.” |

<t That may weel be,” said Tipb ; ¢ for
on Hallowe’en she was born, as I tell ye,
and our auld parish priest wad fain hae had
the night ower, and All-Hallow day begun.
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But for a’ that, the sweet bairn is just like
ither bAirns, as ye may see yoursel ; and ex-
cept this blessed m'uht, and ance before
wheg we were m that weary bog on the
road here, 1 kcnna tifat it saw mair than
ither folk.” .

¢ But what saw she irr the bog, then,” said
Dame Glendinhing, * forbye moor.cocks
and heather-blutfers ?”

« The wean saw something like a whitc
leddy that weised us the gate,” said Tibb,
< when we were like to hac perished in the
moss-haggs—certain® it was that Shagram
reisted, and I ken Martin thinks®he saw
something.”

¢ And what might the white leddy be ?*
said Elspeth; « have ye ony guess o’ that ?”
. ¢ Tt’s weel ken’d that, Damne Elspeth,”said
Tibb; < if ye had lived under grit folk, as
1 haé dune, ,ye wadna be to seek in that
matter.”

“ I hae aye keepit my ain ha’ house
abune my head,” said Elspeth not without
emphasis, «and if I havena lived wi’ grit
folk, grit-folk have lived wi’ me.”
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“ Weel, weel, dame,” said Tibb, ¢ your
pardon’s prayed, there was nae offence
meant. But ye maua ken tne great an.
cient familics canna be just served w¥ the
ordinary saunts, (praise to them) like Saunt
Anthony, Saunt Cutlibert, and the like, that
come and gang at-cvery sinner’s bidding,
but they hac a sort of saunts or angtls, or
what not, to themscls; and as for the
White Maiden of Avencl, she is ken’d ower
the haill country. And slhc isaye scen to
yammer and wail before ony o" them dies,
as was wel ken’d by twenty folk before the
death of Walter Avrnel, haly be his cast !”

« If she can do nae mair than that,”
said Elspeth somewbat scornfully, « they
necdna make mony vows to her I trow.
Can she make nae better fend for them
than that, and has naething better to do
than wait on them ?”

“ Mony braw scrvices can the White
Maiden do for them to the boot of that,
and hais dune in the auld historics,” said
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Tibb, ¢ but I mind-o’ naething in my day,
except it was-her that the bairn saw in the
bog.”

“eAweel, aweeJ Tibbie,” said Dame
Glendinigng,erising and llgh ting the iron
lamp, ¢ these are great pl ivileges of your
trland folks. Byt Our Lady and Saint Paul
are good enough saunis for me, and I'se
warrant them never leave me in a bog that
they can help me out o, secing I send four
waxcn candles to their chapels every, Can-
dlemas ; and if they are not seen to weep
at my death, I'se warrant them smilg at my
joyful rising again, whk Heaven send to
all of us, Amen.”

“ Amen,” answered Tibbic devoutly;
“and now it’s time I shounld hap up the wee
bit gathering turf, as the fice is ower low.”

Busily she set herself to perform this
duty. The relict of Simon Glendinning did
but, pause 3 moment to cast a heedful and
cautious glance all around the hall, to see
that nothing was out of" its proper place;

G2
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then wishing Tibbie goud. night, she retired
to her repose.

« The de’il’s in the carline,” said Tibb to
herself, ¢¢ because she war the wife ofa cock-
laird, she thinks herself graader. I trow,
than the bower-woman of a lady of that ilk.”
Having given vent to her suppressed spleen
in this little ejaculation, Tibb also betook
herself to slumber.
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"CHADPTER oV.

A prigst, ye cry, a priest !—lame shepherds they,
How shall they gather in the straggling flock ?
Dumb dogs which bark not—how shall they compel
The loitering vagrants to the Master’s fold ?
Fitter to bask before the blazing fire,
And snuft' the mess neat-handed Phillis dresses, ,
Than on the snow-wreath battle with the wolf.
B Reformation.

Tue health of the Lady of Avencl had
been gradually decaying ever since her
disaster. It seemed, as if the few years
which followed her husband’s dcath had
done on her the work of half a century.
She lost the fresh elasticity of form, the
colour and the mien of health and be-
came wasted, wan, and feeble. She ap-
peared to have no formed complaint ; yet
it was evident to those who looked on her,
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that her strength .waned daily. Her lips
at length became blanched and her eye
dim ; yet she spoke not of any desire to
see a priest, until Llspeth Glendinning in
her zeal could not refrain fyom touching
upon a point which she deemed essential
to salvation. Alice of Avenel reccived her
hint kindly, and tharked her for it.

« It any good priest would tslc the
trcuble of such a journey,” she said, ¢ he
should he welceme ; for the praver. and
lessons of the good must be a“ ul} times
advantageous.”

This quiet acquiescence was not quite
what Elspeth Glendinning wished or ex-
pected. She made up, however, by her
own enthusiasm tor the lady’s want of ea-
gerness to avai' herself of ghostly coun-
sel, and Martin was dispatched with such
haste as Shagram would make, to pray
one of the religious men of Saint Mary’s
to come up to administer the last consola-
tions to the widow of Walter de Avenel.

When the Sacristan had announced to
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the. Lord Abbot, that the Lady of the

umquhllc Walter de Avenel was ia very

weak health in the Tower of Gluidearg,

and <esired the assxs&ancc of a iather

confessor ; thg lordly monk paused on the
[ ]

request.

« We do remember Walter de Avencl,”
ac said; “a gm;d kpight and & vallant;
he was disposscssca of his lands, and slzin
by the Southron—May not the lady come
_hither to the sacrament of cozit.cion?
the road is distant and painful to travel?
<« The lady is unwell, hely f'ai.hi‘.:f.," an-
swered the Sacristan, “wmd unable to bear
the jouméy.” -

¢ True—ay—yes—then must one of
our brethren go to her—Knowest thou if
she hath aught of a jointure from this Wal-
ter de Avenel ?” )

“ Very liftle, holy father,” said the
Sacrjstan ; ¢ she has resided at Glendearg
since her husband’s death, well nigh on
the chari'ty of a poor widow, called Elspeth
Glendinning.”
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« Why, thou knowest all the widows in
the country-side ?” said the Abbot. ¢ Ho!
ho! ho!” and he shook his portly sides at
his own jest. . °

¢« Ho! ho! ho!” echoed. the Sacristan,
in the tone and tune in which an inferior
applauds the jest of his superior.—~Then
added, with a hypocritical snuffle, and a
sly twinkle of his eye, ¢ It is our duty,
most holy father, to comfort the widow
—He! he! he!”

This last laugh was more moderate, until
the Abbot should put his sanction on the
jest. e
. “ Ho! ho! said the Abbot; ¢ then, to
leave jesting, Father Philip, take thou thy
riding gear, and go to confess this Dame
Avenel.” )

« But,” said the Sacristan

¢ But me no Buts ; neither But nor If
pass between monk and abbot, Father
Philip ; the bands of discipline must not
be relaxed—heresy gathers force like a
snow-ball—the multitude expect confes-
sions and preachings from the Benedic-
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tines, as they would feom so nmany beggar-
ly frlars—and we may not desert the vine-
yard, though the toi] be grievous unto us.”
. % Awmd with so lijtle advantage to the
holy monastery,” said the Sacristan. .
« True, Father Philip; but wot you not
that thatwhich preventcth harm dothgood ?
This Jalian de Avenel lives a light and
cvil life, and should we neglect the widow
of his brother, he might foray our lands,
and we never able to show who hurt us—
moreover it is our duty to an ancient.fa-
mily, who, in their ddy, have been bene-
factors to the Abbey. wAway with thee
instantly, brother ride night and day, an it—
be necessary, and let men see how diligent
Abbot Boniface and his faithful children
are in the execution of their spiritual duty
—toil not deterring them, for the glen is
five miles in lgngth—fear not withholding
. them, for it is said to be haunted of spec.
tres—nothing moving them from pursuit
of their spiritual calling; to the confu-
'sion of calumnious heretics, and the com-
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fort and edification of all true and faith.
ful sons of the Catholic Cburch. I wonder
what our brother Eustace will say to this "

Breathless with his own picture of the
dangers and toil which he ws to encounter,
and the fame which he was to acquire, both
by proxy, the Abbot moved slowly to finish
his luncheon in the refectory, and the Sa-
cristan, with no very good will, zccom-
panied old Martin on his rcturn to Glen-
dearg; the greatest impediment in the
jousney being the trouble of restraining
his pampered mule, that she might tread
in something like an equal pace with poor
iaded Shagram.

After remaining an hour in private with
his penitent, the Monk returned moody
and full of thought. Dame Elspeth, who
had placed for the honoured gunest some
refreshment in the hall, was struck with
the embarrassment which appeared in his
countenance. Elspeth watched him with
great anxiety. She observed there was
that on his brow which rather resembled’
a person come from héaring the confession
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of some enormous crime, than the look of
a confessor wha resigns a re¢onciled peni.
tent, not to e.ar!h, biit to heaven. After
lpong hesitating, she gouk} not at length re-
frain from hazagding a question. She was
sure, she said, the leddy ha® made an casy
shrift. I'ive years had they resided toze-
ther, antl she could safely say, no woman
lived better. )

« Woman,” said the Sacristan sternly,
¢« thou speakest thou knowest not what—
What avails clearing the outside of ‘the
platter, if the inside befoul with helevy ”

¢ Qur dishes and treehers are not so
clean as tf}cy could be wished, holy fa-
tuer,” said Elspeth, but half muderstanding
what he said, and heginning with her apron
to wipe the dust from the plates, of which
she supposed him to complain. )

« Forbear, Dame Elspeth,” said the Monk;
X your plates are clcan as wooden trenchers
and pewter flagons can well be ; the foul-

"ness of which 1 spezk is of that pestilential
.heresy which is daily, becoming ingrained
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in this our Holy. Chwrch of Scotland, and
as a canker-worm in the rose-garland of the
Spouse.”

¢ Holy Mother of Heaven,” said- Dame
Elspeth, crossing herself, ¢‘havel kept house
with a heretic ?”

¢« No, Elspeth, no,” replied the Monk ;
it were too strong a speech for me to
make of this unhappy lady, but I would I
could say she is free from heretical opi-
nions. Alas, they fly about like the pesti-_
levce by noon-day, and infect even the
first and fairest of the flock. Tor it is easy
to see of this damp, that she hath been high

in judgment as in rank.”

¢ And she can write and read, I had al-
most said, as weel as your reverence,” said
Elspeth. .

¢ Whom doth she write to, and what
doth she read ?” said the Monk eagerly.

“ Nay,” replied Elspeth, ¢ I cannot say 1.
ever saw her write at all, but her maiden
that was—she now serves the family—says
she can write—And_for reading, she has
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often. rea«l to us good #hings out of a thick
"black volume with silver clasps.”

¢ Let me see it,” said the Monk, hastily,
.““.on y@ur allegiance,as a true vassal—on
your faith ag a Cgtholic Christian—instant.*
ly—instantly let me see it.” )

The good woman hesitated, alarmed at
the tone” in which the confessor took up
ber information ; and being moreover of
opinion, that what so good a woman as the
Lady of Avcnel studied so devoutly, could
not be of a tendency actually evil. Bt
borne down by the clauiour, exclamations,
and somcthing like threate-used by Father
Philip, she at length brought him the fatal
volume. It was easy to do this without sus-
picion on the part of the owner, as she lay
on her bed exhausted with the fatigue of a
long conference with her confessor, and as
‘thesmall round, prturret closet, in which was
‘thebook and fjer othertrifling property, was
_accessible by another door. Of all her ef-
“fects the book was the Jast.she would have
thought of securing, for of what use or in-
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terest could it be in a family who neither
read themselves, nor were in the habit of
seeing any who did? so that Dame Elspeth
had no difficulty in possessing hersclf of
the volume, although her beart all the while
accused her of an ungenerous and an in.
hospitable part towards her friend and in.
mate. The double power of a lanulord and
a feudal superior were betore her eyes ; and
to say truth, the boldness, with which she
might otherwise have resisted this double_
apthority, was, I grieve to say it, much
qualified by the curiosity she entertained,
as a daughter of,Eve, to have some expla-
nation respecting the mysterious volume
which the lady cherished with so much
care, yct whose contents she imparted with
such caution. For never had the lady read
them any passage from the book in question
until the iron door of the tower was locked,
and all possibility of intrusion prevented.
Even then she had shewn, by the selection
of particular passages, that shc was more an. *
xious to impress on their minds the princi:,
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ples which the volumg contained, than to
iniraduce them to it as a new rule of faith.

When Elspeth, half “carious, half remorse-

ful, hal placed the "hook in the Monk’s
pands, he exclalmed *aftet turning over the,
leaves, « Now, by mine ordens, it is as I sus-
pected |—My mule, my maled—Iwill abide
no ionger here—wtll hast thou done, dame,
in placing in my HMands this perilous vo-
hime.”

« Is it then witchcraft or devil’s work ?”
said Dame Elspethy, in great agitation, B

« Nay, God forbid,” said the Monk, sign-
,ng hiwself with the crosg, ¢ it is theHoly

Acripture. * But it is rendered into the vul-

war tongue, *and therefore, by the order of
the Hduly Catholic Church, unfit to be in
the hands of any lay person.”,

« And yet is the Holy Scripture com-*
municafed for our common salvation,” said
Llspeth ; © good father, you must instruct
mine ignotance better ; but lack of wit can-
*not be a deadly sin, and truly, to my poor
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thinking, I should be glad to rqad the Holy
Scripture.”
« [ dare say thou wouldst,” said the

Monk ; ¢ and even thus did our+mother.

.Eve seek to have l\nowleg]ge of good and
evil, and thu$ Sin came into the world, and
Death by Sine” -
<« I am sure, and it is true,” said Elspeth ;
« Q, if she had dealt by the counsel of
Saint Peter and Saint Paul !”
¢ If she had reverenced the command of
He¢aven,” said the Monk, ¢ which, as it
gave her birth, life, and happiness, fixed
upon the grantesuch conditions as best
_ corresponded with its holy pleasure. 1 tell
thee, Klspeth, the Word slayeth—that is,
the text alone, read with unskilled eye and
unhallowed lips, is like those strong medi-
“cines which sick men take by the advice of
the learned. Such patients recover and
thrive ; while those dealing in them at their
own hand, shall perish by their own deed.”

« Nae doubt, nae doubt,” said the poor’

woman, ¢ your reverence knows best.”
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“« Not I,” said Fatlter Philip, in a tone
as deferential ¢s he thought could possibly
become the Sacristan of Saint Mary’s,—

-« Not ¥, but the Holy Fyther of Christen-
dom, and qur @wn holy father the Lord
Abbot, know best. I, the poon Sacristan of’
Saint Mary’s, can but repeat what I hear
from otlers my superiors. Yet of this, good
woman, be assured,—the Word—the mere
Word slayeth. But the church hath her
ministers to gloze and to expound the same
unto her faithful congregation ; and thriel
say, not so much, my beloved brethrgn—I
mean, my heloved sister, *for the Sacristan
had got untp the end of one of his old ser
mons)—*¢ This I speak not so much of the
rectors, curates, and secular dlergy, so call-
ed- because they live after the fashion of
the secylum or age, ynbound by those ties
which sequestrate us from the world ; nei-
therdg I speak this of the mendicant friars,
whether black or grey, whether crossed or
“uncrossed; but of the Monks, and especially
-Of the Monks Benedictine, reformed on the
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rule of Saint Bernarid of Clairvaux, thence
called Cistercian, of which Monks, Chris-
tian brethren—sister I wonld say—great is
the happiness and glory of the country in
posscsiing the holy ministers of Saint
Mary’s, whereof I, though an unworthy
hrotlier, may say it hath produced more
~itints, more bishops, more popes—may our
petrons make us thankful '—than any holy
fcundationin Scotland. Wherefore But
I see Martin hath my mule in readiness, and
s~ T will but salute you with the kiss of sis-
terhood, which maketh not ashamed, and
so betake me te-my toilsome return, for
the glen is of bad reputation for the cvil
spirits which haunt it. Moreover, I may ar-
rive too late :'t the bridge, whereby I may
be obliged te take the river, which I ob-
‘'served to be somewhat waxen.”
Accordingly he took his leave of Dame
Elspeth, confounded by the rapidity of his
utterance, and the doctrine he gave forth,
and by no means easy on the subject of the
book, which her conscience told her she
16
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should not have comunicated to any one,
without the knowledge of its owner.
Notwithstandings the haste which the
-Monk as well as hissmule made to return to
better quartersthan theyhag left at the head
of Glendearg; notwithstanding the eager
desire Father Philip had to De the very first
who should acquaipt the Abbot that a copy
of the book they most dreaded had been
found within the Halidome, or patrimony
of the Abbey ; notwithstanding, moreover,
certain feelings which jnduced him to Rufry
as fast as possible through the gloomy and
evil.reputed glen, still the difficulties of
the road, «nd the rider’s want of habitude
of quick motion were such, that twilight
came upon him ere he ha(;‘ nearly cleared
the narrow valley. .
It was indeed a gloomy ride. The two
csides of the valley were so near, that at
every double of the river the shadows from
, the western sky fell upon, and totally ob-
_scured, the eastern bank ; the thickets of

copsewood scemed tp wave with a porten-
VOL: L H
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tous agitation of> boughs and leaves, and
the very crags and scaurs seemed higher
and grimmer than they had appeared to the
Monk while he was travelling in daylight,
and in company. Father Philip was heart-
ily rejoiced when, emerging from the nar-
row glen, he gained the open valley of the
Tweed, which held on its majestic course
from current to pool, and from pool stretch.
ed away to other currents, with a dignity
peculiar to itself amongst the Scottish ri-
vers; for whatever may have been the
drougkht of the season, the Tweed usually
fills up the space between its banks, scldom
leaving these extensive sheets of shingle
which deform the margin of many of the
celebrated Sccitish streams.

The Monk, insensible to beauties which
the age had not regarded as deserving of
notice, was nevertheless, like a prudent ge-
neral, pleased to find himself out ef the nar-
row glen in which the Enemy might have
stolen upon him unperceived. He drew
up his bridle, reducegd his mule to her na-
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tural and. Juxurious®amble. instead of the

agitating and broken trot at which, to hisno
small inconvenience, she had hitherto pro-
cecded, and, wipirfg his brow, gazed forth
at leisure.on the broad maon, which, now
mingling with the lights of evening, was
rising over field and forest, village and for-
talice, and, above.all, over the stately Mo-
nastery, seen far and dim amid the yellow
light.

The worst part of this magrificent view,
in the Monk’s apprehension, was that the
Monastery stood on the opposite sidt of the
river, and that of the many fine bridges
which have since been built across that
classical stream, not one then existed.
There was, however, in ﬂ’recompense, a
bridge then standing which has since dis.
appeared, althoughi its ruins may be still

traced by the’curious.

I was of a very peculiar form. Two
. strong abutments were built on either side
of the river, at a part where the stream
was peculiarly confracted. Upon a rock
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in the centre of the ‘current was built a
solid piece of masonry, constructed like
the pier of a bridge, and presenting like a
pier an angle to thc current of the stream.
The masonry centinued solié until the pier
rose to a level with the two abutments upon
either side, and from thence the building
arose in the form of a tower. The lower
storey of this tower consisted only of an
arch-way or passage through the building,
over either entrance to which hung a draw-
briﬁéé with counter-poises, either of which,
when dropped, connected the archway with
the opposite abutment, where the further
‘end of the draw- bridge rested. When both
bridges were thus lowered, the passage over
the river was cfmplete.

The bridge-keeper, who was the depen-
dent of a neighbouring baron, resided with
his family ih the second and third stories of
the tower, which, when both draw.bridges
were raised, formed an insulated fortalice
m the midst of the river. He was entitled
to a small toll or custom for the passage,
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concerning the amount of which disputes
sometimes agose between him and the pas-
sengers. It is needless to say, that the
.bridge-ward had usually the better of these
disputes, ;since he could at pleasure detdin
the traveller on the opp051te side ; or, suf-
f'ermg him to pass half the way, might keep
him prisoner in his tower till they were
agreed on the rate of pontage.

But it was most frequently with the
Monks of Saint Mary’s that the warder had
to dispute his perquisites. These holy aren
insisted for, and at length obtained a right
of gratuitous passage tb themselves, great-
ly to the discontent of the bridge-keep®t.
But when they demanded the same immu-
nity for the numerous pilgrims who visit-
éd the shrine, the bridge-keeper waxed res.
tive, «and was supported by his lord in his
resistance. 'Fhe controversy grew animated
on Doth sides; the Abbot menaced excom-
munication, and the keeper of the bridge,
though unable to retaliate in kind, yet made
each individual Mojk who had to cross and
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re-cross the river,. endare a sort .of purga-
tory, ere he would accommodate them with
a passage. This was a great inconvenience,
and would have proved a more serious one,
but that the river was fordable for men and
horse in ordinary weather.

It was a fine moonlight night, as we have
already said, when Father Philip approach-
ed this passage, the singular construction
of which gives a curious idea of the inse-
curity of the times. The river was not in
flovd, but it was above its ordinary level—
a heavywaler, as it is called in that coun.
try, through which the Monk had no par-

“ticular inclination to ride, if he could ma-
nage the matter better.

« Peter, my good friend,” cried the Sa-
cristan, raising his voice; ¢ my very ex-
cellent friend, Peter, be so kind as to lower
the draw-bridge.. Peter, I say, dost thou
not hear ?—it is thy gossip, Fathes PHilip,
who calls thee.” '

Peter heard him perfectly well, and saw
him into the bargain ; hut, as he had consis



" THE MONASTERY, 175

dered the. Sacristan s peculiarly his enemy

.in his dispute with the convent, he went
quietlyto bed, afterreconnoitring the Monk
through his loopshole, observing to his
wife, that ¢ @ riding the water in a modn-
light night would do the Sacristan no harm,
and would teach him the ‘value of a brigg
the neist time, on whilk a man might pass
high and dry, winter and summer, flood
and ebb.”

After exhausting his voice in entreaties
and threats, which were equally unftiend-
¢d to by Peter of the Brigg, as he svas call-
ed, Father Philip at Tength moved down
the river to take the ordinary ford at Ttie
head of the next stream. Cursing the rustic
obstinacy of Peter, he begin, nevertheless,
to persuade himself that the passage of the
river'by the ford wis not only safe, but plea-
sant. The bhnks and scattered trees were
so.f)eautifhlly reflected from the bosom of
the dark stream, the whole cool and deli-
cious picture formed so pleasing a contrast
to his late agitation, to the warmth occa-
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sioned by his vair endeavours to.move the
relentless porter of the bridge. that the re-
sult was rather agreeable than otherwise.

As Father Philip came close to the wa.
tei’s edge, at the spot where-he was to en-
ter it, there sat a female under a large bro-
ken scathed oak tree, or rather under the
remains of such a tree, weeping, wringing
her hands, and looking earnestly on the
current of the river. The Monk was struck
with astonishment to see a female there at
that time of night. But he was, in all honest
service,~and if a step farther, I put it upon
his own consciencé,—a devoted.squire of
“\lames. After observing the maiden for
a moment, although she seemed to take no
notice of his presence, he was moved by
her distress and willing to offer his assist-
ance. ¢ Damsel,” said he, * thou seocmest
in no ordinzry distress ; peracventure, like
myself, thou hast been refused-passagt at
the bridge by the churlish keeper, and thy
crossing may concern thee either for per-
formance of a vow, or some other weighty
charge.”
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The maiden uttered some inarticulate
sounds, Jooked at theriver, *and then in the
face of the Sacnstan. It struck Father

. Philip at that instagt, that a Highland Chief
of distingtionghad been for some time ex-
pected to pay his vows at the shrine of
Saint Mary’s ; and that possibly this fair
maideh might be one of his family, travel-
ling alone for accompllshment of avow, or
left behind by some accident, to whom,
therefore, it would be but right and cau-
tious to use every civility in his power,es-
pecially as she seemed unacquaintgd with
the Lowland tongue. *Such at least was
the only motive the Sacristan was ever
known to assign for his courtesy ; if there
was any other, I once more refer it to his
own tonscience. ' .

To gxpress himself by signs, the common
language of all nations, the cautious Sacris-
tan“dirst painted to the river, then to his
mule’s crupper, and then made, as grace-
fully as he could, a sign' to induce the fair
solitary to mount behind him, She seemed

H2
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to understand his meaaing, for she rose up
as if to accept his offer, and while the good
Monk, who, as we have hinted, was no
great cavalier, laboured,with the pressureof
the right leg and the use of the left rein, to
place his mule with her side to the bank in
such a position that the lady might mount
with ease, she rose from the ground with ra-
ther portentous activity,' and at one bound
sate behind the Monk uponthe animal, much
the firmer rider of the two. The mule by
ne«means seemed to approve of this double
bdrthen ; she bounded, bolted, and would
soon have thrown*Father Philip over her
head, had not the maiden with a firm hana
detained him in the saddle.

At length the restive brute changed her
hymour ; and, from refusing to budge off
the spot, suddenlystretched her nose home-
ward, and (lashed into the ford as fast as
she could scamper. A new terror now in-
vaded the Monk’s mind—the ford seemed
unusually deep, the water eddied off in
strong ripple from the counter of the mule,
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and began to rise upon, her side. Philip
lost his” presence of mind, Which was at no
time his most ready attribute, the mule
.yielded to the wexght of the current, and
as the rider was not attentive to keep her
head turned up the river, she drifted down-
ward, lost the ford and herfooting at once,
and bégan to swim with her head down the
stream. And what was sufficiently strange,
at the same moment, notwithstanding the
extreme peril, the damsel began to sing,
thereby increasing, if any thing cowld ¢n-
crease, the bodily feaf of the worthy Sacris-
tan.

L
Merrily swim we, the moon shines bright,
Both current and ripple are dancing in light.
‘We have roused the night raven, I heard him croak,
As we plashed along bgneath the oak
That flings its broad branches so far and so wide,
Their shadows dre dancing in midst of the tide.
« Who wakens my nestlings,” the raven he said,
‘¢ My beak shall ere morn in his blood be red,
For a blué swolen corpse is a dainty meal,
And I'll have my share with the pike and the eel.”
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II.
Merrily swim we, the‘moon shines bright,
There’s a golden gleam on the distant height ;
There's a silver shower on the alders dank,
And the drooping willows that wave on the bark.
I see the Abbey, both turret and tower,
1t Is all astir for the vesper hour; |
The Monks for the chapel are leaving each cell,
But where’s Father Philip, should toll the bell?

1L
Merrily swim we, the moon shines bright,
Downward we drift through shadow and light.
Under yon rock the eddies sleep,
Calin and silent, dark and deep.
The Kelpy has risen from the fathomless pool,
Ht™as lighted his candle of death and of dool :
Look, Father, look, and yow’]l laugh to see
How he gapes and glare: with his eyes on thee!

Iv. ¢
Good luck to your fishing, whom watch ye to night ?
A man of mean or a man of might ?
Is it layman or priest that must float in your covs,
Or lover who crosses to visit his love ?
Hark ! heard ye the Kelpy reply as we passed, =
« God’s blessing on the warder, he lock!d the bridge fast!
All that come to my cove are sunk,

. 'y
Friest or layman, lover or monk.”

[y

How long the damsel might have conti-



THE MONASTERY. 181

nued to sing, or whege the terrified Monk’s
Jjourney’ might have ended, is uncertain.
As she sung fhe last stanza, they arrived at,
or rasher in, a broad tranquil sheet of wa-
ter, caused by, a strong wier or dam-head,

running across the river, which dashed in
a broad cataract over the barricr. The
mule, whetherfrom choice, orinfluenced by
the suction of the current, made towards the
cut intended to supply the convent mills,
and entered it half swimming half wading,
and pitching the unlucky Monk to and frp
in the saddle at a fearful rate.

As his person flew hisher and thither, his
garment became loose, and in an effort 40
retain it, his hand lighted on the volume of
the Lady of Avenel which was in his bosom.
No sooner had be grasped it, than his com-
pamon pitched him: out of the saddle into
the stream, where, Stlll keeping her hand on
his ggllar, sl.le gave him two or three good
souses in‘thewatery fluid, so as to ensure that
every part of him had its share of wetting,
and then quitted her hold when he was so
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near the side that by a slight effort (of a
great one he ‘was incapable), he might
scramble on shore. This accordingly he
accomplished, and, turping his eyes io see
what had become of his extrzordinary com-
panion, she was no where to be seen, but
still he heard as if from the surface of the
river, and mixing with the noise of the water
breaking over the dam.head, a fragment of
her wild song, which seemed to run thus :

Landed—landed ! the black book hath won,
*"Elsé had you seen Berwick with morning sun!

Sain ye, and save ye, and blythe mot ye be,

For seldom they land that go swimming with me.

“The ecstacy of the Monk’s terror could
be endured no longer ; his head grew dizzy,
and, after staggering a few steps onward
and running himself against a wall, he'sunk
down in a state of insensibility.
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CHAPTER VI.

L4

Now lgt us sit in conclave. That these weeds
Be rooted trom the vincyard of the church,
That these foul tares be severed from the wheat,
We are, I trust, agreed.—Yet how to do this,
Nor hurt the wholesome crop and tender vine-plants,
Craves good avisement.

The Reformation.

L]

THe vesper servicé in the Monastery
Church of St Mary’s was now over. The
Abbot ha:} disrobed himself of his magni.
ficent vestures of ceremony, and resumed
his ordinary habit, which was a black gown,
wornrover a white cassock, with a narrow
scapulary ; a decent and venerable dress,
which was we]l calculated to set off to ad-
vantgge the portly mien of Abbot Boni-
face.

.In quiet times no one could have filled
the state of a mitred Abbot, for such was
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his dignity, more decently than this worthy
prelate. He had, no doubt, many of those
habits of self-indulgence which men are apt
to acquire who live for themselves alone.
He was vain, moreover ; and when boldly
confronted, had sometimes shewn symp-
toms of timidity, not very consistent with
the high claims which he preferrea as an
eminent member of the church, or with the
punctual deference which he exacted from
his religious brethren, and all who were pla-
ced uader his command. But he was hos-
pitable, charitable, and by no means of
himself disposed tc proceed with severity
against any one. ln short, he would i
other times have slumbered out his term
of preferment with as much credit as any
other ¢¢ purple Abbot,” who lived easily, but
at the same time decorously—slept soundly,
and disquieted himself with no dreams.
But the wide alarm spread througt the
whole Church of Rome by the progress of
the reformed doctrines, sorely disturbed
the repose of Abbot Boniface, and opened
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to him a yide field of duties and cares which
" he had never sg much as dreamed of, There
were opinions to be eombatted and refuted
practices to be emquized into—heretics
to be detected and punished—the fallen off
to be reclaimed—the wavering to be con-
firmed—scandal to be removed from the
clergy, and the viggur of discipline to be
re-established. Post upon post arrived at
the Monastery of St Mary’s—horses reek.
ing, and riders exhausted—this from the
Privy Council, that from the Primafe oi-
-Sootland, and this other again from the
Queen Mather, exhortmg, approving, con-
.de'mning. requesting advice upon this sub-
ject, and requiring information upon that.
These missives Abbot Boniface received
with an important air of helplessness, or a
helpless air of importance, whichever the
reader may please to term it, evincing at
once Ftatified vanity, and profound trouble
of mind, ,
" ~The sharp-witted Primate of Saint An-
arebys had foreseen the deficiencies of the
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Prior of St Mary’s, and endeavoured to
provide for them by getting admitted into
his Monastery as Sub-Prior a brother Cis-
tercian, a man of pzrts and knowledge,
devoted to the service cf the Catholic
church, and very capable not only to ad-
vise the Abbot upon occasions of difficulty,
but to make him sensible of his duty in case
he should be, from good nature or timidity,
disposed to shrink from it

Father Eustace played the same part in
“the Monastery as the old general who, in
foreiga armies, is placed at the elbow of ihe
Prince of the Blood, who nominally com-
mands in chief, on condition of attempt-
ing nothing without the advice of his dry-
nurse ; and he shared the fate of all such
dry-nurses, being heartily disliked as well
as feared by his principal.  Still, however,
the Primate’s intention was fully answered.
Father Eustace became the constant theme
and often the bug-bear of the worthy Ab.
bot, who hardly dared to turn himself in
his bed without considering what Father
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Eustace wyould think of it.. In every case

'ot'diﬂiculty, Father Eustace was summoned,

and his opinion asked ; and no sooner was

-the embarrassment removed, than the Ab-

bot’s next thought was how to get rid of
his adviser. In every letter which he wrote

to those in the government, he recommend-

ed Father Eustace to,some high church pre-

ferment, a bishopric or an abbey ; and as

they dropped one after another, and were

otherwise conferred, he began to think, as

he confessed to the Sacristan in the bitter-*
- ness of his spirit, that the Monastery of St

Mary s had got a life-rent lease of their Sub-

Prior, .

Yet more indignant he would have been,
had he - suspected that Father Eustace’s am-
bition was fixed upon his own mitre, which,
from some attacks of*an apoplectic nature,
which the Abbot’s friends deemed more
seriouf”than he himself, it was supposed
might be shortly vacant. But the confi-
detge which, like other dignitaries, he re-

in hig own health, prevented Abbot
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Boniface from imagining that it held any
concatenation with the motions of Father
Eustace.

"The necessity under which he found him--
self of consulting with his grand adviser, in
cases of real difficulty, rendered the worthy
Abbot particularly desirous of doing with-
out him in all ordinary, cases of administra-
tion, though not without considering what
Father Eustace would have said of the mat-
ter. He scorned, therefore, to give a hint
'to thie Sub- Prior of the bold stroke by which
he had dispatched Brother Philip to Glen:
dearg ; but when ‘the vespers came without_
‘nis re-appearance he became a little uneasy,
the more as other matters weighed upon his
mind. The feud with the warder or keeper
.of the bridge threatened to be attended
with bad consequences, as the man’s.quarrel
was taker up by the martral Baron under
whom he served ; and pressing letters of an
unpleasant tendency had just arrived from
the Primate. Like a gouty man, who catghe;
hold of his crutch while he curses the ia.-
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ﬁrmxty which reduces* him to use it, the
'Abbot, however reluctant, found himself
obliged to require Eustace’s presence, after
the service was over, 4n his house, or rather
palace, which was attached to, and made’
part of, the Monastery.

Abbot Boniface was seated in his high-
backed chalr, the grptesque carved back of
which terminated in a mitre, before a fire
where two or three large logs were redu-
ced to one red glowing mass of charcoal.
At his elbow, on an oaken stand, stood the -
reniains of a roasted capon, on whieh his
Teverence had made his evening meal,
flanked by = goodly stoup of Bourdeaux of
excellent flavour. He was gazing indolent.
ly on the fire, partly engaged in meditation
on ‘his past and present fortunes, partly oe-.
cupied by endeavouring to trace towers and
steeples in the red embers. ,

« Y&, .thought the Abbot to himself,
% in that red perspective I could fancy to

1f the peaceful towers of Dundrenman,
I passed my lif¢ ere I was called to
pomp ard to trouble. A quiet brotherhood
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we were, regular irf our monastic duties ;
and when the frailties of humanity prevail-
ed over us, we confessed, and were absol-
ved by each other, and the most formi--
dable part of the penance was the jest of
the convent on the culprit. I can almost
fancy that I see the cloister- garden, and the
pear-trees which I grafted with my own
hands. And for what have I changed all
this, but to be overwhelmed with business
which concerns me not, to be called My
~Lord Abbot, and to be tutored by Father
Eustace? I would these towers were the
Abbey of Aberbrothock, and .Father Eu-_
‘'stace the Abbot,—or I would hz were in the
fire on any terms, so I were rid of him. The
Primate says our Holy Father the Pope hath
.an adviser—I am sure he could not live a
week with such an adviser as mine. Then
there is no learning what Father Eustace
thinks till you confess your own.diinculties
—No hint will bring forth his apinion—he
is like a miser, who will not unbuckls nis
purse to bestow a farthing, until the weetek
. who needs it has owned his excess of po-
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?erty,_ and wrung out®the boon by impor-
unity. And thus I am dishonoured in the
:yes of my religious brethren, whe behold
ne treated like a child which hath no sense
of its own— I will bear it no longer !—Bro-
‘her Bennet,—(a lay brother answered to
his call)—tell Father Eustace that I need
not his fn‘esence.” .

« I came to say to your reverence, that
the holy father is entering even now from
the cloisters.”

« Be it so,” said the Abhot, * he is’wel-
come—remove these things—or =ather,
place a trencher, the holy father may be
a little hungry—yet, no—remove them, for
there is no good fellowship in him—Let
the stoup of wine remain however, and
plice another cup.”

The day brother obeyed these contradic.
tory commands'in the way he judged most
seemlj"—he removed the carcase of the half-
sacked capon, and placed two goblets be-
mthe stoup of Bourdeaux. At the same

meTANt entered Father Eustace,
14
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He was a thin, sharp.faced, slight-made,
little man, whose keen grey eyes seemed
almost to look through the person to whom
he addressed himself.. His body was ema--
ciated not only with the fasts which he ob-
served with rigid punctuality, but also by
the active and unwearied exercisc of his
sharp and piercing intellect. '

A fiery soul, which, working out its way,
Fretted the puny bedy to decay,
And o’er-informed the tenement of clay.

”

MHe-turned with conventual reverenee to
the Lord Abbot; and as they .stood toge-
ther, it was scarce possible te see a more
complete difference of form and expression.
The good-natured rosy face and laughing
eye of the Abbot, which even his present
anxiety could not greatly ruffle, wac a won-
derful contrast to the thin pallid cheek and
quick penetrating glance of the Monk, in
which an eager and keen spirit glanced
through eyes to  which it seemed to riv

upernatural lustre. *
13
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The Abbot opened the conversation by
motioning to his Monk to take a stool, and
inviting to a cup of wine. The courtesy
was declined with respect, yet not v /ithout
a.remark,.thad the vesper-service was past

« For the stomach’s sake, brother,” said
the Abbot, colouring a little—¢ you know
the text.”

¢ It is a dangerous one,” answered the
Monk, ¢ to handle alone, or at late hours.
Cut off from human society, the juice of
the grape becomes a perilous companion of
sclitude, and therefore I shun it.,” *

Abbot Boniface had -poured himself out
a ‘goblet which might hold about half an
English pint; but, either struck with the
truth of the observation, or ashamed to act
i direct opposition to it, he suffered it to
remain untasted befbre him, and he imme.
diately changetl the subject.  *

¢ ™he.Primate hath written to us,” said
he, “to make strict search within ourbounds

“afier the heretical persons denounced in
YOL. I. I
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this list, who have withdrawn themselves
from the justice which their opinions de-
serve. It is deemed probable that they will
attempt to retire to Eagland by our Bor- -
ders, and the Primate requireth me to
watch with vigilance, and what not.”

« Assuredly,” said the Monk, ¢ the ma-
gistrate should not bear the sword in vain
—those be they that turn the world upside
down—and doubtless your reverend wis-
dom will with due diligence second the
exertions of the Right Reverend Father in
God, %eing in the peremptory defence-of
the Holy Church.” ’

"« Ay, but how is this to be Jone ?* an.
swered the Abbot ; * Saint Mary aid us!
The Primate writes to me as if I were a
temporal Baron—a man under command,
having soldiers under him! He says, send
forth—scour the country—guard the passes
~Truly these men do not trave! as those
who would give their lives for nothing—
the last who went south passed the dry-’
march at the Riding-burn with an escurt--
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: ¢
of thirty spears, as our reverend brother
the Abbot of Kelso didl write untous. How
are cqwls and scapufaries to stop the way 2”

« Your Bailiff is accounted a good man-
at-arms, hdly f;ther,” said Fustace ; ¢ your
vassals are obliged to rise for the defence
of the Boly Kirk—it is the tenure on which
they hold their lands—if they will not come
forth for the Church which gives them
bread, let their possessions be given to
others.” .

“ We shall not be wanting,” said the
Abbot, collecting himself with importance,
“ to do Whatever may advantage Hojy
Kirk—thyself shall hear the charge to our
Bailiff and our offieials—but here again is
our gontroversy with the warden of the
bridge and the Baron of Meigallot—Saint
Mary ! vexations do so multiply upon the
Housg, and u'pon the generation, that a
man wots not where to turn to! Thou

.didst say; Father Kustace, thou wouldst
look into our evidents touching this free
passage for, the pilgrims.”
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« I have looked into the Chariulary of
the House, holy ﬁlther,” gaid Eustace,
< and therein I find a written and formal
grant of all duties and ‘customs payable at
the draw-bridge of Brigton, not only by
ecclesiastics of this foundation, but by every
pilgrim truly designed to accomplish his
vows at this House, to the Abbot Ailford,
and the Monks of the House of Saint Mary
in Kennaqubair, from that time and for ever.
The deed is dated on Saint Bridget's Even,
in the year of Redemption, 1137, and bears
the sign and seal of the granter, Charles’of
Meigallot, great-great.grandfather of this
Baron, and purports to be granted for the
safety of his own soul, and for the weal of
the souls of his father and mother, and of
all his predecessors and successors, bemg
Barens of Meigallot. 4

¢ But he alleges,” said the Abbot. ¢ that
the bridge-wards have been in possession of
these dues, and have rendered them avail-
able for more than fifty ycars—and the
Baron threatens violence—meanwhile, the -
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_Jjourney ¢ of the pilgrimé is interrupted, to the
prejudice of their own sould, and the dimi-
nution of the revenues of Saint Mary. The
Sacristan advised ug to put on a boat; but
the warden, whom thou knowest to be .a
godless man, has sworn thedevil tear him,
but that if they put on a’boat on the laird’s
stream? he will rive her board from board—
and then some say we should compound the
claim for a small sum in silver.” Here the
Abbot paused a moment for a reply, but re-
ceiving none, he added, ¢* But what ¢hink-
est thou, Father Eustace ? why art thou si-
lent?”

*¢‘Because I am surprised at the question
which the Lord Abbut of Saint Mary’s asks
at the youngest of his brethren.”

- “ Youngest in time of your abode with
us, Brother Eustace,” said the Abb(;t,
““not youngest in years, or I think in ex-
periexce—Sub- Prior also of this convent.”

“1 am astonished,” continued Eustace,
© “that the Abbot of this venerable house
should ask of any -one, whether he can
alienate the patrimony of our holy and di-
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vine patroness, or give up to an unconscien-
tious, and pethaps a heretic baron, the
rights conferred on this church by his de-
vout progenitor. Popes and councils alike
prohibit it—the honour of the living, and
the weal of departed souls, alike forbid it
—it may not be. " To force, if he dare use
it, we must surrender ; but never by our
consent should we see the goods of the
church plundered, with as little scruple as
he would drive off'a herd of Iinglish becves.
Rouse yourself, reverend father, and doubt
nothing but that the good cause shall pre-
vail. Whet the spiiitual sword, and direct
it.against the wicked who would usurp cn
our holy rights. Whct the tcmp.oral sword
if it be necessary, and stir up the courage
and zeal of your loyal vassals.”

The Abbot sighed deeply. ¢ All this,”
he said, ¢is soon spoken by him who
hath to act it not ; but’——He was ‘nter-
rupted by the entrance of Bennet rather
hastily. « The mule on which the Sacris-
tan had set out in the morning had re-
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turned,”, he said, « t(fthe convent stable all
over wet, and with the saddle turned round
beneath her belly.”-

¢« Sancta Maria 1¥ said the Abbot, ¢ our
dear brother leath perished from the way:”

<« It may not be,” said Eustace hastily—
¢ let the bell be tolled—catise the brethren
to get. torches—alarm the village—hurry
down to the river—I myself will be the
foremost.”

The real Abbot stood astonished and
agape, when at once he beheld his office
flled, and saw all which he ought.to have
ordered, going forward at the dictates of the
youngest Monk in the convent. But tre
the orders of Eustace, which nobody dream-
ed of disputing, were carried into execu-
fion, the necessisty was prevented by the
sudden apparition of the Sacristan, whose
supposed damger excited all the alarm.
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CHAPTIR VIIL

Raze out the written troubles of the brain,
Cleanse the foul bosom of the perilous stuff
That weighs upon the heart.

Macbeth.

Wuar betwixt cold and fright the af-
flicted Sacristan stood before his Superior,
propped on the friendly arm of the conven:
miller, drenched with water, and scarce
able to utter a syllable. '

After various attempts to speak, the
tirst words be uttered were,

"¢ Swim we merrily—the moon shines birght.”

« Swim we merrily!” retorted the Abbot
indignantly, “a merry night have ye'cho-
sen for swimming, and a becoming saluta-
tion to your Superior !”’
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¢« Our brother is pewildered,” said Fus-
tace ; © speak, Father Philip, how is it with

you ?”

“ Good. lugk to your fishing,” ==

continued the Sacristan, with a most dolo-
rous attempt at the tune of_ his strange com-
panioa.

“ Good luck te your fishing !” repeated
the Abbot, still more surprised and dis-
pleased ; ¢ by my halidome he is diunken
with wine, and comes to our presence with
his jolly catches in his throat. If bread and
water can cure-this fQlly”—— ¢
. ¢ With your pardon, venerable father,”
said the Sub. Prior, ¢ of water our brother
has had enough ; and methinks, the con-
fusipn of his eye is rather that of terror,
than of aught unhecoming his profession.
Whére didst thou ind him, Hob Millcr ?”

«An it pfease your revererce, I did go
but to shut the sluice of the mill—and as I

was going to shut the sluice, I heard some-
12
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thing groan near to me—but judging it was
one of Giles Iletchers hogs, for so please
you, he never shuts his gate, I caught up
my lever, and was about—Saint Mary for-
give me!—to strike where 1 heard the sound,
when, as the saints would have it, I heard
the second groan just like that of a living
man. So I called up my knaves, and ‘ound
the Iather Sacristan lying wet and sense-
less under the wall of our kiln. So soon as
we brought him to himself a bit, he prayed
to be brought to your reverence, but I
doubt me, his wits have gone a bell-waver-
ing by the road. It,was but now that he
spoke in somewhat better form.” *

¢« Well I” said Brother Eustace, ¢ thou
hast done well Hob Miller ; only begone
now, and remember a second time. to
pause, ere you strike in the dark.”

« Please your reverence, it shall be a les-
son to me,” said the miller ; “ not to mis-
take a holy man for a hog again, so long as
1 live.” And making a bow with profound
humility, the miller withdrew.
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<« And now that tyis churl is gone, Fa-
ther Pliil}p,” said Eustace,«¢¢ wilt thou tell
our venerable Superfor what ails thee ? art
thowvino o'rabatus, man ? if so, we will have
thee to thy cell.”

« Watér! water' not wire,” muttered the
exhausted Sacristan. * .

¢ Nay,” said the Monk, < if that be thy
complaint, wine tay perhaps cure thee ;”
and he reached him a cup, which the pa-
tient drank off to his great benefit.

¢ And now,” said the Abbot, ¢let his
garments be changed, or rather let him be
carried to the infirmasy ; for it will preju-
dice our health, should we hear his nayra-
tive whilé he stands there, steaming like a
rising hoar-frost.”

I will hear his adventure,” said Eustace,
‘“and report it to your reverence.” And,
.accordmgly, he attended the Sacristan to
his ¢gll. In about half an hour ke returned
to the Abbot.

* HoWw is it with Father Philip " said
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the Abbot ; ¢ and through what came he
into such a state »* '

«“ He comes from Glendearg, reverend:
sir,” said Eustace ; ““and for the rest, he
telleth such a legend, as has not been heard
in this Monastery for many a long day.”
He then gave the Abbot the outlines of
the Sacristan’s adventures in the home-.
ward journey, and addéd, that for some
time he was inclined to think his brain was
infirm, seeing he had sung, laughed, and
wept, all inthe same breath.

« A wonderful thing it is to us,” said the:
Abbot; ' that Saten has been permitted
to put forth his hand thus far on one of our
sacred brethren.”

« True,” said Father Eustace ; ¢ but for
every text there is a paraphrase; and I
have my suspicions, that if the drenching
of Father Philip cometh of the Evil One,
yet it may not have been altogether with-
out his own personal fault.” BT

¢ How !” said the Father Abbot} ¢ I will
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not believe that thou’ makest doubt that
' Satan, if former day\, hath been permitted
to afflict saints and holy men, even as he af-
flicted the pious Job #”
¢ God forbigl I should make question of
it,” said the Monk, crossing himself’; ¢ yet,
where there is an exposifion of the Sacris-
tan’s tde, which is less than miraculous, I
hold it safe to consider it at least, if not te
abide by it. Now, this Hob the Miller hath
a buxom daughter. Suppose, 1 say only
suppose, that our Sacristan met her at the
ford on her return from her uncle’s on the
other side, for there she hath this evening
been—suppose, that, in courtesy, and £o
save her stripping hose and shoon, the Sa-
cristan brought her across behind him—
syppose he carried his familiarities farther
than the malaen wag willing to admit ; and
we may easily suppose, farther, that this
wetting was the result of it.”
“#And this legend invented to deceive
-us,” said”the Superior,. reddening with
wrath ; « but most strictly shall it be sifted
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and enquired into ; if¥s not upon us that Fa-
ther Philip must hope to pass the result of
his own evil practices for doings of Satan.
To.morrow cite the wench to appear before
us—we will examine, and we will punish.”
« Under yotir Reverences favour,” said
Eustace, ¢ that were but poor policy. As
things now stand with us, the hereties catch
hold of each flying report which tends to
the scandal of our clergy. We must abate
the evil, not only by strengthening disci-
pline, but also by suppressing and stifling
the voice of scandal. If my conjectures are
true, the miller’s dsughter will be silent for
her own sake; and your Reverence’s au-
thority may also impose silence on her fa-
ther, and on the Sacristan. If he is again
found to afford room for throwing disho-
nour on his order, he can be punished with
severity, but at the same time with secrecy,
For what say the Decretals ? Facigora os-
tends dum punientur, flagitia autem abécondi
debent.” ,
A sentence of Latin, as Eustace had be-
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fore observed, had often much influence on
the Abbot, because Iie understood it not
fluently, and was ashamed to acknowledge
_his ignorance.  On these terms they parted
for the night.

" The next day, Abbot Boniface strictly in-
terrogated Philip on the real cause of his
disastereof the previous night. But the Sa-
cristan stood firm to his story ; nor was he
found to vary from any point of it, al-
though the answers he returned were in
some degrce incoherent, owing te his
intermingling with them ever and anon
snatches of the °strange damsel’s song,
which had made such decp impression an
his imagina‘tion, that ke could not prevent
himself from imitating it repeatedly in the
coprse of his examination. The Abbot had
compassmn with the Sacristan’s involuntary
frailty, to which somethmo' supernatural
seemetbannexed and finally became of
opinion, that Father Eustace’s more natural
.explanation was rather plausible than just.
And indeed, although we have recorded
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the adventure as we. find it written down,
we cannot forbear to add that there was a
schism on the subject in the Convent, and
that several of the brethren pretended to
have good reason for thipking that the
black eyed milier’s daughter was at the bot-
tom of the affair ‘after all. Whichever way
it might be interpreted, all agreed that it
had too ludicrous a sound to be permitted
to get abroad, and therefore the Sacristan
was charged on his vow of obedience to
say po more of his ducking ; an injunction
which, having once eased his mind by tell-
ing his story, it may be well conjectured:
that ke joyfully obeyed. ‘
Theattention of Father Eustace was much
less forcibly arrested by the marvellous tale
of the Sacristan’s danger, and his escape,
than by the mention of the volume which
he had brought with him from the Tower
of Glendearg. A copy of the Sagiptures,
translated into the vulgar tongue, had found
its way even into the proper territory of the
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church, and had been, found jn one of the
most hidden and sequedtered recesses of the
Halidome of Saint Mary’s.

He anxiously reqaested to see the vo-
lume. In shis the Sacristan was unable to
gratify him, for he had lost it, as far as he
recollected, when the superhatural being,
as he conceived her to be, took her de-
parture from him, Father Eustace went
down to the spot in person,.and searched
all around it, in hopes of recovering the
volume in question ; but his labour was in
vaia. He returned to the Abbot, 2nd re-
ported thateit must have fallen into the ri-
ver‘or the mill-stream ; ¢ for I will hardly
believe,” he said, “-that father Philip’s musi-
cal friecnd would fly off' with a copy of the
Holy Scriptures.” .

« Bemg,” said the Abbot, ¢ as it is, a he-
retical translation, it may be thought that
Satan may. have power over it.”

¢ Ay!” said Father Fustace, ¢ it is in-
deed his chiefest magazine of artillery,
when he inspireth presimptuous and daring
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men to set forth their own opinions and ex-
positions of Holy wiit. But though tius
abused, the Scriptures are the source of our
salvation, and are no .nore to be reckoned
unholy, because of these rasl: mens’ procee-
ings, than a powerful medicine is to be con-
temned, or held poisonous, because beld
and evil leeches have employed it to the
prejudice of their patients. With the per-
mission of your reverence, I would that this
matter were looked into more closely. 1
will ‘myself visit the Tower of Glendearg
ere ] am many hours older, and we will sce
if any spectre or white woman of the wild
will venture to interrupt my jeurney or re-
turn. Have I yodr reverend permission
and your blessing ?” he added, but in a tone
that appeared to set no great store by ei.
ther.

¢ Thou hast both, my biother,” said the
Abbot ; but no sooner had Fustace left the
apartment, than Boniface could not help
breaking on the willing ear of the Sacris.
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tan his sjncere wish, that any spirit, black,
wirite, or grey, would\read the adviser such
a lesson, as to cure him of his presumption
in estc:eming himsel¢ wiser than the whole
community.

¢ ] wish him no worse.lesson,” said the
Sacrlstan, « than to go swimming merrily
down the river with a ghost behind, and
Kelpie’s night-crows and mud-eels all wait-
ing to have a snatch at him,

Merrily swha we, the moon shines bright!  *
Good luck to your fishing, whom watch you to-night
. -

“ Brother Philip,” said the Abbot, ¢ we
exhort theesto say thy prayers, compose thy-
self, and banish that foolish chaunt from
thy mind ;—it is but a deception of the
devil's.” -

¢ I will essay, reverend father,” said the
Sacrlstan, ¢ but the tune hangs by my me-
mory like a burr in a beggar’s rags ; it min.
gles with the Psalter—the very bells of the
convent seem to repeat tlie words, and jin.
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gle to the tune; and were you to put me
to death at this very moment, it is my Be-
lief I should die singing it—¢ Now swim
we merrily’—it is as it were a spell upon
me.” -

He then again-began to warble

“ Good luck to your fishing.”

And checking himself in the strain with
difficulty, he exclaimed, ¢ It is too certain
—I am but a lost priest! Swim we merri-
ly—1 will sing it at the very mass—Woe is
me ! I'shall sing all the remainder of my
life, and yet never be able to change the
tune !” .

The honest Abbot replied, « he knew
many a good fellow in the same condi-
tion ;” and concluded the remark with ¢« ho!
ho! ho!” for his reverence, as the reader
may partly have observed, was one of those
dull folks who love a quiet joke..

The Sacristan, well acquainted with his
Superior’s humour, endeavoured to join in

11
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the laugh, but his unfortunate canticle came
aghin across his imagination, and intérrupt.
ed the hilarity of his customary echo.

<« By the rood, Brother Philip,” said the
Abbot much thoved, ¢ you become alto-
gether intolerable ! and T am convinced that
such a spell could not subsist over a person
of religion, and in a religious house, unless
he were under mortal sin, Wherefore, say
the seven penitentiary psalms—make dili-
gent use of thy scourge and hair-cloth—
refrain for thrce days from all food,” save
bread and water—1 myself will shrive thee,
and we wilt see if this singing devil may be
driven out of thee ; at least I think Father
Eustace himself could*devise no better ex.
orcism.”

“The Sacristan sighed deeply, but knew
remonstrance was vdin. He retired there-
fore to his cefl, to try how far-psalmody
might be able to drive off the sounds of the
_syren tune which haunted his memory.

Meanwhile, Father Enstace proceeded to
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the draw-bridge, in his way to the lonely
valley of Glendearg. In a brief conveisa-
tion with the churlish warder, he had the
address to render him ‘more tractable in the
controversy betwixt him and tke convezt.
He reminded him that his father had been
a vassal under the community ; that his bro-
ther was childless; and that their possession
would revert to the church on his death,
and might be either granted to himself the
warder, or to some greater favourite of the
Abbot, as matters chanced to stand be-
twixt -them at the time. The Sub-Prior
suggested to him also, the necessary con-
nection of intercsts betwixt thc Monastery
and the office which this man enjoyed. Ile
listened with temper to his rude and churl-
ish answers ; and by keeping his own interest
firm pitched in his view, hc had tke satis-
faction to find that Peter gradually softened
his tone, and consented to 1et~everl;' pilgrim
who travelled upon foot pass free of exac-
tion until Pentecost next; they who tra-
velled on horseback or otherwise, consent-
7
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ing to pay-the ordinaty custom. Having
thus accommodated avmatter in which the
weal of the convent was so deeply interest-
-ed, Father Eustace proceeded on his jour-
ngw.
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CHAPTER VIII.

Nay, dally not with time, the wise man’s treasure,
Though fools are lavish on’t—the fatal Fisher
Hooks souls, while we waste moments.

Old Play.

A NovemBER mist overspread the little
valley, up which slowly but sieadily rode
the Monk Eustace. He was not insensible
to the feeling of melanchely inspired by the
scene and by the season. The stream seem-
ed to murmur with a deep and oppressed
note, as if bewailing "the departure' of Au-
tumn. Among the scattered copses which
here and there fringed its banks, the oak-
trees only retained that pallid-green that
precedes their russet hue. The leaves of the
willows were most of them stripped from
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‘the branchcs, lay rusthing at each breath, and
disturbed by every step of the, mule ; while
the foliage of other trees, totally withered,
kept §till precariouspossession of theboughs,
waiting the fiest wind to strew them.

The Monk dropped into the natural train
of pensivethought which theSeautumnal em-
blems ‘of mortal hopes are peculiarly calcu-
lated to inspire. ¢ There,” he said, looking
at the leaves which lay strewed around, «lie
the hopes of carly youth, first formed that
they may soonest wither, and lovellest in
spring to become most S:ontemptible inwin-
ter ; butyou, yelingerers,”addedhe, looking
tora knot of beeches which still bore tHeir
withered leaves, ¢ yot. are the proud plans
of adventurous manhood, formed later, and
still élinging to the mind of age, although
it acknowledges their inanity ! None lasts
—none endures,save thefoliage of the hardy
oak, wnich anly begins to shew itself when
that of the rest of the forest has enjoyed half
itsexistence. A pale and decayed huc is all

VOL. I K
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it possesses, but still it retains that symptom
of vitality io the last.——So be it with Father
Eustace! The fairy hopes of my youth I
have trodden under foot like those neglect-
ed rustlers—to the prouder lrcams of my
manhood I look back as to lofty chimeras,
of which the pich and essence has long since
faded ; but my religious vows, the raithful
profession which I have made in my matu-
rer age, shall retain life while aught of Eu.
stace lives, Dangerous it may be—feeble
it must be—yet live it shall, the proud de-
termin:tion to serve the church of which 1
am a member, and to combat the heresies
by which she is assailed.” Thuys spoke, at
least thus thought, « man zcalous accord-
ing to his imperfect knowledge, confound-
ing the vital interests of Christianity with
the extravagznt and usurped claims, of the
Church of Rome, and defending his cause
with ardour worthy of a better. *

While moving onward in this contem-
plative mood, he could not help thinking
more than once, that he saw in his path

4
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the form of a female dressed i:yﬁte, who
appeared in the attisude of ntation.
But the impression®was only momentary,
and whenever he #ooked steadily to the
peint *wherc Re conceived the figure ap-
peared, it always proved that he had mista-
ken some natural object, a ‘white crag, or
the trunk of a decgyed birch tree with its
silver bark, for the appearance in question.
Tather Eustace had dwelt too long in
Rome topartake the superstitious feelings of’
the more ignorant Scottish clergy ; yet he
certainly thought, it exgraordinary,*that so
strong an impression should have beenmade
on’ his ming by the legend of the Sacristan.
«]tisstrange,” he said to himself, “that this
story, which doubtless was the invention of
Brother Philip to cover his own improprie-
ty of conduct, should run so much in my
head and disturb my more serious thoughts
~lain wonty I think, to have more command
upon my,senses. I will repeat my prayers,

and banish such folly from my recollec-
tion.”
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The ¥fonk accordingly began with de-
votion to t&!l his beads, according to the
prescribed rule of his order, and was not
again disturbed by any wanderings of the
imagination, until he found Bimsclf beneath
the little fortalicc of Glendearg.

Dame Glendinning,who stood at the gate,
set up a shout of surprise and joy at seeing
the good father, ¢ Martin,” she said, ¢ Jas.
per, where be a’ the folk ?—help the right
reverend Sub-Prior to dismount, and take
his mule from him—O father ! God has sent
you in ‘our need—1 was iust going to send
man and horse to the Convent, though I
ought to be ashamed to give so much trou-
ble to your reverences.”

« Qur trouble matters not, good dame,”
said Father Eustace; ¢ in what can I plea-
sure you ? I came hither to visit the Lady
of Avenel.” R

¢ Well-a-day !” said Dame" Alice, « and
it was on her part that I had the boldness
to think of summoning you, for the good
lady will never be able to wear over the
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day !—Would it pledse you to jl to her
chamber ?” T
«« Hath she not been shriven by Father
Philip 7 said the Monk.

+% Shriven she was,” said the Dame of
Glendearg, ¢ and by Father Philip, as your
reverence ‘ruly says—but—but I wish it
may have been a clean shrift—Methought
Father Philip looked but moody upon it—
and there was a book which he took away
with him, that”——She paused as if unwill-
ing to proceed. :

+% Speak out, Dame Glendinning,” said
the Fathes; ¢ with us it is your duty to have
ng secrets.” *

« Nay, if it please"your reverence, it is_
not that I would keep any thing from your
reverence’s knowledge, but I fear I should
prejudice the lady in your opinion ; for she
is an excellent lady—months and years has
she dwelt, in this tower, and none more ex-
emplary than she; but this matter, doubt-
less, she will explain it herself to your re-
verence.”
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«] deii\re first to kitow it from yoy, Damc
Glendinnisg,” said the Monk; ¢ and I
again repeat, it is your Juty to tell it to me.”

« This book, if it plrase your reverence,
which Father Philip remov:d from Glen-
dearg, was this morning returned to us ina
strange manner,” said the good widow.

« Returned ” said the Monk; ¢ How
mean you ?”

¢ I mean,” answered Dame Glendinning,
¢ that it was brought back to the town of
Glenaearg, the saints best know how—that
same beok which Father Philip carried with
him but yesterday. Old Martin, that is my
tasker and the lady’s servant, was driving
out the cows to the pasture—for we have
three good milk cows, reverend father,
lhlessed be Saint Waldave, and thanks to
the holy Monastery”——

The Moxk groaned with irapatience ; but
he remembered that a woman .of the good
dame’s condition was like a top, which, if you
let it spin on untouched, must at last cometo
a pause ; but, if you interrupt it by flogging,
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there is o end fo it§ gyrationj/ But to
speak no more of the cows, yp«f reverence,

though they arc hke]y cattle as ever were
tied to a stake, thestasker was driving them
aut, "andsthe®lads, that is my Halbert and
my lidward, that your seveience has scen
at church on holidays, andespecially Hal-
bert,—for you patged him on the head and
gave him a broach of Saint Cuthbert, which
he wears in his bonnet,—and little Mary
Avenel, that is the lady’s daughter, they
ran all after the cattle, and began fo play
up and down thg pastyre as young«folk will,
your reverence. And at length they lost
sight of Martin and the cows; and they
began to run up a little cleuch whigh 'we.
call Corinan shian, where therc is a wee
bit .stripe of a burn, and they saw there—
Good guide us !—a white woman sitting on
the burn-side wringing her hands—so the
bairns were frighted to sce a strange wo.
man sitting there, all but Halbert, who will
be sixteen come Whitstuntide ; and, besides,
he never feared onything—and when they
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went upto her—beltold she was- passed
away I” o

« For shame, good woman ! said Father
Lustace ; ¢ a woman of .gour sense listen to
a tale so idle !—the young fo¥xs told you &
lie, and that was all.”

¢ Nay, sir, it was more than that,” said
the old dame; ¢ for, besidcs that they never
told me a lie in their lives, I must warn you
that on the very ground where the White
Woman was sitting, they found the Lady
of Avencl’s book, and brought it with them
to the tower.”

¢ That is worthy of mark at least,” said
the Monk. ¢ Know you no otiier copy of
thiz volume within thése bounds?”

¢ None, your reverence,” returned El-
speth ; ¢ why should there ?—no one could
read it were there twenty.”

« Then you are sure it is the very same
volume which you gave to Father-Philip,”
said the Monk.

¢ As sure as that I now speak with your
reverence.”

¢ It is most singular !” said the Monk ;



THE MONASTERY. 225

and he walked acroes the room iy& musing
posture .

¢ I have been, upon néttles to hear
what your reverenge would say,” continued
Dame Glendinning, ¢ respecting this mat-
ter—There is nothing I would not do for
the Lady of Avenel and her family, and
that Ras been proved, and for her servants
to boot, both Martin and Tibb, although
Tibb is not so civil sometimes as altoge-
ther I have a right to expect ; but I can-
not think it beseeming to have angels, or
ghosts, or fairies, or the like, waiting upon
a leddy when she is %in another woman’s
house, in respect it is no ways creditable.
Onything she had to do was always dozne
to her hand, without costing her either
paims or pence, as a country body says ; and
besides the discredit, I cannot but think
that there is.no safety in having such un.
chancy- creatures about ane. But I have
tied red thread round the. bairns’s throats,
(so her fondness still called them,) and gi-
ven ilk ane of them a riding wand of rowan

K2
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tree, forisye sewing up a slip of witch-elm
into their aanblets ; and I wish to know of
your reverence if therc be ony thing mair
that a lone woman can ¢lo in the matter of
ghosts and fairies *—Be here ! that I should
have named their unlucky names twice
ower !”

« Dame Glendinning,” answered the
Monk, somewhat abruptly, when the good
woman had finished her narrative, ¢ I pray
you, do you know the miller’s daughter ?”

« Did I know Kate Happer ?” replied
the widaw ; ¢¢ as weel as the beggar knows
his dish—a canty quean was Kate, and a
special cummer of my ain may be twency

_years syne.”

¢ She cannot be the wench I mean,” said
Father Eustace; “she after whom I en-
quire is scarce fifteen, 2 black-eyed girl—
you may have seen her at thz kirk.”

« Your reverence must be in tht right;
and she is my cummer’s niece, doubtless,
that you are pleased to speak of: But I
thank God I have always been too duteous
in attention to the mass, to know whether
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young wenches hawe black eyes. or green
ones.” .

The good father,had so much of the world
abolit him, that hg was unable to avoid smi-
Jing, when the dame boasted her absolute
resistance to a temptation, which was not
quite so liable to beset her as those of the
othet sex.

“ Perhaps, then,” he said, you know
her usual dress, Dame Glendinning ?”

« Ay, ay, I'ather,” answercd the dame
readily enough, ¢ a white kirtle the wench
wears, to hide the dust of the mill nodoubt—
4and a blye hood, that’might weel e spared,
for pndefulness. -

« Then, may it npt be she,” said the Fa-
ther, ¢ who has brought back this book;™

-and stepped out of the way when the ch11~
dren came near hgr ?”

The dame,paused—wasnnwilling to com-
bat the solution suggested by the Monk—
but was at a loss to conceive why the lass of
the mill should come sp far from home into
so wild a corner,.merely to leave an old
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book withy three childeen, from whose ob-
servation siag wished to eonceal herself.
Above all, she could nct understand why,
since she had acquaintances of the family,
and since the Dame Glendinning had al-
ways paid her multure and knaveship du-
ly, the said lass of the mill had not come
in to rest herself and eat a morsel, ard tell
her the current news of the water.

These very objections satisfied the Monk
that his conjectures were right. « Dame,”
he said;* you must be cautious in what you
say. This is an instance—I would it were
the sole one—of the power of the Enemy ir.
these days. The matter must be sifted with
a curious and careful hand.”

¢ Indeed,” said Elspeth, trying to catch
and chime in with the ideas of the Sub-
Prior, < I have often thought the miller’s
folks at the Monastery-mill vere far over
careless in sifting our melder, and in‘bolting
it too—some folks say they will not stick
at whiles to put in a handful of ashes
amongst Christian folk’s corn-meal.”
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« That shall be lodked after alsv, dame,”
said the Sub-Prior, not diSpleised to see
that the good old weman went off on a false
scent} * and now, by your leave, I will see
thjs lady—do-you go before, and prepare
her to see me.”

Dame Glendinning left the lower apart-
ment accordingly, which the Monk paced in
anxiousreflection, considering how he might
best discharge, with humanity as well as with
effect, the important duty incumbent on
him. He resolved to approach the bed-side
of the sick person with reprimands, mitiga-
ted only by a feelmg Lr)r her weak condi-
tion—he determined, in case of her reply,
to which late exampler of hardened heretics
might encourage her, to be prepared with
answérs to their customary scruples. High
fraught, also, with zeal against her unautho-
=zed intrusior into the priestly function,
by study®of the Sacred Scriptures, he ima-’
gined to himself the answers which one of
the modern school of heresy might return

'to\ him—the victoribus refutation which
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should ay the disputant prostrate at the
Confessor's mércy—and the healing, yet
awful exhortation, which, under pain of
refusing the last consglations of religion, .
he designed to make to thespenitent, cqn-
juring her, as she loved her own soul’s
welfare, to disclose to him what she knew
of the dark mystery of iniquity, by which
heresies were introduced into the most
secluded spots of the very patrimony of
the church herself—what agents they had
who tould thus glide, as it were unseen,
from place to place, brmg back the vo-
lume which the church had interdicted o
the spots from which they had been remo-
_ved under her express auspices ; and who,
by encouraging the daring and profanethirst
after knowledge forbidden and useless to
the laity, had encouraged the fisher of souls
to use with effect his old bait of ambitie~
and vain glory. N
Much of this premeditated disputation
escaped the good: father, when Elspeth re-
turned, her tears flowing faster than her
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apron qould dry then, and made him a sig-
nal to follow her. ¢ How,” said the Monk,
« js she then so near her end >—nay, the
church must not break or bruise, when com.
fart is yet possible ;” and, forgetting his po-
lemics, the good Sub-Prior hastened to the
little apartment, where, on the wretched
bed which she had occupied since her mis-
fortunes had drawn her to the Tower of
Glendearg, the widow of Walter Avenel
had rendered up her spirit to her Creator.
« My God!” said the Sub-Prior, ¢ 4nd has
my unfortunate dallyjng suilered her to
"depart without the Cgurch’s consolation ?
Look to her, dame,” he exclaimed witlf ea-
ger impatience ; ‘*is there not yet a sparkle
of the life left P—may she not be recalled
—retalled but for a moment >—Oh ! would
that she could express, but by the most
‘mperfect word—but by the most feeble
motion,*her acquiescence in the needful
task of penitential prayer! Does she not
breathe ?— Art thou sure she doth not ?”
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"¢ She will never bteathe more,” said the
matron. “ O7 the poor fatherless girl—
now motherless also—Q the kind companion.
F have had these many years, that I shall
never see again ! But she is:in Heaven for
certain, if ever woman went there ; for a wo-
man of better life”—

« Woe to me,” said the good Monk, « if
indeed she went not hence in good assu-
rance—woe to the reckless shepherd, who
suffered the wolf to carry a choice one from
the flock, while he busied himself with trim-
ming his sling and his staff to give the men-
ster battle! O! if, in the long Hereaftcr,
aught but weal should that poor spirit share,
what has my delay cost ?—the value of an
immortal soul !

He then approached the body, full of the
deep remorse natural to a good man of
his persuzsion, who devoutly believed t*:
doctrines of the Catholic Church. ¢ Ay,”,
said he, gazing on the pallid corpse, from
which the spirit had parted so placidly
as to leave’ a smile upon the thin blie

, -
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lips, which had been so long wasted by de-
cay that they had parted with the last
breath of animation’ without the slightest
convulsive tremor-a¢ Ay,” said TFather
Eostace, ¢ there lics the faded tiee, and, as
it fell, so it lies—awful thought for me,
should my neglect have left it to descend
in an evil direction.” He then again and
again conjured Dame Glendinning to tell
him what she knew of the demeanour and
ordinary walk of the deceased.

All tended to the high honour of the de-
reased lady ; for her cgmpanion, who ad-
mired her sufficiently while alive, notwith-
stading some trifling points of jealousy,
now idolized her after ner death, and eould
think of no attribute of praise with which
she di1 not adorn her memory. .

Indeed, the Lady of Avenel, however
sue might privately doubt some of the doc-
trines annournced by the Church of Rome,
and although she had probably tacitly ap-
pealed from that corrupted system of Christ-
Jgity to the volume on which Christianity
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itself is founded, had nevertheless been re-
gular in her attendance on the worship of
the church, not, perhaps, extending her
scruples so far as to break off communion.
Such indeed was the first sentiment of the
earlier reformers, who seem to have studied,
for a time at least, to avoid a schism, until
the violence of the Pnpe rendered it un-
avoidable.

Father Eustace, on the present occasion,
listened with eagerness to every thing
which could lead to assure him of the lady’s
orthodoxy in the main points of belief ; for
his conscience reproached him sorely, that,
instead of protracting convefsation Wiih
the Dame of Glendearg, he ought instantly
to have hastened where his presence was
so necessary. ¢ If;” he said, addressing the
dead body, * thou art’yet free from the ut-
most penilty due to the followers of filsc
doctrine—if thou dost but suffer for a time,~
to expiate faults done in the body, but par-
taking of mortal frailty more than of deadly
sin, fear not that thy abode shall be lone
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in the penal regions fo which thou mayest
be doomed—if vigils—if masses—if pe-
nance—lt maceratidbn of my boedy, till it
resembles that eXteauated form which the
soul Irath abandoned, may assure thy deli-
verance. The Holy Charch—the godly
foundation—our blesscd Patroness herself,
shall intercede for,one whose errors were
counterbalanced by so many virtues,—
Leave me, dame—here, and by her bed-
side, will I perform those duaties which this
piteous case demands ! )

Llspeth left the "uqlk, who employed
himself in Jfervent and sincere, though er-
roncous prayers, for the weal of the ¢ "o,
parted spirit.  For an hour he remained in
the apartinent of death, and then returned
t6 the hall, where he found the still wecp-
ing friend of the detcased.

~But it woul® be injustice to Mrs Elspeth
Glendinring’s hospitality, if we suppose her
to have been weeping during this long in-
terval, or rather, if we sipnose her so en-
_tiely absorbed by the tribute of sorrow
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which she paid frankly and plentifully to
her deceased friend, as to be incapable of
attending to the rights of hospitality due to
the holy visitor—who was confessor at once,
and Sub- Prior—mighty in all rcligious and
secular considerations, so far as the vassals
of the Monastery were interested.

Her barley-bread had been toasted—her
choicest cask of home brewed ale had been
broached—her best butter had been piaced
on the hall-table, along with her most sa-
voury ham and her choicest cheese, ere she
abandomed herself 4o the extremity of sor-
row; and it was not till she had arran-
aed her little repast neatly on,the board,
that.she sat down m the chimney corner,
threw her checked apron over her head, and
gave way to the current of tears and sobs.
In this there was no grimace or affectation.
The good dame held the 'honours of lxx
house to be as essential a duty, especially -
when a Monk was her visitant, as any other
pressing call uooa her conscience ; nor until
these were suitably attended to.did she fiud
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herself at’liberty to indulge her sorrow for
her departed friend.

When she was conscious of the Sub-
Prior’s prcsence;' she rose with the same
aftenfion to his reception ; but he decli-
ned all the offers of hospitality with which
she endeavoured to tempt him. Not her
butter, as vellow as gold, and the best,
she assured him, that was made in the pa.
trimony of Saint Mary—not the barley-
scones, which ¢ the departed saint, God
sain her ! used to say were so good”—not
thte ale, nor any other &atcs which poor El-
speth’s stores afforded, could prevail on_the
Sub Prior #o break his fast.

« This day,” he said, ¢ I must not-taste
food until the sun go down, happy if, in
50 doing, [ can expiate my own negligence
—happier still, if ‘my sufferings -of this
Ttfling xlaturc', undertaken in °pure faith
and singieness of heart, may benefit the
soul of the deceased. Yet, dame,” he ad.
ded, ¢ I may not so far*farget the living
2 mv carcs for theJdead, as to leave be-
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hind me that book, which is to the igno-
rant what, to our first parents, the tree of
Knowledge of Good and Lvil unhappily
proved—excellent indeed initself, but fatal,
because used by those to whom it is prohi-
bited.” i

« O, blithely, rcverend father,” said the
widow of Simon Glendinning, < will I give
you the book, if so be I can wile it from
the bairns ; and indeed, poor things, as the
case stands with them even now, you might
take the heart out of their bodies, and they
never find it ont, tkey are sae begrutten*

¢ Give them 1his missal instcad, good
dame,” said the Fatlier, drawiug {rom his
pocket one which was curiously illuminated
with paintings, ¢ and 1 will come mysclf,
or send some one at a fitting time, and
teach them the meaning of these pictures.”

¢ The bYonnie images,” suid Dame G- *
dinning, forgetting for an instant her grief
in her admiration ¢ and weel I wot,” add-

* Begrutten,—over-weeped.
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ed she, € it is another sort of a book than
the poor Lady of Avenels; and blessed
might we have been this day, if your re-
- verence had found she way up the glen, in-
stead of Father Philip, though the Sacristan
is a powcerful man too, and speaks as if he
would gar the house fly abroad, save that
the walls are gay thick. Simon’s forebears
(may he and they be blessed !) took care of’
that.”

The Monk ordered his mule, and was
about to take his leave; and the good
dame was still dejayingghim with questions
about the funeral, when a horseman, armed
anfl accoufred, rode into the little court-
yard which surrounded the Keep.
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CHAPTER X

For sinee they rode among our dooz- .
With splent on spauld and rusty prrs
"There grows no fruit into our jurs:
Thus said John U -om-land.
Bunnatyne IS

THE Scottish laws, which were as wisely
and juéiciously made as they were careless-
ly and ineffectually executed, had in vain
endeavoured to restrain the damage done
to agriculture, by the chiefs and landed pro-
prietors retaining in their service what were

-called Jack-men, from the jack, or doablet
quilted with iron, wlrich they wore as de-
fensive armour. These military retainsice
conducted themselves with great insolerc
towards the industrious part of the com-
munity—lived in a great measure by plun-
der, and were ready to execute anv com

3
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mands of their master, however unlawful.
In adopting this mode of lif, men resigned
the quict hopes ang regular labours of in-
dustry, for an unsettled, precarious, and dan-
gerous trade, which yet had such charms
for those who once became accustomed to
it, that they became incapable of following
any other. Hence the complaint of John
Upland, a fictitiou$ character, representing
a countryman, into whose mouth the poets

of the day put their general satires upon
men and manners :

They ride about in sudh a rage,
By forest, frith and field,

With huckler, bow, and brande
Lo! wiscre they riv  out through the rye!
The Devil mot save the company,

Quoth Johu Up-on-land.

-

Christie of the Clinthill, the horseman who
now arrived at the little tower of Glen.
dearg, was one of the hopeful company of
whom the poet complains, as was indicated

by his “splent on spauld,” (iron-plates on his
VOL. I. L
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shoulder,) his rusted spurs, and his long
lance. An iron scull.cap, none of the
brightest, bore for distinction a sprig of
the holly, which was Avenel’s badge. A
long two-cdged straight sword, having a
handle made of polished oak, hung down
by his side. The meagre condition of his
horse, and the wild and emaciated Jnok of
the rider, shewed their occupation could
not be accounted an easy or a thriving one.
He saluted Dame Glendinning with little
courtesy, and the Monk with less ; for the
growing disrespect to the religious orders
had not failed to exfend itself among a cldss
of men of such disorderly habits, although
it may be supposed they were altogether
indiffurent alike to the new or the ancient
doctrines.

* ¢ So, our lady is dead, Dame Glendin-
ning,” said the jack-man; ¢ my master
sent you éven now a fat bullock for Ifer~
mart—it may serve for her funeral. I have
left him in the upper cleuch, as he is some-
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what Ren-speckle,* and is marked both with
cut and birn—the sooncr.the skin is off,
and he is in saultfat, the less like you are
to have trouble, you understand me. Let
me have a peck of corn for my horse, and
beef and beer for myself, for I must go on
to the Monastery—though I think this
Monk here might do mine errand.”

¢« Thine errand, rude man,” said the
Sub-Prior, knitting his brows

¢ For God’s sake!” said poor Dame
Glendinning, terrificd at the idea of,a quar-
rel between them,—¢ O Christie ! it is the
Sub Prior—O reveren& sir, it is Christie of
the Clinthill, the laird’s chief jackmam; ye
know that' little havings can be expected
from the likc o’ them.” -
. ¢ Are you a retainer of the laird of Ave.
nel #” said the Monk, addressing himself
to the horseman ; ¢ and do you speak thus
rudely tqa brother of Saint Mar);’s, to whom
thy master is so much beholden ?’

* Ken-speckle—that which is easily recognised by
Jthe eye.
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« He means to be yet more beholden to
your house, Sii Monk,” answered the fel-
low ; < for hedring his sister.in law, the wi-
dow of Waller of Avenel, was on her death-
bed, he sent me to say to the Father Ab-
bot and the brethren, that he will hold the
funeral-feast ai their convent, and invites
himsclf thereto with a score of horse, and
some friends, to abide there for three days
and three nights,—having horse-meat and
mer’s meat at the charge of the community;
of which his intention he sends due notice,
that fitting preparation may be timeously
made.” ' )

« Friend,” said the Sub.Prior, ¢ believe
not that I will do to the Father Abbot the
indignity of delivering such an errand.—
Think’st thou the goods of the church were
bestowed upon her by holy princes and pious
nobles, now dead and gone, to be consumed
in revelry by every profligate layman who
numbers in his train more followers than
he can support by honest means, or by his
own incomings? Tell thy master, from the
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Sub-Pripr of Saint Mary’s, that the Primate
hath issued his commands®to us that we
submit no longer te this compulsory exac-
tion ‘of hospitalitys.on slizht or false pre-
tences. Our lands and goods were given to
relieve pilgrims and pioys persons, not to
feast bands of rude soldiers.”

« This to me I” gaid the rude spear-man,
“ this to me and to my master ?—Look to
yourself then, Sir Priest, and try if 4ve and
Credo will keep bullocks from wandering,
and hay-stacks from burning.” .

“ Doest thou menate the holy.Church’s
patrimony with waste and fire-raising, *said
the Sub Prior, ¢ and that in the face 8t the
sun? I call on all who hear me to bear
witness to the words this ruffian has.spoken.
Remember how the Lord James drowned
such as you by scores in the black pool at
Jeddart.—To him and to the Primate will
1 compfain” The soldier shifted the posi-
tion of his lance, and brought it down to a
level with the Monk’s body.

Dame Glendinning began to shriek for
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assistance. ¢ Tibb Tacket! Martin ! where
be ye all >—Clhristie, for the love of God,
consider he is a man of*holy kirk.”

<¢ I care not for his spear,” said the Sub-
Prior ; <« if I am slain in defending the rights
and privileges of my community, the Pri-
mate will know how to take vengeance.”

« Let him look to himself,” said Christie,
but at the same time depositing his lance
against the wall of the tower ; « if the Fife
men spoke true who came hither with the
Governor in the last raid, Norman Leslie
has him a¢ feud, and s like o set him hard,
We know Norman a true blood-hound, who
will nlever quit the slot. But I had no de-
sign to offend the holy father,” he added,
thinking perhaps he had gone a little too
far 3 * I am a rude man, bred to lanceand
stirrup, and not used to deal with book-
learned mer and priests ; and’ I am willing
to ask his forgiveness and his blessing, if I-
have said aught amiss.”

¢« For God’s sake, your reverence,” said
the widow of Glendearg apart to the Sub-
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Prior, % bestow on hfm your forgiveness—
how shall we poor folks sleep in security in
the dark nights, if: the Convent is at feud
with such men as ke is ?”

-#¢You are right,dame,” said the Sub-Prior,
“ your safety should, and must be in the
first instance consulted.—Soldier, I forgive
thee, and may God bless thee and send thee
honesty.”

Christie of the Clinthill made an unwil-
ling inclination with his head, and mutter-
ed apart, ¢ that is as much as to say, God
send thee starvation.~-But now tp my mas.
ter’s demand, Sir Priest ? What answer am
[ to return -

¢ That the body of the widow of Walter
of Avenel,” answered the Father, * shall be
intérred as becomes her rank, and in the
tomb of her valiant husband. For yc;m'
rnaster’s proffered visit of thrge days, with
such a ‘tompany and retinue, I have no au-
thority to reply to it; you must intimate

your Chief’s purpose to.the Reverend Lord
Abbot.”
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¢t That will cost me a farther ride,” said
the man, * but it is all in the day’s work.
—How now, my lad,” said he to Halbert,
who was handling the lopg lance which he
had laid aside; ¢ how do you like such.a
play-thing *—will you go with me and he a
moss-trooper

¢ The Saints in their mercy forbid !’ said
the poor mother ; and then, afraid of having
displeased Christie by the vivacity of her
exclamation, she followed it up by explain-
ing, that since Simon’s death she could not
ook on a spear or a how, or any implement
of destruction, without trembling.

¢« Dshaw !” answered Christie, ¢« thou
should’st take another husband, dame, and
drive such follies out of thy thoughts—
what say’st thou to such a strapping lad as
1 ¢ Why, this old tower of thine is fencible
enough, and there is no want of cleughs,
and craggs, and bogs, and thickets, if one
was set hard ; a man might bide here and
keep his halfscore of lads, and as many
geldings, and live on what he could lay his
hand on, and be kind to thee, old wenck.”
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« Alas! Master Christie, that you would
talk to a lone woman in such a fashion, and
death in the house besides

« Lone woman,!—why, that is the very
xeason thou should’st take a mate. Thy old
friend is dead—why good—chuse thou ano-
ther of somewhat tougher frame, and that
will hot die of the pip like a young chicken.
—DBetter still—Coome, dame, let me have
something to eat, and we will talk more of
this.”

Dame Elspeth, though she well knew the,
man’s character, whigh in fact she both dis-
liked and feared, could not help simpering
ct the personal address which he tlought
proper to make to her. She whispered to
the Sub-Prior, ¢ ony thing just to Keep him

-qutet,” and went into the tower to set be-
fore the soldier tlie food he desired, trust-
ing, betwixt,good cheer and .the' power of

. her own charms, to keep Christie of the
Clinthill so well amused, that the alter-
cation ‘betwixt him and the holy fathér

_should not be rerewed.

) La
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The Sub-Prior was equally unwilling to
hazard any unnécessary rupture between
the community and such a person as Ju-
lian of Avenel. He was-sensible that mo-
deration, as well as firmness, was necessary
to support the tottering cause of the Church
of Rome ; and that, contrary to the former
ages, the quarrels betwixt the clergy and
laity had, in the present, usually terminated
to the advantage of the latter. He resol-
ved, therefore, to avoid further strife by
withdrawing, but failed not, in the first
place, to possess himself of the volume
which the Sacristan had carried off' the
evenitig before, and which had been re-
turned to the glen in such a marvellous
manner.

Edward, the younger of Dame Elspeth’s
boys, made great objections to the book
being removed, in which Mary would pro-,
bably have joined, but that she was now.
in her little sleeping chamber with Tibb,
‘who was exerting her simple skill to con-
sole the young lady for her mother’s death.

Butthe younger Glendinning stdod up i’
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defencg of her property, and with a positive-
ness which had hitherto made no part of his
character, declaredy that now the kind lady
was 'dead, the book was Mary’s, and no one
but Mary should have it.

“ But if it is not a fit book for Mary to
read, my dear boy,” said the Father gen-
tly ; % you would not wish it to remain with
her.”

¢« The lady read it,” answered the young
champion of property ; “and so it could
not be wrong—it shall not be taken away
—I wonder where Habbert is ?—listening to
the bravading tales of gay Christie, I rec-
kon—he is always wishing for fighting, and
now he is out of the way.”

¢ Why, Edward, you would not fight
‘with me, who am both a priest and an o_ld
man .

¢ If you wese as good a priest,as the Pope,
-and asold as the hills to boot, you shall
not carry away Mary’s book without her
leave. I will do battle for it.” -
. ““ But see you, my love,” said the Monk,
amused with the resolute friendship mani-
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fested by the boy, «“I do not take-it; I
only borrow it ;-and I leave in its place my
own gay missal, as a pledge I will bring it
again.” R .

Edward opened the missal with eager cn-
riosity, and glanced at the pictures with
which it was illustrated. ¢ Saint George
and the dragon—Halbert will like chat;
and Saint Michael brandishing his sword
over the head of the Wicked Oue—and that
will do for Halbert too. And see the Saint
-John lcading his lamb in the wilderness,
with his little cross made of reeds, and his
scrip and staff—that shall be my favourite ;
and wiere shall we find one for poor Mary ?
—here is a beautiful woman weeping and
lamenting herself.”

¢¢ That is Saint Mary Magdalen repent-
ing of her sins, my dear.boy,” said the Fa-
ther. _

¢ That will not suit our Mary ;. for she
commits no faults, and is never angry with
‘us, but when we do something wrong.”

«¢ Then,” said the Father, « I will shew
you a Mary, who will protect her-and yon,’
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and all good childrent Sce how fairly she
is represented with her gown covered with
golden stars.” . \

The boy was lost in wonder at the por-
trait of the Virgin, which the Sub-Prior
turned up to him.

¢ This,” he said, «1is rcally like our sweet
Mary% and I think I will let you take
away the black book, that has no such
goodly shews n it, and leave this for Mary
instead. DBut you must promise to bring
back the book, good Father—for now L
. think upon it, Mary may like that best
which was her mother’s.”

<¢ 1 will certainly return,” said the Monk,
evading his answer, ‘“and perhaps I may
teach you to write and read such beautiful
letters as you see there written, and to
paint them blue, green, and yellow, and to
blazon them with gold.” .

¢¢ Ay, und to make such figures as these
blessed Samts, and especially these two
Marys?” said the boy. '

¢ With their blessing,” said the Sub-.

’ 5
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Prior, ¢ I can teach 'you that aft too, so
far as I am myself capable of shewing, and
you of learning it.”

« Then,” said Edwzad, « will I paint
Mary’s picture—and remember you are to
bring back the black book ; that you must
promise me.”

The Sub-Prior, anxious to get rid of the
boy’s pertinacity, and to set forward on
his return to the convent, without having
any farther interview with Christie the gal-
loper, answered by giving the promise Ed-
ward required, moynted his mule, and set
forth on his rcturn homeward.

The November day was well spent cre
the Sub-Prior resumzd his journey ; for the
difficulty of the road, and the various de-
lays which he had met with at the tower,
had detained him longer than he proposed.
A chill easterly wind was sighing amoeng
the withered leaves, and stripping thcon
from the hold they had yet retained on the
parent trees.

“ Even so.” said the Monk, * our pross
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pects ihs this vale of time grow more dis-"
consolate as the stream of years passes on.
Little have I gained*by my journey, saving
‘the certainty that Meresy is busy amongst
us-with more than his usual activity, and
that the spirit of insulting religious orders,
and plundering the Church’s property, so
genera'l in the eastern districts of Scotland,
has now come nearer home.”

The tread of a horse which came up be-
hind bim, interrupted his reverie, and he
soon saw he was mounted by the same wild

- rider whom he hyd leftat the tower.

“ Good even, my son, and bencdicite,”
said the Subp-Prior as he passed ; but the
rude soldier scarce acknowledged the greet.
ing, by bending his head ; and dashing the
spurs into his horse, went on at a pace which.
soon left the Monk and his mule tur behind.
“ And there,” tHought the Sub-Prior, ¢ goes
tuuther plague of the times—a fellow whose
birth designed him to cultivate the earth,
but who is perverted by the unhallowed and

~nehristian divisions ¢f the country, into a
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“daring dissolute robber. The barons of
Scotland are now turned masterful thieves
and ruffians,oppressing the poor by violence,
and wasting the Churc}, by extorting free-
quarters from abbeys and priories, witheut
either shame or reason.—1I fear me I shall
be too late to counsel the Abbot to make
a stand against these daring sorneps. *—1
must make haste.” He struck his mule with
his riding-wand accordingly ; but,instead of
mending her pace, the animal suddenly

+started from the path, and the rider’s ut-
most efforts could ot force her forward.

s Art thou, too, infected with the spirit
of the times ? said the Sub.Prior; ¢ thou
were wont to be ready and serviceable, and

* %To sorne, in Scotland, is to exact free 'quar'ters
against the will of the landlord. It is declared equiva-
lent to theft by a statute passed ip the year 1445. The
great chieftains oppressed the Monasteries very inuch
by cxactions of this nature. The community of e -
brothwick complained of an Earl of Angus, 1think, who
was in the regular habit of visiting them once a year,
with a train of a thousand horse, and abiding till the
whole winter provisions of, the convent were exhags.te:
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art nowas restive as iny wild jack-man c.¥
stubborn heretic of them all.”
-~ While he was contending with the start-
? . . . il v
*led animal, a voics, like that of a female,
chaunted in his car, or at least very close
to it, .
“ Good cvening, Sir Priest, and so latc as you ride,
With your mule so fair,and your mantle so wide ;
But ride you through valley, or ride you o’er hill,
There is one that has warrant to wait on you still.
Back, back,
The volume black !
I have a warrant to carry it back.” : .

- The Sub Prio., lookad around, *but nei-
ther bush nor brake was near which could
conceal ansambushed songstress. ¢ May
Our Lady have mercy on me !” he said ; ¢I
trust my senses have not forsaken me—
yet how m y thoughts should arrange them-
selves into rhimes wliich I despise, and mu-
sic which I care not for, or why there
#iduld be the sound of a female voice in
ears, to which its melody has been so long .
indiffercnt, baffles my comprehension, and
“almost realizes the vision of Philip the Sa-
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“uiistan.—Come, good mule, betake thee to
the path, and lét us hence while our judg-
ment serves us.”

But the mule stood as if it had been Toot-
ed to the spot, backed from the point to
which it was pressed by its rider, and by her
ears laid close into her neck, and her eyes
almost starting from their sockets, testified
that she was under great terror.

While the Sub-Prior, by alternate threats
and soothing, endeavoured to reclaim the
wayward animal to her duty, the wild musi-
cal voice was again heard close beside him.

“ What ho'! Sub-Prior, and came you but here *
To conjure a book from a dead woman’s bier ?
Sain yuu, and save you, be wary and wise,
Ride back with the book or you’ll pay for your prize.
Back, back,
There’s death in the track !
In the name of my master, I bid thee bear back.”

¢ In the name of my Master,” said 4.C

. astonished Monk, « that name before which

all things created tremble, I conjure thee

to say what thou art that hauntest -me:
thus ?”
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. .

The same voice replied,

L[]

 That which is neither ill nor well,

That which belongs ndt to Heaven nor to hell,

A wreath of the mistaa bubble of the stream,

_’1‘wi¥t a waking thought and a slceping dream ;
A form that men spy
With the half shut aye,

In the beams of the sctting sun am 1.”

 This is more than simple fantasy,” said
the Sub- Prior rousing himself'; though, not-
withstanding the natural hardihood of his
temper, the sensible presence of a superna-
tural being so near him, failed not to make
“his blood run cold and his hair briStle. « I
charge thee,” he said aloud, ¢ be thing er-
rand what it will, to depart and trouble me
no more !—Talse spirit, thou canst notappal
any save those who do the work negligent-
ly.” '
The voice immediately answered :

. .
“ Yainly, Sit. Prior, would’st thou bar me my right!
Eikethe starwhen itshoots, I can dart through the night;
I can dance on the torrent and ride on the air,
Amd travel the world with the bonnie night-mare.
Again, agair,
At the croole of the glen,
Wher? bickers the burnie, I'll meet thee again.”
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= ‘The road was now’apparently left open ;

for the mule collected herself, and changed
from her posture of terror to one whicl.
promised advance, althsugh a profuse per-
spiration, and general trembling of she
joints, indicated the bodily terror she had
undergone.

« Jused to doubtthe. existence of Caba-
lists and Rosicrucians,” thought the Sub-
Prior, ¢ but by my Holy Order, 1 know no
longer what to say!—My pulse beats tempe-
rately—my hand is cool—1I am fasting from
every thing but sih, and possessed of my
ordinary faculties—Either some fiend is
permitted to bewilder me, or the tales of
Cornelius Agrippa, Paracelsus, and others
who treat of occult philosophy, are not with-
out foundation.—At the crook of the glen?
I could have desired to avoid a second
meeting, but I am on the service of .the
church, and the gates of hell shail not gac
vail against me.”

He moved around accordmgly, but witn
precaution, and not without fear; for, he
neither knew the manner in which, os the
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place where, his jourstey might be next ir-
terrupted by his invisible attendant. He
.flescended the glen without interruptfon
- for about a mile fasther, when, just at the
spot wherethebrook approached the steep
hill, with a winding so abrupt as to leave
scarcely room for a horse to pass, the mule
was afBain visited with the same symptoms
of terror which had before interrupted her
course. Better acquainted than before with
the cause of her restiveness, the Priest em-
ployed no effort to make her proceed, but.
.addressed himself to the object, which he
doubted not was the same that had formerly
interrupted him, in the words of solemh ex-
orcism prescribed by the church of Rome
on such occasions. )
-In seply to his demand, the voice again
sung ;— .
"f Men of good are bold as sackless,*,
e .B/Ien of r.'.ld.e are wilt.l and reckless.
. "Lice chou still

In the nook of the hill,
= For those be befure thee that, wish thee ill.”

@

i Sac/rles_m—.lnnocent.
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While the Sub- Pricr listened, with his head
turnedin thedirection from which the sounds
seemed to corae, he felt as if something rush-
ed against him ; and ere he could discover.
the cause, he was pusiled from his saddle
with gentle but irresistible force. Before
he reached the ground his senses were gone,
and he lay long in a state of insens:bility ;
for the sunset had not ceased to gild the
top of the distant hill when he fell,—and
when he again became conscious of exist-

_ence, the pale moon was gleaming on the
landscape. Hc awakened in a state of ter-

ror, from which, for a few minutes, he found

it difficult to shake himself free. Atlength
he sate up on the grass, and became sensi-
ble, by repeated exertion, that the only per-
sonal injury which he had sustained was the
‘numbness arising from extreme cold. The
motion of something near him riade the

blood again run to his heart, and b"z. a
sudden effort he started up,” and, looking
around, saw to his relief that the noise was

occasioned by the footsteps of his own
6 S



THE MONASTERY. 268

“mule. The peaceable animal had remain. .
ed qule'tly beside her master during his'
trance, browsing on the grass which grew

:p]enttful]y in that sequestered nook.

With some exertion he collected himself,
remounted the animal, and meditating upon
his wild adventure, descehded the glen till
its jungtion with the broader valley through
which the Tweed Winds. The draw-bridge
was readily dropped at his first summons,
and so much had he won upon the heart of
the churlish warden, that Peter appeared
himself with a lantern to shew the Sub-’
Prior his way over the perilous pa;s.

“ By my sooth, sir,” he said, holding the
light up to* Father Eustace’s face; « you
look sorely travelled and deadly pale—but
a lmle matter serves to weary out you
men of the cell. I now who speak to you
—1I havy ndden—before I was perched up
her¢ on this plllar betwixt wind and water
it may'be thirty Scotl miles before I
broke my fast, and’ have had the red of a
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bramble rose in my cheek all the while—
But will you taste some food, or a cup of
distilled watevs ?”

« I may not,” said Father Eustace; < be-
ing under a vow ; but I thank you for your
kindness, and pray you to give what I may
not accept to the next poor pilgrim who
comes hither pale and fainting, for so it
shall be the better both with him here, and
with you hereafter.”

« By my faith, and I will do so,” said

_Peter Bridge-Ward, ¢ cven for thy sake—
1t is strange now, how this Sub-Prior gets
round one’s heart more than the rest of
these cowled gentry, that think of nothing
but quaffing and stuffing—Wife,  say—wife,
we will give a cup of distilled waters and a
crust of bread unto the next pilgrim that
comes over ; and ye may keep for the pur-
pose the grunds of the last greg-beard,®

"

ws -

s
¥ An old-fashioned rame for an earthen jar for hold-
ing spirits.
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and the, ill-baked banhock which the bairs.,
couldna eat.” ]
. W‘hile Peter issued these charitable, and,
‘at the same time, prudent injunctions, the
Sub-Brior, whose mild interference had
awakened the Bridge-Ward to such an act
of unwonted generosity, was pacing onward
to the Monastery. , In the way, he had to
commune with and subdue his own re-
bellious heart, an enemy, he was sensiblc,
more formidable than any which the exter-
nal powers of Satan could place in his wa .
Father Eustacg had ibdeed stromg tempt-
ation to suppress the extraordinary incident
which had befallen him, which he was the
more reluctant to confess, because_he had
passed so severe a judgment upon Father
Philip, who, as he was now not unwilling
to alloy, had, on hisreturn from Glendearg,
encountered obstacles somewha! similar to
hic, own.” Of this the $ub.Prior was the
more conyinced, when, feeling in his bosom,
r the Book which he. had brought off
from the Tower of Glendearg, he found it
woL.1.  ” T
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‘was amissing, which he could only account
for Ly supposing it had been stolen from
him during his trance.

« If I confess this strange visitaiidn,”
thought the Sub-Prior, ¢ I become the ri-
dicule of all my brethren—I whom the Pri-
mate sent hither to be a watch, as it were,
and a check upon their follies. I give the
Abbot an advantage over me which I shall
never again recover, and Heaven only
knows how he may abuse it, in his foolish

- mplicity, to the dishonour and loss of
Holy Ki.k.—But then, if I make not true
confession of my shame, with what face can
I again presume to admonish or restrain
others —Avow, prcud heart,” continued
he, addressing himself, « that the weal of
Holy Church interests thee less in this mat-
ter than thine own humiliation—Yer, Hea-
ven has punished thee even in that point in
which thou didst -leem thyself most strorg,
in thy spiritual pride and thy carnal wis-
dom. Thou hast laughed at, and derided tht
inexperience of thy brethren—stoop thy-
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self in tirrn to their derlslon—tell what they -
may not believe—affirm that which they will
worie to idle fear,” or perhaps to wilful
“falsehood—sustain the disgrace of a silly
vistondry, or a wilful deceiver.—Be itso; 1
will do my duty, and make ample confes-
sion tg my Superior. If the discharge of
this duty destroys imy usefulness in this
house, God and Our Lady will send me
where I can better scrve them.”

There was no little merit in the resolution
thus piously and generous]y formed by Fa-
ther Eustace. 'I'o men of any rank the es.
teem of their order is naturally most dear ;
but in the monastic establishment, cut off],
as the brethren are, from other objects of
ambition, as well as from all exterior friend-
ship and relationship, the place which they
hold ir\the opiniod of each other is all
in ¢l )
© Dut the consciousnes? how miich he

" should rejoice the-Abpbt and most of the
m;g:-Monks of Saint Mary’s, who were
~impatient of the unaﬁthﬁ&Zed yet irresisti-
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" Lie controul, whichr he was wont-to exer-
cise in the affairs of the convent by a con-
fession which would put him in a ludicre+,
or perhaps even in a c:{minal point of view,
could not weigh with Father Eusiace in
comparison with the duty which his belief
enjoined.

As, strong in his feelings of duty, he ap-
proached the exterior gate of the Monas-
tery, he was surprised to see torches gleam-
ing, and men assembled around it, some on
‘horseback, some on foot, while several
of the Monks, distinguished through thc
night by their white scapularies, were ma.
king themselves busy among the crowd.
The Sub-Prior was received with a unani-
mous shout of joy, which at once made him
sensible that he had himself been the ob-
ject of their anxiety. ' »

<« There he is! there he is! God- be
thanked—there P.e is, hale and fear I %x-
claimed the vassald : while the Mcnks ex-
claimed « Te Dum laudamus—the W2o¢

[A1]

of thy servants if pre;:ious in thy sigiit
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¢« What is the matter, children? what is

the matter, my brethren ?” said Father Eu-
stace, dismounting as the gate.
L \Iay, brother, if thou know’st not, we
will nat tell thee till thou art in the refec.
tory,” answered the Monks; ¢ Suffice it
that the Lord Abbot had ordered these,
our z¢alous and faithful vassals, instantly
to set forth to guard thee from imminent
peril—Ye may ungirth your horses, child.
ren, and dismiss; and, to-morrow, each -
who was at this rendezvous may send to
the convent kitchen for a quarter of a yard
of roast-beef, and a black-jack full. of dou-
ble ale.” -

The vassals dispersed with joyful accla-
mation, and the Monks with equal jubilee,
conducted the Sub-Prior into the refec-
tory.
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CHAPTER IX.

Here we stand—e- ‘
‘Woundless and well, may Ileaven’s high name be bless’d
for't !
As erst, ere treason couch’d a lance against us,
DEckEER.

“he

No sooner was the Sub-Prior hurried into
the refectory by his rejoicing companions,
than the first person on whom he fixed his
eye proved to be Christie of the Clinthill.
He was seated in the chimney-corner, fet-
tered and guarded, his features drawn into
that air of sulky and turbid resolutios with
which those hardened in guilt are accus-
tomed te view the approach of pumishmext,
But as the Sub-Prio;; drey near to him, his
face assumed a moye wild and startled exz"
pression, while he.¢ xclaimed—¢¢ The devil!,
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the. devil himself, brings the dead back
upon the living !” .
« Nay,” said a Monk to him, « say rather,
" that Our Lady foilsthe attempts of the wick-
ed*orr her faithful servants—our dear bro-
ther lives and moves.,”
¢« Lives and moves !” said the ruffian, ri-
sing and shuffling towards the Sub.Prior as
well as his chains would permit; ¢ nay,
then I will never trust ashen shaft and steel
point more—It is even so,” he added, as he
gazed on the Sub-Prior with astonishment ;
-¢¢ neither wem 1jor wodnd—not sa much as
a rent in his frock !”
« And whence should my wound have
come ?” said Iather Kustace.
« From the good lance that never failed
me Defore,” replied Christie of the Clinthill.
¢« Meaven absolve thee for thy purpose ”
said the Sub-Prior; ¢ wouldst thou have
slein a servant of the altAr ?”
“To choose I at;syzraed Christie, * the
mgmen say, an’ the'whele pack of ye were
vslattthere were mdre lpst at Flodden.”
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“ Villain! art thou heretic as well as
murderer ?”

“ Not I, by Saint Giles,” replied the ri
der; « I listened blith=ly enough to the
J.aird of Monance, when he told me ye wece
all cheats and knaves ; but when he would
have had me go hear one Wiseheart, a gos-
peller, as they call him, he might as well
have persuaded the wild colt that had flung
one rider to kneel down and help another
wuto the saddle.”

¢ There is some goodness about him yet,”
said the Sacristan to the Abbot, who at that
moment entered—* He refused to hear a
hereti¢ preacher.”

¢t The better for him in the next world,”
answered the Abbot.  Prepare for death,
my son—we deliver thee over to the secular
arm of our Baillie, for execution on tht Gal-
low-hill by peep of light.” * -

« Amen !” said the ruffian ; ¢¢’tis the emd
I must have come b} sooner or later.—and
what care I whether £ feed the crows ~t"
Saint Mary’s or at Carlisle 7"
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“Let, me implore ybur reverend patience
for an instant,” said the Sub-Prior ; ¢ untll
I shall enquire”— ¢

«'What !” exclaimed the Abbot, obser-
vipg him for the first time—<¢ Our dear bro-
ther restored to us when his life was un-
hoped for !—nay, kneel not to a sinner like
me—3stand up—thou hast my blessing.
When this villain came to the gate, accused
by his own evil conscience, and crying out
he had murdered thee, I thought that the
pillar of our main aisle had fallen—no more

_shall a life so precious be exposgd to such
risks, as occur in this Border country ; no
longer shall one beloved and resctied of
Heaven hold so low a station in the church,
as that of a poor Sub-Prior—I will write
by «express to the Primate for thy speedy
remowxal and advancement.” |

<« N3y, butdet me understand,” said the
Sub-prier ; ¢ did this seldier sag that he
had slain me ?”

- That he had trﬁfsﬁxed you,” answer-
ed. the Abbot, « in full career with his

M 2 .



274 THE MONASTERY.

lanece—but it seems he had taken ap indif-
ferent aim. But no sooner didst thou fall
to the ground mortally.gored, as he deem-
ed, with his weapon, than our blessed Pa-
troness appeared to him, as he averred)———

I averred no such thing,” said the pri-
soner ; ¢ I said a woman in white inter-
rupted me, as I was about to examiue the
priest’s cassock, for they are usually well
lined—she had a bull-rush in her hand, with
-one touch of which she struck me from my
horse, as I might strike down a child of
four years old with an iron mace—and
then, like a singing fiend as she was, she
sung ‘1o me,

¢ Thank the holly-bush
That nods on thy brow;

Or with this slender rush
I had strangled thee now.’

¢ 4
I gathered myself up with fear and Jifficul-
ty, threw myself on my horse, and ca:me
hither like a fool to get myself hanged for
a rogue.”
« Thou see’st, honoured brother,” sald
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the Ahbot to the Sub-Prior, « in what fa-
vour thou art with our blessed Patroness
that she herself becomes the guardian of
thy paths—Not since the days of our bless-
ed fqunder hath she shewn such grace to
anyone. All unworthywereweto hold spiri-
tual superiority over thee, and we pray thee
to prepare for thy speedy removal to Aber-
brothock.”

« Alas ! my lord and father,” said the Sub-
Prior, ¢ your words pierce my very soul.
Under the seal of confession will I present-
ly tell thee why I conceive myself rather the
baflled sport of a spirit of another sort, than
the protected favourite of the heaverly pow-
ers. But first let me ask this unhappy man
a question or two.”

- % Do as ye list,” replied the A.bbot——‘ ¢but

syoushall not conyince me that it is fitting
you rémain in this inferior office in the con.
vent of Saint Mary.” . -

"« I would ask of this poor man,” said IFa-

“ther Eustace, «for yhiat purpose he nourish.

ed‘the thought of puttmg to death one who
"ne never dad him evil.?
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“ Ay! but thou didst menace me with
evil,” said the ruffian, « and no one but a
fool is menaced twice. .Doest thou not re-
member what you said touching the Pri-
mate and Lord James, and the black ponl
of Jedwood ? Didst thou think me fool
enough to wait 1ill thou hadst betrayed me
to the sack and the fork ? There were small
wisdom in that methinks—as little as in co-
ming hither to tell my own misdeeds—I1
think the devil was in me when 1 took this
road—I might have remembered the pro-
verD, ¢ Never Friar forgot feud.””

« And it was solely for that—for that on-
ly hasty word of mine, uttered in a moment
of impatience, and forgotten ere it was well
spoken !” said I'ather Eustace.

« Ay! for that, and—for the love of thy
gold crucifix,” said Christie of the Clint-
hill.

<« Gracious heaven ! and could the yellow
metal—the glittering earth—so far over-
come every sense of what is thereby repres!
sented ?—Father Abbot, I pray, as a dear

9
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boon, you will delivef this guilty person to_
my mercy.” . )

« Nay, brother,”. interposed the Sacris-
“tan, ¢ to your doog if you will, not to your
merey—Remember, we are not all equally
favoured by our blessed Lady, nor is it like-
ly that every frock in the Convent will serve
as a cbat of proof when a lance is couched
against it.”

« For that very reason,” said the Sub.
Prior, ¢ I would not that for my worthless
self the community were to fall at feud with
Julian of Avenel, this man’s master.”

¢ Qur Lady forbid I said the Sacristan,
“ he is a second Julian the apostate.”

« With our reverend father the Abbot’s
permission then, « said Father Eustace, « I
desrre this man be freed from his chains, and
guffersd to depart.uninjured ;—and here,
friend,’ he added, giving him the golden
crucnﬁx, k¢ 1s the image for which thou wert
wﬂlmg to stain thy hands with murther.
“Wtew it well; and msy it inspire thee with
other and better thoughts than those which
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referred to it as a pikce of bullion. Part
with it, nevertkeless, if thy necessities re-
quire, and get thee one of such coarse sub-_
stance that mammon shall have no share in
any of the reflections to which it gives rise,
It was the bequest of a dear friend to me ;
but dearer service can it never do than that
of winning a soul to heaven.”

The Borderer, nowfreed from chains, stood
gazing alternately on the Sub-Prior and on
the golden crucifix. ¢ By Saint Giles,” said
he, ¢¢ I understand ye not!—An ye give me
gold for couching my lance at thee, what
would you give me to level it at a heretic ?”

¢ Tae Church,” said the Sub.Prior, « will
try the effect of her spiritual censures to
bring these stray sheep into the fold, ere she
employ the edge of the sword of Saint Pe-
ter.” . ”

s Ay, but,” said the ruffian, ¢ they say
the Primate recommends a little strangling
and burning in aid both of censure and of
sword. But fare ye Wweel, I owe you a lirc,,
and it may be I will nct forget my debt”
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The Baillie now calne bustling in, dress.
ed in his blue coat and bandaliers, and at
tended by two or three halberdiers._ ¢ I

'have been a thought too late in waltmg
upon your reverend lordship. Iam grown
somewhat fatter since the field of Pinkie,
and my leathern coat sli'ps not on so soon
as it %as wont ; but the dungeon is ready,
and though, as I said, I have been some
what late”

Here his intended prisoner walked grave-

ly up to the officer’s nose, to his great amaze-
_ment, . -

« You have been indeed somewhat late,
Baillie,” said he, ¢ and I am greatly obli.
gated to your buff-coat, and to the time
you took to put it on. If the secular arm
hadrarrived some quarter of an hour sooner,
J had been out of the reach of spiritual
grace ; sbut as it is, I wish you good even,
aqd a safe riddance out: of youg garment
of durance, in which you have much the
o sf a Bog in armgur.”,

YWroth was the Baillic with this compari.
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son, and exclaimed in ire—% Aw’ it were
not for the presence of the venerable Lord
Abbot, thou knave”—— )

«Nay, an’ thou would’st try conclusions,””
said Christie of the Clinthill, ¢ 1 will meet
thee at day.break by Saint Mary’s well.”

¢« Hardened' wretch,” said Father Eus-
tace, < art thou but this instant delivered
from death, and doest thou so soon morse
thoughts of slaughter

« ] will meet with thee ere it be long,
thou knave,” said the Baillie, ¢* and teach
thee thing Oramus.” _

¢ I will meet thy cattle in a moonhght
night;ybefore that day,” said he of the Clint-
hill,

¢ I will have thee by the neck one misty
morning, thou strong thief,” answered the
secular officer of the church. P

« Thou art thyself as strong a ¢thief as
ever rode.” retorted Christie ; © and if the
worms were once feasting on that fat car-
case of thine, I might well hope toﬂ_\
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thine office, by favour of these reverend.
men.”

« A cast of theit office, and a cast of
*mine,” answered tne Baillie ; ¢ a cord and
a‘confessor, that is all thou wilt have from
us.” .

L ers,” said the Sub- Prlor, observing
that his brethren began to take more inte-
rest than was exactlydecorous in thiswrang-
ling betwixt justice and iniquity, « I pray
“ you both to depart—Master Baillie, re-’
tire with your halberdiers, and trouble nut
the man whom we have dismissed.—And
thou, Christie, or whatever be thy name,
take thy dgparture, and remember thou
owest thy life to the Lord Abbot’s glemen.
cy.”

T« Nay. as to that,” answercd Christie,
T jucige that I owe it to your own ; but
impute if to whom ye list, I owe alife among
ye,and there is an end.” ‘And wittling as
hg. went, he left the apartment, seeming as.
%5 higadeld the life which*he had forfeited
no{»worthy farther thanks.-
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¢ Obstinate even to brutality !” said Fa-
ther Eustace ; “¢and yet who knows but
som: better ore may lie under so rude an.
exterior ¥

¢ Save a thief from the gallows,” said the
Sacristan—¢¢ you know the rest of the pro-
verb ; and admitting, as may Heaven grant,
that our lives and limbs are safe from this
outrageous knave, who shall insure our meal
and our malt, our herds and our flocks

¢¢ Marry, that will I, my brethren,” said
a aged Monk. ¢ Ab, brethren, you little
know what may be made of a repentant.
robber. In Abbot Ingilram’s days—ay,
and I remember them as it were yesterday
~—the freebooters were the best welcome
men that came to Saint Mary’s. Ay, they
paid tithe of every drove that they brought
over from the South, and because they
were something lightly come by, I have
known .em make the tithe a sevent!.-.
that is, if their confessor knew his busmess
—ay, when we saw from the tower & scor..
of fat bullocks, or a drove of shpep commg
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down ‘the valley, with two or three stout,
men-at-arms behind them,’with their glit-
terjog steel caps, and their black-jackspand
their long lancésjethe good Lord Abbot
Ingilram was wont to say—he was a merry
man—there come the tithes of the spoilers
of the Egyptians! Ay, and I have seen
the famous John the Armstrang,—a fair
man he was and a goodly, the more pity
that hemp was ever heckled for him—I
have seen Lim come into the Abbey-Church
with nine tassells of gold in his bonnet, azd
ewery tasscll mage of Rine Englsh nobles,
and he would go from chapel to chapel,
and from irpage to image, and from altar to
altar, on his knees—and leave here a tas-
sell, and there a noble, till there was as
littlé gold on his bonnet as on my hood—e
you will find no such Border thieves now !
¢ No Yruly, Brother Nicolas,” answered
the.Abbot; ¢ they are more apt tosmke any
gold the Church has left, than to bequeath,
Sow any—and #r cattle, beshrew me

if,>k think they care whether beeves have
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fed on the meadows of Lanercost .Abbey
or of Saint Mary’s.”

+ Fhere is no good thing left in them,”,
said Father Nicolas; ¢“thcy are clean naught
—Abh, the thieves that I have seen !—-suzh
proper men ! and as pitiful as proper, and
as pious as pitiful !”

« It skills not talking of it, Brother Nico-
las,” said the Abbot ; * and I will now dis-
miss you, my brethren, holding your meet-
ing upon this our inquisition concerning the
dasager of our reverend Sub-Prior, instead
of the atténdance on the lauds this even-
ing—-Yet lct the bells be duly rung for the
edification of the laymen without, and also
that the novices may give due reverence.—
Andnow,benedicite,brethren! Thecellarer
will bestowon each a grace-cup and amorsel
as ye pass the buttery, for ye have been tur.
moiled and anxious, and dangerous it is to
fall asleep-in such casewith emptystomach,”

“ Gratias agimus quam maximas, I)omine
reverendissime,” replied the brethrers. 1 déw
parting in their due order.
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But<he Sub- Prior remained behind, gnd
falling on his knees before the Abba, as he
was about to withdraw, craved him tasbvar
under the seal of 8enfession the adventures
o6 the day. The reverend Lord Abbot
yawned, and would have alleged fatigue;
but to Father Eustace, of all men, he was
ashamed to shew indifference in his religi-
ous duties. The confession, therefore, pro-
ceeded, in which Father Eustace told all
the extraordinary circumstances which had
befallen him during the journey. And betag

- questioned by the Abbgt, whetherhe was not
conscious of any secret sin, through which
hé might have been subjected for a time to
the delusions of evil spirits, the Sub.Prior
admitted with frank avowal, that he thought
hie mlght have deserved such penance far

.h.umg Judged with unfraternal rigour of
the repdrt of Father Philip the Sacristan.

+ & Hedven,” said the ‘peniteme= ¢« may
have been willing £o convince me, not only
&De can at pleasure’ open a communi-
cifion betwixt us apd beings of a differ-



286 THE MONASTERY.

ent, and, as we word it, supernatural class,
but also to punish our pride of superior
wisiim, Or superior courage, Or supexior
learning.” -

It is well said that virtue is its own pe-
ward ; and I question if duty was ever more
completely recompensed, than by the au-
dience which the reverend Abbot so unwill-
ingly yielded to the confession of the Sub-
Prior. To find the object of his fear shall we
say, orof his envy, or of both, accusing him-
self of the very crror with which he had so
tacitly charged him, .was at once a corrobo-
ration of the Abbot’s judgment, a soothing
of his pride, and an allaying of his fears. The
sense of triumph, hewever, rather increa-
sed than diminished his natural good-hu.
mour ; and so far was Abbot Boniface fromh
being disposed to tyrannize over his Sub.
Prior, in consequence of this discovery, that
in his cabrortation he hovered somewhat
ludicrously betwixt the natural express.on
of his own gratified vanity, and his «t‘thy.’..‘
reluctance to hurt the feelings of Iathep
Eustace. .
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« My l')'rother,” said he, ex cathedra,  it.
cannot have escaped your judicious™pser-
vatign, that we have often decline

»own judgment in®favour of your opinton,
evgn about those matters which most near-
ly concerned the community. Neverthe-
less, grieved would we be, could you think
that we did this either because we deemed
our own opinion less pregnant, or our wit
more shallow, than that of our other breth-
ren. I'or it was done exclusively to give our
younger brethren, such as your much es-
teemed self, my gearest brother,“that cou-
rage which is necessary to a free deliver-
ance of yoyr opinion,—we oftimes setting
apart our proper judgment, that our infe-
riors, and especially our dear brother the
Sub-Prior, may be comforted and encouras
ged in proposing valtantlyhis own thoughts.
Which our deférettcg and humility may, in
some sorf, have produced in ywes mind,
mo&t revepend brother, that self-opinion of.
wd knowledge, which hath led unfor-
tunately to your overestimating your own

12 -
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.faculties, and thereby subjecting yourself,
as iz. but too visible, to the japes and mock.
€ilonof evil spirits. For it is assured that
Heaven always holdeth us intheleast esteem
when we deem of ourselves most highly ;
and also, on the cther hand, it may be that
we have somewhat departed from what be.
came our high seat in this Abbey, in suffer-
ing ourselves to be too much guided, and
even as it were controuled, by the voice of
our inferior, Wherefore,” continued the
Lurd Abbot, ¢ in both of us such faults
shall and-must be amended—you hereafter
presuming less upon your gifts and carnal
wisdom, and I taking heed not so easily
to relinquish mine.own opinion for that
of one lower in place and in office. Ne-
vertheless, we would not that we should
thereby lose the high advantage which w=
have derived, and may 'yet derive, fyom
your wi¥® counsel, which hath’, beens so
often recommended to us by our mosbre-
verend Primate. - Wherefore, on affs%irjof
high moment, we will call you to our pre-
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sence m pslV'\te and listen to Your opinipn,
which, if it dhall agree with our wn? we
wily deliver to the’ chapter, as ema‘ﬂtﬁf
directly from ourdalves ; thus sparing you,
dearest brother, that seeming victory which
is 50 apt to engender spiritual pride, and
avoiding oursclves the temptation of fall-
ing into that modest facility of opinion,
whereby our office is Iessened and our per-
son (werc that of consequence) rendered
less important in the eyes of the commu-
nity over which we preside.” s
« Notwithstandjng th¢ high notfons which,
as a rigid Catholic, I‘a.thcr Eustace enter-
taincd of {he sacrament of confession, as
bhis church calls it, there was some danger
‘hat a sense of the ridiculous might have
Stolen -on him, when he heard his Superior,
with such simple cunning, lay out a little
plan-fot availlng\himself of the Sub-Prior's
widom 4ngd experience, ‘while &4o00k the
le credit to hjmself. Yet his conscience
;nquaately tol(Uptg that he was right.
NOL. 1. ‘N
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. “ I'should }.ave thought more,” he reflect-

ed, % of vie spiritual Superior, and less of the
w-digigual, Ishould have spread my mapgle
over the frailties of my spiritual father, and
done what I might to support his character,
and, of course, to extend his utility among
the brethren, as well as with others. The
Abbot cannot be humbled, but what the
community must be humbled in his per-
son. Her boast is, that over all her chil-
dren, especially over those called to places
of distinction, she can diffuse those gifts
which are mecessary to render them illus
trious.”

Actuated by these sentiments, Father Eu-
stace frankly assented to the charge which
his Superior, even in that moment of autho-
rity,had rather intimated than made,andsig-"
nified his humble acquiescence in auy mode ,
of communicating his couase! whick might
be most.agreeable to the Lord Abtbot, apd,
m:ght best remove from himself all tempfa.
tion to glory in his ovy ) wxsdom. He o'
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prayed tile r\everend. father mim /
such penance as might best’suit hi¥efence,
intmating at the s#me time, that he k@
ready fasted the Whole day.
* «¢ And it is that I complain of,” answered
the Abbot, instead of giying him credit for
his abstinence ; «it is of these very penances,
fasts, and vigils, which we complain ; as ten-
ding only to generate air and fiumes of va-
nity, which, ascending from the stomach
into the head, do but puff us up with vain
glory and self opinion. It is meet'and.be-
seeming that ngvicesshould umdergo fasts
and vigils ; for some part of every commu-
nity must fast,and young stomachs may best
endure it. Besides, in them it abates wicked
thoughts, and the desire of worldl'y delights.
"Bt, reverend brother, for those to fast who
are dead and mortified to the world, as.I and
thou, Is work ofdsupererogation, and is but
the matter, of spiritual pride. Wherefore, I
ioin thee, most reverend brother,go to the
¥§§tcry, and drink two cups atfeast of good,
:ﬁ‘me, eating withal a~comfsrtable morsel.
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~such as may lgest suit thy taste and steimach.

Andcin-respect'that thine opinion of thy
"u#sawisdom hath at tiries made thee |oss
conformable to, and conrpanionable with,
the weaker and less learned b:iethren, ! en-
join thee, during the said repast, to chuse
for thy companion, our reverend brother
Nicolas, and, without interruption or impa-
tience, to listen for a stricken hour to his
narration, -concerning those things which
befell in the times of our venerable prede.
cessar, Abbot Ingilram, on whose soul may
Heaven have mercy! And for such holy
cxercises as may further advantage your
soul, and expiate the faults whereof you
have contritelyand humbly avowed yourself
guilty, we will ponder upon that matter,
and announce our will unte you the next
moraing.” .

It was remarkable, that after'this ntemo-
rable evenivs, the feelings of the worthy,
Abbot towards his adviser were much mors
kindly and fi'endly shan when he deemedd

“the Sub-Prior ti.e iupcrcable and infallible:
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persoh, in vQ\ose garment of w\rtue and wig-

~ dom no flaw was to be discerned. sFdm
avif this avowal of his own imperfectifz ¥4
recommended Father Eustace to the friend-
"ship of the Supcrior, although at the same
time this increase of benevolence was at-
tended with some circumstances, which, to
a man of the Sub-Prior’s natural elevation of
mind and temper, were more grievous than
even undergoing the legends of the dull and
verbose Father Nicolas. For instance, the
Abbot seldom mentioned him to the ather
monks, without desféning him®our beloved
Brother Eustace, poor man !—and now and
then he ysed to warn the younger Dbrethren
against the snares of wain. glory and spiritual
pride, which Satan sets for the more rigidly
nnhteous, with such looks and demonstra-
tions as did all bat expressly designate the
Sub-Brior a5 oh ng who had fallen at one
Q:l; under such delusions. =Upon such
wcasions, it reqyjred all the wetive ope-

tgRce of amouke gl the phifbsophical dig
. #pline of the schgo¥awdAll the patience
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of a Christiax, to enable Father Eustace to
2ndure Hi¢pompous and patrofiizing parade

¢fhia honest, but somewhat thick-head-
ed Superior. He began. nimself to be de-
sirous of leaving the Monastery, or at least
he manifestly declined to interfere with its
affairs, in that marked and authoritative
manner, which he had at first practised.
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CIPAPTER X.

You call this education, do you not?

Why ’tis the forced march‘of a herd of bullocks
oBeforc a shouting drover. 'The glad van
_Move on at ease, and pause 2 while to snatch

A passing morsel from the dewy green-sward,

While all the blows, the oaths, tie indignation,

Fall on the croupe of the ill-fated laggard

That cripples in the rear.

o Old Play.

Two or three years glided on, during
which the storm of the approaching altera-
tion in church government becime each
day louder and more perilous. Owing to
the circumstances whlch we have intima-
fed in the end of the last chapter, the Sub-
Prior Eustace appeared to have altered con-
Siderably his thxts of life. He afforded, on
all ex‘traordmary occasions, ¢o the Abbot,

’,whether prlvately, orin the assembled chap-
@er,‘ﬂrmvpport of his wisd G and expen.
wenice ; but in his erdinery habits he seemed*
now tokive'more-Yar himsst\and less for the
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community, than had been his iinrm'er'prau
Heel, f
klg aften absented himself for whole dags
from the convent ; and ag*the adventure of
Glendearg dwelt deeply on his memory, be
was repeatedly induced to visit that lonely
tower, and to take an interest in the. or-
phans who had their shelter under its roof.
Besides, he felt a dcep anxiety to know
whether the volume which he had lost, when
so. strangely preserved from the lance of
the murderer, had again found its way back
to thetower of Glendedrg. «1twas strange,”.
he thought, ¢ that a spirit,” for such he
could nét help judging the being whosa'
voice he had keard, ¢ should, on the one
side, seck the advancement of heresy, and,
on the other, interpose to save the life of a
.zealous Catholic pricst.” .

* But from no enquiry which/ne inade 4t the,
various inhabjtants of the ‘Tower of*Glery
dearg could he learn that the copy of I

translated S pturee, ‘{(l)r whicki~e ma({g
‘stch. diligent e adl again been seeiw

by any,of therp.. -
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In-ghe meanwhile®the good father’s occa-
sional visits§were of no small c&qsequmgg_x(i‘
\ngard Glerinnjng and to Mary Avepﬂ.
The former displayed a power for appre-
- hending and retaining whatever was taught

him, which filled Father Eustace with ad-
miration. He was at once acute and indus-
triolis, alert and accurate; one of those
rare combinations of talent and industry,
which are seldom combined save in the
most fortunate subjects:

It was the éarnest desire of Father Eustace
that the excellent qualities thus ear]y dis-
played by Edwardshould be dedicatedto the
service of the church, to which he-thought
the youtl®s own consent might be easily oh-
tained, as he was of'a calm, contemplative,

. retired habit, and seemed to consider know-
1&%ge as the principal object,and its enlarge-
ment as the greatest pleasure, in'life. Asto
fhe maqther, the Bub-Psior had little doubt
5hat tramed as she was to view the Monks of

2 wu'lrst' e prof’ouvﬁ' reverente,
a;nwou!d be Ga™rso bapp;“in an oppof- «
N2
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tunity of enrplling ore of her sons in its
honovred_gommunity. But fe good Fa.
Laer proved to be mistaken..n both these
partictlars.

When he spoke to Elspeth Glendinning
of that which a mother best loves to hear
—the proficiency and abilities of her son
—she listened with a delighted ear. . But
when Father Eustace hinted at the duty of
dedicating to the service of the church, ta-
lents which seemed fitted to defend and to
adorn it, the dame endeavoured always to
shift the subject ; and when pressed farther,
enlarged on her own incapacity, as a lone
woman, to manage the feu; on the advan-
tage which her neighbours of the township
were often taking of her unprotected state,
and on the wish she had that Edward might_
fill his father’s place, remain in the tow-r,

.and close her eyes.
On such occasiops the, bub Prior ‘woukl
answer, that even in a worldly pomt of vxew‘
she weltaPs of the family would besyZot
ionsultec;rs}sne of \u “Buls entermg' fhm
the communigy of St Mary’s, as it was not'



THE MONASEERY. 296

to be supposed thaw he would fail to afford
his family ge important protegtion whic)r
he could théy easily extend towards thgji
¥hat could be,a more pleasing Prospect
than to see him high in honour ? or what
more sweet than to have the last duties ren-
dered to herbya son, revered for his holingss
of Iife and exemplary manners ? Besides, he
endeavoured to impress upon the dame that
her eldest son, Halbert, whose bold temper
and headstrong indulgence of a wandering
humour rendered him incapable of learn-
ing, was for that reagon, as well as that he
*was her eldest'born, flttest to bustle through
the affairs of the world, and manage the lit-
tle fief. o .
Elspeth durst not directly dissent from
. what was proposed, for fear of giving dis-
pieasure, and yet she always had some-
thing to say against it. Halbext, she said,
was not like any of the neighbour boys
~he was"taller by the head,”and stronger
g half, thanzity boy of his'y€ars with-
hethe Hali ut he was fit for no
Deacefyl work that could be devised. If
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he liked a book ill, he diked a plough:-or a
Qgttle worse Hge had scoured/his father’s
{d_broad-sword—suspended ~it by a belt
round Kis waist, and seldom stirred withont
it. Iie was a sweet boy and a gentle if
speak him fair, but cross him-and he was a
bern devil. ¢ In a'word,” she said, burst-
ing into tears, « deprive me of Edward,
good father, and ye bereave my house of
prop and pillar ; for my heart.tclls me that
Halbert will take to his father's gates, and
die his father’s death.”

When the conversation came to this cri-
sis, the good-humouréd Mohk was always
content to drop the discussion for the time,,
trusting some opportunity would‘occur of
removingher prejudiced, for such he thought
them, against Ldward’s proposed destina-
tion. '

" YVhen, léaving the mothey, the Sub-Prior
addressed himself to the sbn, ammah ng his
zeal for knowledge, and pomtmg out how.
amply it might be gra@’ed slio;ﬂd-k-ie :g{!t
to take holy orders, he tound the =ame.tg,
yugnance whith ]‘)ame Aspeth had evl{-
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vocation to \o serious a professjon—hiyre’”
Ayctance to lekve his mother and other ols-
jections, which™bhe Sub-Prior treated as

.evasjve.

] plainlyperceive,” he said oneday, in an-’
swer-to them, ¢ that the devil has his facto#
as w_éll as Heaven, and that they are equally,
or alas! the former are perhaps more active,
in bespeaking for their master the first of
the maiket. I trust, young man, that neither
idleness, nor 'licentious pleasure, ;nor, the
love of world]y gain and world]y. grandeur,
the chief baits Wwith which the great Fisher
of souls conceals his hook, are the causes of
your declihing the carcer to which I would
incite you. Butabove all I trust-=-above all
.} hope—that the vanity of superior know-

' Jelige—a sin with which' those who have
made moﬁcienoy in lcarning are most fre-*
qhently,beset—has not led youinto the aw.
!%l hazard of hsten,ng to the dangergus doc-
thigh aremsw pfloat conterning re-

IW' Bette‘?m"‘you that you were ad
.\ssl y ignorant as the beasts which perish,

bited., Edw(gl pleaded a want of sufficient
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than that the pride 8f knowledge should

nduce yoy, to lend ear to the,vowe of the
Rheretncs.” Ed-ward Glcndv"nmg listened-
to the rebuke with a dosincast look, and
failed not, when it was concluded earnest-,
ly to vindicate hxmself from the charge ‘of
aving pushed his studies into any subjects
which the Church inhibited ; and ss the
Monk was left to form vain conjectures re-
specting the cause of his reluctance to em-
brace the monastic state.

It is an old proverb, used’ by Chaucer,
and quoted by Elizabeth, that ¢ the greatest
clerks are not the wisest mén ;” and it is as
true asif the poet had not rhimed, or the
queen reasoned on it. If Father Eustace
had not had his thoughts turned so much
to the progress of heresy, and so little, to,
what was passing in the little tower,~he
might have read, in the gpegking gyes of
Mary Avenel, now a girkof fourtegn or fif-
teen, reasons which might disincline ha
youthful\ompamo fowards the o
‘vows. 1 have said, :ﬁtm ‘also was 3 &o'-

5
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mising pupjl of the gbod father, upon whom
her innocelt and infantine beguty ha¢ ah”

«ffect of whicq he was himeelf, perhaps, un.
conscious. HeNrank and expectations en-

. titled her to be taught the arts of reading
and writing ;—and each lesson which the
Monk assigned her was conned over in corff-
pan} with Edward, and by him explained
and re-explained, and again illustrated, un-
til she became perfectly mistress of it.

In the beginning of their studies, Halbert
had been their school companion.. But the
boldness and impatience of hig disposition
soon quarrelled withan occupation,inwhich,
without assiduity and unremitted attention,
no progress was to be expected. The Sub.
Prior’s visits were at irregular intervals, and

.often weeks would intervene between them,
.i3 which case Halbert was sure to forget
all that had been prescribed for him to-
I8arn, gnd much.which he had partly ac.
Jjuired'before. His deficiences on these oc-
AGiSedoaxe hinf puid, but it was not of that
s01t which produchs amendment.
\For a timo, likeall who are fond of idle-
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_ness, he endeavoured Yo detach the atten.

Mot of his brotirer and Mary /lvenel from
their task, rather than to learfi his own, aps
such dialogues as the foll§wing would én- -
sue, _

¢s Take your bonnet, Edward, and make
lhiste—the Laird of Colmslie is at the head
of the glen with his hounds.” '

« ] care not, Halbert,” answered the
younger brother ; « two brace of dogs may
kill a deer without my being there to see
thew, and I must help Mary Avenel with
her lesson.” "

¢ Ay! you will labour at the Monk’s
lessons fill you turn monk yourself,” an.
swered Halbert.—¢ Mary, will you go with
me, and 1 will shew you the cushat’s nest I
told you of

« I cannot go with you, Halbert,” -
swered Mary, ¢ because I ‘must study this
lesson—it. will take me 1ong to learn it—1I
am sorsy I am so dull, for if T could get mYy.-
saék as fast as anagl;l“_fﬂgum-!&k{rﬁ’gu/
with you.” o~

¢ Should you, indecd ?” said-HaIb(;t"t;'}



THE MONASTERY. 305

. ®
% then* I wi} wait for you—and, what is.,
_ more, I will Xy to.get my lessoti also.” ¢
~¥ith a smilé\gnd a sigh he took ap the
“primer, and began¢heavily to con over the
task which had been assigned him. As if
banished from the society of the two others,
he sate sad and solitary in one of the deep
windew-recesses, and after in vain strug-
gling with the difficulties of his task, and
his disinclination to learn it, he found him-
sclf involuntarily engaged in watching the
movements of the other two stude'nts,'in-
=stead of toiling any longer.  °
The picture which Halbert looked upon
was delightful in itself, but somehow or
other it afforded very little pleasure to him,
The beautiful girl, with looks of simple,
Yet ‘earnest anxiety, was bent on disentan-
gling those intricactes which obstructed her
» progress to khowledge, and looking ever
and anorfto Ed ward for assistamcep while,
Taigd, close by her side, and watchful to
Pl aWe every-whstagle’ from her way, he
&f;ﬁlﬁd at once to be proud of the pro-
¥est. whith bis pupil made, and of the as-
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.sistance which he was able t render her
There was a bond betwixt Ynem, a strong
and izteresting tie, the defire of obtairiug
knowledge, the pride of surmounting dif-
ficulties.

Feeling most -acutely, yet ignorant of
the nature and source of his own emo-
tions, Halbert could no longer endure to
look upon this quiet scene, but, starting up,
dashed his book from him, and exclaim-

"ed aloud,—* To the fiend 1 bequeath all
bouks, and the dreamers that make them !——
I would a score of Southrons would come
up the glen, and we should learn how little
all this muttering and scribbling is worth.”

Mary Avenel and his brother started,
and looked at Halbert with surprise, while
he went on with great animation, his fea-
tures swelling, and the tears starting' into
his eyes. as he spoke.—-¢ ‘Yes, Mary—I
wish « scere of Southrons cante up the_
glen -this very day ; and | you should se 'n;é
good hand, and one zoodf-wm'ﬂ more -
to protect you than ail the books thet-grre
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ever o'péne and all the pens that ever
grew on a gogse’s wing.” ‘

“=Mary lookedsg I1ttle surprised and a ht-
tle frightened at his vehemence, but instant-
lyaeplied affectionately, “ You are vexed,
Halbert, because you do not get your les-,
son so fast as Edward can ; and soam I, for
T am.as stupid as you—But come, and Ed-
ward shall sit betwixt us and teach us.”

« He shall not teach me,” said Halbert,
in the same angry mood ; “ I never can
teach Aim to do any thing that is honour-
able and manly, and fe shall net teach me
any of his monkish tricks.—I hate the
Mionks, with their drawling nasal tone like
so many frogs, and their long black petti-
coats like so many women, and their reve-
rerices, and their lordships, and their lazy
wvassals, that do nothing but paddle in the
mjre with plough and harrow, from Yule
to Miclmelnass. [ will ¢all nane lord, but
him, who wears a swprd to make his title
Loow P aud il ca'll none man, but he that
oe-Sear himself manlike and masterful.”
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% For Heaven’s sake, peace, 'orotheér,” said
Edward ;™ if such words “Yere taken up
and reported out of the J<fuse, they wefild
be our mother’s ruin.”

« Report them yoursclf then, and’ they

- will be your making, and nobody’s marring
save mine own. Say, that Halbert Glendin-
ning will never be vassal to an old man with
a cowl and a shaven crown, while there are
twenty barons who wear casque and plume

‘that lack bold followers. I.ct them grant
yos these wretched acres, and much meal
may they Bear you to mak= your &rochan.”
He left the room hastily, but instantly re-
turned, and continued to speak with the
same tone of quick and irritated fecling.
“ And you need not think so much, nci-
ther of you, and cspecially you, Edward,
need not think so muck* of  your parchment
book there, and your: cu'nmnrr in ‘reading
it. By*my faith I will soon leard to rond
28 well as you; and——for I know:a hotter-
. téacher than your hrim ~ "ﬁn‘ﬁ‘laﬁd a
better book than his printed breviary®
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since you lille scholar-craft so well, Mary

SAvenel, you Wl sec whether Edward or [
haVe most of it} Ie left the apartment
and came not again®

" % What can be the matter with him?”

said Mary, following Halbert with her eyes
from the window, as with hasty and un-
equalesteps he ran up the wild glen.—
“ Where can your brother be going, Ed-
ward ?>—what book ?>—what teacher does
he talk of ?
« It avails not guessing,” said Edward.
== IHalbert is angry—he knows *not why,
and speaks of he knows not what ; let us
go again to our lessons, and he will come
home when he has tired himself with scrams
bling among the crags as usual.”

"Rat Mary’s anxicty on account of Hal,
Aert seemed more decply rooted.  She de-
*clingd pfosecuﬁnf; the task in which they
had been fo pleasingly engagedsunder the
Xxoyse of .2 head-uche 5 nor could Edvtard,
*pr v'ai’.{f‘pox‘l“’flc“,,td' yestrme it again that

mostyiing:
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Meanwhile Halbert, his heyxd unbonnet-
ted, his features swelled withealous anger,
and tle tear still in his_g.ye, sped up.tne
wild and upper extremity of the little val-
ley of Glendearg with the speed of u roe-

\buck, chusing, as if in desperate defiance of

the difficulties of the way, the wildest and
most dangerous paths, and voluntarily ex-
posing himself an hundred times to dan-
gers which he might have escaped by turn-
ning a little aside from them. It seemed
as if he wished his course to be as straight
as that of the arrow *o its mark.

He arrived at length in a narrow and se-
cluded cleugh, or deep ravine, which ran
down into the valley, and contributed a
scanty rivulet to the supply of the brook
with whichGlendearg is watered. Upthis he
sped with the same precipitate haste which
had marked his dcparture from the toy or,
nor did he pause and look around, wyntil
he had reached the feuntain from w lgd},tb_e{
rivulet had its rise.

a
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Here* fIalhert stopped shor}:, and cast
a gloomy, and\almost a frightened glance
arcqnd him, Nuge rock °‘rose in dront,
Yom a cleft of which grew a wild holly-
tteg, whose dark green branches rustled
over the spring which arase beneath. The
banks on either hand rose so high, and ap-
pr vached each other so closely, that it was
only when the sun was in its meridian
height, and during the summer solstice,
that its rays could reach the bottom of the
chasin in which he now stood. But'it was
aogv summer, apd the hour was noon, so
that the unwonted reflection of the sun was
daacing in the pellucid fountain.

« Tt is the season and the hour,” sald Hal-
bert to himself; “and now I——1I might
sboi become wiser than Edward with all hig
lmms‘ Mary should see whether he alone
Vi ht to be comulted, and to sit by her side,
aml hang over her ‘as she'reads, and point
<mt gvery word md eyery letter. And she
fov bw:e better than him—I am sure she
does ".for she mmea of noble blood, and
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.. scorns-sloth and cowardice.—nd do I my-
self not stand here slothfulyand cowardly
as any.priest of them ail ?,y-Why should 1
fear to call upon this form—this shape >—
Already have I endured the vision, and why
not again >—What can it do to me, who am
a man of lith and limb, and have by my side
my father’s sword ? Does my heart beat—
do my hairsbristle, at the thought of calling
up a painted shadow, and how should I face
a band of Southron in flesh and blood ? - By
the rsoul of the first Glendinning I will
make proof of the charm !,

He cast the lcathern brogue or buskin
from his right foot, planted himself in a firm
posture,unsheathed hissword,andfirst look-
ing around to collect his resolution, he bow-
ed three times deliberately towards the hol-
ly-tree, and-as often to the little fountain~
repeating at the same time, with & deter-
mined voice, the followihg rhyme«

Tu Thrice to the hotly brake——
Thrice to the well :—
I bid tliee awake,

White Maid of Avenel !
11
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Noo¥ gleams on the Lake-;-
Nogn glows on the Pell—
Wake Vhee, Q wake,
Maid of Avenel.”

These Iines were hardly uttered, when

tilere stood the figure of afemale clothed in,

white, within three steps of Halbert (:len-
dinifing.

“T guess 'twas frightful there to see
A lady richly clad as she—
Beautiful exceedingly.*”

" Coleridge’s, Christabelle.

VoI7i. 0
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CHAPTER XI

There's something in that ancient superstition,
‘Which, crring as it is, our fancy loves.
The spring that, with its thousand crystal bubbles,
Bursts from the bosom of some desert rock
In secret solitude, may well be deem’d
The haunt of something purer, more refin’d,
And mightier than oursclves.
Old Play.

"

Youxie Halbert Glendinning had scarce-
ly pronounced the mystical rhymes, than,
as we hav2 mentioned in the conclusion of
the last chapter, an appearance, as of a beau-
tirul female, dressed in white, stood within
two yards of him. His terror for the mo-~
ment overcame his natural cohrage, as well
as the strong resolution which iw had form-
ed, that the figure which he had ncw Fwice
seen should not a third time daunt’mm.
But it would seem there is -cmethidf thril-
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. [
ling and abhorrent to flesh gnd blood, iw
the consciouswess that we stand in presence
of abeing in f&n Yike to ourselves: but so
“different in faculties and nature, that we
can heither understand its purposes, nor
calculate its means of pirsuing them.
Halbert stood silentand gasped for breath,,
his Itairs erecting themselves on his head—
his mouth open—his eyesfixed—and, as the
sole remaining sign of his late determined
purpose, his ssword pointed towards the ap-
.parition-. At length, with a voice of ‘inef-
fable sweetness, the White Lady, for by
that name we shall distinguish this being,
sung, or wather chaunted, the following
lines :— ¢ .

' “_?outh of the dark eye,wherefore did’st thou callme ?

. Wherefore art thou hege, if terrors capsappal thee ?

He that seeks to deal with us must know nor fear,

« nor failing ; .
.Tq cowarfl and churl dur speech is daak, ous gifts are
unavailing.” .

*TheYreete that broaght me hither now, must swebp
‘5gyptian grotnd, ,  ° .

fhe £3acey cloud on whith I ride for Araby is bound;
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The fleecy clovd is drifting by, the breeze sighs for
. my stay,
For I must sail a thousand miles Fefore the close ¢
day.”

The astonishment of Halbert began once
more to give way to his resolution, and he
gained voice enough to say, though with a
faultering accent, « In the name of God,
what art thou ?” The answer was in me-
lody of a different tone and measure.

]

 What I am I must not show—

What I am thou could’st not know—
Something betwixt heaven and hell—
Something that neither stood nor fell—
Something that through thy wit or “will
May work thee good—may work thee ill.
Neither substance quite, nor shadow,
Haunting lonely moor and meadow,
Dancing'$y the haunted spring,

Riding on the whirlwind’s wing ;
Aping in fantastic fashion

Ever, cha-ge of buman passion,

While o’er our frozen minds they’ pass,
Like shadows from the mirvor’d glass. "
Wayward, fickle is our pood;
Hovering betwixt bad and good,
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Happxer Yhan bnef-dated man, | .-
Living ten times o'er his span ;¢
Far less ha}p y, for we have
» Help nor ho beyond the grave !
Man awakes to joy or sorrow ;
Our’s the sleep that knows no morrow.
"This is all that I can show—
This is all that thou may’st know.”

The White Lady paused, and seemed to
await an answer ; but, as Halbert hesitated
how te frame his speech, the vision seemed
gradually to fade, and become more and
more incorporeal. Justly guessing this to
he a symptom, of hei disappearance, Hal-
bert compelled himself to say,— Lady,
when I saw you in the glen, and w ‘hen vou
brought back the black book of Mary of
Avenel, thou didst say I should one day
‘ledrn to read it.”

The White Lady replied, ==

% Ay! ‘l I taught thee the word and thg spell,
* *Fo waken ing-here by the Fairies’ Well.

- Bus,_tho hast loveq the heron and hawk,

Y e than to seek my haunted walk ;
*Ant ggu hast loveddlje lance and the sword,
e More th‘ar.) good\text and holy word ;
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, And thou hast loved the deer to track,
More than the lin~s and the letters black ;
And thou art a ranger of moss and wood,
And scornest the nurture of ger.ie blood.”

* T will do so no longer, fair maisder,”
said Halbert ; « I desire to learn ; and thou
didst promise me, that when I did sq de-
sire, thou wouldst be my helper; T am
no longer afraid of thy presence, and I am
no longer regardless of instruction.” As
he uttered these words the figure of the
White Maiden grew gradually as distinet
as it had bekn at first ; and what had we!l
nigh faded into an ill-defined and colourless
shadow, again assumed an appearance at
least of corporeal consistency, although the
hues were less vivid, and the outline of the
figure less distinct and defined,—so at least
it seemed 0 Halbert,—than those of an or-
dinary inhabitant of the earth. “ Wil{'thou
grant my request,” he said, « fair Ldy, and
give to my keeping ‘the holy!book which
Mary of Avenel has so often wept fo! ?”

The White Lady replied,

13
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T Thy. craven fear my truth accused,
Thine idlehood my trustebified ;
He that draws to harbour late,
Must sleekwnt‘hout or burst the gate.
There is a star for thee which burn’d,
Its influence wanes, its course is turn’d ;
Valour and constancy alone
Can bring thee back the chance that's flown.’

“ If1 have been aloiterer, Lady,” answer-
ed young Glendinning,  thou shalt now
tind me willing to press forward with dou-
blg speed. Other thoughts have filled my
mind, other® thoughts have engaged my
heart within a briefs » period—and by hea-
ven, other occupatlons shall henceforward
fll up my time. I have lived in*this day
the spaceof years—I came hither a boy—
I will return a man‘—a man, stich as may

» converse not only with his own kind, but
. with whatever God permits tg be visiblé to,
him, J will Iea'n the contents of that mys:
teridus¢’Volume I will learn why the

*ady bf Ajrenel loved 1t—why the.priests

r ea d,’andwould have stolen it—why thou

twice recover it from their hands.-~
°\/Vha‘a:qyste(y isgwrapt in it >—Speak, I
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conjure thee,” The Lady assumed an air
peenliarly sad arid solemn, as, drooping her
head, and folding her arms,.on her bosom,
she replied :

‘o . “ Within that awful volume lies
The mytery of mysteries !
Happiest they of human race,
To whom God has granted grace
To read, to fear, to hope, to pray,
To lift the latch, and force the way ;
And better had they ne’er been born,
Who read to doubt, or read to scorn.

« Give me thevolume, Lady,” said young
Glendinning. * They call me idle—they
call me Jull—in this pursuit my industry
shall not fail; nor, with God’s blessing, shall
my undersianding. Give me the volume.”
The apparition again replied :

“ Many a’tathom dark anl deep

I have laid the book to sleep ;

Ethereal fires around it glowmg—-

Ethereal music ever flowing— . ,‘ -

The sacred pledgt of Heav'n

All things revere, . ,

Each in his sphere,

Save man for whom ’twas givn.
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Lend thy hand, and thou shalt »y
Things ne'er seen by mortal eye.’

Flalbert Glendinning boldly reached his
‘hand to the White Lady.

“ Fearest thou to go with me ?” she said,
as his hand trcmbled at the soft and cold
touch of her own—

¢ Fearest thou to go with me?
Still it is free to thee

A peasant to dwell ;
Thou thay’st drive the dull steer,*
And chace the king's deer, .
But never more ¢hme near

This haunted well.”

* If what'thou sayest be true,” said the un-
daunted boy, “ my destinies are Higher than
thine own. There shall be neither well
nor yood which I dare not visia No fear

of apgbt, naturdl or supernatural, shall bar
np" ‘(th ugh ymy native valley,”

He had %rce Qttered the words when

oth de cende&through theearth, with,
ity which took away Halbert’s breath’
r sepsetion, saving that of
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beirtg hurried op with the utmost velocity.
AT length they stopped w1th a shock so
sudden, that the mortal j Joumeyer throfigh_
this unknown space must have been throvn
down with violen?o, had he not been up-
held by his supernatural companion.

It was more than a minute, ere, losking
around him, he beheld a grotto, or hatu-
ral cavern, composed of the most splendid
spars and crystals, which returned in a
thousan.d prismatic hues the light of a brll-
liant flame Shat glowed on an altar of ala-
baster. This altar, with its fire, formed the -
central point of the grotto, which was of a
round form, and very high in the roof, re-
sembling in some reSpects the dome of a
cathedral. Corresponding to the four points
of the cogpass, there went off four long
galleries or arcades, construeted of th’
brilliant materlals awvith the dome'i.‘.sel . and
the termination of which wasyinst h dafrk-
ness. .

* No human imaginatian can conc_ez%e, Q.
words suffice to describe, glmmus rad!-
ance, which, shot ﬁerceiy fofth by +h¢dame,
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. °

was returned from so many hundred thou- .
sand points of reflection, alforded by the .
spargy pillars and their nuinerous.angu-
far crystals. The fire itself did not remain
"$teady and unmoved, but rose and fell,
sometimes ascending in abrilliant pyramid
of copdensaed flme half way up the lofty
expanse, and again fading into a softer and
more rosy hue, and hovering as it were on
the surface of the altar to collect its strength
for another brjlliant exertion. There was
no visible fuel by which it was fed, nos did
‘itemit either smoke onvapour of any kind.
What was of all the most remarkable, the
blick volumeso often mentioned lay not only
unconsumed, but untquched in the slightest
degree amid this intensity of fire, which,
while it seemed to be of force sufficient to
amant, had no effect witatever on
0 Abdok thus subjected to its ut-

.

' 5 The La ,shaving paused‘long
ew to let youn lendinning take a.

4 survey O 'what was around him,
now sald( ustial"chaunt,
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“ Hete lies the volume thou boldly has sought ;
Touch it, ald take it, twill dearly be bought.”

Farmharlzed in some degree with mar.
vels, and desperately desirous of shewing .
the courage he had boasted, Halbert plun-
ged his hand, without hesitation, into the
flame, trusting to the rapidity of the mo-
tion, to snatch out the volume before the
fire could greatly affect him. But he was
greatly disappointed. The flame instantly
caught upon his sleeve, apd though he
witadrew his hand immediately, yet his
arm was so dreadfully scorched, that he Lad
well nigh screamed with pain. He sup-
pressed the natural expression of anguish,
however, and only intimated the agony
which he felt by a contortion and a mut-
tered groan. The White Lady passed her
cold hand over his arm; and ere she _nad fi-
nished the following mebnca]\ r‘u:i' 2 ,,hxs'
‘pam haud entirely gone, and I:i‘s* -QQ)J J} the
" scorching was visible :

“ Rash thy tleed

Morta‘ eed
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. To ilqmortal flames applying; .

Rasher trust
Has thing of dus,
On his own wgak worth gelying .
®5trip thee of such fences vain,
Stnp, and prove thy luck again.”

Obedicnt to what he understood to be the !
meaning of his conductress, Halbert bared
Lis aifn to-the shoulder, throwing down the
remains of his sleeve, which no sooner touch-
cd the floor on which he stood than it col-
lectpd itself together, shrivelled itself up,
and was withdut any visible fire reduced to
Jight tinder, whlch a sudden breath of wind
a ispersed into empty space. The White
2§ .ady, observing the surprise of the youth,
immediately repeated—

 Mortal warp and mortal woof,
» Cannot brook this charmed roof’;
11 that mortal art hath wrought,

I\our cell retgms to nought. °
; gol d returns to clay,

qQurage ! provuh, chance once more.”
Vor. T R .
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‘Emboldened by her words, Halbert Glen-
dinning madz asecond effort, and, plunging
liis bare arm into the flame, took out the
sacred volume without feeling either Yeat
or inconvenience of any kind. Astonished,
and almost terrified at his own success, he
beheld the flame collect itself, and shoot up
into one long and final stream, which seem-
ed as if it would ascend to the very roof of
the cavern, and then, sinking as suddenly,
became totally extinguished. The deep-
est darkness ensued ; but Halbert had no
time to consider his srtuatlon, for the White
Lady had already caught his hand, aid
they ascended to upper air with the sanre
velocity with which they had sunk into the
-earth. -

They stood by the fountain in'the Corri-
ran-shian when they emerged fromp the
bowels of the earth ; but on casting hewil-
dered glance around hl,m, thy': = &a iras
surprised to observe, thit thl'.fha%ﬁ"-\ ndd

fillen far to the elst, 7.1 that the"da ,waq.
well nigh spent He guzed on lus oqf
'
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ress for explanation, but her figure began
to fade before his eyes—he? cheeks 'grew
paler, her featurcs less distimct, her form be-
'wvathe shadowy, and blendcd itself with the
.mist which was awcending the hollow ra-
vine. What Jad late the symmetry of form,
and the delicate, yet clear hues of feminine
Leaitty, now resembled the flitting and pele
 host of some maiden who has died for love,
as it is seen, indistinetly and by moon-light,
by, her perjured lover.
“ Stay, spifit,” said the youth, embolden-
cd by his suecess in the subterrgnean dome,
®thy kindness must not leave me, as onc
encumbered with a weapon he kitows not
how to wield. Thou must teach me the
rt to read, and to unferstand tiis v'olumq,;
«lse what avails it me that T possest it/
t the figure of the White LaJy s
fore Ifis eye, until it became an'
le and indistinct as that of the
the v inter m&fnmo‘ is far ad-
s and ereshi ended the fol]nwt’."
unt, she’ men}frely invisible : s o

[N
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«« Alag! alas!
Not ours the grace
These holy characters to trace :
, Idle forms of paintel air,
Not to us is given to share
The boon bestow’d on Adam’s race.
With patience bide,
Heaven will provide
The fitting time, the fitting guide.”

The form was already gone, and now the
voice itself had melted away in melancholy
cadence, softening, as if the Being who spoke
had been slowly wafted from the spot where
she had commenced her melody.

It was at this moment that Halbert feit
the extremity of the terror which he had
hitherto so manfully suppressed- The very
. necessity of exertion had given him spirit to
make it, and the presence of the mysterious
Being, while it was a subject of fear in itself,
had nevertheless given hinrthe seygefpf pro-
tection belng near to him. It \ :‘hyv‘ we die
could reflect with comp »surelon i3 Hmd
passed that a colil tremer sﬂct &tmsa.}m
umbs, his hair briqffed, and he ivas:?n;ud
to look around llest he chould fin* at riiséel-
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bow sometljing more frightful tharethe first

vision. A breezc arising sudgenly realized

the beautiful and w1ld idea of the most jma-
gimative of our. modern ‘bards*— -

It fann’d his cheek, it raised his hair,
Lik~ a2 meadow gale in spring ;

It mingled strangely with his fears,
Yet it felt like a welcoming.

‘The youth stool silent and astonished
for a few minutes. It scemed to him that
the extraordinary Being he had seen, half
his terror, half his protectress, was still ho-
vering on the gale which swept past him,
und that she mmht again thoke herself

«sensible to his organs of sight. ¢ Speak !
he said, wildly tossinrr his arms, “speak yet
again—be once more present, Lovely vision !
—thrice have I now seen thee, yet the 1dea

of thy invisible presence around or bemde‘
nakes my heart beat faster than if the;

, \1ed and gave up a demon.” But

appe&m)oc md«,ated the
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“presence of the‘White Lady, snd-nothing
preternatural. beyond what he had already
witiiessed, was again audible or visible.
Halbert, in the mean while, by the very®ex..
ertion of again inviting the presence of this _
+ mysterious Being, had recovered his natural
audacity. He looked around once more,
and resumed his solitary path down the val-
ley into whose recesses he had penetrated.
Nothing could be more strongly con-
trasted than the storm of passion with
which he had bounded over stack and crag,
in order to plunge himsclf into the Corri-
nan-shian, and the sobered hood in whicti
he now xeturned homeward, industrjously:
seeking out the most practicable path, not
from a wish4o avoid danger, but that he
mlo'ht not by bodily exertion distract his
attentlon, deeply fixed on the extraordi-
nary scene which he had withessed, I the
former case, he had songht by l/au)rryvnd
bodily exertion ‘e indulge: at oweg ¥ 3 any
excitation of passipn, and te”Dbanign sthv
cause of the excitesdtnt, frotr his ?ecnhec-
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tion ; while pow he sindiously avoided all
interruption to his contemplat';ve walk, Jest*
the difficulty of the way should interfere
with, or"disturb, his owﬁ“d'eep reflections.
"Thats slowly” pacing forth his course, with
the air of a pilgrim rather than of a deer-
hunter, Halbert about tHe close of the eve-
ningeregained his paternal tower.

END OF VOLUME FIRST.
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