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ST RONAN 'SWELL.

A merry place, 'tis said, in days of yore;
But something ails it now,—the place is cursed.
WOKDSWORTH.

VOL. XXXIII,






INTRODUCTION

TO

ST RONAN'S WELL.

T H E novel which follows is upon a plan
different from any other that the author has
ever written, although it is perhaps the most
legitimate which relates to this kind of light
literature.

It isintended, in a word—celebrare domestica
facta—to give an imitation of the shifting
manners of our own time, and paint scenes,
the originals of which are daily passing round
us, so that a minute's observation may com-
pare the copies with the originals. It must be
confessed that this style of composition was
adopted by the author rather from the tempt-
ing circumstance of its offering some noveltyin
his compositions, and avoiding worn-out cha-
racters and positions, than from the hope of
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rivalling themany formidable competitorswho
have already won deserved honours in this de-
partment. Theladies, in particular, gifted by
nature with keen powers of observation and
light satire, have been so distinguished by these
works of talent, that, reckoning from the au-
thoress of Evelina to her of Marriage, a cata-
logue might be made, including the brilliant
and talented names of Edgewortli, Austin,
Charlotte Smith, and others, whose success
seems to have appropriated this province of
the novel as exclusively their own. It was
therefore with a sense of temerity that the
author intruded upon a species of composition
which had been of late practised with such
distinguished success. This consciousness was
lost, however, under the necessity of seeking
for novelty, without which, it was muchto be
apprehended, such repeated incursions on his
part would nauseate the long indulgent public
at the last.

The scene chosen for the author'slittle drama
of modern life was a, mineral spring, such as
are to be found in both divisions of Britain,
and which are supplied with the usual mate-
rials for redeeming health, or driving away
care. The invalid often finds relief from his
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complaints, lessfrom the healing virtues of the
Spa itself, than because his system of ordinary
life undergoes an entire change, in his being
removed from his ledger and account-books—
from Hislegal folios and progresses of title-deeds
—from his counters and shelves,—from what-
ever else forms the main source of his constant
anxiety at home, destroys his appetite, mars
the custom of his exercise, deranges the digest-
ive powers, and clogs up the springs of life.
Thither, too, comes the saunterer, anxious to
get rid of that wearisome attendant himself] and
thither comeboth males and females, who, upon
adifferent principle, desire to make themselves
double.

The society of such places is regulated, by
their very nature, upon a scheme much more
indulgent than that which rules the world of
fashion, and the narrow circles of rank in the
metropolis. The titles of rank, birth, and for-
tune, are received at a watering-place without
any very strict investigation, as adequate to the
purpose for which they are preferred; and as
the situation infers a certain degree of inti-
macy and sociability for the time, so to what-
ever heights it may have been carried, it is not
understood to imply any duration beyond the
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length of the season. No intimacy can be
supposed more close for the time, and more
transitory in its endurance, than that which
Is attached to a watering-place acquaintance.
The novelist, therefore, who fixesupon such a
scene for his tale, endeavours to display a spe-
cies of society, where the strongest contrast of
humorous characters and manners may be
brought to bear on and illustrate each other
with lessviolation of probability, than could be
supposed to attend the same miscellaneous as-
semblage in any other situation.

In such scenes, too, are frequently mingled
characters, not merely ridiculous, but danger-
ous and hateful. The unprincipled gamester,
the heartless fortune-hunter, all those who eke
out their means of subsistence by pandering
to the vices and follies of the rich and gay,
who drive, by their various arts, foibles into
crimes, and imprudence into acts of ruinous
madness, are to be found where their victims
naturally resort, with the same certainty that
eagles are gathered together at the place of
slaughter. By this the author takes a great
advantage for the management of his story,
particularly in its darker and more melan-
choly passages. The impostor, the gambler,
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all who live loose upon the skirts of society,
or, like vermin, thrive by its corruptions, are
to be found at such retreats, when they easily,
and as a matter of course, mingle with those
dupes, who might otherwise have escaped their
snares. But besides those characters who are
actually dangerous to society, a well frequent-
ed watering-place generally exhibits for the
amusement of the company, and the perplexity
and amazement of the more inexperienced, a
sprinkling of persons called by the newspa-
pers eccentric characters—individuals, name-
ly, who, either from some real derangement
of their understanding, or, much more fre-
quently, from an excess of vanity, are ambi-
tious of distinguishing themselves by some
striking peculiarity in dress or address, con-
versation or manners, and perhaps in all.
These affectations are usually adopted, like
Drawcansir's extravagances, to show they
dare; and | must needs say, those who pro-
fess them are more frequently to be found
among the English, than among the natives of
either of the other two divisions of the united
kingdoms. The reason probably is, that the
consciousness of wealth, and a sturdy feeling
of independence, which generally pervade the
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English nation, are, in afew individuals, per-
verted into absurdity, or at least peculiarity.
The witty Irishman, on the contrary, adapts
his general behaviour to that of the best so-
ciety, or that which he thinks such; nor is it
any part of the shrewd Scot's national cha-
racter unnecessarily to draw upon himself pub-
lic attention. These rules, however, are not
without their exceptions; for we find men of
every country playing the eccentric at these
independent resorts of the gay and the wealthy,
where every one enjoys the license of doing
what is good in his own eyes.

It scarce needed these obvious remarks to
justify a novelist's choice of a watering-place
as the scene of afictitious narrative. Unques-
tionably, it affords every variety of character,
mixed together inamanner which cannot, with-
out a breach of probability, be supposed to
exist elsewhere; neither can it be denied that
in the concourse which such miscellaneous col -
lections of persons afford, events extremely
different from those of the quiet routine of
ordinary life may, and often do, take place.

It is not, however, sufficient that a mine be
initself rich and easily accessible; it is neces-
sary that the engineer who explores it should
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himself, in mining phrase, have an accurate
knowledge of the country, and possess the skill
necessary to work it to advantage. In this
respect, the author of Saint Ronan'sWell could
not be termed fortunate. His habits of life had
not led him much, of late years at least, into
its general or bustling scenes, nor had he min-
gled often in the society which enables the ob-
server to " shoot folly as it flies." The conse-
quence perhaps was, that the characters wanted
that force and precision which can only begiven
by awriter who is familiarly acquainted with
his subject. The author, however, had the
satisfaction to chronicle his testimony against
the practice of gambling, avice which the devil
has contrived to render all his own, since it
is deprived of whatever pleads an apology for
other vices, and is founded entirely on the cold-
blooded calculation of the most exclusive self-
ishness.  The character of the traveller, med-
dling, self-important, and what the ladies call
fussing, but yet generous and benevolent in his
purposes, was partly taken from nature. The
story, being entirely modern, cannot require
much explanation, after what has been here
given, either in the shape of notes, or a more
prolix introduction.
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It may be remarked, that the English cri-
tics, in many instances, though none of great
influence, pursued Saint Ronan's Well with
hue and cry, many of the fraternity giving it
as their opinion that the author had exhausted
himself, or, as the technical phrase expresses
it, written himself out; and asan unusual tract
of success too often provokes many persons to
mark and exaggerate a slip when it does oc-
cur, the author was publicly accused, in prose
and verse, of having committed a literary sui-
cide in this unhappy attempt. The voices,
therefore, were, for a time, against Saint Ro-
nan's on the southern side of the Tweed,

In theauthor's own country, it was otherwise.
Many of the characters were recognised as
genuine Scottish portraits, and the good for-
tune which had hitherto attended the produc-
tions of the Author of Waverley, didnot desert,
notwithstanding the ominous vaticinations of
its censurers, this new attempt, although out
of his ordinary style.

1st February, 1832.
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ST RONAN'S WELL.

CHAPTERI.
AN OLD-WORLD LANDLADY.

But to make up my tale,
She breweth good ale,
And thereof maketh sde,
SKFXTON.

ALTHOUGH few, if any, of the countries of Europe,
have increased so rapidly in wealth and cultivation
as Scotland during the last half century, Sultan
Mahmoud's owls might nevertheless have found in
Caledonia, at any term within that flourishing pe-
riod, their dowery of ruined villages. Accident or
local advantages have, in many instances, trans-
ferred the inhabitants of ancient hamlets, from the
situations which their predecessors chose with more
respect to security than convenience, to those in
whichtheir increasing industry and commerce could
more easily expand itself; and hence places which
stand distinguished in Scottish history, and which
figurein David M'Pherson's excellent historical
map, can now only be discerned from thewild moor
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by the verdure which clothes their site, or, at best,
by afew scattered ruins, resembling pinfolds, which
mark the spot of their former existence.

The little village of St Ronan's, though it had
not yet fallen into the state of entire oblivion we
have described, was, about twenty years since, fast
verging towards it. The situation had something
in it so romantic, that it provoked the pencil of
every passing tourist; and wewil | endeavour, there-
fore, to describe it in language which can scarcely
be less intelligible than some of their sketches,
avoiding, however, for reasons which seem to us
of weight, to give any more exact indication of the
site, than that it is on the southern side of the Forth,
and not abovethirty miles distant from the English
frontier.

A river of considerable magnitude pours its
streams through a narrow vale, varying in breadth
from two miles to a fourth of that distance, and
which, being composed of rich alluvial soil, is, and
has long been, enclosed, tolerably well inhabited,
and cultivated with all the skill of Scottish agri-
culture. Either side of this valley is bounded by
a chain of hills, which, on the right in particular,
may be almost termed mountains. Little brooks
arising in these ridges, and finding their way to the
river, offer each its own little vale to the industry
of the cultivator. Some of them bear fine large
trees, which have asyet escaped the axe, and upon
the sides of most there are scattered patches and
fringes of natural copsewood, above and around
"which the banks of the stream arise, somewhat de.
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solate in the colder months, but in summer glowing
with dark purple heath, or with the golden lustre
of the broom and gorse. This is asort of scenery
peculiar to those countries, which abound,like Scot-
land, in hillsand in streams, and where the traveller
is ever and anon discovering in some intricate and
unexpected recess, asimple and silvan beauty, which
pleases him the more, that it seems to be peculiarly
his own property as the first discoverer.

In one of these recesses, and so near its opening
as to command the prospect of the river, the broader
valley, and the opposite chain of hills, stood, and,
unless neglect and desertion have completed their
work, still stands, the ancient and decayed village
of St Ronan's. The site was singularly picturesque,
as the straggling street of the village ran up avery
steep hill, on the side of which were clustered, asit
were, upon little terraces, the cottages which com-
posed the place, seeming, as in the Swiss towns on
the Alps, to rise above each other towards theruins
of an old castle, which continued to occupy the crest
of the eminence, and the strength of which had
doubtless led the neighbourhood to assemble under
its walls for protection. It must, indeed, have been
a place of formidable defence, for, on the side oppo-
site to thetown, its walls rose straight up from the
verge of a tremendous and rocky precipice, whose
base was washed by Saint Ronan's burn, as the
brook was entitled. On the southern side, where
the declivity was less precipitous, the ground had
been carefully levelled into successive terraces,
which ascended to the summit of the hill, and were,
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or rather had been, connected by staircases of stone,
rudely ornamented. In peaceful periods these ter-
races had been occupied by the gardens of the Cas-
tle, and in times of siege they added to its security,
for each commanded the one immediately below it,
so that they could be separately and successively
defended, and all were exposed to the fire from the
place itself—a massive square tower of the largest
size, surrounded, as usual, by lower buildings, and
a high embattled wall. On the northern side
arose a considerable mountain, of which the descent
that lay between the eminence on which the Castle
was situated seemed adetached portion, and which
had been improved and deepened by three succes
sive huge trenches. Another very deep trench was
drawn in front of the main entrance from the east,
where the principal gateway formed the termina-
tion of the street, which, as we have noticed, as
cended from the village, and this last defence com-
pleted the fortifications of the tower.

In the ancient gardens of the Castle, and upon
all sides of it excepting the western, which was pre-
cipitous, large old trees had found root, mantling
the rock and the ancient and ruinous walls with
their dusky verdure, and increasing the effect of the
shattered pile which towered up from the centre.

Seated on the threshold of thisancient pile, where
the " proud porter" had in former days " rear'd
himself," astranger had a complete and command-
ingview of thedecayed village, theho usesof which,

* Se the old Ballad of King Estmere, in PERCY'S Rdliques.
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to afanciful imagination, might seem asif they had
been suddenly arrested in hurrying down the pre-
cipitous hill, and fixed as if by magic in the whim-
sical arrangement which they now presented. It
was like a sudden pause in one of Amphion's coun-
try-dances, when the huts which were to form the
future Thebes were jigging it to his lute. But,
with such an observer, the melancholy excited by
the desolate appearance of the village soon over-
came all thelighter frolics of theimagination. Ori-
ginally constructed on the humble plan used in the
building of Scotch cottages about a century ago,
the greater part of them had been long deserted,;
and their fallen roofs, blackened gables, and ruinous
walls, showed Desolation's triumph over Poverty.
On some huts the rafters, varnished with soot, were
still standing, in whole or in part, like skeletons,
and afew, wholly or partially covered with thatch,
seemed still inhabited, though scarce habitable; for
the smoke of the peat-fires, which prepared the hum-
ble meal of the indwellers, stole upwards, not only
from the chimneys, itsregular vent, but from vari-
ous other crevices in theroofs- Nature, in the mean-
while, alwayschanging, but renewing as she changes,
was supplying, by the power of vegetation, the fall-
en and decaying marks of human labour. Small
pollards, which had been formerly planted around
the little gardens, had now waxed into huge and
high forest trees; the fruit-trees had extended their
branches over the verges of the little yards, and
the hedges had shot up into huge and irregular
bushes ; while quantities of dock, and nettles, and
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hemlock, hiding the ruined walls, were busily con-
verting the whole scene of desolation into apictu-
resque forest-bank.

Two houses in St Ronan's were still in some-
thing like decent repair; places essential—the one
to the spiritual weal of the inhabitants, the other
to the accommodation of travellers. These were
the clergyman's manse, and the village inn. Of the
former we need only say, that it formed no excep-
tion to the general rule by which the landed pro-
prietors of Scotland seemto proceedinlodgingtheir
clergy, not only in the cheapest, but in the ugliest
and most inconvenient house which the genius of
masonry can contrive. It had the usual number of
chimneys—two, namely—rising like ases ears at
either end, which answered the purpose for which
they were designed as ill as usual. It had all the
ordinary leaks and inlets to the fury of the ele-
ments, which usually form the subject of the com-
plaints of a Scottish incumbent to his brethren of
the presbytery; and, to complete the picture, the
clergyman being a bachelor, the pigs had unmol est-
ed admission to the garden and court-yard, broken
windows were repaired with brown paper, and the
disordered and squalid appearance of a low farm-
house, occupied by a bankrupt tenant, dishonoured
the dwelling of one, who, besides his clerical cha-
racter, was a scholar and a gentleman, though a
little of a humourist.

Beside the manse stood the kirk of St Ronan's,
alittle old mansion with aclay floor, and an assem-
blage of wretched pews, originally of carved oak, but
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heedfully clouted with white fir-deal. But the ex-
ternal form of the church was elegant in the out-
line, having been built in Catholic times, when we
cannot deny to the forms of ecclesiastical architec-
ture that grace, which, as good Protestants, we re-
fuse to their doctrine. The fabric hardly raised its
grey and vaulted roof among the crumbling hills of
mortality by which it was surrounded, and was in-
deed so small in size, and so much lowered in height
by the graves on the outside, which ascended half
way up the low Saxon windows, that it might itself
have appeared only a funeral vault, or mausoleum
of larger size. Its little square tower, with the an-
jcient belfry, alone distinguished it from such amo-
nument. But when the grey-headed beadle turned
the keys with his shaking hand, the antiquary was
admitted into an ancient building, which, from the
style of its architecture, and some monuments of
the Mowbrays of St Ronan's, which the old man
was accustomed to point out, was generally conjec-
tured to be as early as the thirteenth century.
These Mowbrays of St Ronan's seem to have
been at one time avery powerful family. They were
allied to, and friends of the house of Douglas, at the
time when the overgrown power of that heroic race
made the Stewarts tremble on the Scottish throne.
It followed that, when, as our old naif historian
expresses it, " no one dared to strive with a Dou-
glas, nor yet with a Douglas's man, for if he did,
he was sure to come by the waur,” the family of St
Ronan's shared their prosperity, and became lords
of almost the whole of the rich valley of which their



10 ST RONAN'S WELL

mansion commanded the prospect. But upon the
turning of thetide, in thereign of James I1., they
became despoiled of the greater part of those fair
acquisitions, and succeeding events reduced their
importance still farther. Nevertheless, they were,
in the middle of the seventeenth century, still a
family of considerable note; and Sir Reginald
Mowbray, after the unhappy battle of Dunbar, dis-
tinguished himself by the obstinate defence of the
Castle against the arms of Cromwell, who, incensed
at the opposition which he had unexpectedly en-
countered in an obscure corner, caused the fortress
to be dismantled and blown up with gunpowder.

After this catastrophe the old Castle was aban-
doned to ruin ; but Sir Reginald, when, like Allan
Ramsay's Sir William Worthy, he returned after
the Revolution, built himself a house in the fashion
of that later age, which he prudently suited in size
to the diminished fortunes of his family. It was
situated about the middle of the village, whose
vicinity was not in those days judged any incon-
venience, upon a spot of ground more level than was
presented by the rest of the acclivity, where, as we
said before, the houses were notched as it were into
the side of the steep bank, with little more level
ground about them than the spot occupied by their
site. But the Laird's house had a court in front
and a small garden behind, connected with another
garden, which, occupying three terraces, descend-
ed, in emulation of the orchards of the old Castle,
almost to the banks of the stream.

The family continued to inhabit this new mes-
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suage until about fifty years before the commence-
ment of our history, when it was much damaged
by a casual fire; and the Laird of the day, having
just succeeded to a more pleasant and commodious
dwelling at the distance of about three miles from
the village, determined to abandon the habitation,
of his ancestors. As he cut down at the same time
an ancient rookery, (perhaps to defray the expenses
of the migration,) it became a common remark
among the country folk, that the decay of St Ro-
nan's began when Laird Lawrence and the crows
flew off.

The deserted mansion, however, was not con-
signed to owls and birds of the desert; on the con-
trary, for many years it witnessed more fun and
festivity than when it had been the sombre abode
of a grave Scottish Baron of " auld lang syne."
In short, it was converted into an inn, and mark-
ed by ahuge sign, representing on the one side St
Ronan catching hold of the devil's game leg with
his Episcopal crook, as the story may be read in
his veracious legend, and on the other the Mow-
bray arms. It was by far the best frequented pub-
lic-house in that vicinity ; and a thousand stories
were told of the revels which had been held with-
in its walls, and the gambols achieved under the
influence of its liquors. A1l this, however, had
long since passed away, according to thelinesin my
frontispiece,

" A merry place, 'twas said, in days of yore ;
But something ail'd it now,—the place was cursed."
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The worthy couple (servants and favourites of
the Mowbray family) who first kept the inn, had
died reasonably wealthy, after long carrying on a
flourishing trade, leaving behind them an only
daughter. They had acquired by degrees not only
the property of the inn itself, of which they were
originally tenants, but of some remarkably good
meadow-land by the side of the brook, which, when
touched by alittle pecuniary necessity, the Lairds
of St Ronan's had disposed of piecemeal, as the
readiest way to portion off a daughter, procure a
commission for the younger son, and the like emer-
gencies. So that Meg Dods, when she succeeded
to her parents, was a considerable heiress, and, as
such, had the honour of refusing three topping farm-
ers, two bonnet-lairds, and a horse-couper, who
successively made proposals to her.

Many bets were laid on the horse-couper's suc-
cess, but the knowing ones were taken in. Deter-
mined to ride the fore-horse herself, M egwould ad-
mit no helpmate who might soon assert the rights
of a master; and so, in single blessedness, and with
the despotism of Queen Bess herself, she ruled all
matters with a high hand, not only over her men-
servants and maid-servants, but over the stranger
within her gates, who, if he ventured to oppose
Meg's sovereignwill and pleasure, or desireto have
either fare or accommodation different from that
which she chose to provide for him, was instantly
gjected with that answer which Erasmus tells us
silenced all complaints in the German inns of his
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time, Quoge aliud hospitium ;* or, as M eg express-
edit, " Troop aff wi' ye to another public,” As
this amounted to a banishment in extent equal to
sixteen miles from Meg's residence, the unhappy-
party on whom it was passed, had no other refuge
save by deprecating the wrath of his landlady, and
resigning himself to her will. It is but justice to
Meg Dods to state, that though hers was a severe
and almost despotic government, it could not be
termed atyranny, since it was exercised, upon the
whole, for the good of the subject.

The vaults of the old Laird's cellar had not, even
in hisown day, been replenished with more excel-
lent wines ; the only difficulty was to prevail on
M eg to look for the precise liquor you chose;—to
which it may be added, that she often became res-
tiff when she thought a company had had " as
much as did them good," and refused to furnish any
more supplies. Then her kitchen was her pride and
glory; she looked to the dressing of every dish her-
self, and there were some with which she suffered
no one to interfere. Such were the cock-a-leeky,
and the savoury minced collops, which rivalled in
their way even the veal cutlets of our oldfriend Mrs
Hall, at Ferrybridge. Meg'stable-linen, bed-linen,
and so forth, were always home-made, of the best
quality, and in the best order; and a weary day
was that to the chambermaid in which her lynx eye

* In acolloquy of Erasmus, called Diversaria, there is a very
unsavoury description of a German inn of the period, where
an objection of the guest is answered in the manner expressed
in the text—a great sign o want of competition on the road.
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discovered any neglect of the strict cleanliness which
she constantly enforced. Indeed, considering Meg's
country and calling, we were never able to account
for her extreme and scrupulous nicety, unless by
supposing that it afforded her the most apt and fre-
guent pretext for scolding her maids; an exercise
in which she displayed so much eloquence and en-
ergy, that we must needs believe it to have been a
favourite one.

We have only further to commemorate, the mo-
deration of Meg's reckonings, which, when they
closed the banquet, often relieved the apprehen-
sions, instead of saddening the heart, of the rising
guest. A shilling for breakfast, three shillings for
dinner, including a pint of old port, eighteenpence
for a snug supper—such were the charges of the
inn of St Ronan's, under this landlady of the
olden world, even after the nineteenth century had
commenced ; and they were ever tendered with the
pious recollection, that her good father never char-
ged half so much, but these weary timesrendered
it impossible for her to make the lawing less.t

* This circumstance shows of itself, that the Meg Dods of
the tale cannot be identified with her namesake Jenny Dods,
who kept the inn at Howgate, on the Peebles road; for Jenny,
far different from our heroine, was unmatched as a slattern.

t This was universally the case in Scotland forty or fifty
years ago; and so little was charged for adomestic'sliving when
the author became first acquainted with the road, that a shil-
ling or eighteenpence was sufficient board wages for a man-
servant, when a crown would not now answer the purpose.
It is true the cause of these reasonable charges rested upon
aprinciple equally unjust to the landlord, and inconvenient to
the gues. The landlord did not expect to make any thing
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Notwithstanding all these excellent and rare pro-
perties, the inn at Saint Ronan's shared the decay
of thevillageto which it belonged. Thiswas owing
to various circumstances. The high-road had been
turned aside from the place, the steepness of the
street being murder (so the postilions declared) to
their post horses. It was thought that Meg's stern
refusal to treat them with liquor, or to connive at
their exchanging for porter and whisky the corn
which should feed their cattle, had no small influence
on the opinion of those respectable gentlemen, and
that alittle cutting and levelling would have made
the ascent easy enough ; but let that pass. This
alteration of the highway was an injury which M eg
did not easily forgive to the country gentlemen,
most of whom she had recollected when children.
" Their fathers," she said, " wad not have done the
like of it to alone woman," Then the decay of the
village itself, which had formerly contained a set of
feuars and bonnet-lairds, who, under the name of
the Chirupping Club, contrivedto drink twopenny,

upon the charge for eating which his hill contained; in consi-
deration of which, the guest was expected to drink more wine
than might he convenient or agreeable to him, "for the good"
as it wascalled, " ofthe house” Thelandlord indeed waswill-
ing and ready to assist, in this duty, every stranger who came
within hisgates. Other things were in proportion. A charge
for lodging, fire, and candle, was long a thing unheard or' in
Scotland. A shilling to the housemaid settled all such consi-
derations. | se, from memoiandums of 1790, that a young
man, with two ponies and a serving-lad, might travel from
the house of one Meg Dods to another, through most part of
Scotland, for about five or six shillings a-day.
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qualified with brandy or whisky, at least twice or
thrice a-week, was some small loss.

The temper and manners of the landlady scared
away all customers of that numerous class, who will
not allow originality to be an excuse for the breach
of decorum, and who, little accustomed perhaps to
attendance at home, love to play the great man at
an inn, and to have a certain number of bows, de-
ferential speeches, and apologies, in answer to the
G—d d—n ye's which they bestow on the house,
attendance, and entertainment. Unto those who
commenced this sort of barter in the Clachan of
Saint Ronan's, well could Meg Dods pay it back,
in their own coin; and glad they were to escape
from the house with eyes not quite scratched out,
and ears not more deafened than if they had been
within hearing of a pitched battle.

Nature had formed honest M eg for such encoun-
ters; and as her noble soul delighted in them, so
her outward properties were in what Tony Lump-
kin calls a concatenation accordingly. She had hair
of abrindled colour, betwixt black and grey, which
was apt to escape in elf-locks from under her mutch
when she was thrown into violent agitation—long
skinny hands, terminated by stout talons—grey
eyes, thinlips, arobust person, abroad, though flat
chest, capital wind, and a voice that could match a
choir of fishwomen. She was accustomed to say
of herself in her more gentle moods, that her bark
was worse than her bite; but what teeth could
have matched a tongue, which, wheninfull career,
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is vouched to have been heard from the Kirk to the
Castle of Saint Ronan's?

These notable gifts, however, had no charms for
the travellers of these light and giddy-paced times,
and Meg's inn became less and less frequented.
What carried the evil to the uttermost was, that a
fanciful lady of rank in the neighbourhood chanced
to recover of some imaginary complaint by the use
of a mineral well about a mile and a half from the
village ; a fashionable doctor was found to write an
analysis of the healing waters, with alist of sundry
cures; a speculative builder took land in feu, and
erected lodging-houses, shops, and even streets. At
length a tontine subscription was obtained to erect
an inn, which, for the more grace, was called a
hotel; and so the desertion of Meg Dods became
general .*

She had still, however, her friends and well-
wishers, many of whom thought, that as she was a
lone woman, and known to be well to passin the
world, she would act wisely to retire from public
life, and take down asign which had no longer fas-
cination for guests. But Meg's spirit scorned sub-
mission, direct or implied. " Her father's door," she
said, " should be open to the road, till her father's
bairn should be streekit and carried out at it with
her feet foremost. It was not for the profit—there
was little profit at it;—profit 7—there was a dead
loss; but she wad not be dung by any of them.

* Note, p. 24 Building-Feus in Scotland.
VOL. XXXIII. B
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They maun hae a hottle,* maun they?—and an
honest public canna serve them ! They may hottle
that likes; but they shall seethat Lucky Dods can
hottle on as lang as the best of them—ay, though
they had made a Tamteen of it, and linkit aw their
breaths of lives, whilk are in their nostrils, on end
of ilk other like a string of wild-geese, and the
langest liver bruick a, (whilk was sinful presump-
tion,) she would match ilk ane of them as lang as
her ain wind held out." Fortunate it was for Meg,
since she had formed this doughty resolution, that
although her inn had decayed in custom, her land
had risen in value in a degree which more than
compensated the balance on the wrong side of her
books, and, joined to her usual providence and eco-
nomy, enabled her to act up to her lofty purpose.

She prosecuted her trade too with every attention
to its diminished income; shut up the windows of
one half of her house, to baffle the tax-gatherer;
retrenched her furniture; discharged her pair of
post-horses, and pensioned off the old humpbacked
postilion who drove them, retaining his services,
however, as an assistant to astill more aged hostler.
To console herself for restrictions by whichherpride
was secretly wounded, she agreed with the celebra-
ted Dick Tinto to re-paint her father's sign, which
had become rather undecipherable; and Dick ac-
cordingly gilded the Bishop's crook, and augmented
the horrors of the Devil's aspect, until it became

* This Gallicword (hotel) wasfirstintroduced in Scotland
during the author's childhood, and was so pronounced by the
lower class
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aterror to all theyounger fry of the school-house,
and a sort of visibleillustration of the terrors of the
arch-enemy, with which the minister endeavoured
to impress their infant minds.

Under this renewed symbol of her profession,
Meg Dods, or Meg Dorts, as she was popularly
termed, on account of her refractory humours, was
still patronised by some steady customers. Such
were the members of the Killnakelty Hunt, once
famous on the turf and in the field, but now a set
of venerable grey-headed sportsmen, who had sunk
from fox-hounds to basket-beagles and coursing,
and who made an easy canter on their quiet nags a
gentle induction to a dinner at Meg's. " A set of
honest decent men they were,” Meg said; " had
their sang and their joke—and what for no ? Their
bind wasjust a Scots pint over-head, and a tappit-
hen to the bill, and no man ever saw them the waur
o't. It was thae cockle-brained callants of the pre-
sent day that would be mair owerta'en with apuir
quart than douce folk were with a maghum."

Then there was a set of ancient brethren of the
angle from Edinburgh, who visited Saint Ronan's
frequently in the spring and summer, a class of
guests peculiarly acceptableto M eg, who permitted
them more latitude in her premises than she was
known to allow to any other body. " They were,"
she said, " pawky auld carles, that kend whilk side
their bread was buttered upon. Ye never kend
of ony o' them ganging to the spring, as they be-
hoved to ca the stinking well yonder.—Na, na—.
they were up in the morning—had their parritch,
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wi' maybe a thimblefull of brandy, and then awa
up into the hills, eat their bit cauld meat on the
heather, and came hame at €en with the creel full
of caller trouts, and had them to their dinner, and
their quiet cogue of ale, and their drap punch, and
were set singing their catches and glees, as they
cad them, till ten o'clock, and then to bed, wi' God
bless ye—and what for no ?"

Thirdly, we may commemorate some ranting
blades, who also came from the metropolis to visit
Saint Ronan's, attracted by the humours of Meg,
and still more by the excellence of her liquor, and
the cheapness of her reckonings. These were mem-
bers of the Helter Skelter Club, of the Wildfire
Club, and other associations formed for the express
purpose of getting rid of care and sobriety. Such
dashers occasioned many a racket in Meg's house,
and many a bourasque in Meg's temper. Various
werethe arts of flattery and violence by which they
endeavoured to get supplies of liquor, when Meg's
conscience told her they had had too much already.
Sometimesthey failed, as when the croupier of the
Helter Skelter got himself scalded with the mulled
wine, in an unsuccessful attempt to coax this for-
midable virago by a salute ; and the excellent pre-
sident of the Wildfirereceived abroken head from
the keys of the cellar, as he endeavoured to pos-
sss himself of these emblems of authority. But
little did these dauntless officials care for the exu-
berant frolics of Meg's temper, which were to them
only "pretty Fanny's way"—the dulcesAmarylli-
dis tree And Meg, on her part, though she often
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called them " drunken ne'er-do-weels, and thorough-
bred High-street blackguards," allowed no other
person to speak ill of them in her hearing. " They
were daft callants," she said, "and that was ail -
when the drink was in, the wit was out—ye could
not put an auld head upon young shouthers—a
young cowtwill canter, be it up-hill or down—and
what for no ?' was her uniform conclusion.

Nor must we omit, among Meg's steady custom-
ers, " faithful amongst the unfaithful found," the
copper-nosed sheriff-clerk of the county, who, when
summoned by official duty to that district of the
shire, warmed by recollections of her double-brewed
ale, and her generous Antigua, always advertised
that his " Prieves," or " Comptis," or whatever
other business was in hand, were to proceed on such
a day and hour, " within the house of Margaret
Dods, vintner in Saint Ronan's."

We have only farther to notice Meg's mode of
conducting herself towards chance travellers, who,
knowing nothing of nearer or more fashionable
accommodations, or perhaps consulting rather the
state of their purse than of their taste, stumbled
upon her house of entertainment. Her reception
of these was as precarious as the hospitality of a
savage nation to sailors shipwrecked on their coast.
If the guests seemed to have made her mansion
their free choice—or if she liked their appearance
(and her taste was very capricious)—above all, if
they seemed pleased with what they got, and little
disposed to criticise or givetrouble, it wasail very
well. But if they had come to Saint Ronan's be-
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cause the house at the Well was full—or if she
disliked what the sailor calls the cut of their jib—
or if, above all, they were critical about their ac-
commodations, none so likely as M eg to givethem
what in her country is called a doan. In fact, she
reckoned such persons a part of that ungenerous
and ungrateful public, for whose sake she was keep-
ing her house open at adead loss, and who had | eft
her, as it were, avictim to her patriotic zeal.

Hence arose the different reports concerning the
little inn of Saint Ronan's, which some favoured
travellers praised as the neatest and most comfort-
able old-fashioned house in Scotland, where you
had good attendance, and good cheer, at moderate
rates; while others, less fortunate, could only talk
of the darkness of the rooms, the homeliness of the
old furniture, and the detestable bad humour of
Meg Dods, the landlady.

Reader, if you come from the more sunny side
of the Tweed—or even if, being a Scot, you have
had the advantage to be born within the last twen-
ty-five years, you may be induced to think this
portrait of Queen Elizabeth, in Dame Quickly's
piqued hat and green apron, somewhat overcharged
in the features. But | appeal to my own contem-
poraries, who have known wheel-road, bridle-way,
and footpath, for thirty years, whether they do
not, every one of them, remember Meg Dods—or
somebody very like her. Indeed, so much is this
the case, that, about the period | mention, | should
have been afraid to have rambled from the Scottish
metropolis, inalmost any direction, lest | had light-
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ed upon some one of the sisterhood of Dame Quick-
Iy, who might suspect me of having showed her up
to the public in the character of Meg Dods. At
present, though it is possible that some one or two
of this peculiar class of wild-cats may still exist,
their talons must be much impaired by age; and
| think they can do little more than sit, like the
Giant Pope, in the Pilgrim's Progress, at the door
of their unfrequented caverns, and grin at the pil-
grims over whom they used formerly to execute
their despotism.
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NOTE TO CHAPTER I.

Note, p. 17.—BUILDING-FEUS IN SCOTLAND,

In Scotland a village is erected upon a species of landright,
very different from the copyhold so frequentin England. Every
alienation or sde of landed property must be made in the shape
of a feudal conveyance, and the party who acquires it holds
thereby an absolute and perfect right of property in the fief,
while he discharges the stipulations of the vassal, and, above
all, pays the feu-duties. The vassa or tenant of the site of the
smallest cottage holds his possession as absolutely as the pro-
prietor, of whose large estate it is perhaps scarce a perceptible
portion. By dint of excellent laws, the sasines, or deeds of
delivery of such fiefs, are placed on record in such order, that
every burden affecting the property can be seen for payment of
a very moderate fee; so that a person proposing to lend money
upon it, knows exactly the nature and extent of his security.

From the nature of these landrights being so explicit and
secure, the Scottish people have been led to entertain ajealousy
of building-leases, of however long duration. Not long ago, a
great landed proprietor took the latter mode of disposing of
some ground near a thriving town in the west country. The
number of years in the lease was settled at nine hundred and
ninety-nine. All was agreed to, and the deeds were ordered
to be drawn. But the tenant, as he walked down the avenue,
began to reflect that the lease, though so very long as to be
almost perpetual, nevertheless had a termination ; and that
after the lapse of a thousand years, lacking one, the connexion
of his family and representatives with the estate would cease
He took a qualm at the thought of the loss to be sustained by
his posterity a thousand years hence; and going back to the
house of the gentleman who feued the ground, he demanded,
and readily obtained, the additional term of fifty yearsto be
added to the lease.
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CHAPTER I1.

THE GUEST.

Quis novus hic hospes?
Dido apud Virgilium.

Ch'am-maid! The Gemman in the front parlour !
BOOTS'S free Trandation of the Aneid.

IT was on a fine summer's day that a solitary-
traveller rode under the old-fashioned archway, and
alighted in the court-yard of Meg Dods's inn, and
delivered the bridle of his horse to the humpbacked
postilion. " Bring my saddle-bags," he said, " into
the house—or stay—I am abler, | think, to carry
them than you." He then assisted the poor meagre
groom to unbuckle the straps which secured the
humble and now despised convenience, and mean-
time gave strict charges that his horse should be
unbridled, and put into a clean and comfortable
stall, the girths slacked, and a cloth cast over his
loins; but that the saddle should not be removed
until he himself came to see him dressed.

The companion of his travels seemed in the host-
ler's eye deserving of his care, being a strong active
horse, fit either for the road or field, but rather high
in bone from alongjourney, though from the state
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of his skin it appeared the utmost care had been
bestowed to keep him in condition. While the
groom obeyed the stranger's directions, the latter,
with the saddle-bags laid over his arm, entered the
kitchen of the inn.

Here he found the landlady herself in none of her
most blessed humours. The cook-maid was abroad
on some errand, and Meg, in aclose review of the
kitchen apparatus, was making the unpleasant dis-
covery, that trenchers had been broken or cracked,
pots and saucepans not so accurately scoured as
her precise notions of cleanliness required, which,
joined to other detections of a more petty descrip-
tion, stirred her bile in no small degree; so that
while she disarranged and arranged the bink, she
maundered, in an under tone, complaints and me-
naces against the absent delinquent.

The entrance of a guest did not induce her to
suspend this agreeable amusement—she just glan-
ced at him as he entered, then turned her back short
on him, and continued her labour and her soliloquy
of lamentation. Truth is, she thought she recog-
nised in the person of the stranger, one of those
useful envoys of the commercial community, called,
by themselves and the waiters, Travellers, par ex-
cellence—by others, Riders and Bagmen. Now
against this class of customers Meg had peculiar
prejudices ; because, there being no shops in the
old village of Saint Ronan's, the said commercial
emissaries, for the convenience of their traffic, al-
ways took up their abode at the New Inn, or Hotel,
intherising and rival village called Saint Ronan's
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"Well, unless when some straggler, by chance or
dire necessity, was compelled to lodge himself at
the Auld Town, as the place of Meg's residence
began to be generally termed. She had, therefore,
no sooner formed the hasty conclusion, that the
individual in question belonged to this obnoxious
class, than she resumed her former occupation, and
continued to soliloquize and apostrophize her absent
handmaidens, without even appearing sensible of
his presence.

" The huzzy Beenie—thejaud Eppie—the deil's
buckie of a callant!—Another plate gane—they'll
break me out of house and ha'!"

The traveller, who, with his saddle-bags rested
on the back of a chair, had waited in silence for
some note of welcome, now saw that, ghost or no
ghost, he must speak first, if he intended to have
any notice from his landlady.

" You are my old acquaintance, Mrs Margaret
Dods ?* said the stranger.

" What for no 7—and wha are ye that speers ?"
said Meg, in the same breath, and began to rub a
brass candlestick with more vehemence than before
—thedry toneinwhich she spoke, indicating plainly
how little concern she took in the conversation.

" A traveller, good Mistress Dods, who comes to
take up his lodgings here for a day or two."

" | am thinking ye will be mista'en," said Meg;
" there's nae room for bags or jaugs here—ye've
mista'en your road, neighbour—ye maun €en bun-
dle yoursell a bit farther down hill."
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" | seeyou have not got the letter | sent you,

Mistress Dods ?' said the guest.
" How should I, man ?" answered the hostess;
they have ta'en awa the pog-office from us—
moved it down till the Spa-well yonder, as they
cad.

" Why, that is but a step off," observed the
guest.

" Ye will get there the sooner,” answered the
hostess.

" Nay, but," said the guest, " if you had sent
there for my letter, you would have learned" ——

" I'm no wantingtolearn ony thing at my years,"
said Meg. " If folk have ony thing to write to me
about, they may gie the letter to John Hislop, the
carrier, that has used the road these forty years.
As for the letters at the post-mistresss, as they ca
her, down by yonder, they may bide in her shop-
window, wi' the snaps and bawbee rows, till Bel-
tane, or | loose them. |'ll never file my fingers
with them. Post-mistress, indeed ! — Upsetting
cutty! I mind her fu' weel when she dree'd penance
for ante-nup"——

Laughing, but interrupting Meg in good time
for the character of the post-mistress, the stranger
assured her he had sent his fishing-rod and trunk
to her confidential friend the carrier, and that he
sincerely hoped she would not turn an old acquaint-
ance out of her premises, especially as he believed
he could not deep in a bed within five miles of
Saint Ronan's, if he knew that her Blue room waft
unengaged.
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" Fishing-rod ! — Auld acquaintance | — Blue
room !" echoed Meg, in some surprise ; and, facing
round upon the stranger, and examining him with
some interest and curiosity,—" Yell be nae bag-
man, then, after a ?"

" No," said the traveller; " not since | have laid
the saddle-bags out of my hand."

" Weel, | canna say but | am glad of that—I
canna bide their yanking way of knapping English
at every word.—I| have kent decent lads amang
them too—What for no ?—But that was when they
stopped up here whiles, like other douce folk; but
since they gaed down, the hail flight of them, like
astring of wild-geese, to the new-fashioned hottle
yonder, | am told there are as mony hellicate tricks
played in the travellers' room, as they behove to
call it, as if it were fu' of drunken young lairds."

" That is because they have not you to keep
good order among them, Mistress Margaret."

"Ay, lad ?" replied Meg, " ye are afine blaw-
in-my-lug, to think to cuittle me off sae cleverly !"
And, facing about upon her guest, she honoured
him with a more close and curious investigation
than she had at first designed to bestow upon him.

All that she remarked was in her opinion rather
favourable to the stranger. He was a well-made
man, rather above than under the middle size, and
apparently betwixt five-and-twenty andthirty years
of age—for, although he might, at first glance, have
passed for one who had attained the latter period,
yet, on a nearer examination, it seemed as if the
burning sun of a warmer climate than Scotland,
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and perhaps some fatigue, both of body and mind,
had imprinted the marks of care and of manhood
upon his countenance, without abiding the course
of years. His eyes and teeth were excellent, and
his other features, though they could scarce be term-
ed handsome, expressed sense and acuteness; he
bore, in his aspect, that ease and composure of man-
ner, equally void of awkwardness and affectation,
which is said emphatically to mark the gentleman;
and, although neither the plainness of his dress,
nor the total want of the usual attendants, allowed
Meg to suppose him a wealthy man, she had little
doubt that he was above the rank of her lodgers in
general. Amidst these observations, and while she
was in the course of making them, the good land-
lady was embarrassed with various obscure recol-
lections of having seen the object of them formerly;
but when, or on what occasion, she was quite unable
to call to remembrance. She was particularly puz-
zled by the cold and sarcastic expression of a coun-
tenance, which she could not by any means reconcile
with therecollections which it awakened. Atlength
she said, with as much courtesy as she was capable
of assuming,—" Either | have seen you before,
sir, or some ane very like ye?—Y e ken the Blue
room, too, and you a stranger in these parts?"

" Not so much a stranger as you may suppose,
Meg," said the guest, assuming a more intimate
tone, "when | call myself Frank Tyrrel."

"Tirl!" exclaimed Meg, with a tone of wonder
—" It's impossible ! Y ou cannot be Francie Tirl,
the wild callant that was fishing and bird-nesting
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here seven or eight years syne—it canna be—
Francie was but a callant !"

" But add seven or eight years to that boy's life,
Meg," said the stranger gravely, " andyouwill find
you have the man who is now before you."

" Even se !" said Meg, with a glance at the
reflection of her own countenance in the copper
coffee-pot, which she had scoured so brightly that
it did the office of a mirror—" Just €en sae—but
folk maun growauld ordie.—But, MaisterTirl,for
| manna ca ye Francie now, | am thinking"——

" Call me what you please, good dame," said the
stranger ; " it has been so long since | heard any
one call me by a name that sounded like former
kindness, that such a one is more agreeable to me
than a lord's title would be."

" Weel, then, Maister Francie—if it be no of-
fence to you—1 hope ye are no a Nabob?"

" Not I, | can safely assure you, my old friend;
—but what an | were?"

" Naething—only maybe | might bid ye gang
farther, and be waur served.—Nabobs, indeed ! the
country's plagued wi' them. They have raised the
price of eggs and pootry for twenty miles round—
But what is my business ?—They use amaist a of
them the Well down, by—they need it, ye ken, for
the clearing of their copper complexions, that need
scouring as much as my saucepans, that naebody
can clean but mysell."

" Well, my good friend," said Tyrrel, " the up-
shot of all thisis, | hope, that | amto stay and have
dinner here ?"
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" What for no?" replied Mrs Dods.

" And that | am to have the Blue room for a
night or two—perhaps longer ?"

" | dinnaken that," said the dame.—" The Blue
room is the best—and they that get neist best, are
no ill aff in this warld."

" Arrange it as you will," said the stranger, " |
leave the whole matter to you, mistress.—M ean-
time, | will go see after my horse”

" The merciful man," said Meg, when her guest
had left the kitchen, " is merciful to his beas.—
He had aye something about him by ordinar, that
callant—But eh, srs! there is asair change on his
cheek-haffit gnce | saw him last!—H e sail no want
a good dinner for auld lang syne, that |'se engage
for."

Meg set about the necessary preparations with
all the natural energy of her disposition, which was
so much exerted upon her culinary cares, that her
two maids, on their return to the house, escaped the
bitter reprimand which she had been previously
conning over, in reward for their alleged slatternly
negligence. Nay, so far did she carry her com-
plaisance, that when Tyrrel crossed the kitchen to
recover his saddle-bags, she formally rebuked Eppie
for an idle taupie, for not carrying the gentleman's
things to his room.

" | thank you, mistress," said Tyrrel; " but |
have some drawings and colours in these saddle-
bags, and | alwayslike to carry them mysdlf."

" Ay, and are you at the painting trade yet ?"
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said Meg; " an unco slaister ye used to make with
it lang syne."

" | cannot live without it," said Tyrrel; and
taking the saddle-bags, was formally inducted by
the maid into a snug apartment, where he soon had
the satisfaction to behold a capital dish of minced
collops, with vegetables, and ajug of excellent ale,
placed on the table by the careful hand of Meg
herself. He could do no less, in acknowledgment
of the honour, than ask M eg for a bottle of the yel -
low seal, " if there was any of that excellent claret
still left."

" Left >—ay isthere, walth of it," said Meg; " |
dinnagie it to every body—Ah'! Maister Tirl, ye
have not got ower your auldtricks! — | amsure, if
ye are painting for your leeving, asyou say, alittle
rum and water would come cheaper, and do ye as
much good. But ye maun hae your ain way the
day, nae doubt, if ye should never have it again."

Away trudged Meg, her keys clattering as she
went, and, after much rummaging, returned with
such abottle of claret as no fashionable tavern could
have produced, were it called for by a duke, or at
aduke's price ; and she seemed not alittle gratified
when her guest assured her that he had not yet for-
gotten its excellent flavour. Sheretired after these
acts of hospitality, and left the stranger to enjoy in
quiet the excellent matters which she had placed
before him.

But therewas that on Tyrrel's mind which defied
the enlivening power of good cheer and of wine,
which only maketh man's heart glad when that heart

VOL. XXXI11. c
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has no secret oppression to counteract its influence.
Tyrrel found himself on a spot which he had loved
in that delightful season, when youth and high spi-
rits awaken all those flattering promises which are
so ill kept to manhood. He drew his chair into the
embrasure of the old-fashioned window, and throw-
ing up the sash to enjoy the fresh air, suffered his
thoughts to return to former days, while his eyes
wandered over objects which they had not looked
upon for several eventful years. He could behold
beneath his eye, the lower part of the decayed vil-
lage, as its ruins peeped from the umbrageous
shelter with which they were shrouded. Still lower
down, uponthelittle holm which formed its church-
yard, was seen the Kirk of Saint Ronan's; and
looking yet farther, towards the junction of Saint
Ronan's burn with the river which traversed the
larger dale or valley, he could see whitened, by the
western sun, the rising houses, which were either
newly finished, or in the act of being built, about
the medicinal spring.

" Time changes all around us," such was the
course of natural though trite reflection, which
flowed upon Tyrrel's mind; " wherefore should
loves and friendships have a longer date than our
dwellings and our monuments?* As he indulged
these sombre recollections, his officiouslandlady dis-
turbed their tenor by her entrance.

" | was thinking to offer you a dish of tea, Mais-
ter Franeie, just for the sake of auld lang syne, and
['ll gar the quean Beenie bring it here, and mask
it mysell.—But ye arena donewith your wine yet?"
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" | am indeed, Mrs Dods," answered Tyrrel;
“and | beg you will remove the bottle."

" Remove the bottle, and the wine no half drank
out !" said Meg, displeasurelowering on her brow ;
" | hope there is nae fault to be found wi' the wine,
Maister Tirl?"

To this answer, which was put in a tone resem-
bling defiance, Tyrrel submissively replied, by de-
claring " the claret not only unexceptionable, but
excellent."

" And what for dinna ye drink it, then?" said
Meg, sharply; " folk should never ask for mair
liquor than they can make a gude use of. Maybe
ye think we have the fashion of the table-dot, as
they ca' their newfangled ordinary down-by yon-
der, where a'the bits of vinegar cruets are put awa
into an awmry, as they tell me, and ilk ane wi' the
bit dribbles of syndings in it, and a paper about the
neck o't, to show which of the customers is aught
it—there they stand like doctor's drogs—and no
an honest Scottish mutchkinwill ane o' their viols
Laud, granting it were at the fouest."

" Perhaps,” said Tyrrel, willing to indulge the
spleen and prejudice of his old acquaintance, " per-
haps the wine is not so good as to make full mea-
sure desirable."

" Ye may say that, lad—and yet them that sell
it might afford a gude penniworth, for they hae it
for the making—maist feck of it ne'er saw France
or Portugal. But as | was saying—this is no ane
of their newfangled places, where wine is put by
for them that cannadrink it—when thecork'sdrawn
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the bottle maun be drank out—and what for no 7—
unless it be corkit."

" | agree entirely, Meg," said her guest; " but
my ride to-day has somewhat heated me—and |
think the dish of tea you promise me, will do me
more good than to finish my bottle."

" Na, then, the best | can do for youisto put it
by, to be sauce for the wild-duck the morn; for |
think ye said ye were to bide here for aday or twa."

" It is my very purpose, Meg, unquestionably,"
replied Tyrrel.

" See be it then," said Mrs Dods; " and then
the liquor's no lost—it has been seldom sic claret
as that has simmered in a saucepan, let me tell you
that, neighbour;—and | mind the day, when, head-
ach or nae headach, ye wad hae been at the hin-
der-end of that bottle, and maybe anither, if ye could
have gotten it wiled out of me. But then ye had
your cousintohelpyou—Ah! hewas ablithe bairn
that Valentine Bulmer! —Ye were a canty callant
too, Maister Francie, and muckle ado | had to keep
ye baith in order when ye were on theramble. But
yewere a thought doucer than Valentine—But O !
he was a bonny laddie! —wi' €en like diamonds,
cheeks like roses, a head like a heather-tap—he was
the first | ever saw wear a crap, asthey ca' it, but
a body cheats the barber now—and he had alaugh
that wad hae raised the dead!—What wi' flyting
on him, and what wi' laughing at him, there was
nae minding ony other body when that Valentine
was in the house.—And how is your cousin Valen-
tine Bulmer, Maister Francie ?"
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Tyrrel looked down, and only answered with a

" Ay—and is it even sae?' said Meg; " and
has the puir bairn been sae soon removed frae this
fashious warld 7—Ay—ay—we maun a gang ae
gate—crackit quart-stoups and geisen'd barrels—
leaky quaighs are we &, and canna keep in the
liguor of life—Ohon, sirs'—Wasthepuir lad Bul -
mer frae Bu'mer bay, where they land the Hollands,
think ye, Maister Francie?—They whilesrinin
a pickle tea there too—1I hope that is good that |
have made you, Maister Francie ?"

" Excellent, my good dame," said Tyrrel; but
it was in atone of voice which intimated that she
had pressed upon a subject that awakened some
unpleasant reflections.

" And when did this puir lad die?" continued
Meg, who was not without her share of Eve's qua-
lities, and wished to know something concerning
what seemed to affect her guest so particularly; but
he disappointed her purpose, and at the same time
awakened another train of sentiment in her mind,
by turning again to the window, and looking upon
the distant buildings of Saint Ronan's Well. As
if he had observed for the first time these new
objects, he said to Mistress Dods in an indifferent
tone, " You have got some gay new neighbours
yonder, mistress."

" Neighbours!" said Meg, her wrath beginning
to arise, as it always did upon any alusion to this
sore subject—" Ye may ca them neighbours, if ye
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like—but the deil flee awawi' the neighbourhood
for Meg Dods!"

" | suppose,” said Tyrrcl, as if he did not ob-
serve her displeasure, " that yonder is the Fox
Hotel they told me of ?"

" The Fox!" sad Meg: " | am sure it is the
fox that has carried off @ my geese.—I might shut
up house, Maister Francie, if it was the thing I
lived by—me, that has seen a our gentlefolk
bairns, and gien them snaps and sugar-biscuit maist
of them wi' my ain hand | They wad hae seen my
father's roof-tree fa' down and smoor me before they
wad hae gien a boddle a-piece to have propped it
up—nbut they could a' link out their fifty pounds
ower head to bigg a hottleat the Well yonder. And
muckle they hae made o't—the bankrupt body,
Sandie Lawson, hasna paid them a bawbee of four
terms' rent."

" Surely, mistress, | think if theWell became so
famous for its cures, the least the gentlemen could
have done was to make you the priestess."

" Me priestess | | am nae Quaker, | wot, Mais-
ter Francie; and 1 never heard of alewife that
turned preacher, except Luckie Buchan in the
west.* And if | were to preach, | think | have
mair the spirit of a Scottish woman, than to preach
in the very room they hae been dancing in ilka
night in the week, Saturday itsell not excepted, and
that till twal o'clock at night. Na, na, Maister

* The foundress of a sect called Buchanites; a species of
Joanna Soutlicote, who long after death was expected to return
and head her disciples on the read to Jerusalem.
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Francie; | leave the like o' that to Mr Simon
Chatterly, as they ca the bit prelatical sprig of
divinity from the town yonder, that plays at cards
and dances six days in the week, and on the seventh
reads the Common Prayer-book in the ball-room,
with Tarn Simson, the drunken barber, for his
clerk."

" | think | have heard of Mr Chatterly," said
Tyrrel.

" Ye'll be thinking o' the sermon he has print-
ed," said the angry dame, " where he compares
their nasty puddle of a Well yonder to the pool of
Bethseda, like a foul-mouthed, fleeching, feather-
headed fule as he is! He should hae kend that the
place got & its fame in the times of black Popery;
and though they pat it in St Ronan's name, |'l]
never believe for one that the honest man had ony
hand init; for | hae been tell'd by ane that suld
ken, that he was nae Roman, but only a Cuddie, or
Culdee, or such like.—But will ye not take anither
dish of tea, Maister Francie ? and a wee bit of the
diet-loaf, raised wi' my ain fresh butter, Maister
Francie? and no wi' greasy kitchen-fee, like the
seedcake down at the confectioner's yonder, that
has as mony dead flees as carvy init. Set him up
foraconfectioner!—Wi'apenniworth of rye-meal,
and anither of tryacle, and twa or three carvy-seeds,
I will make better confections than ever cam out
of his oven."

" | have no doubt of that, Mrs Dods," said the

guest; " and | only wish to know how these new
comers were able to establish themselves against a
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house of such good reputation and old standing as
yours?—It was the virtues of the mineral, | dare
say ; but how came the waters to recover a charac-
ter all at once, mistress?"

" | dinnaken, sir—they used to be thought good
for naething, but here and there for a puir body's
bairn, that had gotten the cruells,* and could not
afford a peniiiworth of salts. But my Leddy Pe-
nelope Penfeather had faan ill, it's like, as nae
other body ever fell ill, and sae she was to be cured
some gate naebody was ever cured, which was nae-
thing mair than was reasonable—and my leddy, ye
ken, has wit at wull, and has a the wise folk out
from Edinburgh at her house at Windywa's yon-
der, which it is her leddyship's wull and pleasure
to call Air-castle—and they have a' their different
turns, and some can clink verses, wi' their tale, as
weel as Rob Burns or Allan Ramsay—and some
rin up hill and down dale, knapping the chucky
stanes to pieces wi' hammers, like sa.e mony road-
makers run daft—they say it isto see how the warld
was made!—and some that play on all manner of
ten-stringed instruments—and a wheen sketching
souls, that ye may see perched like craws on every
craig inthe country, €en working at your ain trade,
Maister Francie; forby men that had been in foreign
parts, or said they had been there, whilk is a' ane,
ye ken; and maybe twa or three draggletailed
misses, that wear my Leddy Penelope's follies when
she has dune wi' them, as her queans of maids wear

* Escrouelles, King's Evil.
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her second-hand claithes. So, after her leddyship's
happy recovery, as they cadit, down cam the hail
tribe of wild-geese, and settled by the Well, to
dine thereout on the bare grund, like awheen tink-
lers; and they had sangs, and tunes, and healths,
nae doubt, in praise of the fountain, as they cad
the Well, and of Leddy Penelope Penfeather; and,
lastly, they behoved &' to take a solemn bumper of
the spring, which, as I'm tauld, made unco havoc
amang them or they wan hame ; and this they cad
picknick, and a plague to them! And see thejig
was begun after her leddy ship's pipe, and mony a
mad measure has been danced sin' syne ; for down
cam masons and murgeon-makers, and preachers
and player-folk, and Episcopalians and Methodists,
and fools and fiddlers, and Papists and pie-bakers,
and doctors and drugsters; by the shop-folk, that
sell trash and trumpery at three prices—and so up
got the bonny new Well, and down fell the honest
auld town of Saint Ronan's, where blithe decent
folk had been heartsome eneugh for mony a day
before ony o' them were born, or ony sic vapouring
fancies kittled in their cracked brains.”

" What said your landlord, the Laird of Saint
Ronan's, to all this?" said Tyrrel.

" Is't my landlord ye are asking after, Maister
Francie ?—the Laird of Saint Ronan's is nae |and-
lord of mine, and | think ye might hae minded that.
—Na, na, thanks beto Praise! Meg Docksis baith
hindlord and hndleddy. IIl eneugh to keep the
doors open as it is, let be facing Whitsunday and
Martinmas—an auld leather pock there is, Maister
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Francie, in ane of worthy Maister Bindloose the
sheriff-clerk's pigeon holes, in his dowcot of a closet
in the burgh; and therein is baith cliarter and sasine,
and special service to boot; and that will be chap-
ter and verse, speer when ye list."

" | had quite forgotten," said Tyrrel, " that the
inn was your own ; though | remember you were
a considerable landed proprietor."

" Maybe | am," replied Meg, " maybe | am not;
and if | be, what for no?—But as to what the Laird,
whose grandfather was my father's landlord, said
to the new doings yonder—he just jumped at the
ready penny, like a cock at a grosert, and feu'd
the bonny holm beside the Well, that they cad the
Saint-Well-holm, that was like the best land in
his aught, to be carved, and biggit, and howkit
up, just at the pleasure of Jock Ashler the stane-
mason, that cas himsell an arkiteck—there's nae
living for new words in this new warld neither,
and that is another vex to auld folk such as me,—
It's a shame o' the young Laird, to let his auld
patrimony gang the gate it's like to gang, and my
heart is sair to seet, though it has but little cause
to care what comes of him or his."

" Is it the same Mr Mowbray," said Mr Tyrrel,
"who still holds the estate?—the old gentleman,
you know, whom | had some dispute with" ——

" About hunting moorfowl upon the Spring-
well-head muirs?" said Meg. "Ah, lad! honest Mr
Bindloose brought you neatly off there—Na, it's
no that honest man, but his son John Mowbray—
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the t'other has slept down-by in Saint Ronan's Kirk
for these six or seven years."

" Did heleave," asked Tyrrel, with something
of a faltering voice, " no other child than the pre-
sent Laird ?"

" No other son," said Meg; " and there's €en
eneugh, unless he could have left a better ane."

" He died then," said Tyrrel, " excepting this
son, without children ?"

" By your leave, no," sad Meg; " there is the
lassie Miss Clara, that keeps house for the Laird, if
it can be cad keeping house, for he is aimost aye
down at the Well yonder—so a sma kitchen serves
them at the Shaws."

" Miss Clarawill have but adull time of it there
during her brother's absence?' said the stranger,

" Out no !—he has her aften jinketing about,
and back and forward, wi' a the fine flichtering
fools that come yonder; and clapping palms wi'
them, and linking at their dances and daffings. |
wuss nae ill come o't, but it's a shame her father's
daughter should keep company wi' a that scauff
and raff of physic-students, and writers' prentices,
and bagmen, and siclike trash as are down at the
Well yonder."

" You are severe, Mrs Dods," replied the guest.
" No doubt Miss Clara's conduct deserves all sort
of freedom."

" | am saying naething against her conduct," said
the dame; " and there's nae ground to say onything
that | ken of—But | wad hae like draw to like,
Maister Francie. | never quarrelled the ball that
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the gentry used to hae at my bit house a glide
wheen years bygane—when they came, the auld
folk in their coaches, wi' lang-tailed black horses,
and a wheen galliard gallants on their hunting
horses, and mony a decent leddy behind her ain
goodman, and mony a bonny smirking lassie on her
pownie, and wha sae happy asthey—And what for
no ? And then there was the farmers' ball, wi' the
tight lads of yeomen with the bran new blues and
the buckskins—These were decent meetings—but
then they were a' ae man's bairns that were at them,
ilk ane kend ilk other—they danced farmers wi'
farmers' daughters, at the tane, and gentles wi'
gentle blood, at the t'other, unless maybe when
some of the gentlemen of the Killnakelty Club would
gie me a round of the floor mysell, in the way of
daffing and fun, and me no able to flyte on them
for laughing—I am sure | never grudged these
innocent pleasures, although it has cost me maybe
a week's redding up, before | got the better of the
confusion."

" But, dame,” said Tyrrel, " this ceremonial
would be alittle hard upon strangers like myself,
for how were we to find partners in these family
parties of yours ?"

" Never you fash your thumb about that, Maister
Francie," returned the landlady, with a knowing
wink.—" Every Jack will find a Jill, gang the
world as it may—and, at the warst o't, better hae
some fashery in finding a partner for the night, than
get yoked with ane that you may not be able to
shake off the morn."
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" And does that sometimes happen ? " asked the

stranger.
" Happen !—and is't amang the Well folk that
ye mean ? exclaimed the hostess. " Was it not

the last season, as they cat, no farther gane, that
young Sir Bingo Binks, the Englishlad wi' thered
coat, that keeps amail-coach, and drives it himsell,
gat cleekit with Miss Rachel Bonnyrigg, the auld
Leddy Loupengirth's lang-legged daughter—and
they danced see lang thegither, that there was mair
said than suld hae been said about it—and the lad
would fain hae louped back, but the auld leddy
held him to his tackle, and the Commissary Court
and somebody else made her Leddy Binks in spite
of Sir Bingo's heart—and he has never daured take
her to his friends in England, but they have just
wintered and summered it at the Well ever since
—and that is what the Well is good for 1"

" And does Glara,—| mean does Miss Mow-
bray, keep company with such women as these?"
said Tyrrel, with atone of interest which he check-
ed as he proceeded with the question.

" What can she do, puir thing?" said the dame.
" She maun keep the company that her brother
keeps, for she is clearly dependent.—But, speaking
of that, | ken what 1 have to do, and that is no
little, before it darkens. | have sat claveringwith
you ower lang, Maister Francie."

And away she marched with aresolved step, and
soon the clear octaves of her voice were heard in
shrill admonition to her handmaidens.

Tyrrel paused a moment in deep thought, then
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took his hat, paid a visit to the stable, where his
horse saluted him with feathering ears, and that
low amicable neigh, with which that animal ac-
knowledges the approach of aloving and beloved
friend. Having seen that the faithful creature was
in every respect attended to, Tyrrel availed him-
self of the continued and lingering twilight, to visit
the old Castle, which, upon former occasions, had
been his favourite evening walk. He remained
while the light permitted, admiring the prospect
we attempted to describe in the first chapter, and
comparing, asin his former reverie, the faded hues
of the glimmering landscape to those of human
life, when early youth and hope have ceased to gild
them.

A brisk walk to theinn, and alight supper on
aWelsh rabbit and the dame's home-brewed, were
stimulantsof livelier, at |east moreresigned thoughts
—and the Blue bedroom, to the honours of which
he had been promoted, received him a contented,
if not a cheerful tenant.
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CHAPTER III.

ADMINISTRATION.

There must be government in all society—
Bees have their Queen, and stag-herds have their leader ;
Rome had her Consuls, Athens had her Archons,
And Aveg, sir, have our Managing Committee.
The Album of tit Ronan's,

FRANCIS TYRREL was, in the course of the next
day, formally settled in his old quarters, where
he announced his purpose of remaining for several
days. The old-established carrier of the place
brought hisfishing-rod and travelling-trunk, with
a letter to Meg, dated aweek previously, desiring
her to prepare to receive an old acquaintance. This
annunciation, though something of the latest, M eg
received with great complacency, observing it was
a civil attention in Maister Tirl; and that John
Hislop, though he was not just see fast, was far
surer than ony post of them a, or express either.
She also observed with satisfaction, that there was
no gun-case along with her guest's baggage; "for
that weary gunning had brought him and her into
trouble—the lairds had cried out upon't, as if she
made her house a howff for common fowlers and
poachers ; and yet how could she hinder twa daft
hempie callants from taking a start and an ower-
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loup?* They had been ower the neighbour's ground
they had leave on up to the march, and they werena
just to ken meiths when the moorfowl got up."

In a day or two, her guest fell into such quiet
and solitary habits, that Meg, herself the most
restless and bustling of human creatures, began to
be vexed, for want of the trouble which she expect-
ed to have had with him, experiencing, perhaps,
the same sort of feeling from his extreme and pas-
sive indifference on all points, that a good horse-
man has for the over-patient steed, which he can
scarce feel under him. His walks were devoted to
the most solitary recesses among the neighbouring
woods and hills—his fishing-rod was often left be-
hind him, or carried merely as an apology for saun-
tering slowly by the banks of some little brooklet
—and his success so indifferent, that Meg said the
piper of Peeblest would have caught a creelfu'
before Maister Francie made out the half-dozen ;
so that he was obliged, for peace's sake, to vindi-
cate his character, by killing a handsome salmon.

Tyrrel's painting, as Meg called it, went on
equally slowly : He often, indeed, showed her the
sketches which he brought from his walks, and used
to finish at home; but Meg held them very cheap.
What signified, she said, a wheen bits of paper,
wi' black and white scarts upon them, that he cad
bushes, and trees, and craigs?—Couldna he paint
them wi' green, and blue, and yellow, like the other

* The usual expression for a slight encroachment on a neigh-
hour's property.
t The said piper was famous at the mystery.
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folk? " Yewill never mak your bread that way,
Maister Francie. Ye suld munt up a muckle square
of canvass, like Dick Tinto, and paint folks ainsells,
that they like muckle better to see than ony craig
in the haill water; and | wadna muckle objeck even
to some of the Wallers coming up and sitting to ye.
They waste their timewaur, | wis—and, | warrant,
ye might make a guinea a-head of them. Dick made
twa, but he was an auld used hand, and folk maun
creep before they gang."

In answer to these remonstrances, Tyrrel assured
her, that the sketches with which he busied him-
self were held of such considerable value, that very
often an artist in that line received much higher
remuneration for these, than for portraits or co-
loured drawings. He added, that they were often
taken for the purpose of illustrating popular poems,
and hinted as if he himself were engaged in some
labour of that nature.

Eagerly did Meg long to pour forth to Nelly
Trotter, the fishwoman,—whose cart formed the
only neutral channel of communication between the
Auld Town and the Well, and who was in favour
with Meg, because, as Nelly passed her door in her
way to the Well, she always had the first choice
of her fish,—the merits of her lodger as an artist.
Luckie Dods had, in truth, been so much annoyed
and bullied, as it were, with the report of clever
persons, accomplished in all sorts of excellence,
arriving day after day at the Hotel, that she was
overjoyed in this fortunate opportunity to triumph
over them in their own way; and it may be be-

VOL. XXXIII. D
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lieved, that the excellences of her lodger lost no-
thing by being trumpeted through her mouth.

" | maun hae the best of the cart, Nelly—if you
and me can gree—for it is for ane of the best of
painters. Yourfinefolk down yonder would gie
their lugs to look at what he has been doing—he
gets gowd in goupins, for three downright skarts
and three cross anes—And he is no an ungrateful
loon, like Dick Tinto, that had nae sooner my good
five-and-twenty shillingsin hispocket, than he gaed
down to birl it awa at their bonny hottle yonder,
but a decent quiet lad, that kens when he is weel
aff, and bides still at the auld howff—And what for
no ?—Tell them all this, and hear what they will
sy til't."

" Indeed, mistress, | can tell ye that already,
without stirring my shanks for the matter," an-
swered Nelly Trotter; " they will €en say that
ye are ae auld fule, and me anither, that may hae
some judgment in cock- bree or in scate-rumples, but
mauna fash our beards about ony thing else."

" Wad they say soe, the frontless villains! and
me been a housekeeper thisthirty year!" exclaimed
Meg; " | wadna hae them say it to my face ! But
| am no speaking without warrant—for what an |
had spoken to the minister, lass, and shown him
ane of the loose skarts of paper that Maister Tirl
leaves fleeing about his room ?—and what an he
had said he had kend L ord Bidmore giefive guineas
for the waur on't ? and a the warld kens he was
lang tutor in the Bidmore family."

" Troth," answered her gossip, " | doubt if |
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was to tell a' this they would hardly believe me,
mistress; for there are sse mony judges amang them,
and they think sae muckle of themsells,and sse little
of other folk, that unless ye were to send down the
bit picture, I am no thinking they will believe a
word that | can tell them.”

" No believe what an honest woman says—Iet
abee to say twa o' them?" exclaimed Meg; " O the
unbelieving generation ' —Weel, Nelly, since my
back is up, ye sall tak down the picture, or sketch-
ing, or whatever it is, (though I thought sketehers*
were aye made of airn,) and shame wi' it the con-
ceited crew that they are.—But se and bring't
back wi' ye again, Nelly, for it's athing of value;
and trustna it out o' your hand, that | charge you,
for | lippen no muckle to their honesty.—And,
Nelly, ye may tell them he has an illustrated poem
—illustrated—mind the word, Nelly—that is to be
stuck as fou o' thelike o' that, as ever turkey was
larded wi' dabs o' bacon."

Thus furnished with her credentials, and acting
the part of a herald betwixt two hostile countries,
honest Nelly switched her little fish-cart down-
wards to St Ronan's Well.

In watering-places, as in other congregated as-
semblies of the human species, various kinds of go-
vernment have been dictated, by chance, caprice, or
convenience ; but in aimost all of them, some sort
of direction has been adopted, to prevent the con-
sequences of anarchy.  Sometimes the sole power

* Skate are caled shctchers in Scotland.
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has been vested in a Master of Ceremonies; but
this, like other despotisms, has been of late unfa-
shionable, and the powers of this great officer have
been much limited even at Bath, where Nash once
ruled with undisputed supremacy. Committees of
management, chosen from among the most steady
guests, have been in general resorted to, as amore
liberal mode of sway, and to such was confided the
administration of the infant republic of St Ronan's
Well. Thislittle senate, it must be observed, had
the more difficult task in discharging their high
duties, that, like those of other republics, their sub-
jects were divided intotwojarring and contending
factions, who every day eat, drank, danced, and made
merry together, hating each other all thewhilewith
all the animosity of political party, endeavouring
by every art to secure the adherence of each guest
who arrived, and ridiculing the absurdities and
follies of each other, with all thewit and bitterness
of which they were masters.

At the head of one of these parties was no less a
personage than L ady Penelope Penfeather, towhom
the establishment owed its fame, nay, its existence;
and whose influence could only have been balanced
by that of the L ord of the Manor, Mr Mowbray of
St Ronan's, or, as he was called usually by the com-
pany who affected what M eg called knapping Eng-
lish, The Squire, who was leader of the opposite
faction.

The rank and fortune of the lady, her preten-
sionsto beauty aswell astalent, (though the former
was something faded,) and the consequence which
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she arrogated to herself as a woman of fashion, drew
round her painters and poets, and philosophers,
and men of science, and lecturers, and foreign ad-
venturers, et hoc genus omne.

On the contrary, the Squire's influence, as aman
of family and property in the immediate neighbour-
hood, who actually kept greyhounds and pointers,
and at least talked of hunters and of racers, ascer-
tained him the support of the whole class of bucks,
half and whole bred, from the three next counties ;
and if more inducements were wanting, he could
grant his favourites the privilege of shooting over
his moors, which is enough to turn the head of a
young Scottishman at any time. Mr Mowbray was
of late especially supported in his pre-eminence, by
a close alliance with Sir Bingo Binks, a sapient
English Baronet, who, ashamed, as many thought,
to return to his own country, had set him down at
the Well of St Ronan's, to enjoy the blessing which
the Caledonian Hymen had so kindly forced on him
in the person of Miss Rachel Bonnyrigg. Asthis
gentleman actually drove aregular-built mail-coach,
not in any respect differing from that of his Ma-
jesty, only that it was more frequently overturned,
his influence with a certain set was irresistible, and
the Squire of St Ronan's, having the better sense
of the two, contrived to reap the full benefit of the
consequence attached to his friendship.

These two contending parties were so equally
balanced, that the predominance of the influence of
either was often determined by the course of the
sun. Thus, in the morning and forenoon, when
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L ady Penelope led forth her herd to lawn and shady
bower, whether to visit some ruined monument of
ancient times, or eat their pic-nic luncheon, to spoil
good paper with bad drawings, and good verses
with repetition—in a word,

" To rave, recite, and madden round the land,"

her ladyship's empire over the loungers seemed
uncontrolled and absolute, and all things were en-
gaged in the fourbillon, of which she formed the
pivot and centre. Even the hunters, and shooters,
and hard drinkers, were sometimes fain reluctantly
to follow in her train, sulking, and quizzing, and
flouting at her solemn festivals, besides encouraging
the younger nymphs to giggle when they should
have |looked sentimental. But after dinner the scene
was changed, and her ladyship's sweetest smiles,
and softest invitations, were often insufficient to
draw the neutral part of the company to the tea-
room; so that her society was reduced to those
whose constitution or finances rendered early re-
tirement from the dining-parlour a matter of con-
venience, together with the more devoted and zea-
lous of her own immediate dependents and adhe-
rents. Even the faith of the latter was apt to be
debauched. Her ladyship's poet-laureate, in whose
hehalf she was teazing each new-comer for sub-
scriptions, got sufficiently independent to sing in
her ladyship's presence, at supper, a song of rather
equivocal meaning; and her chief painter, who was
employed upon an illustrated copy of the Loves of
the Plants, was, at another time, seduced into such
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ministering her usual dose of cr|t|C|sm upon h|s
works, he not only bluntly disputed her judgment,
but talked something of hisright to be treated like
a gentleman.

These feuds were taken up by the Managing
Committee, who interceded for the penitent offend-
ers on the following morning, and obtained their
re-establishment in Lady Penelope's good graces,
upon moderate terms. Many other acts of mode-
rating authority they performed, much to the as-
suaging of faction, and the quiet of the Wellers;
and so essential was their government to the pro-
sperity of the place, that, without them, St Ronan's
springwould probably have been speedily deserted.
We must, therefore, give a brief sketch of that po-
tential Committee, which both factions, acting as if
on a self-denying ordinance, had combined to invest
with the reins of government.

Each of its members appeared to be selected, as
Fortunio, in the fairy-tale, chose his followers, for
his peculiar gifts. Firstonthelist stood the M A N
OF MEDICINE, Dr Quentin Quackleben, who claim-
ed right to regulate medical matters at the spring,
upon the principle which, of old, assigned the pro-
perty of a newly-discovered country to the buca-
uier who committed the earliest piracy on its shores.
The acknowledgment of the Doctor's merit, as ha-
ving been first to proclaim and vindicate the merits
of these healing fountains, had occasioned his being
universally installed First Physician and Man of
Science, which last qualification he could apply to
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all his own private comforts had been fully arran-
ged and provided for.

Mr Winterblossom was also distinguished for
possessing a few curious engravings, and other
specimens of art, with the exhibition of which he
occasionally beguiled a wet morning at the public
room. They were collected, " viis et modis’ said
the Man of Law, another distinguished member of
the Committee, with a knowing cock of his eye to
his next neighbour.

Of this person little need be said. He was a
large-boned, loud-voiced, red-faced man, named
Meiklewham ; a country writer, or attorney, who
managed the matters of the Squire much to the
profit of one or other,—if not of both  His nose
projected from the front of his broad vulgar face,
like the stile of an old sun-dial, twisted all of one
side. He was as great a bully in his profession,
as if it had been military instead of civil: conduct-
ed the whole technicalities concerning the cutting
up the Saint's-Well-haugh, so much lamented by
Dame Dods, into building-stances, and was on ex-
cellent termswith Doctor Quackleben, who always
recommended him to make the wills of his patients.

After the Man of Law comes Captain Mungo
MacTurk, a Highland lieutenant on half-pay, and
that of ancient standing ; one who preferred toddy
of the strongest to wine, and in that fashion and
cold drams finished about a bottle of whisky per
diem, whenever he could come by it. Hewas called
the Man of Peace, on the same principle which
assigns to constables, Bow-street runners, and such
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like, who carry bludgeons to break folk's heads, and
are perpetually and officially employed in scenes of
riot, the title of peace-officers—that is, because by
his valour he compelled others to act with discre-
tion. The Captain was the general referee in all
those abortive quarrels, which, at a place of this
kind, are so apt to occur at night, and to be quietly
settled in the morning; and occasionally adopted a
quarrel himself, by way of taking down any guest
who was unusually pugnacious. This occupation
procured Captain MacTurk a good deal of respect
at the Well; for he was precisely that sort of per-
son, who isready to fight with any one,—whom no
one can find an apology for declining to fight with,—
in fighting with whom considerable danger was in-
curred, for he was ever and anon showing that he
could snuff a candle with apistol ball,—and lastly,
through fighting with whom no eclat or credit could
redound to the antagonist. He always wore a blue
coat and red collar, had a supercilious taciturnity
of manner, ate sliced leeks with his cheese, and
resembled in complexion a Dutch red-herring.
Still remains to be mentioned the Man of Re-
ligion—the gentle Mr Simon Chatterly, who had
strayed to St Ronan's Well from the banks of Cam
or Isis, and who piqued himself, first on his Greek,
and secondly, on his politeness to the ladies. Du-
ring all the week days, as Dame Dods has already
hinted, this reverend gentleman was the partner at
the whist-table, or in the ball-room, to what maid
or matron soever lacked a partner at either ; and
on the Sundays, he read prayers in the public room
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to all who chose to attend. He was also a deviser
of charades, and an unriddler of riddles ; he played
alittle on the flute, and was Mr AVinterblossom's
principal assistant in contriving those ingenious
and romantic paths, by which, as by the zig-zags
which connect military parallels, you were enabled
to ascend to the top of the hill behind the hotel,
which commands so beautiful a prospect, at exactly
that precise angle of ascent, which entitles a gen-
tleman to offer his arm, and a lady to accept it,
with perfect propriety.

There was yet another member of this Select
Committee, Mr Michael Meredith, who might be
termed the Man of Mirth, or, if you please, the
Jack Pudding to the company, whose business it
was to crack the best joke, and sing the best song,
—he could. Unluckily, however, this functionary.
was for the present obliged to absent himself from
St Ronan's; for, not recollecting that he did not
actually wear the privileged motley of his profes-
sion, he had passed some jest upon Captain Mac-
Turk, which cut so much to the quick, that Mr
Meredith was fain to go to goat-whey quarters,
at some ten miles' distance, and remain there in a
sort of concealment, until the affair should be made
up through the mediation of his brethren of the
Committee.

Such were the honest gentlemen who managed
the affairs of this rising settlement, with as much
impartiality as could be expected. They were not
indeed without their own secret predilections; for
the lawyer and the soldier privately inclined to the
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party of the Squire, while the parson, Mr Mere-
dith, and Mr Winterblossom, were more devoted
to the interests of Lady Penelope; so that Doctor
Quackleben alone, who probably recollected that
the gentlemen were as liable to stomach complaints,
as the ladies to nervous disorders, seemed the only
person who preserved in word and deed the most
rigid neutrality. Nevertheless, the interests of the
establishment being very much at the heart of this
honourabl e council, and each feeling his own profit,
pleasure, or comfort, in some degreeinvolved, they
suffered not their private affections to interfere
with their public duties, but acted, every one in
his own sphere, for the public benefit of thewhole
community.
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CHAPTER IV.
THE INVITATION.

Thus painters write their names at Co.
PRIOR.

T H E clamour which attendsthe removal of din-
ner from a public room had subsided; the clatter
of plates, and knives and forks—the bustling tread
of awkward boobies of country servants, kicking
each other's shins, and wrangling, as they endea-
vour to rush out of the door three abreast—the
clash of glasses and tumblers, borne to earth in the
tumult—the shrieks of the landlady—the curses,
not loud, but deep, of the landlord—had all passed
away; and those of the company who had servants,
had been accommodated by their respective Gany-
medes with such remnants of their respective bot-
tles of wine, spirits, & ¢, as the said Ganymedes
had not previously consumed, while the rest, bro-
ken into such observance by Mr Winterblossom,
waited patiently until the worthy president's own
special and multifarious commissions had been exe-
cuted by a tidy young woman and a lumpish lad,
the regular attendants belonging to the house, but
whom he permitted to wait on no one, till, as the
hymn says,

" All hiswantswere well supplied.”
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" And, Dinah—my bottle of pale sherry, Dinah
—place it on this side—there's a good girl;—and,
Toby—get myjug with the hot water—and let it
be boiling—and don't spill it on Lady Penelope, if
you can help it, Toby."

" No—for her ladyship has been in hot water to-
day already,” said the Squire; a sarcasm to which
Lady Penelope only replied with a look of con-
tempt.

" And, Dinah, bring the sugar—the soft East
India sugar, Dinah—and a lemon, Dinah, one of
those which came fresh to-day—Go fetch it from
the bar, Toby—and don't tumble down stairs, if
you can help it.—And, Dinah—stay, Dinah—the
nutmeg, Dinah, and the ginger, my good girl—
And, Dinah—put the cushion up behind my back
—and the footstool to my foot, for my toe is some-
thing the worse of my walk with your ladyship this
morning to the top of Belvidere."

" Her ladyship may call it what she pleases in
common parlance," said the writer; " but it must
stand Munt-grunzie in the stamped paper, being
so nominated in the ancient writs and evidents
thereof."

" And, Dinah," continued the president, " lift up
my handkerchief—and—a bit of biscuit, Dinah—
and—and | do not think | want any thing else—
Look to the company, my good girl.—1 have the
honour to drink the company's very good health—
Will your ladyship honour me by accepting a glass
of negus ?—1 learned to make negus from old Dar-
tineuf 'sson.—He always used East India sugar,
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and added a tamarind—it improves the flavour infi-
nitely.—Dinah, see your father sends for some
tamarinds—Dartineuf knew a good thing amost
as well as his father—I met him at Bath in the
year—Ilet me see—Garrick was just taking leave,
and that wasin," &c. &c. & c.—" And what is this
now, Dinah ?' he said, as she put into his hand a
roll of paper.

" Somethingthat Nelly Trotter" (TrottingNelly,
as the company called her) " brought from a sketch-
ing gentleman that lives at the woman's" (thus
bluntly did the upstart minx describe the reve-
rend Mrs Margaret Dods) "at the Cleikum of
Aultoun yonder"—A name, by theway, which the
inn had acquired from the use which the saint upon
the sign-post was making of his pastoral crook.

"Indeed, Dinah?" said Mr Winterblossom,
gravely taking out his spectacles, and wiping them
before he opened the roll of paper ; " some boy's
daubing, | suppose, whose pa and ma wish to get
him into the Trustees' School, and so are beating
about for a little interest.—But | am drained dry
— - I putthreeladsin lastseason; andif it had not
"been my particular interest with the secretary, who
asks my opinion now and then, | could not have
managed it. But giff-gaff, say I.—Eh! What, in
the devil's name, is this >—Here is both force and
keeping—Who can this be, my lady ?—Do but see
the sky-line—why, this is really a little bit—an
exquisite little bit—Who the devil can it be ? and
how can he have stumbled upon the dog-hole in the
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Old Town, and the snarling b———I beg your lady-
ship ten thousand pardons—that kennels there?"

" | dare say, my lady,"” said a little miss of four-
teen, her eyes growing rounder and rounder, and
her cheeks redder and redder, as she found herself
speaking, and so many folks listening—" O la! |
dare say it is the same gentleman we met one day
in the Low-wood walk, that looked like a gentle-
man, and yet was none of the company, and that
you said was a handsome man."

" | did not say handsome, Maria," replied her
ladyship ; " ladies never say men are handsome—
| only said he looked genteel and interesting."

" And that, my lady,” said the young parson,
bowing and smiling, "is, | will bejudged by the
company, the more flattering compliment of the
two—We shall bejealous of this Unknown pre-
sently."

" Nay, but," continued the sweetly communica-
tive Maria, with some real and some assumed sim-
plicity, " your ladyship forgets—for you said pre-
sently after, you were sure he was no gentleman,
for he did not run after you with your glove which
you had dropped—and so | went back myself to
find your ladyship's glove, and he never offered to
help me, and | saw him closer than your ladyship
did, and | am sure he is handsome, though he is
not very civil."

" Y ou speak alittle too much and too loud, miss,”
said Lady Penelope, a natural blush reinforcing
the nuance of rouge by which it was usually super-
seded.

voL. XXX, E
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" What say you to that, Squire Mowbray ?"
said the elegant Sir Bingo Binks.

" A fair chalenge to the field, Sir Bingo,"
answered the squire; " when alady throws down
the gauntlet, a gentleman may throw the handker-
chief."

" | have always the benefit of your best construc-
tion, Mr Mowbray," said the lady, with dignity.
" | suppose Miss Maria has contrived this pretty
story for your amusement. | can hardly answer to
Mr Digges, for bringing her into company where
she receives encouragement to behave so."

" Nay, nay, my lady,"” said the president, " you
must let thejest pass by ; and since thisis really
such an admirable sketch, you must honour uswith
your opinion,whether the company can consistently
with propriety make any advances to this man."”

" In my opinion," said her ladyship, the angry
spot still glowing on her brow, " there are enough
of men among us already—I wish | could say
gentlemen—As matters stand, | seelittle business
ladies can have at St Ronan's.”

Thiswas an intimation which always brought
the Squire back to good-breeding, which he could
make use of when he pleased. He deprecated her
ladyship's displeasure, until shetold him, inreturn-
ing good humour, that she really would not trust
him unless he brought his sister to be security for
his future politeness.

" Clara, my lady," said Mowbray, "is alittle
wilful; and | believe your ladyship must take the
task of unharbouring her into your own hands.
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What say you to agipsy party up to my old shop ?
— It is a bachelor's house—you must not expect
things in much order; but Clarawould be honour-
ed"

The Lady Penelope eagerly accepted the propo-
sal of something like a party, and, quitereconciled
with Mowbray, began to enquire whether she might
bring the stranger artist with her; " that is," said
her ladyship, looking to Dinah, " if he be a gen-
tleman."

Here Dinah interposed her assurance, " that the
gentleman at Meg Dods's was quite and clean a
gentleman, and an illustrated poet besides."

" Anillustrated poet, Dinah ?" said Lady Pene-
lope; " you must mean an illustrious poet."

"| dare to say your ladyship is right," said
Dinah, dropping a curtsy.

A joyous flutter of impatient anxiety was in-
stantly excited through all the blue-stocking fac-
tion of the company, nor were the news totally
indifferent to the rest of the community. The
former belonged to that class, who, like the young
Ascanius, are ever beating about in quest of a
tawny lion, though they are much more successful
in now and then starting a great bore;* and the
others, having left all their own ordinary affairs
and subjects of interest at home, were glad to make
a matter of importance of the most trivial occur-

* The one or the other was equally in votis to Ascanius,—
" Optat aprum, aut falvum descendere monte |eonem."
Modern Trojans make a great distinction betwixt these two
objectsof chase.
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rence. A mighty poet, said the former class—who
could it possibly be?—All names were recited—
all Britain scrutinized, from Highland hillsto the
Lakes of Cumberland—from Sydenham Common
to St James's Place—even the Banks of the Bos-
phorus were explored for some name which might
rank under this distinguished epithet.—And then,
besides his illustrious poesy, to sketch so inimita-
bly '—who could it be? And all the gapers, who
had nothing of their own to suggest, answered with
the antistrophe, " Who could it be ?"

The Claret-Club, which comprised the choicest
and firmest adherents of Squire Mowbray and the
Baronet—men who scorned that the reversion of
one bottle of wine should furnish forth the feast of
to-morrow, though caring nought about either of
the fine arts in question, found out an interest of
their own, which centred in the same individual.

" | say, little Sir Bingo," said the Squire, " this
isthevery fellow that we saw down at the Willow-
slack on Saturday—he was tog'd gnostically enough,
and cast twelve yards of line with one hand—the
fly fell like a thistledown on the water."

"Uich!" answered the party he addressed, in
the accents of a dog choking in the collar.

" We saw him pull out the salmon yonder," said
Mowbray; " you remember—clean fish—the tide-
ticks on his gills—weighed, | dare say, a matter of
eighteen pounds.”

" Sixteen !" replied Sir Bingo, in the same tone
of strangulation.
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" None of yourrigs, Bing !" said his companion,
"—nearer eighteen than sixteen !"

" Nearer sixteen, by. "

"Will you go a dozen of blue on it to the com-
pany ?' said the Squire.

"No, d—me !" croaked the Baronet—" to our
own set | will."

" Then, | say done !" quoth the Squire.

And " Done!" responded the Knight; and out
came their red pocketbooks.

" But who shall decide the bet ?" said the Squire.
" The genius himself, | suppose; they talk of
asking him here, but | suppose he will scarce mind
quizzes like them."

" Write myself—John Mowbray," said the Ba-
ronet.

"You, Baronet!—you write!" answered the
Squire, " d—me, that cock won't fight—you won't."

"1 will," growled Sir Bingo, more articulately
than usual.

" Why, you can't 1" said Mowbray. " You
never wrote a line in your life, savethoseyou were
whipped for at school."

"1 can write—I| will write I" said Sir Bingo.
" Two to one | will."

And there the affair rested, for the council of the
company were in high consultation concerning the
most proper manner of opening a communication
with the mysterious stranger; and thevoice of Mr
Winterblossom, whose tones, originally fine, age
had reduced to falsetto, was calling upon the whole
party for " Order, order !" So that the bucks were
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obligedtoloungeinsilence, with both armsreclined
on the table, and testifying, by coughs and yawns,
their indifference to the matters in question, while
the rest of the company debated upon them, as if
they were matters of life and death.

" A visit from one of the gentlemen—Mr Win-
terblossom, if he would take the trouble—in name
of the company at large—would, Lady Penelope
Pen feather presumed to think, be a necessary pre-
liminary to an invitation."

Mr Winterblossom was " quite of her ladyship's
opinion, and would gladly have been the personal
representative of the company at St Ronan's Well
«—but it was up hill—her ladyship knew histyrant,
the gout, was hovering upon the frontiers—there
were other gentlemen, younger and more worthy
to fly at the lady's command than an ancient V ul -
can like him—there was the valiant Mars and the
eloguent Mercury."

Thus speaking, he bowed to Captain MacTurk
and the Rev. Mr Simon Chatterly, and reclined on
his chair, sipping his negus with the self-satisfied
smile of one, who, by a pretty speech, has rid him-
self of atroublesome commission. At the same
time, by an act probably of mental absence, he put
in his pocket thedrawing, which, after circulating
around thetable, had returned back to the chair of
the president, being the point from which it had
set out.

" By Cot, madam," said Captain MacTurk, " |
should be proud to obey your leddyship's commands
—but, by Cot, | never call first on any man that
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never called upon me at all, unless it wereto carry
him a friend's message, or such like."

" Twig the old connoisseur,” said the Squire to
the Knight.—" Heis condiddling the drawing."

" Go it, Johnnie Mowbray—pour it into him,"
whispered Sir Bingo.

" Thank ye for nothing, Sir Bingo," said the
Squire, in the same tone. " Winterblossom is one
of us—was one of us at least—and won't stand the
ironing. Hehashis Wogdensstill, that were right
things in his day, and can hit the hay-stack with
the best of us—but stay, they are hallooing on the
parson."

They were indeed busied on all hands, to obtain
Mr Chatterly's consent to wait on the Genius un-
known ; but though he smiled and simpered, and
was absolutely incapable of saying No, he begged
leave, in all humility, to decline that commission.
" The truth was," he pleaded in his excuse, " that
having one day walked to visit the old Castle of St
Ronan's, and returning throughthe Auld Town, as
it was popularly called, he had stopped at the door
of the Cleikum" (pronounced Anglice, with the open
diphthong,) " in hopesto get a glass of syrup of
capillaire, or a draught of something cooling; and
had in fact expressed his wishes, and was knocking
pretty loudly, when a sash-window was thrown sud-
denly up, and ere he was aware what was about to
happen, he was soused with a deluge of water," (as
hesaid,) " whilethevoice of an old hag fromwithin
assured him, that if that did not cool him there was
another biding him,—an intimationwhichinduced
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him to retreat in all haste from the repetition of
the shower-bath."

A |l laughed at the account of the chaplain's mis-
fortune, the history of which seemed to be wrung
from him reluctantly, by the necessity of assigning
some weighty cause for declining to execute the
ladies' commands. But the Squire and Baronet
continued their mirth far longer than decorum al -
lowed, flinging themselves back in their chairs,
with their hands thrust into their side-pockets, and
their mouths expanded with unrestrained enjoy-
ment, until the sufferer, angry, disconcerted, and
endeavouring to look scornful, incurred another
general burst of laughter on all hands.

When Mr Winterblossom had succeeded in re-
storing some degree of order, he found the mishaps
of the young divine proved as intimidating as ludi-
crous. Not one of the company chose to go Envoy
Extraordinary to the dominions of Queen M eg, who
might be suspected of paying little respect to the
sanctity of an ambassador's person. And what was
worse, when it was resolved that a civil card from
Mr Winterblossom, in the name of the company,
should be sent to the stranger, instead of a personal
visit, Dinah informed them that she was sure no
one about the house could be bribed to carry up
aletter of the kind ; for, when such an event had
taken place two summers since, M eg, who construed
it into an attempt to seduce from her tenement the
invited guest, had so handled a ploughboy who
carried theletter, that he fled the country-side alto-
gether, and never thought himself safe till he was
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at avillage ten miles off, where it was afterwards
learned he enlistedwith arecruiting party, choosing
rather to face the French than to return within the
sphere of Meg's displeasure.

Just whilethey were agitating this new difficulty,
a prodigious clamour was heard without, which, to
the first apprehensions of the company, seemed to
be Meg, in all her terrors, come to anticipate the
proposed invasion. Upon enquiry, however, it pro-
vedto be her gossip, Trotting Nelly, or Nelly Trot-
ter, in the act of forcing her way up stairs, against
the united strength of the whole household of the
hotel, to reclaim Luckie Dods's picture, as she
called it. This made the connoisseur's treasure
tremble in his pocket, who, thrusting a half-crown
into Toby's hand, exhorted him to give it her, and
try his influence in keeping her back. Toby, who
knew Nelly's nature, put the half-crown into his
own pocket, and snatched up a gill-stoup of whisky
from the sideboard. Thus armed, he boldly con-
fronted the virago, and interposing a remora, which
was able to check poor Nelly's course in her most
determined moods, not only succeeded in averting
the immediate storm which approached the company
in general, and Mr Winterblossom in particular,
but brought the guests the satisfactory information,
that Trotting Nelly had agreed, after she had slept
out her nap in the barn, to convey their commands
to the Unknown of Cleikum of Aultoun.

Mr Winterblossom, therefore, having authenti-
cated his proceedings, by inserting in the Minutes
of the Committee, the authority which he had re-
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ceived, wrote his card in the best style of diplo-
macy, and sealed it with the seal of the Spa, which
bore something like a nymph, seated beside what
"Wes designed to represent an urn.

Therival factions, however, did nottrust entirely
to this official invitation. Lady Penelope was of
opinion that they should find some way of letting
the stranger—a man of talent unquestionably—
understand that there were in the society to which
he was invited, spirits of a more select sort, who
felt worthy to intrude themselves on his solitude.

Accordingly, her ladyship imposed upon the ele-
gant Mr Chatterly the task of expressing the desire
of the company to see the unknown artist, in aneat
occasional copy of verses. The poor gentleman's
muse, however, proved unpropitious; for he was
able to proceed no farther than two lines in half an
hour, which, coupled with its variations, we insert
from the blotted manuscript, as Dr Johnson has
printed the alterations in Pope's version of the

lliad :

1. Maids, 2. Damcs. vnity joining.
The [nymphs] of St Ronan's [in purpose combining]
1. Swain, 2. Man.
To the [youth] Who is great both inverse and %esgnl ng,
- ining.

The eloquence of a prose billet was necessarily
resorted to in the absence of the heavenly muse,
and the said billet was secretly intrusted to the care
of Trotting Nelly. The same trusty emissary, when
refreshed by her nap among the pease-straw, and
about to harness her cart for her return to the sea



ST RONAN'S WELL. 75

coast, (inthe course of which she was to pass the
Aultoun,) received another card, written, as he had
threatened, by Sir Bingo Binks himself, who had
given himself this trouble to secure the settlement
of the bet; conjecturing that a man with a fashion-
able exterior, who could throw twelve yards of line
at a cast with such precision, might consider the
invitation of Winterblossom as that of an old twad-
dler, and care as little for the good graces of an
affected blue-stocking and her coterie, whose con-
versation, in Sir Bingo's mind, relished of nothing
but of weak tea and bread and butter. Thus the
happy Mr Francis Tyrrel received, considerably to
his surprise, no less than three invitations at once
from the Well of St Ronan's.
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CHAPTERV.

EPISTOLARY ELOQUENCE.

But how can | answer, since first | must read thee?
PRIOR.

DESIROUS of authenticating our more important
facts, by as many original documents as possible,
we have, after much research, enabled ourselves to
present the reader with the following accurate tran-
scripts of the notes intrusted to the care of Trotting
Nelly, Thefirstran thus:

" Mr Winterblossom [of Silverhed] has the
commands of L ady Penelope Penfeather, Sir Bingo
and Lady Binks, Mr and Miss Mowbray [of St
Ronan's], and the rest of the company at the Hotel
and Tontine Inn of St Ronan's Well, to express
their hope that the gentleman lodged at the Cleikum
Inn, Old Town of St Ronan's, will favour them
with his company at the Ordinary, as early and as
often as may suit his convenience. The COMPANY
think it necessary to send this intimation, because,
according to the RULES of the place, the Ordinary
can only be attended by such gentlemen and ladies
as lodge at St Ronan's Well; but they are happy
to make a distinction in favour of a gentleman so
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distinguished for success in the fine arts as Mr
,residing at Cleikum. If Mr.
should be inclined, upon becoming further acquaint-
ed with the comPANY and RULES of the Place, to
remove his residence to the Well, Mr Winter-
blossom, though he would not be understood to
commit himself by apositive assurance to that effect,
is inclined to hope that an arrangement might be
made, notwithstandingtheextremecrowd of the sea-

son, to accommodate Mr————at the lodging-
house, called Lilliput-Hall. It will much conduce
tofacilitatethis negotiation, if Mr——would

have the goodness to send an exact note of his sta-
ture, as Captain Rannletree seems disposed to resign
the folding-bed at Lilliput-Hall, on account of his
finding it rather deficient in length. Mr Winter-
blossom begs farther to assure Mr——of the
esteem in which he holds his genius, and of his high
personal consideration.

"For , Esquire,
Cleikum Inn, Old Town of
St Ronan's.

' The Public Rooms,
Hotel and Tontine, & Konan's Welly

The above card was written (welove to be pre-
cise in matters concerning orthography) in a neat,
round, clerk-like hand, which, like Mr Winter-
blossom's character, in many particulars was most
accurate and commonplace, though betraying an
affectation both of flourish and of facility.
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The next billet was a contrast to the diplomatic
gravity and accuracy of Mr Winterblossom's official
communication, and ran thus, the young divine's
academic jests and classical flowers of eloguence
being mingled with some wild flowers from the
teeming fancy of Lady Penelope,

" A choir of Dryads and Naiads, assembled at
the healing spring of St Ronan's, have learned with
surprise that a youth, gifted by Apollo, when the
Deity was prodigal, with two of his most esteemed
endowments, wanders at will among their domains,
frequenting grove and river, without once dream-
ing of paying homage to its tutelary deities. He
is, therefore, summoned to their presence, and
prompt obedience will insure him forgiveness; but
in case of contumacy, let him beware how he again
essays either the lyre or the pallet,

" Postscript The adorable Penelope, long en-
rolled among the Goddesses for her beauty and
virtues, gives Nectar and Ambrosia, which mortals
call tea and cake, at the Public Rooms, near the
Sacred Spring, on Thursday evening, at eight
o'clock, when the Muses never fail to attend. The
stranger's presence is requested to participate in
the delights of the evening.

" Second Postscript. A shepherd, ambitiously
aiming at more accommodation than hisnarrow cot
affords, leaves it in a day or two.

' Assuredly the thing isto be hired.'
As You Like It.

" Postscript third.  Our Iris, whom mortals
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know as Trotting Nelly in her tartan cloak, will
bring us the stranger's answer to our celestial sum-
mons."

Thisletter waswritteninadelicate Italian hand,
garnished with fine hair-strokes and dashes, which
were sometimes so dexterously thrown off as to
represent lyres, pallets, vases, and other appropriate
decorations, suited to the tenor of the contents.

The third epistle was a complete contrast to the
other two. It was written in a coarse, irregular,
schoolboy hal f-text, which, however, seemed to have
cost the writer as much pains as if it had been a
specimen of the most exquisite caligraphy. And
these were the contents.—

" SUR—Jack Moobray has betted with me that
the samon you killed on Saturday last weyd ni to
eiteen pounds,—I| say nyer sixteen.—So you being
a spurtsman, 'tis refer'd.—So hope you will come
or send met; do not doubt youwill be on honour.
The bet is a dozen of claret, to be drank at the
hotel by our own sett, on Monday next; and we
beg you will make one; and Moobray hopes you
will come down.—Being, sir, your most humbel
servant,—Bingo BinksBaronet, and of Block-hall.

"Postscript.  Have sent some loops of Indian
gout, also some black hakkels of my groom's dress-
ing; hope they will prove killing, as suiting river
and season."

No answer was received to any of these invito-
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tions for more than three days; which, while it
secretly rather added to than diminished the curio-
sity of the Wellers concerning the Unknown, oc-
casioned much railing in puhlic against him, asill -
mannered and rude.

Meantime, Francis Tyrrel, to hisgreat surprise,
began to find, like the philosophers, that he was
never less alone than when alone. In the most
silent and sequestered walks, to which the present
state of his mind induced him to betake himself,
he was sure to find some strollers from the Well,
to whom he had become the object of so much so-
licitous interest. Quiteinnocent of the knowledge
that he himself possessed the attraction which oc-
casioned his meetingthem so frequently, he beganto
doubt whether the Lady Penelope and her maidens
— M r Winterblossom and his grey pony—the par-
son and his short black coat and raven-grey pan-
taloons—were not either actually polygraphic copies
of the same individuals, or possessed of a celerity
of motion resembling omnipresence and ubiquity;
for nowhere could he go without meeting them, and
that oftener than once a-day, in the course of his
walks. Sometimes the presence of the sweet Lycoris
"was intimated by the sweet prattle in an adjacent
shade; sometimes, when Tyrrel thought himself
most solitary, the parson's flute was heard snoring
forth Gramachree Molly ; and if he betook him-
self to the river, he was pretty sure tofind his sport
watched by Sir Bingo or some of his friends.

The efforts which Tyrrel made to escape from
this persecution, and the impatience of it which his
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manner indicated, procured him, amongthe Well -
ers, the name of the Misanthrope; and, once dis-
tinguished as an object of curiosity, he was the per-
son most attended to, who could at the ordinary
of the day give the most accurate account of where
the Misanthrope had been, and how occupied in
the course of the morning. And so far was Tyr-
rel's shyness from diminishing the desire of the
Wellers for his society, that the latter feeling in-
creased with the difficulty of gratification,—as the
angler feelsthe most peculiar interest when throw-
ing his fly for the most cunning and considerate
trout in the pool.

In short, such was the interest which the excited
imaginations of the company took in the Misan-
thrope, that, notwithstanding the unamiable quali-
ties which the word expresses, there was only one
of the society who did not desire to see the spe-
cimen at their rooms, for the purpose of examining
him closely and at leisure; and the ladies were par-
ticularly desirousto enquirewhether hewasactually
a Misanthrope ? Whether he had been always a
Misanthrope ? What had induced him to become
a Misanthrope ? And whether there were no means
of inducing him to cease to be a Misanthrope ?

One individual only, as we have said, neither
desired to see nor hear more of the supposed Timon
of Cleikum, and that was Mr Mowbray of St Ro-
nan's. Through the medium of that venerable
character John Pirner, professed weaver and prac-
tical black-fisher inthe Aultoun of St Ronan's, who
usually attended Tyrrel, to show him the casts of

VOL. XXX, v
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the river, carry his bag, and so forth, the Squire
had ascertained that the judgment of Sir Bingo
regarding the disputed weight of the fish was more
correct than his own. This inferred an immediate
loss of honour, besides the payment of a heavy bhill.
And the consequences might be yet more serious;
nothing short of the emancipation of Sir Bingo, who
had hitherto been Mowbray's convenient shadow
and adherent, but who, if triumphant, confiding in
his superiority of judgment upon so important a
point, might either cut him altogether, or expect
that, in future, the Squire, who had long seemed the
planet of their set, should be content to roll around
himself, Sir Bingo, in the capacity of a satellite.

The Squire, therefore, devoutly hoped that Tyr-
rel's restive disposition might continue, to prevent
the decision of the bet, while, at the same time, he
nourished a very reasonable degree of dislike to that
stranger, who had been the indirect occasion of the
unpleasant predicament in which he found himself,
by not catching a salmon weighing apound heavier.
He, therefore, openly censured the meanness of
those who proposed taking further notice of Tyr-
rel, and referred to the unanswered letters, as a
piece of impertinence which announced him to be
no gentleman.

But though appearances were against him, and
though he was in truth naturally inclined to soli-
tude, and averse to the affectation and bustle of
such asociety, that part of Tyrrel's behaviour which
indicated ill-breeding was easily accounted for, by
his never having received the letters which required
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Quackleben's assistance, to find out the virtues of
St Hunan's spring; and having contributed her
share to establish the urbs in, nure, which had risen
around it, she sat herself down as leader of the fa-
shions in the little province which she had in agreat
measure both discovered and colonized. She was,
therefore, justly desirous to compel homage and
tribute from all who should approach the territory.

In other respects, Lady Penelope pretty much
resembled the numerous class she belonged to. She
was at bottom a well-principled woman, but too
thoughtless tolet her principles control her humour,
therefore not scrupulously nice in her society. She
was good-natured, but capricious and whimsical, and
willing enough to be kind or generous, if it neither
thwarted her humour, nor cost her much trouble;
would have chaperoned a young friend any where,
and moved the world for subscription tickets ; but
never troubled herself how much her giddy charge
flirted, or with whom; so that, with a numerous
class of Misses, her ladyship was the most delight-
ful creature in the world. Then Lady Penelope
had lived so much in society, knew so exactly when,
to speak, and how to escape from an embarrassing
discussion by professing ignorance, while she looked
intelligence, that she was not generally discovered
to be a fool, unless when she set up for being re-
markably clever. This happened more frequently
of late, when, perhaps, as she could not but observe
that the repairs of the toilet became more neces
sary, she might suppose that new lights, according
to the poet, were streaming on her mind through
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the chinks that Time was making. Many of her
friends, however, thought that L ady Penelopewould
have better consulted her genius by remaining in
mediocrity, as a fashionable and well-bred woman,
than by parading her new-founded pretensions to
taste and patronage; but such was not her own
opinion, and doubtless, her ladyship was the best
judge.

On the other side of Tyrrel sat Lady Binks,
lately the beautiful Miss Bonnyrigg, who, during
the last season, had made the company at the Well
alternately admire, smile, and stare, by dancing the
highest Highland fling, riding the wildest pony,
laughing the loudest laugh at the broadest joke,
and wearing the briefest petticoat of any nymph of
St. Ronan's.  Few knew that thiswild, hoydenish,
lialf-mad humour, was only superinduced over her
real character, for the purpose of —gettingwell mar-
ried. She had fixed her eyes on Sir Bingo, and was
aware of his maxim, that to catch him, " agirl must
be," in his own phrase, " bang up to every thing;"
and that he would choose awife for the neck-or-no-
thing qualitieswhich recommend agood hunter. She
made out her catch-match, and she was miserable.
Her wild good-humour was entirely an assumed
part of her character, which was passionate, ambi-
tious, and thoughtful. Delicacy she had none—she
knew Sir Bingo was abrute and a fool, even while
she was hunting him down ; but she had so far mis-
taken her own feelings, as not to have expected that
when she became bone of his bone, she should feel
so much shame and anger when she saw his folly
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expose him to he laughed at and plundered, or so
disgusted when his brutality becameintimately con-
nected with herself. Itistrue, he was on the whole
rather an innocent monster; and between bitting
and bridling, coaxing and humouring, might have
been made to pad on well enough. But an unhappy
boggling which had taken place previous to the de-
claration of their private marriage, had so exaspe-
rated her spirits against her helpmate, that modes
of conciliation were the last she waslikely to adopt.
Not only had the assistance of the Scottish Themis,
so propitiously indulgent to the foibles of the fair,
been resorted to on the occasion, but even Mars
seemed ready to enter upon the tapis, if Hymen
had not intervened. There was, depar le monde,
a certain brother of the lady—an officer—and, as it
happened, on leave of absence,—who alighted from
a hack-chaise at the Fox Hotel, at eleven o'clock
at night, holding in his hand a slip of well-dried
oak, accompanied by another gentleman, who, like
himself, wore amilitary travelling-cap and a black
stock ; out of the said chaise, as was reported by
the trusty Toby, was handed a small reise-sac, an
Andrew Ferrara, and a neat mahogany box, eight-
een inches long, three deep, and some six broad.
Next morning a solemn palaver (as the natives of
Madagascar call their national convention) was held
at an unusual hour, at which Captain MacTurk and
Mr Mowbray assisted ; and the upshot was, that at
breakfast the company were made happy by the
Information, that Sir Bingo had been for some
weeks the happy bridegroom of their general fa-
VOL. XXXIII. G
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vourite; whichunion, concealed for family reasons,
he was now at liberty to acknowledge, and to fly
withthewingsof lovetobring hissorrowingturtle
from the shades to which she had retired, till the
obstacles to their mutual happiness could be remo-
ved. Now, though all this sounded very smoothly,
that gall-less turtle, Lady Binks, could never think
of the tenor of the proceedings without the deepest
feelings of resentment and contempt for the prin-
cipal actor, Sir Bingo.

Besides all these unpleasant circumstances, Sir
Bingo's family had refused to countenance her wish
that he should bring her to his own seat; and hence
a new shock to her pride, and new matter of con-
tempt against poor Sir Bingo, for being ashamed
and afraid to face down the opposition of hiskins-
folk, for whose displeasure, though never attending
to any good advice from them, heretained a child-
ish awe.

The manners of the young lady were no less
changed than was he. temper; and, from being
much too careless and free, were become reserved,
sullen, and haughty. A consciousness that many
scrupled to hold intercourse with her in society,
rendered her disagreeably tenacious of her rank, and
jealous of every thing that appeared like neglect.
She had constituted herself mistress of Sir Bingo's
purse ; and, unrestrained in the expenses of dress
and equipage, chose, contrary to her maiden practice,
to be rather rich and splendid than gay, and to com-
mand that attention by magnificence, which she no
longer deigned to solicit by rendering herself either
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agreeable or entertaining. One secret source of her
misery was, the necessity of showing deference to
Lady Penelope Penfeather, whose understanding®
she despised, and whose pretensions to conseguence,
to patronage, and to literature, she had acuteness
enough to see through, and to contemn ; and this
dislike was the more grievous, that she felt she de-
pended a good deal on L ady Penelope's countenance
for the situation she was able to maintain even
among the not very select society of St Ronan's
Well; and that, neglected by her, she must have
dropped lower in the scale even there. Neither was
L ady Penelope's kindness to Lady Binks extreme-
ly cordial. She partook in the ancient and ordinary-
dislike of single nymphs of a certain age, to those
who make splendid alliances under their very eye
—and she more than suspected the secret disaffec-
tion of the lady. But the name sounded well; and
the style inwhich Lady Binkslived was a credit to
the place. So they satisfied their mutual dislike
with saying a few sharp things to each other occa-
sionally, but all under the mask of civility.

Such was Lady Binks; and yet, being such, her
dress, and her equipage, and carriages, were the
envy of half the Misses at the Well, who, while she
sat disfiguring with sullenness her very lovely face,
(for it was as beautiful as her shape was exquisite,)
only thought she was proud of having carried her
point, and felt herself, with her large fortune and
diamond bandeau, no fit company for therest of the
party. They gave way, therefore, with meekness
to her domineering temper, though it was not the
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less tyrannical, that in her maiden state of hoyden-
hood, she had been to some of them an object of
slight and of censure ; and Lady Binks had not
forgotten the offences offered to Miss Bonnyrigg.
But the fair sisterhood submitted to her retaliations,
as lieutenants endure the bullying of a rude and
boisterous captain of the sea, with the secret deter-
mination to pay it home to their underlings, when
they shall become captains themselves.

In this state of importance, yet of penance, Lady
Binks occupied her place at the dinner-table, alter-
nately disconcerted by some stupid speech of her
lord and master, and by some slight sarcasm from
Lady Penelope, to which she longed to reply, but
dared not.

She looked from time to time at her neighbour
Frank Tyrrel, but without addressing him, and
accepted in silence the usual civilities which he prof-
fered to her. She had remarked keenly his inter-
view with Sir Bingo, and knowing by experience
the manner in which her honoured lord was wont
to retreat from a dispute in which he was unsuccess-
ful, as well as his genius for getting into such per-
plexities, she had little doubt that he had sustain-
ed from the stranger some new indignity ; whom,
therefore, she regarded with a mixture of feeling,
scarce knowing whether to be pleased with him for
having given pain to him whom she hated, or angry
with him for having affronted one in whose degra-
dation her own was necessarily involved. There
might be other thoughts—on the whole, she regard-
ed him with much though with mute attention. He
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paid her hut littlein return, being almost entirely
occupied in replying to the questions of the engross-
ing Lady Penelope Penfeather.

Receiving polite though rather evasive answers
to her enquiries concerning his late avocations, her
ladyship could only learn that Tyrrel had been tra-
velling in several remote parts of Europe, and even
of Asia. Baffled, but not repulsed, the lady con-
tinued her courtesy, by pointing out to him, as a
stranger, several individuals of the company to
whom she proposed introducing him, as persons
from whose society he might derive either profit or
amusement. In the midst of this sort of conversa-
tion, however, she suddenly stopped short.

" Will youforgive me, Mr Tyrrel," she said, " if
| say | have been watching your thoughts for some
moments, and that | have detected you? All the
while that | have been talking of these good folks,
and that you have been making such civil replies,
that they might be with great propriety and utility
inserted in the ' Familiar Dialogues, teaching fo-
reigners how to express themselvesin English upon
ordinary occasions—your mind has been entirely
fixed upon that empty chair, which hath remained
there opposite betwixt our worthy president and
Sir Bingo Binks."

" | own, madam," he answered, " | was alittle
surprised at seeing such a distinguished seat unoc-
cupied, while the table is rather crowded."

" O, confess more, sir |—Confess that to a poet
a seat unoccupied—the chair of Banquo—has more
charms than if it were filled even as an alderman
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would fill it.—What if ' the Dark Lad ye'* should
glide in and occupy it ?—Would you have courage
to stand the vision, Mr Tyrrel ?—I assure you the
thing is not impossible.”

" What is not impossible, Lady Penelope?"' said
Tyrrel, somewhat surprised.

' Startled already >—Nay, then, | despair of
your enduring the awful interview/*

" What interview? who is expected?" said Tyr-
rel, unable with the utmost exertion to suppress
some signs of curiosity, though he suspected the
whole to be merely some mystification of her lady-
ship.

" How delighted | am," she said, " that | have
found out where you are vulnerable ! —Expected—
did | say expected ?—no, not expected.

' She glides, like Night, from land to land,
She hath strange power of speech.’

—But come, | have you at my mercy, and | will
be generous and explain.— We call—that is, among
ourselves, you understand—Miss Clara Mowbray,
the sister of that gentleman that sits next to Miss
Parker, the Dark Ladye, and that seat is left for
her.—For she was expected—no, not expected—I
forget again !'—but it was thought possible she
might honour us to-day, when our feast was so full
and piquant.—Her brother is our Lord of the M a-
nor—and so they pay her that sort of civility to
regard her as a visitor—and neither Lady Binks

* Note, p. 109. The Dark Ladye,
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nor | think of objecting—She is a singular young
person, Clara Mowbray—she amuses me very much
— | am always rather glad to see her."

" She is not to come hither to-day," said Tyrrel;
"am | so to understand your ladyship ?'

" Why, it is past her time—even her time," said
Lady Penelope—" dinner was kept back half an
hour, and our poor invalids were famishing, asyou
may see by the deeds they have done since.—But
Clara is an odd creature, and if she took it into her
head to come hither at this moment, hither she
would come—she is very whimsical.—Many people
think her handsome—but she looks so like some-
thing from another world, that she makes me al-
ways think of Mat Lewis's Spectre Lady."

And she repeated with much cadence,

" There is a thing—there isathing,
| fain would have from thee ;

1 fain would have that gay gold ring,
O warrior, giveit me!"

" And then you remember his answer:

" Thisring Lord Brooke from his daughter took,
And a solemn oath he swore,

That that ladye my bride should be
When this crusade was O'er.’

Y ou do figures as well as landscapes, | suppose, Mr
Tyrrel 7—Y ou shall make a sketch for me—a slight
thing—for sketches, | think, show the freedom of
art better than finished pieces—I dote on the first
coruscations of genius—flashinglikelightningfrom
the cloud! —Y oushall make a sketch for my own
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boudoir—my dear sulky den at Air Castle, and
Clara Mowbray shall sit for the Ghost Ladye."

" That would he hut a poor compliment to your
ladyship's friend," replied Tyrrel.

" Friend ? We don't get quite that length,
though I like Clara very well.— Quite sentimental
cast of face—I think | saw an antique in the Louvre
very like her—(l was there in 1800)—quite an an-
tique countenance—eyes something hollowed—care
has dug caves for them, but they are caves of the
most beautiful marble, arched with jet—a straight
nose, and absolutely the Grecian mouth and chin
—a profusion of long straight black hair, with the
whitest skin you ever sawv—as white as the whitest
parchment—and not a shade of colour in her cheek
—none whatever—If she Mould be naughty, and
borrow a prudent touch of complexion, she might
be called beautiful. Evenas it is, many think her
so, although surely, Mr Tyrrel, three colours are
necessary to the female face. However, we used to
call her the Melpomene of the Spring last season,
as we called Lady Binks—who was not then Lady
Binks—our Euphrosyne—Did we not, my dear?"

" Did we not what, madam ?" said Lady Binks,
in a tone something sharper than ought to have
belonged to so beautiful a countenance.

"1 am sorry | have started you out of your re-
verie, my love," answered Lady Penelope. " | was
only assuring Mr Tyrrel that you were once Eu-
phrosyne, though now so much under the banners
of 11 Penseroso."

"1 do not know that | have been either one or
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the other,” answered Lady Binks; " one thing I
certainly am not—I am not capable of understand-
ing your ladyship's wit and learning."

" Poor soul," whispered Lady Penelope to Tyr-
rel ; " we know what we are, we know not what
we may be.—And now, Mr Tyrrel, | have been
your sibyl to guide you through this Elysium of
ours, | think, in reward, | deserve a little confi-
dence in return."

" If | had any to bestow, which could he in the
slightest degree interesting to your ladyship," an-
swered Tyrrel.

" Oh! cruel man—he will not understand me !"
exclaimed the lady—" In plain words, then, a peep
into your portfolio—just to see what objects you
have rescued from natural decay, and rendered im-
mortal by the pencil. You do not know—indeed,
Mr Tyrrel, you do not know how | dote upon your
' serenely silent art,' second to poetry alone—equal
—superior perhaps—to music."

" | really have little that could possibly be worth
the attention of such a judge as your ladyship," an-
swered Tyrrel; " such trifles as your ladyship has
seen, | sometimes leave at the foot of the tree |
have been sketching."

" As Orlando left his verses in the Forest of
Ardennes ?7—Oh, the thoughtless prodigality !'—
Mr Winterblossom, do you hear this 7—We must
follow Mr Tyrrel in his walks, and glean what he
leaves behind him."

Her ladyship was here disconcerted by some
laughter on Sir Bingo's side of the table, which
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she chastised by an angry glance, and then pro-
ceeded emphatically.

" Mr Tyrrel—this must not be—this is not the
way of the world, my good sir, to which even
genius must stoop its flight. We must consult
the engraver—though perhaps you etch as well as
you draw ?"

" | should suppose so0," said Mr Winterblossom,
edging in a word with difficulty, "from the free-
dom of Mr Tyrrel's touch."

" | will not deny my having spoiled a little
copper now and then," said Tyrrel, " since | am
charged with the crime by such good judges ; but
it has only been by way of experiment."

"Say no more," said the lady; "my darling
wish is accomplished | —We have long desired to
Lave the remarkable and most romantic spots of
our little Arcadiahere—spots consecrated tofriend-
ship, the fine arts, the loves and the graces, immor-
talized by the graver's art, faithful to its charge of
fame—you shall labour on this task, Mr Tyrrel;
we will all assist with notes and illustrations—we
will all contribute—only some of us must be per-
mitted to remain anonymous—Fairy favours, you
know, Mr Tyrrel, must be kept secret—And you
shall be allowed the pillage of the Album—some
sweet things there of Mr Chatterly's—and Mr
Edgeit, a gentleman of your own profession, | am
sure will lend his aid—Dr Quackleben will contri-
bute some scientific notices.—And for subscrip-
tion"——

" Financial—financial—your leddyship, | speak
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to order !" said the writer, interrupting Lady Pene-
lope with atone of impudent familiarity, which was
meant doubtless for jocular ease.

" How am | out of order, Mr Meiklewham ?"
said her ladyship, drawing herself up.

" | speak to order!—No warrants for money can
be extracted before intimation to the Committee of
Management."

" Pray, who mentioned money, Mr Meikle-
wham ?" said her ladyship.—" That wretched old
pettifogger,” she added in a whisper to Tyrrel,
" thinks of nothing else but the filthy pelf."

" Y e spake of subscription, my leddy, whilkisthe
same thing as money, differing only in respect of
time—the subscription being a contract de fnturo,
and having a tractus tempor isin gremio—And |
have kend mony honest folks in the company at
the Well, complain of the subscriptions as a great
abuse, as obliging them either to ook unlike other
folk, or to gie good lawful coin for ballants and
picture-books, and things they caredna a pinch of
snuff for."

Several of the company, at the lower end of the
table, assented both by nods and murmurs of appro-
bation ; and the orator was about to proceed, when
Tyrrel with difficulty procured a hearing before
the debate went farther, and assured the company
that her ladyship's goodness had led her into an
error; that he had no work in hand worthy of their
patronage, and, with the deepest gratitude for Lady
Penelope's goodness, had it not in his power to
comply with her request. There was some titter-
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ing at her ladyship's expense, who, as the writer
slyly observed, had been something ultroneous in
her patronage. Without attempting for the mo-
ment any rally, (as indeed the time which had
passed since the removal of the dinner scarce per-
mitted an opportunity,) Lady Penelope gave the
signal for the ladies retreat, and left the gentle-
men to the circulation of the bottle.
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NOTE TO CHAPTER VI.

Note, p. 102.—DARK LADYE.

The Dark Lad ye is one of those tantalizing fragments, in
which Mr Coleridge has shown us what exquisite powers of
poetry he has suffered to remain uncultivated. Let us be
thankful for what we have received, however. The unfa-
shioned ore, drawn from so rich amine, isworth all to which
art can add its highest decorations, when drawn from less
abundant sources.  The verses beginning the poem which are
published separately, are said to have soothed the last hours of
Mr Fox. They are the stanzas entitled LOVE.
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CHAPTERVII.
THE TEA-TABLE.
While the cups,
Which cheer, but not inebriate, wait on each.
COWPER.

IT was common at the Well, for the fair guests
occasionally to give tea to the company,—such at
least as, from their rank and leading in the little
society, might be esteemed fit to constitute them-
selves patronesses of an evening ; and the same lady
generally carried the authority she had acquired.
into the ball-room, where two fiddles and a bass,
at a guinea a night, with a quantum sufficit of tal-
low candles, (against the use of which Lady Pene-
lope often mutinied,) enabled the company—to use
the appropriate phrase—" to close the evening on
the light fantastic toe."

On the present occasion, the lion of the hour,
Mr Francis Tyrrel, had so little answered the high-
wrought expectations of Lady Penelope, that she
rather regretted having ever given herself any-
trouble about him, and particularly that of having
manoeuvred herself into the patronage of the tea-
table for the evening, to the great expenditure of
souchong and congo. Accordingly, her ladyship
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had no sooner summoned her own woman, and her
fille de chambre, to make tea, with her page, foot-
man, and postilion, to hand it about, (in which duty
they were assisted by two richly-laced and thickly-
powdered footmen of Lady Binks's, whose liveries
put to shame the more modest garb of Lady Pene-
lope's, and even dimmed the glory of the suppressed
coronet upon the buttons,) than she began to vili-
pend and depreciate what had been so long the
object of her curiosity.

" This Mr Tyrrel," she said, in a tone of autho-
ritative decision, " seems after all a very ordinary
sort of person, quite a commonplace man, who,
she dared say, had considered his condition, in
going to the old alehouse, much better than they
had done for him, when they asked him to the
Public Rooms. He had known his own place bet-
ter than they did—there was nothing uncommon
in his appearance or conversation—nothing at all
frappant—she scarce believed he could even draw
that sketch. Mr Winterblossom, indeed, made a
great deal of it; but then all the world knew that
every scrap of engraving or drawing, which Mr
Winterblossom contrived to make his own, was,
the instant it came into his collection, the finest
thing that ever was seen—that was the way with
collectors—their geese were all swans.”

" And your ladyship's swan has proved but a
goose, my dearest Lady Pen," said Lady Binks.

" My swan, dearest Lady Binks! | really do not
know how | have deserved the appropriation.”

"Do not be angry, my dear Lady Penelope;
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| only mean, that for afortnight and moreyou have
spoke constantly of this Mr Tyrrel, and all dinner-
time you spoke to him."

The fair company began to collect around, at
hearing the word dear so often repeated in the same
brief dialogue, which induced them to expect sport,
and, like the vulgar on a similar occasion, to form
aring for the expected combatants.

" He sat betwixt us, Lady Binks," answered
Lady Penelope, with dignity. " You had your
usual headach, you know, and, for the credit of
the company, | spoke for one."

" For two, if your ladyship pleases,” replied L ady

Binks. " | mean,"” she added, softening the ex-
pression, " for yourself and me."
" | am sorry," said Lady Penelope, " | should

have spoken for one who can speak so smartly for
herself, as my dear Lady Binks—I did not, by any
means, desire to engross the conversation—I repeat
it, thereis amistake :a bout this man."

" | think there is,” said Lady Binks, in a tone
which implied something more than mere assent to
Lady Penelope's proposition.

" | doubt if he is an artist at all," said the L ady
Penelope; " or if he is, he must be doing things
for some Magazine, or Encyclopedia, or some such
matter."

" ldoubt, too, if he be aprofessional artist," said
Lady Binks. " If so, heis of the very highest class,
for | have seldom seen a better-bred man.”

" There are very well-bred artists,” said Lady
Penelope. " It is the profession of a gentleman."
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" Certainly," answered Lady Binks; "hut the
poorer class have often to struggle with poverty
and dependence. |n general society, they are like
commercial people in presence of their customers;
and that is a difficult part to sustain. And so you
see them of all sorts—shy and reserved, when they
are conscious of merit—petulant and whimsical, by
way of showing their independence—intrusive, in
order to appear easy—and sometimes obsequious
and fawning, when they chance to be of a mean
spirit. But you seldom see them quite at their
ease, and therefore 1 hold this Mr Tyrrel to be
either an artist of the first class, raised completely
above the necessity and degradation of patronage,
or else to be no professional artist at all."

L ady Penelope looked at Lady Binkswith much
such aregard as Balaam may have cast upon his
ass, when he discovered the animal's capacity for

holding an argument with him. She muttered to
herself—

" Mon arte parte, et meme il parte bien /"

But, declining the altercation which Lady Binks
seemed disposed to enter into, she replied, with
good-humour, " Well, dearest Rachel, we will not
pull caps about this man—nay, | think your good
opinion of him gives him new value in my eyes.
That is always the way with us, my good friend |
We may confess it, when there are none of these
conceited male wretches among us. Wewill know
what he really is—he shall not wear fern-seed, and
VOL. XXX, H
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walk among us invisible thus—what say you,
Maria ?"

" Indeed, | say, dear Lady Penelope,” answered
Miss Digges, whose ready chatter we have already
introduced to the reader, " he is a very handsome
man, though his nose is too big, and his mouth too
wide—but his teeth are like pearl—and he has such
eyes |—especially when your ladyship spoke to him.
I don't think you looked at his eyes—they are
quite deep and dark, and full of glow, like what
you read to us in the letter from that lady, about
Robert Burns."

" Upon my word, miss, you come on finely!" said
Lady Penelope.—" One had need take care what
they read or talk about before you, | see—Come,
Jones, have mercy upon us—put an end to that
symphony of tinkling cups and saucers, and let the
first act of the tea-table begin, if you please.”

Does her leddyship mean the grace?' said
honest Mrs Blower, for the first time admitted into
this worshipful society, and busily employed in
arranging an Indian handkerchief, that might have
made a mainsail for one of her husband's smug-
gling luggers, which she spread carefully on her
knee, to prevent damage to a flowered black silk
gown from the repast of tea and cake, to which she
proposed to do due honour,—" Does her leddyship
mean the grace ? | see the minister isjust coming
in,—Her leddyship waits till ye say a blessing, an
yeplease, sir."

Mr Winterblossom, who toddled after the chap-
lain, his toe having given him an alert hint to quit
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the dining-table, though he saw every featurein
the poor woman's face swoln with desire to procure
information concerning the ways and customs of
the place, passed on the other side of the way, re-
gardless of her agony of curiosity.

A moment after, she was relieved by the en-
trance of Dr Quackleben, whose maxim being, that
one patient was as well worth attention as another,
and who knew by experience, that the honoraria
of a godly wife of the Bow-head were as apt to be
forthcoming, (if not more so,) as my Lady Pene-
lope's, he €en sat himself quietly down by Mrs
Blower, and proceeded with the utmost kindness to
enquire after her health, and to hope she had not
forgotten taking a table-spoonful of spirits burnt
to a residuum, in order to qualify the crudities.

" Indeed, Doctor," said the honest woman, " |
loot the brandy burn as lang as | dought look at
the gude creature wasting itsell that gate—and
then, when | was fain to put it out for very thrift,
| did take a thimbleful of it, (although it is not
the thing I am used to, Dr Quackleben,) and |
winna say but that it did me good."

" Unquestionably, madam,"” said the Doctor, " |
am no friend to the use of alcohol in general, but
there are particular cases—there are particular cases,
Mrs Blower—My venerated instructor, one of the
greatest men in onr profession that ever lived, took
a wine-glassful of old rum, mixed with sugar,
every day after his dinner."

" Ay? dear heart, he would be a comfortable
doctor that,” said Mrs Blower. " Hewad maybe
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ken something of my case. Is he leevin' think ye,
sir?"

" Dead for many years, madam," said Dr Quackle-
ben ; " and there are but few of his pupils that can
fill his place, | assure ye. |f | could be thought
an exception, it is only because | was a favourite.
Ah! blessings on the old red cloak of him!—It
covered more of the healing science than the gowns
of a whole modern university."

" There is ane, sir," sad Mrs Blower, " that
has been muckle recommended about Edinburgh
—Macgregor, | think they ca him—folk come far
and near to see him."*

" | know whom you mean, ma'am—a clever man
—no denying it—a clever man—but there are cer-
tain cases—yours, for example—and | think that of
many that come to drink this water—which | can-
not say | think he perfectly understands—hasty—
very hasty and rapid. Now | — | give the disease
itsown way at first—then watch it, Mrs Blower—
watch the turn of the tide."

" Ay, troth, that'strue," responded the widow;
" John Blower was aye watching turn of tide, puir
man."

" Then he is a starving doctor, Mrs Blower—
reduces diseases as soldiers do towns—by famine,
not considering that the friendly inhabitants suffer
as much as the hostile garrison—ahem "

* The late Dr Gregory is probably intimated, as one of the
celebrated Dr Cullen's personal habits is previously mentioned.
Dr Gregory was distinguished for putting his patients on a,
severe regimen.
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Here he gave an important and emphatic cough,
and then proceeded.

" | am no friend either to excess or to violent sti-
mulus, Mrs Blower—but nature must be supported
—a generous diet—cordials judiciously thrown in
—not without the advice of a medical man—that
is my opinion, Mrs Blower, to speak as a friend
—others may starve their patients if they have a
mind."

" It wadna do for me, the starving, Dr Keeker-
ben," said the alarmed relict,—" it wadna do for me
at @—Just & | can do to wear through the day
with the sraa supports that nature requires—not
a soul to look after me, Doctor, since John Blower
was ta'en awa.—Thank ye kindly, sir," (to the ser-
vant who handed the tea,)—" thank ye, my bonny
man," (to the page who served the cake)—" Now,
dinnaye think, Doctor," (inalow and confidential
voice,) " that her leddyship's tea is rather of the
weakliest—water bewitched, | think—and Mrs
Jones, as they ca her, has cut the seedcake very
thin 7'

" It is the fashion, Mrs Blower," answered Dr
Quackleben; " and her ladyship's tea is excellent.
But your taste is a little chilled, which is not un-
common at the first use of the waters, so that you
are not sensible of the flavour—we must support
the system—reinforce the digestive powers—give
me leave—you are a stranger, Mrs Blower, and
we must take care of you—I have an elixir which
will put that matter to rights in a moment."

So saying, Dr Quackleben pulled from hispocket
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a small portable case of medicines—" Catch me
without my tools,"—he said; " here | have the real
useful pharmacopoeia—the rest is all humbug and
hard names—this little case, with a fortnight or
month, spring and fall, at St Itonan's Well, and
no one will die till his day come,"

Thus boasting, the Doctor drew from his case a
large vial or small flask, full of a high-coloured
liquid, of which he mixed three tea-spoonfuls in
Mrs Blower's cup, who, immediately afterwards,
allowed that the flavour was improved beyond all
belief, and that it was " vera comfortable and re-
storative indeed."

" Will it not do good to my complaints, Doc-
tor ?" said Mr Winterblossom, who had strolled
towards them, and held out his cup to the physi-
cian.

"1 by no means recommend it, Mr Winter-
blossom," said Dr Quackleben, shutting up his case
with great coolness ; " your case is cedematous, and
you treat it your own way—you are as good a
physician as | am, and | never interfere with an-
other practitioner's patient."

" Well, Doctor," said Winterblossom, " | must
wait till Sir Bingo comes in—he has a hunting-
flask usually about him, which contains as good
medicine as yours to the full."

" You will wait for Sir Bingo some time," said
the Doctor; " heis a gentleman of sedentary habits
—he has ordered another magnum."

" Sir Bingo is an unco name for a man o' qua-
lity, dinna ye think sae, Dr Codkleken ?" said Mrs
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Blower. " John Blower, when he was a wee bit
in the wind's eye, as he edd it, puir fallow—used
to sing a sang about a dog they cad Bingo, that
suld hae belanged to a farmer."

" Our Bingo is but a puppy yet, madam—or if
adog, heis a sad dog," said Mr Winterblossom,
applauding his own wit, by one of his own inimi-
table smiles.

" Or amad dog, rather," said Mr Chatterly, " for
he drinks no water ;" and he also smiled gracefully
at the thoughts of having trumped, as it were, the
president's pun.

" Twa pleasant men, Doctor," said the widow,
" and so is Sir Bungy too, for that matter; but O !
is nae it a pity he should bide see lang by the
bottle? It was puir John Blower's faut too, that
weary tippling; when he wan to the lee-side of a
bowl of punch, there was nae raising him.—But
they are taking awa the things, and, Doctor, is it
not an awfu' thing that the creature-comforts should
hae been used without grace or thanksgiving ?2—.
that Mr Chitterling, if hereally be a minister, has
muckle to answer for, that he neglects his Masters
service."

" Why, madam," said the Doctor, " Mr Chat-
terly is scarce arrived at the rank of a minister
plenipotentiary."

" A minister potentiary—ah, Doctor, | doubt
that is some jest of yours," said the widow; " that's
se like puir John Blower. When | wad hae had
him gie up the Lovely Peggy, ship and cargo, (the
vessel was named after me, Doctor Kittleben,) to
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be remembered in the prayers o' the congregation,
he wad say to me, ' they may pray that stand the
risk, Peggy Bryce, for I've made insurance.’ He
was a merry man, Doctor; but he had the root of
the matter in him, for a hislight way of speaking,
as deep as ony skipper that ever loosed anchor from
Leith Roads. | hae been a forsaken creature since
his death—O the weary days and nights that |
have had !—and the weight on the spirits—the
spirits, Doctor!—though | canna say | hae been
easier since | hae been at the Wall than even now
—if | kend what | was awing ye for elickstir,
Doctor, for it's done me muckle heart's good, for-
by the opening of my mind to you."

" Fie, fie, maam," said the Doctor, as the wi-
dow pulled out a seal-skin pouch, such as sailors
carry tobacco in, but apparently well stuffed with
bank-notes,—" Fie, fie, madam—I am no apothe-
cary—I have my diplomafrom Leyden—aregular
physician, madam,—the elixir is heartily at your
service; and should you want any advice, ho man
will be prouder to assist you than your humble
servant."

" | am sure | am muckle obliged to your kind-
ness, Dr Kickalpin," said the widow, foldingup her
pouch ; " this was puir John Blower's spleuchan,*
as they ca it—I| €en wear it for his sake. He was
a kind man, and left me comfortable in warld's
gudes; but comforts hae their cumbers,—to be a
lone woman is asair weird, Dr Kittlepin."

* A fur pouch for keeping tobacco.
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Dr Quackleben drew his chair a little nearer
that of the widow, and entered into a closer com-
munication with her, in a tone doubtless of more
delicate consolation than was fit for the ears of the
company at large.

One of the chief delights of a watering-place is,
that every one's affairs seem to be put under the
special surveillance of the whole company, so that,
in all probability, the various flirtations, liaisons,
and so forth, which naturally take place in the so-
ciety, are not only the subject of amusement to the
parties engaged, but also to the lookers on ; that is
to say, generally speaking, to the whole commu-
nity, of which for the time the said parties are
members. Lady Penelope, the presiding goddess
of the region, watchful over all her circle, was not
long of observing that the Doctor seemed to be
suddenly engaged in close communication with the
widow, and that he had even ventured to take hold
of her fair plump hand, with a manner which par-
took at once of the gallant suitor, and of the me-
dical adviser.

" For the love of Heaven," said her ladyship,
" who can that comely dame be, on whom our ex-
cellent and learned Doctor looks with such uncom-
mon regard?"

" Fat, fair, and forty," said Mr Winterblossom ;
" that is all 1 know of her—a mercantile person.”

" A carrack, Sir President,” said the chaplain,
" richly laden with colonial produce, by name the
Lovely Peggy Bryce—no master—the late John
Blower of North L eith having pushed off his boat
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for the Stygian Creek, and left the vessel without
a hand on board."

" The Doctor," said Lady Penelope, turning
her glass towards them, " seems willing to play
the part of pilot."

" | dare say he will be willing to change her
name and register," said Mr Chatterly.

" He can be no less in common requital," said

Winterblossom. " She has changed his name six
times in the five minutes that | stood within hear-
ing of them."

" What do you think of the matter, my dear
Lady Binks?" said Lady Penelope.

" Madam?" said Lady Binks, starting from a
reverie, and answering as one who either had not
heard, or did not understand the question.

" | mean, what think you of what is going on
yonder?"

Lady Binksturned her glass in the direction of
Lady Penelope's glance, fixed the widow and the
Doctor with one bold fashionable stare, and then
dropping her hand slowly, said with indifference,
" | really see nothing there worth thinking about."

" | dare say it is a fine thing to be married,"
said Lady Penelope; " one's thoughts, | suppose,
are so much engrossed with one's own perfect hap-
piness, that they have neither time nor inclination
to laugh like other folks. Miss Rachel Bonnyrigg
would have laughed till her eyes ran over, had she
seen what Lady Binks cares so little about—I dare
say it must be an all-sufficient happiness to be mar-
ried."
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" He would be ahappy man that could convince
your ladyship of that in good earnest,” said Mr
Winterblossom.

' Oh, who knows—the whim may strike me,"
replied the lady; " but no—no—no ;—and that is
three times."

" Say it sixteen times more," said the gallant
president, " and let nineteen nay-says be a grant.”

" If | should say a thousand Noes, there exists
not the alchymy in living man that could extract
one Yes out of the whole mass," said her ladyship.
" Blessed be the memory of Queen Bess!—She
set us all an example to keep power when we have
it—What noise is that?"

" Only the usual after-dinner quarrel," said the
divine. " | hear the Captain's voice, else most si-
lent, commanding them to keep peace, in the devil's
name and that of the ladies.”

" Upon my word, dearest Lady Binks. this is
too bad of that lord and master of yours, and of
Mowbray, who might have more sense, and of the
rest of that claret-drinking set, to be quarrelling
and alarming our nerves every evening with pre-
senting their pistols perpetually at each other, like
sportsmen confined to the house upon arainy 12th
of August. | am tired of the Peace-maker—he
but skins the business over in one case to have it
break out elsewhere.—What think you, love, if we
were to give out in orders, that the next quarrel
which may arise, shall be bona fide fought to an
end ?—Wewill all go out and see it, and wear the
colours on each side ; and if there should a funeral
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come of it, we will attend it in a body.—Weeds
are so becoming !—Are they not, my dear L ady
Binks? Look at Widow Blower in her deep
black—don't you envy her, my love?"

Lady Binks seemed about to make a sharp and
hasty answer, but checked herself, perhaps under
the recollection that she could not prudently come
to an open breach with Lady Penelope.—At the
same moment the door opened, and a lady dressed
inariding-habit, and wearing a black veil over her
hat, appeared at the entry of the apartment.

" Angels and ministers of grace |" exclaimed
Lady Penelope, with her very best tragic start—
"'my dearest Clara, why so late? and why thus ?
Will you step to my dressing-room—Jones will
get you one of my gowns—we are just of a size,
you know—do, pray—Iet me be vain of something
of my own for once, by seeing you wear it."

This was spoken in the tone of the fondest female
friendship, and at the same time the fair hostess
bestowed on Miss Mowbray one of those tender
caresses, which ladies—God bless them !—some-
times bestow on each other with unnecessary pro-
digality, to the great discontent and envy of the
male spectators.

" You are fluttered, my dearest Clara—you are
feverish—I am sureyou are," continued the sweetly
anxious Lady Penelope; " let me persuade you to
lie down."

" Indeed you are mistaken, L ady Penelope," said
Miss Mowbray, who seemed to receive much as a
matter of course her ladyship's profusion of afteo-
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tionate politeness :—" | am heated, and my pony
trotted hard, that is the whole mystery.—L et me
have a cup of tea, Mrs Jones, and the matter is
ended.”

" Fresh tea, Jones, directly," said Lady Pene-
lope, and led her passive friend to her own corner,
as she was pleased to call the recess, in which she
held her little court—ladies and gentlemen curtsy-
ing and bowing as she passed ; to which civilities
the new guest made no more return, than the most
ordinary politeness rendered unavoidable.

Lady Binks did not rise to receive her, but sat
upright in her chair, and bent her head very stiffly ;
a courtesy which Miss Mowbray returned in the
same stately manner, without farther greeting on
either side.

" Now, wha can that be, Doctor ?" said the
Widow Blower—" mind ye have promised to tell
me all about the grand folk—wha can that he that
L eddy Penelope bauds such aracket wi' ?—and what
for does she come wi' ahabit and a beaver-hat, when
we are a (a glance at her own gown) in our silks
and satins ?"

" To tell you who she is, my dear Mrs Blower,
is very easy," said the officious Doctor. " Sheis
Miss Clara Mowbray, sister to the Lord of the
Manor—the gentleman who wears the green coat,
with an arrow on the cape. To tell why she wears
that habit, or does any thing else, would be rather
beyond doctor's skill. Truth is, | have always
thought she wasalittle—avery little—touched—
call it nerves—hypochondria—or what you will."



126 ST RONAN'S WELL.

" Lord help us, puir thing!" said the compas-
sionatewidow.—" Andtrothitlookslikeit. But
it's a shame to let her go loose, Doctor—she might
hurt hersell, or somebody. See, she has ta'en the
knife !—O, it's only to cut a shave of the diet-loaf.
She winna let the" powder-monkey of a boy help
her. There's judgment in that though, Doctor,
for she can cut thick or thin as she likes.—Dear
me | she has not taken mair than a crumb, that ane
would pit between the wires of a canary-bird's
cage, after all.—I wish she would lift up that lang
veil, or put off that riding-skirt, Doctor. She
should really be showed the regulations, Doctor
Kickelshin."

" She cares about no rules we can make, Mrs
Blower," said the Doctor; " and her brother's will
and pleasure, and Lady Penelope's whim of indul-
ging her, carry her through in every thing. They
should take advice on her case."

" Ay, truly, it'stimeto take advice, when young
creatures like her caper in amang dressed leddies,
justasif they were come from scampering on Leith
sands.—Such a wark as my leddy makes wi' her,
Doctor! Ye would think they were baith fools of
a feather."

" They might have flown on one wing, for what
| know," said Dr Quackleben; " but there was
early and sound advice taken in Lady Penelope's
case. My friend, the late Earl of Featherhead,
was a man of judgment—did little in his family
but by rule of medicine—so that, what with the
waters, and what with my own care, Lady Pene-
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lope is only freakish—fanciful—that's all—and her
quality bears it out—the peccant principle might
have broken out under other treatment.”

" Ay—she lias been weel-friended,” said the wi -
dow ; "but this bairn Mowbray, puir thing! how
came she to be sz left to hersell ?

" Her mother was dead—her father thought of
nothing but his sports,” said the Doctor. " Her
brother was educated in England, and cared for
nobody but himself, if he had been here. What
education she got was at her own hand—what read-
ing sheread was in alibrary full of old romances—
what friends or company she had was what chance
sent her—then no family-physician, not even a
good surgeon, within ten miles| And so you can-
not wonder if the poor thing became unsettled."

" Puir thing!—no doctor!—nor even a surgeon!
—But, Doctor," said the widow, " maybe the puir
thing had the enjoyment of her health, ye ken, and
then"——

" Ah! ha ha!—why then, madam, she needed
a physician far more than if she had been delicate.
A skilful physician, Mrs Blower, knows how to
bring down that robust health, which is a very
alarming state of the frame when it is considered
secundum artem. Most sudden deaths happen when
people are in arobust state of health. Ah ! that
state of perfect health is what the doctor dreads
most on behalf of his patient.”

" Ay, ay, Doctor 7—I am quite sensible, nae
doubt,” said the widow, " of the great advantage
of having a skeelfu' person about ane."
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Here the Doctor's voice, in his earnestness to
convince Mrs Blower of the danger of supposing
herself capable of living and breathing without a
medical man's permission, sunk into a soft pleading
tone, of which our reporter could not catch the
sound. He was, as great orators will sometimes
be, " inaudible in the gallery."

Meanwhile, Lady Penelope overwhelmed Clara
Mowbray with her caresses. In what degree her
ladyship, at her heart, loved this young person,
might be difficult to ascertain,—probably in the
degree in which a child loves afavourite toy. But
Clara was a toy not always to be come by—as
whimsical in her way as her ladyship in her own,
only that poor Clara's singularities were real, and
her ladyship's chiefly affected. Without adopting
the harshness of the Doctor's conclusions concern-
ing the former, she was certainly unequal in her
spirits; and her occasional fits of levity were che-
quered by very long intervals of sadness. Her
levity also appeared, in the world's eye, greater
than it really was ; for she had never been under
the restraint of society which was really good, and
entertained an undue contempt for that which she
sometimes mingled with; having unhappily none
to teach her the important truth, that some forms
and restraints are to be observed, less in respect to
others than to ourselves. Her dress, her manners,
and her ideas, were therefore very much her own;
and though they became her wonderfully, yet, like
Ophelia's garlands, and wild snatches of melody,
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they were calculated to excite compassion and
melancholy, even while they amused the observer.

" And why came you not to dinner 7—We ex-
pected you—your throne was prepared.”

" | had scarce cometo tea,” said Miss Mowbray,
" of my own freewill. But my brother says your
ladyship proposes to come to Shaws-Castle, and he
insisted it was quite right and necessary, to confirm
you in so flattering a purpose, that | should come
and say, Pray do, Lady Penelope ; and so now here
am | to say, Pray, do come."

"lsaninvitationsoflatteringlimitedtomealone,
my dear Clara?—Lady Binks will bejealous.”

" Bring Lady Binks, if she has the condescension
to honour us"—[abow was very stiffly exchanged
between the ladies] —" bring Mr Springblossom—
Winterblossom—and all the lions and lionesses—
we have room for the whole collection. My bro-
ther, | suppose, will bring his own particular regi-
ment of bears, which, with the usual assortment of
monkeys seen in all caravans, will complete the
menagerie. How you are to be entertained at
Shaws-Castle, is, | thank Heaven, not my business,
but John's."

" We shall want no formal entertainment, my
love," said Lady Penelope; " a dejeuner a la four-
chette—we know, Clara, you would die of doing
the honours of a formal dinner."

" Not abit; | should live long enough to make
my will, and bequeath all large parties to old Nick,
who invented them."

" Miss Mowbray," said Lady Binks, who had
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been thwarted by this free-spoken young lady, both
in her former character of a coquette and romp, and
in that of a prude which she at present wore—
" Miss Mowbray declares for

' Champagne and a chicken at last.' "

" The chicken without the champagne, if you
please," said Miss Mowbray ; " | have known ladies
pay dear to have cliampagne on the board.—By
the by, Lady Penelope, you have not your collec-
tion in the same order and discipline as Pidcock
and Polito. There was much growling and snarl-
ing in the lower den when | passed it."

" | t was feeding-time, my love," said L ady Pene-
lope; " and the lower animals of every class be-
come pugnacious at that hour—you see all our safer
and well-conditioned animals are loose, and in good
order."

" Oh, yes—in the keeper's presence, you know—
Well, 1 must venture to cross the hall again among
all that growling and grumbling—I would | had
the fairy prince's quarters of mutton to toss among
them if they should break out—He, | mean, who
fetched water from the Fountain of Lions. How-
ever, on second thoughts, | will take the back way,
and avoid them.—What says honest Bottom 2—.

' For if they should as lions come in strife
Into such place, 'twere pity of their life.""

" Shall |1 go with you, my dear?" said Lady
Penel ope.
" No—1 have too great a soul for that—1 think
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some of them are lions only as far as the hide is
concerned."

" But why would you go so soon, Clara?"

" Because my errand is finished—have | not
invited you and yours? and would not Lord Ches-
terfield himself allow | have done the polite thing?"

" But you have spoke to none of the company—.
how can you be so odd, my love ?* said her ladyship,

" Why, | spoke to them all when | spoke to you
and Lady Binks—but | am a good girl, and will
do as 1 am bid."

So saying, she looked round the company, and
addressed each of them with an affectation of inte-
rest and politeness, which thinly concealed scorn
and contempt.

" Mr Winterblossom, | hope the gout is better
— M Robert Rymar—(| have escaped calling him
Thomas for once)—I hope the public give encou-
ragement to the muses—Mr Keelavine, | trust your
pencil isbusy—Mr Chatterly, | have no doubt your
flock improves—Dr Quackleben, | am sure your
patients recover.—These are all the especials of the
worthy company | know—for the rest, health to the
sick, and pleasure to the healthy!"

" You are not going in reality, my love ?" said
Lady Penelope; " these hasty rides agitate your
nerves—they do, indeed—you should be cautious
—Shall | speak to Quackleben ?"

" To neither Quack nor quackle, on my account,
my dear lady. It is not as you would seem to say,
by your winking at Lady Binks—it is not, indeed
—1 shall beno Lady Clementina, to be the wonder
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and pity of the spring of St Ronan's—No Ophelia
neither—though | will say with her, Good-night,
ladies—Good night, sweet ladies !—and now—not
my coach, my coach—hut my horse, my horse!"

So saying, she tripped out of the room by a side
passage, leaving the ladies looking at each other sig-
nificantly, and shaking their heads with an expres-
sion of much import.

" Something has ruffled the poor unhappy girl,"
said Lady Penelope; " | never saw her sovery odd
before."

" Were | to speak my mind," said Lady Binks,
" | think, as Mrs High more says in the farce, her
madness is but a poor excuse for her impertinence."

" Ohfiel my sweet Lady Binks," said Lady
Penelope, " spare my poor favourite! Y ou, surely,
of all others, should forgive the excesses of an ami-
able eccentricity of temper.—Forgive me, my love,
but | must defend an absent friend—My Lady
Binks, | am very sure, is too generous and candid to

' Hate for arts which caused herself to rise." "

" Not being conscious of any high elevation, my
lady," answered Lady Binks, " | do not know any
arts | have been under the necessity of practising
to attain it. | suppose a Scotch lady of an ancient
family may become the wife of an English baronet,
and no very extraordinary great cause to wonder
at it."

" No, surely—but people in thisworldwill, you
know, wonder at nothing," answered Lady Pene-
lope.
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" If you envy me my poor quiz, Sir Bingo, I'll
get you a better, Lady Pen."

" | don't doubt your talents, my dear, but when
| want one, | will get one for myself.—But here
comes the whole party of quizzes.—Joliffe, offer the
gentlemen tea—then get the floor ready for the
dancers, and set the card-tables in the next room."
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CHAPTER VIII.
AFTERDINNER,

They draw the cork, they broach the barrel,
And first they kiss, and then they quarrel.

In the reader has attended much to the manners
of the canine race, he may have remarked the very
different manner in which the individuals of the
different sexes carry on their quarrels among each
other. The females are testy, petulant, and very
apt to indulge their impatient dislike of each other's
presence, or the spirit of rivalry which it produces,
in a sudden bark and snap, which last is generally
made as much at advantage as possible. But these
ebullitions of peevishness lead to no very serious or
prosecuted conflict; the affair begins and ends in a
moment. Not so the ire of the male dogs, which,
once produced and excited by growls of mutual
offence and defiance, leads generally to a fierce and
obstinate contest; in which, if the parties be dogs
of game, and well-matched, they grapple, throttle,
tear, roll each other in the kennel, and can only be
separated by choking them with their own collars,
till they lose wind and hold at the same time, or by
surprising them out of their wrath by sousing them
with cold water.
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The simile, though a currish one, will hold good
inits application to the human race. While the
ladies in the tea-room of the Fox Hotel were en-
gaged in thelight snappish velitation, or skirmish,
which we have described, the gentlemen who re-
mained in the parlour were more than once like to
have quarrelled more seriously.

We have mentioned the weighty reasons which
induced Mr Mowbray to look upon the stranger
whom a general invitation had brought into their
society, with unfavourable prepossessions; and these
were far from being abated by the demeanour of
Tyrrel, which, though perfectly well-bred, indicated
a sense of equality, which the young Laird of St
Ronan's considered as extremely presumptuous.

As for Sir Bingo, he aready began to nourish
the genuine hatred always entertained by a mean
spirit against an antagonist, before whom it is con-
scious of having made a dishonourable retreat. He
forgot not the maimer, look, and tone, with which
Tyrrel had checked hisunauthorized intrusion; and
though he had sunk beneath it at the moment, the
recollection rankled in his heart as an affront to be
avenged. As he drank his wine, courage, the want
of which was, in his more sober moments, a check
upon his bad temper, began to inflame his maligni-
ty, and he ventured upon several occasions to show
his spleen, by contradicting Tyrrel moreflatly than
good manners permitted upon so short an acquaint-
ance, and without any provocation. Tyrrel saw
hisill humour and despised it, as that of an over-
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grown schoolboy, whom it was not worth hiswhile
to answer according to his folly.

One of the apparent causes of the Baronet's rude-
ness was indeed childish enough. The company
were talking of shooting, the most animating topic
of conversation among Scottish countrygentlemen
of the younger class, and Tyrrel had mentioned
something of a favourite setter, an uncommonly
handsome dog, from which he had been for some
time separated, but which he expected would rejoin
him in the course of next week.

" A setter I" retorted Sir Bingo, with a sneer;
" a pointer | suppose you mean ?"

" No, sir," said Tyrrel; " | am perfectly aware
of the difference betwixt a setter and a pointer, and
| know the old-fashioned setter is become unfa-
shionable among modern sportsmen. But | love
my dog as a companion, as well asfor his meritsin
the field; and a setter is more sagacious, more at-
tached, and fitter for his place on the hearth-rug,
than a pointer—not," he added, " from any defi-
ciency of intellects on the pointer's part, but he is
generally so abused while in the management of
brutal breakers and grooms, that he loses all ex-
cepting his professional accomplishments, of find-
ing and standing steady to game."

" And who the d—I desires he should have
more ?" said Sir Bingo.

" Many people, Sir Bingo," replied Tyrrel,
" have been of opinion, that both dogs and men
may follow sport indifferently well, though they do
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happen, at the same time, to be fit for mixing in
friendly intercourse in society.”

" That is for licking trenchers, and scratching
copper, | suppose,” said the Baronet, sotto voce; and
added, in alouder and more distinct tone,—" He
never before heard that a setter was fit to follow
any man's heels but a poacher's.”

"You know it now then, Sir Bingo," answered
Tyrrel; " and | hope you will not fall into so great
a mistake again."

The Peace-maker here seemed to think his in-
terference necessary, and, surmounting his taciturn-
ity, made the following pithy speech :—" By Cot!
and do you see, as you are looking for my opinion,
| think there is no dispute in the matter—because,
by Cot! it occurs to me, d'ye see, that ye are both
right, by Cot! It may do fery well for my excellent
friend Sir Bingo, who hath stables, and kennels,
and what not, to maintain the six filthy prutt s that
are yelping and yowling all the tay, and all the
neight too, under my window, by Cot!—And if
they are yelping and yowling there, may | never
die but I wish they were yelping and yowling
somewhere else. But then there is many a man
who may be as cood a gentleman at the bottom as
my worthy friend Sir Bingo, though it may be that
he is poor; and if he is poor—and as if it might
be my own case, or that of this honest gentleman,
Mr Tirl—isthat areason or alaw, that he isnot to
keep a prute of atog, to help him to take his sports
and his pleasures ? and if he has not a stable or a
kennel to put the crature into, must he not keep it
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in his pit of ped-room, or upon his parlour hearth,
seeing that Luckie Dods would make the kitchen
too hot for the paist—and so, if Mr Tirl findsa
setter more fitter for his purpose than a pointer,
by Cot, | know no law against it, else may | never
die the black death."

If this oration appear rather long for the occasion,
the reader must recollect that Captain MacTurk
had in all probability the trouble of translating it
from the periphrastic language of Qssian, in which
it was originally conceived in his own mind.

The Man of Law replied to the Man of Peace,
" Ye are mistaken for anec in your life, Captain,
for there is a law against setters; and | will un-
dertake to prove them to be the ' lying dogs which
are mentioned in the auld Scots statute, and which
all and sundry are discharged to keep, under a pe-
nalty of"——

Here the Captain broke in, with a very solemn
mien and dignified manner—"By Cot | Master
Meiklewham, and | shall be asking what you
mean by talking to me of peing mistaken, and
apout lying togs, sir—because | would have you
to know, and to pelieve, and to very well consider,
that |1 never was mistaken in my life, sir, unless it
was when | took you for a gentleman."

" No offence, Captain,” said Mr Meiklewham;
" dinna break the wand of peace, man, you that
should be the first to keep it.—He is as cankered,"
continued the Man of Law, apart to his patron,
" asan auld Hieland terrier, that snaps at whatever
conies near it—but | tell you aething, St Ronan's,
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and that is on saul and conscience, that | helieve
thisisthevery lad Tirl, that | raised a summons
against before the justices—him and another hempie
—inyour father's time, for shooting on the Spring-
well-head muirs."

" The devil you did, Mick I" replied the Lord
of the Manor, also aside ;—" Well, | am obliged to
you for giving me some reason for theill thoughts
| had of him—1 knew he was some trumpery scamp
—I'I1 blow him, by"——

" Whisht—stop—hush—hand your tongue, St
Ronan's—keep a calm sough—ye see, | intended
the process, by your worthy father's desire, before
the Quarter Sessions—but | ken na—The auld
sheriff-clerk stood the lad's friend—and some of the
justices thought it was but a mistake of the marches,
and se we couldna get ajudgment—and your fa-
ther was very ill of the gout, and | was feared to
vex him, and so | was fain to let the process sleep,
for fear they had been assoilzied.—Sae ye had bet-
ter gang cautiously to wark, St Ronan's, for though
they were summoned, they were not convict."

" Could you not take up the action again ?" said
Mr Mowbray.

" Whew! it's been prescribed sax or seeven year
syne. It is a great shame, St Ronan's, that the
game laws, whilk are the very best protection that
is left to country gentlemen against the encroach-
ment of their inferiors, rin sse short a course of
prescription—a poacher may just jink ye back and
forward like afleain ablanket, (wi' pardon)—hap
ye out of ae county and into anither at their plea-
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sure, like pyots—and unless ye get your timni-nail
on them in the very nick o' time, ye may dine on a
dish of prescription, and sup upon an absolvitor."

" Itis a shame indeed," said Mowbray, turning
from his confident and agent, and addressing him-
self to the company in general, yet not without a
peculiar look directed to Tyrrel.

" What is ashame, sir ?" said Tyrrel, conceiving
that the observation was particularly addressed to
him.

" That we should have so many poachers upon
our muirs, sir," answered St Ronan's. " | some-
times regret having countenanced the Well here,
when | think how many guns it has brought on my
property every season."

" Hout fie! hout awa, St Ronan's!" said his
Man of Law ; " no countenance the Waal ? What
would the country-side be without it, | would be
glad to ken ? It's the greatest improvement that
has been made on this coantry since the year forty-
five. Na, na, it's no the Waal that's to blame for
the poaching and delinquencies on the game. We
maun to the Aultoun for the howf of that kind of
cattle. Our rules at the Waal are clear and ex-
press against trespassers on the game."

"1 can't think," said the Squire, " what made
my father sell the property of the old change-house
yonder, to the hag that keeps it open out of spite,
| think, and to harbour poachers and vagabonds !
—1 cannot conceive what made him do so foolish
a thing !"

" Probably because your father wanted money,
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sir," said Tyrrel, dryly; " and my worthy landlady,
Mrs Dods, had got some.—Y ou know, | presume,
sir, that | lodge there ?*

" Oh, sir," replied Mowbray, in atone betwixt
scorn and civility, " you cannot suppose the pre-
sent company is alluded to; | only presumed to
mention as a fact, that we have been annoyed with
unqualified people shooting on our grounds, with-
out either liberty or license. And | hope to have
her sign taken down for it—thatis all.—There was
the same plague in my father's days, | think,
Mick ?"

But Mr Meiklewham, who did not like Tyrrel's
looks so well asto induce him to become approver
on the occasion, replied with an inarticulate grunt,
addressed to the company, and a private admoni-
tion to his patron's own ear, " to let sleeping dogs
lie."

" | can scarce forbear the fellow," said St Ro-
nan's; " and yet | cannot well tell where my dis-
like to him lies—but it would be d—d folly to turn
out with him for nothing ; and so, honest Mick, |
will be as quiet as | can."

" And that you may be so," said Meiklewham,
" | think you had best take no more wine."

" | think so too," said the Squire; " for each
glass | drink in his company gives me the heart-
burn—yet the man is not different from other raffs
either—but there is a something about him into-
lerable to me."

So saying, he pushed back his chair from the
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table, and—regis ad exemplar—after the pattern of
the Laird, all the company arose.

Sir Bingo got up with reluctance, which hetes-
tified by two or three deep growls, as he followed
the rest of the company into the outer apartment,
which served as an entrance-hall, and divided the
dining-parlour from the tea-room, as it was called.
Here, while the party were assuming their hats, for
the purpose of joining the ladies' society, (which
old-fashioned folk used only to take up for that of
goinginto theopen air,) Tyrrel asked a smart foot-
man, who stood near, to hand him the hat which
lay on the table beyond.

" Call your own servant, sir," answered the fel-
low, with the true insolence of a pampered menial.

" Your master," answered Tyrrel, " ought to
have taught you good manners, my friend, before
bringing you here."

" Sir Bingo Binksis my master,” said thefellow,
in the same insolent tone as before.

" Now for it, Bungle,” said Mowbray, who was
aware that the Baronet's pot-courage had arrived
at fighting pitch.

" Yes!" said Sir Bingo aloud, and more articu-
lately than usual—" The fellow is my servant—
what has any one to say to it ?"

" | at least have my mouth stopped,” answered
Tyrrel, with perfect composure. " | should have
been surprised to have found Sir Bingo's servant
better bred than himself."

" What d'ye mean by that, sir?" said Sir Bingo,
coming up in an offensive attitude, for he was no
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mean pupil of the Fives-Court-—" What d'ye mean
by that ? D—n you, sir! 1"l serve you out before
you can say dumpling."

" And I, Sir Bingo, unless you presently lay
aside that look and manner, will knock you down
before you can cry help."

The visitor held in his hand a slip of oak, with
which he gave aflourish, that, however slight, in-
timated some acquaintance with the noble art of
single-stick. From this demonstration Sir Bingo
thought it prudent somewhat to recoil, though
backed by a party of friends, who, in their zeal for
his honour, would rather have seen his bones bro-
ken in conflict bold, than his honour injured by a
discreditable retreat; and Tyrrel seemed to have
someinclination to indulge them. But, at the very
instant when his hand was raised with a motion of
no doubtful import, awhispering voice, close to his
ear, pronounced the emphatic words—" Are you
a man ?'

Not the thrilling tone with which our inimitable
Siddons used to electrify the scene, when she utter-
ed the same whisper, ever had amore powerful effect
upon an auditor, than had these unexpected sounds
on him, to whom they were now addressed. Tyrrel
forgot every thing—his quarrel—the circumstances
in which he was placed—the company. The crowd
was to him at once annihilated, and life seemed to
have no other object than to follow the person who
had spoken. But suddenly as he turned, the dis-
appearance of the monitor was at least equally so,
for, amid the group of commonplace countenances



144 ST RONAN'S WELL.

by which he was surrounded, there was none which
assorted to the tone and words, which possessed
such a power over him. " Make way," he said,
to those who surrounded him; and it was in the
tone of one who was prepared, if necessary, to make
way for himself.

Mr Mowbray of St Ronan's stepped forward.
" Come, sir," said he, " this will not do—you have
come here, a stranger among us, to assume airs and
dignities, which, by G—d, would become a duke,
or aprince!l We must know who or what you are,
before we permit you to carry your high tone any
farther."

This address seemed at once to arrest Tyrrel's
anger, and his impatience to |leave the company.
He turned to Mowbray, collected his thoughts for
an instant, and then answered him thus :—" Mr
Mowbray, | seek no quarrel with any one here—
with you, in particular, | am most unwilling to
have any disagreement. came here by invitation,
not certainly expecting much pleasure, but, at the
sametime, supposing myself securefromincivility.
Inthelast point, | find myself mistaken, and there-
fore wish the company good-night. | must also
make my adieus to the ladies."

So saying, he walked several steps, yet, as it
seemed, rather irresolutely, towards the door of the
card-room—and then, to the increased surprise of
the company, stopped suddenly, and muttering
something about the " unfitness of the time," turn-
ed on his heel, and bowing haughtily, as there was
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way made for him, walked in the opposite direction
towards the door which led to the outer hall.

" D—me, Sir Bingo, will you let him off?"
said Mowbray, who seemed to delight in pushing
his friend into new scrapes—" To him, man—to
him—he shows the white feather,"

Sir Bingo, thus encouraged, planted himself with
alook of defiance exactly between Tyrrel and the
door ; upon which the retreating guest, bestowing
on him most emphatically the epithet Fool, seized
him by the collar, and flung him out of his way
with some violence.

"1 am to be found at the Old Town of St Ro-
nan's by whomsoever has any concern with me."—
Without waiting the issue of thisaggression farther
than to utter these words, Tyrrel left the hotel.
He stopped in the court-yard, however, with the
air of one uncertain whither he intended to go, and
who was desirous to ask some question, which seem-
ed to die upon his tongue. At length his eye fell
upon a groom, who stood not far from the door of
the inn, holding in his hand a handsome pony, with
a side-saddle.

" Whose" said Tyrrel—but the rest of the
guestion he seemed unable to utter.

The man, however, replied, as if he had heard
the whole interrogation.—" Miss Mowbray's, sir,
of St Ronan's—she leaves directly—and so | am
walking the pony—a clever thing, sir, for alady."

" She returns to Shaws-Castle by the Buck-stane
road ?'

" | suppose so, sir," said the groom. " It isthe
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nighest, and Miss Claracares little for rough roads.
Zounds | She can spank it over wet and dry."

Tyrrel turned away from the man, and hastily
| eft the hotel—not, however, by the road which led
to the Aultoun, but by a footpath among the na-
tural copsewood, which, following the course of the
brook, intersected the usual horse-road to Shaws-
Castle, the seat of Mr Mowbray, at aromantic spot
called the Buck-stane.

In asmall peninsula, formed by awinding of the
brook, was situated, on a rising hillock, alarge
rough-hewnpillar of stone, said by traditionto com-
memorate the fall of a stag of unusual speed, size,
and strength, whose flight, after having lasted
throngh a whole summer's day, had there termi-
nated in death, to the honour and glory of some
ancient baron of St Ronan's, and of his stanch
hounds. Duringthe periodical cuttings of the copse,
which the necessities of the family of St Ronan's
brought round more frequently than Ponty would
have recommended, some oaks had been spared in
the neighbourhood of this massive obelisk, old
enough perhapsto have heard the whoop and halloo
which followed the fall of the stag, and to have
witnessed the raising of the rude monument by
which that great event was commemorated. These
trees, with their broad spreading boughs, made a
twilight even of noon-day ; and, now that the sun
was approaching itssetting point,theirshadeal ready
anticipated night. This was especially the case
where three or four of them stretched their arms
over adeepgully, through which Minded the horse-
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path to Shaws-Castle, at a point about a pistol-shot
distant from the Buck-stane. As the principal
accessto Mr Mowbray's mansion was by a carriage-
way, which passed in a different direction, the pre-
sent path was left almost in a state of nature, full
of large stones, and broken by gullies, delightful,
from the varied character of its banks, to the pic-
turesque traveller, and most inconvenient, nay dan-
gerous, to him who had a stumbling horse.

The footpath to the Buck-stane, which here
joined the bridle-road, had been constructed, at the
expense of a subscription, under the direction of
Mr Winter blossom, who had taste enough to see
the beauties of this secluded spot, which was ex-
actly such asin earlier times might have harboured
the ambush of some marauding chief. This recol-
lection had not escaped Tyrrel, to whom the whole
scenery was familiar, who now hastened to the spot,
as one which peculiarly suited his present purpose.
He sat down by one of the larger projecting trees,
and, screened by its enormous branches from ob-
servation, was enabled to watch the road from the
Hotel for a great part of its extent, while he was
himself invisible to any who might travel uponiit.

Meanwhile his sudden departure excited a con-
siderable sensation among the party whom he had
just left, and who were induced to form conclusions
not very favourable to his character. Sir Bingo,
in particular, blustered loudly and more loudly, in
proportion to the increasing distance betwixt him-
self and his antagonist, declaring his resolution to
be revenged on the scoundrel for his insolence—to
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to listen to the words of wisdom and valour, as they
should flow in mingled stream from the lips of Cap-
tain MacTurk.

Meanwhile the rest of the company joined the
ladies, " Here has been Clara," said Lady Pene-
lope to Mr Mowbray ; " here has been Miss Mow-
bray among us, like the ray of a sun which does
but dazzle and die."

" Ah, poor Clara," said Mowbray ; " | thought
| saw her thread her way through the crowd alit-
tle while since, but | was not sure."

" Well," said Lady Penelope, " she has asked
us all up to Shaws-Castle on Thursday, to a de
jeuner a lafourchette—Il trust you confirm your sis-
ter's invitation, Mr Mowbray?"

" Certainly, Lady Penelope,” replied Mowbray;
"and | am truly glad Clara has had the grace to
think of it—How we shall acquit ourselves is a
diiferent question, for neither she nor | are much
accustomed to play host or hostess."

" Oh! it will be delightful, 1 am sure,” said
Lady Penelope ; " Clara has a grace in every thing
she does ; and you, Mr Mowbray, can be aperfectly
well-bred gentleman—when you please.”

"That qualification is severe—Well—good man-
ners be my speed—I will certainly please to do my
best, when 1 see your ladyship at Shaws-Castle,
which has received no company this many a day.
—~Claraand | have lived awild life of it, each in
their own way."

" Indeed, Mr Mowbray," said Lady Binks, " if
| might presume to speak—I think you do suffer
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your sister to ride abort alittle too much without
an attendant. | know Miss Mowbray rides as
woman never rode before, but still an accident may
happen."

" Anaccident ?" replied Mowbray—" A h, Lady
Binks| accidents happen as frequently when ladies
have attendants as when they are without them."

Lady Binks, who, in her maiden state, had can-
tered a good deal about these woods under Sir
Bingo's escort, coloured, looked spiteful, and was
silent.

" Besides," said John Mowbray, more lightly,
" where istherisk, after all ? There are no wolves
in our woods to eat up our pretty Red-Riding
Hoods; and no lions either—except those of L ady
Penelope's train.”

" Who draw the car of Cybele," said Mr Chat-
terly.

Lady Penelope luckily did not understand the
allusion, which was indeed better intended than
imagined.

" Apropos!" she said; " what have you done
with the great lion of the day ? | see Mr Tyrrel
nowhere—Is he finishing an additional bottle with
Sir Bingo?"

" Mr Tyrrel, madam,” said Mowbray, " has act-
ed successively the lion rampant, and the lion pas-
sant : he has been quarrelsome, and he has run away
—fled from the ire of your doughty knight, Lady
Binks."

" | am sure | hope not," said Lady Binks; " my
Chevalier's unsuccessful campaigns have been un-
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able to overcome his taste for quarrels—a victory
would make a fighting-man of him for life."

" That inconvenience migl t bring its own con-
solations," said Winterblossom. apart to Mowbray;
" quarrellers do not usually live long.'

"No, no," replied Mowbray, " the lady's despair,
which broke out just now, even in her own despite,
is quite natural—absolutely legitimate. Sir Bingo
will give her no chance that way."

Mowbray then made his bow to Lady Penelope,
and in answer to her request that he would join the
ball or the card-table, observed, that he had no time
to lose; that the heads of the old domestics at
Shaws-Castle would be by this time absolutely
turned, by the apprehensions of what Thursday was
to bring forth; and that as Clara would certainly
give no directions for the proper arrangements, it
was necessary that he should take that trouble him-
self.

"| fyouridesmartly," said Lady Penelope, "you
may save even a temporary alarm, by overtaking
Clara, dear creature, ere she gets home—She some-
times suiters her pony to go at will along the lane,
as slow as Betty Foy's."

" Ah, but then," said little Miss Digges, " Miss
Mowbray sometimes gallops as if the lark was a
snail to her pony—and it quite frights one to see
her."

The Doctor touched Mrs Blower, who had ap-
proached so as to be on the verge of the genteel
circle, though she did not venture within it—they
exchanged sagacious looks, and a most pitiful shake
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of thehead. Mowbray's eye happened at that mo-
ment to glance on them; and doubtless, notwith-
standing their hasting to compose their counte-
nances to a different expression, he comprehended
what was passing through their minds,—and per-
haps it awoke a corresponding note in his own. He
took his hat, and with a cast of thought upon his
countenance which it seldom wore, left the apart-
ment. A moment afterwards his horse's feet were
heard spurning the pavement, as he started off at a
sharp pace.

" There is something singular about these M ow -
brays to-night,” said Lady Penelope—" Clara,
poor dear angel, is always particular; but I should
have thought Mowbray had too much worldly wis-
dom to be fanciful.—What are you consulting your
souvenir for with such attention, my dear Lady
Binks?'

" Only for the age of the moon," said her lady-
ship, puttingthelittle tortoise-shell-Dound calendar
into her reticule ; and having done so, she proceed-
ed to assist Lady Penelope in the arrangements for
the evening.
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CHAPTERIX.
THE MEETING.

We meet as shadows in the land of dreams,
Which speak not but in signs.
Anonymous.

BEHIND one of the old oaks which we have de-
scribed in the preceding chapter, shrouding himself
from observation like a hunter watching for his
game, or an Indian for his enemy, but with differ-
ent, very different purpose, Tyrrel lay on his breast
near the Buck-stane, his eye on the horse-road
which winded down the valley, and his ear alertly
awake to every sound which mingled with the
passing breeze, or with the ripple of the brook.

" To have met her in yonder congregated as
sembly of brutes and fools"—such was a part of his
internal reflections,—" had been little less than an
act of madness—madness almost equal in its degree
to that cowardice which has hitherto prevented my
approaching her, when our eventful meeting might
have taken place unobserved.—But now—now—
my resolution is as fixed as the place is itself fa-
vourable. | will not wait till some chance again
shall throw us together, with an hundred malignant
eyes to watch, and wonder, and stare, and try in
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vain to account for the expression of feelings which
I might find it impossible to suppress—Hark—
hark!—I hear the tread of a horse—No—it was
the changeful sound of the water rushing over the
pebbles.  Surely she cannot have taken the other
road to Shaws-Castle |—No—the sounds become
distinct—her figure is visible on the path, coming
swiftly forward.—Have | the courage to show my-
self?—I have—the hour is come, and what must
be shall be."

Y et this resolution was scarcely formed ere it
began to fluctuate, when he reflected uponthe fittest
manner of carrying it into execution. To show
himself at a distance, might give the lady an op-
portunity of turning back and avoiding the inter-
view which he had determined upon—to hide him-
selftill the moment when her horse, in rapid motion,
should pass his lurking-place, might be attended
with danger to the rider—and while he hesitated
which course to pursue, there was some chance of
his missing the opportunity of presenting himself
to Miss Mowbray at all. He was himself sensible
of this, formed a hasty and desperate resolution not
to suffer the present moment to escape, and, just as
the ascent induced the pony to slacken its pace,
Tyrrel stood in the middle of the defile, about six
yards distant from the young lady.

She pulled up the reins, and stopped as if arrested
by a thunderbolt.—" Clara!"—" Tyrrel!" These
were the only words which were exchanged between
them, until Tyrrel, moving his feet as slowly as if
they had been of lead, began gradually to diminish
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the distance which lay betwixt them. It was then
that, observing his closer approach. Miss Mowbray
called out with great eagerness—" No nhearer—
no nearer '—So long have | endured your presence,
but if you approach me more closely, | shall be mad
indeed!"

" What do you fear ?" said Tyrrel, in a hollow
voice—" What can you fear?" and he continued to
draw nearer, until they were within a pace of each
other.

Clara, meanwhile, dropping her bridle, clasped
her hands together, and held them up towards
Heaven, muttering, in a voice scarcely audible,
" Great God |—If this apparition be formed by my
heated fancy, let it pass away; if it be real, enable
me to bear its presence !'—Tel! me, | conjure you,
areyou Francis Tyrrel in blood and body, or is this
but one of those wandering visions, that have crossed
my path and glared on me, but without daring to
abide my steadfast glance ?"

" | am Francis Tyrrel," answered he, " in blood
and body, as much as she to whom | speak is Clara
Mowbray."

" Then God have mercy on us both |" said Clara,
in atone of deep feeling.

" Amen |" said Tyrrel.—" But what avails this
excess of agitation ?7—Y ou saw me but now, Miss
Mowbray—Y ourvoice still ringsin my ears—You
saw me but now—you spoke to me—and that when
| was among strangers—Why not preserve your
composure, when we are where no human eye can
see—no human ear can hear ?'
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" Is it s0?" said Clara; "and was it indeed
yourself whom | saw even now ?—I thought so,
and something | said at the time—but my brain
has been but ill settled since we last met—But |
am well now—quite well—I have invited all the
people yonder to come to Shaws-Castle—my bro-
ther desired me to do it—I hope | shall have the
pleasure of seang* Mr Tyrrel there—though | think
there is some old grudge between my brother and
you."

" Alas! Clara, you mistake. Your brother |
have scarcely seen," replied Tyrrel, much distress-
ed, and apparently uncertain in what tone to address
her, which might soothe, and not irritate her mental
malady, of which he could now entertainno doubt.

" True—true," she said, after a moment's re-
flection, "my brother was then at college. It was
my father, my poor father, whom you had some
quarrel with.— But you will come to Shaws-Castle
on Thursday, at two o'clock ?—John will be glad
to see you—he can be kind when he pleases—and
then we will talk of old times—I must get on, to
have things ready—Good evening."

She would have passed him, but he took gently
hold of the rein of her bridle.—" 1 will walk with
you, Clara," he said ; " the road isrough and dan-
gerous—you ought not to ride fast__ I will walk
along with you, and we will talk of former times
now, more conveniently than in company."

" True—true—very true, MrTyrrel—it shall be
as you say. My brother obliges me sometimes to
go into company at that hateful place down yon-
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der; and | do so because he likesit, and because
the folks let me have my own way, and come and
go as | list. Doyou know, Tyrrel, that very often
when | am there, and John has his eye on me, |
can carry it on as gaily as if you and | had never
met 7'

"| would to God we never had," said Tyrrel,
in atrembling voice, " since this is to be the end
of all !"

" And wherefore should not sorrow be the end
of sin and of folly ? And when did happiness come
of disobedience ?7—And when did sound sleep visit
a bloody pillow? That is what | say to myself,
Tyrrel, and that is what you must learn to say too,
and then you will bear your burden as cheerfully
as | endure mine. If we have no more than our
deserts, why should we complain ?—Y ou are shed-
ding tears, | think—Is not that childish?—They
say it is a relief—if so, weep on, and | will look
another way."

Tyrrel walked on by the pony's side, in vain en-
deavouring to compose himself so as to reply.

" Poor Tyrrel," said Clara, after she had remain-
ed silent for some time—" Poor Frank Tyrrel!—
Perhaps you will say in your turn, Poor Clara—
but I am not so poor in spirit as you—the blast
may bend, but it shall never break me."

There was another long pause ; for Tyrrel was
unable to determine with himself in what strain he
could address the unfortunate young lady, without
awakening recollections equally painful to her feel-
ings, and dangerous, when her precarious state of
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health was considered. At length she herself pro-
ceeded (—

" What needs all this, Tyrrel ?—and indeed,
why came you here?—Why did | find you but
now brawling and quarrelling among the loudest
of the brawlers and quarrellers of yonder idle and
dissipated debauchees>—You were used to have
more temper—more sense.  Another person—ay,
another that you and | once knew—he might have
committed such a folly, and he would have acted
perhaps in character.—But you, who pretend to
wisdom—for shame, for shame!—And indeed,
when we talk of that, what wisdom was there in
coming hither at all >—or what good purpose can
your remaining here serve?—Surely you need not
come, either to renew your own unhappiness or to
augment mine ?"

" To augment yours—God forbid !" answered
Tyrrel. " No—1 came hither only because, after
so many years of wandering, | longed to revisit
the spot where all my hopes lay buried."

" Ay—buriedistheword," shereplied, " crush-
ed down and buried when they budded fairest. |
often think of it, Tyrrel; and there aretimeswhen,
Heaven helpme! | can think of little else.—L ook
at me—you remember what | was—see what grief
and solitude have made me."

She flung back the veil which surrounded her
riding-hat, and which had hitherto hid her face. It
was the same countenance which he had formerly
known in all the bloom of early beauty ; but though
the beauty remained, the bloom was fled for ever.
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N ot the agitation of exercise—not that which arose
from the pain and confusion of this unexpected
interview, had called to poor Clara's cheek even the
momentary semblance of colour. Her complexion
was marble-white, like that of the finest piece of
statuary.

" Is it possible?' said Tyrrel; "can grief have
made such ravages ?'

" Grief," replied Clara, " is the sickness of the
mind, and its sister is the sickness of the body—
they are twin-sisters, Tyrrel, and are seldom long
separate. Sometimes the body's disease comes first,
and dims our eyes and palsies our hands, before the
fire of our mind and of our intellect is quenched.
But mark me—soon after comes her cruel sister
with her urn, and sprinkles cold dew on our hopes
and on our loves, our memory, our recollections, and
our feelings, and shows us that they cannot survive
the decay of our bodily powers."

" Alas!" said Tyrrel, "isit come to this?"

" Tothis," she replied, speaking from the rapid
and irregular train of her own ideas, rather than
comprehending the purport of his sorrowful excla-
mation,—" to this it must ever come, while im-
mortal souls are wedded to the perishable substance
of which our bodies are composed. There is an-
other state, Tyrrel, in which itwill be otherwise—
God grant our time of enjoying it were come !"

She fell into a melancholy pause, which Tyrrel
was afraid to disturb. The quickness with which
she spoke, marked but too plainly the irregular
succession of thought, and he was obliged to re-
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strain the agony of his own feelings, rendered more
acute by a thousand painful recollections, lest, by
giving way to his expressions of grief, he should
throw her into a still more disturbed state of mind.

" | did not think," she proceeded, " that after
so horrible a separation, and so many years, | could
have met you thus calmly and reasonably. But
although what we were formerly to each other can
never be forgotten, it is now all over, and we are
only friends—Is it not so ?"

Tyrrel was unable to reply.

" But | must not remain here," she said, " till
the evening grows darker on me.—We shall meet
again, Tyrrel—meet as friends—nothing more—
Y ou will come up to Shaws-Castle and see me 7—
no need of secrecy now—my poor father isin his
grave, and his prejudices sleep with him—my bro-
ther John is kind, though he is stern and severe
sometimes—Indeed, Tyrrel, | believe he loves me,
though he has taught me to tremble at his frown
when | am in spirits, and talk too much—But he
loves me, at least | think so, for | am sure | love
him; and | try to go down amongst them yonder,
and to endure their folly, and, all things consider-
ed, | do carry on the farce of life wonderfully well
— W e are but actors, you know, and the world but
a stage."

" And ours has been a sad and tragic scene,"
said Tyrrel, in the bitterness of his heart, unable
any longer to refrain from speech.

" It has indeed—but, Tyrrel, when was it other-
wise with engagements formed in youth and in

VOL. XXXIII. L
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folly? Youand | would, you know, become men
and women, while we were yet scarcely more than
children—We have run, while yet in our nonage,
through the passions and adventures of youth, and
therefore we are now old before our day, and the
winter of our life has come on ere its summer was
well begun.—O Tyrrel! often and often have |
thought of this!—Thought of it often ? Alas, when
will the time come that | shall be able to think of
any thing else 1"

The poor young woman sobbed bitterly, and her
tears began toflow with afreedom which they had
not probably enjoyed for alength of time. Tyrrel
walked on by the side of her horse, which now pro-
secuted its road homewards, unable to devise apro-
per mode of addressing the unfortunate young lady,
and fearing alike to awaken her passions and his
own. Whatever he might have proposed to say,
was disconcerted by the plain indications that her
mind was clouded, more or less slightly, with a
shade of insanity, which deranged, though it had
not destroyed, her powers of judgment.

At length he asked her, with as much calmness
as he could assume—if she was contented—if aught
could be done to render her situation more essy—
if there was aught of which she could complain
which he might be able to remedy ? She answered
gently, that she was calm and resigned, when her
brother would permit her to stay at home; but that
when she was brought into society, she experienced
such a change as that which the water of the brook
that slumbers in a crystalline pool of the rock may
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be supposed to feel, when, gliding from its quiet
bed, it becomesin volved in the hurry of the cataract.

" But my brother Mowbray," she said, "thinks
he is right,—and perhaps he is so. There are things
on which we may ponder too long;—and were he
mistaken, why should | not constrain myself in
order to please him—there are so few left to whom
| can now give either pleasure or pain 7—I| am a
gay girl, too, in conversation, Tyrrel—still as gay
for a moment, as when you used to chide me for my
folly. So, now | have told you all,—I have one
guestion to ask on my part—one question—if | had
but breath to ask it;—Is he still alive ?"

" He lives," answered Tyrrel, but in a tone so
low, that nought but the eager attention which
Miss Mowbray paid could possibly have caught
such feeble sounds.

" LivesJ' she exclaimed,—" lives |—he lives,
and the blood on your hand is not then indelibly
imprinted—O Tyrrel, did you but know the joy
which this assurance gives to me !"

" Joy !" replied Tyrrel—"joy, that the wretch
lives who has poisoned our happiness for ever 7—
lives, perhaps, to claim you for his own?"

" Never, never shall he—dare he do so," replied
Clara, wildly, " whilewater can drown, while cords
can strangle, steel pierce—while thereis aprecipice
on the hill, a pool in the river—never—never !"

" Be not thus agitated, my dearest Clara," said
Tyrrel; " | spoke | know not what—he lives in-
deed—but far distant, and, | trust, never again to
revisit Scotland."
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He would have said more, but that, agitated with
fear or passion, she struck her horse impatiently
with her riding-whip. The spirited animal, thus
stimulated and at the same time restrained, became
intractable, and reared so much, that Tyrrel, fearful
of the consequences, and trusting to Clara's skill as
a horsewoman, thought he best consulted her safety
inlettinggotherein. Theanimal instantly sprung
forward on the broken and hilly path at avery rapid
pace, and was soon lost to Tyrrel's anxious eyes.

As he stood pondering whether he ought not
to follow Miss Mowbray towards Shaws-Castle, in
order to be satisfied that no accident had befallen
her on the road, he heard the tread of a horse's feet
advancing hastily in the same direction, leading-
from the hotel. Unwilling to be observed at this
moment, he stepped aside under shelter of the un-
derwood, and presently afterwards saw Mr Mow-
bray of St Ronan's, followed by agroom, ride hasti-
ly past his lurking-place, and pursue the same road
which had been just taken by his sister. The pre-
sence of her brother seemed to assure Miss Mow-
bray's safety, and so removed Tyrrel's chief reason
forfollowingher. Involvedin deep and melancholy
reflection upon what had passed, nearly satisfied
that his longer residence in Clara's vicinity could
only add to her unhappiness and his own, yet un-
able to tear himself from that neighbourhood, or to
relinquishfeelingswhich had becomeentwinedwith
his heart-strings, he returned to his lodgings in the
Aultoun, in astate of mind very littleto be envied.

Tyrrel, on entering his apartment, found that it
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was not lighted, nor werethe Abigails of Mrs Dods
quite so alert asawaiter at Long's might have been,
to supply him with candles. Unapt at any time to
exact much personal attendance, and desirous to
shun at that moment the necessity of speaking to
any person whatever, even on the most trifling sub-
ject, he walked down into the kitchen to supply
himself with what he wanted. He did not at first
observe that Mrs Dods herself was present in this
the very centre of her empire, far less that a lofty
air of indignation was seated on the worthy matron's
brow. Atfirstit only vented itself in broken so-
liloguy and interjections; as, for example, "Vera
bonny wark this !—vera creditable wark, indeed |
—a decent house to be disturbed at these hours—
Keep a public—as weel keep a bedlam !"

Finding these murmurs attracted no attention,
the dame placed herself betwixt her guest and the
door, to which he was now retiring with his lighted
candle, and demanded of him what was the mean-
ing of such behaviour.

" Of what behaviour, madam ?" said her guest,
repeating her question in a tone of sternness and
impatience so unusual with him, that perhaps she
was sorry at the moment that she had provoked
him out of his usual patient indifference ; nay, she
might even feel intimidated at the altercation she
had provoked, for the resentment of a quiet and
patient person has always in it something formi-
dable to the professed and habitual grumbler. But
her pride was too great to think of aretreat, after
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having sounded the signal for contest, and so she
continued, though in a tone somewhat |owered.

" Maister Tirl, | wad butjust ask you, that are
a man of sense, whether | hae ony right to take
your behaviour weel ? Here have you been these
ten days and mair, eating the best, and drinking
the best, and taking up the best room in my house ;
and now to think of your gaun doun and taking up
with yon idle harebrained cattle at the Waal —|I
maun €'en be plain wi' ye—1 like nane of the fair-
fashioned folk that can say My Jo, and think it
no ; and therefore"——

" Mrs Dods," said Tyrrel, interrupting her, " |
have no time at present for trifles. | am obliged
toyou for your attention while | have been in your
house; but the disposal of my time, here or else-
where, must be according to my own ideas of plea-
sure or business—If you are tired of me as a guest,
send in your bill to-morrow."

" My bill I" sad Mrs Dods; " my bill to-mor-
row! And what for no wait till Saturday, when it
may be cleared atween us, plack and bawbee, as it
was on Saturday last ?'

" Well—we will talk of it to-morrow, Mrs Dods
—Good-night." And he withdrew accordingly.

Luckie Dods stood ruminating for a moment.
" The deil'sin him," she said, " for he winna bide
being thrawn. And I think the deil's in me too
for thrawing him, sic a canny lad, and see gude a
customer ;—and | am judging he has something on
his mind—want of siller it carina be—I am sure if |
thought that, | wadna care about my small thing.
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—But want o' siller it canna be—he pays ower the
shillings as if they were selate stanes, and that's no
the way that folk part with their siller when there's
butlittle on't—I ken weel eneugh how a customer
looks that's near the grund of the purse.—Weel ! |
hope he winna mind ony thing of this nonsense the
morn, and I'll try to guide my tongue something
better—Hegh, sirs! but, as the minister says, it's
an unruly member—troth, |1 am whiles ashamed o't
my sell."
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CHAPTER X.
RESOURCES.

Come, let me have thy counsel, for | need it;
Thou art of those, who better help their friends
With sage advice, than usurers with gold,
Or brawlerswith their swords—I'll trust to thee,
For | ask only from thee words, not deeds.
The Devil hath met his Match.

T H E day of which we last gave the events chan-
ced to be Monday, and two days therefore inter-
vened betwixt it and that for which the entertain-
ment was fixed, that was to assemble in the halls
of the L ord of the Manor the flower of the company
now at St Ronan's Well. The interval was but
brief for the preparations necessary on an occasion
so unusual; since the house, though delightfully
situated, was in very indifferent repair, and for
years had never received any visitors, except when
some blithe bachelor or fox-hunter shared the hos-
pitality of Mr Mowbray ; an event which became
daily more and more uncommon ; for, as he himself
almost lived at the Well, he generally contrived
to receive his companions where it could be done
without expense to himself. Besides, the health
of his sister afforded an irresistible apology to any
of those old-fashioned Scottish gentlemen, who
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might he too apt (in the rudeness of more primi-
tive days) to consider a friend's house as their
own. Mr Mowbray was now, however, to the
great delight of all his companions, nailed down,
by invitation given and accepted, and they looked
forward to the accomplishment of his promise, with
the eagerness which the prospect of some enter-
taining novelty never fails to produce among idlers.

A good deal of trouble devolved on Mr Mow-
bray, and his trusty agent Mr Meiklewham, before
any thing like decent preparation could be made
for the ensuing entertainment; and they were left
to their unassisted endeavours by Clara, who, du-
ring both the Tuesday and Wednesday, obstinately
kept herself secluded ; nor could her brother, either
by threats or flattery, extort from her any light
concerning her purpose on the approaching and
important Thursday. To do John Mowbray jus-
tice, he loved his sister as much as he was capable
of loving any thing but himself; and when, in seve-
ral arguments, he had the mortification to find that
she was not to be prevailed on to afford her assist-
ance, he, without complaint, quietly set himself to
do the best he could by his own unassisted judg-
ment or opinionwith regard to the necessary pre-
parations.

This was not, at present, so easy atask as might
be supposed : for Mowbray was ambitious of that
character of ton and elegance, which masculine fa-
culties alone are seldom capable of attaining on such
momentous occasions. The more solid materials
of acollation were indeed to be obtained for money
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from the next market-town, and were purchased
accordingly ; but hefelt it waslikely to present the
vulgar plenty of a farmer's feast, instead of the
elegant entertainment, which might be announced
in a corner of the county paper, as given by John
Mowbray, Esq. of St Ronan's, to the gay and
fashionable company assembled at that celebrated
spring. There was likely to be all sorts of error
and irregularity in dishing, and in sending up ;
for Shaws-Castle boasted neither an accomplished
housekeeper, nor a kitchenmaid with a hundred
pair of hands to execute her mandates. All the
domestic arrangements were on the minutest sys-
tem of economy consistent with ordinary decency,
except in the stables, which were excellent and
well kept. But can a groom of the stables perform
the labours of agroom of the chambers ? or can the
gamekeeper arrange in tempting order the car-
cases of the birds he has shot, strew them with
flowers, and garnish them with piquant sauces? It
would be as reasonable to expect a gallant soldier
to act asundertaker, and conduct the funeral of the
enemy he has slain.

In aword, Mowbray talked, and consulted, and
advised, and squabbled, with the deaf cook, and a
little old man whom he called the butler, until he
atlength perceived solittlechance of bringing order
out of confusion, or making the least advantageous
impression on such obdurate understandings as he
bad to deal with, that he fairly committed the whole
matter of the collation, with two or three hearty
curses, to the charge of the officialsprincipally con-
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cerned, and proceeded to take the state of the fur-
niture and apartments under his consideration.

Here he found himself ailmost equally helpless;
forwhat male wit is adequate to the thousand little
coquetries practised in such arrangements ? how can
masculine eyes judge of the degree of demi-jour
which isto be admitted into adecorated apartment,
or discriminate where the broad light should be
suffered to fall on a tolerable picture, where it
should be excluded, lest the stiff daub of a peri-
wigged grandsire should becometoo rigidly promi-
nent ? And if men are unfit for weaving such a
fairy web of light and darkness as may best suit
furniture, ornaments, and complexions, how shall
they be adequate to the yet more mysterious office
of arranging, while they disarrange, the various
movables in the apartment? so that while all has
the air of negligence and chance, the seats are placed
as if they had been transported by a wish to the
spot most suitable for accommodation ; stiffness and
confusion are at once avoided, the company are
neither limited to aformal circle of chairs, nor ex-
posed to break their noses over wandering stools ;
but the arrangements seem to correspond to what
ought to be the tone of the conversation, easy, with-
out being confused, and regulated, without being
constrained or stiffened.

Then how can a clumsy male wit attempt the
arrangement of all the chiffonerie, by which old
snuff-boxes, heads of canes, pomander boxes, |amer
beads, and all the trash usually found in the pigeon-
holes of the bureaus of old-fashioned ladies, may
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be now brought into play, by throwing them, care-
lessly grouped with other unconsidered trifles, such
as are to be seen in the windows of a pawnbroker's
shop, upon a marble encognurc, or a mosaic work-
table, thereby turning to advantage the trash and
trinketry, which all the old maids or magpies, who
have inhabited the mansion for acentury, have con*
trived to accumulate. With what admiration of the
ingenuity of the fair artist have | sometimes pried
into these miscellaneous groups of pseudo-bijou-
terie, and seen the great grandsire’s thumb-ring
couchant with the coral and bells of the first-born
—and the boatswain's whistle of some old naval
uncle, or his silver tobacco-box, redolent of Oroo-
noko, happily grouped with the mother's ivory
comb-case, still odorous of musk, and with some
virgin aunt's tortoise-shell spectacle-case, and the
eagle's talon of ebony, with which, in the days of
long and stiff stays, our grandmothers were wont
to aleviate any little irritation in their back or
shoulders ! Then there was the silver strainer, on
which, in more economical times than ours, the
lady of the house placed the tea-leaves, after the
very last drop had been exhausted, that they might
afterwards be hospitably divided among the com-
pany, to be eaten with sugar, and with bread and
butter. Blessings upon a fashion which has res-
cued from the claws of abigails, and the melting-pot
of the silversmith, those neglected cimelia, for the
benefit of antiquaries and the decoration of side-
tables! But who shall presume to place them
there, unless under the direction of female taste ?
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and of that Mr Mowbray, though possessed of a
large stock of such treasures, was for the present
entirely deprived.

Thisdigression upon hisdifficultiesisalready too
long, or | might mention the Laird's inexperience
in the art of making the worse appear the better
garnishment, of hiding a darned carpet with anew
floor-cloth, and flinging an Indian shawl over a
faded and threadbare sofa. But | have said enough,
and more than enough, to explain his dilemma to
an unassisted bachelor, who, without mother, sis-
ter, or cousin, without skilful housekeeper, or ex-
perienced clerk of the kitchen, or valet of parts and
figure, adventures to give an entertainment, and
aspires to make it elegant and comme il faut.

The sense of his insufficiency was the more vex-
atious to Mowbray, as he was aware he would find
sharp critics in the ladies, and particularly in his
constant rival, Lady Penelope Penfeather. He
was, therefore, incessant in his exertions; and for
two whole days ordered and disordered, demanded,
commanded, countermanded, and reprimanded,
without pause or cessation. The companion, for he
could not betermed an assistant, of his labours, was
his trusty agent, who trotted from room to room
after him, affording him exactly the same degree
of sympathy which a dog doth to his master when
distressed in mind, by lookingin hisface from time
to time with apiteous gaze, as if to assure him that
he partakes of his trouble, though he neither com-
prehends the cause or the extent of it, nor has in
the slightest degree the power to remove it.
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At length when Mowbray had got some matters
arranged to his mind, and abandoned a great many
which hewould willingly have put in better order,
he sat down to dinner upon the Wednesday pre-
ceding the appointed day, with his worthy aide-de-
camp, Mr Meiklewham; and after bestowing a
few muttered curses upon the whole concern, and
the fantastic old maid who had brought him into
the scrape, by begging an invitation, declared that
all things might now go to the devil their own way,
for so sure as his name was John Mowbray, he
would trouble himself no more about them.

Keeping this doughty resolution, he sat down to
dinner with his counsel learned in the law ; and
speedily they dispatched the dish of chops which was
set before them, and the better part of the bottle of
old port, which served for its menstruum.

" We are well enough now," said Mowbray,
" though we have had none of their d—d kick-
shaws."

" A wamefou* is a wamefou'," said the writer,
swabbing his greasy chops, " whether it be of the
barleymeal or the bran."

" A cart-horse thinks so," said Mowbray; " but
we must do as others do, and gentlemen and ladies
are of a different opinion."

" The waur for themselves and the country baith,
St Ronan's—it's the jinketing and thejirbling wi'
teaand wi' trumpery that brings our nobles to nine-
pence, and mony a het ha-house to a hired lodging
in the Abbey."

The young gentleman paused for a few minutes
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—filled a bumper, and pushed the bottle to the se-
nior—then said abruptly, " Do you believein luck,
Mick?"

" In luck ?" answered the attorney; " what do
you mean by the question ?"

" Why, because | believe in luck myself—in a
good or bad run of luck at cards."

" You wad have mair luck the day, if you had
never touched them," replied his confident.

" That is not the question now," said Mowbray;
" but what | wonder at is the wretched chance that
has attended us miserable Lairds of St Ronan's for
more than a hundred years, that we have always been
getting worse in the world, and never better. Never
has there been such a backsliding generation, as the
parson would say—half the country once belonged
to my ancestors, and now the last furrows of it
seem to be flying."

" Fleeing !" said the writer, " they are barking
and fleeing baith.—This Shaws-Castle here, I'se
warrant it flee up the chimney after the rest, were
it not weel fastened down with your grandfather's
tailzie."

" Damn the tailzie !" said Mowbray; " if they
had meant to keep up their estate, they should have
entailed it when it was worth keeping: to tie aman
down to such an insignificant thing as St Ronan's,
islike tethering a horse on six roods of a Highland
moor."

" Y e have broke weel in onthe mailing by your
feus down at the Well," said Meiklewham, " and
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raxed ower the tether maybe a wee bit farther than
ye had ony right to do,"

" It was by your advice, was it not ?' said the
Laird.

" I'se ne'er deny it, St Ronan's," answered the
writer ; " but | am such a gude-natured guse, that
| just set about pleasing you as an auld wife pleases
a bairn."

" Ay," said the man of pleasure, " when she
reaches it a knife to cut its own fingers with___
These acres would have been safe enough, if it had
not been for your d—d advice."

" And yet you were grumbling €en now," said
the man of business, " that you have not the power
to gar the whole estate flee like a wild-duck across
a bog? Troth, you need carelittle about it; for if
you have incurred an irritancy—and sge thinks Air
Wisebehind, the advocate, upon an A. B. memo-
rial that | laid before him—your sister, or your
sister's goodman, if she should take the fancy to
marry, might bring a declarator, and evict St Ro-
nan's fraeyein the course of twaor three sessions."”

" My sister will never marry," said John Mow-
bray.

" That's easily said," replied the writer ; " but
as broken a ship's come to land. If ony body kend
0' the chance she has o' the estate, there's mony a
weel-doing man would think little of the bee in her
bonnet."

" Harkye, Mr Meiklewham," said the Laird, " |
will be obliged to you if you will speak of Miss
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Mowbray with therespect due to her father's daugh-
ter, and my sister."

" Nae offence, St Ronan's, nae offence,” answer-
ed the man of law; " but ilka man maun spesk see
as to be understood,—that is, when he speaks about
business. Ye ken yoursell, that Miss Clara is no
just like other folk; and were | you—it's my duty
to speak plain—I wad €en gie in a bit scroll of a
petition to the Lords, to be appointed Curator Bo-
nis, in respect of her incapacity to manage her own
affairs”

" Meiklewham,"said Mowbray," you are a"
and then stopped short.

"What am |, Mr Mowbray?" said Meikle wham,
somewhat sternly—" What am | ? | wad be glad
to ken what | am."

" A very good lawyer, | dare say," replied St
Ronan's, who was too much in the power of his
agent to give way to his first impulse. " But |
must tell you, that rather than take such a measure
against poor Clara, as you recommend, | would
give her up the estate, and become an ostler or a
postilion for the rest of my life."

" Ah, St Ronan's,” said the man of law, " if
you had wished to keep up the auld house, you
should have taken another trade, than to become
an ostler or a postilion. What ailed you, man, but
to have been a lawyer asweel as other folk? My
auld Maister had a wee bit Latin about rerum do-
minos gentemque togatam, whilk signified, he said,
that all lairds should be lawyers."

" All lawyers are likely to become lairds, |
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think," replied Mowbray; " they purchase our acres
by the thousand, and pay us, according to the old
story, with a multiplepoinding, as your learned
friendscall it, Mr Meiklewham."

" Weel—and mightna you have purchased as
weel as other folk?"

"Not |, "repliedtheLaird; " | havenoturnfor
that service, | should only have wasted bombazine
on my shoulders, and flour upon my three-tailed
wig—should but have lounged away my mornings
in the Outer-House, and my evenings at the play-
house, and acquired no more law than what would
have made me a wise justice at a Small-debt
Court."

" If you gained little, you would have lost as
little," said Meiklewham; " and albeit ye were nae
great gun at the bar, ye might aye have gotten a
Sheriffdom, or a Commissaryship, amang the lave,
to keep the banes green; and see ye might have
saved your estate from deteriorating, if ye didna
mend it muckle."

" Yes, but | could not have had the chance of
doublingit, as| might have done," answered M ow -
bray, " had that inconstant jade, Fortune, but stood
a moment faithful to me. | tell you, Mick, that
| have been, within this twelvemonth, worth a
hundred thousand—worth fifty thousand—worth
nothing, but the remnant of this wretched estate,
which is too little to do one good while it is mine,
though, were it sold, | could start again, and mend
my hand alittle."

" Ay, ay, just fling the helve after the hatchet,"
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said his legal adviser—" that's @ you think of.
W hat signifieswinning- a hundred thousand pounds,
if you win them to lose them a' again ?"

" What signifiesit ?" replied Mowbray. " Why,
it signifies as much to a man of spirit, as having
won a battle signifies to a general—no matter that
he is beaten afterwards in his turn, he knows there
is luck for him as well as others, and so he has
spirit to try it again. Here isthe young Earl of
Etherington will be amongst us in a day or two
—they say he is up to every thing—if | had but
five hundred to begin with, | should be soon up to
him."

"MrMowbray," said Meiklewham, " | am sorry
for ye. | have been your house's man-of-business
— 1| may say, in some measure, your house's ser-
vant—and now | am to see an end of it all, and
just by the lad that | thought maist likelyto set it
up again better than ever; for, to do ye justice,
you have aye had an ee to your ain interest, sae far
as your lights gaed. It brings tears into my auld
een."

" Never weep for the matter, Mick," answered
Mowbray; " some of it will stick, my old boy, in
your pockets, if not in mine—your service will not
be altogether gratuitous, my old friend—the la-
bourer is worthy of his hire."

" Weel | wot is he," said the writer; "but
double fees would hardly carry folk through some
wark. But if yewill have siller, ye maun have
siller—but, | warrant, it goes just where the rest
gaed.”
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" No, by twenty devils|" exclaimed Mowbray,
" to fail this time is impossible—Jack Wolverine
was too strong for Etherington at any thing he
could name; and | can beat Wolverine from the
Land's-End to Johnnie Groat's—but there must
be something to go upon—the blunt must be had,
Mick."

" Very likely—nae doubt—that is always pro-
vided it can be had," answered the legal adviser.

" That's your business, my old cock," said M ow-
bray. " This youngster will be here perhaps to-
morrow, with money in both pockets—he takes up
his rents as he comes down, Mick—think of that,
my old friend."

" Weel for them that have rents to take up,"
said Meiklewham ; " ours are lying rather ower
low to be lifted at present.—But are you sure this
Earl is aman to mell with 2—are you sure ye can
win of him, and that if you do, he can pay his
losings, Mr M owbray ?—because | have kend mony
ane come for wool, and gang hame shorn; and
though ye are a clever young gentleman, and | am
bound to suppose ye ken as much about life as
most folk, and all that; yet some gate or other ye
have aye come off at the losing hand, as ye have
ower much reason to ken this day—howbeit"——

" O, the devil take your gossip, my dear Mick!
If you can give no help, spare drowning me with
your pother.—Why, man, | was afresh hand-
had my apprentice-fees to pay—and these are no
trifles, Mick.—But what of that 7—I am free of the
company now, and can trade on my own bottom."
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" Aweel, aweel, | wish it may be sag" said
Meiklewham.

" It will be so, and it shall.be so, my trusty
friend," replied Mowbray, cheerily, " so you will
but help me to the stock to trade with."

" The stock 7—what d'ye ca the stock ? | ken
nae stock that ye have left."

" But you have plenty, my old boy—Come, sell
out a few of your three per cents; | will pay dif-
ference—interest—exchange—every thing."

" Ay, ay—every thing or naething," answered
Meiklewham; " but as you are s very pressing, |
hae been thinking—Whan is the siller wanted?"

" Thisinstant—this day—to-morrow at farthest!'*
exclaimed the proposed borrower.

" Wh—ew!" whistled the lawyer, with along
prolongation of the note; " thethingisimpossible."

" It must be, Mick, for all that,” answered Mr
Mowbray, who knew by experience that impossible,
when uttered by his accommodating friend in this
tone, meant only, when interpreted, extremely dif-
ficult, and very expensive.

" Then it must be by Miss Clara selling her
stock, now that ye speak of stock,” said Meikle-
wham ; " | wonder ye didna think of this before."

" | wish you had been dumb rather than that
you had mentioned it now," said Mowbray, start-
ing, as if stung by an adder—" What, Clara's pit-
tance !'—the trifle my aunt left her for her own
fanciful expenses—her own little private store, that
she puts to so many good purposes—Poor Clara,
that has solittle !—And why not rather your own,
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Master Meiklewham, who call yourself the friend
and servant of our family ?"

" Ay, St Ronan's," answered Meiklewham, "that
is @ very true—but service is nae inheritance ; and
as for friendship, it begins at hame, as wise folk
have said lang before our time. A nd for that mat-
ter, | think they that are nearest sib should take
maist risk. You are nearer and dearer to your
sister, St Ronan's, than you are to poor Saunders
Meiklewham, that hasna sse muckle gentle blood
as would supper up an hungry flea."

"I will not do this,” said St Ronan's, walking
up and down with much agitation; for, selfish as
he was, he loved his sister, and loved her the more
on account of those peculiarities which rendered his
protection indispensable to her comfortable exist-
ence—" | will not,” he said, " pillage her, come
on't what will. | will rather go a volunteer to the
continent, and die like a gentleman.”

He continued to pace the room in amoody silence,
which began to disturb his companion, who had not
been hitherto accustomed to see his patron take
matters so deeply. At length he made an attempt
to attract the attention of the silent and sullen pon-
derer.

" Mr Mowbray"—no answer—" | was saying,
St Ronan's"—still noreply. " | have been think-
ing about this matter—and"——

" And what, sir?" said St Ronan's, stopping
short, and speaking in a stern tone of voice.

" And, to speak truth, | see little feasibility in
the matter ony way; for if ye had the siller in
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your pocket to-day, it would be a' in the Earl of
Etherington's the morn."

" Pshaw! you are afool," answered Mowbray.

" Thatisnotunlikely," said Meiklewham; " but
so is Sir Bingo Binks, and yet he's had the better
of you, St Ronan's, this twa or three times."

" Itis false '—he has not," answered St Ronan's,
fiercely,

" Weel | wot," resumed Meiklewham, " he took
you in about the saumon fish, and some other wager
ye lost to him this very day."

" | tell you once more, Meiklewham, you are a
fool, and no more up to my trim than you are to
thelongitude _ Bingoisgot shy—I must givehim
alittleline, that is all—then | shall strike him to
purpose—I| am as sure of him as | am of the other
— I know thefly they will both rise to—this cursed
want of five hundred will do me out of ten thou-
sand !"

" If you are so certain of being the bangster—
SO very certain, | mean, of sweeping stakes,—what
harm will Miss Clara come to by your having the
use of her siller ? Y ou can make it up to her for
the risk ten times told."

" And so | can, by Heaven!" said St Ronan's.
" Mick, you are right, and | am a scrupulous,
chicken-hearted fool. Clara shall have a thousand
for her poor five hundred—she shall, by .And
| will carry her to Edinburgh for a season, or per-
haps to London, and we will have the best advice
for her case, and the best company to divert her.
And if they think her a little odd—why, d—me,
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| am her brother, and will bear her throughit. Yes
—yes—you'reright ; there can be no hurt in bor-
rowing five hundred of her for a few days, when
auch profit may be made on't, both for her and me.
—Here, till the glasses, my old boy, and drink suc-
cesstoit, for you are right.”

" Hereis success to it, with all my heart,” an-
swered Meiklewham, heartily glad to see his pa-
tron's sanguine temper arrive at this desirable con-
clusion, and yet willing to hedge in his own credit;
" but it isyou are right, and not me, for | advise
nothing except on your assurances, that you can
make your ain of this English earl, and of this Sir
Bingo—and if you can but do that, | am sure it
would be unwise and unkind in ony ane of your
friends to stand in your light."

" True,Mick,true" answered Mowbray.—" And
yet dice and cards are but bones and pasteboard,
and the best horse ever started may dip a shoulder
before he get to the winning-post—and so | wish
Clara's venture had not been in such a bottom.—
But, hangit, care killed acat—I can hedge as well
as any one, if the odds turn up against me—so let
us have the cash, Mick."

" Ahal but there go two words to that bargain
—the stock gtands in my name, and Tarn Turn-
penny the banker's, as trustees for Miss Clara—.
Now, get you her letter to us, desiring us to sell
out and to pay you the proceeds, and Tarn Turn-
penny will let you have five hundred pounds in-
stanter, on the faith of the transaction ; for | fancy
you would desire a' the stock to be sold out, and it
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will produce morethan six hundred, or seven hun-
dred pounds either—and | reckon you will be sell-
ing out the whole—it's needless making twa bites
of a cherry.”

" True," answered Mowbray; " since we must
berogues, or somethinglikeit, let usmakeitworth
our while at least; so give me aform of the letter,
and Clara shall copy it—that is, if she consents;
for you know she can keep her own opinion aswell
as any other woman in the world."

" And that," said Meiklewham, " isasthewind
will keep its way, preach to it asyelike. Butif
I might advise about Miss Clara—| wad say nae-
thing mair than that | was stressed for the penny
money ; for | mistake her muckle if she would like
to see you ganging to pitch and toss wi' thislord
and tither baronet for her aunt's three per cents—
| ken she has some queer notions—she gies away
the feck of the dividends on that very stock in
downrightcharity."

"And | am in hazard to rob the poor as well
as my sister I said Mowbray, filling once more his
own glass and his friend's. " Come, Mick, no sky-
lights—here is Clara's health—she is an angel—
and | am—what | will not call myself, and suffer
no other man to call me.—But | shall win thistime
—I| am sure | shall, since Clara's fortune depends
uponit."”

" Now, | think, on the other hand," said M eikle-
wham, "that if any thing should chance wrang,
(and Heaven kens that the best-laid schemes will
gang ajee,) it will be agreat comfort to think that
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the ultimate losers will only be the poor folk, that
have the parish between them and absolute starva-
tion—if your sister spent her ain siller, it would be
avery different story."

" Hush, Mick—for God's sake, hush, mine ho-
nest friend," said Mowbray ; " it is quite true;
thou art a rare counsellor in time of need, and hast
as happy amanner of reconciling aman's conscience
with his necessities, as might set up a score of
casuists; but beware, my most zealous counsellor
and confessor, how you drive the nail too far—I
promise you some of the chaffing you are at just
now rather abatesmy pluck.—Well—givemeyour
scroll—I will to Clara with it—though | would
rather meet the best shot in Britain, with ten paces
of green sod betwixt us." So saying, he left the
apartment.



ST RONAN'S WELL. 187

CHAPTER XL

FRATERNAL LOVE.

Nearest of blood should still benextinlove;
And when | s these happy children playing,
WhileWilliam gathersflowersfor Ellen'sringlets,
And Ellen dresesflies for William'sangle,
| scarce can think, that in advancing life,
Coldness, unkindness, interest, or suspicion,
Will éer divide that unity so sacred,
Which Nature bound at birth.
Anonymous,

WHEN Mowbray had left his dangerous adviser,
in order to steer the course which his agent had
indicated, without offering to recommend it, he
went to the little parlour which his sister was wont
to term her own, and in which she spent great part
of her time. It was fitted up with a sort of fanci-
ful neatness; and in its perfect arrangement and
good order, formed a strong contrast to the other
apartments of the old and neglected mansion-house.
A number of little articles lay on the work-table,
indicating the elegant, and, at the same time, the
unsettled turn of the inhabitant's mind. There
were unfinished drawings, blotted music, needle-
work of various kinds, and many other little female
tasks ; all undertaken with zeal, and so far prose-
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cuted with art and elegance, but all flung aside
before any one of them was completed.

Clara herself sat upon a little low couch by the
window, reading, or at least turning over the leaves
of a book, in which she seemed to read. But in-
stantly starting up when she saw her brother, she
ran towards him with the most cordial cheerfulness.

" Welcome, welcome, my dear John; this is
very kind of you to come to visit your recluse sister.
| have been trying to nail my eyes and my under-
standing to a stupid book here, because they say
too much thought is not quite good for me. But,
either the man's dulness, or my want of the power
of attending, makes my eyes pass over the page,
just as one seems to read in a dream, without be-
ing able to comprehend one word of the matter.
You shall talk to me, and that will do better.
What can | give you to show that you are wel-
come? | am afraid teais all | have to offer, and
that you set too little store by."

" | shall beglad of a cup at present,” said M ow-
bray, " for | wish to speak with you."

" Then Jessy shall make it ready instantly,"
«aid Miss Mowbray, ringing, and giving ordersto
her waiting-maid—" but you must not be ungrate-
ful, John, and plague me with any of the ceremo-
nial for your fete—' sufficient for the day is the
evil thereof." | will attend, and play my part as
prettily as you can desire; but to think of it be-
forehand, would make both my head and my heart
ache; and so | beg you will spare me on the sub-
ject."
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" Why, you wild kitten," said Mowbray, " you
turn every day more shy of human communication
—we shall have you take the woods one day, and
become as savage as the Princess Caraboo. But |
will plague you about nothing if I can help it. If
matters go not smooth on the great day, they must
€en blame the dull thick head that had no fair
lady to help him in his need. But, Clara, | had
something more material to say to you—something
indeed of the last importance."

" What is it ?" said Clara, in a tone of voice
approaching to a scream—" In the name of God,
what isit ? You know not how you terrify me!"

" Nay, you start at a shadow, Clara," answered
her brother. " It is no such uncommon matter
neither—good faith, it is the most common distress
in the world, so far as | know the world—I| am
sorely pinched for money."

" Is that all ?* replied Clara, in a tone which
seemed to her brother as much to underrate the
difficulty, when it was explained, as her fears had
exaggerated it before she heard its nature.

" Is that all ? Indeed it is all, and comprehends
a great deal of vexation. | shall be hard run un-
less | can get a certain sum of money—and | must
€en ask you if you can help me?"

" Help you ?" replied Clara; " Yes,withall my
heart—but you know my purse is a light one—
more than half of my last dividend isin it, how-
ever, and | am sure, John, 1 shall be happy if it
can serve you—especially as that will at least show
that your wants are but small ones."
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" Alas, Clara, if you would help me," said her
brother, half repentant of his purpose, " you must
draw the neck of the goose which lays the golden
eggs—you must lend me the whole stock."

" And why not, John," said the simple-hearted
girl, " if it will do you a kindness ? Are you not
my natural guardian? Are you not akind one ?
And isnot my little fortune entirely at your dis-
posal ? You will, | am sure, do all for the best."

" | fear | may not," said Mowbray, starting from
her, and more distressed by her sudden and unsus-
picious compliance, than he would have been by
difficulties, or remonstrance. In the latter case, he
would have stifled the pangs of conscience amid the
manoeuvres which he must have resorted to for ob-
taining her acquiescence ; as matters stood, there
was all the difference that there is between slaugh-
tering atame and unresisting animal, and pursuing
wild game, until the animation of the sportsman's
exertions overcomes the internal sense of his own
cruelty. The sameideaoccurred to Mowbray him-
self.

" By G—," he said, " this is like shooting the
birdsitting.—Clara," he added, " | fear this money
will scarce be employed as you would wish."

" Employ it as you yourself please, my dearest
brother," she replied, " and | will believe it is all
for the best."

" Nay, | am doing for the best," hereplied ; " at
least, | am doing what must be done, for | see no
other way through it—so all you have to do is to
copy this paper, and bid adieu to bank dividends—
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for alittle while at least. | trust soon to double
thislittle matter for you, if Fortunewill but stand
my friend."

" Do not trust to Fortune, John," said Clara,
smiling, though with an expression of deep melan-
choly. " Alas! she has never been a friend to our
family—not at least for many a day."

" She favours the bold, say my old grammatical
exercises," answered her brother; " and | must
trust her, were she as changeable as a weathercock.
—And yet—if she should jilt me !—What will
you do—what will you say, Clara, if | am unable,
contrary to my hope, trust, and expectation, to re-
pay you this money within a short time ?"

" Do ?" replied Clara; " | must do without it,
you know ; and for saying, | will not say a word."

" True," replied Mowbray, " but your little ex-
penses—your charities—your halt and blind—your
round of paupers ?"

" Well, | can manage all that too. Look you
here, John, how many half-worked triflesthere are.
The needle or the pencil is the resource of all dis-
tressed heroines, you know; and | promise you,
though | have been a little idle and unsettled of
late, yet, when | do set about it, no Emmeline or
Ethelinde of them all ever sent such loads of trum-
pery to market as | shall, or made such wealth as
| will do. | dare say Lady Penelope, and all the
gentry at the Well, will purchase, and will raffle,
and do all sort of things to encourage the pensive
performer. | will send them such lots of landscapes
with sap-green trees, and mazareen-blue rivers, and
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portraitsthat will terrify the originals themselves
—and handkerchiefs and turbans, with needle-work
scallopped exactly like the walks on the Belvidere
—W hy, | shall becomealittlefortunein the first
season.”

" No, Clara," said John, gravely, for a virtuous
resolution had gained the upperhand in hisbosom,
while his sister ran on in this manner,—" Wewill
do something better than all this. If thiskind help
of yours does not fetch me through, | am determi-
ned | will cut thewhole concern. It isbut standing
alaugh or two, and hearing a gay fellow say, D—me,
Jack, areyou turned clodhopper at last 7—that is
the worst. Dogs, horses, and all, shall go to the
hammer ; we will keep nothing but your pony, and
I will trust to a pair of excellent legs. Thereis
enough left of the old acres to keep us in the way
you like best, and that | will learn to like. | will
work in the garden, and work in the forest, mark
my own trees, and cut them myself, keep my own
accounts, and send Saunders Meiklewham to the
devil."

" That last is the best resolution of all, John,"
said Clara; " and if such aday should comeround,
| should be the happiest of living creatures—I
should net have a grief left in theworld—if | had,
you should never see or hear of it—it should lie
here," she said, pressing her hand on her bosom,
" buried asdeep asafunereal urn in a cold sepul-
chre. Oh ! could we not begin such alife to-mor-
row ? If it is absolutely necessary that thistrifle

of money should be got rid of first, throw it into
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theriver, and think you have lost it amongst gam-
blers and horse-jockeys."

Clara's eyes, which she fondly fixed on her bro-
ther's face, glowed through the tears which her en-
thusiasm called into them, while she thus addressed
him. Mowbray, on his part, kept his looks fixed
on the ground, with aflush on his cheek, that ex-
pressed at once false pride and real shame.

At length helooked up :(—" My dear girl," he
said, " how foolishly you talk, and how foolishly I,
that have twenty things to do, stand here listening
toyou! All will go smooth on my plan—if it should
not, we have yoursin reserve, and | swear to you
| will adopt it. The trifle which this letter of yours
enables me to command, may haveluckinit, and we
must not throw up the cards while we have a chance
of the game.—Were | to cut from this moment,
these few hundreds would make us little better or
little worse—so you see we have two strings to our
bow. Luck is sometimes against me, that is true—
but upon true principle, and playing on the square,
| can manage the best of them, or my name is not
Mowbray. Adieu, my dearest Clara." So saying,
he kissed her cheek with a more than usual degree
of affection.

Ere he could raise himself from his stooping pos-
ture, she threw her arm kindly over his neck, and
said with atone of the deepest interest, " My dear-
est brother, your slightest wish has been, and ever
shall be, alaw to me—Oh'! if youwould but grant
me one request in return !"

" What isit, yousilly g|rl’) said Mowbray, gen-
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tly disengaging himself from her hold.—" What is
it you can have to ask that needs such a solemn
preface 7—Remember, | hate prefaces ; and when
| happen to open a book, always skip them."

" Without preface, then, my dearest brother, will
you, for my sake, avoid those quarrels in which the
people yonder are eternally engaged ? | never go
down there but | hear of some new brawl; and |
never lay my head down to sleep, but | dream that
you are the victim of it. Even labt night"——

" Nay, Clara, if you begin to tell your dreams,
we shall never have done. Sleeping, to be sure, is
the most serious employment of your life—for asto
eating, you hardly match a sparrow ; but | entreat
you to sleep without dreaming, or to keep your
visions to yourself.—Why do you keep such fast
hold of me ?7—What on earth can you be afraid of ?
—Surely you do not think the blockhead Binks, or
any other of the good folks below yonder, dared to
turn on me ? Egad, | wish they would pluck up a
little mettle, that | might, have an excuse for drill-
ingthem. Gad, | would soon teach them to follow
at heel."

" No, John," replied his sister; " it is not of
such men as these that | have any fear—and yet,
cowards are sometimes driven to desperation, and
become more dangerous than better men—but it is
not such as thesethat | fear. But thereare menin
the world whose qualities are beyond their seeming
—whose spirit and courage lie hidden, like metals
inthe mine, under an unmarked or aplain exterior.
—You may meet with such—you are rash and



ST RONAN'S WELL, 195
headlong, and apt to exercise your wit without

"Onmyword, Clara," answered Mowbray, "you
are in a most sermonizing humour this morning |
the parson himself could not have been more logical
or profound. Y ou have only to divide your dis-
course into heads, and garnish it with conclusions
for use, and conclusions for doctrine, and it might
be preached before awhole presbytery, with every
chance of instruction and edification. But | am a
man of the world, my little Clara; and though |
wish to goin death'sway aslittle as possible, | must
not fear the raw-head and bloody-bones neither_
And who the devil isto put the question to me ?—
| must know that, Clara, for you have some especial
person in your eye when you bid me take care of
quarrelling."

Clara could not become paler than was her usual
complexion ; but her voice faltered as she eagerly
assured her brother, that she had no particular per-
son in her thoughts.

" Clara," said her brother, " do you remember,
when there was a report of a bogle* in the upper
orchard, when we were both children 7—Do you
remember how you were perpetually telling meto
take care of the bogle, and keep away from its
haunts ?—And do you remember my going on pur-
pose to detect the bogle, finding the cow-boy, with
ashirt about him, busied in pulling pears, and treat-
ing him to ahandsome drubbing ?—I am the same

* Bogle—in English, Goblin.
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Jack Mowbray still, as ready to face danger, and
unmask imposition; and your fears, Clara, will only
make me watch more closely, till | find out the real
object of them. |f you warnme of quarrellingwith
some one, it must be because you know some one
who is not unlikely to quarrel with me. You area
flighty and fanciful girl, but you have sense enough
not to trouble either yourself or me on a point of
honour, save when there is some good reason for it."

Clara once more protested, and it was with the
deepest anxiety to be believed, that what she had
said arose only out of the general consequences
which she apprehended from the line of conduct her
brother had adopted, and which, in her apprehen-
sion, was so likely to engage him in the broils that
divided the good company at the Spring. Mow-
bray listened to her explanationwith an air of doubt,
or rather incredulity, sipped a cup of tea which
had for some time been placed before him, and at
lengthreplied," Well. Clara, whether | amright or
wrong in my guess, it would be cruel to torment you
any more, remembering what you have just done
forme. But dojusticeto your brother, and believe,
that when you have any thing to ask of him, an
explicit declaration of your wisheswi |l answer your
purpose much better than any ingenious oblique
attempts to influence me.  Give up all thoughts of
such, my dear Clara—you are but a poor manceu-
vrer, but were you the very Machiavel of your sex,
you should not turn the flank of John Mowbray."

He left the room as he spoke, and did not return,
though his sister twice called upon him. It istrue
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that she tittered the word brother so faintly, that
perhaps the sound did not reach his ears—" He is
gone," she said, " and | have had no power to speak
out! | am like the wretched creatures, who, itis
said, lie under a potent charm, that prevents them
alike from shedding tears and from confessing their
crimes—Yes, there is aspell on this unhappy heart,
and either that must be dissolved, or this must
break."
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CHAPTER XI1.
THE CHALLENGE.

A sdlight note | have about me, for the delivery of which
you must excuee me. It is an office which friendship calls upon
me to do, and no way offendve to you, as | desre nothing hut

right on both sdes.
King and No King.

T H Eintelligent reader may recollect, that Tyrrel
departed from the Fox Hotel on terms not alto-
gether so friendly towards the company as those
Tinder which he entered it. Indeed, it occurred to
him, that he might probably have heard something
farther on the subject, though, amidst matters of
deeper and more anxious consideration, the idea
only passed hastily through hismind ; and two days
having gone over without any message from Sir
Bingo Binks, the whole affair glided entirely out
of his memory.

The truth was, that although never old woman
took more trouble to collect and blow up with her
bellows the embers of her decayed fire, than Cap-
tain Mac Turk kindly underwent for the purpose
of puffing into a flame the dying sparkles of the
Baronet's courage; yet two days were spent in
fruitless conferences before he could attain the de-
sired point. He found Sir Bingo on these different
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occasions in all sorts of different moods of mind,
and disposed to view the thing in all shades of
light, except what the Captain thought was the
true one—He was in a drunken humour—in a
sullen humour—in a thoughtless and vilipending
humour—in every humour but afighting one. And
when Captain MacTurk talked of the reputation
of the company at the Well, Sir Bingo pretended
to take offence, said the company might go to the
devil, and hinted that he " did them sufficient
honour by gracing them with his countenance, but
did not mean to constitute them any judges of his
affairs. The fellow was a raff, and he would have
nothing to do with him."

Captain MacTurk would willingly have taken
measures against the Baronet himself, asin a state
of contumacy, but was opposed by Winterblossom
and other members of the committee, who consi-
dered Sir Bingo as too important and illustrious a
member of their society to be rashly expelled from
a place not honoured by the residence of many
persons of rank; and finally insisted that nothing
should be done in the matter without the advice of
Mowbray, whose preparations for his solemn festi-
val on the following Thursday had so much occu-
pied him, that he had not lately appeared at the
Well.

In the meanwhile, the gallant Captain seemed to
experience as much distress of mind, asif some stain
had lain on his own most unblemished of reputa-
tions. He went up and down upon the points of
his toes, rising up on his instep with ajerk which
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at once expressed vexation and defiance—He car-
ried his nose turned up in the air, like that of a
pig when he snuffs the approaching storm—He
spoke in monosyllables when he spoke at al | ; and—
what perhaps illustrated in the strongest manner
the depth of his feelings—he refused, in face of the
whole company, to pledge Sir Bingo in a glass of
the Baronet's peculiar cogniac.

At length, the whole Well was alarmed by the
report brought by a smart outrider, that the young
Earl of Etherington, reported to be rising on the
horizon of fashion as a star of the first magnitude,
intended to pass an hour, or a day, or a week, as it
might happen, (for his lordship could not be sup-
posed to know hisown mind,) at St Ronan's Well.

This suddenly put all in motion. Almanacks
were opened to ascertain his lordship's age, enqui-
ries were made concerning the extent of his fortune,
his habits were quoted, his tastes were guessed at;
and all that the ingenuity of the Managing Com-
mittee could devise was resorted to, in order to
recommend their Spa to this favourite of fortune.
An express was dispatched to Shaws-Castle with
the agreeable intelligence, which fired the train of
hope that led to Mowbray's appropriation of his
sister's capital. He did not, however, think proper
to obey the summons to the Spring ; for, not being
aware in what light the Earl might regard the
worthies there tissembled, he did not desire to be
found by his lordship in any strict connexion with
them.

Sir Bingo Binks was in a different situation.
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The bravery with which he had endured the cen-
sure of the place began to give way, when he con-
sidered that a person of such distinction as that
which public opinion attached to L ord Etherington,
should find him bodily indeed at St Ronan's, but,
so far as society was concerned, on the road towards
the ancient city of Coventry ; and his banishment
thither, incurred by that most unpardonable offence
in modern morality, asolecism in the code of honour.
Though sluggish and inert when called to action,
the Baronet was by no means an absolute coward ;
or, if so, he was of that class which fights when
reduced to extremity. He manfully sent for Cap-
tain MacTurk, who waited upon himwitha grave
solemnity of aspect, which instantly was exchanged
for aradiant joy, when Sir Bingo, in a few words,
empowered him to carry a message to that d—d
strolling artist, by whom he had been insulted three
days since.

" By Cot," said the Captain, " my exceedingly
goot and excellent friend, and | am happy to do such
afavour for you! And it's well you have thought
of it yourself; becausg, if it had not been for some
of our very goot and excellent friends, that would
be putting their spooninto other folk'sdish, | should
have been asking you a civil question myself, how
you came to dine with us, with all that mud and
mire which Mr Tyrrel's grasp has left upon the col-
lar of your coat—you understand me.—But it is
much better as it is, and | will go to the man with
all the speed of light; and though, to be sure, it
should have been sooner thought of, yet let me
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alone to make an excuse for that, just in my own
civil way—better latethrivethan never dowell, you
know, Sir Bingo; and if you have made him wait
alittlewhile for his morning, you must give him
the better measure, my darling."

So saying, he awaited no reply,lest peradventure
the commission with which he was so hastily and
unexpectedly charged, should have been clogged
with some condition of compromise. No such pro-
posal, however, was made on the part of the doughty
Sir Bingo, who eyed hisfriend as he hastily snatch-
ed up his rattan to depart, with a dogged look of
obstinacy, expressive, to use his own phrase, of a
determined resolution to come up to the scratch;
and when he heard the Captain's parting footsteps,
and saw the door shut behind him, he valiantly
whistled a few bars of Jenny Sutton, in token he
cared not a farthing how the matter was to end.

With a swifter pace than his half-pay leisure
usually encouraged, or than his habitual dignity
permitted, Captain MacTurk cleared the ground
betwixt the Spring and its gay vicinity, and the
ruinsof the Aultoun, wherereigned our friend M eg
Dods, the sole assertor of its ancient dignities. To
the door of the Cleikum Inn the Captain address-
ed himself, as one too much accustomed to war to
fear a rough reception; although at the very first
aspect of Meg, who presented her person at the
half opened door, his military experience taught
him that his entrance into the place would, in all
probability, be disputed.

"IsMr Tyrrel at home ?" was the question; and
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the answer was conveyed, by the counter-interro-
gation, " Wha may ye be that speers?"

As the most polite reply to this question, and an
indulgence, at the same time, of his own taciturn
disposition, the Captain presented to Luckie Dods
the fifth part of an ordinary playing card, much
grimed with snuff, which bore on its blank side
his name and quality. But Luckie Dods rejected
the information thus tendered, with contemptuous
scorn.

" Nane of your deil's play-books for me," said
she; " it'san ill world since sic prick-my-dainty
doings came in fashion—It's a poor tongue that

canna tell its ain name, and I'll hae nane of your
scarts upon pasteboard.”
" | am Captain MacTurk, ofthe . . = . regiment,"

said the Captain, disdaining further answer.

"MacTurk ?" repeated Meg, with an emphasis,
which induced the owner of the name to reply,
" Yes, honest woman—MacTurk—Hector Mac-
Turk—have you any objections to my name, good-
wife 7'

" Nae objections have | , " answered Meg; "it's
€en an excellent name for a heathen.—But, Cap-
tain MacTurk, since se it be that ye are a captain,
ye may €en face about and march your ways hame
again, to the tune of Dumbarton drums ; for ye are
ganging to have nae speech of Maister Tirl, or ony
lodger of mine."

" And wherefore not ?* demanded the veteran;
"and is this of your own foolish head, honest wo-
man, or has your lodger left such orders ?"
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" Maybe he has and maybe no," answered Meg,
sturdily; " and | ken nae mair right that ye suld
ca me honest woman, than | have to ca you honest
man, whilk is as far frae my thoughts as it wad be
from heaven's truth."”

" The woman is deleerit!" said Captain Mac-
Turk ; " but coom, coom—a gentleman is not to be
misused in this way when he comes on a gentle-
man's business; so make you a bit room on the
door-stane, that | may pass by you, or | will make
room for myself, by Cot| to your small pleasure."

And so saying he assumed the air of a man who
was about to make good his passage. But Meg,
without deigning farther reply, flourished around
her head the hearth-broom, which she had been
employing to its more legitimate purpose, when
disturbed in her housewifery by Captain MacTurk.

" | ken your errand weel eneugh, Captain—and
| ken yoursell. Ye are ane of the folk that gang
about yonder setting folk by the lugs, as callants
set their collies to fight. But ye sall come to nae
lodger o' mine, let abe Maister Tirl, wi' ony sic
ungodly errand; for | am ane that will keep God's
peace and the King's within my dwelling."

So saying, and in explicit token of her peaceable
intentions, she again flourished her broom.

The veteran instinctively threw himself under
Saint George's guard, and drew two paces back,
exclaiming, " That the woman was either mad, or
as drunk aswhisky could make her;" an alternative
which afforded Meg so little satisfaction, that she
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fairly rushed on her retiring adversary, and began
to use her weapon to fell purpose.

" Me drunk, ye scandalous blackguard !" (ablow
with the broom interposed as parenthesis,) " me,
that am fasting from all but sin and boheal" (an-
other whack.)

The Captain, swearing, exclaiming, and parry-
ing, caught the blows as they fell, showing much
dexterity in single-stick. The people began to ga-
ther ; and how long his gallantry might have main-
tained itself against the spirit of self-defence and
revenge, must be left uncertain, for the arrival of
Tyrrel, returned from ashort walk, put aperiod to
the contest.

Meg, who had a great respect for her guest, be-
gan to feel ashamed of her own violence, and slunk
into the house ; observing, however, that she trew-
ed she had made her hearth-broom and the auld
heathen's pow right weel acquainted. The tran-
quillity which ensued upon her departure, gave
Tyrrel an opportunity to ask the Captain, whom
he at length recognised, the meaning of this singu-
lar affray, and whether the visit was intended for
him; to which the veteran replied very discompo-
sedly, that " he should have known that long
enough ago, if he had had decent people to open
his door, and answer a civil question, instead of a
flyting madwoman, who was worse than an eagle,"
he said, " or a mastiff-bitch, or a she-bear, or any
other female beast in the creation."

Hal f suspecting his errand, and desirous to avoid
unnecessary notoriety, Tyrrel, as he showed the
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Captain to the parlour, which he called his own,
entreated him to excuse the rudeness of his land-
lady, and to pass from the topic to that which had
procured him the honour of this visit.

" And you are right, my good Master Tyrrel,"
said the Captain, pulling down the deeves of his
coat, adjusting his handkerchief and breast-ruffle,
and endeavouring to recover the composure of man-
ner becoming his mission, but still adverting in-
dignantly to the usage he had received—" By Cot!
if she had but been a man, if it were the King
himself—However, Mr Tyrrel, | am come on a
civil errand—and very civilly | have been treated
—the auld bitch should be set in the stocks, and
be tamned ! —M Yy friend, Sir Bingo—BYy Cot! |
shall never forget that woman's insolence—if there
be a constable or a cat-o'-nine-tails within ten
miles'——

" | perceive, Captain,” said Tyrrel, " that you
are too much disturbed at this moment to enter
upon the business which has brought you here—if
you will step into my bedroom, and make use of
some cold water and a towel, it will give you the
time to compose yourself a little."

" | shall do no such thing, Mr Tyrrel," answered
the Captain, snappishly; " | do not want to be com-
posed at all, and | do not want to stay in this house
a minute longer than to do my errand to you on my
friend's behalf—And as for this tamned woman
Dods"

" You will in that case forgive my interrupting
you, Captain MacTurk, as | presume your errand
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to me can have no reference to this strange quar-
rel with my landlady, with which | have nothing
to"——

" And if | thought that it had, sir," said the
Captain, interrupting Tyrrel in his turn, " you
should have given me satisfaction before you was
a quarter of an hour older—Oh, | would give five
pounds to the pretty fellow that would say, Captain
MacTurk, the woman did right "

" | certainly will not be that person you wish
for, Captain,” replied Tyrrel, " because | really do
not know who was in the right or wrong; but |
am certainly sorry that you should have met with
ill usage, when your purpose was to visit me."

" Well, sir, if you are concerned," said the man
of peace, snappishly, " so am |, and there is an end
of it.—And touching my errand to you—you can-
not have forgotten that you treated my friend, Sir
Bingo Binks, withsingularincivility?"

"1 recollect nothing of the kind, Captain," re-
plied Tyrrel. " | remember that the gentleman,
so called, took some uncivil libertiesinlaying fool-
i sh bets concerning me, and that | treated him, from
respect to the rest of the company, and the ladies
in particular, with a great degree of moderation
and forbearance."

" And you must have very fine ideas of forbear-
ance," replied the Captain, " when you took my
good friend by the collar of the coat, and lifted him
out of your way as if he had been a puppy dog !
My good Mr Tyrrel, | can assure you he does not
think that you have forborne him at all, and he has
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no purpose to forbear you; and I must either carry
back a sufficient apology, or you must meet in a
quiet way, with a good friend on each side.—And
this was the errand | came on, when this tamned
woman, with the hearth-broom, who is an enemy
to all quiet and peaceable proceedings'——

" We will forget Mrs Dods for the present, if
you please, CaptainMaeTurk," said Tyrrel—"and,
to speak to the present subject, you will permit me
to say, that | think this summons comes a little of
the latest. Y ou know best as a military man, but
| have always understood that such differences are
usually settled immediately after they occur—not
that | intendto baulk Sir Bingo'sinclinations upon
the score of delay, or any other account.”

" | dare say you will not—I| dare say you will
not, Mr Tyrrel," answered the Captain—" | am
free to think that you know better what belongs to
agentleman.—And as to time—Iook you, my good
sir, there are different sorts of peoplein thisworld,
as there are different sorts of fire-arms. There are
your hair-trigger'd rifles, that go off just at the
right moment, and in the twinkling of an eye, and
that, Mr Tyrrel, isyour true man of honour;—and
there is a sort of person that takes a thing up too
soon, and sometimes backs out of it, like your rub-
bishy Birmingham pieces, that will at one time go
off at half-cock, and at another time burn priming
without going off at all;—then again there are
pieces that hang fire—or | should rather say, that
are like the matchlocks which the black fellows
use in the East Indies—there must be some blow-
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ing of the match, and so forth, which occasions de-
lay, but the piece carries true enough after all."

" And your friend Sir Bingo's valour is of this
last kind, Captain—I presumethat is the inference.
| should have thought it more like a boy's cannon,
which is fired by means of atrain, and is but a pop-
gun after all."

" | cannot allow of such comparisons, sir," said
the Captain; " you will understand that | come
here as Sir Bingo's friend, and areflection on him
will be an affront to me."

" | disclaim all intended offence to you, Captain
—1 have no wish to extend the number of my ad-
versaries, or to add to them the name of a gallant
officer like yourself," replied Tyrrel.

" You are too obliging, sir," said the Captain,
drawing himself up with dignity. " By Cot! and
that was said very handsomely!—Well, sir, and
shall | not have the pleasure of carrying back any
explanation from you to Sir Bingo ?7—1 assure you
it would give me pleasure to make this matter hand-
somely up."

" To Sir- Bingo, Captain MacTurk, | have no
apology to offer—I think | treated him more gently
than his impertinence deserved."

" Och, Och!" sighed the Captain, with a strong
Highland intonation; " then there is no more to
be said, butjust to settle time and place; for pistols
| suppose must be the weapons."

" Al these matters are quite the same to me,"
said Tyrrel; " only, in respect of time, | should

VOL. XXXIII. 0
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wish it to be as speedy as possible.—What say you
to one, afternoon, this very day ?—Y ou may name
the place."

" At one, afternoon,” replied the Captain deli-
berately, " Sir Bingo will attend you—the place
may be the Buck-stane; for as the whole company
go to the water-side to-day to eat a kettle of fish,*
there will be no risk of interruption.—And who
shall | speak to, my good friend, on your side of the
quarrel ?'

"Really, Captain,” replied Tyrrel, "that is a
puzzling question—I have no friend here—I sup-
pose you could hardly act for both ?"

"It would be totally, absolutely, and altogether
out of the question, my good friend," replied Mac-
Turk. " But if you will trust to me, 1 will bring
up afriend on your part from the Well, who, though
you have hardly seen him before, will settle matters
for you as well as if you had been intimate for
twenty years—and | will bring up the Doctor too,
if I can get him unloosed from the petticoat of

A kettle of fish is a fctechampetre of a particular kind,
-which is to other fetes-champctres what the piscatory eclogues of
Brown or Sannazario are to pastoral poetry. A large caldron
is boiled by the side of a salmon river, containing a quantity of
-water, thickened with salt to the consistence of brine.  In this
the fish is plunged when taken, and eaten by the company fronde
super viridi.  This is accounted the best way of eating salmon,
by those who desire to taste the fish in a state of extreme fresh-
ness. Others prefer it after being kept a day or two, when
the curd melts into oil, and the fish becomes richer and more
luscious.  The more judicious gastronomes eat no other sauce
than a spoonful of the water in which the salmon is boiled,
together with alittle pepper and vinegar
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that fat widow Blower, that he has strung himsel f
upon.”

" | have no doubt you will do every thingwith
perfect accuracy, Captain. At one o'clock, then, we
meet at the Buck-stane—Stay, permit me to see
you to the door."

" By Cot | and it is not altogether so unneces-
sary," said the Captain; " for the tamned woman
with the besom might have some advantage in that
long dark passage, knowing the ground better than
| do—tamn her, | will have amends on her, if there
be whipping-post, or ducking-stool, or a pair of
stocks in the parish !"  And so saying, the Captain
trudged off, his spirits ever and anon agitated by
recoil ectionofthe causeless aggression of Meg Dods,
and again composed to a state of happy serenity by
the recollection of the agreeable arrangement which
he had made between Mr Tyrrel, and his friend Sir
Bingo Binks.

We have heard of men of undoubted benevolence
of character and disposition, whose principal delight
was to se a miserable criminal, degraded alike by
his previous crimes, and the sentence which he had
incurred, conclude a vicious and wretched life, by
an ignominious and painful death. It was some
such inconsistency of character which induced ho-
nest Captain MacTurk, who had really been ameri-
torious officer, and was a good-natured, honourable,
and well-intentioned man, to place his chief delight
in setting his friends by the ears, and then acting
as umpire in the dangerous rencontres, which, ac-
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cording to his code of honour, were absolutely
necessary to restore peace and cordiality. We
leave the explanation of such anomalies to the la-
bours of craniologists, for they seem to defy all
the researches of the Ethic philosopher.
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CHAPTER XII1,
DISAPPOINTMENT.

Evans. | pray you now, good Master Blender's serving-
man, and friend Simple by your name, which way have you
looked for Master Cains?

Sender. Marry, sir, the City-ward, the Park-ward, every
way; Old Windsor way, and every way.

Merry Wives of Windsor-

SIR BINGO BINKS received the Captain's com-
munication with the same dogged sullenness he had
displayed at sending the challenge ; a most ungra-
cious humph, ascending, as it were, from the very
bottom of hisstomach, through thefolds of aBelcher
handkerchief, intimating his acquiescence, in atone
nearly as gracious as that with which the drowsy
traveller acknowledges the intimation of the slip-
shod ostler, that it is on the stroke of five, and the
horn will sound in a minute. Captain MacTurk
by no means considered this ejaculation as express-
ing a proper estimate of his own trouble and ser-
vices. " Humph?' hereplied; " and what does
that mean, Sir Bingo? Have not | here had the
trouble to put you just into the neat road; and
would you have been able to make a handsome
dlFar out of it at all, after you had let it hang so
long in the wind, if | had not taken on myself to
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make it agreeable to the gentleman, and cooked as
neat a mess out of it as | have seen a Frenchman
do out of a stale sprat?"

Sir Bingo saw it was necessary to mutter some
intimation of acquiescence and acknowledgment,
which, however inarticul ate, was sufficient to satisfy
the veteran, to whom the adjustment of a personal
affair of this kind was a labour of love, and who
now, kindly mindful of hispromiseto Tyrrel, hur-
ried away as if he had been about the most chari-
table action upon earth, to secure the attendance of
some one as a witness on the stranger's part.

Mr Winterblossom was the person whom Mac-
Turk had in his own mind pitched upon as the
fittest person to perform this act of benevolence,
and he lost no time in communicating his wish to
that worthy gentleman. But Mr Winterblossom,
though a man of the world, and well enough ac-
quainted with such matters, was by no means so
passionately addicted to them as was the man of
peace, Captain Hector MacTurk. As abon vivant,
he hated trouble of any kind, and the shrewd self-
ishness of his disposition enabled him to foresee,
that a good deal might accrue to all concerned in
the course of this business. He, therefore, coolly
replied, that he knew nothing of Mr Tyrrel—not
even whether he was a gentleman or not; and be-
sides, he had received no regular application in his
behalf—he did not, therefore, feel himself at all in-
clined to go to thefield as his second. Thisrefusal
drove the poor Captain to despair. He conjured
his friend to be more public-spirited, and entreated
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him to consider the reputation of the Well, which
was to them as a common country, and the honour
of the company to which they both belonged, and
of which Mr Winterblossom was in a manner the
proper representative, as being, with consent of all,
the perpetual president. He reminded him how
many quarrels had been nightly undertaken and
departed from on the ensuing morning, without any
suitable consequences—said, " that people began
to talk of the place oddly ; and that, for his own
part, he found his own honour so nearly touched,
that he had begun to think he himself would be
obliged to bring somebody or other to account, for
the general credit of the Well ; and now, just when
the most beautiful occasion had arisen to put every
thing on a handsome footing, it was hard—it was
cruel—it was most unjustifiable—in Mr Winter-
blossom, to decline so simple a matter as was re-
quested of him."

Dry and taciturn as the Captain was on all or-
dinary occasions, he proved, on the present, eloquent
and almost pathetic; for the tears came into his
eyes when he recounted the various quarrels which
had become addled, notwithstanding his best en-
deavours to hatch them into an honourable meet-
ing ; and here was one, at length, just chipping the
shell, like to be smothered, for want of the most
ordinary concession on the part of Winterblossom.
In short, that gentleman could not hold out any-
longer. " It was," he said, " avery foolish busi-
ness, he thought ; but to oblige Sir Bingo and
Captain MacTurk, he had no objection to walk
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with them about noon as far as the Buck-stane, al -
though he must observe the day was hazy, and he
had felt a prophetic twinge or two, which looked
like a visit of his old acquaintance podagra."

" Never mind that, my excellent friend," said
the Captain, " a sup out of Sir Bingo's flask is
like enough to put that to rights; and by my soul,
it is not the thing he is like to leave behind him
on this sort of occasion, unless | be far mistaken
in my man."

" But," said Winterblossom, " although | com-
ply with your wishes thus far, Captain MacTurk,
| by no means undertake for certain to back this
same Master Tyrrel, of whom | know nothing at
all, but only agree to go to the place in hopes of
preventing mischief."

" Never fash your beard about that, Mr Win-
terblossom," replied the Captain; " foralittle mis-
chief, as you call it, is become a thing absolutely
necessary to the credit of the place; and | am sure,
whatever be the consequences, they cannot in the
present instance be very fatal to any body; for here
is ayoung fellow that, if he should have a misfor-
tune, nobody will miss, for nobody knows him;
then thereis Sir Bingo, whom every body knows so
well, that they will miss him all the less."

" And there will be Lady Bingo, awealthy and
handsome young widow," said Winterblossom,
throwing his hat upon his head with the grace and
pretension of former days, and sighing to see, as
he looked in the mirror, how much time, that had
whitened his hair, rounded his stomach, wrinkled
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his brow, and bent down his shoulders, had dis-
qualified him, as he expressed it, " for entering for
such a plate."

Secure of Winterblossom, the Captain's next
anxiety was to obtain the presence of Dr Quackle-
ben, who, although hewrote himself M.D ., did not
by any means decline practice as a surgeon, when
any job offered for which he was likely to be well
paid, as was warranted in the present instance, the
wealthy baronet being a party principally concern-
ed. The Doctor, therefore, like the eagle scent-
ing the carnage, seized, at the first word, the huge
volume of morocco leather which formed his case
of portable instruments, and uncoiled before the
Captain, with ostentatious display, its formidable
and glittering contents, upon which he began to
lecture as upon a copious and interesting text, until
the man of war thought it necessary to give him a
word of caution.

" Och," says he, " | do pray you, Doctor, to
carry that packet of yours under the breast of your
coat, or in your pocket, or somewhere out of sight,
and by no means to produce or open it before the
parties. For although scalpels, and tourniquets,
and pincers, and the like, are very ingenious im-
plements, and pretty to behold, and are also useful
when time and occasion call for them, yet | have
known the sight of them take away a man's fight-
ing stomach, and so lose their owner a job, Dr
Quackleben."

" By my faith, Captain MacTurk," said the
Doctor, " you speak as if you were graduated!—,
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| have known these treacherous articles play their
master many a cursed trick. The very sight of my
forceps, without the least effort on my part, once
cured an inveterate toothach of three days dura-
tion, prevented the extraction of a carious molen-
dinar, which it was the very end of their formation
to achieve, and sent me home minus a guinea.—
But hand me that great-coat, Captain, and we will
place the instruments in ambuscade, until they are
called into action in due time. | should think
something will happen—Sir Bingo is a sure shot
at a moorcock."

" Cannot say," replied MacTurk ; " | have
known the pistol shake many a hand that held the
fowlingpiece fast enough. Yonder Tyrrel looks
like ateevilish cool customer—I watched him the
whole time | was delivering my errand, and | can
promise you he is mettle to the backbone."

" Well—I will have my bandages ready secun-
dum artem” replied the man of medicine. " We
must guard against haemorrhage—Sir Bingo is a
plethoric subject.—One o'clock, you say—at the
Buck-stane—I will be punctual."

" Will you not walk with us?" said Captain
MacTurk, who seemed willing to keep his whole
convoy together on this occasion, lest, peradven-
ture, any of them had fled from under his patron-
age.

"No," replied the Doctor, " I must first make
an apology to worthy Mrs Blower, for | had pro-
mised her my arm down to the river-side, where
they are all to eat a kettle of fish,"
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" By Cot! and | hope we shall make them a
prettier kettle of fish than was ever seen at St
Ronan's,” said the Captain, rubbing his hands.

" Don't say we, Captain,” replied the cautious
Doctor; " | for one have nothing to do with the
meeting—wash my hands of it. No, no, 1 cannot
afford to be clapt up as accessory.—You ask me
to meet you at the Buck-stane—no purpose assign-
ed—I amwilling to obligemy worthy friend, Cap-
tainMacTurk—walk that way, thinking of nothing
particular—hear the report of pistols—hasten to
the spot—fortunately just in time to prevent the
most fatal consequences—chance most opportunely
to have my case of instruments with me—indeed,
generally walk with them about me—nunquam non
paratus—then give my professional definition of
the wound and state of the patient. That is the
way to give evidence, Captain, before sheriffs, co-
roners, and such sort of folk—never commit one's
self—it is a rule of our profession."

" Well, well, Doctor," answered the Captain,
" you know your own ways best; and so you are
but there to give a chance of help in case of acci-
dent, all the laws of honour will be fully complied
with. But it would be a foul reflection upon me,
as a man of honour, if | did not take care that
there should be somebody to come in thirdsman
between Death and my principal.”

At the awful hour of one afternoon, there arrived
upon the appointed spot Captain MacTurk, leading
to the field the valorous Sir Bingo, not exactly
straining like a greyhound in the slips, but rather
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looking moody like a butcher's bull-dog, which
knows he must fight since his master bids him. Y et
the Baronet showed no outward flinching or abate-
ment of courage, excepting, that the tune of Jenny
Sutton, which he had whistled without intermission
since he left the Hotel, had, during the last half
mile of their walk, sunk into silence ; although, to
look at the muscles of the mouth, projection of the
lip, and vacancy of the eye, it seemed asif the notes
were still passing through his mind, and that he
whistled Jenny Sutton in his imagination. Mr
Winterblossom came two minutes after this happy
pair, and the Doctor was equally punctual.

" Upon my soul," said the former, " this is a
mighty silly affair, Sir Bingo, and might, | think,
be easily taken up, at lessrisk to all parties than a
meeting of this kind. You should recollect, Sir
Bingo, that you have much depending upon your
life—you are a married man, Sir Bingo."

Sir Bingo turned the quid in his mouth, and
squirted out the juice in a most coachman-like
manner.

" Mr Winterblossom," said the Captain, " Sir
Bingo has in this matter put himself in my hands,
and unless you think yourself more able to direct
his course than | am, | must frankly tell you, that
| will bedisobliged by your interference. Y ou may
speak to your own friend as much as you please;
and if you find yourself authorized to make any
proposal, | shall be desirous to lend an ear to it on
the part of my worthy principal, Sir Bingo. But
| will be plain with you, that | do not greatly ap-
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prove of settlements upon thefield, though | hope
| am a quiet and peaceable man. But here is our
honour to be looked after in the first place; and
moreover, 1 must insist that every proposal for ac-
commodation shall originate with your party or
yourself."

" My party ?" answered Winterblossom; " why
really, though | came hither at your request, Cap-
tain MacTurk, yet | must see more of the matter,
ere | can fairly pronounce myself second to a man
| never saw but once."

" And, perhaps, may never see again,” said the
Doctor, looking at hiswatch ; " for it isten minutes
past the hour, and here is no Mr Tyrrel."

" Hey! what's that you say, Doctor?" said the
Baronet, awakened from his apathy.

" He speaks tamned nonsense,” said the Captain,,
pulling out a huge, old-fashioned, turnip-shaped
implement, with a blackened silver dial-plate. " It
is not above three minutes after one by the true
time, and | will uphold Mr Tyrrel to be a man of
his word—never saw a man take a thing more
coolly."

" Not more coolly than he takes his walk this
way," said the Doctor ; " for the hour is as | tell
you—remember, | am professional—have pulses to
count by the second and half-second—my time-
piece must go as true as the sun."

" And | have mounted guard a thousand times
by my watch," said the Captain ; " and | defy the
devil to say that Hector MacTurk did not always
discharge his duty to the twentieth part of the frac-
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tion of a second—it was my great grandmother,
Lady Killbracklin's, and | will maintain its repu-
tation against any timepiece that ever went upon
wheels."

" Well, then, look at your own watch, Captain,"
said Winterblossom, " for time stands still with no
man, and while we speak the hour advances. On
my word, | think this Mr Tyrrel intends to hum-
bug us."

" Hey! what's that you say?" said Sir Bingo,
once more starting from his sullen reverie.

" | shall not look at my watch upon no such
matter," said the Captain; "nor will | any way be
disposed to doubt your friend's honour, Mr Win-
terblossom."

" My friend?" said Mr Winterblossom; " |
must tell you once more, Captain, that this Mr
Tyrrel isno friend of mine—noneintheworld. He
is your friend, Captain MacTurk ; and | own, if
he keeps us waiting much longer on this occasion,
| will be apt to consider his friendship as of very
little value."

" And how dare you, then, say that the man is
my friend?" said the Captain, knitting his brows
in a most formidable manner.

" Pooh! pooh! Captain,"” answered Winterblos-
som, coolly, if not contemptuously—" keep all that
for silly boys; | have lived in the world too long
either to provoke quarrels, or to care about them.
So, reserve your fire; it isall thrown away on such
an old cock as | am. But | really wish we knew
whether thisfellow meansto come—twenty minutes
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past the hour—I think it is oddsthat youare bilked,
Sir Bingo?"

" Bilked! hey I" cried Sir Bingo; ' by Gad, |
always thought so—I wagered with Mowbray he
was araff—I| am had, by Gad. |'ll wait no longer
than the half hour, by Gad, were he a field-mar-
shal."

" You will be directed in that matter by your
friend, if you please, Sir Bingo," said the Captain.

" D—me if | will," returned the Baronet—
" Friend ? a pretty friend, to bring me out here
on such a fool's errand! 1 knew the fellow was a
raff—but | never thought you, with all your chaff
about honour, such a d—d spoon as to bring a mes-
sage from a fellow who has fled the pit !"

" If you regret so much having come here to
no purpose,” said the Captain, in avery lofty tone,
" and if you think | have used you like a spoon,
as you say, | will have no objection in life to take
Mr Tyrrel's place, and serve your occasion, my
boy!"

"By ------ landif youlikeit, youmay fire away,
and welcome," said Sir Bingo; " and I'll spin a
crown for first shot, for | do not understand being
brought here for nothing, d—me !"

" And there was never man alive so ready as |
am to give you something to stay your stomach,"
said the irritable Highlander.

" Ohfie, gentlemen ! fig, fie, fie !" exclaimed the
pacific Mr Winterblossom—" For shame, Captain
—Out upon you, Sir Bingo, are you mad ?—what,



224, ST RONAN'S WELL.

principal and second !— the like was never heard
of—never."

The parties were in some degree recalled to their
more cool recollections by this expostulation, yet
continued a short quarter-deck walk to and fro,
upon parallel lines, looking at each other sullenly
as they passed, and bristling like two dogs who have
amind to quarrel, yet hesitate to commence hos-
tilities. During this promenade, also, the perpen-
dicular and erect carriage of the veteran, rising on
his toes at every step, formed a whimsical contrast
with the heavy loutish shuffle of the bulky Ba-
ronet, who had, by dint of practice, very nearly
attained that most enviable of all carriages, the gait
of a shambling Y orkshire ostler. His coarse spirit
was now thoroughly kindled, and like iron, or any
other baser metal, which is slow in receiving heat,
it retained long the smouldering and angry spirit
of resentment that had originally brought him to
the place, and now rendered him willing to wreak
his uncomfortable feelings upon the nearest object
which occurred, since thefirst purpose of his coming
thither was frustrated. In his own phrase, his pluck
was up, and finding himself in a fighting humour,
he thought it a pity, like Bob Acres, that so much
good courage should be thrown away. As, how-
ever, that courage after all consisted chiefly inill
humour; and as, in the demeanour of the Captain,
he read nothing deferential or deprecatory of his
wrath, he began to listen with more attention to
the arguments of Mr Winterblossom, who entreat-
ed them not to sully, by private quarrel, the honour



ST RONAN'S WELL. 225

they had that day so happily acquired without ei-
ther blood or risk.

" It was now," he said, " three quarters of an
hour past the time appointed for this person, who
calls himself Tyrrel, to meet Sir Bingo Binks.
Now, instead of standing squabbling here, which
serves no purpose, | propose we should reduce to
writing the circumstances which attend this affair,
for the satisfaction of the company at the Well,
and that the memorandum shall be regularly at-
tested by our subscriptions; after which, | shall
farther humbly propose that it be subjected to the
revision of the Committee of Management."

" | object to any revision of a statement to which
my name shall be appended,” said the Captain.

" Right—very true, Captain,” said the complai-
sant Mr Winterblossom; " undoubtedly you know
best, and your signature is completely sufficient to
authenticate this transaction—however, as it is the
most important which has occurred since the Spring
was established, | propose we shall all sign the
proces-verbal, as | may term it."

" Leave me out, if you please,” said the Doctor,
not much satisfied that both the original quarrel
and the by-battle had passed over without any
occasion for the offices of a Machaon; " leave me
out, if you please; for it does not become me to
he ostensibly concerned in any proceedings, which
have had for their object a breach of the peace.
And for theimportance of waiting here for an hour,
in a fine afternoon, it is my opinion there was a
more important service done to the Well of St
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Ronan's, when |, Quentin Quackleben,M.D., cured
Lady Penelope Penfeather of her seventh attack
upon the nerves, attended with febrile symptoms.”

" No disparagement to your skill at all, Doctor,"
said Mr Wintei blossom; " but | conceive the les-
son which this fellow has received will be a great
means to prevent improper persons from appearing
at the Spring hereafter; and, for my part, 1 shall
move that no one be invited to dine at the table
in future, till his name is regularly entered as a
member of the company, in the lists at the public
room. And | hope both Sir Bingo and the Cap-
tain will receive the thanks of the company, for
their spirited conduct in expelling the intruder.—.
Sir Bingo, will you allow me to apply to your flask
—a little twinge | feel, owing to the dampness of
the grass."

Sir Bingo, soothed by the consequence he had
acquired, readily imparted to the invalid a thimble-
ful of hiscordial, which, we believe, had been pre-
pared by some cunning chemist in the wilds of
Glenlivat. He then filled a bumper, and extended
it towards the veteran, as an unequivocal symptom
of reconciliation. The real turbinacious flavour no
sooner reached the nose of the Captain, than the
beverage was turned down his throat with symp-
toms of most unequivocal applause.

" | shall have some hope of the young fellows of
this day," he said, " now that they begin to give
up their Dutch and French distilled waters, and
stick to genuine Highland ware. By Cot, it is
the only liquor fit for a gentleman to drink ina
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morning", if he can have the good fortune to come
by it, you see

" Or after dinner either, Captain,” said the Doc-
tor, to whom the glass had passed in rotation; " it
isworth all the wines in France for flavour, and
more cordial to the system besides,”

" And now," said the Captain, " that we may
not go off the ground with any thing on our sto-
machs worse than the whisky, | can afford to say,
(as Captain Hector MacTurk's character is tolera-
bly well established,) that 1 am sorry for the little
difference that has occurred betwixt me and my
worthy friend, Sir Bingo, here."

" And since you are so civil, Captain,” said Sir
Bingo, " why, | am sorry too—only it would put
the devil out of temper to lose so fine afishing day
—wind south—fine air on the pool—water settled
from the flood—just in trim—and | dare say three
pairs of hooks have passed over my cast before this
time!"

He closed this elaborate lamentation with aliba-
tion of the same cordial which he had imparted to
his companions; and they returned in a body to
the Hotel, where the transactions of the morning
were soon afterwards announced to the company,
by the following program :—

STATEMENT.

" Sir Bingo Binks, baronet., having found him-
self aggrieved by the uncivil behaviour of an indi-
vidual calling himself FrancisTyrrel, now or lately
aresident at the Cleikum Inn, Aultoun of St Ro-
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nan's; and having empowered Captain Hector M ac-
Turk to wait upon the said Mr Tyrrel to demand
an apology, under the alternative of personal satis-
faction, according to the laws of honour and the
practice of gentlemen, the said Tyrrel voluntarily
engaged to meet the said Sir .Bingo Binks, baronet,
at the Buck-stane, near St Ronan's Burn, upon this
present day, being Wednesday. August. In
consequence of which appointment, we, the under-
signed, did attend at the place named, from one
o'clock till two, without seeing or hearing any thing
whatever of the said Francis Tyrrel, or any one
in his behalf—which fact we make thus publicly
known, that all men, and particularly the distin-
guished company assembled at the Fox Hotel, may
be duly apprized of the character and behaviour
of the said Francis Tyrrel, in case of his again pre-
suming to intrude himself into the society of per-
sons of honour.
" The Fox Inn and Hotel, St Ronan's W el -
August 18—
(Signed) " BINGO BINKS.
" HECTOR MAC TURK.
PHILIP WINTERBLOSSOM."

A little lower followed this separate attestation :

"I, Quentin Quackleben, M.D.,F.R.S.,D.E.,
B.L.,X.Z.,&c.&c.,beingcalledupontoattest what
I know in the said matter, do hereby verify, that
being by accident at the Buck-stane, near St Ro-
nan's Burn, on this present day, at the hour of one
afternoon, and chancing to remain there for the
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gpace of nearly an hour, conversing with Sir Bingo
Binks, Captain MacTurk, and Mr Winterblossom,
we did not, during that time, see or hear any thing
of or from the person calling himself Francis Tyr-
rel, whose presence at that place seemed to be ex-
pected by the gentlemen | have just named." This
aftiche was dated like the former, and certified un-
der the august hand of Quentin Quackleben, M.D.,
&c.&c. &c.

Again, and prefaced by the averment that an
improper person had been lately introduced into
the company of St Ronan's Well, there came forth
a legislative enactment, on the part of the Com-
mittee, declaring, " that no one shall in future be
invited to the dinners, or balls, or other entertain-
ments of the Well, until their names shall be re-
gularly entered in the books kept for the purpose
at the rooms." Lastly, there was avote of thanks
to Sir Bingo Binksand Captain MacTurk for their
spirited conduct, and the painswhich they had taken
to exclude an improper person from the company
at St Ronan's Well.

These annunciations speedily became the magnet
of the day. Al idlers crowded to peruse them;
and it would be endless to notice the " God bless
me's"—the " Lord have a care of us'—the " Saw
you ever the like's" of gossips, any more than the
" Dear me's' and " Oh, laas" of the titupping
misses, and the oaths of the pantalooned or buck-
skin'd beaux. The character of Sir Bingo rose like
the stocks at the news of a despatch from the Duke
of Wellington, and, what was extraordinary, at-
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tained some consequence even in the estimation of
his lady. A1l shook their heads at the recollection
of the unlucky Tyrrel, and found out much in his
manner and address which convinced them that he
was but an adventurer and swindler. A few, how-
ever, less partial to the Committee of Management,
(for whenever thereis an administration, there wil |
soon arise an opposition,) whispered among them-
selves, that, to give the fellow his due, the man, be
he what he would, had only come among them, like
the devil, when hewas called for ; and honest Dame
Blower blessed herself when she heard of such blood-
thirsty doings as had been intended, and "thanked
God that honest Doctor Kick ber ben had come to
nae harm amang a their nonsense."
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CHAPTERXIV.
THE CONSULTATION.

Clown. | hope here be proofs.—
Measure for Measure.

T H E borough of——lies, asall the world knows,
about fourteen miles distant from St Ronan's, being
the county town of that shire, which, as described
in the Tourist's Guide, numbers among its objects
of interest that gay and popular watering-place,
whose fame, no doubt, will be greatly enhanced by
the present annals of its earlier history. As itisat
present unnecessary to be more particular concern-
ing the scene of our story, we will fill up the blank
left in the first name with the fictitious appellation
of Marchthorn, having often found ourselves em-
barrassed in the course of a story, by the occurrence
of an ugly hiatus, which we cannot always at first
sight fill up, with the proper reference to the rest
of the narrative.

Marchthorn, then, was an old-fashioned Scottish
town, the street of which, on market-day, showed
a reasonable number of stout great-coated yeomen,
bartering or dealing for the various commodities of
their farms ; and on other days of the week, only a
few forlorn burghers, crawling about like half-awa-
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kened flies, and watching the town steeple till the
happy sound of twelve strokes from Time's oracle
should tell them it was time to take their meridian
dram. The narrow windows of the shops intimated
very imperfectly the miscellaneous contents of the
interior, where every merchant, as the shopkeepers
of Marchthorn were termed, more Scotico, sold
every thing that could be thought of. As for ma-
nufactures, there were none, except that of the
careful Town-Council, who were mightily busied
in preparing the warp and woof, which, at the end
of every five or six years, the town of Marchthorn
contributed, for the purpose of weaving the fourth
or fifth part of a member of Parliament.

In such a town, it usually happens, that the She-
riff-clerk, especially supposing him agent for seve-
ral lairds of the higher order, is possessed of one of
the best-looking houses ; and such was that of Mr
Bindloose. None of the smartness of the brick-
built and brass-hammered mansion of a southern
attorney appeared indeed in this mansion, which
was a tall, thin, grim-looking building, in the cen-
tre of thetown, with narrow windows and project-
ing gables, notched into that sort of descent, called
crow-steps, and having the lower casements defend-
ed by stancheons of iron ; for Mr Bindloose, as fre-
quently happens, kept a branch of one of the two
national banks, which had been lately established in
the town of Marchthorn.

Towardsthe door of this tenement, there advan-
ced slowly up the ancient, but empty streets of this
famous borough, avehicle, which, had it appeared
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in Piccadilly, would have furnished unremitted
laughter for a week, and conversation for a twelve-
month. It was atwo-wheeled vehicle, which claim-
ed none of the modern appellations of tilbury, tan-
dem, dennet, or the like ; but aspired only to the
bumble name of that almost forgotten accommoda-
tion, awhiskey ; or, according to some authorities,
atim-whiskey. Green was, or had been, its ori-
ginal colour, and it was placed sturdily and safely
low upon itslittl e old-fashioned wheels, which bore
much less than the usual proportion to the size of
the carriage which they sustained. It had a calash
head, which had been pulled up, in consideration
either to the dampness of the morning air, or to the
retiring delicacy of the fair form which, shrouded
by leathern curtains, tenanted this venerable spe-
cimen of antediluvian coach-building.

But, as this fair and modest dame noway aspired
to the skill of a charioteer, the management of a
horse, which seemed as old as the carriage he drew,
was in the exclusive charge of an old fellow in a
postilion'sjacket, whose grey hairs escaped on each
side of an old-fashioned velvet jockey-cap, and
whose left shoulder was so considerably elevated
above his head, that it seemed, as if, with little
effort, his neck might have been tucked under his
arm, like that of aroasted grouse-cock. Thisgal-
lant equerry was mounted on a steed as old as that
which toiled betwixt the shafts of the carriage, and
which he guided by aleading rein. Goading one
animal with his single spur, and stimulating the
other with his whip, he effected a reasonable trot



234 ST RONAN'S WELL.

upon the causeway, which only terminated when the
whiskey stopped at Mr Bindioose's door—an event
of importance enough to excite the curiosity of the
inhabitants of that and the neighbouring houses.
Wheels were laid aside, needles left sticking in the
half-finished seams, and many a nose, spectacled
and unspectacled, was popped out of the adjoining
windows, which had the good fortune to command
aview of Mr Bindioose's front door. The faces
of two or three giggling clerks were visible at the
barred casements of which we have spoken, much
amused at the descent of an old lady from this
respectable carriage, whose dress and appearance
might possibly have been fashionable at the time
when her equipage was new. A satin cardinal, lined
with grey squirrels skin, and a black silk bonnet,
trimmed with crape, were garments which did not
now excite the respect, which in their fresher days
they had doubtless commanded. But there was
that in the features of the wearer, which would have
commanded Mr Bindioose's best regard, though it
had appeared in far worse attire ; for he beheld the
face of an ancient customer, who had always paid
her law expenses with the ready penny, and whose
accompt with the bank was balanced by a very
respectable sum at her credit. It was, indeed, no
other than our respected friend, Mrs Dods of the
Cleikum Inn, St Ronan's, Aultoun.

Now her arrival intimated matter of deep im-
port. Meg was a person of all others most averse
to leave her home, where, in her own opinion at
least, nothing went on well without her immediate
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superintendence. Limited, therefore, as was her
sphere, she remained fixed in the centre thereof;
and few as were her satellites, they were under the
necessity of performing their revolutions around
her, while she herself continued stationary. Saturn,
in fact, would be scarce more surprised at a passing
call from the Sun, than Mr Bindloose at this unex-
pected visit of his old client. In one breath he
rebuked the inquisitive impertinence of his clerks,
in another stimulated his housekeeper, old Hannah
—for Mr Bindloose was a bluff bachelor—to get
teaready in the green parlour; and while yet speak-
ing, was at the side of the whiskey, unclasping the
curtains, rolling down the apron, and assisting his
old friend to dismount.

" The japanned tea-caddie, Hannah—the best
hohea—bid Tib kindle a spark of fire—the morn-
ing's damp—Draw in the giggling faces of ye, ye
d—d idle scoundrels, or laugh at your ain toom
pouches—it will be lang or your weeldoing fil
them." This was spoken, as the honest lawyer
himself might have said, in transitu, the rest by the
side of the carriage. " My stars, Mrs Dods, and
is this really your ain sell, in propria persona?
—Wha lookit for you at such atime of day ?—
Anthony, how's & wi' ye, Anthony —s0 ye hae
taen the road again, Anthony—help us down wi'
the apron, Anthony—that will do.—Lean on me,
Mrs Dods—help your mistress, Anthony—put the
horses in my stable—the lads will give you the
key.— Come away, Mrs Dods—I am blithe to see
you straight your legs on the causeway of our auld
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borough again—come in by, and we'll see to get
you some breakfast, for ye hae been asteer early
thismorning."

" | am a sair trouble to you, Mr Bindloose,"
said the old lady, acceptingthe offer of hisarm, and
accompanying him into the house; " | am €en a
sair trouble to you, but | could not rest till | had
your advice on something of moment."

" Happy will I be to serve you, my gude auld
acquaintance," said the Clerk ; " but sit you down
—sit you down—sit you down, Mrs Dods—meat
and mess never hindered wark. Yeare something
overcomewi' your travel—the spirit canna aye bear
through theflesh, Mrs Dods; ye should remember
that your life is a precious one, and ye should take
care of your health, Mrs Dods."

" Mylifeprecious!" exclaimed M egDods; "nane
o' your whullywhaing, Mr Bindloose—Deil ane
wad miss the auld girning alewife, Mr Bindloose,
unless it were here and there a puir body, and
maybethe auld house-tyke, that wadna be sae weel
guided, puir fallow."

" Fie, fiel MrsDods," said the Clerk, in atone
of friendly rebuke; " it vexes an auld friend to
hear ye speak of yourself in that respectless sort of
a way; and, as for quitting us, | bless God | have
not seen you look better this half score of years.
But maybe you will be thinking of setting your
house in order, which isthe act of a carefu’ and of
a Christian woman—OQ'! it's an awfu' thingto die
intestate, if we had grace to consider it."

" Aweel, | daur say |'ll consider that some day
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soon, Mr Bindloose; but that's no my present
errand.”

" Be it what it like, Mrs Dods, ye are right
heartily welcome here, and we have a the day to
speak of the business in hand—festina lente, that is
the true law language—hooly and fairly, as one may
say—ill treating of businesswith an empty stomach
—and here comes your tea, and | hope Hannah has
made it to your taste."

Meg sipped her tea—confessed Hannah's skill
in the mysteries of the Chinese herb—sipped again,
then tried to eat a bit of bread and butter, with
very indifferent success ; and notwithstanding the
lawyer's compliments to her good looks, seemed,
in reality, on the point of becomingill.

" In the deil's name, what is the matter!" said the
lawyer, too well read in a profession where sharp
observation is peculiarly necessary, to suffer these
symptoms of agitation to escapehim. " Ay, dame?
ye are taking this business of yours deeper to heart
than ever | kend you take ony thing. Ony o' your
banded debtors failed, or like to fail ? What then !
cheer ye up—you can afford a little loss, and it
canna be ony great matter, or I would doubtless
have heard of it."

" In troth, but it is a loss, Mr Bindloose ; and
what say ye to the loss of a friend?"

This was a possibility which had never entered
the lawyer's long list of calamities, and he was at
some loss to conceive what the old lady could pos-
sibly mean by so sentimental a prolusion. But just
as he began to come out with his " Ay, ay, we are.
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all mortal, Vita incerta, mors certissimn / " and two
or three more pithy reflections, which he was in
the habit of uttering after funerals, when the will
of the deceased was about to be opened,—just then
Mrs Dods was pleased to become the expounder of
her own oracle.

" | see how it is, Mr Bindloose,” she said ; " |
maun tell my ain ailment, for you are no likely to
guess it; and so, if ye will shut the door, and see
that nane of your giggling callants are listening in
the passage, | will €en tell you how things stand
with me"

Mr Bindloose hastily arose to obey her com-
mands, gave a cautionary glance into the Bank-
office, and saw that his idle apprentices were fast
at their desks—turned the key upon them, as if it
were in a fit of absence, and then returned, not a
little curious to know what could be the matter
with his old friend; and leaving off all further
attempts to put cases, quietly drew his chair near
hers, and awaited her own time to make her com-
munication.

" Mr Bindloose," said she, " | am no sure that
you may mind, about six or seven years ago, that
there were twa daft English callants, lodgers of
mine, that had some trouble from auld St Ronan's
about shooting on the Springwell-head muirs."

" | mind it asweel as yesterday, Mistress,” said
the Clerk; " by the same token you gave me a
note for my trouble, (which wasnaworth speaking
about,) and bade me no bring in a hill against the
puir bairns—ye had aye a kind heart, Mrs Dods."
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" Maybe, and maybe no, Mr Bindloose—that is
just as | find folk.—But concerning these lads,
they baith left the country, and, as | think, in some
i1l blude wi'ane another, and now the auldest and the
doucest of the twa came back again about a fort-
night sin' syne, and has been my guest ever since."

" Aweel, and | trust he is not at his auld tricks
again, goodwife ?' answered the Clerk. " | havena
see muckie to say either wi' the new Sheriff or the
Bench of Justices as | used to hae, Mrs Dods—
and the Procurator-fiscal is very severe on poach-
ing, being borne out by the new Association—few
of our auld friends of the Killnakelty are able to
come to the sessions now, Mrs Dods."

" The waur for the country, Mr Bindloose," re-
plied the old lady—" they were decent, considerate
men, that didna plague a puir herd callant muckie
about a moorfowl or a mawkin, unless he turned
common fowler—Sir Robert Ringhorse used to
say, the herd lads shot as mony gleds and pyots as
they did game.— But new lords new laws—nae-
thing but fine and imprisonment, and the game no
a feather the plentier. If | wad hae a brace or
twa of birds in the house, as every body looks for
them after the twelfth—I ken what they are like
to cost me—And what for no ?—risk maun be paid
for—There is John Pirner himsell, that has keepit
the muir-side thirty year in spite of a' the lairds in
the country, shoots, he tells me, now-a-days, as if
he felt a rape about his neck."

" It wasna about ony game business, then, that
you wanted advice ?* said Bindloose, who, though
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somewhat of a digresser himself, made little allow-
ance for the excursions of others from the subject
in hand.

" Indeed is it no, Mr Bindloose," said Meg;
" but it is €en about this unhappy callant that |
spoke to you about.—Ye maun ken | have cleiket
aparticular fancy to this lad, Francis Tirl—a fancy
that whiles surprises my very sell, Mr Bindloose,
only that there is nae sininit."

" None—none in the world, Mrs Dods," said the
lawyer, thinking at the same time within his own
mind, " Oho! the mist begins to clear up—the
young poacher has hit the mark, | see—winged the
old barren grey hen!—ay, ay,—a marriage-con-
tract, no doubt—but | maun gie her line.—Ye are
a wise woman, Mrs Dods," he continued aloud,
" and can doubtless consider the chances and the
changes of human affairs."

" But | could never have considered what has
befallen this puir lad. Mr Bindloose," said Mrs
Dods, " through the malice of wicked men.—He
lived, then, at the Cleikum, as | tell you, for mair
than a fortnight, as quiet as alamb on a lea-rig—a
decenter lad never came within my door—ate and
drank eneugh for the gude of the house, and nae
mair than was for his ain gude, whether of body or
soul—cleared his bills ilka Saturday at €en, as
regularly as Saturday came round."

" An admirable customer, no doubt, Mrs Dods,"
said the lawyer.

" Never was the like of him for that matter,"
answered the honest dame. " But to see the malice
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of men !—Some of thae landloupers and gill-flirts
down at the filthy puddle yonder, that they ca the
Waal, had heard of this puir lad, and the bits of
pictures that he made fashion of drawing, and they
maun euitle him awadoun to the hottle, where mony
a bonny story they had decked, Mr Bindloose,
baith of Mr Tirl and of my sell."

" A Commissary Court business," said the wri-
ter, going off again upon a fase scent. " | shall
trim their jackets for them, Mrs Dods, if you can
but bring tight evidence of the facts—I will soon
bring them to fine and palinode—I will make them
repent meddling with your good name."

" My gude name ! What the sorrow is the mat-
ter wi' my name, Mr Bindloose ?" said the irrita-
ble client. " | think ye hae been at the wee cappie
this morning, for as early as it is—My gude name !
— i f ony body touched my gude name, 1 would nei-
ther fash counsel nor commissary—I| wad be down
amang them, like ajer-falcon amang a wheen wild-
geese, and the best amang them that dared to say
ony thing of Meg Dods by what was honest and
civil, | wad sune see if her cockernonnie was made
of her ain hair or other folk's. My gude name, in-
deed !"

" Weel, weel, Mrs Dods, | was mista'en, that's
a," said the writer, " | was mista'en; and | dare
to say you would baud your ain wi' your neigh-
bours as weel as ony woman in the land—But let
us hear now what the grief is, in one word."

" In one word, then, Clerk Bindloose, itislittle

VOL. XXXIII. Q
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short of—murder," said Meg in alow tone, as if
the very utterance of the word startled her.

" Murder! murder, Mrs Dods ?—it cannot be
—there is not a word of it in the Sheriff-office—
the Procurator-fiscal kens nothing of it—there
could not be murder in the country, and me not
hear of it—for God's sake, take heed what you say,
woman, and dinna get yourself into trouble."

" Mr Bindloose, | can but speak according to
my lights,” said Mrs Dods; " you are in asense a
judge in lsrael, at least you are one of the scribes
having authority—and | tell you, with a wae and
bitter heart, that this puir callant of mine that was
lodging in my house has been murdered or kid-
napped awa amang thac banditti folk down at the
New Waal; and I'll have the law put in force
against them, if it should cost me a hundred pounds.”

The Clerk stood much astonished at the nature
of Meg's accusation, and the pertinacity with which
she seemed disposed to insist upon it.

" | have this comfort,” she continued, " that
whatever has happened, it has been by no fault of
mine, Mr Bindloose; for weel | wot, before that
bloodthirsty auld half-pay Philistine, MacTurk,
got to speech of him, | clawed his cantle to some
purpose with my hearth-besom.—But the poor sim-
ple bairn himsell, that had nae mair knowledge of
the wickedness of human nature than a calf has of
a flesher's gully, he threepit to see the auld hard-
ened bloodshedder, and trysted wi' him to meet
wi' some of the gang at an hour certain that same
day, and awa he gaed to keep tryst, but since that
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hour naehody ever has set een on him.—And the
mansworn villains now want to put a disgrace on
him, and say that he fled the country rather than
face them !'—a likely story—fled the country for
them !—and leave his bill unsettled—him that was
see regular—and his portmantle and his fishing-rod,
and the pencils and pictures he held sic a wark
about!—It's my faithful belief, Mr Bindloose—
and ye may trust me or no as ye like—that he had
some foul play between the Cleikum and the Buck-
stane. | have thought it, and | have dreamed it,
and | will be at the bottom of it, or my nameis not
Meg Dods, and that | wad have them &' to reckon
on.—Ay, ay, that'sright, Mr Bindloose, tak out
your pen and inkhorn, and let us set about it to
purpose.”

With considerable difficulty, and at the expense
of much cross-examination, Mr Bindloose extract-
ed from his client a detailed account of the pro-
ceedings of the company at the Well towards Tyr-
rel, so far as they were known to, or suspected by
Meg, making notes, as the examination proceeded,
of what appeared to be matter of consequence.
After a moment's consideration, he asked the dame
the very natural question, how she came to be ac-
quainted with the material fact, that a hostile ap-
pointment was made between Captain MacTurk
and her lodger, when, according to her own account,
it was made intra parictcs, and rcmotis tcstibus?

" Ay, but we victuallers ken weel eneugh what
goes on in our ain houses," said Meg—" And what
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for no?—If ye maun ken & about it, | €en listen-
ed through the keyhole of the door."

" And do you say you heard them settle an ap-
pointment for a duel ?* said the Clerk ; "and did
you no take ony measures to hinder mischief, Mrs
Dods, having such a respect for thislad as you say
you have, Mrs Dods?—-| really wadna have look-
ed for the like o this at your hands.”

" In truth, Mr Bindloose," said Meg, putting
her apron to her eyes, " and that's what vexes me
mair than a the rest, and ye needna say muckle to
ane whose heart is €en the sairer that she has been
athought to blame. But there has been mony a
challenge, as they ea it, passed in my house when
thae daft lads of the Wildfire Club and the Helter-
skelter were upon their rambles; and they had aye
sense eneugh to make it up without fighting, sae
that | really did not apprehend ony thing like mis-
chief.—And ye maun think, moreover, Mr Bind-
loose, that it would have been an unco thing if a
guest, in a decent and creditable public like mine,
was to have cried coward before ony of thae land-
louping blackguards that live down at the hottle
yonder."

" That is to say, Mrs Dods, you were desirous
your guest should fight for the honour of your
house," said Bindloose.

" What for no, Mr Bindloose?—Isnathat kind
of fray aye about honour ? and what for should the
honour of a substantial, four-nooked, sclated house
of three stories, no be foughten for, as weel asthe
credit of ony of these feckless callants that make
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such afray about their reputation ?—I promise you
my house, the Cleikum, stood in the Auld Town
of St Ronan's before they were born, and it will
stand there after they are hanged, as | trust some
of them are like to be."

" Well, but perhaps your lodger had less zeal
for the honour of the house, and has quietly taken
himself out of harm's way," said Mr Bindloose;
" for if | understand your story, this meeting never
took place."

" Have less zeal 1" said Meg, determined to be
pleased with no supposition of her lawyer, " Mr
Bindloose, ye little ken him—I wish ye had seen
himwhenhewasangry ! — | dared hardly face him
mysell, and there are no mony folk that | am feared
for—Meeting ! there was nae meeting, | trow—
they never dared to meet him fairly—but | am sure
waur came of it than ever would have come of a
meeting ; for Anthony heard twa shots gang off as
he was watering the auld naig down at the burn,
and that is not far frae the footpath that leads to
the Buck-stane. | was angry at him for no making
on to see what the matter was, but he thought it
was auld Pirner out wi' the double barrel, and he
wasna keen of making himself a witness, in case he
suld have been caad on in the Poaching Court."

" Well," said the Sheriff-clerk, " and | dare say
he did hear a poacher fire a couple of shots—no-
thing more likely. Believe me, Mrs Dods, your
guest had no fancy for the party Captain MacTurk
invited him to—and beingaquietsortof man,he has
just walked away to his own home, if he has one—
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| am really sorry you have given yourself the trou-
ble of this long journey about so simple a matter."

Mrs Dods remained with her eyes fixed on the
ground in a very sullen and discontented posture,
and when she spoke, it was in a tone of correspond-
ing displeasure.

"A weel—aweel—live and learn, they say—I
thought | had afriend in you, Mr Bindloose—I am
sure | aye took your part when folk miseaad ye,
and said ye were this, that, and the other thing,
and little better than an auld sneck-drawing loon,
Mr Bindloose.—And ye have aye keepit my penny
of money, though, nae doubt, Tam Turnpenny lives
nearer me, and they say he allows half a per cent
mair than ye do if the siller lies, and mine is but
seldom steered.”

" But ye have not the Bank's security, madam,"
said Mr Bindloose, reddening. " | say harm of nae
man's credit—ill would it beseem me—but there is
adifference between Tam Turnpenny and the Bank,
| trow."

" Weel, weel, Bank here Bank there, | thought
| had a friend in you, Mr Bindloose; and here am
I, come from my am house all the way to yours for
sma comfort, | think."

" My stars, madam,” said the perplexed scribe,
" what would you have me to do in such a blind
story as yours, Mrs Dods ?—Be a thought reason-
able—consider that there is no Corpus delicti"

" Corpus delicti? and what's that?" said Meg;
" something to be paid for, nae doubt, for your
hard words a end in that.—And what for suld |



ST RONAN'S WELL. 247

no have a Corpus delicti, or a Habeas Corpus, or
ony other Corpus that | like, sse lang as | am
willing to lick and lay down the ready siller ?"

" Lord help and pardon us, Mrs Dods," said the
distressed agent, " ye mistake the matter a'thege-
ther! When | say there is no Corpus delicti, |
mean to say there is no proof that a crime has been
committed."*

" And does the man say that murder is not a
crime, than ?" answered Meg, who had taken her
own view of the subject far too strongly to be con-
verted to any other—" Weel | wot it's a crime,
baith by the law of God and man, and mony apretty
man has been strapped for it."

"1 ken all that very weel," answered the writer;
" but, my stars, Mrs Dods, there is nae evidence
of murder in this case—nae proof that a man has
been slain—nae production of his dead body—and
that is what we call the Corpus delicti."

" Weel, than, the deil lick it out of ye," said
Meg, rising in wrath, " for | will awahame again ;
and as for the puir lad's body, 1'll hae it fund, if
it cost me turning the earth for three miles round
wi' pick and shool—if it were but to give the puir
bairn Christian burial, and to bring punishment
on MacTurk and the murdering crew at the Waal,
and to shame an auld doited fule like yoursell, John
Bindloose."

Sherose in wrath to call her vehicle; but it was

* For example, a man cannot be tried for murder merely in

the case of the non-appearance of an individual; there must be
proof that the party has been murdered.
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neither the interest nor the intention of the writer
that his customer and he should part on such in-
different terms. He implored her patience, and
reminded her that the horses, poor things, had just
come off tlieir stage—an argument which sounded
irresistible in the ears of the old she-publican, in
whose early education due care of the post cattle
mingled with the most sacred duties. She there-
fore resumed her seat again in a sullen mood, and
Mr Bindloose was cudgelling his brains for some
argument which might bring the old lady to rea-
son, when his attention was drawn by anoise in the

passage.
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CHAPTER XV.
A PHAISKTt OF PAST TIMES.

— Now your traveller,
He and his toothpick at my worship's mess
King John.

T H E noise stated at the conclusion of last chap-
ter to have disturbed Mr Bindloose, was the rap-
ping of one, as in haste and impatience, at the Bank-
office door, which office was an apartment of the
Banker's house, on the left hand of his passage, as
the parlour in which he had received Mrs Dods
was upon the right.

In general, this office was patent to all having
business there; but at present, whatever might be
the hurry of the party who knocked, the clerks
within the office could not admit him, being them-
selves made prisoners by the prudent jealousy of
Mr Bindloose, to prevent them from listening to
his consultation with Mrs Dods. They therefore
answered the angry and impatient knocking of the
stranger only with stifled giggling from within,
finding it no doubt an excellent joke, that their
master's precaution was thus interfering with their
own discharge of duty.

With one or two hearty curses upon them, as
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the regular plagues of his life, Mr Bindloose dart-
ed into the passage, and admitted the stranger into
his official apartment. The doors both of the par-
lour and office remaining open, the ears of Luckie
Dods (experienced, as the reader knows, in collect-
ing intelligence) could partly overhear what passed.
The conversation seemed to regard a cash transac-
tion of some importance, as Meg became aware
when the stranger raised a voice which was na-
turally sharp and high, as he did when uttering
the following words, towards the close of a conver-
sation which had lasted about five minutes—" Pre-
mium ?—Not a pice, sir—not a courie—not a far-
thing—premium for a Bank of England bill?—
d'ye take me for a fool, sir—do not | know that
you call forty days par when you give remittances
to London ?"

Mr Bindloose was here heard to mutter some-
thing indistinctly about the custom of the trade.

' Custom !" retorted the stranger, " no such
thing—damn'd bad custom, if it is one—don't tell
me of customs—'Sbodikins, man, | know the rate
of exchange all over the world, and have drawn
"bills from Timbuctoo—My friends in the Strand
filed it along with Bruce's from Gondar—talk to
me of premium on a Bank of England post-bill!
—What d'ye look at the bill for 7—D'ye think it
doubtful ?—I can change it."

" By no means necessary," answered Bindloose,
" the bill is quite right; but it is usual to indorse,
sir."

" Certainly—reach me a pen—d'ye think | can
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write with my rattan ?—What sort of ink is this?
—yellow as curry sauce—never mind—there is my
name—Peregrine Touchwood—I got it from the
"Willoughbies, my Christian name—Have | my full
change here ?"

" Your full change, sir," answered Bindloose.

" Why, you should give me a premium, friend,
instead of me giving you one."

" It is out of our way, | assure you, sir," said
the Banker, " quite out of our way—but if you
would step into the parlour and take a cup of
tea"

" Why, ay," said the stranger, his voice sound-
ing more distinctly as (talking all the while, and
ushered along by Mr Bindloose) he left the office
and moved towards the parlour, " a cup of tea
were no such bad thing, if one could come by it
genuine—but as for your premium"” So say-
ing, he entered the parlour and made his bow to
Mrs Dods, who, seeing what she called a decent,
purpose-like body, and aware that his pocket was
replenished with English and Scottish paper cur-
rency, returned the compliment with her best
curtsy.

Mr Touchwood, when surveyed more at leisure,
was a short, stout, active man, who, though sixty
years of age and upwards, retained in his sinews
and frame the elasticity of an earlier period. His
countenance expressed self-confidence, and some-
thing like a contempt for those who had neither
seen nor endured so much as he had himself. His
short black hair was mingled with grey, but not
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entirely whitened by it. His eyes werejet-black,
deep-set, small, and sparkling, and contributed,
with ashort turned-up nose, to express an irritable
and choleric habit. His complexion was burnt to
a brick-colour by the vicisstudes of climate, to
which it had been subjected; and his face, which
at the distance of a yard or two seemed hale and
smooth, appeared, when closely examined, to be
seamed with a million of wrinkles, crossing each
other in every direction possible, but as fine as if
drawn by the point of a very small needle* His
dress, was a blue coat and buff waistcoat, half boots
remarkably well blacked, and a silk handker chief
tied with military precison. The only antiquated
part of his dress was a cocked hat of equilateral
dimensions, in the button-hole of which he wore a
very small cockade. Mrs Dods, accustomed to
judge of persons by their first appearance, said,
that in the three seps which he made from the
door to the tea-table, she recognised, without the
possibility of mistake, the gait of a person who was
well to pass in the world ; " and that," she added
with a wink, " is what we victuallers are seldom
deceived in. If a gold-laced waistcoat has an
empty pouch, the plain swan's-down will be the
brawer of the twa."

" A drizzling morning, good madam," said Mr
Touchwood, as with a view of sounding what sort
of company he had got into.

* This was a peculiarity in the countenance of the cde-
brated Cossack leader, Platoff.
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" A fine saft morning for the crap, sir," answer-
ed Mrs Dods, with equal solemnity.

" Right, my good madam ; soft is the very word,
though it has been some time since | heard it. |
have cast a double hank about the round world
since | last heard of a soft* morning."

" You will be from these parts, then 7' said the
writer, ingeniously putting acase, which, he hoped,
would induce the stranger to explain himself.
" And yet, sir," he added, after a pause, " | was
thinking that Touchwood is not a Scottish name,
at least that | ken of."

" Scottish name ?—no," replied the traveller;
" but a man may have been in these parts before,
without being a native—or, being a native, he may
have had some reason to change his name—there
are many reasons why men change their names.”

" Certainly, and some of them very good ones,"
said the lawyer ; " as in the common case of an heir
of entail, where deed of provision and tailzie is
maist ordinarily implemented by taking up name
and arms."

" Ay, orin the case of a man having made the
country too hot for him under his own proper ap-
pellative,” said Mr Touchwood.

" That is a supposition, sir,” replied the lawyer,
" which it would ill become me to put.—But at
any rate, if you knew this country formerly, ye can-
not but be marvellously pleased with the change
we have been making since the American war—

* An epithet which expreses in Scotland, what the baro-
meter calls rainy.



254 ST RONAN'S WELL.

hill-sides bearing clover instead of heather—rents
doubled, trebled, quadrupled—theauld reekiedun-
geons pulled down, and gentlemen living in as good
houses as you will see any where in England.”

" Much good may it do them, for a pack of
fools 1" replied Mr Touchwood, hastily.

" You do not seem much delighted with our
improvements, sir?" said the banker, astonished to
hear a dissentient voice where he conceived all men
were unanimous.

" Pleased !" answered the stranger—" Yes, as
much pleased as | am with the devil, who | be-
lieve sst many of them agoing. Ye have got an
idea that every thing must be changed—Unstable
as water, ye shall not excel—I tell ye, there have
been more changes in this poor nook of yours
within the last forty years, than in the great em-
pires of the East for the space of four thousand,
for what | know."

" And why not," replied Bindloose, " if they be
changes for the better ?"

" But they are not for the better," replied Mr
Touchwood, eagerly. " | left your peasantry as
poor as rats indeed, but honest and industrious,
enduringtheir lot in thisworld with firmness, and
looking forward to the next with hope—Now they
are mere eye-servants—looking at their watches,
forsooth, every ten minutes, lest they should work
for their master half an instant after loosing-time
—And then, instead of studying the Bible on the
work days, to kittle the clergymen with doubtful
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points of controversy on the Sabbath, they glean
all their theology from Tom Paine and Voltaire."

" Weel | wot the gentleman speaks truth," said
Mrs Dods. " | fand a bundle of their bawbee blas-
phemies in my ain kitchen—But | trow | made
a clean house of the packman loon that brought
them '—No content wi' turning the tawpies' heads
wi' ballants, and driving them daft wi' ribands, to
cheat them out of their precious souls, and gie them
the deevirs ware, that | suld say see, in exchange
for the siller that suld support their puir father
that's aff wark and bedridden !"

" Father | madam," said the stranger ; " they
think no more of their father than Regan or Go-
neril."

" In gude troth, ye have skeel of our sect, sir,"
replied the dame; " they are gomerils, every one
of them—I tell them sae every hour of the day, but
catch them profiting by the doctrine."

" And then the brutes are turned mercenary,
madam," said Mr Touchwood. " | remember when
a Scottishman would have scorned to touch a shil-
ling that he had not earned, and yet was as ready
to help a stranger as an Arab of the desert. And
now, | did but drop my cane the other day as | was
riding—a fellow who was working at the hedge
made three steps to lift it—1 thanked him, and my
friend threw his hat on his head, and 'damned my
thanks, if that were all'—Saint Giles could not have
excelled him."

" Weel, weel," said the banker, " that may be &
as you say, sir, and nae doubt wealth makes wit
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waver; but the country's wealthy, that cannot be
denied, and wealth, sir, ye ken"——

" | know wealth makes itself wings," answered
the cynical stranger; " but | am not quite sure we
have it even now. Y ou make a great show, indeed,
with building and cultivation ; but stock is not capi-
tal, any more than the fat of a corpulent man is
health or strength."

" Surely, Mr Touchwood," said Bindloose, who
felt his own account in the modern improvements,
"aset of landlords, living like lairds in good ear-
nest, and tenants with better housekeeping than the
lairds used to have, and facing Whitsunday and
Martinmas as | would face my breakfast—if these
are not signs of wealth, | do not know where to
seek for them."

" They are signs of folly, sir," replied Touch-
wood ; " folly that is poor, and renders itself poorer
by desiring to be thought rich ; and how they come
by the means they are so ostentatious of, you, who
are a banker, perhaps can tell me better than | can
guess."

" There is maybe an accommodation bill dis-
counted now and then, Mr Touchwood ; but men
must have accommodation, or theworld would stand
still—accommodation is the grease that makes the

wheels go."
" Ay, makes them go down hill to the devil,"
answered Touchwood. " | left you bothered about

one Ayr bank, but the whole country isan Air
bank now, | think—And who isto pay the piper?
—But it's all one—I will see little more of it—it
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is a perfect Babel, and would turn the head of a
man who has spent his life with people who love
sitting better than running, silence better than
speaking, who never eat but when they are hungry,
never drink but when thirsty, never laugh without
ajest, and never speak but when they have some-
thing to say. But here, it is all run, ride, and
drive—froth, foam, and flippancy—no steadiness
—no character."

“I'll lay the burden of my life," said Dame Dods,
looking towards her friend Bindloose," that the gen-
tleman has been at the new Spaw-waal yonder |"

" Spaw do you call it, madam ?—If you mean
the new establishment that has been spawned down
yonder at St Ronan's, it is the very fountain-head
of folly and coxcombry—a Babel for noise, and a
Vanity-fair for nonsense—no well in your swamps
tenanted by such a conceited colony of clamorous
frogs."

" Sir, sir " exclaimed Dame Dods, delighted with
the unqualified sentence passed upon her fashion-
able rivals, and eager to testify her respect for the
judicious stranger who had pronounced it,—" will
you let me have the pleasure of pouring you out a
dish of tea?" And so saying, she took bustling pos-
session of the administration which had hitherto
remained in the hands of Mr Bindloose himself.
" | hope it is to your taste, sir," she continued,
when the traveller had accepted her courtesy with
the grateful acknowledgment, which men addicted to
speak a great deal usually show to awilling auditor.

" It is as good as we have any right to expect,

VOL. XXXIII. R
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ma'am," answered Mr Touchwood ; " not quitelike
what | have drunk at Canton with old Fong Qua
—but the Celestial Empiredoes not send its best tea
to Leadenhall Street, nor does Leadenhall Street
send its best to Marchthorn.”

" That may bevery true, sir," replied the dame;
" but | will venture to say that Mr Bindloose's tea
is muckle better than you had at the Spaw-waal
yonder."

" Tea, madam! — | saw none—Ash leaves and
black-thornleaves were broughtin in painted can-
isters, and handed about by powder-monkeys in
livery, and consumed by those who liked it, amidst
the chattering of parrots and the squalling of kit-
tens. | longed for the days of the Spectator, when
I might have laid my penny on the bar, and retired
without ceremony—But no—this blessed decoction
was circulated under the auspices of some half-
crazed blue-stocking or other, and we were saddled
with all the formality of an entertainment, for this
miserable allowance of a cockle-shell full of cat-lap
per head."

" Weel, sir," answered Dame Dods, " all | can
say is, that if it had been my luck to have served
you at the Cleikum Inn, which our folk have kept
for these twa generations, | canna pretend to say
ye should have had such tea as ye have been used
to in foreign parts where it grows, but the best |
had | wad have gi'en it to a gentleman of your
appearance, and | never charged mair than six-
pence in all my time, and my father's before me."

" | wish | had known the Old Inn was still
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standing, madam," said the traveller; " | should
certainly have been your guest, and sent down for
the water every morning—the doctors insist | must
use Cheltenham, or some substitute, for the bile—
though, d—n them, | believeit's only to hide their
own ignorance. And | thought this Spaw would
have been the least evil of thetwo; but | have been
fairly overreached—one might as well live in the
inside of abell. | think young St Ronan's must
be mad, to have established such a Vanity-fair upon
his father's old property."

" Do you ken this St Ronan's that now is?"
enquired the dame.

" By report only," said Mr Touchwood; " but
| have heard of the family, and | think | have read
of them, too, in Scottish history. | am sorry to
understand they are lower in the world than they
have been.  Thisyoung man does not seem to take
the best way to mend matters, spending his time
among gamblers and black-legs."

" | should be sorry if it were so," said honest
M eg Dods, whose hereditary respect for the family
always kept her from joining in any scandal affect-
ing the character of the young Laird—" My for-
bears, sir, have had kindness frae his; and although
maybe he may have forgotten all about it, it wad
i Il become me to say ony thing of him that should
not be said of his father's son."

Mr Bindloose had not the same motive for for-
bearance; he declaimed against Mowbray as a
thoughtless dissipater of his own fortune, and that
of others. " | have some reason to speak," he said,
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" having two of his notes for L.100 each, which |
discounted out of mere kindness and respect for
his ancient family, and which he thinks nae mair of
retiring, than he does of paying the national debt—
And here has he been raking every shop in March-
thorn, to fit out an entertainment for all the fine
folk at the Well yonder; and tradesfolk are obli-
ged to take his acceptances for their furnishings.
But they may cash his bills that will; | ken ane
that will never advance a bawbee on ony paper that
has John Mowbray either on the back or front of
it. Hehad mair need to be paying the debts which
he has made already, than making new anes, that
he may feed fules and flatterers."

" | believe he is likely to lose his preparations,
too," said Mr Touchwood, " for the entertainment
has been put off, as | heard, in consequence of Miss
Mowbray's illness."

" Ay, ay, puir thing!" said Dame Margaret
Dods; " her health has been unsettled for this
mony a day."

" Something wrong here, they tell me," said the
traveller, pointing to hisown forehead significantly.

" God only kens," replied Mrs Dods; " but |
rather suspect the heart than the head—the puir
thing is hurried here and there, and down to the
Waal, and up again, and nae society or quiet at
hame; and a' thing ganging this unthrifty gait—
nae wonder she is no that weel settled."

" Well,"replied Touchwood, " sheisworse they
say than she has been, and that has occasioned the
party at Shaws-Castle having been put off. Be-
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sides, now this fine young lord has come down to
the Well, undoubtedly they will wait her recovery."

" A lord I" gaculated the astonished Mrs Dods ;
" a lord come down to the Waal—they will be
neither to haud nor to bind now—ance wud and
aye waur—a lord!—set them up and shute them
forward—a lord !—the Lord have acare 0' us '—a
lord at the hottle!l—Maister Touchwood, it's my
mind he will only prove to be a Lord o' Session."

" Nay, not so, my good lady," replied the tra-
veller, " heis an English lord, and, as they say, a
Lord of Parliament—but some folk pretend to say
there is aflaw in the title."

" I'll warrant is there—a dozen of them 1" said
Meg, with alacrity—for she could by no means en-
dure to think on the accumulation of dignity likely
to accrue to the rival establishment, from its be-
coming the residence of an actual nobleman. "I'll
warrant he'll prove a landlouping lord on their
hand, and they will be €en cheap o' the loss—And
he has come down out of order it's like, and nae
doubt he'll no be lang there before he will recover
his health, for the credit of the Spaw."

" Faith, madam, his present disorder is one which
the Spaw will hardly cure—he is shot in the shoul-
der with a pistol-bullet—a robbery attempted, it
seems—that is one of your new accomplishments-
no such thing happened in Scotland in my time—
men would have sooner expected to meet with the
phoenix than with a highwayman."

" And where did this happen, if you please, sir?"
asked the man of bills.
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" Somewhere near the old village," replied the
stranger; " and, if | amrightly informed, on Wed-
nesday last."

" This explains your twa shots, | am thinking,
Mrs Dods," said Mr Bindloose; " your groom
heard them on the Wednesday—it must have been
this attack on the stranger nobleman."

" Maybe it was, and maybe it was not," said
Mrs Dods; " but |'ll see gude reason before | give
up my ain judgment in that case—I| wad like to
ken if this gentleman," she added, returning to the
subject from which Mr Touchwood's interesting
conversation had for a few minutes diverted her
thoughts, " has heard aught of Mr Tirl ?"

" If you mean the person to whom this paper
relates," said the stranger, taking a printed hand-
bill from his pocket, " | heard of little else—the
whole place rang of him, till | was almost as sick
of Tyrrel as William Rufus was. Some idiotical
quarrel which he had engaged in, and which he had
not fought out, as their wisdom thought he should
have done, was the principal cause of censure. That
is another folly now, which has gained ground among
you. Formerly, two old proud lairds, or cadets of
good family, perhaps, quarrelled, and had arencon-
tre, or fought a duel after the fashion of their old
Gothic ancestors; but men who had no grandfathers
never dreamt of such folly—And here the folk de-
nounce a trumpery dauber of canvass, for such |
understand to be this hero's occupation, as if he
were afield-officer, who made valour his profession;
and who, if you deprived him of his honour, was
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liketo be deprived of hisbread at the same time.—
Ha, ha, ha! it reminds one of Don Quixote, who
took his neighbour, Samson Carrasco, for a knight-
errant."

The perusal of this paper, which contained the
notes formerly laid before the reader, containing the
statement of Sir Bingo, and the censure which the
company at the Well had thought fit to pass upon
his affair with Mr Tyrrel, induced Mr Bindloose
to say to Mrs Dods, with aslittle exultation on the
superiority of his own judgment as human nature
would permit,—

" Ye se now that | was right, Mrs Dods, and
that there was nae earthly use in your fashing your-
sell wi' this langjourney—The lad had just ta'en
the bent rather than face Sir Bingo ; and troth, |
think him the wiser of the twa for sae doing—
There ye hae print for it."

Meg answered somewhat sullenly, " Ye may
be mista'en, for a that, your ainsell, for as wise as
ye are, Mr Bindloose ; | shall hae that matter mair
strictly enquired into."

This led to a renewal of the altercation concern-
ing the probable fate of Tyrrel, in the course of
which the stranger was induced to take some inte-
rest in the subject.

At length Mrs Dods, receiving no countenance
from the experienced lawyer for the hypothesis she
had formed, rose, in something like displeasure, to
order her whiskey to be prepared. But hostess as
she was herself, when in her own dominions, she
reckoned without her host in the present instance;
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for the humpbacked postilion, as absolute in his
department as Mrs Dods hersef, declared that the
cattle would not be fit for the road these two hours
yet. The good lady was therefore obliged to wait
his pleasure, bitterly lamenting all the while the loss
which a house of public entertainment was sure to
sustain by the absence of the landlord or landlady,
and anticipating a long list of broken dishes, mis-
calculated reckonings, unarranged chambers, and
other disasters, which she was to expect at her re-
turn. Mr Bindloose, zealous to recover the regard
of his good friend and client, which he had in some
degree forfeited by contradicting her on a favourite
subject, did not choose to offer the unpleasing,
though obvious topic of consolation, that an unfre-
quented inn is little exposed to the accidents she
apprehended. On the contrary, he condoled with
her very cordially, and went so far as to hint, that
if Mr Touchwood had come to Marchthorn with
post-horses, as he supposed from his dress, she could
have the advantage of them to return with more
despatch to St Ronan's.

" | am not sure," said Mr Touchwood, suddenly,
" but | may return there myself. In that case |
will be glad to set this good lady down, and to stay
a few days at her house if she will receive me.—I
respect a woman like you, ma'am, who pursue the
occupation of your father—I have been in countries,
ma'am, wher e people have followed the same trade,
from father to son, for thousands of years—And |
like the fashion—it shows a seadiness and sobriety
of character."
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Mrs Dods put on a joyous countenance at this
proposal, protesting that all should be done in her
power to make things agreeable; and while her
good friend, Mr Bindloose, expatiated upon the
comfort her new guest would experience at the
Cleikum, she silently contemplated with delight
the prospect of a speedy and dazzling triumph, by
carrying off a creditable customer from her showy
and successful rival at the Well.

" | shall be easily accommodated, ma'am," said
the stranger; " | have travelled too much and too
far to be troublesome. A Spanish venta, a Persian
khan, or a Turkish caravanserai!, isall the same to
me—only, as | have no servant—indeed, never can
be plagued with one of these idle loiterers,—I must
beg you will send to the Well for a bottle of the
water on such mornings as | cannot walk there my-
self—I find it is really of some service to me."

Mrs Dods readily promised compliance with this
reasonable request; graciously conceding, that there
" could be nae ill in the water itsell, but maybe
some gude—it was only the New I nn, and the daft
haverils that they caa'd the Company, that she mis-
liked. Folk had ajest that St Ronan dookit the
Deevil in the Waal, which garr'd it taste aye since
of brimstane—but she dared to say that was a' pa-
pist nonsense, for she was tell't by him that kend
weel, and that was the minister himsell, that St
Ronan was nane of your idolatrous Roman saimts,
but aChaldee," (meaning probably a Culdee,) " whilk
was doubtless a very different story."

M atters being thus arranged to the satisfaction
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of both parties, the post-chaise was ordered, and
speedily appeared at the door of Mr Bindloose's
mansion. |t was not without a private feeling of
reluctance, that honest M eg mounted the step of a
vehicle, on the door of which was painted, " Fox
INN AND HOTEL, ST RONAN'S WELL ;" but it was
too late to start such scruples.

" | never thought to have entered ane o' their
hurley-hackets," she said, as she seated herself;
"and sic alike thing as it is—scarce room for twa
folk '—Weel | wot, Mr Touchwood, when | was
in the hiring line, our twa chaises wad hae carried,
i Ik ane o' them, four grownfolk and as mony bairns.
| trust that doited creature Anthony will come
awa back wi' my whiskey and the cattle, as soon
as they have had their feed.—Are ye sure ye hae
room eneugh, sir ?—I| wad fain hotch mysell far-
ther yont."

" O, ma'am," answered the Oriental, " | am ac-
customed to all sorts of conveyances—a dooly, a
litter, a cart, a palanquin, or a post-chaise, are all
alike to me—I think | could be an inside with
Queen Mab in anutshell, rather than not get for-
ward.—Begging you many pardons, if you have
no particular objections, 1 will light my sheroot,"
&c. &e. &c.
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CHAPTER XVI.

THE CLERGYMAN.

A man he was to all the country dear,
And passing rich with forty pounds a-year.
GOLDSMITH'S Deserted Village.

M RS DODS'S conviction, that her friend Tyrrel
had been murdered by the sanguinary Captain
MacTurk remained firm and unshaken ; but some
resear ches for the supposed body having been found
fruitless, aswell as expensive, she began to give up
the matter in despair. " She had done her duty"
—" ghe left the matter to them that had a charge
anent such things'—and " Providencewould bring
themystery tolight in his own fitting time" —such
wer e themoralities with which the good dame con-
soled herself; and, with less obstinacy than Mr
Bindloose had expected, she retained her opinion
without changing her banker and man of business.

Perhaps Meg's acquiescent inactivity in a mat-
ter which she had threatened to probe so deeply,
was partly owing to the place of poor Tyrrel being
supplied in her blue chamber, and in her daily
thoughts and cares, by her new guest, Mr Touch-
wood ; in possessing whom, a deserter as he was
from the Well, she obtained, according to her view
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of the matter, a decided triumph over her rivals.
It sometimes required, however, the full force of
this reflection, to induce Meg, old and crabbed as
she was, to submit to the various caprices and ex-
actions of attention which were displayed by her
new lodger. Never any man talked so much as
Touchwood, of his habitual indifference to food,
and accommodation in travelling ; and probably
there never was any traveller who gave more trouble
in a house of entertainment. He had his own whims
about cookery; and when these were contradicted,
especialy if he felt at the same time a twinge of
incipient gout, one would have thought he had
taken his lessons in the pastry-shop of Bedreddin
Hassan, and was ready to renew the scene of the
unhappy cream-tart, which was compounded with-
out pepper. Every now and then he started some
new doctrine in culinary matters, which Mrs Dods
deemed a heresy; and then the very house rang
with their disputes. Again, his bed must neces
sarily be made at a certain angle from the pillow
to the footposts; and the slightest deviation from
this disturbed, he said, his nocturnal rest, and did
certainly ruffle his temper. He was equally whim-
sical about the brushing of his clothes, the arrange-
ment of the furniture in his apartment, and a thou-
sand minutiae, which, in conversation, he seemed
totally to contemn.

It may seem singular, but such is the inconsist-
ency of human nature, that a guest of this fanciful
and capricious disposition gave much more satis-
faction to Mrs Dods, than her quiet and indiffer-
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ent friend, Mr Tyrrel. Ifher present lodger could
blame, he could also applaud ; and no artist, con-
sious of such skill as Mrs Dods possessd, isin-
different to the praises of such a connoisseur as
Mr Touchwood. The pride of art comforted her
for the additional labour ; nor was it a matter un-
worthy of this most honest publican's consideration,
that the guests who give most trouble, are usually
those who incur thelargest bills, and pay them with
the best grace. On this point Touchwood was a
jewel of a customer. He never denied himself the
gratification of the dightest whim, whatever ex-
pense he might himself incur, or whatever trouble
he might give to those about him; and all was done
under protestation, that the matter in question was
the most indifferent thing to him in the world.
" What the devil did he care for Burgess's sauces,
he that had eat his kouscousou, spiced with nothing
but the sand of the desert ? only it was a shame
for Mrs Dods to be without what every decent
house, above the rank of an alehouse, ought to be
largely provided with."

In short, he fussed, fretted, commanded, and was
obeyed; kept the house in hot water, and yet was
so truly good-natured when essential matters were
in discussion, that it was impossible to bear him the
least ill-will; sothat Mrs Dods, though in a mo-
ment of spleen she sometimes wished him at the
top of Tintock, always ended by singing forth his
praises. She could not, indeed, help suspecting
that he was a Nabob, as well from his conversation
about foreign parts, as from his freaks of indulgence
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to himself, and generosity to others,—attributes
which she understood to be proper to most " Men
of Ind." But although the reader has heard her
testify a general dislike to this species of Fortune's
favourites, Mrs Dods had sense enough to know,
that a Nabob living in the neighbourhood, who
raises the price of eggs and poultry upon the good
housewives around, was very different from aNabob
residing within her own gates, drawing all his sup-
plies from her own larder, and paying, without he-
sitation or question, whatever bills her conscience
permitted her to send in. In short, to come back
to the point at which we perhaps might have stop-
ped some time since, landlady and guest were very
much pleased with each other.

But Ennui finds entrance into every scene, when
the gloss of novelty is over; and the fiend began to
seize upon Mr Touchwood just when he had got
all matters to his mind in the Cleikum Inn—had
instructed Dame Dods in the mysteries of curry
and mullegatawny—drilled the chambermaid into
the habit of making his bed at the angle recom-
mended by Sir John Sinclair—and made some pro-
gress in instructing the humpbacked postilion in
the Arabian mode of grooming. Pamphlets and
newspapers, sent from London and from Edinburgh
by loads, proved inadequate to rout this invader of
Mr Touchwood's comfort; and, at last, he bethought
himself of company.  The natural resource would
have been the Well—but the traveller had a holy
shivering of awe, which crossed him at the very
recollection of Lady Penelope, who had worked
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him rather hard during his former brief residence;
and although Lady Binks's beauty might have
charmed an Asiatic, by the plump graces of its
contour, our senior was past the thoughts of a Sul-
tana and a haram. At length a bright idea crossed
his mind, and he suddenly demanded of Mrs Dods,
who was pouring out his tea for breakfast, into a
large cup of a very particular species of china, of
which he had presented her with a service on con-
dition of her rendering him this personal good
office,—

" Pray, Mrs Dods, what sort of a man is your
minister ?"

"He'sjust aman like other men, Maister Touch-
wood," replied Meg; " what sort of a man should
he be ?'

" A man like other men ?—ay—that is to say,
he has the usual complement of legs and arms, eyes
and ears—But is he a sensible man ?"

" Noinuckle o' that, sir," answered Dame Dods;
" for if he was drinking this very tea that ye gat
doun from London wi' the mail, he wad mistake it
for common bohea."

" Then he has not all his organs—wants a nose,
or the use of one at least,” said Mr Touchwood;
" the tea is right gunpowder—a perfect nosegay."

" Aweel, that may be," said the landlady; " but
| have gi'en the minister a dram frae my ain best
bottle of real Coniac brandy, and may 1 never stir
frae the bit, if he didna commend my whisky when
he set down the glass! There isno ane o' them in
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the Presbytery but himsell—ay, or in the Synod
either—but wad hae kend whisky frae brandy."

" But what sort of man is he ?—Has he learn-
ing?" demanded Touchwood.

" Learning?—eneugh o' that," answered M eg;
" just dung donnart wi' learning—lets a' things
about the Manse gang whilk gate they will, sae
they dinna plague him upon the score.  An awfu'
thing it isto seescaniill-red-up house! — I f | had
the twa tawpies that sorn upon the honest man ae
week under my drilling, | think | wad show them
how to sort a lodging !"

" Does he preach well ?" asked the guest.

Oh, weel eneugh, weel eneugh—sometimes
he will flingin alangword or a bit of learning that
our farmers and bannet lairds canna sae weel follow
—But what of that, as | am aye telling them ?—
them that pay stipend get aye the mair for their
siller.”

' Does he attend to his parish ?—Is he kind to
the poor ?"

" Ower muckle o' that, Maister Touchwood—
| am sure he makesthe Wor d gude, and turnsnot
away from those that ask o' him—his very pocket
is picked by a wheen ne'er-do-weel blackguards,
that gae sorning through the country."

" Sorning through the country, Mrs Dods ?—
what would you think if you had seen the Fakirs,
the Dervises, the Bonzes, the Imaums, the monks,
and the mendicants, that | have ssen ?—But go on,
never mind—Does this minister of yours come
much into company ?"
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" Company ?—gaewa'," replied M eg," hekeeps
nae company at a, neither in his ain house or ony
gate else. He comes down in the morning in a
lang ragged nightgown, like a potato bogle, and
down he sits amang his books ; and if they dinna
bring him something to eat, the puir demented
body has never the heart to cry for aught, and he
has been kend to sit for ten hoursthegither, black
fasting, whilk is @ mere papistrie, though he does
itjust out o' forget."

" Why, landlady, in that case, your parson is
any thing but the ordinary kind of man you de-
scribed him—Forget his dinner !—the man must
be mad—he shall dine with me to-day—he shall
have such a dinner as | "Il be bound he won't for get
in a hurry."

" Yell maybefind that easier said than dune,”
said MrsDods; " thehonest man hasna, in a sense,
the taste of his mouth—forby, he never dines out
of his ain house—that is, when he dines at a'—A
drink of milk and abit of bread serveshisturn, or
maybe a cauld potato.—It's a heathenish fashion of
him, for as good a man as heis, for surely thereis
nae Christian man but loves his own bowels."

" Why, that may be" answered Touchwood;
" but | have known many who took so much care of
their own bowels, my good dame, as to have none
for any one else.—But come—bustle to the wor k -
get us as good a dinner for two as you can set out
—have it ready at three to an instant—get the old
hock | had sent me from Cockburn—a bottle of the
particular Indian Sherry—and another of your own

VOL. XXXIII. S
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old claret — fourth bin, you know, Meg.—And
stay, heis a priest, and must have port—have all
ready, but don't bring the wine into the sun, asthat
silly fool Beck did theother day.—I can't go down
to the larder myself, but let us have no blunders."

" Nae fear, nae fear," said Meg, with atoss of
the head, " | need naebody to ook into my larder
but mysell, | trow—but it's an unco order of wine
for twa folk, and ane o' them a minister."

"Why, you foolish person, is there not the wo-
man up the village that has just brought another
fool into the world, and will she not need sack and
caudle, if we leave some of our wine ?"

" A gude ale-posset wad set her better," said
Meg; "however, if it's your will, it shall be my
pleasure.—But the like of sic a gentleman as your-
sell never entered my doors !"

Thetraveller was gone before she had completed
the sentence; and, leaving M eg to bustle and maun-
der at her leisure, away he marched, with the haste
that characterised all his motions when he had any
new project in his head, to form an acquaintance
with the minister of St Ronan's, whom, while he
walks down the street to the Manse, we will endea-
vour to introduce to the reader.

The Rev. Josiah Cargill was the son of a small
farmer in the south of Scotland; and a weak con-
stitution, joined to the disposition for study which
frequently accompanies infirm health, induced his
parents, though at the expense of some sacrifices, to
educate him for the ministry. They weretherather
led to submit to the privations which were neces-
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sary to support this expense, because they concei-
ved, from their family traditions, that hehadin his
veins some portion of the blood of that celebrated
Boanerges of the Covenant, Donald Cargill, who
was slain by the persecutors at the town of Queens-
ferry,inthemelancholy daysof Charlesl | ., merely
because, in the plenitude of his sacerdotal power,
he had cast out of the church, and delivered over
to Satan by aformal excommunication, the King
and Royal Family, with all the ministers and cour-
tiers thereunto belonging. But if Josiah was really-
derived from this uncompromising champion, the
heat of the family spirit which he might have in-
herited was qualified by the sweetness of his own
disposition, and the quiet temper of the timesin
which he had the good fortune to live. He was
characterised by all who knew himasamild, gen-
tle, and studiouslover of learning, who, inthe quiet
prosecution of his own sole object, the acquisition
of knowledge, and especially of that connected with
his profession, had the utmost indulgence for all
whose pursuits were different from hist own. His
sole relaxations were those of aretiring, mild, and
pensive temper, and were limited to a ramble, al-
most always solitary, among thewoods and hills, in
praise of which he was sometimes guilty of a son-
net, but rather because he could not help the at-
tempt, than as proposing to himself the fame or the
rewards which attend the successful poet. Indeed,
far from seeking to insinuate his fugitive pieces
into magazines and newspapers, he blushed at his
poetical attempts even while alone, and, in fact, was
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rarely so indulgent to his vein as to commit them
to paper.

From the same maid-like modesty of disposition,
our student suppressed a strong natural turn to-
wards drawing, although he was repeatedly com-
plimented upon the few sketches which he made,
by some whose judgment was generally admitted.
It was, however, this neglected talent, which, like
the swift feet of the stag in the fable, was fated to
render him a service which he might in vain have
expected from his worth and learning.

My Lord Bidmore, a distinguished connoisseur,
chanced to be in search of a private tutor for his
son and heir, the Honourable Augustus Bidmore,
and for this purpose had consulted the Professor of
Theology, who passed before him in review several
favourite students, any of whom he conceived well
suited for the situation ; but still his answer to the
important and unlooked-for question, " Did the
candidate understand drawing ?" was answered in
the negative. The Professor, indeed, added his
opinion, that such an accomplishment was neither
to be desired nor expected in a student of theology;
but, pressed hard with this condition as a sine qua
non, he at length did remember a dreaming lad
about the Hall, who seldom could be got to speak
above his breath, even when delivering his essays,
but was said to have a strong turn for drawing.
This was enough for my Lord Bidmore, who con-
trived to obtain a sight of some of young Cargill's
sketches, and was satisfied that, under such a tutor,
his son could not fail to maintain that character
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for hereditary taste which his father and grand-
father bad acquired at the expense of a considerable
estate, the representative value of which was now
the painted canvass in the great gallery at Bidmore-
House.

Upon following up the enquiry concerning the
young man's character, he wasfound to possessall
the other necessary qualifications of learning and
morals, in a greater degree than perhapsL ord Bid-
more might have required ; and, to the astonish-
ment of his fellow-students, but more especially to
his own, Josiah Cargill was promoted to the de-
sired and desirable situation of private tutor to the
Honourable Mr Bidmore.

Mr, Cargill did hisduty ably and conscientioudly,
by a spoiled though good-humoured lad, of weak
health and very ordinary parts. He could not, in-
deed, inspire into him any portion of the deep and
noble enthusiasm which characterises the youth of
genius; but his pupil made such progress in each
branch of his studies as his capacity enabled him to
attain. He understood the learned languages, and
could be very profound on the subject of various
readings—hepur sued science, and could classshells,
pack mosses, and arrange minerals—he drew with-
out taste, but with much accuracy; and although
he attained no commanding height in any pursuit,
he knew enough of many studies, literary and scien-
tific, to fill up histime, and divert from temptation
a head, which was none of the strongest in point
of resistance.

Miss Augusta Bidmore, hislordship'sonly other
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child, received also the instructions of Cargill in
such branches of science as her father chose she
should acquire, and her tutor was capable to teach.
But her progresswas as different from that of her
brother, as the fire of heaven differs from that
grosser element which the peasant piles upon his
smouldering hearth. Her acquirements in Italian
and Spanish literature, in history, in drawing, and
in all elegant learning, were such as to enchant her
teacher, while at the same time it kept him on the
stretch, lest, in her successful career, the scholar
should outstrip the master.

Alas! such intercourse, fraught asitiswith dan-
gers arising out of the best and kindest, as well as
the most natural feelings on either side, proved in
the present, as in many other instances, fatal to the
peace of the preceptor. Every feeling heart will
excuse a weakness, which we shall presently find
carried with it itsown severe punishment. Cadenus,
indeed, believe him who will, has assured us, that,
in such a perilous intercourse, he himself preserved
thelimitswhich were unhappily transgressed by the
unfortunateVanessa, hismoreimpassioned pupil:—

" The innocent delight he took
To se the virgin mind her book,
W asbut themaster'ssecret j oy,
In school to hear the finest boy."

But Josiah Cargill was less fortunate, or less cau-
tious. He suffered his fair pupil to become inex-
pressibly dear to him, before he discovered the
precipice towards which he was moving under the
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direction of a blind and misplaced passon. He was
indeed utterly incapable of availing himself of the
opportunities afforded by his situation, to involve
his pupil in the toils of a mutual passon. Honour
and gratitude alike forbade such a line of conduct,
even had it been consistent with the natural bash-
fulness, simplicity, and innocence of his disposition.
To sigh and suffer in secret, to form resolutions of
separating himself from a situation so fraught with
danger, and to postpone from day to day the ac-
complishment of a resolution so prudent, was all to
which the tutor found himself equal; and it is not
improbable, that the veneration with which he re-
garded his patron's daughter, with the utter hope-
lesness of the passon which he nourished, tended
to render his love yet more pure and disinterested.

At length, the line of conduct which reason had
long since recommended, could no longer be the
subject of procrastination. Mr Bidmore was des-
tined to foreign travel for a twelvemonth, and Mr
Cargill received from his patron the alter native of
accompanying his pupil, or retiring upon a suitable
provision, the reward of his past instructions. It
can hardly bedoubted which hepreferred; for while
he was with young Bidmore, he did not seem en-
tirely separated from his sister. He was sure to
hear of Augusta frequently, and to see some part,
at least, of the letters which she was to write to her
brother; he might also hope to be remembered in
these letters as her " good friend and tutor;" and
to these consolations his quiet, contemplative, and
yet enthusiastic disposition, clung as to a secret
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source of pleasure, the only one which life seemed
to open to him.

But fate had a blow in store, which he had not
anticipated. The chance of Augusta's changing her
maiden condition for that of a wife, probable as her
rank, beauty, and fortune rendered such an event,
had never once occurred to him; and although he
had imposed upon himself the unwavering belief
that she could never be his, he was inexpressibly
affected by the intelligence that she had become the
property of another.

The Honourable Mr Bidmore's letters to his
father soon after announced that poor Mr Cargill
had been seized with a nervous fever, and again,
that his reconvalescencewas attended with so much
debility, it seemed both of mind and body, as en-
tirely to destroy his utility as a travelling compa-
nion. Shortly after this the travellers separated,
and Cargill returned to his native country alone,
indulging upon the road in a melancholy abstrac-
tion of mind, which he had suffered to grow upon
him since the mental shock which he had sustained,
and which in time became the most characteristical
feature of his demeanour. His meditations were
not even disturbed by any anxiety about his future
subsistence, although the cessation of his employ-
ment seemed to render that precarious. For this,
however, L ord Bidmore had made provision; for,
though a coxcomb where the fine arts were con-
cerned, he was in other particulars ajust and ho-
nourable man, who felt a sincere pride in having
drawn the talents of Cargill from obscurity, and
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entertained due gratitude for the manner in which
he had achieved the important task intrusted to
him in his family.

His lordship had privately purchased from the
Mowbray family the patronage or advowson of
the living of St Ronan's, then held by a very old
incumbent, who died shortly afterwards; so that
upon arriving in England Cargill found himself
named to the vacant living. So indifferent, however,
did he feel himself towards this preferment, that
he might possibly not have taken the trouble to go
through the necessary steps previous to his ordina-
tion, had it not been on account of his mother, now
awidow, and unprovided for, unless by the support
which he afforded her. He visited her in her small
retreat in the suburbs of Marchthorn, heard her
pour out her gratitude to Heaven, that she should
have been granted life long enough to witness her
son'spromotion to a charge, which in her eyeswas
more honourable and desirable than an Episcopal
see—heard her chalk out the life which they were
to lead together in the humble independence which
had thus fallen on him—he heard all this, and had
no power to crush her hopes and her triumph by the
indulgence of his own romantic feelings. He passed
almost mechanically through the usual forms, and
was inducted into the living of St Ronan's.

Although fanciful and romantic, it was not in
Josiah Cargull's nature to yield to unavailing me-
lancholy ; yet he sought relief, not in society, but
in solitary study. His secluson was the more com-
plete, that his mother, whose education had been
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as much confined as her fortunes, felt awkward
under her new dignities, and willingly acquiesced
in her son's secession from society, and spent her
whole time in superintending thelittl e household,
and in her way providing for all emergencies, the
occurrence of which might call Josiah out of his
favourite book-room. As old age rendered her
inactive, she began to regret the incapacity of her
son to superintend his own household, and talked
something of matrimony, and the mysteries of the
mnckle wheel. To these admonitions Mr Cargill
returned only slight and evasive answers; and when
the old lady slept in the village churchyard, at a
reverend old age, there was no one to perform the
office of superintendent in the minister's family.
Neither did Josiah Cargill seek for any, but pa-
tiently submitted to all the evils with which a ba-
chelor estate is attended, and which were at |least
equal to those which beset the renowned Mago-
Pico during his state of celibacy.* His butter was
ill churned, and declared by all but himself and
the quean who made it, altogether uneatable ; his
milk was burnt in the pan, hisfruit and vegetables
were stolen, and his black stockings mended with
blue and white thread.

For all these things the minister cared not, his
mind ever bent upon far different matters. Do not
let my fair readers do Josiah more than justice, or
suppose that, like Beltenebros in the desert, he re-
mained for years the victim of an unfortunate and

* Note, p. 287. Mago-Pico.
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misplaced passion. No—to the shame of the male
sex be it spoken, that no degree of hopeless love,
however desperate and sincere, can ever continue
for years to embitter life. There must be hope—
there must be uncertainty—there must be recipro-
city, to enable the tyrant of the soul to secure a
dominion of very long duration over a manly and
well-constituted mind, which is itself desirous to
will its freedom. The memory of Augusta had
long faded from Josiah's thoughts, or was remem-
bered only as a pleasing, but melancholy and un-
substantial dream, while he was straining forward
in pursuit of a yet nobler and coyer mistress, in a
word, of Knowledge herself.

Every hour that he could spare from his pa-
rochial duties, which he discharged with zeal ho-
nourable to his heart and head, was devoted to his
studies, and spent among his books. But this chase
of wisdom, though in itself interesting and digni-
fied, was indulged to an excess which diminished
the respectability, nay, the utility, of the deceived
student; and he forgot, amid the luxury of deep
and dark investigations, that society has its claims,
and that the knowledge which is unimparted, is
necessarily a barren talent, and is lost to society,
like the miser's concealed hoard, by the death of
the proprietor. His studies were also under the
additional disadvantage, that, being pursued for
the gratification of a desultory longing after know-
ledge, and directed to no determined object, they
turned on points rather curious than useful, and
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while they served for the amusement of the student
himself, promised little utility to mankind at large.

Bewildered amid abstruse researches, metaphy-
sical and historical, Mr Cargill, living only for him-
self and his books, acquired many ludicrous habits,
which exposed the secluded student to the ridicule
of the world, and which tinged, though they did
not altogether obscure, the natural civility of an
amiable disposition, as well as the acquired habits
of politeness which he had learned in the good so-
ciety that frequented Lord Bidmore's mansion.
He not only indulged in neglect of dress and ap-
pearance, and all those ungainly tricks which men
are apt to acquire by living very much alone, but
besides, and especially, he became probably the
most abstracted and absent man of a profession pe-
culiarly liable to cherish such habits. No man fell
soregularly into the painful dilemma of mistaking,
or, in Scottish phrase, miskenning, the person he
spoke to, or more frequently enquired of an old
maid for her husband, of a childless wife about her
young people, of the distressed widower for the
spouse at whose funeral he himself had asssted but
a fortnight before; and none was ever more fami-
liar with strangers whom he had never seen, or
seemed more estranged from those who had a title
to think themselves well known to him. The
worthy man perpetually confounded sex, age, and
calling; and when a blind beggar extended his
hand for charity, he has been known to return the
civility by taking off his hat, making a low bow,
and hoping his worship was well.
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Among his brethren, Mr Cargill alternately
commanded respect by the depth of his erudition,
and gave occasion to laughter from his odd pecu-
liarities. On the latter occasions he used abruptly
to withdraw from the ridicule he had provoked;
for notwithstanding the general mildness of his
character, his solitary habits had engendered atesty
impatience of contradiction, and a keener sense of
pain arising from the satire of others, than was
natural to his unassuming disposition. Asfor his
parishioners, they enjoyed, as may reasonably be
supposed, many a hearty laugh at their pastor's
expense, and were sometimes, asMrs Dods hinted,
more astonished than edified by hislearning; for
in pursuingapoint of biblical criticism, he did not
altogether remember that he was addressing a
popular and unlearned assembly, not delivering a
concio ad clerum—a mistake, not arising from any
conceit of his learning, or wish to display it, but
from the same absence of mind which induced an
excellent divine, when preaching before a party of
criminals condemned to death, to break off by pro-
mising the wretches, who were to suffer next morn-
ing, " the rest of the discourse at the first proper
opportunity.” But all the neighbourhood acknow-
ledged Mr Cargill's serious and devout discharge
of his ministerial duties; and the poorer parish-
ioners forgave his innocent peculiarities, in consi-
deration of his unbounded charity; while the heri-
tors, if they ridiculed the abstractions of Mr Cargill
on some subjects, had the grace to recollect that
they had prevented him from suing an augmenta-
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tion of stipend, according to the fashion of the
clergy around him, or from demanding at their
hands a new manse, or the repair of the old one.
He once, indeed, wished that they would amend
the roof of his book-room, which " rained in"* in
a very pluvious manner; but receiving no direct
answer from our friend Meiklewham, who neither
relished the proposal nor saw means of eluding it,
the minister quietly made the necessary repairs at
his own expense, and gave the heritors no farther
trouble on the subject.

Such was the worthy divine whom our bon vi-
vant at the Cleikum Inn hoped to conciliate by a
good dinner and Cockburn's particular; an excel-
lent menstruum in most cases, but not likely to be
very efficacious on the present occasion.

* Scot tice, for " admitted the rain."”
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NOTE TO CHAPTER XVI.

Note, p. 282.—MA GO- PICO.

This satire, very popular even in Scotland, at least with one
party, was composed at the expense of a reverend presbyterian
divine, of whom many stories are preserved, being Mr Pyet,
the Mago-Pico of the Tale, minister of Dunbar. The work
isnow little known in Scotland, and not at all in England,
though written with much strong and coarse humour, resem-
bling the style of Arbuthnot. It was composed by Mr Hali-
burton, a military chaplain. The distresses attending M ago-
Pico's bachelor life, are thus stated : —

" At thesame time | desire you will only figure out to your-
self his situation during his celibacy in the ministerial charge—
a houselying all heaps upon heaps; hisbed ill-made, swarming
with fleas, and very cold on the winter nights; his sheep's
head not to be eaten for wool and hair, his broth singed, his
bread mouldy, hislamb and pig all scouthered, his house nei-
ther washed nor plastered; his black stockings darned with
white worsted above the shoes, his butter made into cat's
harns; his cheee one heap of mites and maggots, and full of
large avenues for rats and mice to play at hide-and-seek and
make their nests in.  Freguent were the admonitions he had
given his maid-servants on this score, and every now and then
he was turning them off; but still the last was the worst, and
in the meanwhile the poor man was the sufferer. At any
rate, therefore, matrimony must turn to his account, though
his wife should prove to be nothing but a creature of the femi-
nine gender, with a tongue in her head, and ten fingers on her
hands, to clear out the papers of the housemaid, not to men-
tion the convenience of a man's having it in his power lawfully
to beget sons and daughters in his own house." —Memoirs of
Mago-Pico. Second edition. Edinburgh, 1761, p. 19.
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CHAPTER XVII.

THE ACQUAINTANCE.

'"Twixt us thusthe difference trims: —
Using head instead of limbs,
You have read what | have seen;
Using limbs instead of head,
| have seen what you have read—
Which way does the balance lean ?
BUTLER.

O UR traveller, rapid in all his resolutions and
motions, strode stoutly down the street, and arri-
ved at the Manse, which was, as we have already-
described it, all but absolutely ruinous. Thetotal
desolation and want of order about the door, would
have argued the place uninhabited, had it not been
for two or three miserable tubs with suds, or such
like sluttish contents, which were left there, that
those who broke their shins among them might
receive a sensible proof, that " here the hand of
woman had been." The door being half off its
hinges, the entrance was for the time protected by
a broken harrow, which must necessarily be remo-
ved before entry could be obtained. The little
garden, which might have given an air of comfort
to the old house had it been kept in any order,
was abandoned to a desolation, of which that of the
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sluggard was only a type; and the minister's man,
an attendant alwaysprover bial for doing half work,
and who seemed in the present instance to do none,
was seen among docks and nettles, solacing himself
with the few gooseberries which remained on some
moss-grown bushes. To him Mr Touchwood called
loudly, enquiring after his master; but the clown,
conscious of being taken in flagrant delict, as the
law says, fled from him like a guilty thing, instead
of obeying his summons, and was soon heard hup-
ping and geeing to the cart, which he had left on
the other side of the broken wall.

Disappointed in his application to the man-ser-
vant, Mr Touchwood knocked with his cane, at
first gently, then harder, hollowed, bellowed, and
shouted, in the hope of calling the attention of some
one within doors, but received not aword inreply.
At length, thinking that no trespass could be com-
mitted upon so forlorn and deserted an establish-
ment, he removed the obstacles to entrance with
such a noise as he thought must necessarily have
alarmed some one, if there was any live person
about the house at all. All was still silent; and,
entering a passage where the damp walls and bro-
ken flags corresponded to the appearance of things
out of doors, he opened a door to the left, which,
wonderful to say, still had a latch remaining, and
found himself in the parlour, and in the presence
of the person whom he came to visit.

Amid aheap of booksand other literary lumber,
which had accumulated around him, sat, in hiswell-
wor n leathern elbow chair, the learned minister of

VOL. XXXIII. T



290 ST RONAN'S WELL.

St Ronan's; athin, spare man, beyond the middle
age, of a dark complexion, but with eyes which,
though now obscured and vacant, had been once
bright, soft, and expressive, and whose features
seemed interesting, the rather that, notwithstand-
ing the cardessness of his dress, he was in the habit
of performing hisablutionswith Eastern precision;
for he had forgot neatness, but not cleanliness. His
hair might have appeared much more disorderly,
had it not been thinned by time, and disposed
chiefly around the sides of his countenance and the
back part of his head ; black stockings, ungartered,
marked his professional dress, and his feet were
thrust into the old dipshod shoes, which served
him instead of dippers. The rest of his garments,
as far as visible, consigted in a plain nightgown
wrapt in long folds round his stooping and emacia-
ted length of body, and reaching down to the slip-
pers aforesaid. He was so intently engaged in
studying the book before him, afolio of no ordinary
bulk, that he totally disregarded the noise which
Mr Touchwood made in entering theroom, aswell
as the coughs and hems with which he thought it
proper to announce his presence.

No notice being taken of these inarticulate sig-
nals, Mr Touchwood, however great an enemy he
was to ceremony, saw the necessity of introducing
his business, as an apology for his intrusion.

" Hem ! sir—Ha, hem | —You e before you a
person in some distress for want of society, who
has taken the liberty to call on you asa good pas-
tor, who may be, in Christian charity, willing to
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afford him alittle of your company, sinceheistired
of his own."

Of this speech Mr Cargill only understood the
words "distress" and "charity," sounds with which
he was well acquainted, and which never failed to
produce some effect on him. He looked at his visi-
tor with lack-lustre eye, and, without correcting
the first opinion which he had formed, although the
stranger's plump and sturdy frame, as well as his
nicely-brushed coat, glancing cane, and, above all,
his upright and self-satisfied manner, resembled in
no respect the dress, form, or bearing of a mendi-
cant, he quietly thrust ashilling into his hand, and
relapsed into the studious contemplation which the
entrance of Touchwood had interrupted.

" Upon my word, my good sir," said his visitor,
surprised at a degree of absence of mind which he
could hardly have conceived possible, " you have
entirely mistaken my object.”

" | am sorry my miteis insufficient, my friend,"
said the clergyman, without again raising his eyes,
"itis all | have at present to bestow."

" If you will have the kindness to look up for a
moment, my good sir," said the traveller, " you may
possibly perceive that you labour under a consider-
able mistake."

Mr Cargill raised his head, recalled his attention,
and, seeing that he had a well-dressed, respectable-
looking person before him, he exclaimed in much
confusion, " Ha !—yes—on my word, | was so im-
mersed in my book—I believe—I think | have the
pleasure to see my worthy friend, Mr Lavender ?"
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"Nosuchthing, Mr Cargill," replied Mr Touch-
wood. " | will save you the trouble of trying to
recollect me—you never saw me before—But do
not let me disturb your studies—I amin no hurry,
and my busness can wait your leisure."

" | am much obliged," said Mr Cargill; " have
the goodness to take a chair, if you can find one—I
have a train of thought to recover—a slight calcu-
lation to finish—and then | am at your command."

The visitor found among the broken furniture,
not without difficulty, a seat strong enough to sup-
port hisweight, and sat down, resting upon his cane,
and looking attentively at his host, who very soon
became totally insensible of his presence. A long
pause of total silence ensued, only disturbed by the
rustling leaves of the folio from which Mr Cargill
seemed to be making extracts, and now and then
by a little exclamation of surprise and impatience,
when he dipped his pen, as happened once or twice,
into his snuff-box, instead of the inkstandish which
stood besideit. At length, just as Mr Touchwood
began to think the scene as tedious as it was sin-
gular, the abstracted student raised his head, and
spoke as if in soliloquy, " From Acon, Accor, or
St John d'Acre, to Jerusalem, how far?"

" Twenty-threemilesnorth north-west," answer-
ed his visitor, without hesitation.

Mr Cargill expressed no more surprise at a ques-
tion which he had put to himself being answered
by the voice of another, than if he had found the
distance on the map, and indeed, was not probably
aware of the medium through which his question
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had been solved; and it was the tenor of the answer
alonewhich he attended toin hisreply.—" Twenty-
three miles—Ingulphus,” laying his hand on the
volume, " and Jeffrey Winesauf, do not agree in
this."

" They may both be d—d, then, for lying block-
heads," answered the traveller.

" You might have contradicted their authority,
sir, without using such an expression,” said the
divine, gravely.

"I cry you mercy, Doctor,” said Mr Touch-
wood ; " but would you compare these parchment
fellows with me, that have made my legs my com-
pases over great part of the inhabited world?"

" You have been in Palestine, then ?" said Mr
Cargill, drawing himself upright in his chair, and
speaking with eagerness and with interest.

" You may swear that, Doctor, and at Acre too.
Why, | wastherethe month after Boney had found
it too hard a nut to crack.—I dined with Sir Syd-
ney's chum, old Djezzar Pacha, and an excellent
dinner we had, but for a dessert of noses and ears
brought on after the last remove, which spoiled my
digestion. Old Djezzar thought it so good ajoke,
that you hardly saw a man in Acre whose face was
not as flat asthe palm of my hand—Gad, | respect
my olfactory organ, and set off the next morning
as fast asthe most cursed hard-trotting dromedary
that ever fell to poor pilgrim's lot could contrive to
tramp."

" 1f you havereally been in theHoly Land, sir,"
said Mr Cargill, whom the reckless gaiety of Touch-
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wood's manner rendered somewhat suspicious of a
trick, " you will be able materially to enlighten me
on the subject of the Crusades."

" They happened before my time, Doctor," re-
plied the traveller.

" Y ou are to understand that my curiosity refers
to the geography of the countrieswhere these events
took place," answered Mr Cargill.

" O asto that matter, you are lighted on your
feet," said Mr Touchwood ; " for the time present
| can fit you. Turk, Arab, Copt, and Druse, |
know every one of them, and can make you as well
acquainted withthem asmyself. Without stirring
a step beyond your threshold, you shall know Syria
aswell as | do.—But one good turn deserves an-
other—in that case, you must have the goodness to
dine with me."

" 1 go seldom abroad, sir," said the minister, with
a good deal of hesitation, for his habits of solitude
and seclusion could not be entirely overcome, even
by the expectation raised by the traveller's dis-
course ; " yet | cannot deny myself the pleasure of
waiting on a gentleman possessed of so much ex-
perience."

" Wellthen," said Mr Touchwood, "three bethe
hour—I never dine later, and alwaysto aminute—
and the place, the Cleikum Inn, up theway; where
Mrs Dods is at this moment busy in making ready
such a dinner as your learning has seldom seen,
Doctor, for | brought the receipts from the four
different quarters of the globe."

Upon thistreaty they parted; and Mr Cargill,
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after musing for a short while upon the singular
chance which had sent a living man to answer those
doubts for which he was in vain consulting ancient
authorities, at length resumed, by degrees, thetrain
of reflection and investigation which Mr Touch-
wood's visit had interrupted, and in a short time
lost all recollection of his episodical visitor, and of
the engagement which he had formed.

Not so Mr Touchwood, who, when not occupied
with business of real importance, had the art, as
the reader may have observed, to make a prodigi-
ous fuss about nothing at all. Upon the present
occasion, he bustled in and out of the kitchen, till
Mrs Dods lost patience, and threatened to pin the
dishclout to his tail; a menace which he pardoned,
in consideration, that in all the countries which he
had visited, which are sufficiently civilized to boast
of cooks, these artists, toiling in their fiery ele-
ment, have a privilege to be testy and impatient.
He therefore retreated from the torrid region of
Mrs Dods's microcosm, and employed his time in
theusual devices of loiterers, partly by walking for
an appetite, partly by observing the progress of his
watch towards three o'clock, when he had happily
succeeded in getting an employment more serious.
His table, in the blue parlour, was displayed with
two covers, after the fairest fashion of the Cleikum
Inn; yet the landlady, with alook " civil but dly,"
contrived to insinuate a doubt whether the clergy-
man would come, " when a' was dune."

Mr Touchwood scorned to listen to such an insi-
nuation until the fated hour arrived, and brought
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with it noMr Cargill. The impatient entertainer
allowed five minutes for difference of clocks, and
variation of time, and other five for the procrasti-
nation of one who went little into society. But no
sooner were the last five minutes expended, than
he darted off for the Manse, not, indeed, much like
a greyhound or a deer, but with the momentum of
a corpulent and well-appetized elderly gentleman,
who is in haste to secure his dinner. He bounced
without ceremony into the parlour, where he found
the worthy divine clothed in the same plaid night-
gown, and seated in the very elbow-chair, in which
he had left him five hours before. His sudden en-
trance recalled to Mr Cargill, not an accurate, but
something of a general recollection, of what had
passed in the morning, and he hastened to apolo-
gize with " Hal—indeed—already ?—upon my
word, Mr A—a—, | mean my dear friend—I am
afraid | have used you ill—I forgot to order any
dinner—but wewill doour best.—Eppie—Eppiel"

Not at thefirst, second, nor third call, but ex inter-
vallo, asthe lawyers express it, Eppie, a bare-leg-
ged, shock-headed, thick-ankled, red-armed wench,
entered, and announced her presence by an empha-
tic" What's your wull ?"

" Have you got any thing in the house for din-
ner, Eppie?"

" Naethingbut bread and milk, plenty o't—what
should | have?"

"You see sir,"” said Mr Cargill, " you arelike
to have a Pythagorean entertainment; but you are
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atraveller, and have doubtless been in your time
thankful for bread and milk."

" But never when there was anything better to
be had," said Mr Touchwood. " Come, Doctor,
| beg your pardon, but your wits are fairly gonea
wool-gathering; itwas | invitedyou to dinner, up
at the inn yonder, and not you me."

" On myword, and so it was," said Mr Cargill;
" | knew | was quite right—I knew there was a
dinner engagement betwixt us, | was sure of that,
and that is the main point.—Come, sir, | wait upon
you."

" Will younot first changeyour dress ?' said the
visitor, seeing with astonishment that the divine
proposed to attend him in his plaid nightgown;
" why, we shall have all the boys in the village
after us—you will look like an owl in sunshine,
and they will flock roundyou like so many hedge-
sparrows."

"I will get my clothes instantly," said the wor-
thy clergyman; " | will get ready directly—I am
really ashamed to keep you waiting, my dear M r—
eh—eh—your name has this instant escaped me."

"It is Touchwood, sir, at your service; | do not
believe you ever heard it before," answered the tra-
veller.

" True—right—no more | have—well, my good
Mr Touchstone, will you sit down an instant until
we see what we can do ?—strange slaves we make
ourselves to these bodies of ours, Mr Touchstone
—the clothing and the sustaining of them costs us
much thought and leisure, which might be better
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employed in catering for the wants of our immor-
tal spirits."

Mr Touchwood thought in his heart that never
had Bramin or Gymnosophistlessreason to reproach
himself with excess in the indulgence of the table,
or of the toilet, than the sage before him ; but he
assented to the doctrine, as he would have done to
any minor heresy, rather than protract matters by
farther discussng the point at present. In ashort
time the minister was dressed in his Sunday's suit,
without any farther mistake than turning one of
his black stockings inside out; and Mr Touchwood,
happy as was Boswell when he carried off Dr
Johnson in triumph todinewith Strahan and John
Wilkes, had the pleasure of escorting him to the
Cleikum Inn.

In the course of the afternoon they became more
familiar, and the familiarityled to their forminga
considerable estimate of each other's powers and
acquirements. It istrue, the traveller thought the
student too pedantic, too much attached to systems,
which, formed in solitude, he was unwilling to re-
nounce, even when contradicted by the voice and
testimony of experience; and, moreover, considered
his titter inattention to the quality of what he eat
and drank, as unworthy of a rational, that is, of a
cooking creature, or of a being who, as defined by
Johnson, holds his dinner as the most important
business of the day. Cargill did not act up to this
definition, and was, therefore, in the eyes of his new
acquaintance, so far ignorant and uncivilized. W hat
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then ? Hewasstill a sensible, intelligent man, how-
ever abstemious and bookish.

On the other hand, the divine could not help re-
garding his new friend as something of an epicure
or belly-god, nor could he observe in him either the
perfect education, or the polished bearing, which
mark the gentleman of rank, and of which, while
he mingled with theworld, he had become a com-
petent judge. Neither did it excape him, that in
the catalogue of Mr Touchwood's defects, occurred
that of many travellers, a slight disposition to ex-
agger ate his own personal adventures, and to prose
concerning his own exploits. But then, his ac-
guaintancewith Eastern manners, existing now in
the same state in which they werefound during the
time of the Crusades, formed a living commentary
on the works of William of Tyre, Raymund of
Saint Giles, the M oslem annals of Abulfaragi, and
other historians of the dark period, with which his
studies were at present occupied.

A friendship, a companionship at least, was
therefore struck up hastily betwixt these two ori-
ginals; and to the astonishment of the whole pa-
rish of St Ronan's, the minister thereof wag seen
once more leagued and united with an individual
of his species, generally called among them the
Cleikum Nabob. Their intercour se sometimes con-
sisted in long walks, which they took in company,
traversing, however, as limited a space of ground,
as if it had been actually roped in for their pedes-
trian exercise. Their paradewas, accordingtocir-
cumgtances, a low haugh at the nether end of the
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ruinous hamlet,” or the esplanade in the front of
the old castle ; and, in either case, the direct lon-
gitude of their promenade never exceeded a hun-
dred yards. Sometimes, hut rarely, thedivinetook
share of Mr Touchwood's meal, though less splen-
didly set forth than when he was first invited to
partake of it; for, likethe owner of thegold cup in
Parnell's Hermit, when cured of his ostentation,

" Still he welcomed, but with less of cost."

On these occasons, the conversation was not of
the regular and compacted nature, which passes
betwixt men, asthey are ordinarily termed, of this
world. On the contrary, the one party was often
thinking of Saladin and Coeur de Lion, when the
other was haranguing on Hyder Ali and Sir Eyre
Coote. Still, however, the one spoke, and the other
seemed to listen; and, perhaps, the lighter inter-
cour se of society, wher e amusement is the sole ob-
ject, can scarcely rest on a safer and more secure
bass.

It was on one of the evenings when the learned
divine had taken his place at Mr Touchwood's so-
cial board, or rather at Mrs Dods's—for a cup of
excellent tea, the only luxury which Mr Cargill
continued to partake of with some complacence,
was the regale before them,—that a card was de-
livered to the Nabob.

" Mr and Miss M owbray see company at Shaws-
Castle on the twentieth current, at two o'clock—
adegjeuner—dresses in character admitted— A dra-
matic picture."—" See company ? the more fools
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they," he continued by way of comment. " See
company ?—choice phrases are ever commendable
—and this piece of pasteboard is to intimate that
one may go and meet all the fools of the parish, if
they have a mind—in my time they asked the
honour, or the pleasure, of a stranger's company.
| suppose, by and by, we shall have in this coun-
try the ceremonial of a Bedouin's tent, where every
ragged Hadgi, with hisgreen turban, comesin dap
without leave asked, and has his black paw among
therice, with no other apology than Salam Alicum.
—' Dressesin character—Dramatic picture'—what
new tomfoolery can that be ?—but it does not sig-
nify.—Doctor | | say Doctor !—but he is in the
seventh heaven—I| say, Mother Dods, you who
know all the news—Is this the feast that was put
off until Miss Mowbray should be better ?"

" Troth isit, Maister Touchwood—they are no
in the way of giving twa entertainments in one
season—no very wise to gie ane maybe—but they
ken best."

" | say, Doctor, Doctor |—Bless his five wits,
he is charging the Moslemah with stout King
Richard—I say, Doctor, do you know any thing of
these Mowbrays ?"

" Nothing extremely particular," answered Mr
Cargill, after a pause; " it is an ordinary tale of
greatness, which blazes in one century, and is ex-
tinguished in the next. | think Camden says, that
Thomas Mowbray, who was Grand-Marshal of
England, succeeded to that high office, as well as
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to the Dukedom of Norfolk, as grandson of Roger
Bigot, in 1301."

" Pshaw, man, you are back into the 14th cen-
tury—I mean these Mowbrays of St Ronan's—
now, don't fall asleep again until you have answer-
ed my question—and don't look so like a startled
hare—I| am speaking no treason."

The clergyman floundered a moment, as is usual
with an absent man who is recovering the train of
his ideas, or a somnambulist when he is suddenly
awakened, and then answered, still with hesita-
tion,—

" Mowbray of St Ronan's ?—ha—eh—I| know
—that is—I did know the family."

" Here they are going to give a masquerade, a
bal pare, private theatricals, | think, and what
not," handing him the card.

"1 saw something of this a fortnight ago," said
Mr Cargill; " indeed, | either had aticket myself,
or | saw such a one as that."

" Are you sure you did not attend the party,
Doctor ?* said the Nabob.

" Who attend ? | ? you are jesting, Mr Touch-
wood."

" But are you quite positive ?* demanded Mr
Touchwood, who had observed, to his infinite
amusement, that the learned and abstracted scholar
was so conscious of his own peculiarities, as never
to be very sure on any such subject.

" Positive I" he repeated with embarrassment;
"'my memory is so wretched that | never like to
be positive—but had | done any thing so far out
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of my usual way, | must have remembered it, one
would think—and—I am positive | wasnot there."

" Neither could you, Doctor," said the Nabob,
laughing at the process by which his friend reason-
ed himself into confidence, " for it did not take
place—it was adjourned, and this is the second in-
vitation—there will be one for you, as you had a
card to the former.—Come, Doctor, you must go
—you and | will gotogether—I asan I maum—I
can say my Bismillah with any Hadgi of them all
—You as acardinal, or what you like best."

" Who, | ?—it is unbecoming my station, Mr
Touchwood," said the clergyman—" a folly alto-
gether inconsistent with my habits."

" All the better—you shall change your habits."

" You had better gang up and se them, Mr
Cargill," said Mrs Dods; " for it's maybe the last
sight ye may see of Miss Mowbray—they say she
isto be married and off to England ane of thae odd-
come-shortlies, wi' some of the gowks about the
W aal down-by."

" Married |" said the clergyman; " it isimpos-
sible!"

" But where'stheimpossibility, Mr Cargill, when
ye sefolk marry every day, and bucklethem your -
sell into the bargain ?7—Maybe ye think the puir
lassie has a bee in her bannet; but ye ken yoursell
if naebody but wise folk wereto marry, the warld
wad be ill peopled. | think it's the wise folk that
keep single, like yoursell and me, Mr Cargill.—
Gude guide us !—are ye weel ?—will ye taste a
drap o something ?"



304 ST RONAN'S WELL.

" Sniff at my ottar of roses" said Mr Touch-
wood ; " the scent would revive the dead—why,
what in the devil's name is the meaning of this?
—you were quite well just now."

" A sudden qualm," said Mr Cargill, recovering
himself.

" Oh! Mr Cargill," said Dame Dods, "this
comes of your lang fasts"

" Right, dame," subjoined Mr Touchwood; " and
of breakingthem with sour milk and pease bannock
—the least morsel of Christian food is rejected by
the stomach, just as a small gentleman refusesthe
visit of a creditable neighbour, lest he see the na-
kedness of the land—hal hal"

" And thereisreally atalk of Miss M owbray of
St Ronan's being married ?" said the clergyman.

" Troth isthere" saidthedame; " it's Trotting
Nelly's news; and though she likes a drappie, |
dinna think she would invent a lee or carry ane—
at least to me, that am a gude customer."

" Thismust be looked to," said Mr Cargill, as
if speaking to himself.

" In troth, and so it should," said Dame Dods;
" it's a sin and a shame if they should employ the
tinkling cymbal they ca' Chatterly, and Sca Pres-
byterian trumpet asyoursell in theland, Mr Car-
gill ; and if ye will take a fule's advice, ye winna
let the multure beta'en by your ain mill, Mr Car-
gill

" True, true, good Mother Dods," said the Na-
bob ; " glovesand hatbandsarethingsto be looked
after, and Mr Cargill had better go down to this.
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cursed festivity with me, in order to se after his
own interest."

" | must speak with the young lady," said the
clergyman, still in a brown study.

" Right, right, my boy of black-letter," said the
Nabob ; " with me you shall go, and we'll bring
themto submission to mother-church, | warrant you
—Why, the idea of being cheated in such a way,
would scare a Santon out of his trance.—What
dress will you wear?"

" My own, to be sure" said the divine, starting
from his reverie.

" True, thou art right again—they may want to
knit the knot on the spot, and who would be mar-
ried by a parson in masquerade ?—We go to the
entertainment though—it is a done thing."

The clergyman assented, provided he should re-
ceive an invitation; and as that was found at the
Manse, he had no excuse for retracting, even if he
had seemed to desire one.

VOL. XXXIII, u
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CHAPTER XVIII.
FORTUNE'S FROLICS.

Count Basset. We gentlemen, whose carriages run on the
four aces, are apt to have a wheel out of order.
The Provoked Husband.

O U R history must now look alittlebackwards;
and although it is rather foreign to our natural
style of composition, it must speak more in narra-
tive, and lessin dialogue, rather telling what hap-
pened, than its effects upon the actors. Our purpose,
however, is only conditional, for we foresee temp-
tations which may render it difficult for us exactly
to keep it.

The arrival of the young Earl of Etherington at
the salutiferous fountain of St Ronan's had pro-
duced the strongest sensation; especially, as it was
joined with the singular accident of the attempt
upon his lordship's person, as he took a short cut
through the woods on foot, at a distance from his
equipage and servants. The gallantry with which
he beat off the highwayman, was only equal to his
generosity; for he declined making any researches
after the poor devil, although hislordship hadre-
celved a severe wound in the stuffle

Of the " three black Graces," asthey have been
termed by one of the most pleasant companions of
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our time, Law and Physic hastened to do homage
to Lord Etherington, represented by Mr Meikle-
wham and Dr Quackleben; while Divinity, as
favourable, though more coy, in the person of the
Reverend Mr Simon Chatterly, stood on tiptoe to
offer any service in her power.

For the honourable reason already assigned, his
lordship, after thanking Mr Meiklevvham, and hint-
ing, that he might have different occasion for his
services, declined his offer to search out the delin-
quent by whom he had been wounded ; while to the
care of the Doctor he subjected the cure of a smart
flesh-wound in the arm, together with a slight
scratch on the temple ; and so very genteel was his
behaviour on the occasion, that the Doctor, in his
anxiety for his safety, enjoined him a month's
course of thewaters, if he would enjoy the comfort
of a complete and perfect recovery. Nothingsofre-
quent, he could assure his lordship, as the opening
of cicatrized wounds; and the waters of St Ronan's
spring being, according to Dr Quackleben, areme-
dy for all the troubles which fleshis heir to, could
not fail to equal those of Barege, in facilitating the
discharge of all splinters or extraneous matter,
which a bullet may chance to incorporate with the
human frame, to its great annoyance. For he was
wont to say, that although he could not declare the
waters which he patronised to be an absolute pan-
pharmacon, yet he would with word and pen main-
tain, that they possessed the principal virtues of
the most celebrated medicinal springs inthe known
world. Inshort, thelove of Alpheusfor Arethusa
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was a merejest, compared to that which the Doc-
tor entertained for his favourite fountain.

The new and noble guest, whose arrival so much
illustrated these scenes of convalescence and of
gaiety, was not at first seen so much at the ordi-
nary, and other places of public resort, as had been
the hope of the worthy company assembled. His
health and hiswound proved an excuse for making
his visits to the society few and far between.

But when he did appear, his manners and per-
son were infinitely captivating; and even the car-
nation-coloured silk handkerchief, which suspended
his wounded arm, together with the paeness and
languor which loss of blood had left on his hand-
some and open countenance, gave a grace to the
whole person which many of the ladies declared
irresistible. Al contendedfor hisnotice, attracted
at once by his affability, and piqued by the calm and
easy nonchalance with which it seemedto be blend-
ed. Thescheming and selfish Mowbray, the coarse-
minded and brutal Sir Bingo, accustomed to con-
sider themselves, and to be considered, as the first
men of the party, sunk into comparative insignifi-
cance. But chiefly Lady Penelope threw out the
captivations of her wit and her literature; while
Lady Binks, trusting to her natural charms, en-
deavoured equally to attract hisnotice. The other
nymphs of the Spa held a little back, upon the
principle of that politeness, which, at continental
hunting parties, affords the first shot at afine piece
of game, to the person of the highest rank present;
bat the thought throbbed in many a fair bosom,
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that their ladyships might miss their aim, in spite of
the advantages thus allowed them, and that there
might then be room for less exalted, but perhaps
not less skilful, markswomen, to try their chance.

But while the Earl thus withdrew from public
society, it was necessary, at least natural, that he
should choose some one with whom to share the
solitude of his own apartment; and Mowbray,
superior in rank to the half-pay whisky-drinking
Captain MacTurk; in dashto Winterblossom, who
was broken down, and turned twaddler; and in tact
and snseto Sir Bingo Binks, easily manoeuvred
himself into his lordship's more intimate society;
and internally thanking the honest footpad, whose
bullet had been the indirect means of secluding his
intended victim from all society but his own, he
gradually began to feel the way, and prove the
strength of his antagonist, at the various games of
skill and hazard which he introduced, apparently
with the sole purpose of relieving the tedium of a
sick-chamber.

Meiklewham, who felt, or affected, the greatest
possible interest in his patron's success, and who
watched every opportunity to enquire how his
schemes advanced, received at first such favourable
accounts as made him grin from ear to ear, rub his
hands, and chuckle forth such bursts of glee as only
the success of triumphant roguery could have ex-
torted from him. Mowbray looked grave, however,
and checked his mirth.

" There was something in it after all," he said,
that he could not perfectly understand. Ether-
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ington, an used hand—d—d sharp—up to every
thing, and yet he lost his money like a baby."

" And what the matter how he loses it, so you
winitlike a man?" said his legal friend and ad-
viser.

" Why, hang it, | cannot tell,"” replied Mow-
bray—" were it not that | think he has scarce the
impudence to propose such athing to succeed, curse
me but | should think he was coming the old sol-
dier over me, and keeping up his game.—But no—
he can scarce have the impudence to think of that.
—1 find, however, that he has done Wolverine—
cleaned out poor Tom—though Tom wrote to me
the precise contrary, yet the truth has since come
out—Well, I shall avenge him, for | see hislord-
ship is to be had as well as other folk."

" Weel, Mr Mowbray," said the lawyer, in a
tone of affected sympathy, " yeken your own ways
best—but the heavens will bless a moderate mind.
| would not like to see you ruin this poor lad,/?m-
ditusy that is to say, out and out. To lose some of
the ready will do him no great harm, and maybe
give him alesson he may be the better of as long
as he lives—but | wad not, as an honest man, wish
you to go deeper—you should spare the lad, Mr
Mowbray."

" Who spared me, Meiklewham ?" said Mow-
bray, with a look and tone of deep emphasis—
" No, no—he must go through the mill—money
and money'sworth.—His seat is called Oakendale
—think of that, Mick—Oakendalel Oh, name of
thrice happy augury!—Speak not of mercy, Mick
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—the squirrels of Oakendale must be dismounted,
and learn to go a-foot.—What mercy can the wan-
dering lord of Troy expect among the Greeks ?—
The Greeks! — | am a very Suliote—the bravest
of Greeks.

" | think not of pity, 1 think not of fear,
He neither must know who would serve the Vizier.'

And necessity, Mick," he concluded, with a tone
something altered, " necessity is as unrelenting a
leader as any Vizier or Pacha, whom Scanderbeg
ever fought with, or Byron has sung."

M eiklewham echoed his patron's ejaculationwith
a sound betwixt awhine, a chuckle, and a groan;
the first being designed to express his pretended
pity for the destined victim; the second his sym-
pathy with his patron's prospects of success; and
the third being awhis le admonitory of the dan-
gerous courses through which his object was to be
pursued.

Suliote as he boasted himself, Mowbray had,
soon after this conversation, some reason to admit
that,

" When Greek meets Greek, then comes the tug of war."

The light skirmishing betwixt the parties was
ended, and the serious battle commenced with some
caution on either side; each perhaps desirous of
being master of his opponent's system of tactics,
before exposing his own. Piquet, the most beau-
tiful game at which a man can make sacrifice of
his fortune, was one with which Mowbray had, for
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his misfortune perhaps, been accounted, from an
early age, a great proficient, and in which the Ear|
of Etherington, with less experience, proved no
novice. They now played for such stakes as M ow-
bray's state of fortunerender ed considerableto him,
though his antagonist appeared not to regard the
amount. And they played with various success;
for,though M owbr ay at timesreturned with asmile
of confidencetheenquiringlooksof hisfriend M eikle-
wham, there were other occasons on which he
seemed to evade them, as if his own had a sad con-
fession to make in reply.

These alternations, though frequent, did not oc-
cupy, after all, many days; for Mowbray, afriend
of all hours, spent much of histimein Lord Ether-
ington's apartment, and these few days wer e days of
battle. In the meantime, as his lordship was now
sufficiently recovered to join the party at Shaws
Castle, and MissMowbray's health being announ-
ced asrestored, that proposal wasrenewed, with the
addition of a dramatic entertainment, the nature
of which we shall afterwards have occasion to ex-
plain. Cards were anew issued to all those who
had been formerly included in the invitation, and
of course to Mr Touchwood, asformerly aresident
at the Well, and now in the neighbourhood; it
being previously agreed among the ladies, that a
Nabob, though sometimes a dingy or damaged
commodity, was not to be rashly or unnecessarily
neglected. As to the parson, he had been asked,
of course, as an old acquaintance of the Mowbray
house, not to be left out when the friends of the
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family wereinvited on a great scale ; but his habits
were well known, and it wasno more expected that
he would leave his manse on such an occasion, than
that the kirk should loosen itself from its founda-
tions.

It was after these arrangements had been made,
that the Laird of St Ronan's suddenly entered
Meiklewham's private apartment with looks of ex-
ultation. Theworthy scribe turned his spectacled
nose towards his patron, and holding in one hand
the bunch of papers which he had been just peru-
sing, and in the other the tape with which he was
about to tie them up again, suspended that opera-
tion to await with open eyes and ears the commu-
nication of Mowbray.

" | havedone him |I" he said, exultingly, yet in
a tone of voice lowered almost to a whisper ; " ca-
potted his lordship for this bout—doubled my ca-
pital, Mick, and something more.—Hush, don't
interrupt me—we must think of Clara now—she
must share the sunshine, should it prove but a blink
before a storm.—Y ou know, Mick, thesetwo d—d
women, Lady Penelope and the Binks, have settled
that they will have something like a bal pare on
this occason, a sort of theatrical exhibition, and
that those who like it shall be dressed in character,
—I| know their meaning—they think Clara has no
dressfit for such foolery, and so they hope to eclipse
her ; Lady Pen, with her old-fashioned, ill-set dia-
monds, and my L ady Binks, with the new-fashion-
ed finery which she swopt her character for. But
Clara shan't be borne down so, by I | got
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that affected dut, Lady Binks's maid, to tell me
what her mistress had set her mind on, and she is
to wear a Grecian habit, forsooth, like one of Will
Allan's Eastern subjects—But here's the rub—
there is only one shawl for sale in Edinburgh that
is worth showing off in, and that is at the Gallery
of Fashion.—Now, Mick, my friend, that shawl
must be had for Clara, with the other trankums of
muslin and lace, and so forth, which you will find
marked in the paper there—Send instantly and
secureit, for, as Lady Binks writesby to-morrow's
post, your order can go by to-night'smail—There
is a note for L.100."

From a mechanical habit of never refusing any
thing, Meiklewham readily took the note, but ha-
ving looked at it through his spectacles, he conti-
nued to hold it in his hand as he remonstrated with
his patron.—" This is a' very kindly meant, St
Ronan's—very kindly meant; and | wad be the
last to say that Miss Clara does not merit respect
and kindness at your hand; but | doubt mickle if
she wad care a bodle for thae braw things. Yeken
yoursell, she seldom alters her fashions. Od, she
thinks her riding-habit dress eneugh for ony com-
pany ; and if you were ganging by good looks, so it
is—if she had a thought mair colour, poor dear."

" Well,well," said Mowbray, impatiently, " let
me alone to reconcile a woman and a fine dress”

" To be sure, ye ken best,” said the writer;
" but, after a' now, wad it no be better to lay by
this hundred pound in Tam Turnpenny's, in case
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the young lady should want it afterhend, just for
a sair foot ?"

" You are afool, Mick ; what sgnifies healing
a sore foot, when there will be a broken heart in
the cae 7—No, no—get the thingsas | desireyou
—we will blaze them down for one day at least;
perhaps it will be the beginning of a proper dash."

" Weel, weel, | wish it may be 0" answered
Meiklewham; " but thisyoung Earl—haeye found
the weak point?—Can ye get a decerniture against
him, with expenses?—that is the question."

" | wish | could answer it," said Mowbray,
thoughtfully.—" Confound the fellow—heis a cut
above me in rank and in society too—belongs to
the great clubs, and isin with the Superlatives and
Inaccessibles, and all that sort of folk.—My train-
ing has been a peg lower—but, hang it, there are
better dogs bred in the kennel than in the parlour.
| am up to him, | think—at least | will soon know,
Mick, whether | am or no, and that is always one
comfort. Never mind—do you execute my com-
mission, and take care you name no names—| must
save my little Abigail's reputation.”

They parted, Meiklewham to execute his pa-
tron's commission—his patron to bring to the test
those hopes, the uncertainty of which he could not
disguise from his own sagacity.

Trusting to the continuance of his run of luck,
Mowbray resolved to bring affairs to a crisis that
same evening. Every thing seemed in the outset to
favour his purpose. They had dined together in
L ord Etherington's apartments—his state of health
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interfered with the circulation of the bottle, and a
drizzly autumnal evening rendered walking disa-
greeable, even had they gone no farther than the
private stable where Lord Etherington's horses
were kept, under the care of a groom of superior
skill. Cards were naturally, ailmost necessarily, re-
sorted to, asthe only alternative for helping away
the evening, and piquet was, as formerly, chosen
for the game.

L ord Etherington seemed at fir st indolently care-
lessand indifferent about his play, suffering advan-
tages to excape him, of which, in a more attentive
state of mind, he could not have failed to avail
himself. Mowbray upbraided him with hisinat-
tention, and proposed a deeper stake, in order to
interest him in the game. The young nobleman
complied; and in the course of a few hands, the
gamesters became both deeply engaged in watching
and profiting by the changes of fortune. These
were so many, so varied, and so unexpected, that
the very souls of the players seemed at length cen-
tred in the event of the struggle ; and, by dint of
doubling stakes, the accumulated sum of a thousand
pounds and upwards, upon each side, came to be
staked in the issue of the game—So large a risk
included all those funds which M owbray command-
ed by his sger's kindness, and nearly all his pre-
vious winnings, so to him the alternative was vic-
tory or ruin. He could not hide his agitation, how-
ever desirous to do 0. He drank wine to supply
himself with courage—he drank water to cool his
agitation ; and at length bent himself to play with
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as much care and attention as he felt himself ena-
bled to command.

In thefirst part of the game their luck appeared
tolerably equal, and the play of both befitting game-
sters who had dared to place such a sum on the
cast. But, asit drew towards a conclusion, fortune
altogether deserted him who stood most in need of
her favour, and Mowbray, with silent despair, saw
his fate depend on a single trick, and that with
every odds against him, for Lord Etherington was
elder hand. But how can fortune's favour secure
any one who is not true to himself 7—By an in-
fraction of the laws of the game, which could only
have been expected from the veriest bungler that
ever touched a card, Lord Etherington called a
point without showing it, and, by theordinary rule,
Mowbray was entitled to count his own—and in
the course of that and the next hand, gained the
game and swept the stakes. Lord Etberington
showed chagrin and displeasure, and seemed to
think that the rigour of the game had been more
insisted upon than in courtesy it ought to have been,
when men wer e playing for so small a stake. M ow-
bray did not understand this logic, A thousand
pounds, he said, were in his eyes no nutshells;
the rules of piquet were insisted on by all but boys
and women; and for his part, he had rather not
play at all than not play the game.

" Soit would seem, my dear Mowbray," said the
Earl; " for on my soul, | never saw so disconsolate
a visage as thine during that unlucky game—it
withdrew all my attention from my hand; and |
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may safely say, your rueful countenance has stood
me in a thousand pounds. |f | could transfer thy
long visage to canvass, | should have both my re-
venge and my money; for a correct resemblance
would be worth not a penny less than the original
hascog me."

" You are welcome to your jest, my lord," said
Mowbray, " it has been well paid for; and | will
serve you in ten thousand at the same rate. W hat
say you ?" heproceeded, taking up and shuffling the
cards," will you doyourself morejusticein another
game ?—Revenge, they say, is sweet."

" | have no appetitefor it this evening,” said the
Earl, gravely; " if | had, Mowbray, you might
come by the worse. | do not always call a point
without showingit."

" Your lordship is out of humour with your self
for a blunder that might happen to any man—it
was as much my good luck as a good hand would
have been, and so fortune be praised.”

" But what if with this Fortune had nought to
do?" replied Lord Etherington.—" What if,sitting
down with an honest fellow and afriend likeyour -
«df, Mowbray, aman should rather choose to lose
his own money, which he could afford, than towin
what it might distress his friend to part with ?"

" Supposing a case so far out of supposition, my
lord," answered Mowbray, who felt the question
ticklish—" for, with submission, the allegation is
easily made, and is totally incapable of proof—I
should say, no one had aright to think for mein
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such a particular, or to suppose that | played for
a higher stake than was convenient."

" Andthusyourfriend, poor devil," replied L ord
Etherington, " would lose his money, and run the
risk of a quarrel into the boot!—We will try it
another way—Suppose this good-humoured and
simple-minded gamester had a favour of the deep-
est import to ask of hisfriend, and judged it better
to prefer his request to a winner than to a loser?"

" If this applies to me, my lord," replied Mow-
bray, " it is necessary | should learn how | can
oblige your lordship."

" Thatisaword soon spoken, but so difficult to
be recalled, that | am almost tempted to pause—but
yet it must be said.—Mowbray, you have a sister."

Mowbray started.—" | have indeed a sister, my
lord; but | can conceive no case in which her name
can enter with propriety into our present discus-
sion."

" Again in the menacing mood !" said Lord
Etherington, in his former tone; " now, here is a
pretty fellow—he would first cut my throat for
having won a thousand pounds from me, and then
for offering to make his sister a countess 1"

" A countess, my lord?" said Mowbray; " you
are but jesting—you have never even seen Clara
Mowbray."

' Perhaps not—but what then ?—I| may have
seen her picture, as Puff says in the Critic, or fallen
in love with her from rumour—or, to save farther
suppositions, as | see they render you impatient, |
may be satisfied with knowing that she is a beau
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tiful and accomplished young lady, with a large
fortune.”

" What fortune do you mean, my lord ?" said
Mowbray, recollecting with alarm some claims,
which, according toMeiklewham's view of the sub-
ject, his sser might form upon his property.—
" What estate ?7—there is nothing belongs to our
family, save these lands of St Ronan's, or what is
left of them ; and of these 1 am, my lord, an un-
doubted heir of entail in possesson.”

" Beit 2" said theEarl, " for | haveno claim on
your mountain realms here, which are, doubtless,

' renown'd of old
For knights, and squires, and barons bold ;'

my views respect a much richer, though lessro-
mantic domain—a large manor, hight Nettlewood.
House old, but standing in the midst of such glo-
rious oaks—three thousand acres of land, arable,
pasture, and woodland, exclusive of the two closes,
occupied by Widow Hodge and Goodman Tramp-
clod—manorial rights—mines and minerals—and
the devil knows how many good things besides, all
lying in the vale of Bever."

" And what has my sister to do with all this?"
asked Mowbray, in great surprise.

" Nothing ; but that it belongs to her when she
becomes Countess of Etherington."

" It is, then, your lordship's property already ?"

"No, by Jovel nor can it, unless your sister
honours me with her approbation of my suit," re-
plied the Earl.
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" This is a sorer puzzle than one of Lady Pene-
lope's charades, my lord," said Mr Mowbray; " |
must call in the assistance of the Reverend Mr
Chatterly."

" You shall not need," said Lord Etherington;
"1 will give you the key, but listen to me with
patience.—Y ou know that we nobles of England,
less jealous of our sixteen quarters than those on
the continent, do not take scorn to line our decayed
ermines with a little cloth of gold from the city;
and my grandfather was lucky enough to get a
wealthy wife, with a halting pedigree,—rather a
singular circumstance, considering that her father
was a countryman of yours. She had a brother,
however, still more wealthy than herself, and who
increased his fortune by continuing to carry on the
trade which had first enriched his family. At
length he summed up his books, washed his hands
of commerce, and retired to Nettle wood, to become
a gentleman; and here my much respected grand-
uncle was seized with the rage of making himself
a man of consequence. He tried what marrying a
woman of family would do; but he soon found that
whatever advantage his family might derive from
his doing so, his own condition was but little illus-
trated. He next resolved to become a man of fa-
mily himself. His father had left Scotland when
very young, and bore, | blush to say, the vulgar
name of Scrogie. This hapless dissyllable my uncle
carried in person to the herald office in Scotland;
but neither Lyon, nor Marchmont, nor Islay, nor
Snadoun, neither herald nor pursuivant, would pa-

VOL. XXXIII. X
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tronise Scrogie.—Scrogie !—there could nothing
be made out of it—so that my worthy relative had
recourse to the surer side of the house, and began
to found his dignity on his mother's name of M ow-
bray. In this he was much more successful, and |
believe some sly fellow stole for him a slip from
your own family tree, Mr Mowbray of St Ronan's,
which, | daresay, you have never missed. At any
rate, for his argent and or, he got a handsome piece
of parchment, blazoned with a white lion for Mow-
bray, to be borne quarterly, with three stunted or
scrog-bushes for Scrogie, and became thenceforth
Mr Scrogie Mowbray, or rather, as he subscribed
himself, Reginald (his former Christian name was
Ronald) S. Mowbray. He had a son who most
undutifully laughed at all this, refused the honours
of the high name of Mowbray, and insisted on re-
taining his father's original appellative of Scrogie,
to the great annoyance of his said father's ears, and
damage of his temper."

" Why, faith, betwixt the two," said Mowbray,
" I own | should have preferred my own name, and
I think the old gentleman's taste rather better than
the young one's."

" True; but both were wilful, absurd originals,
with ahappy obstinacy of temper, whether derived
from Mowbray or Scrogie | know not, but which
led them so often into opposition, that the offended
father, Reginald S. Mowbray, turned his recusant
son Scrogie fairly out of doors; and the fellow
would have paid for hisplebeian spirit with aven-
geance, had he not found refuge with a surviving
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partner of the original Scrogie of all, who still car-
ried on the lucrative branch of traffic by which the
family had been first enriched. | mention these
particulars to account, in so far as | can, for the
singular predicament in which | now find myself
placed."

" Proceed, my lord,"” said Mr Mowbray; " there
is no denying the singularity of your story, and |
presume you are quite serious in giving me such
an extraordinary detail."

" Entirely so, upon my honour—and a most se-
rious matter it is, you will presently find. When
my worthy uncle, Mr S. Mowbray, (for | will not
call him Scrogie even in the grave,) paid his debt
to nature, every body concluded he would be found
to have disinherited his son, the unfilial Scrogie,
and so far every body was right—But it was also
generally believed that he would settle the estate
on my father, Lord Etherington, the son of his
sister, and therein every one was wrong. For my
excellent grand-uncle had pondered with himself,
that the favoured name of Mowbray would take no
advantage, and attain no additional elevation, if
his estate of Nettlewood (otherwise called M ow-
bray-Park) should descend to our family without
any condition; and with the assistance of a sharp
attorney, he settled it on me, then a schoolboy, on
condition that | should, before attaining the age
of twenty-five complete, take unto myself in holy
wedlock a young lady of good fame, of the name
of Mowbray, and, by preference, of the house of
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St Ronan's, should a damsel of that house exist.—
Now my riddle is read."

" And a very extraordinary one it is," replied
Mowbray, thoughtfully.

" Confess the truth," said Lord Etherington,
laying his hand on his shoulder ; " you think the
story will bear agrain of a scruple of doubt, if not
a whole scruple itself?"

" At least, my lord," answered Mowbray, " your
lordship will allow, that, being Miss Mowbray's
only near relation, and sole guardian, | may, with-
out offence, pause upon a suit for her hand, made
under such odd circumstances."

" If you have the least doubt either respecting
my rank or fortune, | can give, of course, the most
satisfactory references," said the Earl of Ethering-
ton.

" That | can easily believe, my lord," said M ow-
bray ; " nor do | in the least fear deception, where
detection would He so easy. Y our lordship's pro-
ceedingstowards me, too," (with aconscious glance
at the billshestill held in his hand,) " have, | admit,
been such as to intimate some such deep cause of
interest as you have been pleased to state. But it
seems strange that your lordship should have per-
mitted years to glide away, without so much as
enquiring after the young lady, who, | believe, is
the only person qualified as your grand-uncle'swill
requires, with whom you can form an alliance. It
appears to me, that long before now, this matter
ought to have been investigated; and that, even
now, it would have been more natural and more
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decorous to have at least seen my sister before pro-
posing for her hand."

" On the first point, my dear Mowbray," said
Lord Etherington, " | am free to own to you, that,
without meaning your sister the least affront, |
would have got rid of this clause if | could; for
every man would fain choose a wife for himself,
and | feel no hurry to marry at all. But the rogue-
lawyers, after taking fees, and keeping me in hand
for years, have at length roundly told me the clause
must be complied with, or Nettlewood must have
another master. So | thought it best to come down
here in person, in order to address the fair lady;
but as accident has hitherto prevented my seeing
her, and as | found in her brother a man who un-
derstands the world, | hope you will not think the
worse of me, that | have endeavoured in the outset
to makeyou my friend. Truth is, | shall be twenty-
five in the course of a month; and without your
favour, and the opportunities which only you can
afford me, that seems a short time to woo and win
alady of Miss Mowbray's merit."

" And what is the alternative if you do not form
this proposed alliance, my lord?" said Mowbray.

" The bequest of my grand-uncle lapses," said
the Earl, " and fair Nettlewood, with its old house,
and older oaks, manorial rights, Hodge Trampclod,
and all, devolves on a certain cousin-german of
mine, whom Heaven of his mercy confound!"

" You have left yourself little time to prevent
such an event, mylord," said Mowbray; " but things
being as | now see them, you shall have what in-
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terest | can give you in the affair.—We must stand,
however, on more equal terms, my lord—I will con-
descend so far asto allow it would have been incon-
venient for me at this moment to have lost that
game, but | cannot in the circumstances think of
acting as if | had fairly won it. We must draw
stakes, my lord."

" Not a word of that, if you really mean me
kindly, my dear Mowbray. The blunder was areal
one, for | was indeed thinking, asyou may suppose,
on other things than the showing my point—All
was fairly lost and won.—1 hope | shall have op-
portunities of offering real services, which may per-
haps give me some right to your partial regard—
at present we are on equal footing on all sides—
perfectly so."

" 1If your lordship thinks so," said Mowbray,—
and then passing rapidly to what he felt he could
say with more confidence,—" Indeed, at any rate,
no personal obligation to myself could prevent my
doing my full duty as guaidian to my sister,"

" Unquestionably, | desire nothing else," replied
the Earl of Etherington.

" | must therefore understand that your lordship
iS quite serious in your proposal; and that it is not
to be withdrawn, even if upon acquaintance with
Miss Mowbray, you should not perhaps think her
so deserving of your lordship's attentions, as report
may have spoken her."

" Mr Mowbray," replied the Earl, " the treaty
between you and me shall be as definite as if | were
a sovereign prince, demanding in marriage the sis-
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ter of a neighbouring monarch, whom, according to
royal etiquette, he neither has seen nor could see.
| have been quite frank with you, and | have stated
to you that my present motives for entering upon
negotiation are not personal, but territorial; when
| know Miss Mowbray, | have no doubt they will
be otherwise. | have heard she is beautiful."

" Something of the palest, my lord," answered
Mowbray.

" A fine complexion is the first attraction which
is lost in the world of fashion, and that which it is
easiest to replace."

" Dispositions, my lord, may differ," said Mow-
bray, " without faults on either side. | presume
your lordship has enquired into my sister's. She is
amiable, accomplished, sensible, and high-spirited;
but yet"——

" | understand you, Mr Mowbray, and will spare
you the pain of speaking out. | have heard Miss
Mowbray is in some respects—particular; to use a
broader word—allittlewhimsical.—No matter. She
will have the less to learn when she becomes a count-
ess, and a woman of fashion."

" Are you serious, my lord?" said Mowbray.

"1 am—and | will speak my mind still more
plainly. | have good temper, and excellent spirits,
and can endure a good deal of singularity in those
| live with. | have no doubt your sister and | will
live happily together—But in case it should prove
otherwise, arrangements may be made previously,
which will enable usin certain circumstancestolive
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happily apart. My own estate is large, and Net*
tlewood will bear dividing."

" Nay, then," said Mowbray, " | havelittle more
to say—nothing indeed remains for enquiry, so far
as your lordship is concerned. But my sister must
have free liberty of choice—so far as | am concern-
ed, your lordship's suit has my interest."

" And | trust we may consider it as a done
thing ?'

" With Clara's approbation—certainly," answer-
ed Mowbray.

" | trust there is no chance of personal repug-
nance on the young lady's part?" said the young
peer.

" | anticipate nothing of the kind, my lord," an-
swered Mowbray, " as | presume there is no reason
for any; but young ladies will be capricious, and if
Clara, after | have done and said all that a brother
ought to do, should remain repugnant, there is a
point inthe exertion of my influencewhichitwould
be cruelty to pass.”

The Earl of Etherington walked aturnthrough
the apartment, then paused, and said, in agrave and
doubtful tone, " In the meanwhile, | am bound, and
the young lady is free, Mowbray. |Is this quite
fair 7'

" It iswhat happensin every case, my lord, where
a gentleman proposes for a lady," answered Mow-
bray ; " he must remain, of course, bound by his
offer, until, within areasonable time, it is accepted
or rejected. It is not my fault that your lordship
has declared your wishes to me, before ascertaining
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Clara's inclination. But while as yet the matter is
between ourselves—| make you welcome to draw
back if you think proper. Clara Mowbray needs
not push for a catch-match.”
" Nor do | desire," said the young nobleman,
any time to reconsider the resolution which |1
have confided to you. | am not in the least fearful
that | shall change my mind on seeing your sister,
and | am ready to stand by the proposal which |
have made to you.—If, however, you feel so ex-
tremely delicately on my account,” he continued,
" | can see and even converse with Miss Mowbr ay
at this fete of yours, without the necessity of being
at all presented to her —T he character which | have
assumed in a manner obliges me to wear a mask."

" Certainly," said the Laird of St Ronan's, " and
I am glad, for both our sakes, your lordship thinks
of taking a little law upon this occasion."
" | shall profit nothing by it," said the Earl;
my doom is fixed before | start—but if this mode
of managing the matter will save your conscience,
I have no objection to it—it cannot consume much
time, which is what | have to look to."

They then shook hands and parted, without any
farther discourse which could interest the reader.

Mowbray was glad to find himself alone, in order
to think over what had happened, and to ascertain
the state of his own mind, which at present was
puzzling even to himself. He could not but feel
that much greater advantages of every kind might
accrue to himself and his family from the alliance
of the wealthy young Earl, than could have been
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derived from any share of his spoils which he had
proposed to gain by superior address in play, or
greater skill on the turf. But his pride was hurt
when he recollected that he had placed himself
entirely in Lord Etherington's power; and the
escape from absolute ruin which he had made, solely
by the sufferance of his opponent, had nothing in
it consolatory to his wounded feelings. He was
lowered in his own eyes, when he recollected how
completely the proposed victim of his ingenuity
had seen through his schemes, and only abstained
from baffling them entirely, because to do so suited
best with his own. There was a shade of suspicion,
too, which he could not entirely eradicate from his
mind.—What occasion had this young nobleman
to preface, by the voluntary loss of a brace of thou-
sands, a proposal which must have been acceptable
in itself, without any such sacrifice? And why
should he, after all, have been so eager to secure
his accession to the proposed alliance, before he
had even seen the lady who was the object of it ?
However hurried for time, he might have waited
the event at least of the entertainment at Shaws-
Castle, at which Clara was necessarily obliged to
make her appearance.—Y et such conduct, however
unusual, was equally inconsistent with any sinister
intentions ; since the sacrifice of a large sum of
money, and the declaration of his views upon a por-
tionless young lady of family, could scarcely be the
preface to any unfair practice. So that, upon the
whole, Mowbray settled, that what was uncommon
inthe Earl's conduct arose from the hasty and eager
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disposition of arich young Englishman, to whom
money is of little consequence, and who is too head-
long in pursuit of the favourite plan of the moment,
to proceed in the most rational or most ordinary
manner. |f, however, there should prove any thing
farther in the matter than he could at present dis-
cover, Mowbray promised himself that the utmost
circumspection on hispart could not fail to discover
it, and that in full time to prevent any ill conse-
guences to his sister or himself.

Immersed in such cogitations, he avoided the
inquisitive presence of Mr Meiklewham, who, as
usual, had been watching for him to learn how mat-
ters were going on ; and although it was now late,
he mounted his horse, and rode hastily to Shaws-
Castle. On the way, he deliberated with himself
whether to mention to his sister the application
which had been made to him, in order to prepare
her to receive the young Earl as a suitor, favoured
with her brother's approbation. " But no, no, no;'
such was the result of his contemplation. " She
might take it into her head that his thoughts were
bent less upon having her for a countess, than on
obtaining possession of his grand-uncle's estate.—
We must keep quiet,” concluded he, " until her
personal appearance and accomplishments may ap-
pear at least to have some influence upon his choice.
— W e must say nothing till this blessed entertain-
ment has been given and received."
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CHAPTER XIX.

A LETTER.

" Has he so long held out with me untired,
And gops he now for breath ?—Well—Be it s0."
Richard 111.

MOWBRAY had no sooner left the Earl's apart-
ment, than the latter commenced an epistle to a
friend and associate, which we lay before the reader,
as best calculated to illustrate the views and mo-
tives of the writer. It was addressed to Captain
Jekyl, of the——regiment of Guards, at the
Green Dragon, Harrowgate, and was of thefollow-
ing tenor:-—

" DEAR HARRY,

" | have expected you here these ten days past,
anxiously as ever man was looked for ; and have
now to charge your absence as high treason to your
sworn allegiance. Surely you do not presume, like
one of Napoleon's new-made monarchs, to grumble
for independence, as if your greatness were of your
own making, or asif | had picked you out of the
whole of St Jamess coffee-house to hold my back-
hand, for your sake, forsooth, not for my own?
Wher efore, lay aside all your own proper busness,
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be it the pursuit of dowagers, or the plucking of
pigeons, and instantly repair to this place, where
| may speedily want your assistance—May want
it, said 1 7 Why, most negligent of friends and
alies, | have wanted it already, and that when it
might have done me yeoman's service. Know that
| have had an affair since | came hither—have got
hurt myself, and have nearly shot my friend; and
if I had, I might have been hanged for it, for want
of Harry Jekyl to bear witness in my favour. |
was so far on my road to this place, when, not
choosing, for certain reasons, to pass through the
old village, | struck by a footpath into the woods
which separate it from the new Spa, leaving my
carriage and people to go the carriage-way. | had
not walked half a mile when | heard the footsteps
of some one behind, and, lookinground, what should
| behold but the face in the world which I most
cordially hate and abhor—I mean that which stands
on the shoulders of my right trusty and well-beloved
cousin and counsellor, Saint Francis. He seemed
as much confounded as | was at our unexpected
meeting; and it was a minute ere he found breath
to demand what | did in Scotland, contraryto my
promise, a he was pleased to express it.—I retali-
ated, and charged him with bfcing here, in contra-
diction to his.—Hejustified, and said he had only
come down upon the express information that | was
upon my road to St Ronan's.—Now, Harry, how
the devil should he have known this hadst thou
been quite faithful ? for | am sure, to no ear but
thine own did | breathe a whisper of my purpose.
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—Next, with the insolent assumption of superio-
rity, which he founds on what he calls the rectitude
of his purpose, he proposed we should both with-
draw from a neighbourhood into which we could
bring nothing but wretchedness.—I have told you
how difficult it is to cope with the caim and reso-
lute manner that the devil gifts him with on such
occasions ; but | wasdetermined he should not carry
the day thistime. | saw no chance for it, however,
but to put myself into a towering passion, which,
thank Heaven, | can always do on short notice.—
| charged him with having imposed formerly on
my youth, and made himself judge of my rights;
and | accompanied my defiance with the strongest
terms of irony and contempt, as well as with de-
mand of instant satisfaction. | had my travelling
pistols with me, (et pour cause) and, to my sur-
prise, my gentleman was equally provided.—For
fair play's sake, | made him take one of my pistols
—right Kuchenritters—a brace of balls in each,
but that circumstance | forgot.—I would fain have
argued the matter alittle longer ; but I thought at
the time, and think still, that the best arguments
which he and | can exchange, must come from the
point of the sword, or the muzzle of the pistol.—
We fired nearly together, and I think both drop-
ped—I am sure | did, but recovered in a minute,
with a damaged arm and a scratch on the temple—
it was the last which stunned me—so much for
double-loaded pistols.—My friend was invisible,
and | had nothing for it but to walk to the Spa,
bleeding all the way like a calf, and tell a raw-
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head-and-bloody-bone story about a footpad,which,
but for my earldom, and my gory locks, no living
soul would have believed.

" Shortly after, when | had been installed in a
sick room, | had the mortification to learn, that my
own impatience had brought all this mischief upon
me, at a moment when | had every chance of get-
ting rid of my friend without trouble, had | but
let him go on his own errand ; for it seems he had
an appointment that morning with a booby Baro-
net, who is said to be a bullet-slitter, and would
perhaps have rid me of Saint Francis without any
trouble or risk on my part. Meantime, his non-
appearance at this rendezvous has placed Master
Francis Tyrrel, as he chooses to call himself, in the
worst odour possible with the gentry at the Spring,
who have denounced him as a coward and no gen-
tleman.—What to think of the business myself, |
know not; and | much want your assistance to see
what can have become of this fellow, who, like a
spectre of ill omen, has so often thwarted and baf-
fled my best plans. My own confinement renders
me inactive, though my wound is fast healing.
Dead he cannot be ; for, had he been mortally
wounded, we should have heard of him somewhere
or other—he could not have vanished from the
earth like a bubble of the elements. Well and
sound he cannot be; for, besides that | am sure |
saw him stagger and drop, firing his pistol as he
fell, I know him well enough to swear, that, had
he not been severely wounded, he would have first
pestered me with his accursed presence and assist-
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ance, and then walked forward with his usual com-
posure to settle matters with Sir Bingo Binks. No
—no—Saint Francis is none of those who leave
such jobs half finished—it is but doing him justice
to say, he has the devil's courage to back his own
deliberate impertinence.  But then, if wounded
severely, he must be still in this neighbourhood,
and probably in concealment—this is what | must
discover, and | want your assistance in my enqui-
ries among the natives.—Haste hither, Harry, as
ever you look for good at my hand.

" A good player, Harry, always studies to make
the best of bad cards—and so | have endeavoured
to turn my wound to some account; and it has
given me the opportunity to secure Monsieur le
Frere in my interests. You say very truly, that
it is of consequence to me to know the character of
this new actor on the disordered scene of my ad-
ventures.—Know, then, he is that most incongru-
ous of all monsters—a Scotch Buck—how far from
being buck of the season you may easily judge.
Every point of national character is opposed to the
pretensions of this luckless race, when they attempt
to take on them a personage which is assumed with
so much facility by their brethren of the Isle of
Saints. They are a shrewd people, indeed, but so
destitute of ease, grace, pliability of manners, and
insinuation of address, that they eternally seem to
suffer actual misery in their attempts to look gay
and careless. Then their pride heads them back
at one turn, their poverty at another, their pedan-
try at a third, their mauvaise honte at a fourth ;
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and with so many obstacles to make them bolt off
the coursg, it is positively impossible they should
win the plate. No, Harry, it isthe grave folkin
Old England who have to fear a Caledonian inva-
sion—they will make no conguests in the world of
fashion. Excellent bankers the Scots may be, for
they are eternally calculating how to add interest
to principal;—good soldiers, for they are, if not
such heroes as they would be thought, as brave, |
suppose, as their neighbours, and much more ame-
nable to discipline ;,—lawyers they are born; in-
deed every country gentleman is bred one, and their
patient and crafty disposition enables them, in other
lines, to submit to hardships which other natives
could not bear, and avail themselves of advantages
which others would let pass under their noses un-
availingly. But assuredly Heaven did not form
the Caledonian for the gay world; and his efforts
at ease, grace, and gaiety, resemble only the clumsy
gambols of the ass in the fable. Y et the Scot has
his sphere too, (in his own country only,) where
the character which he assumes is allowed to pass
current. This Mowbray, now—this brother-in-
law of mine—might do pretty well at a Northern
Meeting, or the Leith races, where he could give
five minutes to the sport of the day, and the next
half hour to county politics, or to farming ; but it
is scarce necessary to tell you, Harry, that this
half fellowship will not pass on the better side of
the Tweed.

" Yet, for all | havetold you, thistrout wasnot
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easily tickled; nor should I have made much of
him, had he not, in the plenitude of his northern
conceit, entertained that notion of my being agood
subject of plunder, which you had contrived (bless-
ings on your contriving brain!) to insinuate into
him by means of Wolverine. He commenced this
hopeful experiment, and, as you must have anti-
cipated, caught a Tartar with a vengeance. Of
course, | used my victory only so far as to secure
his interest in accomplishing my principal object;
and yet, | could see my gentleman's pride was so
much injured in the course of the negotiation, that
not all the advantages which the match offered to
his damned family, were able entirely to subdue
the chagrin arising from his defeat. He did gulp
it down, though, and we are friends and allies, for
the present at least—not so cordially so, however,
as to induce me to trust him with the whole of the
strangely complicated tale. The circumstance of
the will it was necessary to communicate, as afford-
ing a sufficiently strong reason for urging my suit;
and this partial disclosure enabled me for the pre-
sent to dispense with farther confidence.

" You will observe, that | stand by no means
secure; and besides the chance of my cousin's re-
appearance—a certain event, unless he is worse than
| dare hope for—I have perhaps to expect the fan-i
tastic repugnance of Clara herself, or some sulky
freak on her brother's part.—In aword—and let it
he such a one as conjurers raise the devil with—-
Harry Jekyl, I want you.

" Aswell knowing the nature of my friend, | can
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assure you that his own interest, as well as mine,
may be advanced by his coming hither on duty.
Here is a blockhead, whom | already mentioned,
Sir Bingo Binks, with whom something may be
done worth your while, though scarce worth mine.
The Baronet is a perfect buzzard, and when | came
here he was under Mowbray's training. But the
awkward Scot had plucked half-a-dozen penfea-
thers from his wing with so little precaution, that
the Baronet has become frightened and shy, and
is now in the act of rebelling against Mowbray,
whom he both hates and fears—the least backing
from a knowing hand like you, and the bird be-
comes your own, feathers and all.—Moreover,

------------------ 'bymylife,
This Bingo hath a mighty pretty wife.'

A lovely woman, Harry—rather plump, and above
the middle size—quite your taste—A Juno in
beauty, looking with such scorn on her husband,
whom she despises and hates, and seeming, as if
she could look so differently on any one whom she
might like better, that, on my faith, 'twere sin not
to give her occasion. If you please to venture your
luck, either with the knight or the lady, you shall
have fair play, and no interference—that is, pro-
Tided you appear upon this summons; for, other-
wise, | may be so placed, that the affairs of the
knight and the lady may fall under my own im-
mediate cognizance. And so, Harry, if you wish
to profit by these hints, you had best make haste,
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assure you that his own interest, as well as mine,
may be advanced by his coming hither on duty.
Here is a blockhead, whom | already mentioned,
Sir Bingo Binks, with whom something may be
done worth your while, though scarce worth mine.
The Baronet is a perfect buzzard, and when | came
here he was under Mowbray's training. But the
awkward Scot had plucked half-a-dozen penfea-
thers from his wing with so little precaution, that
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340 ST RONAN'S WELL.

as well for your own concerns, as to assist me in
mine.—Yours, Harry, as you behave yourself,
ETHERINGTON."

Having finished this eloquent and instructive
epistle, the young Earl demanded the attendance
of his own valet Solmes, whom he charged to put
it into the post-office without delay, and with his
own hand.

END OF VOLUME THIRTY-THIRD.
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