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KENILWORTH.

CHAPTER L

I am an inn-keeper, and know my grounds,
And study them ; Brain o’ man, I study them.
I must have jovial guests to drive my ploughs,
And whistling boys to bring my harvests home,
Or I shall hear no flails thwack.

The New Inn.

It is the privilege of tale-tellers to open their
story in an inn, the free rendezvous of all tra-
vellers, and where the humour of ecach displays
itsclf, without ceremony or restraint. This is spe-
cially suitable when the scene is laid during the
old days of merry England, when the guests werc
in some sort not merely the inmates, but the mess-
mates and temporary companions of minc Host,

who was usually a personage of privileged free-
R
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dom, comely presence, and good humour. Patro-
nized by him, the characters of the company were
placed in ready contrast ; and they seldom failed,
during the emptying of a six-hooped pot, to throw
off reserve, and present themsclves to each other,
and to their landlord, with the freedom of old
acquaintance.

The village of Cumnor, within threc or four
miles of Oxford, boasted, during the eighteenth of
Quecn Elizabeth, an excellent inn of the old stamp,
conducted, or rather ruled, by Giles Gosling, a
man of a goodly person, and of somewhat a round
belly, fifty years of age and upwards, moderate
in his reckonings, prompt in his payments, having
a ccllar of sound liquor, a ready wit, and a pretty
daughter. Since the days of old Harry Baillie
of the Tabard in Southwark, no onc had excelled
Giles Gosling 1n the power of pleasing his guests
of every description ; and so great was his fame,
that to have been in Cumnor, without wetting a
cup at the bonny Black Bear, would have been
to avouch one’s-self utterly indifferent to reputa-
tion as a traveller. A country fellow might as
well return from London, without looking in the
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face of majesty. The men of Cumnor were proud
of their Host, and their Host was proud of his
house, his liquor, his daughter and himself.

It was in the court-yard of the inn which
called this honest fellow landlord, that a traveller
alighted in the close of the evening, gave his horse,
which secemed to have made a long journey, to the
hostler, and made some inquiry, which produced
the following dialogue betwixt the myrmidons of
the bonny Black Bear.

¢ What, ho! John Tapster.”

¢« At hand, Will Hostler,” replied the man of
the spiggot, shewing himself in his costume of
loosc jacket, linen breeches, and green apron, half
within and half without a door, which appeared
to descend to an outer cellar.

¢ Ilcre 1s a gentleman asks if you draw good
ale,” continued the hostler.

¢ Beshrew my heart else,” answered the tap-
ster, * since there are but four miles betwixt us
and Oxford.—~Marry, if my ale did not convince
the heads of the scholars, they would soon con-
vince my pate with the pewter flagon.”

“(Call you that Oxford logic,” said the stranger,
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who had now quitted the rein of his horse, and
was advancing towards the inn-door, when he was
encountered by the goodly form of Giles Gosling
Inmself,

« Is it logic you talk of, Sir Guest ?” said the

Host 5 < why, then, have at you with a downright
consequcnce—

¢ The horse to the rack,
And to firc with the sack.””

¢« Amen ! with all my heart, my good host,”
said the stranger; ¢ let it be a quart of your
best Canaries, and give me your good help to
drink it.”

“ Nay, you are but in your accidents yct, Sir
Traveller, if you call on your host for help for
such a sipping matter as a quart of sack—were
it a gallon, you might lack some neighbourly aid
at my hand, and yet call yourself a toper.”

¢ Fear me not,” said the guest, I will do my
devoir as becomes a man who finds himself within
five miles of Oxford ; for I am not come from
the fields of Mars to discredit myself amongst
the followers of Mincrva.”
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As he spoke thus, the landlord, with much
semblance of hearty welcome, ushered his guest
into a large low chamber, where several persons
were seated together in different parties; some
drinking, some playing at cards, some conver-
sing, and some, whose business called them to
be early risers on the morrow, concluding their
evening meal, and conferring with the chamber-
lain about their night’s quarters.

"The entrance of a stranger procured him that
general and carcless sort of attention which is
usually paid on such occasions, from which the
following results were deduced :—The guest was
one of those who, with a well-made person, and
features not in themselves unpleasing, are never-
theless so far from handsome, that, whether from
the expression of their features, or the tonc of their
voice, or from their gait and manner, there arises,
on the whole, a disinclination to their society.
The stranger’s address was bold, without being
frank, and seemed eagerly and hastily to claim
for him a degree of attention and deference,
which he feared would be refused, if not instant-
ly vindicated as his right. His attire was a ri-

ding-cloak, which, when open, displayed a hand-
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some jerkin, overlaid with lace, and belted with
a buff girdle, which sustained a broadsword and
a pair of pistols. '

“ You ride well provided, sir,” said the host,
looking at the weapons as he placed on the table
the mulled sack which the traveller had erdered.

¢ Yes, mine host ; I have found the nse on’t in
dangerous times, and I do not, like your modern
grandees, turn off my followers the instant they
are useless.”

“ Ay, sir ?” said Giles Gosling ;  then you are
from the Low Countries, the land of pike and
caliver ?”

“ I have been high and low, my friend, broad
and wide, far and near ; but here is to thee in a
cup of thy sack—fill thyself another to pledge
me; and, if it is less than superlative, €’en drink
as you have brewed.”

“ Less than superlative ?” said Giles Gosling,
drinking off the cup, and smacking his lips with
an air of ineffable relish,—¢ I know nothing of su-
perlative, nor is there such a wine at the Three
Cranes, in the Vintry, to my knowledge; but if
you find better sack than that in Sheres, or in
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the Canaries either, I would I may never touch
either pot or penny moré. Why, hold it up be-
twixt“you and the light, you shall sce the little
motes dance in the golden liquor like dust in the
sunbeam. But I would rather draw wine for ten
clowns than one traveller.—I trust your honour
likes the wine ?”

¢ It 1s neat and comfortable, mine host ; but
to know good liquor, you should drink where the
vine grows. Trust me, your Spaniard is too
wise a man to send you the very soul of the
grape. Why, this now, which you account so
choice, were counted but as a cup of bastard at
the Groyne, or at Port St Mary’s. You should
travel, mine host, if vou would be deep in the
mysteries of the butt and pottle-pot.”

¢ In troth, Signior Guest,” said Giles Gosling,
“if I were to travel only that I mght be discon-
tenfed with that which I canget at home, methinks
I should go but on a fool’s errand.  Besides, I
warrant you, there is many a fool can turn his
nose up at good drink without ever having been
out of the smoke of Old England ; and so ever

gramercy ine own fire-side.”
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“ This 1s but a mean mind of yours, mine
host,” said the stranger ; ¢ I warrant me, all your
town’s-folks do not think so basely. You have
gallants among you, I dare undertake, that have
made the Virgima voyage, or taken a turn in the
Low Countries at least. Come, cudgel your me-
mory. Have you no friends in foreign parts that
you would gladly have tidings of ?”

¢ Troth, sir, not I,” answered the host, ¢ since
ranting Robin of Drysandford was shot at the
sicge of the Brill. The devil take the caliver
that fired the ball, for a blither lad never filled
cup at midnight. But he is dead and gone, and
I know not a soldier, or a traveller who is a sol-
dier’s mate, that I would give a peeled codling
for.”

¢ By the mass, that 1s strange. What, so many
of our brave English hearts are abroad, and you,
who scem to be a man of mark, have no friend,
no kinsman, among them ?”

“ Nay, if you speak of kinsmen,” answered
Gosling, * I have one wild slip of a kihsman,
who left us in the last year of Queen Mary, but
he is better lost than found.”
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¢ Do not say so, friend, unless you have heard
ill of him lately. Many a wild colt has turned
out a noble steed.—Iis name, I pray you ?”

¢ Michael Lambourne,” answered the land-
lord of the Black Bear; ¢ a son of my sister’s—
there is little pleasure in recollecting cither the
name or the connection.”

¢ Michacl Lambourne !I” said the stranger, as
if endeavouring to recollect himself—¢¢ what, no
relation to Michacl Lambourne, the gallant ca-
valier who behaved so bravely at the siege of
Venlo, that Grave Maurice thanked him at the
head of the army ? Men said he was an English
cavalier, and of no high extraction.”

“ It could scarce be my nephew,” said Giles
Gosling, ¢ for he had scarce the courage of a hen-
partridge for aught but mischief.”

¢ 0, many a man finds courage in the wars,”
replied the stranger.

¢ It may be,” said the landlord ; ¢ but I would
have thought our Mike more likely to lose the
little he had.”

¢ The Michael Lambourne whom I knew,”

continued the traveller, ¢ was a hkely fellow—
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went always gay and well attired, and had a
hawk’s eye after a pretty wench.”

¢« Qur Michael,” replied the host, ¢ had the
look of a dog with a bottle at its tail, and wore a
coat cvery rag of which was bidding good-day to
the rest.”

¢« (), men pick up good apparel in the wars,”
veplied the guest.

¢ Qur Mike,” answered the landlord, ¢ was
more like to pick it up in a frippery warehouse,
while the broker was looking another way ; and,
for the hawk’s eye you talk of, his was always
after my stray spoons. He was tapster’s boy
here 1n this blessed house for a quarter of a year ;
and between misreckonings, miscarriages, mis-
takes, and misdemeanours, had he dwelt with me
for three months longer, I might have pulled
down sign, shut up house, and given the devil
the key to keep.”

 You would be sorry, after all,” continued the
traveller, ¢ were I to tcll you poor Mike Lam-
bourne was shot at the head of his regiment at
the taking n of a sconce near Maestricht.”

“ Sorry !—it would be the blithest news I ever
7



KENILWORTH. 13

heard of him, since it would ensure me he was
not hanged. But let him pass*—~I doubt his end
will never do such credit to his friends ; were it
so, I should say—(taking another cup of sack)—
Here’s God rest him, with all my heart.”

“Tush,man,” replied the traveller, “never fear
but you will have credit by your nephew yet,
especially if he be the Michael Lambourne whom
I knew, and loved very nearly, or altogether, as
well as myself. Can you tell me no mark by
which I could judge whether they be the same ?”

¢ Faith, none that I can think of,” answered
Giles Gosling, ¢ unless that our Mike had the
gallows branded on Ius left shoulder for stealing
a silver caudle-cup from Dame Snort of Hogs-
ditch.”

‘¢ Nay, there you lic like a knave, uncle,” said
the stranger, slipping aside his ruff, and turning
down the sleeve of his doublet from his neck and
shoulder ; ¢ by this good day, my shoulder is as
unscarred as thine own.”

“ What, Mike, boy—Mike !I” exclaimed the
host ;—¢“ and is it thou, in good earnest ? Nay, I
have judged so for this half hour ; for I knew no
other person would have ta’en half the interest in



14 KENILWORTH.

thee. But, Mike, an thy shoulder be unscathed
as thou sayest, thou must own that Goodman
Thong, the hangman, was merciful in his office,
and stamped thee with a cold iron.”

< Tush, uncle—truce with your jests. Kecp
them to season your sour ale, and let us see what
hearty welcome thou wilt give a kinsman who
has rolled the world around for eighteen years ;
who has seen the sun set where it rises, and has
travelled till the west has become the east.”

¢ Thou hast brought back onc traveller’s gift
with thee, Mike, as I well sce, and that was
what thou least didst need to travel for. 1 re-
member well, among thine other qualitics, therc
was no crediting a word which came from thy
mouth.”

¢ Here’s an unbelieving Pagan for you, gen-

tlemen !”

said Michael Lambourne, turning to
those who witnessed this strange interview be-
twixt uncle and nephew, some of whom, being
natives of the village, werc no strangers to his
juvenile wildness. ¢ This may be called slaying
a Cumnor fatted calf for me with a vengeance.—
But, uncle, T come not from the husks and the

swine-trough, and I care not for thy welcome or
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no welcome ; I carry that with me will make me
welcome, wend where T will.”

So saying, he pulled out a purse of gold, in-
differently well filled, the sight of which pro-
duced a visible effect upon the company. Some
shook their heads, and whispered to each cther,
while one or two of the less scrupulous speedily
began to recollect him as a school-companion, a
townsman, or so forth. On the other hand, two
or three grave scdate-looking persons shook their
heads, and left the inn, hinting, that, if Giles
Gosling wished to continue to thrive, he should
turn his thriftless godless nephew adrift again,
as soon as he could. Gosling demecaned himseif,
as if he were much of the same opinion; for
even the sight of the gold made less impression
on the honest gentleman, than it usually doth
upon one of his calling.

“ Kinsman Michael,” he said, ¢ put up thy
purse. My sister’s son shall be called to no reck-
oning in my house for supper or lodging ; and I
reckon thou wilt hardly wish to stay longer, where
thou art ¢’en but too well known.”

« For that matter, uncle,” replied the travel-
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ler, ¢ I ghall consult my own needs and conve-
niences. Meantime I wish to give the supper
and slecping cup to those good townsmen, who
are not too proud to remember Mike Lambourne,
the tapster’s boy. If you will let me have enter-
tainment for my money, so-—if not, it is but a
short two minute’s walk to the Hare and Tabor,
and I trust our neighbours will not grudge going
thus far with me.”

¢ Nay, Mike,” replied his uncle,  as eighteen
years have gone over thy head, and I trust thou
art somewhat amended in thy conditions, thou
shalt not leave my house at this hour, and shalt
€en have whatever in reason you list to call for.
But I would I knew that that purse of thine,
which thou vapourcst of, were as well come by
as 1t scems well filled.” ',

“ Here 1s an infidel for you, my good neigh-
bours,” said Lambourne, again appealing to the
audience. ¢ Here’s a fellow will rip up his kins-
man’s follies of a good score of years standing—
And for the gold, why, sirs, I have been where
it grew, and was to be had for the gathering. In
the New World have I been, man~—in the Eldo.
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rado, where urchins play at cherry-pit with dia-
monds, and country-wenches thread rubies for
necklaces, instead of rowan-tree berries ; where
the pan-tiles are made of pure gold, and the pa-
ving-stones of virgin-silver.”

“By my credit, friend Mike,” said young Law-
rence Goldthred, the cutting mercer of Abing-
don, ¢ that were a likely coast to trade to. And
what may lawns, cypresses, and ribands fetch,
where gold 1s so plenty ?”

¢¢ O, the profit were unutterable,” replied Lam-
bourne, ¢ cspecially when a handsome young
merchant bears the pack himself ; for the ladies
of that clime are bona-robas, and being them-
sclves somewhat sun-burnt, they catch fire like
tinder at a fresh complexion like thine, with a
head of hair inclining to be red.”

“ T would I might trade thither,” said the
mercer, chuckling.

¢ Why, and so thou mayest,” said Michael ;
¢ that is, if thou art the same brisk boy, who
was partner with me at robbing the Abbot’s orch-
ard—"tis but a little touch of alchemy to decoct
thy house and land into ready money, and that

VOL. I. B
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ready money into a tall ship, with sails, anchors,
cordage, and all things conforming ; then clap
thy warehouse of goods under hatches, put fifty
good fellows on deck, with myself to command
them, and so hoise top-sails, and hey for the New
World.”

¢ Thou hast taught him a sccret, kinsman,”
said Giles Gosling, ¢ to decoct, an’ that be the
word, his pound into a penny, and his webs into a
thread.—Take a fool’s advice, neighbour Gold-
thred. Tempt not the sea, for she is a devourer.
Let cards and cockatrices do their worst, thy fa-
ther’s bales may bide a banging for a year or two,
ere thou comest to the Spittal ; but the sea hath a
bottomless appetite, she would swallow the wealth
of Lombard Street in a morning, as easily as I
would a poached egg and a cup of clary—and for
my kinsman’s Eldorado, never trust me if I do not
believe he has found it in the pouches of some such
gullsasthyself.—Buttakenosnuff inthenoseabout
it; fall to and welcome, for here comes the supper,
and I heartily bestow it on all that will take share,
in honour of my hopeful nephew’s return, always
trusting that he has come home another man.—In
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faith, kinsman, thou art as like my poor sister as
ever was son to mother.”

“ Not quite so like old Benedict Lambourne
her husband, though,” said the mercer, nodding
and winking. ¢ Doest thou remember, Mike,
what thou saidst when the schoolmaster’s ferule
was over thee for striking up thy father’s crutches ?
—it is a wisc child, saidst thou, that knows its
own father. Dr Bricham laughed till he cried
again, and his crying saved yours.”

¢« Well, he made it up to me many a day
after,” said Lambourne ; ¢ and how is the worthy
pedagogue ?”

“ Dead,” said Giles Gosling, ¢ this many a day
since.”

¢ That he 1s,” said the clerk of the parish; « T
sat by his bed the whilst—He passed away in a
blessed frame, ¢ Morior—mortuus sum wvel fisi—
mori'—These were his latest words, and he just
added, ¢ my last verb 1s conjugated.’”

« Well, peace be with him,” said Mike, *he

owes me nothing.”

“No, truly,” replied Goldthred ; ¢ and every
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lash which he laid on thee, he always was wont to
say, he spared the hangman a labour.”

¢ One would have thought he left him little to
do then,” said the clerk; ¢ and yet Goodman
Thong had no sinccure of it with our friend, af-
ter all.”

“ Voto a dios I” exclaimed Lambourne, his pa-
tience appearing to fail him, as he snatched his
broad slouched hat from the table and placed it
on his head, so that the shadow gave the sinister
expression of a Spanish bravo, to cyes and fea-
tures which naturally boded nothing pleasant.
% Harkee, my masters—all is fair among friends,
and under the rose; and I have already permit-
ted my worthy uncle here, and all of you, to use
your pleasure with the frolics of my nonage. But
I carry sword and dagger, my good friends, and
can use them lightly too upon occasion—I have
learned to be dangerous upon points of honour
ever since I served the Spaniard, and I would not
have you provoke me to the degree of falling

foul.”

“ Why, what would you do?” said the clerk.
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“« Ay, sir, what would you do ?” said the mer-
cer, bustling up on the other side of the table.

“ Slit your throat, and spoil your Sunday’s
quavering, Sir Clerk,” said Lambourne, fiercely ;
¢ Cudgel you, my worshipful dealer in flimsy
sarsencts, into one of your own bales.”

‘¢ Come, come,” said the host, interposing, ¢ I
will have no swaggering here.—Nephew, it will
become you best to shew no haste to take offence ;
and .you, gentlemen, will do well to remember,
that if you are in an inn, still you are the inn-
keeper’s guests, and should spare the honour of
his family.—I protest your silly broils make me
as oblivious as yourself ; for yonder sits my si-
lent guest as I call him, who hath been my two
days inmate, and hath never spoken a word, save
to ask for his food and his reckoning—gives no
more trouble than a very peasant—pays his shot
like a prince royal—looks but at the sum total of
the reckoning

S
shall go away. O, ’tis a jewel of a guest ! and yet,

and does not know what day he

hang-dog that I am, I have suffered him to sit by
himself like a castaway in yonder obscure nook,
without so much as asking him to take bite or sup
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alongst with us. It were but the right guerdon
of my incivility, were he to set off to the Hare
and Tabor before the night grows older.”

With his white napkin gracefully arranged
over his left arm, his velvet cap laid aside for the
moment, and his best silver flagon in his right
hand, mine host walked up to the solitary guest
whom he mentioned, and thereby turned upon
him the eyes of the assembled company.

He was a man aged betwixt twenty-five and
thirty, rather above the middle size, dressed with
plainness and decency, yet bearing an air of ease,
whichalmostamountedto dignity,and whichseem-
ed to infer that his habit was rather beneath his
rank. His countenance was reserved and thought-
ful, with dark hair and dark eyes—the last, upon
any momentary excitement, sparkled with uncom.
mon lustre, but on other occasions had the same
meditative and tranquil cast which was exhibited
by his features. The busy curiosity of the little
village had been employed to discover his name
and quality, aswell as his business at Cumnor; but
nothing had transpired on either subject which
could lead to its gratification. Giles Gosling, head-
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borough of the place, and a steady friend to Queen
Elizabeth and the Protestant religion, was at one
time inclined to suspect his guest of being aJesuit,
or seminary priest, of whom Rome and Spain sent
at this time so many to grace the gallows in Eng-
land. But it was scarce possible to retain such
a prepossession against a guest who gave so little
trouble, paid his reckoning so regularly, and who
proposed, as it seemed, to make a considerable
stay in the bonny Black Bear.

¢ Papists,” argued Giles Gosling, ¢ are a pinch-
ing, close-fisted race, and this man would have
found a lodging with the wealthy squire at Bess-
ellsley, or with the old Knight at Wootton, or in
some other of their Roman dens, instead of living
in a house of public entertainment, as every honest
man and good Christian should. Besides, on Fri-
day, he stuck by the powdcred beef and carrot,
though there werc as good spitchcock’d ecls on
the board as ever were ta’en out of the Isis.”

Honest Giles, therefore, satisfied himself that
his guest was no Roman, and with all comely cour-
tesy besought the stranger to pledge him in a
draught of the cool tankard, and honour with his
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attention a small collation which he was giving to
his nephew, in honour of his return, and, as he ve-
rily hoped, of his reformation. The stranger at
first shook his head, as if declining the courtesy ;
but mine host proceeded to urge him with argu-
ments founded on the credit of his house, and the
construction which the good people of Cumnor
might put upon such an unsocial humour.

¢ By my faith, sir,” he said, * it touches my
reputation that men should be merry in my house,
and we have ill tongues amongst us at Cumnor, (as
where be there not?) who put an evil mark on men
who pull their hat over their brows as if they were
looking back to the days that are gone, instead of
enjoying the blithe sunshiny weather which God
has sent us in the sweet looks of our sovereign
mistress, Queen Elizabeth, whom Heaven long
bless and preserve.”

“ Why, mine host,” answered the stranger,
¢ there 1s no treason, sure, in a man enjoying his
own thoughts, under the shadow of his own bon-
net ? You have lived in the world twice as long
as I have, and you must know there are thoughts
that will haunt us in spite of ourselves, and to
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which it is in vain to say, begone, and let me be
merry.”

¢ By my sooth,” answered Giles Gosling, “ if
such troublesome thoughts haunt your mind, and
will not get them gone for plain English, we will
have one of Father Bacon’s pupils from Oxford,
to conjure them away with logic and with He-
brew—Or, what say you to laying them in a
gloriousred sea of claret, my noble guest ? Come,
sir, excuse my freedom. I am an old host, and
must have my talk. This peevish humour of
melancholy sits 11l upon you—it suits not with a
sleck boot, a hat of a trim block, a fresh cloak,
and a full purse—A pize onit, send it off to those
who have their legs swathed with a hay-wisp,
their heads thatched with a felt bonnet, their jer-
kin as thin as a cobweb, and their pouch with-
out ever a cross to keep the fiend Melancholy from
dancing in it. Cheer up, sir ! or by this good li-
quor we will banish thee from the joys of blithe-
some company, into the mists of melancholy and
the land of little-ease. Here be a set of good fel-
lows willing to be merry ; do not scowl on them
like the devil looking over Lincoln.”
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“ You say well, my worthy host,” said the
guest, with a melancholy smile, which, melancho-
ly as it was, gave a very pleasant expression to
his countenance—¢ You say well, my jovial
friend ; and they that are moody like mysclf,
should not disturb the mirth of those who are
happy—1I will drink a round with your guests
with all my heart, rather than be termed a mar-
feast.”

So saying, he arose and joined the coxﬁpany,
which, encouraged by the precept and example
of Michael Lambourne, and consisting chiefly
of persons much disposed to profit by the oppor-
tunity of a merry meal at the expense of their
landlord, had already made some inroads upon
the limits of temperance ; as was evident from the
tone in which Michael inquired after his old ac-
quaintances in the town, and the bursts of laugh-
ter with which each answer was received. Giles
Gosling himself was somewhat scandalized at the
obstreperous nature of their mirth, especially as
he involuntarily felt some respect for the unknown
guest. He paused, therefore, at some distanee
from the table occupied by thesc noisy revellers,
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and began to make a sort of apology for their
license.

“You would think,” he said, ¢ to hear thesc
fellows talk, that there was not one of them who
had not been bred to live by Stand and Deliver ;
and yet to-morrow you will find them a set of as
pains-taking mechanics and so forth, as ever cut
an inch short of measure, or paid a letter of change
n light crowns over a counter. The mercer there
wears his hat awry, over a shagged head of hair,
that looks like a curly water-dog’s back, goes un-
braced, wears his cloak on one side, and affects a
ruffianly vapouring humour,—when in his shop
at Abingdon, he 1s, from his flat cap to his glis-
tening shocs, as precise in his apparel as if he was
named for mayor. He talks of breaking parks,
and taking the high-way, in such fashion that
you would think he haunted every night betwixt
Hounslow and London ; when indeed he may be
found sound asleep in his feather-bed, with a
candle placed beside him on one side, and a Bible
on the other, to fright away the goblins.”

¢ And your nephew, mine host, this same Mi-
chael Lambourne, who is lord of the feast? Is
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he, too, such an would-be ruffler as the rest of
them ?”

« Why there you push me hard,” said the
host ; ¢ my nephew is my nephew, and though he
was a desperate Dick of yore, yet Mike may have
mended like other folks, you wot—And I would
not have you think all I said of him, even now,
was strict gospel—I knew the wag all the while,
and wished to pluck his plumes from him—And
now, sir, by what name shall I present my wor-
shipful guest to these gallants ?”

¢ Marry, minehost,”replied the stranger, “you
may call me Tressilian.”

¢ Tressilian ?” answered my host of the Bear,
¢ g worthy name; and, as I think, of Cornish
lineage ; for what says the south proverb—

¢ By Pol, Tre, and Pen,
¢ You may know the Cornish men.”

Shall T say the worthy Mr Tressilian of Corn-
wall ?”

¢ Say no more than I have given you warrant
for, mine host, and so shall you be sure you
speak no morc than is true. A man may have
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one of those honourable prefixes to his name, yet
be born far from Saint Michael’s Mount.”
Mine host pushed his curiosity no further, but
presented Mr Tressilian to his nephew’s com-
pany, who, after exchange of salutations, and
drinking to the health of their new companion,
pursued the conversation in which he found them
engaged, seasoning it with many an intervening

pledge.
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CHAPTER II.

Talk you of young Master Lancelot ?
Merchant of Venice.

AFTER some brief interval, Master Goldthred,
at the carnest instigation of mine host, and the
joyous concurrence of his guests, indulged the

company with the following morsel of melody :

Of all the birds on bush or tree,
Commend me to the owl,
Since he may best ensample be
To those the cup that trowl.
For when the sun hath left the west,
He chuses the tree that he loves the best,
And he whoops out his song, and he laughs at his jest ;
Then though hours be late, and weather foul,
We'll drink to the health of the bonny, bonny owl.

The lark is but a bumpkin fowl,
He sleeps in his nest till morn ;
But my blessing upon the jolly owl,
That all night blows his horn.
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"Then up with your cup till you stagger in speech,

And match me this catch, though you swagger and
screech,

And drink till you wink, my merry men cach ;

For though hours be late, and weather be foul,

We'll drink to the health of the bonny, bonny owl.

¢« There i1s savour in this, my hearts,” said
Michael, when the mercer had finished his song,
‘¢ and some goodness seems left among you yet
—Dbut what a beadroll you have read me of old
comrades, and to every man’s name tacked some
ill-omened motto ! And so Swashing Will of Wal-
lingford hath bid us good night ”

¢ He died the death of a fat buck,” said one
of the party,  being shot with a cross-bow bolt,
by old Thatcham, the Duke’s stout park-kecper
at Donnington Castle.”

¢« Ay, he always loved vemson well,” replied
Michael, ¢ and a cup of claret to boot—and so
here’s one to his memory. Do me right, my mas-
ters.”

When the health of this departed worthy had
been duly honoured, Lambourne procceded to

enquire after Prance of Padworth.
6
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¢ Pranced off—made immortal ten years since,”
said the mercer ; ¢ marry, sir, Oxford Castle and
Goodman Thong, and a tenpenny-worth of cord,
best know how.”

¢ What, so they hung poor Prance high and
dry ? so much for loving to walk by moonlight—
a cup to his memory my masters—all merry fel-
lows like moonlight. 'What has become of Hal
with the plume P—he who lived near Yattenden,
and wore the long feather—I forget his name.”

¢ What, Hal Hempsced ?” replied the mer-
cer, “ why, you may remember he was a sort of
a gentleman, and would meddle in state matters,
and so he got into the mire about the Duke of
Norfolk’s matter these two or three years since,
fled the country with a pursuivant’s warrant at
his heels, and has never since been heard of.”

¢ Nay, after these baulks,” said Michael Lam-
bourne, ¢ I need hardly enquire after Tony Fos-
ter; for when ropes and cross-bow shafts, and
pursuivant’s warrants, and such like gear were
so rife, Tony could hardly ’scape them.”

“ Which Tony Foster mean you ?” said the
inn-keeper.
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*“ Why, he they called Tony Fire-the-Faggot,
because he brought a light to kindle the pile
round Latimer and Ridley, when the wind blew
out Jack Thong’s torch, and no man else would
give him light for love or money.”

“ Tony Foster lives and thrives,” said the
host.—¢¢ But, kinsman, I would not have you
call bim Tony Fire-the-Faggot, if you would not
brook the stab.”

« How ! ishe grown ashamed on’t #” said Lam-
bourne ; ¢ why, he was wont to boast of it, and
say he liked as well to see a roasted heretic, as a
roasted ox.”

‘“ Ay, but, kinsman, that was in Mary’s time,”
replied the landlord, ¢ when Tony’s father was
Reeve here to the Abbot of Abingdon. But since
that, T'ony married a pure precisian, and 1s as
good a Protestant, I warrant you, as the best.”

¢ And looks grave, and holds his head high,
and scorns his old companions,” said the mercer.

 Then he hath prospered, I warrant him,”
said Lambourne ; ¢ for ever when a man hath
got nobles of his own, he keeps out of the way
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of those whosc exchequers lie in other men’s pur-
chase.”

“ Prospered, quotha ! said the mercer, ¢ why,
you remember Cumnor-Place, the old mansion-
house beside the church-yard #”

“ By the same token, I robbed the orchard
three times—what of that ?—it was the old Ab-
bot’s residence when there was plague or sickness
at Abingdon.”

¢ Ay,” said the host, ¢ but that has been
long over ; and Anthony Foster hath a right in
it, and lives therc by some grant from a great
courtier, who had the church-lands from the
crown ; and there he dwells, and has as little to
do with any poor wight in Cumnor, as if he were
himself a belted knight.”

¢ Nay,” said the mercer, “ 1t is not altogether
pride in Tony ncither—there is a fair lady in the
case, and Tony will scarce let the light of day
look on her.”

¢ How,” said Tressilian, who now for the first
ume interfered in their conversation, *“ did yc

not say this Foster was married, and to a preci-
sian ?”
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¢ Married he was, and to as bitter a precisian
as cver cat flesh in Lent ; and a cat-and-dog life
she led with Tony, as men said. But she is dead,
rest be with her, and Tony hath but a ship of a
daughter ; so it is thought he means to wed this
stranger, that men keep such a coil about.”

¢ And why so ?—I mean, why do they keep a
coil about her ?” said Tressilian.

“ Why, I wot not,” answered the host, ¢ ex-
cept that men say she 1s as beautiful as an angel,
and no one knows whence she comes, and every
one wishes to know why she is kept so closely
mewed up. For my part, I never saw her—you
have, I think, Master Goldthred ?”

« That I have, old boy,” said the mercer.
¢ Look you, I was riding hither from Abingdon
—1I passed under the east oricl window of the
old mansion, where all the old saints and histories
and such like are painted—It was not the common
path I took, but one through the Park ; for the
postern-door was upon the latch, and I thought
I might take the privilege of an old comrade to
ride across through the trecs, both for shading,



36 KENILWORTH.

as the day was somewhat hot, and for avoiding
of dust, because I had on my peach-coloured
doublet, pinked out with cloth of gold.”

¢ Which garment,” said Michael Lambourne,
¢ thou would’st willingly make twinkle in the
cyes of a fair dame. Ah ! villain, thou wilt never
leave thy old tricks.”

““Not so—not so,” said the mercer, with a smirk-
ing laugh ; ¢ not altogether so—but curiosity,
thou knowest, and a strain of compassion with-
al,—for the poor young lady sces nothing from
morn to even but Tony Foster, with his scowling
black brows, his bull’s head, and his bandy legs.”

“ And thou would’st willingly shew her a
dapper body, in a silken jerkine=a limb like a
short-legged hen’s, in a cordovan boot, and a
round, simpering, what d’ye lack, sort of a coun-
tenance, set oft with a velvet bonnet, a Turkey
feather, and a gilded brooch. Ah! jolly mercer,
they who have good warcs are fond to shew them.
—Come, gentles, let not the cup stand—here’s to

long spurs, short boots, full bonnets, and cmpty
skulls 1"
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“ Nay, now, you arc jealous of me, Mike,”
said Goldthred ; ¢ and yet my luck was but what
might have happened to thee, or any man.”

¢ Marry confound thine impudence,” retorted
Lambourne ; ¢ thou would’st not compare thy
pudding face, and sarsenet manners, to a gentle-
man and a soldier I”

‘¢ Nay, my good sir,” said Tressilian, ¢ let me
beseech you will not interrupt the gallant citizen ;
methinks he tells his tale so well, I could hearken
to him till midnight.”

“ It’s more of your favour than of my desert,”
answered Master Goldthred ; ¢ but since I give
you pleasure, worthy Master Tressilian, I shall
proceed, maugre all the jibes and quips of this
valiant soldier, who, peradventure, hath had more
cuffs than crowns in the Low Countries.—And
so, sir, as I passed under the great painted win-
dow, leaving my rein loose on my ambling pal-
frey’s neck, partly for mine ease and partly that
I might have the more leisure to peer about, I
hears me the lattice open ; and never credit me,
sir, if there did not stand there the person of as

fair & woman as ever crossed mine eyes, and I
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think I have looked on as many pretty wenches,
and with as much judgment, as other folks.”

¢ May I ask her appearance, sir ?” said Tres-
silian.

« O sir,” replied Master Goldthred, ¢ I pro-
mise you, she was in gentlewoman’s attire—a very
quaint and pleasing dress, that might have ser-
ved the Quecen herself ; for she had a forepart
with body and sleeves, of ginger-coloured satin,
which, in my judgment, must have cost By the
yard some thirty shillings, lined with murrey
taffeta, and ladd down and guarded with two
broad laces of gold and silver. And her hat, sir,
was truly the best-fashioned thing that I have
seen in thesc parts, being of tawney taffeta, em-
broidered with scorpions of Venice gold, and ha-
ving a border garnished with gold fringe ;—I
promise you, sir, an absolute and all surpassing
device. Touching her skirts, they were in the
old pass-devant fashion.”

¢« I did not ask you of her attire, sir,” said
Tressilian, who had shewn some impatience du-
ring this conversation, * but of her complexion—
the colour of her hair, her features.”
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“ Touching her complexion,” answered the
mercer, “ I am not so special certain; but I mark-
cd that her fan had an ivory handle, curiously
inlaid ;—and then again, as to the colour of her
hair, why, I canwarrant, be its hue what it might,
that she wore above it a net of green silk, parcel
twisted with gold.”

“ A most mercer-like memory,” said Lam-
bourne; ¢ the gentleman asks him of the lady’s
beauty, and he talks of her fine clothes !”

T tell thee,” said the mercer, somewhat dis-
concerted, ¢ I had little time to look at her; for
just as T was about to give her the good time of
day, and for that purpose had puckered my fea-
tures with a smile”~—— ,

“ Like those of a jackanape, simpering at a
chesnut,” saidd Michael Lambourne.

¢« —Upstarted of a sudden,” continued Gold-
thred, without heeding the interruption, “Tony
Foster himself, with a cudgel in his hand™

¢ And broke thy head across, I hope, for thine

impertinence,” said his entertainer.

~

“¢ That were more easily said than done,” an-

swered Goldthred-indignantly ; ¢ no, no—there
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was no breaking of heads—it’s true, he advanced
his cudgel, and spoke of laying on, and asked
why I did not keep the public road, and such
like ; and I would have knocked him over the pate
handsomely for his pains, only for the lady’s pre-
sence, who might have swooned, for what I know.”

“ Now, out upon thee for a faint-spirited slave!”
said Lambourne; ¢ what adventurous knight
ever thought of the lady’s terror, when he went
to thwack giant, dragon, or magician, in her pre-
sence, and for her deliverancc ? But why talk to
thee of dragons, who would be driven back by a
dragon-fly. Therc thou hast missed the rarest
opportunity !”

¢ Take 1t thyself, then, bully Mike,” answered
Goldthred.—¢ Yonder is the enchanted manor,
and the dragon and the lady all at thy service, if
thou darest venture on them.”

“ Why, so I would for a quartern of sack,”
said the soldier=—¢¢ Or stay—I am foully out of
linen—wilt thou bet a piece of Hollands against
these five angels, that I go not up to the Hall
to-morrow, and force Tony Foster to introduce

me to his fair guest ?”
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I accept your wager,” said the mereer 5 < and
I think, though thou hadst cven the impudence
of the devil, I shall gain on thee this bout. Our
landlord here shall hold stakes, and I will stake
lown gold till I send thee linen.”

< I will hold stakes on no such matter,” said
Gosling. ¢ Good now, my kinsman, drink your
wine in quiet, and let such ventures alone. I
promise you, Master Foster hath interest enough
‘o lay you up in lavender in the Castle at Ox-
‘ord, or to get your legs made acquainted with the
:own-stocks.”

“ That would be but renewing an old inti-
macy ; for Mike's shins and the town’s wooden
mnfold have been well known to each other ere
10w,” said the mercer ; ¢ but he shall not budge
‘rom his wager, unless he means to pay forfeit.”,

¢ Fortert ?” said Lambourne; ¢ 1 scorn it.
[ value Tony Foster’s wrath no more than a
shelled pea-cod, and I will visit his Lindabrides,
»y Saint George, be he willing or no.”

“ T would gladly pay your halves of the risk,
ir,” said Tressilian, ¢ to be permitted to accom-

any y'ou on the adventure.”
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“ In what would that advantage you, sir?”
answered Lambourne.

¢ In nothing, sir,” said Tressilian, ¢ unless to
mark the skill and valour with which you conduct
yourself. I am a traveller, who sceks for strange
rencountersand uncommon passages, asthekmghts
of yore did after adventures and feats of arms.”

“Nay, if it pleasures you to see a trout tickled,”
answered Lambourne, ¢ I care not how many
witness my skill. And so here I drink to success
to my enterprize ; and he that will not pledge me
on his knees is a rascal, and I will cut his legs off
by the garters.”

The draught which Michael Lambourne took
upon this occasion, had been preceded by so
many others, that reason tottered on her throne.
He swore one or two incoherent oaths at the
mercer, who refused, reasonably enough, to pledge
him to a sentiment, which inferred the loss of his
own wager.

“ 'Wilt thou chop logic with me,” said Lam-
bourne, ¢ thou knave, with no more brains than
are in a skein of ravelled silk ? by Heaven, I will
cut thee into fifty yards of galloon lace !”
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But as he attempted to draw his sword for this
doughty purpose, Michael Lambourne was scized
upon by the tapster and the chamberlain, and
conveyed to his own apartment, there to sleep
himself sober at his leisure.

The party then broke up, and the guests took
their leave ; much more to the contentment of
mine host than of some of the company, who were
unwilling to quit good liquor, when it was to be
had for free cost, so long as they were able to sit
by it. They were, however, compelled to re-
move ; and go at length they did, leaving Gos-
ling and Tressilian in the empty apartment.

¢ By my faith,” said the former, ¢ I wonder
where our great folks find pleasure, when they
spend their means in entertainments, and in play-
ing mine host witho